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CHAPTER 1.
THE ACCIDENT NEAR KINGSTON—CAPTAIN
BILLY MASTERS—SIGNS OF ?

UNT ESTHER was enjoying her-
A self immensely.
She and her niece, Miss Eileen
Dare, were out for a motor ride,
and they had been down among the
Surrey hilla.

It was now evening—the evening of a
superb summer’s day. The girl detective
was behind the wheel of the little two-
gseater car, and she was looking radiant
with hcalth and happiness.

Fileen’s great campaign against the
Combine had been astonishing successful.
Indeed, there only remained one member
of that gang of highly placed rogues to
be accounted for. This man was Roger
Haverfield. the well-known steel manu-
facturer of Birmington.

Quite rccently Eileen Dare, with the
aid of Nelson Lee and Nipper, had dealt
a blow at the Combine, which had finally
wrecked it. There was no Combine now,
for only Haverfield remained.

It was rather curious that he should be
the last to survive the girl detective’s
campaign,
original plot, months before, against Mr.
Lawrence Dare, Eileen’s father. Mr.
Dare had been the consulting engineer of
the Haverfield Steel Company; he had,
in fact, practically controlled thc great
business.

But Roger Haverfield had become ac-
quainted with a number of well-known

Haverfield had instigated the
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City men—scoundrels every one of them.
They had called themselves the Combine,
and Haverfield had plotted with them to
get rid of Lawrence Dare.

Just at that time Eileen's father had
perfected a wonderful new engine for use
in submarincs. And Haverficl , with the
help of the other members of the Com-
bine, had succeeded in_-branding Mr. Dare
as a traitor to his country.

A traitor!

And Lawrence Dare had bceen one of
the greatest patriots in the whole United
Kingdom! The irony of the whole thing
had been appalling. Nelson Lec¢ had
done his utmost to save Mr. Dare, but
had been unable to avert the disaster.
The poor man, however, had died from
shock the night before he was to have
been executed as a spy!

Undoubtedly Haverfield and his asso-
ciates had committed murder, for Mnu.
Dure would have been alive to the present
day but for the evil machinations of thoze
who had pitted themselves against him.

Now, of course, his invention had been
iried and tested, and it had already mnade
Roger Haverfield's fortune. The Haver-
field Steel Works was even now fulfilling
big contracta for the new engine, and
Haverfield himself was reaping the huge
reward which rightfully belonged to
Eileen, she being Mr. Dare’s only child.

Just before Mr. Dare had been seizel
with the fatal attack, Fileen had seen
him, and had made a solemn vow that
she would punish every man who had
taken a part in that vile and murderons
plo* -
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Nclwon Lee, the famous critne investi-
gator, had agreed to*help Kileen through-
outl her campaign. Ho Laxl done so, and,
as a reatl, gvery one of those scoundrels
had suﬂ'or«e(r th~ cxtreme penalty of the
law., |

N a curious chance, Roger Haverficld
alone remaiued. Eileen was fully deter-
mined to bring him fo justice, but the
opportunity of exposi ﬂﬁim had not yet
presented iteelf.  When that opportunity
vame, Iileen would enter upon the last
phaee of her great battle with undimin-
ihed enthustasm.

Only a week or so before Mr. Sydney
Biadford and Lord Max Roper had pail
fer their erimes. They were even now
awaiting their trial, and it was certamn
1hat very long terms of penal servitude
wounld be meted out to them,

Qydney Bradford had been a highly
reapected London solicitor, and i1t had
been a great shock for his cliente when
tho astounding truth hal been made
public.  Being a bachelor, with no rela-
tives, Bradford's affairs were now in the
hands of the courts. In all probability,
his private fortune was more than half
xomebody elsc’s money.

Eileen Dare had taken a biF
.that adventure, and was greatly pleased
with the result which had been acLieved.
For two of her enemies had fallen at one
blow. She hoped that she would soon be
able to get to work on the final round of
the contest.

For, truth to tell. Eileen Dare was
thoroughly sick of the whole grim busi-
ness, She Joved detective work—there
was no denying that— but, now that she
hasl progrcased so far, she was anxious to
finish with the Combine buginess .once
and for all. That was her greatest wish.

Afterwards, perhaps, sho would assist
Nelson I.ce in some of those eases where
n girl could be of material assistance.
For Nelson Lee fully appreciated Eileen’s
astounding detective ability.

But the girl did not know what Fate
had in store! .

All unwitdingly, sho eaas even now
speeding towards an adventure which was
to have the effect of changing the whole
coursc of her after life. She was destined
to meet—Captain Williain Oliver Masters,
of the R.F.C. |

And that meecting was to—— Well,
Eileen Dare was a very pretty girl, and
Captain Masfers was a very handsome
young man. Thero are w,ubtedly

part 1n

plenty of handsome young men to be seen
in Great Britain, but Eilcen had scen
hundreds, but had ncver met the young
man.

Nipper, Nelson Lee’s astute young as-
sistant, had often solemnly shaken his
head and remarked that there wasn’t any
fcllow good enough for Eileen. Nipper
adored the girl in his own boyish way,
and was ready to idolise the fellow who
won her affections. He'd be a thunder-
ing  good sort, at all events. For, in
Nipper’s logic, Eileen Dare woulln’t look
at a chap who wasn’t a thundering gcod
sort.

Fileen was a level-headed, practical girl,
and was well capable of taking caro of
herself in any circumstances. She lived
with her aunt, Miss Esther Gilbey, in a
sweet little flat in Chelsea, near the Em-
bankment. .

On this particular afternoon they had
been out for a motor ride, and were now
returning in the cool of the evening. It
was midsummer, and the sky was clear
and blue. Scarcely a breath of wind
stirred, and the roads were rather dusty.

The neat little car was bowling along
smoothly. The spot was not far from
Kingston, and on both sides therc were
rreen meadows. Houses were dotted
about in all directions, and childern were
plaving by the roadside. .

It was a very peaceful scene, and Eileen
and her aunt felt very contented as they
glided along.

A few children in a cottage garden:were
pointing upward excitingly, and Eileen
raise]” her cyves for a second and looked
into the sky. There, high above, was a
single-seater military biplane.

The machine was travelling evenly, and
wus coming straight towards this particu-
lar district. The sunlight glistcned on
the white planes, with their distinguish-
\ng circles,

‘“ Do you sec 1t, auntie?”’ asked Eileen.

‘“ An aeroplane, my decar?’ said Aunt
Esther. ‘“Oh, I can’t bother to look up
now. Aecroplanes are so comton ncwa-
days that there is nothing particularly in-
teresting 1n watching them.”’

Eileen laughed lightly, and glanced up
once more.

This time she saw the biplane dip a
trifle, and there was a cloud of blue smoke
trailing behind it. At the same moment
two loud explosions distinctly came to the

girl’s ears—for the car was very silent.

““Oh, the engine is misfiring!” ex.
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claimed Eileen. T don’t suppose it is|watched. She turned deathly white, but
anything serious——  But see, auntie!|gave no sound.

The pilot is bringing the machine down.
There must be something wrong."”’

The girl brought the car to a standstill
in order to watch. Not for a second did
she Mnagine that anything of a startling
nature was to occur. She mercly wished
to sce the machine land, for it was quite
clear that the pilot was making for the
larce meadow which bordered the road
at this spot. -

The acroplane had been about two
thousand feet high when Eileen first saw
1it. And now it was descending in a wide,
sweeping volplane. The machine looked
beautiful in the evening sunlight.

Obviously there was nothing seriously
wrong, and Eilecen surmised that tho air-
man was going to land for the purpose of
adjusting the engine. Probably the de-
fect was only trivial, but it could not be
remedied in the air.

““ It must be lovely flying on an evening
lik]t]) this,”” remarked Eileen enthusiasti-
cally.

““My dear! How can you say that?”
asked Aunt Esther. ‘I think all acro-
planes are death-traps—I wouldn’t go up
i one for a fortune!l”

Eileen smiled. Her aunt was not pre-
cisely slim, and the average pilot would
hesitate before offering to take her up for
8 joy-ride.

‘““ He’ll make a splendid landing,’
Eileen, after a moment.

The machine was quite near the ground
now, and the pilot was finishing up his
glide in a straight dip to earth. And
then, at that very second, thc disaster
happened. It was so unexpected, and so
sudden, that both Eileen and Aunt Esther
were momentarily speechless.

The aeroplane was sweeping down, and
there was a clear stretch of grass land
before it. Then, like a flood, about ten
little children burst through a hedge and
went running helter-skelter into the field.

They were right in front of the de-
scending biplane !

The little mites, innocently enough, had
not realised the danger. They thought—
if they thought at all—that the aeroplane
was coming down further on, and they
were excited. and eager to get a close
view.

But the danger was appalling. 1t
geecmed as though they were about to be
cut to- pieces by the flying monster.
Lileen just caught her breath in and

’

satd

She saw, in a glance, that an accident
of some sort was inevitable. Either the
machine must mow down the children, or

| the pilot must risk disaster by swerving

to one side.

Tall trees grew to the left, and tele-
graph wires lined the right-hand side of
the meadow, which in itself was narrow.
There had been ample space for tho
inachine to land in before the children
burst through the hedge. But now the
little mites were stretched out in a long
shouting line across the meadow. They
were laughing and cheering. They hal
no idea of their terrible peril.

The whole thing +was over in less than
thirty seconds.

The end came swiftly, and it was an
end which stamped the pilot of the
| machine as a brave, chivalrous man. He
had scen the children, and he had per-
formed an evolution which meant safety
for the children, but disaster for himsel!.

It was a noble act of self-sacrifice.

The pilot attempted to restart his
engine, but could not do so. Then, secec-
| ing that a collision was unavoidable unless

he swerved, he swung the aeroplane
round steeply, intending to land in a
ploughed field on the opposite side of the
road. It was the only thing to do.

The children cried aloud with delight
as the machine glided round only a few
feet above their little heads. Theyv had
no idea that they had caused this catas-
trophe. For, the next second, the lani-
ing wheels of the biplane caught in the
telegraph wires!

The airman had done his best to avoil
them, but failed.

Crash! }

1t was all over. Eileen Dare, standing
up in her car, saw the white-winged
machine capsize. The tail went up, and
the aeroplane smashed to the ground with
a terrible splintering of wood and metal.
From first to last, the incident had nor
occupied one full minute.

“Oh!"’ gasped Aunt Esther, horrified.
She oould not say anything els..
| Eileen, still standing. just took one
glance. She saw the chifdren rooted to
the ground in the meadow. They wer:
stunned by the accident. And there wa-
the wrecked aeroplane lving on the broa.l
stretch of graas which lined the road—a
crumpled mass of wood and canvas.

J

H
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“ How terrible!” said the girl breath- | was dragging the young « fellow free.
lessly.  ** Oh, the poor man who was| Eileen was strong, and she could perform
driving it! He must be badly injured, really wonderful feats of strength.
anutie! Oh, how awful! Those children} But this task was almost too _muqh for
didu't know—the foolish, foolish little|her. She could only drag the inanimate
crcatures!” ﬁbody along the ground in jerks, a few

A« she spoke, Eilcen dropped into her|inches at a time. At last, however, she
scat and sent the little motor-car speed- | reached a spot in the _grass.q]ultc clear of
ing forward. The wreckage of the acro- | the now fiercely burmng biplane.
plane was only a couple of hundred yards| ‘ Oh, thank Heaven! she panted fer-
wn front. The car reached the spot, and| vently. . ;

I5ilcen jumped nimbly out. Then she hurried to the motor-car.
Nobuly eiso was near the spot. Some| Aunt Esther had got out, and she was
| cople, far away, had seen the fall, but|now standing in front of the car, ga2ing
the road was temporarily deserted, and|at the scene before her with eyes that
what houses there were in the vicinity | were filled with consternation and alarm.
were concealed by trees, “My dear—my dear!’ she exclaimed
ISileen ran across to the wreck. She 5hakily_ ‘“ Is—1s the poor man dead ?”’
fullv cxpected to find the poor pilot dead] ¢ 1 ‘don’t think he’s hurt very much,
- erushed and mangled. But the girl did [ aunt,” replied,Eileen. *‘ The fall wasn’t
not hesitate. Po&si'i)ly he was alive, and, | far, vou know. I want the first-aid

it so, he would need succour. case!”’

She found him at once; he was not| In the car’s locker there was a ncat
buried bencath the debris. After crash-|leather case, containing lint and bandages
m:r, the machine had collapsed upon its[and soothing ointment. Eileen soon had
e, one pair of wings splintered tolit out, and then she went back to the
atoms, and the other pair towering per-| young officer. Aunt Esther followed ten-
pendicularly into the air. ~ |tatively. . |

The pilot’s scat in the fusilage, thete-] ‘T'he remains of the aeroplane were well
fore. was on its side, and the airman}alight now, and the heat which radiated
would certainly have been pitched out|out was terrific.  But -Eileen took no
but for the strap which beld him in his | notice ; her first task was to attend to the
sat.  Control wires were everywhere, | injured man’s wounds.

and there was a terrible odour of petrol] The children who had been the primary
in the air. cause of the accident stood a little dis-
Eilcen bent down over the still figure. ) tance off, in a frightened group. Pecople
The pilot was half sprawled on to the|were hurrying to the spot from different
read, and there was an ominous patch Of‘dircctious, but they wecre still a good way
blood in the dust. Lifting thoe man’s|off. _
head, Eileen saw that his face was torn} Eileen took charge of the operations in
and blecding, and deathly white.  The|an extremely level-headed fashion. She
contrast between his white skin and thelknelt down in the grass., and propped the
vich red bloed was striking. unconscious man’s head upon her lap.
As Vileen moved the unconscious man| Then she gently bandaged the severe cuts
he uttered a sigh, and his eyelids flickered | which extended across the right gide of -
for a second. Evidently he wasn’t dead. | his face.
With nimble fingers the girl unfastened| So far as the girl could see, the pilot’s
the strap. Even as she was doing so| limbs were unharmed. Certainly his legs
there was a kind of loud puff from the| and arms seemed to be perfectry whole.
other wreckage, and then a burst of livid! He had evidently struck his head upon
flame. the ground at the moment of impact, and
'The petrol had caught fire! the tangled wires had cut his face.

LFileen knew that the terrible spirit| Eileen’s bandages were only temporary,
would spread with appalling rapidity. and | of course. She could not attempt to bathe
within a few seconds the whole pile of | and soothe the wounds here. nd, as she
wreckage would be a roaring mass. And, | was working, she noticed that the air-
unless the airman was dragged out imme- | man wore khaki, and that he was a
diately, he would perish in the flames. ° | captaiu.

The zirl freed the strap as the thought| She could not help admiring his well-
flashed in her mind, and in a moment shel built, sturdy figure. He was a young
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man_ of about twenty-six, and a perfect
specimen of British manhood.. In spite
of his cut face, Eileen could see that he
was really handsome. At least, she
thought so.
‘“What a
softly.
hurt!”

. Even as she formed the words, the
injured man shifted one arm a trifle, and
then raised his eyelids. For just a second
he looked straight up into Eileen's con-
cerned face, and then he closed his eyes
again.

“By Jove, T must be dreaming!”
came the lazy, murmured words from his
lips. ““ What a lovely girl! Queer I
should see such a vision! What the deuce

has happened? Oh, those infernal kids,
of course!”

_Eileen had turned a delightful pink at
his words. -

“ That’s right!” she said gently.
“ You're better now, aren’t you?”’

This time the young officer kept his
eyes open.

““ Why, by gad, I wasn’t dreamin’!”
he exclaimed, in surprise. ¢ Oh, I say,
this is too bad! I'm causin’ you a fear-
ful amount of trouble——"

“No; you must lie still!”’ ordered
Eileen imperiously, as he attempted to
struggle up. ¢ Please—please lie still !”’

He smiled rather twistedly, and rested
his head in her lap again.

“ The old 'bus looks ripping, eh?’’ he
said. ¢ She makes a good bonfire, any-
how! What a confounded nuisance tele-
graph wires are! I tried to miss 'em, but
the 'bus wouldn’t lift enough. Glory!
My head’s singing in ragtime!”

%ileen laughed at his cheery words.

