


TUBBY

and

SLIM !

Glue—and 1the stickiest hal’s
ever been made. Slim invenls
i, and Tubby belps bim lo
prove ils stickiness. These lwo
laughter merchants are al therr
funniest this week, chums !

Burglars!
JBBY BOOTLE, a cheerful grin on his

I round face, entered his den, a room

which he shared with his brother

Bertie, more familiarly known as Slim.
No sooner had he made his entrance than he
stopped, gasped, turned suddenly and bolted
out again, slamming the door aﬁer him.

“Phew! My hat!” Tubby exclaimed, hold-
ing his nose tightly and flopping against the
wall of the passage as if overcome. "I
should think a dead elephant wmust have
climbed in the window and made itself at
home there.”

“That you, Tubby?” queried a voice from
behind the closed door. “Come in, will
you ?"”

“No jolly fear, Slim. At least, not until
I've saturated my handkerchief with laven-
der water. What on earth are you brewing
there 7"

The door opened from within and the thin
figure of Bertie Bootle appeared. A spring
clothes-peg was clipped on to his nostrils so
that he could shut his nose and yet have
both hands free for his experiments. He
offered a similar peg to his brether Tubby,
who fastened 1t on his nose and then con
descended to follow him into their joint den.

“Glue,” exclaimed Slim, wavmg his hand
towards his bench. “Come and stir it for a
few moments, old man, while I get a jar to
bottle 1t.”

Tubby took two steps in the direction of a
pot which was steaming over a hghted bun-

sen burner, and then stood still, a look of
horror dawning in his round eyes. He made
an effort to walk, but .it seemed as if an
invisible force held him back.

"8lib,” he announced as well as the clothes-
peg on his nose would let him. “Shb, I'b
paralysed. T can’d bove by leg!”

With great consternation he felt gradually
down from his thigh to his ankle. The leg
seemed alk right; there was no pain to he
noticed, and yet it was rooted to the ground.

“Stick a pin in by leg and see if I cad
feel 1d,” 1mplored Tubby desperately.

“Right!” said Slim. And he chose a pin
of formidable dimensions and jabbed it in
the fleshy part of his brother’s leg.

The effect was instantancous. and it proved
right away that Tubby wasn’t paralysed, at
any rate. With a whoop like that of a wild
Indian he leapt high into the air.

Tubby looked at his feet. The right one
wis booted; the other appeaved to be wear
imng only a spat. No—it wasn’t a spat, it
was the top of his boot: the sole was still
sticking to the Mfloor, wrenched clean away
from 1ts upper.

“Ye gods!” he
“What’s happened 7"

Slim "had now removed hie clucpot from
the burner and opened the window to let
the fumes escape. He took off his nasal
vice so that he might talk more easily.

“It’s all serene,” he grinned lrightly. ‘1
dave say T dropped a spot of mv glue on the

ejaculated  dazedly.
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floor and you trod on it. Sticks like fury.
I’ve just invented it. I'll probably mako a
fortune out of the patent, that iz, if I can
remember what the ingredients were which
made up the formula.”

As he spoke, a test tube on his bench fell
over. A whitish vapour rose from the spilled
contents,. and with a yell Slim grabbed his
brother’s arm and dragged him from the
room. Even as ho banged the door there
was a flash and an explosion, and a sound of
falling glass spoke eloquently of the destruc-
tion of many of Slim’s treasured chemical
concoctions.

“Why the dickens didn’t I turn out that
bunsen burner?” groancd Slim in dismay.

“Thank your luck stars the colonel isn’t
at home,” said Tubby. “As he is not re-
turning until to-morrow morning, we shall
have time to clear up the mess.”

“Yes, I suppose you’re right, Tubby.
Let’'s go in—I think 1t will be =afe now.”

They opened the door and peeped in very
cautiously. Things looked somewhat awry
and glass littered the floor, but on closer
inspection they decided that it might have
been worse. One thing they couldn’t find,
and that was Slim’s last brew of glue. The
first jar was fortunately intact, but the
sccond was nowhere to be seen.

After a vain search in which Tubby joined

“Whasermatter 1 he multered sleepily,.
his mouth opening wide in a yawn which
almost obliterated the rest of his features,

“Ssh! Burglars!”

“Can’t sce 'em to-night, old man. Tell
'em I'm out.” Tubby turned over and shut
his eyes again resolutely.

“There's a jug of 1icy-cold water over
there,” threatened Slim in his ear. “Ill
give you five scconds—"’

“Oh, botheration! Why can’t you let.
a chap sleep when he wants to 77

By the time his bemused senses had
grasped the fact that there really were
burglars on the premises, he was as eager
as Slim to be at them. Slipping on their
dressing-gowns, the two lads lightly de-
scended the stairs and found the colonel's
study door slightly ajar.

They peeped through the erack, and could
discern a dim figure moving about near the
open safe. The two brothers burst into the
study, and as they did so one of the French
windows banged and told of an accomplico
who had escaped, leaving his pal to face the
music. There was a furious struggle with
their captive, and our chums had enough to
do to look after him to bother about any
other fellows for the moment,

At last, after knocking several picees of
furniture about, they managed to force the
man into a chair and Tubby piled on to him.

with some trepidation, h “Biff him on the
it was finally decided boko,” shouted Slim,
that the glue must but the man stopped
have been blown out struggling as Tubby
cf:f the Ewirl*:dow hi:.r tho brought back his fist
foree of the explosion, . to obey.
.ﬂ.nd t}.ﬁ.re th matter '-[Thls Bumper ISSUB -‘HS a'.[l l'ight,” hﬂl
was allowed to rest, : growled. “You might
th% im-'entorf ofl_thu contains our Second as well let me in.
substance eeling . v i ecause I ain’'t too
'I:}Eank}ful that one ja&' Topplng Free let nothing.” K
of the super-powere ()() “Let you go, old
stickg fstuﬂi} had been AN IND R burglar,” said Slim
saved for him, calmly. “Don’t you
They set to and CATAPULT. believe it, sonny. We'll
cleared up the mess, hold {ﬂu here until
half-filling the dust- vou tell us where tho

bin with broken glass

and other debris. DBy

this time their exer-

tions causcd them unanimously to long for
bed and sweet repose, and, tired but happy,
they tucked themselves between the sheets
and were soon in the land of nod.

The boys had been asleep for hours. A
clock from the neighbouring hamlet tolled
the hour of four, and on the last note of
its chime Slim awoke with a start.

An unfamiliar sound of light tapping
caused him to jerk up in bed and strain his
cars in the darkness. He crept out of the
sheets and gently opened the door. The
tapping sounded louder, and he decided that
it came from his guardian’s study.

Crossing over to his brother’'s bed, from
the depths of which resonant snores were
issuing in unending succession, he shook the
occupant, and Tubby's full-moon face
appeared above the bed-clothes.

other chap has gone.”
“What other chap?"
eald the man., “There
isn’t no other chap. I'm all alone.”

“Next please!” grinned Slim. “He’s been
and pinched the colomel's silver cup, Tubby.
The one that he got for shnoting sixteen
tigers off the reel. He'll be properly rattled
if we don’t get it back.”

“] should eay so0,” agreed Tubby. He
turned to the burglar., “Now then, my
friend with the taking ways, where’s your
pal gone with that cup?”

“I keep telling you there ain’t no pal and
thero ain't no cup.”

“No, I can see that. Now, Slim, hand me
up that heavy poker so that I can bash him
one if he moves, and you go and get some
rope to tie him up.”

“Righto!” replied Slim.
move while I'm gone.”

“AMind he don’t
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‘““He wor’t move,” said Tubby darkly, and
he grasped the poker while Slim went up-
stairs.

A sudden thought fluttered over Slim's
head and, with a plop, fell into his brain-
box. Glue! That's it! Glue the blighter—
muech better than string!

Chortling to himseil, 3lim went to the den
and seized the remaining jar of his liquid
glue, with which he returned to the study.

“Lio face downward on the floor,” he
commanded the man. “Bash him if he
doesn’t, Tubby. We'll ix him.”

The man, not liking the look of the poker
in Tubby's eapable-looking hands, decided to
gﬂﬁtpona' any show of resistance until later.

limm whispered to his brother what he pro-
posed to do, and then poured some of the
sticky contents of the jar over the prostrate
fellow’s eoat and trousers.

Then, grasping the captive’s legs, and
signing to Tubby to collar, his arms, Slim
gave the signal, and with a heave they tossed
the unlueky rogue up to the ceiling, where
he stuck, fmking the picture of bewilder-
ment.

“Well, ta-ta, old burglar,” smile& “Slim
sweetly,.  “We're going back to bed now.
Perhaps by breakfast-time you will be pre-
pared to tell us where your naughty accom-
plice has gone with our guardian’s prize
pnt.JJ

The two boys left the burglar hanging like
a pendant from the ceiling, and with hi-
protestations in their ears, they mounted
once more to their bed-room, and were soon
wrapt again i slumber.

More Trouble!

N the morning their first thought was to
I visit the study and see how their ecaptive
was faring. Alas!
of him was & portion of his coat and
trousers adorning like & nagged star the
middle of the ceiling.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” shouted the exas

erated Blim. ‘“The glue held right enough.

ut his blessed togs gave way when he
struggled, and let %: free.”

After breakfast the two boys set out for
the station to meet their guardian, who was
returning by an early train. They had no
sooner got outside than old Crabapple, their
neighbour, blundered out of his gate, and
without any by-your-leave started to whack
Tubby over the shoulders with his walking

stick.

“Hi, help! Ow!” yelled Tubby, quickly
blacing himself out of reach of the old
chap’s stick. ‘““What are you up to. you
dotty old savage?”

“What am I up to. vou young scoundrels'
Who made that explosion last night, eh?
Blew a lot of jars and bottles thronugh mv
elass-heuses. I'll teach vou ! And he aimed
o blow at Slim, but missed him. You had
to aim very straight if vou wanted to ecatch
our thin chum: he was onlv length without
breadth. *“And what ahont vour roof?"”
went on the irate man. brandishing his stick.
“I¥’s Wloewn eff into my chicken-runl!”

All that was left

L himself at the wheel.

The brothers gazed up at the top of their
own house, and nearly ana.d a fit when they
saw that a large chunk of roof was indeed
absent from 1ts accustomed position.

“Ye fishes and little gods!” muttered
['ubby. “Won't there be a row when the
colonel comes back? Yes, there will |”

“Let’s get along to the station and break
the news gently,” advised Slim.

They turned and trotted down the lane,
leaving Crabby waltzing round in the road
hurling threats of further vengeance after
them. As they reached the station the train
steamed in, and they spotted their guardian
on the platform.

“We've had burglars!” announced Tubby
hreathlessly, as soon as the colonel came up
to them.

“Pinched your added
Slim.

“You must be mistaken, my boys.” boomed
the colonel, in a large whisper. ‘“‘I have my
silver cups with me here.” And he indicated
a leather bag which he was carrying.

Seceing the boys’ looks of astonishment, he
felt constrained to offer an explanation.

“I—er—took it to London to have—er—
the inscription poshed up a bit,” he said
somewhat self-consciously.

“Jumping Jeremy!” cried S8lim. “Then
the jolly old nightbird was right. He said
he’d taken nothing.”

The broaching of the roof question was
made a little easier by the colonel’s informa-
rion, but before they conld open the subject,
their guardian had strolled out of the station
entrance and seated himself in the one and
only ramshackle station taxi which was
standing at the kerb.,

“T'll ride home,” he said, and the boys,
preferring to roam through the town first,
stood back to wateh him start

The decrepit taxi driver turned the handle
of his car and started up the box of tricks
which performed duty as the engine, and sat
After fumbling about
with the gears and brake lever for a few
moments, he got out and opened the bonnet,
wondering why the jigeger wouldn’t start.

Slim opened the door to speak to his
guardian, and then goggled his eyes at some-
thing on the floor of the cab. It was his
missing glue jar, and on end. The cab must
have been passing their house when the
explosion occurred, and the jar finding a
resting-place in the vehicle, had remained
there all night.

And now 1ts contents had trickled out on
to the road, sticking the car to the highway
bv the front wheels. No wonder she wouldn’t
budge.

The colonel, seeing his ward wished to
speak to him, attempted to rise from the
seat—and failed. He tried again, this time
with sucecess—but at what a cost! His tail-
coat, glued to the seat, refused to come
with him, and with a tearing noise which set
his teeth on edge ripped right up the back
and fell away from the astounded soldier,
leaving him in hiz <hirt.sleeves.

silver cup, sir!”
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“Good gad!” was all ho ‘could muster, and
he crouched down in the cab lest the towns-
folk should observe him in such undignified |
attire.

“8it in,” said Tubby to the driver, “We'll
give you a shove ofi."”

The man sat at the wheel, and Blim and
Tubby pushed at the back of the car with all
their might. Needless tb say, they kept mum

4

as to the cause of thé car’s behaviour, not
to mention that of
their guardian.
Nothing happened
as the result of their
efforts—the o© a r
lurched forward,
but the wheels rgs
fused to revolve.
“We shall push
the body off the
chassis,” grinned
Tubby. “Let's try
once more. Now,
then—heave-o1”
Exerting all his
strength, and this
was considerable,”
Tubby attempted to
lift the car from
off the ground.
Something had to
give, and the result
was  disconcerting,
B Vv & n to our
hardenedadventurers.

The super-strong
oglue refused to re-
lcase t he front
wheels, but the re.
mainder of the taxi
curved into tho air,
and, after slinging
Colonel Squint and
the driver into a
nearby horse-
trough, came to rest again upside-down.

“This is where we scat,” howled Slim,
bursting with glee as he beheld his guardian
rising from the horse-trough like Neptuue
without his toasting-fork,

Some hours later Tubby and Slim crept
silently home,
open and the room empty,-but in a place
of honour on the bookcase the famous tiger-
shooting trophy reposed in all its glory.
Curiously tho pair went over to it to see ]
tht actually had been done to the inserip-

ion.

“Look!” grinned Slim. “The
bounder! Yook what he's done!”

The vanity of the thing so tickled them
that they stuffed handkerchiefs into their
mouths to stifle their mirth, For, not con-
tent with boasting about the sixteen tigers
ho had shot before breakfast, the colenel
had caused the engraver to etch another
figure on the inscription so that it read: |
“one hundred and sixteen tigers.”

old

The taxl heeled over and Colonel
Sijuint and the driver were depos-
ited into a nearby horse trough,

The study door was wide]

from above caused their hilarity to evaporate
in double-quick time.

The colonel was in bed recovering from the
[ offects of his cold water bath, and into the
bed-room the boys trooped with downcast
expression, silently waiting for him to stop
snorting and eommence his sermon.

When 1t did come 1t was like a cataract,
words and threats slashing upon them with a

fury that only the purple-faced colonel could
have been capable of.

““Away, both of you

R

roared the irate
colonel in conclusion, “I'll pack you off to
St. Fluke's to-morrow. Ietch me my pen
and ink. I'll write to the principal, E)r.
Flybenight, at once.”

“TFetch me a pen and ink, too, Tubby,”
said Slim calmly. “I'm going to writo to
tho papers and tell them what a marvellous
shot the colonel 1s. Cne hundred and sixteen
tigers before broakfast! Ooh, what a lot!”

Their guardian coughed. He looked
startled.

“Perhaps,” he said distinetly, “I might
overlook your—er—prank this time. VYes,
on second thoughts I will not write to Dr.

Flybenight now., I'Il give you another
chance.”
“Oh, thank wyou, sir!” chirruped Tubby

and Slim, and then beat a triumphant re-
treat from the colonel’'s presence.

(Another amusing Tubby and Slim story

Their guardian’s voice shouting to them

next Wednesday, chums.)
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REAPLER 1 | Trapped in a cage; attacked by
a5 Mgk Il buge borde of rats. A horrible fate
IPPER heard the sounds faintly, \
N mrsboitansle: awals Nelson Lee and bis young as-
He was sitting up in bed, his ears 3 ; - ;
on the stretch, all his senses alert. sistants. Dacca the Dmarf has ;Df:l_}’é‘d
Midnight had struck, and Gray’'s Inn Road his f?’h‘l?ﬁp card—>bul does bhe win ¢
was now comparatively quiet. Urcmmnn[iy a

late tramcar would drone along on its way, or
a taxicab would pass.

Creak !

All doubts were dispelled. Somebody was moving stealthily outside, in the passage. And
Nipper, remembering a recent attack upon Nelson Lee's life, was filled with sudden dread.

le was alone in the bedroom. It was his own bedroom, next to Nelson Lee's. All the boys
of the Detective Academy had their own quarters in the building next door. The academy
was really separate from Nelson Lee’s ehambers, but could be reached by means of a communi-
eating door., Nipper usually slept in his old lwdrfmm, away [(rom the others.

He didn't wait to put on dressing-gown and slippers. He merely seized an eleotric torch
from the table by the bedside and he padded to the door  Softly, eauticusly, he i'il]'}UIIEE{.{ it.

Qutside, darkness reigned. Inch by inch Nipper opened the door wider. He listened. Ne
sounds came to his ears now. Had his imagination playved him false 7

He pressed the switch suddenly and a wide beam «r::fI white light slashed the darkness. A ery
of startled astonishment arose in Nipper's throat, but he held it in cheek

Standing in the full glare ef the light, revealed by its sudden brilliance, was the figure of &
man, An ugly-looking cuqmmm\—dmraputuble, coarse-faatured, unshaven, grimy. His clothing



FULL OF THRILLS AND EXCITING ADVENTURE !

was greasy and tattered and threadbare, and

A wmacnificent long complele yarn there was a konotted scarf round Lis tliroat.
. ) All this Nipper took in in the first glance,
of delective mystery and adventure “ Guv'nor ! " shouted Nipper urgently.
A helf-smothored exclamation came from
By the stranger, and he leapt forward at the

same second, Nipper dried to dodge, but the
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS. other was too jowek for him. In a flash
© Nipper was hold in a vice-like grip, and a
strong, grimy hand wpns held over his mouth.
“ Steady, voung 'un—stoady !’ whispered
a voice in hig ear. Tt doesn't suit my plans to have the household awakened by your shouts!”
Nipper nearly collapsed. '
“Guv'nor ! ho breathed faintly.

ELSON LEE chuckled.

N He had released Nipper, and the latter was standing back surveying the disreputable,
uncoulh figure with such an expression of blank astonisiunent on his face that Leo
chiucklod.

“Do T pass ? "’ he agked dryly,

“DBut, guv'nor,” wiluspered Nipper, “ what’s the idea ? You—you awful bounder! Ycu
gave me a fearful fright.”

“ Nonsense ! ™ laughed the groat dotective. ** You weren't frichtened. I'm sorry you eare

»ut of your bedroom and spotted me. I was hoping to get out without vour knowledze, Somaos

diimes, Nipper, you are a little too alert.”
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Nipper was just getting over the shock ot surprise. 1t was impossible for him to recognise
Nelson Lee in this ugly, unshaven tramp. It wns a masterly make up, and Nipper now looked
at Lee with repreach in his eyes.

What s the game. guv'nor ? ' he asked. ' Something that 1 mustn’'t know anything about ?

Lee eyed him amusedlv.

It pleases me to go off on a little might jaunt, he said lightly. L get these fancies occas-
monally, Nipper. What you've got to do is to go back to bed. and to sleep soundly."

