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CHAPTER 1. is my position now? The boat has van-

TSE CIRCLE'S DEMAND—NOTHING Doing— | 15hed completely, and I know nothing.”
THE GUV’'NOR'S DECISION. f Il' could %aSIIIy unde:g@unai ;\'!ahx“ﬁ:ll’s

I eelings, an sympathised wit e
C APTAIN RICHARD MAXWELL|{ He was a youngish-looking man, with a”

slg‘hed. , clean-shaven face and a square jaw. A
' XOUF words are cheering, Mr. | skipper in the merchant service, he had

, Lee,” he S{lld, ““but I can’t help| invented a new and novel type of sub-
Leing anxious. I'm pessimistic, too, I| marine. The fact that the Government
suppose. For, to tell you the truth, I| had commissioned him to build his ves-
don’t expect to see that submarine of|sel proved that it was of extreme value.
mine again. ’ , As soon as he had finished it, however,

Nelson Lee smiled. . | the Circle of Terror had managed to

““ That won’t do, captain,’”” he pro-|{ make off ‘with it.
tested. ‘“ It will be a stupendous task Nelson Lee and I—Nipper—had done
to recover the vessel, I admit, but I don’t | our very utmost to save the situation.
despair. The Circle of Terror is vic-| Sonie people said that the great crimin-
torious for the moment; their victory, | ologist had failed. But had he? The
however, was not complete.”’ whole affair wasn’t over vet.

Captain Maxwell made no answer for| This submarine of Maxwell's was an
a moment. He and Nelson Lee were| amazing little craft, I know, bccause
sitting in chairs, faoing one another, 1n}| I'd made a trip in her—had actually bee:
the great detective’s consulting-room In| aboard when she was captured by the
Gray’s Inn Road. I was lounging by | agents of the Circle of Terror. Pro-
the window, listening interestedly. fessor Cvrus Zingrave, the High Lord of

Both the guv’nor and our visitor were | the Circle—the ruling brain of the whole
looking very serious—at least, the visitor| stupendous organisation—had planned a
was. Nelson Lee smiled oocasionally. | great coup. For the moment the Circle

‘“ Not complete?”’ repeated the cap-| was successful, for the submarine re-
tain bitterly. ¢ I suppose you mean the ]| mained in their hands.

Circle didn’t keep me a prisoner for ““ Your argument is sound In some
more than a few hours? I'm not alto-| respects,”” said Nelson Lee quietly.
ether sure, Mr. Lee, that I wouldn't| < But have you considered everything,

rather be a prisoner still!”’ captain? You would have been used as
‘“ Come, come, that's not the way to] the Circle's tool, to do their bidding
talk " under pain of instant death. I lonestly

T mean it,”" interrupted Maxwell] belicve that you would have rchelled
gravely. I should have been in my | against their orders, and that would
submarine if I'd been a prisoner—and I| have meant only one thing. Just as
should, at least, have felt that she was| soon as the Circle’s engineers learncd the
still in my oossession. But now? What| full details of control, so vou would have
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been dismissed. And
those circumestances,
death."”’

““]1 dare may you'ra right, Mr. lLee”
admitted Maxwell gloomily. * Bat, fo
far as I can sce, there's no hope "’

“ Tut—tut! There is nty of Imfw,"
put in the guv'nor. *‘ Mind you, T don’t
want to tminimise the pernillous nature of
thus undertaking. The Cirele of Terror
in a powerful concern, and it s utlorlr
ruthless in ite methods. The fight will
be a steenuous one. 1 assure you that I
will do the utmost in my power to re-
vover r submarine. 1 can’t say more
tha, Maxwell.”

“ But can’t T do something to help®™’
asked the captain cagerdy.

The great detective shook his head.

“1'm afraid not,’”’ he replied. ‘ You
see, 1T am awaiting the course of events,
and 1t in impossible for me to sette upon
any definite plan of action. £ T find 1t
noceasary (o act suddenly, 1 shall cor-
hinly ncquuim You with my ntention

rehand. All 1 say s don’t worry
f unduly."
Caginin Maxwell refured to be
vh and he took his departure soon
aftorwards In a depressed frame of mind.

“The poor chap's properly cut up,
oir,'” I romarked sympathetically.

“Can you wonder at it, Nipper®”
nahed Nolvon Lee, pelecting a cigar from
Jus case and highting it.  *“ He has been
warthing for sears past on thid submarine
of hin, aud now 1t s in the possession
of the grcat st crniminal sodiety in thoe
world, 1t i hand lueck, my boy, and we
can't expect Maawell to be cheerful.”

“But he's got all the plans,” 1 suid.
‘“ He can tahe unother one.”

** My dear Nipper, that's not the quos-
tion,”” obsarved the guv'nor, strolling to
thoe window, aund looking out. * Of
caurse he can build another ovne. But
thut will take titne, and, meanwhile, the
Circle will probably do great damage
with the vessal now in their hands. 1t
18 even powssible that Zingruve will sell
the submarine to the envmy. The pro-
fossor 18 cupable of any villuiny, as you
are uwate, And such an event as that
would be a sheor dissster.” Maxwell hus
the weolfmre of his motherlund at hoart.”
?.} wounder where the boat is now,
"

‘““There’'s no telling, Nipp-r,”’ 1epliod
Nelson Lee.  ** So far‘asl can judge, we
must wait until the Civcle acts before we

dismisanl, under
would have been

I don’t sappose we shall

can get busy.
remember that

have to wait long.
affair of the White Planet Line?’ Lee
glanced at the clock. * That reminds
me,”” he added. * Sir Joseph Pagett
will be aalling upon e within a few
minutes,’’

The chairman of the White Planet
Steamahip Company had made an ap-
pointment by 'phone earlier in the day.

‘“ It's a difficult position, ‘nor,”’ 1
remarked, shaking my- hngwlolemnly.
“ The last we saw of submarine was
at that little cove on the Norfolk coast—
and then we didn’t see it actually, did
wo? We rescued g)or old Maxwell,
though, and the submarine eseaped to
sca. I wonder if she foundered, sir?”*

** That's uot likely,” said the detective.
‘““Maxwell’s submarine is simple to con-
trol, and thoroughly aseaworthy. No,
my boy, the Circle is holding the vessel
in hand for a big coup later on. Dou’t
forget that Jdemand received by Sir
Joseph Pagett.”’

The guv'nor needn't have reminded
me, for it was only a few days since the
Circle had made the demand. I\
boen curt and bricf, stating that the White -
Planet Line must hand over the insignifjs .-
cant sum of £50,000. or suffer the con-
recquenices. The Circle had given about
«ix days’ grace: and tho money—-or a
decision—had to be given on the morrow.

“8Sir Joseph 1s now arriving,”’ re-
marked the guv'nor, leaving the window,
and sitting down at his desk. ‘ Don't
go, Nipper. Mrs. Jones had iustrue-
(tlicins to show the visitor up without
elay.”

A minute later Sir Joseph Pagett was -
ushered into the consulting-room. He
was a stoutish old fellow, with a breezy
munner. But as he sliovk hands with
the guv’'no? 1 noticed that his eyes were
expressive ¢f grave coucern.

I ha#¥* cowne, Mr. Lee,”’ he said.
'* becauss X think it right that you should
know tha decision of the directors. I
am refernug, of course, to the infernal
demand from the Circle of ‘Lerror.
Personally, I feel inclined to pay the
money, and have done with it.”

“It s gaulling to have to give such
sdvice, Sir Joseph, but I agree with that
decision heartily,”’ gsaid Nelson Lee.
*“ Other great busiuvss councerns bave run
their heuads againat the Circle wall.
They have invariably suffered far more
seriously than they would have done lhad
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they complied with the original de-
mand.”

“* That 13 exactly how I argue, Mnr.
Lee,”” nodded the visitor. ‘““ And I am
more strongly convinced now that I know
of this submarine affair. Why did the
Circle of Terror gain possession of that
vessel? Simply because they intend to
use it as a weapon of offence against the
shipping owned by firms which defy
them. ”I am all for paying over the
money.

Nelson Lee nodded.

‘““ From your words, Sir Joseph, I
judge that the directors of your firm are
not all in accordance with your own
views."'

‘“ That i1s the case, Mr. Lee,” replied
the baronet gravely. ¢ The directors,

in fact, have decided to utterly ignore
the Circle.”

““ That is bad—very bad,' the guv’nor
declared. *“ The Circle of Terror is too
powerful to be ignored, Sir Joseph. Tt
11 all very well to talk of the protection
of tho police, and such like, but this
organisation 13 a secret one, and its ten-
tacles are far-reaching and of appalling
strength. A menaee like the Circle of
Terror cannot be overcome in a day.”

““I used the same arguments myself,
Mvr, Lee,”” said our visitor. “ But it
was of no avail. The directors decided
ngainst paying the demanded sum almost
nnanimously. The White Planet Line,
in fact, will take no notice of the Circle.
I fear that there will be come fa!al de-
velopment.’’

““ And why have the direclors taken up
this attitude?”

‘““ They seem to have the idea that our
boats are immune from attack,”’ replied
Sir Joseph testily. ‘“It’s the wrong
view to take, Mr. Lee—a preposterous
view'! Tt is argued that our liners are
all supplied with guns—powerful guns—
fore and aft. One shot would be quite
sufieient to blow Maxwell’a little sub-
marine out of the water. So there is
nothing to worry over. The White
Planet ships have defeated the German
pirates for months—we have been
singularly lucky in that respect—and the
directors seem to imagine that there 13
nothing whatever to fear. Certainly,
this tiny experimental submarine s only
worthy of contempt.”’

Sir Josoph brought his fist down on
the desk.
“ It's madness!”’ he declared ficreely—

|
|
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““madness, Mr. Lee! The submarine is
Just as capable of torpedoing a liner as
any German U-boat. But, again, the
directors declare that the Circle would
nﬁ}'el’" stoop to the depths of sinking the
ship.

““The Circle is ruthless—it cares not
how many lives are sacrificed so long as
1ts ends are gain~d,”” said Nelson Lee
gravely. ““ Am I to understand that this...
decision 13 final, Sir Joseph?’

““Quite final, Mr. Lee. I have dcne
my best, and I now simply await de-
velopments. The Circle of Terror lLias
been defied,’’ saidgthe shipowner. *‘ The
result, I fear, will be disastrous. I am
anxious, however, to retain your services,
Mr. Lece. I want vou to accept my com-
mission to work your hardest in my
causc. Even if you do nothing, I shall
not be disappointed. But please keep
your eyes open for any sign of treachery
against any of the White Planet boats.”’

‘The guv'nor gave Sir Joseph his as-
surance that he would nct relax his
efforty for a moment. He declined to
accept the baronet’'s commission—for the
sumple reason that, while working m
Captain Maxwell's cause, he would be
indirectly working in Sir Joseph’s. It
was the submarine that mattered; and
Nelson Lee would confime his attenticns
to recapturing the vessel.

““ So the White Planet Line 1s going
to ignore the Circle, eh?”’ I remarked,
when our visitor had gone. *‘ There 1:
trouble brewing, guv'nor—heap big

‘troubls, if T know anything of the Ciccle

of Terror.” .
Nelson Lee looked grim.

““ The galling part of the whole busi-
ness 13 our helplessness, Nipper,”’ he
said, pacing up and down. ** We know
nothing—nothing whatever. The Circle
muay be acting at this very moment."’

The guv'nor didn't say any more. H-=
threw himself into a chair and smoked.
His brow was black, and I crept about
fearfully. It's a rotten business when
Nelson Lee's in one of his moody fits.
Thank goodness they're few and far be
tween.

All the rest of that day he was the
same. _

If I spoke to him I was snapped up 1n
a flash; if T happened to kick my foos
against a chair, or something, he turned
on moe with a curt order to get out of
the room. Tt was awful. I smply
couldn't breathe.
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During the evening I went out,
moodily, and stewed for a couple of
hours in the Holborn Cinema. And when
I got back, hoping for the best, matters
wero worse. 1 opened the door of the
consulting-room gingerly, and looked in.

The guv’'nor was pacing up and down
the room, attired in a ragged, old
dressing-room, and a pair of down-at-
beel shippere. His ancient briar was
clenched bhetween his teeth, and the air
was as thick as a November fog.

* Hallo, guv'nor !’ I said nervously.

- ““Don’t bother me now, boy!" snap-
ped Neclson Lce, glaring at me. * Get
out !’

I didn’t continue the conversation.

ITorribly misereble, T wont to bed,
and had nmightmares. 1 dreamt that

the guv'nor had gone dotty, and was:

chasing me¢ with a briar pipe about a
vard long, and flouriching it in the air
as a weapon. We had a  terrific chase.
1 rushed down the stairs—and they
scemed appallingly steep—and out into
Gray’s Inn Road. But. somechow, the
Holborn Cinema had shifted itself, and
was now opposite our own abode. 1
dushed in, the guv'nor after me, uttering
fiendish vells. Down the gangway 1
pelted towards tho screen. There was o
picture of the Wild West showing, und
the prairvie stretching out.

In some miraculous fashion 1 jumped
right into the picture, and Nelson Lee
came rogring behind. He was overtuking
me by leaps and bounds. but never 1.:an-
asged to recach me.  Oh, it
raising.

Wo traversed about a hundred miles of
prairie in a minute, and then scaled the
Rocky Mountains.  On the edge of a
dizzy canyon I turned at bay. Nelson
Lee, waving the great briar pipe, threw
himself at me, und we fell over the edge.

Down we went, whirling from crag to
crag. The guv’nor wae ordering mo to
be quict all the time, and then T siw a
tcrriblo chasm below me. 1 plunged
into it, and landed with a crash,

I really lunded on the floor, laving
tumbled out of bed—and that woke me
up. I was immensely relieved to find
that 1'd only been dreaming; and, find-
mg that it was eight o'clock, I dressed
myself,

Nelson Lee was in tho dining-room at
breakfust.

Je wasn’t reading the worning papers ;
he was gluring at his plate as though he

was harr-

wero a German looking at his week’s
rations. [ saw, in a moment, that thero
bad becn no change.

“T had a dream, guv'nor,’
tured, sitting down.

Stony silence.

Nelson I.ce didn’t even know I was
there. He poured out some more coffee
for himself and added a spoonful of ealt
to it, instead of sugar. Sublimely un-
conscious of this, he sipped his coffce—
and never noticed anything wrong! It
was more than I dare do to tell ‘kim.

All the coffee went, anyhow, and I
don’t suppose it did him any harm.

After  breakfast the guv’nor—:till
moroge and silent—jammed his hat on,
and strode to the door. I couldn’t help
grinning, in spite of my miserable fcel-
ing. 1 started up. ’

““Guv’nor !’ 1 said urgently.

He went out on to the landing, and 1
rushed after him and grabbed his arm.
He turned then, and scowled at me
angrily,

““What 1s the matter, Nipper?”’
shapped. o

‘“ I—I thought—"*"

“Den’t bother me, young 'un!”’

“I didn't want to bother you, sir.”” I
ventured, ** hut you’re going out, cin't
you?”’ |

“Well7” he rapped out.

“You—you’ve only got your slippers
on, ’g:m’nor," I gasped. “° I—1 thought

Nelson Lee started, and gazed down at
his fect. Then, with an impatient cx-
¢lamation, he strode into the cousulting-
room and donned his boots. Not a
word of thanks! 1If I hadn’t told him,
hoe would have got half across London
before discovering the fact. When the
guv'nor is in one of these moods he is
appallingly absent-minded. :

Ho went out without saying a word to
me, and I spotted him from the window,

)

I ven-

ho

{ striding along with his head down, and

with a cloud of smoke trailing bchind

him. :

“Oh, lor’!” T groaned. * He's get-
ting worse! He hasn’t been like this
for months! And all because of that

rotten Circle! There's no telling when
he’ll be back; it might be this evening,
or next week, or next month!”

I'd been left nothing to do, so [
oped about. A o
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At about ome o’clock—just before lunch
~1I heard Nelson Lee’s step on the stairs.
I was rather surprised, and I jumped
up. I had been reading, and I threw
the book down and prepared myself for
squalls.
| The guv’'nor entered the room briskly.
A cigarette was be%ween his lips, a
dreamy light shone in his eyes, znd he
was smiling—actually smiling!

¢ Hallo, young ’un!” he said genially.
“ Nearly lunch-time, ch? What's the
matter? You have a surprised look on
vour face.’”

I gasped.

““ Surprised Iook!” T ejaculated.
‘““ What's—what’s happened, sir? You
were like a bear with a sore head all
last night and this morning——""

““ Was I, Nipper?”
1it?” I yelled.

