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DON'T WAIT TILL ,

THE ‘WAR -IS OVER!

Begin Reading
“THE. MARVEL’
NoOwi I

Two Fine, Roysing Complete Yarns Every Week.
"They'll Thrill you, Enteftain you, and Amuse you!

BE DONE WITH WAR WORRIES!
Get‘‘ The MARVEL’" Every Tuesday. ONE PENNY Everywhere.
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GROWING TIRED OF THE PERMANENT WAY,

LEAVES THE RAILS AT A CURVE, WITH DISAS.

TROUS CONSEQUENCES—AND NLLSON LEE

AND AN IMPORTANT PERSON NAMED

NIPPER—MYSELF, TO WIT—MEET MR. I'avlL
H. DAINTON.

HEN a real autlior wrsites a storv,
\x/ he starts it with a prologuc, as
often as not. 1 suppose lLc con-
siders it’s more classy. or sowmne-
thing ; or perhaps it’s recally necessary.
Anyhow, 1've bcen thinking of the
yarn I'm going to tell, and I don’t seo
why I shouldn’t start mine with a pro-
logue. I just asked the guv’'nor whut e
* thought—he's lolling lazily in the big
chair, smokimg and reading—and he told
me to get on with the business instead
of jawing so much. He didn’t use those
actual words, but that's near enough.

Well, having decided 40 open with a
prologue, I'll get busy.
One brighﬂ, 3"’ summer evening,

dhasnfnra - M-'-nn '_.. nn:‘ mysyr.

It was a piece of rotten cheek, anvhow,
to shunt us out of the way. Our train
was called an express, but 1t didn’t hap-
pen to be such an express expreas as the

other express.

Now, 1 think Fve ex-

pressed that rather well. (I just pointed
out that joke to the guv'nor, and he's
ncarly slaughtered me for it.)

You sec, Nalson Lee and I were on our
way to London from Manchester, and the
train we were waitiug for was from
Liverpool. The Liverpool train was a

Loat express, and 80 was considered more

imrortant' than ours. g ,
t was nearly dark, and the electri~
lights were going strong—all biinle
down, of course. Nobody was expeoting
Zeppelins, because it was going to e »
bright, moonlight night; but regulations
are regulations.
Government making regulations if people
don't keep ‘em?” -

We had been waiting about five
minutcs, and b(

amninal a armnal

What'’s the good of the

this time we were pushed

mlatfarem inr anv Aant_af thia.
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the sauce to wave to me, and I had the
sauce to wave back. I don’t mind looking
at sights of that variety.

“* Of course, I'm a fearfully staid chap
usually, but if those girls had stayed there
much fonger I might even have winked
- to them. (There’s another joke there, if
you look for it. I haven’t dared to point
1t out to the guv’nor this time.)
- But the girls didn’t stay there. I
. spotted another sight waddling along the
platform. This time it was an elderly
dame, as broad as she was high, and she
beckoned the girls towards her with an
imperious motion.

‘“ Oh, crumbs!” I grinned. ‘ They’'re
going to get imto hot water for waving
to me! ell, I can’t help iti: They
waved first, the bounders!” -

“ What are you talking about, Nij-
per?’”’ asked the guv’nor, behind me.

- * Oh, nothing, sirI’’ I said promptly.

Just then I heard a rumble in the dis-
tance, and -1 gazed u? the line in the
dusk. I couldn’t see tar, because there
was a sharp curve just outside the station.
My eyes are first-class, I believe, but they
can’t see round curves when there are
trees and houses and embankments in
the way. - S

I'm conscious of the fact that I’ve Lecen
treating the subject in a tLOky kind of
way; yet, to tell the truth, there was

rim tragedy in the air just then. I

idn’t know 1t ut the time; but I knew
it a minute later, '

1 was leaning out of the window, and I
~whistled cheerily. We should s6on be on
the -way ‘again, I thought. After the
other -express had roared through, we
should start off practically at once.
~Then we had a clear run to Londun,
except for one stop. We were going to
partake of " supper at a decent little
restaurant we knew  of. in Shaftesbury
Avenue. The restaurant wasn’t mueh to
look™ at, but the proprietor knew what a
good supper was. And so did we.

As 1 watched the permanent-way, 1
mentally decided what I should have in
he grub line. . By the time London was
reached, I should have a terrific appetite,
and, what with the Food Controller and
“other troubles, I was ‘sondering hdow I
should get enough gr:> to satisfy me.
Pm not a food-hog, but I -2 got a healthy
appetite. The guv’no: has sometimes
insultingly remarked that I have lost my
own appetite, and found a donkey’s.

And then I saw the through express
coming along. She was just appeaning
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round the curve, and I thought, even at.
the time, that ehe was going pretty
speedily. She was late, and the driver
was apparently making ug for lost time.

Like so many other drivers, he bus-
calculated. .

I was just finishing up my whistling
solo with a few crescendo notes when
my heart seemed to leap into my wouth.
My gaze was fixed carelessly on the on-
coming express.

The great locomotive suddenly seemed
to sway; then it leapt clean into the air
a matter of two feet. The whole ghastly
affair was over in a few seconds, although
it seemed ages to me.

I saw it all. .

The express engine crashed down, stag-
gered, and fell upon its side; and, be-
hind, I saw the coaches pile ti:-mselves
u% splintering and cras 'n%’ te.:cfully.
The noise, in fact, was appalling. - ’

Just for one second a dead silence
reigned. Then a series of wild cries came
to my ears. Shrieks, groans, and shouts.
And above them all came the roar of
escaping steam. The disaster had hap-

ened about three hundred yards up the
gw, and so I could sce and hear every-
thing: S )

Nelson Lee, behind me in the carriage,
jumped to his feet. |

“ What on earth was that, Nipper?”
he asked sharply.

“ Great heavens!” I gasped. * It's—
it’s a smash, guv'nor! That other cxpress
has come to grief - the curve!”

The guv’'nor shuved me aside without
ceremony, and locked out of the window.

‘'When he withdrew his heady, lLe was

grave. ’
“T am afraid the accident is terribly
serious,”” he said quickly. ‘‘Come,
Nipper!” o _
e opened the door and leaped duwn
upon the track. I followed, and together
we pelted alonf the permanent way in
the direction of the train smash.. re-
member seeing those two girls for a
second. They were bending over the
stout old lady, who had collapsed uron
one of the seats in a dead faint.
I won’t attempt *~ descrit,» the dread-
ful scer~s we wi: -ed. I loathe har-
rowing defails ¢! ..iway accoun'’s, and

so I' certainly - = gzoing to write any
mys:iS. I've got icthing else to write
about.

' . e .

And the accident wasn’t half so serious
as I had first supposed. Only two coaches
had been smashed. The others vere
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derailed,” but not injured. -The passen-f dred in this bundle alone, and there we, e
gers had received nothing worse than a|three more exactly the rame!

shaking. ‘““Come, Nipper!"” said the .nv'nor
- In the foremost coach, however, three | impatiently. * Hurry yourseli ™

poor people had been- killed and scveral| ‘‘ Look at this money, sir!” 1 ex-
injured; and in the second coach about|claimed. ¢ There's about two thousand
a dozen passengers were injured less eeri- | quid here, I reckon—two thousand qmud
ously. Nelson Lee and I arrived just as}in one-pound currenoy notes!"”

the confusion wag at its worst stage. Nelson Lee took the bundle I Landed

. People were running from all direc-| to him. Then he placed it in the valise

tions, and the uninjured passenge:s were| with the others, and snapped the thing

crowding  out of the rear coaches.|to.” Although it ha been burst open

frightened and shaken. Many were fuaint-| with the impact, the lock snapped oll

ing. The %UV nor paused in his run|right. Possi lﬂ Mr. Dainton had lieen
eny. e

quite sudd _ looking into the valise at the time of
Almost at our fect lay a still figure. | the smash. . ’

It was that of a middle-aged man—a ““ It 13 fortunate for this gentleinan that
gentleman, by the look of him. And he| we happened to discover the money, Nip-
had apparentg been thrown clean out of | per,”” said Lee dryly. ¢ Treasury ndtes
the coach. There was no sign of injury | ace tempting. They are legal tender, and
visible. _ | represent cash.”

Lee bent down and made a brief| ‘ But fancy cazgying two thousand
examunation, = . —' '

‘““ Nothing Bserious, Nl;:f)er '” he re-| My dear Nipper, that is this gentle-
marked shortly. ‘‘ Stunned—that’s all!” | man’s business—not ours,” interjected

The guv’nor is a bit of a doctor in his| the guv'nor. *‘I cxpect he has an excel-
way. fact, I'd sooner be attended ty | lent reason for carrying such a sum with
Nelson Lee any day than by a profes- | him. It is not enormous, after ull. But
sional doctor. -He soon discovered that|it will be as well, perhaps, to make sure
the passenger had no broken bones. that it is really his property. ‘ Dainton,’

The guv’'nor’s idea, of course, was to|isn’t it?”’ o
render all the service possible; and Le] Nelson Lee slipped his fingers into the
was rising to his feet, with the intention | unconscious man’s lower vest pocket, and
of moving along to another injured pas- | fished out a small card-case. 1 glanced
senger, when he pointed. round, shivering a little. The cries of

‘I suppose that is the gentleman’s|the wounded, just near by, were awful
valise, Nipper?” he asked. ‘‘ Just see.” | to listen to.

Just near me there was a small leather | _Rescue work had commenced now.
case, lying ‘between the metals of the | Very fortunately no fire was caused—and

- ¢ down " line. It had burst open, and | fire is the terrible danger in railway acci-

: dl £ ] dents. The death-roll would have becen
tl;il: wfrewgg?eo?:rn a::l 'oloc?l?gc?"atyltlﬁg treble if a fire had broken out, for meny

valise in the dim evening light. people were pinned beneath the wreckage
There was a name painted on the —people who were only slgghtl.y l..njllred..
leather in black characters: . The locomotive was still hissing furi-

' " «Pp. H DAINTON.” ously, but something like order wus being

restored. Willing hands were. rescums
1 fielded the scattered bundles, and | the injured. They were all round us, an

piled them into the case. But suddenly I| people were passing .to and fro cuo-
used, and looked at the things in my stant!r, with stretchers and thmF. But
and. | nobody took any notice of us. ‘The rail-
I was holding a neat bundle of papers, | way officials and others saw that we

.more like a tightly ?:d‘ed ream of small | needed no assistance. _

notepaper than anything else. It was tied] ¢ Dear me! This is interesting,” said

with green tape. I looked at it more| Nelson Lee suddc-.-nlij _ ““Yes, Nipper,

ain

. closely, and then started, this valise is Mr. ton’s proporty.
““ My~ hat! This represents a decent | Come, we will carry the poor gentlemun
sum!”’ I ejaculated. away from this pandemonium. I dare

For I saw that the papers were nothing | 53y the waiting-rooms are being prepare
‘more nor less than onc-pound Treasury | for the reception of the {nlgreg.’ .-
potes! There must have been five hun-* *‘ What's interesting, sir? I asked.
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Pot answer the guv’'nor me Mr.
Dainton’s card, and then brought out his
brandy-flask, and forced some of the
spirit betwecn the injured man’s teeth.
Meanwhile, 1 looked at the slip of paste-
board .

On it T saw;

“ PAUL H. DAINTON,
Messrs. Bevison, Norton & Co.,
Gray’s

. Ion Roed, W.C."
Then, of course, 1 understood why
Nelson Lee bad

said that it was in-
teresting, for the i

emises of MAlessra.
Bevison, Norton & go.. engravers, eotc.,

were situated only a few dozen yards
our own rooms m Gray’s Inn Road.
] remembered now that a Mr. Dainton
was & junior partner in the firm.
Being a neighbour of ours, as it were,
1 knew other details concerning the firm.
Tdis Mr. Dainton, for uuﬁplc. was only
@ recent acquisition. e and Mr.
Bidney Bevison were.' the irm.’”” There
was no ‘‘Co.”” That was just for the
eake of effect. The ‘‘ Norton,” too, had
Besn out of the business for years and

years; but, of course, the name was still
wsed

For Messrs. Bevison, Norton & Co.,
eng~ivers, had been established for
semething like sixty-seven years. It was
one of oldest and most respectable
Dusinesses in London.

I bhad eseen Mr. Bevison now and
sguin. He was younger than Mr. Dain.
ton, although the senior partner. Only a
‘'year or two ago old Mr. Bevison, th-
son of the founder, had diad, leaving *
‘Wusiness in the sole charge of his «
and Sidney Bevison h taken [
Dainton into partnership with him.

| had never seen Mr. Dainton bef
meither had the guv’'nor.

Naturally .4
were alightly interested.

We felt that

\his man waan’y nnctlﬁ.l stranger, and
1 was glad that we had done him a
eervice.

The brandy which Lee bad adminis-
tered soon had ellect, for a little colour
stole into Dainton’s cheeks. Ho was a
man . { about forty-eight, w-'. Huilt, and

cdressed extremely weoll face was
<lean-shaven, and his .rk, with
little specks of grey h- . thare.

.o ianess, haw-
.~ | [ managed to

" He didn't recover

ever, and Nelson [o- |
stagger with him '{ the waiting-
cooms, wherv n‘joo-; viured paten
gers were already being treated Doc-
tore were on the scene, and everything
was bustle. Yet, at' the same time, there

-

was an air of gloom and tragedy.hang.
ing over all.
ving seen Mr. Dainton comfortable,
the guv’nor and I sallied out again. We
I::lped .witl'a the rescue work mthdabrill,
pair of us getting grimy an ack
with hauling the maml woodwork and
steel about. '
About an hour later we went to the
waiting-room agqain, carrying between us

a poor girl of sixteen, who was sufferin
from a ad crushed foot. She was conq
scious, and bore the agony bravely. She

was & nice-looking E'll, too, and her
father was with us. He, poor chap, was
nearly distracted, although he badn'’t
suffered much. i

We had helpéd bim to extricate his
daughter, and were now oonvqing her
to the temporary ‘‘hospital’” on a
hastily-improvised stretcher. We srrived,
and the girl's foot was soon being
attended to.

Nelson Lee and I were leaving the:
waiting-room again when he turned to-
w the corner where Mr. Dainton lay.
He bhad seen that the injured man was
just on the point of recovering. The
doctor informed us that he hud been
partially conscious for ten minutes past.

Now, as we stood near him, he opened
his eyes. The guv'nor wouldn't have
stayed, only both he and I were in need
of a short rest. We had been working
strenuously for over an hour without a
second’s respite. .

‘* Feeling hetter, Mr. Dainton?!”’ asked
Lee pleasantly. _ |

“ﬁy head—my head!” mutteroc{ ‘the;

ee

sther. ' Ob, what has h&gpen;ld?l f
or the love o

:hat my bead is on *re.

' inercy give me soms water!'

About five minutes’ before, the doctor
told us, Mr. Dainton had refused to
swallow any water. But now he drank
eagerly, and his coudition improved
markedly. At the end of three minutes
he was lxlly conscious. .

" Yes, the accident—the accident, of
course,”” he saad quietly. " ' Good

racious' What a terrible crash it was!

m [ badly injured, doctor?”

The doctor, in bhis shirt-aleeves,
laughed. o

vJust & bad hum: - v dear sir.”” he
said. “Lhave t . your head. and
It < you will . to continue vour
jour~-- after a ot. If the athers
W 'jred ne thnn J’ournelf “w O
shouiu not worr, 1.’

“ Theres are nu .ones broken’ asked
Mr. Dainton. - |
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. "You are quite sound,” smiled the

doctor. * There is not oven a trace of

concussion. You really had a miraculous

escape. It ;.ptgurs that you were hurled
e

clean out o train at the moment of
the crash.”

Mr: Dainton nodded.

‘“Yes, that is 80,”" he eaid. I re-
member falling. It was terriblo—terrible!
Oh, but what of my valise? Good-
heavens! Have you—"

. }}Il.a was ctl:rtinl;g up with comllternatiog
in his eyes, but the doctor quietly presse
him back. - 1 7P

“Your valise is here.,” he said, indi-
cating 1t with a nod of his head. ‘‘ This
gentleman—Mr. Nelson Lee—brought it
in with you. You have to thank him

for—"'

“Mr. Nelson Lee!” echoed Dainton
slowly. ‘‘Oh, yes, of course! I have
heard the name before. I am glad to
meet you, Mr. Lee._ Thank you for what
you have done. You are the private
detective, 1 beliove?’

The guv’'nor smilingly nodded.

‘T was fortunate in rescuing your
. "valise, Mr. Dainton,” he replied. *‘It
‘m.};‘ lymg in the space between the down
raus.”’

“1 am grateful to you, Mr. Lee—
deeply grateful I’ eaid the other. ‘' That
valise contains some extremely valuable

lans and documents. It would have

een a great loss to me if they had been
dostroyed.” ]

I stared a little. Mr. Dainton hadn't
even mentioned the bundles of currency
notes. '

“1 should think those notes would
have been a loss, too, sir,”” I put in dnly.

Mr. Dainton started. .

‘“ Notes—notes!"”" he echoed, with sud-
den vigour. * By Heaven, have you been
pryi’rln% into——'

**That i scarcely a pleasant word to
use, Mr. Dainton,” interrupted the guv’'-
nor quietly. * Nlpi)er has not been pry-
ing, neither have 1.

