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CHAPTER 1
(Written by Nelson Lee.)

WHAT SIR FRANCIS HALESFORD TOLD ME—
A HOAX Y—NIPPFR'S ORDERS.

NIPPER crossed his legs lazily.

“If you ask me, guv’nor,” he
‘““the Circle of Terror's
It’ll

sail,
getting rocky on its pma
collapse altogether before long.”

I shook my head.

““You're wrong, Nipper,”” I replied.
““ You're com )l(:t,ely wrong.  Just be-
cause the C1rc‘e has not shown any sign
of activity for the past few weeks, that
doesn’t mean to say that the Circle is
rocky on its pins, as you aptly express it.
On the contrary, in fact. * It seems to
prove that the Circle 13 gathering its
strength for some extra special effort.”

Nipper didn’t agree with me. The
voung rascal had his own opinions, and
sometimes they were singularly accurate.
On this occasion, ho“mcr, I was quite
ccertain that he was wrong in his convic-
tion.

“It's weeks since that affair down at
Banham Towers,”” he went on, lifting his
leas and coolly placing them on my desk.
“We rescued Lady Marjorie Hilling
from the Circle, thern—a ripping, Al
eirl, guv’'nor. And wc¢ busted up Pro-
fessor Zingrave's sccret headquarters.
Zingrave fled, and nothing’s happened
since. I beliove that the Circle’s roing
to die a natural death.”

I sclected a cigar, and lit it.

‘““ Time will show, at all events,” I ve-
marked. ‘* And, let me remind yvou,
Nipper, that vour boots do not mmprove
the appearance of my desk in the shight.
est degrae.  You lazy young scamp’
Don't loll about in that fashion!"

Nipper grinned, and shifted his feet.

I smoked in silence for a few minutes.
I was thinking of 1ay campaign against
the Circle of Terror—that po“erful or-
ganisation of criminals which had already
brourrht off several amazingly successful
coups. Other affairs had f.ulod and 1
think I can claim that I was the cause
of their failure.

Professor Cyrus Zingrave, the High
Lord of the Circle of Tegror, was an old
enemy of mine. And, after weeks of
hard work, I had been ‘successful in dis-
covering the whereabouts of his secrct
retreat. The professor had  vanished,
and the Circle had been quiet since.

Freely I will admit that I was puzzled.
I had expccted personal attacks, but nonc
had been attempied. The Circle of
Terror had been 1nactive, so far as I
could gather. By a curious chance, |
was soon to be enlwhtcncd

IFor, while Nipper and I sat in the con-
sulting-room, we heard a ring at the
bell. And, a few minutes later, Mrs.
Jones appemcd She was bearing a card
upon a tray, and I took 1t lm-urel}

““ Show Sir Francis up at once, Mus.
Jones,” 1 said.

“ Very good,
keeper.

sir,”’ replied the h-use-
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Nipper vose to his feet, and yawned.
The day was rather warm and relaxing.
The sun streamed in at the windows, and
the insects wcre buzzing droningly:

: d Who's coming, guv’nor?” asl)(ed the
ad.

“ Sir Francis Halesford.”

“ The doctor~:hap?”’

** The eminent throat specialist. of
Harley Square,” I smiled. It s
hardly complimentary to refer to Sir
Francis as a .dogtor-chap, Nipper. No,
don’t go away. L may want you to take
some shorthand notes.
upon our visitor's business.”

A moment later the famous West End
physician was ushered in.

““ Ah, Mr. Lee, I am fortunate in find-
ing you at home,”’ he said, taking my
hand. - ** I hope this visit of mine is con-
venient? 1 only decided to come to
vou an hour ago, and I was too worried
to think of ’phoning for an appoint-
ment "’

“T am quite at your Sir
Francis,” I said smoothly.

He sat down, and adjusted his rimless
pincc-nez. Sir Francis Halesford was a
tall, distinguished looking man, with a
carriage which may almost be described
as military. He was straight and erect,
and he wore a neatly trimmed moustache
and a small beard. His hair was slightly
orizzled, but perfectly groomed.

[ could see quite plainly that Sir
Francis was inwardly agitated. The
anxious, almost alarmed, look 1in his
deep grey eyes set me wondering as to
what his troublg might be. But I was
soon to learn.

“* Some iittle time ago, Mr. Lee,”” he
said quietly, ‘‘ I read of certain exploits
of vours :n connection with those scoun-
drels who term themselves the Circle of
Terror. You are, I presume, still pur-
suing your inquiries?’ _

“ Whenever I get a chance,” I agreed
smilingly.

T think you will have & chance—
now !’ ' '

I glanced across at Nipper, and saw
that the lad was looking on with wonder-
ing eyes. It was, indced, somewhat re-
markable that Sir Francis should have
come to us just when we were discussing
the Circle. And it looked as though
Nipper’s theory would receive a rude
knock. .-

¢ From your words. Sir Francis, 1
sather that voa have beern sclected by

service,

It all depends
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the Circle of Terror for some special -at-
tention?”’ 1 suggested. ‘' If that is tho
case, then you may rely upon my immec-
diate assistance. Ifor I am only too
plcased to seize any oppotrtunity of
striking a blow at that scoundrelly or-
ganisation.'?

Sir Francis Halesford nodded.

‘“ Wiil you plcase read this?”’ he asked.
“It was delivered at my houso this
morning by a private messenger.”

The baronet handed me a single shect

of notepaper—which was perfectly
familiar to me. I had secn similar speci-
mens on several occasions. It was a

shcet of the superb notepaper used cx-
clusively by the Circle.

At the top was a neatly printed circle
in purple ink, and the letter itself ran
as follows:

“ Headquarters,
‘** The 14th Day of August.

‘“ Sir  Francis Halesford,—You will
carry out the following instructions to
the letter. Failure to do so will be fol-
lowed by swift and harsh punishment.

“ At seven oclock this evening—
August 14th—you will be at the foot of
(Cleopatra’s Needle, on the Embankment.
A gentleman will approach you, and you
must do precisely as he commands. He
will be wearing a tweed suit of a light
check pattern,”and will wear a Panama
hat. In addition, therc will- be a small
strip of plaster on his chin. You cannot
fail to recognise him,

‘“ Do not say a word to a soul concern-
ing this matter. You are particularly
warned against approaching the police.
Such -an acfion on your part will ba
followed by grave consequences. You
cannot fail to have heard of the Circle
of Terror, and 1its rclentless methods.
Take warning, therefore, and do pre-
cisely as you are bid-len.

** THE CiRCLE OF TERROR.”’

Having rcad the letter through, 1
Jooked up.

‘** May my assistant see this?’ I asked
quietly.

“ Of course—of course!”

I handed the letter over to Nipper,
who took it eagerlv, and then faced my
visitor. He was regarding” me gravely
and anxiously. -

‘“ You have not gone to the police?’ 1
asked. |

“No. Mr. Lee. Under the circum-
starces, I theught it would be very fool-
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hardy for me to approach the police,” re-
plied Sir Francis. * Some mcen, per-
haps, would have torn this communica-
tion up with contempt. But I did not
do so. I know only too well that the
Circle is terribly powerful.”

“That 13 why I am just a little
anxious,” I remarked. ‘‘It is quite
likely, my decar sir, that you were
followeds to this house. Did you take
any precautions”’’

“Yes. I drove in my car to a big
hotel in Kensington, and left it waiting
outside,” replied the pgreat physician,
with a slight smile.  ‘“I realised, you
soe, that my movements might be under
observation. If anybody was shadowing
me, however, I think I have shaken him
off. For I left the hotel almost immedi-
ately by a rear exit, and jumped straight
on to a passing motor-omnibus.”’

I nodded approvingly.

“That was very astute of you, Sir
Francis,”” I smiled. *‘‘ The chances are
that you outwitted any possible
shadower. Well, now, we must consider
what we must do. What have you de-
cided in your own mind? You don’t in-
iend to keep this imperious appointment,
do vou?”’

Sir Francis looked rather helpless.

“Upon my soul, Mr. Lee, I scarcely
know how to act,”” he replied. ‘ And 1
really cannot understand why these ruf-
fians should have selected me for their
decidedly unwelcome attentions.”

““ They have taken good care that you
are left in ignorance on that point,”” I
observed drily. ‘ You simply know that
vou have to mecet an unknown individual
at Cleopatra’s Needle this evening at
seven o'clock. If you fail to comply
with' that order, I am convinced that
scrious trouble will follow.”

““ Trouble ?”’

‘“ Exactly. Your house may possibly

be burnt down,”” I replied grimly.
‘“ Your motor-cars wrecked; a member
of vour family either injured or
Lkilled—" '

““ Good heavens, Mr. Lee!”

‘1 am not mincing matters with you,
Sir Francis,”” I said quietlv.” ‘“ The
Circle of Terror is aptly named. When
their demands are questioned or refused,
they immediately adopt a system of
terrorism. They hdve perpetrated many
ruthless acts, and there is every reason
to believe that they arc prepared to per-

i
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petrate as many more. If a man thwarts
them, he has to pay.”

“You advise me, then, to keep this
anpointinent ?"’

*If you will wait a few minutes, Sir
Francis, I will give you the advice I con-
sider thoe most suitable,” I replied
quietly. )

I lay back in my chair, and thousht
deeply. There was nothing particalarly
startling or novel 'n this matter. The
Circle had merely followed its usual pro
cedure. I did not attempt to guess at
Zingrave's reason for forcing Sir Francis
Halesford to obey his will. It micht be
one of many things-—-robbery, blackmail,
forgery—anything. '

1 was thinking in a different groove
altogether. And I could see that here
va8 a pecnuliarly favourable opportunity
for striking a blow at the Circle of
Terror.  Suddenly I sat forward, and
looked at Sir Francis Halesford keenly.

“By James!”” I murmurel. ** It conld
be done casily—casily !

Then 1 raised my voice,

“l want you to do me a favour, Sir
Francis,”” I said crisply. “ I want von
to allow me to keep this appointinent in
your place.”

‘1 assure you, Mr. Lee, that it would
be nc favour on my part!’ said Sir
Francis, with emphasis.  *“ If you can
relieve me of the task, I shall be ever-
lastingly grateful But, my dear sir,
the thing is impossible. The Circle has
ordered me to go, not you.”

“Ixactly,” I agreed. “ And the
favour I am asking-of you is this: T want
you to let me impersonate you. Your
nigure is admirably suited for the pwr-
pose; your face, your moustache, vour
beard —everything. It would be an casy
matter for me to make u '’

““(100d gracious!’’ gasped Sir Francis.
““ How—how extraordinary!”

“It'll be risky, guv'nor,"”
Nipper anxiously.

It sot my lips grimly.

‘“This is scarcely a time to consider
risks,”” I said. ‘ By following such s
course. Sir Francis, I may be able to
achieve some very marked progress in
my battle against the Circle. My idea
is to take your place, to do precisely as
the Circle man tells me, and to generally
keep my eyes open.”’ :

““ But—but what it vou
posed—"’

“T am quite prepared to undertake

put 1o

are ex-
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the risk,”” I interrupled quietly. 1
have played the samc trick before on
morc than one occasion-—sometimes with
success, sometimes with failure. It all
Jdepends upon circumstances. 1 merely
want your permission and assurance
that you will remain within your own
doors until you reécive word from me.
Even if I fail, 8ir Francis; no harm will
come to you.”

“ Tut—tut! I wasn’t thinking of my
own safety,”’ exclaimed my visitor. *‘1I
was somewhat gppalled by the amazing
proposition you have voiced, Mr. Lee.
But I will, of conrse, do precisoly as you
wish.’’ |

“That 1s very satisfactory,” 1 ex-
claimed. ** Well, then, we will leave the
matter for the present. Make a point of
being at hcme at five o’clock, Sir
Francis. 1 will visit you at that time,

b ]

and we will discuss full details, and T}

will pcrform the little transformation in
my appearance.’’

Halesford rose, and there was a look
of relief in his eyes.

“1 only irust, Mr. Lee, tthat nothing |

terrible will result from this affair,”” he
exclaimed gravely. ‘ It is my intention,
now, to return to Kensington as I came,
"and to re-enter the hotel by the rear
door. My car is still waiting at the en-
_trance, and it will be thought, by any
possible watcher, that I remained m the
hotel the whole time.”

A few minutes later the great specialist
took his departure. I walked back into
the consuiting-room, and tossed my
cigar end into the fireplace. Nipper was
looking very grave.

*“I don’t like it, guv’nor,” he an-
nounced abruptly.
“Don’'t you, young ’un?’ I said.

** That's a pity. Because I like it very
much. I am quite keen, in fact.”

*“ You'll be spotted in no time, sir,”
the lad went on, 1n ooncerned tones.
“You’ll be spotted before you can turn
round. And then what's going to

. happen? Why, you'll be polished off
straight away.”’

“You seem to have a very poor
opinion of me, Nipper,” 1 said. ' Don’t
you think I am capable of impersonating
Sir Francis—"

Nipper tapped the desk impatiently.

“1It’s not that, guv’'nor,” he said. *'1
know jolly well that you'ye the cleverest

. vhap at impersonations alive. But just
think of the dangers!. You don’t kpow
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what Sir Francis i1s wanted for—you
don’t know anything. You'll be asked a
lot of questions you can’t possibly
answer. And then you’ll be twigged.
Oh, i1t’s rotten! And where do I come

i’

“ You don’'t come m—anywhere.”

““ That’s rottener still!’ grunted
Nipper gloomily.

“ I do not think there is any such word

Lin the English language as you just ar-

l

|

ticulated, my lad,”” 1 replied easily.
** You must really get out of that habit
of using such slang. But the more I tell
you of it, you young rascal, the worse
fou_ become . Hallol] That’'s the
uncheon gong, if I’'m not mistaken.”

‘“I don’t feel like grub now, guv’nor,”
growled Nipper.

' Nonsense !’

And I took Nipper’'s arm and led him
into our comfortable little dining-room.
Mrs. Joncs had prepared a very excellent
meal, and Nipper’s appetite recovered
wonderfully oncc we had got started.
This may have been because I told him
that I might possibly find something for
him to do in connection with the pro-
jJected adventure of the evening.

We lunched leisurely, and it was weli
over an hour later when I strolled into
the consulting-room and selected a cigar.
Just as I was about to light it the tele-
phone bell rang. I lit my cigar and
then sat down.

*“Yes?’ I called into the transmitter.
‘ Who is that, please?”’

** I'm Halesford,”” came the reply. *‘ Is
that yon, Mr. Lee?”’

‘s Y“'?Q

' }”ve got a splendid pioce of news
you.

‘““ Indeed?”’ I said with some surprise.

** Yes. That Circle letter was nothing
but a hoax,”’” came Sir Francis’s state-
ment over the wires, with an accompany-
ing laugh. ‘A hoax, Mr. Lee.” '

** You astound me.”’

“1 am astounded myself. Of courae,
there 1s no nced for you to pursue the
matter, 18 there?”’ went on the voice. "' I
want you to drop the whole thing, Mu.
Lee!”

“I will—f it was & hoax.”

“Just that and nothing mor=,’ " re-
pliecd Sir Franas lightly. “ I am more
relieved than I can say. And you, of
course, will not find it necessary to pur-
sue the course you mapped out t me.”

for
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“OF course not,”” I replied. “I am
glad, Sir Francis. (ood-bye."

I hung up the receiver, and thon
turned round in my swivel chair. I found
Nipper looking at me very curiously.

“* What'’s that you said about a hoax,
guv'nor?”’ he asked.

‘ That Circle letter—"'

‘““ That was a hoax?" yelled Nipper.

‘* No, my dear Nipper—it was not!"’ I
replied grimly.

“ But—but you said—"'

‘“ Sir Francis Halesford just rang me
up,’’ I interrupted. ‘‘ He tells me that
the Circle letter was merely a hoax, and
that there is no necessity for me to pur-
sue my plans for this evening. But I
don’t believe it—I am quite convinced
that the Circle letter was absolutely
genuine."’’
Nipﬁer stared.
““ Then why the dickens should Sir
Francis make out that the thing was
faked?’’ he -asked blankly.

