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The THREE TERRORS!
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the track of Conkey & Co.—so the Three

The Warning Letter!

ONKEY KING was having a good lay.
\ - becanse he had been to the movies

the might hefore,

He  was  asleep  and  dreaming
althoneh it was long past seven o'cleck.  He
was «hreaming that he had moet his old friend,
Ronnie Colman, who had borrowed half a
cronwn alf i, And he was heginning 1o get
a bit anxions about his bit of dongh, for
Ronnie ~howed no partienlar signz of paring
1. haek,

J st
|[I'I'=|H|-_

“Willviim i ealled Aunt Anw's volze ap
e Nareow slanes,

Annt Ann never called Conk anything bat
William. That was Iis right name. The nts
called him William the Congueror whon he
licked Lobworm MHoggins 1n two ro
f\H!t !"Iﬁli “I“:'-.:'-:'-"l'"l.l lu]f'l':"-” |4 {‘u']]\ =|]
twenty-forr hours,

“There's some hot water to wash vour neck
" satd Aunt Aun, “And there's a lefter
I hope it’s about a sitnation!”
(‘onk erawled out of bed, fecling as if
had been done onn of a bit of his sweot
ropose, B Conk «id not often got a letier.

Onee a girl with a faece ke a toothaciie had
taken to writing him love-Jetters,  Duat Aunt
Ann had fold Que ie Stodgers thart if che
did not sheer off. she wonld get a ¢lip over
the ear that wounld last her for a month of
Sundays

And Queenie had hopped it, for she was
atvaid of SLant Ann, whe, from muceh

thenn a vowe broke info Conk's

F oy

Wil
for vou 'l
Elf‘

wash-

Lerrors turn themselves into apes !
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ing and roming. had a Bt oas haed and as
noboiv at a briar root,

Conkey was a bit afraid of Aant Ann. 100,
but he did not admit 1. All the same, he
was very fond of Aunt Ann, who had brought
liim up over since his morher had died.

Sone day Conk meant to pav Aunt Ann
back for all she had done for him. He was
going out on the wide <ocas, and he was
coning back with a hiuge bagful of gold.

which he was going to empty into her white
apron-—gold  moidores, pieces  of  elght,
hezants, duecats, and what nor.
‘T've ot a nee bloater for vour break-
" called Aunt Ann from the kitehen
below. = 1's on now, so hurry up, Willvum !

(Conk knew all about the bleater. It was
already calling upstairs to him, He picked
up his letter and looked at it rather
preionsly before opening it

“It don’t ecome from 1hat givl Queenie!”
he said, looking at the handwriting, It
looks a =ort of foreign wiiting., It don't look
as if it is about a joh, either, or it wouldnu't
be addressed to NMr. Conk King!™

He opencd the epvelope. and his  juw
cagged,  There was just the single wourd,
" Beware!” and a dagger done in a rusty soet
of red ink that looked like blood,

“Coo lummy!”

tast )’

.
=11h

nimmnrad Conk to himself,

“Thar's all right, ain’t 1 ? Bleod-red daggor
—hey 7
“That girl ain’t been writing vou again *”

asked Aunt Ann conversaiionally through the
hed-raom fAoar  “"Ey and "or kisses! Lipstick
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'uzzy . I'Hl kiss 'er if she comes round ’ere
anv more!”

“It's all right, auntie,” =aid Conk soberly.
“There ain't no kisses in this letter, T assure
you "

**Is it a job, then?"

“Yes,” replied Conk,
it, someone wants to
sitnation,”

“Well, you'd better put your best clothes
on,”’ said Aunt Ann. ““An’, for goodness’
gake, Willyum, do wash well inte your neck!
It does make a clean collar so dirty,”

“I'll have a clean collar, auntie,” replied
Conk dutifully, “but I won't put my Sunday
clothes on. If a chap is going to give you a
job, he likes to see you working like |7

Conkey looked at the dagger again as he
washed his neck. Then he dived into his
private locker, which he always kept locked.
He brought out an old waisteoat.

It rattled as he lifted it, and it was heavy,
for it was lined with chainwork burnishers
bought from an army surplus store. It was,
in fact, a waistecoat of chain mail,

“Now come on with yer toothpicks!” said
Conk when he had put on his special waist-
coat,

He descended to his bloater and ate it in
peace. Aunt Ann watched him affectionately,

“Mind you stand up and keep your hands
out o' your pockets when you meet the
gentleman wot's written to vou,"” she said
when Couk rcached for his cap.

“You bet I will, auntie!”
said Conk fervently,

“From the look of
find me a new

Dudman’s Rents kids, and, after that, Conk
owned the street, a deal more than the land-
lord who could colicet nothing but punches
in the ecye!

At the end of Dudman’s Rents he came
fuco to face with his pals, Bob Smith and
Whacky Clark. Both Whacky and Bob had a
funny look on their half-a-mile as if they had
been up to something,

“What-ho, nobles!” called Conk, and the
Three Terrors greeted one another in “their
usnal boisterous fashion,

“You had any letters this morning ?” asked
Whacky breathlessly,

“What, you had one o' them Valentines?”
Conk wanted to know.

Both his pals drew from their pockets a
tetter similar to his own—same dagger, samo

word, same cheap little foreign envelope.

“Whatya think, Conk?” asked Bob in a
rather worried tone, *“Is it a joke 7"

“Well, T put on me Daily Ielail walistcoat,
in case it wasn't,” said Conk.

“So did we,” nodded Bob., “What do you
make of it, Conk 7"

“Well, I mako it that some guy is about
who don't want to kiss us!" said Conk, *I
was thinking that we'd go up and see old
Okey Spiffiano about it at the ole Fish and
Tater Palace |

“That's a sound idea,” apreed Whacky.
“If there’s anything wonkey about the
letters Spiff will know. There's more under
Spiff's hat than hair!”

'IA

“Oh, he's a brain,” agreed Conk.
feller wouldn’t have worked up from a 'okey-

g% pokey ecan to three Freezerias and a Fish and
= fa?;,:? And he went off cheerfully Tater Palace in twenty years without brains.”
’%f as usual, save at the door he  Bob held his sheet of threat and blood up
*‘5:;:, turned back and kissed his old to the light. There was a watermark on the
f;f,:—, paper.
o wNT = 1
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/ = = “Why, Naples,” re.
aunt on the "% § LOOK AT % pliEd L?Gnk. Iﬂélﬂﬁﬂ tc

Wyople i = = T‘. rl ; '
cheekbone. %E THE THREE TERRORS = }3:}:’:}115,5&‘21&13 j;’olciasgg:
= ! = We are up against a
= THIS WEEK ! = secret  society.  Anm
Terrorising the Terrors! = . . = Italian secret society "
_— : = Do you recognise ’em? = ; o f{“{{"ﬁwﬁ“ lejlz:cu-
VK went down = = ate “hacky, looking
C the Half Acre  Zymmmnmmummmmummunmnniz - reund him  apprehen

lightning,

keeping a bright
eve open for any .foreign-looking nut with a
dagger. lle nearly stoushed a Roumanian
organ-grinder one in the nose on the off
chance, but just then the monkey fell off the
organ and got mixed up with Sonny Boy.
So that was all right.

Jonk dodged down Dudman’s Rents. Ho
knew that no Italian would dare show up
there, and he was sure that it was Italian
handwriting on his lettor. The people up
Dudman’s t?i?.t'znt.s did not like foreigners.

They all had a friendly word for old Conk
as he passed along. They thought a lot of
Conk up Dudman’'s Rents since he had fished
threo kids out of the canal, Theso were

sivelv., “Good job we
got our tin shirts on!”

“We can dodge up Dudman's and round
through Slaughterhouse Alley to Spiffo’s,”
said Conk, “No Italians work round there,
and if we cross by the police-station there's
too many rozzers hanging about for any knifo
work at the eross-roads.”

A few minutes later they marched into
Signor Spiffiano’s  Iried Fish and Chip
Palace., Spiff was behind the counter mixing
monkey-nut oil with olive oil and labelling it,
“Finest Italian.”

“Hey, Spiff!” said Conk, laying down the
three letters on the counter, *““Somoeone's
been sending us Valentines on Italian :
Look—what about it? What would you do?”
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Spiffo’s dark face grew grave as he drew a
magnifying glass from his pocket and squinted
at the paper closely,
”Is it a joke?” asked Ceonk.

“Joke!” exclaimed Spiff.  “Heem i no
joke-a, Heem is dangerous t'reat from dan-
derous societa. Signor Puzzelini, he have
putta da Red Dagga Club on your track.”

Conkey blinked., The Three Terrors had
come up agamnst Puzzohni—or Puzzo the
Dude, as the notorious Chicago gunman was
known—and he had come off second best.
Apparently the Italiano was out to get his
revenge,

“What are we gein' to do about 1t 7"
(Conk,

“'Op it!" said Spiffo, starting to wrap up
some meat pies, *“*'Op it to da countra, an’
leave it to me to tell vour relations dat yon
have gone out on beeziness—for me!”

“What about the police?” asked Conk.

“What's the good of paying fat policemen
good money if they can’t protect you?”

Spiffo shook his head,

“Da polico is alla righta,” said he. *“but
da Red Dagga work so dat do pn]u cman,
heem only come in at da inquest !’

“Coo lummy ! exclaimed Conk. ** Do you
mean to say we gotia be killed before we
call & cop In 1"’

“What's da good of calling a cop 1o a
hidden hand?” asked Spiff, picking out a
good fat Bologna salisago and a loaf of
bread and putting them into a  pareel,
“Micvhta so ne:i call & policeman in to a
ghost, Listen, boys!”

“T'm all ike a blooming donkey !”
sald Conk.

“An’ vou will be da blooma donka if you
don't take my advice!” warned Spiffo, “ Hero
1s plenta gmd food. Tn da yard behind 1s a
cart full of potato sacks, You getta inta da
cart an’ hide under da sack., And da man
will drive yon outa town, ten mile, to Gipsa
Lee. You run with Gipsa Lee, 1 will give
yvou letter to heem. He 1s a good man—and
good friend of mine.?

“What, you mean ole Cocker Lee, the ole
fightin’ man ¥ asked Conk, delighted.

“Dat heem !’ replied Spiffo.

“Why, he's a fair cobber of ours,
Conkey., “ An old friend!”

“So much da betta!” said Spiffo,

asked

Care,

eald

writing

a note with pencil on a greasy paper. “Yon
give dat to Cocko an’ he'll see you all
right !”’

T"he boyvs took their parcel of grub, and
Spiffo let them out into the locked yard
heluml Hoere was a horse and a cart which
brought the spuds from the fields to the Fish
and Spud Savoy.

The man in charge grinned as the boys

crawled under the sacks. The boys knew
him. His name was .\Iu:phy, and he was a
bit of orlright, he was,

Then ‘*}}lﬂf} with a2 word or two to
Murphy, unlacked the door of the yard, and
the horse moved off.

The boys felt that they would die if they
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could not peep out and sce if any Red
Daggers were hanging about. Whacky found
H) r1ff in the side of the spud mrt

“Coo lummy ! he whispered, "* I believe I
can sece one of ‘em standing on the corner
of Market Square!”

“Come outa the way
.caquint‘-” said Conk,
shoved Whacky aside and had a peep
at, tlm Italian looking figure that was hanging
about the corner of Market Square,

“That’s no Red Dagger !” he said.
young Nobbs—the one that's
cutting at the barber’s ﬁhop.
wearing them }]II <h four
chop whiskers, “cause he thinks that makes
im look like a movie star, Cods the girls
that he acts on films, Coo Iumm} I' The only
film "¢ acts on is a film o grease! DMovie
star ! Tush! Ie's got a face like a sideship!
It fair disgusts anyone to see a feller puttin’
on dorg like that!”

And Conk gave a growl of disgust.

‘Here  v'are, Whacky,” he avent on,
moving aside: * here's your spyheole. I dou't
want to any more sichts like that, I
want ter see a desperado, not a ham barber’s
h{j}' !.?!

And Conk crawled under his camouflage of
sacks and sald no more as the cart jogged
out of town and into the econntry, far bevond
the end of the trams and buses and the Pole
Star Inn, which was the boundary between
the town and the real country,

>

and let's have a

“That's
learning hair-
He's tnok fo
trousers an’ side

L[i('l

Japed By *““ Apes "'!

ONIK knew they were making towards
Hangmau's Heath, a lonely streteh of
moorland which luj along the hills to
the south.

He was well pleased, because Hangman's
Heath was the resort. of gipsies, and it was
said that Charley Peace once had a sccret
cave up there.

He went to sleep, and when he woke
azain the spud cart had finished grinding
up a hill that was miles long and had turncd
off the road altogether,

Conkey put his head up, They were pass-
ing thruugh a tangle of firs and blackberrics
and heather, and soon they rolled into a
deep quarry where great walls of rock rose
all round them.

There was Cocko Lee the gipsy, leaning
over a gipsy pot and stirring a stew that
smelled uncommonly like a stew of hare and
pheasant with onions, But Cocko had burncd
the feathers and the fur so that no one could
swear what was in the pot.

Cocko was a big-framed, handsome old
man, He had been heavy- wmght champion
in the days when the cham[?mna would fight
fifty rounds without the gloves for a ten-
pound note.

“ What-ho, Cocko!” said Conk,

sticking his
head up out of the spud cart.
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Cocko looked up from his cooking,

“Hallo, Conk!” said he. *“What brings
you here?"

“We've brought a letter,’
—“from Spiffo!"

And, jumping down from the cart, he pre-
sented his letter of introduction,

Cocko read it, and his grim old face grew
a bit more grim as he studied 1it. Then Conk
gave him the letters with the red daggers,

“Those are bad people,” said Cocko Lee,
“and no friends to the Romany folk. Dut,
welcome to tho merry green wood, boys.
There 1s plenty of stew in the pot. I am
expecting & few friends to-night, so there is
plenty for all.”

“DBut we got our dinner,” said Conkevw,
“Spiffo weighed out a big parcel of grub—
cnough to keep us for two days.”

Cocko shook his head.

“You can eat that later,” said he. “ Anvone
who comes to a gipsy camp cats gipsy bread
1n welcome, "

He made a sign to the driver of the spud
cart, who drove olf through the gorse bushes.
Then he gave a shrill whistle.

“Como on, chum!” he called,
ready,”

The boys started as they heard a rustling
in the tree overhead, and down came tumbiing
a chimpanzee in answer to Cocko’s call,

explained Conk

“Dinner's

il

Conkey regarded
the organ griader
susplolously — he
didn'¢t want a
knife In his back !
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“Coo lummy! [t's
claimed Conk,

“Sure thing,” said Whacky. “I saw some
at the Zoo in London, having their tea, and
they sat up like Christians, They are dif-
ferent from those bluc-faced beggars that
scowl at you through the bars. The chimps
are more like us, 'Thev say we ure descended
from something like this chap, but millions
of vears ago!”

“You may be,” said Conk quickly, “but
wao never 'ad one o' those in our family!”

“Yes, vou did, Conk King,” said tho
chimpanzee, “seeing that you are my second

-2

cousin !
Conk for a moment was speechless,
“It’s a boy! It's

I.l‘l‘

a chimpanzee!” ex-

“Streuth !” he warbled,
the boy Chummy Chubb, Why, what me olo
Chummy ! ’Ow goces 1t, cousin?  And what
arc yvou doing in this rig 7"

“He's Bingo, the boy monkey,” said Cocko.
“We are working up a show, You sce, boys,
I had a chimp, two orang-outans, and one
gorilla, but they got old and died. So I had
"em skinned and gave the rest of ’em what
vou might call @ Christian burial. Then I had
i a nice -troupe of four boys to take their
places, but the gorilla went and joined the
Army, and the big orang-outan wanted to go
iter the Navy, and the little'un, led away
by his example, ran away to sca. So I was
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left with Chummy Chubb, the Boy Chim-
panzee. Now, Chummy, fall to, The stew
1¢ ready, but tie a towel round you neck so
you don't muss up that skin!»

The Three Terrors gazed at one another in
astonishment and dehght as they gathered

roand the savoury pot and Cocko dished out
the stew,

What if Cocko would take themm on in his
troupe ? The question was in all their eyes.

“I say, Cocko!” burst out Conko, at length,
“What sort of a gorilla would I make?”

‘First rate, T should say,” =aid Cocko.
“Have a bit more of this bird.”

“Chicken 77 asked Conk.

"Neu.; ask a gipsy what he's got in the

pul said Lo(ko “But, if you must know,
it 8 ©Ofie l.'l‘! luu-«u Iiji‘lg'-l.ui thli RETTS {alHt‘l}
pheasants, Enough d!” And  Cocko

nodded myvsteriously,

"I cateh vour.smoke
Conk, lmhhng out his plate.
bick to business,

all =ereno.” answered
“But to get
How would we do for the

monkey troupe? We are all acrobats, more
oir less!”
"“You'll do,” said Cocko. *“1I'll fit you up

i the skins after dinner, and we'll rehearse,”

Cocko was as good as his word,  After
dinner was over and the boys had washed up
in the spring that was trickling into the old
quarry, he fastened them up m the <kins and
made up their faces and gave them an hour
m  front of a mirror, pulling faces 1 imita
tion of the real apes.

Whacky nearly died of laughing watching
old Conk, who was a fuir genius at pullmg
mugs, for he had practised a lot at schoel,
And Conk roared as Whacky, rather tight in

h1s skin, seratched himself and gave a very
rood show as a middle-aged orang-ontan.
But Cocko gave them no rest after that.

He set Chununy the Chinp to teach them to
fumble, and for three hours on end they
inmbled, and rumbled a bit more than they
wanted to.  They were tumbling when the
sune set, and Cocko told them not to take off
their skins as he wanted his friends, who
woere coming to supper, to sce them and tell
him what they thought of his new apes,

The friends came jnst after sunset.  all
cleaned up and as smart as new pins. They
were four big men who were working on a
bit of new ratlway a mile or two awav. Bui
the boys gasped in admiration when they
heard their names, for two of them were
heavy-weight t}ltlilllliﬂll‘- Gunner Palmer and
Mat Twiggett Ml Towser was welter
wolght vI].m.pmn of the navvics, and Crusty
the Bargee was the fighting King of tha
Canals,

The boyvs tumbled for them in the firelight
as the great men ate themwr supper, and tha
fighting ravvies saixd that they were a fair
masterpiece,  Crasty, watehing Conk.  <aid
that if he had hm for three months he would
male the beginnings of a champion ef him,
Chummy, he thought, was too small for any-
thing but a rat fieht,

They were in the middle of their tumbling
when  Smoker, Cocko's great Alsatian,
dropped thmugh the bushes and laid his nose
on his master’s knee, giving a low growl that
was hardly audible.