‘“ Nevertheless, you appear to have in-
spected the contents of my private travel-
ling-case,”’ said Dainton angrily. * That
is iudl the act of a gentleman, Mr,
Lee. d)nfound you for your infernal
impertinence !"’ |

bristled with anger at those words.

** Why, your valise was lying open on
the ground!”” 1 oxclaimed hotly. ** There
wasn't any impertinence at all! If it
hadn’t been for us, as a matter of fact,
all that money of yours would have been
scattered by this time!"”

My valise was locked securrlyt”
ejaculated Mr. Dainton furiously. *' I re-
fuse to believe that it was found open.
You are a dotective—a scoundrelly spy!
It 1s your business to pry into other
people’s affairs' How dare you open my

rivate valise and examine its contents'

ow dare you—"'"
" What Nipper said was the truth, Mr.
Dainton,” put in the guv’nor, keeping his

temper_with difficulty. * We found your
case lying open, and we replaced the
contents, and fastened it up again._ Un-
der the exceptional circumstances, I will
overlook your insulting words; but I
should certainly expect an apology.”
““An apology!” snapped Dainton:
“You are a prying busybody, sir! If
there is a single note missing from my
valise, I shall place the matter in the
hands of the police at once!”
“Well, I'm hanged!” I gasped, red
with indignation. i
Nelson Lee compressed his lips, and
quietly walked away. The doctor fol-
lowed us a few yards towards the door.
““He's unstrung,’”’ he eaid. *‘ All the
same, the fellow is deucedly ungratefal!
Don't take any r.otice of his preposterous
threat, Mr. Lee!”’ S
‘1 sesure you I shall distniss the matter
from my mind,” said the guv’'nor shortly.
And he passed outside, without even
lancing at Mr. Dainton again. I fol-
owed, and proceeded to air my indig-
nation. . .
_ ““The rotter!” I gasped ‘' Threaten-
ing to report to the pohco—when 1t nuas
us who saved his rotten money! Actually .
suspecting us of keeping some cf the
filthy ultuﬂ! Why,d.idn't you answei him
properly, guv'nor?”’ S
‘ Because he is injured. Nipper.” re-
plied Lee. ‘‘ And because it is really not
worth the trouble. We know, however,
that it will be wisdom on our part to
have no relations with Mr. Paul Dainton.
The man 1s obviously a cad. He doer
not even possess decancy enough to

-accept a gentleman's word!”’

T felt like punching his beastly nose?!”
I growled. o
““That would have served no good
purpose, young 'un,’” said the guv'nor.,
“Wouldn't 1t? It would have eased
my feelings !’ ' .
‘My dear lad, don’t put yourself out,
smiled Nelson Lee. ' We can afford to
ignore thc man's coarscness. 1 told the
doctor that I should dismiss the matter
from my mind. 1 am gou.\; to do eo—
and you must do the same. Perhaps, iz o
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weck or so, Mr. Dainton will have. the
courtesy to call upon us, at Gray's Inn
Road, and apologise for his singular con-
duct to-night. I hope so0.”

We went down the line to see if we
could be of further assistance, and were
soon busy. Mr. Paul H. Dainton was
forgotten completely. He was a cad and
« rotter, and, as the guv’nor said, wasn’t
worth worrying about.

We didn’t see him again.

But we little guessed how this incident
was to be recalled before the month was
ous. LT L

And that’s the end of the prologue‘.‘

-

CHAPTER L

JN WHICH SIR JAMES BATLEY OALLS 'l.'I'!‘ON|
U8B, AND GIVES US SOME HIGHLY INTEREST-
ING INFORMATION—NELSON LEE CONFERS
WITH S8COTLAND YARD, AND WE LEARN

MUCH CONCEBNING MESSRS., BEVISON,
NORTON & CO. AND WE ARE DECIDEDLY
SUSPICIOUS.

UST over three weeks later, on a
hot, blazing morning, Nelson Lee
and 1 were bu:y in the laboratory,
making an - ctant experimnent in
~ction with . .= of poisoning wlich

.5 occupying ti.- guv'nor’s attention at

tho moment. . ;
1 was glad that :his work had to be
was cool and

dorc, for the wber-tor :

airy, and it was qm'egeasant in thero.

Out in the street, in Gray’s Inn Road,

the summer sun was shining brilliantly,

but with too much warmth for comfort.
London, in the miudle of 4 heat-wave,

wasn't the coolest spot on earth.

And in the laboratory Nelson Iee had
appliances for keeping the place cool in
the very hottest weather. So [ wasn’t to
be blamed for liking th:.r particular
apartmer: “etter than any ner on this
certain morning. .

We had nearly concli.cu ihe experi-
#iert when the 'phons Il -ang. '

**Oh, rats!"” I sail  tably.

"* See who it i3, Nipper.””

I passed through into the con. . ..g-
room, and grabbed the instrument,
~ '*Who’s that?’ 1 demanded im-
patiently. . ‘ Hallo!” -

** Am I speaking to Mr. Nelson Lee?”
came a refined voice over the wires.

“No.” I replied. 7 ~ e Lee’s
assis. _.it."”

“*Is Mr. Lee at home?"” ]

“Yes; but _he's very busy,” I said
pointedly,
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. ““I wish to consult Mr. Lee on a'very
important matter,”” came the voice,
“Will you please fetch him to the
telephone?”’
* What name shall T give, sir?”
“Sir James Batley, of the Treasury.”
“Oh!” I exclaimed. *‘‘ All right, sir!
Hang on a moment!” )
I hadn’t thought that the ’phone-caller
was such a distinguished individual as a
Government department official. And in
less than a minute the guv’'nor was
spcaking at the instrument. He was
soon finished,*and he hung up the re-
ceiver. He glanced at his watch, and
hi¢ a cigar. i |
“Well, what’s the trouble, sir?’ 1
asked. ‘‘ What’s wrong at the Treasury?
Have they mislaid an official, or are there

a few million pounds knocking about
that want finding "’

“1 have no idea of the business upon
which Sir James wishes to consult me,”
replied the guv'nor. ‘' He asked me to

o to the Treasury without delay at

rst, but then, on second thoughts, de-
cided to visit me here. Sir James will
be round in about a quarter of an hour.”

‘“ Must be important, then,” I said.
““I can understand a Government official
asking you to visit him; but I should
say a disaster has occurred. if the official
decides to take the trouble to visit you.
Perhaps they want you to be Prime
Minister,”” 1 added.

Nelson Lee grinned at my third-rate
humour, and passed into the laboratory
again. We finished the experiment just
as Sir James Batley drove up in his
whacking great motorcar. He was
shown up into the consulting-room. and

fpkund the guv'nor and me very business-
ike,

“T have come to you, -Mr. Lee, be-
cause I am anxious to enlist your ser-
vices,”” said Sir James, after he had
a* -ken hands. ‘ Yecu have, on several
cceasions, performed excellent service for
the Government, and in this affair vou
w=ill have ampi~ opportunity of proving

. your very rem.:rkab 3] ability.”

That was_a pretty good way to begin,
anyhow. Perhaps Sir James intended
his words to be ﬂatterin;i. They weren't.
They were just the truth.

“Scotland Yard ha3 been hard at vork
for a for::.ight | and the official
police have, I belie.. made certain. head-
way,”” went on the Treasury gentleman.
““But the matter 13 so urgent that I wish
to have the best brains in the kingdom at
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work upon the case. Your unique ex-
perience with crime and the criminal
classes, Mr. Lee, may possibly ly:lp tho
Government very materially, It is a
case of ‘all hands to the pump,’ and
your hands are exceptionally able."’

““May I inquire what the trouble is?”’
smiled the guv’nor. -

“I am about to tell vou,” said Sir
‘James, toying with the seal on his heavy
gold watch-chain. He was a slim gentle-
man of about sixty, and had been a
famous politician for many years. ‘‘ At
the Fresent moment there are a number
of false Treasury-notes in circulation,
both ten-shilling and one-pound—chiefly
the latter.”

““A Scotland Yard friend imparted
that information to me a week ago, 8ir
James,”’ said Nelson Lee. ‘‘He was
quite worried about the matter.”

* With excellent reason, Mr. Lee,” said
Sir James. ‘' The number of false notes
which have been issued is appalling. We
had fully believed that the new cne-
poynd mnotes were incapable of being
forged. Of course, a clumsy attempt
might be made—we were prepared for
that. But the actual fact is staggering.
‘The country is flooded with counterfeit
currency notes—and it is Blmost a matter
of impossibility to detect the forged
from the genuine.”

“I did not think the matter was so
serious as that,”’ remarked the guv'nor.
“Jt 18 serrous, Mr. Lee—terribly
.serious!”’ said Sir James Batley gravelfr.
*‘ These spurious notes are undoubtedly
the most perfect forgeries which have
"ever been gjroulated. I, myself, cannot
detect the difference between the worth-
less imitation and the actual currency.”
‘“‘ But there is a difference?”’
“Certainly! The false notes possess
Beveral minute flaws,’’ said Sir James.
‘“They are_invisible to the naked eye,
however. It is only possible to detect
those flaws by the aid of a powerful light
and a powerful magnifying lens.” ‘
‘“‘They are clever men at work, ap-
-parently,”’ eaid the guv’'nor. |

““They are so clever that the notes
are stilf being issued broadcast,” said
'Sir James. ‘' The police have made r.o

arrest, and, so far as I can understand,
they are at 8 deadlock. Their investiga-
-tions have reached a point beyond which
it is impossible to proceed. The whole
matter 1s most distressing. The country
~is literally flooded with- worthless cur-
yency. For all 1 know to the contrary, I

may have soma of the false notes in my
purse at this very minute."

“And you wish me to iuvestigate, Sir
James?"”

“If you are agresab'c,” said our

visitor. ‘It etruck me, Mr. T.ce. that
you rmay possibly succced where the
official detective {orce has failed. The
matter 1s 8o urgent that I am really
desperate. I quite realise that you may
be unable to assist even in the “slightest
degree. Yet, on the other hand, your
knowledge of London’s underworld may
lead you to investigate in certain quar-
ters which the police have overlooked.
You will work, too, in an unofficial
capacrty—and that may mean a grcat
deal. Much as I admire the Criminal
Investigation Department, I nevertheless
appreciate the fact that your abilities are
of a much bigher standard than those
of the average Scotland Yard detective.
In short, Mr. Lee. 1 want you to' do
your very utmost in this vital matter.
If you fail no harm will be done: and if
you succeed—— Well, you may be sure
that the Government will repay vou
handsomely. As a beginning, I should
suggest that you confer with Scotland
Yard. Having learned all the known
facts, you will then, of .course, work on
your own lines.”

That was rather a decent speech of
Sir James's. There was no flattery in-
tended, and it was rather nice to know
that he really appreciated the guv'nor’s
sterling abilities. He evidently had mcre
faith 1n Nelson Lee than in Scotland
Yard; and that was certainly gratifying.
I decided that for a Government official
Sir James Batley was a remarkably
sensible man. . i

Nelson  Lee lay back in his chair,
silent for a fow moments. .

“I will get to work just as soon as
possible, Sir James,”’ he said at last. - ,

“You accept the Government’s com-
mission, then?’’ asked our vimtor.

‘I can scarcely do otherwise,”’ smiled
the guv'nor. “ Since ;ou have such
faith in me, Sir James, I feel-that it s
incumbent upon me to prove that your
confidence 18 not misplaced. I appreciate

our compliments, and I will do my very
l‘:')est. I cannot say more than that.
Please let me add, }lqwever, that it is
impoasible for me to give any guarantce
of success.”’ _— ,

““My dear sir, I fully realise that!” ..

“It is possible—probable, even—that
my efforts will be a complete failure,
went on Nelson Lee rather unnecessarily,
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T thought. *“But, as you yourself
said, it is a case of ‘all bands to the
pomp.” I will gladly lend my hand in
this critical matter. “You can give mo
no further information, Sir James?”’

-¢¢ T could do so, but I should prefer you
to talk- the matter over with the Chief
Commissioner of Scotland Yard,”” re-
plied the other. ‘‘ He, of course, has the
whole matter at his finger-tips, and will
.tell you everything he knows. I shall,
of course, acquaint him with the fact
that you are interesting yourself in this
grave business.”’

“T will visit Scotland Yard this after-
noon,’”’ said the guv’'nor.

Shortly afterwards Sir James Batley
left, and Nelson Lee was vel? thought-
ful. He looked at me absent { through
a haze of cigar smoke. Then he rose to
-.bis feet and paced the consulting-room
s fow times. o

‘“It's a tall order, Nipper,”” he re-
. marked, after a bit. .

% Yes, it seems a bit steep, sir,’”’ I said.
¢ I wonder whether we shall be success-
ful? It would be a fine smack in the eye
for the Yard if we collared the forgers.”

“ My dear Nirver, I have no desire
to smack Scotlar ! Yard in the eye, as
youn vulgarly put it,’ said the guv’'nor.
* In this particular affair I am working—
or shall be working, since I have not
started yet—with the official police. They
will supply me with information, and
] shall return the compliment, if pos-
sible.”’

“There doesn’t seem to be any start-
ng-point,”’ I said, frowning.

‘* We can:..t be vire of that until I
hnv?, interviewed Sir Zonald Lyle, Nip-

r. o
. “Untl you have? What about me?”’
. **} don't see why you should interest
yoursel[—'' - -

**Don’t you, guv'mor?”’ I growled.
‘“ Well, I do! . I'm in this business, don’t
forget! When you go round to Scotland
Yard I want to come with you.”

** Sinc you have given me your orders.
Nippe:-, I cannot, of course, refuse,” =
Nelson Lee amoothly.  * Perhar~s v
would Krefer mo to drop out of the .i'.
altogether? Perhaps you will interview
S Donald—=""

1 grinned.

** Oh, come off it, guv'nor!” I said
meekly. *‘If you don’t let me come,
that's the end of it. But I jolly well
.want to come. We're on Government

work now, and we shall have to lock alivel

if wo're going to defeat these forgers.
They must be clever blighters to flood
the cguntry with bad currency. I say,
I wonder if these notes in my pocket
are duds?”’ ‘
Nelson Lee chuckled, and promised to
let me go with him. Accordingly, that
afternoon, we trotted round to Scotland
Yard. We were at once shown into the
private office of Sir Donald Lyle, the
Chief Commissioner of the Metropolitan
Police—and therefore the head of Scot-
land Yard. The guv’'nor knew him well,
of course, and I'd met him once or twice.
He had been expecting us.

‘Sir J. Batley informed me that
you were going into this forgery affair
with us, Mr. Lee,”” said Sir Donald.
“I'm glad. The more brains the better
—and your brains are of the right
quality. To be quite frank, we are at a
deadlock. @ We have got to a certain
point, and we can’t get any further. .
. What is that certain point?’’ asked
the guv’nor. -

‘“I’ll just tell you the outlines as a
commencement,’”’ said the Chief Commis-
sioner, lying back in his chair. “De-
tails can come afterwards. Well, our ex-
perts were not long in identifying the
paper upon which the false currency is
pninted. The paper is very aumilar to
that used for the genuine notes—but not
quite the same. The watermark is a

masterpiece of imitation. Just see for
yourself, Mr. Lece.”

He handed the guv’nor two one-pound
Treasury notes—at least, that’s what they
lookehc} 'k?. ~ But It:me of t.hc-ﬁn was a
worthless forgery. 1t was rea 1mpos-
sible o tell which was which. he b
tation' was an amazingly clever piece of
work. It had evidently been produced

by master artists and the most modern
machinery. | '

‘“ You say that you have identified the
paper?’’ asked Lee. .

“Yes. It is manufactured by th.
well-known J)aper-making firm of -
~+!a's, Ltd., of Leatherhead,” said :-
.Jd.  *“They, of course, are absc-
r above auspicion.  This paper 13
... Jactured by them, and it leaves their
factory in considerable quantities at
regular intervals. They supply four big
London firms with this special quality of
paper.” .
‘**Only four?” «
““That is all. And two or thiree other
firms in the provinces.””
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. * Surely that narrows down your line

of inquiry ?"".

“One would suppose s0,”” said Sir
Donald. - “ But, as a matter of fact, we
cannot get beyond that point. The four
London firms which get this paper are
Messrs. Rodney’s, Ltd., II. J. Metcalfe
and Sons, Ltd., Bevison, Norton and Co.,
and the London Elite Engraving Co.,
Itd. Every one of thnse firms—"

. ““Bevison, Norton & Co.,” I ejacu-
lated suddenly.

In a flash I saw that train smash again.
I saw Mr. Pau! H. Dainton; I saw the
bundle of one-pound currency notes——
Currency notes! Great Scott! There
were thousands of them! I believe 1
gulped in my sudden excitement. 1
know I went as red as a beetroot with
suppressed emotion.

I saw the guv’nor and Sir Donald Lyle
looking at me curiously. Nelson Lee
was quite calm, but there was a look in
his eye which bade me hold my tongue.
It I had a suspicion; I hdd better keep
it to myself. That's what the guv'nor
said with his eyes. Suspicions were not
much good unless they were substantiated
by facts.