““I don’t know,” I replied, reaching
for my hat. ¢ But I'm going to find out.
There's something queer afoot, my lad.
Vaguely, I suspect trickery. Telephones
are uncommonly handy instruments for
the transmission of false messages. The
voice sounded like Halesford’s—but .I
wouldn't swear to it.”’

““ You think a Circle agent was talk-
ing, then?"”

“I don’'t think anything,” I replied
crisply. ““ But a visit to Sir Francis will
set all doubt at rest. Upon the whole,
Nipper, I think I shall slip into the
backyard and pass through into our
neighbour’s  establishment, and so
emerge that way. The Circle is getting
busy, and we cannot be too cautious.’’

Two minutes later I had started. The
ocoupants of the next house often allowed
me to pass through their premises when
1 wished to get into the street without
crossing my own doorstep. They had a
side-door, which was very convenient.

But, although I kept my eyes well
open, I saw no sign of any shadower.
And I reached Harley Square without
incident. Upon handing in my card I
was at once admitted to the great phy-
sician’s stately mansion.

Having been ushered into a comfort-
able waiting-room, 1 was left to myself
for only a minute. Then Sir Francis
entered with outstretched hand and
laughing eyes.

LETTER g

put you to the trouble of von g round,”’
he ¢ried. ** You understood myv telephone
message, didn’t you?'’

1 concealed my surprise.

I am anxious tor‘:eur detuils,”” 1 re-
plied. ¢ The letter was a hoax, you ay?
I find 1t hard to beliaye that, Sir Francis.
I have seen many of the Circle com
munications, and the one you received
was identical in every respect——"'

“ It was cleverly done,”" laughed Sur
Francis. ** But it was a fake, Mr. l.ce.
A friend of mine played a foolish prac
tical joke. Under ordinary circum-
stances 1 should have been highly n
censed. But my relief is so great that |
am capable of detecting a little hurmour
in the situation.”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“ Then there’'s nothing mora (o he
done”"’ I smiled.

‘ Nothing at all. My friend, you see,
met me and saw how greatly atfected 1
was,”’ - said the specialist * He then
realised that his joke was not exactly
good taste, and so he told me the \\-{lnlu
truth. It had been his intention to meet
me at Cleopatra’s Needle, and lead me a
lively dance. It gives me great delight
to tell you this very W(}fcome new s,
The thing is over."

And, after a few minutes, Sir Francd
bowed me out—previously offering me «
cheque to compensate me for my loss
of time. Naturally I refused. Aund
when I arrived back at Gray’'s Inn Road
I told Népper what had occurred.

“ Well I'm blessed'"’ aaid my young
assistant. ¢ I'mn glad to hear it, anyway,
guv'nor. I didn’t care very much for
the idea of your taking on Sir Frapeis's
unpleasant work. But, it’s jolly queer,
all the same."”’

I nodded grimly.

““ It's so queer, Nipper, that [ am by
no means satisfied,"’ I replied. ** I cannot
quite imagine any friead playing such a
foolish joke upon a man like 8ir Francis
Halesford. It doesn’t fit in, my boy.
And I detected a certain false gaiety
Sir Francis’'s manner towards me. He
wasn't sincere.’’

“ Then you don’t think it was a hoax,
after all’"” .

‘“ I am not quite sure what I think."”
was my reply. * But 1 do know, Nipper,
that there is more in this business than
appears on the surface. And 1 have de-
cided that you shall -widertake a certain

«“"My dear Mr. Lee, I didn't want tol tack this evening.’’
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“T'm on!’' said Nipper promptly.
‘* What’s the game?”’ '

‘** You will don a disguise, and you will
watch Halesford’s moveinents during the
‘whole of this evening,’ I replied slowly.
““ You will see if he keeps the appoint-
ment, and if any other incident occurs.
1 have an idea that we are on the verge
of o frash tussle with our old friend, Pro-
feessor - Cyrus Zingrave.” .

And, as it tumed out, my prediction
waz not far wrong!

CHAPTER II.
(Nipper records certasn ebﬁfb.)
IN WHICH 1 DO A LOT-—AND YET DO NOTHING
T was a bit off-side, the guv’nor start-
ing this narrative of events; but it
wasn’t my place to grumble, and so
other bits later on, I expect.

It was the guv’'nor’s idea to open the
yarn himself. You see, he tells'his part,
occurred. It’s a good wheeze really,
and I'm keen on 1t.

Well, my job was to keep an eye on

It nas jolly funny, to say the least of
it. Il seen the Circle letter, and 1t
didn’t look like a hoax to-me. How the

How could one of Sir Francis’s friends
fake up a letter to look evactly like one
of ‘the Circle warnings? I'd seen plenty
precisely the saine style. This one of
Sir Francis was no exception.

But, if it wasn't a hoax, why should

the guv'nor—to ccase all his efforts? Had
8ir Francis dicided to keep the appoint-
ment, after all?
And, dressed up like a shabby errand
boy, I took up my position in Harley
Square, so that I could watch the phy-
remain hidden myself,

Just handy, round a corner, 1 had a
hicycle—a rough, shabby old thing to
would ever think of pinching it. But yet,
really, it was about the finest jigger 1I'd
aver ridden. v

AT ALL!
I
1'm telling my bit now. I shall tell

and then I tell mine—just as the events
Sir Fraucis Halesford.
Jickens could it be o hoax?
of them, and they were all the same—
the doctor-chap have told us—or, rather,

My task was to make surc of that.
victan’s house with perfect ease—and yet
look at, but a perfect flyer. Nobody

I tank up my stand just before six
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o'clock, so as to make certain of things.
By shadowing Sir Francis on a bike I
shouldn’t cause any comment—and I was
quite sure he’d never spot me.

I hadn’t been in position ten minutes
before the great man’s motor-car ap-
peared and stood waiting outside the

house. Then Sir Francis cagne out
briskly, stepped into the car, gnd it
moved off. y

‘‘ Visiting
told myself.

But I thought i1t would be advisable to
follow. Motor-cars don’t get up much
speed in the London area, and it was as
easy as winking to follow on my bike. I
didn’t have to go far, for the car stopped
outside a tremendously swell mansion in
a tremendously swell thoroughfare.

Sir Francis was there for about ten
minutes; then he went off for another
joy-ride of about half a mile.. This time
he pulled up outside a big house, and was
inside for twenty minutes.

I could go on like this for a long while.
For, to tell the truth, I found that Sir
Fraucis was merely paying visits to a
number of people—patients of his, of
course. I knew the names of some of
them, too. Lords and baronets and
titled ladies, for the most part.
Finally, I became disgusted.

Seven o’clock came and went. At
seven o'clock, as a matter of fact, Sir
Francis was in the West End mansion of
Lord Ferriemore, the great statesman.

That didn’t look as though Sir Francis
was keeping the Circle appointment!

It looked as though the thing was a
hoax, after all.

Anyhow, the throat specialist simply
visited his patients, and nething more.
As a grand finale, 20 to speak, his car
buzzed off to Richmwond, and I had a
fine old time, keeping up on my bicycle.

And when Richmond was reached the
big car stopped outside a huge house
which stood in its own grounds—another
lord or duke, for a quid! I was just
about tired by then; especially as T was
kept banging about at Richmond for
pretty nearly an hour. '

When Halesford emerged he got into
the car, and drove—home!

It was getting on for eleven now, and
I wended my weary way to Gray's Inn
Road. I was tired and irritable. I'd
been messing about the whole evening,
and yet I'd done notbing!

To make matters worse, I found the

some patient or othér,” I
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guvy'nor lolling comfortably in the arm-
chair, reading a book and smoking'

He looked round languidly as I en-
tered.

““ Hallo, Nipper,”’ he said, yvawning.
¢ Got back, then?” .

““ No, guv'nor,”” I sald sarcastically.
¢ I'm still at Harley Square!’ .

““ You seem irritable, young’'un.’”’

‘““ Wouldn’t you be, if you'd been -
tering about for hours?”’ 1 growled.
““ Wouldn't you feel cross and tired if
you’d been tiding all over l.ondon for
nothing? I'm just about fed-up, sic!”’

Nelson Lee smiled.

““ From your remarks, Nipper, I judge
that you have been unsuccessful,” he ob-
served. ‘° Whenever you meet with fail-
ure, yeu never neglect to réeveal the fact
by your somewhat bitter opening re-

marks.”’

“ Failure!" I echoed. “ It’s worse
than failure, sir! I've done nothing at
all, and I'm as tired as a dog!”’

I sat down wearily.

¢ Sir Francis didn’t go to the Embank-

ment, then?” asked the guv’'nor.

‘“ He didn’t go anywhere, except to his
patients’ houses,”’ I replied. ‘¢ It's just
been that and nothing else—following
his rotten car about, all over the show,
and finally ending up at Richmond. He
didn’t do anything unusual—and all that
business about the Circle of Terror must
have been rot. I believe we’'ve been
wasting our time, guv'nor. At least, I
have.”’

Nelson Lee looked thoughtful.

_‘(‘ll’m rather disappointed, Nipper,”’ he
said.

¢ And I'm fifty degrees more so!’’

“Jt i1s certainly a thankless task to
follow a man about for hours on a
stretch, and finish up without having ac-
complished anything,”’ said the guv’nor
svmpathetically. “ But you mustn’t
grumble, Nipper. And I can’t quite con-
vince myself that all is right. You will
have to watch Sir Francis again.”

“ Oh, crikey!”’ I groaned. “ Do I get
another dose?’’

‘““ Yes, to-morrow evening,'' replied
Tee. “ And the next evening, and the
next, if necessary. You may strike lucky
at the finish, young 'un. Get off to bed
now—you look dead-beat.’’

I not only looked it, but I was.

And the next evening I went through
the whole pantomime again, with slight
variations. Bat Sir Francis finished up,

as before, by visiting the mansion at
Richmond. And I noticed that he arrived
there at nine o'clock exactly.

This time -he only stayed half-an-hour,

I didn't trouble to keep up with the
car on the way back; I just ambled
home. Nelson [.ee was rather dis
appointed, but he told me to persevere.
That was a fine old game' 1 was doing
all the hard work, and hc¢ was syvin-
pathising !

The next night I met with just the
same non-success. Richmond was vist
ted as before, and at just the sume time.
I was a bit qurious to know who thia out-
lying patient was. Somebody important,
of course. A great man like Sir Francis
Halesford wouldn't run right over to
Richmond every cvening unless he hadl
an extrg-swell patient to look after.

It was a Sunday, the next day, but I
kept watch just the same. 1 was re.
signed to i1t now. I thought of getting
my motor-bike on the job, just to make
it easier. Buat a motor-bitke would have
beer: conspicuous,

On this Sunday eveuing, too, 1t a3
drizzling. Sir Francis didn’t show up
until half-past-eight. Then his car came
round to the door, and be drove oftf.
TThe Cedars, Ellismore Gardens, Rich:
mond, was the destination—I knew tha
blessed address Ly heart.

I thought it a bit cuvious, though,
that Sir Francis should visit this patient
only. He rertainly must have been auw
important person. I thought of a duke,
or even a prince.

And,to set my minud at vest, T decuded
to find out for certain. [ allowed the
physician to go off home without at.
tempting to follow. I was crouching
under some overhanging trees on the
other side of the road.

As soon as the big motor-car had
driven off I noticed something a Iat
peculiar. A man came down to the gate-
way of the Cedars. .He looked up and
down casually, then went in, and 1 heard
him locking the gate securely. 'I'here
were high iron raillings topptag the
moderately-high walls, and to get over
was 1npossible.

And the gate had been lucked as soon
as Halesford had gone'

People don’t usually lock thewr frout
gates, do they? But the inaident waan’t
even interesting. There was nothung
extraordinary in a roan lockiug hunself
in his own grounds—it was only peculiar
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I wondered how I should find out the
name of the owner. Then I met with a

piece of luck; about the first I'd had for | *

dsays. I bhad wheeled my machine to the
end of the quiet road when I spotted a
police-constable. He was standing under
a lamp in a little archway, out of 'theﬂ
rain.

And I recognized him at once. Tw0
or three months before he had been
patrolling in the Gray’s Inn Road dis-}
trict ; apparently he had been transferved.
I jerked my bicycle on to the pavement,
and leaned it against the wall.

‘* Hallo, Reynolds,” I eaid cheerfully. |
‘- How does this smit you?”’

The constable peered at me closely. W
** Who d’you think you are?’’ he said
gruffly. “ You’re mighty free with my {

name, young shaver!”

**Why not?”’ I grinned.
know me?”’ ‘

A bright flash of light illuminated myF
manly features: Robert had uncovered
his night lantern. He toak a good look,
and then laughed.

‘*“ Why, it’s Master Nipper!” he said.

“ None other but the great Nipper
himself,” 1 agreed lightly. * Damp and
muddy, but O.K. otherwise. I didn’t
know you'd wandercd tr this part of the
werld, Reynolds. Any nice, plump cooks
round this quarter?”’

P.C. Reynolds grinned.

** You always were a iokey one, sir,
he sard. *“ Sorry I callel you young
shover just now. I didn’t recognise you
in that get-up. Anything doin’ to-night?
1 suppose you're out on business?”’

“ Well, ’m not riding about in this
yain for thc mere joy of it,”’ I replied.
*“ This meeting, though, has reticzed the
moneotony. And ]I want to ask you one
or two questions.’

‘** What about, sir?”’

‘“ About the (Ecdars, in this road.”

““ The Cedars?’ said Reynolds, rubbing
his chin. ‘ That’s just along on the
ather side of the road. Rather a rum
place, Master Nipper. The gate’s
always locked and barred by ten o’clock
every night—has becn for several weeks
past.’

*“ Oh, ondy several weeks?’

“ That's all,” replicd the constable.
** That house has stocod empty for nigh
on a year, I believe. Then 1t was taken
by a foreigner. He’s got gqueer ideas
about things, I' Brc sav. No English-
man would lock himself up as he does.”

** Don’t you

h

"

|

!

#

|
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I was intcrested.

“Who is he. anyhow
" Whut brand of foreigner?”
“ An Itaban, I think, sir.”
“ Don’t you know his namec?"

* He's a  count,” said Reueynolls,
‘“ Half a minute, sir. I've got the name
on the tip of my tongue. Talmaggio— - -
No, that’'s unot it. Tamagno—that's
ngf)t. (‘ount Nicola Tamagno.’’

' Sounds rather grand,” 1 remarked.
“ Ever scen him?”

Reynolds shook his head.

* He's an invalid, Master Nipper.” he
replied.  ** Suffering with somo throat
discasc, T think. That's what I've heurd,
leastways.  His servants don't sccm o
talk much. I heard that about the
throat disease from the butler of No. 35
—next door.”

“I cxpxt it's true,”” I savl. S
Francis Halesford, the great tlroat
speciaiist, comes over here every might
to vmsit Count Nicgla Tomato -ar whitt-
ever you said. Tamagrno, wasn't it*”’

““ That's right, sir,”’ grvinned the police.
man. ' How’s Mr. Lee? He ain’t after
this foreigner, i1s het?’

“* Love you, no!”" I chuckled. * Fuct
18, Reynolds, I’ve found a inare's uest.
There’s nothing doing. Thanks for the
information, though. It's set my mn:l
at rest. The rain’s eased a bit now, so
I'll skid oft.”

“ Right you
Gcod-night.”

“ By-by, old son,”” I said, shoving a
leg over the saddle. ‘* Mind you dou't
take root on that spot. Or perhaps
you're waiting for a pie, and a bottle of
becr to come over the wall?”’

The constable chuckled as I rode off.
I reached home in due course, and found
Nelson Lee busy in the laboratory. It
was rather wicked of him, making ex-
periments on a Sunday evening, but ho
didn't secin to realise 1t.

“ A frost, gnv'nor,” I said wearily, us
I entered.

And I told nm of my adventures.

‘“ So you’ve done nothing except find
out the nama of the Richmond paticit,
eh?”’ smiled Lee. ¢ Count Nicola
Tamagno, and he's suffering from thro.:t
discase of s=ome sort. ell, Nipper,
therc is onc obvious canglusion to come
to. from all this.”

‘“ What’s that, sir?”’

* Why, that the letter was a hoax,
after all, and that you have been wastinyg

I ashed.

’

are, Mastcr Nipper.