“Get into the wvan, boys,” said Cocko
quietly,  “Smoker's giving warning.”
The boyvs nipped into the gipsy van and

peeped through the shutters,

In a few- seconds three young men walked
into the ring of the firelight, and Conk gave
a grunt of astonishment. They were threo
voung lItahans of the flash set down Nanci-
palarnt Lanc—Loo Licori, generally known as
“Nireck o Lickerish”;  Allesandro Notti,
otherwise known as “Aleec the Nut': and
Jacko Lanti, who was called “Jack o' Lan-

tern.”  They were dressed up to the nines
and looked saucy.
“"Tllo!” said Loo sullenly. “You Cocko,

da Gipsy 7"

‘At vour service,” nodded Cocko politely,

“You 'ﬂwt t'ree boy “iding up with vou,”
said Loo. " We wanta dose t'ree boy !

“What do vyou want three boys for?”
asked Cocko quietly,

“Dat is our business,” said Loo. *'Thoev
are sure in vour van!”

"You keep away from that van,” raid
(Cocko. “That's my private van, not a

shove-"apenny elub for Dagoes!”
" Stand back
deternimeda

“We are

commanded Loo,
men !

And, stepping forward, he showed a L‘T;lg‘-gm'

with a red handle to Crusty the Bargee. who

blocked tns way.
Of course, that was just asking for it.
“You snake-‘caded dorg! Pull a knife on
me. will ver " demanded Crusty, and, hfung
a fist like a fen-pound ham, he gave the
Itaban he duty left just under the chin,
Loo went down like a ninepin, and Crusiy
stepped on his hand and took his red dagger.
Alce the Nut fared no better with Gunner
Palwer, who picked hun up by hix collar
and shook him tll his teeth rattled, whil<i
Cocko chased Jack o' Lantern round the van.

The boys - could stand 1t no longer,  "Thev
burst cut of the van as the three Dagoes gaot
tegether and prepared to run from this rovgh
hovse, At the sight of them Loo. who ol

got 1o his feet, gave a yell of fear,

“Monka I he yelled,

“Orang-atanga ™ howled Alee the Nut,

“Leetle Monk heem  very eross!” eried
Jack o Lantern,

At Tem ! eried Corko, “We wot their
fnives 1"

The three halians racoed oif through 1ho
bushes,  Their eves were siarting from thor
heads, and they wore panting as they davedd

They =aw four horiid
against the ris

to turn for a mament,
apes dancing after them IS TS
moon, and they vaced for ihe readway, wirh
Smoker bounding and snarling after them,
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The Italian desperadoes were terrifled to see three apes ecome dancing down the caravan steps.

Two of the Italians reached the road
safelv; one didn't—at least, he didn't Teach
it at the same time as his compatriots,
Smoker saw to that., Smoker didn’t like

the look of these blokes, and he was deter-
mined to show his disapproval, However,
the bow-wow realised that he couldn’t tackle
them al! at once, so he made a grab at the
nearest fleeing figure.

Loo Lickeri was the victim, and the Stick
o' Lickerish gave a fiendish how! as he felt
two rows of sharp teeth dig into the recar
of his anatomy. He swung rtound—and
Smoker went round with him, describing a
graceful ecirele in mid-air. The dog though
it great fun end wanted more; so he took
a fresh bite—harder this time. Round and
round went Loo, shrieking in terror, know-
ing that he had lost a lump of flesh and fear-
ing that he was going to lose a portion of

his pants; and round and round went
Smoker, snarling his appreciation of this
free ride on @ human roundabout, Then:
Rip!
Loo's worat fears wore realised, and he

lost @ large chunk of his bags, while Smoker
sailed through the air for a dozen vards
and then came a mighty cropper—right at
the feet of Conkey & Co. as they rushed up.
The Three Terrors stopped and watched Loo
as he scooted painfully towards the road.

They saw him join his companions in a
small oar which had bheen waiting in the

shadow of the buzhes on the moorland road.

““Drop. bovs—quick'!"” shouted Conk, and,
falling on Smoker's neck, he dragged him
down to the ground and held him by the
collar, rolling him into a deep hole along-
side his companions,

Bang! Bang! went from the car as it
started off. Then a perfeet fusillade of bullets
tore through the gorse, hitting nothing but a
tin can which some pienie party had left
behind to improve the landscape,

The bovs listened as they heard the roar of
the car die away in the distance.

“Tirst round is ours,” =said Conk, “But it
was a good job for us that Cocko had asked
those Champeens to supper. It's always just
as well to have a fightin' man around!”

And Conkev laughed at the rising moon as
he took a squint at Whacky,

“Lummy, Whacky,” he grinned., "I don't
wonder that those Italianos 'opped it when
thev saw vou!”

“T can’'t sce
growled Whacky.

“Course you can't—not without a looking-
glass!” grinned Conk. *DBut hurry up, boya.
Back to the camp. We'd better take them
red daggers away from the Champeens before
they cut themselves! ’'Scuse me, Whacky-
I can’t help laughin’ "

anything to laugh at!”

THE END.
of fun mer-

(More about this cheeky trz'»
0Ys.)

chants next week,
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A cleverly-written long
complete detective
yarn.
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CHAPTER 1.

The Misadventure of a Postman!

HE postmwan hesttated with his hand
on the gate of No. 12, Hedinghain
Road, Noibury. Was it fancy, or

had he scen a ~hadowy

in the poich?
It was mid-evening delivery, and nmight
had fallen prematurely on this cloudy April
evening. Hoedingham Road was one of those

figure lurking

new thoroughfares on  the outskirts of
London, with Tnodern middle-class  villa:

standing in theiwr own restricted grounds,

"Funny !7 muttered the postman,

It was only a short step up the tiled path
from the gate to the porch, with its stucco
pillars, No. 12 was completely davk, as the
postianr - expected, He  knew that tho
house belonged to Mr. Clifford Underhill,
a young man who worked somewhere
Fleet Strecet—a journalist, the postmayn
fancied. Ile was a l];]{:h{:!ﬂl‘, o0, and inei-
dentally Mr. Underhill was a cause of mucn
gossip up and down Hedingham Road. No-
body could quite understand why a bachelor
<hould have bought a house of this type
Hulin‘hu'.\. i 1;;1-“"[' i.1llIrL- the l]liTIl,{. T‘ CIg -
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body elso in that highly respectable street
was married. So Mr. Underhill was looked
upon as something of an intruder,

Mrs. Russell, who lived next door, had
more than once seen bim arriving home as
late as 2 a.m. Sometimes he didn’t come
home at all. He had a housckeecper; but
she always left, as regular as ¢lockwork, at
tea-time. :

The postman selected a letter by the light
of his waist-lamp, and walked up the tiled
path,

““Just a minute,” said a vorce,

The postman had reached the porcl, and
was preparing to put his letter through the
box slit, He pulled up with a start, know-
ing that he had not Encn mistaken 1n bis

earlier impression, A shadowy figure had
materialised from one of the rccesses of the
porcli. ;

“What’s the idea?” azked the postman
sharply,

The light from his lamp revealed a shabby
man of weedy appearance, with a sharp-
featured, rat-like face. The man’s eyes were
nervous, but at the same time they con-
tained an ugly glint.

“I'll take the letter,” said this unsavoury
individual, “You needun’t bother to put it
in the box.”

“Sorry, but I can’t let you have it—-""

“Nonsense !”  interrupted the other,
“I'm a friend of Mr. Underhill’s. (ot here
a bit before my time, that's all. He'll be
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here any nunute, S0 you might as well
give the letter to me.

The postman was E':lIr-]'Ii{'LJ:U!lF.

“1f you're a friend of Mr. Underhill’s, I
can’t see what you want with his private
correspondence,” he replied bluntly, *This
letter is going in the bm: so you'll oblige
me by standing aside.’

Jim Sargent had been on this delgyery-
round for years, and his work was, on the
whole, humdrum and uneventful. Except
for an occasional fracas with the kids of No.
8 and those cheeky girls of No. 29, his round
was singularly peaceful. Mr. Sargent was
a peaceful man himsclf; he was smallish,
elderly, and, at the prmpnt moment, he was
decidedly nervous. He didn’t like the look

of this fellow at all.

“Don’t be a fool!” said the stranger.
“T'here’s no harm in giving me the letter.
Mr. Underhill came home without his keys—
that's why I'm waiting here. He's gone
round to the agent’s to sce if hé can get
a duplicate. Perhaps he won't get onc-—and
then he’ll cuss me for letting you put that
letter 1n the box.”

Jim  Sargent was  more  suspicious
ever: this latest story was thin.

“Post Office regulations don’t

' he began.

Before he could proceed any further a
strong pair of arms gripped him suddenly
from behind, pinioning him,

“We can’t fool about !’ snapped a
voice. ‘‘Take that lt.‘:lf-l"l‘, Josh !”

The postman struggled wildly.

than

allow me to

Tew

“Help!” he shouted. *“You inferial
rascals "

Thud !

Something struck him on the side of the
head, just below the brim of his helmet,
with great force. He sagged in s
assatlant’s arms, and sank to the ground.

As he fell Josh snatched the letter from his
hand,

“You're mad, Luke!” “No
need to have done that.”

His companton made no reply: he simply
scized Josh by the arm and pulled him
away., They both hurried throngh the gate-
way, glanced up and down the quiet road

ha panted,

and vanished into the gloom. Overhead
dark masses  of threate ning - clouds  were
ommously gathering, and ram was begin-

ning to fall.
And in the porch of No. 12 lay Jim Sar-

gont, the postmn, unconscious.
R. MARCUS DRAYTON, of the
M Cedars, Maplestead Road, High-
gate, paced up and down his
shabby, untidy study with short,

He repeatedly looked at
1*{1!!![!.1|rr1g |t

nervous fnmutrih.
the elock on the mantelpiccee.
with his watch.

“Why don’t thev comet™ he muttered, al-
most savagely. “This 15 becoming unen-
durable ! They wmust have fatled ! He
drew hiz breath in sharply between his un-
even teeth. “And il they've failed I'm

ruined !"’

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

He opened the door, strode out into the
hall, and opened the front door.  He pecred
anxiously down the ill-kept gravel path,
with 1ts ragged laurel busllfn and a spot
or two of raim fell upon ius bald head.
Maplestead Road was deserted except for a
taxicab which was disgorging a noisy, laugh-
ing party two or three hundred :-.-:ll'[i‘i awayv,

IIr Drayton was irritated bv the sound.
“Frivolous fools!” he snapped under his
breath.

He went indoors again, and once more
he starced anxiously at the clock. Iis
nerves were becoming ragged.  There was
nothing particularly pleasant about Mr.
Marcus Dravton. He was an elderly man—
perhaps between siaty and sixty-five—with
bent, rounded shoulders, as though he had
spent most of his life at a desk. His face
was hard-featured and clean-shaven—the
face of a man who was accustomed o
having his own way; and his pale blue
eyves, behind their spectacles, were utterly
devoid of kindliness.

Suddenly he stiffened. A famihar creak
had made itself heard. He leapt to the
door, flung it open, and dashed into the
hall. Ile got the front door open as two
shadowy figures arrived at the step.

‘”s‘\'i 1% he demanded tenk{*h

}\mp vour hau on, guv'nor !

" said one

of the men. “We got 1t all nght.”
“Yon got it!"’ e¢jaculated Mr. Drayton,

with untold relief in his tone. “Goodd

heavens! I was beginning to fear But

where 1s it? Give it to me!”
The bigger of the two men laughed.
“Not so fast, guv'nor,” he said, with an
-riliplt‘cL-i‘ll'if ltﬂfu in his voice. “Alnt N Oil
goin’ to ask me and my pal in? It 1s nice

to keep us hangm’ about ’eire on the door-
step 1 R

Mr. Drayton made a gulping noise.

“All nght—come in!” he ~aid. “I'd for-
grotten.

He went into the ill-lit study, and Luke
Danby and Josh Adams followed him.
Thev were shabby, down-at-heel, and quite
representative of the sneak-thief elass to

which rhey belonged. Luke was the bigger
man, and while he was quite at ecase and
fullv master of himself, Josh was just the
opposite, Josh stood there, looking about
nervously and twisting his ragged cap n
hi= hands,

“Now then—the letter I said Mr,

sharplv, _
“Hold "ard, gm”nor " said Luke. “You

gave us a LD[[I}IL‘ o' quid before we went,

Dravion

didn’t vou? And yon promised us anc-ther
couple o' quid if we was successful ?

“Of  course. The um]unhmding was
definite,” replied Mr. Drayton impatiently.
“T have the money Ili‘lt*

“It ain’t vnnugh put in - Luke. “We
want a fiver, guv'nor, Things wasn’t so casy

as Vol re¢ koned. Before we cot that Tvtsi"r
we ad to knock that postman on the 'ead.’

“What 77 ejaculated Mr. Drayton, aghast,
“Didn’'t I tell you not to do anything
violent? You fools!”
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“You wanted that letter—and we've got
it for vou,” snapped Luke. ‘“And when
vou've handed over a fiver you'll get it,
See ?”

“You infernal ECLIm'I” muttered Mr,
Marcus Drayton under his breath.

He whipped out his pocket-book, counted
out five pound-notes, and handed them over.
Luke grinned, and withdrcew a crumpled
letter from his pocket.

Mr. Drayton snatched it,
and then an angry, impa-
tient exclamation escaped
him, He stared at the
letter with mingled con-
sternation and fury.

“You fools!” he panted,
twirling round. "This isn’t
the letter I want!”

Luke shrugged hi s
shoulders.

“That’s not our fault.
guv'nor,” h e replied.

“You told us to get a
Ietter from the postmau,
and we got it.”

“But it's not the one!”
said the old man, shaking
it excitedly in the air.
“Can’t you sce that this
letter 13 from a business

firm? The name is on the
back, here! A typewriting
firm."”’

“That’s got nothing to do with us,” said
Luke coolly. “It’s the only letter the post-

man was delivering, and we grabbed it. It's
your funeral if it ain't the right one.”

Mr. Drayton caught in his breath,

“The only letter?” he repeated., " Are

you surc?”

“0Of course,”

“You're positive that the postman had no
other letter for Underhill #”

“Well, he only put one
letter-box,” said Josh Adams.
as clear as I can see you, sir.
no other letter,”

““And secin’ as we've done our job, we'll
be biddin’ you good-evenin’, guv'nor,” said
Luke with 2 nod. “Any other time you
want us to do a little job—"

“Wait—wait |” broke in Mr, Drayton. “I
may want you again now.”

He paced up and down, looking again at
the letter in his hand. With a muttered
curse he tore it open, saw that it was only
a circular letter regarding a new model of
a certain typewriter, and then he flung 1t
into the fire.

“This suspense is dreadful !"” he muttered.
“What did those confounded burglars do
with that letter? Perhaps they didn’t post
it, after alll But it must be somewhere |
Yet why did they take it away with them 1"

He continued pacing, more agitated than
ever.

“It was only last night,” he went on,
under his breath. “If the scoundrels did
post it, it would be delivered some time this

through the
“1 see him
There wasn't

evening. [If Underhill gets that—if he opens
it—"

He broke off, catching in his breath.

““What's the old boy muttering about,
Luke ?” whispered Josh Adams, "sueer old
cuss, ain’t he?”

“What do we care?” asked Luke. “We've

made scven quid out of 'im already., Bit
loop,v, if you ask me.”
- “1 dunno,” murmured the other. *“ May-
be there’s more in this than meets the eye,
mate. Looks fishy to me.
What’s he want with an-
other bloke’s letters?”

Mr. Drayton suddenly

snapped his fingers.

- ““Come here!” he said
sharply., “Y o u have
brought me the wrong

letter, but it is not your

fault. Perhaps the right
letter will be delivered
later. You must get it!

Do you understand? You
must go back to Norbury
and find out all the de-
tails of the next delivery.
Then you must report to
me. It'll be easy enough
—you can do 1t without
arousing any comments.
I'll give you another two
pounds——"

“Ain’t you pgenerous?”

contemptuously. “Two

[.uke

1wterrupted

pounds your grandmother!”
“You umpertinent hound !

speak to me like that——"
“Not so fast, old gent!” said Luke in-

If you dare to

solently.  “What's the idea of offerin’ us
a measley two qud?  An' don't call me

names. neither, or I might give the tip to
Mr. Under'ill that you've been pinchin’ his
letters.”

Marcus Dravton took a deep breath,

“We mustn’t quarrel,” he said thickly.
“Perhaps this job is worth more than two
pounds

“There’s no * perhaps’ about it, guv’'nor,”
retorted Luke. “Scems to me you've for-
gotten that we banged that postman on the
'end? Like as not, there'll be a copper
about on the next delivery., We can’t do
the same as we did before—can’t ’ang about
in the porch waitin’ {or the postman., TIt's
a cert. that Mr. Under'ill will be 'ome, for
one thing; an’ for another the postman
might 'ave a mate with him, or a cop,”

“You must try!” urged Mr. Drayton
fiercely, “It is absolutely essential that I
should get that letter, Do you hear me—
essential "

“All right, guv’nor, we'll get it for you,”
replied Duke Danby. “What do you say to
ten quid 7

“Ten pounds!” ejaculated Mr, Drayton
angrily,

“Fach!”

“You grasping rascals

“Take it or leave it,” said Luke, shrug-
ging his shoulder. “But a risky job 13
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worth high pay. Ten quid cach—or we walk
out,”
And Luke flung his cap on the back of his

Eead and made for the door.

“Wait ! said Mr. Drayton sharply. “All
rght—ten pounds,™

“Each ?”

“Ten pounds cach,” said Mpr. Drayton.

“But only 1f you lumtr that |Ltta.- to me.
][ Nk Till ] ” gl\-l‘ MO ||'1-E|I l'ﬂl'“ﬁ

“That's a bargain, guvnor.” said Luke

promptly.

They reeceived some more instructions from

atdl then took their
Mareus Dravton breathed
havd after he had closed the door.

“The scum ! he panted. * But if they get
the letter it°ll be worth it—every penuy of

Y i

their strange ciployver.
departure. My,

CHAPTER 2.
The Snake Bracelet!

CL[["["UHIJ UNDERHIILL walked list-
Jessiv, =

The street was vemarkably dingy,
hut Underhitl nardly seemed aware
ol his qurroundings.  As he walked there
was @ faraway look in his eves. His editor
had sent him to Walworth 1n order to get
hold of a story. and™ he had got it. He
should really have been very pleased with
himself, for it was a good storv., There had
heon a fire that evenming i Walworth, and
Clifford had obtained conclusive proof that
the fire had been dehiberately faked.