; shame!”” she murmured
““Oh, I do hope he is not badly

¢“ It was noble of you to turn aside as

you did,” she said softly.

. “Eh? Why, I couldn’t do anything
else, could I?"’ he asked. ¢ Those kiddies
were in the way, and I couldn’t run
them down. Kids are a nuisance, but
the world can’t get on without them.
That’s a sure thing. I should have killed
the whole crowd if I'd kept straight on,
and by swervin’ only one life was in
danger.”’

‘““ Your own, you mean?’’ said the girl.

‘““ Why, yes! But I'm as right as nine-
ence!” declared the airman. ‘¢ Just my
uck, you know. Brand new ’'bus,
delivered from the factory this week!
Still, accidents will happen. I suppose
you saw the whole pantomime?”’

““Yes. I
killed !’

He laughed and sat up.

“I'm a heap better now, miss. You'll
pardon me, but I don’t know your name.
I'm Billy Masters, of the R.F.C.,”’ he
exclaimed. “ Thanks awfully for gzoinyz
to all this trouble! Yow'll let me kno:w
your name. won't you?”’

thought you had been

“It's Eileen Dare,” said the giil
smilingly.
““What a ripping name!” he ex-

. I‘Ip
clatmed. ‘ Oh, I—I You don't mir.!

giving me a hand up, do you? I'm u

' bit groggy.”’

He struggled to his feet, and Eileen
held him as he swayed a trifle; but after
a moment he laughed, and stamped his
feet and waved his arms.

“Sound as a bell!” he declarad.
‘““ Knee's a bit bruised, I believe, but
no bones broken. Reminds me of
stnash I had on the school ’bus at

Hendon.  Oh, 13 that car yours?”’ lLe
added.
““Yes. And this 1s Miss Esther Githey,

my aunt,”’ said Eileen.

Captain William  Oliver  Masters,
D.S.0., shook hands cordially with Aunt
Esther, who was greatly relieved to see
him so obviously well. His bandagerl
face looked rather serious, but he was
quite cheerful.

‘“ Infernal pity about my machine!”’ lLo
said ruefully. ¢ If she hadn’t caught fire,
I dare say—'" He paused. and looked
straight at Eileen. * By Jove, I was
strapped in! How in wonder’s name did
I get free?”’

“I unstrapped you and pulled you
out,”’ said Eileen smilingly.

“You did?"” he ejaculated.
Scott !’ '

““ Yes, and Eileen nearly burned her-
self, too!" put in Aunt Esther. ¢ Oh, I
was terribly afraid! You brave, brave
girl! You owe your life to Miss Dare,
young man."’

Captain Billy Masters whistled.

‘““You pulled me out—me!” he ex-
claimed incredulouﬂﬂ. ‘““ I say, that was
splendid of you, Miss Dare! How on
earth can I thank you?”

-He winced a little as his cut face
twitched. As a matter of fact, he was in
great agony, but he did not show it. His
head was singing, and his right knee felt
about twice its proper size.

But he could not. help looking at Eileen
with unbounded admiration in his dee
grey eyes. And it was not so muc

“ Great
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admiration of her courage. She was one

of the prettiest girls he had ever scen,

and he could scarcely keep his eyes away
from her. By Jove, she was lovely!

Daintily dressed, she stood there, look-
ing like the girl a fellow dreams abont,
but never seecs. At least, that’s what
Billy thought. *What a.superb figure she
bhad! Trim and small and shapely. And
those eyes— He'’d certainly never secn
such a pair of glorious brown eyes in all
Jii= life! They were just liquid pools of
delightfulness.

** 1 say,”” he burst out, ‘‘ you're—you’'re
splendid !’

‘““ Don’t you think we had better take
vou to a doctor’s?”’ asked Eileen softly.
‘“ Your face needs attending to. Those
cuts are terrible, Captain Masters! You
must be in awful pain. Do iet me take
you !’

“To a doctor’s? Oh, no!” he said.
““ I'm fit enough to get home, Miss Dare.
I on leave, you kngw, and I'mn staying
at my father’s place 1n Belgrave Square.
My father’s Sir Roderick Masters—quite
a decent sort.”

‘“ Do you really think you’ll be all right
until you get home?”’ asked the girl
anxiously.

She didn’t quite know why she was
anxious.

‘* Why, of course!”’ he replied. ‘¢ The
job’ll: be getting a conveyance. Ther¢
aren’t any taxis out here, I suppose?”’

‘““Ob, I will take you home in my
car I’? said Eileen quickly.

"By Jove, I can’t allow you to do
that!”’

‘*“ 1 nsist!”’

““Oh, well, I suppose it’s no good
havin’ anything furfher to say!’ suuled
Captain Masters. ¢ All the same, I think
you are altogether too good to me, and I
don’t know how I shall thank you.”

Even as he spoke, he swayed. His head
was throbbing dizzily. The short talk
had been a lttle too much for him in
his present condition.

Eileen saw him pale a little as he
staggered.

‘** (Oh, you shouldn’t have been talking
t0 long !’ she cried. “‘ It was foolish of
me to allow it! Get into the car at
once! Just for the moment I am the
doctor, and you’ve got to obey my
orders!”’

‘“ By glery !” murmured Billy.

But he obeyed meekly, and, il the
truth be told, very willingly. e -would
have obeyed any order that Eileen chose

‘to gitve lam.

He owed the girl his life, .
and siie was such a glorious girl that he
wendered if he was dreaming 1t all. He’d
certainly never met such a splendid girl
before.

And then, just when Eileen was about
to start the car—there was just room
for the extra passenger in the broad seat
—several excited people came running
up, and two policemen arrived «n
hicycles.

By this time the aeroplane was nothing
but a smouldering heap of black ashes.
'The awed children were still watching
in silence. The constables wanted to
know all about it, and Eileen brieily
explained. Captain Masters gave his
name, his rank, and all other inforna-
tion, and then Eileen was allowed to take
him away. .

The pclice saw that the airman needed
a doctor rather badly, and they did not
allow their formalities to . delay his
departure.

He was silent during the journey to
London, but he greatly admired the way
in which Eileen handled the little car.
She drove rather fast, but took no risks,
and at last Belgrave Square was reached.
Billy hud given Eileen the number, and
she pulled up before the big mansion.
The voung officer badly wanted to arrive
home before -his mother and father
heard of the accident through other chan-
nels. His mother was somewhat nervous,
and she would be ill for weeks if she
received such a shock.

But, by Billy presenting himself and
telling the news, everything would be all

right. He scrambled out of the car as
Eileen brought it to a standstill. It was
still daylight. and the captain was

anxious to get indoors as soon as pos-
sible. He didn’t want a crowd to stan:l
round admiring his bandages.

‘““ Phew "’ he gasped, as he held on to
the car. ** That knee of mine’s givin' e
beans! ¥ must have hurt it more than
I thought! It's got ae stiff as the very

‘dickens !’

“T'll
Eileen.

““ That's right, my dear,” put in Aunt
Esther at once. ‘* But you really canpot
manage lum all by yourself! Why, it
Captain Masters puts one of his big hands
on your little shoulder he’d knock xou
down !

‘““ Oh, 1,0, he won’t!” laughed Eileen.

Billy didn’t say anything. In fact, he
was rathor anxious to have Eileen’s sup-

help you to the door,”’” said
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port. The prospect of having one of his
arms over her shoulders seemed decidedly
alluring. Besides, he’d have to press a
good bit.

He even went to the length of raaking
out that his knee was a little worse than
it actually wass The garden path was
rather a long one, and Billy went very
slowly. He didn’t see why he should
hurry himself under the circumstances.
Eileen supported him splendidly, and a
thrill ran through him as he pressed his
arm upon her shapely, dainty shoulders.

Why it should, he didn’t know. He'd

met girls before—thousands of them.
He’'d never felt this way in the presence
of any other girl, and somehow he un-
stinctively knew that she was by no
means unwilling to assist him.
_As they went up the path, he looked
down upon her head by his side. By
Jove, what a pretty head it was! Eileen
was only wearing a small toque for
motoring, and her beautiful ,dark-brown
hair ¢hone gloriously. He could see the
profile of her face, too, and his eyes were
alight with admiration.

How ridiculous it was! He’'d only met
her for the first time an hour since; but
he told himself very decidedly that he'd
meet her again! She must have a fearful
impression of him, torn and battered as
he was.

Aunt Esther remained in the car. She
was rather flustered by the whole busi-
ness, and really didn’t see why she should
take the trouzle to leave her seat and
go up to the house for a few moments.

t was very kind of Eileen to bring the
injured airman home ; but, after all, these
people wero total strangers, and it would
seem like intrusion if Aunt Esther went
up to the house, too.

At last the steps were reached, and

Captain Masters leaned even more
heavily on Eileen as they mounted. He
could feel her body grow firm and rigid
as she supported the weight. He felt
perfect]{ brutal, but he didn’t attempt to
relieve her in the least degree. He felt
exgemely glad that his knee had got so
stiff.

He insisted upon Eileen entering, and
in a few moments she found herself
within a beautiful drawing-room.

Sir. Roderick and Lady Masters were
somewhat alarmed at first, but reassured
when their son told them the whole story.

¢ It was Miss Dare who saved my life,"”
he declared enthusiastically. ‘‘ Except for
her, there were only a few children near
the spot, and I was knocked out of time.

DARE’'S TRIUMPH

‘leave the matter there.

7

I should undoubtedly have been burnt to
a cinder——''

“Don’t talk of it, Billy dear!” ex-
claimed his mother, horrified.

““ You must allow us to thank you svery
heartily for having been of such wonder-
ful assistance to our son,”’ said Sir
Roderick gravely. ¢ Miss Dare, you
acted with extreme courage, and no
words of mine can express my unboundad
admiration."’

Eileon flushed with pleasure.

“ Why, I couldn't do anything else!"’
she smif;d. “1 can’t see that I did anv-
thing praiseworthy at all! . And, as for
bringing Captain Masters home in iny
car, there was nothing generous in that,
was there? I was coming to London, and
I haven't gone an inch out of my way'”’
<Billy’s eyes gleamed. It was just as
he had expected. 8he was making out
that she hadn’t done a blessed thing'

““ Look here! That won’t do, Miss
Dare!” he excluimed warmly. * Yon
went to a tremendous lot of trouble, and
I know it. You've been a brick all
through! I—I say, you—sfou haven't
told me where you live.”

““ Haven't I?"” laughed Eileen. I
live at Chelsea."’

And she told him the exact address.
He didn’t need to write it down.

‘“Chelsea! That's a lovely spot, 15n't
it?" he asked enthusiastically. * [--1
dare say I shall be better to-morvrow.
May I—may I call for a few minutes, and
tell you how I'm gettiog on?’’ he punsed,
rather confused. *‘ Bgt what an idiot [
am! You won't want to know how I'm
getting on, will you?"

““ I should like you to call,” said Eileen
goftly. ““If I am out you can tell iny
aunt how you are progressing.’’

“ Ye-0-03. I—I will,”" he stammered.

Confound it all, he didn't want to seo
her aunt! But, of course, he had to
Somehow he felt
sure that Eileen would be at home when
he called. He mentally resolved to visis
Chelsea oeven if he had to be carried.

But just then the family doctor arrived,
Sir Roderick had rung up for bhim during
the first few moments. And Eileen
immediately took her departure. In-
deod, she flushed somewhat when she:
realised that she hLad stayed too lony
already.

She bade them all good-bye, and Billy's
grip was very warm and tight. He toox
her Little hand into his, and crushed it :

great deal longer than was necessary ,

I

]



8 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

and she, with a little laugh, released
hersell and hurried out.

“Oh, what can be the matter with
me?"’ sho asked herself, as she tn'ﬁ]wd
down the garden path. ‘I must have
*left poor auntie out here for nearly a
quarter of an hour! She will be awfully
erors with me.”

There was a healthy, joyous glow in
he : eycs as she nimbly stepped into the
driving seat.

Aunt Esther
«uriously.

“ Well, my dear?’’ asked the old lady.

**Oh, auntie, isn't he a splendid
fellow?'’ she asked impulsively.

*1 think Captain Masters s a very
nive young man indeed,”” said Aunt
Esther severely. ‘“ But that was
reason for you to keep me waiting.”

*“ Oh, I'mn sorry, auntie!’”’ cried Eileen
penitently.

But Miss Gilbey bad seen that glow in
Kileen's eyes, and the old soul nodded
to herself and smiled rather knowingly.

(\uriously cnough, almost at the same
moment Captain Billy Masters was sub-
mitt.il:f to the ordeal of having his
wounds bathed and dressed. He was in
considerable pain, but he didn’t care »a
jot. His mother was by his side, anxious
and worried.

“You mustn’t look so concerned,
Iiilly,”’ she exclaimed. * The good doctor
will soon have you well again, my boy."”

“I hope he does!" said Billy, with a
shake of his head. *‘ I've simply got to
yo over to Chelsea to-morrow. say
matel, isn’t Miss Dare a rippin’ ‘;;ir'l’.g
Isn’t she just lovely?”’

‘““Yes. she is  very brave—very
splendid,”’ declared his mother.

He glowed at the words, and allowed
the doctor to pull him about just as the
kood gentleman liked. And Lady Masters
stood regnrding him absently, nodding
to herself the while.

She, too, had recognised the signs.

looked at her rather

no

('HAPTER II.

A FRIENDLY CHAT-——NELSON LEE WONDERS
—THE TEBT—HAVERFIELD 18 FURIOUS.

HILE Eileen Dare was making
the acquaintance of Captain

Billy asters, under such

dramatic circumstances, Nelson

l.ce was lolling in his consulting-room
at Gray's Inn gload.

Nipper was lolling, too, and so was

Detective-Turpector Fuller, of Scotland

Yard. In fact, they were all three taking
things extremely easily for the moment.
It was a superb evening, and the warm
sunlight was glowing in at the open
windows,

Fuller had dropped in for a chat.

The chat was now proceeding, but
there was no reason why the participants
should not be cemfortable. The inspector
lay back in an easy-chair, with his feet
on the window-sill, and smoked one of
l.ee's choice vigars. Nelson Lee himself
occupied another easy-chair, and he was
in very much the same position. Nipper
sat on a corner of the desk, and swuny
his legs.

“Yes, that was an exciting little
affaicr down at Lord Roper's place,”
Fuller was saying. “I should say

they’ll get ten years apiece—Roper and
Bradford. They deserve it!”’

'“Every minute of ten years,’
Xelson lazily.

“Two of the best known men in Lon-
don, too,”’ went on the inspector. ‘‘ By
George, Lee, you were smart over that
business—deucedly stnart!”’

) My onr man, I flat

" ear man, I'm not trying to flat-
ter you!” grinned Fuller. “%t.’a just
the truth!”

“I'm not sure that it is the truth,”
sadd Nelson Lee. ‘You seem to for-
get, Fuller, that Miss Dare was on the
scene. It was she who discovered nearly
everything, and it was she who wired
for us to go down.”

‘“That's true enough,” admitted
Fuller. ** A smart girl, Miss Dare.”

**She could give some of your Yard
men a few points,”’ remarked Nipper.

Detective-Inspector Fuller puffed at
his cigar.

‘ Myself, ¢h?”’
chuckled.

“1 didn't say that,” went on Nipper.
““You're one of the keenest ‘sleuths’ at
the Yard, Mr. Fuller.”

“’Pen my word! I’'m being flattered
myself now !’ grinned tho inspector.

hey all laughed, being good friends.
Fuller had taken part in the capture of
Lord Max Roper and Sydney Bradford,
and he had since been at work on some
of the rather tedious routine business,
Among other things, Fuller had ran-
sucked the arrested solicitor’s suite of
offices iiust off Chancery Lane.

Bradford’s exposure had been com-
plete. A solicitor of repute, with in-
fluential clients, the crash had been a
terrible one when it had come. Fou-

agreed

m  particular, he
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funately, Bradford had no family, and
no known relatives, so he bore his dis-
grace alone.

Nelson Lee, of course—and Nipper—
wero f_ully aware of Eileen Dare’s grim
campaign.. Thef; had done much work
in the girl’s fight against her enemies.
And they both knew that the Combinne
was smashed, and that Roger Haverfield

was now the only remaining member of
that villainous ‘‘ gang.”

