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CHAPTER 1. day, and everybody was feeling in good

‘ Ispirits. The Earl of Elsington, as he ad-
AT THE ART EXHIBITION—MR. WELLESLEY },,itted, was not possessed of first-class

BEEA——LalE MARIURIE VANISHES. evesight. He was a slim, frail man of
FESE Riocht Hanaurnhlae tha Warl of | fifty-two, with kiudly eyes and a clean-

inavs rouen, . «U 1L Tremarkeq | TyTTTTT YUt eI oSy mmessm osew ey v ttttto
Sir Oswald feelingly ** Surrounded by slave.

gems of art, and can’t see one of 'em!' Lady Marjorie Hilling was a bUB’h*
By gad, Elsington, your eyes weren't so| active, joyous little soul.  She carried

lmd as all that when I was down at your laughten and smiles wherever she “ent
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TL.ondon, notwithstanding the fact that he
couldn’t share in her pleasure.

But he was good-tempered, and was
cnly too ple to humour her. Often
enough she had cried pitifully on his
shoulder because of his affliction; and
after that, as a rule, she had visited some
great specialist or other, implering that
gentleman to restore her father's sight
completely.

The carl always made light of his
grave trouble, and told Marjorie not to
vworry hor little head.

While he was chatting with Sir Oswald
Drapley in the Rayle Gallery, Lady Mar-
jorie was viewing the pictures in com-
pany with lady Drapley and her two
daughters. They went from exhibit to
exhibit, ecriticising, admiring, or con-
demning. For Lady Marjone, at least,
was frank in her opinion, and always
said exactly what she thought—even if

the fortunate—or unfortunate—artist
stood behind her. .
“Oh, isn't this picture perfoctly
lovely ?'' she cried enthusiastically.

* Isn't it just ripping 1’
‘* Do you think so, Lady Marjorie?”’

The girl had addressed her remark to
Lady Drapley, but a deep, musical voice
answered hor. She turned in surprise,
and then smilingly nodded.

“[ didn't know you were here, Mr.
NDrex.!”” she said.  “ How do you do?
Father's somewhere about—have you
scen him?” .

‘“ Not yet,” replied Mr. Wellesley
Drex. *‘ 1 don't suppose I should ever
have seen him in, this, great throng of
people.  DBut it is impossible to mise
sceing such an ipdividual as yourself,
l.ady Marjorie.”” . .

fha puckered her pretty forehead.

**Is that meant for un insult or a
compliment 7. .

“Oh, 8 compliment, of course,” Mr.
Drex hastened to explain.

1 don't sec why I shouldn’t be
missed—1'm not. very big, am 1?” said

the girl, with a_laugh.  *‘ But never
mind me. Just ook at this lovely pic-
ture!”

[ i"l was doing so—-it is indeed beauti-
ul.”’ )
Mr. Wellesley Drex, however, has his
cves upon Lady Marjorie, and he smiled
us he spoke. Sho was unconscious of his
meaning, and proceeded to point out the
rore beauty of the painting.
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i1 Marjorie wasn't muc

Her father came up, and Mr. Drex
was soon chatting with the earl. The
two had met aonce or twice before at
social gatherings, and the earl rather
liked Mr. Drex. He was clever and
enial, and always eXcellent company.
grlr. Drex had lived most of his life in
Bombay or Calcutta or Madras—the earl
wasn't sure where—but it was somewhere
in India. Drex was a retired merchant,
und although not exactly one of the
‘ upper ten,” was admitted into the best
soclety.

He was rather short, but carried him-
self with an air of distinction, neverthe-
less. A more jovial man did not exis,
and he was an amazing conversationalist.
For some months past he had been very
popular in London's ‘best society.

* Personally, I prefer Oriental art,”
he was eaying to the Earl of Elsington.
* I may be prejudiced, of course, having
lived s0 many years in the East. But,
to my mind, there is something wonder-
fully alluring in the art bf the Orient.”

““I am afraid I am not an able critic.
Mr. Drex,”” smiled the earl. “ My
daughter, young as she is, appreciates art
—real art—when she sees it, no matter
whether it is Eastern or Western.””

64 I

‘“Is that 30?" asked the other.
should like you to bring her down to my
country place—just below Guildford, in
Surrey. I have some splendid treasures
there. Do you think you could persuade
Lady Marjorie to——' :

“ Oh, are you talking about me?”
asked the girl, turning on the two men.

‘““ Is that wicked ?"’ chuckled Mr. Drex.

‘““To talk about me? Of course, it
isn’'t! But what were you saying?’’ de-
manded Lady Marjorie. *‘‘I have a right
to know, haven't I 1"

““Most certainly you have,” agreed
Mr. Wellesley Drex genially. “1I was
just asking your father if he would bring
ou down to my country place—-Banham

owers, in Surrey. I have some quaint
specimens of Oriental art.”

‘It is really a question of whether
Marjorie will take me,” smiled the earl.
‘T always do exactly as she tells me.
Indeed, I am afraid to thwart her——"’

““Oh, dad! What a terrible thing to
say !'" protested Marjorie indignantly.
“ You'll make Mr. Drex think that I'm
an~awful ogre!” |

Both the men lau%led heartily ; Lady

h like an ogre.
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“ Well, will you come?’ smiled Mr.

Drex. o
“Of course,” said Lady Marjorie
promptly. *‘ But mind, if your treasures

aren’t interesting, I shall never come
again. When shall we say—to-morrow ?
To-morrow afternoon, l’gr. Drex?”

“That will me admirably,”
smiled the other.

‘“ My dear, you should not be so im-
pulsive,”’ said the earl gently. It may
not be convenient for Mr. Drex to have
us bothering him to-morrow——"

The girl laughed gaily.
““ That’s Mr. Drex's look out,’”” she ex-
claimed. ¢ If we're a bother to him, he

has only himself to blame. But we
sha'n’t be a bother, shall we, Mr. Drex?”

** Most assuredly not!" declared that
gentleman.

“There! We'll motor down,” went
on Marjoriee ‘‘ And we'll go to your
place to tea, Mr. Drex. I hope it'll be
fine. It's rotten motoring in the rain.
Shall we meet anyvorne else 7’

‘“ Nobody,” said Mr. Drex.
lcnely bachelor, you see.”

‘““All right then. Expect us at about
four o’clock.”

And Lady Marjorie, having arranged
everything "‘to her satisfaction, went off
with Sir Oswald Drapley_to the other end
of the gallery. Later on, when the earl
had parted with Mr. Wellesley Drex, he
remonstrated with his daughter.

““You should have made the arrange-
ment for next week, Marjorie,”” he said
mildly. “ It may not be convenient for
Mr. Drex to have us to-morrow. But
he would not tell us that, of course.”

“How silly yon are, dad!’ laughed
Marjorie. “ We shall be in Norfolk next
week !”

““ Shall we, Marjorie ?"’

“Why, we are going to Lady Mil-
haven's house-party, aren't we?”’

¢ Oh, yes. I believe you men-
tioned—"'

“ To-morrow’s Wednesday,”” went on
Marjorie. ticking the day off on one of
her perfectly shaped fingers. ‘It is a
freo day.” ,

*“ A free day, darling ?*’

“*Yes. We haven't arranged anything
for to-morrow,” she smiled. . ‘ That's
why I was so quick to tell My. Drex

sutt

’

“T am a

|

.Saturdav.

that we would be there. I don't sup-l

3

pose his treasures will be much, anﬂxow.
‘But, as he asked us, we had to go.

““ But there are other days——"" -

““ Thursday i3 booked,” said Marjo
decisively.

rie
‘“ And so 13 Friday, and 8o 13
v. And on Sunday we're gging
to Norfolk, to Lady Milhaven's.”

“I—I don't remember where we ave
going on Thursday?  said the earl
mildly.

“ Why, to Molly Jevone's party, ol
"'I

course !

““ Dear me !
1t, Marjorie.”

“0Of course, I did. And on Friday
and Saturday we shall be with the Morn-
ingtons, on their houseboat, at Henley,”
sald Marjorie gaily. ¢ To-morrow is the
only day for Mr. Drex. I was wonder-
ing what I should do, to tell the truth.
I needn’t worry any more now. 1 ex-

pect it will be dull, but that won't
matter for once."”

‘** I—I suppose not, dear,’ said her poor
father.

FHe was quite incapable of further re-
monstrance, and allowed himself to be
carried off to tea somewhere.

As 1t happened, the following after-
noon was gloriously fine. The sun shone
brilliantly, and the roads were dusty and
hot. Nevertheless, the motor-ride dowr.
into Surrey was enjoyable, and the earl
was not sorry to get out of London.

Banham Towers was situated -just be-
vond the village of Great Banham—
although where its greatness came 1in
was rather a puzzle. for the village was
very small. It was picturesque, how-
ever, and Marjorie was interested. She’
was still more interested in Banham
Towers, for Mr. Drex’s country housc
was a lovely place.

- The building was set back from the
road, with z profusion of trees surround-
ing 1t. Copper beeches, with thei
ruddy leaves, stood upon either side of
the wide drive, and, nearer the house.
there were scme magnificent chestnuts.

Mr. Drex was on the wide steps, and
he welcomed his visitors heartily. Very
soon Lady Marjorie changed her opinior
about Mr. Drex's treasures ‘‘ not beiny
much, anyhow.” They were interesting
and novel—and extremely rare. Many
oi the curios had strange histories, and
Marjorie was enthralled with her host's
ample fund of stories,

I bLelieve you mentioned
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'The girl was thoroughly delighted with
her visit. Her father, unfortunately,
conld not appreciate the visit at its true
worth. His failing eyesight made it 1m-
possible for him to partictpate in her
pleasure. But he was greatly interested
in “Mr. Drex's conversation.

Tea was taken on the lawn, beneath
the natural arbour of a weeping-willow
tree. It was a quiet meal, but very
¢njoyable. On the whole, Marjorie was
jleased with her visit, and was even more
pleased with a couple of valuable curios
which Mr. Drex had given her for her
own collection.

After tea the men lit cigars, enjoying
the cool evening breeze.

“* Oh. by the way, did I show wou my

wonderful apricot tree?” smiled Mr.
Drex.
Apricot  trees aren’t wonderful, are

they ' asked Marjorie,

** This one is. It 18 a wall-tree, and
1ts formation 1s really extraordinary,”
said the host.  “ It 13 situated at the
rear of the house, and yon must see it,
l.ady Marjoric. Straight down the main
path, through the orchard, to the end of
the fruit-garden. You can't miss it, then.
I'tl come with you, if you like."

“Oh, no. You stay here, and talk to
dad,” sand Marjorie hightly.

And she tripped off through the trees.
When she came back, five minutes later,
she found the two men standing by the
carl's big motor-car. Lady Marjorie ran
hhtly across the springy turf.

* Isn't 3t wonderful ?’’ she cried. “ The
tice, I mean. You'll havo to come and
nee 1t before we go, dad.”’

But her father protested thut he
«ouldn't sec the tree, even if he went;
and so, o few minutes later, the visitors
departed. Atkin, tha cheuffeur, had been

told to wke the .iourn.ey to London
quietly. It was. still quite ,early in the
CVONINE. . v .

Lady Marjorie was rather silent as sho
sat besido her father. ‘She was usually so
full of spirita that ‘he could not help
noticing the slight. change.

‘““ Whnt i1s the matter, little girl 7"’ he
asked.

*Oh., I'm all right, dad,” she smiled
* I was thinking of all those wonderful
curios. 1 wish you could have seen them
all. And I've got a little bit of a head-
ache. It's the heat, I suppose. A’ nui-
sanco, isn’t it ?"’

‘“The air will make you vetter, dear.
Lift your dust-veil,”’ said her father. =~
_ She did so, and allowed the cool even-
g air to blow upon her pretty face.
After that she was better, although she
was not her usual self. Once, near Lon-
don, a slight defect developed in the
engine. Atkin pulled up to remedy it,
and there was a delay of ten minates.

But when the biz automobile was
gliding along Piccadilly in the bright
evening lhight, Lady Marjorie recovered
her spirits.  She suddenly gripped her
father’s arm, and laughed gaily. -

‘“Tell Atkin to stop at Drake &
Edwin’s, dad,” she oxclaimed.

‘“More finery, eh?”’ smiled the earl.
“Only a few things, dad—and 2 new
hat,” said Marjorie.

And so the car was pulled up outside
the famous drapery establishment of
Measrs. Drake & Edwin, Ltd., of Picca-
dilly Circus. Lady Marjorie tripped into
one of the many entrances, and disap-
peared among the throngs of well-dressed
people.

The Earl of Elsington waited patiently
for ten minutes. It was close upon
closing-time for the great establishment,
and the shutters were already bheing
lowered. Fifteen minutes passed, and
they lengthened into twenty.

‘“Marjorie 18 a long time,” muttered
the earl. ‘I wonder what is keeping
her? It is not like her to keep me wait-
ing. all this time.”’

Messrs. Drake & Edwin, Ltd., were
closed altogether five minutes later, and
the earl thought it advisable to make in-
quiries. He gained admittance after a
little trouble; but Lady Marjorie was not
in the establishment. If she had been
there, she had departed by one of tho
usual exits, in the usual way.

'The earl, rather annoyed at- what he
thought to be the girl’s thoughtlessness, .
at once went home

I.ady Marjorie was not there. .

She had not been seen, and she did not
return. .

In short, the girl had vanished com-
pletely a1i absolutely. The Earl- of
Elsington had last seen her entering the

premises of Mess*s. Drake & Edwin,
Ltd.—Atkin, i1he chauffeur, had seen hes,

too. T _.
.gnd from that second Lady Marjorie
ditappeared.

There was no trace!
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. CHAPTER II.
NELSON LEE'S PROMISE—INQUIRIES—THE
DETECTIVE'S AMAZING THEORY,

R. NELSON LEE, the famous
M criminologist, was looking grave.
“You have told me every-
thing, Lord Elsington?"
asked quietly.
- “T1 wish to Heaven I had!” said the
Farl of Elsington. ‘1 have merely re-
lated the events which took place just
previous to my little girl’s disappearance.
As I said, we had been down 1n -the
country for the afternoon, and Marjorie
popped i1nto Drake & Edwin's to pur-
chase a new hat, I believe. She did not
come out—and I have not seen her
since."’

“ That was three days ago?”

“Yes, Mr. Lee. To-day is Saturday;
Marjorie disappeared on Wednesday.”

“ The police have discovered
nothing ?”’

‘* Nat even a faint trace,” said the earl
distractedly. ¢ Upon my soul, Mr Lee,
I am worried out of my life. Marjoypie
was everything in the world to me.
What can have happened to her in Drake
& Edwin’'s? I know where she 1s
now ”’

““ You know?" asked Nelson Lee, 1n
surprise. :

““1 should have said I know that she
was kidnapped by a gang of infamous
scoundrels—scoundrels who mean to ex-
tort money from me,”” said the earl
fiercely. ** The Circle of Terror means
to make me pay—"' ‘ _

““ The Circlo of Terror!" shouted Nip-
per, keenly interested. ' .

‘- Hush, Nipper,”” admonished Lee.
““You should not imterrupt!’

But Nelson I.ee himself was looking
very grim now. He ard his young as
sistant had listened to their visitor's story
without much interest. It "had struck
. them that Lady Marjorie's disappearance
was just one of those mysteries which
cceur in the great metropolis every day.

. There had been nothing strange or un-
usual in the Earl of Elsington’s narra-
“tive. o

The last words he had uttered, how-
ever, put a different complexion on the
matter.

. The Circle of Terror! ,
" Neither Nelson Lee nor Nipper needed
any information regarding the villainous
nature of that combination of rogues.
Indeed; only a couple of hours since a

he |

5

basket of glorious peaches had been
brought up into the consulting-room by
Mrs. Jones, tho housekeeper. They had

been left by a district messenger-boy, she
had said.

There was a ticket enclosed—* From 3
Friend.”" Nelson Lee and Nipper had
looked at the inviting fruit, but they had
not tasted it. The trick was too obvinus.
It was, indeed, clumsy. Those peacles.
when =xamined, proved to be impreg-
nated with deadly poison. One khite
*wnuld have been sufficient to cause in-

stant death! Nelson Lee had destroyed
hthe frutt, and had dismissed the matter
from his mind. He guessed that the
Circle of Terror was responsible.