“Don't you know
“ Great Scott! Didn’t you shove salt in
your coffee? Didn’t you start out in
vour giddy slippers? Didn’t you suap at
mc like a rat-trap if I happened fo ven-
ture a remark?” '

Nelson Lee grinned good-naturedly.

““I have a dim recollection of the slip-
pei incident, but I oertainly don’t call
to mind the affair of the salted coffee,”
he chuckled. ‘“Never mind, Nipper.
I’m all right now. Perhaps I treated you
somewhat snappily.”

““ Somewhat!” I gasped, immensely re-
lived to find that he was himself again.
** Guv’'nor, if you could see yourself in
a blue fit you’d sit down and cry. I've
had an awful time! TI'll bet something's
happened to bring about the change—
something big, too.”

‘“ No, Nipper, nothing big has hap-
pened,” he disagreed. ‘‘But, unless I
am very much at fault, something big
will happen. This evening thc White
Planet-Liner Angonia leaves the Laver-
pool docks for New York.”

““ Well, suppose it does?’ I asked,
puz:led. ‘ _

‘* I have every reason to believe, Nipper,
that the Circle of Terror means to inter-
cept that boat,”” said the guv’'nor
smoothly. ‘I have also reason to be-
lieve that there are Circle spies sboard
—two, to be exact.”

¢“ Something doing at last!" I said
eagerly. ‘“ Where do we come in, sir?”

Nelson Lee tossed his cigarette-end
away. .

““ We leave Liverpool this evening,
young ’un,”’ he replied crisply—" we
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leave on board the Angonia for New
York—but I don’t suppose we shall get
any further than Queenstown. Of one
thing you may be certain, however.
Thero will be work for us both—grim
work, 1n all probability.”

— —

CHAPTER 1I.

ON DBO®RD THE ANGONIA—THE LURKING
FIGURES—THERE IS MUCH EXCITEMENT.

HE ss. Angonia was clipping
quietly down the Mersey.

It was evening, and the last

rays of the sunset were visible

in the west. A good many people were on

the saloon deck, lounging about leizurely.

Amongst them were Nelson Lee and

myself. But we were both carefulv dis-

guised. The guv'nor merely wore a small

false moustache and a wig. He affected

a monocle, and was dressed in th~ very

height of fashion.  Anybody who saw

him would put him down at once as

a bit of a fool.

The Angonia was not one of the “Vhite
Planet I.ine's best boats, but she was a
fair-sized ship for all that. Her displacc-
ment was twelve thousand tons, I believe,
and she was considered to be very Incky.
Only once had she been attacked by a
U-boat, and then unsuccessfully.

On this trip she was carrying a nearly
full complement of passengers—saloon
passengers, at all events. There were
any amount of titled people and million-
aires aboard. We brushed shoulders
with them, so ‘o speak.

It had been a bit of a rush for Nelson
l.ce and T to get to Liverpool in time.
We had snatched a mouthful of lunch,
and had then disguized ourselves.  The
cuv’nor had arranged everything, and
when we got to the docks we just stepped
on board, without the least difficulty.

In the train, I may as well mention,
we hadn’'t been able to exchange any
confidences, for there were several other
people in our compartment. So I was
still in the dark regarding the source of
the guv'nor's information

But now that we were ca the boat, and
the rush was over, we hal a epare balf-
hour before descending to dinner. There
was nothing mueh to look at, except tho
usual sights one sces on a liner just after
leaving dock

There were a good few pretty girls on
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hoard. 1 had naticed, hut thess didn't
imterest me in the 'nsst —just now. |
rather admired them for their pluck n
braving the dangers of the deep in var-
Ume.

“Well, sir. T want to hear all rbhout
., 1 remarked, aa Nelaon Tee and 1
lounged sgainet the rail.  * Why are we
on this boat? Why have we ruched off
o0 abroptly. How did yon get vouar in-
formation? How did you know that- — "’

“My dear lad, you don’t expect me to
answer all these (ucetions st once, do

ou*" smilnd the vnor. ‘' And 1
Lm't intend tn go nto veey full details
regarding mv movements of thi« maorn-
ing. Acoording to what you have told
me, Nipper, 1 left home in 8 somewhat
binek mood—"'

Y Black " T interrupted, crinning.
“ That's putting it nldly, sir!”

“1 was wornriad, Nipper— 1 was worried
intensoly,”' said laee 1 knew that the
Circle wis planning some g action, but
I couldn’t get on the track 07 it. To feel
holrllm s 10 despair. | walked us far
as Halborn, and then became aware that
an Italisn looking individual was follow-
ing mo."’

“Phew! A Ciurele spy ! T ¢jaculatel.

“1 gathored o, at all events, and
onon boardod a ‘bus for the purpose of
nmtung the matter to the teat,”’ went on
ac. " The Italian boarded it alsn, and
actually had the audacity to climb up
to the top—where | was— ninl take » segt
beside me. Almost at cnce he dipped
something into my coat podcket, ..url
grabbed ll‘lis wrist!”

“Good ! 1 sald heartily,

" The fllow didn’t turn his head, but
he muttered :

“Ie all right, Mr. Tee. I'm Todd.
Just a little item in your pocket.' Then
he ros0 to his feet, hurmied down the
sepa, and juinped off the 'bus.”

" Montague Todd!” 1  exclai.ned.
“ Who'd have thought it, sir?”’

* Obviously, Nipper, Todd was on hie
way o tho Grays' lun Road when he
spotted me; and he thought it wiser to
follow me,'’ aaid the guv'nor. *' 1 imme-
diately took the * item * out of myv pockoe,
and fm;nd a few shorthand notea n a
pieco of paper.” '

] nodded intereetodly.

Just to make things clear, I'd better
shove in here a word about Montaguoe
Todd. He was a member of the Circle
uf Terror, but I'd savre@ bis life on

rertain memorable occasion, and he had
been grat~fal. Todd wee not a scnundrel
at heart. He hatad the Crrele and all
ita work. But he had been tricked into
joinmg. and now 1t was too late to hack
out.

And so Todd remained in the C'irele,
and ho used hia pesition for Nelson [.<c's
beneflit. Whenevar # was possible for
Todd to give the guv’nor a tip, he would
do so. And, being in a responsible posi-
tion. he often handed us valuable in-
formation concerning the movements of
(‘irvle agents,

The shorthand I.ee had referred to vas
a accret aystem of aphy invented
by Profreasor Zingrave himeelf. It con-
siated of a kind »f ecrollwork, and Nelson
(00 and T were well acquainted with it.
We had darncd it months back, during
one of our tusslee with the Circle.

‘“ What was on the paper, guv'nor?” 1
asked.

“A fow shorthand notes, as T «aid,
Nipper,” answered Nelaon Iee. 1 de-
stroyed it at onee, of course. but 1
memorised the moessage. It was quite
brief, my boy, but interesting. It ran
something like this: * Two (‘ircle men on
board Angonia—Americans. Both un-
known in England.  Mischief brev.ing.
laner to be intercopted by submarine,
probably in Iriah Sea. Don’t know de-
taile. But one man will be taken off
liner bi submarino—probably with loot.
Hope this will be useful.’ That was tho
mcsage. yoong ‘un—and my gloom was
dinperned.”

[ lcoked at the guv'nor seriously.

' It's & good tip,”’ | remarked. *‘ But
there's not enough of it. It's too jolly °
scrappy, sir. Two American spics, ch?
[ didn't know the Circle had members in
America. And who are they?”

**1 haven't the faintest ides, Nipper,”
replisd Nelson Lee. “ We are here to
find out. But it is pretty certain that
they aro members of the crew. Every
passenger who boarded this ship has
passports and credentials. And uwe for
tho Cirele having members in America,
I have long euspected it. The reason for
these two Americans doing the job is
obvioualy to avoid all suspicion. We can
do notlung but watch and wait. The
Angonia mav be torpedoed, for all wo
kuow,”” added Nelson Lee quietly. * If
s0 we shall etand as much chance as an
of the other passengers. It is a rioi
which we inust take ohcerfully,”
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1 should have felt more satisfied if we
had had more definite information. But,
aa the guv’'nor pointed out, we should be
able to learn things for ourselves before
long. And then, of course, it would be
a case of acting as occasion demanded.

The Circle knew quite well that the
Whito Planet Line meant to ignore their
demand—the Circle spy system was
unique—and Zingrave's gentle intention
wus to strike a blow swif-tf and suddenly.
But the nature of that blow was rather
hazy as yet.

Nelson Lee and T went down to dinner
after a while, and enjoyed a good meal.
When we strolled on deck again tho
Angonia was well out of tho mouth of
the river, and heading for the open sca.

The darkness had descended in earnest
now, and the night was very gloomy.
The sca. however, lay calm, with oni{y
a leaden motior upon its surface. Nel-
son [.ce and I paced the promenade deck
for quite a while. There was nothing
particular to do, exoept conjecture.

Away, for'ard, wo saw two men chat-
ting together against the port rail. They
_were both in uniform, and, I judged,
members of the crew. But it wasn’t
likely they were the fellows the guv'nor
and I wero anxious to spot.

We remained on deck until very late—
until the liner had got well out into the
Trish Sea. By then practically every
passenger was below. Nothing was
thonght of our being up. and Nelson Lee
chatted with the oaptain towards mid-
night. The skipper knew all about it—at
least, ho knew our real identities, and
had been told to be particularly careful.

“ We'll turn in about one o’clock, Nip-
per,”” observed Nelson Lee. ‘It s
highly improbable that any attack will
be made at night. If the Circle 13 em-
ploying Maxwell's submarine on this job,
the attack will occur, I judge, soon after
dawn: in daylight, at all events. So theve
is really no necessity for us to sacrifice
our beauty seleep!”

Just before one o’clock, however, a
rather startling incident was destined to
occiur. The unexpectedness of it was
disconcerting. We were walking the
deck, chatting in low tones, when Nelson
Lec suddenly came to an abrupt halt.

He whipped a pair of night glasses out
of his pocket, and rapidly focussed them.

He was looking straighs for’ard, to-
wards the forepeak of the ship.

¢ Young ’un!’ muttered the guv'nor

sharrlr. ¢ Thore are two dim figures or.
the fo'c'dle, close against the for’ard gun.
It 18 s0o dark that I cannot distinguish
their movements accurately. But there's
something tricky going on, I'll swear.
By James' Those two spies are aboard
for the purpose of monkeying with the
lgun:;’—'-they mean to render the ship help-
ess!

““ Great Scott!”’ I gasped.

Nelson Lee ran forward quickly, with-
out making a sound, and I followed be-
hind him. We dodged »all sorts of
obstacles, and how the guv'nor found
his way for’'ard was a wonder. Quite
suddenly, however, he gave a quick gasp,
and then a yell.

I saw that he was attacking two men,
and I joined in the scrap with a will.
The very fact that the fellows showed
fight proved, beyond question, that they
had been up to something shady.

They lashed out at us in desperation.
In the darkness we couldn’t see who ot
what they were very well; but it was
obvious that they were powerful fellows.
I received two blows that made me fecl

giddy. But I yelled like fury, and hit
out for all I was worth.

As I had anticipated, the commotion
was heard, and some members of the
crew, on watch, came tumbling towards
us. They arrived just as I was on the
point of being knocked out. Nelson Lee
was going strong, but he hadn’t any
tizne to lend me a hand.

The chap I was tackling had stepped
back, and I could see him getting ready
to hurl himself forward again. I was
dizzy and half dazed by the blow he had
delivered a second before; and I Honestly
believe that I should have been laid out
for good and all if help hadn’t come at
that second. .

As 1 attempted to dodge, my a:sail-
ant was grabbed by two hefty sailors,
and dragged down. He hif the deck
with a lovely smack, and did bis best
to drive a bolt right through the plank-
ing with the back of his head. Tt didn’t
do the bolt any harm but his head
secemed to suffer quite a lot. At all
events, he lay quite still.

¢ Phew! Thank goodness!" 1 gasped.
«« Just come in the nick of time!”

Somothing shot past me and crashed
down solidly. It was the second man,

and he had been propelled by the gnv’-
nor's fist. It was a fair knock-out, and
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Nelson Lee was breathing a bit heavily,
but almost untouched.

* 1 was thinking of you, young’un,”
he panted. *‘ You're all nght?”

“ T shouldn’t have been if these chaps
hadn't come up, sir,”” 1 said dazedly.
‘“ My hat, what a scrap! I wonder if
we've nailled the right fellows?”’

““ There’s no doubt about that,’”’ re-
plied Lee. ““ We'll take them below at
once, and examine them.”

The detective turned to an officer who
had hurried along, and ecxplained the
situation. The officer promised to have
the guns examined as sonn as possible—
although it was fairly obvious that this
one, at least, hadn’t been tampered with,
for its coveryng was still on, and intact.
The guv’'nor had spotted the blighters
just 1in time.

By the time the two prisoners had been
taken Dbelow, I had recovered myself
somewhat. The disturbance had caused
no alarm, for most of the passengers
wero in their bunks, and thoce who
weren't had heard nothing.

The two men, an officer had told us,
were siewards, and had been engaged in
New York; the previous trip to this had
been their firsi one. They were <apable
men., with excellent references. The
chief steward regarded them as two of
his most. trustworthy assistants. Their
numes were Clark and Goodall. Both
wero considerably dazed when they found
themselves under arrest.

The third officer, a keen-faced young
fellow named Payne, was with us 1n the
gpare cabin to which the men had beon
tuken.

‘* Npw, men, what's the meaning of
th1s?’’ asked the officer sternly. ¢ At
this hour you both ought to be in your
bunks. You were about to itamper with
that for'ard gun—-"

““1 gueas that's not the truth, sir!”
growled one of the prisoners sullenly.
““ This interfering guy standing right
here don’t know what he’s foolin' with!
Say, can’t me and my mate hgve a breath
of [resh air "

“On the fo’c’sle®” rapped out the
officer sharply. “ That won't wash,
Goodull.  You neither of, you had any
right in that part of the ship—and you
know it. In any case, you'll be detained
in custody until the matter is put hefore
the skipper. And vyou'll have to be
ecarched.”

The captives

. -
made no and

reply,
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another steward, who was present, went
forward to cmpty their pockets. Nelson
Lee assisted him, and in a few minutes
we had quite a collection of miscellane-
ous articles on the table before us. There
was nothing of any particular account.
Iach man possessed a little pocket-book,
but there was nothing written in these
except a few jottings in pencil concern-
ing private matters which couldn’t pos-
sibly interest anyone except themselves.

In fact, there was nothing whatever
on them of an incriminating nature;
there was nothing to connect them with
the Circle of Terror. Somehow, both
men were looking smugly satisfied with
themselves, now that they had got over
those stunning blov:s.

They were marched off, in charge of
Mr. Payne, to be imprisoned lower down
in the ship. Nelson Lee and 1 were left
alono in the cabin, and I looked at the
guv’nor inquiringly, rubbing with gentle
care one of my cars.

‘““ Have we made a bloomer, sir?’ I
asked.

“I don’t think <o, Nipper.” replied
I.ec thoughtfully. ‘ Those two men
were Americans—and they were signifi-
cantly’ near the for’ard gun. As the
third officer remarked, -they ought to
have bean in their bunks. 1 confess I'm
rather disappointed at the lack of infor-
mation in these pocket-books—— Hallo,
hallo! What’s this?”’

‘* What’s what, guv’nor?”

Nelson Lee whistled.

““ Dear me!’ he murmured. ¢ Dear
me, Nipper! This is a most welcome
discovery. A cute dodge, too—onc of
the cutest I've ever secn.”’

The guv’'nor had been about to close
one of the pocket-books, and had care-
lessly glanced at the ornamental paper
which secured the book to the cover. It
was quite a pretty design, and I couldn’t
see anything to shout about.

‘“ Blessed if I can twig anything cute,
sir !’ T exclaimed.

‘“ Have a closer look, young ’un.”

I did so—and T almost uttered a yell.
For the paper stuck on the inside of the
cover—often, in this class of book, of an
artistic nature—was nothing out of the
common, at first glance. The wide bor-
der consisted of festoons of roses, or
something like that. And, outside this,
was another design of scrolls. It was

when I looked at these scrolls that I
uttered a gasp.
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For, in a flash, I recognised the secret
shorthand of the Circle of Terror! This
was proof, indeced! As Nelson Lee had
said, 1t was an extraordinarily dodge.
In the hands of the police those books
would have meant nothing whatever.
Yet they were, actually, used as identi-
fication records for the members of the
Circle. |

The second little pocket-book was just
the same; only it was ¢f a different
design and make. It wownld, of course,
have been a bad mistake to have them
exactly the same. Thiyt shorthand,
although merely a scroll to outsiders,
was intelligible writing t¢ Circle mem-
bers—and, incidentally, t6 the guv’nor
and I. The possession of .a note-book
like that was practically a passport.