»
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your valuable time,”” bho replivd.
‘ That's the obvious conclusioo—but it
may not bo correct. At all events, |
dou’t see how any good purpose can bo
served Ly 8 contivuance of your nightly
expeditions. Wo muat let tho whole
matter drop.”’

** Thank gogincse!’ I said fuvelingly.

And it was dropped.

But, exactly ton days lator, we hcard
a startling piewe of news, and ecvents
moved wi:‘h terrific rapidity after that.

Um not going o say what happened.
though--the guv'oor's going to tell you

at.

TS S

CHAPTER 1l
(Nelson Lee takes up tha (hread apain.)

A SURPRIBINU [TEM OF NEKWHR .1 INVEANTI-
OATE—DISASTER OUVKRTAKES MK '

ETECTIVE-INSPECTOR LEN.
D NARD, of Scotland Yard, is a
ert'l‘-.:-
: foro we shuok bands warmly
whon we happencd to meet in Ludgste
Cirous onv afternoon.

" Hallo, Twe.” said the inspector. ‘' |
didn't expect to moet you herc.”

*That's generally when you do meet
mo,” I smiled. * You're looking [at
and proaperous, Lennard. Things must
be slack at the Yard.”

very old friend of mine.

“ Don’t you helieve it!"" grinnod Len-
nard. ‘‘ Busy for the minute? IIi%'s
thirsty weather, you know." ‘

And he looked atraight across at the
Punch Tuvern, with a contemplative
kind of air. I laughed.

* Five minutes, then,” I chuckled.

Wo entered the saloon lounge of the
‘Punch, and ordered drinks. Having re-
ceived them, we sat down leisurely.

‘* Hoard the latest?’ asked my com-
panion, as he lit a cigarettc

“* Aboat what?” T asked. ‘‘ Our mag-
nificent politicians *’

The inapector snorted.

'"* Give them & rest—they need one!'™

he said. © No, 1 mean something in our
line. Bomeboly's disappeared.”

“ That's nothing unusual,” } smiled.

““ But this chap’s a famous dector—n
West End pot,” he replied. ** Have you
heard anytg‘i)ng about 1t?*’

*“ Nothing,”’=I replied, looking st him

riou.n'ly. “But [ can guees who you

n.
‘“Go ahead, thess I you don't get

the right vame 1n theee tunes yor'll havo
to pay for more dritks aund hang tho
regulation.

“ ANl cight,” I ageeed.
~8ir Prancis Haleslord."”

Detective Inspector Lennacd  stuced  ad
e, .

“You've won,” he wil. Haleslord it
is.  How on carth did you know?"

“ 1 didn't know, But when did he
dinuq!w'lr ~and how?"”’

“ That's rather wncevtain,” wan Len.
nard’'s reply. “ But he wend out luat
night, visting patients, and ho hasn't
boen scon sinen. U'm not handhling the
cnse - Morley's un the job. [ don't know
inuch about it. Sir Francis has vanished
completely, without leaving a  teace,
And his motor car's vanished with hin,
Morlcy has an idea that he's deliborately
slippe] away for reasons of hin own, bt
it looks to ine hke founl play."”

1 smoked in sikeneo for a fow moment «

Sic Framcia Halesford had disnppeared !
All my thoughts went back to that letter,
]la'ur]mr'in to come from the Cicele of

error. Was the spociallat’s  disappoes-
ance a development of that affaie?

: The facts were sinister, to say the
cal

“ Fonl

“ (sue3s No. |}

ﬂalu__\. son aaid? T exclaimed
thoughtfulls. | believe you're right.
leniaed. And [ think [ know who
responsible for his disappearance.”

" The dickens vou do!” ojaculated
Lennard. ** [ shall have to sot Morkey
on your teack! Well, what's yeur
theory. fee? You don't mahke u stute-
ment like that unless you ure pretry
aure of yourself.''

**1 think Sic Francis has been kick
nappecd by - the Circle of Terror."”

** Phew !’ *

The inspectoe whistled, and staved ud
me gravely.

“The Circle of Teerar, ¢h?” ho re
eated, “ I¥'s a poor look eut for Halss
for.d if that's the case. But what makes
you think s0, [.ee? This thing lsn't alto
gether new to you, | cun see.  Thut
guesaing compotition ol aurs was a

fraad. You knew asll the while ' ._
" Bl

“ No. T didn't,”” 1 smibed,
listen to this, Lennard,”

And 1 told him of the little episode
which had occurred ton days bavk. ‘I'he
im!melor listened interes .

A hoax, he sunid?’ was compiend.

** That waan't & hoax, Lee. That letter

roslly came from the Cirele, and thero's
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a beup behind 1t all.
ievned 1o make Halesford
tane.  And yot you say young Ni
followed hins about for two or three
virye, and diwovered nothing? Hm!
There's & myttery somewhere, that's
cortaan. Whal are you going to do?”

1 dom’'t know yﬂ.,"l‘ repliod slowly.
‘1lut ¥'m not going to let it drop.”’

A lew minutea later we left the Puneh
arel then  parted company. Lennard
wenl off on his own business, and [
steolled up Fleat Street, thinking hard.
It was late afternoon, and dusk was
alronddy falling.

< { rlwilh-!. asfter & Iitlla consid.!.ﬁon._
t vinit Harloy Bauare, and get heold of
the detaila. [ hadn't been commimicned
to loek nto the case, but that did not
btve me. 1 asculd investigate on m
own indlativee. The one point whic
vatheet norred me was the jotal ab<ence
of any ogn from the Circle of Tevvor.
Ae Ngpper bad said, the Circle seemed
to be hasling owt.

Yet Halesford's disappearance was un-
donbdedly connected with the (‘wcle.
And | sunpected thal thie quitness on
the Cweale's part baded ill {or somebedy
ov other. Zongrave was a cunming fox,
and 1 fals sure that & big ganre was in
the wind.

To tell the truth, 1 was uneusy. 1f [
hal reccived warnings, or if attacks had
been  maade upon me, could have
understond better. But the inactivity of
the n-; ‘wele scemed very winister, to my
m N

When | arrived st Sir Francie's bouse,
t learned  that  Dwtective lnspector
Morley had just departed. Morley was
a collengue of Leanard's, snt & smard
man. DBut be disia’'t kuow the Cirele of
Teeror as | Rnew it,

I wnt my card in, aud was veecived by
Iw. Howard Mason, a youngish maen,
with a troubled cxpression. Dr. Mason
was Halesford's ant, and he seemed
ph o e me.

*1've god an idra that you'll be able
s do pomething. Mr. Lee.”
quictly. ** The police are smart enough,
but they stick o romtine. Do you intend
to lonk into thb terrible business?™

* Well, 't depends.”” | fiodd. |
don's wish to interfere, Dr. Mason. Al
the same time. | feel bound to make a
few 1omierwe

*T hebe . e Owitvthe Circde of Tervor
hlll’ g L Frapeo 't e ,

ho

Something hap-

change his|

-} marked.
 For soma amazing rosson, he toll us

changed

he said}
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“*Oh! What makes you think that?”’

" Some days ago he received a letter
{rom the Circle—you know all about 1it,
don’'t you, Mr. Lee?’

" Yer—but Sir Francdis told me the
thing was a fake.”

r. Muason sbhouk hus head.

“ That’'s what he told me, too,”” he re-
"It wasn't a fake, Mr. Lce.

that yarm, and wouldn’t allow me to
refor to it again. But he's been a
man flor days past—over since
the receipt of that lotter, in fact. And
now he has vanished. 1 knaw, posi-
tively, that he did not go away of bhis
own free will.”

"“"When did you seo him last?’ 1 in-
nuired.

* Last night, ad about seven o'clock.”

** He loft in his motor-car, I under-
stand ¥’

‘*Yes; to visit several patients,” sail
Dr. Masan. ‘“He told mo that he
would bo back at about ten o’clock, and
we were then wg to make an experi-
ment in the laboratory. 1 had every-
thing in reacdiness, but ho didn’t return.
By midoight I concluded that something
was wrong, and 1 telephoned to severul
people. mdy Halesford was very
anxious, t0o.”

“ And the result of your telephone in-

“*Was not renssuring, Mr. Lee. 1
found that he had visited several

tients, the last being lady Cullmore.
te had left her ladyship’s house st about
half-past eight, and should have gone
on to Richmond. But be didn't go to
Richmond, and he hasn’t been seen
since. I% is extraordinary. The police
have been unable to arrive st any satia-
factory—""

** Onc moment, please,’”’ 1 iaterrupted

' quisien?’’

" You say he didn’t succeed in getting
to Richmond? Had he a patient rel”’

‘““ Yee. An [talian neobleman—Count
Tamagno.”’

“* Was it usual for Sir Franeis to viait
patients so late in the evening?’

‘“ Not etactly usual, but the count was

al case.”
Veory serious®”
‘““ Yes, I believe so.
the threat ™ ]
*Can you tell me when Sir Francis
Grst attended Count Tamagno?”’

Dr. Mason thought for a moment.

* Quite rotently.”” he replied after o

An affection of
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use. ‘‘Only about ten days ago, Mr.
ee. No, it must be practically a fort-

night. Sir Francis visited the count
regularly  every evening—Sunday in-
cluded.”

I compressed my lips.

Practically a fortuight ago'

To say the lcast, thiy item of informa-
tion was significant. It would be just
a fortnight since the receipt of that
Circle letter! Sir Francis must have at-
tended Count Tamagno for the first time
on the very night Nipper first kept
watch—the eveuing of the dayv the letter
had been delivered. I made certain of
this point.

? Nearly a fortnight ago,” I said.
“ That would just coincide with the re-
ceipt of that communication purporting
to come from the Circle of Terror——""

Dr. Mason nodded.

‘““Why, of course,” he agreed quickly.
“ That's right, Mr. Lee. Sir Francis
visited the count on that very cvening.”

‘“ For the first time?"’

[ 11 Yes.ii

I brought back to my memory Nipper’s
description of the Cedars, Ellismore Gar-
dens, Richmond. I remembered how the
gotes were locked and barred after the
specialist’s departure.

]Thorc was sometbing queer about that
place.

Was it possible that Count Nicola
Tamugno was concerned in this matter?
Sir Francis had lust been seen at Lady
Cullmore’s—and he had then been on his
way to Richmond!

I turned to Dr. Mason.

“By the way,”” I said. *“ Did you
ring up the count last night?”

‘““Oh. yes.”

‘“ Who answered the "phone?”

‘““1 den't know. The count's butler, 1
believe,”’ replied Dr. Mason. ‘“He told
me that Sie Francis had not arrived, and
that the count was worried. So, of
course, it is obvious that Sir Francis
vanished on his way from Lady Cull-
morce's to Count Tamagno’s place.”

I nodded—but I had other thoughts.

Suppoee the count's butler had been
lying? It was quite possible that Hales-
ford had been kidnapped at the
Cedars—

But I didn't allow my thoughts to run
away with me. I decided upon a course
-0f action at once. g
* It seemed to me that if I went to Rich-
mond I should stand a good chance of

Il

getting hold of something definite. And
go I took my departure from Harley

Square after another short couversation
with Dr. Mason.

I had thought it rather curious that

Dr. Halesford should have told his as-

sistant anything about the Circle of Ter-
ror's demand. But Mason, 1t seemed,
had opened the letter, and couldn’t help
knowing. For he was, in a way, Sir
Francis’s private secretary.

On my way to Richmond I was think-
ing keenly. It was almost dark now,
for the day had been heavy, and the sk
was overcast. But no rain was falhug.
The atr was unpleasantly close.

I thought of Nipper. He didn't know
anything about my movements, of
course. I had arrauged with himn, in fact,
to go to a thcatre during the evening.
But, since my chance meeting with
Detective-Inspector Lennard I  hadn't
thought of Nipper.

If I failed to put in an appearance, the
youngster wouldn’t worry much; and 1t
was possible that T should get back to
Gray's Inn Road fairly early. I only
meant to make a few inquiries now.

When I reached Ellismore Gardens 1
found that thoroughfare to be a highly
respectable residential quarter. All the
houses were big, and the Cedars ap-
peared to be one of the biggest.

It was dark new, and all was black In
the grounfls of the house. The gate waas
not locked, as I saw at a glance. I
merely wanted to have a closer look at
the place, so that I should be able to
form a decided opinion. If my suspicions
were aroused by that inspection, then I
should certainly bring Nipper with me,
later on, for a night expedition.

And the simplest way of gaining my
end was to enter the gate boldly and
walk to the front door. I could ring and
then ask if Mr. Brown lived there. Re-
ceiving a negative reply I should apolo-
gise and depart.

But, during those few minutes, I
should .be cnabled to see much. As I
mentioned, I was simply scouting. I-
had no absolute suspicion against Count
Nicola . Tamagno; I just bhad a vagur
notion that all was not as it should be.

It might have been a sheer coincidence
that Siv Francis Halesford's first visit to
Tamagno took place on the very sameo
day that the Circle of Terror’s message
had been delivered. Such coincidences
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are far more common than most peaple
believe.

On the other hand, there was possibly
a4 positive connection.

I was wearing no disguise, but that was
easily remedied. I merely turned my
soft hat down, and altered my facial ex-
pression to such an extent that even Nip-
per would not have recoguised me.

This is an effective method when one
only wishes to conceal one's identity for
a few minutes. I couldn't keep i1t up
for a long period, of course.

But disaster was dogging iy footsteps,
had I only known it!

I pusheq the heavy gate heck and en-
tered. The house lay some little way
back from the road, and was almost con-
cealed by the trees. The gravel drive
was i perfect cordition. I noted, as I
slowly walked, that two or three windows
were illuminated.. I must have tra-
versed about half the diestance from the
gateway to the house when I stood stock
still. 1 seemed to know,  instinctively,
that I was not alone. I didn’t ex
hear any suspicious sonnds; but I felt the
presence of others quite near me.

Half-turning, I caught the faintest
glimpse of two shadowy forms. I -had no
time for speculation, or anything of that
sort. For, even as I turned, something
was thrown over my head—a coat, or a
big muffiler—and pulled violently.

There is no het¥er method of rendering
a man harmless than that. That sudden
jerk sent me flying backwards. 1 tripped
and fell, unable to cry out, owing to the
folds of the mufller.

The next second, as I struggled on the
ground, I felt the rough hands of two
men on me. They had me down in such
a way that struggling was useless, and 1
gave up the uncqual battle.

I was captured.

CHAPTER 1V.
(Nelson Lee continues.)

MR. SIMON JESSELL—B80OME INFORMATION
—YHE DECOY LETTER—THE THREAT !

THIS attack had been quite unex-

I had been anticipating no

such activity on the Circle’s part.

For, without a doubt, my captors were
agents of the Cincle of Terror. But, in
a.flash, 1 knew that my suspicions regard-
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ing Count Nicola Tamagno were well-
founded.

That, at all events, was some slight
cousalation. I¢ was good to know that
I had been on the right track.

But I din't attempt to delude myself
as to the peril of my position.

The Circle of Terror, having got hold
of me, would certainly not allow me to

t free. If I did get free again—which

doubted—it would be owing to my own
efforts, or to outside assistance

In

Tho latter was very improbable.
fact, 1 couldn’t see how any assistance
from outaide could comme to me. 1 had
not communicated my plans to anyone—
which was, perhaps, an omission on iy
part.

The fact remained, however, that I had
come to the Cedars, Richmond, unknown
to another soul. Nipper, indeed, had
not the slighest inkling of my where-
aboyts. And even Dr. Mason knew
nothing.

It is really a most senseless proceeding
to struggle against hopoless odds. In
this particular case I was completely
overwhelmed. The thick muffler wa=x
tightly bound round my nose and mouth
and eyes; it was difficult to breathe,
even. Thia handicapped me to such an
extent that my two assailants had all tho
advantage.

As a result, my wrists were quickly
bound behind my back, and I was jerked
to my feet. Then I felt myself hustled
forward until, at last, T mounted the
front steps and entered the house.

I dimly heard some muttered words as
we paused; and then we proceeded on-
wards again up a flight of broad, car-
peted stairs. tried to memorise the
turnings we tqQok, but I found this to be
impossible. I was twisted about con-
tinuously, untl a door closed and the
muffler was suddenly removed.