‘““ Well, Nipper?” asked Sir Donald,
¢ what of Bevison, Norton & Co. "

““Oh, nothing much, sir,”” 1 said
promptly. ¢ They’re neighbours of ours,
that’s afl. Their place 13 in Gray’s Inn

Road, vou know.”

The Chief Commissioner nodded.

“]1 see,”” he went on. ‘‘There's
nothing very remarkable in that. my
lad. All these Arms, Mr. Lee, as T was
saying, are above suspicion. They are
of the highest integrity. They cannot
possibly be’ suspected of producing
counterfeit currency. They have their
good names to consider. It would be
the height.of absurdity to suppose that
such well-known firms would resort to
professional forgery."

‘¢ But surely you have approached them
on the subject ?’ asked the guv'nor.

“Of course. We have not hesitated
to make the most intricate inquiries and
" investigations,”” said Sir Donald. ‘‘ My
men set to work avstematically, and each
firm is visited, and their books examined,
their stocks of paper overhauled, their
workshops turned inside out. The result
in each case was—nil. We had suspected,

possibly, that there was a leakage of |

paper, through the medium of a traitor-
ous émployee. .. But this was nqgt the
caso.” - |

- -
* -

9

“You have proved, then, that those
four f{irins are entirely innocent?”

“ Positively. The same applies to the
proviucial fims. That is why the affair
is such a complex puzzle,”” said Sir

Donald, with a frown of anxiety. ‘‘So
far as we have bLeen able to discover,
everything 18 in perfect order. Lvery
ounce of the paper which leaves the fac-
tory of Messrs. Hillmantle's, Ltd., is ac-
counted for.” , |

““And yet the forged notes are printed
on that paper?” ' :

‘“ Undoubtedly.”

“ There must be a flaw somewhere.”’

““That*is obvious. But I'm hanged if
we can find where,”’ said the Chief Com-
missioner. ‘‘ In time, no doubt, we shall
be successful. @ But the matter is so
urgent that we cannot afford to, waste
a day. These false notes are being put
into circulation constantly, and the mat-
ter i1s attaining appalling proportions.
Once we discover the leakage of paper
we shall be on the right tracﬁ."

Nelson Lee stroked his chin, and looked
at me absently.

I tried to look unconcerned, but I was
seething with inward excitement.

“You have no suspicions against any
particular individual—say a member of
one of these firms?"’ asked Nelson Lee.

“In pomt of fact, I suspect overy-
body,”” smiled Sir Donald. ‘' But there
is nobody who is’ receiving special at-
tention. Several of the Yard's best men
are hard at work on the case, but they
don’'t seem to make headway. The fel-
lows who are printing and issuing theee
counterfeit Treasury notes are extremely
clever men.”’ -

‘“ Personally, T am rather inclined to
suspect that the paper is finding its outlet
by means of an employee of one of the
four firms mentioned.”’ said Nelson Lee.
‘““ It 1s even possible that a director of a .
firm is the guilty party—" |

‘““ My dear Lee!” : .

“It is all very well to say that these
big business houses are above suspicion,”
went on the guv'nor. ‘‘In my opinion,
Sir Douald, they are not! It must be
quite apparent to Kou that the false cur-
rency could only be produced upon the
very latest machinery. In short, they-
are produced by a plant which is speciaily
designed for the manufacture of bank-
notes.’’ S ;

¢ Pl‘OCilBLV." . g

“ Very well Where is there such a
plant as thal except in the workshop of
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a big firm? Frankly, Sir Do [
don't think these notes can ba en
produced in an engraving works o. a irm
such as—Messrs. dney’s, Ltd., for ex-
ample. I should like you to give me a
few more details concerning the four
firns which are in regular receipt of
paper from Hillmantle’s, Ltd.”

@ Chief Commissioner was very
obliging. He told us all about Rodney’s,
Ltd., and H. J. Metcalfe & Sons, Ltd.
Then he came to Bevison, Norton & Co.
This is where I became interested.

‘““ As for Bevison’s,”” said Sir Donald,
with a smile, ‘‘they’re about the
soundest irm i London. It i1s an old-
fashioned engraving business. Yet I
don't know whether I ought to say tha-.
For they possess the most up-to-date
machinery, and work exclusively for the
very highest customers. No, no, Lee! It
won’t do to suspect such a firm as Bevi-
son, Norton & Co. They have been
established for over sixty-seven years, and
they now hold contracts with half-a-dozen
foreign . governments for the supply of
bond warrants and bank-notes, and that
sort of thing. The firtn possesses a re-
cord which 1s absolutee;l]y,honourable in
every particular. It really represents the
high watermark of business enterprise
and absolute honesty.”

“ You give Bevison’s a good name,”
remarked Nelson Lee.

“ Certainly—they deserve it,”’ was our
companion’s reply. ‘‘To suggest that
they have anything to do with forgery
is not only preposterous, but farcical.
The partners, at the present day, are
Bevison and Dainton. Mr. Bevison, I
_believe, is at present in Spain, secunny
a. contract for bank-notes, or som~'hing
like that. And Mr. Dainton 15 -'ng
after the irm’s interests at home.

And then Sir Donald gave us a brief
outline of the record of the London Elite
Engraving Co., Ltd. After that he and
the guv’'nor had o bit of a jaw, and then
we left him.

Strictly speaking, I don’t supnose there
was any necessity for me to have gone.

But I was very keen, nevertheless. Both
the wsuv'nor and I-saw things ' '~h Sir
r : Lyle natiically missed. .t_one
ut at the ume of the v ac-
. ...t now came back to 1 <ith
trenmendous foree.
‘fr. Paul Dainton had s08-
aession of a large number ot ©  :toand

currency notes—all of them in bundies,
‘a8 though thcy had just come. off the
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printing-press. And he had flown into a
fury, and had insulted the guv'nor
ahominably when he learned that we had
seen these bundles.

To say the least, the facts were sig-
nificant.
, Nelson Lee and I got into a taxi just
in Trafalgar Square, and I could see that
the great criminologist was not inclined
for conversation. He lay back and
looked at the sky absently, puffing gently
at a cigarette. i

And so I held my tongue—not literally,
of course. R

We reached home in due course, and it
was not until we were in the laboratory
that Nelson Lee condescended to speak.
It was beautifully cool in the laboratory
after the heat and dust of the streets.
_‘“Well, Nipper, what do you think of
it ?”’ asked the guv’'nor abruptly. .

‘““Why, I think that Bevison, Norton

& Co. are the forgers!”’ I replied
promptly. *‘ That’s what I think, sir.”
‘“ Oh, you do?”

¢ Absolutely.”

‘“ And how do you come to that in
teresting conclusion?”’

‘“ ¥ suppose you haven't forgotten that
railway accident in the Midlands, havp
you?” I asked. ‘* What about Dainton
and those bundles of bank-notes? What
about . his unaccountable fury? I tell
you, guv’nor, the thing’s as clear as
daylight.” ‘

Nelson Lee shook his head. .

“I’'m afraid you are rather too prone,
to jump to conclusions, my dear Nip-
per,”’ said Lee. seating himself upon tho
corner of the laboratory bench. * You
say that the whole thing i1s as clear as
daylight? Really, I fail to see it.”

‘“ But—but—"'’

‘“ There is not one iota of evidence
against the engraving firm just down tho
road,” went on Nelson Lee -calmly.
““ Mind you, I shall keep a very special
watch upon Messrs, Bevison, Norton &
Co., because I agree with you in think-
ing that they are connected with this
singular flood of bad currency.”

‘“There - you are!” I
triumphantly.

‘“ Exactly—but I am no further,” said
the guv'nor. ‘“I am like the police,

exclaimed

Nipper: T can get to a certain point,
and n~ further. Bevison's possesses an
unsulli- ¢ -ecord. To bring a charge

against such a firm as that is a very
grave matter. They are not merely an
ordinary printing house; they are in the

-
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confiderce of some of the most famous

never betrayed that confidence. How,
then, can we assume that such an un-
tainted firm should descend to criminal
forgeq " \

‘““It's a bit thick, guv'nor,” I ad-
mitted. ‘

‘‘ Mr. Dainton’s conduct was extra-
ordinary,” continued Nelson Lee. ¢ But
1t was not even suspicious. And, Nip-
per, 1t would be foolish for us to make
the fatal mistake of suspectipg the firm
because of the boorishness of its junior
partner. In all probability he is a man
of honour, although lacking in manners.
Surely, there was nothing remarkable
in the fact that he carried two thousand
pounds in Treasury notes with him?
There is no law against a man doing
that. ‘And his anxiety can be explained
by the fact that he tKought he had lost
the money. Even to a rich man like Mr.
Dainton, two thousand pounds is not a
trifle.”’

‘- Well,
flatly. J
off side to suppose that all

its jolly queer!” T said
‘“ After all, guy'nor, it’'s a bit
the work-

people of that firm are confederates in a

- gagantic fraud. . But the forged notes are
produced somewhere, aren't they ?”’

“I will not dare to deny that state-
ment, Nipper,” smiled Nelson Lee. ‘I
am now going to make a very close ex-
amination of this note,”” he added, pro-
ducing one of the forgeries which Sir
Donald had given him. .

Then . and there he examined the
counterfeit under the light of a powerful
electric lamp, and with the aid of a lens.
At first glance there was no {dxﬂ'erence
whatever between the original and the
false. DBut therec was a difference, and
by this means we could distinguish the
two. -

“If anything, Nipper, the bad note is
more finely produced than the genuine
one,”’ said Nelson Lee. ‘' It is a master-
piece of the®engraver’s art, and it could
only have been produced by expert pro-
fessional engravers, on the very latest
colour-printing machines.”

. *“ And Bevison, Norton & Co. do a lot
of colour-printing. sir,”’ I hinted.

“ Exactf;." elson Lee looked
thoughtful. *‘‘ Bevison’s are ecngaged in
producing bank-notes for several foreign
governments—mainly South American
republics. Upon the whole, Nipper, the
facts are really very significant!”’

. .** But there’s no proof—-"

1 9 ¢

.

¢ . : .
*.__1 . L 11 11 m1 1 ' ‘Ah! T.hat 13 Wl:lat we }'3"9 to dis-
banks in the whole world. lhey have | casxer,” said the guv'nor.

‘““And, what

18 more, young 'un, we are going to set
to work right away.”

CHAPTER IL
IN WHICH I VISIT A CINEMA AND CMERGE

INTO.A THICK MIST—I THEN MAKE A MOST
ABSURD BLUNDER, BUT DON'T BLAME
MYSELF IN THE LEAST—INCIDENTALLY, I
DISCOVER THINGS, AND THOSE THINGS AREB
AMAZINGLY BIGNIFICANT.
URING the next day or two the
D guv'nor was very busy. His
inquiries, however, although
“fruitful in a certain way, were
not absolutely satisfactory. Jie was quite
unable to get hold of anything defimite.
_For example, Nelson Lee discovered
that the falso notes were largely in air-

culation in Birmingham, Manchester,
Liverpool, Leeds. Glasgow, Cardiff,
Southampton, Portsmouth—and, of

course, Londoen. And he discavered that
Mr. Paul H. Dainton, the junior part-
ner in the firm of Bevison, Norton & Co.,

‘had wisited' each of those famous towne

quite recently. :

Yet there was no evidence in these dis-
coveries.

It was strange that Mr. Dainton should
have visited all those towns just pre-
vious to a flood of counterfeit Treasury
notes—it was more than suggestive—but
it was not conclusive evidence. -

Mr. Dainton had toured the ocountry
on business; in every town and city he
had left ample proof that his visits had

een inuocent. But this was probably a
blind. And, try as he would, tﬁe uv’'nor
could not conjure up a single oﬁrecl of
evidence which would lead 'to a oconvic-
tion. S

We suspected Bevison, Norton & Co.--
but that was all. .

Nelson Lee even went to the trouble
of looking into Mr. Dainton’s history.
All the facts concerning his past iife
were capable of bearing the full Lysht
of day. There were one or two periods
which Lee could not trace, but there was
nothing surprming in this. -

So far as the world knew, Mr. Paul
Dainton was an honourable man. _

In fact, I began to have an idea in -
the back of my noddle that. my onginal
suspicions had been off-side; that Mr.
Dainton was merely an ill-mannered hog,
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.and nothing more. In any case, it was
nccessary to have an absolutely open
mind. Just because of that railway-
smash incident it wouldn’t do to jump to
hasty conclusions. ' g
And as for Mr. Bevison being involved
in the forgeries, this was quite out of the
question. He was the younger of the
two partners—although ‘‘ senior ”’ from a
business standpoint. At present he.was
in Spain, on perfectly legitimate busi-
ness.  Nelson Lee very. soon obtained
positive information on this point. ..
Where, then, was the starting-point for
an investigation ? o
To be precise, the starting-point was
in Holborn, for it was there that I first
of all ran into the mist. Because, you
see, 1 happened to butt my head .bang
against something of the utmost impor-
-tance. - :
It was this way.
. One evening, a day or two after our
visit to Scotland Yard, I was feeling
articularly fed-up. The weather had
en rotten all day—muggy and drizzly—
and the guv’nor hadn’t made much pro-
gress. eitber had I. We were botb

tired and irritable, and Lee wanted the |

_consulfing-room to himself, in order to

loast, when I asked him a question he
snappishly told me to be quiet or go out
somewhere. And, as I couldn’t very well
be quiet, I went out. : - _

The guv'nor is like that sometimes.
I don’t blame him. After working hard,
and achieving no possible result, 1t 1s
hound to leave a general, irritable, all-
over-like feeling.

30 I mooched along Gray’s Inn Road,
mocched into Holborn, and then moociz2d
into a cinema. For the first half hour
[ glared at the screen as though the
thing had done me an injury. There
was a rotten, long-drawn-out drama
being shown, .and it bored me to the
noint of trars, -

In "o xas thinking of leaving the
place i 15,13t when a sparkling comedy
came on—one of those quiet comedies
which get hold of you. By the time
that was finished I felt better. I didn’t
glare any longer. Then came a torical
picture, and after that Charlie Chaplin.
. Now, I always did like Charlie. He’s
a splendid tonic for the ‘‘blues.” And
in a few minutes [ was chuckling. Then
1 laughed, and after that I roared.
When at last I left the cinema I was as
cheerful as -a. sandboy—although - my
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spirits were somewhat dampened when I
emerged into the cheerless night.

For a change had come about. Tho
drizzle had stopped, and Holborn was
blotted completely out by a thick, damp
mist. In addition, the night was as black
as ink. This made the whole aspect of
things rather uncomfortable.

For, what with the darkness and the.
mist, it was like walking in a regular
November fog. Yet it was summer-
time. Nobody would have thought so;
but then, we have rummy weather in
London. The mist would lift later on,
of course. And it wasn’t a choky mist—
Just a grey blanket of dampness.

'Buses and taxis were running, but
only very slowly. I walked along Hol-
born cheerfully enough, and wondered if
the guv’nor would be in a better humour
when I arrived home. I didn’t mind the
mist at all; in fact, I rather enjoyed the
experience. It was certainly thick in
Gray’s Inn Road—after I'd found that
famous thoroughfare. . - . . .

And this wasn’t so easy, although I
know the whole district by heart. 1
reached our side—the side on which Nel-
son Lee's rooms were situated, I mean—

J : 0 | and walked along, whistling.
look up some records, or something. At]

It was so dark and misty that I
couldn’t see the edge of the pavement,
and more than once I nearly barged into
some other befogged pedestrian. But
although the weather looked like Novem-.
ber, it didn't feel like it. For the at-
mosphere was muggy and close, and 1
was uncomfortably warm. It was one of
those damp, warm nights when a fellow’s
clothes seem to develop a fit of extra-
ordinary affection, when they cling to
your skin 1. make you irritable.

As T .Jdered along the sidewalk I
mentz _  .solved to indulgze in a good
hot b .3 soon as I got indoors.

In :.oiher minute I spotted our old
door, ' rshed out iny k=-. Mrs. Jones
wa3 peooably in bed by ¢ . I thought,
ag I thrust the key into tne lock. .\t
all events, the electric light wasn’t
switched on in the hall, and the stairs
were dark.

“H'm! Guv’'nor's out, T suppose,”’
I muttered, as I groped forward.

I moun‘ed the stairs leisurely, wonder-
ing a littic at the ‘' feel ” of the balus-
trade. Romehow or other, it wasn’t as
smooth 13 vanal; my hand didn’t slide up
it very easily. And, strangely enough,
it actually seemed smaller. T

““ The .lampness, I suppose.” I thought.
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- Then T caught my foot against one of
the stairs, and stumbled on to my knees.
I lay where I was for a moment, quite
unhurt, but puzzled. It was a jolly funny
thing. I'd never caught my foot on the
stairs before—and I'd mounted 'em hun-
dreds of times in the dark.

I was wondering if the fog had got
into my head, when I became aware of
voices.
of the rooms just aborve.
sulting room, I judged.
evidently had a wvisitor.

Who could it be?

I listened, wondering. No, these
voices were strange—both of them. Nel-
son Lee wasn’t talking, anyhow. That
was queer. Who could be jawing in the
guv’'nor’s consulting-room at this time of
night? It wasn’t very late, of course—
but quite late enough to make the thing
seem curious. : \

Now that I was quite still, the voices
wcre more distinct. . To my surprise, too,
they seemed to be raised in anger.
was so puzzled that I sat there on the
stairs, and stared up into the darkness
with a feeling that something was abso-
lutely wrong. I couldn’t tell what it was
—but I had a vague sensation of strange-
ness,’ R

““It’s risky, sir, that’s what
heard somebody say.