But, somehow, the journalist did not zcen
to care particularly.  His only object now,
as he walked, was to get back to the
Elcphant and Castle, where he would be
able to board a bus for Ludgate Circus.

Until two months ago, Underhill had been
the  star veporter  on the staff of *'The
Morning Mail,”  Of late, however, he had
fallcn off to such an extent that the news
editor was seriously beginning to think of
displacing him. Underhill didn’t take the
interest in his work that he always used to.

He had lost a great deal of his pep and
initiative. KEven now, as he walked down
this dingy Walworth street, with a goaol
story for his editor in his pocket, his foot-

stops were listless. e just didn’t seem to
calre.

Things had been wetting worse, week after
week. It was such a pity, because formerly
Underhill had been one of the cheeriest
mortals”in the office, alive to his fingertips,
bubbling with energy, a new joke on his

tongue every day.

Suddenly, as he was passing a squalid-
looking second-hand jeweller’s, the window
of which was 1ill-lighted, he half-turned his
head, attracted by somecthing which struck
a familiar chord. He looked again, casually,
preparing to walk on at the same time.
But now he pulled up short, a startled ejacu-
latton on his lips. He knew why his atten-
tion had been attracted; a man in the win-

dow had just hung a bracelet on a hook,
near one of the electrie lights,

*“It's the same—exactly the =ame!”
tered Underhill,
his face.

[Ie stood looking into the dingyv window,
his mind tortured with memories. Never had
he expected to see a bracelet so like the
one —

mtit-
a spasm of agony crossing

A mad thought came to him. His face
became  deeply flushed, and s eyes posi-
tivelv burned as he bent nearer. What if

this bracelet wasn’t a mere duplicate? What
if it was the bracelet? Clifford Underhill
almost felt }Ii"\ heart miss a beat, This was
~heer insantty !

And ut—aud vet——

He strode to the sho
cpen.  As he entered, he took a firmer hold
on himself. It would never do to display
excitement or over-eagerness; the jeweller
would only become suspicious.  So, with a
supreme  effort, he forced himself to adopt
a casual manner.

The interior of the shop was as untidyv as
the window. The counter, and the shelves
behind the counter, were filled with a mis-
cellancons assortment of second-hand articles

clocks, cameras, ornaments, electro-plated
flower-vases, and so forth.  Behind the
counter s<tood an elderly, undersized man,
who wore a shabby alpaca coat. His face
was pinched, and his eves, behind his spec-
tacles, were foxyv,

“You've gof
sadd Clifford.

door, and pushed it

a bracelet in the window.”
and he was surprised to hear

the calmness of his voiwce considering that
« tumult raged within him, 'T'd hke 1o
han* a look at it, if vou don't miud.”

“Certainly, sir,” said the jeweller, ** Bud
there are many braeelets.  Which one de
you mean?”

“1 think you just put 1t in—I noticed it
as [ was }Hlﬁﬂi]l_',;'.” replied Underhill, “A

sort of snaky thing.”

The jeweller nodded. and a certain eager-
ness came into his manner

“You wish to buy the bracelet?” he
“It is a good one—solid gold,

asked.
twenty-two

caraf, It is a bargain at ten guineas——'
“Never mind the price,” interrupted Clif-
ford. " Let's have a look at 1t,  If I like 1t

' h_lb}." it
Striving  to he

opened

keep his hands steady,
gripped the counter. The jeweller
the glass door of the window, reached for-
ward, and took the snake bracelet from irs
hook.  Ie brought it forward, rubbing it
tenderly with a scrap of velvet,

“This bracelet must have cost between
twenty and thirty pounds when it was new,”
he said cunningly. ‘““But it's second-hand,
and at tem guineas there’s no better bargain

“All right—let’s see it.’

Underhill held out his hand, and
he was amazed at his forced calmness.
bracelet was exactly
snake design, the same 111.r:l;|l¢:mgq
it over and over in his
ostensibly for a hall-mark,

again
This
the same—the same
He turned
nand, looking
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One man held the

postman from behind,

while another struck

him a heavy blow
over the head.

*iPs
jeweller,

“I know—I know,” said Underhill thickly.

He wondered that he could speak at all
What he had seen had givenn him a tremen-
dous jolt. Initials, scratched on the soft
f_rnlltl--‘“(f_ U.—M, F.” There they were,
aint and worn, but to Clifford Underhill
they scemed to stand out In letrers of fire.

If it hadn't been for the counter, he would
have swaved. Until that moment, he had
told himself that he was mad—that he was
fooling himsell with an insane hope. It
couldn't be the same—such a thing was im-

the

twenty-two carat——" began

possibie!  Yet here it was. in his hands, and
those initials proved it. The same brace-
let !

“How—muach—did you say?” he heard him-
sclf asking.

“Ten guineas, sir,” replied the jeweller
promptly,

“I'll buy it—no, don’t wrap it up,” said
Underhill. “I can slip it in my pocket just
as it 1s.” He took ont his pocket book with
trembling hands, selected two fivers, and
added a ten shilling note. *““Thank you,” he
added curtly, amd turned towards the door.

“Wait!” ejacai.ated the jeweller., “Ii
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you ’;wil] please sign these notes on the back

**Nonsense,” interrupted Clifford.

He felt that he could not stay in that
shop another second. He reached the door,
opened it, and plunged out into the ill-lit
street. His brain was in a turmoil. He was
bewildered, staggered, dumbfounded. And
with all this a hope was dawning in his heart
—such a hope that he felt giddv as he
walked. It was crazy, of course, but—

It was Muriel’s bracelet—Muriel who was
dead—Muriel who had worn the self-same
bracelet at their last meeting. Yet what
was it doing in that grubby little second-
hand jeweller’s in Walworth?

“What can I do?” he muttered feverishly.
“How can I get any help? If I go to the

police they'll d¢uly think I'm a raving
Junatic.”
His thoughts came to a standstill, A

name had oceurr:d to him—a famous name,
and one which stood for integrityv. A taxi-
cab was crawling past,
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““Here!” shouted Underhill, beckoning.
The cab swung into the curb,

“Gray’s Inn Road,” ordered the jours-
nalist,. “Mr. Nelson Lee's chambers—I
don’t know the number——*

“That’s all right, sir—hop in!” said the
cabby brisklv. “I wouldn’t be fit to be on
the streets if I didn’t know Mr. Nelson Lee’s
door number!”

ELSON LEE, the famous criminologist,
ig smiled rather amusedly as he re-
garded the astonished expressions on
the faces of the six “cubs” who
werae in his laboratory with him,

“Just a little demonstration, young ’uns,”
he said drvly. " You see, lingerprints, as a
means of identification, are not so infallible
as they are supposed to be. It i1s possible—
indeed, comparatively easy—for a clever
criminal to seeure the impressions of a man’s
hngerprints, and then duplicate them. It
15 only a question of making a rubber-stamp
with sufficient ecare. A fOngerprint from a
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rubber-stamp looks exactly hike a genuine
finrerprint.”

“You mean, Chief, that a crook might
commit a murder, and leave somebody else’s
fingerprints all over the place?” asked a
member of the audience,

“Exactly,” said Lee.
afraid, are too prone to
accept fingerprints  as
positive  eyidence. 1
certainly do not.”

It was one of the
great detective's popu-
lar lectures. The mem- '

“The police, I am

bers of his novel yJ'
academy woere  alway=

cager and anxious to

atteud, and the Jucky "\ N
ones who were chosel \\‘m
were never dis-

appointed, This was

an eveniug session, when only about hali a
dozen “cubs"  were admitted into the
laboratory,

The young detectives who were present
now were Mpper, Handiorth, Travers, Potts,
Glenthorne, and Handforth minor. The
other members of the academy were in their
own quarters. lonnging in the Common-
room, or reading in their stndies,

The c¢veninz hours in Gray's Inn Road
were generaily quiet: but there was never
any telling, At @ moment’s notice, somo
of the rnﬁm miteht be required to dash off
to the other side of London, or even to the
other eide of Fugland. There was a glorious
uncertainty 1 this life, and all these young-
siers, late schoolbovs of St IFrank's—w hich,
incidentaliy, after being destroyed by fire
was now beirg rebuilt, and would =oon be
ready for occupation agaln—were never
ceasing (o congratulate themselves upon
being members of Nelson Lee’s most unique
academy,

A soft-toned buzzer sounded, and Nelson
Lee nodded, as though in dismissal.

“That's the excellent Mrs, Jones, indi-
cating that she has shown somebody up to
the consulting-room,” he said. “Well, the
demonstration 1s over, so yvou might as well
get back to your own quarters,”

“It might be a case, sir!” said Handforth
cagerly, *““Can’t we wait?"

“Perhaps you had better come into the
waiting-room with me,” replied Nelson Lee.

The boys were ecager enough to comply,
It frequently happened that Lee allowed
some of them to be present whilst he inter-
viewed clients. Tt was all good training for
them.

Clifford Underhill was in the consulting-
room when Nvlson Lee arrived: he was
pacing up and down, his face flushed, his
eves burning. He twirled round as he heard
the door opening, and he came forward.

“Forgive me for coming like this, Mr,
Lee, without an appointment,” he said
quickly, “but I need your advice—and per-
haps your help. My name is Underhill—
Chifford Underhill, I'm a reporter on the
‘* Morning Mail’ staff.”

Nelson Lee nodded.
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“I think we have met before, Mr, Under-
hill,” he said. ‘“There are not many Lon-
don  reporters with whom I am  not
acquainted.”

“Look at this, Mr, Lee!"” said Chifford.

He thrust the snake bracclet into the de-
tective's hands, and Lee took it wonderingly,

He could tell that this
young man was con-
sumed with a tremen-
dous inward excite-
ment.

“Quite pretty,” re-
marked Lee. “But
wherein lies 158 signifi-
cance ?”

“I1'll tell you,

7 © Lee,” said the
his voice tense, “ That
bracelet was supposed
to be at the bottom of

ti.e sea, somewhere off the coast of Cornwall.
And I found it, not half an hour ago, in a
little jeweller’'s shop mm Walworth., If the
thing wasn’t absolutely fantastic—too de-
hriously wonderful to be true—I could swear
that Muriel was alive, and not dead|”

“ Miss Muriel Foster?”

Mr.

other,

“Yes, Mr. Lee!” -ejaculated Clifford,
staring. “ But—but how did you know?”
“1 have rather a good memory, Mr,

Underhill,” said Nelson Lee. “But sit down.
There is something on your mind, and the
sooner you get it off the better.”

“I want to tell you a story, Mr. Lee—an
extraordinary story!” exclaimed Clifford
Underhill.  *Please don't make me sit down
—I'd rather stand here, if you don't mind,"

“(o ahead. then,” invited Lee,

Underhill glanced at the cub detectives,
who were in the background:

“ Unless your story is strictly confidential—
that 1s to say, for my own ears alone—thero
1s no reason why these youngsters should not
remain,” said Nelson Lee, “They are my
assistants.”

Chtford Underhill nodded, but he hardly
scemed to hear. He plunged straight into his
story.

m————— ————

CHAPTER 3.
The Girl Who Vanished!

6T doesn’t matter how I met Miss Muriel
][ Foster—although, as a matier of fact,
it was because of a little serviee which
I performed for her mother,” said
Clifford Underhill,  *Mrs. Drayton became
suddenly ill as she was leaving a big West
End stores, and I happened to be passing at
the moment. I lifted her into a taxi-cab and
took her home to Highgate.”

“A chivalrous action on your part, Mr.
Underhill, which apparently had its reward,”
commented Lee, * But you have called the
lady Mrs. Drayton ?”

““Second husband,” explained Clifford
grimly. “I'll come to him presently. You're
right when you say that 1 received my
reward, though., I met Muriel after I had
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got her mother home, and she was—well,
grateful to me. I'm not much of a hand at
speaking of these sort of things, but it's a
tact that I fell in love with Miss Foster at
first sight. It may sound silly—"

“Not at all,” interrupted Lee. “Falling in
love at first sight, Mr. Underhill, is one of
the most commonplace events in our everyday
life.

“I took advantage of Mrs. Drayton’s ill-
ness to call again—and then again,” con-
tinmed Underhill,  “Ostensibly, I went to
inquire after the mother, but actually, as you
can guess, my real object was to see Muriel.
And she, to my joy, plainly showed me that
she favoured my visits, The only trouble I
had was with old Drayvton. TFrom the very
first he treated me with rank discourtesy;
he as good as told me that I was not wel-
come, and that the sooner my visits ceased
tho better,

" Marcus Drayton is a mean, petty-minded,
cantankerous old codger. I was always thank-
ful that Muriel had none of his blood in her
veins; he was only her stepfather. What on
carth possessed Muriel’'s mother to marry him
has alwayvs been a mystery to me—but that's
neither here nor there,

“Well, that fall of Mrs. Drayvton’s was the
forerunner of a  fatal illness,” continued
Chfford thoughtfully., “ After about six weeks
she died—that 15, about six months ago, in
Oectober of last year. I attended the funeral,
and i all T could to console Muricl, for by
that time there was an understanding between
ns, We were not oflicially engaged, but we
thoroughly knew our own minds.”

Nipper. who, with the rest, was watching
and hstening, was mildly intrigued to see
that Nelson Lee was showing a keen, lively
interest  in this somewhat ordinary story.
Kvidently the great deteetive could see more
in it than Nipper could.

“Within a week of the funeral a great
clinnge came over Muriel's stepfather,” said
(‘lifford, his face havdening. “ Previously he
had tolerated me, but now he pesitively for-
bade me to go near the house; he told me.
in tho plainest words, to keep away from
Alariel,”

“ But you didn't keep away ?”

“I kepi awav from the house, since mv
v.sits there only brought unpleasantness, and,
mdeed.,  made  {hings  very difficult
Moriel,” replicd Cliford. *'We managed 1o
meet oceasionallv—at restaurants and pictare
theatres—but it was pretty hard., And after
a month or two Drayton virtually kept Mnriel
a prisoner in the house, It beeame increas-
inglv diffienlt for me to sce her. or even to
get 1n touch with her.  There was no tele-
phone at the house. and I had a fecling that
my lefters were intercepted.  Still, Muriel
and I were determined to get married, and
wo idn’t, mind waiting a bit; perhaps it was
as well to let the old man have his wav.

“Then onc day [ discovered that M.
Droyton had taken his stepdaughtier down to
Cornwall,” said Clifford, a change coming
into his tone. 1 knew, of course, that he
bad taken her there <o that he should get

-
" .
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her away from me. This was in the begin-
ning of February., 'The first I knew about it
was a hurried note from Muriel, posted in
Tregellen, and saying that she and her step-
father were staying at a small hotel there—
ostensibly for Mr, Drayton’s health.”

“Did you go down ?”

“T did!” replied Clifford grimlys “I re
garded Drayton’s action as a challenge. The
trouble was, Muriel was only twenty, and
she was still legally under the control of her
stepfather. I went down to that inn, but
Drayton created such a scene that, for
Muriel’s sake, I was compelled to go away.
However, I found out that she had made
friends with a Mr, and Mrs. Tomlin, a kind!y,
lovable couple. I believe they were the only
other visitors in that small hotel, and Muriel
naturally turned away from her cantankerous
stepfather to them, Seo I returned to London
feeling that things were not quite so bad ag
they might Lave been, and T was planning to
put an end to the intolerable pesition at the
carliest possible moment.”

“You mean that you were making arrange-
ments to marry Miss Foster 7"

“I was fed-up with the whole ridiculous
position,” replied Clhifford. “TIt wasn't as
though AMuriel was a mere child—she was
nearly twenty, and knew her own mind, [
had a good bit saved up, and, in addition,
there was a legacv of mine from an aunt. [
bought a comfortable little house in
Norbury,”

A spasm Faamd over Clifford’s face, but he
soon controlled himeself,

“I got the home ready, Mr. Lec—everv-
thing complete. My idea was to get a speeial
licenee, marry Muriel as soon as ever sho
came back to London from that holiday, and
snap my fingers in old Drayton’s face.”

“I don’t blame you for that decision.”

“And then came the tragedv,” caid Under-
hill in a low voice, “Heavens! 1 shall never
forget that morning when T read the report
in the newspaper. It was three davs after T
had got back from that trip to Cornwall. 1
was partieularly cheery that morning. becanso
I had seen the registrar, and had mado
arrangements about the special licence. T

had been to Norbury, and had seen tho
furniture and everything else taken into the
home that was to be ours, Then, when 1

opened my newspaper, 1 saw the headline:
‘Shocking DBoating Tragedy in Cornwall !
[ had heard nothing of it at the office, for 1
had had rather a busy time on a job over at
Watford, I only popped into the office for a
minute or two that might, and then woent
home, So the <hock was even worse than it
might have been,”

There was a silence as Clifford paused;
evervbody listened tensely,  Edward Oswald
Handforth, soft-hearted and romantie, felt a
rather choky feeling in his throat.

“Muriel dead—drowned!” continuned Clif-
ford, after a zhort panse. “I couldn’t believe
it, Mr. Lec! Tt was appalling—it was too
horrible for words!”

"1 remember the ecase,” nodded Lee. * A
very tragic affair. A rather foolish aceident,
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I believe—one of those unnecessary boating
tragedies, I think Mr, Tomlin took hiz wife
and Miss Foster out in misty weather?”
“Yes, there was a slight fog at the time,”
replicd Underhill. *“The Tomlins went out
boating, taking Muriel with them, as they
had done several times before. The sea was
calm, and, except for the mist, the conditions
were ideal, But the boat did not return, and
the hotel people and Mr, Drayton became
inercasingly anxious, A thick fog developed
later in the afternoon, and at night the sea
was enveloped. The next morning wreckage
was found. The boat was floating in Tregellen
Bay, bottom-side up, her bows stove in. A
few articles of clothing were recovered, too—
Mr. Tomlin's hat, a scarf of Muriel's, Mrs.
Tomlin's handbag. There was little doubt
that the boat had struck one of the many half-
submerged rocks on that part of the coast.
It must have filled at once, and sunk. The
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Entering his consulting room, Nelson
Lee beheld an agitated-looking man
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mist concealed tho accident; nobody on the
shore saw 1t, and so there was no alarm,”

¢ “The bodies were never recovered !’ asked
Lee,

“XNever,” said Clifford quietly. “There
wasz, of course, a search, but there was little
doubt that the bodies had been carried out
into the Channel, and they had probably sunk
in deep water. There are very tricky currents
in and about Tregellen Bay. Of course, I
went down to Cornwall by the first train,
and I found old Drayton inconsolable.”