IFFor the Circle of Terror. and parti-
cularly Professor C('yrus Zingrave, its
supreme chief, had every reason to be
furious with Nelson Lee. And the Circle
of Terror's fury usually took the form of
some deadly menace.

The great detective had been waging
a grim war againust the Circle; and Nel-
son Lee had beaten the infamous secret
society ‘‘ hands down,”” as Nipper put
q it. In several encounters Lee had proved

his superiority.
| Nelson Lee was aware that the High
T.ord of the Circle was Professor Cyrus
Zingrave, the once-notoriaus chief of the
[eague of the Green Triangle. The
police did not know this interesting fact.
and Lee did not enlighten his official
colleagues. That knowledge gave him a
certain advantage. He and Nipper were
| aware of other things,” too. And.
although the Cigcle did not know that
Nelson Lee had discovered so much,
they, nevortheless, displayed considerable
anxiety concerning the great detective’s
health. In the High Lord’s opinion.
Nelson Lee was rather too healthy; a
drop .or two of poizon—deadly poison—
was just the tonic for him.  Unfortu
natelv, Nelson Lee was slow to fall into

a trap.
little girl has been ab.

“ Yes, my
ducted by the infamous Circle of Ter-
ror!" declared Lord Elsington gravely
‘“How the abduction was accomplished
Heaven alone knows—I do not! The
police are mystified.  They have dis-
covered nothing.”

“I am scarcely surprised at that—
now,” said Nelson Lee. ‘ The Circle
of Terror does not do things by halves.
And I will willingly take up this matter

for you, Lord Elsington. 1 am fighting
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the Circle of Tervor, and if T can restore
vour daaghter to you I shall be grati-
ficd——="

" You must find her. Mr. Lee!" said
the enr] huskily. ‘' I do not believe that
these devils will give her up when they

have gained their way -with me.  They
will keep her a prisoner—perhapa I shall
never aeo her again! eal Heaven!

Yon cannot realise how much little Mar-
jovic was to me. I am half-blind, and 1
rehed upon her for almost everything.
She was the life and soul—"’

* You must not worry unduly,” inter-
jected Lee softly. ¢! Please, tell me, how
do you know your daughter has been kid-
naupped by the Circle of Terror? Have
vou received o message of any sort—a
Jdemand for money——"'

“*A demand. Mr. Lee, but not for
woney,’”" said the carl. It came this
mormng, just when I was beginning to

deapair. In a neasure I am relieved—
for it is, ot least, definite news. But
what an appalling situation!”

The visitor took out a letter. and

handed it to Nelson Lee.

The detective saw at once that the com-
munication was in the usual style adopted
Ly the Circle. It was printed, and at the
top there was a neat purple cirele.  The
Mmessige TRR, 88 followa: -~

** Headquarters, date as Postmark.

My lord,—Your daughter, Lady
Marjorio Millicent Hilling, 18 quite safe
and well. She will come to no hann,
provided you comply with the demand
set forth {tclnw. .

“One of your ships—the Joseph K.
Lincoln—is now on its way to Buenos
Aires, with a cargo of mixed merchan-
dise.  You are. hereby advised to cable
fresh  instructions to your agents in
la:.onoe Aires. The Joseph K. Lincoln
i (o progeed, .with, full cargo, to the port
of leuanco, on the Brazilian coast. The
ship's cargo must then be delivered up
to Mr. Re:twy Staljon, of Iguasco; he
will havg full tustructions. Having uu-
shipped her cargo, the Joseph K. Lin-
coln will then return ta Buenos Aires,
aud will by again at your service. Under
no circurpstances must you cause 1in-
guiries to be made concerning the fate
of vour property, or the activities of
M. Rodiey g‘;ullon. You have heard of
the Circle of Terror—and you know the
Circle’s power.

* Thut matter is left in your hands.
If you follow theso instructions to the

[ ]

=
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letter your daughter will be restored to
{ou unharmed in the slightest degree.

f, however, you refuse, you will never
see your daughter again.

‘“ We will give you until Monday. - On
Tueadalv; you must publish your answer
in the Personal Column of ‘ The Times.’
All you neced put 1s ‘ Yes.—Elsie.” We
snall understand. @ We shall thern for-

'ward you further and fuller instructions.

Should this warning be ignored, we shall
not give you a second chance. Your
daughtor will—suffer. |

““Tur CIRCLE OF TERROR.”

The FEarl of Elsington, although par-
tially bhind, saw Nelson Lee ‘lay the
Circle’s letter upon the table.

‘“Have you come: to any deci
asked the detective cuietly.

‘““Yeés. [ shall comply, of course."”

“IT am glad you take that sensible
view,”” went on Lee. * It is possible that
I may be able to avert the disaster—I
have until Monday, at any rate. Even
longer than that, for it seems that you
are to receive further instructions. But
it will be as well to be prepared.”

“ You think these infernal brutes wiil
carry oat their thréat?’”

‘“* Most decidedly. And it is a hidden
threat,”’ said Nelson Lee. ‘ We do not
know what horrible fate there is in store
for poor Lady Marjorie. ‘ Your daugh-
ter will—suffer.’ ‘hat sentence 1is ter-
ribly significant. and you cannot afford
to 1gnore it. If you refuse té comply,
L.ady Marjorie’s fate may be even worse
than—death.”

“1 shall obey,” Mr. Lee,”

sion f’’

id his

I']ordship huskily.

‘“If you do, T have little doubt that
your daunghter will be restored to you,
unharmed,”” went on Lee. .'* Neverthe-
less, I shall do my utmost to defeat the
Circle’s aim. What is this cargo worth 7"

‘““Just over sixty thousand.” '

“I’'m! Quite a respectable prize,”
mused Lee. ‘It is a novel method of
extorting moncy, but an effective one.
The Circle has resorted to its usyal
niethod of terrorism. I am puzzled,
however, as to how the Circle could have
kidnapped your daughter in such g
public place as Drake & Edwin’s.”
~ ‘Tt 1s an amazing story, Mr. Lee.”

The dctective lay back in his chair,
and lit a cigarette. Nipper watched him
rather anxiously. The lad, although

| keeping silent, was boiling inwardly. It

was a bit too thick, he decided, for this
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Circle of Terror to kidnap a sweet young
'girl, Nipper had never met Lady Mar-
jorie, but he had seen her photograph.

Both Nipper and his master knew that
the Earl of Ilsington was a big ship-
owner, and the loss of the Joseph K.
Lincoln’s cargo, although serious, was
not likely to affect him very deeply. The
cargo, in all probability, did not belong
to Lord Elsingtont at all; but the ship
was his, and he was responsible.

“ You can give me no further facts
asked Nelson Lee presently.

** None whatever. My daughter en-
tered Drake & Edwin's, and I did not
see her again,”’ said the earl. ‘‘That is
all—it is so simple, indeed, tha% there
13 no scope for inquiry.”

“T1 will get to work oun the case at
once,”’ said Lee. ‘‘ Whatever happens,

u;,!'

I.ord Elsington, I will report to you on}

Monday evening. I am afraid the time
13 ton limited for any definite result to
be achieved—we must hope for the best,
however.”’ |

“ Very shortly afterwards the earl took
his departure. He was feeling a little
more hopeful, and a certain amount of
colour had stolen back into his haggard
cheeks. Nipper was very sorry foir the
distracted peor. :

‘“ Poor old chap,” said the lad feel-
ingly. ¢ He's awfully cut-up, guv’nor.”

.** How was Lady Marjorie kidnapped—
that 13 the question?” said Nelson Lee,
pacing up and down the consulting-room.
It is a puzzle, Nipper—and we shall not
sclve it by remaining here. We must
get to work.” |

‘““ How, sir ?"’

““ First of all, by visiting Drake & Ed-
win's.”’ |

In less than five minutes Lee and
Nipper were off. They went in a tax,
and were soon bowlingfalong High Hol-
born, and then along New Oxford Street:
Just against Tottenham Court Road an
alarming incident occurred. '
"~ But for the amazingly clever work of
the taxi-driver the incident might have
“bLeen a tragedy. A heavy motor-lorry
was coming along just behind the taxi.
and it was making a considerable noise.
* The taxi sped forward, but was pulled
up by the traffic. The vehicle stopped
“dead, and waited. . But, from the rear,
the lumber of the motor-lorry was as
"loud as ever. Nipper glancing back,
saw that the heavy vehicle—heavier than
.any motor-’bus—was rushing straight
towards the back of the taxi.

i

““ (Great Scott ! roared Nipper.

He could see, in a second, that the
lorry could not pull up in time. The
taxi would be smashed to atoms—and
Lee and Nipper were, of course, in the
rcar. They would receive the full force
of the appalling collision.

““ Look out, guv'nor!’ bellowed Nip-
per.

- But there was no time for them to
act; the lorry was upon them. But,
even as the crash occurred, the taxi-
driver raced his engine and slammed in
the clutch. The taxi- gave a terrible
lurch, and jerked forward.

Practically all the force of the dread-
ful impact was avoided. The crash which
followed was loud enough, and the back
of the taxi was crushed in like card-
| board. But Nelson Lee and Nipper were
unhurt.  But for the driver’s prompt
action his fare would have been seriously
injured, if not killed outright.

The heavy lorry shoved the battered
taxi before 1it, just as a snow-plough
shovels snow. There was another crash
as the front of the taxi butted into the
rear of a motor-'bus, smashing the stairs,
and playing havoc with the taxi's engine.
The poor little vehicle was crumpled up
fore and aft—a coraplete wreck. But
nobocdy was hurt.

There was tremendous excitement, and
a great crowd collected. But the police
soon had the matter in hand. and there
was a wholesale taking of names and ad:
dresses. The driver of the lorry was a
scared-looking fellow. He declared that
he lost his head, and couldn’t shut off
the power.

But Nelson Lee was looking very grim.
" He fully believed that the accident
‘had been deliberately planned. The
(’ircle of Terror had merely made another
Hattempt to kill its enemies. Lee had no

proof of this at the moment; but he was
sure in his own miud.
| And the incident only made him all

the more firmly determined to press his
| campaign on to the bitter end—one way
or the other. In a fresh tax: Lee and

i

Nipper continued their interrupted
Journey. ‘
‘““ Narvow shave that, guv'nor.” said-

Nipper. “I'm glad you took that taxi-
driver’s name and addrvess.. I reckon he
saved us from a mangling. He's a good
chap. We shall have to send him a bar
of sugar-candy, or something !"’

" Nelson Lee smiled grimly.

1 shall «aot [forget the service he




8.

rendered, young 'un,”’ he said. * Per-
haph it was greater than we suppoee.
That lorry was just behind us all the way

from Holborn. It may have been a
coincidence, but——'"" Nelson Lee
paused. '

“But what, air?"’ asked Nipper,
riaring.

[N}

» Cirele of Terror wanta to get rid
of us--that's all."

" Great  Jupiter !
pect—-"

“T do. Nipper. But I can’t be sure,”
said Lee grimly. “ By adopting a ruse
like that wo should have been killed—or
badly injured, at least— without foul play
being suspectod. The facis are sugges-
tive, at all events—-- But here we are,

st Drake & Edwin's."”

You dounu't sus-

Procadilly Circus had been reached, |

sinl the pair entered the great dry-goods
stores,”’ as an American would have put
it. They wore at once shown into the
manager’'s private office, and met Detec-
tice-Inspector Lennard there.  Lennard
warn a +ery old friend of Nelson Lee's,

and a capable, hard headed detective-
ufficer.

“Hallo! You on this business, too !’
sadd  the inapoctor, taking Lee's hand.

“1'm afraid you'll draw blank, Lee.”

lennard knew the main facts, for, of
course, the Farl of Elsington had in-
fevmed the police of the whole business.
The knowledge that the Circle of Terror
was coixerned in the abduction caused
Lennard to De rather gloomy.

Nelson lee had a few words with the
manager, but could obtain no mforma-
tion of any sort whatever.

“1 can ouly refer you to Mr. len
nand,”’ naid the manager. ‘" He has been
questioning my assiatants for an hour
met, and he knows all therc s to be

HoOwW,

* And
spnctor., ’
Nelsan Lo luurlmd.
" But, surely, Lenunard, you have been
wble to procure somé information?”’ he
ashed. l.ndzu.Msr'orio Hilling cer-
tuinly enteeed thi eaa‘tlishmont on Wod
nesday ovening last, a few minutes before
lusing time. Is there no shop-walker or
avistant who can remomber—"

**That's the queer part of it, Mr. Lee,”
said the uuspector. I was hare yester-
duy and tho day befure. Wo didn't know
until this morniug that the Circle was
vancerned  in the  business—but  that
Woean’t moke any difference to this in’

that's - nothing !’ said the in-
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quiry. :
didn’t-enter tho place until nearli
time should have made my task a heap
casier—but it hasn’t. Not a soul remem-
bers having seep her in the building ou
Wednesday evening.’’

** Yet she certainly entered.”’

' No doubt about that,’’ replied Len-
nard. * The only solution that I can
think of is that she left again imme-
dintefiy, almost before she could get into

0o

The fact that Lady Marjorie
closing-

the rway. But why? She didn't
kidnap herself, did she? We can be
abeolutely sure that Lady Marjorie

didn’t want to disappear. She was forced
in some way. But how?”

** That's the root of the whole (ues-
tion.”

‘“ Perhapa she was tricked,” said Len-
nard musingly. * Plenty of wavs, you
know. 8Some chap might have ap-
Kmached her with a yarn that her father

ad been taken ill, and had gone off to
hospital. A fake taxi, and there you are.
Once she was inside they'd have her.
Bat that theory won’t hold water.”

“*Why not?’ asked Nipper. |

‘“ Why not, you young imp?"’ growled
the inspector. *‘ Because I've positively
lecarned that there was no taxi business.
The commissionaire swears that a taxi
didn’t come near the building during the
lart half-hour on Wednesday evening.
He remembers Lord Elsington's car
standing there, but there wasn't a taxi
called or—or anythinﬁ. It's a fair
puzzle. Poople can’t be kidnapped in

ublic, can they? And you can bet your
goots that the girl wasu't a party to the
thin? herself. Force was applied—but
that’s all we know. She just vanished.”

“There's just a chance that Lady
Marjorie entered and then came out
again immediately, as you say, Lennard,”
said. Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Her father’s half-
blind, you know, and he would not have
seon her, even if he had been watching.
The girl may have decided to look into
one of the windows. and, while doing so,
something happened to draw her atten-
tion.”’

Detective-Inspector IL.ennard snorted.

‘“She ‘may’ have done this, and she
‘may’ have done that!” he growled.
** Confound it, Lee! I'm wild. ‘There's
no beginning to this affair. I've cx-
hausted all the methods of inquiry, and
I haven't progressed a yard.”

‘“ Then I sha'n’t waste any time here,’®
smid Nelson Iee smilingly. ‘' Don't be
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disheartened, Lennard.
probably turn up.”

The detective took his departure, and
at once commenced walking across the
Circus. As there wasn’t a taxi handy,
Lee jumped on to a motor-.bus. Nipper
followed, and the pair mounted to the
top.

** Where to now, guv'nor?”’ asked the
lad curiously.

“Well, T have a mind to question At-
kin, Lord Elsington’s chauffeur,” said
Lee. 1 don’t think the police \have
troubled over such a detail. But 1t 1s
possible that Atkin may provide us with
some really valuable information. I don’t
know for certain, but I have an idea that
our quest will not be blank.”

““What the dickens can he tell us?”’
demanded Nipper.

“My dear lad, how do I know? If 1
did know I shouldn’t trouble to question
him,” replied Nelson Lee. ‘It is ob-
viously useless remaining at Drake &
Edwin’s. Lennard has pumped.ever¥-
body dry, and has discovered nothing. It
would be foolish for us to go over the
same ground. Therefore, I am going to
the only quarter where it is possible to
obtain information.’’

* A fat lot a fatheaded chauffeur can
tell us!” grumbled Nipper.

The lad considered that his master was
wasting time. But Lee lay back in his
scat and smoked in silence. The earl
lived in Sloane Place, and his garage was
situated In a narrow mews near by. At
one time the mews had consisted of
stables and coach-houses. But they were
now almost all garages for automobiles.

As Nelson Lee had anticipated, Atkin
was at work on the big car. Since Lady
Marjorie's abduction, the automobile had
been idle, and Atkin was looking worried
and miserable. .

He greeted Nelsonr Lee and Nipper
cordially enough when he learned why
they had come; and he leaned against
the body of the car, wiping his oily hands
with a piece of waste. .

