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CHAPTER 1.

i)
THE SCRAP OF PAPER—THE GUV NORS
CUTENESS—A VILE PLOT.

OLLY fine!’ I declared enthusiasti-
terms,”” smiled Nelson Lee, as he rose

cally. ¢ Terrific, in fact.”
“ My dear Nipper, you really
from his stall. ‘“The opera 1s a rarc
tonic for depression, but it can scarcely
be described as terrific.”
I grinned, and the orchestra played the
National Anthem.

Then the audience made for the exits.
The guv’nor and I, to tell the truth, had
been enjoying an evening at one of the
West End theatres. We had witnessed a
performance of a well-known comic
ope
forbidden language, terrific,
why of putting it, anyhow.

Nelson Lee and I had occupied a
couple of stalls, and we had s, ent a
thoroughly enjoyable evening. To teil
the truth, the guv’nor had been a bit
irritable and grumpy during the after-
noon, but he was all smiles now. And
he had the nerve to tell me that he pre-
ferred grand opera, really, but had come
to this theatre just to plcase me! And
he’d been grinning with amusement all
the evening!

It’s all bunkum, you know. Nchody
likes grand opera, actually; it’s the sing-
ing they like. The opora itself 1sn’t
worth tuppence, as a rule. DPersonally, I

Thut’s my

must cxpress yourself in different

ra, and it had been splendid—or, in |
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like something that's jolly and musical
and entertaining.

““Now for a little supper,”” I said, zs
we slowly moved towards the exit
‘“ Where's it going to be, guv'nof? The
Carlton, or Frascati’s, or Lockhart's?”’

Nelson Lee’s eyes twinkled.

@ There’s quite an excellent coffee-stall
in the neighbourhood of the Elephant

and Castle,” he replied. *“How does
that strike you, Nipper?”’

I chuckled.

‘“ A bit too classy,” I said. T thi:k

Q we'll make it Frascatr's, sir.””

We had reached the exit now. and we
moved along towards the cloakroom.
Just before we got out of the crush, 1
felt somebody push against me rather
forcibly ; then a hand touched mine.

I colanced down, curiouslyv. T saw
somcbody’s hand press something into
my palm. Instinctively, I gripped the
somcthing, and then looked up quickly.
But, in the crush, I couldn’t make out
who had delivered "the little object. I
suspected a tall, bearded man in eveniiy
diress, but I couldn’t be sure.

He didn’v look at me, and there was
nobody else near by who scemed likely.
So I squinted down at the thing in my
hand. It was just a scrap of screwed-up
paper—like a chocolate wrapper.

“ Well, that's queer,” I told mysell.

The guv'nor nassed into the cloakroomn.
and I followed him. Two minutes later
we sallied out, and managed to engage a

taxi. Lee gave the diiver his directions,
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and we got inside. 1 was still holding Ja pity Mr. Todd wasn’t more explicit,

the chocolate wrapper.

““ That was rather rummy, sir,” 1 re-
mavked thoughtfully.

““ Kngaging a taxi so promptly, vou
mean?”’ he smiled.

I rrinned.

* Well, that was rummy, certainly,” 1
agreed,  ““But I meant something else.
IDidin’t you sce what happened in the
prssnge of the theatre? No, of course
vou didn't.  How could you?”’ ‘

“Get to the point, you
donkey,” said the guv’nor politely.

“"That’s a nice thing to call me, when
vou're taking me out,”” I grinned.  * But
ook here, sir. Somebody—I doif't know
who—shoved this into my fist
before we entered the cloakroom for our
hats and things.” |

1 exposed the screwed-up scrap of
paver, and Nelson Lee looked at it.

“ What is it, young *un?”’ he asked.

“I don’t know.”

“ Well, have a look, and find out.”

This is what I was doing. I flabtened
our (h® paper, and found that it was,
really, a wrapper from some fancy hon-
bon or other. The printed design was
quite pretty, with gold lines and pink
trocings.  But, on the blank side, I saw
a fow words, scribbled in pencil.

“Hallo. hallo! What's shis?”’ T said
interestedly.

1 bent forward, and read the words:

young

““Nometbhing big afoot. Took out.

-M. T

“Now, T wonder what the dickens—-—
Just look at this, sir,”” and I handed the
wrapper over to Nelson Iee.

He took 1, read the words, then leaned
back and took five puffs at his cigar. T
think he took five; anyhow, he was a
long while before he spoke. When lec
looked at me his eyes were quite grave,

“*M. T. Why, Nipper, this littlo
message is from our excellent friend, M.
Montague Todd,” he exolaimed slowly.
“Ho's just telling us that tho Circle of
'I'crror lf)us got somothing big afoot, and
that we must look out for ourselves.”

I whistled.

“ Exactly,”” agreed Yhe great crimi-
rologist. ** T'odd, probably, was in the
theatre, cnjoying the show. He saw us,

and thought that he’d pass the tip along. |

He didu’t care to risk speaking openly—
and so he adopted this ruse. It’s rather

just

7

|

however.”

" What
exactly ?”°

““I can’t possibly guess,” replied IL.ce;
“and I'm certainly not going to worry
my head over the matter. I shall be on
my guard, however. It is about time the
Circle got busy; I have been expecting
an offensive for some little time.”’

I nodded thoughtfully,

Nelson Lee and I had had sevcral grim
encounters with the Circle of Terror—
and, more particularly, with its chief,
the High Lord. But Professor Cyrus_
Zingrave, the High Lord, although
about the cleverest criminal in existence,
wasn’t a match for Nelson Lee—the
cleverest detective in existence.

At the same time, the guv’nor had to
be thoroughly wide awake to defeat the
imfamous Circle of "Terror. That scoun-
drelly organisation had scored scveval
triumphs,~ and would have scored many
more, but for Nelson Lee’s intervention.

Zingrave, via the Circle's agents, had
attempted to take our lives on mqre than
one occasion; but the guv’nor had been
too keen every tirne. He’d never been
tricked completely.

Our last encounter had taken place
only a short while before. = The High
Lord had been laid up with diphtheria
then, and the guv’nor '}md necarly caught
him napping. Now, apparently, Zin-.
grave had fully recovéred. and was on
the point of lannching a new offensive,
ns ILece put it—an offensive against
humanity. For the Circle of Terror was
ruthless, determined, and utterly brutal.

It was rather good of Todd to give us
the tip—although it wasn’t worth much,
as 1t stood. Montague Todd was a mem-
ber of the Circle. But I had saved lis
life under curious circumstances once, an:l
he hadn’t forgotten it. He was a decent
man, and he loathed the Cirele and all
its grim works.

But, being a member, he couldn’t back
out—without dying. Ior the Circle was
just: as ruthless with its cwn members as
with its declared viotims. If Todd had
attempted to frec himself from the
Circle’s bonds, he would have been—
punished. And the Circle’s puuishmert
was death. . .. g

So Todd, being a sensible chap, and
fond of life, had decided to remain in the
Cirele.  But. whenever the opportunity

it meuans—

do you think
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occurred, he would give Nelson Lee valu- |

able information. He had been of ster-
ling service on several occasions.

‘ Something big afoot, and we’ve got
to look out,”” I remarked. °‘‘ Does that
mean that the something big will be up
against us, guv'nor?”’
® ‘“ Probably,” said Nelson Lee. “Or it
might mean that we must merely look
out for some big event in the near
future. As we are always looking out,
this warning is rather unnecessary.
Nevertheless, we'll be on the qui vive——
But here we are at Frascati’s.”

We emerged from the taxi, and
entered the famous restaurant. And,
within five minutes, we had completely
forgotten all about Mr. Montague Todd
and the Circle of Terror.

The supper was a great success. Fras-
cati’s was crowded, and the throng- was
a lively one. The bulk of the male
diners were in khaki, and the female
Well, there were so many colours, I
won'’t attempt to describe ’em. Not that
any of the ladies were showy. Frascatl’s
was select.

Feeling thoroughly satisfied, and con-
tented with ourselves and the world in
general, we left the restaurant, and in-
dulged in a brisk walk home. This was
the guv’nor’s idea—the walk, I mean.

After that supper, he said, we needed
o walk. Andso we did some poar (?) taxi-
cabman out of a job, and used our legs
instead of our cash. It was better for
our health, I suppose.

Arriving home, we found everything
in darkness. Mrs. Jones, the worthy
housekeeper, was in bed and asleep, In
the land of drcams and nightmares. It
wasn’t so very late, either—only about
twelve-thirty, or a quarter to one.

‘« Going in the consulting-room, sir?”’
I yawned, on the landing.

“« Just a final cigarette, Nipper,’’ said
Nelson Lee, producing his keys, and un-
locking the consulting-room door. That
door locked off both the consulting-room
and the laboratory. The dining-room and
bedrooms were on the other side of the
landing.

The guv'nor entered the apartment
and switched on the electric light. But,
as he was striding into the room, he
paused. I saw that he was looking at a
sheet of thin paper which lay on the
floor; it was a business letter of scme
sort that had been delivered during the
morning, and hadn't been filed yet.

’

|
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““ Only blown off the table, guv’nor,” I
suld, pushing past.

‘““Hold on, Nipper; stand where you
are,” pubt in Lee sharply. ‘“ Blown off
the table, you say? Exactly. But how
did it blow off—this side? Not from any
draught caused by the door. Only a
window draught could have wafted that
sheet of paper off the desk—and the
window’s closed.”

‘“ Oh, 1t’s nothing, sir,”” I exclaimed.

“It is a trifling affair, I will admit—
but it 1is curious, Nipper,”” said the
guv'nor keenly. ‘ How did that papcr
blow oft? Presumably, the window has
been elosed during the time of ouv
absence. It was closed when we left,
and it is closed now. The door has been
locked the whole time, and’there had,
therefore, been no draught of any sort.
It would seem, young ’un, that the
window has been opened. By James, I
wonder——"’

He paused abruptly, and whistled.

“ Why, what’s the matter, sir?” I
asked, becoming interested.

“J1 have just remembered that some
gutter repairs are proceeding next door,”
said Nelson Lee smoothly. ¢ A ladder 13
reared against the wall—and it is there
now, in readiness for the workmen to-
morrow. Ladders are very handy,
Nipper. It could easily have becn
shifted a few feet.”

“ Do you think anybody’s been in

here?’ I asked, staring.
+ “1 may be ultra-precautious,” smiled
Lee, “but have vou forgotten Mr. Todd’s
little warning, Nipper? He told us to
look out. Possibly Todd was referring
to something far removed from our ouw:
personal safety—but it is better to lo
wary. We know the grim, rtuthless
nature of the Circle. I am wondering
if any Circle agents have been setting a
few pretty little traps for us during our
absence.”

I looked round, with added interest.

““ By Jupiter! It’s possible, sir,” I ex-
claimed.

Nelson Lee picked up the letter, laid it
on the desk, and then he walked across
to the window. For several minutes he
oxamined it closely. The table-lignp—
which was switched on—was heavily
shaded, so the blind was still up.

« There are no positive signs here,
Nipper,” said the guv'nor, after a few
moments. * But we mustn’t forget that
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the Circlo employs the cleverest cracks-
men. The window, although closed,
isn’t fastened. I think I told you to
close it, just bcfore we left for the
theatre. Did you fasten 1t?7” .

‘“ Blessed if I remember, sir,”” I re-
plied. “I don’t suppose I did. Why
should I? We don’t usually bolt and Lar
the place like a prison, do we?”

““T'hat’s not the point. Did you fasten
the window?”’

“ Well, I don’t think 1 did.” :

“ Then, if any Circle agents borrowed
that ladder from next door, it must have
been a simple matter to gain entry into
thigs apartment,” said Nelson Lee. ¢ Just
for my own pcace of mind, young ’un,
J’!}I have a look round. ou remain
shill.” ‘

[ could understand Nelson Lee’s line
of reasoning ecasily cnough. More than
once the agents of the Circie of Terror
had laid nice little traps for us during
our absence from Gray’s Inn Road, but
we hado’t been caught napping.

And now, although thero was probably
nothing to be alarmed about, the detec-
livo was dctermined to satisfy himself
hefore it was too late. The trap—if any
--would certainly be of a deadly nature.

While I stood watching, the guv’nor
cxamined the telephone, the desk, the
cigar-box, the chairs—everything in the
ziddy room, in fact. But his examina-
tion was barren of result.

** Nothing doing, sir?’ I said, grin-
ning,

** No, J suppose we are too careful;
for once,” smiled Lee.- *‘ But it is far
hetter to err on that side, my lad. Care-
Jessness may lead o disuster—as you
know well enough. Oh, well, I'm
satisfied.”’

He selected a cigarette, lit it, and went
over to the sidoboard for a whisky-and-
soda. The guv’'nor isn’t much of a be-
liever in spirits—of the liquid variety—
but he sometimes indulges in a nightcap.

“I don’t suppose the laboratory has
been entered,”” he remarked, as he
poured out the whisky, ¢ The door’s
locked, and—-"

Lee ceased speuking, and I looked up.
He was standing quite still, looking
fixedly at the soda-water syphon.

** It may be my fancy,” he exclaimed
slowly, and then paused. '

** Fancy, guv’nor?”’ I asked.

‘“ Possibly, Nipper, I am apt to be
somewhat  particylar to-night,”’ smiled

T11E NELSON
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the guv’nor. ‘“ Can you see a ‘faint—a
very faint—milkiness about this soda?
It’s so slight that it may be imagination
on my part. I certainly shouldn’t have
noticed anything if I had not been on
the alert.”’

I leaned across the desk.

‘ Half-a-minute, sir,”” I said, as T rah
round, pulled the blind down and went
to the switch. I turnkd on the big lights,
and the consulting-room became flooded
with illumination,

‘““ That's better,” I sald cheerfully.
‘“ There’s. nothing wrong with the soda,
guv’nor; it was the light that—"’

Nelson Lee was bending over the
syphon, and he pressed the tap just for-
cibly cnough' to release about ten drops
of soda. I heard a faint sizzle—which
was to be expected; but I wasn’t quite
prepared for what happened next.

The guv’nor gave ‘a short sobbing
gasp. Then he staggered away, the glass
went crashing to the floor, and he fol-
lowed it. I simply tore round the room,
and found Nelson Lee lying still and
silent upon the carpet.

¢

F CHAPTER II.

THE POISON GAS—OONCERNING MUMBERS
22, 28, AND 35—CAPTAIN RICHARD MAX-
WELL,

CV'NOR !’ I gasped, horrified.

‘ I stared down at Nelson Lee

| in  sheer consternation. What

had happened to him? But even

as I was about to kneel by his side, he

utteved a long sigh, and struggled up.

At the same time I became aware of a

faint sickly odour 1n the room. -It tickled
pmy throat, and irritated my nostrils.

‘¢ Upon my soul!” gasped Nelson Lee.

““ What's the matter with you, sir?’ I
demanded breathlessly. ‘¢ Thank good-
ness you've come to yourself so soon! I
—7J thought you were——"’

‘“ Don’t touch that syphon, young
‘un!”’” mumbled Nelson Lee thickly.
“ Don't touch 1i1t! By James, my. sus-
picions were right, after all!”

The detective rose to his feet rather-
unsteadily. He went straight to the
window, jerked the blind aside, threw up

the sash, and leaned far out. Then he

| took several large ‘gulps. of night atmos-

phere. : . e
““ That’s better !I”’ he exclaimed, at last.
‘““My throat’s burning painfully, but I-
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think the damage is only slight. Fortu-
nately I only receivel an infinitesimal
dose—so small, in fact, that it was
scarcely perceptible.”’ '

““It bowled you over, anyhow!’ I
said grimly. ;,

'~ The guv’nor went back to the side-
board, and looked at the syphon with
great interest. :

‘“ That’s just it, Nipper,”” he said.
It bowled me over in less than a
second. Can you imagine what would
have -happened if I had pressed the tap
of that syphon in the ordinary way? I
should, of course, have held it down for
eight or nine seconds.”

‘“ Longer, perhaps.”’

““ Well, during those seconds, Nipper,
a cloud of gas would have been released
—gas, my boy, not liquid. And that one
puff would have killed me on the spot. I
should have died on the instant. And
you, rushing to my rescue, would have
shared my fate. "A clever plot, Nipper—
a diabolical plot.”’

“ Good heavens!” 1 gasped. ¢ Are—
are you sure of this?”’

“ Didn’t you see what happened?”’

¢ Well, yes, but—m—"" =

“ We'll soon make sure,”’ said Nelson
Lee crisply. ¢ No, Nipper, I'm not in
any pain now. You see,. I breathed in
such a tiny quantity of the gas that it
only had a momentary effect. But, as
vou will realise, my previous deductions
were not far short of the mark. Some-
body entered this apartment during our
absence—and that somebody, I'll war-
rant, was an agent of the Circle of
Terror.”’ : ‘

“By gum! It might have been
Toddy!” I exclaimed. ‘¢ That’s why he
gave us that warning.”