I stood blinking for some seconds in
the strong electric light. The apartment,
I saw, was comfortably furnished, and
was a bedroom. S8tanding right in front
of me, carelemly fing=ring a half-smoked
cigar, was a well-dr man of about
forty years of age. He gu clean-shaven,
and displayed that indefinable quality
which tells of a public school edueation,
and a life of luxury and ease. o was
smiling amusedly at me.

‘“ Rather an unexpected denguemeunt,
eh?"’ he remarked lazily.

‘“* Not so unexpected as you soem to
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lmagine, Mr. Joas:dl” T replind with
cqual calmness. ' | came to this house
bocause | had a vague suspicion that it
was connected with the Circle of Terror
I am rather gratified to discover that my
theory was not at fault."

“ I don't think you will be gratifiod by
the time we have done with you, my in
terfening  friend,”” meered the other.
** You have caused us an infernal amount
of trouble, saud we simply cannot allow
you to coutinue the game.'’

“That, 1 precaume, in a hidden
threat®'’

‘* There's no roason why it should be
hidden,”’ said Jessoll grumly. * You

are in a Cirdle strong here— we may

talk freely. Make no mistake, Mr lew,

you have made a very (atal binder thee
time."’
Therc was a short silence T had

gnised mny companion as Mr. Nimon

espell—one  of f::olumr Zangrave's
chief advisers. Jeasoll was a member of
the * council of three "'—a newly clected
member, I belioved. But his presonce
in this house told me that a hig game of
some sort was in the wind.

I looked round the room curiously and
intereatedly.

“ My good Lee, if you are thinking of
making any dash for freedem—-"

““ Not at all,"”” I interrupted. ** 1 am
not so foolish as all that. 1T was juat
ulating as tn whether Sir Francw
alesford is in the house or not.  He 1,
of course, in your hande?'’ |
Jesnell 1
““ Why should I deny it?"’ he ashed.

“ You obviously came here to py out
the land. You su that 8ir Fran.
cis had been kidnapped—haring, of

course, been sent on the trail by that in.
r‘i;l:bn:l a fortnigh‘th ago. 8:': l;,n“fi. was
foohish to approach you with that letter.”’

** Halesford has {x-en taken away, |
presume’’’

““ Exactly.”’

‘“ Where to?"’

‘“ You can guess at that--you are »
clever man, Les,’’ sneered the other

* Guesswork is never satisfactory.’’ |
replied. ‘It is far better to obtain the
positive facts.’’

“ Even if T told you, the information
would be useloss to you,’’ he naid grimly.
* But I am a cautious man—I do not dis-
close facts which might pouihl‘”brmg
disaster. Accidents sometimes happen.
You might, if an earthquake occurred,

R

cscape from this house  But carthquakes
wre rather vncommon in London. ™

Joanelt spoke banteringly . but [ rveally
adinired him for his rebicence. He meant
to make no statement which might po.
mbly recourl upon the (Mivcle.

I looked round the room again  ‘The
window was concealed by heavy plush
curtning, which offectually u-mnmr the
lhight  The Areplace mterrsted me It
had been vompletely blocked up--and 1
htiew she reasnn.

There was a curioun odour in the apart
ment,  althoush the cigar smoke par
tially concealed 8. But T knew that the
room had been fumigated quite recently

lphur had been buent.  Ohvioualy, thae
wd been the mck count’s bedroom  The
fact that the apartmeut hud been fum
gkated told me that the Nshan nobleaman
had wctually suflerad from some throat
Jircann.

“Yon were referring to Mir Franew '
wanl Jossell, scating himsell on the edye
of the bed, and vveing me calmly My
(tvar  Lee, "almlnrcr wan foolish very
foolish  He is safe, but quite out of
reach  He made a bad mistake when he
took that lotter of ours to you, a couple
of weeks ago "

“ Perhape 1
wil alowly

“"'No? You wil allow me to shink
differently, | ain sure,’’ said Jessell pleas
onll!. “Is was a mistake of such pro
portiona that you have been drawn into
the net in addition.  From our paoint of
viow that is very satisfactory g;ul Sr
Francia was nhm{nwml on that eventful
morning . he imagined that he had given
our men the slip when he drove ug to »
big hotel, and then left by the hagh daor
Pahaw' He was followed to (irsy’s Tnn
Road, atd we knew that he had shown
vou our letter. Accordingly after he had
lefs, a Circle agent approached him, oy
he was compellrd to our bidding . he
was natructed to inform you that she
whole affuir was a houx. By a simple
system ol terroriam, Sir Francis was
brokeu th, and he was forced to ohey
every order we gave.”’

‘‘ Heo jibhed at last, [ gather’”

' Not exactly . but he showed sigis ol
rostlensniess,”’ roplied Jeasell. * And »0,
much against our will, we were com
pelled to takn him away altuogether. W
wero quite aware of your activities, les,
and you were followed o this house by
two trusted agents of the Circle. [ think

wasn't a--mistake,’’ |
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son know what happened when vou

arrived.”’

T nodded.

“And now?!”’ 1 aesked.

“ You will, of course, pay the pen-
alte.”

“ And that is—death?”

“J Jdon't want to spail the en'ﬁoy—
ment,’ sail Jessoll smoothly. * You
will learn in good time. I'or the mioment
1 have another matter to attend to. Yaur
vonng assistant, Nipper, althongh only a
lad. is a nuicance to ns. We ho that
we should trap the Pair of you, but Nip-
perv ie still free——"

' And will remain frce —

“Qh, no'" sail Jessell curtlv, risi
fiom the bed and facing me. ‘‘ He w
pay the penalty, too. Wherr is Nipper
at this moment?”’

I amiled.

“You can guess at that--vou are a
clevear man, Jessell,”’ 1 said banteringly.

Simon Jeasoll scowled for a second;
and then he laughed.

'* That was neat,”’ he exclaimed, ¢ My
own words' But guesswork s uever
sutinfactory—it ie better to obtain the
positive facts. Your answer suffices in
this caxe, too. Come, Lee, you are in

"

the Circle’s power—"" . .
“ But Nipper isn't,”” T interjected
quietly.

‘“ He will be before the night's out,”
said Jessell. ‘It was foolish of me to
gieation you. Nipner, of course, is at
vour rooms in Gray's Inn Read. And I
want you to write the lad a letter—a de-
coy letter, to toll the truth.”

“ So that you may entrap hin, too?”

‘* Precisely.”’

‘““ You won't make me dJo that,” Jes-
ol [ naid «'!uiolly.

“Won't I Jessell produced a small
‘rovolver. * You're a sonsible man, Lee,
and you knpw that any refusal oan your
part will bo followed by drastic conse-
quences. In addition, vou are ounly re-
quired to write this [ctter because it
sunplifies matters. Nipper will be cap-
tured in any case—be suro of that. 1
put it to you plainly: either write the let-
tcr I indicate or—"’

“1 will write,”” T interjocted sullenly.

“ Ah' That's better,” «miled Jessell.
“ Yo are seusible, after all.”

But I had ouly consented because I
was desperately anxdous to save Nipper

from the Cinle ﬁ-rda. It was Larely
possible that I shoull succeed. My own
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fate was fairly certain; but Nipper—
Well, there was a chance for Nipper.

If I refused to comply with Jessell’s de-
mand I should only hurry my own end.
And Nipper would be trapped sooner or
later. But, by writing the decoy leiter
I might be able to give him & hidden
warning—although it would be utterly
impossible to acquaint him with the facts
of my own predicament. 1 had no
thopgzta for myself now.

Simon Jessell, still keeping his eye on
meé, moved acroes the room to a small
mahogany bureau which stood against
the wall. He pulled the flap down.
and then took a sheet of notepaper and
an envelope from one of the pigeon-holes.

These he laid on the desk-flap, and
pulled forward a pen and an mk-pot.

‘“ Now, my dear Lee, I'm ready,”’ he
said briskly. ‘‘ One moment, though.”

He came to my side, pushed my coat
up, and removed the revolver from my
hip-pocket. He stowed it into his own.

‘““ We sha’'n’t need that,”’ he remarked.

Then he touched a bell, and another
man entered the room. My hands were
to be loosened, and Jessell was taking
precautions. I almost smiled. I should
nover have made an attempt to break
away. \What would have bheen ‘he use?
The house was probably alive with Circle
men.

‘*“ This chair, Lee,”” said Jessell pleas-
antly. :

T sat down at the desk-bureau, and my
wrists were freed. ;

“ Now, write as I dictate,’’ went on
Jestell, allowing me to see his revolver
a little more clearly. ‘ Don’ try sny
tricks, or—"" :

‘“ Don't waste tmme,”’ I interrupted.
“I'm not a fool.” :

He smiled, and nodded.

‘“ Right yown are,”” he said. ‘“Go
ahead: ‘ My dear Nipper, the very in-
stant you get this note come straight to
me at No. 253, Hanson Walk, Camber-
" stoppod

stop writing.

‘“ What's the idea of this?”’ I asked
grimly.

“ Of which?”’

‘ Sending Nipper to Camberwell?”’

‘- Well, it is possible that Nipper will
leave this note lying about,” replied
Jeszell easily. “ We don’t want to give
this address. = The Camberwell place is
of no im nce. And Nipper will be
attended to there quite effectively.
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There will be men specially detailed to
look after Nipper as soon as he falls into
the trap.” |

I nodded, and I realised that the situa-
tion was very acute. This ruse of
Jessell’s was undoubtedly smart; but I
was determined to -hoodwink him if I pos-
sibly could. To writc any private mes-
sage on the notepaper, however, was im-
possible.

The Circle of Terror meant to finishyoff
both Nipper and myzelf at one blow.
Well, they’d probably be successful as
far as I was concerned. But Nipper—
I wasn’t quite so certain of that issue.

I turned, and dipped my pen in tho
ankwell.

““ Go on,” I said shortly.

And the letter, wheu completed, ran
as follows:

‘“ My Dear Nipper,—The very instant
vou get this note come straight to me at

No. 255, Hanson Walk, Camberwell. I|

nced you badly. Have got on tho track
of Sir F. Tf this note 1s delivered while
you are out, come to me the instant you
have read it. Haste.

‘ NELSON LEE.”

Jessell took the letter tho very instant
I had signed my name; he guessed that
I might be tempted to add some private
mark or other. He nodded as he read ir,
and then smiled.

““ I half suspected that you would at-
tempt trickery—that you would disguise
. your handwriting in some way, so that
- Nipper's suspicions would be aroused.”

he said. “‘ I know your fist well, though,
. Liee. It is lucky for vou that you ro-

frained from any dodge.”

““I know the man TI'm dealing sith,”
I said quietly.

““ Well, do the envelope.”

I wrote it quickly, as though T had
been in a hurry at the time of writing.
Jessell, of course, instructed me to do
this, and I put the words ¢ By hand "’ at
the left-hand top corner.

‘“‘ That's good cnough,"” said my captor
casily. ‘I fancy Master Nipper will
catch this bait quite eagerly. The pair
of you 1n one anight—eh? Not so bad, 1is
1it? You're beaten at last, Lee.”

Jesscll quickly tied my hands again;
then he sealed the letter up, and turned
to the other man who was in the room.

‘““ You'd better get off as soon as pos-
sible,”” he said, handing the fellow tho
letter. ‘‘ Go on your motor-cvele, Elhs.
and simply drop the lctter into the box
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and give a double knock. Then come
straight back.”

Ellis departed without a word, and
Simon Jessell rubbed his hands genially
as the door clesed.

““We'te not quite ready for you yet,
Lee,” he remarked. ¢ But you’ll receive
attention before so very long. If you
have any special message to leave for
anybody—if you desirc to make a will.
for instance—you had better seize youc
chance now.”

“I'm not decad yet,”” I said, with quict
ZTIMNess.

“To all intents and purposes you are
dead, even now,” sneered Jessell. - ¢ 1
won't go into details, but as soon as
things are fixed up you will leave this
world in a rather novel fashion. Pes-
fectly simple, you know, but unusual.”

“You make me quite curious,” I sad
calmly.

But [ knew veiry well that there would
be little or no chance for me. I was to
die in a novel fashion, it seemed. What
diabolical contrivance had Zingrave's
tools prepared for my rceeptiou?

I could only wonder.

CHAPTER V.

(Nipper takes up the story once moic.)

WAS worried. o
That’s only putting it 1ildly, be-
It was quite late in the evening, and |
hadn’t seen the guv’nor since the early
think—on some bwsiness or other, and
had promised to be back in less than an
and now it was ygetting on for ten
o'clock. Of course, the guv’'nor ofici

little ways. _
But this time I hatt a sort of idea thar
Lee, and the thought which worried e

was that he had been collared.

I RECEIVE AN TURGENT SUMMONS—TI.:
PINK BORDER—I HIT THE SCENT'
l cause I was . really filled with v

alarm which T wouldn’t fully admit.
afternoon.

He'd gone ont—over to New Bridge, T
hour.

Well, Nelson Lee hadu’t turned up.
stays out for days on ¢nd without lettiny
me know a word. That's one of h'
something was wrong. The C(ircle of
Terror was jolly keen on nabbing -Nelsou

Still, 1t wasn’t any good moping, and
s0 I was just sauattinz in ove of the Lig
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eaaf chairs, reading. h. all probability,
Nelson Lee would tuin up before long
with a very simple explanation for hm
absence. All the sam~, I felt pretty
rotten, and T couldn’t read a word.

Traffic was still going fairly strong in
(iray's Inn Road—trams and 'buses, etc.
—-and the night was tinc and close. For
some time [ had been leaning out of the
window, squinting down on the heads of
1h.o"pasenrs-liy. ?ncidemall.v, I dropped
a few apple cores, and one or two of
thett had dronped on sundry hats—acci-
Jdentallv, of course.

But T soon got fed up with that—
niefly because, I'l adinit, my stock of
aj:ples ran out. The ertertainment was
over, and so 1 withdrew. And sioce then
| had been trving to read a novel. Work
Jidu’t appeal to e,

At last T got up witn the mtention of
going nto the Jaboratory. 1 couldn’t
help worrying, and 1 wanted to do sone-
thing to occupy my th:cughts. Tt waen't
anv cood making Aany inquirics any-
where, because I didn’t know where to
isquire.  DBesiles, the guv'mor would
probably return before long, and then I
<honkl have looked a fine ass.

Just as I got up I heard a loud double
knock «n the door lelow. So I paused
hefore leaving the consulting-room. It
was too hate for the postman, of course,
so 1t was probably a telegram. ~And tele-
«rams are ag common as flies in Gray’s
Inn Road.

The zuv'nor had wires at all times of
the dav and night, and so I wasn't par-
ticularly intercstedl. But it might be a
telegram from Nelson [.ee himself.

[ hcard Mrs. Jones pufBug wup the
stiirs, and I went to the door ard opened
it She had just reached the top.

“Tt's & letter. Master Nipper,”’ she
«<ud  breathlessly. “ The man who
Frouglit it said he couldn’t wait a second,
a¢v he was in a hurry—and he said that
voi’d understand.”

** That I should”’ I asked.

“Yes, he mentioned your
Muaster Nipper.”

1 took the letter, and glanecd at it.

" Why. 1it’s fram the guv’nor! Right-
bo. Mrs. Jones, T'll attend to this.”

The housekecper departed, and I re-
turned into the consulting-room and tore
the envelope open. e
was from the pga¥nor himself, and wase

name,
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|

letter inside |

him at ounce at No. 253, Hanson Walk,
Camberwell.

All my anxiety was bLrushed away.

** Something doing ! I chuckled, as I
huzzed across the room and pulled my
boots on. * Camberwell. eh? I wonder
what the whecze can be. On the track
of Sir F., the guv’'nor says. Ye gods!
I wonder if he means Sir Francis Bales-
ford?”’

At that time I diin’t know that the
famous throat specialiat had been collared
by the Circle, and the guv’sor, of course,
had got his information from a Scotland
Yard official.

As soon as I'd got my Loots laced, 1
picked up the note again, and re-read it,
in order to met the ad-ress clear. Evi-
dently something biz was in the wind.
There was work for me—and I was ecagzer

for it.
“T'Il get & taxi!”’ I decided. ‘¢ That’ll
be quicker than a ’'bus—— Hallo!