" Yes, that's all very well, guv'nor—— ;

" There is no reason why you should lose any of your might's slumber, my lad " continued
Lee. ~ If I choose to go off on a little ramble, it is entirely my own concern.’

" You can’t fool me like this, guv'nor,” said Nipper grimly You're going on a dangerous
job, aren’'t you ¥ Where to ? And why can’t 1 come ?

“You'll catch cold if ybu stand out here, clad only in your pyjamas

* Cheese it, guv'nor ! protested Nipper. =~ Are vou going somewhere in connection with
that horrible dwarf 7 |
" Perhaps.”

' That means that you are,’ said Nipper. ** He's the rotter who murdered Mr. Harding, the
inventor ; and he attacked Lord Dowvercourt, too."

“ If it will satisfy you, Nipper, I will admit that my mission 18, indeed, connected with the
hideous dwarf who attacked the Air Minister,” said Nelson Lee. But it is really impossible for
you to accompany me. [t i3 essentially a task that must be undertaken singlehanded. I merely
wish to satisfy my curiosity on a certain point.”

“ 1 wish you'd let me come, too, sir,”” said Nipper earnestly. There s almost certain to
be some danger. What about when you went to see Lord Dovercourt the other day } That
dwarf followed you and jumped on you—yes, and would have killed you if we hadn’t been
shadowing you. Supposing the same thing happens again !

“ 1 shall be more on my guard now,” replied Nelson Lee. ~ You undoubtedly saved my life
on that occasion, Nipper, and I shall not forget it.’

They were silont for some moments, and Nipper was looking uneasy and worried.

“1 feel scared, guv'nor, when | think of that dwarf,” he said, at length. * No other erook
has ever affected me in the same way. Even that rotter, Professor Zimgrave, never really put the
wind up me. But that dwarf-——"

He broke off, shivering, '

And Nelson Lee did not blame him. For Lee. too, had cncountered that hideous, evil, mys.
terious figure of ill-omen. :

-

Mr. Harding had been missing for some weeks, and the boys of the Detective Academy,
listening-in “mfe evening on a special short-wave set that Browne had constructed, hod
heard an appeal for help dramatically issuing from the loud speaker

They had hastened to an old farmhouse near Romford, in Essex, and had arrived just before
:lhe farmmhouse had been blown skywards. And Mr. Harding had boen found in a dying con-

ition,

But before he could tell his would be rescuers what had happened to him or who had kept
him prisoner, a bullet had hissed out of the darkness, ending his earthly carcer. That bullet
had n fired by the mysterious hunchback. :

Mr. Harding had, however, managed to gasp out that the Air Minister was in some sort of
danger. And later, when Nelson Lee went to the Air Minister, he found him just getting over
a serious shock. The dwar{ had attacked him and had stolen the specifications of an invention
which Mr. Harding had submitted to the Air Ministry some weeks= earlier—papers which had
not yet been examined.

Sir Akbar Laldhi, the Balghanistan Ambasaador, too, had been attacked by that hideous
dwarf. and there were some curious features in the case which had aroused Nelson Lee’'s keenest
detective instincts.

All this had come on top of the startling and dramatic news from the East. Of late, many

t all metal air liners had vanished whilst flying between Bushire and Karachi—whilst flying,
indeed, over Balghanistan territory. ‘

Several of the great Indian Air Mail liners had disappeared as completely as though they had
disintegrated into powder. They had started from Bushire, or from Karachi, and they had never
reached their destination. Somewhere in the wilds they had vanished.

Other machines—privately owned aeroplanes, and even some R.A.F machines—had met
with a similar fate. And in practically every case a frantic S.0.S. call had come out of the
ether, vivid and strong at first, but rapidly becoming weaker and finally fading away.

Always the 85.0.8.—and always a complete disappearance.

The matter was a great sensation in all the newspapers. The whole world was discussing
the mystery and eagerly watching the developments. No solution had been arrived at—no
satisfactory explanation could be reached Not an atom of wreckage had been seen or heard of.

And Lord Dorrimore, the famous sporting peer, had recently flown back to England. and
had seen Nelson Lee. ' Dorrie -—as he was affectionately called by his friends—had escorted
one of those ill-fated Air Mail liners he had seen it souring upwards into the infinite blue of
the sky It had apparently been drawn right into outer space, beyond the carth’s atmosphere.

But Lord Dorrimore eould not be certain of this, for he had had trouble with his own machine
It had suddenly reared, and he had been affected by a queor kind of semi-paralysis. Only with

IT wasn't many days since Mr. Robert Harding, the eminent engineer, had been murdered.
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difficulty had he switched off his engine, plunging several thousand feet carthwards before he
could regain control, And by then the air liner had gone.

It was significant that Mr. Robert Harding, the engincer, should have submitted plans for
an anti-aireraft device to the Air Ministry—a new invention for the destruction of enemy aero.
planes during wartinie. And that strango dwarf had stolen those plans, although there was
every reason to believe that he had been fully aware of their nature before the theft. He had
only stolen them, it seemed, go that the Government officials should not“learn the secret.

There were many features in this remarkable case which interested Nelson Lee keenly. In
Lis own mind he was cofivinced that there was a deeply laid plot afoot—a world-wide plot of
gargantuan dimensions.

What of the secret broadcasting stations ! Lee knew for a fact that there was more than
one—stations which sent out queer, guttural signals. No known language was used, but an
cxtraordinary series of guttural utterances, impossible to decipher.

That old farmhouse near Romford, where Mr. Harding had met his death, had been one
of those broadeasting stations., PBut there was ono other, at least—probably several.

And Nelson Lee could not lose sight of the fact that the Ambassador for Balghanistan, Sir
Akbar Laldhi, had been in Lord Dovercourt’s library at the very moment those vital documents
were stolen. And within half an hour the demon dwarf had attempted to take Nelson Lee's
life. :

What woas behind all this intrigue and mystery ?

let any of the other fellows in on this, I'm different. You ought to lot me come
with you.”
Thg disguised Loe shook his head.
. Jt's a one-man job, Nipper,”” he replied.

“Well, let me shadow you, then,” urggd Nipper. “I shadowed you before, with some of
tho other chaps—and we were pretty useful, too.”

“I don’t deny that,” agreed Lee. ‘' But, really; I'm not anticipating any danger to-night—
at least, not any danger that I cannot cope with single-handed. Now, Nipper, you mustn't
worry yourself. Go back to bed and get to sleep. Upon my word, can’t you trust me ? "’

“You know I can, sir,” growled Nipper. * But if you think I shall sleep, you've made a
bloomer. I shall worry like the dickens until you come back. You're going off on a job in
connection with those Harding Pﬂfem' aren’t you ? "’

“Well, ves,” admitted Lee. ** Lord Dovercourt has commissioned me to recover those papers,
and I must do all I can to earn my fee.” '

He patted Nipper on the shoulder.

** Now then, go to bed, young 'un,” he added kindly. *‘‘ And you'll promise me, won't you,
that you won’t follow ? "

“T'm blowed if I will, guv'nor,” said Nipper mbelliuuﬂlﬁ.

** Now, look here, I don’t want to give you any stern, schoolmasterly orders,” said Lee. * I'm
puttiog i¢ to you nicely, Nipper. Will you promise me that you won't follow, or must I issue
a command ?" _

Nipper grunted. <

“You win, guv'nor,” he said. ‘“All the same, I'm beastly disappointed.”

L Yw OU'RE not playing the game, guv'nor,” said Nipper earnestly. “ Even if you won's

CHAPTER 2.
The House In Regent’s Park.

LEILSON LEE went off irnmediately afterwards, and he looked a sorry figure indeed as
N he shuffled down Gray’s Inn Road with his hands driven deeply into hig trousers pockets.
He looked a gonuine down-and-outer. More than one policeman eyod him suspiciously

as he went on his way.

Lee's direction lay towards Oxford Circus. And when he arrived in that vicinity he turned
off and slouched through Langham Place, towards Regent’s Park, His objective was the house
of Sir Akbar Laldhi, the Balghanistan Ambassador.

Melson Leo was not altogether satisfied thet Sir Akbar was genuine But the situation was
vory delicate, Diplomatic relations between Balghanistan and Great Britain were in a some-
what strained condition just now. Thero had been a great deal of intrigue and political unrest.
Balghanistan was & kind of buffer State, and any serious trouble with that country would gravely
aticet British interests in India.

The Amecer of Balghanistan was a mysterious personage, who seldom came into the open.
His representative in London—Sir Akbar Laldhi—was a diplomat of some distinetion, and he
bhad succeeded in smoothing out many ticklish problems.

But it was generally felt that serious trouble was brewing in Balghan, that great, mysterious
eity, the capital of the State, which was known as the “ Sccret City.” And any attempt on
Nelson Lee’s part to discredit Sir Akbar Laldhi would undoubtediy lead to grave international
coinplications,

1t was casential, therofore, for Lee to tread warily,

Hc had conceived a startling theory—a theory, indeed, which was bewildering in its possi.
bilities,  Lee could not forget that the mysterious dwarf was a brown man. Why not a native
of Balghanistan ¢ Ncither could Lee forget that Sir Akbar had been openly admitted into
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Lord Dovercourt’s library on the night of the robbery. The dwarf had appeared as though
from nowhére, and had disappeared liuaia as strangely. Yet Sir Akbar had been there all the
tiine—presumably unconscious, after being attacked by the dwarf.

It was Nelson Lee’s theory that Sir Akbar Laldhi and the hideous dwarf were one and the
same ! And it was such a revolutionary theory that Nelson Lee could not possibly breathe a
word of it to anybody in authority. “He would only be laughed at for his pains. Indeed, he
would be more than laughed at—ho would be severely censured. For it was not a light thing to
voice such allegations against a friendly Ambassador,

And it was Lee’s object to-night to make a few private investigations, For some days experts
had been working hard to locate the position of the secret broadcasting station which had been
sending out the queer, guttural messages. Every scientific device had been utilised, and the
experts had declared that the broadeasting station was located in one certain area. They had
narrowed down the search to a square mile or so in the neighbourhood of Regent’s Park.

And Sir Akbar Laldhi’s house was in this very region !

Perhaps a coincidence—perhaps something more, Nelson Lee was anxious to verify his
Buspicions,

standing in its own grounds. 'There was only a comparatively small garden, and along
one side there was a high wall.
Lee examined the position with some care before taking any action. No lights wero
showing anywhere. The household, it seemeod, had gone to bed.

The park stretched dark and silent on the other side of the road. Occasionally, a taxi or a
private car would hum along, but there were no pedestrians. The February night was cold
and bitter. As Lee paused under the wall, taking a Jast look up and down, he heard the wind
Buu%}ing round the house and through the leafless trees.

With one light spring he rcached the top of the wal, slithered over, and dropped like a cat
mto the garden. ere he paused for a full minute, taking stock of his surroundings.

He could dimly see a small lawn, and some neatly-kept flower bods. He particularly wished
to avoid leaving any footprints—for although they would not be his own footprints, since he
was wearing dilapidated shoes two sizes too large for him, he nevertheless had no desire to leave
any marks of his coming and going.

He moved out from the shadow of the bushes which grew against the wall, and he took par-
ticular stock of the house roof. So far as he could see, there was no wireless aericl of any kind.
Not that this signified anything in these days of powerful indoor aerials, and cunningly camouflagerl
outdoor aserials,

If this house was occupied by a respectable ambassador, there was not much to fear in the way
of burglar alarms or traps. But if, on the other hand, Sir Akbar Laldhi was something mero
than he professed to be, this house, innocent though it looked, might contain a few surprises.

Nelson Lee crossed the strip of lawn swiftly. He reached the wall of the house without a
sound. Lee’s movements when he went on a mission of this kind were as stealthy and as silent
ag those of a Red Indian, '

He edged his way round until he came opposite one of the windows. The darkness was not
absolute ; above, the moon was shining fitfully through a filin of clouds. Lee could faintly sce
the strong catch of the window. A modern eateh, of the burglar-proof type.

He went along the house to another window. Just the same. Finally, he edged his way
round to the rear. There was a poreh here over the French windows, wlich presumably led out
of the drawing-room. The French windows were very heavily secured, and there were drawn
curtains just behind the glass, inside. Lee came to the conclusion that he would stand more
chance with an upper window.,

With infinite skill he climbed the porch over the French windows, and within a few moments
he was standing on a stone ledge on the first floor. He found himself near a small window with
glazed glass. The bathroom, apparently.

Crouching on the sill, he collected one or two steel instruments from his pocket. Three minutes’
work, and the window yielded gently. He cautiously pushed it open, and slid through into the
blackness of the apartment.

*“ Well, we're in,” Lee told himself complacently.

He softly closed the window. Ono hand an his automatic, he pulled out a small electrie torch
with the other. Silently he moved a little slide over the bulb, so that only a tiny beam emerged
when he switched on, The beam was sufficient.  As he had expected, he was in the bathroom.
Releasing his finger from the torch switch, Nelson Leo tip-toed to the door and gently opened it,
Solemnly, from somewhere below, camne the steady * tick-tock ” of a grandfather clock. Other-
wise, everything weas silent.

Lee ventured to press the torch switch again, He saw a richly carpeted landing, with an orna-
mental pot of ferns near the balustrade of the stairs. There was an Oriental touch about the
pictures and the decorations. Just the type of thing that one would expect to see in the house
of the Balghanistan Ambassador.

Lee was pleased that he had been so cautious. Already he waa beginning to feel a little doubt
creeping into his mind, Perhaps, after all, Sir Akbar was above suspicion. In political circles
he was accepted as a man of singular charm-—n man of rare intelligence and culture, And as a
diplomat his name wes famous,

SIR AKBAR'S house in Regent’s Park was unpretentious. It was a quiet, detached dwelling,
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Nipper switched on his torch., A disreputable, tough-looking man was revealed creepinz aboul
in the corridor,

Lee was like a shadow as he advaneed along the corridor. He had hardly taken halt a dozen
s{eps, however, before he paused.  He was aware that his heart had suddonly sturtoed thumping
~and it toolk a lot to cause Nelson Leo's heart to alter the regularity of its beat,

In that sceond, Le knew that his suspicions had been well founded.

FFaintly, ditaly, miysteviously, he heard sounds:. A mutter of talk, queer and gattuweal, It
wias corning, unmiztakably, frora one of the rooms up this corridor ! )

The dotective gripped hiz automatic more tightly, and even withdeew it from Liz poslet,
More like a shadow than ever, he advanced, He located the door. ke placed Lis ear to it,

“ Ug-uez-zut-zot-z-2zue 1" enme the uncouth sounds. .

The same as before~~and always beguming and ending with the © ug-uz.”  Thoss unfathomaable,
meaningless souuds | Meauingless to Lee, but doubtless a vocal cote of some kind,

a
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And here, in the home of the Balghanistan Ambassador, these sounds were being made ! And,
moreover, Lee felt convineed that this was not a receiving station--but a broadeasting station !
He was listening to the real voice, and not to the electrical reproductions of a loud speaker.

Here was the proof he had sought !

The experts had tracked down the mystery broadcaster to this region—but never had they
suspected Sir Akbar Laldhi’s home. It was a far-reaching discovery on Lee’s part—a staggering,
stupendous revelation. For, at one and the same time, it involved Sir Akbar in the murder of
Mr. Robert Harding and the theit of the Harding specifications—and it associated him with
the hideous hunchback ! Was it possible that Nelson Lee's theory was right 7 Were Sir Akbar
Laldhi and the hunchback one and the same person ¥ This, however, was no time for fresh
theorising. Nelson Lee deeided that he would teke no action. That would be too risky. On
hiskﬂwn mitiative, he could do nothing. He knew the vital nature ef the issues which were at
stake.

No; he weuld make haste to inform the Air Minister—and, perhaps, the Home Secretary
and the Bcotland Yard authorities. This house must be raided, and with as little delay as possible !

Nelson Lee glowed with a triumphant satisfaction. It was good to discover that his theory,
incredible as it had seemed, was well-founded,

But Nelson Lee had not the slightest inkling, as he stood listening to those guttural soundas,
that somewhere in the darkness at the end of the corridor two evil, burning eyes were watching
his every movement.

Dacca the dwarf . . .

————

CHAPTER 3,
Dacea Defeated !

ELSON LEE was a man of sense. Having discovered what he had come into this house
N to eiscover, he lost no time in depafting.
There was nothing to be gained E»y remaining now—and a good deal to be lost. He
l 3kh&d escapad discovery, and yet every minute he spent within these walls was fraught
with risk.

He was intrigued by the tricky nature of the situation. A seeret, forbidden broadecasting
gtation within the premises of a friendly ambassador! This was an offence of the gravest possible
character—and it would have to be dealt with carefully. Nelson Lee ceuld picture tﬁa con-
sternation in government circles when he made his disclosure. 8ir Akbar Laldhi was looked
upon as & man of the strictest integrity ; it would come as a great blow for many diplomats to
realise that he was really a snake in the grass—a cunning, treacherous secret enemy.

For had be not possessed himself—either personally or through an agent—of the Harding
ppocifications ? A thief—a murderer! A man who did not hesitate to rob the Air Minister of
gecret plans.

This would be no ordinary charge, and Nelson Lee, as he made his way cautiously towards
the bathroom, fully understood the enormity of the secret that he carried in his heart.

He even wondered if the authorities would take the drastic action necessary, Many pnliticians,
he knew, were anxious about the Balghanistan situation, Yet this matter could not be shelved ;
it could not be ignored. The presence of this secret broadcasting station, in Sir Akbar Laldhi’s
house, conclusively proved that he was a cunning enemy of Britain.

Lee reached the bathroom, and climbed through the window. Ife moved noiselessly across

the strip of garden, dropped over the wall, and walked away.
And behind him, unsuspected, trailed Dacca the dwari !

off down one of the quiet, unfrequentod thoroughfares.
Never for an instant did he forget his réle ; he played
the part, even though it was not now necessary for him
to do so.

His thoughts were centred upon Lord Dovercourt as he
walked. He remembered that tho Air Minister had been attend.
ing some big function this cveming. It was just about one
a.m. now—and his lordship would hardly have arrived home
yet. It was a late function. And the circumstances were o
exceptional that Lee felt that he was justified in approaching
the Air Minister without delay—even without taking the trouble
to remove his disguise. Lord Dovercourt lived in Devonshire
Street—quite close by. It was not more than five minutes’
walk, at the most.

A shadowy figure leapt over an adjacent wall—a monstrous figuve of menace. It came over
without touching the wall itself—a vile thing which leapt with a kangaroo-like action,

Dacca had acted. '

His object was clear. He was springing on Nelson Lee from behind—his claw-like hands
ready, to cluteh Lee by the throat, is idea was to pull Lee down, to choke the life out of him
before he could utter a single cry.

But quick as Dacca was, Nelson Leo was quicker,

NELSON LEE was calm and thoughtful as he slouched

B
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His mission over, he was none the less alort. His every sense was keenly on the stretch:
and he heard the faintest of sounds as that figure leapt over the wall, With the instinct of self-
preservation, Lee twirled round, leaping sideways at the same moment. He saw the thing in
mid-air, and up came Nelson Lee's right fist, his fingers clenched.