Nelson Lee shook his head.

¢ No, it wasn't Todd,”” he exclaimed.
¢¢ 1 don’t suppose. our friend knew any-
thing of this affair. If he had done so
he would certainly have added the word
¢ syphon’ to his warning; that would
have given us the tip on the instant. We
must be very thankful that we have de-
tected the vile plot.”

We passed into the laboratory, and
switched on the lights. As this door had
been locked, we knew there had been
no intruders, and so we felt confident.
The guv’'nor started making his experi-
ment without any delay.

As a preliminary we both donned res-
pirators, and then Lee ‘discharged some

GREAT COUD 5

of the gas from the syphon and put it
through an elaborate test, This occu-
pted the best part of an hour, but by
the time he had finished he was looking
thoroughly satisfied, and he decided that
the hour had been well-spent.

It was safe to remove our respirators,

now. Lee lit a cigar and sat on the
laboratory bench.

““ As I suspected,” he sail quietly.
““This gas is of the most deadly nature
imaginagble. The poison gas which is
used by the soldiers in the field is quite
harmless stuff by comparison. I honestly
believe that only one chemist in Englsand
is capable of manufacturing such deudly
stuff—and that chemist is our old friend
Professor Cyrus Zingrave If I had used
the syphon in the ordinary way we should
both have been killed on the spot,
Nipper; there would have been no escape
whatever.”’

‘““Some awful rotter changed the
syphon, of course?"”

‘“ That 1s obvious,” agreed Nelsou
Lee. ‘“ But we could not detect that—
since the syphon is of the same manu-
facture as the ones we use constantly.
But this syphon has been specially
treated. The liquid remains within the
reservoir, and only the gas is expelled
when the tap is pressed.”

I breathed deeply. ‘

‘““ A jolly pretty plot!” I exclaimed.
““ Clever, too! I say, guv’'nor, 1it's
good thing vou were on the alert when
we came 1n. If it hadn’t been for that
piece of paper lying -on the floor we
should have been dead by now!”’

“ It was a slight clue—but an impor-
tant one,”” said Nelson Lee, yawning.
‘“ As soon as I saw that pilece of paper
I knew that the window must have been
opened. But it's clumsy, my lad—very
clumsy."”’

“ T don’t know so much about that,"”" 1
demurred. ¢ It strikes me that it was
a thundering smart wheeze.”

‘* Tt is on a par with the other attempts
which the Circle has made to kill us—it
relied upon our falling unsuspiciously
into the trap,’”’ replied the great crimi-
nologist. ‘“ Oh, yes, Nipper, 1t 13
decidedly clumsy, and these methods
don’t afarm me in the least. I feel,
however, that this attack is the fore-
runner of big events in the near future.
The Circle of Terror is evidently pre-
paring some big coup—and Zingrave
thought it as well to be rid of us before-
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hand. It is rather a .compliment,
Nipper.”’ |

*“T don't want any more compliments
of that sort!’ I grunted. * Well, 1
suppose we had better get to hed, now?”’

'I'his was an excellent suggestion, and

in a very short time the guv’nor and 1

were in our little cots sleeping peace-
fullv. The Circle’s little gamo ﬁad mis-
fired, and we weren’t dead by any mcans.

We were up in good time, but slacked
during the mormng. After luncheon,
Lhowever, the guv’nor suggested that I
should run over to IFulham—to visit the
Cosy Cinema, in IFulham Road.

“*“ Your visit may be fruitless, Nipper,”’
said Nelson Lee. ¢ But, on the other
hand, you may learn something. I feel
that we are on the eve of something big,
as Todd put it. So a little scouting will
do no harm. Disguise yourself, of
course.”’

In less than twenty minutes I de-
parted

My disguise was quite simple, but
effective. And my destination, the Cosy
(‘incma, although an innocent looking
picture theatre, was, in reality, the place
where the agents of the Circle of Terror
received their. working orders.

1t wasn’t a meeting-place, because the
C'ircle-inen never met thore; they merely
visited the hall to receive orders. And
these orders werve given in full view of
the ordinary audience.

You sce, Professor Zingrave had in-
vented a clever system of shorthand.
'I'he  characters .were scroll-like, and
meant nothing to the average man. But
to anybody * in the know ” it was pos-
sible to rcad the scroll casily. DBoth
Nelson Lee and I knew the system by
heart; wo'd known it for months, having
got hold of an instruction-book durmg
one of our tussles with the Circle.

Well, between tha films, at the Cosy
Cinema, advertisement-slides were
occasionally shown on the screen; and
round some of these slides was a quaint
scroll border—just a pretty border de-
sigh it looked. In reality, however, that
scroll was a shorthand order to a certain
Cirele agent, or agents. Naturally, the
scroll was different every time; but the
ordinary public couldn’t detect this, And
the operator at the palace was, of course,
in the Circle’s pay.

I entered the little picture-hall soon
after it opcened for the afternoon. It
was a. continuous performgncee, of course,

| while. 1

and I could remain in the theatre until
cleven o’clock in the evening, if I liked.

There were only a few people present,
for the afternoon was fine. I sat in an
eightpenny seat, and settled down to en-
joy the pictures, There was no -reason
why I shouldn’t. I rather like pictures.

They were pretty good, on the whole;
but it wasn’t until about four o’clock
that an advertisement-slide was shown.
There was scroll work round the edge
of it, but 1t meant nothing, Then came
another slide—and this was more inter-
esting. )

For I detected a difference at once.

And I read off the shorthand easily
—it was a definite order to threc agents
of the Circle of Terror—who call went by
numbers. Names were never mentroned
in any of the Circle instruction-messages..

The shorthand, deciphered, rcad as
follows: - ‘

‘“ Preliminary orders for numbers 22,
28, and 35. Be "at Mellway Cove this
evening, at 11 p.m. precisely. No excuse
will be accepted if any man is late.”

That was all; and I screwed up my
face 'a bit. So far as' I could see, the
information was valueless. Where was
Mellway Cove, anyhow? And why were
three Circle men to be there at eleven
o'clock? It was probably a very minor
affair, ' ' |

‘““* No excuse will be accepted if any
man 18 late,””’ 1 repeated to myseclf.
‘““ That looks urgent, though. But it’s
only the Circle’s method, after all—
ruthlessness, even with 1its own
members.”’ ,

The pictures started again—on the
second round—and .it wasn’t likely that
there would be any scroll-message yet
awhile. So I left my place and strolled
out into Fulham Road. I had seen three
well-dressed men leave just before me;
and T suspected that they were ¢ Num-
bers 22, 28, and 35.” But they secemed
to be gentlemen, and they all went off
in different directions.

I jumped on to a ’bus, and was soon
in Holborn. I jumped down at Chan-
cery Lane Station, and then walked the
short distance to Gray’s Inn Road,
keeping my eyes well skinned mean-

gidn’t see any signs of -a
“ shadow,”” but the guv’nor had always
told me that I couldn’t.be too careful. .

When I entered the consulting-reom I
grunted.

** Nothing

doing—at least, nothing
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much—"" I began; then I paused, for I
saw that DMelson Lee had a visitor.
““ Oh, I'm awfully sorry, sir,” I added,

backing out of the room again.

““Don’t go, Nipper,”’ called Nelson
Lee. ¢ This is my young assistant,”’ he
added, to the visitor. ¢ I.trust him in
everything. Nipper, Captain
Maxwell only arrived 'a few minutes ago,
and he has not yet told me his story.
You may as well remain, now.”’

Captain Maxwell nodded genially to
me.

“I’ve heard of you, young ’un,’”’ he
said. ‘‘ How do? As I was just telling
your master, I may have come here on
a fool’s errand, but I'm infernally un-
easy. I couldn’t go to the police, because
I haveu’t a scrap of evidence—and the
police, I know, want hard facts before
they'll act. It's only natural.”

¢ But what’s the exact trouble, cap-
tain?’’ asked Nelson Lee smilingly.

Maxwell—who was a skipper of the
Mercantile Marine, I saw—looked grim.

“ That’s just it,”" he replied. ¢ The
exagt trouble? Well, I'm hanged if I
can tell you. Just at present I am en-
gaged on special work for the Govern-
ment—I've left . the merchant service,
temporarily. And as this special work
1s—well, very.special, I take it that you’ll
treat this interview as confidential, Mr,
Lee.”’

‘¢ Naturally,”” said the guv’nor. ¢ You
may be quite easy.”” ,

““ Well, I'm located down at Lowbury-
ness, on the Essex coast,’”’ said Captain
Maxwell. I have got my own work-
shops there. To tell the truth straight
out, I'm making—I've made, in fact—a
special hydroplane, according to my own
ideas. It’s a submarine-chaser, and, if
it’s a suécess, we shall turn out scores of
’em,”’ .

‘“ The craft, then, is an experimental
one?”’ |
- ¢ That's it—experimental,” agreed the
visitor.” ** I'm confident, of course, and 1|
think the vessel will make good. It’s a
hydroplane of ‘a novel type.”

“ A seaplane, you mean?”’ I put in. |

‘“ Lord, don’t you know what a hydro-
plane i13?’’ asked Maxwell, smiling. ¢ It's
queer, but a lot of ptople have an idea
that a hydroplane 1s an aircraft. It

|

Richard |

H

isn't. A hydroplane is merely a fast
motor-boat. You’re thinking of a hydro-
acroplane,” he said. ‘¢ Qur newspapers

often confuse the.two.”
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““ Well, this machine of mine is a novel
type of craft,”” went on the captain.
“It's a motor-boat, but it’s driven by
means of an air-screw, just like an aero-
plane. But it's only for use on the water.
I've reached seventy miles an hour on
her; but I want to double that speed.”

I

“ Phew! That's going some!”
whistled.

“But T didn't come here to tell vou
this,”’ satd Maxwell. ““ The truth is, Mr.
Lee, I've got an-idea that spies are ab
work !’

‘“ Spies?”’ mused the
** Enemy spies, do you mean®”’

“ Well, I didn’t know there was any
other brand,” replied the captain.
“* Mind vou, I haven't one ounce of real
evidence. I've just got the conviction
that theve are spies skulking about the
district.”’

“ But vou must have seen something "

“Well, ves. I've seen strangers hang-
ing about for some little timme.  But
they're never the same strangers. Aund
at night I've seen a man lurking near
the workshops. I've seen that more than
once,”’ said the visitor grimlv. ** But I've
uever caught anybody red-handed, and 1
can't say that I'd know any of these spie=
by sight.” )

‘“* Have your workmen seen anything
suspicious?”’

“ Not that I know of.”’

““ You have spoken to tne Admiralty
authorities, of course””’

“ Well, that's just 1t!”’ replied Captamn
Maxwell. **I haven’t said a word. I
didn’t like to! A man gets laughed at
by our complacent officials, you know.
I thought I'd seek your advice first, Mr.
Lee. What do you think I'd better do?”

The guv’nor smiled.

“ Why, go back to Lowburyness,” he
seplied promptly. ‘¢ Keep your eyes opeu
more keenly than ever, and directly you
get hold of something definite, communi-
cate with me at once. ’'Phone me, if
vou like. T'll wake somebody up for
you!”’

“ But you wouldn't say anything, or
do anything, at present?”

“ Until you've got something concrete
in your hands, you can’t very well act,
can yqu?” asked Nelson Lee. ¢ To tell
you the honest truth, captain—and I
hope you won’t be offen®ed—I think that
you have been a little nervous "

“ I've thought that myself,” inter-
rupted Maxwell ruefully. ‘I was afraid
you'd laugh at me, Mr. Lee. But I'm

~

guv nor.




L 4

8 THE NELSON

anxious, and I may bhave exaggerated
trivial incidents into mysterious ones.
Oh, well, I'm no{ oing to bother! But
Fll ring you up n i experience anything
really queer. And then come
down, won't you?"

The guv'nor nodded.

“ You may rely upon that,” he replied
readily.,

Five minutes later the young captain
had taken his departure, and Nelson Lee
yawned as he ht a cigarette,

“ Had your tea, Nipper?
lanly,

“Fat lot of chances I've had of tca,
baven't 17" 1 asked. ‘' I've been at that

you'll

cmema all  the  afternoon, guv'nor,
Nothing doing!”’
“H'm! I dido’t expect——"’

‘“ Nothing much, anyhow,” 1 added.

“Oh, 0 your vivit wasn't altogether
Sruitless?’”’

“There was a wmessage shoved on the
sereen, iy’ 1 replied. It wasn't any-
thing of importance, though. Numbers
22, 28, and 35—whoever they are—were
ordered to be at Mellway Cove at 11.0
p.m. to-night."’

Nelson Lee became alert in the instant.

“ Mellway Cove, did you suy, young
un?’ he asked crisply.

*Yes, Do ‘'vou know where it 157" 1
vemorked,

“'Well, yes,” replied the guv'nor, in
W quiot voice.
to be just under a mile from Captain
Maxwell’s workshops at Lowburyness.
'TThe captain’s story of mysterious spies
wasn't wo fur-fetched, after all!™

CHAPTER IIL
GAME—THE 'THONE CALL.
LOOKED at Nelson Lee curiously.
" Mellwuﬁ' Cove is only a mile
u

** ‘Then—then thoso spies the captain
talked about were—were Circle rotters!
My hat! There’'s a commection there, all
** Obviously, Nipper,” agreed the guv’-
nor. ‘‘ First of all we receive a gystari-
ous warning from our friend, Mr. Todd;
purpose of ending our useful existences;
then Captain Maxwell comes along with
u tale ol spies hanging round his work-

THE; £50,000 DEMAND —THE CIRCLE'S I'sUAL
from Lowburyness!” I repeated.

right!”’

then we discov® a neat trap set for the

shops near Mellwiy Cove; and, finglly,

LEL

" he ashed ﬂ

‘“ Mellway Cove happens | —
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you report that three members of the
Circle of Terror have been ordered to the
Cove this eveping. Oh, yes, Nipper,
there’s a connection between all these
happenings.’’

Ptook a long breath.

‘“ You think that the Citcle i1s trying
to get hold of this—this hydroplane,
sir?”’ I asked.

‘“They will succeed if we do not take
a hand in the game,”” said Nelson Lee
grimly. * In fact, it is fairly certain that
an attempt is to be made to-night—an
attempt to steal Maxwell’s vessel.”

‘“ But what use will it be to the
Circle?”

The guv’nor shrugged his shoulders.

““ They may have a special job on
hand,” he replied—* a job which will.be
made all the easier by the possession of
an exceptionally fast motor-boat. This
air-screw craft of Maxwell’s seems to be
a remarkable machine.”

Just then the telephone-bell rang, and
I leaned over impatiently and removed
the receiver from the instrument.

‘“ Hallo!”’ I exclaimed. “ Eh? Yes,
this 18 Mr. Lee's. Nipper spegking.
Yes, Mr. L.ee 1s at home. Who? Ub, I

sce! If you’ll hang on a minute, I'll just
uu_;k? inquiries, At six o'clock, you
say'’”’ ‘
I turned to the guv’nor,
‘“ It's Sir Joseph Pagett,” I explained
*or, rather, his secretary. He wants
to know if you can see Sir Joseph at six
o’clock on urgent business. What shall
say, guv’'nor?”

‘“ Sir Joseph Pagett !’ he said thought-
fully. ‘“ Let me see! Oh, yes! He is
the chairman of the White Planet Steam-
ship Company.” Nelson Lee looked at
his watch. ‘ 8ix o’clock, Nipper! Very
well! Say yes.” ,

I turned to the instrument.

“Yes. That’s all right, sir,” I called.
*“ Mr. Lee will be able to see Sir Joseph
at six o’clock.”

I left the telephone and looked at the
clock.

‘* Just gives us time to have tea!" 1
exclaimed. “ I wonder what Sir Joseph
Pagett wants, sir! Urgent business, his
secretury said. I’ll bet it'll be nothing
of any importance.”’

The guv’nor didn’t make any comment,
and in a short time we were partaking of
tea in another apartment. ILee was very
thoughtful and silent, and I didn’t bother
him with questions. I wondered if we
should journey down to Mellway Cove
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during the evening. . I had an idea that
we_ should.

Sir Joseph Pagett arrived at two
minutes past six. He proved to be a

stoutish old fellow, with a breezy, jovial

hanner. But there was a look of worry
and concern 1n his eyes as he shook hands
with the guv'nor. -

“I'm glad you’re able to see me, Mr.
Lee,”” he exclaimed. ¢ I’ve already put
the matter in the hands of the police, but
they don't give me much hope. By
George, sir, 1¥'s an infernal scandal—
that’s what it is! How dare these impu-
dent rogues make their demands But
iéhe're, I'm getting excited, and that won’t

0."-

Sir Joseph mopped his brow with a silk
handkerchief. |

“T'm a victim—a victim of the Circle
of Terror!” he exclaimed huskily.