‘“ Nonsense, Garrod! For heaven’s
sake, don’t get nervous,”’ another voice
exclaimed. ‘‘ If there ever was a possi-
bility of danger, it is past now. Scot-
lund Yard has done its worst—and that
didn't amount to much, did 1t?"”

“ That's all very well, sir, but—""
. ‘But—but’'! You're always show-
ing the white feather, Garrod !”’ said the
other voice angrily—and it was a voice
which seemed curiously familiar. 1 tell
gyou there 1s no danger of any sort. Don't
be a fool, Garrod!” .

I was staring blankly into the darkness
Now.

“T'm not a fool, sir!” said the un-
seen Garrod, with equal heat. “But I
know when I've gone far enough. This
game'’s gone far enough, Mr. Dainton—
that's what I say! We'll have the police
on us next!"

Dainton!

I nearly fel

amazement. * C ; _
Ofz course. it was Dainton’s voice right

enough—Paul H. Dainton, of the firm of
Bevison, Norton & Co. But, what in
the name of all that was rummy, could

In the con-
The guv’'nor

it 18, I

I down the stairs in my

Two men were talking in one |

F
4

{
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he be doing
apartments? :

I groped for the banisters to steady
myself, and found them. Then 1 got
anotlrer shock. " The. banisters were
square—perfectly square’! And the ban-
1sters had always been curved and orna-
mented before!

““Great Scott ! I
of realisation.

1 just stood there, quivering. o

.The truth was as clear as daylight to.
me—why the dickens hadn’t I realised it
before? 1 was in the wrong house!
This wasn't the guv’nor’s place at all!
My head seemed to swim for a second
then 1 became intensely alert.

The wrong house!

Yet I could have sworn the door was.
ours; in the mist it looked exactly the’
same. I'd never made such an extraordi-
nary blunder before.. And the key, too!
My key had opened the front door of
this house! T remembered, now, that
the key had furned very stiffly in the
lock—I'd been compelled to force it, in
fact—but, at the time, this hadn’t struck
me very forcibly. The lock wanted oil-
ing, I had supposed. And I'd walked in,_
as bold. as brass, without taking the

liere—in Nelson Lee’s

gasped, with a flood

-
..

slightest precaution in the way of sienc- -
ing my tread. ‘ C

And, because I hadn't taken any pre-
caution, I hadn’t been heard. If I had
deliberately entered the house, knowing
that I had no right there, I should have
been heard and collared, as sure as fate.
Thuat’s just the ¢ cussedness '’ of things.

I stood on the stairs, gathering my
wits; for, to tell the truth, they wers
badly scattered for the moment.

I got hold of myself, so to speak, shook-
myself, and thought things out.

First of all, where was I1? :

"Within the establishment of Messrs.-
Bevison, Norton & Co., as sure as fate!
Talk about Providence! Unconsciously,
I'd walked right into the heart of thingas,
and I had already heard sufficient to tell
me that the guv'nor’s shspicions regard-
ing Mr. Paul Dainton were more than
justified. ‘

It was the luck of a blunderer, nothirg
else. For I had blundered, and no.mis-
take. I don’t claim credit when there
isn’t any due. In my wildest moments 1
should never have thought of breaking
into this place, with the possible chance
of hearing something of importance. ‘

But I was there, and I had heard. .

Somewhere just above me. in one of
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the rooms on the first ﬂoo-r, Mr. Dainton,
the junior partner, was talking with
another man—named Garrod. Who was

Garrod, anyhow. It didn’t take me more.

‘than a second to ‘“ place” Mr. Garrod.

‘He was the works-manager, of course—
the chap who was in sole charge of the
establishment. I remembered, now, that
the manager lived on the premises, in a
little flat over the old-fashioned offices.
He was a bachelor, and lived alone, being
'looked after by an old housekecper.

And I remembered other things.

Messrs. Bevison’s place was situated
on the same side as the guv’nor’s house,
and about seven ‘ doors’ away. The
rivate entrance was just beyond the
usiness office, and quite separate from

- ¥ pictured this side of Gray's Inn Road

to myself, as I had seen it hundreds of
times in broad daylight. It’s queer, but
a fellow never realises the truth about
‘things until something happens to make
him think.

- The private door of Bevison’s was an
exact duplicate of our door—I realised
that important fact, now that I seriously
thought things out. Of course, the two
doors were like twin-brothers. And—
even more—there were other doors, be-
longing to other houses very much the
same as ours. - .

But Bevison’s particular door was

fitted with just the same kind of brass
knci: in the centre; the keyhole plate
-was +he same; the knoeker the same
Tr -~ 2nough, our door was painted dari«
gre- . and Bevison’s dark brown—but =
t-  :x8 that couldn’t be seen at ni- -
L.

i saw how I made the mistake.

In the darkness and fog I had marched
up, peering at the shops and doors as I
went. Everything had been enveloped in
the mist. And, suddenly spotting this
door, I had mstaken it for the guv’-
nc;r’s. That wasn’t very surprising, after
all.

But wha: was surprising was that my
key fitted the wrong lock. It was just
a qucer trick of fate. After all, locks
don’t vary very much, and I daresay if
any ordinary citizen tried his key in the
locks of every door in his particular street
be’d nad that ten per cent. of the locks
would succumb.

Anvho - I wasin the wrong house, _nl
there wasn't any ecnse 1n wor.dering how
I'd made the blunder. The lobby and
hall and staircase- were very much the

l

|

;.

i

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

same as the lobby and hall and staircaso
in the guyv’nor’s house. And this wasn't
surprising, either, considering that Bevi-
son’s place was in the same block of

buiidings. |

Now that I knew the truth, however,
I could feel that the carpet on the stairs
was different, and the stairs themselves
were a trifle more steep. Half-con-
sciously I had known all this before, but
the full significance of it all hadn’t im-
pressed itself upon my brain-cells. I
don’t know whether that’s the right way
to put it, but it sounds all right; so I'll
leave it.

And as for the stern reality of the
affair ? '

Well, Mr. Paul Dainton and his man-
ager, Garrod, were quite near to me, in
a room just on the first landing—a sit-
ting-room, I suppose. And I was stand-
ing on the stairs, afraid to move an inch
now, fully aware of the fact that I was
an intruder and an eavesdropper.

But I hadn’t been an eavesdropper by
design. I'd heard the words purely by
accident, and it struck me that there was
something amazingly significant in that
scrap of conversation. -

In brief, I knew this: Dainton and
Garrod were up to something shady—
Garrod was getting nervous, and had
told Dainton so. Dainton had said that
Scotland Yard had done its worst, and
that ‘‘ worst’’ didn’t amount to much.
There was no danger of any sort.

. Great Scott! T

: ~+ whole thing was as
clear as dayligh- - hit me in the face.

Yhat was the ly business? Uttor-
ing forged Tr. . -~ notes, of course!
Scotland Yard .. nade inquiries, and

had found nothing. The police regarded
Messrs. Bevison, iip\lor’con & Co. as a firm
hizh above suspicion. T

Why, the guv’nor would be able to
bring off a terrible coup! |

I was wildly anxious to rush off with
my startling r- . ' I decided that my

best courses o creep down the
stairs, arn it would be idiotic
to remain .. :ne nouse a second longer

than I could help.

And then, just as I was beginning to
shift my position, a door opened !

A flood of light ﬁlle(f the pas:aze
above. I gasped with consternation.
Just for one second I rriily and truly
thought that I was cais ¢ red-handed.
I had a good explanation, of course—the
truth. But Mr. Dainton wouldn’t be-
lieve the truth even if I voiced it. He
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wouldn't believe me when I said that I'd
entered the place by accident. Oh, no!
I was Nelson Lee's assistant, and he was
a crook. He'd take it for granted that
I was spying on him.

- And then things might be awkward.
Crooks, when they are caught, are liable
to be violent. Besides, it was to my best
interests to leave this house without let-
ting the rotters know that I'd been
there. Even now I didn't possess an
atom of proof. Dainton could deny
everything, and slip through the net.
Before any action was taken, we should
have to obtain real evidence.

I stared upwards, my heart in my
mouth. The light which came out of the
door-opening revealed everything clearly
—the staircase and the landing. It was
_1npossible to go out without being
spotted, -because the shaft of light went
ri1ght down into ‘the hallL

But I saw that the door was only open
a trifle, and was moving slightly. Evi-
- dently somebody—Dainton, i1n all pro
bability—was preparing to leave, ancr he
had opened the dgor, and was just saying
a few final words. Tons of people open
doors before they really want to make
their exit from a room.

And this gave me my chance.

Just above me, at the head of the
stairs, there was a dark corner. Any-
body descending the stairs would pass
it, but it was in deep shadow. If I could
only get there, I might remain un-
detected. .

Anyhow, it was better than the stairs.

I was in a rotten position. Dainton might |

come out any second, and then he’d see
me. I moved up like & cat, and crouched
into the corner. Fortunately I made no
noise, and I was so quick that when the
door opened, a momerit later, I had
vanisheg. « S o

~ T'd only just been in the nick of time.
I pressed myself against the wall, and
‘prayed by the moon and the sun and the
whole solar system that I shouldn’t . be
spotted. If Dainton looked into the cor-
ner as he,kwent by, he’'d see me, as sure
as the dicknes.

 « That’s all right, Garrod,” T heard
Dainton saying. ‘' Just get on with the
‘business as I've told you. I'm going
down to Southampton to-morrow by the
.6.40 from Waterloo.. I'll be back on
Thursday. Just plod along, and don’t
be such an infernal pessimist!
.details to me. We shall come to no

-harm.”’

-] guv’'nor’s

Leave-
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“1 wish | -could believe that, sir!"’
exclaimed Garrod.

Dainton came down the stairs. 1
almost grinned. He didn’t even glance
into the corner, and in another minute
the front door closed with a snap. I
hear: Garrod give a little sigh, and then
the light snapped out. Garrod had closed
the door. ]

““ Now's your time, Nipper, my buck!”
I muttered. / o

I didn’t wait for further trouble te
happen along. I just slid down the stairs,
and then paused in the hall for about
half a minute. It would be as well to let
Mr. Dainton get quite out of sight.

But I'd forgotten the mist. Dainton
must have been swallowed up at once.
softly opened the door and slipped out,

ulling the door gently to behind. The
ock clicked a trifl>, but I couldn’t help
that. I don’t suppose Garrod heard 1it,
anyway. - ‘

Just two minutes later, I entered- the

consulting-room. I hadn’t
made a bloomer this time! ~

Nelson Lee was sitting uat hLis desk,
writing. He laid his pen down aud
yawned. - ‘

“ You're late, young 'un!” he re-
marked.

I marched up to him with a flushed
face. .

“ I've got terrific news !’ T annqunced.
““ Guess what it is!”

Nelson Lee looked at me smilingly.

¢“ Have the Dutch invaded Holland at
last?’’ ‘

I flared ' :

““] esuppose you think that’s funny,
guv'nor—bringing out that fat-headed old
chestnut when I'm bursting with real
news!’” I roared. ‘ Rats to Holland!
I've got news about those forged
Treasury notes!”’ .

The guv'nor chuckled. _

“ I'm sorry, Nipper,” he said, awning
again. * Well, I give up.* You shouldn’t
ask me to guess, you know. Tell me
what you've discovered.” .

‘“ What's thé good of me trying to
startle you?’' I growled, in disgust.
“ You seem -in a better temper than you
were when I went out, anyhow, and
that's & good thing. I've found out that
Dainton 18 the culprit!’ . -

«“ 1 understood that you were going to
a picture theatre,” said the guv'bor,
looking keen. * Have you been miking
some investigations on your. own, you
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?unﬁ rascal? Come on! Out with it!

ou’ll burst something if you keep it in
much longer!” :

I poured out my yarn in a flood, and
Nelson Lee listened intently.

‘ Quite remarkable, . Nipper,”’ he said,
when 1 bad finished. ‘“ Nevertheless,
.your adventure was not altogether un-
common. People have entered wrong
“houses by mistake on many an occasion.
The remarkable part is that you should
have- entered the premises of Bevison,
"Norton & Co. at such an opportune
moment. The words you overhead, young
’un, are conclusive. Paul H. Dainton,,
the junior partner of the firm, and Gar-
rod, the manager, are accomplices in this
great Treasury note fraud.” '

“ And you'll act, sir?”’ T asked cagerly.
Neclson Lee shook his head.

- “ 71 don’t see how I can act yet,” he
replied. ‘* We know-that Dainton is the
guilty man. This evidence of yours, on
top of our adventure at the time of that
express accident, clinches the matter
liuaally h our minds. But the police want
‘acts, my boy—bard facts!” = .

““ Vel , we can supply facts—""

* I think not. Your story is interest-
ing and instructive, but the police could
not arrest Dainton upon such flimsy evi-
dence,’”” said the guv'nor. ‘“ And if they
arrested him on suspicion, that would be
worse than useless. A thorough search
of his papers and the firm’s premises
would probably be abortive.”

““ Then we're still stuck?”’
disappointedly.

* By no means, Nipper.
covered sorne exceptionally valudb!
information,”” said Lee. ‘A generai
who attacks keforo "o has laid all his
plans invarwe .. meets with disaster. We
must lay our Qlans thoroughly, and, to
begin with—’ |

‘“ Ye4, guv’'nor?”’ :

* To hegin with, we have the interest-
ing fact that Mr. Dainton is visiting
Southampton to-morrow eveiing,”’ went
on Melson Lee o.'mly. ‘It was very
obliging of Mr. Duinton to rvefer to that
matter on the stairs, Nipper. He lcaves
W.terloo by tho 6.40 train. Wh¥ 13 he
going to Southampton?”’-

. To utter another batch of notes, pro-
bably,”’ I said.

~ “Exac'-. That . .o probable ex-
planation of his visit to _the south coast,”
replfed Nelson Lee. ‘¢ It will be as well,
Napper, f.: .3 to keep ain ey upon NMr.

I askel

You have dJis-

‘evening.”’
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Dainton. T think I shall leave this affuir
in your hands.” B x

““ Good I’ I said heartily. :

‘ Accordingly, you will also leare
Waterloo by the 6.40 train to-morrow

‘ And shadow Dainton?”

““Yes. See where he goes, and fird
out, :f possible, what his game is.”" -

‘““ Right you are, sir,”” Isaid. ‘“I'm on
th:« <e a bird!” :

E.. [ little guessed then what a stren-
uous :ime I should have of it during my
short stay in the neighbourhood of
Southampton. Shadowing Mr. Paul H.
Dainton didn’t seem to be a very exciting
pastime—but it was! -

EEE——

CHAPTER III-

IN WHICH I MEET WITH SUCCESS UP TO A
CERTAIN POiNT, AND THEN TRY CONCLTC-
SIONS WITH EDWARD—AFTER THAT THINGS
GET INTERESTING, AND A SCARECROW
PLAYS A :(PPRISING PART IN A DRAMA
WHICH TURXS OUT TO BE A COMEDY,

THE 5 4) train for Southampton left
Wat. oo at 6.41.
This was because of a slight
disagreement between the guard
and a stout passenger who insisted upon
kissing his wife good-bye thrce times.
At least, I suppose it was his wife. The
fact that he kissed her three times seems
to cast a doubt upon it, though.

The guard was apparently a hard,

lous man. for he went along the tr:
bundled the stout passenger into his
partment, au.d slammed the door.
probably he made a few remarks, bec:...
I saw his lips moving. I was too far :.p
the train to hear the nature of those rve-
marks, however, I guessed what they
were. . -+ .- ;

Anyhow, we got off, and the kissed
lady waved affectionately. I sat- down,
grinned, and proceeded to bury myself.
Not literally, of course—-only in the pages
of a thrilling adventure novel I'd pur-
chased on the bookstall for the modest
sum of sevenpence. To be buried fcr
sevenpence was cheap.

I was quite contc' :d, for everythiug
was going O.K. T'd winived un 12 station

i good time, and hac secii-d a gooe
seat. .
Mr. Dainton strolled along three

minutes later, and didn't deigp to look
at the third-elasy carnnges. LThey wore
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for such common people as myself. Dain-
ton entered a first-class smoker, shoved
a well-packed travelling-case upon the
rack, and settled himsclf to read the
newspaper. '

He hadn’t seen me, and he was quite at
ease. .

Heo seemed so contented, in fact, that
I hadn’t the heart to tell him that I was
on his track. I wasn’t disguised at all.
If I couldn’t shadow Dainton without let-
ting him see me, then I'd give up the
detective business altogether.

Nothing happened on the journey. 1
kept ;my eyes on the train at the various
stops, but my quarry didn’t show himself,
and when we reached Southampton, the
shades of night were falling, as the poets

say.

~ ;.rl“he weather was fine and the roads
dry, but the sky was very overcast, and
the night promised to be a black one.
This was all the better, perhaps; and as
long as it didn’t ram, I was contented.