The great criminologist wondered how

long it would be before Eileen was pro-
vided with the opportunity she sought.
Once Haverfield was dealt with, the girl
detective’s campaign would be closed.

It was curious, but at that very
moment Lee twas to gain certain know-
ledge which would ultimately lead to
Haverficld's exposure.

‘““ Rather queer about Haverfield--
what?”’ said Fuller absently.

Nelson Lee started.

“Eh?” he ejaculated.
tion Haverfield.”

“I didn’t men-

“I know you didn’t. Why, do you
know him?”

Lee glanced across at Nipper, and
saw that the lad was 1unterested. The
detective himself could not help being
somewhat astonished at Fuller's refer-
ence to the very man who had been 1
Lee’s mind. )

““ Haverfield?”’ asked Lee. ‘ The stcel
manufacturer, you mean?”’

““ That’s him! Rather queer he should
be so eager about that office, isn't 1t?"
remarked Fuller. ‘‘It’s not as though
Haverficld were a solicitor himself."”

Nelson Lee waved his hand.

‘“ My dear, good inspector, I don’t
know what you’re talking about!”’ he
protested.
about Haverfield and an office. And
‘what, may I ask, is queer? Be lucid,
my dear fellow.”> )

“Oh, I thought you knew!”’ smiled

Fuller, reaching out and jerking the ash.

from hjs cigar into a little tray. *‘Mr.
Roger Haverfield, of Birmington, seems
to be thundering anxious to rent thut
suite of offices whioch were recently
occupied by Bradford. They’re empty
now. of course.”

‘ Empty—quite empty?”’

““ Well, they’re not inhabited,” said
the inspector. ‘‘Furniture's there, and
all that. But the offices are without a
tenant at the present moment. Swell
offices, too! Everything’s just as it was
when Bradford went into retirement.

‘I haven’t heard anything|

Haverfield seems to be anxious to rent
those offices.”

‘“ Well, that 13 queer,”” remarked Nip
per. ‘‘Haverfield’s not a thieving law-
yer, and those offices are no good for a
steel manufacturer.”

““ Just what I thought.”

““Look here, Fuller, just tell mo the
facts,”” said Lee quietly.

““Hardly worth the trouble going intc
everything.”

““Yes, 1t 13. Please go ahead!”

‘““Well, the offices are 1n a high-class
block just off Chancery Lane,” said
Fuller. ‘ The property’s owned by—oh,
I don’t know who owns it! But the
agents are Messrs. Petitt & Blaxtowe, of
the Strand. I had to go to themn for
information and other things. Piles of
routine work to be done in a case like
Brudford’s. Some big solicitor fellow
was after Bradford’s offices like a shot.
They’re in a fine position, you know,
and, Bradford’s lease being null and void.

the agents were on the look-out for a
new tenant.”

“Well 2"

“Well, Haverfield butted in then.”
said Fuller—*‘ butted right in. Said he
wanted those offices particularly. Said
he meant to have ‘em. Said he'd pay
more than the other fellow. Hc was as
eager a3 a monkey after nuts.”

" The offices struck his fancy, I sup-
pose,”’ remarked Lee carelessly.

‘““Why?  They're not business officea—
not Haverfield’s business, anyhow,” went
on the inspector. ‘‘He and Bradiord
were rather thick together, as I know for
a fact. It may be mere sentiment. of
course, but I believe there’s something
deeper in it. It’s queer that Havertield's
so anxious to rent those offices.’” -

“* Has he got them?”

‘““Not vet. He was frantic when he
heard that another man was after them.”
replied the inspector. ¢ Positively said
that he wanted to sign a lease immedi-
ately. He wants possession this very
week. Strange, isn't it? Why is he so
eager”’ I believe he's made a big offer,
and means to visit Petitt & Blaxtowe's
to-morrow morning.”’

“To sign the agreement?”’

“ Something like that—to fix thing:
up, anyway, yawned Fuller. *“ But we
don't want to talk about Haverfield.
It's my private opinion that Haverfield
18 a wrong  ’'un--he was tremendously
thick with Bradford, anyway. Of course.
I may be uttering a scandalous libel,
but T dou’t think so.”
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RBoth Lee and Nipper knew how well
justificd was their compaunion’s vague
suapicion. But Lee did net press the
eihject,  Nipper couldn’t quite see. why
hi= master was looking so thoughtful.
But Nelson leo himsellgsaw quite a lot.

From Fuller's words it was obvions
that Roger Haverfield was making the
most strennous efforta to lease the offices
which had been =0 lately occupied by
Svdney Bradford. '

Why did Haverfield want themn?

Why was ho so anxious—so frantic
te ' fix things up ''?

What pnsaﬁ:le reason could Haverfield
have for renting offices in London when
hie business waa solely confined to the
Midlands?  And why should he chnose
the offices which had been the head-
quarters of the CCombine?

For, in a way, Sydney DBradford’s
private sanctum  had been the chief
mecting place of the Combino rogues.
Being a solicitor, DBradford had been
ablo to advite, to cnticise, to approve.
Nearly all the criminal schemes which
the Combine had carrted through had
been conceived and planned out in
Rvdney Bradford’s office.

Nelson Leo was undoubtedly inter- |

cgted.  For  llaverficld, the last of
Iileen's enemics, to make such frantice
elforts to lease the auite of offices, wasx
- significant. But of what? Nelson“.ce
had his own ideas.

Aud after Detective-Inspector Fuller

had taken his departure l.ee remained

very thoughtful. Later in the evening
ho rang up FEileen Dare, and informed
the firl that he and Nipper wonld take
the liberty of calling at her flat about
nine o’clock.  Nipper, as soon as he
heard his master making this arrange-
ment, becamo intensely active.

It was a quarter-past eight now, and
the pair would have to be starting very
shortly. Nipper rushed out of the con-
sulting room, tearing his cont off as he
went.  Two minutes later Nelson Lec
grinned.

I'rom the direction of the bathroom
came the sounds of much splashing and
guzping. Nipper, being awaro that a
virit to Eileen was projected, was making
himself presentable for tho occasion.

IlIo had been presentable originally,
but Nipper bad rather curious ideas
about his appearance when Eileen Dure
was to ha visited. Nipper always liked
to look his very best on such auspicious
oecasions,

When, at last, Lea and Nipper <tacted,

the latter was resplendemt in a light
flannel suit, a straw hat, and white shoes.
The great detective himself was not so
particular, and Nipper was. rather
indi%élant.

‘* Why, guv’nor, you haven’t changed
yat!” exclaimed Nipper.

“P've been thinking, my lad.”

“Thinking of what—changing? Just
like you, guv'nor,” said Nipper indig-
nantly. “ You go and use your brain-
box and leave important things until the
last. It'll take you twenty minutes to
change, and that'll make us late.”

‘“ My dear Nipper, I have no mtention
of changing.” ‘

‘“* Youw're—you've going like that?”’
clared Nipper. o

“Why not?’ Lee's eyes were smiling.

“ Well, there'ss a question to ask!
Why not?” snorted the lad. ‘‘ For oune
thing, that suit of yours is as old as tho
hills, and ought to be handed over to
the dustman! For another thing, yonr
shoes need polishing, and your face
could do with a scrub. You ought to
have shaved—"’

*“Come on, young 'un'!’’ chuckled Lee.
marching to the door. *‘If 1. stand
listening to you umtil you have finished
we shall never get to Chelsea this even-
ing. I dare say Miss Eileen will forgive
me for arriving in a dustman’s suit, and
nll the other shortcomings you men-
tioned. You see, Nipper. %/Iiss Eileen is
seusible, and if she forgives anyone 1t
will be you—for dressing yourself up to
represent 2 tatlor’s dummy !’ :

Nipper didn’t reﬁ)ly; he felt rather
alarmed. Would Eileen really laugh at
him? It was an appalling thought, and
Nipper didn't say any more about his
master’s slovenly condition. As a matter
of fact, Lee was spruce and tidy—as he
always was. Therefore, Nipper’'s accusa-
tions were rathey hollow, -

When, at length, Eileen’s flat was
reached, they found the girl ready to
welcome them. Sho was daintily attired
i a light summer frock, and, for some
reason, her face was oven more radiant
than usual. Her glorious eyes sparkled
with the joy of living, and her cheeks
wero flushed prettily.

Perhaps Aunt Esther could have
offered some explanation, but she did not
do so. The old'lady, in truth, was rather
upset by the evening’s adventures. She
was very glad that Nelson Lee and Nip-
per had arrived, and she forthwith pro-
ceeded to relate the story -of Captain
Masters’ accident. |
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_Nipper, although he didn't show a
pign of i1t, was rather impatient; ‘he
would have preferred to hear the story
from Eileen’s own sweet lips. But Aunt
Esther, at least, told the true story; and
if Kileen had been the narrator, she
would certainly have minimised her own
brave actions.

The visitors were interested; but, after
all, there was nothing exactly startling
in the story. It merely proved that
Eileen was resourceful, brave, and deter-
mined—and they had known that for
quite a long while.

“I'm glad that the airman wasn't
much hurt,”” remarked Lee, as he sat by
the window and lit a cigarette, having
obtained permission to smoke. *‘‘ Aero-
plane accidents are too often fatal, I am
gorry to say. But I came round, Miss
Eileen, to tell you a rather curious piece

of news.”
““About——"" Eileen paused.
‘““‘ Exactly. About Haverfield.”

(43 Oh !”

The girl detective became eager and|]

alert in a second.. It must be admitted
that she had been thinking of a certain
young man with a cut face and delight-
fully frank eyes; but now she thrust that
vision aside and became all attention.

‘““Oh, have you found out something?”’

?hia asked - eagerly. ‘' Something—use-
u ??,

‘“Well, 'mm not sure—I think so,” was
Lee’s thoughtful reply. ‘ Roger Haver-
field has acted rather. curiously over a
certain matter of business. I believe that
I have hit upon the truth, but my theory
will, of course, need testing.”

He told Eileen the simple facts.
Messrs. Petitt & Braxtowe had been
approached by Roger Haverfield; he had
told them that he wanted to lease Syd-
ney Bradford’s offices; he had made
arrangements to sign the agreement the
very next morning. By offering a big-
ger price Haverfield had ousted the
solicitor who had been anxious to close
the deal.

Lee had made sure of these facts.
After all, on the face of 1it, the whole
affair was a mere matter of business.
Yet—— Woell, it was suggestive. Haver-
field had really no earthly use for those
offices. .

“It is certainly curious, Mr. Lee,”
said Eileen slowly. ‘“ Why is Haverfield
so cager to lease the place? He doesn’t
want it for business purposes, does he?
It séems to me that he has’ another
reason for acquiring it.”

II

““ Another reason?" .
““Yes; there may be some secret which

.we know nothing of.”

‘“ Exactly—exactly "’ exclaimed Nelson
Lee. ““You are as keen as ever, Miss
Eileen. You have come to the same con-
clusion as myself. We must consider all
the facts. Haverfield was Bradford's
chief—confederate, shall we say? Brad-
ford was arrested in the country, and he
had no opportunity whatever of visiting
his offices again. They have been closed
ever since. Only the police have had
admittance.”

The detective leaned forward.

“ Bradford was methodical in his
work,”” he went on keenly. ‘“Is it not
probable that he kept a record of the
Combine's various transactions? Was
Bradford the man to destroy documents
which might prove to be of great value?
I don’t f%iuk gso. He kept a complete,
faithful record of every deal which the
Combine ‘brought off.” Why? Mainly
to safeguard himself against treachery.
If one of his accomplices turned traitor,
Bradford would be 1n a position to pro-
duce damuing evidence of that traitor’s
guilt. In that way the solicitor was safe.
But—and this is most important—when
the crash came, Bradford was unable to
destroy those incriminating documents.’’

“Then—then they are still in his
office?”’
“Precisely. That is my surmise, Miss

Eileen,” said" Nelson Lee. * Bradford
could not, of course, keep the documents
in  his ordinary saufe—that would have
been too risky. He probably had a
secret receptacle tn the floor, or in one
of the walls.. And those documents are
there at this present minute!”

““ And that’s why Haverfield wants the

office !’

““Obviously. Haverfield knows
secret, but he has been unable to
access to the office—at least, alone. He
has probably looked over the rooms with
the agent. But that was useless. Haver-
field must have Bradford’s place in his
own hands. His very safety depends
upon 1it."”’

‘““ How does it, guv’'nor?”’ asked Nipper
interestedly.

“How? My dear lad, why don’t you
use your wits?” smiled Lee. ¢ Just
think! Bradford's secret record contains
the details of every big transaction—in-
cluding the dastardly plot against Miss
Eileen’s father. Haverfield was mixed
up 1n most of these transactions, and if

this

gain

‘the documents ever fell into the hands of
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a stianger, the crash which would follow
would ruin Haverfield irrevocably. He
is anxious to lease the office—at no matter
what cost—in order to obtain those
papers and destroy them. If somebody
clso gets the office Haverfield will be in
constant dread. The documents might be
discovered at any time, and his position
would be an impossible one. By hook or
by crook Haverfield must succeed in leas-
ing those premises.”

. Kileen looked somewhat concerned.

‘** He is going to sign the agreement to-
morrow !’ she exclaimed. * We are too
Jate, Mr. Lee! Haverficld will de-
ctroy——"’

“ One moment, if you will pardon me,’
interjected Nelson Lee. *‘ Haverfield
will not sign the agreement to-morrow.
I shall see to that. I mean to put the
matter to the test, and shall interview
Messrs. Petitt & Braxtowe in the morn-
ing. Whatever happens, Haverfield will
not succeed in his efforts. I predict that
he will ly into a passionate temper when
he discovers: that he is foiled—and that
display of temper will be a positive indi-
cation of the truth.”

After some further talk, Nelson Lec
and Nipper took their departure.

And, at ten o’clock the next morning,
I.cc was ushered into the presence of Mr.
David Braxtowe, the junior partner in
the famous firm of estate agents, of the
Strand. Mr. Braxtowe was stout, and his
cxpanse of white waistcoat scemed to
stare at one almost aggressively. But he
was a keen business man, and actually
the brains of the firm, for Mr. Petitt was
old and seldom attended the office.

“ Weil, Mr. Braxtowe, my business is
somewhat unusual,’’ said Nelson Lee. “1I
will get straight to the-point. You are
arranging,' I believe, for the transfer of
the offices lately occupied by Bradford,
the exposed solicitor, to Mr. Roger
Haverfield, of Birmington.”

Mr. Braxtowe nodded shortly.

“That is so,” he repliad. * Mr.
IHaverfield 1s due at eleven o’clock. The
de4l] i1s to be settled this morning.” |

** I don’t want it to be.”’

“Xh?’ Mr. Braxtowe looked at Nel-
gonn Lee ooldly. “I don’t understand
vou, Mr. Lee. To be quite plain, I can-
uot sece how my business concerns——"’

Nelson IL.ee smiled.

“I told you I was going to get to the
point without delay,” he interrupted.: ‘“1
don’t want you to close this deal with

b

Mr. Haverfield. 1 am anxious to prevent
it at all costs. A few words of explana-
tion arc, perhaps, necessary.”’

‘““ Very necessary, I imagine,’
other curtly.

“Very well. There is a possibility
that Mr. Haverfield has no intention of
occupying the offices, once he has ac-
quired them,” said Lee. ‘“In strict
truth, Mr. Braxtowe, I suspect—vil-
lainy.l’ .

Mr. Braxtowe started.

“ Good gracious!” he exclaimed.
‘** What possible reason can you have
for 2

“Please listen to me carefully,”” went
on the detective; and he proceeded to put
the case before Mr. Braxtowe in careful,
well-chesen words. Lee did not make
any statement which could be used as a
warning to Haverfield, if those state-
ments came to his cars. Yet Lee suc-
cceded in convincing Mr. Braxtowe.

“ As I have told you, there is the
strongest motive for.my request,”” went
on- Nelson Lee. ‘“Haverfield must not
lease those offices, Mr. Braxtowe. I will
be responsible to you, or your clients, for
any loss incurred owing to the falling
through of the transaction. I am willing
to deposit with you—now—any sum of
money you care to name. Only—Haver-
ficld must leave this office without having
succeeded 1 his enterprise. 1 have a
mind to tell you something in confidence,
Muyr.- Braxtowe.”