“ By gum!”’ I said, starting.

But Nelson Lee merely nodded.

““ I gathered, from your opening re-
marks, Sir Joseph, that such was the
case,”’ he said quietly. I am not at all
surprised ; indqed, it has even surprised
me that the Circle did not attempt to ter-
rorise a steamship company before.”

‘““ It is appalling, Mr. Lee—that is the
only word,” said the shipping magnate.
¢« Heaven knows we’ve had enough
trouhle with the enemy submarines of
late! And now To be brief, the
Circle of Terror demands the sum of fifty
thousand pounds!”

““ Phew!”” 1 gasped.

“ Fifty thousand—or what?”’ asked
Nelson Lee smoothly.

“ Or disaster,” replied the other—¢¢ just
. disaster, Mr. Lee! They don’t explain
how they intend—— But I am forgetting
myself. Here is the letter itself! Just
read it, my dear sir. It is scandalous!”

Nelson Lee took the letter. It wasn’t
the first epistle of that kind he had ‘seen,
by any means; and, although Sir Joseph
was furiously indignant, the,guv’nor re-
mained calm. For, after all, there was
nothing startlingly original in this impu-
dent communication. It was merely an
ordinary Circle demand for money.

I was able to read it myself a minute
later, for the guv’nor passed it over to
‘me. It ran as follows:

‘¢ Headquarters.
$¢ Sir Joseph Pagett, Bart. |
“ We are addressing this letter to you
in your capacity as chairman of the
White Planet Line.

¢ We really consider that the profits of
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your company have been somewhat toon
extensive of late. Your freightage rates
have been unduly excessive, and the
Circle of Terror condemns profiteering
very severely.’

““ Under these circumstances, we have
decided that the White Planet Line is
fully capable of disbursing some of thesc
excess profits.

“To be exact, we demand the sum of
hfty thousand pounds. This must be poid
to our agents on Friday, the twenty-first
instant. We will send you a further
notification in the course of a few days,
giving final instrctions.

“ We wish to mmpress upon you, how-
ever, that a refusal on your part will be
utterly useless. Such a refusal will be fol-
lowed at cnce by swift and terrible disas-
ter. You are, of course, fully aware oi
the unique reputation which we bear.

“ THE CIRCLE OF TERROR.”

I laid the letter down upon the desk
and grinned. 1 really couldn’t help 1,
although it must have looked unfeeling.
But the Circle's demand was so abso-
lutely audacious that it became almost
humorous, and the pointed remarks con-
cerning profiteering were somewhat apt.

““ What do you think of 1t?” asked Siv
Joseph, almost fiercely. *‘ Isn’t it appal-
ling, Mr. Lee? That reference to profii-
eering 1s all nonsense—sheer nonsense,
sir! The White Planet Line has lose
hundreds of thousands since the war has
started !”’

Nelson Lee nodded.

““ Have vou decided upon what course
to adopt?” he asked quietly. *° The Circle
is merely playing its usual game. Several
big business concerns have already suf-
fered dearly because they refused the
demands of this organisation.”’

““ You suggest, then, that we should
pay up—"

- “Pardon me' I suggest nothing,
interposed Nelson Lee. ‘‘ At present I
am merely asking you for your own
decision.” < -

“ How can I decide?’ asked the
baronet impatiently. ¢ Fifty thousand
pounds' I am staggered, Mr. Lee! And
yet, if we refuse to pay, we shall probably
suffer a loss which will be even more
serious. I don’t know what to do—I
don't know what to do. Shall I 1gnore
this demand, or shall I comply with 1t
(an't something be done? There are six
clear days before the money has to be
paid. Can’t this matter be taken 1n
hal'ld—:—r”
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‘““ My advice to you, Sir Joseph, is to

prepare for the paying of the demanded
sum,’’ put in the guv’nor. ¢ In the mean-
time, I will do my best to avert the disas-
ter. The police, too, will be busy also.
If I can put a stop to this villainy, you
may rest assured that I shall do so.”

‘““Can you give me any hope?’’ asked
the visitor.

Nelson Lee shrugged his shoulders.

“1 hardly like to reply to that ques-
tion,” he exclaimed. ¢ The Circle of
Terror is an organisabion of appalling
power. But you may take it for granted,
Sir Joseph, that I will work my. very
hardest 1n your causc. I shall make a
point of reporting to you by next Thurs-
day, at the latest.”

And Sir Joseph had to be content with
that somewhat non-committal statement.
Nevertheless, he took his departure in a
cheered frame of mind. Hecw could the
guv’'nor make any definite promise?

“The Circle’s getting busy again,
voung 'un,” exclaimed Nelson Lee, after
Sir Joseph had gone. ‘‘Tifty thousand,
this time! QOur friend Zingrave appears
to grow more avariciocus as the days pass.
'This 1s, I think, the biggest demand he
has presumed to make.”

“ Do you think he’ll get the money,
sir?”’ I asked. ' '

“It’s probable, Nipper—quite pro-
bable. If he doesn’t, there’ll be a White
Planet liner missing, I'm afraid. And
there might be loss of life. It is a very
difficult position—a very grave position.”’

““And what about that Mecllway Cove
affair?”’ _

“* Why, that, of course, i1s connected
_with this.” .

“Is 1t?” T exclaimed keenly. By
Jupiter!  Where’s . the:  coroction,
cuv’nor?”’

] Nelson Lee lay back, and crossed his
cos. .

*“ Just consider, Nipper,”” he observed.
*“ Al these happenings are not mere iso-
lated incidents—they are the threats lead-
ing up to one definitc result. That
result, as we have seen, is the terrorising
of the White Planet Line. Two and tvwo,
it 1s . commonly believed, make four.
Well, apply the same principle to this
little problem. Sir Joseph has been
oiven six days' grace. By the expira-
tion of that time the Circle means to
have gained possession of Captain Max-
well’s hydroplane. That vessel is to Le
used—if the White Planet pcople prove
~bstinate.”’ LA,

-
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““How’s the hydroplane going to be
used, sir?’ ' o

““ Ah, I don’t pretend.to know that.”
smiled the guv’nor. ‘‘ But it is obvious
that these matters are conneoted. And
I believe that the Circle means to at-
tempt the theft of Maxwell’s machine
this very night.”

“That means there’s work to be
done,” I remarked, with relish,

‘“ Exactly.”

‘““When do we start, sir?”’

“Did I say that you were coming?”
said the guv’nor, with a twinkie.

“You didn’t say it—but I'm going
where you go!”’ I deelared. ‘‘ It’s likely
I’m going to let you run off on a danzer-
ous errand alone, isn’t it? Hang it all,
guv’nor, I'm just longing to have a
smack at the Circle!”’ -

“ Well, it is fortunate you got hold of .
that message this. afternoon,’”’ said Lee.
‘“ It has proved of great valuc——"

Buzzz-z-z!

““Oh, rats! The ’phone again!? I
grunted. *‘ You're .out, ;ir-——tha,t’s what
I'll tell the idiot who’s Dothering at this
time of the evening.

I grabbed at the receiver.

‘“Hallo! Who’s"that?’ T asked curtly,

‘“ Captain Maxwell,”’ came the reply.
““ I'm speaking to Nipper, I believe——"

‘““Yes. Are you at Lowburyness—"

“Yes, that’s right,” said Maxwell
cagerly. ‘“Is Mr. Lee there?”’

“Yes,”” I replied, disregarding my

threat to say that the guv’nor was out;
the identity of the caller made all the
differcnce.  ‘“Is it anything importaut,

L] r,,
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“ Important!” came the rciteration,
It’s vital!”’ : _ ,

“Hold the line a tick !’ I said; and
I handed the receiver to Nelson Lee,
with a word of explanation. He listened
quietly to the captain’s words; I could
just hear a dull blur. o

‘“ As it happens, captain, Nipper and I
were on the point of leaving for Low-
buryness,” said the great detective at
last. ‘“ Yes, at once .., All right, tell
me that when I see you—— Eh? Ob, in
about ninety minutes, I should think .. ,
By car, yes. All right—good-bye.”

Lee hung up the receiver. »

¢ Another development, Nipper,” he
said, with a grim smile. ‘ Events are
moving apace. Captain Maxwell says

that something amazing has happened—
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but he won’t explain over the wires.
But he wants us badly.”

“This is getting interesting,” I ex-
claimed. ‘I wonder what can have hap-
pened——"

““Don’t wonder, Nipper—wait until we
get the facts,” interjected the guv'nor
crisply.  ‘‘Somehow, I've got an idea
that the events of the night will prove
exciting—and, possibly, perilous.”

When Nelson Lee voiced those words

he didn’t realise how true they were to
prove! ' '

P‘—

CHAPTER 1V.

THE CIRCLE'S THREAT—MAXWELL'S SUR-
PRISE—OUT ON THE GREY NORTH SEA.

APTAIN RICHARD MAXWELL
‘ welcomed us warmly.

-““By Jove, you've been smart,
Mr. Iee!’ he exclaimed, as we
descended from the car. “ That auto-
mobile must be a flier.”

Nelson Lee and I had arrived in Low-
buryness. ’ ,

For the last five miles the road had led
across dark, dreary marshes, and Low-
buryness village lay a mile to the south.
We were at Maxwell’'s workshops; the
waters of a small dock lay within a
stone’s throw; the North Sca stretched
away beyond.

The workshops were deserted, and we
were now standing against the doorway
of the captain’s little office; his tem-
porary sleeping and living quarters were
adjoining.
duil.

The spot was a quiet, dismal one at
the best of times, and somewhat sinister
by night. Maxwell's workshops, and the
little dock itself, were fenced off from
the outer marshes, and a high wooden
gate was always kept locked. It would
certainly be difficult for any intruders to
gain an entry.

We left the car just outside the office,
with all the lights doused, and then fol-
lowed the skipper into the roughly built
hut—for 1t was little else. A bright oil
lamp was burning on a small central
desk.

“I'm worried, Mr. Lee—infernally
worried I’’ said Maxwell, closing the door
and locking it; the window was already
fastened. ¢ Sales, my secrefary, is not

And the night was black and |
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on duty this evening, and so we're abso-

lutely private.” =

“This man is your confidant?’ asked
the gutv’nor.

“Oh, Mr. Sales is absolutely trust-
worthy,” replied the captain. * Son of
some big City merchant—University
man. Well, look here, since I saw you
mm your own rooms, Mr. Lee, I've hal
pretty conclusive proof that my sus-
picions were well founded. I said that
spies had been nosing around, didn’t I°
Naturally, T assumed that they were
enemy spies—German agents.  But it
turns out that they were members of that
infernal Clircle of Terror!’

Nelson Lee nodded.

*“So I gathered,” he replied smoothly.

“Eh? You knew it?”’ asked Maxwell,
with uplifted eyebrows. ¢ Well, that's
rather surprising ; I thought I’d give you
a bit of a start. You didn’t mention
your suspicions to me——"’

““No. Nipper brought me a certain
piece of information, which led to a defi-
nite conclusion,”” interrupted the guv’nor.

1 “But we'll go into that later, captain.

Le(ij me know what has happened this
end.”’

Captain Maxwell withdrew a letter
from his pocket.

““That’s what’s happened!”
claimed grimly.

“By gum! Another Circle letter!” 1
ejaculated, with a whistle. -

Nelson Lee and I read the communica-
tion together. It was in exaotly the
same style as the letter received by Sur
Joseph Pagett—the words were printed,
and a neat purple circle adorned the top
of the shcet. .

And this letter was short and crisp:

. ‘“ Headquarters.

‘““ Captain Richard Mexwell,—You
have recently completed the con-
struotion of a new-type hydroplane,
and this vessel is required by us for
certain purposes at once.

““ Carry out these 1nstructions:

“The hydroplane is to be placed
alongside the jetty, with sufficient
petrol and oil aboard to carry the
boat at least a hundred miles. It 1s
to be moored to the jetty at md-
night, and left totally unguarded.
At the frst sign of treachery, we
shall take swift and prompt measures
to punish you.

he ex

‘““ Refusal to comply with this
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demand will be followed, before

dawn, by the tolal destruction of
your workshops and yards.

‘** Tur CIRCLE OF TERROR.”

this is getting hot!” I cx-
claimed.  ““But that must be all bunkum
about destroying the
Iow can they carry out that threat

Nelson Lee looked at me grimly.

* The Circle possesses an acroplanc of
the latest type,” he replied.  *“* That
acroplane is capable of dropping bombs.
The machineg might be brought down,
but great damage would certainly be
cansed beforehand—and the chances are

that the raider would escape unscathed.”

‘“ An air raid!”’ ejaculated the captain.
“ 1 thought we huJ enough Dbother with
the Germans, without any pet raiders of
our own! But your idea’s pretty sound,
Mr. Lee. An ainr raid, however, wouldn’t
it e in thie loast, and it strikes me
that there is only one course to pursuc:”

The guv’'nor looked up sharply.

" You don’t suggest——""

“ Iixactly " interrupted Maxwell, nod-
ding, “We'll comply with the Circle’s
demand, Mr. Lee; wc’ll let them have
tho boat. That’ll save trouble, won’t it?
| cortainly don’t want these workshops
bombed.”

I gasped.

* But---but—you can't let those Circlo
roltevs pinch the hydroplane,” 1 yelled
cxoitedly.  ** Hadn’t, we better take it
right away, to somo place of safety, and
sherifice the workshops?”’

Captain Maxwell’s cyes twinkled. .
“The fact is, Nipper, I don’t carc a Loss
ubout the hydroplane!”. he
calmly.  ** That’s just the truth, Mr.
Lee,” he added, turning to the detective,
“I'm quite prepared—anxious, in fact—-
to hand over the boat.”

Nelson Lce elevated his eyebrows.

‘“Perhaps you will explain?” he sug-
pested quictly,

To tell the truth, both the guv’'nor anl
1 were very astonished. We had been
under the. impression that the hydro-
plane was a valuable invention, and that
Maxwell had constructed it under Ad-
miralty instructions.

Why was he willing to sacrifice it?

Had it turned out to be a dead failure?
1f so, I could understand his willingness
to hand . over; to the Circle. But Max-
well . ]gacl_ been, énthusiastic during the

e Well,

9’,

workshops, «=ir.-

_replied”
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pfternoon! There was somethine to te
told, that was certain. '
“Will ‘T explain?’ suid the captain.
“ Why, of course. You see, Mr. Lee, I
didn’t tell you the whole truth this after-
noon, because there was really no need
to. But, in the present circumstances, I
realise that I must be absolutely frank.”’

Maxwell glanced at the door and at
the window, as though to assure himseif
that therc was no possibility of an caves-
dropper overhearing any of his words.
Then he drew his chair a little closer;
and went on talking; but he now swoke
in a much lower key.

“The. fact 13, Mr. Lee, T don’t care a
jot about the aeroplane,” he cxclaimed
softly.  ** The vessel has been talked
about a good deal; the people round this
district know all about it—it’s an open
sccret. The hydroplane is supposed to
be a marvellous craft of an absolutely
new design. As a matter of fact, it's
quite an ordinary boat, with no special
Jistinctions.” : ;

*“Oh, I am beginning fo understand,”
nodded Nelson Lee. ** The hydroplane,
I take 1t, is merely a blind?’"

Maxwell nodded, and grinned.

“You’ve hit it exactly,” he replied.
“It’s a blind, Mr. Lee; that's what
makes the situation rather humorous.
The Curcle of Tervor, with all its astute-
ness, has fallen into the litfle trap. They
think this machine i1s something wondoer-
ful—and they want to get hold of it.
Well, they can have it, and welcome!
| 'They’ll think they have triumphed—but,
in reality, they will have seccured a very
hollow victory.”

““What’s the nature of the real work
going on hére, then?’ I asked keenly.

“ That’s just the point,” smiled Max-
well, ¢ While these svorkshops are sup-
posed to be engaged upon the manufac-
ture of this hydroplane, we are really
constructing a submarine of an entirely
ncw type. In fact, we have finished the
vessel, and it 13 an absolute success in
every way. The Circle, of course, know-
nothing about the submarine, and I am
quite willing to let them have the motor-
boat.. They won’t bother me any more,
after securing 1it.”’ | -

Nelson Lee smiled with evident relief.

‘““Why, the situation 1s not so acute
as I imagined!’ he exclaimed. ‘I
seems that it will be the Cirele who will
be fooled-over this affair.: But what is

H
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this submarine, captain? Can’t you give
us a few details?”

