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CHAPTER L

THE MYSTERY OF THE MISSING MINIATURES,

HI DUKE OF AMBERLEY stood
before the window of his librar
at
Court.

Amberley House, Hampton
His face was wreathed
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appreciated it for its full worth. He
appreciated it to such an extent, in fact,
that he moved across to a massive side-
board and poured himself out a glass of
whisky. This, with a dash of soda, he
ewallowed with enjoyment, his gaze still
upon the mmiature.

** Perfect!” he exclaiined,
his lips.

It was not quite certain whether hLe
#u3 referring to the whisky or to the
Iittle paimting. Probably they were both
perfect, in their different ways. The
duke crossed to the window again, and
allowed the brilhant summer sunlight to
play upon the face of the miniature.

I'or fuily five minutes he remained
gazing intehtly upon the painting. It

smacking

was 1n water colours, and upon 1vory..

Doubtleszs the thing was a wonderful
work of art, and worth quite a large sum
of money. But most people would have
glanced at it for a few moments only.

The Duke of Amberley was different,
however.

For years his hobby had been that of
ocollocting miniatures and similar art

treasures. His collection, no doubt, waa
one of the finest in the world, and his
greatest delight was found in purchusing
a new treasure,

Being immensely rich, he could eaail -
afford to humour his hobby on all occu-
sions. And he never, under any circuin-
stances, purchased a miniature which di.i
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The duke was a shm, distingushed-
looking man with a keen, cleanshaveu
face. Being clean-shaven, it was difficuir
to guess his age, but most people sus-
pected him of ieing at least sixty. Hc
looked younger. ‘

His oyes were of that type which ex-
press unbounded geniality and joy. To
gaze upon him, to look into his face, was
sufficient to make most people genial in
a moment. They were infected by the
duke’'s charming personality.

“ The man was a fool!” murmured h:s
Crace. ‘I really cannot understand why
he let the thing go. So cheaply, tco! 1
have never made a more satistactory pur-
chase !”

Conaidering that the noble duke had
paid three thousand pounds for that litt!v
picture, no one but himself would hav.
considered that he had made a satisfa -
tory purchase, Yet he had- not paiu
exorbrtantly.

This particular miniaturo was of great
renown, and the Duke of Amberley was
averjoyed to secure it for his collection.

Once or twioe people had atbempted to
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nass off spurious ninttations upon him,
but ho was too old an hand at the game
to be caught napping. He posseseed
rome of the most famous art treasures in
tho world, and there was not a single
oo am them which was not dgcnuine.

The hobby was the very joy of his life,

His miniaturces adorn o walls of nis
Jibrary, of his nassive dining-room, of
his superb drawing-room. hey were
everywhere, But the most famous—the
elite—found a pleoce in the library.

'Thero was no room for fresh ones upon
i walls—not without spoiling the sym-
metry of the others—and when a new
painting was purchased the duke would
spend perhaps a whole day deciding
which picture should be banished in
favour of the new one.

On this particular opccasion the duke
had no difficulty in deciding, for the
miniature ho now held in his hands was
far and away 1nore superior 10 many of
thoso u the walls.

As hw (race turned away from the
window with a little sigh of satisfaction
thare came a tap at the door, and the
ntext moment & tall man entered. He
was in uniform—the uniform of a major.

" Hallo, pater|” ho exclaimed. Still
engrossed |’

" My dear Bob, I really canpot kecp
my eyes from this dehightful puinting,”
cxclaimed the duke with enthusiasm.
" It's a pity you don’t take more interest
in_theso miniatures, my boy.”

h.hjur the Marqum of Leatherhead
smiled. '

‘“ Haven't got tumeo for that sort of
thing, pater.” he repled lightly. *‘ A
man in my regiment is rather keen on
them, though. He’s told me that he'd
RIVO ’anythiug to look over your collecs

tion.'

Tho duke beamed.

“ You musat bring him along one duy,
Bob,”” he replied. ‘' You know that 1
ahall be simply delighted to welcomeo any-
body who is anmmtlvo. I'm afrawd
vouro too rough und ready, my dear

l)O‘y." | ‘

‘I'm a goldier—that’s "all!”’ was the
inajor’s smiling reply, ‘' Soldiers don’t
fmd much enjovinent in looking at these
tin-pot little paintings—''

“Bob—Bob! How dare yout’ de-
manded his fether,

They both laughed, and then Bob oon.
desconded to examina the little painting
which his father still held. . He eyed 1t
criticull{é and then handed n back with
@ chuakle, . ..

‘“ Not bad!|” was his opinion,
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“ Yow're—you're hopeless!” declared
the Duke of Amberley. *‘ Not bad!’
And that is all you have to say regarding
one of the most famous miniatures in tho *
world! 1 aincerely hope the friend you

of has a keener appreciution of true
art. Who » he, anyway?’

“Oh, a fcllow named Armetrong—
Captain Armastrong,” replied the other,
“(One of the best men going, pater.
You'll like him, I know. His father’s
Sir David Armetrong—quite a decent
family.” | o

The duke changed the subject after a
few moments, and the pair were soon
talking of other matters. These two,
father and son, were very attached to one
anothor, and his Grace was delighted by
his son’s presenoce.

The n:ior was home on lcave from thé
front, and would remain in England for
another week. He was a man of thirty-
five, and, like his father, looked younger.
He was always rather amused at the
duke’s enthusiasm regarding miniatures,
but simply could not share thai enthye
sram himself.

That pight the Duke of Amberley re-
turned homo from hs olub—where he
had bored everybody to the point of teais
with his eulogiee regardmg his latest
Foasosanon——an at onoe retired to the
ibrary to worship the painting afresh.

He had not been eeated at his desk
long when his butler appeared. The
duke hadn’t heard the man tap at the
door, but he looked up as he heard a
discrect cough. ‘

** Oh—er—what is it, Burton?”

‘“A gentleman has just called, your
Grace—"' ' :
%1 can’t see anybody now, Burton,”’
mterrupted the duke, waving his hand
unfmtrently. “It 1s paat ten o'clock—
Who m he. anyhow?

‘“ Captain Armatrong, your Grace.”’

‘* Armstrong—Armstrong?"’ wvepealed
the duke. “ I seem to have heard that
name—— Why, of course,” he added to
himself, ‘‘ Bob was talking about him
only this morning. Armstrong. Why,
yoes. Show Captain Armstroog in a6
once, Burton,” he added aloud.

The butler withdrew, and his Graco edt
back 1n his chair and gently rubbed hio
hands togother. Ome of eatest
grievances was that so few people really
understcod miniatures. By what his soun
had said, Captain Armstrong was o true
enthusiast. And, as euch, he. was
heartily welcome, o

If he had come after midnight he would
probably have been gladly received,
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A minuie laber Burton returned andd
escortad into the library a jovial-looking
youug man in the uniform of a captuin.
He was slightly nervous, and was cer-
tsinly not prepared for the hearty wel-
come which was bestowed upon hin.

““My dear sir, I am delighted to meet
voul't exclauned the Duke of Amberley.
*" O oqurse, you have come to see my
miniatures? My son was telling me
about you. Wae shall soon see what sort
of an eye you have, ch?”’

(Captain Armstrong smiled.

“I'm afraid it’s an awful piece of im-
pertinence on my part, coming to you,
sir,”” he said tentatively., ‘““ I'm a bit of
a duffer at most things, I know. But
I'm jolly keen on thes2 sort of things.”
he went on, waving his hand towards the
walls. “ Jove! That's a fine Holbein
you've got over there!”

The duke beamed delightedly.

“I see youw've detected one of my
finest masterpieces already,”” he ex-
claimed. ‘‘ Come and look at it, my dear
fellow. Just come and look at it
closely !’

There had really been no introduction
at ajl. These two were completely en-
grossed in less than a minute. They
were both enthusiasts, and there was a
mutual understanding between them.

From picture to picture they went, an
each art gem was duly praised and criti-
cised and commented upon. The duke
was not long in discovering that Captain
'Armstrong was & connoisseur in this type

of painting.

T!l;aey were In the lhibrary, and it was
here that the duke’s most precious
treasures were hung. His Grace halted
befaore & beautiful portrait of a young
girl, and he pointed to it with pride.

‘““Did you ever see such exquisite
workmanship, my dear fellow ?"” he asked.
““1 wouldn’t part with that painting for
ten thousand pounds!”

“I don’t wonder,”’” said Armstrong.
“ Ii's just magnificent!”

And then, all in a second, a most amaz-
ing thing happened. Armstrong glanced
at his watch, and noted that the time was
half-past ten exactly. The chiming of a
clock on the mantelpiece had told him
of this, but he had consulted his watch
to s2e if the clock was correct.

The Duke of Amberley had his hands
behind him, and before he could know
what was happening his visitor slipped a
Eair of curiously designed handcufls over

B8 wrists, and snapped them to,

*Why, what in rleaven-———"
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Hm Grace gol no fnrther. As he was
on the point of turning, the amazed Gues-
tion on hg lins, Armstrong pulled his
soarf off, and clipped it over the elder
man's mouth. Then, with a rough jerk,
he pulled the scarf tight, and bound ir
securely, . A muflled, gurgling cry came
from the duke.

" Neat, wh?” eaid Captain Armstronyg
briskly. * You- couldn’t bave fallen in
with my plans better, my dear eir. [
thought the liOb would be easy, but this
13 stmply child’s play. Don’t attempt to
cry out—you can’t. And I don’t mean to
harm you, anvhow!"

As he spoke, he pushed his Grace into
a deep chair, and quickly bound his
ankles. Thus, in the eimplest manner
f)oemble, the duke was rendered abso-
utely helpless. Not a sound had been
made during the process,

The visitor step softly across the
room and turned.the key in the lock of
the doowr. Then from his tunic he pro-
duced a thing which looked like a biy
square of fine canvas.

He shook it out, and it resolved itseli
into a carefully mado bag. It was verv
large. and two handles were fixed at the
top.

The Duke of Amberley was staring i
Armstrong dazedly and with rising fur:.
What was the meaning of this astound-
ing outrage? For the moment the duke
was completely bewildered. He couldn's
iake any sound above a muffied gurgle.
and there was no chance of attracting
attention.

Armstrong was moving about coolly
and calmiy, pufling at his cigar with per-
fect sang-froid. And he commenced to
take down the miniatures from the wa!l!.
One by one ho placed them in the big
canvas bag.

The duke nearly choked in his fury.

The man was a thief—a common
burglar! He was on the point of stealing
the priceless miniatures'! .

The duke’s treasures were being stolen

“before his very eyes! o

Armstrong glanced acrces at his victim
as he heard the sound of scuffling, and he
smiled cheerfully.

“It's all right,”” he said. ““T'm onlv
borrowing them. You'll get them back
in due course, vou know. Juet a little
matter of business, my dear duke. You'!!
understand later on.”

What the Duke of Amberley woulil
have said in answer to that remark, had
he been able to speak, was not difficulr
to guess, For hi look was deadly, and
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he went purple in the face with anger
:nd 1mpotence. L .

His priceless paintings were being
«tolen! ,

That was the only clear thought which
lilled the duke’s brain for the moment.
He was incapable of realising the full
meamng of this audacious affair. But
@{ter a while he force _%imself to think.

Who was this man?

It was appalling {o think that a captain
in the Ariny would descend to such base
methods—— Oh, nol The fellow was
an impostor, of course. He wasn’t Cap-
tain Armstrong at all. Ho was a bogus
~aptain,

. His Grace came to that conclusion
quickly, his eyes watching the intruder’s
movements with painful 1ntentness.
What a fool he had been to admit the
man! And what a double fool he had
heen to accept hiin without question, and
o allow him to gain the upper hand in
this way!

_The duke bitterly realised that he had
simplified matters to a degree for this
burglar, and 1 angered bim “treble-fold
when he told himself that he wasa mainly
10 blame for the whole disastrous affair.
He had been totally off his guard. and
had taken no steps to prevent guch an
attack. |

But who could have suspected such
extraordinary methods? -

A bur I»arKeat half-past ten in the even-
ing, while the servants were still up and
about the house! ' |

Yet, when the Duke of Amberley came
to consider, this wasé the only way in
which the robbery could have been per-
petrated. The dastardly scoundrel evi-
dently knew the house well ; for at might
when all were asleep, the library, an
cvery room, in fact, were closed and
locked. .

Patent burglar alarns were fitted—
nlarms that could not possibly be discon-
nected by any intruder, no matter
whether he knew of their presence or
n%tl. An ordinary burglary was impos-
stble. - )

And so the man had adopted this gamne.
He had probably got comfederates out-
side, They would disappear with their
booty long before the duke could give
the alarm. All the minmatures would
vanish—— -

The thought infuriated tho old man to
a point of apoplexy. .

- But now he didn’t struggle. He just
sat still, and watched the other man at
his work. Armstrong procceded leisurely
—at least, he ﬁeeme(?' to be leisurely, As

for me, anyhow,.
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a matter of fact, ho was. performinz his
task with g_rea,t. speed. But he wasz yune
ocoo), and did nut seem to be hurrxing.

Two of the walls were already strippéd,
and the canvas bag was bulging. But it
was capable of holding many more paint-
ings, Armstrong turned, and looked at
his_victim again. He tossed his cigar-
end into the fireplace.

‘“ Don’t know whether it’s usual to
have all these bits of art hung on tho
wall,’”” he remarked. *‘ They’re handy
The room looks a bif:
bare, doesn’t 1t? You'll get ’em all back
again, so you needn't worry.”

Five minutes later the canvas bag was
full up, and the stranger carefully secured
the top. The bag was somewhat heavy
now, and, vgguely, the duko wondered
how tho burglar was going to escape
from the house with such a bundle. i

But the hclpless man was thinking of
something else now. By working -his
chin, he ilad freed the scarf somewhat,
and he knew that in another minute ho
would be able to get his mouth free.

Captain Armstrong laughed softly.

““ That’s about all,”” he said. *“ I can’t
take the lot, of course, but I’ve managed
to pick out the winners. I'll be getting
along now——"’

The Duke of Amberley made o tre-
mendous effort, and the scarf dropped,

“ B-Y George! 1 didn’t eee that
game,” began the intruder sharply.

“Help !’ cried the duke frantically.
‘““ Burton—Burton! Help! Help! You
vile scoundrel—"’

The helpless man’s cries were loud and
shrill.

‘“Hang youl’” grated out Armstrong
harshly. - '

The mischief was done now, and he
knew that it would be futile to remain.
Indeed, therxe was a possibility that his
carefully-laid plans would be frustrated.
While tying the scarf so that it did not
hurt the duke, he had foiled his own
game—perhaps. |

For the thief was still hopeful of get-
ting clear away. ‘ .

He slung the bag violently over s
shoulder, and the Duke of Amberley
ncarly wept as he saw his beautiful
miniatures being treated as though they
were potatoes. The thief reached the
door, unlocked it, and passed out into tho
great hall. As he emerged he saw
Burton, the butler, hurrying towards
him.

_And an urgent cry came frou ilhe
Lbrary.
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¢ Qron that scoundrel!” shouted the
duke. *‘ Don’t let him get away!"

““ @ood gracious me!” said Burton.

The stout, comfortable butler was
flabbecgasted. His cheeks turned red, and
he trembled with nervousness. There
was a look in the bogus captain’s eves
which- he did not like at all.

Nevertheless, Burton acted dom-
mecadably. ‘

“Whore are youn going?’ he de-
manded. ‘“ His Grace tells me-—-"

“Out of the way, you fut idiot!”’
.grapped Armstrong roughly.

Fat idiot! Burton had never been
called that in his life before! For a
moment he thought that the heaven:
were going to fall. And his indignation
was thoroughly aroused now, and he for-
got his nervousness.

He advanced upon Armstrong,
although what he would have done was a
guestion. Certainly he was no match for
the desperate intruder. Before he could
reach the man he paused.

For Armstrong had dashed suddenly
for the stairs, and was mounting them
twoe at a time, in spite of the heavy
bag. The staircase was wide and well
lighted. @ Armstrong was scon on the
first wide landing. -

Burton, heavy and staid, gasped-with
alarm and dismay.

““Tlave you o{ the rascal?"” came in
a bellow from the library.

“He’s—he's pgone upstairs,
Cirace !”’ panted Burton.

““ Then go after him, you fool !'* roared
the duke furiously.
~ Fool! And from
Burton positively expected tho heavens
to fall now!l e moved towards the
stairs as though in a trance, but was
brought to his senses by the sound of
footdteps behind him. Looking round
quickly, he saw two menservants coming
from the rear quarters.

Instantly the butler’s wits returned to
him.

“ There's a burglar
rapped out with authority. ‘ Go after
him, Bedford! You, too, Simms! Don't
stand there staring, you fools—he'll
escape if you're not sharp! After him,
you gaping idiots!"

