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THE PROLOGUE

IN PRE-\YAR DAYS—DISASTER IN
CHANNEL—THE USURPER.

L\
ORD HOWARD ROPER rested
his elbows upon the rail, and
gazed down into the creamy foam

which curled and hissed below.

THE

The boat was rocking rather badly, and |

most of the Fassengers were below.

‘“Deuce of a rough crossing, this!”
saild Lord Roper.

““It's not so bad,”’ remarked Mr. Syd-
ney Bradford, with a laugh. “I'mn
rather fond of the water, and a rough sea
18 interesting. Not feeling shaky, arc
you, Roper? This blow will do
any amount of good, you know.”

Lord Roper grunted.

““I shall be glad when we get into
Folkestone,”” he said, shivering.

““That will be in about another hour,

expeoct.’’

Bradford laughed again, and faced the
‘strong, salt wind. There was a touch of
s?‘:.ay in it, and it beat upon Bradford's
cheeks. He rather enjoyed it. But his
companion was & bad sailor, and longed
for the crossing to be over.

It was night, and as black as pitch.

Lord Howard Roper and his solicitor—
Bradford—had been to Paris on a mat-
ter of business, and his lordship now
wished that he had stayed in Paris
another day or two. As a zule, he en-
Jored the Channel crossing, but when
the weather was rough he detested it.

And the woather was certainly rough
to-night.

The month was May, but the sea and

you
I

sky reminded one of Wintar rather than
late spring. A sudden blow had come
on, and the Channel was now choppy
and treacherous. The weather was thick,
and it was impossible to see a cable’s
length in any direction. The cross-Chan-
nel steamer Foreland was e rather old
boat, and sho didn’t like a rough sea any
more than Lord Roper.

Conscquently, she wus protesting, and
in doing so behaved erratically and with-
out the least consideration for her nas-
sengers. The passage was now half cam-
pleted, and beforc long the lights of
Folkestone would be secen.

At least, they should have been seen;
but the weather was so misty and tinck
that Folkestone was not likely to be
sighted unti the Foreland was practioalh
in port. It was unusually bad weathey
for the month of May.

Lord Roper would not have been of
deck at all, but for the laughing persua
sions of Sydney Bradford. The pair had
been up for eome little time, and their
faces were shiny with salt spray. |

- “ We ought to have taken the Calais-
Dover route!” grumbled Lord Roper.
It's shorter than this, Bradford, In-
fernal n’L’xiaance we oouldn’t book pass-

‘*“ Oh, we shall soon be ashore!” inter-
jected Bradford. * You’'ll be as right as
a trivet once we get into the Londoa
express. This boat’'s a poor old tub!

Hallo! What’s the row aboup?”’
Bradford turned as & sudden yeH
sounded.

It came from the lookwout, and was
folowed by another shout, even more
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urgent. A confusion of startled crice
followed, intermingled with much curs-
ing. Looking ahead, Bradford caught a
hmpeo of a dim, hazy red light twink-
ng. -

‘** That looks bike a ship’s side light,”
snid Bradford wonderingly. “‘If 1t 1is,
we’'re uncomfortably close—"'

He paused as he heard the skipper, up
on the bridge, yell to the steereman to
put the helm hard a-starboard. At the
same second Bradford faintly heard the
engine-room telegraph clang ‘ Stop!”

then, immediately afterwards, *‘ Full
speed asternl”’

‘* What's. wrong?’ asked Lord Roper
necvously. | ] .
""*“Some other boat in the way, I ex-
poct.”’

- Tho solicitor’s words were cut shor! in
a startling manner. With an abruptnese
which was little short of appalling, the
Poreland crashed inoto something which
seemed to stop the boat dead. '

The_.crash was loud and horrible; it
was @ sickening, tearing rending of
metal. And the ship shivered from stem
to stern, and the sudden jolt was s0

terriic that both- Bradford and Lord
Roper were flung headlong to the slip-

pe';y deck. , '
hey scrambled up, bruwed and
etartled. .

The confusion was worse than ever
for one moment. People came rushing
up from below, and the shrieks of femi-
nme voices rent the air. Sydney Brad-
ford. white to tho lips, clung unsteadily

to the rail. | .
*“It's a collision!” he Easped hoarsely.
“ Great Heaven!’ suid Lord Howard

Roper. . .

lgst there was a surprising change in
the attitude of the two men. A moment
beforo Ro had been nervous and irt1-
table, and Bradford laughingly jocular.
But now there was—danger.

The ‘ship was disabled—perhaps sink-

ing! : _
" And Bradford became fearsoms and
alarmed. [.ord Roper, on the contrary,

soemed to tind new life, and was brisk
in a second. It was juet the diffevence
between what s commonly called funk
and genuine courage.

Tho supremae test had come, and Brad-
ford, the free-andeasy, was eonverted
into a nervous, panicky coward. IL.ord
Roj~'r, who loat ed a rough sca—and
was. indeed, nervous of it—became 1n-

stantly cool and se!f-possessad.

The real, inner characters of the twg
men came to the surface.

“It’'ll be a job to launch the boats in
this emother, I'm afraid!’ said Roper

&uietly. ‘““Hold up, Bradford! What
o deuce——"" |

For the solicitor was staring round him
wildly. -

‘“The boats!”’ he gasped. " We must
ged into onel” .
“Pull  yourself together, man!"

snapped Lord Roper sharply. ‘‘ Women

and children firet!”

‘““Hang you!” snarled Bradford.
“R’s every man for himselfI’*

An officer hurrted along tho wet deck.

‘“ Now, then, ladies and gentlomen,”
be bellowed, ‘‘ don’t get excited! Just
a little lcplcfent. It may not be serious.
Wait until the extent of damage is as-
certained before you begin to think of
the boats!” :

Sydney Bradford laughed harshly.

“I—I sup it’s nothing, after all,”
he said. “ Curse theso fools of seamen!
Why can’t they take us across eafely?
We pay for our safe passage, don’t we?
What do they care for our lives?’”

Lord .Roper didn’t dnswer. He was
filed with silent -contempt. He had
never believed that the solicitor was euch
an arrant coward. Roper-was a man of
ﬁftg.:.a quiet, typical examplo of Britisn
nobility. Bradford, on the other hand,
was a typical example of that type of
character which is—fortunately—seldon
found among Britishers—a funk.

There was much activity on board the
stricken Foreland. |

For it was obvious to her captain and
othicers that she was stricken. .Already
she was listing hearily to port, and thero
was a dull sound of ruzhing water from
below. The English Channel was roar-
ing into the Foreland's vitals with
appalling swiftnese.

That heavy list was serious; many of
tho boats could not be lowered. Those
that could, however. were quickly pre-
pared. The crew of the ship behaved
with singular courage and disciphne.
Thers wusn’t & sign of panic, althcugh
every man knew that his chance of de-
liverance was &l -

It was t}éeir daty to attend to the
passengers first.

“Byg Jove! Look thers'’ said Lord
Roper suddenly. _ )

}ge and Bradford were stil]l =tandin
by the ratl.
lowed the
pointing finger.

And Bru.dfm'tl, turming, !o'-
direction of his companion's
Dimly visiblo in tho
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dashing epray, e big, untidg steamer was
wallowing in the waves, about a couple
of fathoms away. She was drifting, stern
-first, away from the Foreland, and even
as Roper and Bradford watched, she
suddenly lurched over.

It was a deliberate movement, as
though the vessel had boen a gigantic
whale. It was ghastly to witnesa. The
tramp turned turtle completely, and t¢he
two men caught a glimpse of a glistenin
keel. Then & dull explosion aoundecﬁ
and there was nothing more. The
tragedy waa over.

** Heavens! How awful!”’ said Lord
Roper, in a subdued voice.

“ Awful! Are we not in the same
plight?" burst out Bradford fercely.
“The fools on board that ship deserve
their fate! ~Why couldn’t they keep
away from us? We shall go the same
way in less than—"'

Before the solicitor could finish his
sentence the KForeland shivered convul-
sively; the plates strained and cracked,
and dozens of bolts snapped with a noise
Like pistol shots. And the vessel heeled
abruptly to starboard.

- _Bradiori and Roper wero flung across
the deck. They slithered over the slip-

y plates, utterly unable to stay therr
eadlong progress. Teun seconds later
they were hurled overbourd, and they
plung:d into the angry eeca.:

When Roper came to the surface, gaso-
ing and desperate, he found Bradforl
right by his side. The solicitor was mad
with fear. He clutched at his com.
panion wildly and feve:ishly.

And then, as luck would have it, a
great length of wood struck Roper on
the shoulder. It was a portion of wreck-
age from the sunken tramp, probably.
Roper gripped it, and rested his weight
upon it. Bradford did the aame. -

‘““ Hold up, man!” gasped his lordship.
“Thia is lucky!”

“Where's a boat?”’ ted Bradford,
gazing round him fearfully. ‘‘ We shali
never be picked up, Roper! Shout for
help! Shout—"

* We must consider ourselves lucky to
be able to cling to this spar!"” said Lord
Roper.  ‘‘ Pull yourselt together, Brad-
ford! The water's noi so very cold. and
wo ahall be picked up in due course.
Tnink of the poar souls who are dsinzg!”

" We must think of ourselves !’ panted
too other fiercely,

Roper did not answer. He was ex-
oeedingly disgusted, and mentally re-
soived, then and there, that if he and

Bradford escaped, Le wculd finish with
the man for good. He bad always
thought the eolimor to be a good fel-
low, but this adsenturo was an eve-
opener.

The two men drifted away from the
scene of the disaster. They knew nothing
of what was bappening. But Roper
guessed that the il-fated Foreland was
even now Bettling down rapidly. In the
smother of the waves i was impossible
to sea anything. The ealt water was
dashing over the faces of the two men
oontinuously,

Lord Roper knew what had happened,
of course. The cross-Channel packet had
butted into an old tramp eteamer fairly
amidships. It was real.y impossible to
say which vessel was to blame for the
disaster, Probably neither. The weather
was dirty in tho extreme,

The tramp had already gone to the
botto:ln, for hihe ‘Forela.nd's bows had
ripped into her plates as though they
hatf been made of eardboard. 'I'he pas-
senger boat was not stricken so severely.
If she could on'y be kept afloat for
another half-hour the majority of the
passengers and erew would be saved.
Aiready other abxps were hurrying to
the rescue.

But Lord Roper and Sydney Bradford
nad been unfortumately flung overside.
Only a few people shared their fato wnen
the Foreland gave that giddy lurch.
Lord Roper wondersd as he clung to the
spar. He could see nothing. The dack-
ness and stinging spray hemuned him 1n.
Had the Foreland gone to the bottom
already?

It was clear, 1a any case, that no
assistance was likely to arrive—for Brad-

ford and Roper. The wav= "1’ ~:-aed
them far from the sens VTACN,
and they ocould do mathin .ng to
the stout piece of woad, .. .*o therr

trust in providence.

Bradford did not recover nis nerve;
he was completely prostrated by fear
ind cowardice. But his companion, on
the other hand, was perfectly cool and -
self o -wared. The chought which nad
cer~ . sad Bradford only caused Lorl
. ¢ o set his wewn grimly.

. - both men reatsad that their chance
5 .veranoa was slim,

I .7 would probably drift about for
.~ 1a the darkness, until, at last, sheer
pavaal exhaustion compailed them 0
te ai el grip.

[nd=od, it semed a8 though bours kad
pass=d already.
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1ey wero tossed hither and’ thither,
'ecd and numbed, and tho timeo slipped
rclentlessly. Now and again dim,

'y hghts were visible. Other ships
. 70 close by, but they might as well
Luve been a hundred miles away. For
Bradford and Roper could do nothing to
make thcir presence known.

'ghoy just drifted—and waited far the
end.

It came eooner than they had aniici-
pated. And it was not the end they had
told themselves was 1inevitable. A
change seemed to occur 1o the dull
eplash of the twaves about them. Inter-
mingled with it there was a subdued,
distant roar — continunous and ever-in-
creasing in its violence.

Quite suddenly Sydney Bradford
roused himself.

‘““What 13 that?? he asked huckily.

‘“] have becn trying to make out
where the roar comes from,” replied
Lord Roper, dashing the spray from his
eves. ‘] don’t want to alarm yonu,
Bradford, but I believe we are approach-
ing the shore. The noise we can hear
1s the roar of the breakers.” '

-
““Why ehould that alarm me?’ asked
Bradford, with fierce excitement. *‘We

are nearing the shore! Thank Heaven
for ihat! We shall be saved!”

“I am afraid our danger will be in-
creased, DBradford,” said his lordship.
“1f we are cast upon the rocks I do
not think there will be much chince of
coming out alive. I supposs we aro on
the Kent coast. And the cliffs are high
ip some parts. If the tide is up there
will be no eecape for us.”

‘*Hang vyou!’ snarled Bradford
lmr‘s?ly. ‘““We shall be saved, I tell
you Y

But it was panic which caveed Brad-
ford to speak so harshly. He knew only
too well that his companion’s words were
right. . The chances were that they would
be dashed to pieces by the great waves.
_ It was now perfectly obvious that the
shore was very near to them. Gazing
intently ahead, Lord Roper even made
out the dim, indistinct outhine of tower-
ing cliffis, And before the two could
conversc again they found themselvee 1n
the fury of the breakers. ° .

The great length of wood was lifted
Kke a cork, the two men clinging to 1it,
and hurled forward with appalling force.
The water broke over them in h=sing
cascades, and when they were able to
breathe agaiu they were sucked back by

the powerful undertow,
; R

i

The next wave caught them again, and
once more 1.heiv were hurled towards the
roaring shingle with torrific velocity,
This ttme they were cast right upon the
beach, and tha fierce, receding water
was not powerful enough to drag them
back in its all-powerful grasp. :

Battered, torn, blecding, the two sur-
vivors of the Forcland were cast ashore.
The st.ru]ggie of the last few, minutes bhad

ractical exhausted them, and they
ay half-buried among the millions of
stones of the foreshore. It was im-
ﬁ})ﬁélble for them to -drag thcmselves

gher at the monent. |

Another curling wave broke behind

| them with a deafening, thunderous crash.

The foam hissed up with amazing force.
The two men were lifted in the grip of
the waters. The wooden spar roso like
a feather, and then disaster came.

The heavjy piece of timber crashed
down forcibly upon Lord Roper’s head
as he struggled vainly to grasp.the
moving pebbles. That blow stunned
him completely, and he lay still.,

Bradford was more fortunate, -

The solicitor was lifted clear, and Bung
with comparative lightness almost hig
and dry. He scrambled dizzily to his
feet, and stood panting heavﬂi} He was
saved! And with that knowledge came
a veturn of the old confidence.

He looked round with bloodshot,
staring eyes.

And there, within easy reach of him,
lay Lord Howard Roper. The: succes-
sion of great combers had come to an
end, and now the waves were not so
fierce. This is always the case with the
sea. Another series of tremendous waves
would follow in due course. -

Bradford staggered forward, and bent
over Lord Roper as the foam swirled
round his feet. L

‘* Get up, man—get up!” saad Bradford
huskily. - >

But the other made no reply.

With a heave, the solicitor hurled_the
piece of wood clear, and grasped Lord
Roper's hands. Then, with consider-
able difficulty, he dragged the uncon-
scious form of his companion high up
the beach—well out of reach of the most
powerful waves. The tide was-on the
ebb, and so there was no danger of bemg
caught in a trap. . o

The cliffs, too, were by no means sheer.
They sloped backwards, snd it would be
a comparatively casy matter to scramble
to the top. The wind moared ficrcelyy
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and Bradford-knelt beside his stricken
companion, .

‘“* What's wrong, Roper?” he asked.
You're not done, are you?"

And then, in the gloom, Bradford saw
that blood was trickling down Roper’s
faco. For just one second the solicitor
thought that the other man was dead.
But, feeling over his heart, he knew that
Roper was only stunned. His pulse,
too, was quite strong.

- Bradford stood up and looked about!
him. He was in a kind of bay—a
curiously formed bay. And to the left
a mass_ of rocks jutted out far into the
sea. e waves were bursting over them
‘and casting the spray in cascades into
the air. And, vaguely, Bradford seemed
to know the spot.

I've seen this place before,”” he mut-
tered. ‘ Those rocks are familiar.
These cliffs, too——"" He turned, and
surveyed the other stretch of beach,
dimly visible in the gloom of night.
¢ Why, yes, of course!l”

Bradford shivered as the wind blus-
tered about his dripping figure.

“This 1s Melwyn Bay,” he told him-
.self, with a nod. * Of course. I ought
to know it well enough—— By James!
And there’s Starke’s place with:n a mile,
just over the cliff. Thank Heaven!"”

Quite suddenly the aspect of things
had changed for the better. Bradford
knew where he was; and he knew, more-
over, that the residence of a friend of
his wu3 only just over the cliff-top. The
vi'': 7o of Keningvale, too, was within a
co' -~ a of miles.

;- -+dford. had spent a month on this
po--icn of the Kent coast the year pre-
vicisiy, while recuperating from a bad
attacl: of influenza. And he realiscil
how lucky he had been; Melwyn Bay
“was about the only safe spot for miles.
If he and Lord Roper had been cast
ashoro elsewhere they would assuredly
have becn grievously injured. KEven
as it was, Roper was bowled over.