“Certainly—certainly,”” said our com-
panion at once. ‘‘I know very well that
I can frust you, Mr. Lee. My words
may sound a trifle bombastic, because
this submarine is my own invention—but
I'm not going to talk about  theories.
I'll just tell you of the vessel’s actual
performance.

““She’s a wonder—that’s the only
word,” continued the skipper enthusias-
tically. ‘‘ She has surpassed all expecta-
tions. The vessel’s quite small, Mr. IL.ee
—about the smallest submarine in exist-
ence, I believe.  But she’s capable of
doing long ocean voyages, can ride any
sea, and her normal crew consists of nine
men only. At a pinch three men czan
manage her with case—provided they’re
going on a short journey. In all essen-
tials, this submarine of mine is as power-
ful as the largest naval types—and it can

be produced for a tenth of the cost, and |

in a tenth of the time.”

“But she can’t carry torpedoes,”
I objected. |

‘“ She doesn’t carry the usual torpedoes,
Nipper,” replied Maxwell. *‘‘ My tor-
pedoes are small—they look like toys—
but they’re just as deadly as any the
Germans use—and they’re much easier to
manipulate. My boat, too, can travel at
about double the speed of a full-sized
submarine—and this without leaving a
trace on the surface. You can quite
understand how necessary it was to con-
struct this vessel in absolute secrccy.
That’s why we used the hydroplane .as a
blind. And, as long as the Circle doesn’t
attempt to get the submarine, I'm con-
tent. They're after the hydroplane;
and, as I sald, they’re welcome to it!”

We were all smiling now; the situa-

tlon was quite good.

““T think we shall be able to trick the
Circle of Terror very neatly,’’ observed
the guv’'nor. ‘‘ Your suggestion is excel-
lent, captain. Let the Circle have the
hydroplane, by all means. They'll be
content, and you'll be content. But, if
possible, I'd like to get a blow in at
them; I don’t quite care for the idea of
tamely submitting to this demand.”

Captain Maxwell shrugged  his
shoulders. |

““T don’t see what else we can do,”’ he
remarked. . ““ If we don’t let ’em have

the hydroplane they’ll bomb the whole !
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show—and that’ll probably mean the
destruction of the submarine itself.”

“I wasn’t thinking of attempting to
thwart the Circle in that way,” said
Nelson Lee. “ But it is fairly certain
that the agents of the Circle will take
the hydroplane to a spot along the coast
— within fifty miles, I should judge.
Well, if we could only follow the boat,
we should be able to see exaotly where
1t was taken, and then, later on, make
a swoop and nab a whole crowd.”’

Maxwell scratched his head.

“Well, that’s a decent idea,” he said
““ But how can we follow?”’

‘““ Is your submarine ready for sca?”’

““ At a moment’s notice.”’

““ Then why not go out at about eleven
o’clock and lie in wait?”

““But I haven’t got a crew!” protested
Maxwell, rather startledl by the guv’-
nor’'s suggestior.

“You can manage the boat, surely?”
asked Lee.

““I can navigate her.”

“And you remarked, a few minutes
ago, that three men could run the sub-
marine?’ went on the guv’nor. * Nip-
per and I are ready. Nipper will make
shift as a man, at a pinch, T dare say.”

I grinned.

“I'm ready for anything,” T suid
cheerfully.

Captain Maxwell got up and paced the
hittle office.

“By Jove, 1it’s a good idea!” he de-
clared. ‘“ Why, yes. we could managoe all
right—the three of us. And the boat can
travel absolutely unseen. We'll be able
to follow the hydroplane without those
aboard suspecting a thing.”

“It's a spanking wheeze!' 1 said
eagerly. ‘“ We’'ll chase the hydropline,
sco whero: it goes, and then make a
separate and distinct raid to-morrow."”

‘““But that may lead to trouble here,”
put In the captain doubtfully.

“Nipper 13 rather previous,” saud
Nelson %ee ‘““We won’t trouble about
to-morrow at present. The work, now,
is to follow the stolen hydroplane, and
ascertain exactly where it is taken to.
That’s our only course. If we attempt
to frustrate the Circle to-night, 1t will
only lead to very serious trouble.”

Maxwell glanced at his watch.

‘“ Wo haven’t got any too much time,"’
he remarked. ‘‘It's getting fairly late,
and we've got a lot to do. The only
point I'm worrying over is this: sup-
posing there are any spies about now?”’

‘““ Well, they'll only see us preparing
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the hydroplane, and placing 1t read,r' for
‘them,”’” said Lee. ‘‘Isn’t it possible to
take out the submarine without ony
‘watcher being aware of the fact?”’

““Yes, of course,” replied tho skipper.
“1 was forgetting. It doesn’t matter if
wo are seen taking the hydroplane down
to the jetty, does it? The submarine is
in its secret dock, and it can reach the
open sea without showing an inch.”

‘““That’s just what we want.”

And Nefson Lee rose to his f{eet,
dropped his cigarette-end into an ash-
tray, and buttoned his coat. His actions
plamly meant that he was ready for
work. Maxwell unlocked the door.

*“ We'll get the motor-boat down to
the jetty first,” he said. ‘‘ After that I'll
take you down into the submarine, and
we’ll slide out to sea. Then we’ll lie
out there and watch. That’s the 1idea,
isn'tat?’

‘“ Exactly ! agreed Nelson Lee.

Wo all passed outside, into the davk-

ness. Maxwell extinguishing the lamp
beforo we left. - The night was still and
black; the sea lay very calm, the little
waves making scarcely any noise as they
broke on the sands along the shore.
Quite near by, the water gurgled quictly
among the piles of the jetty. )
. I was feeling very excited inwardly.
This adventure promised to be interest-
img. And it was ‘“good” to know that
the Circle of Terror was to be hood-
winked.® ' .

As wo walked to the big building
which housed tho hydroplane—a building
constructed over a wido waterway-—
‘Maxwell explained that he had an
clectric light plant installed; but the
engine wasn’t working now, and so
thero was no electric juice. We should
have to make shift with lanterns.

Thke captain unlocked the door of the
building, and we passed inside. Then a
big lantern was lighted. Right in front
of us stood the hydroplane, and 1t didn’t
seemm to be a ‘“dud.” The machine
was a magnificent little vessel, and it
wag a shame to hand it over to the
Circle {amely.

" The hoat itself was quite large for a
motor craft, and was fitted, Maxwell ex-
plained, with an engine capable of de-
veloping 90-horse-power. The propeller,
instead of driving under the water, was
an- air-screw. It was, in fact, a huge
acroplane propeller; four-bladed,
made of special wood.

" There was a kind of cage built round
the stern’of the beat. This was 4 guard,

and
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1o prevent ar:f'botly or anything becom-
ing entangled in the propeller. The
vessel was capable of high speed, and
was very sea-worthy. She must bave
cost something like one thousand pounds
to build. So I didn’t sce the fun of
meekly presenting her to Zingrave.

‘“ She’s a fine boat !’ I said admiringly.

“When I said I don’t care a toss about

| her, I meant that she 1s of no value com-

the submarine,”” explained
Maxwell.  ‘““She’s a ripping craft, of
course. JIt’s a dirty shame to let her
go, but there's no help for 1t.”

The skipper knew well enough that the
Circle of Terror wasn't to be ‘‘mon-
keyed”” with. Refusal to comply with
the impudent demand would result 1n 2
far worse disaster -than the loss of the -
hydroplane. ‘“Of two evils, choose the
lesser '’—that was the policy-to adopt in
a case like this. ;

Maxwell filled the petrol-tanks, and the
oil-tanks, Then he had a look round to
sco that cverything was in order. After
that, he opened two big doors at the
otheir end of the building, and we towed
the hydroplane out imto the open.

Five minutes’ later shoe was securely
moored to the jetty. We left her there,

pared to

| and returned to the shed, which had been

relocked. We entered, and Maxwell se-
cured the door again.

‘“This way,” he said shortly. _

He took the lantern, and led us across

Jthe building to the upper end, which

was covered with floor-boards all over.
The strip of water ended about half-way
across the building. ¢

“It’s rather a good.thing the tide's
nearly full,” remarked the captain. **If
it had been low, we should have had bad
trouble. It’s difficult to float the sub-
marine out at low water, and quite im-
possible to do so submerged. So the
tide’s just right for ns.” |

While he was speaking, he unlocked
a small oaken cabinet which was let
into a side of tho wall. In this we saw
two small levers. Maxwell pulled onec.
and a wide portion of the flooring at
onco slid back with a slight noise.

“By gum!’ I ejaculated,
startled. '

““ A 'little arrangement of my own,”
smiled the captain. “ It’s necessary to
be very cautious, you know. Hydraulic
pressure—quite simple. The submarine
I:ieg, concealed whenever she 1s brought
in.

Both Nelson .‘Lee and I looked into

rather

the black cavity which had Dbeen. un-
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covered. Maxwell's light revealed the
conning-tower and deck of the small
submarine and some iron steps leadiug
downwards. ‘

The submarine was dull blue in colour

—slightly darker than the usual Navy I

slate-grey. She seemed to be wonder-
fully well-made, and as neat as the in-
side of a watch; every nut and bolt was
finished perfectly.

Maxwell led the way down, and we
were_soon climbing®downwards into the
interior of the boat. Here we found
plenty of room, for the vessel was made
to accommodate nine men. We didn't
trouble to look over the gubmarine. but
set ourselves to the task of getting reacy
for sea.

The engines were of a new type; aud,
although they were very simple. they
developed astonishing .power. Nelson
~Lee was made chief engineer for the
time being—after having received in-
structions from the skipper. .

I appointed myself look-out, while
Captain Maxwell, of course, took charge
of the actual navigation. The vessel
was controlled -almost completely from a
small apartment immediately bencath
the conning-tower. :

Here we found a perfect maize of dials
and. instruments; they were meaningless
to the guv’'nor and me, but Maxwell—
being the actual inventor—knew the
whole craft from stem to stern.

The electric light had been switched
on, and everything was ablaze with
brilliant illumination. The periscope was
of a design which differed in every re-
_spect from any other I'd ever seen. By
a cunning arrangement, Maxwell had
contrived -to construct the long arm, so
that it caused no ripple whatever upon
the surface of the water, while the re-
flection of the seascape ahead was cast
.upon a small screen with amazing clear-
ness. I didn’t find this out until later
on, however.

The preparations took well over half
an hour, and by that time it was after
eleven o'clock. When we were all ready
to leave, Maxwell started the engine,
and told the guv’nor exactly what to do
in response to the various signals. 1t

was rather hard lines on Nelson Lee to |

be shoved down in the engine-room,
right in the- bowels of the boat, but
somebody had to be there.

At last we slid silently down towards
the sea. leaving the building behind us
within the first minute—passing out, of
course, beneath the double doors. It

was a_ ticklish little trip, and althongh
tho distance to the deep water outside
the bay was only a half a mile, the
Jjourney took wus cloze upon twenty
minutes.

_Although the submarvine was brilliantly
lit within, not a gleam of light escape-.
The air was pure and cool: Maxwell's
arrangements in  that respect were as-
tonishingly eftective. It was possible. he
declared, for us to be totally submerged
for twelve hours on end without feeling
the slightest ill-effect.

“Well, young 'un, I think we'd bettee
heave-to out here,”” remarked Mavwell,
as he touched one of the engine room
signals. *‘ That'll bring Mr. Lee up,” he
added. *“* We'vo simply got to wait
now until the enemy moves.”

Nelson Lee's head soon
through the manhole. and
later he stood beside us,

“Wo're just outside the bay,”" ex-
plained the skipper. *‘‘The mght’s very
dark, Mr. l.ee, so I think our best
course will be to rise to the surface and
watch the jetty through our night

lasses. There's not much risk of owr

eing seen, for only the conning-tower
will be above water.”

This arrangement was put into execu-
tion, all lights being previously extin.
guished. he submarine lay just npon
the surface, with only her conning-tower

bobbed up

& momeant

showing, heaving gently to the lazy
motion of the sea.
The guv'nor was soon perched in

position, with a pair of ‘binoculars to his
eyes. In a few moments he announced

‘L that he could see the motor-boat and

jetty perfectly. Maxwell and I, of
course, couldn’t see anything. for we
wero below. But I took a look at the
periscope-screen, and could distinctly see
the dull, black lino of the shore. [t
wasn't possible, however, to detect the
jetty.

The captain seized the opportunity to
use this period of waiting for tho purpose
of examining the engines, and making
sure that everything was in perfect run-
ning order. I went down with him, and
was greatly interested In all T saw.

The boat was filled with astonishingly
cute inventions. Some of them were
Maxwell's own, but others, of course,
wero a modified form of older inventions.
Maxwell was about to show e the

arrangement for discharging tor does
when we heard & slight sound from
above.
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Hurrying up, we found the gnvnor
within the control-room.

“T'ho hydroplane is just being pre-
parcd for sea,” he explaied :-risply.
" There are three men. 1 believe. We
musl bo very carefal now, captain; the
boat will probably come out to sca quite
near this spot, and we must be snb-l
merged before then.” |

Nelson L.ee's voico sounded somewhat
curtous in the darkness, for the lights in
tho control-room were all extinguished,
and we had switched off the others be-
fore ascending from the engine-rooin.
'Tho hatchway, vou see, was still open,
and we didn’t want any possible gleam
to penetrate outside into the night,

Without undue haste, but speedily
nevertheless, tho hateh was closed, and
the submarine submerged until she swus
just. beneath the surfauce. The engines
wero then started, and wo waited, the
<happer and 1 watching  the periscope-
sereen, This was o kind of murrer, and

the wholo surface. of the sea was re-
Hected upon it --but, of course, In
munature,

The night was so dark that we were
unable to see very clearly: but, after
about fifteen minutes had clapsed, Max-
well suddenly uttered a short ejaculation.
Jt. expressed keen sutisfaction.

“They're coming, lad!” he muttered
tensely, Do you see? That faint blur
moving towards us——""

“Yes, T ocan sce it,” T put in.

“Tho hydroplane will pass about a
vouplo of fathoms oft our port bow.”
'went on the skipper.  ** That'll do just
micely,  When sLo gots well ahead we
shidl be able to seo her quite distinctly 1
igainst the sky-line—that’s the advant-
ago of having an ain-propeller.”

Maxwell’s words proved to bhe true,
and 1in a short time the hydroplane was
skimnung over the water just ahead of
us. Tho enginc-room signal was given,
and lieo obeyed. And we were soon
inmcding slong in tho wake of tho stolen
oat. '

IYortunately, the Circle men were not
travelling at full speed, and we were thus
ablo. to go quite easily,

“*1 don’t suppose tho scoundrels have
got thoe hang of the thmg yet,” re-
marled Captain axwell, ** They'll
speced up when they get out into the
open sea, I'll warrant. But the engine’s

’
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“ Kighty, easily,’

giht “« &uh-
merged, too!”

“That’s all right, then!” I said. with
satisfaction.

Maxwell steered according to my ob-
gervations. Under ordinary circum-
stances, of course, four or five men had
tc he on duty;-but we wero managing
quite well. And . the chase continued
without an interruption for two colid
hours. --

Contrary to the saptain’s expectations.
the Circle men did uot increase the specd
of the hydroplanc; they had taken
thinga quito easily. They were probably
congratulating themselves huge:iy NEG
the success of their daring entespriso.
They assumed. of caurse, that thenr de-
mand had been carried. out to the letter,

Well, as a matter of fact, it had becen
carried out. But we were just kceping
an eye upon the thieves. ~If we could
locate themnr base, it was quite probable
that we should be able to deal a severe
blow at the Circle; for, as likely as not,
the"spot would be an aeroplane base, as
well,

But, just after the two hours had
clapsed—at about a quarter-past two—
the hydroplane quickened its pace con-
siderably. "The night was o little brighter
now, and I could see distinctly. We
were following the hydroplane fairly
closely, but those on board had no idea
of our proximity.

Suddenly, T stared int> the mirror very
keenly. |

““ There seems to be something,” I
exclaimed abruptly. ¢ She's zig-zagging
queerly, and seems to be in difficulties.
My hat! She’s stopping, too! If we're
not careful wo shall run right under her
stern!”’ -

Maxwell altered the course slightly,
and teclegraphed down to the guv’nor.
Tho submarine at once slowed her pace,
and the steady throbbing became less
intense. |

' Why, they've stopped altogether
now!” I said quickly., “I can see the
propellor just moving round—there’s no
power on, I'll swear!”’

My words were true; and the sub-
marine came to a stop. Then Nelson
Lee came up and looked into the mirror
with- me. It was rather weird to be
gazing upon that minature reproduction

he replied.