Burton was getting a bit of his own
back, he felt. And Bedford and Simms,
both active mon—although ex-soldiers,
discharged from the Army—rushed at the
stairs and bounded up them. On the
whaola, they displayed greater ccurage

vour

his Crace himself!

upstairs !’ he

than Burton hiad done.  The Lautler
heard them tearing up-tairs, and then
he hurried into the library to find our
why on earth hii master didn't conne
out into the hall himself.

Simms and Bedford pelted upstair-.
and met a housemaid on the landing*
She was on the point of fainting, an:
declared that 3 man in officer’s uniform
had nearly knocked her down, and hau
rushed at the upper stairs,

The two menservants rushed at the
upper stairs, too, and mounted them
rapidly. When they arrived at the top
they heard thetr quarry panting up still
another flicht of stairs which led d:rectly
to the roof. .

‘“ He's gettin' on to the roof, Simma!"
aasped Bedford.

“You two will stop down there!"
grated a husky voice from above. * [f
you try to mount these stairs vou'll deop
—with a bullet in your carcase!"’

“ My goodness!"’ gasped Simms,

The two startled servants heard the
door slam—the door which led direct on
to the roof above. Then all was atlenc-.
Sunms and Bedford

d looked at one
another in a scared kind of way.
“ You stay here, Snnms,” satd Lhe

other man quickly. “ IIe’s on the roof-

he can't get down, not without a ladder
I'm goin’ to wish out and get the groona.
and other chaps to help me!”

“ But, I say—-""

Bedford didn't wait to hear whu
Simms had to say. He pelted down
stairs, rather glad to get away, in fact.
He didn't fancy meeting an armed bur
glar—and the scoundrel would probably
try to enter the house again when he
t'ou?d that there was no ecscape from the
roof,

In the biz hall Bedford fonud the Duke
of Amberley. His Grace was simply boil-
ing with rage. He was free now, for
Burton had found that the handentl
were oasily removable. although the du'o
couldn't shift them himself.

““ Hlave you got him?" roared the ol
nobleman.

“ He's—he's on the roof, your Grace !™

“On the rocf!"” thundered tho duke.
““ The miniatures as well?"

“I—I don’t know——""

“ Youdon't know ! snortcd his Graen
hotly. * You don’t know anything! 1
never saw such a paclk of dunderheads!
Burton acted like an ahsolute idiot—-lie
owght to have stoppoed the rascal!”

%urton nearly fainted, He wus being
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called an ab:olute. tdiot—before another
pervant, too!

“ Why didi’t you follow the scoundrel
oo to the roof 7’ asked the duke fiercely.

** He—he threatencd to kill us with a
pistol ”
~ ' Us—us! Who was with you?”’

*Simms, your Grace!”’

‘““ And where is 8Simms now ?”

* Upstairs, your Gracc-—watching the
‘op door !’ _

The duke rushed to the foot of the
stairs. y .

“Simms!” he shouted.

“Yes, your Grace !”” came a faint voice
irom above. _

“Don’t let that ruffian get down from
the roof!” bellowed the duke. “ Go up
and lock the door, so that he can’t get in
agam !’

‘“ That’s what I have done,
Crace!” came Simms’s voice.

“H'm! Somebod‘y’s got some sense,
it seems !’ grunted the Duke of Amber-
ley. My paintings—my miniatures!
Great heavens! The scoundrel has
cleared the library of the gems of my
collection! Upon my soul, Burton, have
you cntirely lost your wits? Why don’t
you move yowrself ¥ Go outside and sce
that the burglar doesn’t climb down a
ladder! Go outside at oncel”

The staid butler gulped something
down, and hurried away.

“Go and get some of the men to-
sother, Bedford!” he snarled furiously.

Burton, to tell the truth, was simply
hoiling with indignation, He privately
ield the view that if anybody had lost
thejr wits, it was the duke himself. The
but}er couldn’t understand all this fuss—
over a tew silly little paintings! ' But
then, Burton wags not_an art connoisscur
by any means.

The duke was wild wilh anxiety and
alarm, and he hadn’t displayed such
temper or excitement for - years and
years. Indeoed, Burton never remem-
bered seeing his Grace in such a state
before. It was—it was disgraceful—
nothing less—for a duke to get mto
such an undignified state, bellowing
and shouting and dancing ahout like a
madman ! -

Under the circumcstances, however, the
Duke of Amberley was fully justified in
being exoited. But he had one COH!OHD%
thought. The desperate thief had dashec
up on ta the roof in his mad effort to get
- away. .

And the roof, although flat, wais a

your

.with 1t.
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trap.  There was no way down what-
ever, - There-was not even an atom of
ivy oh the walls of the mansion, ‘and the
roof, too, was surmounted by a high
rarapet. If Armstrong had pgot to the
ground, he had got there by falling sheer
—and that would mean his death. The
door ho bad escaped by was the only
cxit, and Simms had had sense ecnough
to lock that door. |

8¢, upon the whole, the duke was rc.
lieved. The scoundrel was tirapped cam-
pletely.  And even:if he had ‘a ropo
ladder fixed up, which was almost un-
thinkable, for lie had evidently rushedl
on to the roof as a last resource, Burto
and the dthers would be in time to pre-
vent his escape.  Armstrong couldn’t
possibly have got down by the time the
butler reached the terrace.

The Duke of Amberley mopped hig
heated brow, and hastened to the front
door. He passed out into the still sum-
mer night. It was as black as pitch.
The sky was overclouded, and not. a stoy
was showing. .

Low shouts came from the darkness,
and the duke hurried round. IIe found
that the mansion was suwrrounded. Bur-
ton had become active at last, and 2
cordon was drawn completely round tho
house.  The burglar couldn’t possibly
get down from the roof without being
seenn, Besides, there was no sign of o
ladder. -

The duke huiried back indoors, went -
straight to the library, and procured an
old-fashioned revolver. It was loaded,
but the t'.'i%?er went so stifly .that 1t
was 1mmpossible to take any certain aim

The recoil, too, was appalling.
But his Grace didn’t think of these litile
defects,

He mounted the stairs, puffing «wn-l
blowing, ang found Simnms at the top.

‘““Ts that you, Simms?”’ panted the
duke. |

“¥Yes, your Grace. I don’t kiiow
what’s happened to the map,” said
Simms. “T locked the door, your Grace.
And I haven’t heard anything at all!”

‘““He’s still up there—he couldn't have
got down,”” said the Duke of Amberley.
“ I’m going to shoot the rascal, Simmas!”

“Shoot him, your Grace?’’ gasped
Simma, |

““Yes, if he shows fight! Go and up-
lock the door, Simms!” I

‘“ Yes, your Grace!"

Simms didn’t like the task at all, hut
he couldn't refuse. He had a terrifying
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foeliny that as soon as he opened the
door the burglar would spring out upon
him and do awful things.

But when the door swung open
nothing entered but a faint breeze. The
door gave straight out upon the lecads,
and the wide expansc of the flat roof
stretched out darkly and grimly.

“ Hands up, you scoundrel "’ thundered
the duke sternly.

There wasn’t a =s=ound in reply.
Simms, just behind his noble master,
. shivered perceptibly. He felt that it
wal better to face German shells in the
trencheg than face a dosperate burglar in
the darkness. ° Simms hadn’t cared a
toss for the Hun bombardments, but he
was thoroughly unnerved now. There's
nothing so startling as a surprise attack
from the darkness. .

“ Shall—shall I strike some matches,
your Grace?” asked Simms.

“Yes, of course. The man is hiding
somewheve !

Simms struck several matches, and he
and his master explored the roof. The
Dulke of Amberley had been positive that
Armstrong was there. IHow could he
have got away? But Armstrong wasn’t
there! The roof was as bare as Mother
Hubbard’'s cupboard.

¥ Great heavens!”” gasped the duke..

tle ran to the side of the roof, and
leancd over the parapet.

* Burton—Burton I’* he called hoarsely.

“ Yes, your Grace?” camec Burton’s
anxious tones.

““Have you got him, Burton?”

¢ ot him, your Grace? He’s—he’s up
there, isn’t he? He hasn’t come down,
T’'ll swear!” declared the butler. *‘ He
must be still on the roof.” |

But Captain Armstrong wasn't on the
roof. He wasn’t anywhere about the pre-
mises, in fact. He had vanished as utterly
as though he had gone-into thin air—and
the priceless miniatures had vanished
with him!

How: had the miracle happened?

How had the bogus captain escaped?
And how, above all, had he managed to
got the bulky canvas bag away with him?
It was preposterous to suppose that he
had swarmed down a rope or a ladder.
Servants had been watching the whole
time !

The audacious burglar had vanished—
be had disappeared as completely as
through the very leads of the roof had
opened and had swallowed him up!

It wisz an amazing mystery,

CHAPTER 1I.

NELSON LEE INVESTIGATES, AND FORMY A
THEORY—TRHE £50,000 DEMAND !

R. NELSON LEE. the celebrated
crime investigator, shook hands
warmly with Detective-Tuspectaor
Lonnard, of Scotland Yard.

The worthy inspector had just been
ushered up into the consulting-room by
Nipper, who had found Lennard or tho
doorstep.

“You're an early bird this morning,
Lennard,"” smiled Lee.

‘“Reason to be, too,” said Detective-
Inspector Lennard seriously. “ I thought
I'd give you a call, Lee. I was coming
this way. Nipper came up as I wus
flb(').ut- to ring the bell, and he let ma
in,

_Nipper, Nelson T.ee’s keen young as-
sistant, grinned.

“I found him downstairs, sir,” hoa
said. “ Mr. Lennard was looking liks
a boiled owl.”

“T don't remember ever having seen
a boiled owl,” chuckled Nelson Fee.
“DBut I gather your meaning, Nipper.
You will really have to get out of the
habit of uwsing such slang. I think I
shall have to make you beg Mr. Len-
nard’s pardon for comparing him-——""

“ Oh, let the young 'un alone!” said
Lennard, with a grin. *‘ He can't help
it, you know. Means well, T cuppose.
One of these days I'll take him in hand'
myself, as you don’t seem to be able
to keep-him in order.” {

“You'd have vour fists full,” chuckled
Nipper. :

“J dare say I should,” said the in-’
spector. calm[;' helping hinself to ona
of the great criminologist's choice cigars.
““ Don’t mind me smoking, do you, Lee.
These cigars are top-hole, as I know from.
oexperience. I say, I'm just off to
Hamptoﬂ Court.”

““Going for a row on the 1iver?”
asked Nipper cheerfully. “ Ripping day
for an outing, That's the way these
Yard fellovws work, guv’nor—"’

“Row on the river!’ snorted T.en-
nard. “ You'll et a thick ear in a
minute, my lad!”’

Nipper grianed delightedly. [Te and
the inspector were very old friends, and
thoy understood one another perfectly,’
Chaff was gencrally flying about when
the two met, and Lennard was a good-
temperad man, as well as bewng o buard-
headed, capable detective officer.

'
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Ile «af down an a corner of Nelson
leg's desk.

“*No, I'm not going to Hampton
Court for an outing,” he said, lighting
his cigar. “I'm going to Amberley
House—you know, where the Duke of
Amberley hangs out. He's got about
fivo mansions, I belicve, heing a man
with pots of money.”

“T've nmever met his Grare,” said
Nelson Lec. *‘He's a great collector of
miniatures. Owns some of the world’s
masterpieces, 1 belicve.”

*“ He used to, you mean'’ said Len-
na!‘l]‘fl’imly.

** My dear man, he wouldn't sell those
winiatares for all the gold——"" Nelson
lee paused. and looked at his visitor.
** Oh, it’s that way, is it?"

" You've hit it. A clean job, too!
i.ast_night it happened.”

' Burglars inust be hard up, T should
sy, if they trouble about paintings of
that sort,”” observed Nipper., ¢ at’s
the good of pinching miniatures? How
van the croofs get rid of ’em? They'd
bo spotted in no time! Those paintings
ure famous, and as soon as they wero
disposed of —"’

_ **Oh, there are wave and means!”
mterjected Lennard. * The wiles of the
professional - picture thief are innumecr-
uble. I've had a taste of their methods
now and again, young shaver.”

** None of your ¢ young shaver,” My.
leunard )’ granted Nipper, |

* The duke’s simply raving!” went on
the inspector, smiling. ** I don't wonder,
from all T can hear of the burglary. It
wius a piece of infernal impudence from
start to finish. But there’s a mystery
about the affnir, and I'm going down to
lookl i.t’zto it. 1 dare may it's nothing
muen., *

Lenuard had heord a fairly accurate
account of what had transpired during
the previous evening, and he now ex-

1

Qlainod matters to Nelson lee and
vipper.  They listened  intercstedly—

espocially when the inspector doscribed
how * (‘aptam. Armstrong ”’ had scem-
ingly vanished into smoke.

* T don't know oll the details,”” went
on Lennard., ¢ But, so far as I can sev,
theve's o pretty amazing mystery to be
probed. l? the man actually disappearved
from the roof in that way—well, there’s
sonething uwneanny about the business.
Men can’t vanish in that way—especially
when they’re hunbered up with stuff s

LEE LIBRARY

this <hap was. There was no way of
escape, yet the thief vanished.””

** A flat _roof, you say?’ asked Neleon
Lee thoughtfally. : |

“Yes, and fairly extensive. Tlin
grounds were watched, and nothing was
seen,”’ replied Lennard. ‘ He gidn"t,
double back into the house—that’s cry-
tain! There was a man on gudrd at the
door which leads into the housr. 'The
door was locked, too. And there was no
other way down except by swarming
down a ladder or a rope.”

‘“ Ha must have done that.
ladder, probably,’”’ said Nipper.

“ But, my dear lad, the graunds were
carefully watched,” sid the inspector.
** How could the maun have got down”
He was carrying a heavy bag, too!
There’s something queer about the
affair, to my mind. I’'m rather worried.
The local police can’t make head or tail
of anything.”’ |

Nelson Lec was looking verv keen and
alert. Something  had  apparently
occurred to him, for he was extremeély
interested in Lennard’s story. The in-
spector was rather surprised, for he had
not expected to find Lee particularly
interested.

‘““ You’re going to Amberley ITonso—
now’’’ asked the great detective.

““ Straight off I’ .

“Do you feel like taking me with
you?”’ '

** My dear Lee. you’ro as weleome us
the day !’ declared Lennard heartily. ' I
didn’t think you'd care a toss, to tell the
truth. Come, by all means! 1 shall be
glad of your company.”

‘“Well, fancy wasting time by poking
about looking for some old minatures!”
said Nipper. ‘' We shall waste the dav,
guv’nor—"'

“Who said you were coming, young
'uni’’ asked I.ce. ‘‘ I've got other weorh
for you. I couldn’t think of wasting your
day, Nipper!”’ _

‘“ Oh, stars!”’ groaned Nipper., +T
asked for it, anyhow. I was an asa,
wasn’'t I? 1 night have been _ on the
river, taking some pretty girl for a row,
while you were looking for the noblc
duke’s pictures!”’

‘“ You young rascal!”’ chuckled Nelsan

A rope

He took Nipper aside, and gavi him
sonme precise information. The lad
nodded comprehendingly, and promised
to report Iater on. Lenuatd, who wasn't
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at all curious, toyed wiih his cigar until
Lee was ready.

Five minutes later the pair started off,
loaving Nipger to carry out the mission
which had been entrusted to him. Lee
and the inspector climbed into a taxi, and
were aoon bowling towards Hampton
Court in the bright morning sunshine.

When they arrived at Am%erley House,
they found the duke restless and worried,
and almgst haggard. He was delighted
to find that Nelson Lee had come, and
shook the great detective’s hand with
warmth.

““ You can see what has happened, Mr.
Lee,” he said, indicating the walls of the
library. ¢ All my most prized treasures
have gone! If I don’t get them back, I
shall— But I must get them back!"”’
he added. “ I would willingly give ten
thousand pounds row, this minute, to see
those miniatures restored!”

“ Have you found out anything about
the man who did the job, your (Grace?”
asked the inspector. * Your son, I
understand "

¢ The ruffian was not Captain Arm-
strong at all!”’ said the Duke of Amber-
ley hotly. ¢ It was a scoundrelly impos-
ture ! y son was not to blame in the
least, I have found. His friend Arm-
strong 18 entirely innocent, too. The man
who came to me was an impostor. I was
a fool to admit him."”

Lennard’s opinion was somewhat simi-
lar, but he didn’t like to say so. It was
quite obvious that the bogus TCaptain
Armstrong was a clever professional
crook. He had probably been in con-
versation with either Major Lord
Leatherhead or Captain Armstrong, and
*le had brought off the coup by sheer
¢ cheek.”