As the solicitor stood there, he clenched
his teeth hard. He remembered how he
bad acted. What would Lord Roper
say whef he recc-2red? Bradford knew
that his lordship :uld indulge in some

quiet, bitter rem. <«
The Foreland, ..’ How had the

battered steamer :..ed?
Bradford shivcred.
He had -had a narrow escape, and he

knew it. He looked down. and was glad

§

to sco that Lord Roper was showing
signs of comniug to himself.

. . ™ > -

““Yes, it's senons, Bradford,” said Dr.
Hugo Starke quietly. *‘ Lord Roper is all

ght in tho mai, but that blow injured
his brain. He acts and talks like a
child. He doesa’t seem to have will-
power enough to speak sensibly.”

‘““ By Jove!” said Sydney Bradford.

“But your friend will be himself again
very shortly,”” went on the other. A
simple operatioa i3 necessary—that is
all.  Unless that operation is performied
he will remain in his present semi-idiotiv
state. No danger of any sort. But tha
operation must not be attempted unti.
he 13 quite well.”

" Will you mind if he remains here for
a foew days——"'

‘““ Not at all,” said Dr. Starke. “ Just
a3 you please, my dear fellow.”

Three hours passed since Brud-
ford and Lord Roper were cast ashore
in ‘Melwyn Bay. The solicitor had man-
aged to assist his companion up tha cliff.
Roper had been dazed and quite incap-
able of speech, but he had been able to
stagger along with a good deal of assist-
ance.

And now his lordship was in bed. And
Bradford, in a borrowed dressing-gown,
was sitting before a big fire in Dr.
Starke's cosy study. The hour was
tlires a.m,, and everything was still, ex-
i.-- = tor the blustering wind.

Hugo Starke was a man of six:v;
~-faced doctor. with a hard glit.e-

- Blue eyes. Perhaps the mature of
srablishment  ha ardened hinr a
- deal. For this great house on the

wa3 a private asylum for the in-
3. » Dr. Starke had twenty-ive
petients undor his control,

He and Bradford had been great
friends for more years than either couid
remember. And, corsequently, the soli-
citor had been warmly welcomed, and
everything had beem done fr his com-
{_:rt. ar: tor the comfort of L -1 Howard

- of your fricads family?"”
.8 doctor cariously.

. Roper i3 a bachelor,” replied

rd. *“ His par~nts are dead, and
¥y near I‘E“-L'.&r. I believn. 13 1n
-a—the F ... Max Rop-r, his
youi.. - brother. 1 bad lot, 3:.rk-
Max .- ~ent out in ..szrace years aIo.”

““In nat case Lord Roper may just

-
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as well stay here until he recovers,”
¢aid the doctor. * The operation can be
performed here, too: There 1s no recason
why 1 should not profit by this aflair.
Lord Roper will pay for professional at-
tendance, I suppose. Money is none too
plentiful, Bradford.”

Both men laughed somewhat. Brad-
ford was surprisingly well, under the
circumstances. A few scratches were
his sole injuries, and he did not even

show symptoms of developing a bad

cold. He was hardy, and the exercise
of helping Roper up the cliff and alo
the grassland to Starke’s house ha
warmed his blood. -

He went o bed shortly aftecwarde, and
elept like a top. .

& ® . .8 L ]

By noon of the following day Sydney
Dradford was in L.ondon.

He was shaken and rather bervous,
but otherwise himself. Lord Roper had
been left with Dr. Hugo Starke, and
Bradford had promised the doctor to in-
form Roper’'s houschold, at Roper

Manor, in Surrey, of elr master’s
whercabouts. |

Bradford had read the morning’s
newspaper with interest. And he had

been amused to sce his own name, and
that of Lord Roper, amongst the vic-
tims of the Channei disaster. Aocord-
ing to the newspapers, Bradford and
Roper were dead. g

~ The affair was not so serios as Brad-
ford had imagined.

The Foreland had kept afloat for a full
hour after he and Roper had been accy
dentally flung overboard. And, during
that time, the passengers had been safely
transferrod to other ships which had
come to the rescue.:

Only eight people bhad been killed— |’

five passengers and three of the crew.
But the tram? stecamer’s crew were
ractically all lost. The unfortunate
ant had gone to the bottom before
anything could be done.

" Bradford was rather astonished to find
himself so fit. Many men would have
been prostrated for days, by the shock
alone. But Bradford, being alive, had
rocovered his composure, and inwardly
fclt rather ashamed of himself. He
almoet wished that Lord Roper would
remain in his present state. .
‘Travelling up to Jondon by tran,
Bradford thought deeply. He was dead,
snd Roper was dead. ,That was rather

rich. The solicitor's staff at his office
would bte somewhat staggered when he
walked in. Bradford smiled amusedly.

Of course, ncbody knew that he and
Roper had been saved—nobody, that is,
except Dr. Starke. And the doctor,
icolated as Lic was, had nobody to talk to.
Bradford mentally resolved to ring up
the newe-agencies when he got to Lon-
don; it would be as well to deny the
report at once. ' :

** This news has been cabled abroad,
of course,”” thourht Bradford, as he lit
8 cigar. “‘In all probability Australia
1s aware of the disaster by this time.
By Jove! What if Roger’s brother secs
the report? He's the direct heir. He'll
think that he’s now Lord Roper! I
shall have to state the actual facts im-
mediately !’ .

Bradford knew the Hon. Max. In
fact, the par had been somewhat
‘ thick ”” before Max had gone out to
Australia. For Sydney Bradford was
not the honourable legal gentleman his
clients bclieved him to be. Bradford
had the makings of a firstclass scoundrel,
and the Honourable Max Roper-was a
man after his own heart. °

“ It’s rather a pity his lordship didn’t
get drowned,” thought Bradford cal-
fous]y. ‘I should have lLked Max to
come over to England again—"’

The solicitor paused. o

A ‘striking, smgl;gering thought had
suddenly come to him. | .

Lord Howard Roper was deadt -

The world at large had been told tbat
Lord Roper had perished in the Channel
disaster. What if that report was not
denjed? What if Lord Roper remained
in the asylum. Why, of course, the Hon.
Max would assume the title; he would"
inherit the Roper estates. These were

not extensive, but they were worth
baving ! ‘ - S
Not a soul on earth knew that Lord

Roper had escaped—except Bradford
himself and Dr. Hugo Starke. - And
Starke was not overburdened with
money., As Bradford well knew, the
doctor ‘was mnot above a little shady
business, if that business was profitable
to himself. '

Why, the whole e was as simple as
t.hougi it had been deliberately planned!

1f Bradford cabled to Max that. his
brother was dead, Max would come to
England at once. He would enter anto
the conspin? whole-beartedly. He
would pay bhandeomely. The thing:



would be profigable both to Bradford and
Dr. Starlke. o :

And it was Bradford’s place to take
charge of Lord Roper’s affairs. He
was the peer’s solicitor; everybody knew
that. Not a suspicion could arise. The
High Courts could be npslied to for the
right to. presume thc death of Lord
Roper. This would be necessary; for, of
course, Roper’s body would never be re-
covered. The courts would grant the
application without hesitation.

fore noon—before the train steamed
into London—8ydney Bradford had come
to a definite decision.

L4 ) ® - 4 [ °-

Lord Max Roper was in England.

~ To.be more exact, the Hon. Moax
Roper was in England. But the world
believed him to be Lord Roper,- and,
to. all intents and purposzes, he was.
Sydney Bradford’s scoundrelly plot had
prospered. , ,

"Down at Dr. Hugo Stuarke’s private
asylum, on the Keut coast, there was a
- patient named Mr. Fitzgerald. He was
a quiet man of fifty; a man with child-
ish habits, and with eyes that stared
vacantly. He was not insane, but his

condition fully warranted his being kept’

under supervision. ,

Who waa to guess that Mr, Fitzgerald
was Lord Howard Roper? .

He was Lkept within the asylum
Frouncls always; nobody was ever al-
owed to see’ him. Dr. Starke had
entered :nto the plot after a certain
amount .{ persuasion. He received a
large sum of money for his share in the
scheme. And the operation he had
spoken of "had not been performed. It
was not too late, of course. The opera-
tion would have been fully suocessful
now, but it was mot to the interests of
certain peoplo to have it performed.
Lord Roper was easily handled in his
present state. He caused no troublo
whatever, and was quite contented.

He knew, in a way, that ho was Lord
Roper, but quite believed Dr. Starke
when the latter informed him that h
name was M. Fitzzerald. He was
‘roady enough to regac:i himself as Mlr.
Fit:gersld.  Truth cell, the poor
man’'s brain was d:..  to such an ex-
t« that he bad no >+ » to resist. His
11, .°y was a curious - but it was not
serious. Under ordiz -y circumstances,
“he could have been restored to full
reason without the slightest danger.
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- It was never for a momeunt doubted
that Lord Howard Roper had gone to
the bottom of the Channel. Not a soul
could tell otherwise.

Max, as Bradford had anticipated, had
entered heartily into the _vile plot
against his br . Max was a scalla-
wag, o black sheep. He was only too
eager to step into the peerage, and be-
come ‘‘somebody."”’

The application $0 the court had been
entirely successful ; Bradford, as Roper’s
solicitor, mailaged everything.

And thus, in time, Max Roper almoet
believed that he was the rightful holder
of the title he bore. The contented,
child-like Mr. Fitagerald in Dr. Starke’s
asylum, was practically forgotten.

The years passed, and in due coursa
Lord Max Roper became involved in—
the Combine. He became a member of
the set of rogues whom Eileen Dare, the
girl deteotive, had sworn to hound down.

His dastardly secrot had been well
kept, and nobody—not even Eileen
Dare—guessed that he had no right
whatever to the title he bore and tho
cstates which went with 1t.

"But the hour of retribution was
drawing ever nearer.

END OF THE PROLOGTUE.

CHAPTER 1.

TYE GERMAN RAIDER—THE KENINGVALE
SPORTS—THE CINEMA CLUL.

ILEEN DARE'S sweetly praity
E face was flushed with the glow

of health, and her glorious brown
eyes shone delightfully.
“Oh, I'm so glad I cama!™ sh2 ex
claimed, with a happy littl2 laugh.
Yo am I. Miss Eileva ! remarhed
Nipper. “I'm tremendousiy glad, :n
fact. I haven’t enjoyed ruyself so much
for weels and weeks. If you hadn't
come with us I'll bet it would havo
rained in torrents. You've made the

sky sunny——"

““ Don't be absurd, Nipper!" ..uzghe!
th girl. .

* Naver more serious in my lif>"" de
¢ . Nipper. L

ortheless, he grinned che. ~"oliv,

s+ noticed that Nulson Lee was =i 4
G the steering-wheel.

v trio were in the great detecrive’s
moc .c-car, and the latter was g‘!u]m';
along a cfmty road with green fieils on



8 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

one side and the blae sca on the other.
The sun was shining with a forty-horse-
power shine, as N:ipper put it.

It was early summer, and the day
was certainly one of the best that had

been expenenced for some little time.:

Business had taken Nelson Lee down to
the IKent coast, and he had decided to
travel by car.

Nipper had eagerly suggested that
Eileen Dare should be taken *just for
the fun of the trip.” Accordingly, L ee
had rung up his g assistant, end she
bhad joyfully acclaimed the suggestion.

The run down from London had been
eplendid, and the at detective’s busi
ness had been duly attended to.
little party was now on its way home,
and reckoned to reach the metropolis
again by tea-time.

They were just bearing the village of
Keningvale, angd would leave the coast
there, and strike up through the heart
of Kent for Londen. While coming
through Keningvale on the outlgua.rd
journcy they had seen signs that some-
thing epccial was in the wind, as it were.

They soon learned the interesting fact
that the Keningvale inhabitants had
organised some eports. A number of
wounded Tommies from a hqgspital near
by were going to take part in the pro-
gramme, and the aflair was to be some-
thing of an event. Indeed, a famous
general was to open the sports.

Buat the affair was not particularly in-
icresting to Eileen Dare and Nelson Lee
and Nipper. At all events, they did not
intend to stop in Keningvale. They were
now hcading straight for the village, and
roon 'turne§ away from the coast; for
-]Kosingva]e was some little distance in-
and.

Eileen Dare was looking her sunniest.
Alwaye lively and full of spirits, she
secmed articularly delightful and
dainty to-day. The girldetective was in
no way showing the effects of the grim
canmpaign she was even now waging
against her father’s enemiecs—the Com.
bine—and that campaign was drawing to
its close. -

The Combine consisted of such men as
Svdney Bradford, the well-known Lon-
don solicitor, Roger Haverfield, the Mid-
land stcel manufactarer, Lord Max
itoper, Dr. Munro-Taggert, Sir Caleb
Hurst, and many others of the same high
standing in busness and social circles.

The majority of ,the Combine’s
sooundrelly members bad becn dealt with

The |

by Eilecn and Nelson Lee. For the great
detective had taken a great part in the
exposing of cach individual rogue.

Only Roger Haverfield, Sydney Brad-
ford, and Lord Max Roper now re-
mained. There were one or two others,
but they were comparatively recent addi-
tions to the Circle, and Eileen considered
that the Combine now consisted of threo
men only. ‘

The others, thirtecen or fourteern in
number, had already paid the penalty of
their many crimes. Some were dead, but
the majority were serving terms of
penal servitude.

These ' men, calling themselves ‘the
Combine, had plotted against Eileen
Dare’s father, and they had been
directly responsible for his death. 1In
the eyes of heaven murder had been com-
mitted. And the girl had made a great
vow that each man should suffer for his
sins. r '

Eileen was one of the sweetest girls
breathing—and she was one of the
cleverest. Sho had not been waging her
war for sheer revenge; justice was
merely being done. Her enemies were
highly-placed men, and beyond reach. of
the law. So she was quetly expoang
them one by one. .

Nelson Lee had long since given up
showing surprise at Eileen’s actions. She
was possessed of amazing detective
ability, and Lee cften entrusted delicate
tasks to the gir! which required exquisite
judgment and skill in their execution.
And Eileen always acquitted herself with
honours. |

The work of the past months had been
perilous, but Eileen’s wits had mnearly
always seen her through. Nelson Lee,
of course, had worked on every ‘ca
and Eileen frankly admitted that, with-
out his advice and aid, she would have
been hampered to such an extent that
he:i campaign would bave been impoe-
sible. '

In spite of dangers and excitements,
Eileen always cheered all those who came
into contact with her. Her smile was
as sunny as Mediterranean _skies.
Nipper, whenever he felt down in the
dumps, sallied out to Eileen’s sweet
little flat in Chelsea, and t an hour
or two with Eilcen and her dear old
aunt. He always came back smiling -and
checrful. . .

To-day Nipper was enjoying himself
hugely. There was no silly sentiment
about him. Nippcr was a lad of action,
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a lively, healthy young fellow, without
an ounce of nonsense in his whole com-
.position. He loved to be .in Eileen's
company because she always made him
happy, and, in_a way, he worshipped
her. But Nipper wus sensible and level-
headed. |

. He was rather sorry that the return
journey had commenced. London would
i)e reached all too soon.

‘¢ Pity you don’t bhave business trips
more often, guv’'nor,” remarked the
lad, with a grizl. . “*These mctor-rides
.are ripping—-'

Boom !

Nipper’s remark was interrupted by
g dull explosion from somewhere near
by.
~ “Oh, what was that?’’ asked Eilcen,
turning with far-opened eyes.

' ¢ Sounded like a gun of some sort,”
.said Nipper. ¢ Practice with——"'

Boom! , Boom!!

‘This time the three occupants of the
car distinctly saw the corner of a large
house, half-a-mile to the right of them,
.and close to the cliff-edge, crumple
away into dust. A dense mass of smoke
-arose.

Nipper, with a gasp, looked into the
sky, shading his eyes with his hands.

‘“ Look up there!” he roared. * It’s
a raid!” - :

““Oh!” gasped Eileen.

- The girl was in no way frightened—
merely startled.

And Nipper’s explanation was certainly
the correct one. Far up in the blue
sky a swiftly-moving speck was visible.
Nelson Lee and Eileen Dare needed no
telling that the speck was a German
aeroplane.

Boom! Boom!

. Tevo more bombs were dropped, but
they seemed to fall harialessly into the
open fields. Then, as N:pper and the
others watched, the raider circled
round, and made straight out to sea.

Nelson Lee had brought his car to a
standstill now, and he watched rhe
bLrief drama. For it was exceed - iy
brief. Almost within a minut- t'..  .r-
man raiding aeroplane had J:: 2
into the heat-haze.

““One of those futile dashes,” com-
mented Lee. ‘A ‘one-minute’ ruxl
The airman just came over the cr. -
dropped his cargo of bombs, and t» -
dashed off home again. Let us hope .o
B brought down.”

o

l  Lileen brushel her hair back iu:pa.
tiently.

“I can’t undermtand why the Cermans
send their machines over like this,” she
suld.  ‘“They serve no good purpos-.
The people are not teirified in the leqst.
Most people rush out of their houses to
" Hal ’

‘Hallo!” said® Nipper
‘““ Hurrahl That's fine !P’pe

“ Why, what—""'

‘“ Don't ‘you see, Miss [Eileen?”
roared the lad. *Two of our machincs
ust going up! They're after that

mb-dropping blighter! My hat! [
wish was one of those chasing
machines! I'd give the Huns what-
ho!”