. The other pursed his lips.

‘“ Please do so,”” he said. “T am to be
trusted, Mr. Lee.” )

““T am sure of that,”’ replied Lee, look-
ing at Braxtowe keenly., ‘“ Well, frankly,
I suspect Haverfield of having been
mixed up in several underhand deals with
Sydney Bradford. He requires Brad-
ford’s office for a certain reason, which I
do not fcel at liberty to name. But that
rcason is—shady.”

Myr. Braxtowe nodded slowly.

“1 will not question you, Mr. Lee,”’ he
saild. ‘“ At the same tume, I realise that
you would not make this request unless
you had a very excellent reason. We will
discuss the financial side of.the matter
later. In any case, I have several gentic-
men who are anxious to lease Bradford's
suite of offices.” .

‘1 have another favour to ask of you,
Mr. Braxtowe,” said Nelson Lee. * It is
my opinion that Haverfield will fly into a
violent passion when you inform him that

’ said the
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business is impossible. If he does so he
may reveal something of the truth in his
temper—something which  would be
meaningless to you, but significant to me.
Is it possible for me to be near by when
Haverfield comes?”’

Mr. Braxtowe smiled, and indicated a
glass-topped door. There was a curtain

before the glass. |

‘“You can enter that ante-room, Mr.
Lee,” he replied. ¢ You will be able to
hear everything. This whole procedure
1s, of course, most unusual, but I fully
understand that the circumstances are ex-
ceptional, and that your action is war-
ranted. You have my earnest support.”

Nelson Lee was very pleased ; the agent
was doing everything possible to make
the test a success. The detective went
into a few more facts, and the details

were arranged. To tell the truth, Mr. |

Braxtowe was not anxious to lease his
client’s property to a criminal associate
of the rascally Bradford’s. The owner of
the offices, Lee learned, was a certain
aged peer, who left his property com-
pfetély to the care of Messrs. Petitt and
Braxtowe.

At eleven o’clock, almost to the minute,
Roger Haverfield arrived. He found Mr.
Braxtowe alone. Haverfield was well-
dressed, and seemed to be a highly re-
spectable business man. In reality, he
was a rogue of the first water. He was
looking very well pleased with himself.

““ Ah, Mr. Braxtowe,” he said cor-
aially. ““ Everything fixed up? I haven’t
much time in London—I'd like to get this
affair settled straight away——""

*“T am sorry, Mr. Haverefild,”’ inter-
rupted the agent.
to arrange this matter. I have another
offico, however, in the same block of

buildings which——""

““ Another office!” interjected Haver-
field angrily * That is no good to me,
Mr. Braxtowe! Yesterday we positively
arranged—"' . .

“ T am. sorry, but certain difficulties
havo arisen which make it impossible for
us to carry this transaction throuf'h, Mr.
Haverfiold,”” said the agent suavely. ‘It
is really impossible for me to go into any
explanation. I wish, however, to impress

upon you that we are still anxious to do
business.”’ |

Haverfield breathed hard.

“ Business!”’ he snapped. ‘' It seems
to me, Mr. Braxtowe, that you have no
idea of business. Yesterday we came !0

I3

a definitc agrcement. T have called this
morning to sign the lease. Those offices
are mine—the matter is all arranged——-"'
““ Pardon me, you are mistaken,” sail
Mr. Braxtowe coldly, rather incensed at
the other's harsh tone. * Nothing has
been arranged—nothing has been settled.”
Rogor Haverfield lushed with anger.
““Am I to understand that the deal i3
off 7’ he shouted.
““That i3 what I intend to convey—

"

“T positively refuse to acceygt that!™
roarcd Haverfield furiously, and with o
note of real alarm in his voice. I shall

fight this affair, Mr. Braxtowce—fight it
with all my strength! [ mean to hgve
that office! Do you understand me?"’

‘“Porhaps, if you lowered your voice, 1
should be able to understand vou more
easily,”’ said Mr. Braxtowe, with delight.
fu! calmness. He was beginning to
realise that Nelson Lee was flmy justified
in the lime he had taken. ‘It is not
usual for men to shout at me in my
office, Mr. Haverfield "

But Haverfield shouted and raved for a
full minute. Tt was obvious that he was
not only infurinted, but thoroughly
alarmed. He ended up by crashing his
fist down upon the desk with considerable
force.

““ Name

vour price!” he exclaimed
hoarsely. “ I suppose it i3 a matter of
price, eh? Somebody has offerel you a
higher rental? Well, I will pay deuble!”

‘““We don't do business that way!” said
Mr. Braxtowe sharply.

“Then I will buy the property out-
right—do you hear me?” shonted Haver-

Geld.  I'will buy the freehold. if neces.
“ 1 find it impossible | "

saryv

“That will not be necessary, Mr.
Haverfiold,” interjected the agent. * My
client has no intention of selling tha pro-
perty; neither has he any intention of
leasing 1t to you. I think you have
created enough disturbance. I bid you
good-day——""

Haverfield ¢lenched his teeth.

“ Look here —""

Clang!

Mr. Braxtowe had rung the bell upon
his table, and a clerk at once entered from
the outer office.

““ You will kindly show this gentleman
out, Benson,”’ said Mr. Braxtowe.

And Roger Haverfield, with blazing
eves and compressed lips, was obliged to
take his departure. He went out with a
pale face, which was rapidly becoming



14

hageard. And after he had gone Nelaon
l«c emerged from the ante-room.

“ I think you will admit that I was not
far wrong in iy surmise, Mr. Braxtowe "
aske d the great detective amoothly.

And Mr. David Braxtowe not only
agreed, but thanked Nelon [«ce heartily |
for having prevented him from doing
bumnecss with such  an. obviously unde-
sirable client as Mr. Roger Haverfield.

lee himself was convinced that his
theory was perfectly correct.

O ———

CHAPTER Il

A WELCOME MEETING—THE ACCIDENT AT
CHARING CROSS—EILEEN ACTS.
HAT very afternoon, with Mr.

I Braxtowe's  permission, Nelson
loe entered Bradlord’s offices
and mado a close cxamination.

Filoen Daro and Nipper accompanied

him, and they searched diligently and

with great care,

Thoe offices wero upon the ground floor
of a most exclusive block just off
Chancery Lane. They consisted of four
rooins-—-an ottter office, a waiting-room,
and the apartment which had been Brad-
ford’s private sanctum. Behind this was
n smnl\ room which had been used as a
kind of store-chamber.

Naturally ecnough, Nelson Lee and
Fileen turned their attention chiefly to
Bradford's private sanctum. It was here,

if anywhero, that the secret safe, or oup-
board, would be situated.

But, although the three scarchers spent
four honrs within the place, the resuit of
their efforts waas--nil,

Everything was as one would have ex-
pected.  All Bradford’s papers had been
cleared out ; the safe was empty ; the fur-
miture was covered with (Yust sheets;
every room was swopt as clean as a new
pin in revliness for the new tenant.,

‘“ Well, T suppose we shall have to give
it up,” said Nelson Lee at last. ** After
all, it s rather like searching for a heedle
m’a haystack. In fact, wo don’t know
what we are searching for. It is quite
poxsible that thero is no cupboard, and no
secret safe.’”

“'T'hat's what T have been thinking,
Mr. le¢,’”’ said Fileen. ** Bradford may
have kept a secret record hidden in some
articlo of furniture, or—or in an ordinary
innocent looking book—in cipher.”

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

"1 think we ought to wait for a few
days,”” he said. ' We must see how
Haverfield acts, and order our movements
accordingly.”

It was disappointing, but it could not
be helped, and Eileen was not despon-
dent ; after all, there was no tremendous
hurry. If Haverfield could be caught
tripping within the next month Eileen
would be perfectly satisfied.

It was evening now, and Nelson TI.ee
saw Eileen into a taxi, which set off at
once for Chelsea. When Eileen arrived
home she was very thoughtful, and her
pretty brow was somewhat troubled.

But the lines vanished from .her clear-
skiined forehead, and her face flushed de-
lightfully when she found that a visitor
was chatting with Aunt Esther. There
was only one visitor who could possibly
cause such emotions; needless to say, his
name was Captain Billy Masters.

The young officer was bandaged liber-
ally, and he could not bend his injured
knee. All the same, he was as checerful
as poisible, and apologised profusely for
having taken the hiberty of calling. He'd
found Eileen out, and had waited just a
little while.

Later on, Eileen discovered that Billy
had been chatting ‘with her for nearly an
hour and a half ; finding Eilcen absent, he
had been reluctant to leave. He stayed
to tea, and told of many adventures. He
kept his listencrs interested all the time;
tut never once did he make a single
statement which savoured of bombast.
Yet Eilcen knew very well- that he was
one of the most gallant officers in tho
flying service—and that is saying a lot.

Even while telling of the adventure
which hal won him the D.S.0., he re-
frained from going into details, and inti-
mated that his superior officers had been

uite wrong in recommending him for
the honour.

But Eileen and Aunt Esther knew how
much to believe of that statement. The
girl was a very keen judge of character,
and she knew that Captain Masters was
a clean, healthy young Britisher.

Before Billy left, he formally an-
nounced that lLady Masters would be
highly delighted if Eileen would come to
tea on the following day. The girl ac-
cepted the invitation after a little %\tsita-
tion. |

And, the next day, she was cnlled fer
by Captain Masters in his own i.-ar-,. who
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carried her off to Belgrave Square in
teiumph.

Three or four days passed delightfuily,
and there was no mistaking Billy’s atti-
tude; whenever he met the girl ﬁis eyes
shone with admiration. She, of course,
being extremely quick-witted, was under
no false impression regarding his state of
mind.

Eileen herself remained just as delight-
ful as ever; she allowed none of her true
fecelings to reveal themselves in her
glorious eyes. Yet, actually, Eileen was
fast becoming very tender in her regard
for this great, handsome young fellow.

One afternoon she met Billy quite by
accident upon the Embankment. At

least it was by accident so far as Eileen |

was concerned. The day was simply
»erfect, and the sun shone from a cloud-
less sky. By the river the air was deli-
ciously cool, and Eileen had strolled down
Sor a broath.

Aund there, leaning upon the parapet,
she had found Billy. He was in uniform,
of course, and most of his bandages had
been discarded. He was staring thought-
fully into the water, and smoking a cigar-
ette with unnecessary vigour.

To tell the truth, Captain Billy was
scttling a very knotty point. He had
- spent several enjoyable hours with Eileen
the previous evening, and had mentally
decided that he couldn’t possibly dare to
approach her again until at least two days
had passed.

Yet, after luncheon to-day, he had de-
cided to stroll upon the Embankment, his
knce being tremendously better. Some-
how, his steps had wandered in the direc-
tion of Chelsea. He had wandered so far,
in fact, that he found himeelf within a
stone’s throw of Eileen’s flat before he
realised the magnetism of that modest
abode.

Of course, he couldn't go and bother
her now—that was absurd. -He lit a
cigarette and leaned on the stonework and
gazed into the river. The water wasn't
very savoury, but it looked as clear as
crystal to his enchanted eyes. He could
so¢ Eilecen’s sweet face in every little
ripple.

She’d be awfully annoyed if he called
again, he told himself.  Besides, in all
probability, she’d be out shopping or—or
gomething. Girls did go shopping. Or
she might be visiting some other friends
of hers.

Billy began to grow hot when he

|

i

|

|
|
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thought of that. Other friends! Natur-
ally she had friends, and perhaps some of
them were men. By Jove, what an
appalling thought——

nd then a wonderfully delightful
voice came to his ears.

“Why, it’s Captain Masters
voice ex<laimed.

It was her voice! Billy thought he
wad dreaming, and he turned abruptly,
dropping his cigarette as he did so.

'There she stood, two or three feet from
him, looking exquisitely charming in a
pure white wvoile dress, with white shoes
and stockings and a white hat. She was
Just the picture of summery daintiness.
Billy thought he’d never seen such a
pretty picture in all Ris life.

““ J—I—— By Jove!’ he stammered.

““What ever are you doing here,
Captain Maasters?”’ Eileen asked softly.
“] didn't expect to find yoan on the

,n

the

Embankment. How are you getting on
to-day?”’

He took her hand warmly, and
squeezed 1t with rather unnecessary
pressure.

“I am 'heaps better to-day, DMiss
Dare,”” he declared. ‘ How splendid

meeting vou! You see, I just came for
a stroll. The day was so lovely that I—
I—er—codldn’t resist the temptation.
Curious thaf I should come this way,
isn’t 1t?”’

““Very curious 1ndeed!”
Eileen, with a silvery laugh.
glad you’re better!”

“ Are vou really? I—I hope I'm not
detaining you at all?”’ said Billy ner-
vousely.

““No. I only came for a breath of
fresh air,”’ smiled Eileen. ¢ Not that the
Thames’ air is very fresh, but it’s cooler
down here by the water. I was going to
sit on one of the seats for half an howur.
See! I've brought a novel with me.”

Billy looked at the novel rather agyrvos.
sively.

““ You're not going to read
you?’’ he asked.

“ Now that I've met

rephed
“I'mm so

it,. are

you, of courze

not!’ laughed the girl frankly. 1
shouldn’t be so rude. I dare say we shall
find plenty to talk about.”

‘“ Rather!”” he declared joyously.

It was good to see this six-foot young
officer’s whole-hearted delight. He waa3
slightly nervous, too. Nervous! And he
was acknowledged to be one of the most
fearless officers in the Service!

“ Will you be going back to the
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front asked Eileen, after they had
scated themselves on one of the Embank-
maent seats. _ .

The girl asked the question smilingly,
but there was a glimmer of concern m
her rich brown eyes.

Billy shook his head. ‘

““ Not yet,” he said. ¢ Thia little
bust-up has crocked me for the time
being. I was on leave at the time, you
know. That flight of mine was just a
joy-ride. By Jove, it was a joy-ride,
too!"

““ Why, vou ncarly killed yourself!”
protested Kileen.

“ Ah, but the joy’s come zlong all
right!”” he said, looking at her.

She averted her eyes and flushed a
ittle.

“I've had more joy this last week
than I've ever had m my life before,”
he went on cnthusiastically. My
lrave’s been extended, of course. I shall
bhe at home until these cuts have healed
up.”

“ How long asked
Kileeu carelessly.

“ Ob, about three weeks, I suppose!”

‘“ And then?”’ The girl’s voice was not
careless now,

‘“ Why, then, I'm going to jomn a unit
on the coast,” he said, with a smile.
‘** Coast protection, you know. Scouting
for Zepps—if they ever come! Kecepmng
a watch generally. I'd rather go back

?H

will that be?”’

to the front personally, but I don’t
happen to be my own commanding
ofhcer. I don’t know, though.” he

added, with a quick look into Eileen’s

eyes. ‘1 reckon I'd prefer the coast
job.”

“Why?”? ,

* Well, T shall remain in England, for

one thing,”” he replied. ** I'll be able to
run up to London occasionally, and—and
see my friends. Yes, by Jove, I'd rather
stay 1in England now!”’

luileen laughed softly.

*“.1 hope this war will soon be over,”
she said, suddenly becoming grave.

*It'll he over when the Huns are
whacked,” replied Billy. ¢ That won't
be long, by the look of things. They’re
dogged brutes, though; I will say that.
I’s rather amusing to think that tliey’re
relying on their submarines to bring Old
kngland to her knees. When the (Jer-
man - people know how they’ve been
fooled, there’ll be the dickens to pay!
But we don’t want to talk of the war.”

Iiileen smiled. She felt that she would
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like to tell Billy all about her campaign

against the Combine, but at present she
didn’t think t necessary. |

‘““ We’ll change the subject, then,’”’ she
said. ‘ Mr. Lee—a friend of mine*—was
telling me about——"’

“ Mr. Lee!” he broke in anxiously.
“ A—a {riend? Oh, I'm awfully rude!
I—I didn’t mean to interrupt!”

““T mcan Mryr. Nelson Lee,” laughed
Eileen.

*““ By Jove! The detective fellow:”

¢« Mr. Lee is one of the noblest gentle-

men in all the world!”’ said FEileen
enthusiastically.  ‘“ Oh, he is splendid!”