What's this?”’
I frowned at
puzzled fashion.

the letter in a rather

I just saw that there
was a curious flourish beneath Nelson
L.ee's signature. It was just tike the
flourish one sces beneath five siznaturcs
ont of every ten,

But the guv'por
straight line!

In my first cxcitement, I hadn't
noticed 1t at all, but now it seemed to
stare up at me. It waan’t right-
wasn’t the guv'nor’s styie at all. Bot !
konew, positively, that he had written the
letter. There was no doubt about that.

“* Great Scott !’ I ojaculated suddeniy.

I believe T jumped a foot into the ai:.
I recmembered, in a flash, that Nclzon
Lec had once made an arrangement witn
me—more in joke than anything cise.
He’d told me-that if ever he was away,
and T got a letter from him with that
flourish under his signature, it wou'd
mean that the letter was a decoy one,
an-l that he was in danrger!

Was it possible that this nate was a
trrek ?

That arrangement of onrs waia't snch
a2 wild wheeze, after all. Decov lctters
are very often nsed by criminals if the)
want to get hold of scmebody. For a
minute or two I couidn’t quite believe
it, and T stared at the letter with my
heart thumpinz ninecteen to the dozen.

“Jv’'s qucer!’ 1 told myself keenly.
“ It’s thundering qu2er! Now 1 come

always drew a

quite short.  Ile merely toli nie to joinj to think of it, why dJdidn’t the chap who
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Lrought the letter come up to me? Ho
skipped off directly he'd delivered it into
Mrs. Jones's hand.”

I hadn’t thought it funny at tho time.
but I did now. And I bocame more and
motre convinced that some trickery was
afoot. The guv'nor had been collared
by somebody, and had been forced to
write this note! He hadn't been able
to write anything privatc, and so he had
given that warning of the flourish.

But who'd got hold of him?

The Circle of Terror, of course! Who
clse? And now they were doing their
utmost to get hold of me! The whole
thing came to me in a flaxh, and [ was
siddenly filled with tremendous alarm.

Nelson Lee was n the hands of tho
Circle, and the Circle had made plans fof
my receprion, too. I fclt positively suro
of this aftor a minute’s thought. In
fact, their cunning little trick hadu’s
worked.

And I'm not going to take any credit
on mysell for that, [t was the guv’'nor
who had spoilt the game. If it hadn't
bven for the Bourish, [ should have
tripped up as casily as winking. Nelson
l.ee had realised, of (ourse, that [ should
take: warning as s0on a: [ saw the signa-
ture.

But what could 1 do”

Go to Camberwrll--and get trapped as
we? That didn't striko me as being a
very hopeful idea. No, tho best lhl:ﬁ
would be to hurry down to Scotls
Yard and get help. Then we could buaz
off to Ca rwvll——

My thoughte came to an abrupt stop.

Camnberwell !

Was it likely that the guv’nor was at
Camberwell? Of course it wasn’t! R
wae the mogt whlikely thing in the world,

whea | cathe to consider it. The Circle
had, , doubt, propared this trap
t'-.lm'o i And they would bave prepared
ot

‘ios Suln-ooing I tumbled
to the wheeze, and took police along with
me” They wouldn’t want their place
raided, and Nelson Lee sed at liberty,
would they?

If I took police with me %0 Cammberwell
we shoukl probably find mnothing--we
should simply waste our time. The
Camberwell address wns merely a blind.
Av soon as | got into Hauson Walk 1
should Le set upon and captured. As
hkely as not. there waan't anv such
uumber o 253 ab add.

8o 1 rendjusted my views.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Nclson Lee had been captured by the
Circle of Terror, and was almost cer-
tainly miles and miles from Camberwell.
And I didn't know whore he was! There
wasn’t the slightest cluo to give me that
information. And I nearly fclt faint
as | rcalised tho awful position.

‘l";or about two minutes 1 stood quite
still.

I felt quite stunncd. My -very worst
fcars were realised. ‘The satisfaction 1
had felt, upon reading the note for tho
first time, now gave place to almost
blank despair.

What could I do—what could I do”

The hopelcssness of the whole situation
was appalling. Perhaps the guv'nor had
been murdered already! And, even if
he badn’s, there wasu’t tho slightest
chance of my getting to him.

I hadn’t seen him since the early after.
noon; I knew nothing of his movements
that evening. He mught be in Black-
heath, or Ealing, or Streatham, or Ham-
mersmith, »r Wapping—anywhere!

One thing I was certain of—and that
was that the guv’nor was not at Cambcr-
well. My own common sense told me
that the Circle wouldn't have made a
blunder of that sort.

] tried to think of any sible clue,
I looked at the decoy Ilctter again.
Nebon Lee had undoubtedly written the
note from tho dictation of his captors.
The mention of Sir ¥. was significant.

Had Sir Francis Halesford disap-
peared? If 0, the Circle had got him.
And Nebon Lee had becn copped while
investigating. I simply had to do somec-
thing, and so I turned to the teleplione
directory, and hastily looked up the
throat specialist’s ‘phone number.

Then I rang up. A man’s voice
answored alinost at once. .

““Hallo! Is that Sir Francis Hales-
ford?’ I asked huskily.

“No. My name is Mason—Dr.
Mason,” camo the reply. “Who is
that?'’

“I'm Nipper—"' ’

“ Oh, Mr. Lec's assistant?”’

“Yes. I haven't seen Mr. Lee sinee
thie afternoon, sir,”” I said. *‘' I've hcard
something about 8ir Francis. Has anv-
thing happened to him? You aro Sirc
Francis's colleague, arcn’t you?”

‘ That's nght. Sir Francis disap-
peared vesterday— —"

l“ By gmn!” [ breathed. ‘‘ Hc did,
ch?”’
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““The news has not been made public
vet,”” came Dr. Mason’s voice. "My
Lec knows all about iz. Ile was here
thus evening——"’

*“ The guv’nor was there?’ 1 yelled
excitedly.

* Yes.
said Dr.
this casc.

‘AL
L

He made a few inquiries,”’
Mason. *‘‘ He 13 interested in

Don’t you know anything
about it?

“ Not mich,” T replied. ‘““ But I be-
lieve Sir Francia was kidnapped by the
Circle of Terror.”

* That's what Mr. Lee believes.”

“The guv'nor's busy on the case,
then?”’ I asked. with fast-beating heart.

** Not that T know of, Nipper."’ replied
the other. ** He was iu:terested, but he
left me many hours ago, after question-
ing me rather closely.” |

“ Do you know where Mr. Lee went
when he left you?”

“ No,” came the disappointing reply.

““ You haven’t the faintest idea?”

‘“ Not the faintest.” '

“ Didn’t he give you a hint, even?”’

*“ My dear lad. T have said he didn’t.”
came Me. Mason’s wild protest. ““Is
anvthing the matter?”

**Mr. Lee's been capiured by the
Circle—that’§ all!” I said heavily. “I'm
trying to get on the track. [ don’t be-
lieve I can. What yov've told me i3
helpful, but I don’t believe I'll be able
to do anything. How¥did Sir Francis
disappear?”’

“ He was on his way to Richmond last
nicht—"

** To Count Tamagno's?”’

““ Yee. But what you tell mne of Mr.
L.ec 1s very grave,”’ said the voice over
the wires. ‘‘ He has disappeared. too?
Upon my soul, how teriible! I wish to
Heaven I could do something, Nipper.
But your inaster left me in° total
ignorance of his plana. I know nothing.”

“ Well, thanks very much, Dr. Mason,”
I said. “ I'll try something else. I’ve
got to get on the trail somehow.”

And T wished him good-bye, and hung
up the receiver. What had I discovered?
Nothing that was worth a figz. Sir
Francis had vanished —I practically knew
that before. Nelson Lee had been busy
on the case—I'd gueseed that. The
Circle of Terror was responsible for both
abductions—and 1 knew that, too.

Dr. Mason had only made my sus
picions certainties,
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But I wasn't a fraction of an :iuch
ncarcr a solution.  Nelson Lee might
have been at the North Pole for all the
helpp 1 could render him.  Rushing o
Scotland Yard wouldn't be an atom cf
good. By the morninyg, for certain, the
guv'nor would be dead. 1 knew the
Circle of Terror!

I’ve never felt so horribly helpless in
my life as I felt then. Once again I
picked up the decoy letter. 1 did =o
mechanically, and looked at it, while my
thoughts were far away.

Then, quite suddenly, I found myself
staring intently at the sheet of note
paper. Somcthine which I had seen
befere. but hadn’t been impressed by
now sceme-d to strike a chord of memory
in my brain.

The notepaper was a sheet of excellent
quality cream vellum—quite common-
place  stuff, but firstclass. And all
round the adge was a curious pink effe-t.
This hadn't escaped my attention, but |
ccertainly hadn’t examined it closely.

I did so now, however,

Right round the edge of the vellum
paper was a border of pink, shading ot
uncvenly into the cream of the vellum
itself. It was a queer phenomenon.
The envelope, I saw, was just the samc.

What did that pink border mean?

Oh, it was nothing, of course. How n
Hcaven’s name could that help me? 1T
gave an impatient ecxclamation, aad
flung the paper and cnvelope on to tue
table. Yet I continued to stare at them.

The paper hadn’t faded—I knew that.
Yet cream velium notepaper isn’t usually
pmmk at the edges. What made me think
dceply was the recollection of an experi-
ment Nelson Lee had once made, yea:s
before.

I couldn’t remember what the experi-
ment was, but I vaguely recalled that
something of this nature had happened
to some paper the guv’nor was testing.
Anvhow, that pink border might turn out
to be a clu-, ’

I was prctt% desperate, and I clutéhed
at a straw. his seemecd to be a straw.
in all conscicnce! But, for want of
something better to do, I decided to scek

advice on the matter.

The whole thing secmed hopeless to
me, and I was in a fearful state of mind.
But activity was better than inaction—
with its accompanying distracting
thoughts. It was something to do.
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And the only man I knew who could
explain the cause of that qQueer pink
effect was an old chemist in Holborn.
His name was Burnside, and he knew the
guv'nor and me as well.

Alinost before I knew it, I was run-
ning down Gray’s Inn Road. 1 didn’t
even think of possible Circle spies at the
time, and I never knew whether anybody
was on the watch. If so, nothing hap-
pened.

Mr. Burnside's cstablishment was a
swell place, and it vwas situated a little
way up Holborn. When I arrived I
found the place closed, of course. But I
rang the private bell, and the door was
soon opened by a maidservant.

““Is Mr. Burnside at home?’ I asked.

“Yes,”” said the girl ‘‘ But it’s too
Jate for business——"'

““ That's all right—tell him Nipper
wants to sce him,” I interrupted.

The girl left me in the hall, and in
less than a minute Mr. Burnside himself

appeared, wiping his mouth with a
servictte. Kvidently I had disturbed him
at supper. Various scotches of conver-

sation from a half-opened door came to
me. The whole household was at supper,
1. seemed.

‘“ Well, Nipper, what 1s it?"’ said thc
chemist. ‘“ A toothache mixture——''

“ No, sir,”” I said quickly. * Sorry if
I've disturbed you. I'm in terrific
trouble, and I want you to look at this
pieee of paper. "Mr. Lce’s been collared
by some of our enemics, and I'm trying
to wet on the scent.”

“Dear me!” said Mr. Buruside.
“ Come in here, my boy."”

We passed in to a little sitting-room,
and the chemist switched the liﬁ-ht full
on.  Then he looked at me gravely.

““ Mr. Lec has been captured—"" he
began.

““1 can't stop to tell you everythinfi
now, Mr. Burnside,”’ T interrupted. *
can’t, really. I want you to look at this
sheet of notepaper. Tnec pink cffect all
round the edges. Do you know what it’s
caused by? It might Lo a clue.”

He took the sheet of paper, and
examined it closely under the light.
Then he took a magnifyving lens from
his pocket, and examined it again. I
looked on in a fever of impatience.

What an ass I'd been to disturb Mr.
Burnside! How'céuld hc help—-—-
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“Yes, I think I know the meaning
of this curious offect,”’ said the chemist,
slowly and thoughtfully. ‘I have soen
somcthing of the kind before. 1t 18 un-
usual, but by no mecans remarkable. The
pinkness of the cdge might have been
causcd in two or three different ways.’”

‘““ How do you mcan?"’ I asked.

“ This vellum is of splendid quality --
it is made of esparto grass,” he replied -
‘“ at least, I believe so. And aniline sul-
phate would turn the ¢dges pink—anilinc
sulphate solution—"'

*“ Oh, lor’, that's no good!” T growled.

“Or sulphur fumes would have a
similar effect, I believe,” went on Mr.
Burnside. “1 have hoard of a cnse
where some notepaper was affected in
this way, after being left in a room that
had been fumigated by the burming of
sulphur.”

‘“ That's no help, either,” I groaned.

“ The roomn had been occupied by a
sufferer from smallpox, I remember,”
said the chemist. *‘ The paper, after the
fumigation, was found to possess pink
cdges— just like this.”

I found myself staring at Mr. Burn-
side fixedly.

Then I began to tremble with excite
ment and hope. That pink cffect had
been caused by fumigation! And fum-
ration meant some sort of infectious
disease! I think my brain must have
been very acute just then.

For, instantly, I thought of Count
Nicola Tamagno.

Both the guv’'nor and 1 had had vague
suspicions concerning the house at Rich-
mond. Bir Francis Halesford had been
kidnapped on his way to Richmond!
And Count Tamagno had suffcred from
throat disease'

One of the rooms at the Cedars had
veen fumigated—and this notepaper hai
been in the room. Nelson Lee hatl
written the letter, and so it was obvious.
that he was at tho spot where the fumiga-
tion had taken place. That was almost
certain.

The thought which throbbed in my
brain was thia: Nelson J.ee was at Rich-
mond, a prisoner in the Cedars!

Count Tamagno was somehow or other
connected with the Circle of Terror -
and the guv'nor had been trapped. What
was more likely? Lee had probably gone
to Richmond after leaving Dr. Mason.
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I gave a sudden yeoll. A peany to a
pound [ had hit on Jbo truth !pt d

“ He's at Richmond!" 1 gasped.

"“"Eh? What's that Nipper?' ask~d
Mr. Burnside, in astonishment.

“Tve got it!” I shouted. "“ A fumi
gated room! Gee whilliking! T'in off!”

[ snatched up my cap, bbed the
note from the chemist's {mnz.nmd made
for the door. He looked at e in amaze-
ment.

“Gool gracious ! he cried. * Haveo
you gone mad, boy?!”’

“Can't stop, nir!” I gasped. ** Thanks
awfully for telling me thia—I'il go into
the whole yarn later cu!”

" But—but——""

_ I didn’s hear any more, for 1 was dash.
g along the hall, leaving the astounded
cheniist staring Jtor me. [ reached the
street, and found a taxi just pamsing. 1
didn’t wait te hail it.

l rushed into the road, ani jumped on
to the vehicle as it was going.

** Scotland Yard!” [ yelled. ‘‘ Aa fast
as you can drive !’

'** ook ‘vre, young shaver—-"'

1 cut the driver short by shoving a ten
shilling currency note into his palm.
Then [ scrambled into the cab, and we
were soon howling alng smartly.
«abby didn't wrh te aryu. further.

At Scotland Yard 1 met with a piece
of Inck. Just as [ was [Msing under the
wrought-iron arch, with the dintention of
making for the little back door which
leads to the (‘riminal Investigation De-

rtment. [ ran into Detective-Inapector

,cnlnud. Tho very man [ wanted to
see |’

“By gum! I'm glad I've found you "’
J gasped. -

‘“* Hallo! It's Ni ' sad Lenmard.
‘* What's the tr , younyg 'un?”’

“ Mr. Lee¢'s been collared—hy  the

Circle,”” 1 said rapidly. *“ I've hit the
trail. and [ want help, Mr. Leunard -1
want help badly!”’

Detective Inspector Lenparl whirtled.

“ Mr. Loe in the hands of the Clivcln!”
he ejaculated. ** You'll get that help all
right. Nippor. Now, then, owt with the
yarn.”

Exactly five minutes luter 1 had pantuw!
out the main facts, and Detective-In
spector Lcannard was making things hum.

But things were to hum to A much
Hvebcr tune before the night was out' .