Nipper was rather excited. Eileen
and Nelson Lee now espied a couple of
British aeroplanes soaring aloft like a
pair of angry bards. Tﬁpy were both
speed machines, and—so Nipper posi-
tively declared—miles better than any
rotten old German machine.

But, as Nipper knew himself, the Ger-
man machines are by no means rotten.
They are fast and rehable. But thev ars
certainly not so fast and not so reliable

suddenly.

as the latest Botish ’planes. Accord-
ingly, there was a ggssu‘)ility that toe
daring -uider would caught.

““ Che~':y varmints, them Gernians!"”
said a w .22y voice.
Eileern and Nipper and Nelson Les
had be:n so busy looking into the sk
that they had not observed the approucﬁ
of an aged countryman. He was stand-
inc beside the cac. smiling quite plea-
| sam:ly.

“Be it gone. sir?’ he asked.
' Nipper looked round at bim.

as

““ Yes—two of our chaps afier hin,”
said the lad. '

“*Ay. That’s goml hearin’.  Likely
they'll bring th2 varmint down.” said the
old fellow, with a n>d of his hoarv
head. “' I dessay h2 dcsarves drowniu’.
‘There'll be a Lt of damage done thi-
titne."”’

Nipper dnd “leen sat down, and
.- - L4
Nelson Lee ii- -1zarette.  The old

.oding close to the
stick. The sun beat
-ne brasworlc of the
It really scem.!
impossible that a . :, terrible war w::
in progress—a wa: xich surpassed arn
other conflict in the world’s history.
The summer's day was perfect. an?
the countryside was peaceful. Nect 3

countryman w
car, leaning o
down hotly, 1.
automobile glit
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sien of the recent raid remained—-
Ah! But what was that? Nipper, look-
ing over to the big house by the cliff,
saw volumes of smmke arising into the
blue heavens.

‘“ That house i1s on fire,”” he said.
“ The rotter did a bit of damage then.”

‘“ Ay, an’ likely killed a few poor mor-
{als, too,”” said the old rustic. * Them
as amm’'t got no senses, neither. 1
reckon it's hard for the likes o’ them to
b]o l??’thered by bombs droppin’ from the
sky

Eilcen smiled.

“It’s hardly fair to say that the poor
people haven't any sense,” she remarked.
‘* They can’t help the German acroplane
coming over——'’

“You don't rightly unnerstand me,
missy,’’ sald the old man. ‘‘That house
vonder is Dr. Starke’s place.”

*“ And who's the genial Dr. Starke?”
inquired Nipper.

‘“T dunno as the doctor’s genial, sir,”
said the countryman. ‘‘Leastways, he
ain’t never said a bricht word to me,
aithough I have passed the time o’-day
more’'n once. Dr. Starke ain’t what
you’d call a sociable man.” _

‘“ That’s rather rummy for a doctor,”
said Nipper. |

*“ Ay, but Dr. Starke ain’t a real doc-
tor,”’ wheezed the amcient. ** Not what
I'd call a doctor. He keeps that there
cld house—a loony-house the folk call
it. I ain’t never bin nigh the place—an’
don’t want—but I've heard as the poor
critters who live there ain’t i1n their right
mindsr . ,

Eileen Dare looked sericus.

‘““Oh, a private lanatic asyvlum,” she
said, nodding. *‘ Isa't that awful, Mr.
Lee? I do hope those poor creatures
are not hurt. It mest be dreadful for
‘bombs to drop on such an establish-
ment."’ : |

*“ We’d better look out for ourselves,”
said Nipper, with a gnin. * We_shall be
sceing chaps with knives and rakes and
things.  Lunatics wusually try to kill
people when they escape, don’t they? Or
clse tell everybody that they're the King
of England, or the manager of the Dis-
trict Railway, or King Solomon, or the
Kaiser—"

‘“ Oh, Nipper, don’t be =0 shocking I’
protested Eileen.

Nipper blushed. :

“I’'m awfullv sorry, Miss Eilcen,” he
stammmered. ~*‘ I—I was only joking.”

_ *“It’s not a subject for-jokes at all ¥’
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The girl’s tone was severe, and poor
Nipper subsided. If there was one thing
he always wished to avoid, that one thing
was offending Eileen. He felt that it
was “up to him” to make amends.

‘“l] say, suppose we hurry along and
see 1if we can do anything to help??-
ho suggested cagerly. ‘ We might be
of some use—"" -

‘““ That’s rather a good idea, young
'un,” interjected Nelson Lee cnisply.
“And, unless my eyes deccive me,
there's one of the asylum keepers run-
ning across the meadows now. He'll
be able to tell us a few things.”

Both Nipper and Eileen saw a figure in
uniform crossinz a green meadow about
three hundred yards in front. He would
reach the road in less than a minute.
Nclson Lee sent the car gently forward.

The old countrymamn grinned checrfully,
and waved his stick. Eileen and Nipper
waved back, and then looked ahead.
Lee stopped the car a little further om,
just as the uniformed man came through
a gap in the hedge. He was hot, and
the sweat was standing on bis face in
beads. - .. |

‘““Hi!” he shouted, running towards the
car. ‘‘1 say, sir, ‘can you give me a
Lift > he went on brcathlessly. * Just
to the wvillage. There’s a fire—"’ '

‘““ Jump on,” said Nelson Lee.

‘“Thanks! This'll save me a run,
sir !’ gasped the man. : :

He got on, and the car gathered
spced  again. The asylum-keeper

‘mopped his brow, and looked extremely

worried.

““Curse them Germans he ex-
claimed with sudden fierceness. ‘‘Beg’
pardon, miss, but a man must say some-
thing strong! They’ve sct fire to the
.doctor’s place, and there's a proper to-
do. Five or six of our patients have
escaped, too !"’ _

““Anybody killed or burt?’ asked
Nipper. :

‘“No, an’ that’s something to be
thankful for,”’ said the keeper. “‘I was
nigh blown to bits by that second bomb.
Slap on the doctor’s study it came! He
wasn’t in there, or he’d have been dead
now.’ : - '

‘““ T was thinking of offering my help,”
sald Nelson Lee. ““If I can be of any
use I shall be only teo pleased—"

The man nodded gratefully.

““This ie the best way you can help
gir,”” he said. ‘‘I've been sent to tell
Rickman, the village constable. There’s

17
.
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e ﬁre'-enq:'né in -the® villago, too—only a .

but it’ll serve. The

hand-worked tl}in?,
"doctor’s study is fa
*  Just on the outskirts of the village the
keeper asked Lee to stop. He hopped
off the car, and ran into a small cot-
tage near by. Soon he returned with
a startled-looking country policeman.
The latter, to tell the truth, had been
indulging in a nap on his parlour sofa,
and had heard nothing of the brief raid.
. He had been freshening himself up for
the duties of the afternoon, when he
- would keep order among tho crowds at
the "l._l:ﬁo sports.

. He the asylum-keeper hurried to
the shed where the fire-enginc was
housed, and this article was soon on its
- way to the scene of the firc, hauled by
ive or six villagers.

Nelson Lee drove his car on ahead,
and arrived at the private asylum long
before the old-fashioned engine. It was
then discovered that the fire was almost
under control. Dr. Hugo Starke, in his
shirt-sleves, was helping his men with
the buckets. and it looked as though the
fire-engine would not Le needed.

Lee did not think it necessary to inter-
fere. He stopped the car out in the
-road, and he and Eileen and Nipper
watched from there. The detectiv::
realised that he would only have bec:
in the way if he had offered his services
. The news was quickly carried to ti
village that the danger was past; a-
this assurance preventcd a party
wounded Tommies from hurrying out
lend a han! The sports arrangeme:
were thus o ':wed to proceed. If the °
had been niore severe the sports wou...
have been sudly delayed.

As it was, the opening took place with
mach display.

" Nelson Lee, after a while, decilud to
continue his journcy to London. There
was really no object in remaining in
Keningvale. He couldn’t very wellri'lclp
to scour the country for the missing
patients. They would soon be found by
the keepers. They were .all harmless
cases, anyhow. Dr. Starke had no
dangerous patients in hi: establishmer.-

en the village was reached Lee ar
Eileen and Nipper cncountered quite .
crowd of animated-looking people. The
sEorts were just about to commence, and
the convalescent soldiers, at all events,
were looking as lively as sandboys. They
were wonderful fellows, those Tommies.

General Quainton had arrived, and ho

L)

ir blazing

o
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was chatting with a couple of other offi-
cers 1n front of the King’s Arms. An
admiring crowd was lining the village
street, watching.

As Nipper bumorously remarked, the
gencral was rather a quaint "un. This
atrocious pun spon the gencral’s name
afforded Nipper much amusomeat, but
Eileen and Nelson Leo affcotod not to
hear it.

¢ Oh, we shall be filmed "’ said Eileen,
with a little laugh, as the car slowly
made its way through the animated
throng.

A grcat many of the pcople wcre dis-
cussing the mid,, and the sports,
although of paramount importance, had
to wait a bit. General Quainton was
chatting with the two officers about the
recent aeroplane raid.

““Filmed?”’ sasd Nipper, looking at
Eileen. :

“Yes. Don't you
laughed the girl |

He did see, then. There was a cine-
matograph operator present, and he was
busiy turning the handle of his camera.
Nelson Lee's car would pass right befars
:itl' and would thus be included in the

me.:

But Eileen, as she looked across at the
throng of villagers and soldiers in hos-
p:‘ul blue, suddenly puckered her pretty
oeow.  She was looking straight at one

sce, Nipper?"”

' man who stood a little back from theo

«ie was eldedy and quietly dressed.
‘ere was a cunously vacant expression
vn his face—a childish look of wonder
‘i3 eyes. He was staring about him
hough in bewilderment, and really
ed as a child would have done.
sut this was not the cause of
marcing pucker upon Eileen's b
Somhow or other ,the man remund.
of somebody she kaew—somebody.
she did got like.
She had never s~z this man befor
all her lifo—but bs was just like—,.
like—— Who?
Eileen couldn't remember. -
If she had had longer time fne study-

»z the stranger’s face she .. ht have
wen successftﬂ m ‘plactng” 'm. But
Loo's car was soon past, ar.  rathered
speed after the cemtre of the - . lage was

left 1n the rear. . _

'““ We're in that 6lm all right,”” grinned
Nipper.

“ Are we?” said Eileen absently.

“ Rather! 1 gnened right into the
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camera,” replied l'\'ipror, with a chuckle.
“1 wonder—— Hallo, what's the mat-
ter, Miss Eileen? You'ro looking jolly
scrious, I must say!{” ,

*“ How can I look jolly if I’m serious?’’
smiled Eileen gently.

‘“Oh, well, you f!n_ow what I mean.
Besides, you always do look jolly,”” went
on Nipper. ‘It gives a chap a ‘glad’
{celine all over him to look at you—
botter than any tonic! But something’s
happened—"’

“1 was thinking about tbat man,
Nipper.”

** Which man—old Quainton, the pom-
pous gcneral?”:

Iilcen laughingly shook her head.

* Don’t be so ridiculous! Of ocourse
not,” she rephed. * Didn't you see a
man standing by the side of the road,
just against that inn? A man with very
curious eyce. He looked just like eome-
body I know—somebody I detest.”

-1 was grinning at the film camera,”
eaid Nipper apologetically.  “1 didn’t
look on the other side of the road at all.
Pcrhaps the guv'nor—" . -

““ No, Nipper, I was too busy with the
crowd ahead,”” interjected Nelson Lee.

“1I'm afraid you’ll have to rely upon
your own memory, Miss Eileen. 1 don’t
suppose the matter s of much impor-
tance, anyhow. Probably the man re-
scmbled the porter of your Chelsea flats,
or the grocer’s man, or——"

Eilecn laughed, and the matter was
dropped. But during the ride to London
that little pucker returned to her brow
now and again. .

The journcy was a good one, and
Jondon was rcached in the carly even-
ing. 'The incidents st Keningvale were
almost forgotten now. Nipper was re-
joicing in the kowledge that he and his
master were going to tea with Eileen
and Aunt Esther. :

While proceceding down Regent Street
towards Piccadilly Circus the dusty car
was forced $o slow down to a mere crawl,
owing to a block in the traffic abead.
Nipper’s eyc caught the placard outside
the New Elite Cinema.

“ Hallo! exclaimed the lad. * Why,
Jook therc! I say—"

Nipper pointed, and Eileen gave a
silvery little laugh. L

* Oh, 1 wonder if we shall be on 1t?”
she cried.

For one of the bills announced that a

film of the Keningvale Sports would be

| shown during
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. the evening. Gencral
Quainton  arriving—the opening—the
different evente. It was the famous
general’s presence in Keningvale which

had promipted the enterprising 6lm com-

pany to take the pictures. It would be
included in the current * Topical
Chronicle.” T s

“TIs that film going to be shown to-
night, rcally?’ asked Eileen.

** Of course.”

‘“‘“They haven’'t had time
pare——" g

‘“ What about tho Derby, and other
events of the same sort?’. said Nipper.
‘‘ Before the war, when. the Derby was
run. tha pictures of it were always shown
in London on the same night. This 18
the same. 1 say, I'd like to sec that
film—just to catch sight of my own grin-
ning diall” .

“You can go if you like," Nipper,”
smiled Lee. ** Nobody will stop you.”’

“ I’lll,_te]l gou what !”’. said theﬁ?d
eagerly. ‘ Suppose you oome, S8
Eileen? After tea—you and Miss Gilbey
and I? The guv’'nor’s got an appoint-
ment, I believe, with somebody. What
do you say?’ a

Eileen laughed.

‘“ Oh, I'll come,” she said. ““ Bui Pm
not sure about my aunt; we shall have
to sce what she says. I expect she’ll be
agreeable.” : :

A little later, after the party had ar-
rived at the girl-detective’s Chelsea flat,
Eileen’s aunt, Miss Esther Gilbey, was
not only agrecable, but quite eager to
visit the picture-thcatre. She was highly
amused at the thought of seeing Eileen
on the screen. -

The tea was a .great success, and then
Nelson Lec drove Eilcen an her aunt
and Nipper to the New Elite Cinema.
Dropping them there, the Sroat dctec-
tive bade them farewell, and proceeded
to Gray’s Inn Road. Lee bad an ap-
pointment with a gentleman that even--
ing, and had no time for pleasure.

But this was no reason why Nipper
shouldn’t take EFileen and her aunt out.
The lad little rcalised, as he entered
the cinema, that amazing developments
were dostined to follow this visit to * the
pictures.’ - - :

Nipper was dclighted, for it was not
often he had a chance of taking Euecn
out anywhere. Aunt Esther squeezed
her comfortable figure into her seat, and
was soon laughing Leartily at the amus-

to pre-
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‘ing antws of a certain gentleman known
.as Mr. Charlie, Chaplin, who happened
to be in possession of the acreen at the
time,.

Eileen and Nipper laughed, too, but
they were soon afterwards interested. in
a serious ‘‘feature’’ drama. When
this was over, after about an hour,
another comedy was screened—followed
by the ¢ Topical Chronicle.”” It was now
fairly late in the evening, and the
cinema was well filled.

‘“ Here we are,”” said Nipper, with a
chuckle ¢ Look out for our faces, Miss
Gilbey. You'll know mine by the three-
foot-six grin.”’ :
. “1 dont believe they'll show you at
all,” said Aunt Esther smilingly.

¢ Of course, they may have cut it out—
that bit,”” replied Nipper. ¢ But I don’t

see why. IF they have done, it'll be a
-mean trick—after we've paid our money
to see oursclves.” :

Two minutes later, after a scene taken
in London, the sub-title apnounced that
‘the Keningvale Sports would be shown,
with General Quainton performing the
opening ceremony. The film start=d
exactly at the spot where the camera
had been set when Nelson Lee’s car
passad. Indeed, the car came into vicw
after the first few seconds.

‘“ Oh, there you are, Nipper!” laughed
Eileen gaily. . ]

Aunt Esther was greatly disappointed.
‘Tho car was across tho screen in next to
no time, and the audience only had a
glimpse of Lee’s car. INipper, grinning
widely, was seen for a second, but
Eileen bhad ber pretty face turned. the
other way. ’

“ Why, I didn't see you at all, my
dear!” protested Aunt Esther. ¢ Sha’n’t
we ses any more of you?”’ .. .

‘“ That’s all thero 1is,”" said Nipper,
rather lamely.

““ Then I call it a shame!’ declared
Miss Gilbey. ¢ Fancy bringing me
here—"

“ Oa!” eoxclaimed Eileen suddenly.

She was staring straight at the screen.
She had observed the man with the
childish eyes—the man she had seen 1n
the flesh. He was facing the camera,
and now the girl had a much better
opportunity of examining his features.
He was staring about him rather vaguely,
and tho camera had taken him very
clearly. . .

And then, as Eileen was puzzling her
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brain  again, she heard a audden low
cry from a man chree rows ahead, and
a little to the left. It was a gasping
cry of amazement and anger, and was
quite low in tone. Nipper hcard it,
too, and he turned his head.

_He and Eileen saw a man get up from
his place, anl then sit down again.
Leaning forward, Eileecn was able to
see the stranger’s profile fairly distinctly.
And, in a flash, the girl detective recog-
nised him. |

The man was Lord Max Roper—onc
of her bitter “ Combine’ enemies'

Why had he uttered that sudden
startled cry—that involuntary excluma-
tion of amazement?