Lete and the Yard detective were told
the full story by the duke, and they
listened intently. Then, having put a
féew questions, they decided to examine
the roof as a beginning. Nelson Lee
socemed very anxious to sce the roof.

Burton ushered the pair upstairs, and
at last they stood upon the flat leads,
which were now hot with the sun’s glare.
The butler retired. He had by no means
got over the indignities of the previous
night.

In the broad light of day, the roof was
completely in view. The flat portion was
only a part of the roof of Amberley
House, but it was quite impossible for a
man o get from this section to the other.
The leads stretched away before Nelson

Lee and Lennard without a break, right
ag far as a lugh wall which denoted the
beginning of the other roof—the roof «f
that part of the mansion which wus
another storey higher.

And to right and left there were orna-
mental parapets. Behind, the door jutte .
up. and there was a clear space round it,
with another parapet beyond. But thers
was no chimney stack protruding from
the leads.

“Hm! Not much cover here!”’ r..
marked the inspector, with knitte.
brows.

He and Nelson Iee walked about for
five minutes, scarcely exchanging a word.
Lee was greatly interested in the paru-

pet. He examined it with almost minute
care, and wuot an inch escaped hie
scrutiny,

Finally, he turped to Lennard with a
little nod of decision. '
‘“ That burglar didn’t climb down the
face of the building, inspector,”” he said.
‘“What d’you mean?” asked Lennard.
“You think he was hiding up here all
the 1'w;v.rhlle, and then sneaked down after

‘* No. He escaped before the Duke of
Amberley reached the roof.”

““But, my dear man, the roof door
was locked !’ ~

‘“ He didn’t escape that way, either.”

Detective-Inspector Lennard grinned.

‘“I suppose you're going to suggest
that he sprouted wings, and flew away!'"
he suggested, with just a touch of good-
humoured sarcasm. * There’s no other
way, Lee.  If he didn’t swarm down the

face of the building, or double back

through the house, he must have gone
into the open air. As this isn’t an age of
miracles—""

““ Look here, Lennard, this affair is
more serious than I first suppdsed,’”’
interjected Nelson Lee quietly. * Yet I
must admit that I sus]pected the truth as
soon as you gave me the details at Gray's
Inn Road.”

““ Suspected the truth?’ repeated Len.
nard. ‘“ Why, we know nothing—-"

“On the contrary, I know who Insti-
gated this extraordinarily daring crime."”

““Who, then?”’ asked the inspector
curiously. . _
“Qur old [friends—the Circle of

Terror!” wag Nelson Lee’s reply.

““ The Circle of Terror!”

Lennard gasped, and turned pink with
wrath. The very mention of the Circle
sent him into a rage. That grim secret



« THE NELSON

10 -
swciety—the  mmost  powerful  crininal
organisation in the world, probably—hadl

heen operating in Great Britain for some
inonths past now, and the police were as
heipleas as babies, The Circle of Terror,
in° spite of many set-backs owing tc
Nelson l.ee's activities, was as ruthless
and determined as ever.

*“Why do you think the Circle is re-
sponaible, I.ce:” asked the Yard man
huskily.

‘* Bacause of the slngular nature of the
burglar's escape,’” replied Lee. ‘' And
wiso, because om‘m very theft itself. His
(irace gave me s hint, too, when he re-
peated the words of the scoundrel who
varried the job through: ¢ They're onl
being borrowed ; you'll get 'em all b
again.” That's what the man told the
dJuke.  Those miniatures were stolen,
L.ennard, for the sole purpose of extort-
g money !’

“Thn Circle of Terror's pet game!”
nattered Lennard grimly.

“ Exactly! T shouldn't be at all sur-
prised if tﬁo Duke of Amberley receives
s communication to-day, calmly demand-
g the sum of so many thousands for
the safe return of theo peintings. The
duke, of course, will jump at it—will
pay any figure almost. These miniatures
are his very joy of life. He’d mllmflp
part with half his fortune to have hts
treasures restored to him.”

l.onnard nodded. .

“It was cute,”” he said grudgingly
““ No doubt about that! But you may
bo off tha scent, Lee. can’t soe how
you connect the Circle of Terror—"

“*My dear fellow, it's easy,’”” smiled
Nelson Lee. ' That man—Armstrong
wo will call him—didn’t escape_from this
roof by any ordinary means. He simply
dissppeared from the face of it, taking
with "hup a bulky bsg of conmderable
weight. llow wus it done, Lennard?”

~ “Hanged if I know!” growled the
\ispector.

‘“ Well, the fellow wasn't a magician,
aid so there rhust bo some logical ex-
v\lamtion to the mystery,” went on
Nelson Lee smoothly. ¢ You may ro-
member, too, that Armstrong deliber-
ately camne upstairs after the duke had

iven the alarm. And from the manner
in which he made straight for the roof, it
is casy to surmise that he knew the house
well, and already had his plans cut and
dried.”

‘* But look here, Lee! It was Burton
who forced tho thief to go upstaire—"
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“Dear me! You scem to be getting
rathier dull, Lennard!”’ smiled Nelson
Lee, ¢ Just conmider the thing! Would
any self-respecting: burglar pause for one
moment at the sight of Burton? Would
he change his plans just because Burton
bappened to be coming along the hall?
From what I can see of thp excellent
butler, he wouldn’t be able to stop
nimble child, let alone a desperate man.
I can just unsﬁrine Burton standing in
the middle of the hall, transfixed with
alarm and nervousness. No, Lennard; if
the thief had wanted to go out by the
front door, he would have gone out. He
came upon the roof dehiberately, and
;nturallyu those in ihe honl{lo tlllloug ti)a tl;la;
16 was tra . 1n reality he pro
emged wimcnd one minute.”

‘*“ But how?’ asked the inspector irrit-
ably. *‘ It's all very well for you {0 say
that I'm dull, Lee. Hang it all, I know
I’'m dull]l ] can’t get the hang of things
at alll The fellow couldn’t have
umped €o the grouqd. He couldn’t have
een carried off by an aeroplane—""

‘““ Ah! Now you’ve hit it !’’

‘* What? An aeroplane?”’

“ Enct.ly 1 .

Detective-Ins r Lennard stared. .

*“ I’ve never heard of an aeroplane that
can pick a man off a roof and carry him
off P he exclaimed aarcasticallx. “]
suppoie you’ll be saying next that the
“mggTh ne was circling ov&ar tll:;a house——i”

e I r paused quite suddenly
and aam .

‘““ The Prigham machine?” he roared.
‘“ That affair on Melsey Island! By thun-
der, Lee, you're right, after all! What
a blockhesd I was not to think of it
befora! The Circle of Terror gained

ossession of the Brigham machine,
didn’t they?” ‘

‘“ Four dsys ago,”’ replied Nelson Lee
quietly. ‘* And I shouldn’t advise you to
speak t00 loudly of that affair imspector,

e public know nothing of it -as ye:
and only a few members of the Crimmna
Investigation Department have learned
the inner facts. Tho Circle of Terror
scored ;‘u greatest triumph when it stole
the Brigham machine, and I had been
expecting some sort of activity.”’

Ison Lee was lqoking very grim.
four days since, he and Nippor
had passed through many exciting adven-
tures while endeavouring to deleat the
Onrrcle of 'Ferror. The infamous criminal
snciety had, however, succeeded in mak.-

ing away with an agroplane of a most
cxtraordimary type. It was the inventign
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of a roung man namwed Squadron-Com-
wander Brigham, D.S.0. On its trials
the machine had performed wonders, for
1t was a revolution in aircraft.

It bad been termed the ¢ Hoverer,”
because it was capable of hovering in
oue position for an indefinite period of
tume. Its engines were silenced to an
astounding degree, and, upon the whole,
the invention was an absolute triumph.
"I'he Circle of Terror had learned of the
Hoverer, and had realised how amaz-
ingly the machine would assist their
c¢riminal schemes.

Professor Cyrus Zingrave—Nelson

T.ee’s old enemy—was the High Lord of

the Circle of Terror, and it was his keen,
alert brain which had planned out the
coup to the last detail. Zingrave took
10 parl in the Circle’s various plots—no
active part, thut is. He remained in his
recrot retreat, scheming and scheming,
and watching the resufts as a spider
walches a fly entangled in its web.

Nelson Lee had worked very hard in
order to save Brigham’s singular inven-
tion from being stolen. But at the last
moment, through no fault of the great
detective's, the aeroplane had vanished.
It was now in the hands of the Circle of
Terror.

Lee had promised Brigham that he
goulc'i restore the aeroplane within ten

ays'

Perhaps that promise had been rather
rash. Four of those days had passed,
and Nelson Lee was still probing here
and there for an opening which would
lead him to his objective.

And now, rather by chance, be had
definitely determined that the Brigham
#Hoverer had been at work only the
previous night!

“The machine carried the burglar

off?”’ asked Lennard blankly.

¢ Exactly! That 1s %xite obvious,’’
replied Nelson Lee. ¢ That aeroplance
was hovering immediately over the
‘house, inspector, and a rope was pro-
bably hanging down in readiness for
* Armstrong ' to grasp. A rope ladder, 1
should imagine. The thief stepped upon
it, and he was at once hauled up, the
aircraft itself ascending swiftly into the
dark sky. Then, as it sped away, * Arm-
‘strong’ was lifted into the cabin,
together with hus booty."” \

Lennard took a deep breath.

¢ Tt sounds like a page out of a ¢ shil-
ling shocker,” doesn’t it?’’ he growled.

PLERIL i1

‘“ But, then, everything the Circle of
Terror does 18 aimply staggering. But
why hasn’t the duke received a com-
munication? The Circle usually sends a
polite note, requesting its victim—"'

“I fancy the duke has received that
polite note,”’ said Nelson Lee grimly.

Lennard turned as he heard a gasping
cry, and found that the Duke of Amber-
ley had ascended to the roof, and was
now puffing and blowing with the exer-
tion of climbing all the stairs. Appar.
ently the duke was in a rage. \

‘“ The scoundrels!”’ he panted huskily.
 The—the infernal rogues!”

Lee and the inspector crossed over the
hot leads to the spot where the nobleman
was standing, in the full glare of the sun-
shine. He was hatless, and the sun wa»
beating down upon his hcad, while a
couple of wasps were apparently inteat
upon alighting upon the bald spot in the:

centre. But the duke was too infuriated’
to take any notice of the energetic
insects.

“ The Circle of Tervor!” he raved.
“ Those dastardly ruffans——"’

“By (eorge!’ said Lennmard. ° M-,
L.eo deckired that the Circle was respon-
sible for this burglary, yowr Grace. It
you’ve got proof ”

¢ Proof—proof !

“ Look at thus, sir!”

He thrust a crumpled ptece of nole-
paper into the inspector’s hand, and
Lennard and Nelson read it together.
They were both quite calm, and the duke
was infected somewhat by their attitude :
for he rapidly cooled down.

The piece of notepaper was of excel.cn*
quality, end in the centre, at the top, a
amall circle was neatly printed in rich
%urplo ink—the sign of the Circle of

arror. And the text of the letter itsell
was prinled—noi typewritten, The words
ran:

shouted his GCrace.

“Hoadquarters,
“* Wednesday, the Twelfth.
“ My Lord Duke, Co

‘““ Your miniatures are quite safe n
my hands, I have not yet had time 1o
admire them, but I shall certainly b-
greatly interested, for I em a greu:
lover of Art.

‘“ The paintings will be returned i~
you on this day week—provided vou
compiy with the condition stated below.

“On Monday next, the 1Tth 1nst..
my representative will call upon your
bankers. He will give the name of
James Tyler. He i1s to be handed the
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aam of £50,_000 M1 securities or bank-
notes,  Provided these details are cer-
rivl  out, your minmtures will be
delivered at Amberley House on Wed-
ncaday next,

“ If, however, thero 8 any attempt
made to arrest the man EZ r, or Lo
trane the securidies or oles, the
miniatures will be at once destroyed —
DESTROYED—and you will receive
further attentions from the Circle.
Yon have four clear days to make
arrangements, '

“Thr IJicn LorD
‘“ of the Circle of Terror.”

Detective-1 r Lennard whistled.

“ Fifty thousand !’’ he exclaimed, in an
awid voice. ‘‘ Great Scott!”

“'I'he Iigh Lord is getting bolder,”
sud Nelson Leo grmly., 'ﬁliﬂ 18 the
largest ewin ho has over demanded. It e
s1aggering, 1 will admit. And you will
cuserve the manner in which ho has em-
phasised tho threat of destroying—"'

"1 shall pay tne money !’ declared the
Dake of Ainberley fiercely. ** Great
heaven above! This scoundrelly fellow
actually threatena to destroy the minia-
tures. Do you rcalise what that mecans,
Mr. Iee? Destroy some of the world’s
must famoua masterpieces! 1 shall pay
the money—I shall pay it at once!”

T ennard shook his head.

- " They wouldn’t destroy the paint-
ngs,”’ ho waid.

*“ They ahall not have the chance!”
declared the duke.

“And T am not eo sure, inspector,”
was Nelson Lee’'s comment. ‘ The High
lord s a man of his word—I will say
1hat. You remember the effair of the
Mount>*Bevon jewsls? The High Lord
Kkavoe mo his word that f I reocovered
ihem by a oertain time he would not
persoccuto Lord Mount-Bevon ugain, 1
recovered the jewels—and the High Lord
vtuick to his promise. It will be tho eame
in ths case, Unless the Circle repre-
sentative is troated oourteous] "

** Why disouss this matter, Mr. Loe?”
interjocted the duke. ‘' I shall pay the
money—of course 1 shall pay it. And,
what 18 moro, '1 iutend to make arrange-
ment for the paying of the sum this very
wwek—on Friday, to bo exact.”’

Nelson Leoe shook his head.

C*That 8 really unnecessary, your
(irace,” he put in. “*You have got until
Monday. 'T'ho miniatures are quite safe.
Moroover, 1 don’t »ee how you can act
ecarber, for the man Tyler will not pre-
sent himself at tho bank until Monday.”
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1 don’t see it!’ growled Lennard,
Fifty thousand! It’'s—it’s mounstrous!”’

“T would willingly pay double that
sum for the eafe return of my paint-
mﬁ?,” declared the Duke of Amberley.
‘“ The whole thing » a national scandal,
1 am aware; but my miniatures are rafel
That is the main_ point!”’

Nelson Lee smiled slightly.

The duke, of course, was ¢ man of
enormous  wealth, Fifty thousand
pounds, although a vast sum, was com-
ruatnply trivial to him. Sooner than
oec his preclous miniatures he would
willingly pay. the price. Zingrave was
cunuing, and he had eet his trap very
cleverly. .

The paintings, of course, were of no
use to the Circle; they could never get
rid of them profitably—at least, not with-
out grave risk, But, by ding a
large sum of money for the safe return
of the paintings, the High Lord had
played a trump card. The duke was
willing—eager, even—to ** fork out.’’

He was so eager, indeed, that he
wanted to rush the matter through
straight away. But this would have
been pointlees, and perha imprac-
ticable. Nelson Loe was rather glad that
the anemy had displayed their hand. It
was casier, now, to get to work. The
great detective turned to the duke,

‘““Go ahead with your arrangements,
by all means,”” ho said. *‘ But, mean-
while, 1 shall do_ my utmost to reccover
the mumtatures. I have four clear days,
and I shall not be idle—"

‘“By gad, eir, if you succeed in re-
covering my treasures I will willingly
pay you the sum these scoundreis
demand!” declared the duke sportingly.
‘“ Every farthing of it! I should be
M pr___!’ .
elson L.ee smilingly protested.

““I am not asking for such compensa~
tion, your Grace,” he exclaimed quietly,
‘] would not accept half the amount;
indeed, I should hesitato to accept a
quartor—"" :

‘““ Stuff and nonsensc!” snapped his
Grace. ¢ A quarter, Mr. Lee, at the very
loast. And the rest shall go to the Red
Cross or some other war charity! By
Heaven! If theso dastardly Circle of
Terror ruffians can be foiled I shall be
overjoyed. But, frankly, I do not think
you can do anything.”

‘“ Wo sehall see,”” said Nelson
quictly.

They stood talking for gome little tine,
and tho imspcctor took chargo of the:

Len
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Circle's audacious communication. He
wus lookmi rather glum; for, as he re-
marked to Lee, things looked black. The

Circle of Terror were to score another
triomph. Four days! How on earth
could the police do anything in that time?

But Nelson Lee wasn’t thinking of the
police: he had an idea that he, himself,
would be able to get on the trail. H-
knew far more of the Circle’s inner
sccrets than tland Yard dreamed. of.

The Duke of Amberley was quite calm
by the time the library was regained. A
breath of his former fury returned to him
a3 he gazed upon the bare walls, but he
was consoled by the thought that his
art traasures were not irretrievably lost.
Tiven the payment of such a tremendous
sum a3 £50,000 seemed of no importance
compared with the other matter. What-
ever happened, thaose miniatures must be
restored !