My job was to find out where Dainton
went, and to discover, if possible, what
he did. If we had only had vague sus-
picions against him, this task of mine
would have savoured. perhaps, of spying.
But the guv’nor and I knew that Dainton
was a crook, and the odds were that he
was 1n Southampton for the purpose of
handing over a fresh supply of counter-
feit money to a confederate, with the
ultimate object of having it put anto
circulation. g

Under those cires., I was quite con-
tented in my mission. 1 realised, of
-ourse, that Dainton’s visit to South-
ampton might be . quite innocent; but,
from his words the previous night, this
didn’t seem likely.

Once outside the station, Dainton pro-
ceeded to perform a very prosaic func-
tion. He went into a restaurant and fed
his face. I hung about outside, and
~alled him a glutton and other thinf:.
Fortunately, I could see him sitting at his
table near the door, and, as it was nearly
dark outside, there wasn't any danger cf
his spotting me. :

He came out at last and boarded a
tramcar. I did the same, only I went in-
side. He'd gone on top. After a decent
iittle ride, Dainton got off, and I was
nippy this time, because if I lost sight of
him I should never be able to find him
again. - | _

‘We were somewhere in the neighbour-
hood of Southampton Common, I helieve.

= Tl .

Anvhow, she district was -quiet, and 1

vt 4 t-aiw2d caFA -2
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had to go jolly carefully. But Dainton
hadn’t the ghost of an 1dea that he was
being followed. 1 could have gone »s
near as three yards without his suspect.-
ing.

Quite abruptly, he turned into the gate-
way of a large modern villa. It was a
entleman’s residence, and, although the
wouse itself was new, the garden was
ohviously old, far high trees grew in pro-
fusion. A short, gravel pathway led up
to the somewhat insignificant porch in
front of the house.

Dainton rang the electric bell and
waited. I sauntered quietly by, and saw
the door open.

‘““ Ah, here you are!” exclaimed a

friendly voice. ‘‘Come 1in, Daintonl
Come in, my dear fellow! 1 didn't
expect—"'

he door closed, and I didn’t hear
any more. I wasn’t particularly struck
by what I'd heard. It seemed as though
Dainton had merely come to Southamp-
ton for the purpose of a friendly call
upon a genial pal. There had been
nothing villainous about that greeting.

The front of the house was pitch-dark,
and the blinds were up. I could just seo
the faint shadow of the curtains. Obvi-
ously, Dainton and his host were not
sitting in the dark, so they were in a rear
apartment. '

I wasn't going to be done! I could see
myself hanging about in the road for
hours and hours. In fact, Dainton might
be staying the night with his cheerful
friend. It was necessary to find out some-
thing, and then clear off. If I could
catch a glimpse of the two men in one
of the rooms, smoking and chatting, I
should know that there was nothini
criminal in this affair; or, at least,
should establish the fact that Dainton
wasn't in Southampton on ‘ shady "
business. .

I scouted round, and then nipped oveor
the wall at the side of the garden. In
two ticks I was padding softly across tho
lawn, and arrived at the rear. There,
glowing invitingly, I saw a lighted win-
dow. gl‘he venetian blind was down, but
the slats were mnot fully closed. That'’s
the worst of venetian blinds. 1It's so easy
to leave them “ open '’ without knowing
it ! o S ’
There was no -sense in hanging ahout,
and so I noiselessly approached the win-
daw.. The garden was perfectly. quieb,
and. I didn’t anticipate trquble from any
quatter. And _when you're not antici-.

ader, Ald L JOu Tt

1-se, geanea b
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pating trouble, it generally comes. That's
the way of things in this troublous world.
1 A flower-bed lay beneath the window,
and 1 was forced to ste% upon it. But I
didn’t care a jot, for I saw somethin
which sent my blood rushing througﬁ
my veins with satisfaction.

As I said, the slats of the blind weren’t
?topquy_ closed. Of course, they were far
rom being open, or even partially open.

“‘But near the bottom of the window there
was a tiny crevice between two of the
slats. Upon close examination, I found
that one lath had got hitched up a triffe.

Anyhow, I could squint through. 1
eould only see about a foot of the wull
oﬁposxte. and, of course, anything else
that-happened to. be in the same hne «f
'vision. And thero was something else!
J saw two hands opening a travelling-

_ case, and about seven inches of waistcoat.
‘Dainton’s waistcoat—for a cert!

‘But I couldn’t hear a8 word, and 1
couldn’t. se¢ Dainton’s face, or the face
of his Rost—just the hands and the piece
of waistcoat. This was really natural, fer
it was apparent that Dainton had the
leather case on the :.vle before him.

¢ Nipper, my lad,”” I said inwardly,
*“ your huck’s in!”’

really spoke too soon, in the light of
after events; but, to put it clearly, my
Juck was in ‘one way andg dead out in
another. Before I could properly focus
the hands and the bag, the atraps were
unfastened.

" The hands di : ~~ared for a moment.
Th=7 went below line of vision. Then
th-; appeared ag .1, and the beringeil
fingers were graspinz a bundle of one-

und Treasury nor~:’' Three times the

ds went down. and three times they
zeappeared with a simiar bundle.

«“ My hat! Here's proof!” I mur.
mured elatedly. ‘ Forged currency by
the giddy ton! I fi~cy a raid on thiy
chap's safe to-mor. vil have good
results, and Mr. Daint.- . have a bt
of difficulty in explaining—"

The noise of a boot crunching on
gravel sounded behind me. I turned
abru'ftly, a!nd was just in time to see a
bi re looming up.

L ?fll;o'l that there?”’
powerful, gruff voice.

I didn’t think i+ necessary to answer
that impertinent . stion. I decided that
discretion was tae atunt for a case lke
this. I don’t believe in asking for
trouble. And that’s what it would have
amounted to if I'd shown fiht.

dJemanded a
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I didn’t show fight. T attempted fight
with an ‘| "” in t—which means fight.
But I was too late—worse luck! [ wasn't
allowed to Hee. Even before I could
dodge, a hand eaught hold of my
shoulder.

I say a hand, but it felt more like a
28lb. weight. It just dropped on my
shouldaer, and I was nearly bowled over.
At tho same time, some exceptionally
strong fingers dug themselves into my
flesh.

** No, you don’t, rou young hound:”
“aid the man harshly. * You're up to
n> good here—that's certain! [I'll take
rou indoors, and let Mr. Peele have a
ook at you. Hold still, you fool'”

But I didn’t hold still.
desperately. I knew what it wouil mean
if ** Mr. Peele’’ saw me. Dainton would
sce me, too, and Dainton would recognise
me. Then the fat would be in the fire.

There was no sense in arguing. bthe
only thing was to get free, and then bol-
for it. I couldn’t see who my assailant
was, but I could feel him; and 1 realiscd
all at once that escape was imposaiible.

Heo was as strong as a card-horse, and
held me like a vice. And, stull strug-
gling, I was forced round the house to a
side Joor. Just as we arrived the door
opened, and Dainton and another man
appeared. The latter was a tall, clear
shaven, smart-looking chag:

““ What's the matter, Edward he
asked sharply. ** W2 heard—"

‘“ 7.2 young shu er was out. e Ly

I struggled

Lb- window, si-. ' said the L.oat
an a.dowesque Edward. T .. just
le up the garage when [ saw him
> wcross the lawn. e was
. in the window——"" ]
George!” enarled  Darnton
he 7. ‘‘Bring him is:'le, man—bring
him irade!” _
* That’s right, Edward,” said Mr.
Per.. ' Bring the rascil indoors.”
Edwud «xperienced - . -rouble row. T

went quietly. What .o the good .0
sistice od getting myself hure! My
shou. -4 wer . < and blue already.
Edw.-1's fing-. 3 w~ere like steel teeth.
I'm r:etiy strong acd aqile mysels; but
I'm .ot superh .. I8 was umpessible
to escape frem this burly rotter.
judged him to be Mr. Peelo’s ol Taur.
But he'l misied his vecation, o) , 1ghe
to have been a strong man in a circus.

I found myself inside the room ['d been
«quintine inte It - eiy farnished,

bl I Wt Ll : !..‘:‘;. Y s “.J} N S
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big, burly fellow, with quite an houest
face. 1 believe he was honest, ton.  And
I didn't blame him for collaring me.
After all, he'd only done his duty.

‘“ Leave the fellow here, Edward,"’ said
M. Peele huskily. “ I'll call you later.
You ehall have a sovoreign for your
smartness.”’ -

“ Thank vou, sir,”” said the gratificd
Edward. “1I thought it best to grab
the young scamp. He was up to no
good, I'll be bound. Scoutin' for some
burglars, as like as not. Maybe I'd bet-
ter fetch a policeman——"'

“No, no, no!" snapped Dainton
sharply. ¢ We'll attend to the fellow,
LEdward. We—we don't mean to he

harsh with him. We'll give him a talk-
ing to, and then let him go. You can
leave us now."’

Edward withdrew, closing the door
after him. I stood in the room straighten-
inf my collar. I was quite cool now, and
fully determined to kcep my eyes open
for any chance of escape.

Dainton and Peele, of course. guessed
that I had seen those pretty little imita-
tion currency notes—and their nerves
consequently, were en edge. I was just
about to make a casual remark when
Dainton strode up to me, jerked my face
up, and glared into it. '

‘““ Great heavens! This—this lad 1is
Nipper ! he exclaimed hoarsely.

‘“ Nipper ?”' echoed the other man.

““ Nelson Lee’s youngster!” snarled
Dainton.

Peele swore furiously, and turned pale.
I felt rather flattered. These men were
rather afraid of me, anyhow. DBut the
looks they bestowed upon me were not
altogether reassuring.

So far as I could see, Mr. Peele was

quite a respectable gentleman—out-
wardly. He evidently lived in good
style. Edward was the chauffeur, of

course, and I'm pretty sure he knew
nothini about his master’s shady deal-
ings. He'd merely collared me because
¥ was trespassing. .

‘' But now I was alone with Peele and
his visitor.
sor. Lee's assistant—and they did not at-
tempt to hide their confusion and fur{.
They knew, in 8 moment, that their little
gume was ‘‘ kiboshed.” They probably
had visions of the Old Bailey and prison
cwlls and stone quarnes; and visions of
that sort are rather calculated to make a
man desperate. .

Dainton partially recovered himself.

They knew that I was Nel-
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“ What were yon daing outside this
window 7"’ he demanded hoarsely.

““Oh, nothing!"” I replied. ‘' Just
hanging about, you know.” Then I
grinned. ‘“ Look here, Mr. Dainton,
what's the good of beating about the
bush? If vou hand me in charge for
trespassing you won't do yourself any
good. Better let me go——"" S

“Yes, I shall let you go!” snarled
Dainton bitterly. ‘¢ That is likely, 1sn’t

it? What did you see? You infernal
fool, Peele! That blind was not closed
properly! This young spy must have
seecn—""' He paused. - ‘
““ Must have seen what?”’ I asked.
;‘b“’grt;g you up to something crooked,
en? '

Dainton didn’t answer. I could see
that he was panic-stricken, and I didn’t
like the look in his eyes. He was look-
ing dangerous. The door was-locked, so
I couldn't make a bolt for it. And
yelling wouldn’t be any good. .

The two men, very white about the
gills, stood by the fireplace, talking in
low tones. I couldn't hear anything that
Peele said, but I could see by his looks
that he was scared ‘' to death, '’ as the
Yanks say. :

Then Dainton started, and a few of his
words came across the room to me:

“. « . we let Nipper escape . . .
game will be up, Peele. . .- Every-
thing at stake . . must act drasti-
cally . . . his life or our liberty!”

Peele looked terribly frightened. These
last words of Dainton’s were not exactly
pleasant. My life or their liberty!
Surely they weren't contemplating mur-
der? Yet the situation was so acute that
Dainton was quite capable of any crime.
He was desperate, and wou!d probably
act hurriedly and with decision. -

He saw bimself in_convict's garb, and
that startled him. He'd commit murder
rather than—— I paused ‘in my
thoughts. Dainton was talking again.
II:-IB apparently thought ‘that I couldn’t

ear. -

“ We must, Peele—we simply must!””
he whispered. ‘' Don’t be an infernal
coward, man! We can . . motor-
car . . . lay him on road . . .
leave him there . . . he'll be found

. « . morning . thought to
be an ordinary accident . . . truth
will never be known . . .” e

‘“ Good heavens!"” Peele gasped. * We
can’t, Dainton—it's too awfull” - ..

Dainton went on talking, and Peel
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gradually lost his expression of horror
and fright. These men, after all, were
not professional criminals. In this
momnent$ of peril, however, they were de-
termined to save their skins at all cost.

‘T was grim. A motorcar! I was to
be taken to a quiet spot, I judged, and
then run down in cold blood! In the
morning I should be discovered, and it
would be assumed by the police that I'd
been run down by a passing car!

Well, I'd have something to say when
they commenced their vile operations.
Peele, L saw, was being talked over by
his stronger-willed companion, and very
soorf the pair were nodding together.
They'd come to some decision, and,

although they were still pale, they looked | da

more at ease.
. Dainton turned to me suddenly.

“We're gomg to let you go free, you
young rascal,” he said.

- *“That’s ver{ kind of you,” I replied
ealmly—“but I don’t believe it!”
_ DPainton laughed. '

‘ My dear Nipper,” he said, coming
over to me, ‘‘ you seem to doubt—"

He didn’t say any more, for at that
moment he dcalt me a treacherous.
cowardly blow. I'll admit freely that T
wasn't expecting anything of. the sort.
Dainton had acted well, and he gave no
hint of his dastardly intention.

While he was speaking he brought his
right hand up. I caught a flash of some-
thing—it looked like a heavy glass paper-
weight—and then, as 1 attempted to
dodge, the thing came down on my head
with a terrific thnd,

Not being in a t.t state to see what hap-
pened immediately afterwards, I'll skip
about balf-an-hour.. I can’t fill this
because I was in the land of

ap in,
grgama, during that half-hour—or, at
least, in the land of nightmares. :

The whack bad been a beauty, a3
whacks go. ‘When I came to myself I
was aware of 1 iolting sensation, and a
low hum sounded in my ears. I lay
quite still, and gathered my wits. ‘

This didn’t tai'c me long, for Dainton’s
cowardly blow, although se~>-2> had not
been dangerous. My nead (=t as though
it were splitting, and there vas a fear-
ful throbbing inside my brain. But in
less than two minutes after recovering
my wits I knew that I was in a motor
car. .

] was being taken to the scene of
execution ! : : :

That's what it amounted to, anyhow.
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Everything came batck to me. 1 didn’t
move, and I didat open my eyes
Evidently my captors thought that [ was
still unconscious, and if [ let them w0
that I wasn't I shemld be whacked a
second time. By pretending to be
stunned I should certainly hold the ad-
vantage.

In fact, instead of being alarmed. I
was quite amused. I began to see that
the situation was mot desperate—or it
would not be desperate if I acted 1y
part all right - )

The car was gomg fairly quickiy, but
nobody was talking. Perhaps Dainton
was alonc. I dide't open my ejes to
see, anyhow. That would have been
ngerous—and it was unnecessary. I
was unconscious, dow't forget, znd chaps
who are unconscioss don’t open their
eyes. . '

So I contented myself with iLinkinz
over the events of the evening. This
fearfullv drastic eotep of Baintnu'i
proved beyond the shadow of a doubt
that the situation. frems his point of view,

was desperate. In fact, ' there was n»
doubt, no possible doubt, no possible.
probable shadow~ of doubt’—as Sir

W. S. Gilbert -ays—that Dainton was
the author of the Treasury :.~re for-
geries.

After T had been bowled over, Tatlaton
and Peele had evidently fetched tle
motor-car out—Peele’s car, of course
Edward, the chautieur, was cectainly rot
in this grim business. He’d g« ne norme.
I expect. And Peele would r1-2 some
yarn or other for him in the morning.
When I was found dead on the road
there would be nothirz to connect the
tragedy with Peele and his visitor.

But there wasn't goirx to be a trawedv,
if I could help it. It had bLeen 1eatly
arranged that I should play the princi-
pa! part in the tragedy. 1I'm not ccn-
ceited, though—I didn't hanker after
playing the principal part.

At !~ heing eurinas, I peeped
through my nearly -I» : eyelids, and
just saw that I was =t -2 tonneau ot
‘he car, wh' .. was an open ore. Some-

body's fer . were ckse aguinst me—
Peele's, I rkoned. Dainton was driv-
ing. Or pertaps it was the other way
about.

Quite sud:! ‘
and 1 heard ;aet brakes griiui g
car came to a stop. .

*“This place’ll d,” T heard Dainton
exclaim. ' Very loiziy just heo o died

l5 the throttl> was closed,
Ti.e
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«c can ace a mile in either direction.
The road’'s as clear as a8 desert. - Now,
P’cele, we shall have to be quick.”

'“It's a ghastly business, Dainton,"”
said Peele huskily. ,

“ Confound you, man, don’t croak
siow {"’

The two jumped out, and then I was
dragged into the road. My heart was
beating hard now. Discovery would
mcan death—1 knew that right enough.
My only hope lay in keeping still. Once
the rotters found out that I was con-
scious, the game would be up.

I decided tn jump up suddenly, and
make a dash for the ficlds. In the dark-
ness I should stand a chance of eluding
my pursuers. DBut I didn’t act just
yet. Dainton was bending right over mo
as I lay in the dust of the road.