Eileen Daro caught her breath in as
she realised the startling truth.  Her
brain worked with lightning swiftueass.
Of course! How silly she was uot to
-have remembered before! The man she
bad seen in Keningvale—the man whe
was now visible on the screen—looked -
very much like Lord Max Roper! Ile
resembled his lordship closely, but was
more olderly, and more refined.

How extraordinary! Apnd, of course,
he was connected with Lord Max Roper.
or the latter would not have cried ou*
with surprise. Who was he? His
brother? Eileen gave a little silont gasp
as a terrible thought came to her. ﬁord
Roper’s brother! She knew, of course,
that Lord Howard Roper had been
killed in the sad Channcl disaster, fve
years before.

His body had never been recovered,
Eileen recolleccted. Good heavens!
Had she stumbled on some fivo-year-old
crime? A vague suspicion entered her
head that Lord Howard Ropar was still
alive—that he was actually the man on

the screen—the man with the childish
eygs!

|

|
|

|

CHAPTER 1II.
NIPPER GQGETS BUSY—A SMART RU3IE—
STARTLING INFORMATION—LEE ACTS.

ORD MAX ROPER was nearly
L stunned with the sudden shock.

He had come to the New Elite

Cinema merely to pass a couplo

of idle hours. Although an evil-liver, a

rambler, he, nevertheless, cnjoyed

watching the humble ‘‘pictures,”” and
he was taken utterly by surprise now.

His brother—the brorixer who was dead

to the whole world—was there, on the
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ecreen, in full view of the whole
"sudience! It was a shock of the utmost
‘magnpitude to the guilty-minded usnarper.

What did it mean? \What could it
mcan? ‘

Lord Roper had keard of the afternoon
aeroplane raid, but no details had been
published, and Dr. Starke had not com-
municated with him. Truth to tell, Dr.
Starke had been too busy with his burn-
ing house to think of communicating
with Lord Max Roper. And his lord-
ship now learned, for the first time, that
ITIoward had escaped.

Of course he had escaped—that was
obvious. :

Lord Max did not know that Eileen
was close Yo him; ber presence in the
cinema at the same time as himself, was
just an evervday comcidence, and not
at all recmarkable,

Eileen was flushed with ber discovery.
with the startling thoughts which surged
through her brain. The girl was
acquainted with the history of Lord Max
Ropcr—and with the history of most of
her encmies, if it came to that.  She
knew that Max had inherited the title
from his brother, Howard. And Howard
had gone to the botton with the 1ill-
fated Foreland five ycars before.

But had Lord Howard gone to the
bottem? - ,

For the first time Eileen began to
have doubts. She kpew of nBo other re-
lation, and the fact that Lord Max had
given cxpression to such a gasp of
amnazed consternation was tremendously
sicnificant.

Eilcen forgot all clse in the new train
cf thoaght which now took sion
of her. She saw Lord Roper get up
from his seat and ccmmence to make
his way past all the people in his par-
ticular row. Eileen turned to Nipper.

“ESuick, quick, Nipper!” she whis-
pered. ‘Do you see that man ?”’

‘“ That chap just getting out?”

“Yes. He's Lorg Max Roper.”

“My hat!”. .

“I want you to follow him, Nipper—
sce wherc he goes, and report what bo
does,’”” went on the girl quuckly. - -

““ Good enough, Miss Eileen!”
Nipper promptly. “I'm on!"

. **Wait a moment. You remember
that man I saw in Keningvale—the man
I thought I recognised? He was lko
scmebod ”

“Great Scott! D’sou mean he was

bike Roper)” . - - . .

said

-

J glide away.
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Exactly like him, Nipper,” whispered
Eilcen. “1 have a suspicion that tho
man was none other than Lord Howard -
Roper himself. Max is a scoundrelly im-
postor—he has no right to the title! It
1s only a suspicion, but this clue has
given me the opportunity to probe the
matter. Will you follow him 7 :

“T’ll stick like glue " declared Nipper
eagerly. “Bi jingo, what a show-up for
the merry Max if your suspicion is
right! I'll do my best, Miss Eileen,
and I'!l report to you later on.”

“Thank you, Nipper. It is splendid
of you!” -

She pressed Nipper’s hand, and the
lad went off flushing with pleasure. Iie
was only too anxious to do any service
for Eileen. Besides. he was extremely
keen upon helping the girl in any way
with her campaign against the Combine.
Nipper had &lready taken a band in
many an adventure, and he was always

willing to go to the most strenuous
trouble, as, by so doing, he was help-
ing” Eileen. '

As he left the picture-theatre, he re-’
called a conversation he and Eileen and
Nelson Lee had once had. They had
been talking about Lord Roper’s brotbher,
who had been killed 1n a shipping dis-
aster in the Channel. Nnpper bad un-
dying faith in Eileen’s judgment and
sagacty. I

Her suspicion, as she called i, le-
came to him an absolute certainty.
Eileen wasn’t likely to send him off on a
wild-goose chase! And he felt that this
innocent vieit to the New Elite Cinema
was to Jead to startling resulta.  They
had come for pleasure—and had found
work | .

Nipper had no difficulty in keeping
Lord Max in view. -Once outside the
picture-theatre, his lordship bhailed a
taxi. Nipper didn’t’ wait to see Max
He immediately burried
down the street and chartered a taxi
himself—at that bour of the evening
there were plenty of cabs to be had.

Nipper instructed his driver to follow
the taxi which Lord Max had just en-
tered. It turmed round and made off
towards Piccadilly Circus  Once there,
the two vehicles proceeded along Picca-
dilly for some little distance, and then
Lord Max got out.

Nipper knew now what the destination
was. Roper had merely driven home;
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for his locdship lived—while in London—
in a neat sot of chambers just off Picca-
dilly. It was a self-contained flat, really,
sitﬁatod in 9kllarge SLOCII:

oper quickly ma 1S way towards
tbem, and he bad no notion that he waa
being shadowed. @ The great block of
Hate loomed up ahead, and Nipper saw
“his quarry turn into one of the big
entrances. )
. There were thick bushes set inside a

heavy railing surrounding the largo
building, and Nipper-saw anothor man
enter almost at The same moment a3 Lord
Max Roper. The next second the lad

heard an exclamation of recognition.
Scudding up behind the cover of the
thick bushes, thcﬂer was easily able to
hear the few words that were spoken by
the two men. ) |
‘““Jove, that’s queer!” said one of the
voices. ‘‘I was just coming to see you,

Roper! Have you heard anything?”’

““Not a word,”” replied Roper.

“I'm1 afraid the news is rather bad.”

* Confound that fool of a Starke!”
‘exclaimed Roper savagely. ““‘Yes, 1
know what’s happened—at least, I can
‘guess.  Come upstairs, Bradford. Wo
can't talk out here. There’s the very
deuce to pay!’

Nipper bardly heard the last words,
for they were uttered as the two men
entered the doorway. The lad knew,
however, that Roper's companion was
Mr. Sydney Bradford, the well-known
8olicitor.

“ Bradford !’ thought Nipper. One
of Miss Eileen’s most powertul enemies —
‘a_rotter to the backbone! By jingo!

here's something on, with a vengeance.
Looks as though Miss Eileen was right.
She always is right!” '

But Nipper was faced with a difficulty.
Ho couldn’t follow his quarry any longer.
Roper, he knew, occupted the flat on the
second floor, to the left of the main statr-
oase, But the staircase was brightly
illaminated, and people would probably
"be passing up ancf)down. Besides, if ke
went upstairs, he’d only find a closed
door confronting him. He might a3 well
stay whero he was.

The lad eet his wits to work. He
. badly wanted to hoar what the two men
sald; everything would depend upon it.
And there was noi a second to losa. [f
Nipper was to ac: at all, he must act at
once,

Nipper walked «quickly to the corner
. of the block, and made his way down a
narcow side turning. In a few seconds

thing breakinF.
y
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he camo to a big iron gateway. Thaise
was the tradesmnen’s entrance, and it lod
to the back of the flats.
"~ All was dark, and not @& soul was
about. At that late hour of the evening
all tradesinen had ceased their calls, dnd
the cear portion of the building wus
deserted. - Nipper had no fear of being
accosted—except, perhaps, by a porter.
But there was only one porter now, ow-
ing to the war, and he was an old man.
In all probability, he was off duty.
_Nipper zoon found that there were out-
side lifts set against the wall. He halird
against tho hft which led up to the rear
of Roper’s flat. It was a fairly big thin,,
enclosed 1n a wooden casing. It was in-
tended for groceries, and things of that
kind, to save time and trouble. Tradcs-
men mercly placed their goods in this
lift, and hoisted it up to tho particul:r
lat thay required.

Ropes operated the lift, and 1t wus
perfectly simple. At eacn flat there woa
a small window—or, at -lcast, an opeu-
ing—through which the goods weue
passed. The ground-floor flat, of course,
had no opening. Goods were delivered
there by means of a rear door eome iitile
distance away.

Nipper came to a swift decision.

Hle measured the ruterior of the hifr
with his eye, and then glanced down at
himself. The ¢thing was intended for
light weights only, of course. Probaols
the lift bad neover before been used for
the purpose h- was now gowg to put
v to.

The lad scrambisd through the narvow
opening and squecrzed himaself into the
Lilf): Ho was going to haul himself up- -
or, at least, attemps to! He realised tna:
he would probably fail.

And there was a chan.e, too, of sun:-
If this happened whe-
he was nearly at the level of Lo
Roper’s flat, he would descend witis
greater speed thun comfort. Indeed. -he
whole thing was dangerous i ti- 2x-
treme, .

Bu: Nipper didn't stop to thik of
dangers,

As he crouched there he hneard foot-
steps. They dicd aways, however, il
all became quict. Nipper ook a derp
breath, and hiuled on the topes. Rarh-
to his surprise, he comm=aced adoenannyg
without much exertion. The Lift wa-
more serviceabls than he had supposc.l.

But his weight was a grea: sirain, and
the elevator had certainly not been con-
structed for such a load. He [felt the
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ropes etraining, and knew that he would
descend with a crash if he allowed the
rope to shp.

At last ho rcached tho level of the
sccond floor. He felt the small opening
which led—he gucssed—into the kitchen
of tho flah

All was dark. Nipper wedged his
knoo against the woodwork, and pressed
acainst the covering. The door didn't
shift at all. Of course, it was locked.
Then Nipper remembored that the door
was probably a sliding one.

_ Accordingly, he tricd this method, and
in Jess than a couple of seconds had the
eatisfaction of feeling the door slide up-
wards. Right in front of him was the
kitchen of the flat. It was in darkness,
but the door was ajar, and a stream of
lhght entered from the hall.

At the same sceopd Nipper beard
VOioes.

" Appalling conscquences, Bradford!”
Lord Roper was saying. ‘I shall bave
to think of clearing out. Curse the luck!
Why didn’t that gool of a Starke keep
hwe R.l'menus under better supecrvision?”’

“My dear man, the asylum wes
bombed!” came Bradford’s vaice.

Nipper bugged himself. The fact that
the men were epeaking so loudly provea

uito plainly that they were alone in the
at. Roper kept servants, but they did
not sleecp on tho premises. And the

kitchen door being ajar, Nipper was able
to hear casily. %’bc voicee of the two
scoundrels carried easily along the su-
perbly-furnished hall. )

“Bv Jupiter, it’s a success!” Nipper
told himself. , -

He lcaned his weight upon the sill of
the cupboard-like opening, and was thus
abie to secure a fairly casy position. He
wus quite prepared to enter the flat, and
chance the consequences; but if he could
hear everything from his present position
it would have been foolhardy to enter.

‘“ After all these years, too!” he heard
Lord Roper exclaim, with a savage oatih.
**1 bardly -know what to do, Bradford!
What do you suggest?”’

Bugz-z-z-2-z :

Lord Roper uttered another oath.

“ Confound it!’ he said. ‘‘We can’t
be bothered with tho telephone now!
OOne of my {riends, 1 supposc! I'll evon
ehut him up. Makwell, 1 expect—I
promised bim I'd go round to his place
for @ gamblo to-mght. Good heavens!
1 don’t {ecl like card-playing !’

Nipper beard a couple of footfalls,
thcn Roper’s voice sharply demandad
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what tho caller wanted. Nipper grinned
to _himself. His lordship’s nervegs were
evidently on edge. )

“Yes, this is—— What? I’'m Roper!
Oh, it’s you, Webster?”’ exclaimed Lord
Roper. *“Don’t bother me now, you
infernal—— What? Speak up, man; I
can’t hear you! Yes, yes, of course—
told you he wes Lord per?! * Go on.
Webster—go on?—in the coal-cellar?
Excellent, Webster, excellent! You did
quite rlgf'n,tl A madman, probably—no,
don’t inform the police, yet—TI'll ~come
down myself. Expect me in about an
hour. Don't let the fellow go under eny
consideration, Webster—yes, that’s right,
I’ll come at onoce!”

Nipper couldn't make much of Lord
Roper’s disjointed remarks into the trans-
mitter of the instrument; but the lad
could tell that his Iordsb.ig was Dnow
euﬁ'e{mg from a sudden subdued exeite-
men

““Good heavens, Bradford!” Nipper
heard Roper exclaim after he bad bung
up the receiver. ‘“ Howard’s down at
Roper Manor—my oountry place in
Surrey.”

‘““Howard at Roper Manor!” echoed
Sydney Bradfora amazedly, ‘

Those words were tremendously signifi-
cant to Nipepr. They told him, in one
second, that Eileen Dare’s theory was
correck. Lord Howard Roper was
alive! Max was a scoundrelly impostor |
Some dastardly villainy was efoot! -

Nipper almost relccsed his hold in kis
excitement. ] |

“It’s the finest thing that could bave
happened!”’ went on Roper huskily.
‘ Bon’t you understand, Bradford?
Howard had sense enough ¢to find Frise
way to the Manor—his own bome! He's
there now—locked in the coal-cellar!”’

‘“In the coalcellar!” gasped the
solicitor. - T

‘“ Webster told me the main facts—I
didn’'t want him to say %0o much over
the 'phone,” said Roper. ‘‘ Webster 18
my butler, as you know. He’s in sole
charge of the Manor when I’'m in town.
Tho other servants, he says, don’t know
anything of the affair. Thank Beagen
for that! This means our salvation!”

ad Bu_t_bm__” )

‘“Look here! So far as T can gather,
Wobster was startled to find a strange
man-in the grounds,” said Lord Roper
quickly. ‘ Webster i one of my own
men—he's never seen my brother. Nor,
for that matter, have any of the other
secvanta.- 1 took good care to clear out
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The next wave caught them again, and they were hurled on the
shingle with terrilic force,—(S¢¢ p. 4.)
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tbe old lot, and engage mnew.. About
half an hour ago, Webster says, he was
surpctised to find a man wandering in
front of the house—a man, he says, who
seemed vacant and childish.”

.~ Howard !’ muttered Bradford.

. * Of course. Howard is still in posses-
sion of his wits, although ‘they are dulled
and like those of a child. As you know,
Howard can be led about like a lamb;
he hasn’t an ounce of vitality in him,
s0 far as his brain i1s .concerned. Well,

he must have wandered to the Manor by
instinct, as it is hig real home. Webster
found him, and was astounded when my
- brother said that he was Lord Roper.”
““Y should think he was astounded!”
- **Webster acted with excellent judg-
ment,” went on Lord Max Roper. ‘' He
thought that Howard was a& hyrmless
lunatic, and locked bhim in the cnal-
cellar. Then, not knowing what to do,
he rang me up for advice. Good
.heavens! Don’t you understand, Brad-
ford? Fate has played him right into
our hands. oward escaped from
Starke’s place, but we've got hiin again

—got him befors he’s done any harm!” }

Sydney Bradford took a deep breath.
rNip?er heard it distinctly.

‘“ It i3 amazing luck, Roper!”’ ho said.
“We may avert the disaster cven now.
If we can only hide your brother away
eomewhere it will be an easy ‘matter to
*square’ the butler. He'll guess things,
of cource, but you will have to pay humn
for his silence. It's the only way.”

“Fll ;‘)‘af bhim enough,?’ said Roper

imly. hought that everything was
ost, but Howard ! - walked into my
hands. By Heave- ‘0 sha’'n’t wander
any further! We'll > him away some-

where until Start  -kes him back.
But we'd better off, Bradford.
Every second i3 of value. Only Webster
knows of Howard's arrival; but if we're
not on the spot quickly the other ser-
“vants may get wind v |
_* How shall we go?”’ intcrjected Brad-
ford quickly. |
‘“ My car’s rcady at the garage—we’ll
be at.the Manor within the hour.”
““Good! We must go at once,”’ said
the solicitor. *‘I'm involved as deepiy
as you, Roper. If the truth comes out
I'm utterly ruined. It'll mean venal
s>rvitude for the pair of us!” ‘
“Hang it! We'll settle the thing
somehow!"" snaprod Lord Roper.

Nipper heari ‘ootsteps, then - loor
craaked. Tra -n had been talxing 1n

ford Raper's arady;'the door h:.d ap-
parently Leen slightly open. The young

L - —

detective remained perfectly still. An.
other door opened, then slammed. Ever;-
thing was completely ailent.

Lord Roper and Sydney Bradford had
gone. -

‘"They’re off to Roper Manor,” Nip-
per ‘told himself. ‘' Howard is there—
the real Lord Ro‘_Fe.r! Great winkles!
What e night! This'll be the biggest
coup Miss Eileen’s ever brought off!
I'll rush and tell her—"

But! Nipper checked his t-houqhts.