““1 nearly overlooked it, Nipper.”
smiled the guv’nor. ¢ Indeed, I should
have done so if I had not been very
much on the alert. It is fortunate that
we nipped the game in the bud at the
outset.”” -

““ What 1s that shorthand?’ 1 asked
eagerly. ¢ Let’s have a look, sir?”

““ Listen, my boy. We'll take Good-
all’s first,”’ sald Nelson Lee. ¢ The
scroll, as you see, is designed in four or
five little bunches. Each bunch corre-
sponds to a line, and the whole serves
a3 a means of identification. The infor-
mation here, in fact, is most instructive.
The top bunch reads like this: ¢ Louis
Eugene Bainbridge, Number AS52." That,
Nipper, is the man’s real name. Good-
all is merely assumed.”

I took the book myself, and could
easily read the rest. I can’t reproduce
the scroll itself, so I'll set down its de-
ciphered version. In plain English i1t
read this way: ‘

‘¢ Louis Eugene Bainbridge, Number
AB2.
Service in Circle—Since Formation.
Rating: First-Class Secret Agent.

Base: New York, Western Section.
Under Command of: Chief-Agent
Radford. .
Speciality: Electrical and Marine

Engineer.”’

The other note-book contained pre-
cisely the same information, except for
the name, number, and the man’s speci-
ality. These were as follows:

“ Milne Clay Zeeke, Number A88.
Speciality: Expert Cracksman.””

¢“ Those are valuable, if you like,” I

exclaimed cnthusiastically. ¢ That
second chap’s got a rummy name, g
nor, and T don’t wonder he changed ir
to Clark for this trip Sounds Gerra |
to me.”

“It doesn’t matter what the name
sounds like, Nipper,” replicd the guv’
nor. ‘‘ Both these men arc members of
the New York branch of the Circle of
Terror. Upon my soul, in spite of m~
intimate knowledge of the Circle of
Terror, I never quite realised how com-
plete was its organisation. These men
are ticketed like bundles of goods tn u
store. Just with these few words we
know their names, their numbers, the
base from which they work, the name of
their superior officer, and the nature of
theil’" calling. It was quite amazing, Nip-
per.

“ Well, they’'re done for, that's cer-
tain,”” I remarked. ¢ These books
prove that they’re the men we're aftor,

And we've nipped their game in th-:
bud—"

““ Good gracious!”’ ejaculated the guv’-
nor, starting up.

For, at that very second, a dull kind
of explosion sounded right away in th>
fore part of the ship. In the cabin it
sounded like a boom, and we felt the
deck quiver beneath us—but only
slightly.

“ Torpedoed!’' I gasped.

“ You'd have felt a greater shock than
that if we’d been torpedoed!” rapyel
out the guv’nor. ‘ Come, Nipper!”’

Lee stuffed the two books into hi:
pocket, tore open the door, and dashed
along the corridor. In two seconds we
were mounting the companion three steps
at a time. All was dark on the upper
deck, but from for'ard we heard a con-
fusion of shouts.

““ The gun!”’ I breathed huskily.

We both started running at the same
second. But then, before we could take
three steps, a loud shattering explo:iun
shook the deck perceptibly. This report
came from aft, and was followed by &
dull crashing and splintering.

Dead silence followed for about two
seconds: the Angonia continued on h-r
way serenely, the gentle throb of her
engines as steady as ever. Nelson L:ec
and I stood undecided for just a moment

We saw a figure pelting along the
deck, and recognised it as that of Mzv.
Payne, the third officer.
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‘“ Waa that the nther gun’"" he panted, | 82 infernal machines, timed to go off at a

an he sighted us.

“Why, what has happened?’’ e
manded Nelson Lee.

‘“ What's hs ' The for'ard gnn
has been bom into iron—that’s
what's 1" said the third officer
frantically. ‘* The gunner waa exam-
inging weapon when the explosion
occurred. He jut mansged to stagger

back, and he's only knocked silly, by the
Inok of it. Good lord, What 8 meea up '’

And Mr. Pavyne hurried aft with all
aspred. Nelam loe stood facing me, hia
teeth clenched, and with 8 grim lcok
his eyes

‘“1 think gou said, Nipper, that we'd
nipped the ‘Qamo in the bud®’' he askad
evenly. " Wo didn’'t! Both guns have
been wrecked- ard the Angonia i1s now
utterly uoulde to defend hersell against
any jumsible attark' Rhe te at the 1riercy
of any raider whn c(ares to bar her
path !’

e e )

CHAPTER IIT,

I¥N THAR GRYY DAWN NELD tp'
WUV ROR'S  AMAZRING  DECISION,

Nﬂlﬂl.\' LEE'S starded statenient

THY

was true ¢ h.
It was impossible  to
ind out much i the hrst few
miinutes, A number of startled passen
wore 1ushed on dock in all stages of dreae
and undrees, quite itive that the
Angonta had been torpedoed 11 two dif
foront plurce, and that she was rinking
like a stone.

The Angonia, however, stoamed on as
ma)estacally aa evor, and the officers and
stewarnds  soon qua‘lod the cacitement,
stid reassured tho passengers that there
had merdy Leon a slight midiap.

While this was going on Nelson Lee
and T went on to tho fo'c’ale and had
2 look at the gun fur oursolves. It was
~completely nuned—torn {rom ita seating,
sind danmuged beyond repair. The after
gun was in a precisaly mmilar state.

“Thoe oxplanation is quite rimple,”
Nalson l.ee told me, with a hard note {#

his voloe. ** We fondly imsﬂi\nod we had
forestalled tho plotters, vipper. In.

read of that we attacked them—after
they had completed their work?"'

*“"But the explosion didn’t hlﬁupon ull
8 quu'.htd-m-lwur after the cap-
twe—" °

“* My dear lad. there are such thiuge

'e

wet second,’’ replied the 'nor quietly.
*“ I'ndonhtedly that is what occurred n
this case. A ially-made time-homb
was placad under each gun—placed 10
such a position, no doubt, that ite pre-
seice was difficult to detect. The gun-
ner waa a shade too slow in his examina-
tion, or this dissster may have bern

:'v:'rto(.l. It's clever, Nipper—deucedly
er.”

“But why was it done’’ 1 asked
blankly.

" Young ‘un, you're iouin dull,’’
said Lee. ‘‘ Perhaps that fight Ldaned

your wite somewhat. Can’t yoft under-
stand that the Angonis §» now unable
to fira a shot? If a submarine chonees
to hold her up, she will have to obey
every order the raider’'s commander
cares to give. An‘ you may take it from
me:"Nlpper. the Angonia will be held
up

“By gum! There's some excilement
coming, then?’ 1 exclaimed. * What
are you going to do, sir?"’

*“ With regard to saving the Angonia
from attack, I can’t do anything. It is
quite possible that the Circle’s submaiine
v ghding slm:g”mth{m s quarter-of-a-
wmitle of us at this very minuto—waiting
for the dawn. [ can't blame nysgll for
what has happened, Nipper. Bainbrilge
and Zecke went to work so stealthily
that 1 had no opportunity of detm ting
their movements until late. We
must congratulate ourselves upon baving
capoaesl themn. That, at all eveuts, is
soinething acvamplished.”

**Ono of the spics was to have been
taken off by the submarine, wasn't he?”’

I nsked. ‘* At least, that's what Todd
tald you. And a lot of | too. My
hat! Wo »shall have to dub up our

watches!"'

‘* I am afraid the whole affair is taking
on a very serious aspect, my boy. Know.
ing what we do, we can be fairly certain
that an open uttack will be made upon
the liner. She can’t Eoucbly escape it,
for daylight will be here very shortly.
Thore 1s a certain amount of bullion
aboard, and that will, of course, be con-
fiscated.”’

leo paced up and down for a few
moments, and continued.

‘** With regard to the man who is to b»
takenn aboard the submarine,”’ he said,
‘“it secams that he will have to be re-
leasad. Tha ceptain will be forced to
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give him up—under some dire threat,
probably.”

“ Of course, we can’'t know which of
the two that will be—=""

““ On the contrary, Nipper, we can be
fairly certain,” interjected the gus’nor.
‘‘ Bainbridge is describéd as being expert
at electrical and marine engineering,
while his companion is merely a cracks-
man. Bainbridge is the man. He is
evidently wanted for service on the sub-
marine. Zecke, of course, would have
remained passive, had everythinz gone
right with their plans.”’

* This chap Bainbridgo is a stranger
to England, 1sn't he?”

“ Todd's information is certainly re-
lisble,”” replied Lee. ‘¢ He told me in
that note that both men wero strangers
to England—and therefore, presumably,
strangers to the crow and commanders
of the submarine. But Bainbridge's
note-book would have been ample proof
of his—"

Neolson l.eo paused, and looked at me
fixedly.

*“ What's
asked.

‘“ Wait, Nipper—wait!"”’ he murmured
tensely. ‘‘ A rather staggering idea has
just entered my head, and it needs very
careful consideration I believe it could
be done,”” he went on musingly. * There
will be Jangers, of course, but the possi-
bilities are enormous. By James! It’s
worth trying!”’

‘“ What's worth trying?”’ I askod im-
patiently.

Nelson Lee took me to the rail, and
unfolded a scheme to me which fairly
made my hair stand on end. At first
sight it scemed to be sheer and absolute
madness. But then, when the guv’'nor
pointed out the curious circumstances, 1

realised the full value of the idea.

‘“ It's ripping, guv’'nor,” 1 declared.
¢ But it's—it’s rotten as well !"’

‘““ How do you make that out?”

“ Well, think of tbe danger—"’

““ That's what we mustn’t think about,
young ’'un,’” interposed the detective
quietly. “In a case such as this we
have got to act drastically and boldly.
Andacity is an amazingly valuable asset.
I pride myself that 1 am sufficiently
audacious to carry the thing through
successfully. It all depends upon cir-
cuumstances, Nipper.”’

“ What abont me?’’ 1 asked miserably.

the matter, guv'nor?’’ 1

¢ You will bave to play a minor rart
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In this business, Nipper.,” Lee replied.
““ Personally, 1 am quite prepared to
undertake the risk. lhink of the pos-
sibilities! It is not too much to hope that
I may be able to recover Maxwell's sub-
marine, and deal the Circle of Terror a
stunning blow at the same time. Too
dangerous, you say? I am ready to take
my chance.”

Wo talked for quite a while, and then
Nelson Lee went below and interviewed
the cap'ain. I didu’t sce him again for
a full hour, and ther: he was very dif-
ferently attired, and his disguise had
been altered. :

The dawn was just breaking, and 1
looked at Nelson Lee in the grey light
with strange misgivings. The scheme he
had outlined was simplv splendid exce i
for one thing. I wasn’t to take part in
it!' And, somehow, the dangers of that
schemo appalled me Yet I shouldn’t
have becn appalled if 1 could have taken
my share of the dangers.

““ Don’t look so glum, Nipper,’ smil d
the guv'nor. ¢ We've made our plans,
but events may not fit in with them—so
don't alarm yourself needlessly. The
whole thing depends upon chance. more
or less. The next hour will decide.”

“ It's rotten, guv’nor,” 1 growlel.
““I hope you don't do1t!"

He merely smiled, and we passed over
to tho rail, and gazed out across the
smooth water. Land was quite out of
sight by now, of course, and there was
no other sail in sight. We seemed to
have the whole surface of the grey sea
to ourselves.

The sky was lightening quickly. and
scarcely a cloud was to be seen. The
day promised to be splendidly fine and
calm, and presently the sun made its
appearance. Several officers were keenly
on the watch, and they were all in a state
of nervousness. I don’t mean that they
were at all afraid; but there were the
paasengers to consider, and they krew
that the Angonia was prey for any sub-
marine that cared to show itself.

Personally, I don’t allow U-boats to
enter into my consideration. I was on
the look-out for the Circle vessel, and
none other. And, as Nelson Lee had
surmised, the climax came 1n a very
short while.

I noticed that two of the officers were
gazing intently through glasses at a
point somewhere away to starbourd. I

i
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immediately swept mf own glasses round,
und ecarched the surface of the sea.

‘“ 8ho’s coming, guv'nor!’” I exclaimed
ruddenly. .

‘“ 80 I observe, Nipper,”’ replied Lce,
with rfect composure, *‘ Yes, 1t's
Maxwell’'s submarine right enough.
Todd was reliable, you sece, This
promises to be lively.”

About half-a-mile away we could hoth
rce a littlo grey speck moving along
the surface. It was travelling at a much
faster pace than we wore, and overhauled
ns rapidly. The spoeck resolved itsclf
mto a curiously-designed conning-tower.
After a while, the submerine rose fully
to the surface, and wo could see her
decks plainly. One or two figures were
moving about, and there was a small gun
mounted just forward of the hatchway.

Wo saw a littlo puff of smoke, and
then a sharp report came booming across
tho water, Something seemed to scream
overhead, and 1 didn’t need telling that
it was a shell.

‘““ That's a signal to atop!"’ I exclaimed
tensely, *“ By jingo, look at that! Of
all the utter cheek!”

A ﬂaﬁ had fluttered out from the sub-
marine’s stumpy mast. It was a flag
that had nover been scen on any other
ship. For it merely consisted of a white
background with a broad purple circle
i the centre of it. 'This, as everybody
knew, was the sign of the Circle of
Torror. |

Weo could distinctl'y hear the captain
swearing. I couldn’t blame him. It
was absolutely a case of dignity and
impudence. That insignificant  littlo
boat was calinly ordering the stately
linor to heave-to. For I observed that
some flag wagging was procecding.

The captain came to a decision
quickly, and tha Jinor revereed her en-
gines, and slackened her , until
at last sho stood almoet stationary. It
would have been absurd to defy this
raider, insignificant as she seemed.

‘“It’s absolutely the limit,”” I heard
one of the officera fuming. ‘“ We've
tricked the U-boats for months past, and
now we get held up by a measly littla
tin can like this!  And it's British—
British, mind you!”

It was undoubtedly gulling in the ex-
trome. It was adding insult to injury.
And it hurt the pride of every man and
womaun on board the Awmgenia. ‘I'o be
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stopped in this way by Britishers!
Somehow, it didn’t seem natural. _

The liner having slowed down, the
submarine slid quite close to us, and we
observed that four men were standing
on the deck, all with rifles. A tall man
in uniform held a megaphone in his
hand. He was smoking a cigarette, and
appeared to be quite at his ease. It was
quite obvious that the pirates meant
business.
‘“ Angonia, ahoy!”’
The %mil came clearly, in a refined
voice, I saw the first officer lean over
the bridge-rail, and he, also, had a mega-
phone. '

‘“ Submarine, ahoy!”” he shouted.
‘“ What's the meaning of this infernal
nonsense, and what do you want?”

‘“First of all, I had better warn you
that we shall sink you at the first sign
of trickery,”’ replicd the man on the sub-
marine. ‘‘ That's not an idle threat.
Weoe have two torpedoes ready to be
loosed off at & second’s notice. So don’t
try any dodges. Your guns are silenced,

but you may have rifles or revolvers. If
so, don’t use them. You'll regret it if
you do!”’

The tone of the man was quite plea-
sant, but there was something grim
about it at the same timeo.

‘“ What are you going to do?”’ rapped
out the first officer. .

‘“ Loot your ship—thoroughly!”

““ You confounded pirate—"’ .

~ ‘“ Exactly. That’s just what this boat
18,”" agrecd the submarine’s commander.
‘“ A pirate of a new kind. But we are
just as ruthless as any of the old-fash-
toned variety. We are going to loot the
Angonia, and I am now going to give
you my instructions.’

““I don’t promise that they will be
carried out—""

““Then let me further impress upon
you the futility of any attempted ie-
sistance,”’ cut in tne pirate, his voice now
harsh and cold. ‘“ Refusal to obey m
orders will result in needless bloodshed. .
We have a machine-gun mounted herey
and 1t will rake your decks from end to
end. If any passzenger or member of the
ship’s company gets killed, it will bs
your own fault. You've got to do ex
actly as you are told. It won't be
pleasant, but that's not my business.
The skipper must give me his word,
now, that no resistance will be -ofered.’’