The

p §
CHAPTER VL
(Nelson Les relates what Aappened ab ' The
Cedare.”)

MOXTAQUR 70DD'S INPORMATION - TER (IR
Ci.k'S WAY— A DIABOLICAL SCHBMA.

IMON JEBSELL turned as the deor
of the bedroom opesed.
A man entererl, and I looked at
the newcomer ubpimterestedly. My
own position was grave, and my thoughta
were bittor.
Three Ciunle dovils meant to kill me -

I knew that.

J " ‘:lll:t T'Odtl, what is "  asked
e arply.

Todd' J Lohd xt the neweomnr

clotely. and then I recognised him. Ho
wan $ontazpe Todd, w trusted member
of the !'ircd." Yot Montague Told was.
in reality, an ally of ninc - and a sccret
enciny of the Currcle.

Some months hefore, Nipper had saved
Taodd fromn certain death, and the man,
althongh a menber of the all powertal
Circle, had expresscd everlusting grati
tude. On more than ona oceasion, ton,
he had proved his sincerity.

Montague Todd's gﬁﬁon in the Circlé
was & fairly responsible one, and he was
able to give me many items of informa.
tion. Moro than one of Zingrave's
prectous schemes had been wrecked by
Lodd’s treachery.

For, of conrse, the man waa & traitor -
but he waa working in the causo of
justice,  Usually, 1 detest an tqformor.
Lut Todd's position was very different.
He wae 2 decent man at heart, and was
risking his own life by working againat
the interests of the Cirels.

Jewsgll was his mminr. and it was ap
parcod that Todd brought news ¢f
somo sort. The twodhen stood talhing
n low tones for a few minutes again-t
the door. [ was sittiag on the edge ol

the bed.
«“ Al right, Todd, T'll go down”
at Ret. * You must remain

JossoN sai ‘ _
here with the prisoner. Wit & morhent,

thongh -we'll ix him up thoroughty at
once. [t will save time later, anal‘w}v."
“This’l bo a good mght's worl, sir.’’
said Todd vegnomonusly. . _
He looksd over at me with a sneering
glare exultation. It was well done,
and Jessell was deceived. | wasn’s,
Tedd had uswd that exprewion solely foc

Jemeoil's benehit. -
cF mm. his pecket Jesecll produced a ball
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of thin cord. It was of the very finest
quality, and amazingly strong.

“ Now, Mr. Lee, if you’lf oblige us,"
sald my captor genially. “ I'm going to
leavo you for a little while, and this man
will keecp you company. But it is ad-
visable to makc things quite secure.”

I was taken to the foot of the high
bedstead. It was of the usual type—iron
and brass. And it formed an ideal rack.
With my back towards it, my arms werc
outstretched, and my wrists bound
sccurely to the cross-bars. Then several
lengths of the cord were passed round
my middle. My knces and ankles were
sunilarly trcated. Thus, although I was
standing up, I was utterly helpless. 1
was bound to the foot of the bed, and I
couldn’t move a finger. ‘

*“ That'll do,” panted Jessell. ‘ Don’t
move from this room until I rcturn,
Todd. I sha’n’t be long.” _

““Very good, sir,”’ said Todd respect-
fully.

Simon Jessell passed out, and the door
closcd.  Montague Todd stood by the
door, lighting a cigarctte. Heo was
listening, too. Finally, he bent down
and applied his ear to the keyhole.

Then, after a few moments, he came
over towards me.

“You're in a pretty fix, Mr. Nelson
Lce!” he sneered, 1aising his voice.
*“ Thie’ll be the finish—for you!”

But his expression was now one of
anxiety. He bent forward his face, so
that his face camo near to mine.

‘“This i3 terrible, sir,”” he whispercd.
““I don't think I'll be able to do any-
thing for you. The house is full of
Circle men. Jeesell won’t be long. I
can’t sot you free—"

“No, Todd, it’s rather hopeless, I be-
lieve.,”” I murmured. ‘

“If I cut your cords, you'd only be
collarcd outside,”” Todd went on. ‘‘ And
I should be polished off, too. Afraid
there's nothing to be done. It’s rotten.
How did you managc to get into this
hole, sir?”

“My own carelessness, Todd,” I said
bitterly. .

“I can’t quite believe that, sir.”

“It 19 the truth, nevertheless,”” I re-

plied. ¢ Do you know what Jessell’s in-
tentions are? How does he propose to
kill me?”’

“I'm sure I don’t know,” said Todd
anxiously. % By gum' I wish I could
do comcthing toput a stop—"’
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““Don’t jeopardise your own safcty for
my sake, Todd,” I said quictly.

“I'm helpless, sir—helpless!”

Todd looked over at the door, but all
was quiet.

‘“ Maybe you theught that the Circle
was dymng down, sir?””’ he went on, in
““ Perhaps that's why you
were—carcless, as you put it. The
Circle's as strong as ever, and the High
Lord’s pgot several pig schemes in the
wind."’

“ Sir Francas Halesford, I presume, 13
connected with one of these schemes?”’

““Oh, no, not in the least,” »rcplied
Todd. ‘“Sir Francis will be- released
before lone. The fact is, Mr. Lee, the
whole business of the Circle has been
disorganised recently. The High Lord’s
heen very 1ll."”’

“ The High Lord, ¢h*”’ I said, in sur-
prise. ‘“ By James! 'Then Count Nicola
Tamagno is the High Lord?’

“ That's right, sir.”

- ‘“ And he's been ill?”

‘““ He was so bad that we thought he'd
peg out completely,” said Todd. *‘ By
zosh! I wish he had! He's worse than
the Kaiser! @ The Kaiser's a gentleman
compared to the Chief of the Circle of
Terror!”

I was learning a few things, at all
events. So it was Zingrave himself who
had been ill—and, in consequence, the
Circle had been inactive. It was like a
huge motor deprived of its driving
power. That driving power was Zin-
grave’s astute brain, and the motor was
the Circle of Terror.

With Zingrave well again, however,
the grecat organisation would renew its
scoundrelly efforts with fresh cnergy.

“ The High Lord’s throat was affected,
I understand,’” I aad.
“ Diphtheria!” murmured Todd.

“ By Jove, a bad complaint!” T said.
‘“ That accounts for the fumigation of
;hi?:l room, and for the plot against Halcs-
ord. 1L ‘

‘““ Of coursc, sir. The Chief had a ter-
ribly severc attack—that was while ho
was taking up his iuarters here in the
character of Count Tamagno,” ecxplained
Todd. *‘ You see, sir, the High Lord
came hero after you had routed him out
of bis place down in Surrey.”

‘““ Then, *befor> he could get busy, he
developed diphtheria?”

** That's it, Mr. Lee, said Todd softly.
“ Of course, he couldn’t—or wouldn’t—
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inform the proper authorities. In all
cases of infectious diseases you are sup-
posed to notify the authorities, aren’t
“vou? Well, the Chief didn’t care for
that idea, and so he planned for Sir
I'rancis Halesford to attend him—and Sir
Francis is about the cleverest throat phy-
sician 1n London. The High Lorl
couldn’t have the doctor come 1in the

usual way.”
S Na.tural]r not,”” I agreed. ‘*Sir
Franzis wonld very soon have given in-
“formation in the right quarter, and then
the patient would have been removed.
Diphtheria is a bad complaint, Todd. Sir
I'rancis was, as I know, compelled to
“con:e.”’ |

‘“* Hé atfended the Chief every even-
mig—and had been terrorised into keep-
ing silence,’”’ replied my companion. ‘‘ At
last, however, he showed signs of rebel-
ling, and so he was taken prisoner with-
out further delay.”

‘“ He’s not in this house new?”’
“ Oh, no. You see, Mr. Lee, the Chief

and Jessell thought it quite possible that |

Sir Francis had blabbed—or that he had,
at least, made some suggestive remarks
which would ultimately lead to a police
inquiry. The Chief didn’t know, but he
thought it advisable to clear off into the
country.”’ : ‘

‘“ Was he fit to be'removed, then?”’

““ Yes. The worst’s over, now, and
‘the High Lord’s mendfg rapidly,” re-
plied Todd. ‘““I wish he’d died! He
only left here yesterday, and Sir Francis
was taken with him. It was thought to
be the best way.”

““ T am not surprised to hear that,” I
sail drily. ‘“If the pelice had raided
this house with your c¢xcellent Chief in
the throcs of diphtheria, he would have
been trapped quite deopelessly.  Whereo
has he skipped to this time?”’

Todd looked round cautiously. -

¢ Kent, sir,” he replied. “ The bﬁ'e
Farm, three miles beyond Littiestohe, in
Kent.  He reckons -he's safe therc for
any amount of time—End so he is. I
daren't say a word—I should be exe-
cuted in less than an hour if I was sus-
pected of treachery. That’s the Circle’s
way. 1'd give my right hand to be able
to ls::we you, but I don’t think it's pos-
sible.”

The man's distress was genuine, and I|p

knew, too, that he wap speaking the
truth. How. indeed, eeuld he - possibly
help me? If he cut'my Bonds, we inieht,

33

perhaps, muke a dash for freedgw, but
our chances of getting out were so «v-
mote that the game would not be worth
the candle. And I couldn’t expect Todd
to sign his own death warrant in that
way.

“T'll do my best to delagy——"

Montague Todd ceased speaking, and
backed across the roo:n with noiseless
footsteps. He leaned against the mantel-
piece, and lit a fresh cigarette.

‘“ Oh, you’re going to diec all right!”
he cxclaimed jeeringly.

I understood. For, at that moment, 1
hecard footsteps outside. The uext
second the docr opened, and Sinmon
Jessell apnesred. He was carrying with
him a small handbag.

" You’d better get off now, Todd,” he
exclaimed crisply. ¢ Dalton is waitiug
for you in the hall, and he’s got your
orders You're to go straight over to
Hampstead at once—on a special job.”

‘““ Right, sir,”’ said Tcdd readily.

But, as he turned, he managed to give
me one look. It was a look of infinite
regret. For Todd knew, in that seeond,
that all idea of assisting me was gone.
He had to leave the aouse with another
man at oncel

The door closed behind him,

and [

| fourd myself faced by the smiling Mr.

Jessell. But there was a hard, stecly
glitter in his eyes, which made the sinilo
almost repulsive.

** The last act is just about to com-
nience, my dear Lee,”” he said gruuly.
‘““ By this time, I have no doubt, Nipper
i« safely 1n our hands. 'm sorry I can’t
rive vou exact information on that point.
We haven’t yet received word from Cam-
berwell—but it will certainly come n due
coutse.”” |

Jessell lit a cigar, and then came right
close up to me. , .

‘““ Look here, I.ee,” he said quictly.
‘“ You understand this position, don’t
you?”

‘“ T understand that I am about to be
murdered.’’ e

““ Punished is the correct word—
punished for youm intclerable hahit of
interfering with the Circle’s concerns,”
said Jesscll. “TI have been in consulta-
tion with my colleagues, and we have
come to a decision. We are, in fact, dis-
osed to give you a chance.” ‘ R
“ That is very generous of you,' I said
arimly.

““ You are pleased to be hitter” émilwl
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Jessell. ‘ However, vou spoke the truth.

We are generous. And, although we
have many old scorcs to settle up, tho
Circle will allow you to go free—under
certain conditions. We don’t like killing
people—that’'s the simple truth. If an
object can bo achieved without any kill-
ing, then we refrain from violence. But,
as vou know, the. Circle is absolutely
ruthless when it is thwarted.”

“Well what’s the idea of all this?”

Jessell puffed out some smoke medi-
tatively.

‘“ Although you are the Circle’s most
bitter enemy, Lee, we know that you are
a man of strict integrity,”” he went on.
““ Your word is your bond. Oh, I'm not
fluttering you—that’s just the truth.
And, if you will take a solemn oath to

the effect that you will refrain from in- |

terfering with the Circle of Terror again,
vou will be set at liberty.
leave England, and zo to the United
States or elscwhere. You must give up
vour detective work for good and all
Your sworn word will be sufficient.”

‘““ We aro wasting time, Mr. Jessell,”
I interrupted quietly. ‘‘ I domn’t acknow-
ledge defcat in that way. You can get
on with your dirty work just as soon as
you like. I don’t bargain
enemies.”’

Jessell's smile vanished.

““You refuse the Cucle’s offer?”
asked, in surprise.

“T do.”

‘“ It wil! mean death to you—

‘ Perhaps—we don’t know yet,” I re-
plied grimly.

Simon Jessell turned without another
word, and fetched-the lcather bag from
a chair. I watched him, with a smile on
my lips. I positively believed that I
should die within the next minute, for 1

he

had an idea that a poison needle was to |

be plunged into my flesh—or some such
device as that. But 1 didn’t flinch. I
preferred death to the termns Jessell had
oftcred.

But my poison: needle theory was quite
wrong. .

‘“ Do you know what has happened in
this room?"’ asked my captor.

““T don’t quite understand your mean-

ing.” |
““ You may have noticed some peculiar
smell—"’

*“ Oh. vou arc referring to the fumiga-
tion®” 1 interrupted.  * Sulphur  has
been burned herg. I imagine.”’

But you must;

with my .
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““ Exactly, The window has been
tichtly scaled, and the fireplace is in a -
similar state,’”’ replied Jessell. * As for
the door, that can soon be attended to.
In other words, Lee, we consider that a
second fumigation will not be a bad

policy. There may be 1 few germs left
alive.  One large specimen, in particu-

lar, nceds to be dealt with.”

“To be quite frank, you are going to
choke me¢ to death by means of sulphur
fumes?’’ I asked, concealing my horror.

““ We are going to fumigate the room
—that is all,” replied Jessell. ¢ Your
presence here 18 really an unfortunate
mischance.  You will be wunable to

escape, and sulphur fumes are very
deadly, I believe.”

With that, Jecssell commenced making
preparations. I was to be choked to
death by sulphur dioxide gas—produced
by the burning of sulphur in the room!
It would certainly be an appalling dcath,
and I readily understood why it had been
chosen for me.

all

It obviated necessity of actual
violence—i1t was certain—and the condi-
tion of the beidroom was just suitable for
the process-—the apartment having becn
furnigated only the day before.

Jessell was working behind me, just
beside the bed, and so I could not sce
vvhat he was doing. I heard a match
being struck, then there was a longish
pause. But, quite suddenly, Jessell
moved across the room to the door.
““I'm sorry, Lec—you’ve brought it on
vourself,”” he exclaimed. ‘‘ It’s not too
ate, even now——"' !

“You've had my answer,” I said be-
tween my teoth.

Simon Jessell scowled.

“You infernal fool!”
fiercely.

His hand shot out, and he switched the
light off. Then 1 heard the door slam
behind him, and the key turned in the
lock. After that came a slight shuffling
sound. The crack at the bottom was
being rendered airtight.

From bchind there came the glow of
the burning sulphur. And I suddenly
caught a whiff of the sharp, choking
fumes.

‘““I wonder how Nipper is faring?’ 1
muttered tensely.  ““ Upon my soul,
I never expected an end such as this.
Poor Nipper! 1 fear he will very soon
share my fate——""

he exclaimed
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Again the fumes caught me, and sct
me coughing.

In a very short while the whole room
would be choking with the deadly gas.
It could only be a matter of time—a very
short time—before I lest consciousness.
And then—— :

_ I waite ! for the ghastly end, fearfully,
but calmly.

CHAPTER VIIL :

(Nipper describes tie concluding ccents.)
THE ARRIVAL AT RICHMOND—THE GUYV'-
NOR'S PLUCK—NEL8ON LEE WINS THE1
TER CHARLES LENNARD—

to give the old boy his full name
clearly, and had been good emough to
praise me in high terms. !

GAME.
DETECTIVE-INSPEC’I‘()R WAL-
—had made things buzz with a
vengeance. e saw my erguments
He considered that the chances were

all in favour of our finding Nelson Lee | shortly.

within the Cecdars, Ellismore Gardens,
Richmond. That clue of the decoy letter
had been of the utinost value.

Well, we arrived at the Cedars long
hefore midnight, and found everything
quict. We ran into my old friend,
P.C. Reynolds, just as we turned into
Elliamore Gardeus, and he came along
with us.