L ]
Eileen, clever as she was, could hardly

act immediately. This was essentially a
case for Nelson Lee himself. Bradford -
and his scoundrelly companion had gone
down to Surrey, and Nipper was as
leased as Punch ‘with the information ke
ad gaingd. He and his master would
be able to follow the rogues.

“But how?’ Nipper muttered. *‘ 1llow
can wo follow? Ilt)' I rush off to Gray's
Inn Road bhalf an hour will be wasted.
We ought to go off at once. I can’t go
alone. My hat! TI'll ring the guv'nor
up—on Roper’s giddy ’phone!”’

Nipper wasn’t the lad to hesitate.

He scrambled 'through the opening and
tumbled head first upon the kitchen floor.
Then he fished out his electric torch and
%;nckly passed along the hall. In less

an a minute he was at Lord Roper's
telephone 1n the deserted study.

Every minute was precious, so Nipper
wasn’t wasting a fraction of on~,

He got Nelson Lee’s number at once,
and the famous detective himself au-
swered the call. ~

‘““ Hallo!"” came Lee's “smooth voice.
“Eh? Oh, tt’s you, Nipper? Got back
from the pictures, then?"”’ _

*“There’s a terrific game on, guv'nor!”’
panted Nipper excitedly.

“A game? What on earth—"’

“I can't explain here,”” interrupted the
lad. * It’s. important, eir—absolutely
vital. The biggest thing for' months.
Can you be at top of Haymarket v:ith
the ocar—the big racer—in about ten
minutes?”’ ~

““ Yon're scrious, Nipper?’ came Lee's
voice sharply.

‘“It’s fearfully urgent, guv'nor:"’

“I”’1l be there, Nipper,”’ satd Nelson
Lee ourtly. ‘‘ Top of Haymarket—in ten
minutes. Tell me the rest when you ser
me. One moment. A long journry or
a short ono?’

‘“ Fatrly short, sir.”

“Rigcht! I needn’t delay for moro
petrol. I'll be there, Nipper!’ .

Nelson Lee rang off, and Nipper, his
face.glowing, turned away from the in-

-~ e
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strument and left the study.” He badn’t
thought of tho risks of entering Lord
Roper’s flat; he only thought of saving
time. ,

As 1t happened, ho left the flat with-
oiut a soul sceing him, and in another
minute he was in Piccadilly. And when
he arrived at the top of the Haymarket,
he was just in time to see Nelson [.ce's
" big racing-car roer up..

CHAPTER II.

NIPPER EXPLAINS—AT ROPER MANOR—NO
EVIDENCE—EILEEN PREPARLS.

'ELSON LEE had been as good as
N his word. -

. “You’ve been quick, guv’nor,”
| said Nipper, as he hopped in be-
side his master, S T,

“Didn’t you tell me to be quick?”
acked the great detective. *‘ If you have
bcen fooling me, you young rascal—"
_ *“No, sir, it's Jzaadly serious !”’ inter-
jected Nipper quickly. *“I’'d like Miss
Eileen to know, but we can’t stop. She’'ll
have to be told later on. Make straight
for Fulham and Putney. guv’nor—the
Portsmouth Road. We're off to Surrey.”

Nelson Lee sent the great car forward.

‘““I'm in your hands, young ’un,” he
said calmly. ‘‘You don’t act like this
unless you have cause. When wo gt
clear of this ’bus and taxi traffic I'll bear
the ?arn.” |

“It's a Combine affair.” )
~ “So 1 gathered. But wait a few
minutes.” -

Lee could not very well listen atten-
tively to Nipper while he was threading
his way through the traffic of Piccadill
and Knightsbridge and Brompton Road.
When the riacer was speeding along Ful-
ham Road, however, trafic was prac-
‘tically of no account. Nelson Lee turned
bis head slightly. :

‘““ Fire away, Nipper,” he said chortly.

“ We're off to Roper Manor, to begin
~with, sir.”’ -

“ 'i‘wenty-ﬁve miles out. @ We'll be
there within the hour,” said Lee. ‘' But
why are we going, young ‘un? - I must
admit that I am curious. I was under
the impression that. you were with Miss
‘Eileen and her aunt, sedately watching
pictures in a cosy cinema. What's the
trouble 1" :

. Nipper told his master how Eileen had
recognised Lord Max Roper in the New
Elite Cinema, and how she had
"placed ”’ the strange man, ab- Kenug-

I
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vale as Lord Howard Roper, the wup
posedly dead elder brother.

Then Nipper explained how he had
shadowed Roper; ﬁow he had ascended
the tradcemen’s lift, and how he bad
overheiwra the vital conversation betweer
Lord Max and Sydoney Bradford.

Nelson Lee listened without comment
until the end. _ -
Then be turned a pair of approving
eyes upon his young assistant. -
‘You've done excellently, Nipper,”
he eaid ;Exietly. - .
‘“Thanrks, guv'nor.”
Lee’'s words were simple, but Nipper
flushed with pleasure. He valued his
master’s praige above all else—except,
perhaps, Eileen’s praise. That would
come later, of course, ' -
‘““And Lord Howard Roper is alive!”
said Neclson Lee, almost incredulously.
“By James! What a revelation, NH;-
per! Max is a usurper—a scoundrelly
impostor, This will be his finish, 1
imagine. And you say that he and
Bradford only started a Iew minutes be-
fore us (™ e
*“ We might even be ahead of them,”
said Nipper. ' .
““If so, we shall foil the- game Imme-
diately,” exclaimed Lee. *“‘If we can
arrive at the Manor first it will be an
casy matter to release Lord Howard
from the coal-cellar. . I fancy Webster,
the butler, will prove manageable.”

‘“ Suppose the rotters are there first?”

““Then we shall have to act with
caution.” ] S

“I don’t see it. Why not take the
bull by the horne——"*

‘“ My dear Nipper, we have no war-
rant to arrest anybody, or to search
Roper's bhouse,” put in Nelson Lee.
““We can manage the butler—but not °
Bradford and Roper. "He oould have
us thrown offt his premises if we did
as you say. No, Nipper. We shall h?’vq
to suit ourselves to the circumstances. ‘

‘“Tet's hope we get there first, guv’-
nor,” said Nipper fervently. * What a
triumph if we do. Lord Roper will be
rescued, and his rotten brother—"

. **Don’t anticipate, young ‘'un, It is

never a wise policy. .
Bo Nipper remained quied.

The miles wero eaten up by Lee’s
powerful car, and very soon it was speed-
ing through the open country. The
night was very dark, but -beautifunlly
finee The dust upon the road:.lef: a
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veritable fog behind the car, as it was
whirled up. ‘ , o
_Roper Manor, Nelson Lee knew, was
situated a mile beyond a small village
in the heart of the Surrey hills. It was
on a by-road, and quite secluded. The
Manor, in fact, was a fine old place,
but not extensive. The grounds were ex-
cellent in every way, and—Lee believed
—well kept. .
- The detective had never been to the
Manor before, but he knew its where-
abouts. In the darkness, howover, he
- overshot the side road by about two
aniles, and this caused a delay. When
fLord Roper’s country seat was reached,
:o?l, J.ee was obliged to go very care-
ully. :
. A few cottages were dotted about, with
& farm here and therec. Sowme high,
- wrought-iron gates, sct betwéen a well-
clipped hedge, told the detcctive that he
"had reached his destination. And
glancing beyond the gates, Nelson Lee
caught a glimpse of a motor-car stand-
ing fore a bl$ house. ' _
“Oh, rats!” muttered Nipper.
“ Weg're late !’
- VIt -can’t be helped, my boy. We
shall have to do'a little soouting work."’
But Lee did not elacken the car’s pace
an atom.
.“T eay, sir, weo've
rotested Nipper.
gdanor we just

““ Of course it was. But we couldn’t
stop outside the gates, could we?”’ asked
the detective. “ We don’t want to give
"the enemy the slightest inkling that we

are 8o cioin behind tham. If they heard
"our car -hey will think that we are
merely [ :ing motorists.” .
" Just _u the other side of a spinny,
however, Nvlson Lee brought the racer
to a standstill. He and Nipper jumpaid
out, and the car was left upon the widn
stretch of grass which bordered the road.
Lee oxtinguished all the lights,

“ Now, young ‘'un, we'll get
work,” said the detective briskly.

They walked buack, and at length came
to the Manor gates again. The car had
now disappeared, but the sound of an
engine told them that the automobile

Passcd our mark,”
‘That was Roper

"

to

w3y ing garnged at tho rcar some-
where.
The house was big, and well-kept

gardens surrounded it. At Eﬁgont there
were only one or two subduecd lights
lhow?ng. The lawns and pslth* TN tn
deep gloom. Overhead the sky was

| Ll

|
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clouded, and no wind stirred the leav
of the trees. . - o o= e ves
“ What’s thc programme, guv’nor?”
whispered Nipper.
4 Woll, to tell you the truth, I hardly
know,” was Lee’s reply. * We know
uothing for certain, Nipper—' °*

‘““We know that Lord Roper is here—
the real Lord Roper, I mcan.”

““ Wo have not seen him,”’ exclaimed
Nelson Lee. ¢ There is only the infor-
mation you overheard to work unon..
That would be, uselcss to the polire.
Scotland Yard could, of course, send men
down to this house and raid it; but
that would take time, and before it could
be accomplished the enemy would re-
move all traces. At the best, the pclice
could only suspect villainy. And the
police, my dear Nipper, are exceedingly
loth to act upon a mere suspicion—
especially when that suspicion is cast
upon a man of Lord Max Roper’s stand-
ing. It is really essential for us to
obtain positive, concrete evidence before
any definito action is taken.””

ipper nodded. |

¢ Yes, I s’pose you're right, guv’'nor,"”
he agreed. s)‘loDetectivem in stogrliles—pli-
vato detectives with really no authority
at all—rush in and arrest chaps without
the slightest justification. But this :s
real life—and we can't do those sort of
things. All the same, we know ihat
the game #s, don’t we?’’

““ There is no doubt whatever that Lord
[Toward Roper is alive, and that he is
even now in this house,” declared Nelson
l.ce. “We are sure of that, Nipper—
but it would sound an extremely tall
story if we went to Scotland Yard with
the information. Before we lcave this
place, however, I hope to be in possesxion
of much more definite facts. If therc i1s
any chance of Lord Reper being killed
by his vil!:inous brotber, well, then, of

\

course¢, v and I will have to act upon
our own ::itive.”

“Thar's the 1idea!” said Nipper
heartily. = Butt in on our own, so to
speak ?"”

“ Exaciiy.”

Nevertheless, Nelson Leo had no wish
to “ butt '’ in. Such action might mean
the ruination of the whole case. The
Combino ~was almost disbanded, but
Sydney Bradford and Lord Max Rop-r
wero cloever scoundrels, and if they were
given the slizhtast inkling that Nel.on
Lec was on their track, they weuli take

~-
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steps to safcguard themeelves. Therelore
it was neccessary to act with caution.

So Nclson Lce and Nipper softly
clambered over the gate—they didn’t
open it, for fear of an unwelcome crecak—
ond padded across the cdge of the lawn
towards the house. Once there, they
ecouted round with great care.

But every window was tightly closed.
Two had lights behind them, but these
windows were as tightly closed as the
others. No sound came out to the two
intruders. The rear of the house pre-
sented no better conditions.

- Lee could easily have entered the
buiding had he chosen. But that expe-
dient would bhave been very unwise.
The position was really very difficult
and decidedly gallimg. = Nipper chafed
tremendously under the dclay, and sug-
gosted that perhaps it would be better to
“butt ' in after all.

Before going to this length, howover,
Lce made his way through a dense plan-
tation which was situated at the rear of

thc house. He had a mind to get a
general 1dea of the house and grounds
Beyond the plantation a dim building

loomed against the night sky. It scemed
toc be in ruins, for the tup edge was
Jagged and uneven. | :

After a short survey at long range, as
Nipper put it, they retraced their stcps
into the plantation. But, quite sud-
denly, Nelson Lee came to a halt.

‘““ Did you hear voices?’’ he whispered
softly. - |

‘“ No, guv’nor."”

‘““ Then remain very quiet.”

They both stopped and listened in-
tently. And now, qnite distinctly on the
still air, thy heard the low murmur of
men's voices. They seemed to be pro-
ceeding from thg direction of the ruined
building Nelson Lee had noticed.

‘“ They’re coming this way, sir,’
mured Nipper.

‘“ 80 it seems.” .

‘““ Along this path, too.”

“Yes. We had better crouch into the
bushes,’”” whispered I.ee. ‘ Probably a
couple of Roper’s servants; but we must
not allow ourselves to be seen. Strictly
speaking, we are trespassing, and are
liable to be thrown off the premises. We
don’t want any unpleasantness.” ‘

They noiselessly pushed their way be-
tween some thick bushes, and waited
-there, completely hidden.  The_ voices
wero Jouder now, and more distinct.

’ mur-

-butler 1s .

-—
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The murmur, <o far blurred erd thick,
now resolved itself into low-spcken
words. :

Nelson Lee gripprd Nip

_ er's arm, as
a gign to keep '
(Y]

pericetly still. -
anx:ous, Bradford,” came
enatches of words. *“1 wish
suré that everything . ..
W’gbster c« o o o o WOITTING

Nipper started. .
‘“That’s Roper’s voice, guv’nor!’’ he
breathed. - :
“Yes. « He is with Bradford. Not a.
sound, young ’'un.”
he voices were more distinct now;
the men were indeed coming along ‘the
pathway towards the house. /
be

“. need for 3you to
anxious, Roper,”” came Bradford’s low
voice, as he walked. ‘ So far as I can
see,” we have nothing to fear.” -
The pair were practically passing
now; their words were very distinct.
“But suppgsing the thing
known—"" began Roper uneasily.
“ My dear fellow, we have nipped the
whole affair in the bud,” said Sydney
Bradford. ‘“ By coming down .80
promptly we have prevented any awk-
ward consequence. Howard will safe
in that place for a couple of wecks—
until he .can be shifted back to bhis proper
home. There’s no .fear of discovery
whatever. Wecbster is squared,  and he
will look after the captive.” B
“By gad! It’'s been a near shave,
though I’ said Lord Max. *‘If Howard
had gone somewhere else instead of
here—" , ) ~
_‘““He didn't, so there’s no sense in dis-
cussing . . . a good thing the

other servants know nothing . . . -
. trusted.” -

Nelson Lee could hear no more.

The voicee became a thick, blurred
murmur once more, as the speakers
pasced along the path, and eo,o0ut of
earshot. = A minute later Nelson Lee
and Nipper heard a door close. - Dead
silence followed. - e

““ Rather a good thing wo came hers,
Nipper,” murmured Nelson Lee calmly.

Nipper grunted. . ,

“T don’t see it he said “Wpo
haven’t learned anytbhing fresh—not a
thing! I'm glad you heard what the
rotters gaid, of course. You know now
that we're on a dead certainty. But
we don't know any more than we did.

a f:aw

safe.

>

gets
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“Don’t wo?’ smiled Lee. ‘I think
we do.”” . .

‘‘ How?' ,
- *“As you say, I know for a positive
ocrtainty now that Lord Howard Roper
‘is alive, and that Max is an impudent
impostor,”’ said Lee. ‘‘But we have
learned something else, Nipper. . When
wo came hero .we half-feared that Max
and Bradford intended adopting .drastic
measures—possibly murder.”

 They’re capable of it!” commented
Nipper grimly. |

*“ Quite. But they do not intend to go
to such terrible lengths,” went on the
great detective. Y As we npw know,
they are going to keep Loré) Howard
imprisoned somewhere on this property
—imprisoned for a week or two, until
he can be shifted back to his ‘ proper
‘home.” That means that there is no
particular hurry.”

Nipper nodded slowly.

*“Yes, that's night ecnough,’”’ he said.
“ What's to be done, sir?”’ -

‘‘ Nothing—to-night.” |

‘“ Oh, that’s rotten!’ protested Nipper.
“ Do you mean to say that we've come
down here for nothing?”’

‘¢ Certainly not; we have gained a
iece of very useful information,”” was
ee's reply. “My dear lad, it would
be foolish to rusﬁ things. @ We have
plenty of time. If we blundered ahead
to-night we should probably achieve no
good purpose—but would, on the other
and, warn *he enemy.”’

‘“ Then we're going back to l.ondop,”
asked Nipper glumly. |

““ Exactly.  Strictly speaking, this is
Miss Eileen’s affair—it is one of her
special cases. Surely yod would not
dream of taking the matter out of hur
hands, Nipper?’’ smil~d Nelson I.ee,
with a twinkle. ¢ You know how
eagerly she will listen to your story—"'

“By Jupiter] So she will!” said
Nipper, recovering his spirits. ‘“And it
is her ‘game’ right enough. DBostdes,
we can plan things thoroughcfy, can’t we?
We know that Lord Howard is here—
but he might be iau the collar, or the
attic, or an outhouse, or hidden i1n a
Twoo&——o: anywhere. We ocan’t explore
the whole guddy property to-qnght, can

~we? You're dead night, Fuv nor—as
usual. This affair must be planred very
carcfully.”

Nelson Lee smiled again.
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“And Miss Eilocn must take a hand

“+1in it, if she wants to,”” he remarked.

- ¢ 1 should eay 80!” was Nipper's em
phatic statement.