Nelson Lee snapped his fingera.
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““The captain can only give one
answer,”” he exclaimed in a low voice.
““ It will be madness to resist this raider.
Don’t stand near to me, Nipper. Just
stroll along the deck a little way.”

I did so, looking glum and miserable.
You see, I knew what the guv’'nor had
in mind, and it wasn’t calculated to make
me happy.

‘““You have our assurance that your
orders will be obeyed!”’ called the first
officer, with obvious difficulty; he hated
giving voice to the words.

““ That is sensible,”” came the reply.
‘““ To begin with, you must fetch up the
£20,000 in bullion which now reposes in
your strong-room. Every first-class pas-
senger’s cabin will be systematically
looted as well, and one of the Circle’s
agents will superintend this task.”’

‘““ Are you going to send a man
aboard?”’

‘“ That 1s not neccssary,”’ replied the
man on the submarine. ‘ Qur agent is
alreadv upon the Angonia, and should
be facin: me at this moment.”

I saw Nelson Lee smile tightly—and 1
understood. Those words had given him
the very tip he required. He was stand-
ing against the fail, looking straight at
the submarine. Yet the commander of
that vessel was not certain whether the
Circlo’s agent was there or not; thus
proving that the two spies we had cap-
tured were strangers to the submarine’s
crew,

““ Number AS2!”
mander sharply.

Without a second's hesitation Nelson
Lez leaned against the rail and saluted.

‘“ Here, sir!”’ he replied calmly.

¢ Ah, I thought you would be som--
where handy,’’ said the man on the sub-
marine, which was now near enough
to make ordinary shouting audible. The
megaphones were dispensed with.

““ What are my orders, sir?"’ went on
the guv’nor, producing a revolver from
his pocket, and leaning leisurely against
the rail. ““I gucss if any fool comes
near me with the intention of playinz
monkey tricks, he’ll drop in his tracks
real slick!”’

Lee had addressed his last remark to
tho officers and men of the Angonia
herself. The officers, of course, knew all
about the wheeze, but the men were
frankly astonished. Fortunately thére
were no passengera on deck at prescnt.

The die was cast. .

shouted the com-

{
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““ Your orders, Number A52, are quit-
simple,”’ shouted the man on the eu's-
marine below—which looked a me:e
cockleshell compared to the liner. “ You
are to superintend the looting of every
saloon, stateroom and cabin. You must
see that all valuables are taken possessio-
of. The Angonia’s stewards will perform
the actual work, but you overlook it
and sce that no tricks are played.” .

‘“ Right, sir!”’ replied Nelson Lee.

I took a deep breath.
~ Nelson Lee was acting his part amaz-
ingly well, but I was simply bubbling
over with anxiety. The guv'nor was at
tired in the steward’s uniform which had
belonged to Louis Eugene Bainbridge—
Number AS52. Exactly as Nelson ILee
had surmised, this was the man who was
destined to be taken off the liner by the
submarine.

The detective’s idea was to take Bain:
bridge’s place!

But it wasn’t a case of impersonation ;
that would have been altogether too fool-
hardy. Indeed, this affair struck me as
being sheer and utter madness. But the
guv'nor had pecinted out to me that it
wasn’'t anything of the sort.

Both these American agents had never
been in England, and the crew of the
submarine had never met them. There-
fore, if Nelson Lee possessed the suffi-
cient amount of audacity, it was quite
possible that he would carry the trick
through successfully.

He had boldly declared himself to be
“ A52 ’—and the submarine’s com-
mander had accepted him. We could see
this at the first glance. For the com-
mander was smiling with great satisfac-
tion, and eyed the guv’nor through a
pair of binoculars. This made no -
ference; ho fully believed that Lee was
Bainbridge. It was possible, indeed,
that he did not know the agents name:
he was simply Number A52, and would
have to produce his credentials in duc
course. Well, Nelson Lee had those cre-
dentials all ready for presentation.

You see, the guv'nor had not blindly
entered upon this affair in the hope that
it might succeed. If Bainbridge had
been known to those on the submarine,
the commander would have shown in-
stantly, by his attitude, that something
was wrong, and that he suspected a
trick. .

As it was, things were going smoothly.
. “ Let me repeat that I will deal dras-
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tically with yvou if any sign of treachery
is shown,”’ called the submarine’s com-
mander smoothly. *‘ This submarine may
be small, but it is capable of sending you
to the bottom In five minutes. If any
harm comes to me, or to the agent on
board, my men have strict orders to
act drastically.”

Nelson Lec moved .off and descended
the companion. It was now mnecessary
for him to act exactly as though he were
the real Bainbridge. The state-rooms
had to be robbed—there was no getting
out of that.

The guv'nor had conceived the idea of
taking Bainbridge’s place while he and
I had been discussing the events of the |

night, some little time before. Tt had
secemed madness to me. But, after all,
was it madness?

He wasn't going to impersonate any-
body; he wasn’'t going to attempt any-
thing impossible. And, having passed

the test, it seemed as though everything |

might turn out all right.

The test had been simple.

Nelson Leas had not disguised himself
so as to resemble Bainbridge; his dis-
guise was clever enough, but he had
made no effort to convert himself into
Bainbridge's ‘‘ double.” A wheeze of
that sort might have worked for an hour’s
job, but not for this kind of affair.

And the guv’nor had purposely made
his appearance totally at variance with
that of ‘“ Number A32’ so as to test
Todd’s information that the American spy
was unknown on this side.

If the submarine’s skipper had scen
Bainbridge before, he would have shown
his surprise as soon as Lee had pro-
claimed himself to be the man. But
Lee had been accepted at once, which
proved that Bainbridge's appearance was
nnknown. So, upon the whole, .things
looked promising.

But I was intensely worried.

As I stood upon the deck, listening
dimly to the excited commotion Lelow—

the passengers were awake now'!—I pic- §
a o D 'thel'e would have been SO&l‘cely any hOPO

tured to myself the guv’'noi’s position.
He would go upon the submarine shortly,
and then——7?

What would happen to him after that?

He would go away, and I should be left
i dreadful suspense. All sdrts of things
might happen to him! But I was a
eilly young ass, I suppose. I ought to
have known that the good old guv’nor
could be trusted to seg a job through

LEE LIBRARY

successfully. It if had been possible for
me to go with him, I should have been
happy.

Almost before I knew it, the looting
work was completed. I had been lost in
thought, but now I awoke. Neclson Lee
was on deck, looking quite self-posséssed
and arrogant. He was acting his part
superbly.  He scemed to be gloating
over the helplessness of the liner’s officers,
Yet those worthy men, although worried,
were hopeful. Things weren’t so bad as
they might have becn.

The *‘‘job!” had been donc smartly,
Every rich passenger had been robbed of
all valuables, and the bullion was already
stowed into one of the lifeboats.

There was tremendous indignation
aboard, but the captain had personally
intervicwed a gocd proportion of tho
passengers, and had put the situation to
them as gently as possible.

It was simply a case of highway rob-
bery—only this happened to be an ocean
highway. Many of the passengers—
espacially the ladies—became wildly ex-
cited and hysterical,»and only parted
with their jewels when they fully under:
stood that any refusal would be met with
disaster.

The guv’nor himself was forced to
pinch everything literally; otherwise,
when he got on board the submarine
with his haul, the commander would
suspect things. He probably had fairly
accurate information as to the extent of
the more costly valuables aboard theliner.
Two titled ladies, for instance, carried
their diamond necklaces with them—
and these alone were worth fifteen tlou-
sand pounds.

But the skipper was a clever man,
‘and he had managed the passengers well.
Cousequently, the guv’nor was now
ready to leave with the booty.

A -he hadn’t done this, the real Bain.
‘bridge would have been released, of
course; the caprain would have had no.
Thoice in the matter. And, in that case,

of recovering the pirated valuables.

Nclson Lee didn’t even look at me as
he went overside ; we were being watched
the whole time, and although I should
have liked him to catch my eye, in a
last farewell, this wasn’t policy. ’
~ This stratagem of the guv’nor’s was
pretty daring, but he was out to defcat-
the Circde—and the Circle couldn’t be



THE ISLAND

defeated by sitting down and talking. It
was action that was needed.

The Circle’s orders had been carried
out to the letter, and Bainbridge—AJ2
—was proceeding to the submarine with
the spoils. I watched him climb aboard
the little vessel with strange misgivings
in my heart.

By this time the decks were simply
lined with infuriated passengers. This
wasn't a U-boat outrage, so there was
no ‘‘frightfulness.”” This pirate on the
other hand, was quite a gentleman in
comparison to the Huns. He was 1eady
cnough to blow us up, if necessary, but
there was no wanton destruction of life.

It seemed as though everything had
passed off according to programme. But
1t hadr'’t, It was Nelson Lee who was
boarding the submarine instead of the
genuine Circle agent. That, of course,
made all the difference.

Anyhow, it made a lot of difference to
me. I wondered if I should ever sce the
guv’'nor again. I should land at Queens-
town, naturally, and would buzz back
home as quickly as possible. But what

of Nelson Lee? He was booked now for
a pretty warm time, by the look of it.

And I dare say you're wondering how
the dickens I'm going to desoribe what
happened to him on board that sub-
marine, when I wasn’t there? Well,
1'm not going to describe it at all.

As a special ooncession, I'm allowing
tho guv’nor to write tho rest of this
particular adventure. He's much more
tit to it than I am, because he went
through it all, and I didn’t. Besides,
he's perfectly agreeable to taking up my
pen at this point. _

So I leave the rest of the yarn in Nel-
son Lee's able hands.

| CHAPTER 1IV.

(Nelson Lee takes up the thread, and tells of
his own adventures.)

1 FIND MYSELF EN ROUTE FOR CATHREY
ISLAND—AN ACCIDENT OCCURS TO MR.
HALES, AND I SEIZE AN OPPORTUNITY—
PROFESSOR ZINGRAVE COMPLIMENTS ME !

suaded me to set down the de-

tails of the events which took
holding up of the Angonia in the [rish
Sea.

N IPPER, the yvoung rascal, has per-
place immediately following the
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It appears that Nipper is including thia
affair in his Note-Book Series, and it
certainly will not be complete unless I
describo my own adventures.

He tells me that he had many mis-
givings as he saw me clambering aboard
Captain Maxwell’s stolen submarine. To
be quite frank, I had misgivings of my
own. 1 wasn't altogether sure that I
had acted wisely in taking such a drastic
step as thisg,

Discovery would mecan almost cer-
tain ddath. I couldn’t hope to escape
from the Circle of Terror with my life.
But I cmbarked upon the adventuro
fairly confident of my own powers to sco
me through. Unless something particn-
larly audacious was done, there was very
littlo hope of recapturing the submarine.
and I had pledged my word to Maxw.ll
that I would do my utmost.

As I climbed aboard the commander
smiled at me, but said nothing. That
smile was reasauring. I was, of course,
making no attempt to occupy Bain-
bridge's shoes. If there was anybody on
board who knew Bainbridge, I should be
done. But I felt fuirly safe, and I hoped
for the best.

“We've done well out of this,” re.
marked a uniformed member of the crew,
who was standing on deck with a rifle
in his hand. * Yocu'ro not one of us,

are you®”’

“Sure,” T agreed at onca. 1 gues:
we're all one concern.”

‘“ That's true enough,” replied the

other. * Just look at Hales—he’s simiply
bubbling over with delight. This’ll mean
high praise from the Chief all round—it
we get away safely.”’ .

So far I had been acecepted without
question. The commander’s name, then,
was Hales. I hadn't heard of it, but he
was evidently a capable man. He gave
his orders crisply and cheerfully.

The lifchoat was unloaded, and her
croew were then informed that they had
better get back to the Angonia.  Almost
at once the stolen property was slung
Jdown the hatchway smartly, one man
passing it down to the other.

“* Look sharp, men,” orderad Hales,
briskly. ¢ There's a smudge of smoke on
tho horizon, and there may be trouble
over there. We got tho job finished 1
nice time. We can snap our fingers at
anything that tloats!"”

I stood by, awaiting orders, and aftcr
a minate 1 was told to get below. The
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‘nterior of the submarine was not new to
:ne, for I had been on board the vessel
when she was stolen. The Circle had
brought oft a very astute coup, and I
was now doing my best to nullify 1t.
The conning tower was immediately
over a small apartment which Max-
well had described as the control-room.
The submarinc was most ingeniously de-
signed. and incorporated many new and
astonishing devices. But 1t 1s not my
intention to go into such details as these.

The loot was deposited in this chamber,
and then the members of the crew who
had been on deck were sent to their
various stations. There were eight men
sn board—=nine with myself—and they
were all highly skilled,

I appeared to take no inberest in any-
‘hing, but stood by respectfully while the
submarine submerged and set off in a
northerly direction at a moderately high
specd. Ten minutes passed, and then
vhe commander gave up the wheel to
another man, and turned to me. The
electric lights were brilliant, and cvery-
*hing was ablaze.

I had been realising how hopelessly
cooped up I was in this vessel. One hint
of suspicion, and my game would be
ruined. ‘

“Well, Number Ab2. we’ve done evcel-
lently,” said Hales, looking at me with a

smile. “ Let me see, your fellow-agent
is Number A88, isn’t he?”

“That’s right, sir,”” I replied readily.
““ Zeeke and I were told oft for this trip,
an’ I guess we've made good. I'm Bain-
bridge, sir.”

‘““ Ah, yves, I remember; that was the
name in. my instructions,” replied the
commander. *‘ You're a stranger on this
side, Bainbridge, and it 1 necessary to
take great precautions—even though they
seem futile. What is your rating?”

‘“ First-class agent, sir.”

‘““ Your base?”’

“ Western section, N'York City.”

““ Under whose command are you?”

““ Ono of the best men out on the other
side, I guess,”” 1 replied easily., ¢ Chief
Agent Radford’s sure a bright boy!”’

Hales smiled.

“T1 have heard that Mr. Radford is re-
sponsible for many successes in the
States,”” he remarked. “Well, Bainbridge,
just let me see vour identification-book,
and then we will feel quite comfortable.
You know why you're wanted?”’

““Sure,” I replied at once, although 1

.

’
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didn’t know at all. * Tt ain’t my way to
boast, commander, but I'll allow I'm a
wise guy when it comes to these blamed
submarine stunts!

““ Judging by what you have already
done, Bainbridge, you’'v: a chance of
earning considerable promotion,” said
Hales approvingly. ‘““ You’ll have to
tell me how you managed those pop-guns
later on.”

I passed over the little pocket-book,
and the commander glanced at it casually,
and then handed it back. The whole
thing was so obviously open that not a
single suspicion was directed against me.
The most difficult part of my ordeal was
over, and it had preved extremely simple.

Hales turned his attention to the col-
lection of valuables which represented
our spoils. For some minutes the com-
mander examined the various articles of
jewcellery. The bullion,. of course, was
packed in small, but amazingly heavy,

cascs.

‘““ A splendid haul,” chuckled Hales.
‘“* Between forty and fhfty thousand, or
I’'m no judge. Of course, you know the
rcason for this? The White Planet Line
were pleased to ignore our polite demand
-for a very moderate sum. We didn’t
want 1o take any lives unless absolutely
necessary. And I fancy this lesson will
be sufhciently instructive. The White
Planct people cannot afford another loss
of this sort. They’ll pay up now, T'll
be bound.”

‘“ Say, T'd smile,” T replied. “‘ Why,
boss, the hull crowd of ships'll be rottin’
in dock ef this kinder thing goes on.
Passengers don’t hanker after havin’
their fixin's removed on the high scas.
Ef the company sticks out—waal, folks
will go by the other lines, sure.”

Hales was :n high good humour. Un-
doubtedly the success of the enterpriso
had been very complete. The Angoma
had becn held up for the express purpose

|

|

| of intimidating the company.

The directors would feel extremely sorry
that they had not taken the advice of
their chairman. Sir Joseph Pagett had
warnad them, and they had ignored that
warning. Somehow, I couldn’t exactly
sympathise with them. The White Planet
people bad practically asked for this
disaster. Indeed, they were lucky to bo
let off so lightlyv. For, personally, I lLad
anticipated something far more drastic.

Hales treated me in a very friendly
spirit, and was kind enough to take me

|
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all over the submarine, and explain the
working of 1t. As I had been conducted-
over the vessel by the inventor himself,
this tour was somewhat unnecessary—
but I couldn’t explain that.