“Tt's a fair knock-out, that's what it
is. Mr. Lee!” he said glumly. ‘‘If‘any
curs have harmed Lady Marjorie’s—"

*“T don't think your young mistress 1s
harmed so far,”” interrupted Lee. ‘I
want you to tell me ecxactly what oc-
curred, Atkin.”

The chauffeur nodded.

“ That's easy enough, sir,”’ he said.
“T've worked for a few people in my
time, but I will say that Lady Marjorie’s
the best mistress I've ever served. Really,

Something will F
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I'm employed by his lordship, her fathcr.
But she always gave me my orders, and
I had to do just as she told me. A young
r1p1i>er she was, but as good as gold. T'm
real cut up, sir. Me and the other ser-
vants just adored Lady Marjorie. She's
only a kid, after all, gut I'd have done
any bloomin’ thing for her, an’ that’s a
fact! Always sunny and smiling, she
was. Used to make me grin all over
even when I was feeling down in the
dumps, after a row with the missus!”

Nelson Lee smiled. :

“I want you to tell me what happenerl

on.d Wednesday afternoon, Atkin,” Le
said.

‘ ‘“Who was the gentleman?”

‘*Yes. sir. You mean after we ot
back to London?”

“No. Tell me everything.”

“Well, we went down to a one-hos:

village called Great Balham, or Banham,
or something like thut,’’ said Atkin, light-
ing a cigarette. ‘‘Went to some biy
cove’s house down there.”

““Why, Mr. Drex, I think—that’s 1t.”
sald the chauffeur. *‘Mr.
Drox.”

** Wellesley Drex, you mean?”’ smiled
Lee. ‘I have heard of the man.”

“You've ﬁOt it right, sir. Well. we
went down there, and Lady Marjorie and

Wellington
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‘ up1

her father stayed for three or four hours.
Had tea in the garden, an’ all the rest.
rather enjoyed myself, I'll admit.
There were o couple of decent house-
maids—— But that ain’t the story, is it.
sir? We started away i1n good time, and.
everything went well until we got
‘through Ripley, on the way to Cobham.”
“ And what happened then?”’

““One of the plugs got sooted up. an’
the old engine jerked a bit. So I pulled
and attended to 1it,”” said Atkin.
‘““ Nothin’ much 1in itself, sir, but I was
rather surprised.”
‘““ Surprised at what?”’

“Why, Lady Marjorie. She didn’t
come an' look on, or give advrce, or any-
thin""

‘““ And does she usually interfere in
that way?'’ smiled Lée.

Atkin shook his head firmly.

“It ain't Interference, sir.,”” he de-
clared. ‘* Lady Marjorie ain’t more than
a kid, I s’pose, but what she don't know
about wmotor-cars ain't worth .larnin’. I
always used to look to her for advice an’
instruction. Why, now an’ again sha’d
even do a job herself, an’ get her sweet

littie hands all messed up with oil an’
stuff !’
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“But she didn’t help you on this
occasion?”’ |

‘“* No, sir. As a rule, she’d be out of
the car in a twink, an’ would take charge
of things in that high-handed way of
hers—which is really amusin’. Some
chaps might not have liked it,”” said At-
kin. ‘ But, lor’ bless your life, you
couldn’'t be wild with Lady Marjorie,
sir! When I stopped the car I was ex-
pecting her to be down beside the engine
every second.”

‘“ And didn’t she come?”’ asked Nipper.

““No. That's what surprised me,”
said Atkin. ‘‘Lady Marjorie just eat
behind without sayin’ anythin’, or movin’
at all. She’d been pretty quiet all the
way up—rnuch quieter than usual—an’ I
reckoned she’d got a headache. But I'll
admit I was surprised when she sat in

the car without even askin’ what was
wrong !’ .
**'That was unusual, was 1t not?”

muscd Nelson Lee.

* Rather, sir. An’ T was a bit worried,
because I didn’t want Lady Marjorie to
get 1l or anything!’ exclaimed Atkin.
“Now she’s vanished! I knew there was
somcthing wrong! Right from the
moment she left that house in Banham !”

*“Don’t interrupt your story, Atkin.”

‘“ All right, sir. 1 got the plug in
order, and then we started again. Lady
Marjorie hadn't said a thing the whole
time. Of course, 1 wasn’t particularly
surprised, Mr. Lee,” added the chauffeur.
" There wasn’t anything startling in 1it;
but 1t was queer. Do you understand
me, sir?”’ .

** Perfectly,”” said Lee. ‘‘Lady Mar-
wovie, I gather, was 1n gay spirits during
the journey down to Banham, but very
(quict and subdued on the. return trip.
Didn't she speak at all?”

**Oh. yes; just as we were goin’ down
Piccadilly,” said -Atkin. *‘I heard her
saying somcthing to .her father, an’ the
next moment his lordship told me to pull
up at Drake. & Idwin's. That was
rummy. too!” . _

“ Which wag?*’ '

“ Her father givin® me the ordev. She
alwavs told me what to do where ever we
went.”” said Atkin. shaking his head.
“There was something wrong with the
girl that afternoon, Mr. Lee. A cold
comin’ on, maybe, or some other illness.
Her voice didn't seem the same as
usual.”

Nelson Leo started slightly. -

“ How was her voice different?’ he
asked, o '
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‘““Kind of husky, sir. But 1t wasn’t
so much the voice as the tone, if you
know what I mean.” -

“I think I understand, Atkin,” said
Nelson Lee. ‘' Tell me. How was Lady
Marjorie dressed?”’ -

“Why, in a kind of pink, flimsy sort
of dress, sir. Made o’ that stuff that
they call ‘vile, ain’t it?” .

“Vile?’ repeated Nelson Lee, with a
smile. ‘‘Hardly that, Atkin!”

“ Well, it sounds something like that,”
sald the chauffeur. ‘“I’ve heard the
missus talkin’ about it.”’

Nipper chuckled.

“Why, you mean voile!” he grinned.

“That’s it,”” said Atkin, nodding.
“Voile’s the word—sounds like ¢ vile’
spoken by a country chap, don’t it?

ell, anyhow, Lady Marjorie was wearin’
one 0’ them dresses—an’ a real beauty it
was, too! But, there! My young' mis-
tress looked fine in anything!”

Atkin suddenly removed his cigarette,
and blew out a‘cloud of smoke.

‘““Oh, an’ there was the veil, sir!”’ he
added.  ‘“That was queer, too. Lady
Marjorie was wearin’ a white dust-veil
over her face and hat.” .

“ How was that queer?”’ .

“ Because I never saw her wearin’ one
before. In fact, Mr. Lee, she always said
that she hated veils and all such things.
Lady Mariorie was a real sport, you
know. No squeamishness about her,
although she was only a young ’un.
Used to drive this car a sight faster
than I'd care to drive it!” |

‘“ But about the veil,” said Nelson Lee
keenly. ‘‘ According to jour statement,
Atkin, Lady Marjorie wore a dust-veil
for the first time in your remembrance
on Wednesday afternoon. That was. in-
deed, suggestive, Was the veil a- thick
one?”’

“Not very, sir.”? i}

““Could yon see through it plainly?”’

‘““Just see her face, like,”’ said Atkin,
‘““But not clearly, sir.”

“1 suppose you saw Lady Marjorie.
enter Drake & Edwin’s?”

“Of course, sir! She seemed lively
enough then, I must say. Tripped across
the pavemcent and went into the big main
entrance. That’s the last I saw of her,
sir,’  added Atkin gloomily. “I was
watching thc door for three or four
minutes, but she didn’t appear.”

““ And that is all you know?”

‘““ Every bit, sir. An’ that’s a fat lot,
ain’t 1t?’ said tho chauffeur disgustedly.
““T wish T could have told vou something



important, Mr. Lee. I hope to-Heaven
Lady Marjorie’s found!”

Lee and Nipper took their departure
a few minutes later, leaving Atkin the
richer by ten shillings. = Atkin was satis-
fied, and Nelson Lee was satisfied, but
Nipper seemed to be rather fed-up.

“ Shter waste of tume, guv’'nor,”” he
declavred. ‘ That's what it was. You
are-a funny chap, blessed if you aren’t!
What was the good of asking him all
those questions—about dresses and veils
and things?"’ _

““Every good in the world, my good
Nipper,” replied Lee calmly. ‘“ But I
think I can see a taxi in the distance.
If 1t is empty we will charter it at once,
and make for home. Perhaps we shall
have better luck on this trip—we cer-
tainly do not want to try conclusions with
any more motor-lorries!”’

. The tax1 was called, and, in due course,
Lee and Nipper arrived back at Gray’s
Inn Road wnj)lout any further exhibition

of the Circle of Terror’s ** frightfulness.”

For Lee was convinced that the Circle

was paying him extra special attention.

Nipper poured himself out a fizzy glass
of lemonade. -

“I'm thirsty after all that fooling
about, sir,”” he growled. ‘It always
makes me thirsty when we waste time.”

““ My good Nipper, I do not consider
that we have wasted even one ‘second,”
interjected Nelson Lee smoothly. '*OUn
the contrary, Atkin’s information was
of the utmost importance, and I have
formulate! a theory —an astounding
theory."’ '

Nipper stared. )

“I},)et.'s hear he said
eagerly.

“Well, to begin with, I believe that
Lady Marjorie Hilling was abducted in
the country—-before the return journey
to L.ondon commenced.” . '

Nipper stared harder than ever.

“You must be "wandering, guv'nor!”
he burst out. ‘* You know as well as 1
do that Lady Marjorie, wasn’t kidnapped
until she was in Drake & Edwin’s! How
the thunder could she have been——"'

“If you will allow me to finish, Nip-
per, without making these rude interrup-
tions, you may possibly grasp the full
significance of my argument,’”’ said Lee
smoothly. ‘I repeat—Il.ady Marjorie
was kidnapped at the house of Mr.
Wellesley Drex—that she never made
the return trip to London at all!”

- Then—then who did?’ roared Nip-

per,

it, guv’'nor!”
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‘“Evidently youtake me for a magician,
Nipper,”” said the great detective caimly.
‘“1 have not the slightest idea who took
Lady Marjorie’s place. But I am quite
convinced that the lady was not the
Eari of Elsington’s daughter.”

Nipper stared blankly.

“You're—you're dotty, guv'nor!’ Le
gasped.

“Thank you!'"

“I didn’t mean to be rude, sir!”
panted Nipper amazedly. ‘‘But I'm
Aabbergasted! Are you really serious?

Do you mean to say that you think that
Lady Marjorie didn't come back to Lon-
don at all?”

Nelson l.ee nodded.

“That is just what I do mean to say,
he replied.

‘“ It's—it's a daring theory, sir, and I
don’t uite see how you get at it,"”” said
Nipper, calming down somewhat.
“ at makes you so positive?”’

“I'm not positive—]I only suspect.”

“Well, why do you suspect, then?”’

‘“ Because of several things—seemingly
minor, trivial points, but really of the
most singular importance,” replied the
great criminologist. ‘‘ Just consider the
facts as we know them, Nipper. We will
take Atkin’s evidence. He referred to a
slight stoppage on the road. owiug to
engine trouble, on the way home.”

“1 don’t see——"

“You will in a minute. Atkin said
that he was surprised because Lady Mar-
jorie didn't help with the repair. The
girl, it seems, is something of an expert
in motor matters, and it was remarkable
that she did not jump out of the car and
take charge of things.”

““She had a headache,” said Nipper.

“That was no reason for remaining
indifferent to the stoppage.’” said Nelson
Lee. “ No, Nipper: Lady Marjorie acted
in a totally different manner to what
one would expect. She remained in the
|car, and did not even ask what the

trouble was. As Atkin said. her be-

haviour was not startling, but un-
doubtedly queer. That gave me the first
ﬂhinl:. Then Atkin mentioned that the

girl’s voice was slightly different. A
| cold coming on, Atkin said. Perhaps z0;
but there 13 another explanation.”

Nipper shook his head.

“I'm not satisfied. sir,”” he said flatly.

““ Neither was I satisfied then,”’ replied
T.ee. I just had & vague suspicionn.
But Atkin then rnade the most significant
statement of all. He told us that Lady
Marjorie was wearing a dust-vetl, Her

!




face was OnIly just , visible, Nipper.
was impossible to distinguish the girl's
features distinctly.” = |

“By jingo!” said Nipper.

“ Further, Atkin declared that Lady
Marjorie detested veils—that she had
never previously worn one,”’ wen on
Lee. “Girls are changeable, I know;
they have fads and fancies of their own.
But that docs not affect this particular
incident. Lady Marjorie hadn’t worn a
veil on the journey down. Why should
she wear one on the journey up? There
is only one answer, Nipper.” '

“It was a kind of disguise, you
mean?’’ -

" Exactly. A disguise, young ’un,”
said the detective keenly. ‘‘ Everything

points to it.  Being another person—a
substitutc—she naturally remained in the
car when Atkin stopped to effect repairs.
Then there is her disappearance. A girl
cannot be kidnapped in a place like
Drakec and Edwin's without the fact
being known. The false Lady Marjorie,
of course, mecrely walked into the shop,
mingled with the crowd, and made her
way tc onc- of the ladies’ rest-rooms.
There, 1 assume, she donned a light
mackintosh, or coat, which she had con-
oealed. When she left the building she
was totally altered in appserance.”

Nipper took a deep breath,

“It's all jolly cute, sir,” he said.
“ Blessed if I don’t believe you’re right!
But what about her father? Surely he
wouldn’t have been deceived——"

‘“He ~ was dcceived, Nipper—and
casily,”” said Lee. ¢ He.is half-blind, re-
member, and the fact that Lady Mar-
jorie did not eonverse with him on the
journey to London would not make him
suspicious. He just imagined that she
was tired or out-of-sorts. And the noise
of the ear would -effectiinlly disguise any
slight alteration.in har .voice.”

“* That's true -enough, guv’nor,’” agreed

Nipper. ‘‘ Tho whole trick was worked |

so - that : the. .policei»weuld.- go pottering
about Drake and Edwin’s instead of in-
vestigating at the ‘real-scene of the ab-
duction: -fmart, ‘awyhow.”” - |

““ Amazingly smaift,’’ "said Nelson Lee,
aking a few paces up and down the con-
sulting-room.  ‘““ And ‘I-am quite sure
that ghe police tvill never arrive at the
truth.” 2 '

“ We're different,” grinned Nipper.
‘“We go to work the right way, don’t
we, sir? But I'm opening my mouth too

It

said Lee quietly.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

wide. It was you who saw through the
dodge. I .was as thick-headed as the
police. But if what you say is right,
Lady Marjoric must have been kid-
napped at Banham Towers—Drex’s
place!”’ N

*“ Precisely 1" .

“Then—then Drex was concerned in
the affair?’ asked Nipper, staring.
““ Oh, that’s too thick, sir!”

Nelson Lee lit a cigar, and puffed at
it for a few seconds in silence.

“Do you remember that adventure I
had, a few weceks ago, when I imper-
sonated Edmund Cross?’ he asked sud-
denly. ‘ When I succeeded in gainjng
admittance to the secret retreat of the
High Lord of the Circle of Terror?”’

‘*Do I remember !’ ejaculated Nipper.
““ Great Scott! I should think I do, sir!
You nearly lost your life that trip, in
that ghastly steel-trap affair. You dis-
guised yourself as Edmund Cross, a
member of the Circle who’s been col-
lared by the police. But your disguise
was geteoted by Zingrave, and he floored
you. ' -

“T managed to escape, however,”
smiled Lee. ‘“I dashed through the
garden, and then went headlong down a
cliff, into a river. I had no idea where
the place was situated, and had hoped to
locate it.  Unfortunately, I struck my
head on a rock while struggling in the
river, and then wandered about the fields
and roads, dazed. I was brought to
London, and didn’t fully recover until
the ncxt day.”

Nipper nodded.

‘““ Rotten piece of luck, that was,’’ he
said. ‘‘ All you could be certain of was
that the High Lord’s secret retreat is
situated somewhere in Surrey, below
Guildford. @ You’d been taken to. the

place in a closed car, and blindfolded.
"Then, when you did escape, you went and

knocked yourself silly. We .don’t know
where the High Lord’s place is, to this
day! I wish we did!* . ‘
**Just consider these facts, Nipper,”
“We know—positively
know—that Professor Zingrave’s head-
quarters is situated in a quiet country
district somewhere -below Guildford.
'LLady Marjorie was abducted by the
Circle of Terror. She was ebducted at
Banham 'Towers, the country house of
Mr. Wellesley Drex. Banham Towers,:
Nipper, i3 situated in Surrey—below:
Guildford *
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Nipper stared at his mastcr open-eyed.