{clson T.ee took his departure after a
while, loa.vinf Detective-Inspector Len-
nard to complete a few oflicial inquirses.

And when the great criminologist
arcived at Gray's Inn Road, he found a
visitor awaiting him. That visitor was
Squadron-Commander Brigham, and he
was looking decidedly haggard and
depressed,

Cm——

CHAPTER 111

WIPPER'S DISCOVERIES—NELSON LEE ACTS
—A STARTLING MISHAP.

QUADRON-COMMANDER BRIG-

S HAM, D.S.0, was a young,

healthy looking individual; a per-

foct type of British manhood. Hie

hair was curly, and his eyes frank and
open, i

When Nelson Leo strode into the con-
sulting-room Brighamm was leaning
against one of tho windows, a cigaretto
drooping from his lips, and an expression
?f dejection upon his boyish, clean-shaven
ace. .

‘“ Oh, here you are, Mr. Lee,” ho ox-
¢laimed, turning with a elight show of
eagerness in his manner. ‘“‘I've been
waiting about ten minutes. . Hope you
don"t; mind my worrying you like this

“ You're not worrying me,"” interjected
Lec. ¢ What's the trouble, anf'how?"

“What'a the trouble!’ ochood the
voung airman-inventor. ‘' I'm nearly off.
mny head with anxiety—that’s the
trouble! What’s become of my machine
—that's the trouble as well. Haven't you
any news for me, Mr. Lee?” :
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1 ‘(f”a (B4 .
"By Jove!' cried Brigham, with ex-
crtement. * Good newse?”’

“I'm afraid not—as yet,”” was tio
detective’s roply. *“ But I have learndwl
this morning that ths Circle of Terror
uped your machine last night for the
gurpose of comnmitting an audacious rob-

{*rv at the Duko of Amberley's

S

“ A robbory!”  echoed
“ The—the dirty scum!”

‘“My dear chap, surely you expectel
this? The Circle appropriated your in-
vention because of 1ts astounding quali-
ties-—because of its recognised superiorit v
over all other types of aeroplanes,” said
Nelson Liee. “I am g’la,cfJ the thing
occurred, for we may now find an open-
ing for investigation.”

‘You
then®"

“ Of the machine’s whereabouts—
no.
“1I thonght perhaps you’d be able to
keep that promise of yours, Mr. Lee,~
said Brigham gloomily. ‘" But you
can’t, of course——"

the otlicr.

P
haven't any definite news,

“Why ‘of course’?’ asked Nelzon
Lee. ‘I said ten days, my dear fellov..

So far only four of those days have
passed. (ive me a chance! You must
oconsume your unpatience, and——"

The detective was interrupted by the
door bursting open.

‘“News, guv'mor — news!”
Nipper exuberantly

The lad paused as he saw that Lee ha!
a visitor, but his flushed face was alight
with excitement and eagerness. He
enteped tho room, and closed the door.
Both his master and Brigham regarde:d
him 1nterestedly.

““ Well, Nipper?"' asked Lee calmly.

“The Circle of Terror usad th»
“ Hoverer’ last night to commit a bur-
glary at the Duke of Amberley'’s place ar
Hampton Court,’”’ said Nipper promptly.

panted

“ The rotbers did the job thoroughiy

y

“ That's stale news, young ’un,”
growled Brigham.

“Sorry. I didn’t think I should -
late for the fair!” said Nipper, with pe-
fect compesure., ‘‘ If you call again-—-
say, on Friday—1 dare say there'll be
fresh news, Mr. Brigham.”

This wasn’t exactly a hint for the co:n-
mander to take his departure—but it waa
pretty near it. And Brigham bad a
vague idea that Nipper wanted to speak
to his master- alone. The airman took

up his seryice cap.
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“T'm anxiong, Mr., Tee he sard
hluntly. * I'm d-ucedly anxious.”

* Of course you nrn;" was L.ee's cheer-
ful reply. ‘* But don't worry needlessly,
Brigham. I havo an idea that great

ovents are to take glaoe very shortly.
No, 1 can’t say anything definite, Just
havo faith in me—eand wait.”’

“By Jove, Mr. Les, you make me
hopeful!"’ raid Brigham enthusiastically.
* When shall I hear from you—and
howj”

“ Just as soon as I have
mation T will Jet you know, )
f.ce, * By telephone or telegram, or in
person. n't despair, and don’t, above
a'l, sssume that the Cirelo of Terror are
the masters of the asituation. 1 assure
vou that 1 have a few surpriees up my
sleave.” .

Hquadron-Comnmunder Brigham took
his departure in a cheery mood, and as
«oon as he had descended tho stairs,
Nelson Leo turred to Nipper.

“ We!l, young ‘'un?’ ho asked orisply.
" Your nows—quickly!”

'* Why, T told you!"” grinned Nipper.

** What you told me waa trivial—you
have something of far greater import-
»nee in that shock-bead of youre,’”’ smiled
lee. **Out with it.” '

‘* Well, I couldn’t tell you in front cf
Brigham,” eaid Nipper. ' I didn’t know
he waa hero when 1 first broke into the
roam, Yc:i guv'sor, I bave got news—
vheap, good news, too. My vsit to the
tozy Cinema, Fulham Roed, was tre-
mendously fruitfu). Gueéss who I met?’
- * My dear lad, tell me—1 don’'t want
0 guees !’

‘“ Montague Todd!'?,

Nclson Leo nodded.

* Well, and what did Mr. Todd bhave
o sayl’ he asked calmly.

Nipper sat down in a chair and gruntad

itive infor-
Ro:‘aid Nelson

Jiaguetadly.

* What’'s the good of bringing you
1lartling news?®’ ho asked. ** You don’t
wem surprieed in the loast, guv'nor!
‘Chat's youn all over! If 1 told you that

11 By
ap han
--}'elid o

** Sorry, Nipper,’”’ chuckled Lee. * But
vou ought to know me by thm time.
WWait until you have told me everything
aen 1 shall express my real opinion.
You went to the Cocy Cinema, and you
:aw Todd. That's exoallemt—es far as it
goos. But how far does it go?”’ |

‘** A thundexing long way,”” dJeclared

ave limsclf was outside, roped
and foot, you wouldn't wink an
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Nipper. ' There’'s no  telling  whai’l
come out of the discoveries I've made,"”

Nipper was elatect. He hdd recason ig
be. Acting upon his master’s instruce-
tions, Qe had visited a small picture-
theatre in Fulbam Road, known as the
Coay Cinema. It was quito a eelect hall.
and was patronised by a good class of
people.

_But the picture-theatre had a strange
signilicance for oertain individuals—for
the members of the Circle of Terror, and
to Nelson Lee and Nipper. For the

t dotectivo and his aeswtant were
ully aware of the cinema’s secret.

It wase, in short, tho Circlc’s meeting
place. .

Yet it was not a meeting place at all—
if auch a’ contradictory statement is psr-
missible. Agents of the great criminal
organisation never met there; they
simply entered the cincma for tho pur-
pose of receiving instructions. -

Thesé instructions were displayed upon
the ecreen in full view of the audience;
but only the Circle agent or agents who
happencd to be in l:ie building at_ the
time knew how to read those instructions.
For they were written in a secret type
of shorthand of Zingrave's own invention.
The characters of this unique system
were 11 the form of elaborate scrolls, and
they wero displayed to full advantage in
the ahape of a border round advertise-
ment slides. Nobody who was not “in
the know’’ could possibly guess that the
scroll-work was, In reality, a hidden
message, . ) '

Nelson Lee and Nipper had discovered
this valuable secret some weeks before,
and the knowledgo had already been of
great servioe to For Nipper was
able to visit the cinema, and read off
the instructions intended for a Circle
agent, without the slightest difficulty.

And Mr. Montague Todd—the gentle-
man Nipper had referred to—was an im-
rtant member of the Circle of Ter-or,
o bhad failed in an attempt to kill
Nipper, and Nipper had actually saved
Todd from oertain death. Truth to tell
Todd was not a scoundrel at heart—and

‘he had already proved this. |

For, at the time of the Melsey Island
affair—when Brighamn’s ‘‘ Hoverer ’ had
boen stolen, he had ably assisted Nelson
Lee in eflecting the commander’s releago
from an old farm in Suffolk, where ho

had been kg)ﬁ a prisoner. Todd had
proved, on that occasion, that ho waa
‘up aga » the Circle in his heart, .

and would have preferred to wago waR
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agains! the soclety. But he waz bound to
the Circle, and death would have followed
any sign of open hostility.
~ Nelson Lep had had a vague suspicion
tlrat the Circle of Terror was responsible
for the robbery a1t Amberley House, and
had therefore sent Nipper off to the
zy Cinema, to seek admittance as
goon as the doors of the place opened to
the public. Apparently, the detective
bad been wise in giving those instruc-
¢1008.

“I was one of the first in that pictuve
palace, lguw'nor,"’ said Nipper animatedly.
*“1I book care to alter my chivvyv a bir,
80 that I shouldn’t be =potted by unjy
cotten spy. And I didn’t have to wait
ten minutes. as it happened.”

Lt:‘ Tlat was lucky,” commented Nelson

O

‘“There were about twenty people in
the place, I suppose—kids and their
nursee, mostly,” went on Nipper. ¢ Not
many people patronise the pictures as
early as that. And, as a preliminary, a
fcw advert. slides were shoved on."

“Ah!”

“ The third slide was the boy T was
Yooking for,” said Nipper. “ 1 spottedl
the shorthand in a tick, and read off the
message. Th-e?_, when the lights weni
down, I scrawled what I'd read upon a
scrap of paper, so as not to forget 1i."

Nipper handed acrcss a crumpled piece
of paper torn from a notebook. Nelson
Lee easily read the following words:

““ Megson & Grant's, Regent Street.
No. 15 and No. 32, will carry the job
through as arranged. Convey stuff to
roof via skylight. Wait there. Con-
veyance will arrive 1 a.m. precisely.”

Nelzon Lee pursed his lips.

““'This is indeed interesting, Nipper,"
he said sharply. * Megson & Grant's,
Regent Street—the famous diamond mer-
chants and jewellers. Obviously the
Circle i1s intent upon effecting a big
robbery there to-night, and the °stuff’
~—meaning the ‘swag’—is to be taken
through the skylight to the roof. The
burglars, Nos. 15 and 32, as they are
numbered, are to await there until one
o'clock, when a conveyance will arrive.
Rather a queer place for a conveyance—
ch, Nipper?”

¢“Jt moans Commandcr Brigcham’s
acronlane, sir!”’ said Nipper eagerly.

*: Undoubtedly.”” Nelson Lee’s eyes

leamed. ¢ This is splendid, young 'un.
f c¢nn foresee—, But continue your
geport.”’
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Nipper obeyed at onee.

“ Why, af{er about five minutes [
left the cinema, and jumped on to a
City-bound motor-’bus,”’ he said. “ I
was just hugging myself with joy when
somebody sut down beside me. It was
Montague Todd.”
h ‘l‘]%h! He had seen you in the picture

all.

““ No, he hadn't. He saw me after T
came out,”” went on Nipper. * He left
the place just after me, and recognised
my manly form as I jumped on to the
'bus. So he followed, just to have a
word. It was safe there.”

.I"‘ Was he—cordial ?” smiled Nelson
£e. |

“IIc’s  true blue, guv’nor,” replied
Nipper seriously. ‘ Not a doubt about
that. Todd may have been a first-clasa
rotter at one time, but he’s as straight
a3 a string now. He doesn’t forget I
saved his lifee—and he's grateful.”

The detective nodded.

“At first Y suspected Todd of
treachery,’”’ he remarked. ¢ But, after
the affair at Stoke’s Iarm, when he
helped us in Bricham’s rescue, I cannot
doubt that he i3 sincere. Well, what
did Tqdd say to you?”

“ Not much,”” answered Nipper. * 1lle
didn't thiuk it safe to stay with me lony
—there are Circle spies all over the shop.
But that message you’ve got in your
hand—the orders for No. 15 and No. 32
—is absolutely correct.  The Curelo’s
cracking a big crib this evening. The
whole g¢ume’s arranged to the last detal.
The watchman at the jeweller’s iz
‘squaved,’” and he’s going to help the
burglars.” -

““f3 Todd himself taking part in ihe
affair 7"’

““No, sir. He’a busy on some oiher
work, he told me,”" said Nipper. ° Dur
he knows all about it. The swag's to be
carted on to the roof, and it will be .
talken off at one o'clock by the Brigham
Hoverer—the men as well. ~ Todd told
me, too, that the Dulke of Amberley’'s
miniatures were carried away by air.”

" Nelscn- Lee nodded thoughtfully.

** This 13 extremely important, younys
'un,” he said. * There’s no telling whai
will come of the affair., We shall have
to act with great caution.”

“Why? The game's all up now,”
said Nipper. ¢ All we've got to do i~
to vo to Megson & Grant’s to-night and
coliar the two burglars ’

“* No, Nipper, that

would be tuwn
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ernde,” intarjected thie great crimino-
logint, rwing tho consulting-room.
*“'I'ba¢ plan woulin’t do at all.”

: o You?',m not going to let the burglary
appen i’

‘“Yea, of course."”

“(ircat Scott!” ejaculated Nipper.

“ What for?"”

““ A very oxcellent rcason- an obvious
veazon,’”” was l.ee's ryeply. ' If ve
blunder in upon the burglars and arrest
them, a warning will be given. There
will nndoubtedly be spies posted in the
ncighbourhood. and these spies would
sae the raid. What would happen then?
Why, the Hoverer would receive a sig-
nal, and would not approach the spot at
all. And it is the lHoverer we are
anxious to lay hands on.”

*“Obh, I «er,” «aud Nipper slowly.

“ We must adopt more subtle tactics,™
went on Nelson Lee. ' The best plan,
1 think, will be for twn or three of ve—
pat vou und lennard and I—to gain
admittance to the roof of the jewellers'
trom some other roof.  We shall vait
thero until the erucial moment, and then
Well, then, we <hall have to act in
accordance with the cireumstances. It
s« neeessary for thosa on the aircraft
to ba tricked into helieving that the plans
havo nmot miscarried.”’

Bomoe little time afterwarde Nelson
lee rang up Scotland Yard, and found
that Lennard had returnad.  The de-
tective-inspector was soon on his way to
Gray's Tnn Road, and when he arrived
he was looking gloainy.

* Anvthing  fresh, Mr. TLee?”"  ho
asked, withont much hope.

**Yes.' The (‘irele’s got a big affair on
—to-mght.”

“By George! IHow do you know?™

‘** Nevar mind that for the presont—I
.o know,”’ smiled Nelson Lee. ' The
Cirele has planned to burgle the premises
of Messrs. Megion & Grant, of Regent
Ntreet. And tho booty is to be carried
away by the Bngham aeroplane.’’

Lennard was as cager as a schoulboy
i n mognent.

1 eay, how the thunder dn jyou
manage to got information like thix?’" he
ashed. * T suppose you're certain? 1It’s
not just a surpicion—"'

** My dear Lennard, T never act upon
suspicion,” interjeoted Nelson  lLee,
rather curtly. .

“1 bheg your pardon, Lee,” said the
inspeotor. *' But, hang it all, I'm a bit
startled. A Dburglary at Megson &

- — -
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Grant’s! This will bo a set-back for the
Circle—if we spoil the game.”

In a very short time Lemnard was told
of Neleon Lee’s plan of action; and heo
approved Reartily. He added the sug-
gestion, however, that another police
officer should be present. And Lee con-
sented to this plan. The two Circle
agents might cause trouble unless they
were sufficiently outnumbered.

Accordingly, at a lato bour of tho
evening, & party of four shadowy in-
dividuals. crouched upon the roof cf
building in Regent Street. This roof
was over a large drapery establishment,
and was a considerable distanco from
Meocson & Grant’s. But it was possible
to traverso the intervening roofs with
comparativo efase.

Those shadowy figures were those of
Nelson Lee, Nipper, Inspector Lemnard,
and Sorgeant Keene, of the C.I.D.
They wero well in advance of time, anl
were prepared for a long vigil.

The night was black, bat quite still.
And the air was delig]'xtfully Warrm, =o
the long wait upon the roof was 1ot
much to be dreaded. The party made
their way across the leads ancr slites with
extreme cauntion, going one at a time,
with long intervals between each move.

And at last they arrived upon the roof
of the jewellery establishment. - Here
they took up positions behind chimney
stacks, Jeo and Nipper being on one
side, and Lennard and his man on the
other. _

Then, in complete silence, except for
an occasional! whispered, word, the quai-
tettc waited. They were sure that the
Circle spies—if there were any about—
had not detected their ambush.