-

not working her best, and they won't be
wmble to get more than sixty out of her.”
“Can we do that?’ 1 asked.
I saw the skippes smile,

of the sea surface. The hydroplane lay
only five or six fathoms away from us,
and she was swaying curiously. ‘

*“ Why, this is serious!’’ exclaimed the



The guv’nor gave a short gobbing gasp. Then he staggervuy away; =~
glass went crashing to the floor, and he followed it.—(Ses p. 4) '
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guv'nor sharply.
dering, Nipper—don't you see how her
bows are down?
minutes she’ll be completely under!”

““ That means those rotters will
drown!’ I gaspcd.

“Let ’em!” growled Maxwell.
“ Wo'rc not:: called upon to rescue
them—— But I suppose we shall have
to,”’ he added. ‘ We're not Huns!”’

Very shortly it became quite apparent
that we should have to rescue the three
Circle agents. ¥or they were in dire
straits. There was no longer any doubt
that the hydroplane was sinking by the
head. Her nose, in fact, was already
under water. Ther: were no lifebelts
aboard, and .the three men would un-
doubtedly drown—unless we took a
Land. ,

Even while we were deciding, the
stricken craft suddenly listed to star-
board; and, a moment later, she turned

over in tlie water,.and lay so that we]

could see her kecl.

“It’'s quecer!” grunted the skipper.
““ They must have been up to some mon-
kev tricks with her  What's caused her
to sink on a quiet sea like this! Whoa!
T'here she goes!”’ '

As Maxwell spoke we saw the stern of
the hydroplane lift up clear for a
moment; then 1t slid under the surface.
We saw the threce men leap outwards,
and then three heads were just visible
bobbing among the swirls.

‘““ We shall have to pull them aboard!”’
saild the guv’nor gravely. *“ We can’t
possibly stand by and see those men go
to their deaths—scoundrels though they

are! And we shall have to be pretty
sharp, too.”’

The submarine soon rose, and then
Lee threw back the hatch, and stepped
out upon the little deck. I followed him;
and was just In time to see the three
men swimming towards us.

As they climbed aboard the guv’nor
showed them the muzzle of his revolver.

““1 don’t suppose you’ve got much
fight in you!”
‘* But, my friends, I advise you to at-
tempt no tricks. No, this isn’t a German
submarine—we're British, but we happen
to know with whom we are dealing !’

““ Thank Hea%en you are here, sir,””

gasped one of the rescued men.
don’t want to try any tricks, you can

take it from me! We thought we were
done for this trip!”

‘¢ “Te

“ That boat’'s floun-

Why, in less than five|

he exclaimed dryly. |

-

towards the submarine.
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“ Your lives are in no danger,”’ said
the guv’'nor grimly. ¢ But you will have
to submit to being handcuffed——"'

““ Why, what’s that?’ I interjected
suddenly.

I was pointing- rather unsteadily away
to port. There, dim and blurry in tho
night, I saw something coming rapidly
It looked like
a small electric lavmch. But how could
that be possible?

The guv’nor looked round rapidly.

““ What’s wrong, Nipper?”’ he asked in
a sharp voice.

‘““ Why, there, guv’nor,” I exclaimed
huskily.

And then Nelson Lee saw the on-
coming launch. He clicked his teeth to-
gether sharply.

‘““ By Hoaven! Have we walked into a
trap?”’ he muttered. ¢ What can that
boat be doing here—showing no
lights—"’

Without the 'slighest warning two of
the rescued men had flung themselves
forward. They grabbed Nelson Lee'’s
left foot before he could use his revolver.
The next second he was flat on his back
on the slippery deck.

After that T don’t exactly know what
happened. I found myself fighting like
fury. Then something bumped hecavily
against the submarine’s side. Harsh
voices rent the air; men swarmed over
the deck like flies.

In the midst of the excitement Max-
well came up to see what the trouble
was about. Before his head was fairly
out of the hatch a rope was passed
over it, and the noose drawn tight. He
was utterly helpless, and was a captive
within two minutes.

By this time both the guv’nor and I

were also overpowered.
*And we all three realised the terrible
truth. We had been trapped by the
Circle of Terror—and were in that dread
organisations power !

CHAPTER V.
BEFORE THE HIGH LORD—ZINGRAVE EX.
PLAINS MATTERS—OUR FATE !

SIMPLY couldn’t realise it at first.
l My brain seemed to be afire. I
was aware of an intense, burning
fury within me. Instead of hood-
winking the Circle, the Circle had hood-
winked wus! The realisation of that
apparent fact nearly sent me crazy.
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- 'The Circle had hoodwinked us!

The sentence seemed to be flashing
before my eyes. . I'm quite certain that
‘Fve mever been so completely stunned
m my life as I was in that moment. The
Circle must have known -about the sub-
marine the whole time! The hydro-
plane had been deliberately sunk. in order
to trap us! The three men were in no
danger, of course; because they knew
that the electric launch was near by.

Although they couldn’t have known,

positively,. that we were near by, they

-had risked sinking the hydroplane—being
quite sure that they, themselves, were
safe. And their calcilations had been
correct.. We had done exactly what they
wanted; we had fallen into the trap!
And yet, although I was so furious, I
knew that we weren’t to blame for what
had occurred. It was just a sheer dis-
aster. Zingrave had made his plans
cunningly—so cunningly that no man on
earth could have foreseen them. Nelson
T.ee didn’t profess to be superhuman:
he was just as liable to misfortunes as
anybody else. ' S
" The first really lucid fact I knew was
that the guv’nor and I were lying in the
bottom of a fast electric launch, and the
latter was speeding- over the water,
through the darkness. |

We were bound and helpless; and
there were several men quite. close to us.
Captain Maxwell was not there, and so
1t was fairly obvious that he had been
left behind on the -submarine—a pnis-
oneyr, too.

I knew why. He was wa.nféd, of

course, to investigate the boat. But
where we were being taken to I couldn’t
Imagine. ‘

We had been overpowered on the
deck of the- submarine of course; and,
considering the odds, we couldn’t blame
ourselves for being whacked. The launch
was a silent one, and carried no lights
whatever. She had apparently been
standing by when the hydroplane sank.
But, lying low on the water, we hadn’t
seen her; and we had had no inkling of
her presence until I spotted her—too
late.

The launch proceeded steadily for
‘about ten .minutes. Then. the speed
slackened, and. I presently felt her bump
gently against something solid. Several
voices came to my ears; then, after a
_pause, I was told to get. to:my feet. As

1

|
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my ankles weren’t bound, this was vasily
done.

I saw, to my astonishient, that the
launch was lying alongside a decent-sized
steam-yacht—her parent ship. of course.
Not a light of any sort was showing, and
I could see that Nelson Leo was beins
forced up the ladder in front of me.

We stepped upon the deck and stood
quite close together. Two men in reefer
coats and peaked caps faced us, and ouc
of these gave a quick order for us tc be
taken helow without delay.

The vessel was British, of course, aud
I mstinctively knew: that the man vho
had given the order was none other than
Professor Cyrus Zingrave himself. [fo
was a small man, wearing a neatly-cut
iron-grey beard.

The guv'nor and I were escorted down
the companion in the darkness, and then
into one of the luxurious state-rnoms
Here, as soon as the door was closed,
the brilliant electric light was switched
on. The ports, I saw, were totally ob-
scured.

But I didn’t see this at first: I was
momentarily dazzled by the brlliaut
light. A voice spoke amusedly.

““ Quite a successful coup, ¢h”’ it ex-

claimed. ‘* We have captured th-
Maxwell submarine, 1ts 1uventor, and
our two dear old friends, all in oue

swoop. I think we might regard to-
night as a2 night of triumph.”’

‘** You have every reason to congratu-
late yourself,”” rveplied Nelson Lee
evenly. ‘I certainly did not anticipate
this nove on your part. It was smart
work—and I admit it freely.”’

By this time I could see quite dis-
tinctly. The state-room was superbiy
furnished, with every evidence of luxury
and expense. Both the men 1n reefer
coats were apparently gentlemen of
wealth; they were dressed cxtremely
well, and looked hke the average
pleasure-seeking yachtsmen. But, as I
said, I was pretty sure that the short
man with the grey beard was Professor
Zingrave himself—the High Lord of the
Circle of Terror. The fact that he ad-
dressed us proved, anyhow, that he was
in command.

This yacht was probably owned by a
wealthy man of repute—but he was also
a member of Zingrave’s ‘' Council of
Three.’”’ I wasn’t sure of this, of course
—but I couldn’t think of any other ex-
planation, et '
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“ We'vo had you in our hands bef01e
Lec, and you'’ve managed to.slip away,"”’
went on the short man. I am the
first to acknowledge your undoubted
ability. You have proved yourself to be
exceptionally astute on many occasions.
Indeed, you have been such a thorn in
the Circle’s side that we have been in the
habit of taking you into consideration
whenever we planned a big coup. I am
not going to utter any threats—I will
merely say that even the cleverest of
men trip sooner or later.’

Nelson Lee nodded.

““ Exactly,” he agreed.
men trip, don’t they?”’

““ I suppose you mean that I shall do
so?"’.58ald the short man calmly. ¢ It’s
possible, Lee—quite possible. I am by
no means invulnerable. But, somehow
I don’t think I shall trip yet awhile. As
vou may have guessed, I am the High
Lord of the Circle—and every man on
board this yacht is a slave—my slave.
Whatever happens, every man is bound
to secrecy. It is- -rather a pity that this
lad should have to suffer on your ac-
count——"’

“ Chuck that rot!” T cut in gruffly.

‘““I don’t want any of your pity!”’

““ Nipper inclined to be indepen-
dent ! smﬂed Zingrave, with all hls old
urbanity, and silkiness of voice. It
was rather a good thing that Captain
Maxwell called you in, Lee; Fate has
played into my hands wondelfull
know, of course, all about the submarme
from the very start, I knew, also, that
the vessel would not be handed over to
me as meekly as the hydroplane was.
Accordingly. I adopted a little subtlety.
There i3 no harm in my telling you that
Sales, Captain Maxwell’s secretary, 18
Jone of my most trusted men.

“ A Circle spy!” exclaimed Nelson
Lee bitterly. ‘“1 quite understand—
now. Until you spoke those words I was

¢“ But other

somewhat puzzled. Your spy system
seems to be run on German lines!”’
“I pride myself that the Circle’s

system 1s far superior to that of the
Huns,” | said the High Lord easily.
“ Sales was keenly on the alert, and he
casily guessed your intentions as soon as
he saw that the subm4rine left its secret
dock. He accordingly. gave his men
instructions, and wirelegssed to me 1,
at this end hal everything prepaled
The hydroplane was deliberately sunk—

in order to make Ma'(well bring his syb-
3

|
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J marine to the surface.

'buqmess

do no harm,’

The rest, of
course, you know. ‘It was quite a mmple
We stood ‘to lose, but the
chances were that we shuld succeed.
We have succeeded ; and Maxwell is now
being forced to do "the Circle’s bidding.
Under my orders he will take the sub-
marine in a safe harbour in Sorby Creek,
on the Norfolk coast.”

¢ You are obligingly frank,”’ sa,ld the
guv’nor-calmly.

““ Why not? It amuses me, and it will
said Proféssor Zingrave.
““ Surely, Lee you know what to expezt?
You have cost me several hundreds of
thousands of pounds—you have ruinad
many of my most promising schemes.
Naturally, I do not love you because of
that. You will not be surprised when I
tell you that I intend to have a little
sport—at your expense. I am not a man
who oelieves 1n display as a rule; but
I feel that this occasion demands specml
attention.’

‘“ Why don’t you drop us overside, and
finish with it?”" I exclaimed helcelv
““ That’s what % you mean to do, I sup-
pose? I've noticed that people who talk
a lot about what they’re going to do,
very seldom do it!"’’

“ An apt, remark, Nlppe1
High Tord. ‘ But it won’t apply on
this occasion. And T shall not weary
you with any furthor talk. 1f you will
excuse me few moments, I will just
give my orders

And” Zingrave left the cabin. He had
spoken gently and quietly the whole
time; but his eyes had glittered with
evil hatred during the 1nterv1ew Every
word he had uttered had contained a
hidden menace.

We were now left alone with the other
man, who had spoken no word at all.
He lounged against the table, fingering a
small revolver. 'This precautlon was, of
course, quite unnecessary. We were not
quite such fools as to attempt a dash for
freedom under the present circumstances
—with our wrists bound, and in the
heart of the enemy’s camp.

Zingrave returned in a few minutes,
bringing with him one of the ship’s offi-
cers. This man took charge of us, and
marched us into an empty state-room.
We were locked in, and a man was
placed on guard

“ Well, guv’nor,
exclaimed huskily.

“ 'm afraid the position is hopeless,

uﬂld the

this is a nice fix!” I.
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Nipper,” was Nelson Lee’s quiet ieply.
““ You realise, of course, what this all
means?. Zingrave has got hold of Max-
well’'s submarine, and poor Maxwell him-
self. If the White Planet Line. refuses
to pay that fifty thousand, I can prophecy
that one of their bigger ships will be tor-
pedoed, with all the ruthlessness of the

Huns.” :

“ It’s a terrific coup, guv'nor!”’ I said,
shaking my head. ¢ About the biggest
thing the Circle’s ever done! By Jupi-
ter, I never thought the night’s adven-
tures would end like this !’

““ The night’s adventures are not ended
yet,”” Nelson Lee reminded me.

We didn’t feel much like conversation ;

and we weren’t allowed much, in any
case, for, after about ten minutes, I
could feel by the absence of vibration
that the engines had bcen stopped
again. -
_~ Almost at once the state-room door was
unlocked, and we were taken out upon
deck. The night was not at all dark
now: The stars were all shining, and a
hazy half-mobn was visible. "‘On every
stde stretched the grey North Sea.

"Without a word, we were hustled down
the ladder into a dinghy, which had been
lowered in readiness. The officer and
three men got in with us, and pulled
away from the yacht.

We, didn’t go far, and I soon under-
stood why, for our destination proved to
be a huge bell-buoy, which loocked like a
skeleton cathedral dome, rising out of
the water. From the level of the sea, the
thing seemed to be a huge size, towering
right above us, The iron bell-cage was
wet and slimy, and I wondered what the
1dea could be.

I didn’t find it necessary to wonder for
long. The guv’nor was dealt with first.
He was hauled out of the boat and bound
to the ironwork of tha bBuoy—spread-
eagled.on to it, in fact. Of course, any
amount of struggling would be. uscless,
for in that position it was uttedly impos-
sible to use any force, and the ropes were
strong and thin.

I felt like nmkﬁig a struggle for it. I
felt like fighting the whole infernal
¢rowd. But what was the good of caus-

ing trouble? In the end I should be |

subdued, and I knew it. So I fought
.down my rage angd submitted.

‘T was placed close beside the guv'nor,
and tied just as securely. To be bound,
spread-eagled, on to the caging of a buoy

H
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1s no joke, T can tell you.
helpless, as, indeed, I was.

The boat then pulled away and re-
turned to the yacht. The sea was some-
what choppy now, for a breecze had
arisen, and the spray splashed on us con-
‘tinuously as the buoy rolled in the waves.

““ What's the idea of this, guv'nor?” I
asked hoarsely.

“Tm afraid they haven’t done with us
yet, Nipper,” said Nelson Lee. * But
our position even now is fairly desperate.
In this exposed position we shall be dead
within six hours, and I don’t suppose
many ships pass this way. Zingruv-
wouldn’t bhe here if that was the case.”

We waited rather fearfully to see w!iit
would occur. T half expected the vacht
to steam away, leaving us there. But
Zingrave had. mentioned sport. hat
couid he have meant by that?

The yacht was quite clearly visible in
the weak moonlight. But it was not until
ten minutes had elapsed that sve dis-
covered Professor Zingrave’s diabolical
intentions. The High Lovd, to tell the
exact truth, mdulged in some revolver
practice! And the guv’nor and I, spread
out upon that buoy, formed the targets!

Horrible as the i1dea was, 1t fitted Zin-
grave to a T. It was just the type of
devilry that he gloated in. At last he
had got us 1n his power, far from land,
and so he meant to pander to his Hun-
nish desmes.

The 1dea was to kill us both and leave
us there. When found—perhaps not for
dayvs—our dedths would be a mystery
which would probably never be un-
ravelled. It was Zingrave’s bitter hatrad
of us which prompted him to resort to
this villainy.

T've set all this down now;: but, of
course, we didn't know anything about
it until the first shot was fired. We were
both looking at the yacht's deck when
we saw a tiny red flash, followed by a
sharp erack.

“ Why— .

That’s all T could- say—at any rate, 1t's
all I did say, for a faint ‘‘ ping *’ scunded
quite close to me. At the very same
second the guv'nor’s head dropped on to
his chest, and he became deadly limp.