Poor Billy felt as though a pailful of
cold water had been flung over him.
There was no mistaking Eileen’s tone of
admiration. Nelson Lee—the ' infernal
detective! Confound Nelson Lee! What
a preposterous name for the fellow, any-
how! Billy glared at his feet savagely.

Then, raising his cyes a trifle, he
noticed Eileen’s left hand resting upon
the novel in her lap, and somehow Biily

felt reassured. Her third finger ywas
quite innocent of any ring anghow. That
was a good sign. Billy felt better.

Nevertheless he regarded Nelsan Lee
as an 1mpudent scallywag. How dare
he be a friend of Eileen’s! He wasn’t
cld—iot more than forty-five, anyhow !

“You seem to like this chap Lee,”
growied Billy grufily.

Eileen noticed his tone at once, and she
smiled joyously.

““Oh, we are old friends!” she said,
her eyes twinkling. “ Then _there’s
Nipper, too. He’s a friend. Really a
nice boy.”

A nice boy! Billy experienced the
cold douche again. Nipper!. This was
really the Limit! How anybody with a
name like ‘“ Nipper ’’ could have the im-
pertinence to claim friendship with
Eileen was an—an outrage! C

““Who’s Nipper?’ asked Billy, taking
a deep breath.

“Why, a boy! Didn’t I say so?”
Eileen laughed.” ¢ Only a light-hearted,
good-natured youngster. He’s Mr. Lee’s
assistant.”” The girl could not help notic-
g her companion’s obvious distress.
‘“ Of course,”’” she added, ¢ Mr. Lec und
Nipper- are only just good friends—
that’s all! You would like them im-
mensely. Perhaps 1 shall be able to
mtroduce you one day.”

Captain Masters breathed again.

“ We'll talk about flying,” he said.
“No; hang flying! What about tho
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play® By Jove, I'm going to take Gracie
to one of the theatres to-night. 8he's
been pestering me.  Sisters are a bit of a
bother now and again. I1—1 say,” he
added impulsively, ¢ will you come, too,
Miss Dare?”’

““To a theatre® To-night?”’

“Yes,' he said eagerly. ¢ Crace'll
be with us, of conrse—"’

He broke off and watched her face.
What a ri 'nf thought of his! But he
was torrihry"a raid that he had been too
daring. She'd refuse, of course. It was
like his infernal nerve to ask her!

Kileen herself, to tell the truth, was

lcasantly taken aback by his invitation,
.le had met his sister (Grace at tea on¢
dav. QGrace was a rather nolsy irl of
fiftren, but Eileen liked her well enough.

‘1 shall have to persuade Aunt
Fsther,”" said Fileen.

‘“ Then you'll come?”’
wos triumphant,

And all of a sudden he realised that
(iracie was a ripping little beggar, after
all. Bisters were of some use in the
world, although he’d sometimes thought
the opposite. If it badn’t been flor
Gracie, ho couldn't have asked Eileen!
(iracie would be a bit of a nuisance, of
course, but Kileen would be there. Bill .
instoad of being bored to tears, would
enjoy himself tremendously.

The Thames and the Embankment
seemed Lo be twico as bright all in a
second. The very aun shone with greater

brilhance.
“Yes, I'l come,” smiled Eilcen.
you ever so much, Captain

Billy’s voice

* Thank
Mastors!”’

“Oh, rot! I—1 mean, it's T who have
to thank you!"”’ he stammered. * I'll tell
vou what, Miss Dare—I'll call for you
i a taxi. How's that?”’

And »0 it was arranged.

They parted after a whilo. Eileen’s
half-bour cortainly stretched itself into
an hour, and Captain William Oliver
Masters went off joyfully. Never for a
second had he o ted to moet Eilcen
that afternoon, and now he had arranged
to take her out to a theatre! What a
lovely girl she was!

~ Billy presented himsolf at Eileon’s flat
i due course, and was more enchanted
than over with her a rance. Truth
to tell, FEileen had selocted one of her
very best evening-gowns, and she looked
rapturously charming. She had not used
a particle of powder or paint in her
toilet—she loat the thought of it—
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and yet® hen lips were rjch red, her
cheeks delightfully warm, her neck as
white as lilies. Other people besides Billy
would have said that Eileen was one of
the most beautiful girls imaginable. 8he
was.

Billy's sister was with him, and, alter
bidding Aunt Esther good-bye, the trio
wont off on their pleasure. Aunt Esther
watched them go from the window, and
the old lady shook her head gravoly to
herself. Captain Masters was handsome
—too handsome, sighed Aunt Esther.
He'd turn Eileen’s pietty head! Oh,
well, something of the sort had to occur
some day, and undoubtedly Billy was a
very favourable suitor. .

diloan enjoyed the play immensely.
Yet it was rathor a dull affair. Gracie
said so in plain language, and she scolded
Billy with true sisterly candour for choos-
ing such an uninteresting ‘' show.”’ Both
Billy and Eileen, owever, Wero
delighted with their evening.

\\ﬁoen they emerged from the theatre,
they found that a shght storm had r:ged.
The streets were wet and the roads a
trifle greasy : but now the sky was clear
again, and the moon shone.

Of course, a taxi was at once chartered,
and the first trip was to Chelsea, to see
RBileen home. Billy and his sister would
run to Belgrave Square from there.
Eileen's little flat was very modest com-
pared to Sir Roderick Masters’s palatial
mansion, but the Chelsea flat vas a
paradise to Bil:ﬁ. .

The young officer made no attempt to
throw dust in his own eyes. What was
the use? He knew that he was very
much in love with this sweet, self-pos-
seased, delightful girl. Oh, yes, he was
in love with Eileen! He knew it, and
he revelled in the thought. And he
hoped, with bated breath, that she cared
for him. 7The faot that she had saved
him from a ghastly death made her a
thousand times more precious to him.

Billy felt rather glad that Gracie was
in the taxi with them. If they had been
alone, ho felt sure he would have raade
an ass of himself. And the time hadn’t
come yet to—to—— Oh, hang it «all!
Billy snapped his thoughts short. .

“Oh!" exclaimed Eileen suddenly, in
tones of alarm.

““ Hallo! What's wrong?'' asked Billy
quickly. |
‘“ Oh,

‘“ A smash up!”’ cried his sister.
let’s look !’
They had all heard a crash, and thg
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taxi had come to a stop. They were jusi {* His sort ought to be put in prison!

near Charing Cross. Kileen, near one of
the windows, had seen what had hap-
pened. It was nothing much. A mator-
cyclist had skidded rather severely on the
greasy road, and had knocked a man
down in the mud.

They were just extricating themselves,
and were quite close to the taxi. Eileen
could look right down at them, although
she herself was in comparative darkness.
The vehicle couldn’t proceed until the
road had cleared.

Eileen saw the motor-cyclist pick hin-
self up. He was grimy with travel, and
had evidently ridden hard. He and his
machine were covered with dust. Evi-
dently the storm had been quite local.

And then the girl detective received
something of a shock. As the wotor-
cyclist rose, the light from one of the
taxi lamps fell full upon his face. He
was wearing heavy goggles, but Eileen
recognised the man, nevertheless. He
was Roger Haverfield!

The fact in itself was not startling; it
was only surprising. Yet such unexpected
meetings occur almost hourly 1n the
teeming millions of London. It was not
even a striking coincidence.

Eileen did not say a word. She did
not want to explain to Billy that this
man, this motor-cyclist, was the man who
had been mainly responsible for the death
of her father. Some day, perhaps, but
not now.

And then Eileen did receive a sur-
prise.

Two policemen had come up and were
looking into matters. Haverfield wasn’t
hurt, neither was the victim. But the
Jatter’s clothes were ruined, and he was
undoubtedly incensed.

One of the constables, having found
that no serious damage had been done,
wanted to know Haverfield’s name and
address, and wanted to inspect his driv-
ing licence. For some reason Haverfield
secmed strangely agitated.

Eileen knew that she was invisible to
her enemy.

“ What absurdity!’”” said Haverfield
sharply, and there was no mistaking his
voice. ‘I don’t see why I should give
my name. The man’s not hurt, and it
was a pure accident, anyway.”

“ 8orry, sir, but I'll have to trouble
you,” said the policeman.

“ Yes, take his name and address and
number I’ exclaimed the victim, a small,
shabbv-looking  individual  excitedly.

Tearing about knockin’ people down!”’
‘“ That’s enough—you!”’ said the con-
stable curtly. ‘‘ Now then, sir!”

Haverfield laughed harshly.
~“ My name’s Richard Middleton,” lLe
lied. “I live at No. 35 Hillmore

Street, Leeds.”

‘“ Let’s see your licence, sir.”

“Hamg it all, I'm in a hurmy!”
snapped Haverfield uneasily. *‘‘ lLook
iere! TIll give this man a couple of

unds. That’'ll settle the matter, won’t
il? T don’t want any unpleasantness.”

‘“ Yes, that’s all nght, guv’nor,” said
thqdvi::tim eagerly. *‘‘T'll take the two
quid ¥

Billy, behind Eileen, chuckled.

‘““ The beggar isn’t scratched,”’ he said,
‘““and that mud’ll all brush off.”

Eileen herself was thinking quickly
now. Haverfield had given the name of
‘“ Richard Middleton.”” Why? He wes
Haverfield. Eileen never made such 1r.is-
takes. But why had Haverfield given a
false name? And why had he offered to
pay a couple of pounds as soon as the
constable had asked to see his licence?

Because the production of his licence
would have exposed the lie. If posuible,
Haverfield wanted to settle the unfor-
tunate affair straight away. If it
couldn’t be settled, then he’d probably
declare that he hadn’t got his licence on
him. That’s all he could do, after giving
a false name and address.

“ Well, seeing as you want to fix
things up—-"’ n the constable.

And then Eileen’s taxi started moving.
the driver having seen an opening, and
the rest of the policeman’s words were
lost. But it was evident that Haverfield
had got his way. The incident was to be
settled on the spot.

Eileen remained very thoughtful.

“ You’re not letting that silly affair
werry you, Miss Dare, surely?” askad
Billy anxiously. ‘It was nothing.”

“T'm not worried,”” laughed Eileen
gently.

She lay back in her seat, and Billy
thrilled as he felt her soft arm against
his own. The taxi jolted a good bit, and
caused Eileen to press against him; but
Billy didn’t mind a bit. He thought the
jolting was splendid.

The journey was over all tco soon, and
he left Gracie in the taxi while he
escorted Eileen to her door. He wasm’t
going in. Billy bade the 3irl good-night
warmly, and was dehighted with the firm.
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pressure of her hand-grip. He went away
in & dreamy, happy mood.

He little guossed then that before
many hours had passed he would meet
Filoen again—that he would be able to
‘r‘ops}y her the great debt he owed her in

1na.

Aunt Esther welcomed Eileen wa.m;lj,
and there was a dainty little supper ready
for the girl. Belore sitting down to it,
however, she ran into her sweet little bed-
room, and changed into a rest-gown.

While she was thus engaged she was
thinking—thinking hard. _

Why had Roger Haverficld given a
Jalse name? He had been taken by sur-
prise, of course ; he hadn’t anticipated tho
accident and the consequent intervention
of the police.

But there was no reason why Haverfield
should oonceal his own identity. The
sido-slip had been unavoidable, and
Havorficld would have come to no harm
through the police.  The taking of his
name had been a mere formality; in all
probability he would have hcard no more
about the affair.

Yet, for some queer reason, Haverfield
had lied about his name, and had offered
to pay two pounds to the man who had
been knocked down. Ten shillings would
have been ample.  The two-pound offer
suggested great agitation on Haverfield’s
»art. At all costs, he wanted to conceal

is real name

Eilren knew Haverfield's character, and
she knew that, in ordinary circumstances,
he would have stated his name with a deal
of pomposeity. And there was the motor-
cycle, too. Why on earth was he motor
cycling? o

He posscased at least two big motor-
cars! And yet, from the dust and grime
upon his machine, and upon himself, it
was clear that ho had ridden from Bir-

mington on the cycle—and, moreover, he
had ridden hard.

Eileen shrewdly arrived "at the truth.
Haverfield had ridden by motor-cycle, he
had worn the heavy goggles, and he had
given a falsc name, because he wished his
visit to London to be a secret! Nobody
must cver know that he had been in Lon-
don on this particular night.

But why? What was his reason? If
he had come to the metropolis in accret,
it was possible that he had planned things
so that people in Birmington would swear
that he had been in the Midlands all that
night. An alibi! Why, of course! But
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wll.\t.’v_ should Haverfield want to prove an
alibi—

Eileen suddenly stood stock still during
her undressing.

She had remembered something. How
perfectly silly of her! Why hadn’t she
remembered it before? Somehow, this
last four or five days, she had been ab-
surdly forgetful of that affair at Brad-
ford’'s office. Eileen flushed as she
realised the reason of her forgetfulness.

What she had called to mind was this:
On the morrow a solicitor—the man who
had been after the offices originally—was
teking possnssion of the premises just off
Chancery Lane. On the morrow those
offioes would be occupied.

To-night was the last night on which
the place would be empty! Had Haver-
fiell come to London with the intention
of breaking in—forcibly? Eileen remem-
bered how much Haverfield had at stake,
and she was sure that she had arrived at
the truth.

Haverfield was going to force his way
into Bradford’s olg office?

By the morning all the deadly c¢videnco
would be destroyed!

It wasa because he had this desperate
scheme in mind that he had sought to
concoal his identity—to prevent the fact
of his presence in London becoming
known. It was a flying visit, and he
would return to Birmington at once. No-
body would ever know that he had spent
the night in London.

Eileen, by her own keen-wittedness,
had hit upon the truth.

At all costs Haverfield must be pre-
vented from achieving his scoundrelly
purpose. And Eileen thrille’} as she con-
sidcred the possibilities. Why, there was
a chance that Haverfield wourd be caught
red-handod if she acted at once!

Yet she couldn’t go to the police. She
might be wrong in her surmise; she
hadn’t an atom of proof. Nelson Lee!
Of course—she would ring him up at once
and tell him——

Eileon hastily threw on a gown, and
hurried to the telephone. She was some
little time in getting through to Lee’s
number, and then recognised the voice
of Mrs. Jones, Lee’s housekeeper. It
wasn’'t late yet—only just after eleven—
and perhaps Nelson Lee himself was out.

‘“Is that you, Mrs. Jones?’ asked
Eileen. “ I'm Miss Dare.” |

““Oh, yes, I can recognise you,” came
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the voice over the wires. * Did you want
to speak to Mr. Lee, miss?”’ |
“ Yes, please.”
“I'm sorry, miss, but Mr. Lee and
Master Nipper are away,” said Mrs.
Jones.

‘“ Away.?” You mean out, don’t you?’ .

?)

‘“ They are out, miss, certainly,” came
the reply. ‘‘ But I can’t say when they’ll
be back. They was called away all in a
hurry this evenin’.  It’s Northampton

they’ve gone to.
_"* Northampton!” exclaimed Eileen, in
dismay.

“Yes, miss. And I was to tell you
something if you rang up—>Me. Lee told
me. He give me a number to tell to
anybody who wanted him quickly—a tele-
phone number. It’s written down——
Yes, miss, here it is. ‘ No. five-double-
rine-six Northampton.” That’s where
Mr. Lee is, an’ he told me to give the
number to anybody who wanted to speak
to him most urgent—-s"

““ Thank you, Mrs. Jones,’
memorising the number. “ I will ring
M. Lee up later, perhaps. Good-bye.”

But as the girl detective hung up the
recciver she knew quite well that there
was no necessity for her to ring up Nelson

said Eileen,

Lee at Northampton. What could he do

thcre? 'This affair required prompt
action. There was not a moment to be
lost.

Nelson Lee was too far away to be of
any assistance; Nipper was with him;
and the police could not very well be ap-
proached. Eileen thought very quickly.
And she saw only one thing for it.

She must tackle the job herself !

CHAPTER 1V.

THE FORCED WINDOW—HAVERFIELD SCORES

—8s0 DOES EILEEN—A KISS !

ILEEN DARE did not lose a second.