“Ho had changed his attitude towards
you oV

“Yes,” replied Clifford in surprise, “How
did vou know that, Mr. Leo 1"

“1 merely thought it possible.”

“He had changed completely,” went on t'g
voung man, “He cursed himself again ai?
again for frowning upon me as a suitor, It
was all his fault, he said; if he had not been
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+0 hard, things would have been different.
fin would never have taken Muriel to Corn-
wall, and the tragedy could not have hap-
pened, It was all his fault. T have seldom
soen o man so utterly and absolutely abject.
And vet all the time I had a vague feeling
that he was play-acting. It was an un-
charitable thought, but I couldn’t get it out
of my head, and at the time I was so grieved
about Muriel that I did not pay much
attention,”

“There was an inquest, wasn’t there 7"

“Yps, but no new facts came to life.” re-
phed Chiford. “T returned to London a
different man—and I've been different cver
since. I lost interest in my work, and I've
an idea that my editor is preparing to kick
me out.  You can’t realise, Mr. Lece, how
things have changed for me; all my dreams
have beon shattered. But to-night—to-night
I'm different!” he went on, a new note
creeping into his voice.  “‘Something has

lappencd which alters everything !”

He picked up the snake bracelet, and
looked at 1t with burning eyes.
“There's a mystery here, Mr. Lee—a

haffing, intangible mystery which I cannot
fathom. That is why T have come to you.
Perhaps vou will be able to advise me.”
“What 1s the nature of the mystery 7"
“This bracelet,” replied Underhill tensely,
“Muriel was wearing 1t when she was
drowned—and vet T find 1t in a squalid
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jeweller’s shop in Walworth!  How, Mr.
Lee? From the very first I've had a feel-
g, deep down in the bottom of my heart,
that there was ~omething strange about that
tragedy.  The non-recovery of the bodies !
Not a trace of them was ever found. At
times, in my anguish, I even suspected that
old Dravton had playved a trick on me—that
Muriel wasn’t really dead. Then, when [
thought things out, I told myself that I was
a fool. And now comes this*hracn]nt g

““Are you sure that it is the same one,
and not a duphcate?”’ asked Lec gently,
“You must remember, Mr. Underhill, that
only bracelets of great value are unique.
There may have been a hundred bracelets
made according to this particular design and
distributed throughout the trade. I don't
wish to discourage you——"

“You won't |” interrupted Clifford. “This
s Muriel's bracelet. It is the one I bought
her. Look inside it, Mr. Lee. You will <ce
some initials scratched there—Muriel’s
initials and mine. I put them there my-

self.”

Lee picked up the bracelet, then nodded.

“The one thought which keeps throbbing
through my mind is that Muriel might Lo

alive,” said the young man huskily. ‘““How
clse can we explain 1it, Mr. Lee? This
hregelet was on her wrist when she went

oiit boating with the Tomlins,”
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“How do you know that?” asked Lee
sharply. “My dear Underhill. there 1s abso-
litely no proof that Miss Foster i1s ahive.
Drayton may have sold this bracelet some
wecks—or days—prior to her death.  Or he
may have sold it after her death. Don’t you
think it possible, knowing 1t was bought by
vou, he forced it from the girl’s possession ™

“No,"” replied Clifford, in a tone of abso-
Inte conviction. “‘I'll tell you why, Mr. Lee.
When 1 put that bracelet . over her wrist
she swore to me that she would regard it
as sacred: she would wear 1t day and night,
There are two other facts whieh prove that
she was wearing 1t at the time of the sup-
posed tragedy. I deliberately sav ‘sup-
poscd,” because I'm not satisfied that she 1s
dead. Oh, you may think me mad—but I
tell vou I'm not satisfied.”

“What are these additional fact<?"

“Firstly, the landlady of the inn gave
evidence at the inquest that DMuriel was
wearing that bracelet when she left the
hotel to go boating,” replicd Clifford.

“Scecondly, the bracelet fitted vervy tizhtly,
Once on, it could not be easily removed. It
could mnot possibly have dropped off in the
water after she had been drowned, DBearing
those facts in mind. why do I now find 1t
in an obscure jeweller's?”

Nelson Lee fingered the bracelet thouglt-
fully.
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“I will agree with vou. Me. Chifford, that

there 1s a need for an inrustifution_," he
said at length. *“The unexpeeted turmng-up
of this bracelet is significant. There 1s

another reason whv I am interested in this
case, Mr. Underhill. There 15 one vital
fact of which vou scem to be unaware.”

“What 1s that 7"

“Did vou know if Miss IFoster had any
money 7"

“Money ?” repeatod the young man, in
surprise.  ““Well, she gave me to understand
that her mother had left her a bit, but |1
never paid much attention,”

“Then it will surprise you to learn, Mr,

Underhill, that if vour fiancée had lived
until she was twenty-one she would have
come into a considerable fortune!”

Clifford started up.

“A fortunc ! he ejaculated.  “How do
vou know? Why, if 1 had dreamed of this

LB

e paused, and Nel:on Lee nodded,

“If vou had dreamed of 1t, Mr. Under-
hill, vou might not have been eomiortable in
pressing vour suit,” said Lee gently, * Per-
haps Miss FFo-ter realived that —and for that
rcason she kept the fact hidden, Or she
may have known nothing horself.  But it s
certainly  {rue that she would have come
imto a great deal of money if she had lived
until next year.”
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“And who—who gets it if she is really
dead 1”

“Who but her stepfather?”

“I knew 1t !” shouted Underhill, leaping
up. “I tell you, Mr. Lee, that man 1s a
ﬁ(:t:}u‘ﬂdrell Either he murdered Muriel, or

“Hush | : _
interrupted Lee, taking Clifford
shoulder, “Don’t get such fantastic ideas
into your head, L.cave this case In my
hands for the moment.”

“You—you will really look into 1t 7"’ asked
Chfford eagerly.

“I will look into it at once,” promised
Lee. “Now, I want you to go home and
take things casily. Never mind the office
this evening. Go straight to your home and
be patient. 1 will do everything that =
possible.”

Calm yourself, my dear fellow,”
by the

—_—— - —

CHAPTER 4.
A Visit to Highgate!
q FTER Clifford Underhill had gone

there was a silence in the consulting-

room. The cubs had been silent

throughout the consultation, and even
now they refrained from making any com-
ments.,

Nelson Lee was thinking, and they had no
wish to disturb him. Yet they were all
vastly intrigued by the story they had just
heard.

“This is a very interesting case,” said
Nelson Lee at length., *““More interesting,
perhaps, than vou voungsters yvet realise.”

“I feel frightfully sorry for the poor
blighter, sir,” remarked Archie Glenthorne,
“1 mean to say, having his girl drowned,

and all thar. Rather a chunk of hard
cheese,”

“And the worst of 1t i1s, he seems ta think
that the girl might =till be alive,” :aid

Jimmy Potte,

“Perhaps she 1s alive,” said Nelson Lee
keenly., “I'm not making any statement,
or even indulging in any guesswork:; but
the circumstances are cextraordinarily signi-
ficant, As Underhill told us, the finding of
this bracelet in an obscure jeweller's in Wal-
worth—on this dav of all days—is rather
more than a coincidence.”

IIe dangled the bracelet 1 his
and the boys regarded him curiously.

“Why to-day of all days, guv'nor?” a~ked
Nippenr.

“I'm going to tell you something, my
sons,” said Lee, glancing at their eager
faces. “Gather round. I didn't tell Under-
hill about my discovery because I didn't
want to excite him. You may remember
that I was out this morning ?”

“Ye:, and vou were
guv'nor,” said Nipper.

“T dropped in art Scotland Yard while 1
was out,” continuced Lee. “Our old friend,
Lennard, was somewhat puzzled about a
burglary at Highgate. Now here’s the point

fingers,

late for lunch,
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—the house which was burgled wasz the
home of Mr. Marcus Drayton.”

“Drayton |” echoed the cubs,

“The same!” noedded Lee. “Muriel
Foster’s stepfather.”

“Phew !” whistled Nipper. "“And Under-
hill found that bracelet in an obscure
jeweller’s in Walworth.™

“Just after it had been placed in the
window by the jeweller,” added Lee,
nodding.

“Good gad! I mean to say, what?”
ejaculated  Archie, jumming his monocle

into his eye and staring at Lee. " You mean
to say, dear old Chief, that that bally brace-
let might have been bagged from Drayton’s
house during this burglary 7"

“And <old by the burglars during the
day *” added Travers. *‘‘Rather a juicy
suggestion, dear old fellows. This jeweller
johmnny might be a receiver.”

“A  fence!” said Handforth
“By George! It all fits in!”

“Unfortunately, there 1s not a shred of
evidence that this theory i1s anywhere near
the mark,” said Nelson Lee warningly.
“We must not take anything for granted,
young men. I rather fancy that it would
be nﬁrianl}lr- to apply a test—but if the test
fails we must abandon the theory. Now,
as you know so much of this case, I had
hetter give vou a few details regarding the
burglary at Drayton’s house. In many wavs,
that affair, scemingly so trivial, has some
puzzling points,”

The cubs waited, breathless,

cagerly,

“Chief-inspector Lennard was vastly in-
trigued,” continued Nelson Lee.  “Early
this morning. Dravton rang up the Yard,
frantic and overwrought, appealing for help.
He reported that his safe had been forced
open and burgled. Lennard, as 1t happened,
was sent to Highgate on the job.”

““And this bracelet was one of the things
stolen, sir?” asked Potts,

““Oh, no—that's rather a bad shot, young
"un.” said Lee. ‘‘Mr. Drayton made no
mention whatever of a bracelet. He gave a
list of the stolen articles, and it was this list
which puzzled Lennard so much. About
twentvy pounds in currency notes, a gold
watch, and a gentleman’s diamond ring—
about fifty pounds’ worth of stuff altogether,
Yet Mr. Marcus Drayton was frantie—posi-
tivelvy frantie.  When Lennard got to the
house he found the old man raging up and
down, cur-ing at the inefliciency of the
police, demanding that he should have better
protection as a houscholder.”

“Queer,” commented Handforth.

" Lennard did his best to  soothe Mo,
Dravton, but at first he was unsuccessful.”
went on Nelson Lee. **Dravton demanded,
with a vehemence which suggested that he
was 1 a panie, that the burglars should bLe
traced and arrvested. It wasn't until mid-
morning that he ecalmed down and became
more normal.”’

“Puzzle—why did Drayton make such a
fuss over Hftv auids’ worth of stolen pro-
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perty I  murmured  Travers :
“Dear old fellows, this 1s rumuny.”
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musingly. him to assume, that his visitor was a Scot-
land Yard man.

Lee was rather glad that

““And Drayton made no mention of any the porch was shadowy, and that the doo:

bracelet,” continued Nelson Lee,

“Natur- was half-closed.

For while Leeo stood in

ally, he wouldn’t—if Underhill’s suspicions shadow, Mr. Drayton's facc was clearly vis-

are well founded. If Drayton has

been ible, owing to the proximity of a street lamp

guilty of any trickery with regard to Muriel opposite the wall of the short front garden.

Foster—if that boating accident was not an i *
accident, as it, appeared—then it is quite old man impaticntly,

“I am tired of you detectives I”” said the
“By this time you

likely that Drayton was in possession of the should have recovered the property which

erirl’s bracelet.
he would be frantic with anxiety,
lest it should lead to suspicion
against himself.”

“But would he be as panie-
stricken as all that, guv'nor?”
asked Nipper shrewdly.

““That’s just the point—I don’t
think he would,” replied Lee. *'It
seems to me that there must have
been something else taken from
that safe—something of far greater
importance even than the brace-
let. In any case, I think it is
worth while taking a little trip to
IIighgnt-e.”

“All of us, sir?’ asked Willy
Handforth brightly.

“Yes, you might as well all
come—although I do not suppose
that you will take any action just vet,” replied
Lee, rising to his feet. ““However, there may
be some work for you later on. My only
object in going to Highgate is to tackle Mr.
Drayton on this bracelet question. He may
pe a good actor or he may not; bhut we shall
soon see. I rather faney I shall be standing
on firmer ground after this interview.”

HYY went to Highgate in Nelson Lee's
Rolls-Rovce Special, Lee left the car
at the end of Maplestead Road, with
the bovs in it. Thev were rather dis-

appointed to be left behind, but what the
Chiefl said “went.”

Nelson Lee found the Cedars without much
difliculty, although the name had mncarly
faded f{from the ramshackle gate. He
walked up the untidy drive and arrived at
the front door. Only a tiny light was glow-
ing in the hall. The Cedars stood in its
own grounds, and was, on the whole, a de-
pressing, uninviting place.  In answer to
Nelson Lee’s knock, the door was opened by
Mr. Marcus Drayton himseclf. He peered
torward cagerly through his spectacles.

“Well#” he demanded, his voice charged
with anxietv,

Nelson Lee had an impression that Mr.
Dravton was expecting somebody else.

“Mr. Drayton?” he asked briskly in an
official tone.

“Why, ves,” said the other in some little
confusion, “Who are vou? What do you
want here 7"

“T am a detective,” replied Lee.

“Oh, I sce—TI sce,” said Mr. Drayton hur-
viedly., “Quite so! A detective ?”

He did not invite Nelson Lee to step in-
side; but he assumed, as Lee had expected

And it i« just as certain that was stolen from my place during the night.

What good are you? What have
you come for now—merely to ask
mo some more guestions?”

“Partly, Mr. Drayton,”’ replied

Lee. “There is a chance, how-
ever, that we have got on the
track of your property.”

“What do you mean—a
chance 7"

“Well,  sir,” replied Lee,

“we’ve found something which we
think might have been stolen from
your safe—but it's something
which vou didn’t mention in g::ur
list. It might easily have been
overlooked. In short, sir, was
there a bracelet in your saie last
night 7’

As a cat watches a mouse, Lee
watched Marcus Drayton’s face. It did not
change colour, but there was a slight narrow-

ing of the eyes, and the mouth became
tightened.

“A bracelet ?”
i ND :ITII‘

“A snuke bracelet, sir—— _

“I tell you, no!” insisted Mr. Drayton
harshly. *“There was no bracelet in my
safe.”

This time there was no mistaking the panie-
stricken light in Mr., Dravton's eyes., He
had a guilty look about him, and, as men
frequently do on such occasions, he strove
to conceal his agitation by becoming angry.

“Well. it was only a suggestion, sir,” said
Nelson Lee, still very polite and oflicial.
“We thought perhaps o

“*You're a lot of blundering fools!” broko
in Mr. Dravton curtly, “If you can’'t do
better than that, you'd better drop the case
altogether !

“No need to get abusive, sir,” said l.ee
reproachfully. “You're quite sure that this
bracclet wasn't in your safe last night?"

He produced it, and dangled it on the
end of a finger in front of Marcus Drayton’s
face. The old man gazed at it fascinatedly.
Lee could sce that he was having a struggle
with himself.

“No!” he =said thickly,
was hot in my safe. Where did you get it
from? Tell me that!”

“If it wasn't in your safe, sir, I'm sure
it doesn’t matter to you where we found it,”
replied Lee.

Drtﬂfton had no answer to this; it would,
indeed, have seemed very suspicious if he
had insisted upon the question. He had be-
traved himself—Lee was quite satisfied on

snapped the old wman.

“That bracelet
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late to avoid the erashing blow which
descended upon his head.

Clifford Underhill turned, but he was too
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-this point—but 1t was nnpos-
sible for him to claim that
bracelet.

“Well, I'm sorryv, sir, for
having troubled vou. said

Nelson Lee apologetically. *If
this bracelet 1sn't vours, I won't
hother yvou any more. You're
quite certain that you've never
seen it before?”

“Never!"” snapped Drayton,

“Or one like 1t?”

“T tell vou I've never seen 1t
—or one like it, either!”
shouted the old man furiously.
“What nonsense 1s this?  Go
away, confound you!”

He went indoors quickly, and
he slammed the door in Nelson
Lee's face. Lee went down
the path, reached the road, and
there was a gleam of intense
vatisfaction in his eyes,

Marcus Drayton had betrayed
himself beyond recall now ! He
had stated that he had never
seen the bracelet, or one like
it—vet, if his conscience had
been clear, he wounld certainly
have recognised the trinket as
one which had belonged to his
stepdaughter. Butr supposing
that drowning business had been
faked? Supposing it had not
been an  accident—bur a  de-
liberate plot?  Then Drayton
would have been afraid to ac-
knowledge the hracelet, Nelson
Loe's theory was taking definite
~hape !

When he got back to the car,
the boys were full of curiosity,
L.ee soon satisfied them,

“We were right, voung "uns,”
he said 1In a low voice., "1 saw
Dravton—he denied all know-
ledge of this bracelet, but he
certainly recognised it., There's
~something very fishy here.”’

“You mean it was recally stolen from his
safe last nmight, sir?"" asked Nipper.

* It must have been,” replied Lee. * And
if Drayton had nothing to hide with regard
to his daughter’s death, he would have re-
cognised, and acknowledged, the trinkét at
once. His refusal to do so is very significant.
That man has a guilty secret.”

“But what can we do, Chief?” asked
Handforth. *“There's not enough evidence
to have him arrested. Besides, what could
the charge be?”

“There is more behind this, my boyvs,”
said the great detective. ‘““Much more, per-
haps, than we can guess at the moment,
In any case, I think I shall be justified 1n
setting you on the watch.”

“Good egg!l”

Clifford Underhill turned, but he was too
late to avoid the erashing blow which
descended upon his head.
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“Don’t allow vourselves to be
don't take any definite action,”
Lee. "“You may be wasting
but, on the other hand, vou
anything suggestive happens, ring me up.
I shall be at Gray’s Inn Road, I'm going
there at once to search through my files.”

The cubs tumbled out of the car, and Lee
ddrove off. He wasg relving upon them to do
their job.

CHAPTER 5.

The Letter ¢f Mystery!

it happened, the cubs were not on
duty for more than fAve minutes be-
fore something took place.

AH
Very cautiously, the six young de-

tectives stole into Marcus Drayvton's garden,
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wall, concealed bv
the thick, tangled bushes, Nipper and
Handforth remamed in front, near the short
drive, hidden behind the laurels. Archie
Glenthorne and Willy went round to the
side, <o rthat they could keep their eyves on

They chimbed over the

that part of the house., Travers and Potts

1 . ;
woere at the rear. [‘rom every angle this
house was under observation.