“You—you don't mean——1!" The
lad paunsed, and gasped. * You don't
think Drex’s place is Zingrave’s secret
lair, do you?” he shouted.

““ Are not the facts significant?”’ asked
Lee calmly.

“Ye zods! What a thought!” said
.Nipper breathlessly.  “ Why, if this is
true, Drex must be an accomplice of
Zingrave's!”

“Why an accomplice, Nipper?”’

*“ Do youi mean that Drex is the High
L.ord himself?’ roared Nipper.

‘It is possible—even probable. DBut
lvo(ilmneedn't bellow in that fashion, my
ad !

Nipper sank down into a chair, and
mopped himself. The detective’s amaz-
ing theory was a littlo too much for him,
all at once.

*“You're a wonder, guv’'nor!” he said
at last. “I must say that vour argu-
ment is tremendously powerful. Wko is
Drex, anyhow.  There’s no reasen why
he shouldn’t be Zingrave in disguise, 13
‘there? If all this is true, Zingzrave has
overreached himself. By making Lady
Marjorie ‘disappear’ in London, he
think’s he’s safe. Yet he has really
paved the way to exposure. Why, we
shall be able to release Lady Marjorie,
and collar the High Lord of the Circle
at the same time!”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“I am afraid you are too optimistic,
Nipper,”’ he replied. ‘I hardly hope to
achieve all that. And I am by no means
sure that my theory is sound.
suspect.’’

* And what are you going to do

AL

I}

e

‘Thmes.” It will appear. of course, but

his lordship i3 to recewe further inatruec.
tions. I reckon that we have until the
middle of next weeck, Nipper. No harm
will come to Lady Marjorie within the
next three or four days.”

““ And when do we start work?” asked
Nipper eagzerly.
~ “I'm not sure that T shall take vou
down-—"'

““Oh, rats! I'm dying to be in this
business!” exclaimed Nipper anxiously.
“Don’t be mean, guv'nor! I dare sayv |
shall be useful !'’

Nelson Lee chuckled.

+ *“ Right you are, you young rascal,”” he
said.  ‘“ Perhaps you’ll come in handyv.
Thero will be hard work, and there will
be danger. But the possibilities are
enormous, Nipper—and I have a feeling
within me that we shall * make good '!"

e

— ———

CHAPTER III.
A LITTLE REVOLVER PRACTICE CAUSES

e

QUITE A CONSIDERABLE AMOUNT OF

8 TROUBLE.

“ R. WELLESLEY DREX a3

M sauntering in his garden. His
short, .well-knit figure was
clothcd in a light summer

flannel suit, and a Panama hat reposed
on his head. He was smoking a cigar,
and his sole occupation was that of stroll-
ing about, admiring the flowers.

It was the evening of Monday—five
days after the abduction of Lady Mar-

I only | Jorie, since the girl had disappeared on

the previous Wednesday. Mr. Drex had
heard of the sad affair, and had written

““The first thing is to make sure that to the Earl of Elsington, expressing his

’

Banham Towers is Zingrave's lair,”’ re-
plied Lec. * During my visit there I
didn’t see anything, but-I memortsed cer-
tain londruarks—such as a narrow gravel
path and a flight of stone steps. If we
discover that the entrance to Banham
Towers tallies with my general idea of
it, we shall be able to aot drastically.
It all depends upon how events shape
themselves.” -

‘““ But if we go poking about the place
we shall be spotted——"

““T have no intention of °poking
about,”- Nipper,” - interjected Lee crisply.
“ We shall go disguised, of course. To-
day. is Saturday; we have very little time
at our disposal, for Lord Elsington’s
answer has to appear in Tuesday's

'

concern.

Banham Towers was a splendid ol
place, with delightful grounds. In parts
the garden was wild—a sheer wilderness.
But the lawns in front of the house were
as neat a3 carpets, and the flower-beds
were superb.

Mr. Drex took a great pride in hia
| garden. By the next summer he meant
| to ‘“ reclaim ”’ the rest of the ground, for
the whole place had been in a sad state of
negleot when he first took it. -

Banham Towers had been empty for
several years previpus to Mr. Drex’s oc-
¢upation.  There was some story con-
nected with the place which rendered it
undesirable in the eyes of prospective
| tenants. The old house was popularly




cacies, a 1ew
notes.

There was not a soul in the dlctuct who
would hear a bad.word.against Mr. Drex.
He was a gentleman of “the first water ;
aQ benehctor toc the Door, and a frem.xl
rompanion of the wel] to- do. The doctor

and the vicar and other local celebrities

anda, generally, currency

were on ‘the best of ‘terins with Mr. Wel-
lesley Drex. :
The retired . Indian merchant was

\\calfhg,, and he was agenerqus with his

wealth.  He:owned two superb motor-
cars, and .was :ficquently away from
home visiting friends in London, or tour-
ing the country for the pleasurc of it.

He took life
to be seen potlcring about his o;zuden on
any finc evening,
trict had been in the throes.of an clec-
tlonecring campaign, and Mr.

suppmted the popular candidate. He

had worked strenuously in the constltu-

i

casily, and -was rrenma]ly-
Quite recently the dis:
Drex had

|

is restless

1rne gueSl’r Dartieit—rune guesu.

Baltlett winced under the halsh admo-
nition.

“ I'm sorry. sir,”’ he said.

» o

‘ The guest

‘““ Of conrse she is restless,’”” ‘interposed
Drex.  ““We cannot expect anything
else. That was no reason for you to
biing me indoors——"’

“ But che has Leen sobbing bitterly
two hours past,”’. said Bartlett. ‘I
thought I had better tell you, sir. Tt
won’t do her anv good, and we don’t
want her to get ill, do we? That would
be awkward, sir.”

Mr. Wellesley Drex pursed his lips.

“ Very well, Bartlett, 1 wlll ‘go to her,”
he said shortly.

The butler leff the library, and closed
the door softly behind ‘him:." Drex’ re-
mained standmtr by the centre-desk for
a few moments; then he snapped his
fingers lmpatwntlw, and crossed the room,

for

o il
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Had Nelson Lee been present in that
department during the short conversation
between Mr. Wellesley Drex and his but-
ler, he would have been positive of one
thing. Drex was, as he suspected, none
other than Professor Cyrus Zingrave,
High Lord of the Circle of Terror!

It was amazing, but it was a fact.

Tius peaceful, genial, open-hearted re-
tired Indian merchant was, in'reality, the
cleverest criminal in Great Britain—pro-
bably the cleverest criminal in the world.
His brain it was that had conceived the
League of the Green Triangle; his brain
it was that had planned évery coup of the
Circle of Terror.

Professor Zingrave was an amazingly
clever man. In the realms of science no
honour was beyond his reach; he could
have become famous throughout the
world as a master scientist,

But Zingrave had developed some
(queer kink of criminality after he had
attuined considerable fame in the scien-
tific world. And then he had set out to
become a leader of crime. The Grecn
Triani:le [.cague had been amazingly suc-
cessful until Nelson Lee had set to work
to crush it.

Zingrave had fled when the disaster
came, and tt was generally supposed that
he had died. But after a year
elapsed he returned to England with
fresh plang, fresh ideas, fresh inventions.

And the Circle of Terror had been the
vosult, Zingrave was ruthless now—his
object was to rage a bitter, terrible war
against humanity, careless of scruples,
and seeking only personal gain. So far
the Circle of Terror had been enormously
successful," but Nelson Lee was gradually
getting his arch-enemy’s measure.

Two of the Circle’s most prominent
men had  been exposed—Edmund Cross
%!‘lld another man named . Hampson.
Minor members of the Circle had also
been caught in the police net spread by
Nelson Lee's instructions.

Hampson had been a member of The |

(‘ouncil of Three.” This trio were inti-

mate advisers and friends of Professor
Zingrave, Hampson’s place had been
filled by another man. The High Lord
had no sympathy for an accomplice once
he had been foolish enough to get himself
into the law’s clutches. .

‘The sorvants at Banham Towerd—
which was Zingrave's secret heagtpunrters
=—were all “in the know,” both male-and

’dogg‘ed; he would never admit defeat.

. .
feinale. Bartlett. indeed. was wanted
badly for murder in the west of England.
Zingravo's establishment was a secure re-
treat for them, and they led an easy life.
If one of them happened to turn traitor,
the Circle would mete out the punish-
ment—death. And Zingrave would come
to no harm, for he was fully prepared for
any emergency. His name in the district

L-—*l‘-ho name of Wellesley Drex—waa
gound, and exposure would not come
through tho treachery of a servant.

Morcover, the High Lord had no fear of
treachery.

Within this peaccful country dwelling
the High Lord of the Circle hatched his
ercat plots. The victimisation of the
Grand Imperial Assurance Company, tha
stealing of the Duke of Amberley’s
miniatures, the appropriation of ('om-
mander Brigham’s famous hovering aero.
plane—every coup found its origin 1n Zin-
crave's able brain. '

But Nelson Lee, as of old, had inter.
fercd. More., he had frustrated several
of the professor's most profitable schemes.
Therefore, Nelson Lece had to zo. Un-
fortunately, Nelsonr Lee was no easy bird
to catch. Even when the Circle got hold
of him, he managed to slip away. Zin-
erave would willingly have given ten
thousand pounds for the knowledge that
Nelson Lee was positively dead.

For the egrcat criminologist was
And, by pressing his campaign steadily
forward. he was putting such a spoke into

i-t-he Cirole's wheel that the whole machin.

ery was in danger of becoming clogged.

In this particular affair, however, Pro.
fescor Zingrave was certain of success.
He confidently reckoned upon securiny
the Joseph K. Lincoln's cargo, valued at
£60,000.. Zingrave's agents in Brazl
would convert that cargo into cash with
all spead.

I'or the first time, the High Lord had
used his own residence for the purpose of
a temporary prison. He had thoroughly
weighed the chances before taking the
step. Everything had been prepaved well
in advance.

Lady Marjorie was a prisoner within
Banham Towers. but she did not know it.

-If she had known it, then the whole

schome would have been extremely dan-
gerous. For, after her release, she would
have been gbla to talk.

Zingrave, for all his cleverness—and he
was a genius of cvime-- had never caleu-
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lated upon Nelson Leo dedicing the
actual truth from the very meigre facts
which were known to the police. Zin-
grave had not belicved it possinle that
the truth could have been guessed at.

By clever trickery he had made it ap-
pear that Lady Marjorie had been kid-
napped at Messrs. Drake and Edwin’'s.
liven Nelson T.ce would never have
chanced upon the truth if he had not
known that the¢ High Lord's lair was
situated somewhere in the neighbourhood
of Banham Towers. And, so far, Lee had
only guessed at things; he was even now
putting his theory to the test.

Zingrave would have been somewhat
alarmed could he have known of Nelson
I.ce's close investigations.

1t was the plan to release Lady Mar-
jorie when her father had complied with
the Circle’s demands.- But Zingrave had
carried  everything out <o cunningly
that the girl vwould be able to reveal
nothing ; that is, nothing of value.

She had no suspicion that she was a
prisoner within the wzalls of Banbam
Towers. She had no susnicion that her

captor was Mr. Wellesley Drex himself. |

And she never would know—if Zingrave's
plans succeceded.

The abduoction itself had been simple.

““ Drex ”” had sent Marjorie off to the
bottom of the garden by herself to look
at an apricot-trce.  She had been sent
almost at the moment of departure, while
the host kept Lord Elsington in conversa-
Lion.

Marjorie had gone light-heartedly
enough, and had found the tree. It was
rcally curious, and she had been examin-
ing 1t when two nmiecn—both maskcd—had
leapt down from the wall, where they
liad been hiding. Within fifteen seconds
Lady Marjorie had been renderel in-
sensible by the use of a harmless drug.

She had then been taken to a small
shed near by, and left in the care of t.wo_J

women accomplices—one of them the
*“ substitute.”  These women had
rapidly stripped off Marjorie’s outer

dress, the voile frock.  The substitute
had donned this, and also Marjorie’s hat,
adding a thick dust-veil. Then the dis-
guised weman had trippea back to the
waiting wmotor-car.  Previously she had
been listening to Marjorie’s conversation,
and, being a clever actress, had picked up
the girl's way of speaking.

This substitute, of course, had travelled

to London, and had disappeared exactly
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as Nelson Lee had surmised. Meanwhile’
Marjorie had recovered her senscs, to tind
herself in a small room with a barred
window far out of her reach. She had
been told that she had been kidnapped by
the Circle of Terror, but that she would
come to no harm. Her wardress had
added that she was in the heart of Issex,
having been conveyed there by motor-
car.

Marjorie had no suspicion that she had
not been conveyed more than fifty yards.
And when she was relcased in due course,
Zingrave would drug her as before, and
take her to a small cottage ncar Brain-
trce, iIn Essex. There would then be
nothing whatever to connect Mr. Welles-
ley Drex with the affair.

The poor girl had borne her troubles
bravely, but she was only a young girl.
after all.  In spite of her mnatural
vivacity, she had broken down more than
once. And now, so it seemed from Bart-
lett’s veport, she was making herself ill
with sobbing.

Zingrave cared not one jot for his pri-
scner’s state of mind or her sufferings,
but he did not want her to become ill.
Lady Marjorie had secen the High Lord
once, and. she had been terrified by his
appearance, for he had visited her in his
hidcous disguise—the disguise he was
now donning. But Marjorie, in spite of
ali, was defiant and brave.

The professor’s library was hung with
rich tapestries. He produced a beautiful
flowing gown of some shimmering purple
material. Donning this, he mnext en-
closed his faced in an appallingly ugly
mask. This mask was an extraordinary
article. It was made of some soft
material, resembling human skin.

It fitted completely over Zingrave's
face and neck and head, and looked ex-
actly hike his real skin—only it was a
ghastly yellow in colour. Nelson Lee
had seen that. disguise and he had been
startled.

With the purple gown, the yellow
mask, and a purple skull-cap, the High
Loord presented a hideous appearauce.
But, as a disguise, the transformation
was a triumph. It was utterly impossible
to detect the man’s real identity.

After a glance at his revolting reflee-
tion in a mirror, Zingrave left - the
library, and walked softly down the dim
passage. Although there was still plenty
of dayvlight—the sun had not yet sct—

the passage was gloomy. At the far end
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Even as Nipper spoke, a bullet droned past his ear and struck the water
with a sharp ‘' ping."’—(See page 27.)
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there war a heavy door. The High Lord
pawed throngh this, and ascended a fow
stairs. Then he found himeelf facing a
narrow oaken door, with two patent
locks and three heavy bolts,

He slipped back the bolts, and then
unlocked the pintent latches. Fushing
open the door, Zingrave entered a stone-
paved passage, where a little oil-lamp was
burning on a bracket. Ho ck the
door and smiled. :

The passage was an exact representa-
tion of a portion of an old tumblé&down
cotage, and the triple-bolted door, from
the inside, seemed to be a ramshackle
affair, and was fitted with a rusty latch.
Anybody seeing it from the inside would
auppose that it was the outer door of an
old cottage.

There was another door at the end of
the passage—drably painted, and fitted
with two old-fashioned, rusty bolts. Zin-
grave forced these back with a grinding
noise, and passed into a small room, leav-
ing the door half-open,

This room was small, and perfectly
viuare. The walls wero of plaster, and
meroly pinkwashed. Overhoad there
were irreguelar rafters, looking exactly
like a roof. Thero were even dull red
il to be seon among the cobwebs, On
one wmide, right against tho rafters, nine
fect from thie floor, & small window ad-
mitted a weak light, for the window was
frosted, and the upper portion was made
hike a ventilator, with perforated zinc
covering .  Dimly to seen behind
were eight stout iron bars.

The apurtmont waa furnished meagrely.
N\ ragzed picco of cocoanut mattin
covered the floor, and against one wa
there was an oll-fashioned dressing-table
and & chest of drawers.  Opposite a small
ivon bedstead stood. This was fairly
comfortable, for the mattress was soft
and the shects and blankets clean.