Crash |

It was one of the neatest uppercuts imaginable. It was not so easy to catch Nelson Lee napping.
And Dacca, the dwarf, in spite of his animal-like strength, was conquered. That one blow was
sufficient. "

It had all the power of Nelson Lee's shoulder behind it : in addition, Dacca himself had been
dropping, thus doubling the efiect of the mighty punch. His ugly, repulsive head went back,
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' a gur'gﬁng grunt cameo from his throat. He thudded violently to the hard pavement, and sprawled

there in a horrid heap.

“Phew ' Rather hotter than I like,” muttered Nelson Lee.

He rubbed his knuckles, for they ached. His whole arm had been {arred. He wondered if
he had broken the dwarf's neck., He rather believed he had. Lee bent down to examine his
attacker, but paused. Footstepa sounded close at hand.

“ What's all this ? " demanded a stern, gruff voice.

A beam from an electric lantern shot out, and hovered over Lee’s disguised, unshaven face..
The light descended to the face and figure of the fallen dwarf.

“ Gosh ! " ejaculated the startled constable,

“ Not exnctly an oil-painting, is he ? "' asked Lee.

“ What's your game ? ' demanded the constable, taking a firm hold on Lee’s shoulder. * No
monkey-tricks, mind ! I'm g,ning to charge you with assault——-""

“ Not this time, constable,” broke in Nelson Lee. * You need to hold that man on the ground
—not me. He is a very dangerous criminal i

“ A dangerous criminal, eh ?”’ interrupted the constable. *“ And what do you think you
are ! What's the idea of talking like Lord Tom Noddy ? "

‘“ Have o look at this,” said Lee quietly.

He took out a wallet from a secret inner pocket, and the constable’s eyes bulged when he beheld
a little official badge, one that had been especially granted to Nelson Lee by the authorities. At
tho same moment Lee pulled off his tousled wig.

“‘Why, Mr. Lee, I never dreamed it was you | " said the policeman, startled and awed. “ Sorry,

sir.

“Don’t apologise,’ smiled Nelson Lee. ' You were only doing your duty.”

* I ought to hlave recognised your voice, sir—I've met you before,” said the policeman, with
self-reproach.

* This man tried to kill me just now, and I was lucky enough to get home a blow that knocked
him out,’ went on Lee. “ I fancy he’ll be a valuable prisoner, so you'd better hold him tightly.
I'd advise you to whistle for another constable, too. When this tellow recovers, be'll give you
some trouble. He's got the strength of five ordinary men,’
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‘“ Right you are, sir,” nodded the constable, blowing his whistle.

He pulled out rome handcufts, and snapped them over Dacca’s wrists.

“If I'm wanted during the next half-hour, you'll probably find me with Lord Dovercourt,
at his home in Devonshire Street,” said Lee. * However, 1 don't think vou’ll need me. All I
want vou to do is to put this man in the cells, and hold him. In the morning we shall know
hatt;?; what to charge him with. Do you understand ? "

*“*Yes, sir.”

Two other oconstables arrived a moment later, puffing and breathless, And within a very
vhort time Dacca the dwarf, secure in the grip of the law, was carried off.

e

CHAPTER 4
Murder |

ACCA was deposited in a cell at a near-by police-station.
The case was an exceptional one, and there was no formal charge against this prisoner.
In the first place, Nelson Lee was not there to make any charge, and in the second place,
Dacca was uneonscious,

*“ Better lock him up for the night,” said the station-sergeant. when he had heard the surprising
itory. ‘' Wonder what Mr. Lee will do next ? I dare say we shall know all about it in the morning.”

* Think this bird needs a doctor ? " asked one of the constables. -

" He needs a beauty specialist more than a doctor,”” grunted the sergeant, as he looked at the
anconscious prisoner, * Glory | What a dial ! Take him away before I lose my appetite !

So Dacca found himself in a cell. The handecuffs had been removed. and as the policoman’s
neavy footfalls faded awnay down the stone passage, Dacca sat upright on the hard little bed.

Consciousness had fully returned to him.

ladeed, he had been more or less conscious ever since his arrest. There had been no mistalke
sbout that blow of Lee’s—it had completely knocked the dwarf out—but although his senses
nad trickled baek to him nearly from the first, he had feigned unconsciousness.. He could never
1ave got away from those policemen in his partially-recovered state.

Now it was different.

He was himself again—and he remembered, with a growing sense of fear, that Nelson Lee Lad
gone to see the Air Minister ' He had overheard that remark of Lee’s and he knew that therc was
no time to be lost.

Hideous though he had been in the charge-room, he now became positively demoniac. His
misshaped frame shook and quivered as ho got to the floor from the Eed. The intensity of ius
fury was awe-inspiring, And with that fury came an additional ssrength—a frenzy of strength.

He went over to the cell window, with its strong iron bars.  He setzed one of the bars, his u,r_rlir
hrown face beeame more contorted than ever: his muscles rippled and stood out like whipcord.
One of the bars twisted, bent, and came away like thin wire. Another followed. :

The powers of this man were stupendous. This was not human strength—but superhuman.
It was phenomenal-—terrible.

He wormed his way up, squeezed through. and saw thut there was an alley down below—as.drop
of ten feet. He hung on to the windowsill and dropped. Almost as Iigf;tlg as an animal he
landed, and recovered his balance. A swift glance up and down the alley showed him that he was
alone and unobserved.

A change eame over him.

A staggering, unbelievable change. First of all, he seomed to twist himself into a knot : then,

radually, he unwound, becoming taller and slimmer, and upright. The hump smoothed itself out
rom his baeck, his features lost their hideous .epulsiveness, and became normal. The deep
brown colour. caused by the folding and wrinkling of the skin changed to a wmuch lighter
brown. Ewven his very clothing altered. A pull here, and a tug there. und he was dressed in a
commonplace lounge suit. But it only lc}nkedpemmnnnplac{a—acbually. it was a cunningly-dey sed
guit.

Thus, within a minute, the transformation was complete. This hideous dwarf had changed hiin-
sclf into a handsome, well-set-up man !

But the effort had cost him & great deal. He leaned against the wall, utterly unable to move for
some moments. He breathed heavily. as though with complete exhaustion. The effort of ** changing
back »’ was evidently a supreme one. '

He walked unsteadily for a few yards, and then became more firm. When he emerged from the
alley, he was ealm and eollected. He had not dared to venture forth into the open street as Dacca
the dwarf. He never did do so. That character was only reserved for very special occasions.
And he was furious with himself for having blundered so badly. He—Dacca—had allowed Nelson
Lee to best him !

He turned into one of the busier thoroughfares, and immediately beheld a belated taxi-cab.
He hailed it.

" Devonshire Street,”” he said sharply.

He was there within a few minutes, and he ealled the cab to a halt fifty yards frem Lord Dover-
court’s house. He waited until the cab had turned the corner, and then he advanced,

He knew the library window. He went down a narrow side street. It was empty Ordinarily,
he would never have risked a move of this kind ; but the need was vital. He leapt up to the
windowsill, pulled himself up, and crouched there. He placed his ear to the cold window paxe,
and voices reached hine
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“It 13 almost incredible, Mr. Lee,” Lord

Dovercourt was saying. * Forgive me for 1
casting & doubt on your story, but what am 1 YOU CAN WIN
to say ? Sir Akbar Laldhi is an honourable

gentloman : ho is the most charming Ambass- THIS FINE BIKE !

ador that Balghanistan has ever sent us, Ie
is & man of the utmost——-"

“ 1 have already told you, Lord Dovercourt, B w»
what I found in Sir Akbar’s houze,”” said Leeo T B e T 8
quietly, “ I urge you to take immediate B 0L A o
action. There is a sccret broadeasting station in
that house—and need I point out the signifi-
cance of that ! It was becauso my boys picked
up one of these secret broadeasting stations
that we got on the track of Mr. Harding. Im-
mediately afterwards, you wero robbed of the
Harding specifications, Sir Akbar himself was
here at tho time. I tell you, he is hand in
¢love with theso murderers and robbers.”

“I don’t know what to do, Mr. Lee,” ejacu-
lated the Air Minister. ** Frankly, I ain abso-
lutely at my wits’ end, This thing is—is
stupendous ! I dare not take any action with-
out consulting the Prime Minister and tho
Home Secretary. 1f only you had somo definito
proof, Mr. Leo, it would be different. While X
do not doubt your word o

“I do not ask you to accept my word,”
Lroke in Lee. “ You have only to examine Sir

Albar’s house, and you will find tho necessary e j

evidence, I would like to add that I have a S o R B e R

strong conviction that Sir Akbar Laldhi and ‘

this dwarf are ono and the same.” Turn to Pnge:’22 fmd 2_3 for details,
““ Good heavens, Mr, Leo ! " Don’t miss this

“It sounds far-fotched and impossible, but
ilio facts are excoedingly signiﬁcant?" continued WONDERFUL OPPORTUN[TY!
Leo grimly. “‘I shall be most interested to know : ‘
if Sir Alkbar is at home to night-—and we can
Lnow this if a raid is made."

““ A raid ! said the Air Minister, in horror,

“ If Sir Akbar proves to be missing, the inference will bo significant—-if not entirely conclusive,”
continuwed Lee. 1 will grant that the whols problem is ticklish z

* A mild word, Br., Lee—an utterly inadequale word,” broke in the Air Minister. “ When
yvou talk of a raid, you terrify me. It simply cannot be dono! You forget that this man is the
Balghanistan Ambassador. We cannot raid his premises—such a thing would be an international
outrage.” j

“ 1 amn not sugposting that Sir Akbar's iouse should bo reided as a night-club is raided,” said
Lee. * There are other ways."”

** I will telephone to the Chief Comnmissioner of Police,” gaid Lord Dovercourt hastily., * He will
be able to advise me, Wait, Mr. Leo.”

Heo went to the telephono ; he lifted the receiver from its hook, and placed it to his ear. Not a
sound could he hear. He jgbbed the hook up and down, but tho lino was dead.

*The tolephono is out of order,” he said testily, * Upon my word ! Whenovor the telephione
is urgently noedod—"

** Let mo come ! ™ intorrupted Lee sharply.

He took the instrument, and listened for a moment.

““ I wonder !"" he muttered.

“ You—you moan—"

Lord Dovercourt paused, hardly knowing what hio did moan. Nelson Les was grim. Was
this a coincidence, or had the enomy alrcady taken action * 1f so, how ? Leoo did not know it,
but the telephone wire ran down the wall, outside, fairly close to the library window,

“ T will go straight to Scotland Yard,” said Lee abruptly.

Ho was out of patience with the Air Minister. Lord Dovercourt was 8 member of the Cabinet,
and, no doubt, & brilliant man, but he was not capable of dealing with & situation lile this,

* You cannot do botter, Mr. Lee,” he said huskily. ** Go to Scotland Yard-—and see what they
say. I shall not rest until I hear something further.” :

Leo went off at onco, and as Benson was letting him out through the front door, Daceca tho
dwarf forced open the library window, and got in.

And now ho was Dacea again—he had shrunken, the hump had appearod on hiz baclk, and his

face was leathery and wrinkled and hideous. With ons movement he whisked tho heavy
curtains aside, and he saw Lord Dovercowt standing with his back to himi, One spring took the

r
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hideous dwarf on to his viesim. He landed
on the unfortunate Air Minister's baek—Ilike
some clinging, ela ming beast. Lord Dover-
ecourt gave eone choking ery—but only one,
Then he was borne to the floor, with Daeca’s :
fingers round ks throat. .-

A
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AR PR
ENSON elesed the door after Nelron Lee : '“ima“'ﬁlﬁ
B had gone, and as he did so he thought s d e

he heard a ery from the library. RO SR Ly o ol it

He hurri there, hesitated for a I BRI A L WA ,%%gﬁm

mowment outside the door, and then tapped.  JOSMLEVINAENA S 1) N 778" <
o reply eame. He tapped again, a fear grip- Lk ,.//:"{ 77 / e
ping at his heart. Then he opened the door— e, : i/ . el

arxl was just in time to eatch a glimpse of a
shadowy figurelvanishing through the eurtams
by the window.

And there, stretehed on the floor, was the

crumpled, purple-faced figure of Lord Dover- W0, ; s ‘
court—dead ! s Gl AN \s %7/
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The Double Transformation ! | ~ e N

Naeca had aceomplished his dread
work even while Nelson Lee was being
shown out of the house. And by the

time the detective had progressed only a short,
way down Devonshire Street, Dacca was out
again, bent upon further mischief.

If he had had amy doubts regarding the
identity of that frowsy, down-at-heel stranger,
thiose doubts were now set at rest. He knew
that he was dealing with Nelson Lee !

He kmew, moreover. thas swift, drastic
action was necessary The situation was
desperate. That Daeca realised the vital
nature of it was proved by the fact that he had
80 ruthlessly murdered Lord Dovereourt.

Now he loped down the dark atreet like some
horrid animal He was only & short distance
kehind Nelsom Lee.

Lee knew nothing of his impending danger.
His one thought, just now, was to find a taxi.
He would probably get one in she more frequented thoroughfares. Alert as he was, he saw no
reason why he should be afraid of any fresh attack from the rear. He believed that Dacca was
safely im a police-station cell.

The slightest of sounds behind him made Lee half-turn. He was just in time to sec o black
figure hurtling out of the darkness. He threw up his hands to pratect himself—but he was a shade
too late

Daceca was on his baek, and Lee stumbled forward, tripped, and fell upon his kneea. Claw-like
fingers were round his throat. The deteetive did not ery aloud for help. He was unable to make
any sounds, except a few choking gasps. And the strength of his assailant was prodigious. Lee
wasg held down, with Daceca's knees pressed against hir arms. He caught a momentary glimpse of
the Indeous face over him, but already his senses were beginning to reel. The pressure increased
until finally the detective became limp and inert. The dwarf relaxed his fingers a trifle, half
suspecting a trick. He placed his own face elose to Lee’s. and he was satisfied that his victim had
really lapsed into unconsciousness,

" 8o, my friend ' " muttered Dacea. * Not twice can you evade me | "

He twisted round, swingg Nelson Lee’s limp body acrosa his own shoulders. Then he slid off
into the darkness.

“Safe! " he breathed exultantly. ' Dovercourt is dead, and this interfering dog is in my
hands ! Not another soul knows of what has happened. Yes, I'm safe now ! "

It was Decea who had cut the telephone wires. He had been in time to avert any real
catastrophe. Nelson Lee had made discoveries at the house in Regent’s Park, and Lee had spoken
to nobody ef those discoveries except Lord Dovercourt.

The Air Minister was dead—and Lee himself was a prisoner . There would be no raid now, no
ingquiry. The murder of Lord Dovercourt would be a baffling mystery to the pelice ; and as for
Néllaon Lee—Dacoa had certain plans with regard to Nelson Lee |

Fl"HE whele thing was s0 horribly quick.
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Dacea’s cunning, evil brain had been at work whilst his fingers had entirclod Nolson Lee's throat.
This brown man wad no ordinary eriminal, In his way, lie was a genius,

Ho quessed what- would happen if Nelson Lee failed to return to tho Detective Academy. Thera
was Nipper. And thero were the other boys, Dacca did not make tho mistake of dismissing
them with contempt. It was these boys who had started tho wholo investigation ; thoy had been
the first to arrive at that old house in Romford ; they lhad witnessod the murder of Harding, 1t
would never do to ignoro thom.

And Dacea, with his quick brain, saw a means, here, of seltling not only with Nelson Los but
with evory othor member of the Detective Academy ! ITé would make one clean sweep. And he
would do it in a manner after his own heart, He would onjoy him=oli to-night—ho would gain somo
measure of rovengoe for that devastating blow which lee Lad dealt hin !

Fl

1T, some ghoul of the
7 dark 18, Dacc
/ 9 Nelson Lee's right fist came up I J 1;;,{,:;“& “,EL;{J:
N in a devastating upper-cut. seont’a Patle, Hi
A/é%% Dacca, the dwarl, fook the blow 1urde Rtg,f,n s . L2
///,Zf/;/; : wrden might bhave been a
Z’;-’ﬁff’%’: on his chin, and he staggersd ack of straw, for all tho
7 ‘/{’%’/}F i, back with a gurgling grunt.  effort it cost Liim to carry it.

/%%WU 7

No other man  living,

/ oy perhaps, could have dealt
/7 LAY ;"ff l P op - withh Nolson Lee as Dacen
; 7 o had dealt witls him. Lee was

. f
,?ffffﬁl
/5/ 7 @MJ f 1l t difficul
/ A 7 ong of the most diflicult mer
,‘W o -‘?"%: //’//2/'; to turkl@—-ﬁiiui Cm't:‘iinly ﬁnf:
-""‘5-:“;1 =

i .
"""" 4 — of tho most difiicult men to
conquer,

%
=N
But there was something

—— T

inhuman  about this ugly
dwarf. Ho was a phenomo-
nou, Not only was he cap-
able of changing his whole
eppearance by that extra.
ordinary muscular twist-
ing and contorting, but lie
was possessed of an agility
and a brute strength which
were most terrifying and awe-
inspiring,  Added to theso
gifts, Dacca possessed an
abnormal brain—a maoster
brain,

Having reached Regent's
Park, tho dwarf turned into
the gateway of one of the
houses. It was the housoe of
Sir Akbar Laldhi, the Balg-
hanistan Ambassador !

Dy this time, Nelson Leo
was showing signs of roturn-
ing to consciousness, The
famous detectivo was feeling
decidedly groggy. Hiz
throat felt as though a steel
band was gripping it. It
was bruised and swollen,

Dacea  saw  that his
risoner was recovering : and
10 was taking no chances,
The first thing ho did after
% — B potting indoors was Lo use
S B < a little spraying instrument.

< With this he projected a

%
PR et
=" b

fine, pungent spray over
——— Nelson Lee's face, and within
- a few moments the great
detective lapsed again into
complpte oblivion,

Nelson Loo had been talken
imto & room on the ground
floor. 1t was an ordinarily-
furnishod living-room—
sumptuous and comfortable.

-—
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Dacea gazed upon his vietim with burning, glowing eyes after he had set the spraying instrument

aside.

" Yes' he muttered. ' It will be easy.’

He nodded as though he had coms to some sudden decision,
himself Once again he went through those ghastly contortions—his hum
his limbs straightened, his face smoothed itselfi out. He became—Sir Akbar Laldhi !
Balghanistan Ambassador and Dacca the dwarf were indeod one and the same.

" untwisted

o regarded Lee’s tattered ciothing—his wig—his unkempt figure.

Aud gradually, painfully, he
vanished,
Tho

Nelson ILee’'s

guspicion that sueh was the case had not been so wildly fantastic, after all !

The transtormation process took some seconds, and when it was over this extraordinary man sank
into a chair. breathing hard. Apparently, it was easy enough for him to become Dacca ; but it

cost him a supreme eifort to return to Sir Laldhi.

At length he rose to his feet, and, walking across the room, he touched a bell.
two men appeared. They were brown men, like himself—only darker in colour.

of Balrhanistan,

Sir Akbar pointed to the prisoner, giving some instructions in his own language.
The two men obeyed their orders. They removed Nelson Lee’s wig, and then

down and waited.

He seemed utterly worn out.
Within a minute
They were men

Then he sat

thev proceeded to strip him of all his outer clothing. These articles were placed on a chair, handy,
an:! L.ee was wrapped in an old bath robe, propped in a chair, and bound to it with ropes.