Hardly had Nipper taken up his position
behind his own particular bush, when foot-
~teps sounded on the pavement ; thr‘}' halted
oppesite the gate, and the gate creaked open,
Peering through the laurels, Nipper caught
a glhimpse of twe rough-looking men. They
went up to the front door as though they
were thoroughly familiar with the house.
There was no hesitation about pushing the
clectric bell; the taller of the two men
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Marcus
the

found 1t
Dravton
door.
“"Why are you
Nipper heard him ask.
haven't had time "

o Hf'&-p

at once,
himself opened

back 7
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your hailr on,
said one of the men.
“There wasn't any need for us
te go right back to Norbury.
You wanted to know about the
111 postal deliveries, didn't you?”’

“Well 7"

“Well, it nnght ’ave looked
funny 1f we had made our
inquiries in  Norburv, seein’
what 'appened there this even-
ing,” continued the man. “So
we asked, casual-hke, at the
G.P.O. There's only one more
delivery of letters in Norbury
this  evening—in  Hedingham
Road, anvhow. That's at about
nine o'clock.”

“Tf you'd 'ad a telephone,
guv'nor, we could 'ave ’Imhuned

i ” it, 1nstead of comin’ all this 'ere

f[ way,'" put in the other man.
“Nine

-

o’clock !”  ejaculated

Mr, Drayton shaiply. “ What’s
the time now? You
You onghtn't to have come
herve, wasting vour time like
this. Go to Norburv at once—
carry out my orders!”
“Excitable old gent,f ain’t

U vou?’ asked the bigrer man,
with a  smiff, “"Ow  many
more times ‘ave I got to tell
voa to keep vour ’air on?
time for us
Don’t you

fools !

to get to Norbury,
worry, guv'nor.”

“Then go—go at once!” in-
sisted Mr. Drayton. ““And it
vou bring what T want, wyou

<hall have your reward.”
He closed the door, and the

two rough men, making un-
complimentary remarks about

the owner of the !:_.*i'tféll':-i, passed
through the gateway and vanished into the
cloom of Maplestead Road.

There was a slight movement against
Nipper.

“Did vou hear that?” came Handforth’s
whispered voice.

in'j:"'t:!h:.'rl

oM

“What do you make of it?

“Nothing much—but it's a bit rummny,”
said Nipper. “Why did those men bring
Mr. Dravton some information about the
postal delivery in Norbury? Seems such a
trivial thing—but 1t must be significant
somechow. Ei think I'd better buzz off and
telephone the guv'nor.”

““He won’'t be home yet.”

“He will by the time I find a telephone,”
replied Nipper. “You stick here, Handy.
Don’t move, and keep vour eres wide open.”
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“Right-0!" murmured Handiorth, “Don't
be long.”

Nipper stole out, climbed the wall again,
and found a public telephone two or three
streets away. Nelson Lee had just got in.

‘“Some news already, Nipper?” he asked
over the wires.

“I'm not sure whether it's important or
not, guv'nor—but I thought I'd better ring
up,” said Nipper. “U'wo  rough-dresse
chaps just came to Drayton’s house, and
they told him that the last postal delivery at
Norbury is at nine o'clock.”

“Norbury !" repeated Lee sharply,

“Yes, sir—and they mentioned HHeding-
ham Road."”

“This 18 a vital connecting link, voun
'un,” said Nelson Lee. *“Clifford ['nderhiﬁ
lives in Hedingham Road, Norbury.”

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Nipper.
didn’t catch his address &
“What else did these men say?”

“Only that they had made inquiries at
the G.P.0O. because it would have looked
funny for them to inquire at Norburyv after
what had happened this evening,” said
Nipper. *“I don’t know what happened, of
course, but Drayton seemed to understand.”

““So somecthing happened at Norbury this
ovening—presumably in connection with the

ostal dehvery,” said Lee musingly. “That’s
interesting, You did well to ring me up,
Nipper.”

“Mr, Dravton told the meu to go to Nor-
bury at once, and to do the job,” added
Nipper, ‘“And he said that if they got what
he wanted, he'd give them their reward.”

“All right; go back and continue to
keep wateh,” said Lee. ““You may bear from
me later.”

He rang off.  After a moment he lifted the
receiver again, and soon got through to Scot-
land Yard. Ile inquired for Chief Detective-
inspector Lennard, and was put through to
that officer’'s room,

“I want vou to give me a bit of informa-
tion, if possible, Lennard,” said Lee. “Do
vou know if anything unusual happened
this evening in connection with the postal
delivery at Norbury ?7”

“I've heard nothing,”
spector.  “That’s a funny inguiry of yours,
isn't 1t? Hanz on—I'll make inquiries.”

Nelson Lee hung on, and after a delay
of three or four minutes—an exasperating
delay to Lee-—~Lennard's volice came again.

" “Infernallvy funny how you get hold of
these things, Lee, but something did happen
at Norbury this evening,” he said. *“A
ostman delivering letters in Hedingham

tond was assaulted.”
“Oh! said Nelson Lece. “Was he badly
crack on the

injured ?”
“Nothing much—just a

head,” replied Lennard. ‘“He was seen by
some passers-by just as he was coming to,
and they went to his help, and then called
a policeman. He was found in the porch of
No. 12, & house oceupied by somebody named
Underhili. e said that two rough men

lII

replied the chief in-
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had stolen a leiter from him that he was
just going to deliver, and they cracked himn
on the head. Rather a mysterious affair.
and the Norbury police haven't got to the
bottom of it vet because Underhill isn’t at
{i?ml;‘. and they don’'t know where to find
1im,
_"All right, Lennard—thanks,” said Lecc.
“That’s all T wanted to know.”

It was enough. Nelson Lee did not pause
another moment; he switched off the hghts,

hurried down, and jumped into his Rolls-
Royce Special,

LIFFORD UNDERHILL, feeling more
hopeful than he had felt for months.
sprawled in an easy-chair in his sit-
fing-room.

His mind was still in a turmoil, He hated
this inactivity, He wanted to be doing some-
thing, Not lis work—he didn't care two
straws for his work now. His mind was back
with that tragedy of two months ago—back
with Muriel. Was it possible that there had
been trickery there?

And Muriel! What if she should still be
alive somewhere?

When Clifford thought of this, he felt
stunned. It was too much to hope for—it,
was madness, Yet that bracelet couldn’t
have got into the obscure jeweller's if Muriel
had wecally died. What could be the ex-
planation of this mystery?

Then there was the extraordinary affair
that Mrs, Russell, next door, had told him
about. No sooner had he got in than she
had come hurrving to his front door, and
she had told him that earlier during the
day the postman had been attacked while
delivering a letter.

Clifford could make neither head nor tail
of it, although he thanked Mrs, Russell very
politelv. She even said that the police had
been round, and she hazarded the opinion
that they would come round again.

Rat-tat—tat-tat !

It was the familiar double-knock of the
postman. Clifford started out of the chair,
and went to the door.  Strange that he
should be thinking about the postman at
that particular moment,

“Threepence to pay, sir,’
man,

“Oh, I see,” said Clifford, fumbling in his
pocket,

He took two letters and handed over the
threepence. 'Then he was rather startled to
notice a police-constable on the pavement.
The latter saluted as he saw Chifford looking
at him.

“The sergeant will be round soon, sir, to
have a word with vou,” he observed. **Some-
thing queer happened during the earlier
delivery.”

*So I understand,” said Clifford, nodding.
“Hanged if I can understand 1it. It's all
right about the sergeant—I shall be in all
the evening, I expect ”

He nodded and closed the door, still
puzzled. He went back into the sitting-
room, looking curiously at the unstamped

said the post-
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letter. ile bad tatled ro hear a slight creak
at the back of the hall; he knew nothing of
the two figures who lurked there—figures
who had crept in through a rear window
three minutes earlier, w%mn they had first
geen the postman coming along.
Luke Danby and Josh Adams
been wrong 1n suggesting to Mr.

had not
Marcus

Drayton that this second attempt would be-

more difficult than the first. Bemg men of
resource, however, they were ready. They
would get an additional ten pounds ecach,
and 1t was worth a bit of risk,

Underhill turned the unstamped letter
over again, The writing was bold and full
of character; but, as far as he could remem-
ber, he had not seen it before. The post-
mark was “(‘amden Town.”

“H'm!” murmured Underhill.

He was about to open the letter when the
door creaked slightly behind him. He half-
turned, but he was too late to avoid the
crashing blow that descended on his head.
He had had no suspicion until that second
that there were others in the house besides
himself.

“Swelp me!” breathed Josh, as Clifford
collapsed.

“ Only thing to do, mate,” panted Luke as
he bent down and picked up the two letters.
“(ouldn't take no chances—not with that
cop along the road. If this feller had yelled
ont ‘e might 'ave been ’card.”

“You ain’t croaked 'im, 'ave you?”

“Don’'t be a chump!” said Luke, with a
snort.  “He ain’t 'urt much. Come on!
We'd best quit while we've got the chance.”

They left Clifford just as he was, and,
hurrving into the rear, they slipped out
through the small scullery window which
they had forced earlier. It only took them
a few moments. to creep across the garden,
drop down into a little alley at the back,
and walk out into a neighbouring road.
Three minutes later they had got to their
own car—a dilapidated two-seater, but one
which eould H]ligt pretty well. They leapt
in. started the engine, and drove off towards
Streatham and the City,

Almost at that same moment Nelson Lee
was walking up the tiled path of No. 12.
He had found Hedingham Road deserted,
and there was a light in Clifford Underhill’s
front window, Lee rang the bell with a
sen=ation of relief. He be%ieved that he was
in time. It wasn't quite nine o’clock vet.

There was no response to his ring, and
when he knocked the result was the same.
This was disturbing. Why did not Under-
hill answer? He was hardly likely to be
cut, or that light wouldn't Lee heard a
movement now., He knocked again. A
moment later the door opened, and Clifford
Underhill stood there, holding his head with
one hand and swaying.

“What has happened?”
snarply.

“Is it you, Mr. Lee?” murmured Clifford.
“I—I don’t seem to remember, My head’s
swimming—"

asked Lee
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“ Here, Lee
quickly.

He took the young man by the shoulders
and half-carried him into the lighted sitting-

come inside,” nterrupted

room. Lee pursed his lips grimly as he
noted the great bump on the side of
Clifford’s head. There was a tiny trickle of

blood running down his forehead.

“81it down, Underhill—don’t talk for a
minute,” said Lee. ‘' Drink this.”

He poured out a stiff whisky, and Clifford
gulped 1t down. He was rapidly reviving
uﬂv, although his head still ached abomin-
ably,

" The postman came,” he said, looking at
Lee in a bewildered way. *'1 brought the
letters in here—and then somebody hit me
on the head. I didn’t even see him
properly; I just caught a momentary
glimpse of a heavy stick being raised.”

““And the letters?”

“They seem to have gone,” said Clifford,
looking round, “There were two—three-
pence to pay on one of them. Didn’t know
who it was from—posted in Camden Town.
The other was only a receipt from the gas
company.”

“We can dismiss that one, then,” said
Nelson Lee. ““An unstamped letter—posted
in Camden Town. Good! We are getting
along nicely 1”

CHAPTER 6.
The Cubs Captured!

ELSON LEE was disappointed because
he had arrived late. Still, no par-

ticular damage had been done. The
mysterious men had sccured the
fateful letter—whatever it was—but Lee
remembered that he had.left his cubs on

the watch at the house in Highgate, However,
citbs or no cubs, there was no time to waste,

“If vou're feeling fit enough, Underhill,
we'd better be getting a move on,” said
Lee. eyveing the young man closely.

“I'm all right now, Mr. Lee, thanks,”
said Clifford, “The infernal blighters]
Didn't give me a chance! I don’t mind
having a smack "

“Of ecourse you don't,”
“Now, tell me—did you take
notice of that unstamped letter?”

“Yes.”

“Do vou think you'd be able to recognise

the handwriting again?”

“Quite easily,” said Underhill.  *“'The
‘I's’ had particularly wide loops, and the
“f's’ had rather rummy zig-zag strokes
acro=s them. I'd know that handwriting
again anywhere.”

“Come with me, then,” said the detective
briskly. “We won't bother about this
assault on yvou; somcbody must have got In
at the back. As you're not particularly hurt,
it doesn't matter. The letter is the main

agreed Lee.
particular

thing.” .
“But I ecan't understand it,” urgtnsted
Clifford.  “It’s—it’s so strange! Who on

earth could have attucked me like that to
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get a letter that I don't know “:mfhin;.ﬂ;
about? This scems a day of surprises I
mean, a.ftcr finding that bracelet—"

“There 13 a connection between the two
incidents, Mr. Underhill,” replied Lee, with
a hard note in his voice. “We're going to
lltghgntc now.

“Highgate ! cjaculated Clifford.
where Dravton lives!”

“ Exactly,” nodded Lee,

From Norbury Lee drove through Brixton,
Kennington, and then over Woestminster
Bridge. He pulled up just on the other
side, on the Fmbankment.

“This 1s Scotland Yard,” said Cli
SUrprisc,

They went in, and they were soon closcted
with Chief Detective-inspector Lemmrd.

“Another favour, Lennard,” said Nelson

“That's

fford, 1n

Lee. ™1 want vou to let Mr. Underhill have
a look through vour lotter files. There is
some hamlnrltmg I should like him to

identify.”

“Bit of a tall order,” said the inspector
dubiously, .
“Well, I could leave him here while I go

off on a little errand,” said Lee. *By the
way, I think vou mentioned, didn't vou, that
Drayton had written to vou to-day ?"
IThr* chicf inspeetor made a grimace,
“Cantankerous old buffer!” he nmppr{]
““Not content with rushing out and "phoning
to us 1n the early morning, and then insult.
ing us when we got there, he writes to the

- - - o e— - i

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Chicf Commissioncr complaining about the
ineflliciency of the police.’

A \Ian I have a look at that letter 7' asked

Lee. I m rather interested in this Drayton
affair.’

“It’.«' here if vou want it,” said Lennard.
“The Chief Commissioner handed 1t over

to me as I'm dealing with the case.”

IHe consulted a file, withdrew a letter, and
handed it to Lee, who read it and then laid
1t casuallv on the desk.

“1 see,” he said. “Just what I expected.
Now, Underhill, if vou’ll stay here with Muy,
Lennarvd he'll show vou exactly——

“"Wait a minute!” interrupted Clifford
sharply. “Mayv I have a look at the letter
from Mr. Dravton?” He snatched it up
without permission, and there was a quiel
gleamm in Nelson Lee's eyes. “This 1s the
same  handwriting ! he added excitedly,
“There's no need to go through the files,
Mr. Lee!”

“Oh, indeed! Then the handwriting on
that unstamped letter was Draxton's 7"

“It must have been—if this 1s Dravton’s.”

“1 must confess that 1 suspeeted as much,
although I didn't like to suggest it to you,”
said Lee. I wanted you toe have an
entirely unbiased mind. I was doubtful
becanse I thonght i1t most likely that you
would know Dravton’s handwriting quite

well.”’
said Chfford

“He never wrote to me.”
“I had plenty

Underhill, shaking his head.
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of letters from Muriel, of course, but never
one from him. What does it mean, Mr.
Leoe 72

“That’s just what I'm wondering,” put in
the chief inspector.  “What 4s the game
bere 77

“T'll explain to you later on, Lennard, if
you'll exeuse me,” said Lee. “My voung
friend and T are in a great hurry. Thanks
awfully for your help.”

He huvried out before Lennard could make

any reply. Nelson Lee was hot on the trail
now. He knew that that unstamped
letter was the key to the whole

mystery. It had been written by
Marcus Drayton himself, and it was
obviously the cause of all Drayton’s
panic.

What was behind all this?

That letter had had no stamp, and
vet it had been posted. It was un-
thinkable that Drayton should have
posted it himself, unstamped, and
that he should then have employed
two toughs to recover it.

It secrmed more than likely that somebody
else had posted it—somebody unauthorised.
And in searching for a person to fit this
bill, Lee inevitably thought of the burglar
who had entered Drayton’s premises during
the previous night. Had this burglar found
the letter in the safe, and had he posted it
in a spirit of mischief ?

T the Cedars, Highgate, everything was
quiet and peaceful.

It was about nine-thirty, and the
house itself was dark except for a
glimmer of light behind the eurtains in the
study and a dim glow in the hall. The
wind was springing up, and the trees and
the bushes were whispering and rustling.
The heavy clouds had broken somewhat.
More than once Mr. Marcus Drayton had
come to the door and had looked up and
down; vet he had had no suspicion of the
«;x hidden fizures in hiz garden. The cub
detectives were still diligently on the wateh.
Nipper and Handforth, who were in front,

knew that Mpr. Drayton was waiting for
somebody—and waiting anx usly, too. e
had not made any appearance for over
fifteen minutes, and now, as the two

voungsters listened, they heard approaching
footsteps. Two men turned in at the gate,
and they came quietly up the gravel.
“Well, we got the blamed thing!” mur-
mured one of the men, holding something
white in his hand. “Better give it to him
® ]
straight away, I suppose.
Nipper acted on a sudden impulse.

A letter! He could see it clearly in the
man’s hand, and he remembered the earlier
talk about the Norbury postal delivery. So
these men had been sent there in order to
bag this letter from Clifford Underhill.
What was more, they had succeeded. All
thiz passed through Nipper’s mind in a flash.
Lee, for some reason, must have arrived at

Norbury too late. This was no time for
watching and waiting, but a time for action.

Nipper leapt out, and with one grab he
secured the two letters in Luke Danby’s
hand. The man spun round, startled and
bewildered. A shrill whistle sounded—a
signal from Nipper. In the same instant

Handforth flung himself at Josh Adams, and
the pair rolled to the ground. Archie Glen-
thorne and Willy Handforth came tearing
followed a
Potts.

up, to be

, moment later by
I'ravers and

But the fight did not

really develop. Nipper and Archie flung
themselves at Luke, and bore him to the
ground. Willy had gone to his major's
assistance, and there was a big commotion.

In spite of this, Nipper's keen ears
detected the banging of a door inside the
heouse. Without hesitation Nipper dropped
the two letters, unsecen by the others, into a
big, old-fashioned flower-vase on the right-
hand side of the porch. There was another
cne opposite, but this one was cracked and
broken. The next moment the front door
ni'aﬂ flung open and Marcus Drayton stood
there,

“What is all this?”’ he demanded angrily.