Ax Zingravoe onteredd there was a move-
ment from an agod wicker chair, and
Lady Marjoric Hilling looked up with a
tvar atained (ace. wo girl had been
mlently sabbing, and her former violemt
grief- as r(-p{:rlcnl by Baﬁiatt——goemod to
have abated. She was attired 1n a plain
ootton dress, which, in apite of its plain-

ness, looked well upon her dainty, perfeot

biure,
“Oh' " 2he exclaimed in a low, choking
VO e, t

“(wne, come, wy dear voung lady,
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you must not be frightened of me!"! said
the High Lord softly.
‘" You—you wretch!"' cried Lady Mar-
jorie. “I'm not afraid of you! How
much longer are you going to keep me
here? Oh, you will have to pay for
thisﬂ'—'—"
1 camn here to comfort you,” intcr-
jected Zingrave gently. ‘‘ You must not
ory, child. You will be relcased in a very
little while. Your father is well—we
have not touched him—and he knows
that you are safe. Have a little patience,
and you will soon be freed from this pic-
turesquo little cottage prison.”

The girl'as eycs were alight with anger.

‘‘ You only come here to taunt me, you
hideous monster!” she said defiantly.
““You're afrair]l to let me see who you
really are. But I'm not frightened of
ou. Oh, I wish I were a man! I'd
nock you down, then!”

The words were thrilling with con.
tompt and loathing, but Zingrave was un-
moved.

“1 seo that my servant exaggerated,”
he said easily. *‘ He is on guard out-
side, as yon know, and he heard you sob-
bing. I thought, perhaps, that you were
lnoFiah enough to make yourself ill.
That would be unfortunate, for there is no
medical help within reach of this lonely
spot on the Essex marshes.”

Lady Marjorie did not answer. She
looked straight at Zingrave with fearless,
defiant eyes for a moment, then delibe-
rately picked up a book and commenced
to read. The girl was as pretty as ever,
except for her reddened eyes and the piti-
ful little droop of her mouth. Her joyful
apirit had been subdued, but only tem-
porarily.

The High Lord uttered a short laugh,
and loft the room. He bolted it after
him, and then bolted the outer door.
Within five minutes he had become Mr.
Wellesley Drex again, and was strolling
in the garden as before.

The sun was just setbing, and Zingrave
dismissed Lady Marjorie from his mind. -
She was of no importance to him what-
ever. So long as she was safe and well
he did not worry. For, to do Zingrave
justice, he meant to carry out his part of
the barkain if Lord Elsington agreed to
the Clircle’s terms. Lady Marjorie wotild
be restored to her father absolutely um-
harined.

Mr. Drex paused as he was about to
smell a beautiful rose.
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‘“ Ah, yes, fhe pistol,” he murmured.
-:;',I,‘hls » a good opportunity forstesting
it.

He entered the house again, little
dreaming that the incident which was to
follow would mean the wrecking of his
plans and the crushing of his hopes.
Tiny, insignificant happenings frequently
lead to stupendous issues. It was so in
this case; although Zingrave, least of
anybody, foresaw the coming disaster.

For some time past he had been work-
Ing on a new invention—a deadly re-
volver, which was quite noiseless in its
action. The professor was possessed of
an inventive brain, and many of his me-
chanical devices were in daily use by the
members of the Circle 3f Terror.

This noiscless revolver was a master-
picce in its way, and Zingrave meant to
produce dozens of them almost immedi-
ately. He had tested the weapon several
times, but was not quite satisfied with the
trigger mechanism. The revolver was
rather inclined to ‘‘ kick,”” and thus spoil
the aim, and he meant to rectify this
defect.

Retiring to the rear of the house,

where the. garden was a wilderness, he

chose a big old clm-tree as a target, and
spent five minutes in practice. Yes, she
trigger was yndoubtedly defective.

Looking round, Zingrave saw two
martens perched on the gutter of the
house. They were peaceful creatures,
and were totallv unconscious of impend-
ing danger. The proféssor levelled his
revolver and fired.

Again the trigger jammed somewhat,
and the bullet flew wide. At all events,
the martens remained on the gutter,
although their heads were up: they had
cvidently heard the bullet, although there
had becn no repert.

Zingrave uttered an impatient exclama-
tion, and fired again. This time one of
the birds toppled down to the ground,
qurte dead.

“H’m!
easily——

“Sir!"” exclaimed an urgent voice sud-
denly. “ Mr. Drex—" :

“ Well. what i1s the matter? '’ snapped
Zingrave impatiently, as Buortlett came
running from the hounse. . Hang it all,
‘Bartlett, you are an infernal nuisance !’

“ There’s ‘a0 pipe burst, sir!?’  sai
Bartlett, in alarm. :

‘“ A what? A
gense—"’

I think the defect can be

”

Non-

-

pipe burst?

—

d'l my soul, Bartlett, yon have no brains!”

.. 19

“It must bave been one of
bullets, «ir,” said the butler.

Zingrave frowned. He could not quite
understand. There was no water laid on
al. Banham Towers, of course. The sup-
ply came from a deep well somewhere in
the rear quarters. A pump m the
scullery pumped the water up to a large
cistern in the attic. This cistern, of
course, was filled every morning. And
pipes led down through the house to the
various taps—in the bathroom, scullery,
etc. A large number of country houses
are supplied by the same system.

The professor went indoors, and then
upstairs.  In the-room below the attic, a .
bedroom, water was pouring out of a biy
pipe which ran down onc of the walls.
The floor was already swamped and
flooded. Mats were floating about, and
the water was overflowing on to the land-
ine and trickling down the stairs.

““ Good gracious!”’ said the professor.
‘““ Can’t we turn the water off?”’ -

‘““No, sir,” gaspe:l Bartlett. ‘‘ The
tank’s full, you see. If we were in Lon-
don, or a big town. we could turn the
main supply tap off. But the tank’ll
have to empty itself. I tried to hammer
the pipe up, but 1t only made the leak
worse.”’ :

Zingrave snapped his fingers angrily.

He realised that he had caused this un-
fortunate accident. The leak was right
against the ceiling, opposite the window.
Above the window there was a small ven-
tilator: By a curious chance, one of Zin-
erave’s ‘* wide '’ - bullets had passed
through the ventilator, and had burst the
pipe. Bartlett, in an endeavour to ham-
mer up the leak, hat actually: made
things worse. SR .

The whole affair was just an accident—
such as might occur at any place, at any
time. T& had. been... unforescen, - .and
nothinzy could be done. The only thing
was to let the 'tank empty 1tself. Bus

voiil

.

'The other flew off in alarm. |'Zingrave uttered an impatient” exclama-

ttom. L
‘* Have you turned all the taps on?'’ he
demanded.- |
“. NO.,.Sir'.-—r-—.’.:‘ . Ce oy . St
Then shout. down orders for every tap
to be turned on, vou nitot ! said Mr.
Drex angrily. *“ That will reduce this
escape of water tc a mere trickle. Upony
The butler was about to leave the
floodel room when a woman appeared.

She was abont forty years of age, and
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her faee was hard and cruel. At the
present. moment she scerned to be very
cxceited,

“ The water's pouring into the $ucst's

room, sir!” she panted. ‘' The place 13
swamped—the bed, ohairs, and every-
thing! The girl 13 soaked to the skin!
She'll have to be taken out of the
room——-""

Zingrave cut her short, and went down-
stairs, He soon found that the woman
badd not exaggerated.  Hastily donning
his cown and mask, he went into the
“pron.’”” Lady Marjorie iwas, indeed,
sorked to the skin, and the room was
a« badly fooded as tho one directly
about, in which was the burst pipe. The
sul was shivering and alarmed. Water
waa pouring down the ociling in cas-

cades.

The Ifigh Lord gave some quick
orders. Lady Marjorie was blindfolded,
and taken to one of the cellars. It was
nnpossible for her to remain in the
flooded room. - By the time the taps had
all been turned on the tank was empty.

“What's to be done, sir?”’ asked Bart-
lett. " We can’t have any more water
until the “pipe 13 repaired. The kitchen
fire’s had to be put out, and it can’t be
lichted again until there’s water in the
tank. And what about the guest, sir?
She can’t atay in the ccllar for long.”

“The pipe will have to be repaired,
Bartlett, of course.”

“There’'s no plumber in the village,
#ir,"” said the butler. ** We can't get one
to-nizht, anyhow."”

The two men stood silent for a minute,
both thinking impatiently. This little
incident, so trivial in rtself, was causing
an cnormous amount of trouble. It was
so absurd. Zingrave was angry with
himself and angry with evorybody. The
thing could not have happened at a more
inopportune time. There scemed no
hopo of gotting the pipe repaired until
the following afternoon. And what of
LLady Marjorie during that time?

** Oh, therc¢’s that old chap on .the
gvoen, sir!” exclaimed Bartlett suddeniy.

“EKEh? What are you talking about?”’

“I've juat remembered, sir,”’ said the
butler quickly. ' There's an old travel-
ling tinkgr—a chap who mends pots and
pans—camping on the village green.
He's pitched there for a day or two, I
believe. He might be able to repair the
pipe at onco—tha evenng.,” |

Professor Zingrave nodded,
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|

| there.

1litt-lc, portable grate.

““ Go and fetoh the fellow, Bartlett,”’ he
ordered. ““In a way I prefer such a man
to a local plumber. You should have
thought of him before. Go at once, and
bring him back with you. Don’t take a
refusal. Offer to pay him double money,
if necesaary. The pipe must be re-
paired.”
- “Very good, sir."”

And Bartlett hurried away on his
errand.

Zingrave, somewhat relieved, went into
the library. How was he to know that,
by sen-,l'in,rf: for the old tinker, he was
finally sealing the fate of his conspiracy
against the Earl of Elsington?

b I )

CHAPTER 1V.

LADY MARJORIE IS VERY INGENIOUS, AND
NELSON LEE GETS ON THE TRACK.

HE vtillage green was a picturesque
spot. 5

It was very peaceful this calm

summer evening. The main vil-

lage streot led to the green, and on two

sides of the green itself there were fields,

with only a cottage or two here and

On the other two sides, there

were rows of old-fashioned cottages, with

children playing before them, or on the

edge of the green.

A somewhat ramshackle caravan stood
against a clump of shady elms, and
before it a small fire was burning in a
Near the fire was
a bent old man, with wizened features
and white hair.

Nobody would have accused that old
fellow of being Mr. Nelson Lee, the cele-
brated crime investigator. Still less
would they have accused his young
helper, a ragged urchin with a tousled
mop of hair and a face as red as a beet.
root, of being Nipper.

Yet that was the actual truth.

Nelson Lee and Nipper were living
the simple life for a few days. Neverthe-
less, they had been doing a considerable
amount of work during the day. But
not their accustomed work. They had
been mending pots ‘and pans for the
humble countcy folk. It 'was rather a
change, and Nipper, at least, had been
rather amused.

But, as he confided to his master, he
wouldn’'t care to keep on at the sume
job for more tharn a few days. It was
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rather too monotonous for Nipper’s
liking. | ‘ |

And 1t was for this old tinker that
Professor Zingrave had sent!

The High Lord of the Circle of Terror,
all unknowingly, had dispatched Bartlett
to seek the aid of Nelson Lee himself ! It
was a somewhat curious situation, but
perfectly natural, and seemed likely to
develop dramatically.

Nelson- Lee had started out with the
intention of doing things thoroughly.
He suspected Mr. Wellesley Drex, but
knew nothing for certain. It was there-
fore necessary to act with great caution.

On the previous Saturday evening, Lee
had easily obtained the old caravan. He
and Nipper had disguised themselves,
‘and, throughout Sunday, they had jour-
neyed down through Guildford to this
spot. : |
They had arrived on Sunday evening,
and all Monday Nelson Lee had been
busy doing various jobs for the village
people. |
Lee and Nipper had no fear of being
recognised by their enemies,

Moreover, Lee had spent a whole day
at tinkering without making the least
attempt to pursue his investigations. On
the morrow he intended calling at Ban-
ham Towers, the suspected place, 1n the
hope of securing some odd jobs. Lee
thought it more than likely that he would
be -able to pick up a few clues on the
mMorrow. . | .

But Fate had arranged things dif-
ferently. -

While Nelson Lee and Nipper were
preparing their evening meal, Bartlett
arrived upon the scene and went straight
to the point. The detective did not like
the look of the man, and was not sur-
prised when Bartlett said that he had
been sent by Mr. Drex,

“T want you to come to the Towers
at once, my man,’”’ said the - butler
sharply. ‘ You can mend a burst water-
pipe, 1 suppose?”’ . _

¢« Qh, ay! I can do them jobs, sir,”
replied Lee wheezily.

‘“ Then get your tools, and come at
once,”” said Bartlett. ‘ What’s your
name, my good fellow?’

“ Ben Smiley, sir. An’ this ’ere boy is
my gran’son, Jilmmy,”” replied Lee. ‘ He
be a. good boy, teo—"

“I dare say, Smiley,”” interjected
Bartlett. ‘“ But we have no -time to
waste. The daylight will soon be gone.

Disguised as travelling tinkers;

<1

You’re wanted at the Towers to mend a
burst water-pipe.”’

Ben Smiley scratched his hoary head.

““ Won’t that do in the morning, sir?”’
he asked. ‘“ Me and Jimmy was just
agoin’ to set down to a bite o’ food.
That be past my workin’ time, rightly
speakin’. My eyes ain’t what they used
to be, an’ the light ain’t werry good.”

The detective was inwardly jubilant.
He had never hoped for such a lucky
chance as this. He was actually asked
to enter the Towers! But Lee was care-
ful to assunie an air of unwillingness.
~ ““The matter is urgent,”’ said Bartlett
impatiently. '

‘“I don’t see as how I can come along
now, sir——"’ ' |

“ Mr. Drex instructed me to bring you
back with me, Smiley,” interrupted the
butler., ‘‘Don’'t be foolish! You will
receive your own price for your services
—and some over if you do the job well.”’

‘“ Seein’ as that’s the case, I'll oblige
ye,”” sald the pseudo-tinker wheeuzly.
““ Git the tools -an’ things out, Jimmy
lad. We’ll need the sodder,  an’ irons,
an’ the ole fire. I dessay the gent’ll be
able to let us hev’ a mite o’ coal.”

“Of course. As much as you want,”’
said. Bartlett.

Nipper, with a chunk of bread-and-
butter ‘sticking out of his mouth, pro-
ceeded to collect all the necessary tools.
Bartlett saw no reason why he should
remain, now that he- had arranged for
the tinker to eftfect the repair.

““ You know where the Towers is?”’ he
asked. .
¢ Why, yes, sir! Up past the. vicker-.
%ge, on the right’and side,”” wheezed

e.
Bartlett hurried away, and Nelson Lee
and . Nipper, followed. more. slowly, .the

latter earrying the little fire in its grate.

Nipper was very keen, and could scarcety

conceal the eagerness whigh. filled him.

“7J say,. sir, this is unexpected, eh?”’
he murmured, as they walked. ** We
might be.abla.to spot a.few things—-"

““ Don’t. talk now, young ’un,” warned .
Nelson Lee. *‘“ Hedges, like walls, have
ears.” .. . | o

“ With a.few_thousand. other. ears i
the fields,”* grinnéd Nipper, glancing at
the ripeining corn beyond the hedges.
.- They arrived at Banham Towers in a
few minutes, and passed in at the heavy
gates. Lec was very keen now. The
pathway to the house itself was some-
what narrow, and this tallied with the
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detective’'s impression of . Zingrave's.
headquarters. Nelson Lee had been there

9n one famous occasion, but it had been
at night, and Lee had been blindfolded.

‘““ Yes, this scems to be the place,”’.he
told himself. ‘I remember that my
right foot struck against a grating after
a few yards had been covereg. By James,
there 18 a grating here!”

In the midst of the gravel a drain had
been set, and Lee's foot grated on the
metal work as he passed. Farther on,
he recollected, he had passed down ten
narrow steps, then through a kind of
tunnel. Would he see those steps and
that tunnel now? If so, there would be
little doubt left in his mind.

‘“ Dear me! This is interesting,” ho
murmured a moment later.

They were near the house now, and
the gravel path took two directions, One
led straight on, and the other branched
off towards some stone steps, leading
down to a narrow archway beneath a
conservatory, obviously to a side-door.

The place was exactly the same as he
had imagined!

There could be no doubt on the point.
He was within the grounds of the High
Lord’s secret retreat! Nelson Lee was
agog with inward excitement, but he
dlaf aved no emotion of any sort.