Sir Akbar dismissed his assistants,
Thore was no secrecy here,
wns In the know =~

Indeed, it was evident that every one of the ambassador’'s staff
They were all hand-in-glove with their Chief ; they were part anel parcel

of that same grim organisation which was mixed up in the secrot broadcasting signals, the mur-
ders of Mr. Harding and the Air Minister, and, perhaps, the mysterious disappearances of the

Indian mail air iners.

[n this big conspirncy, Sir Akbar Laldhi had many ;
They, perhaps, knew ihat if they failed in their duty they would be put to

served under him.
death immediately.
Now ! muttered Sir Akbar.

helpers. He could trust every-man who

He quickly undressed, and then he donned the clothing that had been taken froma Nelson

Lee. is figure was upright and slim.
similar to Nelson Lee’s.

Once dressed, he unlocked a cupboard, and took out a box.
Sir Akbar now proved himself to be an artist of consummute

for use in the art of make-up.
skill

I e o e o e o e e b o o o B o

Jokes irom readers wanted tor this feature !

a prize! A handsome

or a penknife. Address your fokes to :

Did He Do It?

*Tell your boss that I have come to see
him,” said the huge six-footer, bursting open
the door of the clerk’s office. “ My name’s
Daniels.”

The clerk, a puny little fellow of five feet
nothing, gazed in alarm at the visitor.

“You're Mr. Dansels ¥” he ex-
claimed. *‘ How very awkward | "

“Awkward?! What do you
mean ? Isn't the bossin 7"

“Yes. but I’ve go% orders to
throw you out!"
(A handsome gilt watch has been

awarded to H. Lockley, 41, Kirkby
Road BarweH, Leicester,)

11 you
know of a good rib tickler send it along now—and win (4
watech will be awarded each
week to the sender of the best joke ; all other readers
whose efforts are published will receive a pocket wallet
‘“ Smilers,’’
Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street. London, E.C:4.

Now that he was Sir Akbar again, his figure was very

This box contained everything

B i e R R . b b b ST S ———

- An Excellent Suggestion !

Jonea: “ You know, I'm a wonderful
fellow. If ever I undertake to do a
job, I always throw myself into it ;.
hence my success in all things.”

Jenkins (bored at the other’s swank) :
“Is that so ? Well, why not dig a well 7’

potket wallet has been awarded to
E. 8. Miine, 9, Coutties Wynd, Forfar,
Scotland.)

Foughtiul Fellow !

A little boy was sent down to buy a
haddock. The fishmonger asked the
youngster if he would like a finnan.

“No,” said the boy; “I fink I'd better
take a fick "un, 'cos there's a lot of us.”

(A penknife has been awarded to F. Dawkins,
04 Crosscliffe Street, Manchester.

And That Pulled Him Up!

The Accused : "I was not going
thirty miles an hour. Not even
twenty, nor ten. In fact, when the
officer came up I was almost at a
standstill.”

Magistrate : “ Oh, well, I must
stop this, or you'll be backing into
something. Forty shillings.”

(A penknife has been awarded to
% Pilcher, 129, New Streel, Ashford,
end.)
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With the unconscious Lee in front of him as a model, he proceeded to make himself into an
exact replica. Skilfully, cleverly, he treated his face until it was precisely the right colouring;
then he manufactured, inch by inch, an unkompt, stubbly beard. Ho counterfeited the eyebrows,
the shapo of the nose—overything. Finally, he took the wig which Nelson Lee had been wearing,
and donned it himself.

The effcct was startling,

Sir Akbar Laldhi had become Nelson Lee. Not Nelson Lee himself, but Nelson Lee in the
character of the unkempt tramp! Tho detective bad played right into his enemy’s hands—
unconsciously.  For it would have been difficult, if not impossible, for Sir Laldhi to impersonate
Nelson Lee in his own personality. But it was a comparatively simple matter for him to dupli-
cate this uncouth ragamuffin,

There was only one possible flaw in the plan which Sir Akbar now proposed to put into eficct.
Had any of the boys of the Deteclive Academy seen Nelson Leo in his disguise ?  If not, matters
might bo awlkward.

But Sir’Akbar was optimistic. He felt certain that Nipper, at least, would know of Nelson
Leo's proposed jaunt. In any case, it was a matter which could only be decided by a porsonal
visit. '

Again Sir Akbar called in his servants., Ho gave them fresh instructions, indicating Nelson
Lee once or twice. These men were impassive and calm : they expressed no surprise at seeing
their master in such a strange get-up. They proceeded to carry out their orders, and they removed
Nelson Lee from the room.

Sir Akbar let himself out tlhirough a side door, crossed the garden, and climbed the wall. Ile
did not risk taking a taxi, but walked, slouchingly and yet swiftly. And his footsteps took him
in the direction of Gray's Inn Road.

It was not a long walk, and whon he errived at Nelson Lee's chambers he calmly inserted a
latch-key, and let himself in, It was all remarkably simple. Luck was with him to-night.

CHAPTER 6.
The Trap !

IPrin ahruil}lly sal up in Led.
N Heo had heard a faint croak from the corridor, and he was alert on the instant, He
Liad been dozing, on and off, but since Nelson Lea’s departuro he had not had any sound

sleep. Although he had not worried about his  guv'nor,"” ho had certainly folt a twinge
or two of uncasiness.

R

Some Cake !

Housewife (to tramp): * Well,
my man, and how did you like
that cake I gave you yesterday 7

Tramp: “All right, but it
brought back old memories.”

Housdwifo : ** Of your home ¢ "

Tramp: “No, breaking stones at coal back hore t "
Dartmoor.” ‘Coalman: “ No; he said if it was

(A pocket wallct has been awarded ; _ anything like the last lot, I'd bet-
to J. H, Weuver, 62, Farmer Road, Leyion.) ter throw it on to the fire,

Too True !
Boss (to Coalman): “Did yon
take the coal round to Mr.Jones ¢ "

Coalman : “ Yes, sir; but when
I got there his house was on fire.”

Boss: “ That's unfortunate. I
suppose he told wvou to bring the

{ (A pocket wallet has been awarded to R. Hardy,
He Sure Said - Muuth!u‘l ! Nelson Hotel, Salisbury.)
The omnibus was just erossing London
Bridge, and an American who was travelling His Chief Concern !
on it turned to the conductor and said : .
“ What's the name of this stream, bo 7™ Mother (anxiously watching her little boy
The conduetor looked first surprised and then | gating at dinner) : * My dear child, you must
indignant, " not eat your pudding so quickly.”
“Why, darn moe if the Dblessed radiator _
hasn't sprung a leak again ! " ho replied. ' Small Child : “ Why not, mummy 7"

(A poclet wallet has becn awarded to L, Russell,

8, Constitution Hill,Gravesend.) Mother : * Deceuse it’s dangerous. I once

| knew o lLittle boy about your ago w]mdwas
eating his pudding quickly, like you, and he
. Mlsunderstuudil ' became ill and died before ho had finished it.”

The regiment was marching over a bridge

which spanned a decp riyer. Pat, the Irishinan, Small Child (with much concern) : ** And what

fell out of the ranks to look over. did they do with tho rest of his pudding,

“Iall in, Pat ! " roared the oflicer. mumiy ? " .

“Too deep, sir !" replied Pat. ‘
(A penknife has been awarded to G, Adcock, (A pocket wallet has been awarded to M. Isracl,

25, Arbury Road, Cambridge.) | 31, Pandora Road, Hampstead, London.)
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He slipped out of bed, donned his dressing-gown, which he had left handy, and pulled on his
slippers. He went to the door, softly opened it, and passed out. Nobody was within sight,
but a chink of light was coming from the door of Nelson Lee’s bedroom, which was ajar,

* Oh, good egg ! "' muttered Nipper, with relief.

He went to Lee’s bedroom, pushed the door open, and beheld a frowsy, unsavoury figure over
by the dressing-table. The figure turned, and for a moment the pair stood, looking at one
another,

“ You got back all right, then, guv'nor 7’ asked Nipper. * Everything all serene 7 ”

Sir Akbar Laldhi smiled. That one remark of Nipper's had told him all that he wanted to
know, For it was obvious to him that Nipper had seen Nelson Lee in disguise before the de-
tee!tive had gone out upon his mission. Nipper, seeing Sir Akbar, immediately mistook him for
Nelson Lee.

Indeed, it would have been difficult for Nipper to avoid making this mistake. Only a single
shaded light was glowing, and he would probably have been deceived even if all the lights of the
room had been switched on. For Sir Akbar’s impersonation of the disguised Lee was well njgh
gcrfecb. Nipper had been expecting Lee to come back like this, so everything was as it should

“ You ought te be asleep, young 'un,” said Sir Akbar sternly.

“ I've had one or two naps, guv nor, but I couldn’t sleep properly until you got back,” said
Nipper. ' What's happened ! You might be a pal, you know, and tell me where you went,
and what you did."”

Sir Akbar was freshly gratified. Nipper hadn’t even known the exact nature of Nelson Lee’s
enterprise. This made the impostor’s task all the easier. His voice was an astoundingly clever
imitation of Nelson Lee’s.

“TI'll tell you this, Nipper,”” he said briskly. *' I've met with success to-night—undreamed-of
success.”

“ By Jove! What have you found out, sir 1’ asked Nipper eagerly. ~

*“1 won't tell you now, but if you are in the mood for work, young 'un, I've got plenty for
you to do,” said Sir Akbar.

“I'm your man!” said Nipper promptly.

The intruder chuckled.

I knew that I could rely upon you, Nipper,” he said pleasantly. “ Well, I not only need
you, but all the others, as well.”

“You mean the lot—Fenton and Browne, and Handforth and Pitt, and everybody 1"

“ Everybody,” said Sir Akbar, nodding.

"My bat! Then it must be something big =

“You can take my word for it that it is,” said Sir Akbar. “I'll go along and awaken all
the youngsters.” _

= ?u’d better not, guv'nor,” said Nipper, shaking his head. * They’ll probably jump on you
at sight,

“What on earth i

“ They haven’t scen you in that get-up,’

)

grinned Nipper. *‘ Nobody on earth would recognise
you—tnd Handforth, in particular, would land you one on
tho nose before you cou]dpe-ven put your bands up. Better
let me go and rouse them, sir.”

** All right, perhaps it would be as well,” agreed the falso
Nelson Iee.

He was pleased. He bad learned another point. Only
Nipper had seen the disguised IL.ee. FKEasier and easier !
The rest would naturally be warned of ' Lee's” appear.
ance, by Nipper, and thus they would take Sir Akbar for
granted as sooin as they saw him. This thing was really
ridiculously easy.

*“ Where are we going, sir, anyhow ? ”* asked Nipper, with-
out a suspicion of the truth.

* Never mind that now,” replied the other. “ I have
made certain discoveries which lead me to suspect a certain
house on the outskirts of London. I can give yon details
later, I am determined to raid this house: but it will be
- _ entirely unofficial, and the police must not be brought into jt,”

So you are going to use the academy ? "
‘ Exactly.”
. That's the stuff, guv’nor ! “-—enthusia.atiea.llz. “That’s just what we’re here for !
Hurry and tell the boys,” said Sir Akbar. * They must get dressed as quickly as possible,
and then congregate in the Common Room. I will join them as soon as you let me know that
all are present.’
:: I_sugposa you'll take off that disguise in the meantime, guv’'nor ? "
No, I shall go just as I am,” replied Sir Akbar. ** It will suit my purpose better."”

“How shall we journey out 7 "

" By car,” said Sir Akbar. * We shall need three—-"

. Yours and Browne's and Handforth’s ought to be enough,” interrupted Nipper. I say,
this is going to be exciting.”
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ALL ABOUT THIS WEEK’S FREE GIFT!

Strong and reliable—ihose are (he lwo most important factors where a calapull
1s concerned.  The splendid tndoor calapult which is presented lo all readers of
1he NELSON LEE this week possesses both these qualities. The elastic 1s particu-
larly strong, giving toe calapuit a veally long range. Youw'll be able 1o have
heaps of sport with it, Challenge all your pals lo a coniest—and the NELSON LEE
catapult will do ils part towards making you the victor ! ,

And now don't forgel ihat there’s another splendid Free Gift coming along with
stext week’s 1ssue of the Old Paper. Order your copy now and so make sure of

gelitng your
“KAZOO” HUMMER.

. = =

“You really haven't any idea exactly how exciting it will be,” said the other, with an
irony which was lest upen Nipper.

O Nipper went off, eager and thrilled. Not only had Lo fallen into the trap, but he was

S going to lead all the other boys of the Detective Academy into the same trap! And gho

was to blame him ¥ Nipper was a smart youngstor, but he would have needed to be a
magician and a thought-reader to see through this cunning ftricl.,

There wasn't a single false note to roveal to him the real truth. He had scen Leo go out, and—
go he thought—he had soon Lee when he had got back. And this supposed raid was quite a
uatural outcomo of Lee's first mission, It was all logical.

Nipper went from bedroom to bedroom. He aroused Edward Oswald Handforth—bluf,
excitable, ever ready for a scrap—and his two faithful chwns, Church and McClure. Then Nipper
ronsed Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West, Reggie Ditt, Vivian Travers, Archio Glenthorne
Waldo, Trotwood, Browne, and Fenton. All of them were quickly awakened and told to dress.

Within seven minutes everybody was collocted in the cqmfortable Common Room. FEven
yvoung Willy Handforth and Ris two chums, Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon, were thore. Every-
body had turned out. Some were carelessly dressed, but this was a minor poiut.

There was a hush as ** Nelson Lee ” entored the Common Room,

“ Great Seott ! Who's this 7" breathed Handforth, in a startled voice.

“Dou’t be an asy, Handy,” said Nipper. I told you that Mr., Lee was in disguise, didn't
I :;, L E

“By George! 1'd forgotten!" said Handforth, with relicl.

Sir Akbar advanced a few steps into the room, and for & moment Lie stood looking at tho semi-
circle of youthiul figures.

“ Al here " he asked crisply.

“Yes, sir,” wont up a chorus. _

“(Cood ! " said Sir Akbar, ** Well, boys, there's some important work for you to-night. You
may judge the importance of it by tho fact that I have called you cut of your Leds at this un-
carthly hour.”

“We don't care, sir ! "’ said Reggie Pitt. “ Only too pleased.”

“ Absolutely | " said Archie Glenthorne, with enthusiasm. “ On the trail of tho blighting
crooks, what ? Odds thrills and hazards ! This is decidedly the stuff to give them ! "

Nobody noticod anything differont in ** Nelsou Lee’s " voice. Nobody suspocted that they
were ta'king to anybody but the famous detective, Sir Akbar's acling was perfect,

“Thero is no need for me to tell you much now,” said the impostor crisply. “ The sooner
we can get off, the botter. I will take my place in the leading car, and direot you to the scene of
action. It is an old house, well on the outskirts of London, lonely and isolated. This raid of
ours must be undoertaken in secret.”

Sir Akbar gave no details, he did not even say where the “ lonely old house ™ was situated.

Five minutes later the party was off.

It was divided into three sections, Nelson Leo's own car led the way, with ** Lee " and Nipper
aboard and several others, ‘T'hen came William Napoleon Browne's Morris-Oxford, fully packed.
And Handforth’s faithful Austin-Seven brought up the rear, equally overloaded.

The entire Detective Acadomy was off on this secret mission—or, to be more exact, tho entire
Detective Academy was being driven blindly into Sir Akbar Laldhi’s trap !

IR AKBAR himself was at the wheel of the leading car, and ho drove through Islington,

S Stoke Newington, and left London by means of Stamford Hill and Tottenham. Then
tho roule led out in the direction of Woodford and Epping Yorest.

Sir Akbar did not keep to the main road for long. After leaving Woodiord behind, he

turned into a comparatively quiet lane which led, apparently, into the heart of Epping Forest.

(Continued on page 24.)
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9 Finad Fickets OFFERED
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Here, lads, have you seen the stunning new competition offer we are making YOU? Just think of

it—six first-class

icycles, all ready for the road!

And then there are twelve tickets for the

Wembley Cup Final—which every boy wants to see! These are the grand prizes we offer you
and | am sure you will all agree that this is far too good an opﬁmrtunity to pass over. So it you
missed the opening set of puzzles, ask your newsagent to get last week's * Nelson Lee " (dated

February 15th) so that you can start in right away.

Allc{uu have to do to win one of the prizes is to solve four sets of easy puzzies. Here is the
t. In the goal, as you can see, are eight circles, and in each of them is a picture-puzzle
representing the name of a well-known foetballer.

gECon

set.

Now, what are those names ?

So as to make the contest absolutely fair and equal for everybody, we give belew a list of foot-
ballers’ names which contains the’answers to all this week's puzzles.

As you find the answers, write them IN INK, against the corresponding numbers on the entry
form given here, which you should then sign, also in ink. Now cut out the coupon and keep &t by
i{ou. together with the one given last week—until next week, when the third set of puzzles and the
i

st of names belongin

to them will appear.

The competition will last for four wecks only, and with the final set we shall give you full in-

structions for the sending in of your entries. The competition rules were given last week, and will
be reprinted later.
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THE HOUSE OF PATTERING FEET !
(Continucd from page 21.)

The countrysidoe was silent and dark on overy hand. The forest was a groat expanse ol silent,
brooding mysloery.

After several miles Sir Akbar brought his car to a standstill and switchied off the engine. ‘I'he
other two cars came up behind, and their drivers followed Siv Akbar's examplo. Al the lights
were switched off, too.

“What next, guv'nor ¥ " nshed Nipper engaﬂ;

“ Fetch all the others round,” said Sir Akbar, * I want to give my final instructions.”

Nipper noticed a tiny quivering note in the other’s voice, a note which Sir Akbar could not
control. It was not exagtly like Nelson Lee'’s and, for a socond, Nipper wondered. Perhaps ho
detected a false note thero; but, if s0, he was s0 excited at the prospect that he did not givo it
the consideration it deserved.

Ho subconseiously concluded that Nelson Lee himself was agox at the thought of this raid.
It accounted for the slight discrepancy in tho voice and the tone. Nomne of the other boys had the
slightest doubt of anything being wrong,

Timv gathored round blEHﬂl!{"bSlV, their hearts beating more rapidly than usual. This wasg
tho 1:.1111d of thing they had always hoped for. They were being used in ono of the Chiel’s big
cases !

‘ Now, boys, listen carefully,” said Bir Akbar, controlling his voico with an cffort.  “ A hundred
vards aluug this lano you will find & high wall.  Behind that high wall there is a big, sprawling,
rambling garden, That garden surrounds an old mansion, cue that has been allowed to drifs
into decay of lato years. You will see no lights, and you will think that the houso is empty.
But it isn't empty."”

* Who's there, guv-ney ? ” asked Nipper

“ The murderer of Mr. Robert Harding ! replied Sir Alkbar gri: uT* “He and his two assos
ciates, Thero are three of them altogether—thres desperato rogues,’

" By Goorge ! Let's get at 'em ! bE’!ld Handiorth, cleuching Lis E‘:-,Hs

“1s that dwarf in the house, sir 1 " asked Nipper.

“I faney so; in fact, I am cortain of it,”" replied the impostor. “ I want you all to realise,
boys, that this is a desperato mission. These men aro armed, they are dungerous., Any noisy
rush would be fraught with perili  This raid must be undertaken with oxtreno ﬂ"ﬂltiUIl.“

“Wouldn't it bo a frightfully good idea to leave Handy in charge of the cars t" murmured
Archie Clenthorne,

“You silly idiot | " fumed Hamlf{}t th.