«« Guv’nor I’ I gasped fearfully.

“T'm not touched, Nipper,” muttered
Nelson Lee sharply. ‘“ But if we can
trick Zingrave, we will. He will naturaliy
assume-that his first shot was a bull's-eye,
and- he won’t aim at me again.”’

I felt terribly

‘Crack ! .. e

o el
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. 'Again came the sharp report from thetrue to their mark. Being an expert with

‘vacht’s deck. This time something like
a burning hot iron seared my wrist. I
knew that a bullet had grazed me, but I
took the guvnor’s tip without a second’s
hesitation.

Even as I felt the burning pain, I
allowed myself to go completely limp,
and hung there as though dead.

“ Splendid, Nipper!” muttered the
guv'nor. “I'm afraid, however, that
Zingrave will send:some more shots to
make assurance doubly sure. Were you
bit that time?” :

‘““ My wrist was grazed, sir,”” I replied.

““ Our luck 1s holding good, after all,
voung ’'un,” said Nelson Lee softly.
“ Don’t move an inch, whatever you do!
There are probably several pairs of
binoculars levelled at us at this very
moment.”’

We both remained as limp as rags.
It’s a wonder our hairs didn’t turn grey
during those tense minutes. We were
expecting bullets with every second that
passed, and it’s a pretty rotten feeling to
be a target.

The tension was relaxed, however,
when we distinctly heard the sound of
the yacht’s engine$ again. The vessel

was getting under way! That meant
that our danger for the moment was
over. -

R

‘“Don’t look up, Nipper!’ said Lee
{sharply. ““ They're probably still watch-

ing."”’

% didn’t move a hair, and I didn’t tell
the guv'nor that my wwst was aching
abominably. *I began to think that my
injury was moro serious than a graze.
But perhaps the acute pain was due to
the fact that some salt spray had dashed
over my arm.

Five minutes later the yacht was

steaming away in earnest. And now she
was showing quite a number of lights.
The secret mission of the night was over.
But what had happened to the submarine
and poor old Maxwell, I couldn’t
imagine.
- I was aimpI’y bubbling with exuberance
now. I don’t suppose I had any real
cause, for we weren’t out of the wood by
any means. But, after the prospect of
swift and sudden death, this unexpected
breathing space was joyful. I could have
shouted with delight.

And we undoubtedly owed our lives to
Professor Zingrave’'s overwhelming con-
ceit. In his cocksureness, he fondly
imagined that both his shots had sped

A
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l triumphed

the revolver, he had assumed that a miss
on his part was impossible,

But it was the guv'nor whq had
this - time. By acting so
promptly, ‘the High Lord had naturally
been led to believe that his aim had been
accurate. In his conceit, he hadn’t even
troubled to fire any further shots. That
was extremely fortunate for us, for our
luck wouldn’t have held much longer.

And so, while the yacht steamed away,
we were left upon the buoy, helpless, in a
hopeless predicament, but alivel

CHAPTER VL
THE HAND OF PROVIDENCE—AT THE COMING
OF DAWN—THE PATROLLING SEAPLANE,
ELSON LEE turned his head to-
N wards me and smiled reassur-
ingly.

‘“ Our position 1s not quite so
desperate now, Nipper,”” he exclaimed.
““ Perhaps we shall prove to Zingrave
that we are as slippery as ever. But
don’t raise your hopes too high. Oh, by
the way, how’s your wrist?’’

““ Aching, guv’nor,” I replied—‘* ach-
ing like old boots!”’

The yacht was now merely a smudge
upon the gloomy horizon. The moon was
half concealed by dull clouds, and thec
whole seascape looked drear and sinister.
There was no other ship visible upon all
that vast expanse. And supposing there
had been? How could we expect to be
seen? Why, even in daylight, we might
be missed by a dozen vessels even though
they passed within a mile! Our forms
were practically invisible against the iron
cagework of the buoy. |

“ Your wrist is aching, Nipper?”’ asked
Nelson Lee. ‘1 hope that bullet didn’t
do ahy real damage: Can’t you manage
to see?”’ n

The wrist which had been hit was the
one farthest from the guv'nor. He, of
course, couldn’t see it at all. I stretched
forward, exerting a oonsiderable amount
of energy, for I was trying to stretch my
bonds somewhat.

And then an extraordinary thing hap-
pened. Without the slightest warning,
the rope round my injured wrist parted
with a slight snap, and my arm hung
down free!

IFor a few seconds I was so amazed that
I simply gasped. I hadn’t been expect-
ing anything of this sort. I'd even mado
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up my mind that struggling would be.
utterly useless. And now, without any
struggling at all, the rope had parted!

Then, in a flash, I realised the truth.

““ Great Scott!” I yelled.

““ Good gracious, Nipper! What ever
is the matter?”’ asked Nelson Lee, rather
_startled. '

I didn’t reply for a moment; I really
wasn’t. capable of it, for the realisation
of the truth nearly choked me. My wrist
had come free. The rope had parted at
the slightest tug, and it was the rope
which had secured my injured arm.

Of course, Zingrave’s bullet had grazed
my skin, and had passed clean through
1'.'!19 rope, almost severing it: ,

IExtraordinary as it seemed, there was,
upon serious consideration, nothing really
astounding in the fact, for Zingrave’s
bullet was just as likely to hit the rope
,as 1t was to hit anything else. Instead
of killing me, the awful scoundrel had
provided me with the means of getting
free! It was the Hand .of Providence, in
all conscience!

‘““AVhat is the matter?”’ repeated the
guv’nor sllarply.

““ My hand’s free!” I gasped. ¢‘ Don’t
you understand, sir?  That bullet of Zin-
grave’s cut through the rope! Why, in

five minutes we’ll both be free! It’s the
biggest piece of - luck that ever
happened !”’ '

- I waved my hand excitedly for the
guv’nor to see, forgetting all about the
pain in my wrist. It was the salt which
had made it smart so much. Actually,
the skin was only severely grazed.

““ The High Lord blundered rather
badly, young 'un,” remarked Nelson Lee
calmly. ¢ He was so extraordinarily
pleased with himself that he became care-
less. Yes, I can see your hand 1s free.
It’s rather wonderful, my boy.”

¢« The bullet went -just in the right
place,” I exclaimed huskily. * But even
niow it’ll be a bit of a job to get myself
completely free. Whoa! The sea seems
to be getting rougher, sir! This old buoy
is rather drunk!”

‘The huge thing, in fact, was rolling
giddily, and we rolled with it. And the
spray was now much more severe.- Both
Nelson Lee and I were practically
drenched. |

I unbuttoned my coat, took out a pen-
Xknife -from my waistcoat pocket, and
apened the blade with my teeth. Then
I reached over as far as possible,

and I ‘1
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was just able to touch the bonds of my
other wrist with the keen blade.
(¥4 ]

“It’s O K!'” I said gaspingly.
can just reach, sir!”’

My position was rather strained, but in
a few seconds the cord was severed, an:l
my other hand was free. I now found it
necessary to cling to the ironwork io
prevent myself being thrown face for-
wards.

All this time, of course—I don't think
I’ve mentioned it before—the bell within
its cage was tolling monotonously. Yer
the sound seemed quite small to what I
should have expected. It didn’t interfere
with our conversation, for there were
distinct pauses between cach toll.

Having got my hands iree, it was easy
enough for me to rcach down and un-
fasten my ankles. Then I climbed up the
ironwork and attended to the guv'nor.
In less than five minutes he was free
also.

We now climbed right on to the sum-
mit of the buoy, and sat perched there
in comparative comfort. We could kecep
a better hold, and the spray didn’t reach
us except occastonally., The gloomy sea
stretched out 1n one vast expanse on
every side. Not a single light was show-
ing. |
‘g‘Nice, cheery outlook, sir!” I said
lightly. '

“ At all events, the outlook is far rosier
than it was ten minutes ago,’”’ said Nelson
Lee. ‘“ There’s no reason why we should
die, Nipper. We can stick this for hours,
if necessary—for a whole day, even—and
we shall surely be picked oft during the
hours of daylight, which will soon be
heralded in the East.”

““I don’t think we should have lasted
long in our other predicament, guv’'nor,”
I .remarked. *‘ The spray would have
drenched us continuously, and we maglit
not have been spotted for weeks. But
now, of course, we can wave and signal to
any. passing ship. Oh, I'm hopeful !’

Nelson Lee was stlent. I could see le
was bitterly chagrined over the vicissi-
tudes of the night. Vicissitudes means
changes, I believe, and we’'d had enough
changes during the last three or four

But we weren’t pleased over it. The
changes had all been in favour of our
enemies. Everything had gone wrong,
and it would have been foolish to blame
ourselves. The cleverest man 1n the
world can’t . always guard against
treachery. .

' hours to please anybody !
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And we werc the victims of treachery.

Tf it hadn’t been for the spying of Sales,
- Captain Maxwell’s secretary, our plars
would have gone smoothly. But, owing
to the traitor's wireless information to
Zingrave, we had been tricked.

The net results were rather appalling.

The. guv’'nor and I were sitting upon
a bell-buoy far out in the North Sea. If
it hadn’t been for Zingrave’s conceit, we
should have been dead. :

Captain Maxwell was a prisoner in the
Circle’s hands.

And the submarine, which was to have
been kept a secret at all costs, had been
stolen by the Circle of Terror.

Truly, it had been a #ight of mis-
fortune.

But therc was one rosy spot in all the
gloom, |

“J say, guv'nor,”” I exclaimed, ag a
thought struck me. ¢ That was a rip-
ping disguise of Zingrave’s, wasn't 1t?
But he didn't even trouble to disguise
his voice—because he meant to kill us.
‘And he told us something that might be
jolly useful—if we can only ‘escape from

this position.” v
Nelson Lee smiled grimly.
“To quote the professor’s own

words,” he observed, ‘ he saw no harm
in giving us the information, and it
amused him ° I rather fancy he wouldn’t
be amused if he knew the exact circum-
stances, Zingrave was obliging enough
to tell us where the submarine is being
taken to.”’

I looked at the guv’nor rather queecily.

‘ Supposing that was a blind?’ I sug-
gested: ‘‘ Zingrave wouldn’t have given
us the real information, would he?”’

T don't sce why not, my boy,” re-
plied Lee. “The High Lord fully
mtended us to dio; and there was no
harm, therefore, in taking us into Hhis
{conﬁdence. Zingrave has made the same
mistake before now. Even the clever-
‘est criminals are often undone by their

own folly. The professor could not
resist the temptation to gloat over
JUB—= g

“But, T say!”” I put in quickly,

“ whero 1s the:submarine being taken
to? I've forgotten! Somewhere in
Norfolk—"'’

“ Sorby Creck was the name of the
placo,” suid Nelson Lee. ‘I have an
1idea that it is somewhere between

Cromer and Wells—on a very lonely,
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desolate stretch’ of- coast. Sorby is a
tiny hamlet.”’

¢ Wouldn’t it be fine if we could go
there and recover th2 submarine?’ I
exclaimed. ‘ But we mustn’t think of
that, yet. We're still marooned. And
I'm jolly thirsty, guv’nor. I’'m cold and
miserable. Why the dickens  doesn't
some ship come along?”’

Nelson Lee gripped my arm affection-
ately. !

““ You mustn’t be impatient, Nipper,”’
he said. ““ We can’t expect to be
rescued before daylight—and even then
it may be evening before we are taken
off this buoy. There are hours of hard-
ship and torture before us—torture when
the sun beats down upon us.” :

I began to look serious; I hadn’t quite
realised what it would mean when the
day came. But now I thought of ‘the
possible prospect. The day promised to
be a brilllant one, for there wasn’t a
sign of rain in the night sky.

And when the sun raised himself in
the high heavens, he would blaze down
upon us with terrible power.

We hadn’t a single inch of shelter;
even our caps had vanished. And,
naturally, the metalwork of the buoy
would become burning hot under the
sun’s rays. We should suffer dreadful
agonies from thirst. ,

And supposing we weren’t picked off?

There was the prospect of another
night; and then, perhaps, another day
—— And supposing a storm came up?
We should be tossed about and should
die of exposure—

““ Oh, rats!” I muttered to myself.
‘“ What’s the good of meeting trouble
half-way?”’

All the same, I was greatly subdued.
The joyous feeling of fregdom which had
come ymmediately after I had cut my
bonds, had now vanished. I could see
that our position was very little 1m-
proved. |

What difference did ‘it make, whether
we were tied to the buoy, or.whether we
merely clung to it? We couldnt move
off 1it, and the chances were that wo
shouldn’t be seen by any passing ship.
And . then, the thought of the burning
sunshine made me apprehensive.

At last, after what seemed to be an
eternity, the first faint flush of dawn
broke in the east. -

For an hour past the sea had been as
black as ink, for the moon had dis-



THE CIRCLE'S GREAT-COUP

appeared. But now the blackness turned
to a drab, cold grey. The North Sea
looked almost wintry in that dim light.

But the dawn. became brighter and
‘brighter; until, at last, daylight had
come to us. And I noticed a faint
smudge of smoke towards the East,
¢;]l(ea1'ly outlined against the lightening
sky. .. . '

A §hfp over there, guv'nor!”’ 1
sald, pointing.

Nelson Lee looked, but said nothing.
We both watched with interest; and,
presently, the smudge of smoke became
clearer, and the nose of a big steamer
came Into view over the horizon. She
-was certainly getting nearer, and I felt a
great excitement within me.

*‘Let’s get up and wave!” I said
tensely. '

‘“ A sheer waste of energy, my boy,”
objected the guv'nor. * We’l){ walt

until the boat is within sight, at all
events. It is merely a smudge at pre-
sent.”’

We waited for hours, it scemed. The
“ship revealed herself as a big merchant
vessel, with onc funnel. She must have
been of about 6,000 tons displacement.
- And she was serenely steaming along in
the far distance. '

‘““ She’s passing!”” ‘I exclaimed dis-
mally. ‘“She won’t come over this way
at all, sir! But if we can see her, those
on boa,rd can see us! That stands to
reason.’’

““ Not necessarily, young ’un. At
this distance we are merely a little dot
upon the face of the sea. Even through
binoculars i1t would be difficult for the
crew of that vessel to distinguish us.

““Well, I'm going to wave!”’ I ex-
claimed grimly.

I took off my coat, wedged my feet
firmly 1mito the ironwork, and then
started waving my coat wildly to and
fro. Then the buoy rolled over with the
swell, and I nearly fell headong into the
sea.

‘¢ Steady, Nipper—steady!’’ said Nel-
son .Lee, grabbing me. ‘“You don’t
want to get a ducking, do you? Wave
away if 1t pleases you—I'll hold you
tight.”

I flung the coat about until my arms
ached, and until I was breathless. But
the big steamer continued on its course
sedately unconscious of my exertions.
At all events,
course an inch.

N

she ‘didn’t change herL

Yy -
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- And, before long, she becamu a
smudge on the horizon,. as before.

“ Rotten!” I grunted, sitting down
beside Lee. ‘ Al that exertion [for
nothing! And I suppose that’s the way
all the shipg’ll go?’ I added bitterly.
*“ That must be the regular traffic route
out there. Whoa! Here we go again'”

With the dawn the breeze had fresh-
ened briskly, and the sea was becoming
somewhat restless ‘and wuneasy.- The
great bell-buoy tolled ceaselessly, and
rocked to and fro upon the grey waters.
I noticed, now, that I was feeling rather
dizzy aud sick. The motion was de-
cicdedly unpleasant.

An hour passed, and the sun ‘:ose
superbly above the sea. But on every
side lay the bleak, bare water. Not a
sail was to be seen——

“Can you hear anything?”’ Ncleon
Lee asked suddenly.

I had been very deep in thought, aud:
had taken no notice of anything for
some little time. The guv’nor’s voice

broke m upon my reveric abruptly. I
lcoked up, somewhat vaguely.
‘““ Heav anything, sir?’ 1 repeated.

“ Only the bell—that’s making enough
row to awaken Oh, you mean "

I didn’t finish, but stared up into the
sky with a sudden quickening of my
pulse. I heard, now, a distinct, mnsistent
humming. And such an humming
could only be caused by the engine of
an aeroplane,

Almost at once. I spotted a big biplane
right away to the south. She was about
two thousand feet uwp, and was travel-
ling straight m our direction. I could
see the sun glinting upon the whirhing
propellor, and the ’planes shone whitely.

‘““ By gum! She’s coming right over
us,”” I gasped excitedly.

Nelson Lee caught my excitemeut this
time. As I whipped offt my coat agamn,
the guv’nor followed suit. Then we both
waved frantically. I even yelled at the
top of my voice—although that, of
course, was utterly useless. If I'd had a

' megaphone the almman couldn’t have

heard me. But I was excited.