Bartlett appeared a moment later, and
took the * tinkers’’ in by the back door.
Nipper left the fire down in the court-
vard, close against the wall of a*jutting
part of the house, evidently older than
the rest.

There was certainly nothing sinister
about the aspect of the house. Nelson
I.ee and Nipper met Mr. Wellesley Drex
inside, and he treated them genially, pro-
mising them a liberal reward i{ they
effected the repair that evening. There
were two very respectable-looking maid-
servants, in neat caps and aprons, and a
man in livery, evidently a chauffeur, was
swabbing down a motor-car outsido the
garage.

But Lee did not judge by appearances.
Zingrave was$ a clever man, and he would
cortainly keep up a genuine household.
Certainly thce professor’s disguise was
excellent, and Lee could not positively
rocognise in Mr. Drex the redoubtable
Zingrave. But he was practically sure.

Leo acted his part to perfection, and
the same could be said about Nipper.
The professor had absolutely no suspicion
of the truth.

Once the upper room was reached, Nel-
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son Lee examined the.defective pipe, and
he saw immediately that the original hole
had been caused by a rifle or revolver
bullet. This was significant in itself.
Indeed, Lee was rather uneasy. What
did that bullet-hole mean? Had there
been foul play? -

According to Nelson Lee’s theory,
Lady Marjorie was a prisoner within this
house. The place had no aspect of a
prison, but 1t was old, and there were
many rooms, and, probably, extensive
cellars. An investigation was, of course,
impossiblé, but both Lee and Nipper
decided to keep their eyes open.

They would have given much to have
gained admittance to the particular cellar
in which Marjorie was imprisoned. The
girl horself was rather upset by all the
excitement. She had been soaked to the
very skin by the unexpected flood, and
the woman who called herself the matron
had brought her some dry clothes.

Marjorie had stripped off her wet
things, had towelled herself, and had
dressed in the fresh clothing. Then the
yellow-masked High Lord had entered
the cellar, and had attended ‘to a few
details.

The cellar was only a temporary
prison. She would be removed from it
as soon as the repair had been effected
and her own apartment put in order.
There was no window in the cellar, but
an iron grating was fitted into the outer
wall, close against the ceiling, and well
out of reach. This grating was on a
level with the ground outside.

To prevent accidents, Zingrave gagged
the prisoner. He did not want her to
cry out. The gag was another invention
of the professor’s. It was strapped to the
head, and could not be removed by the
wearer, although it catised no discomfort
—at least, no pain. Lady Marjorie’s
ankles were secured by patent straps to
the chair on which she was sitting.

Thus she could not move, and she had
been told that a guard was placed cut-
side the door. Any suspicious movement
within the cellar would at once result in
a visit from the matron.

The girl sat in her chair, making no
attempt to free herself. She knew that
such an attempt would fail. And she was
confused with all this extraordinary com-
motion. Poor Marjorie, in fact, was in-
clined to Dbe tearful. Her troubles
seemed to be getting worse. Hitherto
she had, at least, been free within her
own rooin. .
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After a ‘while she heard faint voices
coming through the grating. One was
that of a wheezy old man, who seemed
to be talking to a boy. They were talk-
ing about soldering-irons, she believed,
or something like that. Oh, of course!
The leaky water-pipe was being repaired.

For the first time, Lady Marjorie was
struck by the surprising nature of that
leak. Her former prison, she thought,
was a ramshackle cottage. How had
that water come from the roof?

She did not trouble herself to think,
but -she felt positive that the repairers
were not in league with the villam who
was holding her a prisoner. Could she
communicate with them? ‘

“Oh, if only I could?!’ she thought,
becoming excited. ‘‘ If I could let them
know that I am here, a prisoner, they
might be able to help. Oh, how stupid 1
am! How can I let them know? 1
cannot make a sound, and it’s even im-
possible to throw something out of the
grating. I can’t reach it from here.”

She became despondent again, but ¢nly
for a moment. Here was a chance of
rescue for her! Oh, how could she sum-
mon help? The girl’s naturally cheerful
naturc came to her rescue. Her wits
were sharpened by her peril.

She looked down, and saw a small piece
of brick near her feet. It was a mere
crumb, no larger than a pebble. If she
could manage. to write a message, wrap
it"round the stone, and throw it through
the grating

Oh, but that was impossible! She
would never be able to aim straight.
And besides, even if she did aim
straight, she couldn’t give the fragment
of brick enough velocity to carry it
right into the open air. She would need
a catapult, at least. Anyhow, could she
improvise a catapult?

““ Oh!” she thought suddenly, with a
catch of her breath behind the gag.

In a second she was enormously
excited. An ingenious idea had struck
her. First of all she looked down at her
left side. Within reach there was an old
paint-pot, with some half-dried, sticky
green paint at the bottom of it. She had
gseen it before, when there had been a
light in the cellar. Now 1t was quite
dark except for the dim shaft of light
from the grating. | .

The girl displayed wonderful ingenuity.
She pulled out a portion of her blouse at
the waistband, and quickly tore off a
square about four inches across each way.

didn’t see it; she didn’t hear it.
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Then she pulled a hairpin out of her
golden hair, bent down, and stuck it in
the half-solidified paint. In less than a
minute she had succeeded in smearing
the word ‘‘ Help” upon the scrap of
poplin blouse materiafo It was impos-
sible for her to add any further words.

Quivering with excitement and hope
now, Lady Marjorie bent down and
picked up the scrap ot brick. Her ankles
being stra;i;ped, she could not move an
inch from her present position.

She wrapped the piece of material
round the rough stone, and then placed
it on her lap. Her next action proved
her astonishing inventive powers. She
fumbled with her clothing in the dark-
ness, and there was a slight snapping,
tearing sound. She now held in her
hand a short length of silk-covered
elastic.

A minute ago that piece of elastic had
been serving the purpose for which it
had been manufactured. It had been a
portion of feminine attire. But now it
was a catapult!

With steady hands, Marjorie placed
the wrapped stone in position on the
elasticc. Would she be able to send it
through the grating? Or would it strike
one of the iron bars, and rebound intc
the cellar?

She took careful aim, stretched the
elastic, and let go suddenly.-

The fragment of brick, with its mnes-
sage, sped across the cellar. Marjorie
With
quivering body and fast-beating heart,
she waited. She was sure that the stone
had passed through into the open.

Just at that moment Nipper was
attending to the soldering tools at the
fire outside. It was deep ‘twilight how,
and the yard was deserted save for the
chauffeur at the other end, who was still
busy on the car. | ' S

Nipper himself and the fire stood about
fifteen feet from the house wall.

The lad saw something drop close by—
a pebble,” apparently. He looked "up,
wondering “who had thrown .it.. But it
had come from the house. wall, which
was blank! That was rather curious.

Nipper looked down at the pebble, and
saw that a piece of cloth seemed to be
wrapped round it. He picked it up,
opened it out, and gasped. But the next
second he was busily attending to the
fire, and Lady Marjorie’s message was
in his pocket. But as Nipper went on
with s work, he glanced casually at
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the wall of the house. He saw the cellar
grating, low against the ground, and ho
understood. * ,

Although the lad was inwardly seeth-
ing with excitement, he gave no outward
sigu. He went across the yard whistiing,
carrying some tools into the house.. In
the upper room, Bartlett was watching
the old tinker at work. Certainly there
were no suspicions entertained regarding
the old pot-mender.

To Nelson Lee the repairing of a
water-pipe was child’s play; but he did
not hurry over the job. In keeping with
bis character, he did not display unusual
cleverness. He just fumbled with the
repair, but made a good job of it in the
end. Actually he could have been
finished within a quarter of the time.

Lee was rather disappointed. He had

discovered nothing, and Bartlett’s con-
stant presence made 1t 1mpossible for
him to make furtive investigations. He
knew that Nipper was similarly watched
by the chauffeur in the courtyard.

Water was pumped into the tank
again, and it was soon seen that the
repair was a sound one. Mr. Drex came
up to Lee as the latter was pottering
about his little fire, preparing for depar-
ture. ‘

‘““ You've done well, my man,” said
Drex genially.

“ That ain’t rightly my time for a-doin’
of jobs, sir,”” wheezed Nelson Lee. ‘1
don’t reckon to work arter sundown. Me
an’ my little ole gran’son work main hard
a-durin’ a-daygime, an’ if we kep’ this
sort o' thing up reg’lar-like we shouldn’s
be it for nothin’ next day. I allus says
a man wants rest if he’s a-goin’ to do
good work. An’ if that there rest is took
from 'im, why, that oughter be paid for
handsome !”’

The owner of Banham Towers laughed
heartily. '

“Of course—of course!” he
‘“ And I mean to pay handsomely.
1s your charge?”

‘“ Well, sir, rightly speakin’, I don’t
reckon as three-an’-six would hurt ye.”

‘““ Three-and-six! That's far too little,”
declared Mr. Drex. ‘‘Hore is a ten-shil-
ling note, my dear Smiley. If there are
any other jobs for you to perferm you
will be sent for in the morning.”

Lee took the note eagerly.

cried.

What

e ‘“ Thank 'ce kindly, sir,”’ hc exclaimed. | less.

¢ You're n gent "
And with that

|

F
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took their departure. They were seen off
the premises: by Bartlett in the dying
dusk, and after they had passed out into
the road they heard the gates clang to.

It was not until they had reached their
caravan that Lee permitted himself to
speak. Cnce in the privacy of that dingy
apartment he produced the ten-shilling
note and looked at it smilingly.

*“A trophy, Nipper,” he exclaimed.
“I'm very much afraid we have nothing
else to show for our visit to Banham
Towers. We were watched constantly,
and I was quite unable to——"’

“Hold on, guv'nor,” interjected
Nipper, unable to contain himself longer.
“If you didn’ find anything out, I did!”

““ Indend !’

““ Just squint at this, sir.”

Nelson Lee took the scrap of blouse
material, opened it out with difficulty, for
the paint had begun to stick, and de-
ciphered the one significant word ** help.”’
The detective did not move a muscle.

Then he turned his eves upon Nipper
inquiringly.

““ What’s this?"’ he asked.

“ That was chucked to me in the court-
yard, guv’nor,”’ said Nipper impressively.
‘“It bounced down quite close, wrapped
round a stone.” The lid could not con-
tain his excitement any longer. ‘¢ Great
Scott!” he burst out. ‘‘ Don’t you see,
sir? It's from Ladv Marjorie!”

“Tell me just what happened,” ex-
claimed I.ee keenly.

Nipper did so.

‘“It came from a celiar grating in the
old part of the house,”” he finished .up.
‘* As sure as fate, guv'nor, Lady Marjorie
is in that cellar, and zhe must have heard
our voices!”’

Nelson Lee nodded slowly.

‘““ We are going to rescuc Lady Mar-
jorie.”” he said quietly. |

“ When, puv’nor?”’

““* To-nighe!” )

(CHAPTER V.

NELSON LEE PREPARES—THE RESCUE—
PROFESSOR ZINGRAVE IS DRASTIC—FINIS,

IPPER’'S information ®nd Lady
Marjorie's appeal were very wel-
come to Nelson Lee. The great
detective had imagined that his

visit to the Towers had been utterly fruis-

But now the aspect of the case was

Nelson Lec'and Nipper] totally changed.
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Although Nipper had been watched by
‘the chaulfeur, the lad was positive that
the little incident of the thrown stonc
had not been witnessed.

‘*“ The fellow was bending down with
his back towards me at that particular
moment,” said Nipper. I was whist-
ling. and I picked .up the stone, glanced
at the picce of cloth, and then went
straight on with my work. Even if any-
body had spotted me they .couldn’'t have
known what I was doing.”

““And yct we ave now supphied with
the very information we were most
anxious to »btain,”” said Nelson Lee.
““ It strikes me, Nipper, that there s
more in this affanr than meets the cye.™

“ How do you mean, sir?”’

“While 1 was atteriding to the.five
with you I noticel that the apartment
bencath the one in which the burst pipe
was situated 1s fitted with a small win-
dow,” replied Lee. ¢ That window has
stout ‘iron bars across it. In my opinion,
Nipper, the room with the barred win-
dow is Lady Marjorie’s prison.”

Nipper stared.

“Why, vou know jolly well that she’s
in a cellar,” he exclaimed. =~

“ At the present time, yes,” agreed
‘J.ee.  “But I've been figuring things
_out, my lad. Do you think it probable
that Zingrave would keep his prisoner in-
carcerated in a ccllar which has a gratin
looking out upon the open courtyard?”

"‘,Well, it scems a bit funny, doesn’t
it?

‘““The fact 1s, young 'un, Zingrave ac-
“cidentally - burst that water-pipe with a
“revolver bullet,”” went on the detective.
‘“ As there is no evidence of sinister work,
I assume that the High Lord was prac-
tising with his revolver. I have also come
to the conclusion that the water flooded
the floor, and therefore swamped the
room beneath, which is Lady Marjorie’s
prison. She was therefore removed to
the cellar while you and I effected the
repair. I can follow out the whole course
of events quite clearly. Owing to that
slight accident of the waier-pipe we have
got straight on the track.”

‘“ I—I suppose 1t 1sn’t a trap, guv’ner.'

“ A trap? Oh, no,” said Lee. *‘I am
quite convinced that Zingrave had no suss
picions regarding us. In some way or
other Lady Marjorié wrote that appeal,
and we are going to answer it without
the slightest delay.”

‘“ Of course, the soener we get to. work

|

|

|
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the belter,”” sud  Nipper shrewdly.
‘*“ Lady Marjorie is in the cellar now, anc
it ought to he easy to get ker out. Rhe
won't be left in there for long, that's cer-
tam.” -

Nelson' Lee and Nipper devoured a
hasty meal while they donned fresh ga:-
ments and discarded their disguises.
There was no longer any necessity to be
old Ben Smiley and Jimmy.

The night promised to be an exciting
one, and while Lee changed his clothes
and ate his food he was thinking and
planning and scheming. He had already
decided what to do by the time he had
changed.

It was not yvet late; the last gleamn of
sunset was still in the sky. The vililage
oreen was very dim and shadowy, and
Lec and Nipper sct off without being ob.
served by a soul.

A brisk three mile walk, accomplished
in forty mmutes, brought them to the
little townrof Hayle. Lee’s first visit was
to the police-station, and here he rang uj.
Scotland Yard, and was soon in commu
nication with his old fiiend, Detective-In
spector Lennard. Certain arrangement:
made, and L.ce rang off. Then, after a
few words with the local inspector, he
and Nipper left.

This time they went down to the pri-
vate housc of a motor-boat builder.
Hayle was situated on the banks of a
river, and this river, as Lee well knew,
flowed right past the western boundary
of the Banham Towers grounds.

I.ee had plunged into that river, some
weeks before, and had been carried down
upon some miniature rapids. These were
on the other side of Banham -Towers—
that is,” the rapids would have to be ne-
gotiated in a boat trip from Hayle.

Moreover, as the summer was now more

advanced, the river was much qucter.

The great detective soon arranged for
the hire of a small but efficient motor-
boat. 1t was a neat little eraft with a
very quiet engine. And at eleven-thirty
exactly to the minute Nelson Lee and
Nipper started out. _—

They went alone, and were soon gliding
down the river in the direction of Ban-
ham. -~ By road tho distance had been
three miles; by river it was close upon
six. The country through which the
river meandcered was picturesque and
sparsely populated. There were very few
houses near the river,
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Now and again cottages were passed.
but at this time of night everything was
quiet and everybody was aslecp. Lee had
made hir plans thoroughly, but was quite
aware of the fact that he and Nipper
were running into grave perils. N

At last the motor-boat arrived at the
extremity of the Towers property. Here
the detective shut off the power, and al-
lowed the boat to drift.

‘““ Are we there, asked
Nipper in a low voice.

“Noarly. But don't talk, my lad. Tt
s possible that Zingrave has men posted
at different quarters’” whispered Lee.
“'I don’t think that fs at all likely, but
it is as well to be cantious. We know
what we have to do. and wo needn't talk
about it."

‘“ Right vou gre, sir.”

The left bank of the river at this point
became steeper as the boat progressed.
After a further five hundred yards the
bank was more like a precipice. It rose
sheer out of tho water, and trees could be
scen growing upon the summit.