“The letter, guv'nor!” panted Luke, as
he struggled. "“These blamed kids took it
just as we was comin’ in =

“What!” snarled Drayton. He whipped
out a revolver, and his face was now hideous
in its distortion. “Hands up, every one of
vou!” he said fiercely. “By Heaven! If
you attempt to run I’ll shoot!”

There was such relentless ferocity in his
tone that Nipper knew that this was no idle
threat.

" Stick ’em up, boys!” he panted.
beaten. No good chancing it!”

“But——" began Handforth, . aghast.

IHe paused. Nipper’s hands were already
up, and the rest were obeying. Even Hand-
forth at last realised that Nipper was right.
There was no sense in risking death from
this infuriated man’s gun. 1In his rage he
was capable of any atrocity.

“Bring them indoors!” ordered Drayton.
“Thank Heaven nobody has noticed. Keep
your hands up, you young whelps. If you
attempt to run I’ll shoot!”

They all went in, and Nipper’s confidence
seemed to spread to the others.

“In here!” commanded Drayton.

The prisoners were marshalled into the
study, and Drayton’s eyes were gleaming
with apprehension and rage. A sudden
exclamation came from Luke Adams.

“We're
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“Glory! 'These kids
ain't ordinary school-
boys!" he said with a
frightened note in his
voice., “They're  Lee's
cubs!”

SiWhat ! harked Mr.
Dyayton.  “What do
you mean—Lee's cubs?”

“Ain't vou Teard of
"em, guv'nor? My,
Nelson Lee, the bloke
who keeps the detective
academy "

“Good heavens!”
panted Drayton, staring
at the boys with fresh
intereal. "So these
voung brats The
lettev!”  he  snarled.
“Whero i the leiter?”

“One o' theso kids
snatehod it muv'nor,”
said Lake. “1 'ad it n
my  Cand ready e

“Trool '™ broke in Mr.
Drayton, “Y o n

shouldn’t have had 1t
in your hand.  Where,
is vour sense?  What
was the letter like?”

“lhoere was {wo--—-one
without a stamn.”
“That s the
panted  Darvcus
ton. " You got it,

1 g

“He saw it, but he never got a chance to
open it."”

Drayton gave a kind of gulp;
turned ferociously on the boys,

“That letter-—where i1s i1t ?”

[(B]ied 1.”
Dray-

then?  Did Undevhill see

then he

he demanded

harshly., “Come on. T’ll stand no nonsense.
What have vou done with that letter?”
Most of the cubs were bewildered; they

had seen no letter, and had no idea what
M. Drayton was talking about. Nipper pre-
tended to be as puzzled as the others.

“You don't helieve this rot, do you?” he
asked. “Why should we want to take any of
your letters? And you'd better realise, Mr.
Drayton, that this action of yours is pretty
high-handed.”

“Up with yvour hands!” retorted Drayton.
“You men—here. Search these boys, Search
them thoroughly. By Heaven! If they
make the slightest move I'll shoot!”

He was like a maniac now. The thought
that that letter had been almost in his hands,

but had been snatched away at the last
moment, drove him into a frenzy,

Nipper cast a warning glance at the
others, and they submitted to the search.

As cach boy was finished with so Luke and
Joshi rourhly tied their hands and ankles
and Aune them down,

“No good, guv’nor; the letter ain’t 'ere!”
said Latke at length.
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Led by Nelson Lee,

the search party

plunged down the
steep tunnel.

“Tt must be, if what you have told me is
true !” panted Dravton. “Is it true? You
scoundrel !  If wvou have been lying to
me-—

“Seoundrel yourself!” broke in Luke with
a scowl. “Josh an’ me want ten quid each.
Understand? We got that letter, an’ these
boys snatched it. That ain’t our fault!”

“If these boys snatched it, they will know
where it is,” said Marcus Drayton. ““They
are attempting to trick us. Come. We
will soon make them talk!”

He strode across to the fire, and with a
grim suggestiveness he thrust the poker into
the heart of the burning coals!

CHAPTER 1T.
Marcus Drayton's Secret!

643 AIT here, Underhill; 1t wouldn't
&V do for Dravton to see you here
in Highgate. I don't suppose I

shall be very long.”
Nelson Lee had just got out of his ear,

lecaving Clifford Underhill in the front seat.
The young man pulled rather a long face.
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“I'm hanged if I can make head or tail
of this queer business!” he grunted.
“¥You'll understand before long,” said Lee

as he strode away.

He left the Rolls-Rovee Special down a
little stde turning, off Maplestead Road. Tt
wasn’t lfong before he arrived outside the
wall of the Cedars. He approached casually,
whistling in an absent-minded sort of way.
That whistle was well known to his cubs;
it was a prearranged signal.

Lea strolled past the Cedars, paused under
a lamp-post to glance at his watch, and then

i
v FH LT ITTE
i ! l 1 1.4"
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Le strolled back.

Auybody sceing hiun might
have imagined that he was waitine for some-

body. The detective was inwardly filled with
i sudden apprehension, There was no re-
sponise to his signal! What had become of
Nipper and Handforth and the others? Why
did they not show themselves—or, at least,
answer

Lee decided to act boldly. He entered
the gateway of the Cedars, walked up the

gravel path, and suddenly halted. There
were =igns of a disturbence; trivial signs,
but obvious enough to the great detective's
keen eye. One or two of the laurel branches
were broken, twigs were lylng on the gravel.
The gravel itself was seraped about. A
struggle! Tho crooks must have arrived, and
the boys had attacked them or had been
attacked,

Nelson Lee listened; everything was quiet
out in the road, and no sounds were coming
from the house itself. He quickly pulled out
an electric torch and flashed it upon the
egravel path. Tt was wide, and really formed

a drive, Suddenly Lee's attention
became fixed.
il wonder !’ he muttered.

There, on the gravel, was a curious
sign. It had evidently been scraped
by somebody’s heel—and scraped
hurriedly. It was rough and slightly
uneven, There were three lines,
scraped in the form of a broad
arrow. In a moment Lee knew that
this was Nipper's work | Caught un-

awares, Nipper had left this sign, knowing
that Nelson Lm:- would be coming along very
shortlv, It was a shrewd, brainy move on
the voung detective’s part. ,

The arrow pointed roughly towards the
steps, but over to one side. There was
nothing there of any acecount except a hiif;,
old-fashioned ornament; a sort of receptacle
for a flower-pot. Lee strode over to it,
flashed his lamp inside, and caught in s
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breath. Two lciters were lying at  the
bottom ol the deep hLollow, amongst some
tangled twigs and rotting leaves.

“Good lad!” murmured Lee.

He took the letters out, flashed his light
off, and erept out of the drive. Llis visis
had not been noted. When he arrived back
at the waiting ear, Clifford Underhill was
surprised to see him,

“By Jove! You haven't been long!” he
said.

“Look at this, Underhill,"” said Nelson
Lee, thrusting something under the young
man's gaze.

“Well lm hanged—that's the letter that

was stolen | ¢jaculated Clifford.

“That's all I wanted to know,” said Lee.
“Something has happened to the Lo,
Nipper concealed this letter—and another
one, which doesn’'t matter—in an old flower-
vase near the doorstep. Dravton evidently
docs not know anyvthing about that little
incident. And look at this, Underhill.”

e indicated the flap of the unstamped
letter. It was curling back, for the damp-
noss of those dead leaves had had cffeet. A
slight pull, and the letter was opened, the
flap nol being torn in any way,

“Why are you so careful, Mr. Lee?”
asked TTndmht“ “That’s my letter, isn’t
1it? It's addressed to me. Why be so par-
ticular about leaving the flap untorn ?”

“I haved a reason,” replied Nelson Lee.
““Quickly, Underhill—read this.”

He swilched on the dash-light, and Clif-
ford, bending forward, unfolded the two
sheets of paper and commenced reading, He
had not got far before an ejaculation of
startled amazement left his lips; he looked
at Nelson Liee with burning, almost delirious
eyes,

“She’s  alive!”  he panted.
alive !"”

“Steady, Underhill—don’t shout like
that.” said Nclson Lee sharply.

“I can't help it !” panted Clifford. “ Oh,
thank Heaven! I've always felt, deep down
in my heact——"

“Never mind what you've felt, young
man—read that letter, and read it quickly,”
broke in Nelson Lee. “We'd better read it
together. I't sure you don’t want to keep
it to vourself.”

“Great Scott, no!” ejaculated Clifford.
“Oh, this i1s too amazing! And as for that
dirty scoundrel of a Dravton H

Ho broke off and continued reading.
Nelson lee, bending forward, read the letter
at the samo time. This i1s the astonishing
document they beheld:

"“Muriel's

“My dear Underhill,—When you got
this lotter I shall be dead. Tlaving
written it, I shall place it in my safo
amongst other private papers, with in-
structions that it shall be posted im-
mediately after my death. I am taking

this precaufion in case I mcet with a
sudden accident, or if I have a heart
attack.

“I have a confession to mnka to vou.
Muriel Foster, my stepdaughter, 1s not
dead, as you have thought, and I am
ﬂd[I[‘ﬂ'“‘an" this letter to vou because [
realise that I have treated vou rather
badly with regard to the girl. Now
that T an {11’::15, yvou are quite welcomo
to take her as your wife, if you are
still in the same miud when vou read
these words. The ‘tragedy’ at Tre-
gellen Bay was a fake. Mr.. and Mrs,
Tomlin—that 1s not their recal name, but
it does not matter—are in my employ,
and when they took Muriel out for that
boat trip, they merely transferred Muriel
to another boat, some distance from the
shore. Thev dropped a few artiecles of
clothing overboard, stove in the side of
the first boat, and left it floating, over-
turned.

“After that, in the other boat, they
went through an old cave, once used by
the Cornish smugglers. In that cave
there is a seeret stairway, cut through
the solid rock, and this leads up to an
old house on the cliff top, known as
Cragside.

“If you go to Cragside, you will find
Muriel there. She s quite unharmed,
and well looked after. Mr. and Mrs.
Tomlin, in the guise of an old couple,
are ostensibly the tenants of this house.
Muriel is there. I urge you to absolve
Mr. and Mrs. Tomlin from all blame in
this matter, for they are only in my pay,
and this trick was undertaken at my
instigation. I will admit that Mr. and
Myrs. Tomlin have acted unlawfully, and
that they are liable to eriminal prosecu-
tion, but once again I urge you to let
them go.

“My objeet in planning this affair is
fairly obvious. Muriel inherits a large
fortune from her mother when she is
twentv-one; in the event of her death
hofc:-r{;- that age, that fortune becomes
mine. To the world, Muriel 1s dead at
this verv moment, but whether vou will
read this before she is twentv-one, or
after, I cannot tell. In any case, my
death, and this confession, will be suffi-
cient to rvestore to her that which 1is
rightfully hers,

“I have been very wicked, and you,
no doubt, will eurse me from the bottom
of yvour heart. But, at least, my crimo is
not as great as it might have been; I
did not descend to murder. That I could
not do. And 1 once again assure you
that Muricl, although a prisoner in that
house, has been constantly provided with
every comfort. Jt i3 for vou to take her
away—and, if vou are still of the same
mind, to make her your wife,

““Marcts DrayTONn.”
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oL LIVE—she's alive!” breathed Clif-
A ford, all else dwindling to insig-
nificance in his mind. “Mr. Lee!l
We've got to go to Cornwall—let’s
start at once !”
“We have certainly got to go to Corn-
wall,”” agreed Nelson Lee. " But there is no
immediate hurry——"

“T'll go wlone!” interrupted Clifford
fiercely, *‘Good heavens! What a revela-
tion! And old Drayton—decad |”

““Nonsense—Drayvton is as alive as you
are,” sald Nelson Lee. "Don’t you under-
stand, Underhill? There was a burglary at
Drayton’s place last night—this letter was
stolen, and the burglar, probably a whin..
sical-minded man, posted ir. Do you sece
the extraordinarily piquant situation? Dray-
ton, his conscience pricking him, wrote that
confession—and then, within a week or two,
his place is burgled and the letter posted!
Naturally, its receipt by you would mean
bis utter and absolute rum.”

“Ye gods!” breathed Clifford, staring.

“That is why Drayton has employed these
roughs to attack the postman—to get your
letter,” continued Lee. **We have to thank
Nipper and the others boys for now having
the letter in our possession. Perhaps you
will now understand why 1 opened it with-
out tearing the flap?”

“Not exactly,” said Clifford, breathing
hard.

“Because I want Drayvton to get this letter
back—intact, as though it had not even been
opened,” replied Lee keenly, ““In that case,
he will think that everything is perfectly
safe, and that he has no need to worry.
Diavton tricked vou—and now it is our turn
to trick him. Once that 15 accomplished,
we can rescue Miss Foster at our leisure.”

HREFE minutes larer. Nelson Lee erept

H like a shadow into the grounds of the

Cedars and dropped the fateful letter

—and the other ene—round the cornew
of the stone porch. After that he vanished
amid the laurel bushes and waited. Then a
thought occurred to him, e crept to the
gate, tied a length of string to it, and con-
cealed himself once more amongst the
laurels,

He pulled on the string, and the gate came
open, creaking loudly. Lee released the
pressure, and the gate swung back. As he
had half-expeected, the front..door opencd
after a brief spell, and Marcus Drayton stood
there, staring towards the gate. Lee pulled
again, and there was the same creak.

“Bah! Only the wind!™ he heard the old
man mutter.

Drayton was about to turn back, and then
he halted; he stared at something on the
floor of the porch. With a hoarse cry he
bent down and grabbed at the two letters
which were lying there,

“Splendid ! breathed Lee, with an inward
chuckle.

. and relieved.
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The door slammed, Mr, Marcus Drayton,
inside, stood in the hall, breathing hoarsely.
The letter ! It was here! He turned it over
in his hand, and the sense of relief which
surged through him nearly made him giddy.
He had recovered that fateful letter—intact!

“I am safe!” he whispered. *‘ Those boys
didn’t grab the letters after all., They must
have fallen into the porch during the
scuffle.” N

He put the letters in his pocket, pulled
himself together, and strode into the study.
His prisoners were just as he had left them,
and Luke Danby and Josh Adams were look-
ing uneasy and, indeed, rather scared.

“Untio these bonds!” ordered Drayton
curtly,

“Look ’ere, guv'nor— !

“Untie them !” repeated Drayton.
ask any questions!”

The boys were all released.

“Young men, I have made a regrettable
blunder,”” said Drayton, looking at the cubs.
“I realise, of course, that I had absolutely
no justification for detaining you or in hand-
ling you roughly., You are free to depart
when you choose.” '

Nipper and the others were astonished—
They had half-expected that
their eaptor would indulge in some form
of mild torture. Thrusting that poker into
the fire had been suggestive.

“It’s a jolly good job you’ve changed your
mind!” said Handforth aggressively, *“We
can give information to the police—"

“Do so, if you please,” interrupted Dray-
ton, with a shrug. “I doubt if they will
believe vour story. In any case, it was you
who started the trouble. You attacked these
men of mine. Far better let the whole thing
drop. T apologise for my hasty action, and I
repeat that you are free fo go when you
please.”

“Good gad! Something frightfully fishy
about this, old things,” murmured Archie
(lenthorne. .

He was wrong. Mr. Marcus Drayton
opened the door, and ushered the boys out.
Finding themseclves free, they lost no time in
getting off the premises.

“What's the idea, guv'nor?” asked. Luke,
as Drayton came back into the study.

“You blundering foolst’ said the .old man.
“Here are the letters,”

“Swelp me!” ejaculated Josh, as their
employer pulled the letters out of his pocket.

“They were in the porch all the time—
where they must have fallen during the
struggle,” continued Mr. Drayton, ‘“There
was no need to bring those boys i here at
all.  However, it doesn’t matter—I very

much doubt if they will dare to make any
complaint.” ;

- "“We get our money all right, then?” asked
Luke eagerly.

" Yes—you get your money,” replied Dray-
ton. “But wait a minute, This infernal
letter is going to cause no further trouble|™

13

“PDon’t
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He crossed the study towards the fire. As
he did so, he ripped open the envelope and
withdrew the letter. 1lis intention was to
fling it into the fire and burn it. And after
that—no more premature confessions!

He glanced at the unfolded sheets, and was
about to fling them into the fire when he
paused. There was a smudge on the margmn
of the first sheet—a fingerprint, He leoked
at 1t closely. It was nothing much, but it
was sifficient to miake him peu-e. Instcad of
burning the letter, he put it on the desk.

“Well, you can go now,"” he said, turning
to the two men. *“*liere is your money.”

» He paid them, and fairly hustled them off
the premises,

“Queer old boy,” remarked Josh, as they
walked down the road. ** Darned glad we'voe
got away, Luke. 1 was afraid he wasn't
going to dub up.”

“iiere—pget in this gateway !” hissed Luke
abruptly,

The other man was startled. Then he saw
tlic reason for Luke's sudden alarm, Just
visiblo down a side turpning there was a

owerful motor-car; the six boys who had
recently left the Cedars were clustered round
that car, One of the men in the car was
talking cxcitedly, loudly.

“"We'll go at onee,” came his voice, ‘'Isn't
= - o * ¥ ¥
ttere a train to Cornwall to-nizht” Mustn't

v.aste any time—
I.ike gripped his companion’s arm,
“Don’t know who the bloke i1s who was
spealiin’—but the other is Lee, the "tee!” he
hissed, “'Iire, there's some more money for
us, Josh! T'll bet old Drayton will be glad
to get this picce of news! (Come on!”
Thev hureied back to the Cedars, and as
they turned iuto the gate the door opencd
and Marcus Drayton came flying out, his
overcoay half on, his hat on the back of his

biead.
“You have come back?” he almost
shouted. “Thank Lleaven! 1 was just after

you—] want you!”
“* Luramy, guv nor,
vou 7" asked Luke,

yvou're excited, ain't
“We came back to warn
you that Nelson Lee, the ‘tee, 1s hangin’
about 'ere. There's another feller with him,
talkin' mbout goin’ to Cornwall, an’ all those
bovs—""

“I knew 1t!” snarled Drayton.
you have told me is proof! Listen to me,
you men! 1 want you to do something for
me—and I want a dozen other men, too. 1
don't care how much it costs—even if it goes
into two or three hundred pounds!”

“What

“'Lre, I say, guv'nor—"

“Listen!” commanded Drayton. “I'm
dosperate now—and I've got to go the
limit

The two crooks were startled; they did

not know that Mr. Marcus Drayton had
cxamined that fingerprint on the margin of
the letter, and that he had proved bevond
doubt that it was not one of his own finger-
prints!  Yet that letter had been sealed 1nat
- as he had left it—and he alone had handled
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the inner sheets. That finger-print proved
bevond doubt that there had been trickery
—that the letier had been opened and
rescaled.  Iis guilty sceret was known! It
was known. morcover, to Nelson Lee—ana
probably to Clifford Underhill himself !