The lad realised the wisdom of Nel-
son Lee's decision. Nothing could be
accomplished to-night—nothing further,
at least their trip had been well worth
while, and it now remained for them to
acquaint Eileen Dare with the news, and
then make plans for the exposing of the
sooundrelly imposture.

Lee oouldn’t inform the police even;
he had no direct evidence to offer them.
A search of the premises would probably
prove futilee Lord Max Roper and
Sydney Bradford were astute, and they
would certainly tgke cvery precaution
against a surprise. They had no inkling
that the whole scheme had lecaked out—
owing to Nipper’s smartness—but they
would, - nevertheless, remain on their
guard.

-y
-

Accordingly, a swift return to London
was the order -
Lee and Nippor arrived late. Eileen

was probably anxious to hear news, for-
she had hcard nothing whatever of Nip-
per’s adventures. He had left the New
Elite Cinema during the evening, and
had becn on the go ever since.

Eileen and Aunt Esther, of course,
had gone home. The girl-detective was
probably still awake, concerned as to
Nipper's safety. She had sent him off
after Lord Max Roper, and she knew
that Nipper was a ‘‘sticker.”” He
might have got into all sorts of perils.

So thv first thing Nipper did on
arrival home, was to ring up Eileen's
number. He hoped. and expected, to
receive an answer. Eilecen would hardly
have gone to bed; or® if she had, the
telepbone would be near her.

Nipper's expectation was realised, for
Eileen answered at once. She was de-
lighted to hear that Nipper was all
serene, a3 he himself put it. He told
her that he and the guv'nor would be
round in the morning immediately after
breakfast, a3 there was important news
to tell.

True to Nipper’s promise, the pair pre-
sentocd themselves at Eileen’s flat a littlo
after nine o'clock. The sun was shining
hotly, and the streets were dusty and
arched. The summer day prewnised to
gc a regular scorcher.
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Nclson Lee smiled at Eileen's cager-

ness. Her  delizhted - brown c¢yes
were shining gloriously; her whole atu-
‘tude and manner cloquent of her inward
cmotion and exciteinent. |,

~ ““Oh, I know you’ve brought splendid
news!” she said confidently.

.~ *“Right on tho wicket, Miss Eileen!"
was Nipper's cheerful reply. ‘* Unless
I'm mistaken, you'il be able to wipe
I.ord Max and Sydncy Bradford off the
map with one blow. They’'ve laid them-
sclves open to direct attack. -

The lad told of his adventures; and
Nelson Lee followced up this recital by a
description of the happenings at Roper
Manor. Eileen Dare was highly elated,
and expressed her intention of following
the affair up at onoe.

“How -rill you %et to work, miss?”’

asked Nipper eagerly.

" Eileen puckered her pretty forehead.

‘“Lord Howard is somewhere at Roper
Manor,”” she said thoughtfully. ‘‘We
don’t %know where he is being k.eft.
Don't you think it would be a good 1dea
for me to go down there—as a lady artist
say—and do some scouting? Once I fin
positive evidence, we can act.”

‘“It’1] be risky,” began Nipper doubt-
fully. .
~ ‘““Haven’t 1 undertaken risky projects
before?”’ smiled Eileen. ‘‘Besides, 1
shall be able to communicate with Mr.
Lee, Nipper, and you'll both rush down
to my aid, if I need it.”

“On the instant!” declared Nelson
Leo quietly. o

““The best thing will be for me to
disguise myself a fiule, and then travel
down to Roper Manor—or the village
pear by, at least,’” said the 1 deteo-
tive. . ‘1 can develop my plans when
I’m there. You'll let me do this, won't
you, Mr. Lee?” - _

Nelson Lee shrugged his shounlders and
smiled. -

‘“How can I prevent you?’ he asked.
‘1 really think, too, that your plan 1s
the best. You will not be suspected if
Roper gets to know of your presence 1n
the neighbourhood. There are plenty of
lady artists in Surrey at this time of the
year, I believe.”

And so, after a long con
.everything was arranged. I\ugper bad
done his part, Nelson Lee had helped,
and now Eileen Dare was anxious to take

.an a‘ct’ive hand in the gamey:: - -0

consultation,
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CIIAPTER IV.

EILEEN, GIRL GARDENER—DOWN IN THR
VAULTS—EVENTS MOVE QUICKLY,

ILEEN met with.splendid succiss.

E Her enterprise prospered froim

the very first moment. That very

same evening the girl detective

found herself in the village of Rathley,

in the heart of the Surrey hills. Roper
Manor lay nearly a mile beyond.

Eilleen was slightly disguised. Her
hair was coiffured quite differently to
usual, and she wore pinoce-ncz. A deft
touch here and there, too, did much to
alter her general appearance.

_ She had come down just for the even-
Ing, ostensibly intending to leave again
(or London by a later train. She was
Just an ordinary amateur lady water-
colour painter, on the look-out for a few
pretty scenecs.

While roaming idly about the village,
however, she was making all eorts of in-
quiries. She asked if it was permissible
to paint on the Roper Manor Estate, and
was told that Lord Max did not ellow
strangers there. The old village folk
shook their heads, and said that Lord
Max wasn’t like his elder brother, who
had been gone these five years, soul.
It had been a sad day for Rathley when
Lord Howard had been taken off. Max
was not popular in any way, and Eileen
wt';a not in the least surprised to hear
that. |

It was after bidding good-bye to an
old lady—the wife of the oldest inhabit-
ant, Eileen believed—tbhat she saw two
girls swinging along the dusty lane. The
spot was just on the outskirts- of the
village. he girls were coming . along
with easy, healthy strides.

They were both young—about Eileen’s
own age—and were attired in short, ser-
vicable ekirts "and high boots. Therr
coats were free and easy, with blouses
that were open at the They looked
in the gink of condition, and were laugh-

ing and chatting merrily as they walked.
ileen pa es they were about to
pass. ' |

‘““You'll excuse me, won’t you?* ‘sbe
said, smiling. ‘“-Do you know if |it’s
ible for me to find any pretty soenes—
or painting, I mean—along this road?
I don't want to trudge out of the village
if there s nothing worth while.”
The two girls halted, and looked Eiloen
over with true ferminine interest, .
‘“Why, there are plenty of perfectl
sweet spots along by Manor grounds,’
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said one of the girls readily. “ There's
one m particular. Don’t you remember,

Phtylhn? That little dell by the river?”

‘“Oh, yes!"" said the other girl. *‘ That
would make a lovely picture. But I'm
afrard this young lady wouldn't be per-
mitted to go thore. Lord Max is a bit of
a rotter, you know, Ethel. I often feel
like pu.!lxp% his nose when he comes inter-
foring with our work. He doesn’t know
e thing aboud gardeming!”

The two girls laughed, and Eileen
joinad in.

‘*“1 bave heard of the Manor,” she eaid.
;Lf; belongs to Lord Max Roper, doesn’t
. **He’s our boss,”” said Phyllis, amiling.
. ‘“Ob, you work at the Manor?”’ asked
Eileen quickly. _

" * Wo're the new-fashioned gardeners!”
exolaimed Ethel, with a hlght-hearted
httle laugh. *‘ War-timo gardeners, you

«know. All the men have gone, so we're
ﬁllmi their places. It’s not bad fun, is
it, Phyl?”

Eileen was 1ammensely pleasod. This
was a remarkable piece of luck. These
" ¢wo girls were gardeners at the Manor!
Eileen felt that she would do well to
cultivate thelr acquaintancs a little more
intimately. They were both jolly, rve-
fined-looking gir's—not in the least com-
mon. City typusfs, probably, who pre-
ferred to spend the summer months in
tho country, doing light, profitable work.
It was like a continual holiday for them,
and they wero earning good money.

Eileen decided quickly, and went
straight to the point.

‘““ Are you living in the village?’’ she
asked.

“Yes, we've got a swecet little cot-
tage all to ourselves,”” said Phyllis. ‘‘ It's
aen awfully cute littla place,and we have
a ripping time. The cent is perfectly
ridiculous, and wo've——" .

““Don’t be so silly, Phyllis!” intor-
rapted tho other girl. " This young
lady isn’t interested 1n our cottage.”

(X I

“But I am!"’ said Eileen quickly.
am thinking of staving in" Rathley for a
week or two, and I simply can’t stay at
the inn, can I? You osee, I'm all alone.
I was wondering if one of-the cottagers
would take me 1n, but now that I'vo met
you—""

“ Mrs. Higson, a little way from us,
would be glad to have you,” said Ethel.

““But I was hoping that you’d lLiko to
have me,”’ smiled Eileen.

‘“ Oht” - '

The two girls exchanged glances; then

|

|

‘Phyllis.
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they looked at Eileen with much greater
Interest. They could see, at a glance,
that Eileen was a lady, and that sﬁe was
apparently well supplied with cash.
'll}?sq girls had an eye to business.

‘ “hg, of course!” cried Ethel gaily.
“There’'s a little spare bedroom, isn't
there, Phyllis? We could easily shift one
of our beéds into it, and you and I could
muddle through— -

- “I don’t want to put you out at all.”
smileyd Eli{een. . Py '

“You'll certainly put us out of one of
the beds if you stay with us!" laughed
““But that docsn’t matter. We
should be glad to have you, I'm sure. I
am awfully keen on inting, and I
should just love to watch you at work.”

“Tll tell you what,” .said the other
girl. “ Let’s go along to our cottage and
talk things over. Mrs. Higson will have
tea ready by now—the old lady looks after
us, you know,” she added to Eileen,
“You’ll come to tea, won’t you?”’

“It’s very good of you!” .eaid Eileen
gladly. :
To tell the truth, she was “feeling
hnEbly elated. Already a scheme was
taking shape in her fertile brain. Eileen
was very quick to seize an oppartunity,
and she saw that @ splendid field was
opened before her. She must certainly

persuade these two nice girls to take her
in as 3 hoarder. '

The cottage wasn’t far off, but before
it was reached. Eilecn learned quite a
lot. Her two new friends were—as she
had suspected—City girl-clerks. They
bad 3een an advertisement for two girl
assistant gardeners, and had thrown up
their London office work. They were get-
ting higher wages at their present work,
and thoroughly enjoyed the life. It
wuasn't like farm work. As one of the
girls said, they practically did as they
iitked when Lord Max wasn't down—and
his lordship only came for week-ends now
and again, generally accompanied by
questionable people.

Phyllis Earle and Ethel Middleton were
refined girls, and Eileea knew that sae
would be able to get on with them.
Maoting with them ﬁad been a splendid
stroke of fortune.

Their cottage was a dear little creeper-
covered place, Mms. Hiﬁson, who lived a
short distance away, looked after the
cottago for the girls, and z-n<rally mado
herself useful. Eileca found her to be a
wizened old soul, good-tempered and
motherly. A splendid tea was prepared
in the cottage parlour.
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. Eileen c¢njoyed that meal very much,
for she was genuinely hungry. After tea
sho and the other girls discuesed business.
And 1n a very short time everything was
arranged. Eiecen was to stay at the cot-
tage for a couple of weeks, and she
agrced to pay a handsome sum for her
board and lodging. The figure was
named by herself, and she was pleased
when Phyllis and Ethel protested that it
was too much. The girls were not
money-grabbers.

And Eileen came to a decision. She
was a keen judge of character, and she
saw that her two friends were girls of
good upbringing, and were to be trusted.
Eileen resolved to trust them.

Certain alterations were made in the

bedroomis. There were two in the cot-
tage, and one had been disused. Mrs.

ITigson came to the rescue with a little [the head gardener,’

bedstead, and this was set up in no time.
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“Why, whatcver do you mean?”
asked Isthel Middleton. 7 :

1 am not a painter at all” replied
Eileen quietly. ““1 am here, in Ratﬁley,—
because I want to expose Lord Max
Roper in his true oolours. He is a
scoundrel, and I mean to show him up”

“There!”’ cricd Ethel. *“ Didn’t I tell
you, Phyllis? "I knew that Lord Max
was a wicked man! Ob, I'm eo inter-
ested! What has he done, Miss Robm-
son? IPll help you all I can, becauso 1
simply hate him. He insulted me horribly
a week dgo, and I swore to leave at once
if he did anything like it again. He—he
tried to kiss me, and then——"’

““Oh, don’t talk of that, Ethel !’ in-
terrupted the other girl. ‘‘Thank good-
ness Lord Max i1sn’t often down :ere!
We’re really employed by old Elbott;

she added, turning

to LEileen. ‘ Ellott’'s an old darling—

~ Very soon Eileen’s bedroom presented a | quite sixty-five—and he really engaged us.
dainty, homely appearance, and she was | Lord Max doesn’t take any intercst in

delighted.

. And 1n the cool of the evening the
three girls sat in the lttle parlour.
Phyilis and Ethe! had cbhanged into mus-
hin frocks, and now, more than ever
Eilcen could see that they were refin
In every way.

““This i jolly, Miss Rotinson!’ de-
clared Phyllis. “I'm ever so glad you
came. You'll let me see you pamting
to-morrow, won't you? I'm as keen as
anything to see how you get on. 1 love
water-colours.” '

Eileen had give.n her name as ““ Paul-
ine Robinson.” Much as she was willing
to trust her new friends, it would have
been unwise to give them her real name.
If Lord Max chanced to hear it, all her
scheming would be of no avail.

“I'm afraid I can’t
Earle,” smiled Eileen. b’] '

“Oh. I say, I don’t believe you!"
laughed the oy er. ‘ And don’t call me
‘Miss Earle,’ please. We're all girls to-
gether, and 1t would beasilly to be formal,
wouldn’t #?! I'm going to call you
Pauline, anyhow—although it may be
impudemt ¥’ .

ileen laughed musically.

* Pleaso do,” she said, suddenly be-
coming serious. ‘‘1 am going to tell L"‘f
sonlething that will surprise you. ;t
I'm not going to tell you the whole truth.
You sce, I'm quite frank. If you a-gl"i,e;
you'll have to wait in patience for t
whole story until I can be qute open

’.

with you.” .

paint much, Miss-

the Manor at all.”
Eileen was relieved. She had broken

the ice, and the girls were interested and
keen. Eileen bad feared that they would

eye her with suspicion when she told
em that she was anxious to strike a
blow at their employer.

“What I am going to do—or attempt
to—will make no difterence to your posi-
tions at the Manor,”’ she said quietly.
“If 1 am successful, there will be a
change; but 1t will be for the better.
Lord Max Roper is a rogue, and 1 want
to find out a certain thing. He was -
strumental in causing my father's
death,” added Eileen, with & little mgh;
“I will tell you everything very soon.”” -

“Oh, you poor dearl” exclaimed
Phylis tenderly. | -

Both the girls knew that Eileen was
sincere—that she was not acbpg a part.
And they were full of concern. ely
cnough, the trio were on the v |
of terms already. And Eileen explained
her idea 1n a few w -

“I want to take the place of one of
,vou..'i .hfll mc} quietly. ‘“ Can we arrange
it? I will, of course, pay you.” - -

‘“Don’t talk of that now,” said Ph{il]k.u.
“You can take my place if you hke.
But how do you propose to manage rt?
Old Elliott may not like an dteranoa
and we should bhave to tell him,
ocourse.’’ . '

Eileen bent forward. -

**Supposing you fell i1 to-morrow
moening?”’ suggested. * Su ing
you. pretended to be unwell, and fell to
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-

® ? Ethel could bring you

home. And you oould arrsnge with
Eitioti for o substitite—s irl-frend of

our oo w ou were
- well again. 'If Elliott sgreed. I

:

€9 back with Ethel in the atternoon
ocommence work. [ should be one
the gardeners for the time being, and

would enable me to make my in-

“Ob, it’s @ lovely idea!" cried Phyllis,
b repurded the whole thi
regar e whole thing as
[ aplons;l pieco of excitement, and ghoy
fell in with Eileen’s plan without besita-
tion. It would be d to state that
Phyllis was not attracted by the reward
Eilesn offered—because she was. This
was oaly natural. And, belore bed-time
came, everything was settled.
Eileen had said just enough.
made no mystecy of anything. Mystery
would bave given rise to suspicion—and
that would have been fatal. The girl
detoctive handled the rather difficult
problam with superb skill, and her com.
ions were with her, heart and soul.
lomehow, Eileen compelled them to be-
liove in her. Bha was greatly assisted in
ber project buho fact that Lord Max
was cordially ed by the girls, and that
}e had actually insulted Phyllis in a cad-
dish manner. Tho girl was only too anx-
souw to see him humiliated and exposed.
The echeme worked like a charm.

Phyllis played her part eaccllently, and
Eliott, the head gardener, at once agreemd
80 accept “ Miss Robinson'' as s substi-
tute until Phyllis was better. Th» old
man likad hw girl assistants, a:  was
readv to oblige theni. He was < .1 to
obt.:n a subetitute, too, for impo.raat
gordeaing work was in progress.

Sy, aftee Phyllis bad been taken home
by Ethel, Eileen commenced her duties.
Ethel took her back to the Manor, and
old Eliot was greatly pleased. To tell
the honest truth, Eileen vas a better
workec than Phyllis, and knew much
more ol gardening. Elliott was by no

means sorry for the chaage.