Lee brought the boat in at a spot
where the ofiff sloped back a trifle. Here
it was possible to moor the boat and
cliimb up the cliff face. It was rather
difficult, but the pair succeeded in the
end. Iiven if they had slipped and fallen
theyv would have received nothing worse
than a wetting.

Again, Nelson Lee profited by the
knowledge he had gained during his for-
mer visit. On that well-remembered oc-
casion he had narrowly escaped death of
a startling naturc. A heavy barbed-wire
fence ran within three feet of the cliff
edge. ‘This fence was innocent enough—
s0 far e looks went.

But, in rcality, the wire was heavil
charged  with electricity.  One touci:
meant death. Noelson Lee had come pre-
rar{-rl. Bidding Nipper remain behind,
e donned a pair of thick rubber gloves,
and ther, with a pair of stout cutters, he
govered ¢he wires and provided a wide

guv'nor?”’

Fap.

'}'Ium he and Nipper stole through and
made their way across the rank wilder-
ness towacds the house. The cultivated
nl;-nmnro garden was situated on the other
side. |

1t was well past midnight now, but Lee
fullyv expected to find the household
uwake. Ho did not cxactly know how
he should proceed once he had gained ad-
mittunce  Bat he reckoned 'ttt by a
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surprise attack he would have the advan-
tage. Possibly he would do nothing but
scout around on this occasion. And then,
later on, the whole house would be
raided.

In any case, Lee was determined to do
nothing rash.

At last the thick trees were left behind.
and the datk bulk of Banham Towers
loomed up in front, with only a stretch
of coarde grass intervening. One or two
lower windows were dimly illuminated.

The air was soft and warm, and Lee
was not surprised, therefore, when he saw
that a side door stood wide open. A
gloomy passage could be seen, but 1t was
quite deserted. Lee thought it possible
that Zingrave was strolling upon the well-
cut lawn on the other side of the house,
enjoying a last cigar before turning in.
And thi3, as a matter of fact, was actu-
ally the case. |

The detective crept towards the open
doorway, Nipper close behind. They
stood just before the entrance looking
into the passage. Lee concluded that it
would be unwise to enter.

But just thon the sound of voices came
to the ears of the intruders. The voices
were proceeding from the interior of the
house. Lee tightened his grip upon his
revolver butt, and waited.

He merely expected to see one or two
of the servants, on their way to bed, pro-
batly. And he was therefore surprised
when the owners of the voices came into
view round a bend of the passage.

'“You're all right;"my lady,’’ one gruff
voice was saying. - * Just bein’ taken
from one cottage to another, that's all.
You won't come to no 'arm.”

Nipper thought he recognised Bart-
lett’s toves, but they were disgiiised.
And, before the lad could form any real
opinion, he rececived a shock. Two dim
figures came into the passage.

They were men, but their faces were
unrecognisable in the gloom. Nelson Lee
believed that they were Bartlett and the
chauffeur. And, between them, they
were carrying a slight, .graceful form.

Lady Marjorie!

The girl was being taken from the
cellar back to her original prison! Leeo
and Nipper had arrived at a singularly

opportune moment. Lady. Marjorie was

gageed and blindfolded, .
Nipper simply shook with excitement.
‘““ The brutes!” he breathed. '
Nelson Lee made up his mind - on the
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spur of the moment; he acted instantly,
for another such opportunity as this
“would never occur®again. The detective
.pressed Nipper's arm. :

lad!” he

‘* Use your revolver butt,
“muttered. |

Nipper understood, and together™ the
pair dashed into the dim passage.

That which followed next was confus-
ing and startling. The attack was so un-
expected that Bartlett and his companion
had no chance of defending themselves.
They were taken completely unawares.

Nipper’s rcvolver crashed down upon

‘Bartlett’'s head, and the fellow dropped

like a log. In the same second Nelson
Lee dealt with the other man. The at-
tack was a complete success. Hardly a
sound had been made. o

Lady Marjoric was caught by Lee as
she was falling. The detective lifted the
girl’s slight form in his arms, and hurried
into the open air. Nipper followed,
caring little how scriously the two men
‘were hurt. .

Across the stretch of rough grass Lee
fled, carrying Marjoric with ease. He
was cnormously strong, and she was

slight. Nipper thought it was almost too
good to be true. If they could only get
clear away—!

Zingrave, of course, would flee, but
that could not be helped. An open raid
on the house, with Lady Marjorie within
its walls, was not to be thought of. This
was why Nelson Lee had acted as he had
done. - :

He knew that the professor. mad with
fury,. would not hesitate to kill the girl
ont of shcer muthlesspess. But, with
Marjorie safely away, a raid would be
carried out immediately. It had been ab-
solutely necessary to rescue the girl
brfore making any general attack.

And, bv a singular stroke of fortune,
Nelicon ILce had been able to get Mar-
jorie away with a minimum amount of
trouble and danger.  Bartlett and the
other man had literally walked into the
hands of the detective. |

Two-thirds of the distance to the river
was covered in safetv. Then Nippér, in
the rear, heard several husky, excite
shouts. The alarm had been given; the
rescuc had become known!

““ Buck up, guv’'nor!"> ‘pantéd Nipper
“urgently. ‘' The rotters are after us!’

Nelson Lee staggered on; there was no
time to releasc the straps which bound

the rescued girl’s ankles. And. at last,.

" boat was hidden by the thick trecs.

27

the barbed-wire fence loomed up ahcad.
I.ee had made no mistake, and had ar-
rived at the exact spot where the wires
were cut.

“ Now, Nipper!” he gasped. “ We
'must go carefully. Help me to lower
L.ady Marjorie down the cliff. We don’t
‘want to get a soaking by slipping!”’

It was more by luck than anything else
that the boat was reached in safety. The
trio scrambled down the sloping cliff-face
helter-skelter. Marjorie’s frock was torn
and tattered in several places by the time
the level of the river was rcached. And
Lee and Nipper were scratched and bleed-
ing in several places.

“Pone 'em!’ gasped Nipper cxult-
antly. ‘“ Done the rotters, by Jupiter!”

“ Not yet, Nipper—not yet!’ said Lee
between his teeth.

He had hcard the tramping of feet
overhead, and he was anxious. The
motor-boat was in an appallingly exposed
pcsition. From the cliff-tep it was pos-
sible to fire straight down upon the fugi-
tives, and Lee knew that the Hich Lord,
at least, would not hesitate to shoot.

Frantically, Nelson Lee pushed off and
jerked at the starting handle of the
motor. After the second attemipt the
engine commenced buzzing merrdy, and
the screw churned up the water at the
stern, .

““Oh, my hat!” panted Nipper.
“ What & game! But we’ve won!’ .

Even as he . spoke something dironed
past his ear and struck the water with a -
sharp ““ ping!’ But no report had been
heard. Glancing hastily. up, Nipper saw
three dim figures standing on the top of
the high river bank. . R

Bullets whizzed down upon -the -boat;
two struck the woodwork and chipped it.
Another hit Nelson Lee’s cap. |

' A moiseless automatic
muttered -Lee.

It was Zingrave, indeed, who was
firing the ' shots. = The professor *was
simply choking with rage. And  his
temper was pot improved by the know-
ledge that it was mmposstble to aim ac-
curately with the defective revolver. " He
had not had time to adjust®thé trigger,
and accurate firing was out of the ques-
tion. . '

And then, before he had emptied all
the chambers of the revolver, the motor-
Lee

revolRér Yy’

and Nipper, in the boat, were quite un-
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hurt. They kuew. too, that the victory

was theirs.

The little enginc was buzzing with all
1ts power, and the boat sped through the
water. Lee had turned the boat, and it
was speeding back in the direction of
Hayle. The detective had, of course,
turncd the boat’s nose before mooring it,
s¢o that he had started off in the right

direction straight away.

“ Tt was hot work while it lasted,
Nipper, but I fancy we have gained the
dav.” said Nelson Lee breathlessly. ‘It
now remains to be seen if Lennard has
foliowed my instructions. If so, we stand
a chance of making a clean sweep.”

While he was speaking Lee was un-
fastening Lady Marjorie’s bonds. In less
thar a minute the girl was free of the
strape and the gag and the bandage
vound her eves. She stared round her
joyously,

“Oh!"" she exclaimed. ““Oh!
been rescued!”

* That is so, Lady Marjorie,” smiled
Neison Lee. ‘“ We had a bit of excite-
ment over the job, but we’re safely away
now. Unless my plans have gone wrong,
voti wili meet your father within five
minutes'”’ | .

The girl clasped her hands, and her
companions could sée that her breast was
vistng  and falling rapidly. She was
greatly excited, and filled with joy and
admiration—admiration fof her rescuers.

** Oh, how splendid of you!" she cried.
““1 must know who yon are! = Please,
picase tell me! I'm all in a2 whirl. I
don't know what has happened !”’

‘Nelson Lee laughed. .

“This vyoung gentleman here is
Nipper,”’ he said. ‘““ My own name is
Nelson Lee. Your father came to me on
Saturday, and asked me to find you.
Happily, I have done so, but I must
admit that Providerfte has assisted me
amazingly.””- . .

“Oh, I've heard of you, Mr. Lee,”’ said
Marjorie with sparkling eyes. ‘‘.And of
Nipper, too, of course. You're the two
people who track criminals down, aren’s
vou? Oh, what an exciting life you must

I've

y

iead ' .

Nipper grinned.

““ It's, solemn routine work most of the
time,” he 3aid. ‘‘ The excitement gene-
rally comes in -at the finish of a-case—
like this. =~ I'm tremendously glad that
vou are safe. I 'say, did we hurt yon
coming down that chiff?”’

man,” interjected Lee.
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“YT was ocratched, I believe, but it's
nothing,’’ said Marjorte. “ No, not my
hands. My ankle angd my knee are pain-
ing me a little—I suppose the skin’s got
torn a trifle. But what does that matter?
I'm fieo!”

Three minutes later there was a shout
from one of the banks. There were thick
trees there, and “all was in- darkness.
Nelson Lee had been keeping his eyes
open, but he had seen nothing.

‘““ Ahov, there!”’ came the soft shout.

‘““ Hallo! That's old Lennard!’ said
Nipper. ‘“ Ahoy! That you, inspector?’’

“By George!” exclaimed the nunseen
voice., ‘“ Have you done the trick, then?
Lord Elsington is here——"’

* Dad I" cried Lady Marjorie excitedly.

“My child—my child!” came the
earl’s quivering voice.

The motor-boat’s nose hissed through
the reeds, and dug itself into the soft
bank, which was quite low here. A
moment later little Lady Marjorio was
clasped in her father’s arms, and now she
was sobbing with joy.

Nelzoir* Lee and Detective-Inspector
Lennard were talking rapidly.

“ Thie 1s the spot you mentioned,
Lee,”’ said the inspector. ‘“ A mile up
beyond the bridge. I've got three tour-
ing cars heére, and a dozen, men. The
river winds, you know, and we're only a
stone’s throw from the Towers!”

Nelson Lee clapped Lennard on the

““Good man!"” he exclaimed. “ I don’t
know what I should do without the
Yard! Fiction detectives work ‘ on their

.back.

1 own,” but that’s not possible in real life,

You've done just what I
there’'s not a second to

Lennard.
wanted, and
waste!”’

“By Georgoe!” said the inspector.
““You're a keen chap, Lee! We'vi been
messing about in London, round Drake
and Edwin's, and we haven’t done a
thing! How in wonder's name did
),Ou_____" -

‘“No time for explanations now, old
‘“We're going to
raid Drex's place. He’s one of the Circle
of Terror chiefs, you know. I don’t sup-
pose we shall nab him—he’s too slippery
—but we'll try.” -

Thé police did not know that Professor
Cyrus Zingrave was the High Lord of the
Ciecle, and Lee did not mecan to reveal
that fact. When the great coup came the

1 detective would surprise Scotland Yard,
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and therc was nothing to be gained Ly
revealing the secret naw.

.’II‘he Xarl of Elsington came to Lee’s
side. -

** Thank Heaven you were successful,
Mr. Lee,”” he said quietly. I had not
dared to hope for such joy as this, but I
am still lost in amazenmient. Is it possible
that Wellesley Drex was mixed u ”

“1 am sorry, Lord Elsington,” said
Nelson Lee. ‘‘ But you must excuse me
now: In the -morning I shall be de-
lighted to cxpldin things, but every
second Is precious now."”’

““You must come round to our house,
Mr. Lee!” cried Lady Marjoric.

He promised to do so, Nipper adding
that he would certainly be there. And
then Lady Marjorie ard her father were
packed off to London in one of the cars.
Nelson Lee, Nipper, Inspector Lennard,
and a dozen Yaid men hastened to Ban-
ham Towers. .

As J.ce had fcarcd, the place was de-
seited.

The High Lord had fled, togecther with
his servants. No trace of them was
found, it may be added, and the police
were upable to effect a single arrest. But
Zingrave had been forced to abandon his
identity and his home. This blow had
been the severest which Lee had yet
struck.

Bartlett was found in the passage—
Nipper’'s blow had been heavy, and the
man was_ still unconscious. The chauffeur
had gone.

In the library all was confusion. The
High Lord had departed in great haste,
and there was plenty of evidence of this.
The tapestry was thrust aside against one
portion of the wall, and the door of a
small safe was revealed, half-open.

Nelson Lee and the inspector ap-
proached it, and Lennard was about to.
open the door wide when Lee knocked
him backwards,

|

)

9

“What the deuce!!’ gasped Lennard.

‘** Look at this, man!"’ rapped out Leo
grimly.

An almest invisible thread was
stretched from the door to the interior of
the safe. Lee had only spotted it by
chance. And, after he had cut it. he dis-
covered that the other end was attached
to a great bomb!

If the safe door had been pulled open
a terrible explosion would have vesulted!
Even as it was, Lee found that the bom:b
was timed; it would explode in a few
mmoments in any case. The cutting of the
string had set the mechanism at work.
Zingrave had been horribly cunning.

' Qutside—everybody!” roared Nelson
Lee urgently.

He and Nipper and the police pelted
out with all speed. They did not cease
running until they had reached the road-
way iteelf. And then, us they paused,
there was an appalling, staggering, deaf-
ening explosion.

It seemed to rent the very heavens,
They were all flung down by the shock,
and debris was scattered 1 every direc-
tion. When, ten minutes latm', the pla('u
was approached, Banmbam Towers was
nothing but a heap of ruins.

This was a pity, but it could not have
been avoided. It there had been any evi-
dence in the building it was now demo-
lished. Zingrave had not intended the

lice learning a single seawet. He had
ggd everything prepared in advance,

Nelson Lee was jubilant, nevertheless.
'True, Zingrave was still at liberty, but
Lee had scored a great trinmph over the
Circle of Terror. Lady Marjorie was re-
stored to her father, and the plat had
miserably failed.

Moreover, the High Lord had been
hounded from his secret yetreat. |

Truly, Nelson Lee’s campaign was pyo-
gresging well! |

THE END.
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Il GrAND NEW SERIAL—JUST STARTING !

The Boxing Sailor

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

1

Read this first !

ToMm CRAWLEY, light-weight boxer and stoker
aboard H.M.S. Flyer. makes his first
public appearance n a contest with
Jimmy Yowl, lightning feather-wezight.
He wins the fight. and with the prize-
money 18 able to replace his father's
torpedoed fishing smack, Tom is jealous
of

BoB RANDLE—who, the lad considers, 13 a
‘“slacker’—on the grounds that Dob
scems to find favour in the eyes of

MARY THWAITES, the pretty daughter of
I'isherman Thwaites, of whom Tom is
very fond. '

(Now read this week's thrilling
tnstalment.)

THE U-BOAT.

HE damage done to the Flyer

I proved of & merely superficial

character, so that she was soon

to be rendered fit for sea again,

the repairs being at once proceeded with.

Tom and the officers and crew had,

therefore, another little holiday, which.

the strenuous nature of their service

being considered, was very acceptable
Letween their battles with the enemy.

Mecanwhile, the activity of German U-

boats continued with increased violence,

and many a splendid foodship was sent

to the bottomm without warning, the
heroism of the officers and men of the
mercantile marine in carrying on being
beyond praise. -
'The sowing of mings about the British
coast continued on a scale hitherto un-
precedented. Not a day passed without
the loss of many fishing boats. Yet the
fishermen of the coast towns, whether
engaged in catching food for the nation,

or sweeping mines from the sea, went

out regularly as usual, never hesitating,
and taking the bad luck with the good.