‘‘ Is he coming round?!” I heard Peele
ask. ;

* No.

The boy's still insensible,” said
Dainton.

“I'm glad of that: I don’t
want to stun him again. 1It's a rotten
business, Peeole, but it's got to be done.
We'll take the car a hundred yards up
the road, and then come back at full
ogoed. Your car’'s heavy, and I'll steer
the two off-side wheels right over him.
He'll be kill—" :
v Peole nearly choked.
" ‘““Don’'t talk about
panted. ‘‘ Get it over!"
I nearly chuckled with glee. I wasn't
u bit nervous now. Why, the whole
thing was comic. Thoy were going to
leave me in the road—unconscious—while
they went with the car a hundred yards
ui). Then they were coming back at full
tilt with the generous intention of flat.

it, man!” he

tening me out. As soon as the car left
me all I had to do was to get up and
Nalk away !

' It was rather unkind, perhaps, to disap-
point my cheerful companions, but that
couldn’'t be helped. wondered what
they'd say when they rushed back and

Yound the road bare and desolate and
.Nifpor-lo-. \
heard them get into the car, and 1

opened my eyes. _

The automobile was just moving off.
Tt was a huge touring car, with steel-
studded tyrecs as fat as young balloons.
The car must have weighed tons, and
with the two off-side wheels—front and

back—running over me, 1 should have

been squashed as flat as a stoel plate.
Death would have been certain, anyhow.
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wheels tight over my chest, or my neck,
or perhaps right over mg napper.-

The night was pitchy black. I saw the
rcar-light of the car disappearing down
the road. And then I acted. 1 hopped
to mdv feet and dived clean into the hedge
beside the road. I faintly’ saw a gap,
and smashed. through it. My idea was
to crouch behind the hedge and watch.
I was as safe as eggs now. They'd never
be able to recapture me in that dark-
ness. ‘

Although my head was aching, my
brain was as clear as crystal. And I got
a bit of a shock a second later. On the
other side of the hedge there was a field
of cabbages, or mangels, or something.
And, right before me, a man was stand-
ing ! e was motionless, and stood there
as though petrified. -

Then I realised the truth. It wasn't
a man at all—the thin% was & scarecrow |
It was a good 'un. The legs and arms
were stuffed, and a turnip did excellent
duty for a face, with an old cap on the
top of it. The whole figure was clothed
in a mouldy tweed suit.

‘“ Great Scott!"” 1 gasﬁed.

A wild, weird notion had come to me.
I gazed up the road, and saw that tho
motor-car hadn’t turned yet. It was
just on the ?oint of doing so. What
made me perform the act I don’t know.
It must have been the spirit, of mis-
chief within me, which, the guv’'nor
says, is always near the surface. ;
" Anyhow, grabbed. the scarecrow,
jerked it off its stake, and dashed back
through the hedge into the road. A
glance showed.me that the car was half-
turned. It was a good two hundred
yards away. - |

The scarecrow was fairly heavy, and I
laid it in the middle of the rou:i , broad-
side on, just as I had been lying. Then
I dived through the gap  once more,
chuckling hugely. This affair was rather
humorous, I thrught. '

Even in that perilous moment—or it
would have been perilous if I hadn’t re-
covered my wits—my sense of humour
came to the fore. could just see the
scarecrow lying in the road. I grinned
at it . . . .

“Won't Dainton be surprised!” I
chuckled. * He’ll think he's run over
me for the first second. Then, when be
discovers the shocking truth, he'll have
about ten fts! My hat! What a lark !’

I s&m ly couldn't be serious. This

For, of eourse, Dainton would steer the | affair, which had promised to be a grm
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drsma, was turning out to be a farcical
comedy. . I _pictured Dainton’s face
when he found that he'd * killed ”’
scarecrow ! .

: The big car was rushing down the road
mow. It wusn’t going at full speed, by
any means; but the rotters apparently
preferred to get the ‘ job ’’ over quickly.
One crunch, and I should be finished
with. That was the cheerful idea.

‘The car came on, its headlights rather
dim, but powerful enough to show up
the still figure in the road. Dainton was
i*eering, and he -ontrolled the car so
- .at the off-side wneels made straight for

mny " manly chest. As it happened,
that chest was only composed of straw,
or hay, or something equally as soft. Any
amount of running-over wouldn't kil 1t—
although the farmer might say things
when he found his beautiful scarecrow so
ill-used. But that was his trouble.

Whizz! Crunch!

The wheels caught the figure fairly and
squarely. The car shot past, and
caught a vision of the poor scarecrow
lying mangled against the opposite
hedge. It had been hurled there with
the force of the collision. And I also

saw Peele’s white face staring out dver |

the side of the tonneau.

‘Then the car roared on, gathering
speed. TBe red rear light grew smaller
and smaller, and the hum of ti¢ engine
dwindled away. [ asimply st.:- . down
the road in sheer amazement.

Dainton and Peele had gore -:raight
on! |

“ Great Jupiter!” I roared aloud.
‘ They—they think—— Oh, my hat!
Ha, ha, ha!” I doubled myself up and
roared with laughter. I couldn't help it.
My trick had been a hundred-fold more
successful than I had ever hoped for. In
spite of the grim naturc of the whole
affair, [ just howled with merriment. It
wis the funmiest thing I'd seen for
months.

" Dainton and Peele actually thought
that they had periormed th - .dread
work! In the dimness, Daintca hadn’t
seer *-at the obiect on the road was

n + - c out 8 stuffed dummy! I'd never
dr -} of this.

’ Dainton’s mistake was natural
en 1. How on eacth cou'd he huve
gu--sed that a substitution had been
made? He'd seen the figure, and he’d

run clean over it, and Peele had seen it
hurled aside, mangled and battered. The
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two rotters thought that I had
killed ! g- been

There wasn’t any need to stop the car
and view the result of their villainy.
Considering the weight of the car. and
the fact that the wheels had gone right
over the figure’s chest, death had been
certain.

And so Dainton had sped straight on.
He hadn’t the pluck to stop and make
certain. And, besides, it would have been
unnecessary. That’s what he thought,
at all events.

I was hugely pleased. A

For, of course. this result was highly
satisfactory. Dainton assumed that I was
as dead as a door-nail, and that he was
safe. Naturally, he would feel a sense
of security which was absolutely false.

The hour wasn’t late, as I soon found.
And I started trudging along the road
with the intention of reaching the nearest
town or vilage—for, of course, I didn’t
know where I was.

And luck favoured me again—:-Luck
with a capital ‘* L.”” Considering every-
thing, I decided that this particular
rln;_gl‘tl: was my birthday—if that's not too
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CHAPTER 1IV.

IN WHICH I REPQRT TO THE GUV NOR, AND
HE AND I AND DETECTIVE-INSPECTOR MOR.
LEY GO FOR A RAMBLE ON THE TILES BY
WAY OF A CHANGE—WE I(NTERVIEW MR.

-

DAVID GARROD, AND T=_: WAIT TP TO
WELCNMZE MR. PAUL H. DAINTON, WHO i:
EXPECTED.

T was just 1.30 a.m. when I stepped
l out of an express at Waterloo. By
this time I was f:eling as At as

a fiddle. My head was aching stll,

but not badly. That blow had been:
gevere, but I'm a tough begygar. That’s
the best of having a thick skull. The
guv’nor’s always saying that I'va got a

| thick head, so I suppose .2's rignt. He
ought to know. -
Fortune had smiled upon me. Five

minutes after I'd started trudging along
the road after that scarecrow-killing
comedy, a big motor-c:- *:d come along
—not Peele’s ear, you « 2et yQur boots.
T stopped the speed - - zant, and founid
that the car w.as tn ¢ -2 of a chauil- -
onlv. |

He was g ung to V.. lester, wiio.. 13
just about twelve miles from Southamp-
ton. The spot where the * murder "’ had

been compvtted v - 'w dveniles {r
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Winchester. The obliging chaufTeur gave
me a lift, and I arrived at the station
in time to catch an express for London.

That wasn't bad at all; in fact, 1t was
distinctly good. And by half-past one 1
was at Waterloo, and long before two
o'clock I was home, having romped to
Gray's Inn Road in a taxi.

1 wondered what Dainton was thinking
at that time. Probably he was suffering
from fits of horrid remorse at his fearful
crime.

Nelson Lee was in the consulting-room,
wearing no collar and a ragged dressing-
gown. I thought I'd dropped into a
casual ward for a moment. He was
smoking a dirty old brier, and one of his
socks had a hole in the heel.

‘*“ Hallo, Nipper!” he said, laying down
some documents he'd been looking into.
““You're home early. I didn't expect
you before breakfast.’”’

‘“ Pity you can’t chuck that mouldy old
dressing-gown away, sir,”” I said.
‘““ You've had it about fifty-five gears,
more or less!”’

““ My dear Nipper, I consider comfort
above all else,”” said the guv'nor. ** Well,
what's the result of your trip? You are
looking cheery enough! 1o I see a
bump on your forehad, young ‘un?”

“ gou do!” I said. ‘‘ And 1 feel it,
too—and that’'s more to the point!
Guv’nor, I've been murdered in cold
blood ¢’ .

‘“ Apparently you thrive on the treat-
ment.”’

““ Anvhow, Daintons thinks he’s mur-
dered me,’”’ I amended.

And I squatted down, and told Nelson
Lee exactly what had occurred. He
listened witfl great interest to my report.
His eyes gleamed when I spoke about
the bundles of currency notes, and he
looked grim after that. A sparkle of
amusement entcred his eyes as I referred
to the * murdering’’ incident.

‘““ That was a cute trick of yours,
Nipper,”’ he said aprrovingly. ““In fact,
a master-stroke. - congratulate you,
my boy. You had to use your wits pretty
quickly to grasp—"

““ Hold on, sir!” I grinned. ‘I only
did it for a joke, you know. I didn't
guess that Dainton and Peele would
make such a bloomer. My 1dea was to
give them good value for their money—
that's all. It seemed a pity to disappoint
them, so I shoved the scarcecrow 1n my

. But they not only nccepted the
ait, but swallowed it whole!”

| Nelson Lee.
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Nelson Lee rose to his feet. .

‘““ You’ve done splendidly, Nipper!”’
he said quietly. : '

I didn’t want better praise than that,
and I flushed a little with pleasure. When
I please the guv’'nor, I'm happy; and
when I displease him, I’'m miserable.
As he’ll tell anybody, I don’t often dis-
please,him, and so I'm seldom miserable.

“ 1 have been thinking deeply on this
Treasury matter, Nipper,”’” said the
guv'nor. “ 1 have arrived at certain con-
clusions, too. I have not been idle dur-
ing yvour absence. It is my beliel that
Dainton and Garrod are partners in this
great fraud. Mr. Bevison, I have reason.
to believe, 1s an honourable man. He
is abroad, and has no idea that his
famous old firm is being prostituted by
a scoundrel whom he has very foolishly
taken into partnership.”

“ Oh! You think Mr. Bevison’s inno-
cent?” .

“T am sure of it. Dainton had suc-
ceeded in getting Bevison out of the
country, and the engraving works are
being used for the purpose of producing
counterfeic currency,”’ said Nelson Lee.
‘“ And I further believe that several con-
tracts with South American Republics
have been allowed to lapse in order to
secure tbhe paper for the manufacture of
the false currency. It is even possible
that Dainton had faked up evidence to
the eflect that consignments of bank-
notes have been sent to the bottom of the
Atlantic by enemy submarines. This
would give him large stocks of paper:to
use for unlawful purposes. Whatever he
has done, he has done it so cleverly that
the police were unable to detect any flaw.
Your story, Nipper, clinches the matter.
We must act—-and act at oncei’’

‘“ To-night?"’ 1 asked eagerly.

¢ Yes, to-night!” ~

‘“ How? What are we going tv do,
guv’'nor?’’

““ It is.obvious that Garrod, the -mana-
ger, is responsible for the actual printing
of the counterfeit stuff,”” went on Leo:
keenly. ¢ He can’t work in the daytime,
for then the usual business of the firm is
being transacted. I have learned that
Garrod never enters the offices until two
o'clock in tho afternoon. What is he
doing all the morning?”’ -

“ Sleeping I”’ 1 raid promptly.

““ Exactly! Having worked during the
night-at the ‘machines, producing the bad
money, he naturally required rest,”’ said.
‘“It is highly probable
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- doubtfully.
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that Garrod is at this minute engaged in
his nefarious task. e are going to find
out, Nipper. We are going to break into
Messrs. Bevison, Norton & Co.'s pre-
mises |"’ L

‘“ Any old thing?’ I said. “I'm
game! I've been murdered to-night, so
I don’t care!”

The guv’'nor smiled and crossed to the
telephone. e rang up the Yard, and
was soon talking with Detective -Inepector
Morley. He merely asked the worthy
ector to come round at once.
ithin fifteen minutes, Morley was on
the !gt, and by that time Nelson Lee
had dressed himself decently. He told
Morley everything, and ended up by
saying that he intended paying a surprise
visit on Mr. David Garrod.

“It is possible that Dainton will re-
turn to-night, after what occurred near
Southampton,”” said Nelson Lee. ‘‘ He
will be upset and worried. Well, Morley,

-1 want to catch these scoundrels red-

handed.  Dainton may decide to give
the whole business, being sick of it
and then we should never lay fingers

on him; for he would, of course, d2struy

- all evidence.”’

The inspector scratched his hea.i.

. ¢ I¢’s a bit steep, breaking in,”’ he said
¢“ Of course, if we hnd the
evidence, it will be all right. Buat we
haven’t any authority to force our way
into Bevison's place. I haven’t got a
search-warrant—"’

““ My dear fellow, under the circum-
stances drastic measure are permissible.”
said the guv’'nor. *f i&)er’s key-—and
mine, too, I su;:fose— ppens to fit
Bevison’s private door, so we’ve only got
to walk 1n.”

“ Ob, all richt! It’'l!l -+ a feather in
my cap i/ this thing turns .- well,” said
M{)rley. + I must say you - - seen doing
wonders' Dair-~n’s certa:: - the crook
we're alter- we o :n't locate
.bhim 1"’

‘“* Oh, ~hen get cusy. we do

thirga !’ I remark.d genially.

ihe inspector didn’t quite .like that,
but he onf;f grinned.

In another minute we were all outside
the private door of Bevison, Norton &
Co.’s premises. But the door wouldn’t
budge. I w.s bolted on the inside! We
hadn’t ¢ -red that possibility.

« That’s dane it !’ I said, with a grunt.

o We're diddled!”

L]

*“ Not at all, Niprer.” rcmarkeg Nelson
Lee. * There is the roof.”

- - e

l
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. ““ The roof?”’ said Morley.

““ That portion of a buil(ﬁng which pro-
tects the remainder from the weather,”
explained the guv’nor humorously. * i%
bappens, Morley, that -this house is
situated in the same block as my own.
There are skylights, and the leads are
quite easily crossed. We can easily get
into this place.”’

And so we went into our own place
again, mounted to the top landing, and
then went up into a little, disused attic.
There vas one of Mrs. Jones’s trunks
lying t..:ce, though, and we used this to
stand on in order to reach the skylight.

I went through first, and the others
followed. It was nice and fresh up
there at nearly three o’clock in the morn-
ing—and nasty and dirty, too! V¢ got
across the intervening roofs w taout any
trouble at all. Once the inspec - - s«idded
aud nearly dived head-first 1nts Gray's
Inn Road, but that was only a detail.
Curiously -~nough, old. Morley scemed
quite concernetf for the ininute. He
didn’t think it a detail at all.

Well, we got to the skylight, and had
no difficulty in opening it. It was an
old thing, anyhow.

Nelson Lee flashed his light below, and
we saw a fairly big room, !lumbered up
with all sorts” of kelter—packages and
bundles and disused stock.

One by one we dropped on to the room
beneath.

Nelson Lee led the way out of ti-»
voom, and we found that i1t opened out
upon a tiny landing. ‘e were in the
private  portion of the building, where
Garrod lived.

If the ~iv'nor’s surmise was cn.rect,
the manager was now far below, in the
workshops. We descended the stairs, and
at length arrived upon the landing 1
had see:.. previously. Frem beneath one
of- the rs came a atream of light.

> .e crept forward, and apphe .
his , the keyhole. He re xained stu
forv . moments, and then rose.

-ne on—altogether!” he muttered.

A3 he spoke, he opened the dcor and
strode into the apartment. We followed
his example. I caught a glimpse ci
David Garrod seated at a desk on the
other side of the room. He pushed hus
chair back and swung round.

* Who—what— :» doea this msan’
he stammered, t.. ang deathly pale.

“ My name is Morley—I am froin Scot-
land Yard ¥ he said grimly. * Sarcry te
disturb you, Mr. Garrod, hat ot oo
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necessary. Iu thort, we suspect that you
are concerned with the uttermg of
forged currency notes—''

“ What nonscnse @ this?"" snapped Mr.
Garrod angrily.

“ If it wiN interest you at all, we are
acting upon definita imformation,”’ eaid
Nelson Lee emoothly, ¢ DMr. Morley was
wrong when he said that we suspect you.
We don't suspect, Mr. Garrod—we

ow!” °

“ I—I'm afraid you will have to pay
dearly for this unwarrantable intrusion,”’
said the manager, keeping hia com-
posure with difbculty. *‘ It is not for me
to resist, sceing that you are three to
one; but if you can find any evidence of
what you say on these premises, you're
welcome to it. 1 warn you, howerer,
that you will have to answer for your
conduct !”’