' Lord Max Ropor was not in the coun:
try. and he knew nothing of the altera.
dton. Ewvena if he had been at the Manor,

1E3E

be would l.i3 .4 -a no notice. Ellott
was in supr. .nand of tha garden,
and it was 4 to Ancagw whom he
chase. . di¢ u.t v.4t to be
botbered » te gardens
had to be n,. - . . it was
Rlliott's place ¢o * thr work was

done properly -
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And so Eileen Dare became a girl
gardener.

S8he was actually in the service of a
member of <the mbine! It was o
curious position, and she wondered how
long it would be belore she achieved her
obpﬁ. She hoped to get on the track
quickly.

But two days peassed without any
euccens. |

In that time, howeter, Eileen had be-
come familiar with every inch of the
Manor grounds. The ruined building
Nelson Lee bad n of.was an old
chapel, which had at one time, been con-
nected with the Manor House. The lat-
ter was ancient, and bad been rebnilt
more than once. But the chapel was
nothing but an ivy-clad ruin, end pos-
sessed an interesting hstory.

A portion of it was now used for the
prosaioc purpose of etabling a horse.
There were splendid stables attached to
the Manor, ol course, but Eileen soon
learned the reason for this incongruous
state of affairs.

The horse had contracted an infectious
disease. and had therefore been plucel in
quarantine. The animal was isolated
from his fellows. Every morning and
evening Webster, the butler, visited the
chapel and took food and medicines for
the ailing steed. Nobody else was al-
lowed near the place. .

On Eileen's third day she wandered
near to the ruin, and reccived a aur-
rise. Webster came hurrying towards
Eer. full of concern. He told her, rather
sharply, to keep away from the chapel.
The horse was worwe, and nobody was
to approach the temporary stable.  The
disease was infectious, even -) human
beings. » o the i
. Eileen promptly retreated, bu* the 1in-
ciderk losl:d lpp{m in her busy mind.
But it was not long before the signii-
cance of the butler's action struck her
with full force, .
Nobody was allowed near the nun!
Webster went there, night ani morning.
with food! Not even the groom him.
self was permitted to see the ailing hor.-
—much to his indignation.  And
animal hald only been ill & few d
1. . s—trick'’ Eileen told
“O! irsc—of ree!  Poor
He .. . 18 bein: » prisoner
ranea chapel—-¢ s 18 clear a4
lizht. Wcebater ts 1 he g%(::, a
takes the captive food. hor v 2
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probably as well as I am mysclf. It is
all & tnck!”

Tho gir]l was =ure tlLat she had lcarned
the exact whereabouts of the prisoner.

But she could not act—yet. The ruin
was inaccessible by dayligcht, and after
dark it was equally 1i1mpossible to
approach it. For a savage dog was kept
there, and he would allow nobody within
fifty yards of the place without creating
.a fearful uproar. He was undoubtedly
a fina guardian. Eileen, who had hoped
to cxplore the ruin after nightfal), found
that the plan was impossible. She would
be dctected at onoe. And the dog’s pre-
sence there convinced her, more than
ever, that Lord Howard was within the

ruin. Indeed, the truth was absolutely
obvious. | _

And the ncxt night events moved
rap:dly.

Eilcen had been thinking of sending to
Nelson Lee. The great detective, per-
haps, would find a means of entering the
ruin. Once Lord Howard waas discovered,
tho rest would be simple.

But, before leaving off work in
the *cvening, Eileen learned that Lord
Max and Sir Sydney Bradford, his great
friend, were expected down at.the Manor
that nicht. . They would probably arrive
at about nine o'clock by motor-oar.

It was, in fact, just before nine when
the car drove in at the big wrought-iron
gates. Its occupants little imagined that
this was to be their last night of liberty!

For the hour of disaster was perilously
BCAr, '

CHAPTER V.
CAPTURED !—NELSON LEE RECEIVES A
TELEGRAM— ACTION—CONCLUSION.

DIM form stood guite still againet
A a clump of bushes, midway be.
tween the big house and the

' ruined chapel. .

The forin belonged to Eiueen Dare—
and it was a trim, shapely form. too.
The girl looked very fine in Phyllis
Earlo's gardening costume.

Fol: an hour past she had been on the
watch. '

That evcning she had returned to
Rathley as usual, and had told her two
friends that she would be absent for some
time. She had sallied out in the dusk,
and had arrived back at the Manor a
few minutes before Lord Max and Brad-
‘ord mi\'d ot

¢
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. Sinco then the had been waiting—wait-
ing for action. '
‘ It was now after ten o’clock, and the
grounds of the big house were in total
darkness, | ..

And then, at a quarter part ten, Eileen
hcard voices. ,

Three men had come out of the house,
and were approaching her. All unknow.
m?]y, Eileen was almost on the identi-
cal spot that had been occupied by Nel-
son Loe and Nipper nearly a week
earlier. . -

The men came closer, and Eileen was
able to hear spoken words. For some
reason the trio had come to a halt.

“Oh, I've just remembered,”” came
Bradford’s vpice. ' That infernal dog is
guarding the chapel, isn’t it, Webfterf‘*

“Yes, sir. It was necessary——'

““Of course it was necessary—but it’s
not necessary now,’’ said Bradford. * If
we all approach the chapel the brute will
kick up a frightful din. We don’t want
the servants in the house to know any-

thing if we can help it.”

Then Eileen heard Lord R ’s vaice.
“That’s right enough, Wﬁa," he
exclaimed. ‘ You go on alone, and fetch

the dog away. Lock him in the garage
for the time being I’ ‘ '
“ Very good, your lordship.™

Etleen saw the butler s her. Pre-
sently he came back, - leading a -big,
vidous-looking dog. Three minutes
later Roper, Bradford, and Webster
passed. The dog was out of the way.

Without hesitation she brok® from
cover and f{ollowed in the rear of the
three men. They went straight to the
old ruin; Eilcen's suspicions bad been
correct. She had deliberately waited in
the bushes beside the path use she
had felt convinced t her enemies
would, sooner or later, vimt their vicim,

The chgel was a complcte ruin in most
respects; buf one portion, furthest from
the house, presented an appearance of
solidity. At one time therc bad been a
smaller room added to the main bmild-
ing—rrobably a couple of hundred years
ago, for the newer stonework was as ivy-
covered as all the rest. . "

But this small room was ’
tact. The roof was flat, and was st
weathcrproof. Al the rest of the roof
had simply disappcared in the ocourse
time. And it was in this place that
the ailing borse was kept. There was a
heavy door, and this was kept locked. -

in-
ill
of
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There were two slits of window, far
fiom the ground, and too narrow for the

padsage of a human being. .
- Eileen bad been wise to act promptly.
For it was quite obvious that the old
ruin was not being used for the mere pur-
pose of stabling a diseased horse. In
addition to the door beiﬁ]g kept locked,
the fierce dog had been placed on guard
constantly. Lord Howard Roper was
certainly here ! |
The girl saw Bradford and his com-
panions enter the chapel. -~ And she ob-
served another point. The old oaken
door had been recently repaired; and it
was fitted with a patent Icok! A stable
with a patent locE was something of a
novelty—especially a stable of this ex-
traordinary type. .
"Eileen acted impulsively and without
hesitation. She,%uessed that the door
would be tightly closed, and then there
would be no chance whatever of her hear-
ing or seeing what occurred within. She
was close beiind her quarry, and she saw
‘the three men pause in tue little building
to light a hurricane lamp.

Then Lord Max gave the door a kick
and swung it to. Eileon, who was just
outside, shot out her foot. The door
snappéd, but the girl’s sudden movement
just prevented the lock from snapping.

And Lord Max did not notice that the
door was still unfastecned. For he had
turned his back at once, and Eileen heard
some ourious sounds. She could see
nothing, because it would have been fatal
to open the door immediately.

The men’s whispered voices came to
her in a blur, and she could distinguish
no words. The horse was a little restive,
and moved his feet constantly. But pre-
sently Eileen could detect no other sound
save this. The men had cither gore, or
else they were silent,

Cautiously, very oautiously, Eileen
pressed tha door open and gazed within
The ®old ruin was in total darkness!
Wherce ted the men gone? Eileen knew
well enouysh that there was no other extt
of any sort—at least into the open.
~ Without a pause she pulled out a tiny
electric torch from one of ‘her pockets,
and switched it on. Then she moved
forward with a little gasp of understand-
ing. At tho far end of the old room a
grcat slab of stone had been raided, and
a nacrow flight of steps lay revealed.

" There were secret . vaults—and Lord
Howard was a prisoner there!
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Eilcen was very glad that the sup-
posedly ailing horse was with her. Any
slight noise she had. made would have
been attributed to the animal. Listen-
ing intently, Eil]:&en cou}ld hearhnothing.

o, gripping her teeth together firnly,
she slowly and noiselessly ocended t}{e
steps. T eﬁeled down spirally—and thw
proved to the girl’s undoing. She
could not see any distance down the
stairway, owing to the constant twist.
~ And, quite abruptly, she found heiselt
in total darkness, The torch had been
knocked from her hand, and rough, cruel
hands were gripping her tightly. She
was 1n the hands of the enemy !

Eileen did not even struggle, for she
knew that her position was really hope-
less. Oh, how silly she had been to ven-
ture down those steps! She realised row
that she had acted somewhat rashly in
her eagerness to explore. '

And she was taken through the dark-
ness, along earthy, dank passages.

But Eileen had not been so foolish as
to walk into the enemy’s hands withoul
having previously made certain arrange--
ments. She had half-feared that she
would be made a prisoner if she cayried
her investigation far enough.

Before 1eaving the cottage in Rathley
she had arranged with her two girl
friends to receive INelson Lee and Nipper
when they arrived. For Eileen had dis-
patched a telegram to the great detec-
tive asking him to come down. Pre-
viously, by letter, she had told him that
she was staying at the little cottage
under the name of Pauline Robinson.

That telegram had reached Nelson
Lee’s rooms in Gray’s Inn Road at just
about a quarter past nine.

As it happencd, Nelson Lee and Nipper
were out, but they arrived home twenty
minutes later,

‘“Hallo! A wire!" exclaimed Nipper.

Leo tore the envelope open, and
whistled. The telegram bad been handel
in at Rathley, Surreyz and contained
merely tho one word—'‘ Come!”

From that second things began to move
rapidly. Nclson Lee and Nipper wcre
off in their racing-car in five minutes.
They did not immediately rush out of
London, but stopped at Scotland Yard
to fetch Detective-Inspeotor Fuller and
two other C.I.D. men. l.ee merely ex-
.plained that there was something- very
big on, and that was quite sufficient for
Fll”@l.'a
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“The party arrived in Rathley when the

little village wae asleep. DBut a light
glowed dimly in one window—the win-
dow of the cottage occupied by Phyllis
"Earle and Ethel. Middlcton.

Both the girls were up and lively.
They had been told to expeot strangers,
and had also been given certain instruc-
tions. If Eileen had not returned by
eleven o’clock ,they were to tell Mr. Lee
to raid Roper Manor.

Thoe time was now after eleven, and
there ‘was only one thing to be done.
Eileen had not turned up, and it looked

as though there was trouble.

At express speed the car rushed along
the country road to the Manor. Lee
had decided to act boldly. The car drove
right in, and came to a halt before the
imposing steps in front of the housec.
Nelson Lee led the ¢ attack’ by per-
forming & brisk tattoo upon the door-
knocker. The detective was prepared to
burst the door down, but almost at once
it was opend—by Webster. .

At the sight of the grim party which
confronted him he collapsed. He knew
at once that they were police. He had
been cxpecting them—dreading them—
every hour of every day. The man
simply shivered as he stood, and then
one of the Yard men was forced to_sup-
port him. Sick with fright, he stuttered
out that his master and Sydney Brad-
ford were in the old chapel vaults. And,
quite abruptly, Webster became fierce.

. “I’ve donme with theml!” he gasped
hoarsely. *“ There’s a girl they’ve got
there—they captured her while I was
with them! They're going to kill her,
they eay, and they expect me to kecep
quiet. ﬁ‘he 'N kill me if I don’t! I've
done with tiem—l’m not a man to stand
by and see a helpless woman—"

“1 don’t think this chap’s much use
interjected the inspector. ‘‘He's just a
tool. We'd better be quick, Mr. 1

But Nelson Lee and Nipper had
alrcady dashed off at full speed for the
ruined chapel. They found the door
locked, but two shots from Lee’s revolver
demolished it completely.  The poor
horse within was frightened, but re-
inained still. Nelson Lee and Nipper
dashed past, and found themselves at the
- top of the winding stairs. o

“I'll go first, guv'nor!” said Nipper.
-‘**No! S8top wﬁere_you are, lad I”"
They both paused, and, quite clearly,

19
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they heard the sound of hurried foot-
stcps  l.ord Max Roper and Sydney
Bradford had heard the crash of the door,
and were hurrying up to investigate. As
they came up they were captured with
periect ease,

The coup was completely successful

Lord Max Roper and 8ydney Bradford
were caught red-handed. Down below,
at the foot of the stairs, Eilcen Dare was
found with her hands and feet bound to-
gother. She cxplained that the two’
ccoundrels had actually planned to cast
her into a disused well geneath the chapel
vaults. It had boen an act of despera-
tion, for Eileen’s presence had sent Max
and Bradford into a furious panic.
_Nelson Lee had arrived in the nick of
time. In one of the vaults Lord Howard,
Roper was discovered. He was in Do
way harmed, and was quite checrfal
when rescued. He ecemed mildly sur-
prised, but 1n no way astonished.. He
acted as though he were a belpless child.:

The whole scoundrelly plot was re-
vealed, and it was quite certain that Max
and Bradford were doomed to long terms
of penal servitude.” By a strange trick of
chance they had been exposed when
safety seemed ass g

Later on an operation was perform
upon the rescued man—an operation
which turned out to be entirely success-
ful. Lord Howard Roper became him-
self once more, and the country was pro-
vided with a mild sensation. |

Incidentally, Dr. Hugo Starke was
arrested and charged with taking part in
the conspiracy. And Fileen’s two girl
friends, Phyllis and Ethel, were hand-
somely rewarded. - . -

Lord Howard Roper returned to the.
Manor, and great was the rejoicing in .
the surrounding villages. For Howard
was a totally different man to his
scoundrelly brother. His most welcome’

guests were Eileen Dare, Nelson Lee,

and Nipper. , e
Eileen was highly elated. .
Once more she had been successful. -

The Combine was virtually emashed.
There only remained Roger Haverfield
upon her grim list. Haverfield was the
man who had originally instigiied ' the
dastardly plot against Eileen’s father.
And Roger ‘Haverfield sbould be tke

last to meet his desertsl

. TEN PNIA :
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GRAND NEW SERIAL—STARTS

The Boxing Sailor

. A STORY OF THE RING AND LIFE IN THE NAVY, |
"~ By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

TO.DAY,

=]

. SEA LIONS.

v HY, blow me, if it ain’t the
Fl‘yer i

“Not me. I'd know that

anywhere. It's the Flyer. T’ll

crippled like a bloke with a wooden leg.

But what’s it matter, skipPer, when she's

‘The speaker, William Riley, mate of
the fishing smack Elsie Jane, beamed
trim little veesel, as he aroke, and
winked, and laughed knowingly.
the advancing vessels, for there were two
of them, one towing the other, and both
mate’s sally with a grunt.

The vessels had passed the harbour's
and the crippled ship astern swung on-
ward by her own momentum while the
bour of Weathersea the lamed warship
slowly moved, with something of grace-
had been flattened like the nose of a bull-
dog, and at last she anohored near the
would later be moved to undergo re-
pairs.°
boats were drog ., and breezy seamen
within them, li.ghing and shouting in
and landing stages.

Work had heen suspended aboard the
goirr: forwa: : Skipper, . mate, trst
harna, second naad, and third d:it . (.ant
life and movement aboard the Fiyer, the
second hand being embodied in the srace-
‘ cidedly prepossessing girl whose ousiins
and sou'westcer suitbd® her admirably.

‘You're wrong, Bill!”
ship .
e my Alfred Davy on #. And she’s
bringing your boy ’ome?’
on Thomas Crawley, the master of that
* The skipper had his eyes focussed on
of them destroyers, and replied to the
mouth, and now the cable was cast off,
other swerved aside. Into the great har-
fu'~ess left her still, though her bows
entrance of a dry dock into which she
Then, in due course, from her sides
their glee, were pulled towards the steps
Elsie Jane w~'.» these proceedirigs were
upon the side. and eagerly watched the
ful and charming personality of . de-
¢ There’'s Tom ! said the girl ex-

citedly, as somebody waved from the dis-
tant Flyer, and she waved back again,
while the skipper smiled grimly.

As she saw the boata being pulled
across the harbour, tho girl's face
beamed. And when one of them turned
towards the Elsie Janc, at the request
of a sailor lad aboard her, she uttered a
glad cry, and clapped her hands.

The boat grated against the side of the
fishing-smack, a rope was thrown down
and held, and an iustant later, shouting
a word of thanks to his pals who had
done him this service. a lithe, active, and
boyish figure scrambled hastily upwards
and deposited. itself on the deck of the
Elsio Jane.

“ Hello, dad!”’ said the seaman, fling-
1 himself into the ekipper's arms.
‘?%'ancy meeting vou first go! Hello,
Bill, old feller! Hello, S8ambo!"” to the
boy. “ And how are you, Mary, my
dear?”’ reserving his greeting of the
second hand to the last *‘‘I never ex-
pected to see you, and aboard dad’s ship,
too! Here, give us a kiss,” and, in
spitc of the sccond hand’s cries and re:
monstrances, he caught hold of her, and
took not only one Kiss, but half-a-dozen,
while master and crew looked grinning
on.