I was quite surprised to find that Halos
was fully acquainted with almost cvery
detail. I easily guessed the reason. Poor
Mceawell's private secretary had been a
Circle epy, and he had been able to cb-
tain complete inside information. Thus,
when the Circle obtained possession of
the submarine, Hales had been well
primed for his work. He was undoubtedly
a very clever scoundrel. !

““We are now bound for our base,” he
explained to me, when we ascended to
the control-room again. ‘The High
Lord Inmself i1s stationed 4t Cathrey
Island for the moment, and you'll proba-
bly see him there.”

‘* Say, that’s bully!
heartily.

So the excellent Zingrave would face
me once again! I had not anticipated
this, but I was quite pleased. This base
Hales referred to was evidently situated
upon a dJdeserted islet off the west coast
of Scotland. It necded little imagina-
tion on my part to arrive at this con-
clusion.

We reckoned to arrive at about mid-
day, and nothing could have pleased me
better. I should have the opportunity
of stepping upon the island stronghold.
in full daylight. The adventure was
panning out well, T told myself.

We moved evenly and swiftly, lLour
after hour, travelling beneath the sur-
face the whole time. When we were still
three hours’ run from our destination.
Hales went below in response to a call
from the cngine-room. A slight defect
had developed, and needed attention.

I exclaimed

[ was left in the control-room—for,ﬂ

until I received my orders from the
High Lord, I was merely a passenger.
~And then, quite uncxpectedly, a start-
ling incident occurred,

There was a sudden sharp cry from
the interior of the ship—a cry of intense
agony. 1 stepped to the hatchway and
looked down. A confusion of excited
volces came up to me, and then the en-
gine came to a stop.

‘“ A mishap of some sort,”” I thought.

And then a man ruphed tu the foot of
the iron ladder below me, and com-
menced mounting,

““ Suy, what's amiss?’’ T asked sharply.
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The man paused with his head and
shoulders through the hatchway. There
was blood on one of his hands, and his
face wore a frightened look.

““ It’s the skipper!”’ he gasped. ¢ He’s
—he’s met with an accident—got mixed
up with the machinery!”

““ Good heavens!”’ cried the man who
had been at the wheel, striding across.

“ PDead, do you mean? There's not
another man aboard who can _ navi-
gate—"’

‘““ No, not dead!”’” panted the other.
“ He sent me up for Bainbridge You
stick at the wheel, Belmore!”’

T went below quickly. wondering what
could have actually happened. Hales
had sent for me because I—or rather
Bainbridge—was an expert marine en-
gineer. I don’t profess to be an expert
myself, but I'd had a good bit of experi-
ence, one way ard another. Moreover,
Maxwell had explained all the me-
chanism of his submarine to me In a
most detailed manner. So I didn’t

anticipate making a slip.

The submarine was now almost
stationary, merely gliding through the
water with the engine stopped. She lay
just below the surface.

Down in the engine-room I found
Hales. He was lying on the floor with
three or four men round him, each
getting in the other’s way. There were
sinears of blood upon the plates of the

flooring. o
““I'm done, Bainbridge!’’ gasped out
the commander. ‘ Something’s gone

wrong with the cngine, and my arm 1s
just about chewed up. Do you know
anything about first-aid? Do you think
vou'll be able to navigate the boat—"’

‘“ Say, we'll see about mending you
first,”” 1 exclaimed briskly. ““ Now, you
fellars, clear a space there. I'm sure
curious to know what's happened, but
that'll do afterwards. Say! This lcoks
almighty bad!”’

I took care to act up to my character.
But, as Nipper has sometimes remarked,
I'm a bit of a doctor in my own way.
Indeed, Nipper has gone so far as to say
that I am far more capable than any
qualiied man. That, of course, 1s u
gross exaggeration on the young boun-
der’s part. But I know how to attend a
wound, slight or serious.

And one glance at Captain Hales told
me that he was in a pretty bad way.
His left arm was dripping with blood,
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and was badly smashed. It was not
merely an ordinary fracture, but a seri-
ous wound. His arm had been caught
In a part of the machinery, and had
been literally crushed before the
n:pl.i:hmery could be brought to a stand-
still.

I felt pity for the man. He was suf-
fering intense agony, and he had lost a
great deal of bloed. It rather surprised
me, in fact, that he had not lost con-
sciousness. And it is only fair for me
to add that he was courageous.

“T'm not worrying about myself,”” he
sald, three or four times. ‘ How’s the
boat to be got to our buse? I chall be
dozing off before long, as sure as fate.
Belmore might be able to navigate us,
but he’s not reliable—he hasn't had

enough experience. And what about}

the engines? There’s
wrong—"’

‘“ Say, skipper, just you lie back and
think of sweet things,”” I interjected.
““ A feller in your state don’t need to
worry any. Guess 1t don’t do no good.
I'll take the boat cver myself, and I'll
guarantee to get safely into harbour.
Belmore, I dare say, has the chart?”

_ *“ Yes, of course,”’ said Hales hoarsely.
‘“ Belmore knows everything, but there
are some tricky rocks to negotiate, and
I’m afraid he’ll run us on to them. And
the engines——"'

“Glory! Why will you talk, bLoss?’
I struck in sharply. ¢ Leave everything
to me. Guess I ain’t no baby at these
games—— Say, that’s stopped all the
argument !’’

" I made the last remark as Hales sank
back i1n a dead faint. 'The pain had been
too great for him, and he had lost con-
sciousness. I patched up his arm to the
best of my ability, and I think I made
a neat job of 1it. ‘

Belmore—who was addressed _ as
¢ Lieutenant ’—had come down, leav-
ing another man in the control-room.
He was looking rather anxious, and
when he learned that the commander
was quite useless, his face expressed
alarm.

"~ “I'll do my best with the boat, of
course,”’ he said, ‘‘but this is my first
trip, and I'm not quite sure—"’

“ Say, lieutenant, the skipper has
given me sole command,” I interjected.
“ That's the straight goods, eh?’ I
added, addressing the engine room staff.
‘The men all nodded, and I don’t think

something
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Belmore was very pleased. He didn't
like being overridden by a newcomer:
but he was relieved in mind, T could see.
for the ordeal of being left in sole charge
of the submarine did not appeal to him.

““Why should you be given com-
mand?”’ he asked grufly.

‘“Guess you'll see before long, Mnr:
Belmore.”. I replied. ‘1 didn’t hanker
after getting busy so quickly as this.
But the skipper’s down an’ out. Just
tote him along to his own bunk and
leave hint* there. We can’t do anything
more to him at present. (Guess the en-
gines need fixin’.”’

Somehow, Belmore accepted the
position without a grumble. Perhaps
my attitude gave him confidence. At all
events, everybody worked their utmost,
and obeyed my orders without question.
I was an expert from America—So they
believed—and they wi'lingly placed the
rems in my hand.
| A quick examination of the encines
| was all that was necessary. I located ths
‘defect in less than five minutcs. A tinv
valve In onc of the most intricate po.-
.tiong of the mechanism had seized,
throwing the whole engine out of gear.
It was only a trivial thing, but one which
‘might have caused complete stoppage.
Belmore, I am sure, could never have
found the seat of the trouble.

! It was necessuy to take down a cer'ain

portion of the engine, and I did this
swiftly and carefully, the other men
looking on with full realization of my
skill; for, without Ltoasting, I may say
that I am fairly useful when dealing
with anything mechanical.

In less than half-an-hour the engine
was in full working order azain; in fact,
L’the snbmarine was running far more
sweetly than before. I tork one more
glance at Hales, and then ascended to
the control-room. .

J We now progressed at a good speed,

and T took the wheel myself. Belmor»
stood by and tqld me our exact latitude,
and the latitude of our destination. By
what 1 could see we should arrive at
Cathrey.Island soon after one q’clock.

The journey was a good one, with no
further mishaps, and the island was
sighted at one o’clock exactly. It was a
tiny rock-bound islet, far from the main-
'land, and out of tMe track of shipping.
It was supposed to be merely a barren
rock, totally deserted and bare.

" Upon approaching it there seemed to
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be no landing place of any description.
I soon discovered, however, that a nar-
row cove, with high rocks on cither side,
twisted and turned until a perfect natural
harbour was revealed. This harbour was
hidden from the sea, and its presence
wns not even suspected. .

It was a ticklish business navigating
the submarine up that rocky inlet. A
false turn of the wheel, and her uunder-
plates would have been ripped open.
Belmore stood by, anxious and nervous.
But 1 was quite confident, and the trip
was accomplished without the slightest
mishap. .

We were, of course, totally submerged
—and that made the danger all the
greater.  Once within the havbour, how-
cever, the jutting rocks concealed every-
thing, and so I ordered the boat to be
brought to the surface.

There was an auxiliary wheel in the
little conning tower, and 1 took this,
and brought the submarine neatly up
aguinst a rough landing stage.
hatech was now open, and the sunlight
was strecaming il upon us.

Several men ashore made the sub-
marine fast, and 1 breathed with satis-
faction. The first part of my adventure
had passed off well. T had, inderd, gien
evidence of my capabilities, and I know
that my position was even mo e sound
than before.

The first thing was to have another
look at Hales. He was still unconscious,
but in no danger. He was carried ashore
ander my directions, and taken straight
to a small building which stood at the
foot of a rocky chif.

I had been somewhat a-tonished’ to
find a small steam yacht within the har-
bour. 1 recognised it at once, for it was
th: vessel which had been used for the
purpose  of capturing the eubmarine.
Zangrave, upparently, lived on board.

I camc to tho conclusion that it would
be better to act boldly. [ therefore
wrote a dispatch—in the secret short-
hand-—and sent it over to the yacht by
ouc of the men. It was a brief report
of what had occurred. Within five
minutes the dispatch had been delivered.
anud soon after that 1 saw a boat put off
and come towards the shore. T was now
standing on the lunding-stage with DBel-
morce beside me. ,

‘“ It's the Chief,”’ satdd my companion.
r ] .
“You've never met the High Lord, have
you?"

The
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“Say, I'm just longing to see that
great man,”” I replied heartily. * It'Il
surely be an honuor if I'm allowed to
have a few words with him.””

‘““I shall, of course, explain what has
happened, and will give you a good
word, Bainbridge,”’ said Belmore con-
descendingly. ¢ You've done well, my
man. You have shown that you are
fully capable of taking command of the
submarine—and that's a great thing.”

I waited quite calmly.

When I had embarked upon this ad-
venture T little thought that I should
ind myself, only a few hours later, upon
an 1island stronghold such as this.
Already my brain was beginning to
formulate various schemes for getting
away with the submarine. 'That was my
main objective—to recover Maxwell’s
vessel. If I could discover a few inter-
esting facts at the same time, all the
better.

I was already certain that thie island
was a strongly * fortified ” base; used
by the Circle of Terror for the purpose
of piracy. This one submarine was
probably but one of dozens—although theo
others were to follow later. At p-esent
this boat was the sole * fleet.”’

It T could only get away from the
island, and take the submarine with me,
Zingrave's plans would be completely
upsct. There was only one terrible
drawback. 1 couldn’t manage the boat
alone, and it was quite impossible to use
foree. [ was alone—alone, with foes sur-
rounding me. My ounly chance was to
resort to some stratagem.

I watched Professor Zingrave land. He
was wearing the same disguise as I had
seen upon him when we last met. I
suspected that his beard was genuine—
he hed allowed i1t to grow. To all the
members of the Cirele the professor was
merely ‘¢ The High Lord.”” Only a very
few knew his real identity.

He came towards us, and ¢ Lieu-
tenant ' Belmore left me. For several
minutes he and Zingrave talked to-
gether. Then the professor beckoned to
me, smiling reassuringly. Apparently he
expeeted me to be someswhat over-awed
—and I obliged him by appearing so.

“You have done cxcellently, Bain-
bridge,”” said Zingrave, in his smooth,
silky voice. ‘“ When a man has per-
formed wuseful service I believe in
comiending him. In addition, you will
recoive one hundred pounds extra pay.”
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you, my lord,”

‘“ Say, it’s real goo&l of
uess I only did my

I said nervously. ¢
duty—to the Circle.”
He smiled, and I felt like doing so.
I had always known that Zingrave paid
his workers amazingly -well, but for him
to grant me oné hundred pounds ‘¢ extra

pay ”’  was somewhat surprising. I
looked duly impressed.
“I shall, of course, get a report from

‘Captain Hales regarding the Angonia
hold-up,” went on Zingrave. ‘“ Appar-
ently, the whole affair was a big success,
and 1s only marred by this unfortunate
accident to Hales. You scem to be a bit
of a doctor, Bainbridge.”

I've knocked about a heap,” T re-
plied. “I reckon the skipper will be
consclous again by this evenin’, my lord.
But, say, he’ll be real bad for v-eeks.
Guess that arm of his is a dandy sight.”

¥ I will go and see Hales before long,”’
said the professor. ‘ Now, Bainbridge,
you understand why you are here, don’t

you? This submarine 1s to be the pattern

for many others, and I need you ur-
gently in the workshops. You have
already proved yourself to be a very
capable man, and I shall appoint you to
a very responsible post.”

““I’'m real flattered, my lord,” I said.

““No, I am not flattering you,” put
in Zingrave sharply. “1I never flatter
my sdrvants, Bainbridge. What I say I
mean. To-night I shall require you to

come to me on the yacht, and give me

a full account of what happened on the
Angonia. I shall also want you to tell me
of the mishap to the submarine. For the
present, you had better get some sleep.
Moreover, I am very busy just now.”

Zingrave turned away, and walked
briskly towards the submarine. He was
apparently going aboard to examine the
‘spoils—and to gloat over them. It was
a rich haul, anf the High Lord made no
attempt to conceal his satisfaction.

I smiled grimly. .

‘“ Perhaps you wouldn’$ be so easy in
mind if you knew the truth, my dear
professor,”” I mused. “ My success is
greater than I had anticipated. Let’s
hope the luck lasts.”

I had been told to get some sleep.
But where? Aboard the submarine? I
wasn't quite sure, and 1 took a few paces
along the landing-stage. As I did so I
saw Zingrave talking to one of the sub-
marine’s crew. This man, a little shifty-
eved fellow, approached me, and saluted.

‘“This way, sir,”” he said.

So I was being called  siy *’ already !
The professor had evidently given ordery
that I should be treated with respect.

“Say, not so fast,”” T exclaimed.
““ What’s the idea, anyway?”

““The High Lord’s orders, sir,”’ said
the man. ‘‘ You are to get some sleep,
and report aboard the yacht at nine
o'clock this evening. If you will follow
me, I will lead you to your quarters.”

““Good business,” I replied. ‘ But,

say, pard, m ntedin’ something else

besides sleep. I guess that I haven't
touched food since last night.’”

The man assured me that I should find
plenty of food presently, and I went
with him along a rocky path, mounting
higher and higher as we progressed. I
was thinking. I had my time to myself
until nine o’clock. It would be dark by
seven-thirty, I reckoned.

I aroused no suspi¢ions in my com-
panion by taking a great interest in my
surroundings. He, too, was good enough
to give me some details which I wel-
comed. There was a ring of pride in his
voice as he spoke.

‘““You don’t know where you are, sir,”
he exclaimed with a smile in his dark
little eyes. ‘ This place seems to be just
a barren rock, don’t it? Well, it ain't.
It’s a fortress—that’s what it is! You’ll
find out all about it before long. You’ve
come here on important work, haven't
you, siv?”’

‘““You bet
lightly.
real
sonny. A fortress, eh?
to see a sign of 1it.”’

My guide grinned knowingly.

‘*“ That’s just what there ain’t,”’ he re-
plied. ‘“Not a sign, Mr. Bainbridge.
You'd be surprised if I told you that
there were any amount of machine-guns
all  concealed amongst these 10cks,
wouldn’t you?”’

“I guess it’ll lako a whole heap to
surprise me,” I replied. ¢ The High
Lord’s a cute man—he is, sure. Machine-
guns? Say, that makes a feller feel
more comfortable.”

“ If any attack came we should Le
able to hold the island for days f
necessary,”” went on the other. ‘A
bombardment wouldn’t hurt us a mite,
And these rocks ain’t what they seem.
There’s workshops underneath—huge

your sweet life,”’ T replied
*“'Things are going to move
slick  just directly. You'll see,
Guess I'd hke
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pluces, with all sorts of machinery in
them. 1It's been a rare job smuggling it
up here, I can tell you. You'd think
there was only about ten people on the
1island—but we've got well over a hun-
dred men here. They’re ail in the work-
shops.”’