At 1midnight everything was quiet.
Taxi-cabs and ’buses were continually

assing up and down Regent Street,
Eut. these could not be seen. And by this
time, probably, the bur;ilk? was pro-
ceeding. Tho crackamen had, of course,
gained admittance by the rear quarters,
and they were being helped by the
‘ faithful ” watchman.

After another interval which secmed fo
cover hours, Neleon Lee glanced at Lis
luniinous watch. '

** What's the time, guv’'nor?”
Nipper.

'* Quarter to one.” :

»* 1 thought it was nearer a quarter to
two!” mumbled Nipper. * My har!
When the dickens is something going .10

breathod
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lappen? Tt's high time those burglac

7

merchants showed aigns of —.

Even us Nipper was murmuring the
words the skylight, which was situated in
the oentre of the leads which stretched
beotwoen the two chimney stacks, slowly
and silently rose.” All four watchers saw
it, and they nerved themselves.

A moment later two dim figurea clam-
bered on to the roof, carrying with them
two bulky bags. Detective-Inspector
Lennard did not wait longer; he softly
snapped his fingers, and leapt out of
COVOr.

Nelson Leo and the others followed
Auit, and before the burglars could malke
any attempt to resist, they were flat upon
thoie backs, and their wrists were hand-
cuffed.  The capture was a complete
auccess, and therc had been no excite-
ment. At least, Nipper declared that

the whole thing was as tame as nabbing a
btl%k‘t'hlef.

Aund then, clearly in the night atmos-
f*herc, a dull throbbing sounded. This
sound was not casily distinguishable,
and if. Nelson Lee had not been actually
{istening for it, he would probably have
uoticed nothing unusual. He would
have unoonsciously put it down to the
traffic below.

But the great detective was oxpecting
te hear that throbbing, and he looked
up sharply. Niﬁper saw him, and looked
up. too. The sky was olouded and dull,
and almost black. But, dead overhead,
theve scemed to be a small patch which
vas even darker than the other dark-
198, .

““Can you sce anything, guv'nor?”’
asked Nipper quickly.

“Yes! The thing’s right over u:—
and high up,” eaid Nelson Lee. ¢ By
James! There is only one thing to bo
dono. We must risk—''

As Lece was speaking some‘hing
swished down and struck the leads v:ith
a dull thud, It was a rope—a rope from
the sky! It swayed to and fro giddily,
passed out over Regent Street, and then
~lowly swayed back to the roof.

Nelson Lee gripped it hard, and put
his weight upon it. He now fouud that
there wore noosos placed at intervals of
about four feet, and plenty of kno}a.
These wete for the convenicnce of the
men who were to have been hauled up.

“* Lennard | rapped out Lee sharply.

“[lallo!" sal the 1nspector.
What-—"" o

** Gieab' hold, man—grab hold " cried
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Nelson Lec. “ The only way is to get
owselves heistod up in place of the rezal
Circle men. Wae shall take tho aircraft's
crew by surprise, and can casily over-
power thom, Nipper——"

And then, oven as the inspector was
on thie point of gripping the rope, Nelson
I.eo was suddenly hoisted from the roof.
He swung clear, fully eight feet above
the leads. Those below made frantic
grabs at humn,

“Drop!” gasped Lennard urgently.

For one second Nelson Lee thought of
dropping; but, before ho could relcase
his hold, he rose higher and higher, and
to relax his grip would have meant
serious injury, if not death.

Those on board the Hoveier had
scented trouble——and had acted!

Lennard and Nipper had been unable
to prevent the disaster, and they were
horrificd. They saw Nelson Lee swing
hich above them, helpless on tho rope.
Then the detective swung clear over
Regent Street,” and his position  was
appalline.

Up and up he rose, until at las! thosn
on the roof iost sight of him.

He had vanished into the night!

—— .
CHAPTER IV. |

NLLSON LEE’S APPALLING PREDICAMENT,
L LSON LEE’S sensatious were

N almost indeseribable as ho found
hirasclf soaring into the night

sky, clinging to the knotted rope

by his hands only. His position was not
only precarious, but absolutely teerible.

Every sccond he cxpected to crash
down to-—dcath.

If it had not been for the kunots in the
rope he would certainly have been forced
to relax his feverish hold. Fov the rope
was whisked upwairds powerfully, snd
Lee guessed that the ‘ Hoverer” itsell
was soaring.

Tho Lknots prevented his hands slip-
ping, but his arms werc nearly torn from
their sockets. Thero were nooses below
somewhere. The rope trailed for ten
foet below him, but it was loose, and
jerked dizzily: ,

It is no easy matter to a man to ship
his foot into the noose of a rope which

is fving about fieely beneath him.
Aogain  and pgain Nelson Lee made

frantic eforts tu find a hold for his
fect, | ,
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And at last, when he was almost Je-
spairing, the toe of his right boot caught
into a noose. He shoved hard, and the
next moment his foot was secure. It was
a moment of supreme relief, and he
allowed his weight to rest upow his foot.
Then, and not until then, was ho able
to breathe with any freedom.

-““How long will this last 2’ he thought
grnimly.

The detective knew, instinctively, that
the enemy above him were aware of his
identity. At least, they were awarc of
the fact that he was not one of the
Circle agents. Probably they believed
him to be a police-officer—perhaps an
ordinary consiable.

And, naturally, there could be but one
end to this dreadful adventure,

 The TCircle of Terror was ruthless,
cruel, and decisive in its methods.
Nelson Lee knew those methods only too
well. There was no hope for him; no
chance of deliverance. Lee had never
before found himseif in such a uniquely
hopeless position in the whole course of
his career.

Indeed, he was expecting to be cut
adrift any second.

He wondered why he hadn’t been cast
off before this. One slash with a sharp
knife would send him hurtling to certain
death. The reason why this ﬁadn’t been
done was probably because the men in
the aircraft were uncertain of his actual
identity.

Lee looked down.

Far below him lay London, a mass ef
subdued,. shadowy lights. He judged
that he was now fully a thousand feet
above the house-tops.

A cold, chilling wind was roaring past
with the forco of an October gale. The
air, however, was still. He was causing
the wind himself, as he moved swiftly
glong. For the aircraft to which the
trailing rope was attached was travel-
ling at a high speed.

The rope, with Nelson Lee at the end
of it, was swung out like the tail of an
enormous kite.

Down below, on the ground, the sum-
mer night was mild and pleasant. But
up here the atmosphere was almost icy
in its coldness. Nelson Lee was wcaring
light summer clothing, and he had no
protection of any sort. )

He wondered how long this grim,
phastly farce was to last.

¥ he was not cut loose now, he would
certainly be cast to destruction as soon

'tivo was
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a3 s identity becaine known., e worn
no disguise, and one glarce at him woul!
}«31] his ciemies that he was their swo:n
oe,

There was no hope—not a bieath of
hope. e

Ilis hands were numbed, and lis teeih
chattered. He wondered whether 1
would not be beiter to relax his grp.
What did it matter? He was doomed
to certain dcath, and this wild carecer
through the air was objectless. He_
might just as well finish the whole dread-
ful ordeal straight away.

But—Nelson Lee clung on.

Although ha felt assured that deaih
awaited nim, his natural instinct madn
him cling to life.

And at last, when he really felt that
he would positively be compelled tn
loosen his stiffered fingers, he became

aware of the fact that the aireraft was

slowing down. Tho bitter wind was less
biting ; the roar in his ears was sub-
dued.

ITe locked down again; all was dark-
ness. He was either over a common, or
London had been left behind. Prob-
ably the latter. ‘Ile was over the opon
country now. And the Brigham
Hoverer slackened his pace and finally
stopped altogether. The strange machino
hung in the sky, almost motionless.

A jerky pressure on the rope told
Nelson Lee that he was being hauled
up. Thiig, of course, was the la:t act.
When the aeroplane’s erew saw who he
was, they would drop him to tho
ground, careless of where he fell. Io
would die—and that would be sufficient.

Somehow, Lce almost smiled as he con-
sidered the position. What a ghastiy
failure he had made of the whole bus:-
ness! Leo was rather unjust to himazelr,
He had beon the victim of circumstance,
and should not have laid the blame oa
his own shoulders. o

But, in sprte of the danger, the detoa-
_Perf-ect]y calm.

‘He smiled—but it was a grim smile, a
bitter emile. What were “the othfl;:s.
doing? Poor Nipper! He would Lo
almost off his head. What a good thinz
Nipper hadn’t ¢clung to the rope as well!

l.ed felt within him that Nipper would
carry on the work against the Circle of
Terror. The lkd, saddened, and wi'd
with fury, wounld wage a war agairst tio
dastardly orgamsatron— .

But Nelson Lea checked his though?a.

T am not dead yet!” he muttercd
between hiateeth, | |
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Yet. m all conscwnce, there wian no
hope for him! He knew 1t, and waa vre-
pared for the very worst. His mnind was
quite settled, and the threats which his
M I0A migi;t utter would leavo him in
no way horrified. *

He looked up now, and was surpiised
to tind that ho was right bencath the
axtraordinary aiecraft. It was of amaaz
angly novel design, and Commander

Brngham bad planned his machine in a

different manner to any other con-
etractor, Tho usual wings were ap-
paront ; they wero spread out on either
side of tho fusclege in exactly the eain
mmanocr a8 an ordinary biplane. Yet
thoy were totally different in their actnal
dossgn.

The ‘‘ hovering' apparatus was a
aasterpiece of clever mechaniam; it was
driven by the aame 250 horsc-power
motor which drove the huge traclor-
scrow, But the machine had no tail as
ordinary aeroplance have. And right in
1hg_oontre there was a small, covered-in
cabin,

The machine was amazingly stable, and
th was in a large measure due (o a
powerful gyroacope which
boneath the cabin floor. The gyroscope
was, tn rteelf, novel. It was of Brighain's
own design, and was so startlingly effi-
cient in ita working that aviation experts
had beon almost staggered,

Nolson I.ee was genuinely intercsted in
.Lis most astonishing aircraft, and would
douwrly bave loved to examine it at
leisure, But this was denied him. Hoe
was a prisoner in tho Circle’s hands,

Ho was slowly drawn up, and at laat
ho saw that ho was being pulled up to a
square window which was fitted into tho
side of the cabin. A subdued light
glowod within the oabin, and, the throb-

ing roar of the powerful motor was
'Glling the detective's ears. )

Yot 6o effectually was the ongine
silenoed dhat he was fully able to hear
the words which were being spoken by
the mon just above. By what Lee could
bear, there were only two men in the
cabin—as he had suapeobed.

“No. he’s not one of our fellows,”
oo heard, iu a barsh voice. ‘‘ An in.
forual policaman, 1 expect. Something
vwenl wrong on that roof, Hampeon. The
t;olice spotted the whole game, I

elieve.”

Hampson ! .

Nelson Iee had met thal excellent
ﬂtlc\man bofore; ho was one of Pro-

or Crrus Zingreve's intimate advisors

LLL

was fitted’
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ang Ieoienants, He would khow LLee In
a socond, and tho detective could muess
tho result of that recognition.

At last the detpctive’s head camne on a
level with the window, and Le saw that
the rope had been hauled up by a power-
ful winch contrivance, small in itself, but
very cofficient. _

“ Now, my beauty, who are you?f”
demnnded a rough voioe, .

“Well, I am not the Kaiser of Ger-
many,”’ said Nelson Cee calmly.

‘“By Heaven! The fellow's got a
nerve!” said the other. *“ This is no
policeman, Hampson. What shall we du
with him?’

“Find out who ho 13, and then—drop
him i’ sail another voice.

Nelson Leo was able to grip the odge
of tho window-opening, and this eased his

sition wonderfully. He got his other
oot into the noose, too, and was thrs
able to obtain a certain amount of resr.

Apparently ho was not to bo hauled
aboard the aircraft. |

“Show a light, Rayle—we dou't want

to waste tune!” exclaimed Hampsoen
curtly. .
Tho stroug rays from an elecivio tor:h

weare ewitched on, aud the light foll upon
Nelson lL.ec’'s somewhat pale, haggared
face. But there was no sign of fear in
his eyes—only a calm, determined expros-
sion of qutet contempt.

“ Great Scott!”’ gasped Hampson,
“Do you see?”’

o E\f.by, yes. He's no police officer

‘“ Polioe officer ! “ He's Nelson Lee him-
solf, Rayle!” shouted Hampson.

‘ Nelson Lec!”

The two men were decidedly startied.

“ I think we have met before, my dear
Hampson,'' said Nelson Leo cafmly. “1
don’t suppose we shall meet again.”

‘““ Not 1n this lifel” exclaimed Hamp-
son furiously.

‘““ Nor in the next, I sincerely hope,’”
wad Leeo’'s retort. ‘ For, surely, your
destination will be a different one to mina
when you leave this earth? I am opti-
mistio enough to believe that my apirit
will travel in an upward directton when
I die—which, I have no doubt, will be
almost at once. But your spirit, Hamp-
son, must surely take a swift downward
course, to the very uttermost pit——"

Hampson leaned against the window
neavest to Lee. .

“f sup vou think this foolery ia
clever—what ?"’ he sneored. ‘‘ You are a
cool customer, Leeo, but you'll not dis.
oover any more sccrets of the Circle of
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Terrcr. You have had several novrow
cscapes, but this time you are doomed."’
1 must admit that the prospcet is
e laughed
- Hampson lau :
‘1 am ra;t.heg glad of this,”” he went
on, without anger. *‘ You are a fish
worth catching on our hine, Lee. So _yonu

were fool enough to suppose you could

foi1l the Circle? You may have ruined
that burglary affair in Regent Street—
but that was a trivial incident compared
to some of the coups which the High
Lord is even now planning.”

“Is 1t wise to take me into your con-
fidence?’ agked Lee calmly.

“ What difference does 1t make?’

I might make use of the informa-
tion—"

Hampson laughed at the joke.

“ You'll: never step upon the earth
agamn, you infernal meddler!’ ho eaid
fiercely. I could send you to your
death thia very instant if I chose. But
I am inclined to have a word with you
first.”

*“You
bitingly.

The deteciive was determined not to
dmsplay the slightest sign of apprehension
or fear, or even alarm. To Eav-e‘done
so would have increased the' devilish en-
joyment of these monsiers. Lee boiled
within him to think that theso men—
Englishmen—were comparable only to
Huns of the vilest class. There aro good
and bad in all nations, and this couple.
apparently gentlemen, were reptiles of
tho pit itself.

‘“When you rcach the earth again,
Lee, you will be 8o much flesh and bone,”
saldd Hampson harshly. ‘‘ You will be a
mangled mass of humanity, unrecognis-
able and ecrushed. You will say that I
am gloating over a helpless victim! 1
am !l’ It does e good to gloat over
you!” -

**Drop him, and let’s get on,” growled
Rayle rom behind. '

‘* There's no hurry,”’ said Hampson.
‘“ Mr. Nelson Lee has been a thorn in
the side of the Circle for months past,
and it is necessary that he should bo told
of the futility of his efforts. When yon
set your wits against the Circle of Terror,
Lee, it was simlar to a terrier-pup charg-
g a brick wall.”

‘ Exactly,” agreed Nelson Lee. ‘ But
if that terrier i)oeseeeed sufficient strength
the brick wall would crumple. And, if
I had been allowed to pursue my cam-
paign, the Circle would very soon have
shown signs of ctumpling—" - o

-
are 'very kind,” said Lce

‘ham’s 18 very useful. Before

2Y

Yo are mad,”’ snarled Hamgpsou,
“ You were warged again and again io,
drop your efforts against us. You
rpnored thoso warnings, and you have
anly yourself to thank for the result.  If
I had found that the man hanging on
the ropo had been a police ccostable 1
should have been sorry for him—really
corry. But I am honestly delighted to
find that you are the victim. 1 ghall
sufler no pangs when I allow you to drop
to certain death.” :

“1 can credit that statzment,” said-
Neleon Lee qu:ietlﬁ.

‘““ Perhaps you thought that you would
digcover the secret hiding-place of this

1 aeroplane?’ went on the other.

“ 1 did not think so—I knew so.”

“ I, did not thnk you were a braggart

“Not at all. T was stating a fact.””

“You fool! You would never hava
found out the position of the secret
hangar if you had searched for a dozen
years. Perhaps you are curious—perhaps
you would like me to tell you?”’

Nelson Lee shifted the position of iia
hands a trifle. .

‘T am not interested—mnow,” ha said
qu;('t]yi

“I suppose mnot. But when tuis
machine 18 eafely-back in the hecart o!
Hillingdon Wood, among the Surrey
hills, you wiil be dead,” sneered Hamp-
gon. ‘‘ This excellent machine of Brig-
§O  very
long we are going to Romford—or, to be

more exact, to a epot on the main road.