Small wonder that Mr, Marcus Drayton
was desperate,

—

CHAPTER 8.
Off to Cornwall!

NELSON LEE gripped Clifford Under-

hill's arm.
“My dear fellow, you mustn't be so

excited,” he said warningly, “You
are speaking altogether too loudly, 1 tell
vou that everything is all right. Drayvton

has been fooled: he thinks that the letter
hias been returned to him intact.”

“I know that, Mr. Lee—you've told me
so,””  replied Clifford, his eyes burning.
“I'm not worrying about Drayton. It's
Muriel! She’s alive—a prisoner in that
house on the cliff! We've got to get down
to her—to rescue her! It's all very well to
talk about doing things at leisure 4

“Well, 1if it will please you—and I don't
suppose you'll be content with anything
else—we'll start straight away,” said Nelson
Lee dryly. *“We'll go by road, after making
a short call at Gray's Inn Road to pick up a
few things we need. Yes, Underhill, we'll
,lgod dg:u'n to Cornwall and rescue the young
ady,

LIFFORD scarcely remembered any-
thing of that nightmare journecy. At
least, it was a nightmare journey to

. him. To Ncison Lee and his enbs

the trip was both exhilarating and pleasant.
Motoring through the night in the powerful
Rolls-Royee Special, cating up the miles, had
been a thriliing experience.

It was full day, with the carly sun shining
brightly, when the quiet little fishing villago
of I'regellen was approached. In addition to
Nelson Lee and TUnderhill, Nipper and
Handforth and Travers had come on this
trip, the three of them being accommodated
in the capacious “dickey " behind.

Not even Nelson Lee suspected that mes-
sages had been flashing over the telephone
wires, and that there had been a good deal
of activity m Cornwall. Still less did he
suspeet that powerful motor-cars were speed-
ing along the great highway to the woest.

Marcus Drayton was acting in a drastic
way; he was making a last bid for victory.
He knew that Underhill was going down
to  Cornwall., and he shrmwﬁy Euessed
that the police would not be brought into
this. For Underhill—or Nelson Lee, for that
matter—could not get the police to move
without any definite proof. And they had
deliberately abandoned the proof that had
been once in their possession,
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The King of Kidnappers!

Twenty boys and giris kidnapped and held to ransom |
What a sensation sweeps the country—and what con-
sternation reigns at Nelson Lee’s Detective Academy
when it is learned that Irene Manners and Hal Brewster
are among the victims, Thrills and quick, exciting
action are the keynotes of this magnificent yarn in which
the famous detective and his young assistants find
thpn;:egivu up against one of the world’s most audacious
criminals.

The Iron Speedman!

All the thrills of motor-racing in next week’s enthral-
ling instalment of this popular serial !

The Three Terrors!

Conkey & Co. are in tip-top lorm next Wednesday—
look out for plenty of laughs !

The Night Hawk!

For sheer thrills, you can’t do beiter than read about
the adventures of this amazing character,

Smilers!

‘Each week a number of readers win handsome prizes
in this feature-—have you sent in your efiort yet ?

AVOID DISAPPOINTMENT And Order Your “ NELSON LEE * IN ADVANCE !
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If only he could get Muriel out of the “1 imagine they are members of _the
wav, []rurtun 1-;;.;-1(:':“;;{] ]u;- u'(}ulf_! be Eﬂf(’. lhvatricul pl‘DfEESlﬂn," Said ?':'l'[":-aull LFE
It Underhill faced him with the crime he ‘' Unfortunately, every profession has its
would deny it, and there was no evidence black sheep. No doubt thete people are

being very well paid by Drayton—atter, of
course, receiving a large lump sum for their
initial services. I dare =ay they're making
a good thing out of this.”

““And <hey’ve got Muriel in their power
panted Clifford. “Thank Heaven we're
nearly  there! 1f they’ve treated Muricl
badly——"

[He broke off, his fists elenched.

agamst him,

“How do vyou propose
Mr. Lee?” asked Clifford,
sped towards Tregellen village,
go to the police, T suppose?”

“No need for that,” rephed Nelson Lee.
“We will go straight to this house and de-
mand admittance—and if we are refused we
will force our way in. We know that Miss

to go o work,
as the big car
“We shan't

|

Foster is there, and that is t’ll(}tlgh. You “That's not likelv, old man,” .?Llid Lece.
may be sure that we sball find her.” “Constdering  the cireumstances, it is far

The long journcy had been non-stop ex- more probable that Miss Foster has been
cept for a brief pause in the fairly large allowed every comfort and luxury—always
1TOWnN [hn}? had lett not !Dng back. HE‘IE‘ pi.‘l:]‘.‘!l.]“ll&.{, 0 CcOourso, that she has been kﬂpt

And now Tre-

Nelson Lee had telephoned.
rellan was just ahead.

Nelsen Lee did not drive actually into
the village, but kept to a high, cliff road
which skirted the picturesque bay. A brief
inquirv from a land-worker had told them
that there was only one old house perched on
the cliffs, and this was known as Cragside.
It was occupied by an old couple, who had
only been in residence for a month or two.
The name, it seemed, was Mr. and Mrs.
Wilkins.

“The Tomlins—in disguise,” said Clifford
grimly. By Jove! We're going to give
them a shock!”

a prisoner.”
“That, in itself,
Clifford ficrcely.
By lHeaven,
reckoning !
They were all

1s a torture,” declarec
“A eruel, wicked torture!
there's going to be a heavy

very alert as thev aps-
proached Cragside. It was a bare, bleak-
looking stone house, high on the cliff. It
was exposed to all the Atlantic blasts, There
were double gates and a short drive. Nel-
son Lee left the car out in the road, and
theii he and Clifford walked up towards the
front door and pulled at the bell. They
could hear it clanging noisily somewhere
within the house.
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Nipper and Handforth and Travers, still
in the car, waited expectantly., They might
be required to go into action at any moment.

“They don't come!” said Clitford, frown-
ing. ‘*What's wrong? They must be up—
it's not so carly as all that”

Nelson Lee rang again, and although he
had made no comment his eyes were ex-
pressive of sudden anxiety.

“These pcople couldn't have got to know
anvthing,” muttered Clifford. " Why should
they get the wind up and refuse to answer
the door bell? What are we going to do?”

“Stay liere, Underhill. I'll go round to
the back of the house,” said Nelson Lee.
“If anvbody comes, detain them until I
return,”

He hurried away, found a rear door, and
bammered upen it.  There was still ro re-

sponse.  Lee was now buginn_inF to suvs-
cct that something was definitely wrong,
‘ithout compunction, he smashed the

nearest window, put his hand through, and
slipped back the catch. Two seconds later
he was in the house, and he ran through
into an old-fashioned, low-ceilinged hail.
Everything was very still and quiet. Lee
stood there, his lips pursed, an angry frown
on his brow. Then he ran forward, opened
the front door, and found Clitford Under-
hill fauwrly goggiing at him,

“How did you get in, Mr. Lece?” he asked
breathlessly.

“Never mind ! replied Lee. “Come 1in—
you, too, boys!” he went on, raising his
voice.  “‘Underhill, the birds have flown!”

“What"

“I'm really afraid so,” continued Lee
grimly. “In some way thev must have re-
ceived a warning, and they have dedged us
~taking DMuriel Foster wirth them!”

CHAPTER 9.
The Smugaqglers’ Cave!

LIFFORD UXNDERHILL turned hag-
gord and pale.
“Tt can’t be!” he panted desper-
ately. “Quick! Let's search! They
can't have tricked us like that!”

He went rushing over the house, and Nel-
son Lec searched, too. As he had suspected,
no sign of human life was found. The old
house was utteriy deserted, Nipper acd
Handforth and Travers joined in the hunt,
eager and aunxious, but in the end they were
compelled to admit defeat. )

“This 13 ghastly!” said TUnderhili, in
despair. *“What can we do, Mr. Lee®
Theyv've taken her away—they've fooled me
again!"

“Keep your head, my dear fellow,’
Nelson Lee quietly.

said
“Things may not be
s0 bad as they look. The Tomlins have not
been gone long. I noticed a faint smell of
oil in the kitchen, and although there is an
oil-stove there, and the stove itself is cold,
a kettle on the table i3 still comparatively

warm, These people have not been gone
long."”

“But which way did they go?” asked
Cliford. *“‘Can’t we give chase! We've
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Ent the car, and they must have been scen
y somebody in the village—"

“It is most improbable that thecy took
Miss FKoster along the open road,” broke in
Nelson Lee. ‘‘Had they been goin% alone,
such a departure would have been feasible,
but with Miss Foster a prisoner they could
not have done any such thing. We mustn’t
forget Drayton’s reference to a secret way
up to this” house from an old smugglers’
cave.

“By Jove, you're right!” ejaculated Clif-
ford, “That's how they must have done 1t !
Escaped by boat! They took Muriel away
just as they brought her here! But that
makes our position even more hopeless than
before!  If they've escaped by sea, they
may be half acrcss the Channcl by now,
and once th'a?‘ et her into another hiding-
plac?' we shall bafled. We've no proof

“We're not baffled yet, anyway,” snapped
Lee, “Come! This secret exit must be
somewhere down in the cellars. By the
way, you may have noticed this."”

He indicated a telephone in the hall, but
Clifford looked at it uncomprehendingly.

“I don't understand,” he said,

“Drayton telephoned to these pcople—-
warned® them that we might be coming,”
replied Lee.  “Either he discovered our
dodge in some way, or he did this as a pre-
cautionary measure. See 1f you cun find
anything in the cellar; I will join you In
a iew minutes,”

Leo glanced at Nipper, and Nipper took
the hint. The three boyvs hustled Clifford
away, and Lee imuncdiately lifted the tele-
phone receiver and got into touch with the
exchange.

“Can you tell me if there was a call to
this house during the night, or in the early
part of the morning:"” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” replied the operator promptly.
“1 haven't been on duty long, but the night
operator tried to get your number half a
dozen times.”

“And fatled?”

“Yes,” replied the operator. “It was a
trunk call from London. Somebody tried
to get through last night at about eleven
o'clock, but there was no reply until this
morning,"’ :

“I see,” said Nelson Lee, his eves gleam-
ing. “Thank you.”

Additional proof that the birds could not
have been long flown! Marcus Drayton, in
London, had tried to telephone to his hire-
lings; but no doubt they had gone to bed
carly, There had been a high wind during
the night, blustering and booming round
the exposed house, The telephone bell was
in the hall. It was quite understandable that
tho Tomlins, upstairs, had not heard.

It was a significant point. If Drayton
had managed to get into communication
with them late the previous mnight, they
would have escaped at once with their
prisoner. As it was, they had known no-
thing until this morning. After that, of
course, there had been a frantic scramble,
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EE hurried down to the cellars, and
he was just in time to hear some
triumphant shouts from the boys and
from Clifford Underhill. He found

the young detectives flashing their electric-
torches upon an arched doorway; steep steps
could be seen leading downwards into the
bowels of the earth.

“It’s not even a sceret doorway, guvnor,”
eaid Nipper. “We found it easily, and it
must be the one, because these steps lead
right down through the cliff.”

“Follow me, then,” said Lee. “Perhaps
we shall pick up some useful information in
the cave, Indced, there is just a chance
that we shall be in time to prevent this
flight, T am certain that the Tomlins, with
their prisoner, left the house only a very
short while before we arrived.” PP g

With his own powerful torchiflasking,
Nelson Lee plunged down the roughly-hewn
~teps.  Clifford was at his heels, and the
others followed.

It was like a steep tunnel cut out of the
solid rock, and the steps were uneven and
much worn. A powerful current of air
hlew upwards, striking them in the faces.
[t contained a tangy, seaweedy odour.

At last the staircase came to an end, and
Nelson Lee hurried forward into a great,
lofty cave. Daylight showed ahead, and
there was a rippi’e of water.
at low tide, came into this cave. It had
evidently been a secret hiding-place for a
boat. What was more, a motor-boat. Lee
could distinetly smell the faint traces of
petrol fumes,

Without warning, as the searchers came
out into the cave, there was a rush of feet.
A  dozen men, rough-looking customers,
appeared from behind the rocks.

“Grab ’em, boys!” shouted somebody.

Lee had no time to pull his revolver, and
hardly time to put up his fists. He and
Clifford and the boys were soon fighting with
all their strength. Yet the odds were
arainst them from the very first.

“"Buck up, you chaps!” yelled Handforth,
lashing out.  “Take that, you rotter. By
George. I've been longing for a scrap for
weeks !

He cailed in with tremendous gusto, but
ceven the valiant Edward Oswald Handforth,
who loved nothing better than a fight, was
:oon vanquished. Two of those ruffians set
on him, one hacking him in the shins. Ie
crashed over and he was quickly held down.

Nelson Lee, still fighting, could not help
feeling @ momentary admiration for Mareos
Dyrayton, The old man must have acted with
remarkable promptitude. Quickly as Nelson
T.ee’s famous car had done this journcy to
C‘ornwall, Drayton’s hirelings had got there
firet. Owing to Nelson Lee’s call at Gray’s
Inn Road these men had had a slight advan-
tage. They had got off first. Clifford
Underhill fought with the desperation of
despair, aided by his blind rage against these
cvooks who were trying to keep him from the
girl he loved.

powerful

The sea, even*
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The game was obvious; these men had
beer stationed here to detain anybody who
came down into the cave. They were cover-
ing the real retreat., The Tomlins, with their
prisoner, had set off by motor-boat, and were
by now well away.

“You curs!” panted Clifford, as three of
the men forced him to the ground by brute
force. “You hounds! Let me go! What
have you done with Miss Foster?”

“Take it easy, gents!” said one of the
men. “We ain’t goin’ to hurt you. If
you'll act sensible——" |

“IEre, look!”” yelled one of the other men,
his voice shrill with sudden alarm. "It's
a trap, mates! The cops are on us!”

The others started round, frightened. A
motor-bgat, its engine chugging
noisily, had come nosing in at the cave
entrance, and even as the ruflians leapt to
their feet, releasing their prisoners, it
grounded with a jarring noise.

“Well done!” said Nelson Lee coolly, as
he brushed himself down.

There was a large number of police officers
in the boat, and they came leaping into the
cave, their truncheons ready. An inspector
was at their head. The fight was short and
sharp. The roughs, taken unawares, had no
chance. They were quickly vanquished and
handcuffed. Clifford Underhill gave Nelson
Lee an appealing glance.

“What does this mean ?” he asked hoarsely.

“Only that I took a few precautions on my
own account, my dear fellow,” replied the
rieat detective. ‘1 wasn’t entirely satisfied
that Dravton had been fooled. In any case,
I thought it advisable to be on the safe
side.”

“You never told me

“T didn’t want to put any doubts into your
head; you were excited enough already,”
replied Lee dryly. " Before leaving London
1 semat special messages to the police down
here. That was the real reason for my call
ar Gray's Inn Road.”

“You artful bounder,
Nipper delightedly.

“1 arranged for a powerful motor-boat,
full of officers, to proceed at once to
Tregellen Bayv and to watch this cave,” con-
tinned T.ee. “That boat, to the best of my
belief, has been on guard here most of the
night."”

“Quite true, Mr. Lee,” said the inspector,
coming up and salnting, “But nothing
happened until about half an hour ago. You
were vicht. A man and a woman, with a
oirl prisoner, attempled to escape from this
cave in a small motor-boat."

IJJ

guv'nor!” said

“Did you stop them?” asked Clifford
cagerly.
“What do vou think, sir?” replied the

inspector, “Of course we stopped them.
The man and woman are under arrest now,
and the young lady is quite safe.”

“Thank Heaven!” breathed Clifford, his
eves burning with joy and relief. “Where
is she? When can I see her?”

(Concluded an page 44.)



No. 2. —HURLED TO DESTRUCTION

In which Thursion Kyle,1he Night Hatwh,
continues his grim fight for vengeance

against the notorious Benton Gang !
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Through the Ether!

OMFORTABLY reclining in the deptns
C of a padded lounge, his jet-black Hy-
g clothes  ludden by a  gorgeous
Kastern smock, Thurston Kyle, the

Night Iawk, smiled gravely,
In a far corner of his magnificent work-
shop and laboratory, lus youthful assistant,

Snub Ilawking, was listening-in intently to
their private radio, quivering with excite-
ment from head to toe as he did so.

The vadio receiver was Thurston Kyle's

latest nstallation; and Snub had appointed
himself operator! In his grim fight of ven-
geance azainst Silas Benton and the greatest
criminal baud i Britain, the Night Hawk
had left not a single stone untwrned. The
invention of the radio had been an inspira-
tion, and at once he had brourht all the
resources of his builiant scientific brain to
work to pericet the idea.

The first step had been to wire up the
headquarvters of the gong itself! On his
great black wings he had accomplished this,
speeding through the night to Silus Benton’s
old house on the lonely marshes of the Kast
Coast; and there, hovering over it like a
giant bird of prey, he had laid microphones
and leads among the ivy-grown chimney-
stacks and aucient eaves, while beneath hiin
the leaders of the gang went about their fell
work all unsuspecting.

After that, by means of special coils and

L]
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resistances, he had sueceeded in entting out
all other sound-waves until, at last, he had
tuned 1n on Deeping Manor.

Now, equipped with marvellously sensitive
earphones, Snub spent most of his day listen-
ing-in.  For the time being, at least, the
sinister plans and secrets of Silas Benton
were like an open book to his resolute foe,
the Night Hawk!

Twrning his head, Thurston Kyle glanced
through the French windows of his room.
A bright half-moon was hanging in the sky.
Very soon it would be time for him to don
the great wings leaning against the wall and
swoop away on his nightly flicht in secarch
of adventure,

A muflled exclamation from Snub made
him look up alertlv, then cross to the radio
with quick, light footsteps. Something im-
portant was coming through; the boy was
straining every nerve to cateh the words, and
soribbling feverishly on a writing-pad.

Looking over his shoulder, the Night
Hawk read what he had written. A light of
triumph flared in his deep-set eyes, and he

strode to where a bookecase of reference
books stood in a recess. YWhen at last Snubs
whirled breathlessly round, snatching the

earphones from his head, he found his master
laughing silently over the sociely column in
the datly newspaper!

“A motor raid on the Lanchester
Buall, sir!™ he gasped.