I was certainly greatly surprised, and
1 couldn’t doubt my companion’s word.
He had no reason for lying to me. We
had now rcached an hidden opening
arnong the rocks. We plunged 1nto a
dark cavity, and then turned sharply to
the left. L

I saw before me a long tunnel, with
small glow lamps fixed in the roof at i“-L

tervals. Somechow, it didn’t surprise me
to sce that the light was clectric. This
island was evidently honey-combed,
caverns and caves eoxtending in all
directions. Jt formed an ideal stiong-
hold.

After walking along this tunnel for a#

little distance 1 was ushered iito a small
apartment which had evidently been pre-
pared for me. Electric lights glowed
upon the roof, and the place was plainly,
but comfortably furnished—with chair,
table and bed. Yet the apartment was
really a small cavern.

““ Your quarters, sir,”’ said my guide.
You'll find everything ready, and Tl
-tell one of the stewards to come to you
for orders. T dare say you’d like a meal
hefore snatching some sleep.”’

I was left to mysclf, my late com-
nanion having closed the door behind
him. Needless to say, I was very aston-
ished by what I had already seen. The
island had probably been in the course
of preparation for months past, and
there was no telling what secrets it con-
tained.

If possiblo I meant to have a look
round as soon as darkness had fallen.
My quarters were comfortable and airy,
and the bed looked quite inviting, with
its new blankets and snowy white sheets. l

In less than five minutes a knock came
al. my door, and a necatly-dressed man
culered, and brought with him a tray
containing a plate of cold meat, pickles,
hot  vegetables, and some pastry. He
laid the table with care, and then dis-
cicetly retired. To quench my thirst a
hottle of light beer had bhcen provided.

** The Carlton up-to-daie," I thought
as I heartily tackled the food. ¢ Upon
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my soul, the place is a veritable hLive.
I'he catering department, at all cvents,
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13 excellent. I wonder what further
surprises I shall discover? Lee, old man,
vou've butted into a big thing this trip!”’

It was, indeed, the biggest ¢ thing ’’ I
had yet encountered in my campaign
agaiust the Circle of Terror. 1 felt that
I was getting to nearer grips with my
enemies. And 1 badly wanted to go on
a tour of exploration.

Buti this, of course, was impossible.
Moreover, I was fceling decidedly worn
out, for I had obtained no sleep whatever
the previous night; I had Leen on the go
continuously, without a second’s respite.

So, having cleared all the dishes, I
lay upon the bed and went off to slaep
within a couple of minutes. I didn’t
allow any thoughts to worry me, but
went off into a sound slecp, having men-
tally made up my mind to awaken at
seven o'clock. ,

Nothing disturbed my repose; T was
feeling quite refreshed, and I decided
upon a plan of action immediately.

To start with I stretched myself, lit a
cigarette, and wished that there had
been material for washing handy.  As
there were not, I was compelled to
emerge from my ‘‘apartment’’ 1n a
somewhat grimy state. This, however,
was no great drawback.

My intention was to boldly stroll to
the entrance of the tunnel, and look
across the rocks to the harbour. I
wanted to get a thorough idea of my
bearings. If I met anybody it wouldn't
matter a toss—I wasn’t a prisoner. I
had merely been instructed to report on
board the yacht at nine o'clock. Until
then my time was my own.

I couldn’t think of any feasible schemeo
for leaving the i1sland with the sub-
marine, That vessel was to be used as
a pattern for the other boats, and if [
could get her away it would be a sheer
disaster for the Circle.

My success had ceased to surprise me.
Unless I made some drastic slip of my
own accord I was safe. I had been ac-
cepted as * Number Ab52°" without a
suspicion. ILven the astute Zingrave had
not suspected that he had been talking
to his greatest cnemy. Why should thers
have been any doubt? Nothing had
occurred to cause the slightest alarm.
My plans had worked evenly and
smoothly fromi the start.

As it happened, I didn’t meet a soul
as I walked along the tunnel to the exit.
Dim sounds came to .my cars, but I
could not determine their course. Arud
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when 1 emerged into the open air, I
found that dusk was deep, and that
everything lay enshrouded in gloom.
‘The yacht herself carried no lights.
Turning, I saw that a rough path led

past the tunnel entrance, and ascended-

upwards towards the summit of the
towering rocks. So far as I could see,
there was practically no vegetables on
the island. It was just a mass of jagged
rock from shore to shore. It was little
woneder that the place was barren.

I walked along this path thoughtfully,
still wrestling vainly for a solution to
the problem which troubled me. I had
got upon the island easily enough—but
how was I to leave? Above all, how
could I recapture the submarine?

I cared little whether I met anybody
or not—and, as 1s generally the case, I
seemed to have the whole place to my-
self. I was quite sure that if I had been
on a deliberate prowl, seeking to avoid
detection, I should have been spotted
almost at once. This, as Nipper would
put 1t, is just the *‘cussedness’ of
things.

I arrived at the summit of the rocks.
It was the highest point on the island,
I imagined. For I could see the sea in
every direction, black and vast. No
lights were showing anywhere, and 1
deemed it wise to stamp out my own
cigarette.

But I was just a little wrong in say-
ing there were no lights. For, upon
gazing to my left, I observed a dim glow
among the rocks. Approaching, I was
surprised to find that there was a kind
of basin, almost like a crater, with the
rocks rising on every side. And, right
in the centre of this basin stood a tiny
wooden building. One glance was
suflicient for me to recognise its purpose.

I was gazing at a wireless station!

CHAPTER V.

IN WHICH I SPEND A VERY INTERESTING

HALF-HOUR—AND MANAGE TO DO A GREAT

DEAL IN THAT SHORT SPACE OF TIME—THE
HIGH LORD SENDS FOR ME !

T HE wireless building was cunningly
concealed. ] o

From the sea 1t was quite in-

visible. Being erected at the foot

of the crater it lay quite to itself, and

only observable from the open sky.

An¢d it had even been prepared against
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aerial observation, for the roof was :0
painted and designed that from above
1t absoluiely resembled the surroundin:
rocks.

The aeriais were swung between two
thin masts—which, I presumed, were
capable of bheing taken down at a
moment’s notice. 'They were probably
telescopic, and were only raised when
the sea on every hand was devoid of a
sail. I should judge that these con-

ditions prevailed twenty hours out of
the twenty-four.

The dim glow of light—invisible at a
distance of two hundred yards—was
coming from a tiny window, which
almost faced me. For just a minute I
stood and considered. Then I felt my
revolver at my hip, and silently crept
towards the hut.

The ground was rough and uneven.
and I walked with great care. If I was
discovered prowling 1n this vicinity 1
should be suspected of treachery at once:
and I had no wish to endanger my
position.

Darkness had descended by this time.
Over towards the west a dim glow still
remained in the autumn sky, but the
island lay hidden in blackness.” 1 simply
could not turn my back on this place
without having a closer look. _

The wireless building was even smaller
than I had first thought.

It was just a small wooden hut, with
one door and a tiny window. This win-
dow faced inland, and was covered by
a pair of wooden shutters—which, when
closed, blotted out every atom of light.

At the present moment, however, they
were partially open, and I could see
within fairly easily. The wireless oper:
ator, doubtless, had strict orders to have
the shutters closed after darkness had
fallen. But night had only just descen-
ded, and the operator had not thought
it necessary to be in a hurry. Thec
evening was mild, and I noticed that the
window stood a trifle ajar;

“ My luck doesn’t desert me:!” I mur
mured, as I edged to the window.

My precautions had been very neces-
sarv, I saw. The interior of the hut
was quite comfortable, and the operating
table stood opposite to me, with its maze
of instruments. They were by no means
a ‘““maze’’ to me, however.

To the left of the window a man sat
in a cosy easy chair. His back was to-
wards me, and towards the door—which
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stood alongside the window. A Dblue
curl of smoke arose over the chair back,
and the rustle of paper told me that the
fellow was reading. A heavily shaded
lamp stood upon the edge of the table,
casting a subdued glow upon the chair,
and leaving the rest of the room In
gloom. -

I smiled grimly.

If I could only have used the wireless!
I would have given worlds to have been
able to send out a certain message. 1
could have done ro, of course, by over-
powering the operator—but that would
have been useless. I should show my
hand by acting in such a way.

‘“ Not this time, old man,” I told my-
self. *‘ It's too risky.”

I stood by the window, looking into
the hut. It would be wise, I reflected,
to get away from the spot. But some-
thing kept me there, and I didn’t budge.
Perhaps a suspicion of what might hap-
pen had subconsciously entered my head.

A man in a comfortable chair—reading
and smoking. I'd been in that position
some hundreds of times—and I had
generally dozed off in the end. But this
man wouldn't doze, of course. He was
on duty.

Still T waited, and I supposc I re
mained there for fully twenty minutes.
During this time the only sounds wert
those of an occasional cough, or the
turning of a vage. The cigarette which
the man had been smoking lay on the
floor beside him, finished cxcept for a
half-inch. '

The time was now just after :even,
and so there was no particular hurry.
At last, however, I determined to make
a move. There was really no sense in
remaining here when I had no object n
view. It was simply taking a needless
risk.

I had done no harm, however; it was
something to know that the wireless
station was there, and that——

My thoughts were abruptly broken at
this point. For I noticed that the maga-
zine which the operator had been read-
ing lay upon his kneés; 1 could just see
the edge of it. At the same second I be-
came aware of a slow, regular breathing.

Could it be possible that the man had

actually dozed? !
The thought startled me. For the
most  astounding  possibilities  arose:

Prcviously T had only considered there
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possibilities as remote and unpracticable.
I\lfow, quite abruptly, I became tense and
alert.

I bent closer to the window, gripped
the «ll, and raised myself slowly and
silently. In this way I could just see
the face of the man in the chair. He
was lying back, and his eyes, so far as I
could see, were closed. If not asleep,
he was certainly very near it.

A certain plan of action had suggested
itself to me during the period of waiting,
but I had not cansidered it carefully.
Now, however, I was rather glad that I
hdad taken the trouble to work out the
idea.

FFor three minutes I
tense, silent minutes.

And then, as the operator gave no
sign, I made up my mind promptly. A
chance such as this might not occur once
in a month. From the moment I had
stepped upon the submarine I had ex-
perienced astonishingly good fortune.
Surely my luck wouldn’t desert me now.

It was a moment for a steady head
and nimble wits.

If I succeeded in my object, undreamed
of success lay before me; if I failed, I
should probably pay for this episode with
my life. The chances were about even,
and so I wasted no time in idle specu-
lation. |

Everything depended upon the door
of the building. If it was locked, I
should be foiled.

From an inner pocket I produced a
small medicine case. Don’'t imagine I
had been careless in carrying this upon
me. It bore no marks of identification,
and could just as well have been Bain-
bridge’s as my own.

From one of the little compartments I
drew a tiny phial, and dabbed some of
its contents upon my pocket-handker-
chief. No, 1t wasn’t chloroform. That
particular drug would have been clumsy
in an affair such as this—for chloroform
has a most distinctive odour—and that
odour has a habit of hanging about.

The drug I was using was just as
powerful—perhaps more so—but it had
the advantage of being completely odour-
less. Moreover, a patient experienced
no unpleasant effect after the drug had
been used.

Now for the test. I placed my hand
upon the deor knob and turned it gently.
I wasn't surprised when the door opened
freelv. Why should it have been locked?

waited—three
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This was not a sccret place—it was part
of the island’s equipment.

The door being on this side of the hut
helped me a lot. For 1 was at the rear
of the dozing man. In the event of his
suddenly awakening I should have ample
time to slip out without being recog-
niscd. -

Stealthily T crepit forward, bent over
the chair, and then brought the handker-
chief from behind my back—swhere 1 had
been holding it to avoid catching any of
the deadening fumes myself.

With a steady hand I held the hand-
kerchief about two inches beneath the
fellow’s nose. And there I remained, in

that fixed position, for one minute
exactly. So far, so good. I moved
slightly, and tapped the man on the
head.. He gave no sign, but breathed
cvenly.

“By James! This is almost too good
to last!”’ T told myself grimly. ‘‘But
I've embarked upon the adventure ncw,
and I'm not going to back out!”

The Of)erator was settled with for at
least half an hour. He would then
awaken, without knowing that anything
unusual had ‘occurred.:

I now turned my attention to the
operating  table, switching the light
round elichtly, so that I could see every-
thing. I now noticed that a tclephone
stood upon the table. The hut, then,
was connected with other parts of the
island. ¥ the operator was rung up, I
should have to abandon-my plan without
delay; for when no answerwas given an
investigation would instantly follow.

As regards the wireless, everything
was in perfect order. Just in front of
me I saw a block of paper, and c¢n the
top sheet I noticed the words: *‘ This
Week's Code.”” DBeneath this was the
code 1itself. .

It was worth my while to study this
carefully. and 1 did so for three full
minutes before touching any of the in-
struments. When I sct to work 1n
earnest, my eyes were gleaming, and I
felt surc that only one thing could upset
me—and that ‘was an interruption.

This had to e risked, howeveor.

I sent out a message quickly—-but not
- in the Circle code. T used a zpecial code
which had been arranged betwecn
myself and the Admiralty offieials only
a week back. Every naval station had
by this time received instructions.

Almost at once I got a reply.

A

l

again.
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“Who—are—you?”’ the i1n-

clicked
strument.

‘“ Nelson—Lee—who—are—you?’ I re-
plied, in the same code.

‘*“ Naval—station—Sutherland—coast.””

I drew a deep breath. I had rnot a
reply from the very station which suited
me best. This wasn’t so very extracrdi-
nary. for the Sutherland coast was com-
paratively mnear, and my message had
been easily picked up.

Without a second’s delay, I clicked off
a long and elaborate message, giving
detailed instructions to the naval ope-
rator. This onc message of mine took
fiftecen minutes to send, and then 1
waited.

‘“ All—right,”” came the reply.
—i1nstructions-—obeyed.’’

I left the instruments exactly as they
had been, and turned the lamp about
At one period 1 had made use of
the Circle code, but I had ant disturbed
the writing block.

The operator was still sleeping, and
nothing whatever had happened. But
it was quite possible that I should be
defeated at the last second. So, without
wasting any time, I crept from the buid-
ing. closed the door, and took up my
position against the window.

Outside, under the stars, I Ereathed
frecly. Already I could sce the whole
sequence of after ovents—provided my
friend on the Sutherland coast acted ac-
cording to my instructions. There was
no reason to suppose that he wculd not.

Having left the hut, I was in no par-
ticular danger. For the bplackness of the
evening was now dense. A mMist was
stealing up. and I kiew that I conld ship
away into the gloom at the lirst s'an of
peril.

And so I waited. .

Five minutes passed—ten ininutes—
afteen. _

And then the wircless operator within
the hut shifted his position. I saw him
stretch himself, and then he hent fcr-
ward. A sudden exclamation teld me
that the fellow had glanced at his watch.

I stepped further back, and dimly saw
my late victim- rise to his feet, and ccmeo
towards the window.

“ Infernal fool!” I heard him rutter-
ing. ' If the sub-chief had come alerg
I should have been fired from this job—
window open, too!’

The fellow was evidently tharoughly
disgusted with himself. He assumed, of

i Rery
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course, that he had merely fallen irto a
deep doze, and was now rather relieved
to find that his lapse hadn’t Lcen de-
tected by those in authority above him.

The shutters closed with a slight snap,
end everything was black. The man,
although he had been drugged, krew
nothing of it. Thuy he was in total
icnorance of the fact that his instru-
ments had been made use of.

As I crepd out of the rocky crater I
reviewed the situation with kcen enjoy-
ment. That half hour had made all the
difference in the world. My dodge, I
fully believed, would pan out satisfac-
torily. I

Without losing a minute, I located the
path again, eped down it swiftly, and
soon arrived at the narrow turnel |
entrance. Just before coming upon 1t I
put a cigarette 1In my mouth, aud then

walked forward.

Two men were coming along as
entered the tunnel, but they passed me
with scarcely a glance, and went cut. I
lit my cigarette, strolled down the pas-
sage, and entered my luxurious apart-
ment.

. Evervthing was as I had left it. I
had been absent for just about an hour
and a quarter, and the time, therefore,
was close upon eight. It wasn’t ncces-
sary for me to start for the yacht until
another hour had expired. Dut I fancied
that I should be sent for Lefore thLen.

I lounged upon the bed, and wailed,
smoking leisurely. <57

At twenty-five minutes to nine~<n tap
sounded upon the door, and then my
fricnd with the shifty eyes—a mamber
of the submarine’s crew-—shoved his
face.