The machine, I could see now, was a
seaplane—and this made me simply fran-
tic with hope. I had previously thought
that the pilot would possibly see us, and
would go back ashore to have a boat
sent out. But the machine was u sea-
plane! She could come down on the
water and rescue us herself! |
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T'he hum was now a roar, and the big

scaplanc looked almost upon us. She
would pass about half a mile away,
broadside to us, and she
steadily, without a sign of easing down.

I could see the circles upon her planes,
now, and knew that the machine must
be an R.N.A.S. patrolling scout. These
machines, I knew, were yp and down
the coast continuously, from dawn until
dusk, on every fine day. I hadn't
thought of seaplanes previously.

“Oh, lor’!” I roared. ¢ She's going
p#st, guv’'nor!”’

There was no doubt about that. The
scaplane held on its courso without a
deviation, and Nelson Lee and I waved
our coats wildly. It was maddening.
We could even see the pilot’s head, for
the machine was now broadside to us,

and flying right past. Within two
minutes she would be gone—<
‘““ Ah!”  ejaculated  Nelson Lec
suddenly. | |
““Hurray!" ‘T yelled in a cracked
voice.

For, at that second, we had both seen
the ~ pilot looking down at wus. The
machine at once swerved round in a
steep-banked curve, and the roarv of the
cugine shut oft abruptly. Both the guv’-
nor and I ceased our efforts, panting
‘heavily.

The
rescue !

We were hot and flushed, and I could
hear my heart beating aginst my ribs
tremendously. 1 watched the descend-
ing seaplane with great interest. She
was coming down steeply. Then she
flattened out, and her floats touched the
water gently, and she cam= gliding along
towards the buoy, sending spray behind
her in cascades. And she came ‘to a
standstill within fifty yards, heaving
gently to the motion of the sea.

scaplane  was coming to our

CHAPTER VII
THE CODE TELEGRAM—DETECTIVE-INSPEC-
TOR LENNARD ARRIVES—THE CIRCLE WINS,
us,

v ’ -\ G
“What’s wrong there?”’ he

called curiously™ “ You fellows seem to
be in a pretty mess, don't you?”’
““*Can you take us off””’ called the
guv’'nor, i reply. |
““Well, I don’t know,” exclaimed -the
M

HE pilot—who was the only ‘occu-
pant of the seaplane—ivaved to

was going |
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pilot. “ I'm not sure whethier the old
'busg will 1ift with three up. But how on
earth did you get in this fix? Sub-
marined, I suppose? .Anybody else—"

““ No, we're not the survivors of a
shipwrecked crew,” interrupted Nelson
Lee. ‘“ My name is Lee—Nelson Lee—'
and my young assistant and I have been
the victims of an outrage. We were
left on ‘this buoy to die.”

“Ye gods!” said the pilot, in open
astonishment. I know your name,
Mr. Lee, and I'm jolly glad to be of
assistance to you. I am Tieutenant
Turner, of the R.N.A.8. Just patrol-

ling, you know—joy-riding, in fact.”

Lieut. Turner was ouly a young fellow
of about twenty, und he was grinning
cheerfully . at us. He couldn’t risk
bringing the machine alongside the
buoy, and so Nelson Lec and I plunged
into the water and swam to the seaplane.

We hauled ourselves on to the floats,
and stood up.

““ That’s better,” said our rescuer.
““Lucky this ’bus is a two-seater. I
suppose you can both squeeze into the
empty cockpit? We'll have a proper
Jaw when I’ve taken you ashore.”

‘““ By Jupiter, you’re a brick!”” I ex-
claimed impulsively.

““ My dear kid, I couldn’t leave you on
that buoy, could I?”’ grinned the lieu-
tenant. ‘“I'm rather anxious tao hear
your yarn—but that’ll do later.”’

The guv'nor and I climbed up, and
managed to squeeze ourselves into the
passenger’s cockpit. It was a bit of a
tight squeeze, but we didn’t mind a
scrap. Turner touched the switch, and
the engipe started with a splutter.

A moment later she was roaring with
appalling force, and the seaplane cut
across the water with a wake of foam
behind her. She rocked and swayed

-giddily, but seemed disinclined to rise.

At last, however, after a long run
against the ‘wind, the machine hopped
once or twice, splashed down again, and
then got off sweetly Once in the air she
rose without the slightest difficulty, and
we were soon a thousand feet up.

Then her nose was pointed towards
the land—which, at this height, we could
easily see away to the west It seemed
that the seaplane was only twenty
minutes flight from its base, and so the
journey was quite a short one.

‘We “landed” on the waters of a
little bay, and taxied right up to the
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beach. Here a
'1]1auled- the seaplane up. Both men
iooked astonished—and I didn’t wonder.
Lieut. Turner had gone out alone, and
had returned with a couple of wet-
looking passengers. ‘

A little way from the beach lay the|

‘hangars; they were painted all sorts of
weird colours, in order to disguise them.
The bay was secluded, and high cliffs
surrounded 1t. ‘

_ The lieutenant took us into one of the
hangars, and here Nelson Lee briefly
explained the position. He didn’t go
into any detais—but frankly told Turner
that we were up against the Circle of
Terror. '

~ ““Phew! You've had a warm time!"”’
said the young pilot.

© ‘“ But, thanks to your -assistance, we
-are safely ashore,”’ replied the guv’nor.
‘- Now, lieutenant, I want to ask you «
favour.”’ :

‘“ Fire away.”’

“It i3 virtually important “that the
news of our rescue shouldn’t leak out,”
said Nelson Lee ‘gravely. ‘ You quite
understand that, don’t you? The Circle
will hear of our escape within an hour—
if 1t is talked about. And I have urgent
reasons for remaining ¢ dead ’’ unti to-
night.”’ o

Turner nodded
- T quite understand that, Mr. Lee,”
he said. I won’t-breathe a word—and
those two men will keep their heads
shut, I know. Not that there’s anybody
here to talk to, anyhow, Still, I'll give
them the tip.” | .

« And I’ll add a different sort of tip,”
smiled the guv’mor. “ A fiver betwecn
themn will be acceptable, I dare say. How
far are we off a town here?”’

‘““ Three miles—Caseby.”’

“ Oh, so that’s where we've landed?”
said Lee. “H’m, I thought we viere
further north. Now, I was wondering
if there was a cottage about here "

Turner grinned.

““ Vou want to dry your clothing, and
find a breakfast—what?”’ he suggested.
“ Well, look here, Mr. Lee. There's a
shanty just up the beach—onc of curs,
you know. You can have that, and
welcome. Dfy your clothes in the sun
while you feed. I can let you have
plenty of grub. from the stores.”

“¢That’s. splendid of you,” said Nelson
Lee. “ Are you in command here?”

““Well, T am for to-day,” smiled the

couple of mechanics{other.

ﬁ
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““ lbvans had a bhit of a smash
yesterday, and he’s being mended. This
scaplane station is only a small one, and
we're a3 lonely as Robinson Crusoc as a .
rule. You'll be all right here.”

Sc, after a little turther talk, e-civ-
thing was arranged.

The sun was getting up now, and tl.»o
guv'nor and I stripped off our clothes
and laid them in the sun to dry—mcan-
while donning a couple of blankets which
Turner lent us.. By the time we had
breakfasted our clothing was dry, aa! we
dressed again,  _ )

At about nine o'clock Nelson T.re
wrote out a code telegram—a long 1.:ex-
sage—and Turner himself took it into
the hittle town of Caseby, and desptched
it.  The -lieutenant went by car.  Of
course, he didn’t udertake the journey
especially for the purpose of despatching
the wire—he would have gonc in ary
case.

The day passed quietly, and the
guv’nor and I managed to get scveral
hours’ sleep. We 2woke in the early
evening,  feeling fresh and good.  And.
just as dusk set in, an old friend arrived.

He was Detective-Inspector Lennarl,
of Scotland Yard. The guv’nor’s wire
had been addressed to the Yard—and
Lennard’s arrival was the result. The
inspeotor brought four men with him.
Eight others were due to arrive in abouts
an hour. '

“7 thought I'd bring a good crowd,”
explained Lennard. ‘' They’re all picked

men, Lee. There’s something big on
hand, T understand?”’
The inspector and the four men

listened with great interest while Nelson
Lee related our adventures in detal.
““ The position is rather grave.” con-
cluded the guv'nor. ‘¢ Captain Maxwell
is in the hands of the Circle—and the
submarine as well. We know, however,

that the vessel is now lying 1n Sorby
Creek. My plan, Lennard, is to make a
surprise raid to-night. It's the only

feasible course to pursue. With luck, we
shall succeed in getting the submarine—
and that’s most important. Poor Max:
well will probably suffer.” :

“ They’l! let him go, I should think.”
said Lennard. ‘“ Anyhow, your plan 1:
cood, Lee. We ought to be successful.
But the Cirele is so wfernally cufe. Wo
shall have to be thundering careful.”

“ You've arranged about the cars?”’
asked the suvnor.
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““ Yes—everything’s ready.”

Our plan was perfectly simple.
Tinesse was out of the question now ; we
were going to make a bulldog rush to
Sorby Creek, in the hope of recovering

the submarine by sheer surprise. E

Luck would play a large part in the
nicht's adventures. |

Shortly after Lennard and the guv’'nor
had planned everything the other eight
Yard men arrived on the scene. These
were given their orders, and our whole
plan of attack was cut and dried to the
tast detail,

We were handicapped, of course, by
our lack of information. We didn't
know what kind of a place Sorby Creek
was, and there was no telling how many
Circle agents there were at the spot.
All these things we should find out when
we arrived. And our method of attack,

in consequence, would have to be left‘J

largely to ohance.

Then, of course, there was the possi-
bility of the submarine being out &t sea.
Tor this reason, Nelson Lee decided to
start off without a moment’s delay—in
order to arrive at Sorby well before ten
o'clock. It wasn’t likely that the sub-
marine would be taken out until after

that hour. |

Deteotive-Inspector  Lennard had
brought two powerful touring cars, and
we were soon on the journey—the dis-
tance to Sorby was about thiriy-five
miles. It was a bit of a squeeze, and 1
hung on to one of the footboards. There
were seven in our car, and eight in the
onc behind.

‘Well, nothing happened on the way—
nothing worth recording, anyhow. 1In
case there were any spies about, our cars
moved along about a mile apart. Nelson
Lee and I were 1n the foremost one, of
course. We had learned that the creek
lay a mile our side of Sorby itself. So we
ahoullldn’t- have to enter the little hamlet
at all.

The country up there was bare and
desolate, and the night was one of the
darkest I've ever known. This was all
to our advantage, and we didn’t mind a
bit when a fine drizzle of rain commenced

falling. i

Nelson Lee pulled our car up when we
arrived at a little wood at the bottom of
a hollow. Here the automobile was con-
cealed among the trees, and the second
car was treated in a similar fashion.

Fvery man knew his job, and we
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separated into pairs—one man, of course,
being compelled to go alone, as our
number was odd. The guv'nor ard I

went straight forward along the  road
itsolf. The others spread out in d:fferent
directions, fan-wise.

The creek lay only a few hundred
yards beyond, and it had been arranged
that certain signals should be given in
the event of any two men being sur-
prised by the enemy. The whole thing
rather reminded me of a minor military
opcration. We¢ were a raiding party,
penetrating the enemy’s trenches.

The seashore lay only a short distance to
our right, and we could distinctly hear
the waves breaking on the shingle. The
cliffs, however, were very low c¢n this
part of the coast, being little higher than
bankas. | _

The creck itself flowed into the sea
through a tiny, narrow bay, and there
wasn’t a house or a cottage within three
miles in any direction. In a little back-
water, however, Nelson Lee and I sud-
denly came upon a ramshackle old boat-
house. It was roomy by the look cf it,
although low in build. It had evidently
been used for the purpose of storing tho
boats of a large boys’ school which lay
inland. A new site had been adopted,
however,”a couple of miles further along
the‘'coast., Consequently, this boathouse
had long since been deserted.

The guv’nor and I stood among somec
bushes, gazing upon the old building.
We could just see it dimly in the gloom,
with the waters of the creek beyond.
The boathouse itself was built right over

the” backwater—so that the boats could

be floated right in.

“They can’t be wusing
guv’'nor!”’ I murmured.

“I'm not so sure,” he repliad softly.
““The Circle men may have been pre-
paring this retreat for weeks past. In
any case, we will creep forward and
make a close inspection.”

There didn’'t seem to be any necessity
for secrecy, for the spot was silent and
deserted. But as Lec and I crept nearer,
he suddenly gripped my arm tightly. We
both stopped dead.

“Do you see?’ whispered the great

that place,

L

detective tensely. ‘
His eyes were keener than mine, for I
detected nothing until several seconds
had passed, Then I made out the figure
of a man feaning against the side of the
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old boathouse.
on guard.

We made short work of him. Without
a sound, Lee and I crept up, and sprung
on him before he could even utter a cry.
He went down with a crash, and caught
the back of his head upon a stone. This
saved us a lot of trouble, for he was
cffectually stunned for the time keing.

Without waiting a second, Nelson I.ce
tried the door of the building, and found
that 1t was fitted with a new lock,
Round at the rear, however, some of the
boards were gaping, and we managed to
sce what lay within., ‘

Like a dim shadow the conning-tower
of Maxwell’s submarine stood out of the
water, but the vessel herself was sub-

merged.
“That’s queer!” I murmured in
astonishment.  ‘“ This backwater must

be thundering deep, guv’nor. The sub-
marine’s practically submerged !”’

" The tide’s -high, my boy, and it is
quite obvious that this place has been
specially prepared. It is possible that
several men ‘are aboard the boat eoven
now. We must fetch the others here
without delay, and make our attack.”

Nelson Lee stood back a little way and
uitered a cry which sounded exactly like
that of a night bird. He repeated. it
three times, at intervals. And, ofter five
mimites had passed, ten men were on
the spot. The others were probably out
of their bearings. -

““The submarine’s within this shed,”
said Lee to Detective-Inspector Lennard.
“ We've settled the guard, and the way
1s clear. The man’s presence there looks
rather suggestive. There are, probably,
men aboard the vesser even now. We’ve,
got to make a bulldog rush, Lennard.”

The inspector gave some brisk orders
m a low voice. A few minutes later
some of the men had found a large plank
—which would serve admirably as a bat-
tering-ram. It did. Within a minute
the door was smashed to atoms!

Nelson Lee and I stepped into the
building, and made our way along the
ledge, the guv’nor flashing his torch upon
the submarine. Careless of the danger,
he intended boarding the vessel. ‘

Obviously the fellow was |

1 Maxwell.
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_But the very instant he flashed his
light upon the conning-tower, he uttcred
an angry shout.

“Do you see, Lennard?”’ he roare-l.
" We’ve been hoodwinked! This thingz's
a fake—a mere piece of scenery, con-
structed of wood and canvas.”

The Circle of Terror had won the game
after all!

. ] e ) [ ]

Well, that’s all=for the present.

Nelson Lee was deeply disappointed
with the fiasco. We found that the
water i1n the boathouse was no deeper
than three fcet! And we also found
plenty of evidence to shos that the suh-
mavine had actually been out in the ¢reck
at the time of our raid!

But Zingrave, with his usual cunning,
had made provision for a sudden surprise
attack. And while we were making
terrific noise smashing into the boat-
house, tlie submarine itself slipped
quietly out to sea.

But our raid wasn’t altogethor fruit-
less.

For, in a little hut on the other side of
the creek, we found Captain Richard
It was from him -that we
lcarned the exact truth. He was to havo
been takon uboard the submarine at
eleven o’clock in order to give instruc-
tions to a couple of skilled engineers.

He had been brought to the spot, cinud
had been placed in the hut—with a guar:l
at the door—to wait until he was ve-
quired. But our attack took place before
he was transferred to the submarine.

I Consequently he was left in the hut—-and

thus rescued.

But both Nelson Lee and T vemem-
bered the demand for fifty. thousand
pounds from the White Planet T.inc. By
all appecarances, the Circle of Tervor
would have everything its own way.
Appearances, however, are very often -
ceptive. .

And the Circle’s plans didn’t pan ont
quite so weil as they fondly hoped. Liven
though they were successful for the
minute—even though they had brought
off a great coup—they weren’t destined.
to triumph for long.

THE END.

Another Splondid
GCmMHE ISLLAND

——————— .

NEXT

‘““GIRGLE OF TERROR?”
in a Fortnight’s Time,

p—

Story will appear
under the Title of:
STRONGHOLD.”

EEK !—(See p. iv of cover.)



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

30

N BEGIN THMHIS THRILLING SERIAL TO-DAY!?