There were ten of uvs altogether.
l.ennard had brought some of his smart-
rst men along. It was to be a raid on
a small scale. If we couldn’t gain ad-
mission in the ordinary way, we were
going to break in.

I was simply Dbubbling with anxietyu
und. excitement.

From Reynolds we learned something
which was to prove of great valuc. Itp
waé rezlly a splendid picee of luckh He
told ug that only a few minutes before
we [;Ppeared several gentlemen had left
the Cedars in a big motor-car.

But the most siguificant part of
Reynols’'s information was this: he
stated that the gate had been locked by
the men-—after they had come out! This
pointed to one * l{ing-—-that the house
vas now empty. :

All the same, we mcant to raid it
without delay. |

“ It looks jolly queer to me, Mr. Len-
nard!”’ I zaid concernedly.  “ 1'll bet]

—

they’ve faked up some horiible plot or
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other, Months ago, aver at St. John's
Wood, the guv’nor got into the Circle'y
clutches, and they blew up the house
after leaving it. Mr. Lee only just
escaped in time. They may have workel
the same dodge here!”

“That's cheerful—for all concerned,”
remarked  the  inspcctor. - *‘ Rather
plcasant to know that thc house is going
to fall on top of us. But you may bo
wrong, Nipper. I don’t suppose they’d
work the same trick twice.”

“ Well, let’'s get inside!” I gasped.

We arrived at the gate, and found that
it was securely locked. But, with the
united efforts of four o! Lennard’s men,
the lock gave way in less than half a
minute. ‘Then we hurried to the gravel
nath.

The house, lay in absolute darkness.

Ag a preliminary, Lennard hammere'l at
the door, and pulled tho bell. But there
\ic.as no answer, in spite of the appalling
am.

*“ The doei’s solil,” eaid the inspector
‘“We'll try a window.”

15 one'll do!"’ I panted.

Without waiting for instructions, I
smashed the window with my elbow, and
rcached up for a catch. A second later
the sash was up, and we were all
scrambling into the rocm.

I flashed my torch about.

‘““ Hold on, young ‘vn,” warned Len-
nard. ‘* Therc may ke danger. Let me
go first.”” .

But T didn’t take any notice of the in-
spector. I dashed to the door, and
entered the big hall. The hall was
superbly furnished, although the room
had been empty. Everything was akhso-
lutely still

Despatr seeined to overwhelm me.

““Guv’nor!” I shouted at the top

(Y I

of

my voice. * Guv’'nor! Mr. I.ee!f”,
‘ That’s no good, young 'un
“ What’s that?”’ T hissed.

Lennard ceased speaking abruptly.

And we heard, fromn upstairs, a fam?,
husky, choking cry. It wasn’t the
suv’'nor’s voice at all—it sounded almost
uncanny. But the sound sent me, fying
up the stairs four at a time. .

Detective - Inspector Lennard and
several of the other Yard detectives came
rushing after me.

“Impulsive young rascal!” I hearl
L.ennard gasp.

On the landing 1 paused again, breath-
lessly.,
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“Guv'nor!” I roared.

Again came that choking cryv, weaker
his time. And it proceeded from a
room just near me. Lennard and
another man were by my side now, and
we all pelted across to the door.

It was locked, but the key was outside.

‘““See that!”" I gasped, casting the
light of my torch upon the floor. *‘ The
cracks have been stuffed up! It's gas,
I expect!”

‘“ Good heavens!” muttered Iennard.

He turned the key and opened the
door. Then he and 1 strode in. But
something seemed to catch our throats
violently, and we staggered back, cough-
ing and gasping. I knew the cause in a

second.
* Sulphur!™ T choked.

‘“ Sulphur!
Oh, the demons!”

I groped forward, and saw the electric-
light switch. In a mowment the room was
ablaze with light. And there, tied to the
foot of the bedstead, was Nelson ILee!
The guv’nor was nearly unconscious, but
not quite. We had just come in time.

Either the sulphur hadn’t burnt suffi-
ciently to cause his death yet, or we had
been so prompt that the horrible fumes
nadn’t had time to work. .

Jamming a handkerchief over my
nouth and nose, I torec out my knife.
Then, while the inspector held Nelson
I.ce steady, I slashed through the tightly
})ound cords. In a few seconds he was
rce.

“ Downstairs!”  mumbled
through his own handkerchief.

Oir eves smarted, but we didn't cave
a jot. I wanted to help. but Lennard
and another - man carried the guv'nor
down to the open air. I followed, nearly
bursting with excitem=nt and joy.

My theory had been righi!

I had hit upon the truth—and Nelson
J.ee was saved! Left to himself, he
would certainly have perished.

Beside the house was a neat lawn, and
the guv’'nor was stretched out on this.
Then we started business in earnest—
I.,ennard and I, at least. @ The others
were making a round of the house.

It was =zome little timc before our
efforts were rewarded. Lennard knew
exactly what to do in a case like this.

‘““ I’s all right, Nipper—he hasn’t got
it bad,” said the inspector crigply.
** He'll come round in no time. 'The
sulphur didn't have much chance, you
sce. Wo came aldn#® ot the right time.”’

I.ennard,

-soul,
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And, a little while later, Nelson I.ce
wa3s sitting up. The cool night air had
worked wonders. He hadn’t been un-
conscious even at the first—although jolly
near it. L bent over him gladly.

““ Guv’nor,” I said joyfully. ** Thank
Heaven, you're all right!"

Nelson Lee smiled faintly.

‘““You're a good chap, Nipper,”' he
said, in a husky voice. * How did you
manage it? I had given up hope. Then
I heard the hammering—""'

““ It was that latter you wrote, sir.”

““But I didn’t tell you to come here,
young ‘un.’’

“1T know you didn’t—but T came,” I
said cheerfully. “ You see, guv'nor, I
sEot-ted the pink edges of the paper, and
that set me thinking. I took it round to
old Burnside, and he told me that it
might be caused by sulphur fumes. 1
immediately thought of this house—and
guessed things. Mr. L.ennard came along
without a moment’s delay.”

Nelson L.ee nodded approvingly.

“You have been wonderfully keen,
Nipper,'’ he said. ** You used your wits,
and proved that you are as smart as |
always believed you to be. I owe vou
my life—"’ i

““ Oh, rot, sir'"’ I said uncomfortably.

‘““ Don’t be a young ass, Nipper,' put
in Detective-Inspector Lennard. It
you didn’t save Lee’s life, who did? T'll
tell you what, Lee, you'll have to award
the young bounder a putty medal, set
with glass beads "

The guv’nor laughed.

And, twenfy minutes later, he waa
walking about. His head ached and his
throat felt like a red-hot pipe, but he
was all right in the main. The deadly
fumes hadn’'t had time to do any serivus
damage.

‘“* Nothing doing,”’ remarked Lennard,
turning to us, after speaking with one of
his ‘men. ¢‘ The house is empty—not a
And not a sign of evidence., ‘'I'he
Circle birds have flown.”

Nelson Lee nodded grimly.

“I know where they have flown to!"’
he said.

““ The deuce you do!"" ejaculated I.en-

nard. “ If you take my advice, l.ce,
yvou'll get back home—and go to
bed—"'

‘“ But I'm not going to take your ad-
vice, my dear Lennard,’”’ smiled the guv’
nor. ‘ There’'s work to be done before
Jawn.”’
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‘“With you in that state®"’

“T'm all right in the main.”

“Well, you're plucky—that's all 1
say,”’ remarked nnard admiringly.
“You seem to shrive om hair hireadth
escapes, l.ee! What's the game now?
Po you want me in it?"’

** Certainly.”
~ “I'm ready—when you like,’”” said the
mspector promptly.

‘“* Well, I like now,”” waas Nelson laee's
reply. ' The High T.ord of the Circla
has been suffering from diptheria—that’s
the meaning of all this busincse—but
he's practically well now. And he's
down in Kent, and he's taken Sir Francis
Halesford with him—just to complete the
vure.

** How on earth do you know that®"

‘“ Somebody was kind enough to tell
me,’”’ said l.ee briskly. ** Jessell- he'«
“one of the High Lord's chief meun—thinks
I'm dead by this time. But in the morn-
ing the nows of my escape will leak onut.
And then it will be too late to take
action. We've got to move al onve.”

‘““* Whero to, sir?’’ I asked eagerly.

‘““ 8ir Francis is at a place called the
Drive Farm, ncar Littlestone, in Kent
—that's some istance beyond Seveiu-
oaks,’’ ssid the guv'nor. * Have you got
a big raeing car, Lennard?"’

. ' Not in my pockets,” grinned the in-
spector. ‘‘ I'll send one of my men to a
garage just up the road.”

* (z00d!”’

Io-nnard moved away to give his
orders. )

“ Oh, guv'nor, I'm so glad!™ 1 s=aid
fervently. 1 thought the bcasts had
got you this time. And Zingrave's down
in Kent, eh? Who told you thatl™

“ Todd.”

“ My hat! Did he try to save you?”

“ He would have done so, T behove,
but he was forced to leave the house
hefore my executipn,”” replied Lee.
“ But he gave mo some very useful in-
't‘ll{l;l,\:lﬁon, and we'll win the game, after
all.

Exactly fiftcen minutes later a b
racing motor-car was bu-zing southwards
into Kent. 1 was at the wheel—the
guv’'nor not fecling up to dreiving—and
he and Lennard and Detective-sergeant
Bates were behind.

We were off to rescue Sir Francis
Hﬂeﬂod—an, ;m'idarna!lb. to voliar
Professor Cyrus Zingrave .

It wan a swift jonrney. The roasds
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were in excellent condition, and although
the night was dark, we had decent lampe
on the car. Not sy good as those used
n pre-war drnys, but decent, all the sam:..

After we haild travelled about half th:
distance, and while we were gliding down
a long hill almost noiselessly, [ thought
[ heard a faint indmstinet hum. But |
didin't make any remark. And then t'.
guv’'nor spoke.

“Do you see it, Lennard””’ he nskvl
ahrurdy. “ An aevoplane, flying soath
warde, almost immediately above us'"

“B Gom!o! A Uerman ranler'”’
saidd [onnard. ‘“ Let's hope a bomb

docan’t drop——"'
I fancy that seroplane is British, (
heard the guv’'nor say.
I jumped.
** It belongs to the Circle, you mear.

I shouted, turning my head for a second.
' Exactly.”

And we all believad that Nelson Lee
had hit upon tha truth, A Cirele aera
plane—a messenger tuking a waraing to
the Drive Farm' The guv'nor's escaje
had been discovered, and this waa the
result.

After all, it was only to be expected -
altbough wo  hadn's Antii.'ipaiﬁd auch
prampt measurcs on the Circle’'s pac’.
And we wern't sure. It was the ouly
surmige. [ sent the big car forward with
even greater speed.

The aeroplane had disappeared into the
night— I hadn’t seen it at all. Arnd, at
last, Bavenocks was entered and left be.
hind. Littleatone camoe next. Weo pausel
there, and spoke to a policeman who was
wandering annleasly Jown the little mai
streot of the village—the only bohby ia
the place. 1 expeoct.

The Drive Farm, he todd us, was abiout
threo miles away. Weo couldn’t miss 1t
because it was just nY a by road, gpd 1
way whitawashed, and the roof wax of o
pecubiar shape.,

We raced on, and drove straight up to
the farm withont uny attempt at secrecy
As the car stopped wo all heard o div
tinet hum i the sky. The aereplane’
And tho hum was dying out even aa we
listened. '

“T'm afraid the High Lord has »s-
capod!”” said Nelson Lee quietly, * Heo
has left in the aeroplane~-for bhe is well
enough for the jonrney now. At least,

ration has made him well rnough.
But let's make sure.’’

We did
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The Duve Farnin was deserted and
slent!  The birds had flown' Montague
Todd's tip, useful as it was, had been
baulked by the Circle’'s promptness in
sonding  the aecroplane to the rescue!
Professor Zingrave had flown—literally !

But our journey to Littlestone was
well repaid.

For we found Sir Francis in an attic—
wisoned! ‘The Circle had had its ruth-
lms revengo! Having failed in  his
swhemes, Zingrave had veuted his vil-
lainous rage upon the poor physician.

Nelson ion made a rapid examination,
and discovered that Sir Francis, although
in a bad way, could be saved. The guv’.
nor immediately appliad certain restora-
tives —for he 18 a wonderful doctor him-
solf—and Sir Francis was put out of
danger. :

It would be weeks before he would be
woll again, but he was saved.

Zangrave had vamshed, and no trace of
the mysterious aeroplane was ever dJdis-
covered.

THT. NELSON LEE
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Sunon Jessell, the rotter who had
attempted to murder Nelson Lee, had
vanished, too. Thoey wern't far off, we
felt anre, but they couldn’t be found.

But Nelson Lee had certainly tn-
umphed. He said that I had triumphed,
too; but [ wouldn't admit that. I'd
only used my common-sense, after all.

There was oue thing certain.

The Circle would soon show signs of
hostility. With Professor Zingrave, the
High lLord, hale and bearty again, 1t
was pretty obvious that startling events
would take place. Nelson Lee was on
the look-out for those events.

For the Circle of Terror was still all-
powerful.

Our campaign was by no means near-
g its close—as I had declared. I had
to admit that I was wrong: for, very
soon, we had ample evidence to show
that the ('iecle of Terror was not fizzling
out!

But, upou the whole, the guv'nor and I
were casily holding our own,
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The Boxing Sailor

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

1=

Read this first/

‘Tom CRAWLEY, light-weight boxer and stoker
aboard H.M.S. Flyer. ;makes his first
public appearance tna contest with
Jimmy Yowl, lLighining feather-weight.
He uins the fight. and with the preze-
money i3 able to replace his father's
t?frpedoed fishing smack. Tom is jealous
0

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

MARY THWAITES, the pretty daughter of
Pisherman Thwaites, of whom Tom s
very fond.

FISHERMAN CRAWLEY’S smack is ckartered
as a mine-sweeper, and one day e tor-
pedoed by a German submarine tn sight
of land. Old Thomas Crawley ts taken
prisoner and carried on board the U-
boat. But thc others arc put afloat on
a raft. They are soon picked up by
« DBritish destroyer and landed ncur
Weathersea. Tom and Bob go to mcect
‘thein, and Mary is very anxious about
the fate of old Tom Crawley. Mean-
while a btg boxing match 13 fixed up
detween Jerry Nelson and Tom. Itis
a draw, and just as the audience are
about to leave the hall a whirring noise
ts heard. 4 momen? later something

sirikes the building itself, and there 1s a |

deafening report. In a moment cll s
confuston. :
(Now read this week's thrilling
tnstalment.)

THE ESCAPE FROM THE
BOXING HALL.

€ HE Germans arc shelling Weather-
- I sea. Bolt for your lives!”

Tho words stiuck terror to the

hearts of many who had patron-

wed the boxing show at Dan Simmons’

Hall in their eagerness to sec Jeriy

|

| damaged the wires.

|
|

Nelson box the local bantam-weight
boxer, Tom Crawley, on the occasion of
Mrs. Crawley’s henefit.

A shell had struck the building. Thero
could be no doubt about that. 'Fh flash,
the cloud of dust, the crash of falling
brickwork, the rending of timber, and
clatrering of glass, was evidence enough
of the fact. And even strong and reso-
lite men leapt to their feet, and began a
rush for the doors in the first moment of
panic.

It wouldn’t have been so bad, perhaps,
if the lights had not gone out.

The burstine shell had apparently
short-cirzuited the electric installation, or
At any rate, the
interior of the building was suddenly
plunged into impenetrable blackness, and
an indescribable confusicn instantly pre-
vailed. Men struggled with women in a
Scht for the doors, and boys elbowed and
foucht their way frantically towards the
exits. Chairs were overturned, and cries
of pain mingled with the shouts of terror
that rang clear above the distant crash

of shells.

For a2 moment mob law prevailed. The
crowd was out of hand. Like a flock of
sheep they scrambled and fought, they
hardly knew for what or why.

Then a voice rang above the clamour.

“ Take your time. Keep cool there.
There’s no danger. Wait while my men
open the emergency doors. Stand where
you are, everybody, Give us a chance. ’

It was Dan Simmons calling. At first

| nobody paid the slightest heed. But

upon Dan repeating the appeal, the
stronger-nerved among the men saw that
there was reason in il. The service men
more especially answered to the call.