‘Fa couple of miles on the other side of -

Romford——-" - o

‘“ Ah! Another liitle burglary?’ sug-
gested Lee calmly.

“Not thia time. We shall merely take -
up a bundle from a waiting motor-car,
said Hampson, with a laugh. ‘* You will.
be interested when you i-ear what that
bundle contains, Lee.” -

** No, I am quite indifferent.”

“.'The Duke of Amberley’s mintatures
were taken to the wrong placo last.
night,” said the Circle man. ‘' At least,
the High Lord ardered them to be takwir.
to headquarters without delay. Apg; =0
we shall fetch them. The duko -wiil
never get those paintings, Lee.”” . -

‘““ He is going to pay your scoundreliy
demand—"’ .

Hampson laughed roughly.

‘““ Of course he is!" he reph:d. " We
knew that; the ald fool would have ]]]:).«:f.-i
even more— and he will, beforo we have
done with him. But he won't get fhe .
miniafures, Canlt you guess why tine
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Hish VLord wants thein taken (o his head-
nuarters? Can't you guess why wo are
1:01:% to fetoh tham to-night?"’

‘ Porhaps your Chief hes taken a fancy
o theam himeelf?”’

‘ Kxactly!”  chuckled on.
“ That's the oxact truth, I was talking
tho matter over with him, and we decided
¢hat the miniatures wore too good to be
handed over to the Duke of Amberley.
So tho Ihigh Lord ia g'mn.ﬁ to decorate
h}m own home with them. Rather smart,
wh ?"’

Neolson Iee did not reply. He could
caaily understand why Protessor Zingrave
waa  eticking to the intings. The
£50,000, of course, would be paid over
by the duke, but he would nevor get his
pawntings back., Zingrave, although as
vilo @ sooundrel as ever breathed, was a
niall somowhat rcfined tastos, and the
1dea of devorating his own home with the
miniatures probably struck hun rather
{iumorously,

Hampson laughed again.

' Scotland Yard is probably
anxious about you,’”” he wont on. :
¢u~rh4§:a. it will be as woll to finish thris
comody. Somebody will find your
remains in the morning—"’ )

Heo paused, then gave vent to his crue!
« huokle.

‘“ An idea—a really excellent idea,” he
esclaimed. * You remember that occa-
sion whon you were placed in a brass.
bound box, JTeo? That was the High
T.ord's idea. You were to suffocute, and
“ho box was to be delivered ut Socotland
Yard, with your dead body inside it !’

' Something went wrong on that ooca-
sion, ddn’t 7"’ eaid Lee grunly. .

‘** That is why I intend to go to a Irttle
amount of trouble now,"”’ enarled Hamp-
son. ‘1l mesn to improve upon the
High JT.ord's soheme, You ehall be taken
10 Scotland Yard—at once. And you will
be dropped from a height of two thou-
wand feet, right in front of the famous
nolice headquarters! You will be de-
livered to Scotland Yard—mangled and
lifaleas 1"’ .

** Hang il all, Hainpson, that will mean
« lot of troublo!” put in Rayle irratably.
1 don’t believo in this rotten business.
(it it over, if it must be done. You are
a cold-blooded bruto——"

get fing

“That's onough, lh&' snapped
Hampson. “I'm i ¢ o of this
wachine, [ will remind you. T aball do as
I like. The High Lord will thoroughly
approve of my plan. he will be delighted
when I te!ll himm of it. It is the very

*pouch’ he would have suggreted him-
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self. L.ec wul be delivered at the Yard—
from the sekies. By Jove! What a sen-
sation in the morning’s papers!’”’

‘“‘ Get the horrtble businesa over,”” mui-
toro-r'i’ Rayle, ‘ Cut the man loose uow

“ T bavo told you what I intend to do,”
ocut in the other harshly.

Nelson Lee understood why Haapeon
was willing to go to the extra trouble.
Zingrave would be delighted when he
heard the mews, and would commend
Hampson. And Hempson was anxious 1o
be in tho profeesor's best books. Prto-
bably there was a financial side to the
quesiton, too. ]

“ Good-bys, Mr. Nelson Lee—we
sha’'n’t have a chance of .t.-alkinﬁ again,’’
said Hampson jeeringly, “ Weé're oft
new, and you’ll resume your old position,
a hundred feet bolow us.”’ |

Nelson Lee 1instinctively gripped the
ropo, and ho was at onoe lowered until
o hung far below the Hoverer. Hamp.

won eeemed to have overlooked one
detail. Hms victim neced not wait until

Sootland Yard was reached.

He could drop at once if he chose.

But Nelbson Lee did not drop. Death
was certain, he folt sure. But it would,
perbaps, bo better if this dastardly plan
was put into execution. The fury of the
whole country would be aroused, and
Nipper—poor Nipmr-—wou}d be the more
eager {0 avenge his master. ]

wo minutes later the strange aircraft

recommenoed ita flight. Its noee was
turncd towards London again, .

It was bound for Scotland Yard—to
deliver Nelson Lee!

Satsssmiiiing

CHAPTER V.

BY THE MERCY OF PROVIDENCE?

ONDON was rather misty when the

L stolen aircraft d over it

again. Wreaths of white mist had

arisen, and the grest metropolis

was silent and still in the small hours of
the morning.

The time was even now only about two
o'clock—a little before, if anything—and
thero were two or three hours of dark-
nas left. . _

Nelvon Loe's thoughts were bitter; his
feelings were almost harsh. Why should
this terrible thing bappen? Was there
no way of putting a stop to Hampson s
horrible projoct? .

But, even as he asked himsclf these
questions, he knew thal there was au
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enswer_to than, If even he had pos-
seseed s revolver lie might, with excep-
‘tional luck, have turned the tablee. For
he could have cimbed up the rope, and
tho! the scoundrels in the cabin.

Nelson Lee would have shot them with-
out compunction. It was his life or
theirs, and he would be justified in—""

But what was the use of speculating?

He had left his revolver on the roof
of Mesers. Megson & Grant’s jewellery
catablishment, in Regent Street. He
had drc}pped the weapon as he was sw
off his feet- by the trailing rope. He ha
nothing but his bare hands.

Probably the rope was longer then
Hampson bad eaid; Nelson Lee, looking
up, could see the Hoverer s ing
through the air. It seemed to be at least
two bundred feet above him.

The detective was chilled again; the
vush of alr was intensified, and the icy
hlast pumbed his limbs. Somehow Lee
thought that the night had turned colder.
But perhaps this was his fancy.

Where would he fall, he wondered?

Just imside the wrought-iron arch, or

before the main entrance of Scotfa.nd

Yard? Or in Whitehall itself? Who
would find his remains?  Deteoctive-
Tnspector Lennard himself, probably.

Lee hoped with all his heart that
Nipper would not be present when the
discovery was made—— Poor young
Nipper!l Nelson Lec clun% to_the rope
ficrcely. A wave of hot, blinding rage
surged through him. )

But, in & moment, he was calm again.

What was the use of getting ito a
fury? Nothing on earth could save him
now, he felt, Fate had been cruel; this
was the end of all things—for Lee.

The great detective just clung to the
rope, dully conscious of the dim, sub-
dued lights of London below him.
Everything seemed more indistinct than
before. The river wasn’t visible, and
the river would have been a certain clue
to the whemeabouts of Whitehall.

Perhaps it was on account of the mist;
or, his eyes were getting dimmed wi
the rush of cold air. Surely it was time
Scotland Yard was reached? It seemed
to Leo that hours had passed since the
journey began.

As o matter of fact, the hours were
only minutes. The Hoverer was speed-

ing, and had made short work of thel]

journey. And Nelson Lee realised, quite
suddenly, that the machine wag slowing
down.

aircraft was travelling at about
iniles an hour now, and the rush of air
was considerably lessened. Nelson Leo
became.almost interested. '

uncertain of their whereabouts;
‘were trying to locate their position. And,

polite.

-be

23
The «1id ‘W3a. :!.t-.lla.n.d !
 Lec fe-are.! down 1into the wvoid, Lus
bo could s¢e nothineg distinctly. - The

ten

He saw, too, that the dim lights on
the ground were coming up to meet the
Hoverer. At least, this is how it looked.

The machine was descending slowly and
deliberately. 1 '

It was hLovering now in
one spot. And it could certainly not
have been more than three hundred feet
above the ground.

Nelson Lec, therefore, was less than
two hundred feet from terra-firma. Why
was this? He was to have been droppec
{rom» a height of two thousand feet.
Of cowrse, it made no difference what-
ever, Fifty feet would have been enough
to kill him instantaneously.

Then the detective realised the truth.
Hampson and his companion were
they

in crder to determine the exact locality,

1, had been nccessary to descend to a
low altitude.

Nelson Lee was less than two hundred
feet from the ground, and he could not
se0 -much, The mistiness below was
growing thicker. The river was quie
near, probably. But a fall into the
Thames would be just as fatal.

The aircraft moved forward cautiously,
and very slowly, still maintaining the
same level. Hampson was striving to
locate the position. The speed of tho
Hoverer was now merely a erawl.

-Nelson Lee, in spite of his dreadful
perd, almost smiled. All this extre

trouble was being taken just for .the

sake of—effect. For him to be dropped
outside Scotland Yard was, in Hamp-
sor’s opinion, a really delictous event.
¥ would be a kind of warning to the
And Professor Zingrave would
approve; it was just the ‘ finish™ ho
himself- would have suggested. o
Scotland Yard, however, was rather
difficult to locate from above. It had
fairly easy to find Regent Street
earlier, for the air had been as clear as
a bell then. Now it was thick with

.mists.

Nelaon Leeo looked strafght down upon
the tops of houges, and then ahead. He
reckoned that he was in the East End
somewhere—probably  Silvertown or
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Millwall or Limehou:e, Tt aa. impos-
siblo to tell exactly.

And as he looked ahead he stared.

The night was black, and 1t was almost
mpommible to distinguish the aky from
ihe land. But there was a difference.
The sky wae a trific less black: and,
o.rimmfy enough, a kind of needle of
blackiness soomed to protrude into tho
lessor darknoes of the aky.

It was fancy, of course— —-

Nolion Tea suddenly realised the truth.
at protruding ‘‘nendlc’’ was, in
roality, a high factorv chimnoy. It was
dead aheqd. and those in charge of the
‘Hoverer had probably seen nothing of
bt. Nelson Lee, much lower, was able
Ro distinguish it against the skyline. To
Z{ampson and Ravle tho huge shaft was
merely a part of the general darkness.
They wero unaware of ite proximity.

The Hoverer wae travelling ve

alow}%'. and ita coursoe wouhl carry Nol-
sotr Leo right towards thoe towering
cohimney. Indeed, it seenied to Lee thet
he would collide with tho coping of the
shaft as ho was swung helplassly along.

In that case he would be battered to
doath at once. Well, it made little dif-
ference, the detective bitterly reflected.
When the moment of collision came he
vould rolax hia grip, and thus avert need-
fces injury and pain.

The shaft was probably one of those
belonging to a great factory in the East
¥.nd. 8Bomehow, Nelson Lee was
vagucly intorestod. Why, he did not
know. He found himself gazing at the
high chimney with salmost painful in-
lentnees.

Yes, he would certalnly collide with
it
But thon, as he grew nearer and
nearer, Nolwon Leo changed his opinion.
Ho was a shade higher than the shaft,
which wae, perhors, a hundred and
cighty foqt. A lofty chimoey, indeed.
It scemed to the dotective that he would
pas over it. with about ten fect to spare.

Then, with an abrupt start, Lee inade
another discovory.

' The top of the chimnery was surrounded
by mnassca of scaffolding. There were
pcles and planks and ropes.  Obvioualy,
ropsire were in progres. The factory
chimney waa provided with a kind
of wide-brimined hat. This was tho idea
which suggested iteelf ta Nelson Leo as
he Iookag. The soaffalding was exten-
sive, and formed quite a considerable
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platform  all
chimney.

Obh, vea, there was no doubt about it.
Ho would pass right over the top of the
chimney, unless the Hoverer abruptly
changed its coursc-and there was no
prmEeot of that. The Circle scoundrels
in charge of the aircraft were blissfully
unconacions of the fact that the high
factory chimney was so near. To them
it was merely nothing but a portion of
the other darkness.

But from Nelson Lee’s lower position
the top of the chimney stood out quitc
clear agammst the dim night sky. It
seemed to him as though he would be
in touch with carth for just a moment.

Helpless . 3s he wes, doomed to an
appal death, it seomed strange that
he should, for a fow bare ssconds, be

dite near to something which was
directly connected with the ground. He
laughed with bitter iropy——

‘““ Great heavons!”

Lee muttered the words gaspingly.
An amazing thought had come to him
a daring, recklees, desperate thought.
Why shouldn’'t he drop while he was
paming over the acuffolding ?

Why shouldu’t he take the desperate
chance?

‘The mercy of Providence had surely
directed the aircraft in this precise direc-
tion; this was not merely chance, Lec
told himself fiercely. In one second he
felt that hope was not yet dead.

There was a prospect of escape !

The great detective thrilled through
and through with tho thought. He knew
woll enol:tgh that the chance was ap-:
pallingly slim. The odds were ten to one
against success.

Death was certain if he lat this chance
slip by —abseolutely, positively certain.

o what différence did it make ?

At all evonts, thero was a chaunce of
life here, and if he died now it would,
g;rha . be all the better. For, any-

w, he would have died while vainly at-
tempting to save himself. And that was
a bettor death than the one which Hamp-
son had planned for him.

There was no time for speculation.

Even as Nelson Lee formulated his
despairing plan, the scaffolding on the
top of the :zhaft becamo absolutely near.
It was right in front. Yes, and it was
just below the trailing rope. Lee saw
that he would only be about twelve foet
above. .

But twelve fcet was an appalling dis-

round the top of the
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"fancée In itve'f—under those ecircum-
stances. In ali probability he would miss

his mark, and would plungo straight
down—down, nearly two hundred feet,
to the ground below,

Or, f he didn’t miss his mark, it was
conceivable that he would even plunge
into the chimney itself. This, indeed,
was more desperately awful than any-
thing clee. But Nelcon Lee could not
afford to think of the risks, If there
had been the slichtest hope in any other
direction he would not have taken this
chance. '

But, even as a drowning man will
clutch at a straw, Nelson Lee clutched at
thia flimsy thread of hope.

He withdrew his numbed feet from the
noose in which they were resting, and
clung to the rope merely by his hands.
Aund, as he did =0, ho heard the engine
of the Hoverer increase its low purr
to a soft roar. Ilampson had increased
the speed! :

If the scoundre]l had done that a minute
beforo Nelson ILee would have been
foiled. But the machine had no time to
gather speed before the crucial moment
arrived. Lee saw the scaffolding below
him, and he dropped.

He dropped hike a stone.

Just for onc ghastly second the famous
dotective thought that he had overshot
the sezffolding.

Then—crash !

By a miraculous chance he landed
upon his feet. IIe landed with a jar
which shook every bene in his y.
‘The planking shivered and shook, and
Nelson Lee was hurled forward by his
own impetus.

He flung his arms out wildly and

Memte]y. At tirst they grasped

ing, and he felt himself slither over

the edge of the scaffolding. He went
over the side and fell. .

But then the toe of his boot caught,
somechow, in a tangle of rope. It was as
near disaster as anything could possibly
bave been. But the rope held, and Lee
found himself bhanging head downwards
over sheer apace. His great effort had
been successful—but he might fall at any
segond !

The ropes would possibly dizenfangle
themselves——

But then, as Lee swung, the fingers of
his right hand gripped some planking.
He held fast, and drew himself towards
safety. In another monent his right

secure stretch of boards.
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rasping the woodwork, too,
and he pulled himself in. |

Inch by inch he felt his way, and ab
last, after what seemed an age, the de-
tective found himself lymg npon a
Heo had re-:
leased his foot, and was—safe. |

At that seoond Lee sent up a prayer!
to heaven for his deliverance. And he
lay quite still, breathing heavily. He
had been saved from destruction by an
extraordinary stroke of chance. |

He was bruised, battered, grazed, and’
sore—but he was whole |

hand was

CHAPTER VI.
NIPPER’S JOY—THE TABLES ARE TCRNED!
WITH A VBENGEANCE,

AMPSON leaned out of the little:

H window in tho cabin of the

Brigham Hoverer. _He had

found his bearings at last, and:

was now making straight for West-

minster Bridge, following the course of
the Thantes.

Once the bridge was reached it would:
be easy enough to proceed immediatelw
over \Whitehall, and thus to Scetiard
Yard. The Hoverer was noy travelling
swiftly, and would arrive before many
minutes had passed. '

‘*“T can’t see the infernal—"

Hampson paused, and suddenly
grabbed at the rope.