“ Awake. then?’ he asked cheerily.
“ You're wanted, sir."*

“ Ninc o’clock was the tim:-—" |

“The chief sent me up especially to
fetch you, Mr. Bainbridge,” iaterjocted
the oither. ““1I don’t know what's afoot,
but it’s something big, I believe. Any-
honi. the submarine’s bein’ got ready forF
sca.”’

““ (ec! That sounds like more work,
souny,” I exclaimed, rising and stretch-
ing myself. “1’'m ready, I guess.”

We left the little cavern, and 1
couldn’t help smiling inwardly. This
order was the first intimation that iy
plins were working. I don't deny that
I (it a keen sense of satisfaction. I had

|

1l

THE' NELSON LEE LIBRARY

come to this island without the veslige
of a plan, but now a complete scheme
was cut and dried. Simply by seizing
an® opportunity, I had achieved un-
thought-of success. Opportunity 15 a
wonderful thing.

At last the landing-stage was recched,
and a boat was waiting to carry mo
across to the yacht. The trip was swiftly
accomplished, and I mounted the ladder
full of confidence. It was quite evident
that eventa were moving, for there was
an air of subdued activity on every
hand.

A uniformed officer stood upon the
deck, and he curtly told me te follow
him. In less than a minute I was
ushered into a sumptuous cabin. Pro-
fessor Zingrave was there, pacing up and
down with short strides. Betwcen his
fingers he held a flimsy sheet of raper.

‘“Ah, Bainbridge,” he exclaimed
crisply. ““ You have been prompt. Shut
the door, and listen to me. A most im-
portant wireless messago has just come
through, and I must arrive at a decision
without a second’s loss of time.”

““Guess I'm jost dyin’ to get busy, my
lord,” I said humbly.

A smile flitted across Zingrave's face.
He rather liked being called “ My lord,”
and approved of my deferential attitude.
I had judged him to a nicety, end knew
that he favoured me.

This messace was sent from onec of
my wireless stations upon the mainland.”
said the professor. ‘A ship named the
Argyll Star is now upon the cpen sca,

‘and will reach a certain latitude at mid-

night cxactly. That latitude,” Bain-
bridge, is barely a hundred miles frem
this island.” " .

I bdburst

“Gee! Another hold-up?”’
out eagerly.

“Exactly! The Argyll Star is carry-
mg bullion to the extent of a hundred
thousand pounds, and both her guns huve
been  silenced—in exaoctly the samo
manner as you silenced the guns of theo
Angonia. I want that bullion, Bain-
bridge.”

“ It surcly sounds enticin’,” I azreed.

Zingrave paced up and down in silenco
for a moment or two, and I stood re-
spectfully by. '

Within me, however, I was surging
with elfition. I knew now trat nwy
scheme had not misfired.  The whole
plan was so delightfully simple that no
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Jitch had oceurred A more eluborate[me to make a suprestion ’
3 _ . . : , my lod, I
trick would ﬁ)robably have failed. like to say, right !;g:rc, that I'm rolag!ylt(!

I had mercly sent the Sutherland wire- | take that tincan out as soon as: ever
less station 1mstructions to send out a | you like. Say. boss, give me a try-out !
short message, which I had given them |1 added cagerly. ‘I guess I'll make
in the Circle’s code, half an hour after | good. Sure, I will}” '

our cxchange of confidences. This mes-| Zingrave snapped his fingers.

sage was purely a faked one, and was| “ Youre a man I like, Bainbridge,”

simply a ruse. . _ | he said briskly. “ You don’t Lesitate to
The result will be casily appavent. speak what is in your mind. Yes. I wil

The naval etation had sent that mes- |let you tgke the submarine out. [n view
. sage out, tap for tap, as I had given it. |of your elrlier performance, [ think vou
It was quite unintelligible to anybody [are the only man for the job ncw that
except the Circle oEﬁrators. My sleepy | poor Hales is placed hors de combat.
friend in thc hut d picked up the|I appoint you temporary commander.”
words—as I intended he should-—andr [ drew myself up proudly.
had been hugely satisfied. He could not| *‘ You're the real roods, boss!” T ex-
gosmbly guess that an Admiralty station |claimed cnthusiastically.
ad despatched it. It purported to ccme| ** Listen to my instructions ! <aid Zin-
from a Circle man upon the mainland. Erave.
- The words had been 'phoned thrcugh| He talked to me swiftly and clearly,
to Zingrave at once—and Zingrave had |1 heard all he said, but I was fil'ed with
fallen. into the trap very promptly. |inward glee. The last link had been
What reason hag #o to suspect? forged! My schewme has succecided in
A messago had been picked up, in the evcrfr detail. Knowing that Iales was
Circle code, to the effect that a stecamer | helpless, I had fully reckoned upon this
named the Argyll Star wculd be at a, task being entrusted to me. 1 had not
certain latitude at a certain time. Zin-|reckoned in vain.
orave assumed that some of his agonts So far my bluff pad mct with ro Litch,
had been busy, and had sent the infor- | For the whole thing was, of course, a
mation. gigantic game of bluffi—with the object
He little guessed that there would be | of regaining possession of the submarine,
mo ship, and no gold! But my plans| I left the yacht full of confidence.
were not fully carried out vet. Much
would depend wupon the next few

minutes. CHAPTER VI
The professor halted before me frown- ‘ _
SUCCLSS CROWNS MY EFFORTS—.AND TilE

ingly. : i . .
“T cannot understand why I was not CIRCLE OF TERROR IS FOILED.

informed of this coup earlier,” he ex- THE submarine moved cver tha

claimed, tapping his heel impatiently water swiftly and in total dark-
upon the deck. ‘‘The message may ness,
have becn delayed, or some hitch roight . Weo were travelling upon tho
have ocourred which made it impossible | surface, for there was no necessity to
to let me know earlier. T shall reccive | submerge the boat during the hours of
complete details to-morrow, 7o dcubt. | darkness. Belmore was at the wheel,
The 'fact remains, Bainbridge, that we|and T stood just upon deck—watching.
must aot at once.” ! The start had been made without the
“It would be a blamed wity to let|slightést trouble. It was a tricky buai-
them dollars slip. by. my lord !’ I ex-|ness negotiating the passage from the
claimed, shaking my head. ‘‘Say, it’s a|harbour to the open sea. But we were
real dandy ehance. We jest can’t let it | now far out, with gloom on every hund.
elide, boss.” I was feeling intensely pleased. One
““ There is a difficully, DBainbvidge. | fact which caused me satisfaction was
Hales is etill unconscious,” repli:d Zin- | that the entire loot from the Angonia
grave, stroking hisz Dbeard nervously. |was on board. It had been pucked in
* Hales is the only mnan who thoroughly | special cases, and was stowed away
understands this submarino——" below. I had received no information
‘“ Say, that’s dead off the frack,”” I[oconcerning it, but I could easily gucas
interrupted quickly. ‘“ Ef you’ll allow! why it was still on the submarine,
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‘The stuit wes destined for arnther of
the Citcle’a bases—for | wae uite com.
vinredd that Cathrey Taland was merely
one of many, athere, no domin,
were quile small, but they were con-
mantls wand.  The gold ani jewmellery,
] imagined, wmere to have been sent to
an sgent, who would deal with it in
the veunl manner,

Zingrave had given me sole ronmand
of the submarine. and my crew trrated
me sery differently this trip My ordem
were olwyed inntantly, and even I Imore
was quite polits,

110 sremmod to realise that | Lnew v hat
1 was downg —that | weas no novic  And
hrlurr & YOry l"ﬂl( lw would Varn the
reasnt, why!

The timo was now close upon eleven,
and we were within ifteen minate' run
of ur lluppin( |'|ON‘. For the "i.’l
locd's ordets were that we «honld pro-
coell 10 n given latitude, and await there
for the Argy!! Btar

There wasn't much hope of sizhting
that vraarl' flut 1 had made o 1tain ar.
rangements, ang { lﬂ.‘i‘il‘.'ﬂd U*ll']-'o'lv\
¥ | YR

| ended 1o the mnlml-mmn at thaa
pnntt. and watkead out our cxart punition
on the hart.  And, belore bz, |
brought the submarine to & s andetall,
and ne lay there waiting.

o Nn\l', “olmnﬂ'." ' ﬂlf_llilnﬁ' crie n‘y,
"1 puces you'd best stay right bLore "m
goan’ on deck agam with the glassrs.
an’ we'll have to git busy an won o8
that blamad bost shaves her nose along.
It guin’ to be a hot trip, sonny, an’
we'll need all our nerve.”

“"Bhe'll be dark, 1 suppose?’ asked
Relvoree. ** 1 say, Bainbr . I don't
quite Like this business, you know. We
held the Angonia up in daylight, but
thero's no tolling what'll n when
we got monkeying in the nees !’

" Wo're oarrying out orders!” 1 cut
i sharply. ".g guem you'd beet tote
down to the sngine-room an’ warm youe
feot ! They're cqld. Cold fest don't suit
ine, son, an’ you'd plaaso me if you'd pull
your nerves L.ﬂ.lwr "

Bolinore scowled, bul offered no reply.
1 ran lightly up the ladder, and stood
upoit the dock. The blackngss was in-
tenwe an overy hand, and the submarine
lay 10cking geantly upon the surfave.

With my night-glasses, I searched the
sta in all directions; and al last, after
twoenty minutes had peangd, my pationce
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was rewarded. A dull patch appoared
shbove the horizon. and [ knew what it

was, A destroyer of the older class had
heen detailed to attend to this affair, and
the supreme moment was rapidly drawing
newr.

I cloeed my glasees, ali them into
my pocket, and deacended. Belmore was
still in the control-room, and I sent him
on an errand down into the engine-room.
Then 1 awiltly removed a small brass
lever from one of the controls. Without
that, a certain vital part of the
mechanism was unusable. -

It waa a simple operation, and Y
ascended to the deck again without wait-
ing further. And now I held my auto-
mati in my fist. Trouble would T.o-
vably arvive before many minutes had

tch had now resolved it-

elapeed.
he dark

ecll into a definite shape, and by the
speed of its approach [ knew that the
ship could be nothing but a destroyer. [
quickly flashed a small eloctric torch, and
gave & series of signals.

While T was doing so, Belmoro cameo
up from below.

“What's the idea, Bainbridge®” he
askel aharply, and with a note of sus
picion in s voice. ** Man alive, you'rs
nop—-""

He had broken off, and was staring al

the approaching vessel.
“‘That's a destroyer!” ho gasped
hoarsely.

I took two awift strides acroes the dock
and jammed my revolver close againsi
his nrl)-;k. ) I rapped

**Down with you!" ™
“ You'd best oln; me, Belmore!”

“ You're mad—mad!"’

** Not just yet,” 1 cut in grimly.

out,

** This is & trap, my friend! If you try
any monkey tricks below, ,you'lly regret
it—that's allt If you've got a in ol

hosssense in you, you'll jest .‘.‘:. tight
and wast! Now, shilt!t”" -

The cold muzsle of my revolver pressed
sgainst his neck, and he literally fell
down the Iadder. I heard him shouting
wildly, and there was soon a terrific din
guing on.

The odds were all in my favour, how-
ever. Only one man_could ascend the
ladder at a time, and I could easily hold
the whole crowd at bay. With that vita)
lever removed, the submaripe lay like a
log  Bhe could submerge, of course; but
with the hatchway open this would havo
heen rather an unwise proceeding. The
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trapped men, 1 was sure, preferred cap-
ture to suicide.

The destroyer was now within a cable’s
length, and her searchlight suddenly
blazed out in a terrific xlare. The sub-
marine was Jit up from stem to stern,
and I waved my hand.

Just then two of the engineers ap-
peared below me, and one of them, I
saw, was carrying a rifle.

Crack !

My revolver spat noisily, and a howl
came from below. 1 hadn't hurt the
man, but his rifle clattered to the steel
plates.

‘* The first man who attempts any trick
will regret it!” I rapped out. * You
fuols ! n’'t you understand that you’re
helpless? And don't try to ascend this
ladder! I'm a good shot!”

I saw several faces looking up. They
were pale with alarm and fury. But the
men seemned to rcalise that my words
were true enough. Thev stood no chance
whatever of overpowering me. 'There
was no other hatchway, anﬁ they couldn’t
poenibly storm this one.

*“ Submarine ahoy!”’

Out of the corner of my eye I saw that
the dostroyer was now wallowing in the
sea about six fathoms uway, and the hail
came clearly. '

‘“* Send a boat across!”’ 1 called out,
without lifting my eyes. ‘' I've got au
little bunch down here who need attend-

ing to.’

g’ivo nrinutes later tho boat arrived. An
officer and hulf-a-dozen  bluejackets
stepped aboard, and I grinned with un-
alloyed delight:

My trium was complete. Captain
Maxwoll’s submarine had been recovered.
Not only that, but the loot from the
Angonia was also in my hands. This was
certainly a red-letter day in my cam-
paign against the Circle of Terror.

The submarvine’s crew acted sensibly.
‘They submitted to capture with a good
-grace. ‘There was nothing else for it.

lach man was allowed to come up, and
he then received plenty of evidence that
resistance would have been madness.

The whole crowd were transferred to
the deséroyer and placed in irons. A prize
crew—to speak in terms of war—was sent
sbourd, and I, of course, remained in
lwumﬂan I had a short and interesting
consérsation with the destroyer’s skipper,
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and he was fairly flabbergasted with my

stor'z; .

There is no necesaity for me to go into
the rest of that night’s adventures. Wa
reached a certain port, and the sub-
raarine was at once taken into a naval
dock and concealed there.

lhere was un excellent reason for cone
cealing it.

My Hhrst consideration,
ashore, was to despatch a long wire to
Nipper. Jhe lad, I knew, would be
simply bubbling over with anxiety. By
this time, of course, he had reached
London again, having taking the first
beat back from Queenstown. This was
in the early morning.
| By late afternoon I was in London my-
sclf, happy to be freed from all Adisguise.
Nipper met me at the terminus, and with
him was Captain Richard Maxwell. They
were both looking eager and expectant.

‘“ Good old guv'nor!” panted Nipper,
grabbing my hand, and shaking it
violently. '

** Steady on, young ’un!’ 1 lagghed.
"‘ Give Captain Maxwell a chance F’

* Mr. Lee, T don’t know what t¢ say,”
exclaimed Maxwell, as we strode -along
the platform. ‘ Have you actually get
iny submarine back?’”’

** 8he’s in dock now, and with her is
the complete booty from the Angouia.
Not so bad, e¢h, K?ipper? You were
rather chary about letting me go, weren't
you?

**1 can’'t beheve 1it, guv’'nor,” said
Nipper flatly. *‘‘ How the dickens did
you do 1t?”?

I told themn all about it when we were
sitting comfortably in my own consult-
mg-rcom at Gray’s Inn Road. They
listened with great interest to my stovy,
and when I had finished Nipper was fairly
bubbling.

‘“ It's the biggest blow you've ever
| dealt the rotten Circle,” he declared;
‘**and, by what I can see of it, guv'nor,
there’s some more excitement to follow.”

I nodded. _

‘* In the very near future,”” I replied
quietly.  ‘ Now, Maxwell, you realise
why no word of this coup has been
breathed? The Circle people must assume
that the submarine has foundered in mtd-
ocean.”’

‘“ Why?"’

“ Well, because, if they learn of the
capture, this island stronghold will be
ubandoned at once,” I rephed. That
doesn’t suit me, captain. Until I've car<
ried out c¢ertain plans, we must mantain

upon going
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absolute secrecy. 1 shall, of course, in-
form Sir Joseph Pagett that the stolen
property has been recovered, but he can
make no announcement of that fact until
I give him permission.”’ ‘

‘“ And what's going to happen in the
near future, guv’nor?” asked Nipper
eagerly.

*““I don’t know yet,”" I replied. ¢ But
it will be something big, Nipper.”’

Later on, Nipper and I had a private
little talk. Zingrave, of course, believed
that it was Bainbridge who had been on
board the submarine. I had not appeared
in the affair at all.

““ But how are you going to make Zin-
grave believe that the submarine foun-
dered?”’ asked Nipper curiously.

““ By a very simple little expedient,”” 1
replied. “ The news has already been cir-
culated, Nipper—ecirculated broadcast—
that the bodies of several men were
picked up in a certain latitude off the
coast of Scotland. One of these bodies
.wos apparently that of the man Bain-
‘bridge, who flad left the Angonia to
board the Circle submarine. Certain

THE
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papers on -him seemed to prove this. The
other bodies were undoubtedly those of
the submarine’s crew.”’