E Having made up her mind, she

set to work promptly. It was a

pity that Neclson Lee was away,

but it was evident, from Mrs. Jones’s in-

formation, that he and Nipper had been
called out of London hurriedly.

This was actually the case. A rich
merchant, living on the outskirts of
Northampton, had been robbed of .a large
amount of jewellery, and Lee had been
wired for. Just before leaving, the de-
tective had noticed that his client’s tele-
phone number was printed upon a sheet

-
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of notepaper, and Lec gave the number
to Mrs. Joues. |

Eileen could not expect aid from her
two professional friends. She must act
on her own initiative. And-she did act—
immediately. ) '

Hurriedly explaining matters to Aunt
Esther, the girl hastened back to her bed-
room. Here she donned a dark-brown
costume and a small toque. The shoes
she chose were rubber-soled, and noise-
less. She realised that the adventure she
contemplated might be hazardous.

Within five minutes Eileen was off.
Poor Aunt Esther, it 1s to be fecared, was
sorely worried and flustered. Just when
the dainty supper was rcady Eileen dashes
oft ! The old lady sighed, and hoped that
Eileen’s perilous work would soon be
done. It—it wasn’t :rigcht—it wasn’t
proper—for her to be dashing off at this
hour of the night! Aunt Esther grew
quite hot with anxiety.

Eileen managed to get on a motor-’bus
within a few minutes of leaving her flat.
She had been-unable to find a taxi; and,
in any case, a motor-’bus was practically
as quick at this hour of the night. In
due course she was deposited at the corner
of Chancery Lane—the Strand end.

From here she walked, and very soon
came to the small backwater in which the
block of sclect offices was situated. It
was impossible for her to enter in the
usual way. Besides, she had no intention
of entering—yet. Her object In coming
| here was to scout round, just to satisfy
herself regarding her suspicions.

It was possible that Haverfield had no
intention of breaking into Sydney Brad-
ford's latec offices. Yet, on the ohter
hand, 1t was more than probable that the
Birmington steel manufacturer was bent
upon a shady enterprise.

Eilcen was extraordinarily clever at de-
tective work. She was clever at any-
thing, as a matter of fact. And nosw she
instinctively made her way to a small
alley. By going down this she presently
came to a high wall.

Over this wall, she knew, there was a
courtyard. It was the courtyard belong-
ing to the block of offices, and Bradford’s
office was on' the gcround floor. The
alley itself was in gloom, and quite de-
serted. The wall was six feet high, but
the top was round and smooth.

Eileen looked quickly up and down, and
then gave a leap upwards. The girl was
splendidly athlctic, and the eifort was
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nothing to her. Within two seconds she]tain that Haverfield was now actually
was crouching on the top of the wall. | within the offices!

Right below her, on the other side, she

This was a simple conclusion to arrive

dimly saw ‘the clear asphalt of the court-|at. If Haverfield had left he would cor-

vard.

tainly have closed the window, and re-

Her rubber shoes prevented her from|placed the iron bars, which wero mercly
making the least noise as she alighted.|sorewed into _position. He would, of
Of course, if she was found here she]course, be anxious to leave no trace.

would be liable to arrest—as a trespasser.
‘But Eileen could not count such odds.
She had no fear of being detected.

Creeping towards the building, she kept
her eves well open. But there was no
sign of life, and every window was black.
These offices, of course, were all locked
up quite early in the evening, and the
old porter lived 1n rooms on the other
side of the building. The yard was quite
deserted from about seven o’clock on-
wards.

At the very rear of the building Eileen
came to the window of the small room
which Bradford had used for storin
papers, etc. Eileen had been all througg
the rooms with great care—she knew
every inch of them—and she was quite
sure that the only means of a marauder

getting in would be through this wnidow.
Bradford’s private sanctum looked out

But he was here—now!

Again LEileen did not hesitate; it was
not her way to hesitate.  Perhaps sho
wus somewhat rash in her next action, but
Eileen was filled with a vague fear that
her enemy was now within the office, de-

stroying the evidence which she needed

3o urgently.

And, with irm hands, she gently lifted
the sash, and stepped into the lumber-
room. She was thankful that she had
been through the place thoroughly be-
forehand. Shce knew just what obstacles
there were, and had no difficulty in avoid-
ing them in the darkness.

She arrived at the door, and found it
ajar, Opening it softly, she then saw a
stream of light cutting across tho passage
and illuminating a patch of the wall close
against the oeiling.

There was a fanlight over the door of

upon this courtyard, but the window was | Bradford’s office—quite a narrow strip of

round an angle. The windows of the
outer office and the waiting-room were, of

course, I1n front. I

Haverfield would certainly make no at-
tempt to break in by the front windows;
and, of the rear, only the one belonging
to the lumber-room was available. For
Bradford’s sanctum was heavily barred,
although the bars themselves were highly
ornamental and looked quite artistic.
From a houscbreaker’s point of view.

they were rather too substantial to be
pretty.

glass, but useful for observation pur-
poses. Haverfield, of course, had entered
by the door, and Eileen thought it quito
possible that he had a key. Having been
a creat friend of Bradford’s, 1t was
reasonable to suppose that he possessed a
duplicate key, to be used in an emer-
ency.

The sound of stealthy movements told
Eileen that her quarry was within tho
sanctum. No light had shown outside,
because there were heavy plush curtains
which could be drawn to so closely that

Therecfore, Eileen instinctively made for ] no ray could escape.

the lumber-room window. This was
barred, too, but she remembered that the
iron rods were quite inadequate, and
could be easily removed by a determined
man. There would be no fear of disturb-
ance, and any slight noise could be made
with tmpunity.

The girl caught her breath in rather
sharply. }

For she had scen that something was
‘'wrong. - In that one second she knew
that her surmise had been absolutely
correct ! '

Two of the iron bars had been removed,
and the lower sash of the window itself

was shightly open! Eileen was quite cer-|

Eileen considered.

It was really impossible for her to stand
thore doing nothing. Haverfield might
conie out at any moment, of course, but
she felt justified in taking a bold step.
In any case, her little automatic pistol
was in its secret pocket quite near to her

hand. |

“Oh, T must sce!” she told horself.
‘“ Jf—if Haverfield is destroying the docu-
menta now, I must do something des-
perate!”’ |

Turning quickly, she re-ontered tho
lumber-room, and felt round her in the
darkness. She grasped a chair, and car-

ried it silently to the door. If Haverfield
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came out now she would certainly be dis-
covered, but Eiloen felt that the circum-
stances warranted the risk sho was taking.

Sctting the chair down upon the soft
mat, she nimbly raised herself, and found
that her eyes just reached a point an inch
ubove the level of tho fanlight frame. She
wsn thus enabled to see straight down
into the room beyond.

Everylhing in the apartmeont was as she
had seen it before.  The big desk was
covered with a drab dust sheet, and
various hillocks here and there denoted
the articles which lay beneath the sheet —

“ink-pots, stationery rack, ete. The furni-
ture, too, was covered in a sinnlar
tashion.

The elontric Jight was awitched on, for
there was no fear of interruption, and
there, standing beyond the deak, was
Rogcer Haverfield., He was still attjrod
in the motor-cycling outfit, and looked as
grimy as cver.

Eileen felt aure of ono thing.

She would be able to sce at once when
Haverfield was Yrepnring for departure,
and would be ablo to slip away in salety.
That was her first consideration. 8he was
satisfiedd —quite satisfied—that she stood
no risk of iscovery.

And so she gazor( down upon Haverfield
with great intereat. The man was hasten-
ing feverishly, and was p;oinq through a

2

-~

small despatch box, which lay upon a
chair. e wa3s cxamining papers hur-
riedly—not reading them, but just

. glancing at them.
In the wall, near the fireplace, the
watching girl saw a small black cavity.
was a cunning little secret safe, and
ilcen was astonished that Nelson Lee
had not been able to discover it. He had
gone over every inch of the walls. .

But, then, this little safo was a maaster-

iece of construction, and could only have

cen detected by the means of demolish-
ing the wall itsclf. How it was opened
. Eileen could not see, and ita door formed
one of the panels which lined the walls
for the first four feet upwards.

Apparvently, Haverfield had only just
opened the cavity. And now he took out
the bundles of papers and tl;uckly stuffed
them into an omptf pocket-book. At fivat
ho had commenced looking at them; but
then, after a glance at his watch, he had
made no {urtger attempt at an examing-
tion. ,

The pocket-book was well Slled when
he had dono, and he at once consigned it
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ta the interior of his coat. Then, with
a quick snap, he closed the box and re-
placed it in the little safe. The doox
closed with a click, which Lileen clearly
heard, and there was now no sign what-
ever of the cavity's presence.

For just one second Haverficld stoo:l
stock still, biting his lip. Then ho again
looked at his watch, A gleam of anxiety
came inte his er's. That which happened
next was totally unexpected, and Kileen
had not beon prepaved for it.

Roger Haverfield switched oft the light
abruptly, and Bileen heard his footsteps
crossing the floor. Haatily, the girl got
down trom her chair. But then the douvv

opened, and Haverfield blundered vight
into her,

The collision was so sudden that Eileen
was knocked down by the ferce of it.
She had previously told herself that she
would be able to see when Haverfield wus
preparing for departure, but he had mada
the movement so .abruptiy that Kilecn
was taken completoly by surprise. S8he
wa3d not to blame—it was just an unfor-
tunate rnishap. .

A startled exclemation left Haverfield's
lips. At the same time Eileen gave a
little gasp. She really could not help it,
for her elbow had struck the fRoor with

agonisinq foree.
'*Who's that?” gasped Haverfiold
honrscly.

Eileen quickly scrambled to her foet,
with the intention of slipping away; she
thought, perhaps, that Haverfield would
stumblo over the chair in hiy fright. But,
before the girl could move away, she felt
a groping hand in the darknoss. It
clutched her sleeve, and a fow stitchom
ripped as ho tugged. Then, as Kileen
was endeavouring to free hocself, Flaver-
field’s other arm swept round and fost.
enod upon her shoulder.

‘“ By Heaven! It's & woman!” snarled
Havorfield amazedlg.

He dmngged hof forcibly back into
Bradford’s sanctum, and slammed the
door to. ‘There waa nobedy on the pre-
misea to hear that slam; these twe weve
alone. It was absolutely impomsible for
npy' assistance to come to the unfortunato
gicl, |

As sho heard the door close, very real
alarm fooded upon Eileen., .She was
strong, 4be was determined, but, how
could she hope to get the better of this
strong, despernte man? .

She at lust managed to grip her re.
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That gave her hope. The pair
struggled in the darkness for some
seconds. But, by an unfortunate chance,
Eileen was forced against the desk. - In a
isecond the little automatic was jerked out
of her fingers, and clattered to the floor.

Now, indeed, she was at the villain’s
mercy ! .

Haverfield succeeded in pulling  the
switch down, and the apartment became
flooded with light. It was a dramatic
moment. Haverfield was gripping Eileen
cruelly now, and all her efforts to free
herself were of no avail. The pair looked
into one another’s faces in silence for a

few seconds. .

““ Bileen Dare!” grated Haverfield, in
alarm and fury.

The girl said nothing. What could she
say? And Haverfield found himself filled
‘with vague uneasiness and genuine dread.
Tt was strange that this girl could inspire
guch feelings within the man. But he
knew that the downfall of his companions
in crime had been mainly brought about
by the activities of Eileen Dare.

And now, cver relentless, she was upon
his track! More, she had succeeded 1in
discovering this desperate exploit of his
which was to render him safe for all
time. Onoe those papers were destroyed,
no atom of proof of his villainy would
remain. Haverfield was in London un-
known to a soul—so he had thought.
And now, if Eileen was allowed to get
away, all his plans would be wrecked.

The srtuation was—acute.

And. in a breath, Haverfield deccided
that there could be only one finish to this
adventure. He had brought about the
death of the father, and now he must
bring about the death of the daughter!
It was the only way out of a situation
which was desperate to a degree.

And Haverfield glowed with vile joy at
the thought. He hated Eileen with every
ounce of hatred a man is capable of. She
had dogged him for months and months;
she had threatened to bring about his
downfall again and again.” And now, it
seemed, she had nearly succeeded. '

What if she escaped?

He might be safe for a moment—he
might get out of the scrape—but, sooner
or later. Eilecen would fulfil her purpose.

wvolver.

Roger Haverfield snatched at oppor-
tunity. 1f Eileen was discovered in this

apartment in the morning—dead—there
would be nc¢ possible chance of his being
implicated in the crime.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

All thess thoughts flooded through
Haverfield’s mind in a few seconds. Why,
nothing could have been better from his
point of view. He had secured the docu-
ments he needed—the secret records of
the Combine—and he would be able to
rid himself of his worst enemy—the
daughter of the man he had so foully
wronged. . -

Moreover, he would be safe. Before
embarking upon this adventure, he had
prepared everything in his works at Bir-
mington so that he would be provided
with a complete alibi if the necessity
arose. KEileen's surmise had been quite
correct.

For Haverfield had told his manager

that he would be working at the works
offico all through the night—working on
special matters which would brook of no
delhiy. He was not to be disturbed on
any account.
- Then Haverfield had slipped away on
a motor-cycle, tearing to London with all
specd. He had no scconds to waste.
Even now, he would only just arrive baok
in Birmington before dawn. And that
was necessary—that was essential. It
was for this reason that Haverfield had
been in such obvious haste.

This delay was unavoidable—but it
would only be short. Haverfield decided
that he could leave the office within five
minutes. And, alrecady, his plan of
action had taken shape in his evil mind.

‘““So we meet again, Miss Dare?’ he
exclaimed at last. ¢ Let me tell you at
once that I have no time to waste, and
that I am going to deal:with you sum-
marily. If you attempt to scream or
brea}ci away, I shall not hesitatc to stun
you. '

LKileen knew
idle threat.

‘“ It was rather unfortunate, wasn’t it?”
she asked,” in a perfectly even voice.
“IFFor me, I mean. Of course, you wili
return at oncc to Birmington with the
Combine’s secret records, and destroy

that he had uttered no

them? Your alibi will be quite sound,

Mr. Haverfield. It is a pity this hap-
pened.”’ '

“ You—you—infernal little witch!” ex-
claimed Haverfield harshly. * You seem
to know ecverything! But what does it
matter? Yes, I have got the Combine’s
records, and I am going to destroy them!
But, by daylight, you will be dead!”

Hec offered no further information, but
at once dragged the girl round to the
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front of the desk, and then wrenched her
hands behind her back. In doing so he
caused Eileen the most intense agony,
and resistance was impossible. Two
minutes later her hands were securely
bound by ineans of thin, strong string,
which cut into her soft, white flesh
cruclly. Every movement of her arms
caused her fresh agony.

Then Haverfield bound her securcly to
a heavy chair which stood against the
desk. It was quite impossible for her to
move the solid chair, no matter how
strenuously she tried.

** Now, my fine lady, you are helpless!”
panted Haverfield, surveying her with
satisfaction. ** You may shout until
Doomsday. but you will attract no atten-
tion, The heavy curtains are an excel-
Jent sound-muffler, and your voice would
not carry out into the passage, once the
door 18 closed.”

‘““Why don’t you gag me?”’ - asked
Kileen quietly.

“ You will understand—in a moment!”’

And Eileen did understand.

For Haverfield crossed to the fireplace.
He stood for a few seconds breathing
very hard, and looking about him with
anxious eyes. Everything was all right,
he - told himself. There was nothing to
prove that he had been there.

And he must hurry—he must speed
away ! '

Bending down, he turned on the gas of
the fire. It was a big gas fire, and the
hiss of the escaping gas sounded loudly
on the still air. Even one single wall-jet
would have been sufficient to cause death
—in time. But a gas fire! Within
twenty minutes the helpless girl would
be suffocated ! _

Haverfield did not speak :again. He
walkoed straight to the door, opened 1t,
and passed out. His step was rather un-
steady, for he was fully aware of the mur-
derous ruse he had adopted.