“ Well, vou are——,"" said Mary, re.
adjusting herself, her facoe crimson, her
eyes flashing fire; and to punish him for
his impertinence she gnve him a smack
across the cheek which only made hun

laugh the more. But somehow she
didn't look altogether diapleased.
‘“What's Mary doing aboard the
Elsie Jane., dad?” askrd Tom Crawley,
his hands thrust desp ..to his pockets,
while he took a go 4 look round.
t: Men are scarce to get. The U boats

are givin® us a bad time. Army, Navy,
shipyards, and munitions works have
swillowad all the able chaps, Tommy,
lad. And so Mary's do:n &:tionnl Ser-
vice aboard the FEieac ﬁ’n» as scond
hand aluong o me.™
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" ®Tlow’s all ot home, father*’
- :Gm boy. Nﬂi" I|m; better.”
* ® Any pe ovor lately?!”
* No, l-ns when chey do come we'll

pepper ‘em.’%
ggow'o Bob Randle !
* OM, bhelping his father.”
- Not gorn yet ?’ said the perky little

ssilor-boy, with withering ecormm. ‘I
lhh.ogg.l’n oot. He's a one ‘to do bis duty,
u .

* He's exempted,’ obeerved the father,
and then be uidod“ wishful to change
the conversation, “Oh, I say, Tom,
thers’s bin lots of promoters and Lon-
don boxing agents down here aftor you.
You oould have earmcd some money if
the Service hadn’t wanted yer. That's
the best of having beaten & boxing cham-
pion.”

The diminutive Tom Crawley, who
didn’s look big enough or strang enough
to burt & Ay, swaggered in conscious
pride.

“T'D beat some more yet, dad,” he
enied. And if ever you’re hard up for
a bl o’ brass, dop’t forget to make o
call on son Tom.”

* Then a thought flashed acrose his mind,
and he observed eulkily :

. * Have you scen Bob Randle lately?”
“1 have,” answered Mary.
“Bob's walkin’ out with ‘er,”

plained the fisherman.
Then Tom Crawley’'s face flushed.
‘“ Let me catch him at it—let me only
catch him at it,” said he, “and I'l]
knock bim into tho middle of next week.
He can use bis dooks a bit, and he's a
sight heavier arn! stronger than I am,
but I can give bun a bit to go on with,
snd I'll do 1it.

-»

RIVALS.

THE destroyer [ er having gon
.t0" dock fnc repairs, her or-w
're given lrave of absence, but

‘.4 to hold themselves ready for
a0 emergency call at any moment. As
most of them were Weathersea men, they
remained in the seething sciport town
whose streets day and night were
thronged with soldiers, sailors, and dock.

ards men, and a place where the awful
gminou of war made itself daily felt.
Tom Crawley, bantam weighs hover,
with his pay in his pocket, and full of
animal spirits, laid himaelf out lotvq
,olly good time. ‘

He rounded wp such of his old pale a¢
remained, {requented the favourite box-
ing halls, made a fuss of his mother, and
gave Mary, whenever she was [rce, the
time of her Nfe.

Tom was caly a boy, 4 little chap with
[ lunn{ face, and a crop of red bair, who
was balf-way through his sixtesnth yesr.!

He had grown up as much as he was
evor likoly to grow up, roplo eaid, and!
Was & curious mixture of man and child.

-He was very fond of Mary, though
love bhad never entered his Koad, and
very jealous of her. Mo was fond, too,
of Fisherman Thwaites, her father, who
ran o mige-m:xa. of Mrs. Thwaites,
and of big Vred Thwaites, whom the
AT,ds had cl:n-od and taken to France.

Y of twe passed away, and then
Tom Crawley discovered grounds for
boyish jealousy where Mary was oon-
cerned. Heo asked Mary to go with him
o a picture palace one night, but it
was early closing, and she confessed thas
she had & prioe appointment with Bob
Randle.

" With bim ™ cried Tom angrily, for
Bob, & nice feflew enocugh, hS alwvays
somehow managed to get Tom's goat.
“ Well, give it wp. ou’'ve got to.
You've t0 come with me.*”

Mﬂ archad ber pretty eyebrows,
=::ll. ber eyes, and shook h

er pretty

“ No, Tom,”” she eried. ‘' Fair's fair.
Bob was kind te me while you were as
+ea, aud I havea’t seon him sinca you
cyma home. He’s free to-night. [

rat led him down. [ won't. Yon

11ldn’s like me to give you the go-by
* were. you.”

fom took no notice of that. He
argued, entroated, threatened, pouted hie
iips salkily, i11d then said, #nding thas
the was adan.ant:

' All right, ['ll wait 0nir+'de and punech
his head.” Amd he looked as if he
auuld do g, toe.

“If you Jo,” threatoned Mary, * I'l}
naver speak to yom again, Tom.” |

Tom Jidn’t mind  Mary had olten said
that. Sometimes she'd scted upon the
thre it —for & bit. But they always
maclo 1t up.

‘“[f a proper, full-Bedged A.B. can’s
lick a tuppeny-halfpenny grocer who's
dodging military service,’ pro-
nounced, ** sell me to the Kaiser!"”" And
he walked away with jealousy iike the
fumes of rich wine swimming in his hoad

++}and vengeance sweiing in bis heart



32

“If I meet him with her, I'll smash
ham,” was hie final resolution; and in
order to carry his threat into exccution
he called on Mary's mother after dinner,
and discovered that Mary and DBob
Randle had gone to the Silver Cinema
in Beach Street.

When the Silver Cinema discharged
its crowd of eager enthusiasts into a
thoroughfare plunged in Zeppelin dark-
ness that night, Tom Crawley was wait-
ing at the foot of the steps, with two
or three of his pals from the Flyer, to
k«le:p him company and also to see fair
piay.

Mary had warned Bob Randle of pos-
;ible trouble, but Bob had laughed at her
ears.

“Tom and I are old pals,”” he de-
clared, ‘“and I haven’t scen him since the
I'lyer was docked. He wouldn't raise
his hand to hurt me.” '

And so he ignored Mary’s request that
they should leave by the side-door, and
go back home by way of the by-streets.

And as a result he bundled into Tom
just as he and Mary, who was hanging
on to his arm, got free of the thinning
crowd.

‘“ Hello, Tom!” saild Bob Randle, a
tall, good-looking fellow in civilian’s
attire, who worc an armlet on his arm.
‘“How are you?"”

Mary drew apart with a low cry of
“ Don’t, Tom.” ~

‘“When arc you going to join the
Army, shirker?” asked Tomn, his eycs
blazing with indignation. *‘ Sh’d have
thougﬁt you'd have wanted somethiny
better to do than run about after Miss
Thwaites—"" |

‘““Tom, don’t be foolish,” said Bob
Randle, with an attempt at frankness
which deserved a better reward than it
got. ‘‘ Look hefe—"’ | '

“Take your coat off !”” shouted Tom,
dancing round~his rrval. “ I told Mary
Thwaites-I'd knock your head off, and
I'm going to doit——""

‘“ Really, Tom, I—— This is hardly—
look here——"" '

He got no further, for Tom, dancing
in, planted his left fairly and squarely
on the nosc, then upper-cut the grocer's

son with a beautiful right, next made a.

move for the body with both hands, so
that the civilian had perforce to draw
hurriedly back, whip off his overcoat,
throw it on the pavement, and fight

back.

| announcing the attraction. and
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He towered over the ubiquitous little
satlor, and held himsclf nicely, too.
Crawley, urged on by his pals, no sooner
saw that Bob Randle meant fight, than
he plunged into the thick of the fray.

It was dark,~and so swift were theis
movements that one could hardly fol-
low them. First Randle staggered
back\\‘agds, then Tom gave ground, but
the active little sailor was tho quicker,
and most of the effective blows fell to
his ehare.

Mary screamed. The men from the
Flyer roared encouragement to their
champion. Tommies and fishernen came
running along the street eager not to
miss the fun, and in the midst of the
trouble up came a bobby and a big red-
faced man, who, ignoring the presence
of the representative of law and order,
began to marshal the crowd so as to form
a ring. : ‘

“Give 'em plenty of room—dost't
crowd ‘em—bless their hearts, let ’em
have it out,” said the red-faced man.
“ Nothing like a good stand-up fight
when two lads has got a grievance.” |

Unhappily for him, the bobby stopped
it, and as other well-intentioned persons
also intervened, the belligerents post-
poned their activities to some future
ocoasion, breathing defiance at each
other the while.

And then the red-faced man recognised
them both. ' .

‘“ What, Bob Randle—what ho, Tom
Crawloy, my old sports!” he cried.
‘““Well, here 1s a lark! If you want to
have a fight nice and comfy, why not
patronise the old Ring, and give Dan
Simmons a chance ?** .

“Dan!” cried Tom Crawley, rushing
up to the red-faced- man, and wringing
him by the hand. *‘ Eh, Dan. Here,
will you give us a fight at your old box- .
ing hall?”. ' .-

““Yes. Next Saturday night, if you
like; or Monday matinee.”’

“ Give me next Saturday,” shouted the
pugilistic Jack Tar. “ Here _Bob, are
you game to face me in pubfzc in Dan
Simmons’s ring ?"’ o

The grocer's son wiped his lips, and
answered quietly. |

“ Yes,” said he;, ‘ but it']ll bave to be
at ten o'clock—I'm busy in the shop till
nine—"" .

““Ten o'clock—last fight,”” said Dah
Simmons, clinching the bargain on the
spot. “I'll have special bills Frmted

‘Il put
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you up a decent puese, I give you my
word.*

Tom then turned to llary, his boyish
face appeacsed.

“I did what I promised,” said he, |
‘with a smile. *“ Now, Mary, let me
see you home.”

But Mary was angry with him. She
snat?\hed he}: arm Aaway. '

“No,” she said; “I'm goin on
w:ith Bob.” going home

Bob Randle was in no- way cowed.
He drew Mary aside, and they hurried |
away together. -

“ \Yajt til] Il énegt him at Dan Sim-
mons’s,” growled the pugnacious sailor-
boy, ‘““and I'll skin hinr:).'gn

Which ferocious threat was uttered to
keep his fighting spirits up until he met
the luckless Bob in Dan Simmons’s ring.

A BOXING BOUT.
AN SIMMONS’'S Boxing Hall

D . was packed to suffocation on
Saturday night, and the -mingled
_reek of freshly dyed . khaki,
sea-stained slops, ' fishermen’s sweatcrs,
stale tobacco, and oranges made up an
atmosphere that was not to be found
in any other place on earth, being
peculiar to Dan’s Temple of Fistiana at
Weathersea. . S

Not a seat was to be had, even before
proceedings commenced, for the an-
nouncement of the appecarance in the
ring of champion Tom Crawley after a
]01;3 absence drew the crowd like a mag-
net.

Dan Simmong beamed good nature on
all and sundry, and ruled the audience
with a rod of iron at the same time.
His attendants kept order according to s
plin devised by Dan himself, which com-
prised the summary ejection of every
mischief-maker a second after he had
opened his mouth. | <

The boxing was mixed, like the lookers- |
cn, consisting of the good, the bad, and
tie indifferent.« The latter bulked
largest, the bad ran a good second, and
the good was confined to two stiff con-

‘tests between four men from the
R.M.A. up at the big barracks." -
At last, when the clock wanted a

minute or two to ten, a roar annoub

the preparation of the ring for the event
of- the evening, and prompt to time
little Tom Crawley, a mere child 1
appearance, a bantam ‘ 8,
stnpped to the waist, "dodgod between

V0 )

the 1ropes, followed by his sailor
seconds from the Flyer.

There was a pause of a minute or two,

and then a shout announced the coming
of Bob Randle.

Tom turned his eyes that way, and
they bulged almost out of their sockets
as he observed that Bob was not alone.

No, he had Mary with him, Mary
Thwaites, who had gone to sea on the
Elsie Jane, as Tem had fondly sup-
posed. Ilis fathcr had left harbour that
morning. He was going fishing. It was
strange for him to sail without the second
hand. What did 1t mean? ’

A heavy frown marred Tom’s boyish .
features as Mary came and sat herself
down at the ringside. She noticed the
frown, and smiled.

That was too much for Tom, who leant.
across the ropes and glared at her.

‘““ Wait,” he said,”’ I'll fillet him.”

The preliminaries were rapidly gone-
through, as the hour was getting late.’
The gloves were donned and adjusted.
Then the referee announcing that all
was in order, the timekeeper set his
watch going. ‘

* Seconds out!”’ he cried. ¢ Time!”
And lest there should be any misunder-
standing, he rang a note on a deep-
throated gong. y

Bob Randle, a light-weight boxer, who
shaped like a very likely sort of cus-
tomer, and whose figure was of the neat
and stylish order, advanced towards his
opponent with a grim smile of resolution
on his handsome face .

Tom saw it, and endeavoured to wipe.
it off with a sweeping punch that made
Bob sniff. Bob sent in a pile-driver,
which Tom dodged. :

In came Tom, planting several body
blows, driving a left home on the chin,
and then swinging and turning and twist-
ing his head as if it were attached to &
piece of indiarubber, while Bob’s fiste
followed its gyrations as they went In
fierce pursuit. - 7

In vain: he oould not hit the wonder-

ful little sailor-boy, and Tom darted away
amid roars of admiration from the

crowd.
At that Bob Randle
lips viciously, and tne

knock-out. .
Tom Crawley took the honours of the

round.
And so the contest went on, Tom show-

(Con’inued overleaf.)

—

ot wild, set his
g all out for ‘_'J
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mg be\uldermg speed, and indulging in [stalwart, broad shouldered,  strikin
strange, weird antics. qﬁﬂure, the figure of a bearded ﬁaherma.n{x
w1t .was not until Bob Randle had lost | with blue eyes, and the head of
h;g (tiemper completely, be:in }t]mcclllvlpun» ancient god. * ~ an
ithed ™ in“conséquende, an ad almost |- It was Flsl a -
thrown away the fight, that he listencd | father. - ?ermao '.I'lmalte \I'uv 8
to']us seconds’ adnce and decnded to play Q “Why,* \I: Thwaitesy”’ s.ud Bob
.safe.- > - - Randle_ in amazement, ‘¢ what's the mat-’
From that moment he steadled hxmself ter?”’ - But the ﬁsherman bhrust him:
~and safe he was, do what Tom Craw ley |'aside,- and- turned to the sailot- boy. '
"would.* Still he could not weaken, slow, | ¢ Tom—Tom Crawley—my dear Lul -
or punish.his man,” and ‘as the “contést |'the - villaing—the. - cold-blooded .mur.

neared its ‘allotted span, the murmuring | devers!- . The' scoundrels! If there's a
crowd knew already w hat the verdxct was [ God in heaven, He 1l one day _punish
going to be. - - el H ‘em—"’ - Ao

_Tom_ had won. Outside a knock- out it | Tom's face. went very white.
was a cert, ‘even though the civilian ha.d * ““ What'’s the .matter,* Mr. Thwmre*""
put up a plucl\y ﬁrrht ' he asked, staring mto the seaman s blua
¢ Shouts,* - cat- callst -- laughter, cheers eyes. _ . -
punctuated the passmo' of the bout to its | “ The Elsie Jane s gone down—the\. Vo
cl'ose -0 'sunk her—-torpedoes Your l'ather went
"And . at Iast the breathleeq boxers | out mine-sweeping aldng o' some o
dropped their hands, and fell into each |the others, or my girl would have been
other’s 'arms, as the tlmel\eeper called aboa;d and they - got her just off
¢ Enou gh!”  « -~ | Stagg’s’ Head Point. . She went ‘down
You are too quick and too artfu] fol like a stone, they sav—her botfom blown
me, ‘Tom,”-said-Bob Randle, w nth a tinge | clean out of her. .I had to come her.—1I

of .envy._in his voice. . . knew you’d want to know—"" - .

- Wh don t you say too cle\ er, Bob,” Tom staggered back, anhast una Y
rétirne -thé “happy little sailor-boy. | speak for a momenf e
e But my, you put up a game chow and He clutched at hlS throat Pl‘ v

once you shook me badly with that rwht' he was able to g a.a‘) out the word.
of yours. " It was a gland fight. Won't| * Andfather—Bill Riley —Sam, tl By
you shake hands?” ° v | —what_of them—1?" .

.Bob laughed happily. “I wnll‘, Tom, “ Gone 'to Davy Jones's locker, e\
Put- it there,” said he, and they shook | One of ’em, for the devils never gave ‘i
hands like the truest of old friends, while:| dog’s chance _answered Fisherman
‘tears filled Mary’s eves as_ she reall~ed Th“a:tes, and Tom leelmrr bacl\, four
what thorough good lads both of them h‘[?"‘lf in the arms’of prcrey” Mary:
were. - - . e B - ‘“Tom—Tom—dear,”’ faltered the il

-And then—then—aomethmn‘ happenoc] through™ her blinding" teais” ™ b hrn )

There was a rush of men towardy the | Tbe brave.” It’s fate-——xt; fate .

P

ring; and under the ropes- dived al, - “ (To b° ccnlmued)

- = . - - . - — - = - - P S - T « - "~
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NEXT WEEK will appear’

“ LOOT!”

A Tale of NELSON LEE, NIPPER, and The * BLACK WOLF."
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