Nipper stared.
~ “ But—but that’s a frightful whopper,
guv’'nor;”’ he protested. *‘ Those bodies
weren’t picked up.’

‘““ The report does not add, Nipper, that
all the bodies which had been picked up
were very much alive,” I added drily.
‘“ Where 1s your ¢ whopper’? The report
1s true 1n every aetail.”’

Nipper roared.

“By gum! What a cute dodge!” he
chuckled. ¢ Zingrave, of course, will
assume that the submarine went down.
He can’t do anything else. And so he
won’t suspect that there’s a movement
afoot to storm the island. I say, guv’nor,
when are you going to get busy again?”

I stretched myself and yawned.

“ At once, Nipper, I replied. ¢ Just as
goon as I can prepare my plans. The
immediate future promises to be very
interesting. Shove cver that cigar-box,
and don’t look so excited! There’s
nothing to be excited about yet.”

END.
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BEGIN THIS THRILLING SERIAL TO-DAY!

The Boxing Sailor

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

Kead this first !

ToyM CRAWLEY, light-weight boxer and stoker
on board H.M.S. I'lyer, i3 ordered out
{0 sea, and helps to rescue the wounded
on board a torpedoed hospital ship. He
also rescues a Q@erman sailor. His
great friend,

BoB RANDLE, has been sent out to France
we’t;: hts regiment after an affecting scene
wil

Mary TawAITES, dayghter of I'isherman
Thwaites, of whom Tom 13 very fond
and her brother Fred ts one of thuse
rescued by the Flyer. Tom’s father
has been captured by the commander of
a German submarine, and the sailor
whom Tom rescued tells him that he s
alive and has been taken to a (lerman
port. Tom has a few day’s leave
ashore and visits Fred, who s gradually
recavering. Then he s vrdered to sea
again in the Flyer, and they are told a
fight i coming off. Soon they sight a
destroyer, and there is a fight, the Flyer
being unhurt and the desiroyer sunk.
They then chase another Hun vessel, but
this time their luck is oul, and they are
hit. The Flyer slowly sinks to its last
resting place, and Tom & captured and
laken on board the German boat,

(Now read on)

THE RETURN OF THE SAVED.

ARY was among the first to hear

M of the loss of the Flyer. Her

father brought her the news. He

had heard it soon after he’d re-

turned to harbour from a perilous sweep-
ing of mines.

His face was very grave when he
reached the little cottage, and he hung
up his heavy coat and sou’ wester with
a weariness and dejection he scldom
showed. |

Mary who ran out to meet hun knew
ip a flash that there was something
wrong. '

“What 1s it, dad?
pened? she asked.

He took her solemnly in his arms, and
kissed her sadly.

‘*“ The Flyer is lost, my lass'"

“The  Flyer—lost—father!” and
Mary’s face was very white—*‘ What do
you mean? How lost? Tell me, tell
me?”’

““She engaged the enemy, sunk some
of ’em, but was outnumbered, and went
down. They’re bringing the survivors
back to port.”’

Mary, i all her imagining had nevex
prepared herself for such an hour as
this, when she would be called upon ta
mourn the loss of one of the swiftest and
most famous ships of all the destrover
flotillas, with most of the gallant heavts
aboard her.

She had heard before that Tom Craw-
ley had been lost, but then she ha‘l
hoped, for the gallant Flycr had come
back safe, if not wholly sound, and Tom
hag. returned. Now the gallant vessel
was lying on the ocean’s bed in her last
sleep, and who should say how many of
her gallant -rew were lying there with

What has hap-

 her?

‘White-faced and big-eyed the beautiful
fisher-girl stood staring—staring at her
father, her hands twitching nervously.

“ And—Tom—Tom——" she blurted
at last.

“T don’t know, my lass. They say
there aren’t many saved. Don’t despair
just yet. We shall soon know the worst,
Mary. Let us pray that it will not be
so bad.”

Later, they went down to the harbour
together., The news was not taken to
Alrs. Crawley, it being deemed wiser to
keep her in ignorance of what had hap-
pened until they had made sure whether
or no Tom Crawley was among those
who were being brought home ta
Weathersea.

When they arrived af the harbour,
they found a big crowd of fsherfolk,
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officials, and mnaval seamen standing
about,

Police and military kept the crowd of
cager civilians away.

A stiffish breeze was blowing, bearing
with it a drizzle from the clouds above
and spindrift from the sea. Beyond the
harbour's mouth the white caps were
dancing. There was a chilliness in the
air exactly attuned to the spirits of the
patient watchers. Had there been sun,
ovr any sign of gaiety, it would have
.lsoemcd sadly out of keeping with the
our,

IFor long they waited. - A fishing smack
came into port, bearing with her a cargo
of fish. Two motor patrol-boats sped
outward, leaping bhigh as they passed
the bar. J

At last a sailor came running.

““Some of the patrols are comin’
back,”” he shouted. “ We ¢hall soon;

know the truth.”

Twenty minutes later, they could sece
the grey snake-like hulls of the fleet war-
craft moving steadily towards the har-)
bour. |

Three of them entered, the Tortoise, !
the Butterfly, and the Falcon. Slowly
they moved to their moorings. And as
a knot of seamen aboard one of the ves-
sels saw the waiting crowd, they waved
their arms and hands, and cheered at
the full stretch of their lungs.

‘*“ Hurray! Hurray! Are we down-
hearted?”’ And then came the answer-
ing roar of “ NO!"”

The Flyer had gone, but other Flyers
were on the slips, and what did a
wetting or a measure of bad luck
matter to them? They were ready to
take the same risk again, that very day.
This was war, and they had to take their
chance. They took 1it, all the time, know-
ing that iIn cvery respect, they were
superior to the Hun, whom they had got
to beat.

the

As soon as it was known that
survivors were leaving the ship that had
brought them 1n a rush was made to
meet them, and as the few struggled
through the press, some of them making
happy their womenfolk, Mary’s keen
¢yes searched in vain for Tom.

At last she saw a pal of Tom’s, young
Frank Lawless, and she went up to him.
Frank was pale, and seemed very ill.
He had been struck by a flying fragment

of shell, and was bound for hospital
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“Frank !’ she ciied, “¢ what about—
Tom?”

She read the answer in his eyes even
before he spoke.

‘“ Tom—he’s gone, Miss Thwaites. I
saw him swept overboard, before the
IFlyer sunk. Poor old Tom.”

Mary fell back with a groan, and ler
father caught her in his arms.

‘“ Steady, my lass,”” he 1muttered,
though his own voice shook, ‘ we must
take 1t calmly, and try to make it easior
—for—others.”’

Mary knew what he meant—Mous.
Crawley—and with a sobbing cry she
flung herself into her father’s arms.

““Oh, dad, dad!”’ she sobbed. ‘It
scems so cruel, so hard., Will this hor-
rible war never end?”

““Yes,”” the fisherman replied. ‘“ When
we've got the enemy beat, and that
happy time’s not yset come.’’

IN THE ENEMY'’S HANDS.
‘“ APTURED! A prisoner of war!”’
‘ The thought ran through
Tom Crawley’s brain like liquid

fire, burning deep.

For quite a while after he had becn
taken down into the hold of the German
destroyer he lay still, marvelling to find
himself still alive.

Why hadn’t they killed him? Becauso
the officer had intervened? Most as-
suredly. For these begrimed men in
seamen’s kit who passed him by, scowl
ing at him, and uttering their harsh,
guttural taunts, would have shown him
no mercy.

After a while, a long while it seemed.
one of the seamen brought him a blan-
ket, or rug, and threw 1t over him,
while presently another handed him a
basinful of steaming hot soup.

This Tom swallowed with avidity, for
he was famished, and cold, and it
warmed hirn nicely.

And then he lay quiet, while the hull
of the destroyer throbbed and vibrated
from the straining of the ship’s engines.

The sea buffeted her badly, but she
cut her way along at a fair average rate
of speed. As far as he could tell every-
thing was well conducted alioard, and
the seamen seemed to know their husi-
ness.

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)
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After ‘a while Tom’s -head nodded and
drooped, and lulled by the mechanical
echo from the engine-rooms, and the
warmth lent him by the blanket, he went
to sleep.

- When he awoke it was to the sound
of loud shouting, and to find the day-
heht filtering down into the artificially
“ht hold.

A seaman passing by spurned him with
his foot.

‘““Wake up, you English dog,” he
growled, ‘‘learn that Germany 1s your
master. Britannia no longer rules the
waves. The Kaiser will soon be the great
_sea-lord. Our submarines have reduced
*-your country to the brink of star-
vation. All your ships are being sent
to the bottom. And when .our Navy
comes out of harbour she’ll blow all that
rem‘a’in of your warships clean off the
.ecas.”’

The kick had hurt. Tom Crawley
~wasn’t the sort of lad to stand that. He
was on his feet in- a flash.

. ‘““ Britannia does rule the waves, and
 always will,”’ he replied. ‘“ And if you

»

use your feet on me, I'll show you what

a British fist can do, too!”
*~ The Hun grinned from ear to ear. He
could not bring himself to believe that
such a midget as Tom Crawley could
possibly be effective in a fight with a
~.man twice his size. He towered over
Tom, was twice his breadth, and, be-
sides, he could ill-treat a prisoner with-
out much fear of punishment.

So he raised his boot, and kicked Tom
again.
. It was an unwarrantable and savage
"~ act, and Tom with a howl of pain shrank
back. Only for a moment. The next he
had hurled himself at the German, and
‘showed him what a British boxer could
- do, in fair fight, even though hc hap-
pened to be a little ’un. ,

Tom rapped the Hun on each side of

‘the jaw, punched him in’ the wind, hiti

-him on the nose, half-closed one eye, and
finally knocked him down.,

Up the fellow got shouting murder.

He rushed at Tom, only to find the nim-

. ble little boxing- sailor darting this way

and that with wonderful elusiveness,

zpaving no heed to the confined space in
which he was obliged to operate.

A hit on the mark, and a left and}

~right on the chin, sent the Hun down
once more.

|
|

SATLOR iii

This time he bellowed aloud for help,
and rising kicked savagely at Tom’s jaw.

Tom Crawley half-cxpected the move,
and was ready for it. Side stepping with
his usual cleverness he seized the rising
ankle, and pulled it up.

For the third time the Hun went down.
And then up rushed some of his ship-
mates, bellowing like mad. They were
armed, and they threatened Tom'’s life.

They seized him. One of them prodde!
him with Yhe cnd of a cutlass. Tom's
life might have ended there and then, if
a petty officer who had been an eve-
witness the whole affair had not run
up, and ordere-' the men away.

‘“ He attacked our mate,” they pro-
tested. ““ We’ve a right to kill hin.”

““Seaman Offerich got what he de-
server,” was the petty officer’'s stern
reply. ““ He had no right to kick an
helpless prisoner. Go to your quarters,
the lot of you, and let us hear no more
of this.””

They scattered in sullen silence
Tom turned to thank his friend.

‘“Bah! " No thanks, Britisher,” sai:l
the German petty officer with a shrue.
**1 hate your country and your race!”’
and he turned away.

A-few minutes later there was a cry in
German of ¢ Land ho!” and some signs
of excitement aboard.. An hour later
the destroyer passed into the safe har-
bourage of the naval base at Zecbrugve,
so often bombarded and wrecked by our

and

navay and air-raiding squadrons,

Tom Crawley was there taken ashore,
examined, his, name, rating, and ship
entered, and then taken under cscort to
the prison where he was placed under
safe lock and key and given some coarse
food to eat and brackish water to drink.

The place of his contiment was a cell
bare and cheerless, but airv enough,
with a grating or window set up high
near the ceiling, which it was impossillo
to reach.

Tom hammered upon the door. Tt was
as solid as stone He walked up and
down, and peered about him. It wasn't
so much unlike clink at home.

““ And so0,” he mused. *“ Heve I am,
a prisoner of war—and therve's ro way of
escap:e. I wonder what they’ll do to me?
Try me and shoot me? Shculdn’t won-
der. Well, I've done my bit, ara no
that the old Flyer’s gon2, T lac't cne
to care.”

(Ccntinued overleal.)
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So musing, he sat upon the edge of his
hard bed, and burying his face 1 his

hands sunk into a profound and dapress-
iy reverie. -

TOM CRAWLEY FINDS HIS
FATHER.

ITE morning after his srrival at

N I Zeebrugge, Tom Crawlsy was
taken from his prison, under cs-
cort, "and , brought before the

naval officer in commaud of tha base.,

"By him h» was severely and even roifhly

questioned, and threatened with torture

nnd death if he failed to tell all he khew

“a8 to the strength _and disposition of our

British naval forces, ‘and the m=asures

‘which were being adopted to fight ihe

U-boits. Y S

 +Tom Crawley smiled grimly. -

= And do you think I'd tell you that—

.that T'd sell-my cowntry?’’ he deruanded.

“Not likely.” =~ .o

“You Had' better speak. We have
e

T8 e

H
méans .of miking you.” « - ic
“» ““I'don’t -think:you have, sir, with all!
due respécta’ ‘{a [ you,". ;flashed Tom.
" Xou ~u.u,brand me with.-hot irons, put
out my eyes, tear .me limb.from fimb,
‘but youHlznever make me say one word
;1 dog!t .intend’ to :speak. ‘1 have only.
-ane life, and-you’re -welcome to *hat” if
-y01:’reqf>rut'e1_en6uglx to take it.”’ - u

The* admiral—8uch ~ was the Hun’s;
‘rank—stormed and ‘fumed, raged snd:
threatened, but to no’purpo.e. -
. ““You're wasting ,.your'. ureeth, old,
chap,” sajd Tom, with a grim smile,
risking reprisals, and with a thunderingy
shouf the officer ordered the guard to
removo the prisoner. NI R

“¢ Take him back to the gaol,”” he said.
¢ And T'll think over what we can do
with him.” I | '

‘

.
>

- L 4 .
- -~

So Tom was taker back to his cell,
aud fed on black bread, ,wholesome no
'doubt,. but to him' utterly’ loaihsome,;
and water. . . . -
i - Later a ration of coarse Dutch cheese {
was brought him, and he made the -best
*of the meal. , .

In,the afternoon, he was led out intn.a
" yvard hemmed in with stone wails, w:th

- - -

| tally christened ¢ old Tirpitz,

heavy iron spikes set in the brickwork at
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the top, which hung aslant over @&
ground below, rendering any atten.ptid
escape out of the question. Al
guards overlooked the exercise ground,
and kept the prisoners constantly on, the
move: - Talking was prohibited. Only
now and then did the unfortunate pris-
oners manage to exchange a word.

Tom Crawley eved ﬁis‘ fellow
oners with interest. He found to. bis
surprise, that they consisted of one o
two.. seamen, _like himself, two Bri’tg
Tishermen, and two Belgians, who mizms
have followed the same profession. Theg
there were three maval airmen of ouws
and several khaki-clad prisomers,” 'on¢ %
Flight-Lieutenant of the-R.F.C. -
“ Tom 'had not expected to find such @
mixed lot’ present, but:the mere sight. af
their, cheery faces, ‘and the philosophiasl
resignation | with , which™ they accepted
their fate, strengthened him to bear tke
very worst that might befall him. - &

'

- .. ‘, . .. ry i . ‘
".The "Bélgians "alone seemed . to ta
“l‘ln:ﬁk_:mh‘i:-‘! AAAAA 4 axe s d Lo ~ | S
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by

grumbled as- they walked round ‘
squares, and bhickered with the German
‘guards. | _
Tom* Crawley was sorry when, aft#
an hour’s exercise, he was driven back a
hi§ cell. - - S
Heyexpected to be further examined
by the.German admiral, whom he men-
" for he woag

an .elderly man, with flowing ;whiskets

w

|.like 'the original, ‘and. anticipated.” the

warst,- for he intended; to_contintie ki
open defiance of’the man, but to hi
surprise -he was not .called upon a second
time,” but “left *to “languish in” his. cel,
with occasional: exercise in, the yard.

- Here." he ".remained ".for.-seyeral . dayg,
after which he_dnd his fellow-prisonofs
were removed under heavy aifmed, escors,
to the railway station,” and put aboard a
train bound they knew not whither."
-'On* thé - night “before their . rémoval,
they. heard the sound of. guns at sea,
and for "half an hour or longer, a serieg
of earsplitting- crashes deafened -the air.
‘They- could smell the burning chemicalg
‘with which the shells were filled,  and
knew“from " the "sounds that Zeebruggll
was getting it hot and stronz. |

(To be continued.)
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