“ Well, I mean, old boy, aren’t you inclined to be a bit excitable % said Archie. " You'll
give the wholo dashed show aw ay bofare tho balloon is due to go up.

“1 fancy we ean {rust Handy on this oceasion,” said Sir Akbar smoothly—much to Handiortl's
gratilication. ** He, like the rost of you, realises that there sk be no preliminary noiso. You
must all c'E:mh over this wall, and advance upon the house in absolutoe silence. The main thing
1s to geb i,

CHAPTER 1.
The Unmasking !

FEIALHDE old house stood gaunt and mysterious in the middle of its wilderness garden,

F 1t was a typical old English mansion of the Elizabethan type—a half-timbered structure,
picturesquo and quaint. In full daylight, no doubt, there was a certain charin about
the place, but at night it seemned sinister. 1t was mouldering into decay; in ong or

two places t{m red tiles had gone, rovealing tho rafters. And some of the upper windows wore
boarded up.

Irside the housp Nelson Leo was o prisoner.

He had been broucht hero post-haste by Sir Akbar’s men ; hie had arrived half an Lour befeoro
Sir Akbar and the bﬂ}ﬂ Aud now, after a period of mmnﬂﬂcmmnms, Lhe was in fuli posscssion
of his wits,

He had awakened to find himsolf lying full length on a hard floor. He was not bound in any
way. Thero wore no shoes on his fect, and he was dressed ounly in Lis underclothies and an old
bath-robe.

Fitful moonbeams were drifting in from some high, slit-like windows.

Nelson Lee did not feel annnyad with himself for having been captured by Dacca. What
was the good 1 That second attack by the dwarf had been unexpected, and Lee had been taken
unawares. His chief emotion was one of swprise. How was it that ho still lived t Why had
Dacea spared him ¢

He found himself becomning curious. * As his brain cleared he took moro interest in his sur-
roundings. And he now noticed that something intcrvened betweon him aud those slit-like
windows, high up in the walls,

Bars! Slout metal bars!

Not on one side only, but on every side. And then, in a momend, Nelson Lee understood,
Ho was standing in a lmﬁe cagn, which Lad been crocted in tho ceutra of a vast apartment,
evidently old, fur‘ he could dimly see the great oaken beams overhead. 1t was the great hall,
apparently, o of some old country mansion,
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) Daceca swung Nelson

) Lee's limp body across his

shoulder and then slid off
into the darkness.

The eage was an extraordinary contrivance. All four sides were constructed of thick iron bars
—and these extended overhead. It was low, for Lee could easily grip the overhead bars by
rcaching up. The cage door was made of iron bars, like the rest of the ugly structure, and there
wias a heavy lock fitted. '

“ Vory remarkable,” muttered Lee, as he walked round, inspecting his queer prison. '* Signi-
ficant, too. I am beginning to understand why my life was spared | ™ '

He was in no way cheered. He felt, perhaps, that it would be better if Dacca had strangled
bim out of hand. Why had Dacca allowed him to live ¥ There could be only one answer. He
was to be tortured !

He suddenly found himself listening. Was it his imagination, or could he hear a curious kind
of shuffling ? Or was it a vague rustling sound ? Perhaps it was only the wind, or—— No, Dot
the wind. It was something nearer—something within the house itself. Heo listened more
carefully. The sounds scemed to be coming from behind the walls—perhape behind the wains-
coting. The pattering of little feet——r
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Yes, that was it ! The pattoring of tiny feet. Hundreds of them. Thousands of them ! That
was what these queer sounds were liko, But on the face of it this explanation scemed preposterous.
Mice * Rats ¥ Ridiculous !

Leo shook himself Heamust not allow his imagination to get the botter of him like this. Yet—
“ho could not got the idea out of his head. These sounds were caused by the pattering of thousands
of tiny fect. He stood therd, gripping the bars of the cage, listening tensely.

What devil’s work was this ?

samo trap. He had arranged things cunningly. His final words of instruction were
significant.

“ You will approach the house in.twos and threes,” he said to the eagerly-listening
boys. “I have already examined this house, and I have found many windows which can be
easily forced. QOur quarry is down in the cellar, so there is very littlo chance of our movements
being soen or heard. The main object is to get inside.”

“What are we to do, once we're in, sir ¥ "' asked Hendforth.

“ Go towards the big central hall,” replied Sir Akbar. * You cannot miss it. You aroe to
colleck there and wait for me.”

And thinking that Nelson Lee had Eivcn these instructions, the boys did not hesitate to earry
them out. Tt was further arranged that the boys should go in relays—two or threo at a time.
Not one of them had the [aintest suspicion of the trap.

Nipper and Handforth and Archie Glenthorne were tho first three to get in. They found ono
of the lower windows broken and dilapidated. They crept through, ono after the other, and
they found themselves in a dank-smelling passago, They crept down it, Then, suddenly, thiere
was a soft thud behind them. Nipper twirled round in the darkness, and Handforth and Archio
Glenthorne knocked against him.

“What was that ! breathed Nipper,

“ Seounded like a door closing,” muttered Handforth, with a cateh in his voice.

“Good gad!" camo from Archio. “ It is a door! Absolutely across the good old passage !
I mean to say, a bit frightfully rotten, what ¢ "

Before they could make any move to examine this mysterious door which had so suddenly
closed upon them, a heavy object that feit liko a blanket billowed over them and settled down
over their heads and shouldors.

* Look out ! gasped Handforth. * What the—— Quick, you chaps ,

Thero was a curious sensation in his throat. That great blanket, it secomed, was impregnated with
something. It caused the boys to choke and gasp, and within ten seconds thoy were helpless.
Not unconscious, but dazed. They were easily seized by unseen figures. They found it difticult
to breathoe, as though some noxious gas had entered their lungs.

Thoy were lifted and carried swiftly in tho darkness,

! ND outside Sir Akbar Laldhi was gotting ready to lead the rest of his victims into the

"

One or two slight sounds had comse to him-—sounds which were different from the
everlasting shuffling and rustling, The faint creak of a board—tlie half-smothe red
cry of some human being., Remarkably onough, the pattering sounds, after developing

into & wild scuffle, now almost censcd. There was a loud ** thud-thud " as two bolts were shot
back. The noise was so unexpected that it seemed likoe the double explosion of a gun,

Lee saw o door opening in one of those walls, some distanee from the cage. He was not sorry.
His captor, no doubt, had come to taunt him—or perhaps to finish himn off. Well, anything
was better than suspenso.

Not one figure appeared, howevoer, but many. One man hurried across with a big key in his
hand. He inserted it in the lock of the cage door.

“ Got to the other side | " he said, looking at Nelson Les. “ Stay there, or you will be shot.”

The English was not perfect. Lee, peering forward, could see that this man was brown—a
native of Balghanistan. In one hand ho held a pistol, and it was pointed at Lee.

If tho detective had felt that any good could come of making a sudden dash for the doorway
as soon as the koy turned in the lock, he would have taken a risk. But he was convinced that
any move on his part would, indeced, mean instant death. And although he felt certain that
death was to come to him later-—and perhaps in a horrible form-—he was not the kind of man
to commit suitide deliberately.

“ Gto ahead,” he said steadily, moving to the other side of the cage.

“ Remember | " mutlered the man. * If you move, I shoot.”

He unlocked the door, and Lee now allowed his attention to drift towards the other firures.
There wore three of them—three men. And each man was dragging something. T'hese ™ some-
things " were thrust through into the cage, and the door was clanged to.

Leo stared in astonishment. He had threo fellow prisoners now—smallish men, by the look
of them. They wore breathing painfully, and they seemed unable to rise.

“ Odds horrors and mysteries | "’ ;}:urgled a familiar voice. I wwean Lo say

“ Glenthorne | " shouted Lee, in horror.

He leapt forward, and in a moment he found that the three prisoners were Nipper, Handiorth,
and Archic ! Ho stood over thom, aghast.

' What has happened ? " ho asked hoarsely. * What are you boys doing here 2™

NELSOH LELl found himself listening with strained ears.

11
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Nipper, still dazed and confused, was shocked into sudden sensibility. It waa difficult for
him to breathe, but he pulled himself to his feet and stared at Lee as though he stared at a ghost.

“Guv’'nor ! " he ejaculated, stupefied.

“ What are you doing here ! "' demanded Lee, his voice sharp with anger and acute anxiety,
“ What madness is this 7 "

Nipper shook himself.

“ Is—is it really you, guv'nor ? " he asked, gripping Lee’s arm.

“ What do you mean ? Can't you see that it is I ? "' demanded Lee sharply. * Good heavens |
What have you boys been up to ? What insanity is this ? 7

Before Nipper or the others could reply there came a fresh bateh of prisoners. The door was
unlocked again, and Reggie Pitt and Church and McClure were bundled in—to fall to the floor,
gasping and spluttering like tho others. Nelson Lee looked at them with fresh consternation.

Six ! How many more ?

*“ We've been trapped, you chaps !’ panted Nipper wildly. “ The guv’'nor’s here—a prisoner |
That man outside is a fraud ! ™

“ My only sainted aunt!" babbled Handforth.

* The man outside ¥ raEeat.nd Lee. * What man ? ™

" Guv’nor, we've been hoodwinked !” said Nipper, gripping Lee more tightly than ever.
“ You remember when you went out in that disguise ? "

“Yes, of course ! I told you to go to bed.”

“1 couldn’t sleep, sir—I only dozed,” said Nipper. ‘' Well, I heard somebody moving in your
room, and I went in—and I thought it was you. That same disguiso——""

“The eunning of it ! " interrupted Lee, as a flood of understanding came to him. "1 was
foolish enough to get captured, Nipper. My assailant was that hideous dwarf. He must have
got one of his associntes to impersonate me—or, rather, to immpersonate the tramp disguise that
1 was weoaring. Naturally, you were easily victimised.”

“And T never gnessed ! ' groaned Nipper. * Ten minutes ago, outside this old house, I had a
vegue sort of suspicion, but it was so trivial that it didn’t make any impression. We all thought
that you were with us, guv'nor.”

“All! " echoed Lee. " How many of you are here, then ? "

* All of us, sir—the whole acidemy.”

“ Good heavens !” breathed Lee. ' So this hunchback is making a clean sweep | ¥

It was an appalling revelation. e

Even as Lee stood there, dumhfounded by the shock of this blow, other prisoners arrived.
They were bundled in just the same as the others.

Five minutes later, the rest of the eaptives were in the cage. All had fallen vietims, just as
Sir Akbar had planned. Entering in twos and threes, they had been seized, just as Nipper and
Handforth and Archie had been seized. Not one of them had been able to elude the lurking figures
i the darkness.

They were now in various stages of recovery. Nipper and Handforth and Archie were quite
themselves, and so were Reggie Pitt and Church and McClure. The latest comers were still
dazed and fuddled. '

The captors had gone, Nobody remained in this great hall of the old house exeept the prisoners
in the cage. Nelson Lec was about to speak, but he checked. A door had opened, and a figure
asppeared. It advanced towards the cage.

" Well, boys, our little venture has been a success,” said the newcomer pleasantly. * Well
done! And now we will take a little well-earned rest.”’

Nelson Lee experienced a shock. It was as though his own voice was coming from that other
figure—the tone, the inflection, every quality of the voice was the same. He could not blame
any of these boys for having obeyed the orders of this impostor.

‘ You will be quite comfortable in this-—or--peaceful spot,” continued Sir Akbar * Unfor-
tunately, 1 am not in a position to deal with you personally. It will be for my master to decide
your fate. I am but an underling.”

He wanted to give the impression that he was a mere pawn in the game.

* Fortunately, my master is at hand,” he continued smoothly, "I will inform him that you
are ready, and he, no doubt, will come and have a few words with you."

He turned, glided off, and the door closed after him.

ACCA, the dwarf, stood outside.

D It had only taken Sir Akbar a few moments to remove his disguise, and then he
quickly transformed himself into his dwarf shape. He opened the door, slid through
and advanced towards the big cage. He heard the sharp exclamations of surprise and

fear, and he chuckled.

“ Come, come ! What is there to be afraid of ?” he asked, coming close to the cage and peering
at h!r;ia captives. ‘‘Splendid ! My subordinates have done well. I shall have to reward them
richly.”

“ You tricky rotter ! ” shouted Handforth furiously. ** What have you brought us here for ?
What are you going to do with us ? "

“ It is for the very purpose of telling you that I have come,” replied the hunehbaek, his eyes
burning with evil. "' Yes, iny dear Mr. Lee, 1 could not resist the temptation to eome here and
gloat. A very human weakness. I do not gonerally succumb to such paltry temptations.”

He chuckled with sudden frenzy.
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“You did not think that Dacea could be so clever, eh ?”' he went on mockingly. ** Yes,
Mr. Lee, Y am Dacca—Dacen, the Dwarf ! You don’t tremble.  But you will tremble yet ! White
scum ! Sewn! Seum!”

His voice rgse highpr and higher, and he fairly sereamed at his victims., As his own self—
as Sir Akbar Laldhl~he was a man of refinement and culture : but as soon as he turned into
Dacca he lost control; ho became a wild, fanatical madman. His two idontities were utterly
and abszolutély differont,

“Do you hear me ? " he shouted fronziedly., “Seum ! Ido you realise vour position ¢ No-
body knows whers you wont to—you, Lee, or any of your boys! In the morning you will just
have disappeared! The police will search and search—but thoy will never find you! Thero
will be no ¢lues-=no ovidence of any kind ! ”

“Great Heptt 1"’ muttercd Forrest uneasily.  * Is he going to keep us prisoners for ever ?

“ Prisonors | ' echoed Dacea, with a wild laugh. “Oh, no! I don't want prisoners!
Prisoners are dangerous——thoy might escape ! I do not believe in taking chances of that sort.
Before the dawn comes yvou will all be dead ! ™

“Dead !" brefithed Cluweeh.  “ Oh, erumbs ! ¥

““ And before you die, you will suffer ! ¥ continued Daceca gloatingly,  * You will suffer tortures
unhelievable §{  Lord Dovercourt died quickly ; but I can afford to take my timo over you!"”

Nelson Leo started.

“You say that Lord Dovercourt is dead ? 7 he asked sharply.

“He died by my hands,” snarled Dacea. “ A minute alter you left him, Lee, T killed him™}
T strangled him ! Scum ! White Scum ! You're going to bo treated in the way that I'll treat
all white scum when my hour strikes ! ™

Hig listeners wero dpmbfounded ; Dacea’s very fury silenced them, There was something
vile and unspeakebly leath-
some about this raving
dwarf.

“But I'm not ready yot! "
went on Dacea, his voico
becoming more mnormal.
“Not yet! But soon I
shafl be in » position to
strike. Very, very soon ! "

He lopod off towards tho
door, and paused when he
reached it,

“1 won't krvep you wait-
ing long,” he promised, with
another of his maniacal
laughs, " Not long ! Soon
vou will heay the footsteps
of your rmurdertrs. You
will hear thom softly at first
—patioring, pattering, pat-
tering ! Then you will see
them., Such small murder-
ers—but mnone the less
deadly ! ™ .

He gave an insanp lapgh,
and passed through the
doorway.

“Mad as a hatter L" said
Handforth huskily, ** Cloan
off his rocler { "

“That’s about the only
explanation,” said Blorrow,
breathing hard, ** Aud what
did ho megn about hearing
the footsteps of our mur-
derers !  DPattering footstops ?”

“* Oh, ho was just raving,” said Waldo.

Nelson Leo could have denied this, but he didn’t. Ho was filled with horror. He was beginning
to get a glimpse of the tortures Dacea had decided upon, ;

" Things can't bs eo bad as they seem,” growled Handforth, who was always an optimist.
*“ There must be some way out of this rotten place !

“ Listen ! What's that £ asked somebody suddenly,

Thoey all remnined tense, and they could hear the queer shuffling and rustling.

“Tho pattering feet " breathed Handforth., * Oh, crumbs! It's—it’s what that awful
dwarf snid! Pattering feet !V

Thoy could hear thé rounds from all sides—like evil, ghostly whispers in the darkness. Ono
of the prisoners poiated, Lis fingor quivering visibly.
© " Look 1™ ho panted. * Over thero—in that patch of moonlight! Something's moving !
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Nelson Lee had already seen, and he was staring with sombre oyes. The measure ef his help-
lessness was brought home to him with overwhelming force.

“Rats!" whispered Willy Handiorth, with a whistle. " Phew! Look at them | Dozens
of rats—hundreds of 'em !

Thev eould sme them in that moonbeam—Dblack little shapes, scuttling about. There were
holes all round the skirting of the great hall-——holes that had just been opened, apparently by
secret springs,

And out of these holes the rats were pouring-—hundrods, thousands of them !

CHAPTER 3.
The Blaek Hordse !

URHIOSITY,
C rather
than fear,

wad the
chief emotion of
the trapped ** eub "
dotectives. They
did not realise, at
that early stage,
that there eculd be
any danger f{rom
those swarms of
roata.

“Just a wheeze
to put the wind up
us, dear old
fellowsa,”  suid
Travers, with dis-
dain, ‘" For the
love of Samson !
These Eastern
beggars have queer
igeas "

“That rotten
dwarl  must  take
ns for a lot of
girls!™ said
Watson. " We'ro
not atfraid of rats!”

“ Well, I should
hope not! " saxl
Handforth sourly.
“My only hat!
What a dud
wheoze !

They watclhed
the rats {fuscin.
atedly, Some of
the bova were be-
ginning to feel
frightened. It
wasn't so bad to
watch the rats in
t he moonbeam ;
but what of the
hundreds of otliers
who were prowling sbout in the darkness ¥ Theso rats were all round. Some were venturing
near to the cago. Tiny, bead-like eyves were twinkbng and burning in every direction—oven
where it scemed to be quite dark,

Fyes everywhero—eyes oi menace.

" By Jove, yvou know, some of these heggars are whoppers,” remarked Pitt, after a short silence.
“Look at 'emn ! Nearly a foot long ! ”

Nelson Lee was nearly sick with apprehiension,  He did not fear so much for himseli--although
he was honest encugh to tell himself that he was as nearly frightened as he had ever been in his
life. Tt was the indifference of these boys that appalled him.  They did not appresiate the penl
—but Lee knesw that it was deadly. It was horrible-—ghastly.

Willy Handforth squeezed
his way through the bars
of the cage and rushed to
where Nelson Lee was
being attacked by the rats.

He now understood the reason for this eage.  T'he rats were al) round—Ihnmdreds and thousandg
of them. A vile, ereeping multitude.  And whilst the prisoners could not escape frem the cage,
yvet the rats had periect freedom to get into it !



30 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

That was the dreadful situation,

The air was now full of the sounds of the rats—a great, ever-increasing shuffling, with ocea-
sionally a squeak or a squeal. And a pungent, revolting odour was rising into the air,
: “Stll :,ho}r come | " said Nipper hoarsely. ““ Look! They'ro pouring out of the holes all
tho time 1" ,

“I've noticed it,” said Browne. * Brothers, I have no desire to alarm you unduly, but we
must confoss that this situation ia not without its ugly side.”

“ But these rats won't hurt us,” said Fullwood. * They're only here to——"’

“Look! Some of them are getting into the cago now !” yelled Gulliver, in sudden fear.
“Oh, my hat1 Two of them ran over one of my feet just then !