** Confound
furiously. -

For tﬁe rope lifted lightly in his hand,
and .he needed no telli at there was
no weight at the end}c;?it. Nelson Lee
had dropped! The great detective had
gono to destruction ! :

“* What’s the matter?’” asked Royln,
turning from the contrels. .

‘* Lee has dropped!”’

Rayle grinned shghtly.

**Well, it makes no difference,”’ he ex-
claimed. ** He's dead by this time—apd
2 good thing, too. I didn’t approve of
that 1dca of vours, Hampson. - ¥ was
horrible enough to have to kill ther fel-
low at all; but to go to the lengths you
were plauning was a bit too devilish for
my lhiking.”

“I didn't ask fer
snarled Hampson curtly.

**My dear fellow, vou needn’t growl
at me,” said Rayle, with equal curi-
uess. ' Perhaps you'll be satisfied novw.
I am.  I¢: just as well that Lee is

19

the brute!” ho 51mrljcd

your opinion .
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®nished with- e was a menace to us.
I suppore vou'il agrae that he's killed 7"

“Don't bo a fool!" snapped the
other. ‘‘l.cc waan't a bladder, I sup-
pose? e couldn't flost to the ground,
could he? Ho's dead right enough--
.wmashed to a jelly. [ smippose he got
fred of hanging on.’ :

“Yon might have expectad that,”
rrrunted Ravle. :
" He, at all ovents, was rather glad that
iNebon Lee had dropped. He felt, some-
how, that the detective had brought
wbout his own death. To have de-
Jiberately cut the rope wonld have been
horribly callous and eold-blooded. To
giva him .his due, Raile was not a
murderer. A thorongh sacoundrel in
most wava, but he respected human lifa.
Hampaon ecasily made up for this lack
of callouenrsa in his companion, Hamp.
aon waa utterly brmtal.

And he was an because T.0e had
e-capid before the time. Of coarse, he
wan  dead-—that was obvioua, The
anachine had boon fully three hundred
foet from the und, even when it had
deacended to the lowosmt altitude in the
flight. Therefore, Nelton [ee must
have been dashed to pieces when he
wtruck the ground.

Neitheg Hampson nor Rayle had any
idea that the factory chimney had been
a0 close to them. They had seen nothing
of it, and had detectrd no change at
the moment of lLee's desperate jump.

C'onsequantly the EHoverer proceeded
Ghgita way, ita occupants quite at ease.
As Humrou had so thoughtfully told
Nelson lwe, the machine was now
bound for its base in the Surrey Hills.
AL a given time it would atart out for
Romford; there was no object in re-
maining in the air Jduring the interval
of time,

The Regent Street afflair had been a
failmie -but Nelson Lec was deed. And
that was ample compensation. After
the machine had returned to its base,

% would take on a fresh supply of
. and would do the short trip to
Jtomfond.
And whilo Ham and Rayle were
woding  wwwards Llillingdon Wood,

wir minds at rest—Hampeon, at least,
was not troublad by conacience—the
ubjet of thair villainy was making his
.w? to the ground.
or Nelson Leo found that he was
sufforing from nothing more than
grares and bruisws.  He was jarred in
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evary bLone, but was by pno-means put
out of action. Indeed, there was more
fight in Nelson Lee now than ever.

He was aroused to frantic action.

The scaffulding round the top of the
factory chimney was strong and exten-
sive.. A small iron ladder led straight
down to the ground-—a permanent ladder.

Nelson Iec found this after a short
search.

The detective did not wait to examine
his injuries; he was anxious to get to

solid earth. Fven now he eould
scarcely realise that he had esca the
positive doath which had scemed inevi-

table.

. The Brigham Hoverer had vanished
into tho miglt; but Nelson Leo was in

E.oauuion of much knowledge—know-

dge that bad been fivon to him by
Hampeon free gratis. lLee smiled grimly
as ba thoug'!nt it over. Hampson had not
becnh raah, for he had been itive that
Lee would die. Even as 1t was, the
detective was convinoed that Hampson
and Rayle thought him dead. They wore
certainly under the impression that ke
had dropped to destruction.

It was a ticklsh bnsinens, getting to
the ground. A atoeplejack, howeser,
could not have been more nimble, or
more clear-headed, than Nelson Les-.
Stif as he was, aching and sore, Le.
descended the iron ladder with swifl
movements,

. And, at tha bottom, he found himackf
in_ the yard of a great factory. Every-
thing was quiet, for no night work waa
in progress. Indeed, Lee suspected that
the factory was temporarily closed. Poa-
mibly an accident had occurred. and that
wias why repairs were being effected.

The detoctive crossed the yard, n}ld
ecaled a high fence. He found huneelf in
a dingy, Barrow street. Not a soul wus
about—— But just then a burly, silent
{arin appeared from a doorway.

“ Now then, what’s youwr business®™
demanded o ﬁ:‘ﬁ voice. ‘' What were
you doin’ in that yard—" .

‘““ By James! A oconstable!" exclaimc.l
Nekon [«e gladly. . .

The next moment the policeman’s
bullseye was Rashing upon him. The
worthy member of the Metropolitan
folice Foroe uttered a short cry. He
recognisad his companion. There were
fow constables in the London arca who
did nat know Nelson Lee by sight. As

Nipper had sometines remarked. ' tho
guv nor was well known to the cops!



“Why, it's Mr. Leo!™ r-]lac.'ulatod the
conatable,

“ 1 have not :he henour of your ac-
quaintance,”” said Ico crisply. *“ It is
Jucky that you know me, however—is
will save trouble, Where am I, con-
stable?” -

The man stared.

“ Where arv you, sir?”’ he repeated.

““Yes. What locality is this?”

‘‘ Well I'm blowed! Don’t vou know 7’
nsked the policeman. ** This e rum, &ir.
I can't qurte get the hang—"’

Nebon Lee laughed, and wrapped hia
handkerchief round his grazed wrist
while he rapidly explained ihinga to the
amazed constable. DLe-o didn’t go into
Jetails ; he just recounted the main facts.
. And he learned, in return, that he was
in the Eaat End, quite near to the river.
A policestation wae within half a
minute’s walk. That was enough for the
detective.
tion, had a word with the inapector, and
rang up Scotland Yard.

ere he lJearned that Detective-
Inspeotor Lennard had returned from
Regent Street, but had now gono out

with Nipper. Lee, with pursed lips, rang

up his own address in Gray’s Inn Road—
and was successful.

Nipper answered the 'phon-.

““Who's that?’ came a dull, heavy
voice.

‘“ Cheer up, young ’un,”’ eaid Neleon
Lee genially. T want you—-"

‘““ The guv’nor!”’ roared Npper.

Lee_smiled as ho heard the shout of
joy. In less than three minutes he had
given Nipper orders, and had learned
that Squadron-Commander Brigham and
Inepector Lennard were with Nipper.
The airman-inventor had been told of the
‘isaster by Nipper, and he bad rushed to
(iray’s Inn Road.

’

This suited Lec perfectly, and in a very,
short time the joyous trio were on their
Toe, meanwhile,
cleaned bimself .up, and patched the

way to the East -End.

injuries to his skin,

Ag he came out upon the steps of the
police-station, a big racinﬁi car loomed
up, and came 0 a . pper simply
hurkd himself acrows the pavement.

“We thought gou’d been killed,
guv'nor!” he gasped huskily. .

“ I was near to death, Nipper,”’ replied
lee. ‘ But 1 will relate my adventures
later on. At present thero 8 work to be
done—and we must not lose a second.
Hallo, Lennard, you're loolnnﬁ queer !”

‘ %’ho wouldn't?”’ growled the m-
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BPeCiui ;

Heo went straight 10 the sta-
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but  hiw  voice was gepiul,
“'When we saw you lifted into the air,
Lee, wo thoughv——"

. " Never mind what you thought,” a4
m Lee. ‘' There’s a chance—a shm
chance, I'd better add—that we may be
able to regain poseession of Brighain's
machine to-night. At all evemts, wo'll
make the attempt.”

Commander Brigham fairly danced
with excitement,

**Do you know where it i3, then?’ e
asked cagerly.

‘* Yee—in Surrey.”

That was all Lece would say for the
moment. But whea the party had-
started off, with Nipper at the wheel; the
detective roughly recounted his adwen-
tures. Ho was s1iting beside Nipper, amd
tne lad heard all. @ others, crouchin
on the back part of the car, listened
intently.

Nipper waa overjoyed when he hear |
how Nelson Lee had been provided with
the very information he needed more
than anything else. Of course, Hanp-
son had rever dreamed that that infor-
mation could be used. He didn't know,
even now, that there was danger. Fao
(Iila:cr]lpaon believed thut Nelson Lee wis
eaa,

Nipper drove like a2 demon. He was a
magmticent car driver, and at present b«
stopped at nothing. The racer tor:
through London like a fire-engine, and
it was lucky that the streets were
deserted.

" Hilhinglon Wood. Lee had discovere:],

was & mile beyond Hillingdon rvillage.

and it was only a fairly short run. aut of

London. The Haverer's secret hangar

was artiﬁ:ht. in the centre of the wood, pre-
) 4

8 in a clearing. The machine wus
able to rwe direct from the ground, and
so thia hiding-place was admirable

every way.

Nelson Lee's racing-car roared on.

Would this venture bo a success—or a
failwre? ' :

. . R . .

“ By Jove! Here we are!”

It was Squadron-Commander Bz:ig[x:m
who whmspered the words. teit s

He and Nelson Iee and Nipper®and
Deteotive-Inspector Lennard were in the -
heart of Hillingdon Wood. They haa
oven creeping through the dense under-
growth for a full half-hour. '

Their racing-car was left upon the edve
of tho wood—and they werq searching foe
the Hoverer's secret hangar. Now,
apparently, they had been successi:l.
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‘For, as Brigham spoke, they saw a small
<laring right ahcad in the gloom. In
tho ocemtre of the clearing there was a
woughly constructed ‘wooden shed., Tha
bui (lin‘; was old, and had apparently
born adapted to its preaent purpose,

{ec was exuhant.

What e trinmph if he could only defeat
the Circle of Terror now !

If. indeed, the enterprise did turn out
sucocmsfuily, that triumph would be
sololy owing to Nelson lec’s onorqetin
aotion. For in the morning the Circle
would know that Lee was still alive.
And, naturally, the stolen aeroplane
wonfil be removed to a different hiding-

By acling tonight, Lee might be able
10 tuyrn the tables.

And more. There were the Duke of
Amberley's  miniatures! Had the
Hoverer started on its fitght to Romfornd?

Ie¢ and Nipper and the others were
«rouching down on the adge of the clear-
ing, trying lo pierce the glooin. Every-
thing bad been rushed amazingly to-
might, and the time wae only juat after
three o'clock even now.

And then, as Nelson Lee was about to

creep forward, a voine came to him.
That voice ‘.mlonged to Hampeon |

The walchera heard, rather than saw,
a door of the shed open, and two dim
figures came out. Lee nceded no teliing
that those figures belonged to Hampeon
snd Rayle. The pair of rogues had got
:back from the flight over London, and
she Ioverer, probably, was on the other
2ide of the shed, hidden from view.

‘* . .. Plonty of time,”” Hampson waa
eaying. ‘' Ten past three now, Got to
Lo at Romford . . . half-past . . . do 1l
casily, old man. Won't be dawn ...
fhour yot. .. . Back hero long before

om.'.
g Tho worda were not all audible, but
dhe listeners hoard aufficient to tell them

truth.
hho, i fetched the duke’s

“They haven't
ministurcs vet!” murmured Lennard

axultantly. _

“Phis & whero wo act!” said Nelson
Toe, * Half-past three st Romford! B
Jamen, we'll got the Hoverer, and we'll
got the miniuturea! This i a night of
nights, Nipper! The Circle will re-
maber thus affaic!™ ]

Brigham quivered with excitement and
ANXiety,

‘*“ Batter bo quick!” he muttared.
* They'll be np in no time! Thut engine
starts at the first turn of the screw——'
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them ! whikpered  Lee.  “* Now, all
together !’

ho dim figures of Hampson and Rayle
had disappeared round the building. and
it wasa obvious now that the precious
Ml‘O%’;M waa there. By all appearancea,
teo, Rayle and Hampson were alone.

Nebon T.eo and Nipper and the others
reached the ehed without mishap. Lee
and Nipper went one side, and Lennard
and Brigham the other. Then, creepinz
round, they saw the Hoverer. It was,
standing just in front of tho buildiug,
and thero was a small electrio ligﬁt
gleaming in the ocubin. Hampson was
starting the engine,

Then came the surprise.

The four attackers burled themselveos
forward at the same second. That rush
took them over the ground long before
Hampson and Rayle could prepare to
defond themselves. ‘I'he two scoundrels
were completely taken off their guard.

They went over like ninepins, and In
lesa than a minute they were handcuffed,
Lennard saw to that. It was about the
enstest capturo the inspector had ever
effected. But this wasn’t surprising,
The surprise had them absolute.

‘““ Got 'emn !’ roured Nipper excitedly.

Brigham was examining his precious
machine with anxiety and j«(\{_I inter-
mingled, He found that the Hovere:
was intact and unharmed. Lennarl
stood over the prisoners for a moment,
and then allowed them to rwse. They
ware handcuffed in a curious manner---
back to back. and fastened together. For

them to make a rush was simply unpos-
aible. The pair wero utterly helpless,
Suddenly Hampson gave a hoarso cry.

He had seen a ghoet, he thought.

““ Nolson Lee!”” came in a gasping
croak from his dry throat. ‘‘ Are you a
man or—or a dovil? How did you
eacq;'ot By heaven, I'll—""

“ You've done all you're going to do
for quite a timel” interjected Nelson
Leo casily. * Your information was very
welcome, Hampeon. I escaped b
means— But [ won't tell you that.
You can ‘Fue- It will give you some-
thing to do!”

Raylo choked with fury.

‘“ Phis s your doing, Hampseon, you
infernal fool ”’ be grated. ‘' All throngh
your babbling! If you hadn’t talked

‘““ Come on, if you're going to start a
jawing-match, you'd better do it inaule
the -“imt,” said Inspector [Ionnanl
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entally. * What's the programime, My,

?,cc > 1 suppose [’d better remain with
these gentlemen while you fetch thoese
imnnlatures 7’

Hampeon and Rayle ncarly foamed at
the mouth with impotent fury. The
miniatures! Nelson had won all

along the line—and he would get the
mniktures, too! It was tho last straw,
and the two rogues almost collapsed.

As Lee had suﬁpoe.ed, there was nobndy
elga present. The huat was empty, except
for a stock of petrol and oil, and other

necessary articles for the running of the

aeroplane.

‘“ It was lucky that Brigham came with
us,”’ remarked the inspector,

It was, indeed, lucky.

For while Lennard romained in Hilling-
don Wood with the prisoners, Squalron-
Commander Brigham and Nelson Lee
and Nipper soared aloft in the Hoverer,
aid made straight for Romford.

The young airman-inventor was in the
seventh heaven of delight. His machine
was in his hands again! The Air
Minsiry, too, would be overjoyed, and
Nelson Lee's reward was hkely to ke
substantial,

.
. . r | [ ] C ] ¢

Tho Duke of Amberley’s mimatures
were secured with abeolute ease.

Indeed, tho whole affair was lauglhable
from Nipper’s int of view. Under
Brigham’s sure
across country to Romford, and then
pr outside the town, into the
open country beyvond.

At a certain point in the road—between
Romford and Harold Wood—a tiny red
light was seen. This was a signal, of
course. The Hoverer slowed down, and
¢ame to a stop. Then Brigham lowered

nd, tho aeircraft sped |-
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it wently until it vw.g only five hundred
feet fromr the ground. |

Tho ropo was let down, and Nelson
Leo, leaning out of the cabin, fel that
something heavy was being affixed to the
rope. Then be and the others distinctly
saw a big motor-car moving off towards
London.

The rope was hauled up—and on tho
end of it was a heavy bundle. It con-
tained the Duke of Amberley's minia-
tures, and a large quantity of jewellery
which had been stolen from a big estabs
hshment in the Strand a month before!

The sitvation was really bumorous,

Tho Circle'’s agents, below, had act:alie
handed over their booty into the care of
the Circle’s enemies! Owing to Nelson
Lee’s amazingly prompt measures, he
had been ablo to achieve compleio
SUCCees,

The Duke of Amberley, of course, was
overjoyed, and he kept his word regard-
ing the reward. The Air Minister him.
self visited Neclson Lee the next day, ard
thanked him heartily for his incalcuiable
service to the country.

What Professor Cyrus Zingrave-
thought could only be imagined.
~ But Hampeon and Rayle—two of his
intimate associates—were In the-hands of
the police. The Hoverer was lost, and
the Amberley Miniatures had been re-
stored to the nghtful owner!