Morley looked a bat doubtful.

v ‘“ What do you think, Mr. Lee?” he
asked. ‘ Under the circumstances—"’
~ “Under the circamstances,’’ said the
guv'nor deliberately. ‘I am goinsr to
search these premmses, Morley. This
sctiom on our part may be somewhat
high-handed, but we have ample justifica-
Ition. Mr. Garrod, T wish you to rcgard
goprself as under arrest for the time

emg—-—" .

“ On what authority?’’ snapped Garrod
‘fiercely.

' ¢“On my authority,”” rcplied Lee. 1
lam ready to anawer for the result of to-
night’s work. Keep your eyes on this
.gentleman, Morley! 1 should never act
a8 I am deing unless I was positively
convinced of my facta’’

' I grinned a bit. We had certainly
carried oft the thing with a very hi

haud, but it was the only thing to do.
The guv’'nor meant to get to the root of
this business straight away, and then 1t
ayould be proved that he had plenty of
'Justification. The very fact that my life

had been attempted by Dainton wae
mkuﬁmnt. ‘
. Nelson Lec looked on the table againat

which Garrod had been sitting. He

icked up a flimsy sheet of paper, and I
ooked at it with ham. It was a tele-
gram—a night telegram—and apparently
at had only just arrived.

““ This must have come while we were
on the roof,”’ murmured the guv'nor.
*“It's a epecial telegram, as you see,
Nipper. rom Southampton, too.

“‘“Am coming Loadon immediately.
Arrive three-thirty.— D/’
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: :I‘,:I.'hat'p rather interesting, eh, my
ad?

““ Dainton’s coming to London by a
night train!"’ I exclaimed. ‘¢ That's the
result of our little tiff, of course. Dain-
ton's feeling a bit nervy. He'll be
surprised when he sces me again!”

Garrod glared at us.

““You have not seen Mr. Dainton to-
night?"’ he esxclaimed, startled.
_‘“Haven't I?” I said sweetly. ‘ That
just shows how little you know. Mr.
Garrod. If you take my advice—and it's
good advice—you'll own up straight
away, and avoid unpleasantness. You're
booked for Penal servitude, an;how!”

“You infernal young fool!” snarled
Garrod. . .

But he was startled, all the same. You
see, he didn't know what had happened,
and that made him thundering uneasy.
But he still stuck to his indignant
‘“don’t-know-anything-about-it *' attitude.
He confessed complete ignorance of the -

forgeries. . S
Leaving Morley with the prisoner, the
guv'nor and I searched the premises hur-
riedly, but we couldn’t find anything. It
was now about ten past three, and Nelson
Lee suddenly gripped my arm. -
‘““An idea, Nipper!” he exclaimed, his
eyes gleaming.  ‘‘ Dainton will be here
it twenty minutes. Unless we adopt -
some ruse, we shall very probably draw
s blank—and that will be disastrous.
Having gone so far, we simply must
make good.'’
“‘ What's the wheeze,
asked eagerly. e
“Well, I don’t think it will be wise to
continue our scarch,” said Lee. ‘“We
haven't got time, young 'un—we can’t .
do anything 1in twenténmmutes. But, if
Dainton arrives, and finds Garrod alone,
he'll probably tell the whole storg;—the
story of at happened at uth-
.mpwn—-.’ . , .
‘“But he won’t find Garrod alone,
guv'nor,” I protested. - -
“ I shall be Garrod,” said the guv'nor.
“You!" I gasped. -
‘“ Exactly. I shall have to make up
hurriedly, {mt I think I can manaqrohtho .
trick,”’ said Nelson Lee crisply. *‘ Then,
my dear Nipper, we shall have the ex-
cellent Mr. Dainton in & cleft stick. He
will probably tell me everything—think-
ing that I am Garrod. You and Morley
wi‘{I be conoealed, and will hear the con-.
fesston. That will be sufficient, I t

{o warrant an immediate arrepthe: . -

guv'nor?” I
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" ‘Rather!” I exclaimed excitedly.
% But can we do it in time?”’
» “We'll try, at all events!”

And the guv’nor got busy straight off.

I8 dooked as though some excitement was
in store. '
- CHAPTER V.

IN WHICH MR. DAJNTON IS VERY OBLIGING

—HE INCRIMINATES HIMSELP HOPELESSLY

~—~AND THEN THE EXCITEMENT STARTS—

THE GUV'NOR IS BOWLED OVER, AND 1

NEARLY SHARE THE SAME FATE, BUT OLD

MORLEY BUTTS IN, AND EVERYTHING IS
.0.K.

R. PAUL H. DAINTON arrived
M five minutes Ilate—that 1is, at
twenty-five minutes to four. The
" first grey streaks of dawn were
appearing as he let himself in by the
- front door. :
. Of course, Garrod had unbolted the
door when the telegram had arrived.
For the last twenty-five minutes we
had all been tremendously busy. To

27

I'm never long-winded—I always put
everything terse and sharp. ‘

But it strikes me that I'd better get on
with the yarn. As 1 said, Dainton came
at three-thirty-five. Everything was in
readiness for him. Morley and I were
safely concealed. I was in a cupboard,
and - Morley squeezed himself behind a
heavy book-case which was placed across
a corner. The guv’'nor and [ shifted the
book-case back, so that the poor old in-
spector was a pnsoner. But he could
hear everything all right, and that was
all that mattered. '
. Nelson Lee had arranged the electric
light in such a way that he would be
able to sit in shade, while Dainton would
be in the glare of light. So he couldn’t
see things too plainly. And the guv'nor,
of course, could imitate Garrod's voice
as easily as winking.

Lee was sitting down in the chair
before the desk, reading. I heard Dain-
ton coming up the stairs; then he
entered the room hurriedly, and closed
the door behind him with an unnecessary
slam. Obviously, Mr. Dainton was agi-

" begin with, we'd rushed round to our|tated. What he saw did not make him

own rooms, takin
. Fortunately, he too
didn't resist.
-And Nelson Lee, in his own consulting-
" room, quickly transformed himself into
a second edition of Garrod. Of course,
he couldn’t do it thoroughly—there
wasn’t time—but when he’d finished he
looked amazingly like our ca
rod himself was amazed.
Then the guv’nor made him strip off
his coat and waistcoat, which were of a
distinctive pattern, and Lee donned them
himself. eanwhile, Motley had rung
up to the nearest nolice-station for a
couple of men to be s=nt round.

things calmly, and

Thes: - rthy ger*’” ~:an of the force
arrive.. - 29 the - “1d finished,
and t.  <2re lei- zonsulting-
room in arge 7 Gade while we
rushed ba. - o :9rs.” i~ tson, Nor-

ton & C(o.’s premizes. It was quick
" work, and no mi:take, but we managed
it all right. Just one breathless rush.
For if we didn’t get finished by the time
Dainton arrived the wh>'» plan would be
‘messed up. .

But we did get finished in tim-. 30
‘what’s the good of talking: I shai. be
accused of writing stuff just to fill ug the
lines. - Real authors do that, of course;
it’s a regular practice. Some books could

do with cu ing lown to ’ But

-
. 1
PO T

Garrod with us..

ptive. Gar-

8uspicious in th. least. Garrod, his man-
‘ager, was - seated, and the room was
otherwise empty. Dainton couldn't
| know that thirteen stone of solid
humanity was «.ieezed behind the bnox-
case, and a few other stone packed in:.
the cupboard. ‘
‘“Why, what’s the matter, sir?” asked
Garrod. |
If I hadn’t known the truth I should
have sworn that the voice was Garrcd's.
he guv’nor’s a masterpiece at that sor-
of thing, and although he hadn't he.
the manager’s voice for more than h..

| an-hour, he mimicked it with amaz:: g
| accuracy.

* You may well ask what the mmtter
137" exclaimed Dainton huskily. ** Look
here, Garrod, this business 13 going to
finish—to nitght! I've come here to de-
stroy everything in the way of ~vidence.
It’s got to be completed before the morn-
ing. Ther~ must be absolutely ncthinz
to show that the forged T:easury iotes
emanated from this establishment !

I grinned to myself. Dainton nad
given himself away in the [irst minuic.
Three of us had heard him opert..7 (nn-
fess that he was responsible for the ior-
geries. It was a good start, to say the
least. But better was to come.

* % What has happened, s1r2" asked tha
guv' ror, in oa statil ' “You

A e
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weren't like that. when you left for
Southampton——"’ '

I heard Dainton pace up and down the
room orratically,

“I'll tell you what has happened, Gar-
rod!"’ he exclaimed fiercely. ‘' That
anterfering brute, Nelson Lce, 1s on our
tral—"" .

‘“Good hcavens!' ejaculated Nelson
Lee, wondering. I daresay, how he could
- be on his own trail |

“Don't get panicky, you fool!”
snapped  Dainton, who  was pretty
panicky himself. ‘I tell you we're
eafe 60 Jong as we destroy every atom of
cevidence before the morning. Lee's as-
sistant—Nipper, they call him—followed
me to Southampton, and saw me handing
the notes to Peele. Nipper's dead now !”

““ You—you don’t mean—"'

‘““ Hang you, Garrod, don't snivel!”
snarled Dainton funiously. ¢ The thing
had to be done. You don't want to go
to penal servitude, do you? Nipper
couldn't be aHowed to go free with the
knowledge he had gained.” - '

‘“ You—you killed him ?”’

‘““Yes. It was necessary!” panted
Dainton. ‘“ Heaven knows, I didn’t
want to go to such lengths, Garrod, but
I had to—I had to!”

-~ It’s a funny thing, but I didn't feel at
all dead. ' _

Ard I was hugely elated. Dainton had
Eut his foot into it properly. Whatever

o sald -afterwards would be useless.
And, again, Dainton very kindly obliged.
‘Under the circumstances he couldn’t very
well do anything else. /

Perhaps if he had been theroughly cool
hc would have detected the slight differ-
ence in Garrod. Bwt he was hugely agi-
tuted, and wasn't likely to detect the
fraud—especially as the guv'nor was iIn
the shadow.

“Come - with me!”
sharply.
destroy all the notes we have in hand.
‘We'll go to the basement at once and
start on the work. Move yourself, man!
There's no danger so long as we get
everything cleared up Lefore the police
can take action.”’ ~

As the policc had taken action alrcady,
that remark of Dainton’s was rather use-
less. But he didn't know it. 1 heard the
guv'nor get up from his chair, and then
the two men left the room. '
© “I'm in this!” I muttered to myself.
“] can't laave the
bpelf.'"

said Dainton

guv'nor all by bim-

‘““The first thing. Garrod, 1s to
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“1 left the cupboard, and stepped
quietly across the room, forgetting all
about poor old Morley behind the book-
cage.. He couldn't get out until that
heavy article of furniture was shifted.

I caught a glimpse of Nelson Lee’s

back disappearing along a passage, which
presumably led to the business part of
the establishment. Dainton, of course,
was leading the way. I followed on be-
hind in absolute silence. ‘
- We went down some stairs, and then
into a little office, and from this into the
workshops. Dainton switched on one or
two lights as we. proceeded, but only
small, shaded ones.

At last we came to a heavy door. This"
was opened, and Dainton and the guv’-
nor disappeared down some stone steps
into the spacious basement. .This was
Lrilliantly illuminated, and I wondered if
the guv'nor would be spotted. I daren’t
go. down after them, but watched from .
the top. Lo -

I saw Dainton bend down and insert
a tiny key into something which looked
like a small crack. Then a portion of the
matchboard lining of the basement
swung open, and a black cavity was re-
vealed. . . o

“My hat!” I thought. . A secret
cellar, or something{”’. - ~

I heard a swrtch click, and Dainton
plunged into the secret cellar. The
guv'nor followed-hard on his heels. And
I, not to be ocutdone, descended into the
basement. “

The trick door had been left open, and
I peeped round it. I looked into a small
cellar, which was even more brilliantly
illuminated than the basement itself.
There was a small plate-proving machine,
and lots of other things which had ob-
viously heen used for the production of
squiffy currency notes. L

““ Now, Garrod,” said Dainton sharply,
“fetch out those—"’ |

Then he paused suddenly and stared
hard at the supposed Garrod. And he
saw  that something was wrogg. DBut
what did it matter, anyhow ? He'd.led
us to the very place we wanved to find,
and exposure didn’t matter a rap now.

“ Why—good heavens—1" - . -

Dainton. gasped out the -words, and
then brought his fist round with swing-
ing force. The guv’nor wasn't quite
prepared for the blow, although .he
dodged. Dainton’'s fist caught him just
bl:ltr the ear, and he went down' with a
t u - - or
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Befora Lee could rnise Paul Dainton
rushed up the stairs at full tilt. Then
he slammed the door with a crash, and
stood panting feverishly. If he thought
thut he was safe now, {no was very soon
enlightened upon that point.
" ‘ Hands up. please!” . I exclaimed
briskly.

The fellow turned round with a gasp,
and found himself looking into my re-
volver. I though it was as well to pre-
‘'vent him gettm_f awag. He’d be needed
at the Old Bailey when the trial came
Ol

‘** Nipper I’ he panted wildly.

. ¥ believe he went mad then. I had
been expecting him to fall in a faint at
seeing me alive. DBut he didn’t. He just
flung himself at me with the fury of a
wild cat. My revolver went off with a
-deafening report, and the bullet tried to
"bore & hole through the ceiling of the
bascment.

Then we struggled. Great Scott! It
‘'was a terrific struggle, too. Dainton was
in "the last stage of desperation,- and I
soon saw that there wasn’t much chance
for me. He knocked me right and left,
but I clung to him like a leech.

. At last, however, he had me dawn. 1
fancied I heard a dull crash from some-
where in the distance. Dainton had his
‘knee upon my chest, and he held me
.down to the floor. Then, after he had
regained his breath, he suddenly leapt to
his feet and made a bolt for the steps
leading up into the workshops.

.- At that second there was a scuffle of
footsteps, and the inspector himself came
Iting down. Thero was a terrific col-
Eion at the top of the stairs, and Dain-
ton tumbled Jdown from top to bottom,
and lav ¢roaning. He was comr'»tely
knock: . sut of time by that fall.
““You young ra.':l!”’ roared . .«
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tive-Inspector Mesley, glaring at me.
‘“ Why 1n thunder didn’t you belp me out
of that corner before you came down? [
beard your shot—eor somebody’s shot—
and hurled the hook-case completely
ovor;'!"u d than ped
‘** Jolly gnod thang you did,”” 1 gas
dazedly. ‘“My bat! We've had some
excitement ; but everything's O.K.

L ] ] L] . L 4 L L

And everything was O.K.

Dainton hadn’t hurt himself much by
that fall, but he had been quite finished,
so far as fighting went. We got the
guv’nor out easily enough, of course, and
then our prisoner was marched away.

The whole truth came out, of course.
It seemed that some months before Mr.
Bevison, who was then ‘‘the firm,” be-
came acquainted with Paul H. Dainton,
who was a remarkably clever engraver.
At first the junior partner had proved
himself to be a ularly clever man.
al:md Bevison had trested him to the last
etter,

Then, while Mr. Bevison was away
abroad, on the firm’s legitimate business,
Dainton had pla the traitor. The
senior partner, of course, was totally in-
nocent of wrong-daanyg, and knew nothing
of the actual facts until 1t all came out
after the arrests,

Dainton, with the help of Garrnd, the
treacherous managee, had used the firm’s
plant, paper, etc.—and its good name pro-
tected him—for the purpose of producing
false Treasury notes.

Without the up-te-date machinerv he-
longing to the famoas old firm Dainton
could never n.ve wmhieved his scoun-
drelly purpose. As m was, the or': re-
ward he received for his baseness was a
nice little stietch of penal servitude. Anid
Garrod’'s reward was of the same choice
variety. And so was Peele’s.

THE END.

NEXT WEEK Will Appaar the Firs: 5:ory of
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‘The Boxing Sailor

A BTORY OF THE RINQ AND LIFE IN THE NAVY,
By ARTHUR S. HARDY.
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Read thes ﬁraf ?-

Tox CrawieYy, champion light-weight
boxer, s& a boy stoker on doard H.M.S.
Flyer. WAust on leave he learnd ihat
his -father's fisheng emack has been

d. It promisds to go hard
with Fisherman Crowiley, untdd

Dax SiMMONSs, an old friend of the lad, ond
proprietor of a -known boxing hall,
ehowe a way owt of the diﬁc:zy by
offering Tom o fight with Jimmy
Yowl, famous boniam-weight. The
offer ss accepted. Leave for the contest
betng refused, Tom takes ‘ French
leave." He winse the fight, and on
learing the hall ss arrested as a deserter.
Eventually he 1o pardoned.

Soon after the even!, German baitle-
ships bombard the coast of England,
and the Flyer goes $nfo action.

(Now read on.)

A HOT CHASE.

IKE a thing of life the Flyer
dashed onward. Tom Crawley
had beent with her on tnal trips,
when she had made her record

, but he seriously doubted whether

c had ever moved at the pace she was
maiang now.