“ Steady there. Steady, all of you.
Show us a ligh'” - -
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Then an electric torch flashed. Then

another, and yet another.

The poisonous fumes of the burst sheil |

becean to disperse, and the dust no longer
choked. Yet there was still octasion for
alarm, for an ominous whistling sound
was followed by a tremendous explosion
near at hand, somewherc outside in the
street,

Boom'! Boom! The cuemyv were firing
srom the sea, and land guns somewhere
ulong the coast were beginning to answer
the challenge.

Mrs. Crawley had meanwhile stood as
if turned to stone lcaring against the
ropes of the ring, with the words of
gratitude she'd intended to speak still
srembling on her lips.

Jerry Nelson sprang across the ring.
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raise her from below, and he pulling from
the ring, Mary was soon hauled up,
drawn through the ropes, and stood be-
side them there. :

Bob Randle followed.

“ Lights! Lights! Stcady there—take
vour time-take your time. Open the
doors, my lads. Don’t crowd—give them
| a chance of opening the doors—"'

Still Dan S8immons directed his attend-
ants and his patrons from somewhere,

and a moving light disclosed his where-
abouts.

His coolness and resource undoubtedly
saved the situation. Had it not been for
him, many lives might have been lost in
the bolt for the exits.

As 1t was afterwards shown, most of

¢ 'Phis *:5 no p]acc fOl" me, Tou]”' he the iﬂjuries S.UStaiﬂQd by the lllllll(‘k{
eried, as he brushed by Tom Crawley. | Patrons of boxing who had filled the hall

“ X' off.”
Tom gripped him Ly the arm.

‘““Stop, Jerry!” he cried. ‘“ You'll
rever be able to reach your dressing-
room through this mob. Stay where you
arc. Yon're safer up here in the boxing
ring than anywhere just now.”

Jerry stopped.

‘““Blowed if you're not right there,|g,
said he, and Le laughed a nervous| ,

Tom,
sort of laugh. ¢ Only, you know, when
vou hear the shells bursting. you feel as
if you want to be doing something.”

Tom leapt to his mother’s side.
linked his arm in hers.

‘““ Mother,” said he, and there was an
anxious ring in his voicc * You're all
right, aren’t you?”

“Yes; Tom, dear,”” she faltered, in
reply. *‘‘But it scems hard to stay here
and be killed.”

“ We sha’n’'t be killed unless our time
bas come,” Tom answered rcassuringly.

‘““ Where’s Bob Randie?"”
A voice answered him, close at hand:

_““I'm here, Tom. All serene?”

~“ All screne—where’s Mary 7

‘““She’'s here with me, Tom.
see us? Lean over the ropes.
right. Catch hold of her hands.
vou up, Mary. Got her, Tom?
Lo—pull——"’

Tom had groped for and held Mary’s
hands, and, with Bob Randle helping to

He

Can you
That’s
I'll lift
Right-

that night were received in the first blind
rush, where many had been thrown down
and trampled upon in the dark.

The flash of clectric torches, the rally
of the regular attendants of the hall to
Dan Simmons’s c¢all, and the prompt
opening of all the emergency exits saved
the situation.

Yct there was danger cven after the
st swarm of men and women had swept
it into the streets.

Suddenly a terrifying alarm rang upon
the air.

“Fire! I'ir¢! Firc—

Tom uttered a hoarse cry as he heard,
and looked upwards.

He could see a hole in the roof, and
about this tongues of flame were licking,
and smoke was rolling. Yes, the build-
ing was on fire, this terror being added
to the continuous crash and smash and
boom of shells and guns.

““ It’s all right!”’ roare¢ Dan Simmons,
still unperturbed.  ‘* There's plenty of
time. And no danger. Bring more
lights there.”

More lights were brought. By means
of them the open doors were revealed,
and soon the crowd werc outside the
building, and in the street.

It was then that Bob Randle caught
Tom by the arm.

“Now it's time to leave, Tom,” said
he. “ You look after your mother. I'll
help Mary. lLet's go buck, and out of

et J
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the building by way of the dressing-
rooms. We shall find the way clear
there.”’

Tom nodded, and shot a glance of sur-
prise at Bob, whose earnest face could
just be ‘seen in the glooin. What a cool
hand Bob was, to be sure!

And once again the voung l')oxin,c.;-sailor-d
regretted the hard things he had once|
said concerning him.

The flames were gaining ground. The
wind blew the smoke into the boxing
theatre in suffocating clouds.

Tom drew his mother towards the
ropes. ‘'‘ Don’t be afraid, mother, dear,”
hle. cried. “T'll get you safely out of
this.” |

His mother did nct answer, but she
followed him obediently, and without
fear. Bob Randle was first through the
ropes. He led Mary Thwaites down the
steps. Once on the floor below, they
warted for Mrs. Crawley and Tom. Then
Bob led the way, the ladies followed, and
Tom brought up the rear. So they
gained the dressing-rooms, which were
deserted, and so found the way to the
street open to them.

Here there was light. The night
watchman had lit a lantern, and hung it J
upon a nail on the wall.

By means of it they were able to seo,
and Tom bade his mother and Mary stay
‘there while he went to the door and had
a look round. ‘ For,” he declared, * it
may be -  worse outside than -here, and
thor«;,-’s no danger of the fire sprcading
yet.’

IN THE SHELLED TOWN.
HEN Tom Crawley put his head
\x/' out of the boxing hall and
looked around him, there was
not a soul in sight. Strange, |
indescribable sounds came to him through
tld night—the bursting of distant shells,
the boom of guns, the screams of women,
the cries-and shouts of men. '
Then a lull, followed by the clanging
of a firc bell. Next a whirr and rattle
of a passing motor<car. From the sky
above the unmistakable clatter of an
aeroplane.
What damage had been done to+
Weathersca? Was that a chance shell
which had struck the toxing hall, or had
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more of the accursed missiles of the Hun
murderers exploded in the town?

His answer came in a sudden burst of
flame, and a dull red glow in the sky
above him, somewhere along the street,
over the housetops yonder.

Next.a glare behind himn, and tha
shouting of men.

Tom turned his head, ran to the end
of the building, and peeped round the

angle of the wall. He saw a great gap
in the roof, and part of the wall had
been dcmolished by the shell. How the

rest of the building had escaped was
almost a miracle. 7'om Crawley uttered
a low cry as he realised that hundreds of
lives might have been lost there.

The flames were leaping fiercely now.
Unless help came quickly, Dan 8im-
mons’s hall was doomed.

‘*“ Poor old Dan!”’ sighed Tom, as lLe
ran back to the back door, and dashed
into the waiting women and Bob Randle,
whﬁ were standing behind the protecting
wall.

‘“ Al right, Tom?’’ inquired Randle
quietly.

““Yes. Al right as far as I can see.
But we may as well stay here for a bit.
It’s as safe as any where.”’

“ T want to go home,’’ said Mrs. Craw-
ley, in a low voice.

“8o do I,” cried Mary eagerly,
want to know if mother is safe.”’

“ Come on, then,” said Tom.

He led the way with Bob. Mprs. Craw-

and Mary followed at their heels.
When they rcached the main street, they
saw the front of the hall besieged iny an
cager crowd of men. Angry cries came
to their ears. Some of the fisherfolk
were fighting to get to the doors.

“ Why, what’s the matter?”’ asked Tom
excitedly.

‘“ Some villains, seeing how things were
at Dan’s, tried to break into the office
and steal the benefit money,”” was the
prompt reply. ‘ There are men who
would do anything ™’

“I must try and find Dan, Bob,” said
Tom, diving imto the erowd, and pushing
and wriggling his way through. It’s
mother’s money they tried to steal. Stay
there. I sha'n’t be long.”

A motor fire engine now dashed up,
with (dunging bell, scattering the crowd

‘tl

le
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right and left. Past the hall to the street
that ran beside i1t the fire engine went,
and vanished, with a stream of men and
vouths pelting after, and policemen run-
ning with them; special constables, too,
all bent on keeping order and controlling
the crowd.

The diversion helped. Tom gained the
main ontrance doors of the boxing-hall
without difficulty. Here, to his surprise,
he found a number of attendants, wearin
gan]:nels and sweaters, pushing the crow

ack.

They pushed Tom, half-dressed as he
was.

“* It's all right. I'm Tom Crawley,”
panted Tom.. ** Where's Dan?”’

““ Here I am, my lad!” cried a resonant
voice from the steps above, and, looking
upwards, Tom saw the boxing promoter.
He’'d just come out of an open door.

““I hear they've stolen the benefit
money, Dan!” cried Tom.

“No, mK lad,”” was Dan’s cheery
reply. ‘ They tried to- I caught three
men in my office, and one of them was
actually handling the cash. They turned
on me, and threatened to do for me.
Rough. hungry-looking men they were,
too. ‘ For shame, my lads! I cried.
‘ Would you steal Mrs. Crawley’s benefit
moncy at a time when there's nobody
but myself left to protect it, and after
my hall’s been bombarded? That’s not
British, is it? And it's not sporting?"”’

“*And, what then?’ asked Tom, his
eves widening.

““Then? Why, they put the money
back, and helped to drive out some
wastors who came pelting in on the same
errand. And now I've got it all locked up
in the safe. No harm will come to 1t
there, even if my hall is burnt to the
ground !’ ‘

Tom marvelled at ljan's cheerfulness
and optimism. Did he know that his

hall was on fire, the sailor-boy wondered.
He asked him.

““Oh, yes,”” Dan replied. ‘ But the
fire brigade’'s here. 1 'phoned for it;
they'll soon get the fire under. And I'm
insured.”’

**That's a good thing, Dan.’’
“You're right, Tom ; but I've a lot of

pals in Weathersea who'd see me right,
even if I weren’t.”

Dan sprang down the steps and passed
Tom,
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“So long, my boy! You get home
under cover,”’ he said. ‘ Boys''—to the
attendants—‘‘ rally round me, and help
me to drive the people back.”

And so he vanished amid the surging
crowd.

Tom went back, and found Bob Randle,
nis mother, and Mary where he had left
them. Jerry Nelson was there, too—
Jerry, who had got into his outdoor
clothes in the dressing-room, had picked
UF Tom’s and brought them along to the
almost naked lad.

““Thought I'd find you, Tom,” said
the bantam-weight Tommy from Hull,
“And you'll want your clothes—got
your cap and- boots, too!”’

Tom thanked him, and sltpped into
trousers, jumper, and cap like magic.
His boots he carried with him, And so
they went on home.

As they left the neighbourhood of the
boxing-hall, Tom glanced backwards.
He saw the flames beaten down by jets
of water, and dense clouds of smoke roll
heavily away. An echoing cheer rang

in his ears.

“They’'re getting the fire under®’’ ho
shouted. “* Hurrah' Dan’s hall 1y
saved!”’
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they passed by whole rows of

shops, the windows of which had

been driven in, and now and
then they were harrowed by the sight of
a2 house almost completely demolished.

Police and soldiers were thronging
everywhere—moving from place to placa
in orderly fashion. A motor ambulance
flashed by. Next they met a party of
stretcher-bearcrs swinging along. They
bore a sufferer who was covered up with
a shcet. Some sobbing women and a girl,
m her teens, walked behind.

Bob Randle gripped his teeth as %e
watched them pass.

** Somebody will have to pay for this,
Tom !"' he muttered. ‘' It makes me wish
I were in France now.”

‘“It makes me wish the old Flyer
were ready for sea, so that we coull
blow the coward who did this to smither-
eens!” said Tom.

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)
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Mary Thwaites sobbed, and tears|
gutted down her marble cheeks.

Mrs. Crawley -looked on with dull,
agonised eyes, and then said, bowing her
head: |

** Oh, Tom, Tom, dear, take me home.”

“You look after Mary, Bob,” said
Tom. % -

" And, giving his mother, his sup orting'
arm, he turned away and sought the
nearest passage heme. 4

By this time the distant-booming of the
guns showed cither that the enemy had
steammed further along the coast, and
were bombarding Borrowmouth, or else |
were in full flight for home, pursued by
British warships, which might catch the
villuins yet. . .

As they approached the harbour, Tom
saw further proofs of the accuraey of
the enemy’s fire. In Fishmonger Lane
four houses and shops were in ruins, ouly
tho skeleton supports of the houses re-
maining. The smell of gas was almost.
unbearable. -and some of the ruins were
_smouldering. .

They were forced to make a detour. a
guard - of soldiers and specials turning
them back. Yet, when they reached
their cottage, they found it intact; not d
v indow broken; not a tree, shrub, ot
plaiit  disturbed. '

As Tom opened the gate a cat ran to
meet them, evincing lively sigus of
terror. Tom opened the door with his
key, aird led his mother in- He lit the
lumps, and placed a chair for her.

. You're all right now, aren't you,
mother?”’ he asked.

“Yes, thank you, Tom. I'm a little
tired and shaken; but I'm a fisherman’s
wife. and I've learnt how to face
trouble.””

Tom changed his ring-shoes for his
boots, and then made for the door. -

“I'm going to see if anything's nap-
pened to Mrs. Thwaites, and I want to
find out if Riley, Sam, and Morgan ar
safe. Then I shall go down to the nar-
bour, i1n case I'm wanted. They may
send the Flyer to sea even as she is.”

“Go, Tom. But don’t be late. Kiss
me, my boy.” ‘ ' .

Tom kissed his mother fondly. well
knowing the fealings which had.actuated
her in asking han ;_then with a smile and
a ‘‘Cheerio!” he opened-the door and
-went out.

I

|

‘ordered out.
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‘He hurried to the Thwaites’, and, to
his great relief, found the cottage un-
damaged, and not a single dwelling:place
in the street injured.

Mary was there with her mother and
father; Bob had gone. Tom remained
only a moment; then hurried towards
the harbour. |

As he neared it, he realised for tho
first timeé .- how successful, fromt the
enerny’s point of view. the bombardment
had been. Every window was broken;
there were gaps here and there between
the houses. Tramway- standards an.l
cables were down, and 1n places the road
had been blown to smithereens. Th-
top of a clock-tower had been carned

-clean away. He saw salvage men aui

volunteer helpers busy everywhere clear-
ing away the débris. Fer the first timo
for months most. of the street lights
were burning brightly. The harbour it-
self was alive. ) '

Every available warship had been
The pier and the quayxs
were thronged with people, mostly towns-
men and fishermen. Oddly enough. the
harbour had not been hit. Not a singie
vessel had been damaged.

Tom tumbled up agaiust scores of his3
comrades from the Flyer. He met Tom-

1 kins, the A.B., who was smoking and

eyeing everything with a serene coni-
placegby that irritated Tom.

“That's right! Grin! Why not?”’
said the satlor-boy. ‘ Half Weathersea's
been blown to atoms! That's goed
reason for smMing, 1sn't it?”’

Tomkins took his pipe out of his moutir

-and spat. .

“Do you know why I'ri smiling?”’ he
asked. _ '

“For that reason, I should say.”

“You'ro wrong! I'm smiling Hecause
they had orders from the First Sea Lord
to speed up the mendin’ of the Flyor.
and we'll be at sea and peppering the
‘nemy. before many hours are np, Totw!
Hear the clanging of the ’ammers over
in the dock? 'They're at 1t, day an-l
night, ovértime, or any other time, (oo,
atidl-— Hallo! Here's the skipper!

Sure enough, Captain Walsh, accom-
panied by two of lis licutenants and a
stranger in civilian attire, came "1p just
then i a motor-car, the sailors barrinyg
the way and- stopping the car for
momeut. They saluted therr crmmander,

(Continued overfoeaft.)

.
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who returned the salute, and nodded and | every seaman there whipped his round:

similed at them.

" ‘“*Make the most of your time. my
Iads!" said the captain of the Flyer.
** Foir. we “shall ‘be readv for sea to-

moprow, and you know what that mcans

-——we're going-to ‘engagé the enemy

+ The car passed on, and as it went

cap off his head and waved it frautically.’
“Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!” they.
cheered.

And Tom shouted lour_]én_- than ther'n'all.
- It was Jack’'s way of bidding defiance

to the Hun. o
" (To be continued.) -
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