His shout had a startling effect. Tho rats twirled round madly, squealing and squeaking,
Many of them tore through the cage, running over the feet of the boys. The boys danced about,
Liorrified by the contact.

“ One of them% on moe—crawling on my leg ! sereamed Forrost.  * Take it off—tako it off ! ™

“ For Heaven's aake; control yourself, Forrest-! " snapped Nelson Lee. * If we excite these rats
too much, they will become dangerous.”

A sourd camo from abovo—a new sound. It was a creak of wood, and the prisoners, looking
up, saw a trap-door opon in the ceiling, far above the top of the cage. *

“What ig it 1 "' breathed Watson., ** Is—is somebody coming to rescue us ?

A miniature searchlight was suddenly switched on, blazing into the eyes of the boys. It was
dazzling in its intensity, and they were compelled to Igok aside.

And now they could sco the rats distinctly, The sight made them forget everything else.
They had imagined that the rats were numerous, but in their wildest moments thoy had not

guessed the full truth,
The entire floor of the great hall was solidly black with the ugly brutes. There was not a baro
inch anywhere, In places the rats were swarming over one another's backs. It was a swirling

multitude of foulness,

“They are hungry—my rats ! 7’ came Dacea’s voice, from above.
“You inhuman devil!"" shouted Nelson Lee. “ Do what you like with me—but let theso
boys gol"

“ After I have boon to so much trouble to capturo them ¢ asked Dacca mockingly. “1I
em afraid I cannot oblige you, Mr. Lee. As I have said, my rats are hungry—and they are not
particular with regnrd to their food. At the moment, perhaps, thoy aro a littlo shy. But they
will soon ovorcome this tendency.” .

It was only a voice. Dacca himsell was nowhere to be seon. It was a voico coming from
behind that all-revealing searchlight.

“ Before I go, I fcel that I must give you a few words of explanation,” continued the voice.
“ This is just 8 sample of what the world will soon be talking about, to the exclusion of every othor
subject. Have you evor heard of tho Black Plague, Mr. Leo 1

“ The Black Plague! ' repcated Lee, beside himself with horror.

“Your tone reveals to me that you are fully alive to tho possibilities,” came Dacca’s voice.
“ Tt will interest you to know that my rats are being bred in tens of thousands. All of them
will be carriers of the dreaded Black Plague. Do you understand ¥ Do you realise what I moeant
when I said that all the white scum would be wiped out ¢ My rats will be reloased in hundreds.
In batches, they will be get at liberty in every part of London. And all on the same night !

“You—you monster | "' shouted Lee.

“ What charice will there be to stamp out the epidemic 7 gloated Dacea. * In hundreds
of places, on the same night, the germ-laden rats will be set at liberty. Your great Capital-—
north, east, south, antd west—will be in the grip of the Black Plague within twenty-four hours
of the release of my rats. Good-night, Mr, Lee—good-night, my poor boys! You must thank
Mr. Lee for this predicament. My rats will have quite an excellent moeal to-night ! "

Peal after peal of flendish laughter rang out, and then the trap-door was abruptly closed,
shutting out the searchlight.

¥

: |

ELSON LEE was under no illusion.
Ditcoa the dwarf had already proved himself to be a man of his word. Lee saw 1o
reason to doubt that this appalling schame for spreading the Black Plague would be put

. info expeution. It was a diabolical plan, and it could only have been conceived in the
brain of a fanatic,

Moro and more, Nelson Lee was becoming convinced that Dacca was out for world power.
He was somobody bigger than he pretended to.bo—somebody who held enormous sway out in tho
East, No doubt he was the Chief—the Supreme Leader—of a great anti-white movement.

Something was happening out in Balghanistan—something sensational. That was why the
Indian Air Mail liners had been destroyed-—or captured. It was impossible to say which.

The master-stroke would come out in the East. When the coup was made, it would take place
somowhere on the borders of India, And it was Dacea’s fiendish plan to spread the Black Plaguo
in England at the same time—at the identical period of the coup in the XKast. .

With what- objoct 1

Obviously, to keep the British Government busy at home., With the Black Plague killing tons
of thousands of poople in London, and spreading all over the country, the disaster would be of such
national sizo thut Lngland would necd all her resources to save hersolf from dostruction.
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Thus, the situation out in the East would be trivial by comparison. DEnglana would be able
to do nothing to cope with that Eastern situation. She would be fighting to save her cwn life.

The possibilities were dreadful.

England would naturally be cut off from the world. No shuips would leave her ports, no ships
would entor. She would be shunned. 8he would be a plague-spot of death. Fighting the deadly
plague would be her one task. And during this battle Dueca and his fellow-conspirators would
strike in Balghanistan—or in lndia !

NELSON LEE was brought back to the immediate situation by the grasp of Nipper’s hand
on his arm.

“Guvnor!” Nipper was saying. ‘* What are we going to do ?°
Lee started. That was the question. What were they going to du " What couid
they do ?
“I don't know, young 'un,” said the great detective, in o low voice. * Heaven help ne !

That infernal dwarf waa right | You boys must blame me for this predicament ! ™

“ Oh, rot, sir ! ” said Handforth, who was near by. * How could we blame you 7 It wasn't
your fault |

" I should have taken greater precautions,” mutterod Lee. * 1 should have had vou protected
and guarded.” ; .

ever mind that now, guv'nor,” said Nipper. What about these rotten rats 7 Do you
think they're infected with the Black Plague ! It's—it’s hormble! Even now we might be
catching the germs——""

** Not one of these rats is carrying the disease,” interrupted Lee quickly,

" How do you know that, sir t "

* Dacca himself would not have dared to come amongst them if there had beon any such dan.
ger,”’ replied Lee. ' The dwarf was in this room—avd he was up thero, at that trap-door, toc.
Nu boys, these rats are not Plague carriers.

" Then we're safe ? " asked Hundfurth with rehet.

Safe ! " repeated Lee hoarsely. " You don't seem to realise——

He broke off, swallowing hard., S8afe! Plague or no plague, these rate were a terribiw, deadly
monace. Leo guessed that they had been bred for the special purpose that Dacca had outlined,
Thoy were to be infected with th: Plague lator—before they were distributed all over the great
Metropolis.

But what of that ? Lee and the boys had to fight their own battle now. And what chance
was there for them ?

“Oh!” screamed one of the boys suddeniy. * I'm bitten !

There was immediately a minor panic. One of the rats. growing more venturesome, had
attacked. Others would soon follow its example. Ower in one corner of the cage two or three
boys were struggling, fighting, and shouting. Tho rat horde was swarming in now—it was be-
- ginning to understand, perhaps. that these human beings were heipless

Some of the boys hm:fmaa t up and were elinging to the bars at the top of the cage.

‘Come on—Ilet's all do t.h:*-: : uhuuwd Fullwecod hoarsely. ™ If we hang on to thess bars
wo'ro safo from the rate ! That dwarf isn't as clever as he thinks ho 1s—or he would have made
this cage higher.”

In & moment they were all leaping up to the bars. But Nelson Lee groaned. Only he realised
that Dacca the dwarf had deliberately made that cage low, so that Lhe tortures of his victing
would be prolonged |

—

CHAPTER 9.
Willy . The Rescue )

ELSON Lwr was right. ;

N The e was low and g0 the victims could 1’1&1‘15 there—but for how tong ¥ dooner
or later they would grow wearied, and they would drop. Their tortures were only being
prolonged.

There was another peril, too. One ot the boys suddenly screamedd, and dropped.

“ My band' he gasped. " My hand's bitten !’

The rats were climbing all over the cage—up the sides, over the top. And, encountering those
fingers clutching at the bars, the rats were.biting. Jt was worse clinging to the bars than to rema'n
on the floor.

" We shall go mad—mad | "’ croaked Forrest, in abject fear Gad ! I'm not a tunk. but
this is too horrible for words !

Gulliver and Bell were nearly fainting with tear. Some of the other juniors were almost as
fn%’l tened, but they were keeping a grip on themselves. They dared not allow their imaginations -

ave qu What was all this leading to ! Even Nelson Lee himselt was afmud to think,

Within half ﬁ.n%nur many of the hoys would be so badly bitten that they would 'ose counscious

ness. They would drop, and the rats—— No, no, it was too ghastiy. It was too revolting

* Look at Willy ' ' breathed Handforth abruptly. ™ Great Scott !

They could faintly see Willy in one corner of the cage. The tormer St. Frank s fag was mak:nyg
curious little whistling noises, and he was absolutely smothered with rata. They were crawling
up his arms, his legs, his body. They were perched on his shoulders. And, uncanuily enough,
thev were not attacking him, They seemed 10 he attracted in some axtruordinar}r way
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“ Upon my soul | ” eaid Nelson Leo, staring. ** We have always known that young Handforth
had a remarkable influence over animals, but I never suspected that it was as groat as this!
These rats are attacking the rest of us, but they are not attacking Willy !

It was true. Willy was immune. In the old days, at St. Frank’s, Willy had kept many pots—
indeed, most of his pets wero still in his possession, at the Detective Academy, His influonce over
animals was uncannily marvellous, He could make them do almost anything. And now he
was standing over in that corner of the cage, oblivious of his surroundings. He was concentrating
all his energios upon the rats.

“Let's all try it ! " urged Forrest. * If we kick these brutes they’ll probably turn on us, bub
if we're friendly thoy might 3

“ No, no, Forrest,” interrupted Lee. *“ Young Handforth is the only one of us who possesses
this strange power. We cannot hope to malke friends as he is doing.”

Stanley Waldo now clutched at Lee’'s arm.

“These bars, sir| " he panted. * They're strong enough—but I'm strong, too! You know
it)hat, sir | You know that I've inherited my father’s strength ! Supposing we could bend the

ars 1" ' -

2 Im[?ﬂssible, Waldo! said Leo. " The bars are of enormous thickness i

“ Lot's try, sir | " urged young Waldo.

He seized one of the bars and, careless of the rats, he exerted his strength. His face became
contorted, and beads of perspiration sprang out upon his skin. Nelson Lee, watching, was amazod
to see the bar bending slightly

“ Let me help! muttered the detective.

He g}mbbed the bar just below the point where Waldo was holding, and he, too exerted all his
strength.

“1t’s moving--it's moving !’ yelled Nipper.

forth and Stanley Waldo !
By bringing all these boys into the House of Rats he had aimed to annihilate them
all. But by his very action in bringing the whole crowd he was defeating his own object,

One of those iron bars was already bent—iron bars which had seemed utterly immovable. And
now Waldo was exerting his enormous strength on the next one—pulling in the opposite direction,
TI'le idea was to make a gap big enough for all the prisoners to squeeze through. e was helping
—and others, too, were pulling. And this second bar succumbed as the first had done. Wheon
Waldo was finished he almost collapsed. Ilo had used his strength freely, and exhaustion fol-
lowed. But the trick was done.

“ We can get through ! ” panted Fullwood. “ Loolk! It's bigz enough!”

" Yo;.l go first, guv'nor !’ urged Nipper. “ If it's big enough for you, all the rest of us can
escape ! "

Nelson Lee did not hesitate. He wanted to get through first—Dbecause he had an idea thab
the rats would attack the first one to get out of the cage. If he could draw the rats on to him,
end kcep them concentrated upon him, the boys might escape. Lee did not think of hirnseclf
now.

He proceeded to squeeze through the gap, It was a hard job. It was as much as he could do
to force hig body through, and while he was engaged in this operation the rats sprang upon hun
in scores. The din was now tremendous. The squeaking and squealing filled the air in an abom.
inable hubbub.

But at last Lee managed to squecze out, and as he staggerod into the cpen part of the great
hall, the rats attacked in roal earncst. Those on the floor immediately below him swarmed up
his clothing. Others leaped from a distance, landing on his shoulders, on his head, and all ovor
his person. They licked his hands, his necls, his face.

Nelson Lee reeled blindly, holding one hand over his eyes., He realised, in that moment, that
although he had escaped from the cage, there was very little chance of life : and no doubt tho
boys were being similarly attacked at this moment.

‘Then a voice rang out above the terrific din—it was the voice of Willy IIandiorth.

“Hold still, everybody ! he shouted. * Let mo get through next! Quick! There's o
chance for us!”

He fought his way to the gap in the cage, where some of the boys were struggling madly to get
through. It was a real panic now, and none of these youngsters could be blamed for being so
terror-stricken. Willy got through, and he fought his way to Nelson Lee's side,

And now he made those strange noises with his mouth—queer little coaxing sounds. The rats
came round him as if by magic. Many of thom leapt from Nelson Leo’s shoulders on to Willy's.
Slowly, Willy backed away, over towards one of the walls. The rats followed him-—swarms and
droves of thom. They were attractod in that same remarkable way. They wore squealing and
twittoring—undoerstanding. perhaps, in their own way, that Willy was their master. Thoy
obeyed his summons. Thoy smotEurcd him from head to foot, and thoze who could not got near
swarmed round, actually fighting among themselves to get closer,

Nelson Lee to his dazed amazement, found himself left practically alone, The rats had de.
gerted him—for Willy. And the other boys were now getting through the gap in the cage. They
were finding the floor comparatively clear. All the rats were concentrating on Willy—who waa
nearly obliterated by that revolting horde. Yet, miraculously enough, Willy was not harmed in
any way. Not one of the rats attempted to bite him.

DACCA THE DWART had over-reached himself. Xe had reckonecd without Willy Iand-
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“ This way, boys ! "’ muttered Lee hoarsely.

He bad reached that door—the door through which Dacca had vanished. It was loeked, and
when Lee charged againet it ho found that his strength was of no avail. A battering-ram would
have been necessary to break that door down. It was of solid oak, and it was locked and bolted.
And there was no other door.

H “:q can't get out even now ! ’ shouted one of the boys, in panie. * We're trapped, just the
game ! 7

“Wait ! " said Les. ** What of the trap-door, above the cage ? "

“ By George, yes! ™ shouted Handforth.

Lee ran to the cago, treading on some of the rats as ho did so. Like a monkey, he climbed u
the cage, reached the top, and found, to his infinite relief, that by standing on the bars he coul
just reach that trap-door.

All the boys were following his example—climbing up to the top of the cage. Up there, too,
they felt safer. The rats could not follow them in great numbers. Those that did come were
kicked off the bars,

*“ Can you do anything, guv'nor ? > asked Nipper desperately.

“I'm afraid I ean’t reach,” replied Lee. ‘I can only just touch the trap-door

“ et me get on your shoulders, sir !’ urged Nipper.

He climbed up, and the others gathered round, holding Lee steady. The top of the cage was
quivering and bending under its human weight. Nipper, on Lee's shoulders, was able to force
his back against that trap-door. He could feel it giving., It was not a particularly strong one,
and there appeared to be only one bolt holding it. Crash !

At last, when Nipper gave an extra effort, the door succumbed. It flew upwards, and there
was a black gap over Nipper’s head.

“ Climmb through, voung 'un ! " said Lee. ‘* Quickly, for Heaven's sake !

Nipper swarmed up, and found himself in complete darkness. He had half expected that an
attack would eome—that Daceca was up there, perhaps. But he was not harmed. And then the
other boys, one after the other, climbed up, aided by Lee. One or two of thom switeched on eleetrio
torches, and they saw that they were in a room, empty and dusty. The door was standing ajar,
No doubt Dacea and his men had gone—fully convinced that their vietims were helpless.

" Safe—safe ! " babbled Church as he sank to the floor. “ Oh, my hat |”

Two or three of the others actually fainted. As soon as the tension was over they collapsed.
Nelson Lee was filled with concern for Willy. Was Willy safe ! Or hed he sacrificed his own life
for the salse of the others ?

33
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“Willy—Willy " called Lee. *“ Come, my boy! We are safe ! ”

“0.K., Chiof ! " camo Willy’s cool voico. *“‘I'm safe, too! Thesc rats aren’t so bad—they
haven’t even nibbled at me.”

 “ Good Heavensa1"” muttered Lee. * This is the most amazing thing I haye ever known !V

Ho was quite awed by Willy’s phenomenal influence over dumb animals.  Ie could understand
Willy affecting one rat, or two or three. DBut this multitude ! It was a revelation,

Standing at the trap-door, flashing his torchlight down, Handlorth saw hiz minor on the floor
of the great hall.  Willy was nearly invisible. The rats were smothering hLimn lilke an enormous
cloak—a squirming, wriggiing, squealing mass,

1t was vevolting in the extreme. But Willy did not seom to mind.  As he climbed the cage
the rats jumped off him. When Willy reached the top bars hie chook himself, Like rain, thao
rats fell. And when, at last, Willy gave a jump upwards, he had shaken the last of the rats ofl.
Nelson Lee slammed the trap-door down, and wedged it,

Five minutes lator he and tlhio boys all wore outaide in the clear, sweet. nizht air.

The House of tho Rats stood silent and black, deserted save for its hideous rodenut occupanta,

CHAPTER 10,
The Last of the Rats!

HIERE wore many casualtics. ,
I Nelson Lee had been bitten in a score of places, aud he was Llecding feom many of these
tiny punctures. Most of the boys, too, had been hitten abont the ankles and hands and
- wrists. Thoy were horrified at the possibilitics. Were they infected with the Black
ague?

Iﬁvaa a strange procession which struck the main road soon alterwards, Nelson Lee was at
the head, and tho boys followed him. Their footsteps were weary, but they kept on.  Iiven
now they could hardly believe that wall danger was over,

“Where are you taking us to, puv'nor ? " asked Nipper, alter a whilo,

“To tho nearost hospital,” replied Leo grimly.

They found one half-an-hour later.  In tho sinall hours of the morning, it was a dramatic entry.
Lee marched all the boys in, and he demanded an immediate interview with the house-surgeon
in charge. This gentleman, when he heard Nelson Lee's tale, believed at fivst thut e was listening
to the ravings of a madman.

“ But it is utterly incredible ! Le protested. * Rats ? The Black Plague ? Man alive, do
vou expect me to believe this 7"

“ Whether you credit my story or not, I insist that you make an immediate examinalion,”
replied Nelson Leo. “ Personally, I do not believo that these rats were plague-carriers.  But
vou must seo, doector, that it is vitally urgent that we should all be inninediately treated.”

“Yes, 1 see that,” replicd tho doctor gravely.

To Nelson Lee’s unteld relief he soon discovered that there were no plague germ= in any of thewn,

Their many wounds wero treated-—eputerized by a quick modern process —and then all the boys,
at Lee's orders, werp packed to bed.  Sleep was what they nceded—immediate sleep—to driva
away the horrors of that ghastly experience,

There were not sufficient bods for them in that comparatively small hospital. hut that did not
matter. The boys were provided with blankets and pillows, und they strotehed themselves on o
carpeted floor and were aslecop within a couplo of 1inutes.

ELSON LEE was convineed that all those rats had been bred for the puarpose of carrying

N the Black Plague—cexactly as Dacca the dwarf had stated. At a later stage, no doubt,

lague ridden rats would have been mixed with that terrible horde.  All of them would

wave become infected—and then, as Dacea had said, they would have been distributed

over every corner of London on the samo night, Never for a moment did Ree doubt the truth
of Dacea’s statement. The man was a (iend, fully capable of such an atrocity.

Nelson Lee acted with promptitude,

He had ’phoned to Scotland Yard even befors his many little wounds had beon cauterized,
and by the time he was changed into a suit of clothes which the houso surgeon lent him, two
tenders of Flying Squad men from the Yard had arrived. Lee had no difficulty in also obtain-
ing the services of a big dotachment of the military, and then an organised raid on the Houso
of the Rats was made.