And, fearful, he had stumbled away.
In his haste he forgot to switch off the
electric light. But this mattered little.
Eilcen was helpless. and %with cvery
moment that passed she would grow
weaker. g

Haverfield could not have killed the
girl in cold blood—he did not posscss the
brutality for that, although he was a
scoundrel to the finger-tips.  But, by
leaving the girl to die by degrees—to dic
by suffocation—he was taking no actual
part in the killing.

e
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Eileen hecard him leave the premises.
And she realised, with set lips, how ut-
terly hclpless she was. She knew why
Haverfield had placed no gag over her
mouth; a gag would have kept her alive
for a full hour. The door fitted closely,
and the window was covered by heavy
plush curtains. The gas would soon (il
the room from floor to ceiling.

But, quite suddenly, Eileen quiverecd
with 1ntensity. Barely fifieen seconds
had clapsed since Haverfield’'s departure;
she could hear him stumbling through the
lumber-room. The smell of the gas was
atready strong.

Eilcen was as keen as a razor; her wits
were acute. And she had heard. us
Haverfield had slammed the door, a faint
quivering ring. The vibration had causcd
a bell to quiver! A bell!, '

In a second Eileen thought of the——
telephone. Her ghze rested upon the
hummocks of the dust-cover on the table.
The instrument was on the table, of
course! But was 1t connected up?

- There was not a second to lose. Tho
gas was hissing into the room swith zp-
palling force. Eileen was filled with w
vaguc hope. Although bound, she could
bend forward a little, and in less than a
second she had gripped the dust-sheet in
her strong white teeth. She drew i1t off—-
and there, near to her, was the telephone.

Haverfigld had not thought of this.
Why should he think of 1it? If the in-
strument had been in full view he would,
undoubtedly, have removed it from her
reach. But he had been filled with
alarm ; he had been furious; he had been
in a violent hurry.

Eilecen, her heart beating quickly, next
jerked the receiver from 1its hook. DBy
bending forward as far as her position
would allow, Eileen could place her cur
necar by.

And a thrill swept through her. The
voicc of the Exchange.operator came to
her clearly: ‘“ Number, please?”’ The
telecphone was connected! Instinctively,
che gave the number of—Billy's tele-
nhone !

Nelsoa Lee was away—he could
comme to her aid. And the police
She didn’t know the number cf the near-
czt police-station. Besides, she wished to
avold all-contact with the police in this
affair. And Billy had told her his "phone
number a score of times. She knew it by
heart.  She had spoken itsalmost withoue

not
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thinking. She wanted Billy to rescue
her.

At last, after an age, she heard his wcl-
come voice. It was only about midnight,
of course, and he hadn't gone to bed yect.
The ’phone was in his own particular

He'd told her that, too.

“JIs that you, Captain Masters?”’
parted Eileen.

“Hallo! Why, it’s Miss Dare——"’
came Billy's eager voice.

“I am in peril—I am in danger of suf-
focation!" called Eileen urgently. ¢ Oh,
please hurry, Billy! If you're not here
within fiftcen minutes——"

““ Where—where?”’ roared Billy across
He was furiously alarmed;
but, at the same tume, thrilled by the
egivl’'s words. She’d called him Billy!
And she was in danger!

In a few words, she told him the exact
address, and added that he was to go
round to the alley, and get ovor the wall.
e would find a window, with bars across
it—but perhaps the bars wouldn’t be
there. He was to break in and—and——

Billy didn’t wait to hear any more; he
just roared that he was coming with the
speed of the wind, and rang off. Eileen,
gasping painfully, smiled to herself. Billy
]\;'us coming—Billy was coming to save

er!

- The gas fumes were in her head, and
'she [elt confused. But, at the same time,

her wits were at work. Roger Haverfield

\

‘had dashed off to Birmington—he would
arrive before dawn! By the time Billy
rescued ISileen, and she had recovered,
Haverfield would have arrived—and then
the proofs would be destroyed!

'And then—then—Eileen Dare thought
of Nelson Lee.
No 5996 Northampton!

Northaympton! ~Why, Nelson Lee and
Nipper were fairly close to Birmington!
They would be able to forestall Haver-
field if they were informed of the facts!
They should be able to arrive first, and
catch him red-handed!

Without a second’s delay—for she was
growing weaker with every second—she
called the Exchange again, and asked to

be put through to No. 5996 Northamp-

ton.

It was a trunk call, but the line
was clear at that late hour.

After a walt of five minutes, Eilecen
heard a voice dimly floating across tho
wires. It was a strange voice. Dully,
sho asked for Nelson Leoe. She was be-
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comung «izzy now; but, with an effort,
she pulled herself together.

'Then Lee's welcome voice came to her
ears. The sound had the effect of re-
viving Eileen for a moment. She deter-
mined to speak calmly; Nelson Lee must
not know of her peril. He could do no
good, and would only be worried.

‘“Hallo! Is that you, Miss Eileen?"
came the detective’'s cheery tones.
* Anything the matter?”’

Very briefly, she explained that Haver-
field had succeeded in getting away from
London with the secret documents. She
wanted Lee to hasten to Birmington, and
forestall Haverfield. If he didn’t, the
valuable evidence would be destroyed.

Nelson Lee, plainly hearing that Eileen
was speaking under the stress of great
emotion, grasped the situation at once;
and he promised to dash off with Nipper
without a minute’s delay.

As Eileen heard the words she seemed
to grow dull. The acute crisis was over;
she had, at least, ruined Haverfield’s
scheme. Nelson Lee could be trusted to
attend to the scoundrel.

Bui would Billy be in time? Would
he——,—-—

Eileen remembered no more. The gas
had numbered her wits, and was fast
bringing death upon her. Yet she was
not unconscious; she was just on the
verge. And—yes—she did remember
something. She heard, as though at a
great distance, the crashing of glass, and
then heavy footsteps.

But .it was all confused. Something
scemed to be smashing near her; it was
as though a door was being splintered
to atoms. A bellowing roar, changing to
a choking gasp, sounded in her ears. But
everything scemed so unreal. She was
dreaming.  She felt herself lifted and
carried.

Then, somehow, a cold wind fanned her
cheeks. She felt something—somebody—
near her. A voice—a strong, anxious,
lovable volce—was saying something.
What was it? The words were tender
and concerned. Oh, it was a dream!

‘““ Eileen! Great Heaven aboveé! Speak
to me, Eileen!” the voice was saying.
“Oh, my darling little girl! They’ve
| nearly killed you—-"

‘The voice broke off. Eileen felt some-
thing warm against her cheecks. Then
her lips were touched—touched by other
lips! She was crushed to a great, strong

|

|
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chest. And other
upon her.
“ Speak to me, Eileen
vague, delightful voice.
Why, it was Billy’s voice!

kisses were raincd
came the

’)1

Of courvse!

What a perfectly delicious dream!
Eileen allowed herself to be pressed

within those strong arms. She was con-
tented and happy—oh, so happy!

And she reahised; dll in a flood, that it
wasn’t a dream at all! It was reality!
Bily bhad rescued her.

But Eileen "didn’t move. She
happy 1n his arms.

was

—— ——

CHAPTER V.,

NELSON LEE STEPS IN—HAVERIIELD’S
DOWNFALL—HAPPINESS FOR TWO—TFINIS.

ELSON LEE had been greatly
N impressed by Eileen’s urgent

message.

When he had received it, he
bad been chatting with the client who
had called him down to Northampton,
and he and Nipper, without delay, had
borrowed the good gentleman’s car, and
had hastened off to Birmington.

Vaguely, Lee suspected that some-
thing ‘“ big ”’ had happened in London.
Eileen had been at work again, and she
had achieved good results. Finding 1t
impossible to go in chase of Haverfield,
she had appealed to Nelson Lee.

Nipper was overjoyed. The burglary
they had been investigating was a dull
affair, and Nipper loved excitement.
This unexpected trip to Birmington was
very 'welcome. It promised to he in-
teresting. Roger Haverfield, Jileen’s
worst enemy, was to be caught red-
handed. That was very satisfactory.

Details were lacking, but they would
come later. All Nelson Lee and Nipper
-knew was that they had to get to- Haver-
ficld’s office in advance, and capture the
steel manufacturer when he arrived.
According to Eileen’s information, he
was carrying the damning documents
upon him. )

Lee felt that he was justified in going
to considerable lengths. Eileen had said
that Haverfield was supposed to be in
his office at Birmington, but that the
office was actually empty. .

Well, Lee would enter that office, and
wait.

So, by two o’clock in the morning, the
great detective and Nipper were in the
vicinity of the Haverfield Steel Works.

|
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It was a perfect night, but utterly black.
The moon had retired long since.

“I wish Miss Eileen had been a It
more explicit, guv'nor,” said Nipper
anxiously. “ It’s my belief she’s beeu in
danger. She may be hurt. Why did she
ring off so abruptly?

I don’t know, young 'un. I am un-
easy myself,”’” replied Lee. ¢ But there
1s no sense i worrying ourselves. The
work of the moment 138 to surprisc Haver-
field. Later on, in the morning, we will
learn the details.”

‘“ But supposing Haverfield’s got rid of
the documents?”’

“ Well, then, we shall have to be care-
ful,” was Nelson Lee’s reply. ¢ But Miss
Eileen would not set us on a false scent.
1 am sure of that, Nipper. Exactly how
we shall act depends largely upon circum-
stances.”

Having left their car at a garage, the
pair set off on foot for the big factery
of the Haverfield Steel Company,
Linuted. Neclson Lee knew his ground
well. He had been here before. He had
actually broken mto Haverfield’s office
at the time of Nr. Lawrence Dare's

]
1

death.

The office was an outbuilding, and was
situated within the big yard of the works.
Lee even knew exactly how to get into
Haverfield’s office with the minimum
amount of risk and difficulty. He knew
the precisc window,

Upon arrival, Lee and Nipper found
the gates Jocked and the yard deserted
and dark. But beneath the blind of the
officc a faint strip of light showed.
Haverfield was supposed to be within
that apartment, but, according to Eileen,
the oftice was empty.

With caution, Nelson Lee and Nipner
scaled the wall—they had done so beiore
—and then crept along the mner edge of
it until they arrived at a spot bencath the
office window.,

The factory itself was humming with
activity, but this side all was quiet. "T'his
was the * business side,”” and was closed
at night, and there was little fecar of
interruption,

Nelson Lec cautiously examined the
window. He could not see into the office,
although that faint strip of light wus
visible. For anybody to boldly break
into the office seemed an 1incredible
undertaking with the place occupied!

But was 1t occupred. The light said
“Yes.” But Eileen said ** No.” And
Lee preferred to take the girl's word.
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The matter would soon be decided, any- |

how. If, by some unforeseen ciroums-
stance, Haverfield had already arrived,
he would soon make his presence known.
Lee would be forced to make a certain
amount of noise at the window, and that
noise would attract attention from inside
immediately.

Lee commenced operations steadilys
The window was ecasily forced by Nelson
Lee. Other people, perhaps, would have
experienced difficulty. And not a sound
came from insidé the room.

The catch was conquered at last, and
Lee pushed the sash up.

“ After me, Nipper—quickly!”
muttered. ,

They scrambled through, and found
'themselves in an alcove, with thick cur-
tains in front of them. On one occasion
Jiileen had hidden behind those curtains,
and she had been discovered by Haver-
field.

Lee closed the window again, &nd
stepped boldly into the office. Nipper
'followed him. But they need not have
beern so cautious. The apartment was
empty. The powerful electric light, how-
ever, was full on.

Eileen had been correct in her informa-
fion. -

Haverfield .was away, although pre-
tending to be at work in his ofhce.
Having gone thus far, Lee and Nipper
could do nothing now but wait. They
‘had succeeded in their object of arriving
jn_advance.

Haverfield would come in due course,
\and then—— Well, as Nelson Lee had
isaid, what happened then would depend
upon circumstances. In any event, Roger
‘Haverfield was to be defeated.

It would be dawn in just over another
hour, and it was pretty certain that
Haverfield would arrive before the lizht
of the new day. His visit to London had
been secret, and unless he returned in the
‘darkness he would be seen, and his plans
would be spoilt. '

*  And so the two intruders settled them-
selves to wait.

As it turned out, their vigil was rot
a long one.

Just before three o’clock they heard a
soft, stealthy footstep outside. ‘Both Lee
and Nipper were behind the curtains,
and were quite concealed. from "view.
During the interval of waiting, however,
they had provided themselves with tiny
sﬁy-holes,v through which they could see
the whole room with ease.

he
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““ Now, younz 'un, not a sound!”

warned Nelson Lee.

Haverfield had arrived. He had pro-
bably put his motor-cycle up secretly, and
was now coming to the office to change
his clothes and remove all traces of his
journey. The next moment the watchers
heard a key rattle in the door.

And then Haverfield strode into the
ofice. His eyes were gleaming with
triumph. Yet, at the same time, theve
was a haggard, hunted look in his expres-
sion. He was grimy with dust and
travel, and he still wore the motor-
cychst’s overalls.

Without a second’s delay, Haverfield
stripped the things off and locked them
in a cupboard. He was now attired 1n
quite a smart lounge suit, which the
overalls had protected admirably.

For just a few seconds Haverfield hesi-
tated. Lee easily surmised that he was
deciding whether he should wash straight
away or not. Haverfield glanced at the
clock, nodded to bimself, and then took
from his pocket a. bulky wallet.

““ The proofs—ihe Combine secrets!”
thought Nipper exultantly.
Haverfield

This was quite correct.
drew his chair to the desk, and, with a
sigh, settled himself to examine the
papers. Untii this moment all had been
rush and hurry. But he had done that
which he had started out to accomplish. .
More, he had settled with Eileen Dare!

With a savage shrug of his shoulders
at the thought, he opened the wallet, and
took out its contents. One by one he
examined the papers. Then, after a little
while, he shified his position and brought
out a.box of matches. It was easy for
the watchers to see that Haverfield’s
intention was to burn the documents one
after the other, dropping them into the
fire grate a3 he did so.

The time for action had come!

“ Pardon me, Mr. Haverfield, but I
don’t think i1t will be wise for you to
strike that match,”’ exclainied Nelson Lee
calmly.

Roger Haverfield gulped and stared at
the two intruders with a face that was
absolutely ashen. Then a furious flush
suffused his face. He leapt to his feet
with a wild, inarticulate cry.

But Lee was upon him, and Nipper
had taken possession of the papers.
Haverfield, however, was big, and pos-
sessed- the strength of desperation. He
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flung Lee aside, sprang to the door,
raced out.

Roger Haverfield was dead!

His downfail and destruction had been
appallingly unexpected. Lee and Nipper
had raced after him immediately follow-
ing that burst from the office. The panic-
stricken man had dashed into the {ac-
tory. Workmen had stared with amave-
ment at the chase, and the end had come
with dramatic abruptness.

Wild with alarm, with his pursuers
necar him, Haverfield had attempted to
leap over a casting-pit. At the monient
the pit was filled with a mass of white-hot
stecl. He had tripped, had fallen

Haverfield had been quite dead v hen ‘

willing hands had rescued him.

But when all the facts came out, it was
agreed by everybody that his awful fate
had bcen well deserved. The Combine’s
secret record was an amazing collection
of documents. Every crime they had
perpetrated was made clear, and the
truth was made known to the world that
Lawrence Dare had been falsely accused,,
and that the invention which Haverfield
had appropriated “was actually the -child
of Mr. Dare’s brain.

At last, after all the months of peril
and hard work, Eileen Dare had come
into her own. More than that, she had
triumphed completely over the enemies
who had maliciously sent her father to
his -doom. |

And now Captain Billy Masters was
on ithe scene,

and I

|

|
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He and Eileen arrived in Birmington
during the morning after the trasedy
had happened. Eilfeon was pale and
rather weak, but smiling and cheeriuh,
She had reason to be cheerful. She recol-
lected those first “ew moments of retiorn--
ing consciousness with blushing ¢liecks
and tender eyes.

Lee and Nipper were very pleased with
Billy’s part mn the affair, and Nipper
voted him to be “a thundcring guod
sort.””  Nipper’s kecn eyes detected some-
thing else, too. Yileen Dare’s camnaizn
was over at tast; bubt now, it seera«d,
Billy had started another campaign «{ a>
totally different character.

“He’ll  win, guvnor!”  de-lard
Nipper, with a solemn shake of his Lead.
“In fact, T believe he’s won alrcady.
And we didn’t know anything abo:nt .
Well, I don’t think Miss Etleen c¢ould
have chosen a better chap in the wlole
of Great Britain!”’