The Boxing Sailor

A STORY OF THE RING AND LIFE IN THE NAVY,

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

]

Read this first !

ToM CRAWLEY, light-weight boxer and stoker
on board H.M.S. Flyer, 18 ordered oul
to sea, and helps to rescue the wounded
on board a torpedoed hospital ship. He
also rescues a German sailor. His
great friend,

Bop RANDLE, has been sent out to France
with his regiment after an affecting scene
with

Mary THwWAITES, daughter of Fisherman
Thwartes, of whom Tom 18 very fond ;
and her brother Fred s one of thuse
rescued by the Flysr. Tom's father

has been captured by the commander of

a Qerman submarine, and as he walks
along the deck Tom wonders 1f he wnll
ever see him again. The German
sazlor he has rescued, suddenly addresses
kem by name.

“ You've got my name pat off. What
d'you want to say ”’ asks Tom fiercely.

don’t you?”’

(Now read on).

Y

““ So they are.
you’ve done to-day, you curs!
play to sink a hospital ship?
the poor fellows aboard her suffered
ehough, but that they should be sent to
drown by oold-blooded murderers like
you?”’

Some of the other seamen stopped to
listen, and a threatening murmur trem-
bled on their lips.

* The Hun made a hopeless gesture,

‘““ Ah!” he cried, bitterly, ¢ It is not
our fault. We hate to do it. There are
some brutal submarine commanders, but
most of us detest the work, though we
have to obey orders. It's our only chance
of winning the war.”

““Then you oughtn’t to mind ‘f you

are shot down or hanged or drowned for
it,”’ answercd Tom hotly.

HOME!

are cowards and murderers,

Is 1t fair

OU thiuk that all German sailors

Look what
Hadn't h

“Waid! Waid! You saved my lfe.
Well, it is anly tit for tat, after ¢1l.”"

“What do you mean?” |

“ Cur submarine came from the baso
at Zecbrugge. It was our sixth day at
sca.  The hospital ship was our first
prize. Before we left harbour a U-boat
came in. Her captain was Otto Mayecr.
Captain Mayer during his cruise sunk
some fishing boats, including the emack
Dora Grey, from Weathersea A

“Eh, what's that—"" And Tomn
Crawley almost had his hands on the
German sailor's throat.

¥ ¢ Leaf me alone. I <idn't do it. And
it was a life saved for a life saved. For
the captain of the U-boat that sank the
Dora Grey brought her captain back
with him to pord, and his name was
Thomas Crawley.”

Stranze lights began to dance beforn
Tom’s cyes. He felt his brain swimming.
C'ould he believe what this German said?
Was it the truth?

‘“ How can I believe what you say is
true?”’ he fahtered.

‘“ It is the truth. Listen, and T'll tell
you. After the smack Dora Grey went
down, Tomas Crawley, the master, svam
to the submarine, and held on do the
ail. A sailor tried to stamp his hands
away. The German submarine officer
struck the brudal satlor down, and saved
tho British fisherman. And he brought
him back into harbour, where the fisher-
man was inderned.”’

Young Tom began to believe at last,
His face lit up with an indescribable jov.

‘““ And Why have you told me this?”’ he
asked eagerly.

‘““ Because you sgved my life,”” was thoe
simple answer. ‘I guessed you wero
the fisherman's son, as he talked about o

son in Wethersea. I thought you would
bo glad to know."”

“ T am glad, yes I am glad. And no
matter what you've done, you've got
some pluck, kid, though you are German,

!

N\




and seem a decent sort, tno," said Tom.
** So shake. hands.”

The, Hun hesitated, then gripped the
extended paw, and went below when
they were ordored there by Captain
Walsh, and remained uncomplainingly
quiet for the res;Fof the voyage.

The destroyer Flyer returned to port
A8 snon as gracticnble, taking the sur-
vivors picked up from the sunken hos.
pital ship and the German prisoners
with her,

And for onco in a way there was n
British destroyer able to report the sink-
ing of a German U-boat, knowing that
the submarine had been sent to the
-bottom of tho C(‘hathel beyond the
shadow of a doubt.

It was with mixed feelings that Tom
(‘rawley found himself back again in
harbour at Weathersea. He brought
good news with him, and bad, too:
good for his mother, who would (eel
immeagurably relieved to know that
her husband and Tom's futher was safely
interned, and likely to come back to her
when 1";hﬁ warlwas ovolr; butl, b;ul miws
for Mary, who worshipped her big
brother Fred. |

Up till then nothing but good newe
{1_nd come home to the Thwairtes' ubout
Fred, who was fghting in Frunce, and
his father. the plucky La’catln&rat.n:. tisher-
man. His mother and his sister Mary
had always declared that no harm weuld
cver como to Fred; ho was so brave.

And here was Fred, down in the hold,
and almost at the point of death so far
as Tom could tell.

As soon as the TFlyor had come to
her anchorage, steps were taken to
reinove the survivors of the hospital ship.
Tho doctors and nurses went quickly
gshore Then the one or two wounded
were removed. |

The last of all to go was poor Fred
‘l"hwuit.ea. ) :

One of the doctors remained behind on
purposo to look after him. .

Very gently they toweored him away into
one of the ship’s boats, and the reamen

ulled lustily across the harbour, landing
Rim at the distant steps. Here an ambu-
lanco, which had becn gent [for, was
waiting. o

“ Might T seo him off, sir?”’ asked Tom
Crawley, choking as he turned to plead
to the potty officer in command of the
boet.

‘“ Friend of yours?”

"THT BOXING SAILOR

L
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“Chum of my achooldays, sir.”

* All right, Only be lively.”

Tom footetl it up the steep, stonc ateps
after the bearers. As Fred was lawd
down on a stretcher belanging to tho
motor ambulance and made comfoitable,
Tont bent over him,

“How are you feeling, old man?' he

murmured.

* Oh, all serene, Tom. Tl be all right
«0on,  You'll be sening mother and Mary
and dad before T ahnlf maybe. Tell 'em

Um all vight, wil] you, and give ‘em wny

love,”
“ I will, Fred.” blubbed the little
antlor boy., T will. (lod bless you!™

“Cheerto!  This i« a bit of luck for
me, for they're taking me to the hospital
ut Weathersen, and that's near 'ome,”
said Fred, as €hey picked him up andl
bore him gently away.

The astretcher was run into its placo
in the motor ambulance, and the driver
set off at once, the erowd parting to let
it by,

eSo Tom saw it vanich, and 20 returned
to the boat with a heavy heart.  Fle felt
afraid about Fred. There waa somethinge
in the brave lad’'s face he didu't like to
sce there—a wistful, pensive look v hich
sugested abl sorts of posaibilitics.

‘* [w+—is he very bad, sie?”” Tom pleadivd
of the militury doctor who pased him
just then.

“ Pretty bad, my boy., Shock, you
know, [ollowing upon pevere physical
stvain, and some rather serious wounds.
But he is wondetrfully strong, and [ dare-
say he will pull through now. Heo wae
beginning to rally.  Oh, yes, [ think
there iv ground for hope.”

With this somewhat comforting assur.
anco Tom returned to the Flyer.

Ho had to vemain aboard her that
night, and it was not until the wnddle
of the following day that ho received per-
miasion to go ashore, and Hed hot atoot
to the little cottage to tell his n.other
that his fauther was safo.

Her joy was almost indescribgble. Sho
cricdd and she laughed, and she cried
again. But in the end she showod con-
sidevable relief, and for Tom to see her
going about her work, singing in her okd
light-hearted way, was a joy indeed.

Later in the niorning he went ous, an«l
turned his etepa towurds the Thwaitew’
cottage. |

Ele almost dreaded to meet Mary again,
after her avowal about Bob Randlew Fhu
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hesitated as he ncared the place, and
almost turned back.

But Mary was working i the little
garden in front of the trim cottage, and
called out to -him. So there was nothing
clse for it, and Tom made his way
towards her, and after a short inter-
change of commonplace remarks, said:

“ Mary, dear, I've brought you ncws
of your brother Fred—"’ |

To his surprise the tears gushed from

her eyes, and rolled down her Lonny
cheeks.
. ““ Yes, yes, yes. I know, dear Tom,”
she anewered, throwing her arms about
this neck and kissing him in her old
sisterly way. ‘‘ They sent down from
the hospital and told us. Fred 1s all
right, and—and they say you risked your
ife to save him. Oh, Tom, we are all so
proud of you, we are indeed!”’

And poor little Tom could only stand
there and blink at her, too, through a
mist that formed in front of his eyes,
and wonder and wonder, because this
dear Mary of his had a heart large
enough to hold a- place for almost
everyone.

R ————————

FRED IN HOSPITAL!
:F RED THWAITES had been home a

; week or more, and was getting on
nicely in hospital. when Tom
Crawley and Mary Thwaites called

t0 seo him.

Both were in better spirits and happier
in mind then they had been for some
time, for here was Fred back from the
war, and, thank Heaven, though severely
wounded, in no danger of losing his life.
» Fred’s father and mother had already
visited him, and both had been assured
by the doctors and nurses that their boy
would recover, though it seemed lis use-
fulness in the war had ended.

' Since he had done his duty manfully

and well there was comfort in that

thought also.

And as further examination of the
Hun prisoner, rescued from the sunken
German submarine, had given convincing
proof that Thomas Crawley, the fisher-
man, was alive, Tom was light-hearted
as anv schoolboy, and rejoiced in the
change the good news had made in his
mother, who kept house in -her old
efficient way now that she knew her hus-
baud would be coming back when the
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bitter struggle reached its inevitable endl.

When Tom and Mary entered the sunlit
ward 1n which Fred and fifty or sixty
other ‘‘ casualties ’ lay, they found him
propped up in bed, smoking a * fag.”
and talking brightly to a young and
pretty nurse.

There was no dangerous cases in this
ward, and it was a wnig insolated from
other parts of the big hospital. A gramo-
phono was playing for the bencfit of the
** Tommies.”

Fine, cheerful, sun-tanned, and uncom-
plaining men that they were, they took
things smilingly.

Flowers gladdened the room on every
hand, the sunligl® streamed in through
tho lightly curtained windows, and from
outside came the song of birds.

Mary, when she first saw her brother,
sank down on her .knees beside him,
stretched out her strong afd capable
arms, and clasped him in them, while the
tears streamed down her chceeks.

Fred, strong though he was, could not
hido his tears: either. |

At last, with a laugh, he turned to
Tom, disengaging himself gently.

‘* Mary. dear,”” he smiled, ‘ you make
me feel soft. But it’s grand to see you.
And you look just fine. And how are
you, Tom?”’

‘‘ Pretty good, Fred,” answered Tom,
choking back the lump in his throat.
‘““ Feeling better, Fred?”’

‘““ Much. But they say they won’t be
able to get me ready and fit for further
military survice inside a tweclvemonth.”

A year! How Mary's checks glowed,
how her eyes shone!

What might not happen in twelve
months? The war might be at an end,
and Fred would be spared to them., Ho'd
done enough to make them proud of
him.  Why, only on Saturday last a
letter had arrived from the major of
Fred’s regiment, in which~he gave his’
own personal tribute to Fred’s bravery.

I'red had advanced and taken a
machine-gun position single-handed, had
Fred, and they said he was bound to get
the V.C. or Military Medal, at least.
He’d earned his rest had Fred.

After the first emotion of the meeting
was. over they settled down to talk of
commonplace things, and very rapidly
all the local gossin was exhausted.

Then of a sudden Fred said:

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)



THE BOXING SAILOR

““ Oh, by the way, Mary, T met Bob |

Randle out there "’—with a jerk of the
head in the direction of France.”

‘“ Met—Bob——"

““ Met him—where?’ And Tom Craw-
ley’s cheeks flushed, and thea went very
white. '

““ Oh, 1t was near Messines. He'd come
out with a new draft. I was just stand-
ing beside the road watching them as
they sat down for a rest, when I heard
someone call me by name. 1 looked
round, and thero was Bob, his face agrin,
with his hand stretched out, as fne a
soldier as ever I've clapped eyes on, and
it seems only yesterday that he stood be-
hind the counter in his father’s grocery
store, a pasty-faced shop assistant who
seemed to have no go in him whatever.’”’

““The war makes men like that,”” mur-
mured Mary.

‘“ Bob’s no coward. Never was,”’
growled Tom Crawley, grudgingly,
‘“ though we used to think so, Fred. 1
got him to fight me in the ring, thinking
he’d funk. And he gave me the bardest
battle ever I’ve had in my life. He
proved himeelf a better man than me,
Fred—"’ \ ‘

‘““ A better man than you, Tom? 1
don’t believe it.”

‘““ But'he did—he did,”” and Tom’s veice
was hoarse 1n its 1nsistence. ‘‘ Ask
Mary. He!s a man, is Bob.”

““Man he must be. Why, Tom, he’s
got his sergeant’s stripes; and the way
he spoke to the men and the way they
looked at him went to show that he was
born to be a soldier. He is keen on the
job, too. Said he wanted to ‘go over
the top. Only way to end the war was
to keep on hammering the Huns, he said.
Didn’t want to be in it, but now that he
was in it, was eager to get through with
it. Mark my words, we shall hear some-
thing big about Bob before long.”

“ I'm sure wo shall—I'm sure we shall,”
said Mary, and her face was radiant.
- . L] ,,
““1 have always believed in him.

Fred’s look strayed far away.

“Satd he was sorry America had come
in,”” he muttered.

““Oh, why?”

‘“ Because he wanted all the honour
and the glory to be won by the old
country. Now we’ll have to share it
with America.”

“ And—and do you think he will sce

1ii

some fighting soon, Fred?' asked Mary,
with bated breath.

“Yes, very soon—very, very soon.’

A half an hour later they left the hos.
pital, and carried with them a remem-
brance of pain and suffering bravely
borne, by as gallant and as stout-heartod
a British soldier as had ever stepped upon
a battlefield, and he was one of millions.

Tom Crawleyv walked along moodily by
Mary's side. His boyish cyebrows wero
drawn together in a frown. He was
thinking of Bob Randle, and all that Bob
might do at the front.

He wished at that moment that he, too,
were a soldier, instead of a sailor, for
Mary seemed to honour the khaki most.

Presently Mary touchcd hig arin, and
smiling at him, said in a gentle voien:

‘“ Tom, please don’t misunderstand. Tf
I’'m proud of Bob it's because I've always
known the good there was in him, and
I'm happy to find that I was not mts-
taken. But I'm a fishcrman’s daughter,
and T love the sea, and the brave men
who guard our coasts and stand for all
that 13 best and bravest in our Encland.
I[f T don’t talk so much about them it's
because they are so familiar to me. [
shouldn’t like to see you in khaki, Torn,
And you'd never be able to carry the
pack, you know. I'm very, very proud
of vou, Tom.”

The young sailor-boxer’s face lit up.

‘““ Are you, Mary, old sport?’’ he cried,
and he showed his teeth in a merry
laugh. “ Then wait till T get another
chance of showing what I can do against
tho enemy. You’ll see that I can be as
brave as Bob or your brother Fred then.”

“T haven’t a doubt about it, Tom,”

said she
l Flyer left the harbour of
Weathersea. Before then her
wiceless had been crackling, and messages
had been interchanged with other vessels
and telegraphic stations, suggesting that
there might be something doing.
Captain Walsh, alert and full of sup-
pressed eagerness, stood upon the bridge
as the vessel swept past the harbour’s
bar, his eyes directed seaward. -
Every man was at his post, and lko

(Continued overlealf.)
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THE FIGHT AT SEA.

HAT night, soon after the shadows
shut down upon land and sea, the
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.magic the word ran round that they were
about to come to grips with ' the enemv
Un(( more. < CvY- o l.e ..

The secret of the wircless was well Lept.
and yet mstmdhvo]y thé sedinen- guoqm(]
that the inteftion wag to cut off cnemy
raiders, whose movements w ere known to
tho captam ®

Tho gunners stood at their posts. Every
man was at his station. The keen-cyed
lookouts picked up’ distant objects in the

’

night with a ncver-failing certainty that'

4

was uncanny.

A brisk wind was blowing, and storm
clouds swept across the sky in dense,
black masses, obscuring the rising moon
(‘ompl('tr-ly at tlmes F

«-. s
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Then the darkness was profound. But
every. ngtv:.aid- then the silvery beams of
the moon wdtld break through the fast
scudding clouds and envelope the sea
with*their magic light.

Then, Tom’s eager eyes could make out
a vessel here and another there in the
far distanee, mostly warcraft he noticed,
and British he guessed.

Every now and again he would raise
his cyes to the crackling masthead  of
the wireless and watch the livid sparks
dgncing there.

. Then the Flyer would alter her rourse.
Whither was she bound? What was
he ob_]ect‘?

. (17) be conti:_:ued.)
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