Professor Zingrave, the High Lori of
the Circle of Terror, had ample food for
thought in that eventful week.

In one blow Nelson Lee had kepi his
pronuse to Sguadron-Commander Brig-
ham, and had recovered the Duke of
Amberley’s paintings. It was the niost
decigivo blow the great criminoleyist
had yet struck at the Circle of Terrov!

THE END,

——— g
—
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“ Big Davy's” Revenge.

AN AUSTRALIAN BUSH STORY.

By a Popular Writer.

A

THE 1st CHAPTER.

A TETTER TROM HOME—BIG DAVY'S
GAME—¥¢ CLEAR OUT.”’

| HT, hour of nine had just struck

from a neighbouring clock-tower,

and the by-streets of busy,

bustling Sydney were beginning
to wear that deserted appearance so
peculiar to Australian towns after sun-
down, as Larry Haywood let himself out
of his dingy office, where from ten in the
morning often to late at night he sat
poring over ledgers and aocount-books
1w:.hi«:h had not the slightest interest for

im.

His heart was far away in the bush
up in the great lone lands, where mile
upon mile of endless scrub and spinfex
rrass rolled away to the horizon and
far beyond, or, we might more truly saf',
to the edge of the scrub, where Old
Man Havwood’s little house in the clear-
1ing lay.

Larry was thinking of it now as he
pocketed the key of the office door and
walked briskly in the direction of his
dismal lodgings.

It was home to him up there—or, to
be quite correct, it had been once upon
a time,
him, and all because he had stood in
enether man’s path, and that man had
done hun a great wrong.

The veins on Larry’s temples stood
ont like whipcords as the memary of the
bitter past flooded into his brain. But
there, what did it matter? He was out
of it now, and one day perhaps the old
man—*‘ Dad,”” as Larry had loved to call
him—might relent.

‘“ Beg your pardon, I'm sure!”’ eaid
Larry politely, as, turning into his gate,
thinking deeply, he almost upset the
genial poefman on his last dehvery.

Now, however, it was denied

““ Nothing for 1me, of course!” he
added laconically. “ I never have let-
ters.”” There was something quite
pathetic in the utterance of these few
words, and perheps they touched some
chord of sympathy in the postman’s

heart, for he answered genially:

“Well, young sir, for once you'ra
wrong. You're Mr, Larry ’*Aywood,
aren’t you?"”

““I believe it's meant for me, if that's
the inscription,” laughed the boy.

And, with a nod and a few words of
thanks, he took the letter and hurried
to his little back room, his pulse beat-
ing with wild excitement.

“It's three years since I had a let-
ter !”’ he muttered,

And then a cry of astonishment broke
from him as he read the postmark--
‘““ Mainwaring.”

“I know what it is,”’ he told himself.
““Dad’s found out the truth at last.
He's found out that the tale of theft
his partner, James Blyth, trumped up
apainst me to disgrace me in his eycs
wae false, and now he's written to ask
me to return home-—after tuning me
pennilesa from his door! But then, no;
it can’t be from dad, He'd never write
like this.”

IIwrriedly tearing off the covering,
Larry, with wondering eyes, read the
strange, ill-spelt, but pregnant message :

“ Kum to Mainwaring quickly. Old
boss sik to deth. Big Davy paintin’
township red, and ’as filled stok-’ouse
with bad men. Big boss in illness calls
for Larry. ¢They want my gold!' ’e
kries alwavs. Kuwin!—{Signed)

“ Mow1."”

“Tt'eg. from Maowi, tha native etocl-
hand and ex-teacker,”” Larry muttered,
wiping bhe perspiration from -his fore-
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head. “‘Big boss sik to deth” That
means that dad’s down. And what's

this about * Big Davy painting the town
.l.ed ’ ?!’

Larry’s quick’ brain speedily grasped
the position of affairs. His l{t.her was

on a bed of sickness—perhaps bush-fever.

Big Davy. a reckless ne’er-do-well, had
probably been taking an endlees namber
of ‘“two fingers o’ pizen’’ at the local
whisky store, and had conceived the idea
—maybe in conjunction with others of
his olass—of ‘‘ putting the old ’un’s light
out to git ’is pieces.” y

*“I know dad’s reputed to have put
a lot of money bz in gold,” the boy com-
mented thoughtfully, ‘“and I shouldn’t
be a bit surprised if he’s in real dangenr.
Anyway, I'll stand by him if I have to
sink every sovereign of the ninety I’ve
saved. I leave Sydney to-morrow.’

True to his word, Larry Haywood tock
train for the North, and then, having
gone as far as the line ran, he pur-
cL.ased a reliable horse, a rifle, and a
revolver, and set off into Queensland.

A hard ride of seven hours brouglit
him to the Haywood homestead, a small,
unpretentious, two-storeyed _.building,

wite unworthy a man who was one of
the biggest squatters in the colony, and

possessed nearly a quarter of a million
of money.

But Old Man Haywood was hard—
hard to the core. Spend money, nho;
he wouudn’t spend a shilling to save
another’s- life.

Larry knew this quite well, and it was
uppermost in his mind as his eye caught
51]13 t;}:‘e darkness the glimmer of a light
ahcad.

A few minutes later he drew rein on

the edge of the clearing, and dis-
mounteg, holding his rifle in his right
hand. |

“ Co-ce! Co-ee!”

It was the bush call, twice repeated,
and as the young fellow strained his
ears to listen he heard the sound
answored quite close to hand. Then, be-
fore he could make a step forward’, he
saw a couple of figures move stealthily
across the clearing and make for the
front door of the house. An instant
later they were 1nside.-

“ That’s q}t:eerl” the boy muttered.
““ Wonder what game’s afoot? It's a
strange home-coming for ‘me, - this.

“ahutters

3t

Now yon must remain here,” he added,
patiing his horse’s neck.

Like a shadow Larry crept up to the
placc and made for the window from
which a faint light shone. |

It was shuttered,-and barred, too, but

not so closely that Larry could not,

through a handy chink, get a glmpso
of what was gomg on inside. ;

A cry of indignation and amazemen?
almost broke from him as his eyes tooi
in the gcene before him.’

On a couch alongside the wall lay his
dad, pale, emaciated, and waqrn, with the
light of fever in his eyes; while bendiny
over him, a heavy revolver in his hand,
was Big Davy, the ruffianly stock-hand.

From his coign of vantage Larry could
well hear what the roaring, drink-sod-
den bully was saying.

** Look ’ere, yew old fool. T'll giv’ yer
nary another chance! I've mucked
about for a whole weck tryin’ ter ge’
yer ter let on where yer keep ther gold,
and yer won't. If yer don’t tell me
within five minutes, I'll drill yer clean
full of ’oles!”’

This was enough for Larry. He did
not wait to slip round to the baek, o
to enter by the way Big Davy and his
{elow-rufian had done. With one
heave of his great shoulders he sent the
splintering inwards, then,
amidst a shower of falling glass, he.
pushed his riflo through the broken
woodwork.

““ Hands up. Big Davy!” he cried.
“ fJands up, I say, or you're a dead
man in three seconds!”

There was no mistaking the frown-
ing glint of the stern, sct eye above the
rifle-barrel, no time for Davy to use his
own weapon. Sulleanly his hands she’
upwards, the pistol he held pomnting uv
the ceiling.

To his great relief, Larry saw that tlo
second man held no weapon.

“ Now, Big Davy, fire away ecvery
chamber into the cetling !”” he cried.

A single movement of the rifle barrel
was 3u§m“ent. and six reports rang our

in quick succession as the wecapen was
cemptied.

It was a dramatic scene—the sick man

staring from his coueh to the resolute

figure which stood in the broken win-
dow covering Big Davy. - Larry was
phying a winming game, and he knew
1t. * :
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“That's right! You'd best obey im-
pucitly,” the boy muttered.  ** Those
shote of vours will bring a crowd hero
vight now, which means, Big Davy, that
before the sin’s up you'll dunce on
nr,

The ruflian’s face turned a sickly yel-
low.  Justice among the hushmen and
stock-rulers of Australia is very rough,
but very just and very sure. Big Davy
wak aware of thie, and his heart quailed
ai the prospect.

“Well, sco heore,”” went on Larry,
T temrar mercy with justice. FPro-
mise you'll never show your face in
Mainwaring again—-vou and your port-
ner-—-and T'll lower my gun.  Is it a
doal *"’

“Tt in!l” Big Davy growledl.

‘“ Well, now clear !’ said Larry.

And without another word Big Davy
went, followed by his associate in orime.
‘They turmed out into the night, and,
tene to his word, Big Duvy never meant
agau to put foot within the townahip.

" But he had not forgotten, and in his
heart there rankled a deep, a deadly,

an umlying hatred for tho lad who had
thwarted hun.

“My time'll come!' he muttered
Loarsely. “T’ll be even with him some

day. [ know him. Ile's young Laurence
(Taywood, ’'im as was sent away five
vears ago. One day, ay, and that before
iong~-I'll_ have 'im in my power, and
then-—'*

BBut the sentenco was nover fnished.
It died away in a nmavage, mooking
laugh ¢ died away into the silence of tho
Lash-land.

THE 2nd CHAPTER.
01D NAN HAVWOOD CHAXGES —BIC DAVY 8
REVENOE— MOWL TO THE BRESCUE.
HHINGS had changed at Old Man
l Haywood's homestead. There
was an air of new life about the
place. Work, honeet and steady,
was being dono there. Big Davy’s crowd
Lad been cleared out, lock, stock, and
barrel, by thé new boss, who, during his
dad's convalesosnce, had taken every-
shing in his own handa, T
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It was two months since Larry’s
strange home-coming. The squatter was
still but a shade of a man, for the sick-
ness had ?ona hard with him; bui,
thanks to larcry’'s unremitting attention
and dovotion, he was fast regaining hix
health and stremgth, and wounld soon be
able o get about again.

But what a change had come over
bhim! He recognised in his son a true,
up(n;f:fht speaimen of young colonial man-
hood—mnot the rascal l‘;e had been induced
to believe he was. Just a month before
[.arry roceived his message from the
faithful Mowi, James Blyth had died,
and on his deathbed had confessed that
he had blackened TFarry’s character,
solely with the hope of one day coming
into Old Man Haywood's vast wealth.
for, beyond ILarry, it appeared the
squattor had not a relation in the world.

The shock of this confession had
stricken the father down, and then,

when the sickness came, and with it Big
Davy’s wild threats, it seemed as if the
sufferer wero going right under. But a
merciful Providence had opened the old
man’'s eycs. Thus it came about that a
bright moming in May he was sitting
up in bed, with one thin white hand rest-
ing on the shoulder of his own dear boy.

‘“‘Larry, lad, I've wronged ye,” he
said, with & aob, and tears started to
his eyes. * But you'll forgive me and
forget, won't you, lad?”

“[I will, dad,” replied the boy, and
his strong, brown nd grasped the
other's in a grip that spoke more than

It was the reconciliation after three
long, weary yeare.

‘“ And now, dad,” said Larry, “I'm
going to ride over to Somer’s place to
so¢ how he and the ﬁirls are getting on.
Mowi's about, and’ %et you all you
want. T shall be back by sundown.’

And with that he hastened to the
paddock, brought out his mare, and set
off on his thirty-mile ride.

His way lay for ncarly half the dis-
tanoe over rough bush-land, and then up
in the Rills, after which he would have
to traverse a deep gorge. A straight
ride of ton miles would bring him to the
Somer’s homestead.

Noonday found the solitary horseman
picking huws over the boulder-strewn :
gro through a narrow defile known



- .+ “BI& DAVY'S” REVENGE .

2s Horton’s Gap. The heat of the day
had somewhat fatigued Larry, and with
his broad-brimmed hat pulled well over
his head, he rode loosely in the saddle,
leaving it to his sure-footed steed to
choose her course. Suddenly Larry was
awakened from the reverie into which
he had fallen by the sound of a stern
command :

“ Hands up, Master Larry!”
Raising his head and blinking dazedly

in the sunlight, the young fellow found.

hinself looking down the barrel of a
revolver, - behind which was a Dblack-
browed, bearded man of gigantic stature,
seated upon a horse. It was Big Davy.

“So I've got vou at last!” he eried

triumphantly.  *‘ Boys "—turning to a
dozen villainous-looking companions—
““this i3 the hest hold-up I've had for a

month. Here, Sims and Tomkins, seize
the cub!”

At their leader’s bidding, a couple of
the ruffians rushed on the weaponless
rider. Ding! Dong!  Larry’s fists,
hard as yew, shot out right and left, and

the two rascals rolled clean out of
their saddles from the force of the
blows.

But it was an unequal contest at the
best, and Larry was speedily over-
powered.

“Carry him to the den while T de-
cide what’'s to be done with him!”’
ronred Big Davy, smiting his thigh with
satisfaction.

Accordingly the captive was hurried
away into the hills, and by tortuous paths
taken to the gang’s hiding place. Mean-
while, the arch-ruffian’s mind was busy
working out a scheme of revenge.

At first there was some demur at Big
Davy’s proposal. The rest looked upon
Larry as common property; but Big
Davy was not the man to brook any
interference with his own private affairs.

‘“ He’s mine, curse you!'’ he cried.
flourishing his  revolver recklessly.
‘““ And the first man that dares to dis-
pute my authority will soon find him

self trying to stop up bullet-holes. What |

he's got on him you can have between
you—after that, he belongs to me.”

Thus it came about that the black-
heatted ex-stockman began his arrange-
ments for carrying out his revenge.

]

i
wild-eved, fierce-looking brumby. Then
his arms were tied behind his back, his
legs were lashed .by thongs of raw-
hide to the horse’s flanks.  Secured in
this position, and suffering excruciating
pain from the tightness of his bonds, he
was led down the mountain-side by Big.
Davy and 'two of his minions.

‘““ Now see what I'in going to do with _
you. Yonder, across that wooden bridge,
1s the great scrub-land, a limitless arid
waste, as you know, thousands and thou-
sands of miles in cxtent. You're going
to be tumed loose there when I've
finished with you,” said the ruffian.

An instant later the great I.sh
whistled throught the air and circled
cruelly round Larry’s body. He winced-
under the pain. but set his lips firinly.
Again and again the brutal performance
was repeated, until at last Larry’s head
fell forward on his chest. Big Davy
knew that his victim wis beyond pain.

‘““You. can clear back now,” he said,
turning to the two men. “I'm going
over that bridge, aud sha’'n't be back.
for half an hour.”

Then, taking the bridle, he led the
brumby, bearing its unconscious burden,
over the frail structure. On the other side
he bhalted. Darkness was fast settling
down over the earth, and the dismal wasie
looked ghostly, uncanny in the gloom.

“Guess I'll give the young cub jusé
one chance of getting back., but it’s a
million to one he never will,” muttered
Big Davy, and, drawing his knife, the
man cut Larry’s hands free. Then, rais-
ing his whip, he loosed the brumbs’s

‘bridle, and gave her one smart cut over

the flanks. With a snort of pain the
frightened animal reared up and then
shot off like a bolt from a bow, into ths
Jdarkness of the scrub. .

. A hollow laugh of triumph left Big
Davy’s I:ps as he retraced his steps to
his haunt in the mountains.”

. L] L] L) L] . L]

Lost in the great lone lands. It was
bright midday, with a hot glare of sum
in the skv, when Larry Haywood openetd
his eyes and gazed wildly around him.
He was lost in the lone scrub-land, whero
no water nor any sign of human lfe
abounds. He succeeded in releasing his
benumbed limbs from the cords which

With the sinking of the sun, Larry bouncl them, and then, parched with

was seized roughly and put astride a

(Continued overleaf.)
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thirst and racked with pain, he threw
bhis. weary body to the ground, and
crawling beneath the shelter of a loose
boulder, lay himself down to die.

"When Larry once more opened, shis
eves they rested upon familiar objects.
He was baclk again :n the old homestead.

in his own little room. And Mowi and
his dear old dad were by his side. But
even then he did not learn bv what

strange cycle of ecvents he had. been
dragged back from the grave. Nearly:a
week passed before he knew how Mowi,
finding _his young master di ! not return,
had with his wonderful -natural instincf,
tracked ‘him into the scrub;-and at last,

”»

after a hunt of thirty hours, found him

de]iriczus. And what of Big Davy, you
may aslk?

On the very day that Larry and OWl
Man Haywood walked arm in arm. down
to the little gate by the paddock, thev
heard from one "of the stockmen how
five days before the bushrangers of Hor-
ton Gap had been broken up by the
Queensland Mounted PRolice. In the
fight that took place, six of ‘the outlaw«
and a trooper werve fatally shot.  And
amidst the sightless orbs that lay turned
up that night to the southern stars were
those of Big Davy. Nemesis, swift and
sure, had marked him for her own.

THE END.
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