Nipper's propheey was quite correct.

Captain  Wilham  OQliver  Masters,
D.S.0., did not pursue his campaign for
long; in truth, he had already rcached
the decisive point. And Eileen Dare had
before her days of happiness and joy.
The stress of the past was over, the dark
clouds had rolled by, and a clear, bright
horizon shone ahead.

Eileen Dare had triumphed.
Billy, according to his own idea, rather
fancied that he had triumphed,

|

THE END.-

NEXT WEEK!

(See page ii.)
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NEW SERIAL—JUST STARTING! .

The Boxing Sailor

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

AND LIFE IN THE NAYVY.

\

Read this first / ‘

Tom CRAWLEY, light-weight boxer and stoker
aboard H.M.S. Flyer, makes his -first
public appearance in a contest 1with
Jimmy Yowl, lightning feather-weight.
He wins the fight. and with the prize-
money ts able to replace his Jather's
t;rpedoed feshing smack. Tom i3 jealous
O -

BoB RANDLE—who, the lad considers, is a
‘““slacker’—on the grounds that DBob
seems to find favour in the eyes of

Mary THWAITES, the pretty daughter of
I'isherman Thwattes, of whom Tom s
very fond.

FISHERMAN CRAWLEY'S smack i3 chartered
as a mine-sweeper, and one day is tor-
pedoed by g German submarine in sight
of land. The crew, with the exception

of old Thomas Crawley, are cast adrift
on a raft.

(Now read this week's thrilling
instalmend.)

HEINRICH WESER,

1
Y T was some time before Thomas Craw-
; ley’s eyes became accustomed to the
: strange light in the hold of the sub-
| marine. It was a veiled yet power-
ful light that illuminated the interior of
the under-sea boat.

* The throbbing of the engines created
an almost painful impression upon the
fisherman, who was used to the smoother
running of Lis fishing-smack.

As his eyes took in the details of the

_ hold, he began to admire the neatness
and compactness of everything.
- He could see the torpedoes set neatly
in their places, many of them ready to le
lifted and set in the air-chambers of the
torpedo-tubes In a moment, and so dis-
cbarged at the intended victim.

The air was warm and clése. Almost
ramidships, there was an iron ladder lead-
ing upwards.

He could see a rack, filled with carbines
and cutlasses, arranged in orderly
fashion. The reek of oil was overpower-

ing. Drip, drip, drip, drip came drops
of water, collecting on the iron sheets of
the roof, and dropping down upon the
floor.

Rust smears marred the painted sides
of the boat. For’ard and att there were
chambers, shut off from the rest of the
ship. The strident notes of a gramophone

| jarred the sensitiveness of his ears.

He felt tired and a little shaken.

While he was standing, a seaman came
to him and pushed him savagely.

‘“ Lie down there, you English dog—
out. of the way!”” he shouted, pointing.

Thomas Crawley made no reply, but
ﬁ dropped to the floor.

It was no time to argue, though he
would have given much to have closed
his fist and have given the rascal one on
the point of the jaw, in the good old
British style.

He drew his knees up, clasped them
with his hands, and made the most of his
soaked condition.

Men came and went. Commands were
issued and obeyed. He could see the
officer now and then peering at the
mirror of the periscope.

It showed nothing.

A strange ticking presently made itself
heard. drawley ooked about him in
puzzled fashion for a while, and then saw
a clock in a case set in the framework of
the wall.

How long had he been aboard the U-
ooat? What had happened to Mary and
his mates? How was it that the destroyer
had failed to sink them? Next he thought
of home, of his son Tom, and wondered
if he would ever see them or Weathersca
again,

Slowly—ever so slowly—he felt a warm
glow stealing over him, and his sodden
clothing began to dry. Then his head
nodded, and, giving way to the sense of
drowsiness that possessed him, he closed
his eyes and went to sleep..

He was awakened, he knew not how
long afterwards, by someone shaking him-
savagely.

|
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He openced lhis eyes, and saw two sea-
men standing beside him. One of them
spurned him with his foot, and he was
told to get up In German. He obeyed.

He was then half pushed, half led for-
ward, until he-found himself standing |

face to iace with the U-boat commander.

" Thomas Crawley eyed the skipper of
the murder-boat with some curiosity. He
was unlike what he expected him to be.

Here was no brutalised specimen of a
murdering Hun, with sensual mouth and
bloated visage, but a clean-limbed,
squarc-shouldered, sun-tanned young
" officer, with blue eyes and a thoughtful,
cxpectant expression of face. The strain
of the life beneath the waves, where he
would remain for hours, sometimes for
days and nights on end, with death ever
lurking near, had set deep lines In his
face, and had slightly touched his hair
with grey; but he was still very young,
and he woyre the decoration of the Iron
Cross.

The U-boat commander
-earnestly at him. _

““ Where do you come from?’” he asked,
and his voice, though stern, was rot
harsh. ,

“J am a fisherman from Weathersea,”

looked as

was the slow reply, ‘“and I only wish,.

you murdering scoundrel, that I'd had a
gun aboard. T'd have sunk you, or have
died in the attempt!”’

The U-boat commander shrugged his
shoulders.

“ m sorry I had to send your fishing-
boat down,”’” he replied, ‘‘ but such are
our orders.’’

“ Your
Crawley.
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“ Yes. We cannot differentiate. We
have to win the war somechow. Your
fishing-boats sweep up the mines we sow.
Sometimes they sink our under-water
craft. We have been shelled from smali
boats before to-day. We are hunted like
a fox by your wolves of the sea. Anund
we hit back.” ‘

Thomas Crawley answered
defiant . laugh.

‘“ Your name?’’ said the German naval
officer.

““ Thomas Crawley.”

The commander started, looked mto
the fisherman’s face, and then, with a Jow
cry took a step towards him.

“ Thomas Crawley! Thomas Crawley,
of Weathersea !’ he cried, and there was
a throb in his voice. ‘¢ Ah, yes, it 1s—it

is! Mr. Crawley, don’t you know 1ne?”

orders sneercd

with a

H
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It was now the fisherman’s turn to
atart, and to regard his companion with
astonishment.

“You know me? You speak perfect
English I’ he cried. “ Why, then, I ought
to know you !’

“You do! I am Heinrich Weser. Ab,
Mr. Crawley-—Mr. Crawley! And I was
so happy when you and I used to know
each!,;nther in the happy days before the
war

‘“ Heinrich Weser !

| Heinrich Weser '™
gasped  the

incredulous fisherman.

' Why, so it is! You have changed, but

I know your voice and your eyes aud
your smile. @And you have staried on
this mardering game—you!”’

The German shook his head sadly.

““War spares no one,”” he said. ““ And
who amonyg the nations shall say whery
the blame rests?”

“ It vests with your Kaiser, with your
military leaders, with your grasping poli.
tictans, who thought they could ser:e
upcn the world’s trade, and mould every
nation to their will! They are the cold.
blooded murdercrs who will have to
answer for the blood that’s been shed!”

“I do not know. I am a German. 1
have to obey orders.” .

‘““ As they obeyed orders who trampled
Belgium and her rights and liberties
under foot—who have bled France
white !’ saiil Thomas Crawley scornfully.

Heinrich’s face seemed to grow
suddenly old.

“ Old friend,” he said, and his voice
throbbed with emotion, ‘‘ do not blame
me for it! I was in England when the

‘war broke out, and happy.”

‘“ Playing the spy theve, in the pay of
your accursed country!”

““No. I intended to stay theve, for I
loved Lingland. I was going to marry an
English girl.” His face worked pain-
fully. < i’ no more noticed the gathering
storm than you did, Crawley, my cld
friend. When I came to live at your cct
tage 1In Weathersea in the happy sumnier
before the war, I belicved that destiny
would shape our lives otherwise. T was
no spy. And my hands are clean even
nqw !”’

“ When you sink ships on sight, with-
out warning!”’ '

““T have to do it. Those are my ordevs.
And often 1t i3 either sink or be sunk.”

Crawley laughed derisively.

‘“ At any rate, my old friend,” the U-
boat commander went on, while the Ger-
man sailors about him craned their heada
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to listen, T am glad I saved you, though
I would have saved any man who had
come to me as you did, even had he been
my bitterest enemy. And you are safe
in my hands.”’

“ Tl ask no favour from any Ger-
man!” answered Thomas Crawley, fold-
ing his arms. * Treat me as you have
treated the others!’’ '

““ You shall be well handled. I give
you my word on that. And now, come
and get those clothes changed and have
some food. You must be starving!”

He swung hastily round, saw the gap-
ing crew, and ordered them away in a
manner that startled Thomas Cravwiey.
He was like a tyrant in his treatment of
the men. Every vestige of softness had
vanished. And they scuttled away like
rats before him.

Heinrich Weser beckoned to the fisher-
man to follow him, and led the way
for’ard through the little iron door.

There a folding table was set up, and
food and wine placed before the starving
fisherman.

And Heinrich, after watching him with
a smile for a moment, nodded his head in
satisfaction, and then went out to com-
mand his ship.

HOW THE NEWS CAME TO
WEATHERSEA.
T was the morning after the sinking
l_ of the Dora Grey, and young Tom
was lounging at the gate of the
little cottage-garden, smoking, and
looking up and down the road.

His mother was busy within, going
about her work in silence, a thing Tom
didn’t like to see. It meant that she was
uneasy mn her mind about the long
absence of the smack and her husband.

Never had Thomas Crawley been away
for such a length of time save when he’d
gone mine-sweeping, and every day there
were alarming reports of ships sunk
brought into port, and passed on by
word of mouth.

What had happened to the old man?
Tom wondered. Why hadn’t he come
back with that mighty catch he’d pro-
mised to bring? )

Suddenly Tom sprang up, alert, with
eves flashing.

He saw a figure in khaki striding
towards him, with swagger-cane neatly
held in the left hand at an angle of 45
degrecs, a figure with squared shoulders
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and military swing which somechow
seemed familiar.

The Tommy was hurrying, too.

When he was only fifty yards away,
Tom recognised him.

It was Rob Randle.

f But what the deuce was Bob hurrying
or?

“ What’s the matter, Bob?’ asked
Tom as the Tommy came up, breathing
quickly from his exertions.

It was “ Bob’ and ¢ Tom ” between
them now, and the hatchet was fairly
buried.

‘“ It’s. about the Dora Grey, Tom. I
| just heard the news. The fishermen are

talking about it on the quay, and I
thougﬁt maybe you’d like a friend to
come and tell you—"

“Tell me what? She’s not sunk?
Don’t say she’s sunk!”

Tom’s face was the colour of chalk, and
his eyes grew dull and heavy.

“ She was sent to the bottom by a -
boat yesterday, Tom, old man, and—""

Tom Crawley stared vacantly at Bob
for a moment as the full effect of the
news sank home; then, with a low cry,
he sprang at the soldier and seized him
{ by the throat. |

“It’'s a lie! It’s a lie! You’ve made
it up! It’s not true!’ fumed the hot-
tempered sailor. |

Bob wrenched Tom’s hands away and
shook himseli. He bore no resentment
for the rough handling.

*“It’s only too true, Tom, old man!”’
he c1|~ied. ““Don’t go for me! I came as
a pal.”’

Tom broke down then, and blubbed
like a child, hiding his face in his sleeve.

““Of course you did! Of course you
did, Bob, mate,”” he sobbed. * Don’t
take any notice of me! I—I didn’t mean
it. Only, to think that my old dad, and
Riley, and Sam, and—good heavens,
there was Mary aboard!” He looked
| like a madman. ‘ Has she gone, too?”
. His voice sank into a low, hushed
whisper, and he trembled.

It afterwards struck him that Bob had
remained unnaturally calm and self-con-
trolled through it all, and he grew to
admire Bob.

{“ No, Tom. Mary has been saved, and
Riley, and the boy, and the other man,
too.. There’s only your dad missing.”

““ Drowned?”’ came in awed accents.

““No; only they took him aboard the
U-boat. 'And they’ve taken him away a
prisoner.”’ -

““ A prisoner!

{

|

Then, by gum, I and
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‘the boys will have him out of the cage
they’ve put him in! Bob, I'm going
aboard - the " Flyer soon, to blow the
bottom out of the German subm.nmes'
And you're going to fight the Hun in
France. We're going to beat ’em!
Don’t say we sha'n’t beat ’em !”

“ Oh, we’ll beat ’em right enough!”
answered Bob soberly. “ And now,

Tom, Just take hold of my arm, will you,

and we 11
station.”’

“What for?”’ choked Tom Crawley,
trembling to think of how his mother
might take the news.

‘“Ta~ meet Mary and the others.
“They're coming through from Borrow-
mouth..  They were landed there this
morning, and we must be there to
“welcome them home.”

Tomr Crawley sighed, cast a longing
glance back at. the cottage in which his
mother was working, and then went with

Bob along -the street to welcome Mary
home.

The two friends had scarcely reached
the railway-station ere the train from
Borrowmouth steamed in.

Eagerly they quickened therr
searching the opening  doors -of the
dlﬁment compartments for a sight of thu
survivors of the Dora Grey.

get ~ along down to the

Then they saw the boy Sam leap xlown
upon the platform, and Bxll Riley follow
him. \uct JvIaly appeared, clad in

strange-looking clothing, very pale and
tired, with her pretty hair all tumbled
about her face.

They ran to her. Bob let Tom pass,
and shook hands with Riley.

““You had a narrow squeak, Riley,”
said the grocer’s son.

“ Pletty fair, sir,’
man off-handedly.

> answered the sea-
““ But, 101 bless yer,

it. don’t do to make a fuss o’ thmgs these |

times. It might have been worse.’
‘“ And Thomab Cr awley‘? He’s lost?”
“ Well, he is and he ain’t. Leastways,

he was alive when _we last" clapped eves
on him. They took him aboard the Ger-
man submaune Adding sort of insult
to Injury, wasn’t it, sir?”’

“ You mean that Crawley would have
preferred to drown?”’

“ Of course, Mr. Randle. Far rather
. be dead than a prisoner among the
" Huns!”

And Riley burst into a flow of bad
languaze, which he thought the occasion
- Justlﬁed.

the full Hush of his grief upon him.

|« 1ts

pace,

1 he

But Bob’s face Lrightened up. While
there wds life there was hope. Thornus
Cla\\ley was not dead. The war could
not last for ever, and when the end came
the gallant fisherman would return to
Weathersca, where he would be able to
start afresh.

He had plenty of friends. There w ould
be no difficulty in his making a fresh
start.

:\-[enn;.vlnile, Tom had met Mary with
The
news Bob Randle had brought of the
sinking of the Dora Grey and the loss
of his father had clearly left its mark

upon him.

His heart, swelling with emotion,
forced the tears to his ¢ves. Mary, see-
ing this and understanding, set her aiins

4 about him and broke down.

“ Oh, Tom—Tom—Tom !’ she sobbed,
e 'y hard! The brutes—the vil-
lains! They “sank the smack wiihonr
giving us a chance. And how proud
vour father was of her!”

Tears fell from Tom's
guttered down his cheeks.

“ It was a bad luuk trip that last, old
girl,” he moaned. ‘ Somehow I thouiht
it would be. \What's tlle good of trving?
Now dad’s gone

““ But Le'li come back agamn, Tnm He
was taken alive aboard the submavine.
One of the German sailors tried to stamp

eyes and

‘him down inito the sea as he chimg to the

rail, but the officer saved him. Woull
vou believe it, Tom, he struck the cea-
man down to the deck for all the world
as if he were a Englishmant”

Tom stared and gaped. dashing the
tears from his cheek with his han.l.

“ What?’ he exclaimed. ¢ A Cerman
officer, and he behaved like a man?”’

‘“He did, Tom, whatever was the
cause. And if the U-boat wasn’t sunk
by the destroyer that came to our reacue,
\’h Cla.vley will be taken in her back to
Germany.

Oh, the relief of it! What a difevent
story Tom would have to tell his mother
now than that he would have toli had
gone straigzht in to her mmmediately
after Bob -Randle had brought himn the
news.

But, though his grief was leavened, his
hatred of the Germans and all that Ger-
many stood for was in  no semse
diminished.

(To be continyed.)
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