The house stood silent and deserted, as before. The soldiers and tho police surrounded the
place. An entry was forced. No living human being was found inside—nothing but the rats.
They were still in that big hall, for the most part, bub it was ascertained that there were secret
runsg constructed in the cellars, and through the walls, and cven in tho ordinary rooms. "The
whole place was a veritable warren.

It was dealt with drastically.

The police retired, and the military, donning gas masks. took great eylinders of poison-gas to
the house, The entiro building was filled with the deadly, poisonous fumes. Every rat was
exterminated.

ND when daylight came another move was made. "
The Director of Public Prosccutions, acting upon Nelson Lee’s advice, sent a detach-
ment of Special Brangch men to the private house of the Balghanistan Ambassador.
. 1t was all done very diplomatically,
While the whole of Iingland, over breakfast, was discussing tho sensational murdor of Lord
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Dovercourt, the Air Minister, Sir Akbar Laldhi’'s home was being raided. It did not seem like
8 raid—but it was a raid.

The Scotland Yard men, in the politest possible terms, informed Sir Akbar that information
had come into their possession to the effect that traitors were at work. Sir Akbar himself was in
no way implicated, but he was requested to allow the Yard men full scope. Unknown to him,
no doubt, Britain’s enemies were &t work. Not for one moment was Sir Akbar himself accused.
It was impossible to accuse him, since there was no proof.

Sir Akbar, suave and polite, was only too ready to do everything in his power to assist in the
search. What his private feelings were it was impossible to know. But there could be no doubt
that Sir Akbar, alias Dacca the dwarf, was inwardly burning with rage and mortification and
fear, Habggd failed ! Nelson Lee and all those boys had escaped—and his presious rats were
exterminated.

Sir Akbar’s feelings must have been maniacal, but he controlled himself with that stoicism for
which the Easterners are noted. Never by a word or a sign did he betray himself.

And the reid, incidentally, was a dismal failure.

Nothing whatever of an incriminating nature was found. No secret reoms—no hidden broad-
casting apparatus—no inari:ninatin% documents. In fact, nothing., Sir Akbar Laldhi’s home was
a model of everything that it should be,

Nelson Lee was disappointed—but not surprised.

Sir Akbar’s espionage system, no doubt, was as perfect as it could be. He had learned in the
early hours of the morning that the House of the Rats had been visited by the police and the
military, He had known that Nelson Lee and the boys had escaped.

So he had taken immediate measures to prepare himself for any possible action on the part
of the authorities. He had removed his secrot broadcasting statiem—he had obliterated all
traces of hisg treachery.

HE situation was delicate.

I The Prime Minister himself found it necessary to apologise humbly to the Balghanistan
Ambagsador. And Sir Akbar was gracious enough to accept that apology in the spirit
in which it was tendered.

Nelson Lee, summoned to Downing Street, found the Premier boiling with rage.

“ On your information, Mr. Lee, we took actidon ! ” said the great man. * Only by abjectly

bumbling myself have I averted a grave international crisis. at have you to say 7"

“1 say that Sir Akbar Laldhi is a very clever man,” replied Nelson Lee grimly. *' He has
tricked us, sir—that is all.”

““ The whole position is fraught with peril,” said the Prime Minister agitatedly. * Good Heavens,
Mr. Lee, if the Balghanistan Government takes offenee -

‘*“ Is Britain,afraid of Balghanistan ?’” broke in Lee curtly.

‘“ No, certainly not—but this is not a moment for an%EaBtern complioations,” said the Premier.
*“ The Pﬂi!itieal situation at home is serious enough. e are not in a position to send armies to
India,’ -

“You know all the facts—and you know that Lord Dovercourt was murdered,”” said Nelson
Lee. ““ The:'man who calls himself Daceca is the murderer ; and this man attempted to kill me
and all my boys during the night. Feeling certain that we were doomed, he even gave us some
details of his future plans.”

“The plague ? Rendering Britain helpless whilst a coup is made in the East 7"’ said the
Prime Minister, pursing his lips. ‘* A tall story, Mr. Lee~—an incredible story. Frankly, I cannot
believe it,"

**And yet I am certain that there is a great conspiracy afoot—and that 8ir Akbar Laldhi ig
involved in it,”” said Nelson Lee gravely. :

““ There is no evidence against Sir Akbar Laldhi—there is nothing whatever that we can secize
upon,’” said the Premier. ‘‘1 am sorry, now, that I took any action. I believe, of course, that
there is some evil influence at work—but I do not believe that there is any such conspiracy asyou
imagine.”

Nelson Lee shrugged his shoulders,

* Time will show,” he said curtly.

Inn Road.
They were little the worse for their experience—and within a few days, perhaps, they
would be quite normal. And most of the boys were keen enough to have another fight
with the enemy.
There was little doubt that they would get that fight | :
And perhaps the next round would take them further afield—perhaps it would even take them
into the East, into Balghanistan itself ! : :

I ATER on that day all the members of the Detective Academy arrived back at Gray's
o

THE END

“ Dacca the Devil-Dwarf!’’ is the title of the next enthralling garn in this e
gseries, chums. It’s coming next Wednesday—along with the third dondy Free Gift, a
* Hazoo Hummer.”” Make sure you don’t miss them—order your NELSON LEE now!
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MUSCLE AND GRIT! Primo the Terrible, king of the Rakatangans, won
bis way to thal position by his enormous sirenglh ; by his slrength be retains 11!

PRIMO THE
TERRIBLE!

3 No. 2. The Witch-Doctor’s
Vengeance.

Gwamba the Venomous!
L [M,” said Primo the Terrible, King
I of the Rakatangans, “I den’t like : ,
that fellow!” for they had not established themselves long
“CGwamba, the witch-doctor?” { enough on the island of Rakatanga to under-
asked Tim Murphy, and DPrimo nedded.|stand th# language. Primo, however, under-
“Nor do I. He's hated you ever smce you | stood that the witch-doctor was refusing to
smashed up his pet idol and made yourself | eat, and his brawny hand went out and
king. He needs watching.” seized (rwamba by the scruff of the mneck,
Primo mnodded, and he and Tim walked | while he gritted his teeth in anger.
out of the hut which had previously housed | The next moment Gwamba was whirled off
the idol of the head-hunting Rakatangans, | his feet, swung round the head of Primo
and which was now the royal “palace™ of| three times, aud pitched like a stone from
Primo, tho strongest man in the world. A|a catapult through the air. There was a
number of warriors of the tribe had set out | crash as he landed in a tree, and as Primo
the midday meal which they had prepaved | stepped forward to pursue him, the witch-
for the giant Australian and the British boy | doctor dropped to the ground and hastily
who was hir fellow-adventurer. Gwamba, | vanished into the surrounding forest. Primo
the witch-doctor, had superintended them, { did not follow him,
and as Primo appeared he prostrated himself |  “‘Let him go!” he said. “As I thourht,
and held out a steaming dish of roast wild | the food is poisoned. Tim, you must cut or

boar. . drink nothing until it has first been tasted
Primo’s cyes giittered as he gazed at the | by those who prepave it."
witch-doctor with suspicion. : i1 He turned and bade the ndtives take away

“Eat!” he commanded, motioning to the|the poisoned food. They did so, glad to
roast boar, and a look of alarin came into | escape with their lives from the wrath of
the eyes of Gwamba, the dieaded Primo. In a remarkably short

He went ofl into a string of words, none | space of time another meal was prepared,
of which either Primo or Tim understood, | and when the head men of the tribe had
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eaten of it and shown no ill-effects, Primo
and Tim refreshed themselves.

Tim had no doubts whatever as to Primo’s
ability to make the tribe obey him, for a
man who could—as Primo had done—saplit a
giant idol completely in two, could achieve
miracles. But Tim ocould not help thinking
that Gwamba would strike again, and in this
he was not mistaken. Primo’s strength pre-
vented Gwamba from moving openly agaimst
the primitive gilant—but there were other
means. :

Primo and Tim slept on heaps of rushes
in the long, wide hut, and at night the hut
was illuminated by the flickering light of a
native lamp.

That night Primo and Tim were soon
asleep.  Tim slept soundly, but suddenly
awakened., What had caused him to do so
he did not know, but he had a feeling that
he and Primo were not alone in the hut.
Then he heard a shuffing noise, and he rose
to a sitting position, The next moment he
cowered backh-—for two green, evil eyes were
staring at him, and he beheld, by the Hicker-
ing light of the lamp, the cat-like form of a
mighty tiger, crouching for a spring!

For a moment Tim was spell-hound, and
then, finding his tongue, he sent out a eory
for help. At the same moment the tiger
leaped! Tim
but every second he expected to feel the eruel
claws of the beast rending his flesh.

Crash |

Tim staggered and fell heavily as the beast
caught him a glancing blew. Snarling
savagely, the tiger wheeled around and
again leapt for the breathless Tim|

Primo’s  steel - like
arms encireled the
tiger — and then x
began the great- ===
ast battle that had -
ever been witnessed
between man and
beast |

a7

Perid!

RIMO awoke with a start. He was
P ]iust in time to see the tiger as it
eapt at the recumbent Tim.

Like a flash of lightning Primo
sprang forward. He met the mighty brute
in mid-air, and there was a sickening crash
as it dashed against Primo’s stalwart chess.
The giant’s hands shot out and seized the
tiger by the throat, and the beast clawed
madly at him again and again.

Crash! Down they went on the hard Hoor
of the hut The tiger was spitting and roar-
ing, and striving to wrench itself free from
the terrible grip of this formidable human
opponent, Its claws dug deep into the flesh
of Primo, and the blood spurted from the
weanls which were torn up on his skin,

But Primo did not relax his hold. Back-
ward and forward man and beast swayed.
Now Primo would exert all his amazing
strength and throw the animal to the ground,
getting astride it and striving to choke the
breath from its body.

With sinuous cat-like movements the beast
twisted and turned, wrenching its throat
from the grip of the formidable giant. But
ere it could plunge its gleaming fangs into
Primo’s throat, the strong man %'md gripped
Thev staggered and rolled towards

it again

tried to throw himself aside,
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the open door of tho hut, and the next
moment were outside.

The village, by that time, was in an up-
coar, and crowds of natives, bearing flaming
torches, gathered around in a wide ring while
the fearful battle went on, the torchlight
lending an additional air of awe to the scene.

Suddenly, with a snarl, the tiger tore itsell
frec from the choking hands which held it in
o grip of steel. Primo staggered to his feet,
almost blinded by the perspiration which
poured down his forehead, and the blood
which spurted from his wounds. He dashed
iis hand across his eyes—and beheld the tiger
making a spring at him.

He was ready for it. IHHe did not even
attempt to avoid it, but met it with open
arms. Crash! The tiger thundered agamst
Primo’s breast, and tho steel-like arms of the
giant encircled i, crushing it to him. Then
began the greatest battle that had ever been
witnessed between man and beast!

Primo hung on grmly. His museles
rippled beneath his tanned skin; the veins on
his forchead stood out like whipcord. The
air was alive with noise. Primo scemed no
longer to be a man; he szeemed to bo an
animal—an animal that was more powerful
even than the greatest tiger that roamed the
jungle!

Tim held his breath as he gazed at the
scene, and then, suddenly, he darted forward
as the two combatants fell heavily to the
ground. So closely interlocked were they,
and so covered with blood, that he could not
see who was the victor, Then a glad cry
came to his lips as he saw Primo rise un-
gteadily to his feet, '

The tirer lay there—motionless, and as
some of the natives ran to it and turned it
over, all saw, by the manner in which the
head dropped limply, that the redoubtable
Primo had completely broken the neck of the
huge beast|

A hush fell on the natives—a hush that
was instantly changed to a chant of victory
as they thronged around the tiger with won-
dering eyes, and then fell upon it and carried
it off to be stuffed and preserved as a warn-
ing to all who might seek to cross the path
of the terrible Primol

Primo took a deep breath, and the anima!

side of hia‘na ure sﬂemed to vanish as ba
turned to Tim, that curious schoolboyish smile
on his face once more.

“That was Gwamba’s doing, Tim," he said. |

“To-morrow he must pay for his treachery.”

And then, as though nothing out of the
ordinary had happened, he walked back into
the hut, and thresw himself upen his rush bed,
to fall asleep instantly.

In the fastness of the forest which sur-
rounded the vilage, Gwamba had beheld the
mighty combat—for he it was who, with the
aid of some of the men who were still loyal
to him, had captured the mighty tiger and
carried it in a cage to be released at the
entrance fo the hut.

Now, as he saw thd manner in which his
plans had been brought to nothing, he slunk

away, filled with terror. Would nothing beat
this mighty primeval man who was capable
of a strength that was almost unbelievable ?

Yet, as (Gwamba made his way to the little
camp which he had established with the men
who had joined him, he remembered some-
thing, and his eyes glittered as he thought of
a manner in which, even yet, he might tuwrn
the tables on the terrible %’rimo!

Thore was no time to losec—and Gwamba
did not lose any. He aroused his followers
and led them, in single file, along the ravine
which was at the top of the valley in which
the village of Rakatanga nestled. Then,
working by the fitful light of the moon,
(GGwamba and his men began to construct a
dam across a swift-flowing mountain stream.

When dawn appeared in the East, Gwawmba
and his men ceased from their labours. If
all went well, in a few hours Primo and the
members of the tribe who remained loyal to
him would find themseclves scattered by a
force which, surely, even Primo could not
resist. And Gwamba chueliled.

With the coming of daylight, Peimo and
Tim left their hut, and proceeded to make
a round of the village. They had not gone
far belore a native, in evident excitement,
ran to them and prostrated himseli. Then
he broke into a torrent of words, and pointed
up the valley to the ravine.

Neither Primo nor Tim could understand
hie words, so Primo motioned him to guide
them to the scene which had caused his ex-
citement. Quickly the native faced abont,
and, with the two adventurers following Lin,
led the way to the ravine,

The village-of the Rakatanga lay in a fer-
tile valley. So far Primo and Tim had not
been able to take an opportunity of survey-
ing the surrounding neighbourhood, Now,
however, as they entered a rocky ravine, they
perceived that a thin stream of water was be-
Einning to pour down it. It was that which

ad excited the native, and from his gestures
it was evident that this betokened a great
catastrophe.

Primo and Tim hurried on, and were guided
to a rocky eminence which overlooked the
ravine—and also a depression in the hills
beyond it. The native chattered and gesticu-
lated, and Tim, casting his eyes across the
depression, gave a cry.

“My hat!” he cried. “Loock—someone has
built a dam across a river, and the depression
is filling with water! If it overflows—the
water will pour down the ravine and fleod the
valley, carrying away the village!”

It was true, and Primo’s gaze hardened,
while a look that was terrible to behold came
into his eyes.

“More of Gwamba’s work!” he growled,
and then he started violently.

For several hours had passed, and the de-
pression was already filled almost to the top.
In a matter almost of moments, a vast flood
of water would burst through the ravine,
bearing death and destruction to the valley
below!

(Continued on page 44.)
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THE IRON SPEEDMAN

By ALFRED EDGAR

JIM RO>»S: strong, no nerves, daring—and what a driver, too

T =

Lon Stargie!

age. He noted Jim’'s clenched fists. Sniff wasn’t & man possessed with a great
amount of courage, and so he drew back. His bunched fists dropped to his side.
He scowled.

“ You led me into this smash on purpose,” he growled. “You made me ge fast

'“And 1 sup we had those five-ton lorries put across the road specially fer you?”
asked Joe. " Ehy didn’t you nip in between 'em like Jim did 1"

“There was—Jim got through! You couldn’t drive well enough, that's abeut the size

““There wasn’t room,"”
of it !’ the mechanic grinned.

“] could drive his head off !’ Sniff snarled ‘' Anywhere—any time |”’

“That's why you've just erashed, being the better driver.” And Jim smiled as he pushed
his hande deep In his trouser pockets and walked around the shattered maehine,

“ Your front axle’s under the gear-box,” he cemmented, “and if yeu pioked the car up
the engine 'ud drop out. It's a—"

“ [t's your fault!”™ BSniff ripped. .

“Don’t keep on saying that!” Jim grinned. ‘“I signalled you te slew up.”

“You didn't signal me at all!” '

“And I say I did,” Jim answered.

“He's wild because you passed him with a buneh of junk like an Arvin,” Jee cut in.
“First time an Ace SEorts has ever been passed by one of those cars. . Thet's what made
it commit suicide on the telegraph pole, 1 expect!” _ :

“ Look here, you two, don’t be so funny about it Bniff stepped towards them, his thin
face set. ““You'll have to pay for all this damage—"'

“I never did it!” Jim exclaimed.

“It’s your fault, though!” ;

“And 1 5y it isn’t!” Joe cut in then. “We passed you, and if yeu like te ge so fast
that you can't held your car when—--"

" - Thﬂt:ﬂ got nothing to do with it! You made me go threugh the hedge and wreck

o car P

FOR the first time, Sniff soemed to notice that Jim was a big and powerful lad for bis

&ll
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“And I say we didn't,” Jim said. “DBut I'll tell you whab, just to stop all argument,
I'l} fight you for it—the ono who leses takes the blamel”

'The Ace tester stepped back and sniffed, a habit which bad got him his nickname.
Miora than ever he didn’'t like the look of Jim's leather-hard fists and bulky frame. X

“That’s diterent, ain’t it?" Joo grinned. ‘' You've got to stand the racket for this,
Snilf, but we'll belp you out. We'll go on to the Ace works and ask them to send out a
break-down van, with a brush and dustpan to sweep up the bits, Come on, Jim!”

The racing mechanic glared at them as they turned away, his features twisted and his
lips distnrtes. His pride had been hurt by the way the two had passed him; in his heart,
he knew that he himself would never have bad tho merve—or tho strength—to hold a
tuned-up Arvin at over 100 m.p.h.

He bhad never lked Jim and Joe. 'The two had a habit of putting things across him,
[{e couldn't forgot the time that they had brought out what looked like a battered old
F'ord, when he was demonstrating a de luxe model Ace to a special customer,

In that rusty, rattling Iford, the two had nassed him when he was deoing nearly seventy
miles an hour! Of course, he knew that the boys must have done something to tﬁe engine
of'the flivver, or might have put in a new one altogether, but it had made him look a fool.

‘He'll have it in for us after this,” Joe said, as the two tumbled over the side of the
Arvin, and Jim sent the machine off aguin,

“1 signalled him to slow,” Jim said. *“I was too ncar tho lorrics to have a chance of
stopping, that's why I went between 'em. He could have got through as well” Ile
adE!r.sd: “I wonder if he'll have to pay for that telegraph pole?”

_'_Ha'a insured aga:ast all accidents,” an saild. "This little affair doesn’t make any
lifference to hfm-——what's got up his nose is the way we put it across him. Surike, you
didn’t half make this bus shift!”

I'he Ace works were three miles on along the road. Jim hooted furiously as he appreoached
the entrance gates at eighty miles an hour, braked and skidded, then sent the machine
zooming through, with the man on the gate lcaping for his life as ho came out to ask
them what they wanted.