The buying of the Dora Grey had

put new life into Fisherrnan Thomas
Crawley.

The loss of his first ship had almost
broken him up. He was likely to crumple
under the blow. But the moment he got
back to Weathersea with his new ship
he threw off his cares, and applied him-
self to his work with a vim and courage
that surpassed anything he had ever done
bofore. He seenied made of iron. Ie
was untiring, and he had a loyal and
tireless crew. '

First-hand Riley and the boy, Sam,
were indefatigable. And Mary, when-
ever she sailed with Tom's father,
worked as hard aud as well as the rest.
And luck favoured them.

The Dora Grey never put out to sea
without securing a fine catch.

She never oame back without her hold
being stocked to bursting-point with
fish. Prices usually ruled high. During
one week in particular, when the Dora
Grey was the only fishing-boat to put
into the port of Weathersea, Thomas
Crawley madoe as much money as in
normal times he would expect to make in
six weeks' hard work.

Tom’s father was not a greedy man,
and he rewarded Riley, Sam, and
Mary, and such others as helped him at
times, as they deserved.

‘““We all take a common risk, my
lads,” he cried, when they expressed their
gratitude. “1 couldn’t catch even a
flounder if you refused to sail with me.
And as you’'d share my misfortune if
anything happened to us at sea, so you
ought to be rewarded when I make a
little pile; leastways, that’s the way I
look at it.

Most of the fishermen who risked their
lives on that dangerous coast were highly
paid and duly rewarded as circumstances
permitted. Yet no master was, perhaps,
as generous &8 Thomas Crawley.

He could have manned his ship a
dnzen times over.

It was a day or two after the adven-
ture on the cliff that Mary Thwaites
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heard that Thomas Crawley was going
to sea. .
" Jerry Morgan was to have gone with

him as second hand, but had been taken,

bad, and was in bed at home with a
severe colic.

~Mary heard this from Bill Riley as
~4he burly fellow came swinging by the
cottage gate on his way to the harbour.

““If the skipper had made it known
yesterday, my lass.” said the first hand
‘of the Dora Grey, ‘ he’d have had
plenty willing to help him. They’'ve all
been roped in for mine-sweeping,
though, and we shall have to do the
best we can.”

- “ But you can’t go to sea, fishing,
without a second hand, Bill Riley,” said
Mary, pouting her lips.

“We'll try.. We ain’t duffers, you
knmg. miss. We shall manage, I dare
8ay. ‘

. “ But I'm regular second hand of the
ship. Why can’t I go?”

‘ Skipper doesn’t want a petticoat
aboard, miss, until -things quieten down
a bit. Maybe we’ll ﬁet mined or tor-
pedoed; and if anything happened to
you through kim, Thomas Crawley’d
never forgive himself.” -

" *“Why shouldn’t I take the risk? No
fish i1s coming into market, do you know
that, Riley. Nearly évery boat is mine-
sweeping, and food prices are sdaring.”

* The first hand nodded his head
gravely. |

“ Which means that it’s a natianal duty
to go fishing.
~mind the nsk.”

Bill Riley gazed admiringly at the girl,
touched his cap, and strode away.

‘“ We'd like to have you, make no mis-
take about that,”’ said he. ‘‘But just
now, my. girl, you’re best at home.”

Mary Thwaites was no different to the
-rest of her sex.

No sooner did she find herself set
aside hecause she was a woman than she
. determined that she would sajl with the
"Dora Grey that day, at any cost.

And so she quickly got into her heavy,
bigh-topped leather boots, donned her
working garb, and footed it to the har-
bour, where she prevailed upon a boat-
man to row her out to the smack.

The Dora Grey was almost ready to
sail when she stepped on board.

Thomas Crawley stared at -her 1in
blank astonishment as she came striding
up to him, her beautiful face radiant
"with delight at her success.

And I'm going, never

3

“ Hi, Mary, lass, what’s come over
0?1’ said he; ‘' anything wrong at
ome?"’

** No, uncle; but you’re short-handed,
and I'm coming with you.”

‘““You'’re not, lass. It's too risky.
There’'s mines all along the coast, and
two Weathersea boats have been sent to
the bottom lately.”

““ What of that? If the Dora Grey 1s
to go down, I shall go down with her.
So we’ll say no more about it,”’ cried

ary.

She looked up and down the deck.

“Pity Tomm can’t help his father,”
she cried.

‘‘ He’s not allewed to, my lass. He's
willing enough. But I’'m not going to
take you.”

“You are.”

“Tm not.”

*“ You are.”’

And then they fell to arguing, the up-
shot being that as they could not get
Mary to leave the smack, short of throw-
ing her overhoard, they decided to let
her have her way, and to take her with
them.

An hour later the smack left the har-
bour, and, with half sail set, dipped to
the swell, and sped out into the offing
to catch food for the nation.

They had a good stiff breeze to help
them, and, sure of their ground, they
got to work before-dusk.

For once in a way the results were
poor, and whenever they hauled the
beavy trawl up they found it choked with
weed, with a smattering of small fish
amongst the green and brown from the
ocean’s bed. | S :

Wind-and sea rgmained favourable fo
the fishing, and " » Dora Grey, piloted
by the sure hand (x her master- mariner,
trawled - - the uuknown 6shing-graunds.
Still the perverse luck continued
throughout the night, aRd in the morn-
ing, instead of sailing for port with. a
huge catch as he had intended and made
sure of doing, Thomas Crawley found
that he had still a lot of work to do.

He yawned, stretched . his tired. limbs,
and swept the sea wita his eyes. In the
far distance he could see the smoke of
a passing steamer. Nearer 1in shore
there were two sailing boats. Over there
to the south-west were a fleet of mine-
sweepers, busy at their monotonous but
magnificent work.

‘“Boys, we'll have breakfast,” he
cried, and descending into the caboose,

R . ————————
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he found Mary Thwaites there frying
the bacon and making the tea.

She looked as fresh and a3 sweet as
ever, and his cyes lit up with a light
of appreciation as he glanced at her.

‘““ Mary, my lass,”” pronounced the
fishcrman, ‘“‘with the exception of my
wife when she was your nf;e, you are
the bonniest wench ever I've clapped
cyes on. And it seems a bit of a pity,
you know, that you think so much of
my Tom——"

Mary colonred hotly.

“ Why do you say that, uncle?’ she
asked—he waa always uncle to her.

‘“ Because he's not worthy of you.”

Mary turned her head away, and be-
-ame busier than ever. -

“ Tom’'s not grown up yet,”” she said;
wnd thereafter there was silence until
Bill Riloy came down and ate with them.

The Lreakfast made all of them feel
avelier, and as soon as all had satisfied
their hunger, sail was set for a fresh
fishing-ground, and Thomas Crawley
plmphes:ed that they'd have better luck
there.

‘““ We'll be in harbour with all the fish
we want before sundown,” said he.

The Dora Grey heeled over to the pull
~{ the suils and the freshening wind.
The waves lapped her sides, and she
spurned the water from her bows as she
sped onward, as smart a smack as ever
'l[ﬁomus Craowley boarded.

Mary took her stand by the skipper,
and as her eyes scanned the seas, talked
about what tixey would do after the war.

“ Don't talk of that happy time, my
qirl,” said Crawley very seriously, * for
it might bring us bad luck——"" Then
his jaw dropped, his eyes bulged, and

with a trombling'-.’;}‘mnd he pointed
ahead.
‘“ Look—look there—My God >

he exclaimed. And as the crew strained
their oves acioss the water, they saw
the hull of 3 U boat suddenly emerge
from the se..

‘* Look—look ! A
marine! We're loat!”

With a gasp of horror, the skipper
leapt to the steering-wheel,

‘““Stand by the boat, all of you,”” he
velled, cool as ever as the first shock of
¢motion passed away. ‘‘ And, remem-
ber, whatever happens, we’ve got to
save the lass.” |

'"“ They’'ve lannched a torpedo, uncle,”
said Mary, white. but very calm.

German  sub-
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- The skipper whirled the wheel round.
*“ Luff, there!"' he roared.

The Dora Grey swung nearer into the

| wind, but the deadly course of the tor-

pedo advanced rapidly, and Mary felt
that 1t would atrike them, whatever
steps they took to avoid it. :

“Curse you, curse you! you inhuman
cowards!” shrieked Bill Riley, shaking
his fist in impotent rage at the distant
U-boat.

Then they lapsed into silence, and stood
watching, watting for the inevitable end.

THE SINKING OF THE DORA
GREY!

“ x X E are lost!”’
\ x} As the despairing cry echoed

upon the air the eyes of all
aboard the Dora Grey, save
the skipper, who issued his' commands in
ringing tones, followed the wake left be-
hind by the advancing torpedo, a whitish
streak that showed plainly on the sea.
Nearer and nearer 1t came, and 1t
seemed to Mary, as she calmly awaited
the end, that a burst of fiendish laugh-
ter came from the U-boat that lay rock-
ing on the heaving sea.

A fierce anger burned within the
fisher-girl’'s breast. Was there no help
near? Were they to be sunk in all their
helplessness, and Kad it been decreed that
the inhuman murderers who could do no
better than sink a harmless fishing-boat
were to escape all punishment for their
crime ?

For a moment' Mary lifted her eyes
[rom the advancing trail, and swept the
sea around her.

Only too plainly she realised that there
was no help at hand.

Those distant trails of smoke from the
stacks of passing steamerg told of ves-
sels coming and going, laden with stores,
rnunitions, or merchandise no doubt; but
no war craft was near to help. -

They were indeed lost.

““ Lower away the lifeboat!”’ bawled

{ the skipper, at the pitch of his lungs.

‘“ Lively's the word, there!”

Instantly the order was obeyed; the
ropes were freed, and the little boat
swung outward till she-hung over the
sea.

Like magic the work was done.

Thomas Crawley evidently realised



‘THE BOXING SAILOR

hat there wae no chance of escape now.
The torpedo was almost home.
‘“Qtand by !” he roared. ‘‘ Get your
‘e-belts. Save the lass, whatever hap-
peng——1’ :
He got no farther, for there was a
sudden, deafening report, and the fish-
‘ng sraack shivered. from stem to stern.

A gigantic fountain of spray, carrying

~— ¢h.it pieces of the shattered hull, rose

<k, -and falling; drenched them.

“Mary was hurled into the scupper by
the violence of the explosion, and her
bead struck hard agamst the timber
there. For a second or two she remained
unconscious, stunned.

She could see nothing for the blinding
Jash of the explosion had scaled her
.jsion for the moment.

Sam, the boy, went down headlong.
Bill Riley reeled and dropped to the deck.
‘o did the third hand. |

Skipper Crawley, with hands of iron.

‘grasped the spckes of the steering-wheel.
.ond set his teeth. o

Around him flew the broken debris
of the hull .
planks seemed to rise.
wheel were bloivn away. |
the mainmast, with a crash, snapped oft
noar its base. The sails enveloped part

of the deck, and soaked in the ldpping
s0a, y
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faughter rang.

Never for a moment did. brave, stout-
hearted Thomas Crawley lose his nerve,
or forget the responsibilities that his
_position of skipper imposed on him.

Ie felt the Dora Grey quiver, and
thcnn  heel over till the slanting deck
alinost hurled him down igto the sea.

- He could hear the water gurgling fast
“Into the hold. The weight of it steadied
‘Irer. Yet ho knew, as he saw with what
awful rapidity she settled down, that they
had little time left. o

4 }{(is wide eyes stared around the broken
eck.
scuppers.  He saw the boy Sam rise
with bleeding face, and hieard him groan
-as he clapped both hands to his head.
He saw Bill Riley, grim and stolid as
ever, get up and look arourid him.

“You cursed pirates!”. Riley roared,
shaking his fist at the submarine, which
now began to move slowly towards them.
“ May hell fires burn yer— May——"

" Portions of the

" 6var _ there from the U-boat

He saw Mary rising from the |

|

Under his feet the torn|{

Down came

|

s

|

ﬁi

‘““ Riley I” roared the skipper. ‘ €Clar
a lifebelt round the lady. Mary, lass,
Heaven knows whether any of us wiil
escape alive.
sink within three minutes.” IHe sprang
from his useless post, and, clasping her
in his arms, 'mprinted a farewell kiss,
first on o.ué cheek, then on the other.
Two great tears started in his eyes, and
glistened there like rls.

‘““ Heaven bless you, my child!” he said
brokenly. ‘“ You have always been like
a daughter to me. I asked you to stay
behind this trip. I had a sort of feeling
that something would happen. May the
T ord watch over you, and preserve you;
and 1f 30 be as you are spared. may my
son, Tom, make you a good husband.
Good-bye—!”’ o :

““ Oh, uncle—uncle !’ sobbed the girl,
unnerved more at the thought of losing
him than at the fate which awaited her.

She returned his kisses, and then
he sprang away. his momentary wezk-
ness gone, his chin raised defiantly, his
eyes flashing fire. |

Bill Riley had found a lifebelt. and this

»

The boat’s gone, and we’ll

he set round Mary's body, buckling the

straps in place. ,
The boy, Sam. had alreadxy recovered,

'and furnished himself with a similay

belt, The skipper did not attempt to get
one, though there were others ready tc
hts hand. - i

‘““The boat’s gone,”” yelled Bill
Riley. * Sam, boy, help me to throw

‘over the life raft.”

The life raft was a ﬂ;oaﬁ made of virong
wooden battens, nailed and screwed
across and across. It had been made
a}rlx_d kept against such an emergency as
this. | A

The third hand rushed up.. The hoy

-

-

Sam, Riley, and he lifted the raft and -

hurled it overboard. . | o
By this time the deck of the Dora Grey

was almost awash. =~~~ e
Close at hand the pirate stood hy, and

on the deck of the submarine could be

seen her officers and her murderédus créw.

The faces of the latter were grinning.
Their foul mouyths huried coarse cpithets

at the doomed ‘crew of ‘the fishing-smadk, -~

and they even revelled in the peril of
the poor girl.

The skipper” gavé thém a withering

glance, then turned his back on them.
‘‘ Save yourselves, my lads.” said he.
‘“ Bill Riley, you go over first. Gaix

(Continued overieaf.)
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the raft, and wait there for Mary. Lass,
stand by.”” .

Biley looked over the side, ond saw
the raft floating there, a harbour of re-
fuge, indeed. .

He hoisted himself up on the bulwarks.
and, siand
distance. jumped. -

Into the sea he plunged, Liit hix head
was above the surface in a mom-nt, und.
m spite of his clothes and boots, a few
heavy'istenk-3 took him within reieh cof

w0 raft. on *» which he hauled ain, »I¥

ith a little « Feulty. o

“ Now, Mary, girl,” said th.: skippe-.

He lifted Jier to the wooden rail, and
held hLer there. .

She turned her beautiful agonised face
towaide him—a face as white az dcath
now.

‘“Good-bve, Uncle Tom,” she cried.
“God biess you—--"

“And bless  you, too, my girl
Jump i”
She  obeyed. sprineiny  wide. and

within a2 few seconds Riley’'s ortstratehed
rand had touched hers, and she nad been
a-awn clear of the wate-.
"* New, Sam,” said the ckipper.’

Tne boy nceeded ne second biddiag
into -tne sea he plunged, and swifuy
wained the lifz float.

, . , »water w-s
ing there a secc.. 7 to judge the

'
)
!

i
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Now the third hand went, and the skip-
ver was alone. : v
. . . . e }
" Just in time,” said he, caticing that
fror. the side of the Dora Grey which
nad been blown out by the torpedo tha
already washing over the clré}
planks. | T
One look he gave the raft.
They were all aboard it. . ¥
Next he cast his eyes townrds the dige
tant shores of Fngland. He could Just
make out a faint, shadowy line which hé
kirew to be the cuast. |
“ Good-bya to England and homo!

Ol""l"
Cioodk!)
¥

Heaven pirserve L_r and it!” 3
Next he raised his eyes towards tha-
heavens. :
“Into Thy bands., O Lord——" he
mourmired, and then the ship:weni down
under him, and tossed-himn into’the heav-

ing, swirling waters, to drag him down

by force of suction. to fill his ears with
deafening, clamouring sounds of rushing
waters. to sting his eyes with the search-
ing brine. )

This way and that he was {ossed, uritil
the deadly pressure of the water
threatened to crush hum.

Snrely, surely, he thought, this was
toe end!

(To be continued.)
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