On she flashed, on, on. The crew
could hear the distaut echoing guns, but
they oould see nothing, not even the line
of the coast they just lefz. Over-
head dark clouds hung. Ashore no sign
of a light was to be seen. From the
strengthening swell Tom knew that they
were steering far out to sea, which meant
that they were attempting to get between
the enemy destroyers and the Belgian
coast, 30 as to cut themn off.

_ Tomkins was full of ight. eagerly look-
ing forward to the crash that he aaid
was bound to come.

“ Attack ‘em in their own nests, sink
‘e every time they come out, say L”

———

ho cried. ‘““ And if ever I get a chance
at 8 Hun—" The way he drew and
swept his sharpened cutlass rqund told
the rest. |

There would be small chanco for any
Hun that ran foul of -that highly-
tempered blade.

Captain Walsh and his first office
were on the bndge. ,

Every man was at his l?o-L The guns
were ready to bark at sight of the enemy.
The chiel engineer was down below urg-
ing the stokers on to do their best. Too
many raiders had stolen out from the
viper's nest at Zeebrugge and shelled the
British coast of late for the peace of
mind of the active officers of the
British Navy. - '

_ They were as anxious to force a fight-
ing chanoe against the tipand-ryn
rascals from Flanders as any of their
men.

On swept the Flyer, for an hour or
more, and then a word was given. and
the searchlights streamed out across the
sea. :

They moved to right and leltywavered,
and then focussed in a silver arc upon the
object they wore ing for. = -

As the fiyer rose on the swell Tum’s
ui‘er eyes, straining into the blare of
light, cepied two enemy craft, for th
were certainly not British, being %00 hi
for'ard for that, speeding for dear life %0
the south-east. - .

?e could see them lcap and d:r roll
and swerve, sometimes almoet dniving
clear of the water it seemed, and spurn-
ing the spray forty feet into the air.

Boom! One of the Flyer’'s guns spobe,
and the destroyer trembled from stem fo

—

stern. Boom! Boom! -Boom! -
At regular intervals the guns spat {ire.
smoke,  and noise, and the shells went

hurtling over the sea. Tom could see
Ll;_mm burst. the flash and report thrilling
m. .. — v
Here was no target practioc now, bet
the rcal. thing. Good old*Flyer! GCood



THE BOXING SAILOR

old British Navy! Why don’t you mak
tand, Frits, and Beht it out Like &

! The Germans, in their mad re
were firing, too, hoping against
. be, to m? the pursuint,

om's beat last now, and a lump

rose in his throat, almost choking him,

nd a nervous tremor stirred him to the

o: his being. b
or a momcent, howaver, just as
it might have been had he snterod & box.

ing-aing for an important fight; the next,

be was as calm as ever, and smiling t
M'n. s shells . tull
enemy'p wore woelully

‘“He's no idea of the rangs,’’ chuciled
Tomkina. * Tom, old sport, ‘e don'l
know whaere ‘e are."” |

“He may sond one sboard us in 8
mihute,” mid Tom Crawley. ‘* Best not
%o shout till ite over, old man.”

But no; the enemy’s shells mot only
fell short, but slso wide.

“ And what of ours?”’ ssked Tam.

The words had oscace ognuqd his
lips ere Tomkins whip q his cap
and yelled like a madman.

* Right bang on the bloomin' target!"
smid bhe.

He was right. Distant though ' the
enemy destroyer was, Tom could seo the
8ash of the shell® ::+t, and when the
arc of light was ¢:i: agsain only three

of the eneray’s four smoke sta ks could
be ssen. fourth had beer. blown

clean .
o “g:l.’h ! Hurrah'! Hurrsh!”’

roared the gallant crew of.the Flyer:
- mdl Captain Walsh's face wore a grim
sntie.

" Keep at it gunners’' he roared.
“Tot ‘e have soma mor~'"

Not that they cnuld “war him.  There
wna no chance of th © ut b duin't mat.
ter a mp. Eve 'n =sboard the
British Jostenyes -~ - s duty.  And
eo the sh-'r burst tn & periect bal
around the lvomed Garman sh:t..

Suddwn.; she fell right be ind  her
sister ship, and lay lamed upon the water.
Her guna spas viciously, but tha moreal
of har officers and crew had been broken,
and the vewel had a decidad list to atac
board. .

Men were diding down her slanhng
dacks, and ‘;hnm could be scen licking
their \ .

No:‘.! shell from the Flyer hit her
bang ar. +>.ps, and sn cvpl-sion fol-

k)

lowed. 8o’ plainly enuld everything be
seen in the hrilliant rays of the search-
light that Tom espied Germans jumping
inlg the ?a.h hd

oor devi though he was at
the triumph achisved by Flyer, yet
he could feel all a milor's sympathy for
the lucklesa Huns. They were going to
theie death; and the Flyee had far morv
important work e do than to stop and
pick them up.

A last shell hit the enemy venrel,
whose gunners served their pieces to the
last, and she listed badly, and went down
by the head.

The Flyer raced enward after number
two, in the strengthening wind aml
n?uﬂy rising sea.

‘ Poor devils ! muttered Tom; ** hud
as they were, they'd *'ll‘ of pluck ; hut
a Hun seaman can't S8¢ht » Britisher.
They ain’t in tho same clasw.’

MAN OVERBQOARD!

H P second of the enemy vessels was
making a runnmg fight of ¢,
Though her sholls bursy a long
way short of the F'--r yet she
kept up the bombardment. « .1 tha pur -
suing vessel fired in her turi. nough nok
as often. Her commaander vis anxious
to &nd the range. but he ik not like
« ting valuablo ammanition for  the
o (‘t‘m of the thing. During the run
nti ¢ Bght the Flyer gad dackened ead
a tnitle to aid her aim  Thm had giver
the leading enemy seswl a chanco of
lengthening the distance that separited
tho two ships :
“ I'm alrail we may not run har down
befors sha < « wle beyond the limit ol
the anem7' v mine Heide,”” saidk ('aptain
Wal ' ¢ 9. 1 must have somae
tNO v el ! .
Tha recessary oo lers ware giver, a 4o
faw minates alte sacde with o .08
eacing at full speel and the hul o
voran! trembling under the farce ..

‘the Flysr made, perhipe her recor:

t., came the chiel sagineer [ Piv
loa hlack with conl dast and o, aml
with the perspiration stresming Jown i
cheek o . N

» dhe won't stand any mora skipper,
he cried, * unlass yon wint un to hlow
ap. The Bneat steel wul melt ¥ 1 ie
put to & much groater tosd shan Fm
applying now.”

he shypere ship

Oyrtl ‘ha eunemy



32

through his glass, and shook his head
with a sigh.

“And yet I'm aleaid it won't do. The
devile wiﬁ crcape us''’

So 1t proved, for after a stern chase of
ar.other hour and a-half, the order waus
given to ceuse the pursuit, .

Fritz had evidently got hold of come.

thing very fast ahead there, and the start
conceded was too much.

It might be dangerous to go on.
Therefore the Flyer was turned about,
and at half-speed made her way back to-
wards the coast of England. She had
boggea one of the enemy raiders. If
there had been more than two partici-
pating in the attack upon the British
coast, some of the others had perhaps
been intercepted ; and, at any rate. Fritz
had been taught that he could not bom-
bard defenccless coast towns with im-
punity.

Tho crew of the Flyer were overjoyed

at the success  their commander l:ad
achieved. And yet there were some
grumblers. Witness Tomkins:
- *“And I never had a chance of a dig
at a single one of 'oin,” he growled, ar
he gn?‘ped the handle of his cutlass. ‘1
never have no luck.”

But soon he had other things to think
about, for the sea was rising, and the
wind was blowing half a gale. Also the
rain began to fall, though only fitfully,

Pitching and rolling to her heart's con-
tent, the Flyer sped iack to port. The
crow rcmained at quarters. A close look-
out was kept. Wirelesa messages
crackled at the masthead, and the news
was soon passed round that a sccond de-
stroyer had becn sunk by a Portmouth
boat. The rest had got away, and for
the time boing the seas were safe.

‘“ Thon the sooner I gits to my bunk,"”
growled Tomkins, *‘ the better I shall be
. pleased. . ’

“I'm not anxious,’”’ said Tom Crawley.
‘““I'd as soon be up here as down there,
whon thy ship's rogking like this. Blow
the waves.!’ The sca beat against the

side of tho ship, and the spray, leaping
upwards, drenched him.

“'Tain't safo up here.” said Tom-
kins. ‘‘What's to prevent yer sliding
into the ssa?”’

The words were hardly out of his mouth
ere—crash. The Flyer drove lier hows
hard against some floating object, off
which sha swung like an. expreas turned
by the points in the railway track. -
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The awerve scnt Tom Crawley stag-
Bering.

He lost his balince, fell, and slid on tha
sh);pe‘ry deck to the side of the vessel.

'he sca was near. As the Flyer’s deck:
alanted down to mcet the waters. a ga-p
of harror burst from Tom's lips.

I~ clutched madly at the deck, but his
hands could find nothing'te grip hnld
of. A despairing yell echoed like a deathi-
huell in the horrified Tomkins's cars.
For Tomkins had seen his chum throw
down and go sliding towards the sca, and
had made a desperate effort to save hin.
But he had missed by a foot, and had
slithered down, so that he had to strugyl.
hard to save himself, and he was no
swimmer either. - : ’

“Tom! Tom!" he wailed, and shud-
dered, closing his eyes. - ) .

When he regained his footing, as’ the
Flyer righted herself, and looked, Tom
Crawley had gone. He had been swal-
lowed up by the seas..

Poor Tom' . . .

“Tom, Tom!" groaned Tonikins, in a
burst of agony he could not coutrol.
“Old pal! Id pal!” and his wide
eves starrd vacantly at the grey of the
hearing soa. ‘

‘* Man overboard!” shouted: a petty
officer, racing aft. *‘ Man overboard !"’

But by tﬁe time the destroyer had
slowed down more than a mile had been
covered, and though her searchlight
playved upon the seca, shifting from one
place to another. no trace of the lost <pa-
man could be scen. .0Old hands knew timt
{i:dtle short of a miracle could save the
And, alter a while, finding that there
was no chance of picking the brave hoy
up, the Flyer pursued her course, and in
due time steamed slawly back to har-
bour, with some of hor plates strained
by her collision with that unknown Boat-
ing object. .

THE RESCUE.

EFORE he made his final plunge
B over the side of the Flyer Tom
Crawley managed to steady him-

self for a moment or two.

He fought as bravely to save himeelf a«
cver he had fought in the nng‘ arrd
cven in those terrible seconds while be
was waiting for the ship to right herself
he was as cool as a cucumber. ..

But it was not to be. His fingers re-
laxed their grip, and down &e went urtv
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the sea. The water closed over his head. | His heart gave a leap, and he felt about

and he fought and struggled in
the wake left behind by the fast
speading Flyer for some little time be-
fore he managed to rise to the surface
and take a breath of life-giving air again.

Tom Crawley had often marvelled at
the speed developed by our very modern
destroyers; yet never in Lis. most
_ enthusiastic moments had he ever gauged
that speed so accurately as nov.

The Flyer. was gone when he laoked
about him, gone from view. - He could
hear her, but he could not see her.

Placing his right hand to "his mouth
while he trod water, he shouted at the
full stretch of his lungs in the vain hope
that he might make himself heard. Vain
hope. The wind beat the words back 1nto
his teeth, aud the spray filled his mouth.

He gave it up, and swam slowly,
wondering how long he would be able
-* to- keep it up. . y

The water seemed very cold, and he
shivered. ~ But the _exercise made lum
wary, and he commenced to calculate
the hours that remained before the day
broke, and to wonder in what part of
the Channel he had been deposited.
If he were anvywhere near tho
ordina course taken by inward or
outward hound craft, the chances of his
being picked up would be about even, he
reckoned. .

But could he last out? Could he?

Tom Crawley was a. sound swimmer,
could swim for miles, and knew enough
about the game to rest himself and hus-
band his strength. Yet this was no mean
task that had becen set him.

~ Kor a long time he ﬂa%ped out in the
heavioy—sea, the only bit of comfort
vouchsafed him being when the Flyer
had bent her searchlight beams upon the
sea. ‘When ho saw those silvery rays he
believed that the ship would come Lack
for him, and pick him up.

But when sho drifted further and
further away, and finally the light went
out, and she vanished, a feeling of despair
almost crushed him, and he wondered
whether it were worth while struggling
OilL ' .

And-his hopes rose again as he found

himself withstanding the ordeal fairly
well. _ : o .
And at last. as he swung his arms
slowly about, his hand struck against
something hanl, a heavy substance that
was foating. upon the sea.

—

J

|
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him, and swam alongside the object,
which was of considerable size. As he
kicked his feet down they struck against
it, proving that it lay deep in the sea. -

And anon, as he had discovered that it
had breadth, he hauled himself up and
sat down upon it, his legs awash, but his
body resting. :

Well, at any rate, he would see the
dawn, he thouglht; and his chance of
rescuc had increased a thousandfold.

He suffered considerable discomfort ae
he sat shivering in the keen wind, but
his spirits were soaring now. '
~ At last the dawn broke, and as the
Light of day flooded the sea, revealing
every object that floated upon it, Tom
Crawley discovered that he was floating
upon a submerged timber ship, whose
side was rent as if by a torpedo, and
whose cargo was being slowly washed out
of her by the force of the sea. It was
doubtless upon the sunken hull that the
bows of the Flyer had struck. '

Well, then, the ship’s bad luck had
becen good luck for him. Therefore he
smiled.

He was very cold, very hungry. but not
half so miserable in the daylight as he
had been at night, far he could see a
steamer to the north in the far distance, .
and trails of smoke dotting the horizon
here and therve. signs that there were
plenty of ships about.

He reckoned that, with. any st of
luck, he oucht to be picked up bei. o the
day waned to a certatrnty. :

The wind began to die down, -1 sea
to. fall, and the clouds to, :i:-_ erse.

 Then the sun burst through and shone

down upon the sea, warming him, and
strengthening -he hope that had been
born within him.

Help would come soon; he felt sure
of 1t. |

And as nis aching eyes searched the
scas, after a long while he espied twa
steam trawlers making towards him.

" He pulled off his shirt and waved it
frantically 1ound kis head.

* Ship zho~ ! Ship ahoy. Ahos 7

Did those 1inoard hear him?  Ha
they seen tum.

Yes, for they came nearer and nearer.
the foremost (rawing apart from he:
sister, aud coming up rapudly.

And then, with a shout, Tom teapt to

(Continaed overleaf)
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s feet and stood unsteadily” upon the ““ Bless my soul, it's Tom (za\\lev'
ook of the sunken timber ship, tremn- “Av, .]nlm. it's me right enough.|
Jing. but overjoyed. A said Tom. I got'chucked oV erboard o
111s astomshment increased as the boat| the IFlyer.” AN

frew even nearer, and as soon as he'd “And they’ll report you Iost i
mude out her name and her number a | W catl,nenm"’ cjaculated the ck:pper
rOAT rang from his. lips, for he knew ' Not & doubt about it. But I'm-wort
TNat .she was the {ranler commanded Ly | a score of dead men yvet, John." a= o .. *
a]n(:}nn Thwaites, the Bono\\moulh hshm-- . Ay, ay, “illat - you are. - that Wt’

are,”’ said the skipper;. as he seuttl. §e
* And there upon the bndgo peermg do“n to the deck z\lnd embraceds liti {

dcwn  at the strange spectﬁdc of this| Tom.. Crawley, drenched though'ithie laif
~astaway scaman, leant John Th\\'altes ter was. * ¢ Tom—Tom—it'd ha\e ‘been

himsclf. sad blow to me if I'd lost you, for I log.'
Hoarse commands mng from Tlm aites’ upon you as if vou were miy owh Sofr;

lips. Signals were telephoned down to and—-then——theles Mary.” . - ’

the engine-roorn: The fishing boat dlc“ “ She doesn’t care about ‘me,” ‘sai b

alongside the sunken wvessel. Tom his eves hcrhtmg up mth a jealou
Then.a rope was thrown, and the eagex Aush. S

hands of Tom Crawley sought for 1t,1 < She does lud—she “mslnps you

and grasped it: | Towm’s face beamed. g |
He floundered into the sca, and was -.**Think 50?7 . _ . -~ ‘

theu hauled like a:newly caught fish up| "« Ay, I'm y

st 0 dom’r|8
out of the sca and on to the deck of the say much. - I::)l“c Oéeltt vt(l);bt;gil;nzhotix;l;.r

':c::?tllf ship J.} ;t F ik . -f 1 - decks, iny- lad, ‘and- have some .break-|
- t a nt‘*do thuc 1\“e mfm \olu faqt and a cha.nge of-. clotllcS'-.I-nlusf
mate,”’ grunte e skipper from  the| 3474 the position of -this “derelict _down,

v&"

. »

bridge. C e e e
\ T that she can be blown up, for she S -i
T : 5 e ey x
‘.o\r\ne](]:r:is\dleqvoglr]r;lcgou found me than ‘menace fo Shlpplllg as bad as any’ sub- i
anvbody.  John,”.: he oxclalmed 5 and 1-n.g‘1me. ot L
bahclmau Th\\aneq staltcd e o (TO be contmued ) .
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