Jim sent I:I':.P p]n(:h_me on along tho road between tho buildings to where, at the far end,
was s sign: “ Kxperimental Department.” Under this namo was disguiscd the Ace racing
shed, and Jim pujfa-:! up outside it, then dismounted with Joo and walked to the entrance,

It was the first time cither of them had beon in the Ace works, When they looked
through the doorway they saw a high-
roofed shed, lit only by skylights. On
trestles in the middle of the floor were the
wheelless chassis of a team of threo Ace
racing cars, being made ready for the big
cvent at Brooklands

Somo mechanics were working on them,
and to one side siood a talli, dark, hard-
biiten fellow dressed in well-tailored clothes,
whom the two instantly recognised as Lon
Sturgie, the racing crack.

Ho glanced at the boys as they appeared
in the dcorwny, his {wo narrowed eyes,
under dark and bushy brows, sceming to
bore at them. His expression was grim
and dour and ruthless, and he was built as
though he was all steely sinew and tense
omuscle,

His frown dcepened as he sighted Jim's
features, He bent forward a shade, Iimrer-

SHiFF DIX. An ugLy customer 1s Snift Hals il‘!ﬂ at hi]’fﬁ ;I"L"i thl:rllgh he L'E}Ll]d lh’ll‘dl}' be iE'\'U
not too particular in his methods of fighting, either his eyes. Then he came striding up to

—as Jim and Joe are to discover to their cost, the pair. ., .
‘ho are you?"” he asked Jim.

“We've just looked in to tell you to send out a breakdown truck for Sniff Dix,” Jim
wnswered, ‘““He's taken his car through a hedge.”

“An’ he collecled a telegraph pﬂle on the way,” Joo added.

“Crashed, eh? Hurt himself 1" the epeed crack asked.

“No,” answered Jim. ‘But he was pretty had-tempered.”

“Thanks for bringing the news,” and tho corners of Lon Stargie’s lips curved downwards
as he smiled faintly. *“What's your name?”

“That’'s all right, it was no trouble,” Jim gnswered.“ And wo don't belong to theso
works, anyhow.”

“What's your namo, just tho same?” Stargic’'s hand shot out and gripped Jim's arm,
while his smile died and his eyves narrownd until they gazed out between lids from which
speed-born gales had torn most of tho eyclashces,

His fingers bit like ribs of steel into the museles of Jim's arm, gripping more tightly
than any clamp hp had ever known. Jim looked down at the tense fingers, then, with a
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swift, sweeping jerk of his arm, broke the speedman’s hold. Only Stargie knew how much
strength was needed to do that.

“My name's Ross,” Jim said, ''if that means anything to you.”

“Ross? Not the son of Big Ross?” Stargie asked slowly and with an odd menace,

““le was my dad,” Jim saii

He stood, for just a moment, meeting the speedman’s gaze, cye to cye. Into Stargie's
look came something like amazement, with an expression akin to fear deep down in his
ﬁyea. He turned abruptly on his heels and walked away, leaving the boys saring after
1m.

The obhume glanced at ona another, then Jim jerked his head towards their car and they
returned teo it.

“He didn't like the look o' you, Jim!” Joe commented, as the car rolled off,

““And I'm dashed if T like the look of him!” Jim said. “He's one of thie men Steve
will be racing against at Brooklands!”

Steve Springs a Surprisel

S Jim was quite satisfied
A with the performance of
the Arvin, he headed tfor

the garage. This was a
tin-roofed building at one end of
Woodburn wvillage., The back of
it was connected to what had once
been stables, and in the rooms
over this the brothers and Joe
lived, Joe doing most of the

cooking. _JIM AND JOE whose stirring adventures

There were half a dozen petrol will enthral readers from week to weex.
pumps at the front of the place,’
with oil-containers between them., The garage itself was very clean and neat, because Stevo
insisted on every tool being kept in its proper place.

Half a dozen cars were in the garage for repair, but Steve was not in sight when the
Arvin rolled into the building.

“He’s working on the racer,” Joe said, as thev dropped to the ground, and hurried to
the end of the garage, where it joined up to the stables,

In a stall which had once been the stable for a horse was now a far different steed—
a Roes-Eight racing car. The body stood where the manger had been, and the chassis
sliun::ud ahr:ipped and glittering in the sun which struck through a window at the end
ol the stall, ;

The machine looked as slim and as sleek as a thoroughbred. with everything in pro-
portion and perfectly balanced. The aluminium of the engine had been polished speck.
less, so that 1t was like silver. Even the four corburettors which served it were shining,
and the fluting of the heavy supercharger at the front was as clean as @ mirror. '

This racer had been half-finished when Big Ross met his death on a Continental racine
?ir?ug}t Steve had all but completed the car, working from drawings and plans his father
Jac :

Jim's elder brother was very little taller, but he was much slimmer His forehead was
high, and about his elear-cut face resolurion and courage was graven. But he was not
extra strong. He had the slender fingers of an artist, and a way of speaking very quickly
which showed that he was highly strung.

Neither Jim nor Joe doubted anvthing that Sieve cver told them. Both were convinced
that Steve would pilot this machine to vietory in the big race at Brooklands,

He was working on the car, and he nodded to them as they came in.

HOW THE STORY BEGAN,

JIM ROSS, iron-nerved, daring, is n born rocing driver. His father was a star speedman, and
Jim ig following in his footsteps. Big Ross. as his father was known, is dend—killed in a
raee—but he left behind him the plang of a special racing car. which is called the Ross Eight.
Jim'’s brother, Steve, iz building up the car, and it is entered for a big event at Brooklands.
Jim's chum {is .

JOE COOPER, wheo acts as a mechanic at the small garage owned by the two hrothers. One
day Jim and Joe are out tﬂltir:f an Arvin car, when they are passed by a Super Sports Ace,
driven by a surly feliow name :

“ SNIFF ™ D1X. Jim chases him, beats him, and, unable to pull up at seme cross-roads, hurties
between two lorries, ** Sniff.'" also unable to pull up, crashes into a telegraph pole, wrecking
his machine. In a towering rage, he accuses Jim of being responsible, and a fight seems
imminént !

(Now read on.)
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“What did you get out of the Arvin?” he asked, _

“Well over a hundred,” Jim said. “But she wants a steering damper fixed before the
customer takes her over—she's a beast to hold at epced. We nearly got wrecked.”

“Oht” Steve raised his brows and his lips tightened. He hadn’t forgotten the day
when his father had crashed. “Jim, you take too many chances——" .

“But it was only * nearly,’ ” Jim said. “I had to cut betwebtn a couple of big lorrics
—it was all right. Her acceleration’s great, and her brakes are fine. She's O.K."

“We saw Sniff Dix,” Joe cut in quietly.

“QOh, where?"” asked Steve. c . "

“Well, last time we noticed him he was standing beside a car that'll never run on its
own wheels again, with a busted telegraph pole necar it and a hole in the hedge!” Jim told
Lim, and the boys related what had happencd. ‘

“We went on to the Ace works and told them,” Jim added. ,

“You went—where?” Steve dropped the tool he held and stared hard at the pair.
; “All right, wasn't it?” Jim asked. “We saw Lon Stargie, too—that was worth going
or [

“What!” Steve's eyes suddenly blazed, while the boys stared in amazement, “Let mo
Sq.tch’ynu ncar the Ace works again, and you'll remember it for the rest of your lifg,
im !

“Well, what’'s wrong with ’em?” Joe wanted to know., ‘“We just went in and came
out again., Stargio asked Jim who he was——"

“You bet he’d want to know that!” Steve blazed. ““Jim’s more like his dad than I am.
Jim, your father worked for Ace’s until he had the dickens of a row with them and Stargie,
and left to work on his own!”

The boys glanced at one another, and Steve went on:

“This car”—he pointed to the unfinished racer—*would have beat anything they could
ever have turned out, and it's going to yet! And Lon Stargic, he—— You don’t know
about Lon Stargie, do you?” :

Jim shook his head., Steve's voice was low-pitched and vibrant., Jim had never seen his
brother like this before.

“He's the man who killed your dad—made him crash deliberately! How he did 1t, I
don’t know—but he did it! That man’'s got a heart as black as oil in a drip pan. You
boys steer clear of him—and of Sniff Dix--he's Stargie’s mechanic in the big races!”

Steve remained looking at Jim with his eyes glittering, Then, suddenly, he strode
from the stall and left them standing there, staring blankly at one another,

- Gnah,II never knew about that!” Jim gasped. “If I had, I'd have gone for Stargio

just now |”
J He turned and glanced at the wall to one side of the place. It was covered with racing
photographs stuck to the woodwork, pictures of speed incidents and speedmen. Famous
features were pictured on that wall: Segrave and Dario Resta, Campbell and Vizeaya,
Lockhart and Kaye Don—and right in the centre of them all was a portrait of Big Ross.

Cleaning up the racer, Jim had often raised his eyes to look at his father’s face, telling
himself that he’d make an effort to be as skilful with a car and as fine a man,

“Lon Stargie!” he breathed as he stared.

“¥Yes—and don’t start getting any wild ideas about having your revenge, cither!” Joe
grunted at him. *“I mean, Steve might be wrong. He admits he doesn’t know how
Stargie did it, but——"

“If Steve said it, then it’s true!” Jim growled. ‘“Now I know why Steve’s so keen
glgnut‘ :iﬁnnmg this car at Brooklands. He wants to put it across the Aces—and beat

argie

“And he's going to do it!” Joe grinned,

They stood together, looking at tho sleek lines of the car. It had never been tested
yel, but Steve said that it should lap Brooklands at something like 140 m.p.h.
g 3 w?':}der if he'll givo me a chance of driving it ?” Jim said presently, “After the race,
mean !

“Why not before the race?” Joe asked. “You're as good a driver as Steve—better in
some ways!”

“Don’t talk rot!” Jim grunted. “Steve’s a marvel on a car! He can take a corner
in exactly the same place every time, and I've never seen him skid a machine.”

“Yes, but will he stick the race out?” Joe asked. “He’s good, but he’s not so strong
as you, even if he is older. You've got to be tough to drive a racing car for five
hundred miles at over 100 m.p.h., and Steve ain’t tough {”

“He'll do 1t!” Jim said.

“You ought to be the one to drive,” Joe told him. “You're as hard as nails—an’ look
at the way you went between those lorries! I bet there wasn’t a couple of inches to
Eparg,l’ljaut you never touched either of 'em! Steve couldn’t beat that for judgment at high
epee

“Steve would never have had to take the risk!”—and Jim grinned. “He'd have been
watching the road and seen 'em before there was any danger. Clever bloke, Steve!”

(Continued on opposite page.)
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A WORD FROM YOUR EDITOR

Tell Your Pals!

ALLO, chums! Ilave you tried oui

H the catapult which 1s presented free

with this week's copy of the Old

Paper? But I’ll bet you have! And

having tried it out, I think I can guess

what your opinion of this Free Gift is, too—
“Jolly fine!”

Twmist the NELsox LEer ‘to deliver the
“goods.”" It has done so in previous years;
this year it has lived up to its reputation
by once more giving to its readers a series

of useful FKree Gifts which cannot fail to
appeal to everybody.
A catapult certainly  comes within  that

categorv-—surely there are very few boys
who, at one time or another, have not felt

a desire to possess u catapult—and so 1
think I am justified in feeling that this
week's woift will prove amazingly popular

with vou all.

And I hope my chums will not keep this
good thing to themselves. Your pals who
are not readers of the Old Paper will be
extremely interested to hear all about these
gifts, and it is up to you to give them the
tip. You'll be doing them a good turn;
they’ll thank you. And just think of the
fine times you’ll be able to have if every-
body in vour circle of [riends possesses one
of these catapults!

New Readers Please Notel
HIS week’s Free Gift is, of course, the
I second m the series.  New readers
who missed the topping Boomerang-
thrower which was presented with
last week’s Newson LEer, or those of you
who were unlucky enough not to secure one,
should note that they can still obtain 1t by
asking their newsagents to get them the
required copy, or they can apply direct to
the Back Number Department of the NELSON
LEE, at Bear Alley, Fuarringdon Street,
London, E.C.4, In the Iatter case, appli-
cants shonld send threepence i stamps, and
the issue will be forwarded to them post free.
And now for a few words about the third
dandy Free Gift—a ‘‘Home-Juzz’ Kazoo
Hummer—which is coming along next Wed-
nesday. Take my word for it, chums—this
is something not to be missed, The Kazoo
Hummer is a dispeller of gloom! There
will be 1o more of those dull hours, wonder-
ing what to do with younrself. Instead, a
musical period, with the %Iummur melodiously
producing any tune you like—dance ‘‘hits,”
well-known  songs, selections from the

classics. Yo and your friends will be able
to entertain vourselves ad lib!
Look out for your Kazoo Hummer next

Wednesday, chums, And to make sure you
don’t miss this really dandy Free Gift, order
your copy of the Old Paper NOW!

THE EDITOR.

The Midnight Marauder!

1

12 three worked lave after the garage had been closed that night, and by the tune
they turned in the racing body was clamped on the Ross-Eight and the machine
was almost ready to go down to Breoklands for her trials, and for racing practice.

Jim and Joe slept in a room immediately above the stall which sheltered the

speed machine, and the two chums, tired out

after the day’s ectivities, were soon asleep.

Jini was never certain about what wakened him, but he suddenly found himself lying

on hi= =ide, with his eyes wide open, staring

to where broad moonbeams, coming through

the window, flooded half the room with light and left the remainder in shadow.
He could see Joe's hunched figure in the bed opposite and could hear Ins breathing.
a little more definite than usual—almost a snore.

Jim did not move.
pierce the darkness beyond.
in the blackness, and which moved.

Jim made no sound as he watched
moving past the foot of Joe's bed.
any faint sound which the intruder made.

it

Jim saw the man’s tense bhand ecaught by the moonlight,

His every scnse was alert.

Gradually he _
Joe’s breathing continued uninterruptedly, drowning

He lay in shadow and he tried to

Then, by the door, he sighted something which was solid

picked out the fignre of a man

He saw beony knuckles and

taut sinew, then the crouching figure came full into the light.

It was Lon Stargie!

His face was thrust forwerd, and he was peering at Jim, hizs jaw sct rock-like and his

lips a thin line,
Nearer came Stargie.

Jim saw that he had no weapon.

The boy tensed every muscle,

recady to leap as the man came above him. Then he saw the racing driver's lips moves

hr.-f}rt;l his cold voice in a whisper:
,-Ve come to warn you! Don’t ”
From Joe’s bed there was a sudden

] eruption of sheets and blankets,
py)ama-clad figure came from the mattress in a single swift, tiger-like leap.

“Aro you awake ?”

The mechanie’s

He landed on Stargic’s shoulders, dragging the man backwards,

“Jim, Pve got him!” ho yelled.

3 What "f* the reason jor NStargie'’s midnight visit? And what will Jim do now—~Eknorw-
ing tl!mt it was this man who caused the death of his father ? There will be another exeit-
ing instaliment of this fine servial in next week’s Free Gift issue of the NELSON LEE.
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PRIMO THE TERRIBLE!

(Continued from page 38,

The End of Gwamba.
&5 OOK '™ eried Tim. and pointed across
’ to where the dam had been cou-
structed 10 prevent the escape of the
moutitain  torrent which  thundered
down into the depression. .

A munber of natives were engaged 1n a
wild danee of trinmph. It needed 1o second
alance to recognize them as Gwamba and his
IMen.

Primo wa~ a mateh for ln‘{-:.t}'
even the redoubtalde Primo could
the onrush of a nighty monntain
Thuz thonels Gwamba,

Primo sent o quick glanee vound. It
impossible for him to reach the dam which
{iwamba had coustrueted. The on dy hope was
vy block un tiu: ravine dllt,i stop the waters
i that ey

Like a wild beast Primo flung himszelf for-

LI,
ot stay
torrent.

Wil

ward. . For one moment Tim mmjrmui it
the ‘winm had taken leave of his senses, bhut
as Prine hewvan to tug @ the side of the
ravine. Tm zained an idea of what he in-

15_*ra{ir_'f1 1a) -{il{.

A mizhty mass of rock jutted out from the
side. fivtly cribedded.  Primo’s hope wus a
desperate ooe, It he coonld release  the
tremendons sk, it would thuuder down the
sitle of the ravine like a landslide, earrying
oiher racks and earth with i, Buar surely
Pritmo condd nor manawge, araided, to shift
that amighiy muass!

Primno had sstounded Tim
SIons, DUl never mieh s
Lim now, The voung et
iilu”_;‘t.‘fi af the recaleitrant mas~ ol
s chest museles steod ont in mighty
bBeneath his skiu,

C'rasn !

A pieee of

O Imany ored-
e astouncerd
ht.nvﬂ anid
roek, aud
lumps

bl

rock had been {Iih]ful'ﬁ. d from
the stde of the ravine, It went hinrtling below,
yicoehoet: from side m ~ile, lt.-lI leaving
away other hunps of yoek and carrying them

Lk
I'!

I.H.it i
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|
i

dowr xnlh it Tim heard a tereilie rofr as |
the rocky muss crashed downwawds,  DPrime.
nmniuuyl by this suecess, nm-h- 0 fresl SHE

rlanglit upon the ether out-juring vacks with

which the ravine was strewn, Dantivg and
straining, he worked like a muattnge !

Crash!

Another ook went hurtling dows:, avd then

another. and anof by,

Primo was working feverishily
‘.‘-IIE‘ A:I}UP‘.“J” at the eni hl".f{
but he was hulmttf pace with
muasses of rock 'ﬁillfll he was
woere plitng up the enfrance,

The pressure r}f water was now tromendous.
TTeld in check by the dam an one side and
tiie blodked: 1‘;1}'1'1'1(3 on. the other, the mountain
torrent seemocd to gather up is foree for a
final effor:.

The w uhh
ol the ravine.
rhen,
sonding o |

ll.r”.!. tial' ‘

e e iy —

Something had to mrﬂ*f.m{l -»mm,- wdreg did!
There came o thunderous cfash, aund «
roat. The waters had found a mcans of

srECAPe,

But the roar did not come frowa the ravine.
[t came, insteadd. from  the dam  which
Gwamba and his men had construeted |

Primo ceased his efforts, and, wiping m'n:&'
the pewspivation which threatened to blind
hine, looked over the mighty water-filled de-
pression to the other side. He saw the water
force its way throngh the breach in the dam.
saw it smash the a8 a giant would strike
down a tree which stood in his way,

e saw more. 100! .

Crwamba and his men, confident that their
dam would hold, Iad been too busily en-
aawed i their dauce ol iriumph to heed what
Pritno was doing,  Aned they had been duneing
rieht in the eourvse of the oncoming torrent !

The water was upon them before they could
renlise the tallvess of what had happened.
They were canght up by the water aud flung
h::.:‘h imto the aiv. For a moment they were
visihle, and the next moment they foll back
ito the seething tovrent, to be swallowed up
by it—uever more to re-appear!

Tim gave a great intake of breath and
rurticd to Primo.  The giant was crinning
widely, and he wave a bellow of satisfacrion,

“Diel T not say that we wonld sectle with
(iwamba tosdav?" he ceriecd, tvinmph in his
great volee, 1 have mmn{:d the Hood and
(rwamba has been swept away by the orvent,
[. Primo, have done this!™ Waoe 1o aivone
who sets himselt up against me- L am Primo
the FTerrible !’ '

And the gant bheat his hands upou his
wughiy chest =0 that the villagers shrauk feom
Lit v fervors and even Tim was awed by
the mighty power ol this ;numtni, mat,

! B v
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