Hunt
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The Night Hawk nodded calmly,

““uite, Snnb ! Daring—uout very
pichitabie.  This paper gives a list of liﬁ.u
guests who will be there; and, Suub, unless
we can put a spoke i thew '."-'}i"i‘!. Silas
Bonton’s gang will make a jewel haul of
over a hundred  thousand  pounds!” e
ta) -.uI the paper with a long, =lim fore-

black Brazihian peails

finger. “Including the

belonging o Lady Mostein!”

=uaab oaid not answer,  Iustead, he hurled
himself  across the room and began to
cvatghten out the  comwrol straps  of  his
master’s winge, The Night Havwk bent and
~suslied a road map closely for several
minutes: ithen Ew too, walked over and held
¢t his arms ~|'_ nhe .Lul‘\.

“What's the programme, sir?"  panted
Suub excitedly, as he adjusted the buckles

arid
Lick.
"I shall stop them on the road 1if possible,
FVoonb T ocame the quiet reply. " But [ may
be 1 time. They will have a start of
seventy miles—and Lanchester Towers
wwans a flight balf across the country!”
“Aud 1iIf vou ‘em, sir?”
Fhurston Kyvle's ~faee harvdened.
"1 shall cateh thewm—connng
cried sternly,
A mnnte
veranda of the
10) waleh the
tuouch the meht
Lrhts of London.

driving -nLLwn behind Thumston Kyle's
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foodd on the
laboratory, straining his eyes
dark-wineed fizgnve zailing
across the twimmkling
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Foiling the Footpads!

I'TIL the cool air beating on his face,
the Night IHawk threw baek his
head and langhed. Above him. the

oreat black wings were beating m
simooth, lummln] strokes,  huwrling  him
through the alr 4t an ever-inereasing pace.

down his vizor to proteet his face
fauster and faster. London fell

He direw
and swept on,

behind him, and seon he was alone over
the divk comntrvside, with ouly an occasional
cluster of lights marking small towns and
villages bhelow,

Nweepinge over Oxford. he turned north,

rising to clear the line of high hills beyond. A
deen roar above made him look up quickly,
to see  a  wiant, airplane, on mght-flying
maneuvies, heading across s course,

Suddenive as he banked sharply to avoid
ite wings, the song of its engine ceased. He
whoeled o tind out what had happened, and
saw e great “plane side-slipping helplessly,
completely out of control. Even as it went
mito its last fatal nose-dive, a tiny dot leapt

out of the fuselage, sprang clear of the tail
wings and dropped earthwards like a stone—
the pilot leaving his doomed craft by para-

chute !
Sweeping i wide cireles, the Night Hawk
ned the descending airman closely; then,

[ |
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thout hesitation, he dived headlong aflter
bim.  The parachute had failed to open, and

the man falling  ewiftly
death.

Catching hime up, Kyle flung out his arms
and :';':[1_‘_:'1.1[. the ropes of the apparatus,
twined them tightly round his body and legs
and strack npwards on strong wings.  Almost
at once he heard a strangled cry of reiief
from the aviator: that awtful drop to carth
was checked,

Wils

to a terrible

Slowly and carvelully the Night ITawk sank
with his swaving buwden, the faintly moonlit
carthh coming up to meet them.  With
splendid ]m].,nu nt Kyle lowered the dang-
ling airman until at last he collapsed thank-
fillv on the firm grass,

Flinging the useless parachute away, the
Nieht IHawk hung motionless twenty feet
above the carth. The airman  below
serambled to his feet and ran to where his
flattened apparatus hung limply on the turf;
and althongh he could not see the man’s
features clearly as he stared at the tightly
closed emvelope, Kyle eould guess the utter
bewilderment on  his face while he won-
deved what miracle had happened to =ave
hini.

'he Nignt Hawk’s wild laugh made the
duzed fIver look upwards in startled amaze-
meni. All he saw was a great blaek bird
disappearing into the sky in spirals before it
<han AWy lhi'f:"'_{]l the ':‘.f'}t}n] {_j“ht out of
s1ehit

Travelline ar tall speed 1o make up for

tne time he had lest, Thurston Kyle flashed
ouwards, his hmhu lad body flat aud rigid
bercath the smoothly beating wings,

The lights of a big town loomed up, and
nodded with satisfaction as he glanced at

1
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his luminous watch. There was still time!
Winging his way past the outskirts, he
slipped once more into dark, rolling country,
sittking lower and lower to check his bearings.

A thin, piercing cry from one of the dusky
lanes beneath him checked his rapid Hight.
He wheeled around on gliding wings, listen-
ing attentively; and again the ery was re-
peated, the shrilling sercam of @ woman in
distress!

From bheneath the deep shadow of a dense
clump of holly-trees, two lurking foorpads
had sprung upon a girl as she cycled home
through the quiet by-paths. Her machine
luy “on the voadside, and one of the rogues
held her in great clumsy hands, while the
other ransacked her pockets and handbag for
the handful of silver they contained.

Like a mecteor the Night Hawk pounced
upon the footpads from the tree-tops,
whipped them off their feet and bore them
cleaniv and casily into the air.

Halting a few yards up divectly above the
hollies, he dropped his screcching captives,
langhing mockingly as they blundered and
crashed dovawards throurh the merciless
spikes of the prickly leaves. In case they
gave further trouble, he waited uuntil both
men had tumbled into the lane: but his
drastic punishment was sufficient.  With
hands to their torn faces, the terrified rogues
jumped up and ran for their lives, their cries
of pain and fear growing fainter and faiuter
until at last they died away completely.

Perched on the stout limb of an oak-trec,
Kyle watched over the girl while she con-
quered her stupefaction and  fright  well
enough to mount her bicycle and ride away
at top speed; then, with a smile, he flew
onwards on his mission once more,

THE NEILSOXN

The Night Avenger!
TIIIS last wayside adventure had defin-

itely placed him behind time. Faster
and harder he drove his poweriul
wings, and he skimmed through the
air in mighty space-devouring drives.
Ouwards he sped, over hills, streams, fields
and towns. DPresently the rugged country
hroadened out into the wide heaths and Hat
fields of the TLanchester hunting district, until
at length, away to the left, he made out a
brilliantly lighted mansion whose motor-drive
led into a great main road, shining broad
and silvery in the moonlight.

As he banked and turned towards the
house, the guick throb of a high-powered car
floated up to him, and peering down, the
Night Hawk was just in time to sce a low
racer tear along the drive, skid miraculously
through the huge gates into the main road
and settle down at once to a whirlwind rush
eastwails,

One giance was suflicient to tell him he
had arrived too late to prevent the looting
of Lanchester Towers. The gang had made
theic haul and were hurtling homewards in
ona of their powerful racing cars.
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Tilting his curved wings, Kvle fell in a
dashing, sweeping dive, his eyes burning with
fury. A crowd of people were pouring into
the grounds. Immaculate men in evening-
dress were dashing frantically to and fro,
while beautifully-gowned women huddled to-
gether fearfully on the steps. :

Hoarse cries, commands, sobs and hysterical
screams  came to tho Night Hawk's ears,
The babel died away, however, as a big,
commanding man dashed out, his fine face
black with anger. It was Lord Lanchester,
the host and Master of the Hunt.

“The curs have cut the telephone wires!"
he shouted. *“Into the cars, you fellows!
Some of you warn the police; the rest—-
follow me!”

In a body the men crashed across the lawn
to where a fleet of cars waited by the drive.
Swaving above them, the Night Hawk
listened, with a grim smile, to the roar of
rage which went up from the excited
dancers. He knew the Benton gang too well
to hope they had left a single car in driving
order!

At the point of the gun, the waiting chauf-
feurs had been herded silently into Lord Lan-
chester’'s garage and locked up; after which
the gang had dismantled every car at leisure
before proceceding to the ball-room!

There was no time to waste now. Lips
compressed to a straight line, Thurston Kyle
swirled upwards in a wide, clean cirele, flat-
tened out, shook his wings once—and flashed
away in pursuit of the Benton car.

From the height he was flving he could
see 1t plainly, flickering in and out of the
trces that borderced the main road. It was
five miles away already, and speeding up
every second, roaring recklessly and trium-
phantly along the deserted midnight hieh-
way, uncouscious of the great black bird
overhauling it on fiercely curved pinions, as
silent and as sinister as a wild hawk swing-
ing above its victim.

Within ten minutes Thurston Kyle was on
terms with his desperate foes; ten minutes
in which his steel-feathered wines hurled him
fiercelv, madly, throngh the night until he
was forced to extend his arms beyond his
head to break the foree of the wind. Plan-
img down i darving, graceful swoops, he
ranged up behind the cav, gaining on it with
every smashing stroke,

And then—the gang =saw him!

Instantly from every throat a horrified
shriek rang out. Memories of what had hap-
pened to their comrades on the night the
North-East Express should have been robbed
paralvsed all save two, the driver and the
gang-leader. The latter leapt to his feet and
blazed away at the dim, ghding figure, com-
g nearer and nearer.

Then othem joined in—a volley of shots
spurted from the rear of the car. But they
were going too fast for aecurate aim:; the
driver, huddled over his wheel, watched with
bolting eyes as the speedometer ticked up-
wards, 70—-80—85: it was as much as he
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The Night Hawk swooped

down, whipped the two

footpads off their feet and
bore them into the air.

could do to hold the crazy, swaying car to
the road now.

And still the Night HMawk came on—
steadily, terribly, the nerves of the fear-
harrowed men enapping like fiddle-strings as
that awful, silent flver in black gained on
them.

They were in open country by this time,
rocketing  along a secondary rvoad that cut
deep into the heart of a quict downland, full
of dips and sudden curves.

Just for a moment the Night Hawk
changed his tacties, and the frantic watehers
m the car saw him give up the pursuit and
swoop high above them. A [aint white blur
by the roadside ahead had attracted his atten-
tion, and he langhed aloud when he saw what
it was,

Less than a mile farther on, and separated
from the road only by a ditch and a briax

3y

hedge, yawned the crater of an old aban-
doned chalk quarry. The eyes of the Night
Hawk, peering thirough the shts in his black
vizor, shone with a look of baleful triumph.

It was a matter of seconds now. IHe
swooped, coming on and on, past the terri-
fied men, who hurled their empty, useless
guns at his shadowy form, till he hung on
quivering wings above the driver, hand out-
stretched and fingers curved for a grip on
the man’s collar.

Inch by inch that steel claw crept nearer,
biding its time. A turn in the road hid the
quarry, Wrenching the wheel over, the
driver slung his car round on two wheels—
and then, as they swept abreast of the great
pit, Thurston Kyle's wild, triumphant laugh
of victory rang out again. With a last ter-
rific drive of his bristhng wings he hurled
himself forward.

Ilis long arm, tough and lissome ds a
steel coil, reached out, fastened in a death-
grip round the driver’s throat, and plucked
him out of the flying car as a sword 18
drawn from its sheath.

A terrible scream burst from the pavched
throats of the wang, and the leader dived
frantically for the steering-wheel. Too late!
At a hundred miles an hour the car swerved
drunkenly into the roadside and slashed

“across the ditch and thréugh the hedge.

Turning in his own length on knife-edged
wings, Thurston Kyle had an instant’s vision
of the back wheels spinning madly v mid-

air as the racer lnuled herself over the brink
of the guarry, flinging the men out like
stones from a catapult. There was a last
wild scream; a roar: a long, long silence—
then, from the depths below, the sound of
a dull, grinding smash!

Half an hour later something dropped from
the skics to the feet of Lord Lanchester,
where he stood before his house raving at
the local police-inspector,

It was a bag. The impact of the fall had
broken one side, and when the inspector bent
to pick 1t up, a cascade of glorious gems fell
out in a gleaming torrent. And high up
above them, the Nicht Hawk, smiling tri-
umphantly to himselt, spread his wings in a
leisurely flicht for home.

THE EXND.

(Another thrilling episode in the amazing adven-

fures of the Night Hawk next Wednesday.
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HERE'S ANOTHER STIRRING INSTALMENT OF OUR GRAND MOTOR-RACING SERIAL!

THE IRON SPEEDMAN!

[

Joe at the Wheel!

OW much Jim was hurt, Joe could
H not tell. Something terrific must
have hit him to split his crash helmet
like that.
They were having every kind of bad luck—
dud petrol, and a crash when they had
been leading on the second lap!

A '/ H
L / A
b A )

EDGAR

“I'm all right, but Jim’s laid out!” Jose
panted. as he struggled from the car.

He helped them to get Jim clear., His
helmet was gently removed and a doctor
bent over him as they lowered him to a
stretcher laid on the track just behind the
machine,

“The helmet saved him. Tt isn't much of

Joe saw officials waving him in towards a ent—stunned, I think!” the doctor said
the dead-car park as he quickly.,
neared the Fork. , : L Joe gulped at the
“You go and cat your - With [Jim badly injured, the man's words, then
blessed hats!” he : ks - jumped clear of the
gasped iudig;m‘n‘tly. Ross E.’gbt would 5“{”’ fo crowd and turned to
“Wo're mot finished  sfand [liffle chance of viclory  the car.
vet! Jim — Jimmy ! . ; “Sure you're all
He yelled to the figure 111 the Brooklands race. Bl rig’ntl‘:‘” An official
slumped beside himn, 2 . ; r caught at Joe's arm
but Jim did not rouse, j”” 1S made 0f stern S‘t”ﬁ- staring into his fnref
Through the roar of and he’s nol bealen yel ! ‘““Are you going to

the engine and the
grinding of the lamed
wheels, Joe heard the crowd cheering wildly
in relief, for their applause to dic as they
sighted the incrt figure stretched in the cock-
it.
d Straight for the Ross-Eight pit Joe drove,
to brake and stop as officials swarmed round
him, with ambulance men.
“We thought vou were killed!” somebody
gasped. “Are you hurt?”

retire 7"

“Retire be blowed!”
Joe gasped. *‘I'll carry on until Jim can
take over again. Stand clear o' the car!”

He jumped for it, making a swift examina-
tion of the wheels, The two burst tyres now
lay in torn and smoking fragments about
the rims, but Joe saw that little other
damage had been done; the dents and jagged
rips 1n the tail amounted to nothing. '%hu

Ross Iight was still in fighting trim!



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 41

He gwabbed a jack from the pit-plank and
crashed 1t under the rcar axle. Joe worked
like a mnigger, changing the wheels for
spares, while the spectators who crowned
iEe railings behind the pit cheered his every
movement,

It was hard work, single-handed, He
burnt his fingers trying to hack away the
tattered rubber of the burst tyres, but he
got it clear and had the f{resh wheels on—
to sce Jim now on his feet, with a bandage
round his head, pushing officials and first-
aid men back as he reeled towards the
machine!

“Joe, 1s she—is He clung to the bat-
tered tail as he gasped the words, his eyes
still a little dazed.

“She’s all right. I'm carrying on!” Joe
gasped. “You take a rest in the pit—"

“No, you drive. TI'll—come with you!”
~Jim panted. “The air'll bring me round.
I'm only a bit—dazed, and——"" He broke
off as there came a shattering roar, Stargie
and the German were gommg past for the
second time since they had stopped, with
the Aco fifty vards in the lead., Sight of
his rival scemed 1o act like a tonie on Jim.

“(et behind the wheel. Joe! 1

Come on!
ho yelled, and tumbled into the mechanic’s
scat as he s<poke. :

The doctor rushed up, protesting, as Joe
re-started the engine.

“I'm all right!” Jim' assured him. “\y
head’s a bit muzzy, but that'll pass off. Let
her go, Joe!”

Joe fairly flung himsell hehind the steer-

vibrant bhellow
ot forward Into

ing wheel. The RossEight's

| 5 1 x
spanged out, then the ear
the race again,

Fresh Fuel!

NYBODY can drive a car fast. It is
A just a matter of stamping the throttle
pedal wide open and holding it down.
Tite Brooklands irack i1s everywhere
at least a hundred fect wide and, because
of this, 1t needs only nerve to travel at

100 m.p.h. around the concrete.
Jut over that spced, :kill enters into the
business, Brooklands is not smooth. The
track has all kinds of bhumps which only

hecome notriceable, and dangerous, when a
car 1s travelling rcaily rapidly. The curves
on and off the bankings, too, call for

skill if they are to be negotiated safely.

Jim had the real instinct of a racing driver.
If a bump made the car start a skid, he did
the right thing to keep it straight, and did
it naturally, because fast work was natura
to him. Joe was different,

Joe never claimed to be a good driver.
He was all right in the mechanic’s seat, but
he was no good behind the wheel. He was
no good when, travelling around the banking
with the machine heeled over at a wild
angle, other cars came up from behind and
started to pass, their wheels spinning within
bare inches of his own—death waiting on
them all should ecither start to slide or skid,
or should a ftyre burst under the strain.

Nobody can hit a fence at two miles a
minute, miss disaster by the merest hair’s-
breadth, and not have his merve shaken a
little, Joe's nerve was shaken. He would
have admitted 1t if anvone had asled him.
Yet, in spite of all this, Joe kicked the
throttle wide open the moment that the
Ross-Eight started off, and he kept 1t open!
T.on Stargie was ahcad of them and they had
got to beat him.

But Joe's best wasn't anything like Jim's,
I{e couldn’t fake the curves as Jim took
them. He had to ease for the big bhends,

and he had to slow before he dared take
rhe worst of the bumps.

Qo, in spite of all his efforts, Joe couldn’t
cet around the track at much more than
100 m.p.h. He stuck it for ten laps, and it
was then that Stargie overtook them and
started to pass.

He went by with his engine howling and
his exhaust spitting a faint spcar of ruddy
Jame.

“Phat means he's three laps in front of
ns!” Joe bent to vell the words to Jim.

“Feeling better yet? Can you take over?”

“Io another couple of laps!” = Jim
answered. “You're driving fine, Joe! It's
-~ There’s Steve!”

is voice cracked as he shouted. They

vere almost on the pits then, and both saw
Steve leaping across the fio 't of their own,
He had a big parcel with him, and behind
him came half a dozen men from one of the
paddock petrol doepots, carrying cans of fuel,
Stevo sighted them, #nd waved as they
smashed past.

“See that?” Jim gasped. “He’s got the
chemicals, and he'll make up fresh fuel with
the stuff those chaps had in the ecans.. He'll
he ealling us in when he's ready, Joe!”

o p—

are accomipaiied by

| realises that his most dangerous rival {8

starts,

HOW THE STORY STARTED,

JIM ROSS, iron-ncreed, daring, (s a born racing driver,
STEVE ROSS, Tus jiest completed building a special raci
they take it down to Brooklauds for a big race, which is due to be run in a few days, They

JOE COOI'ER, Jim's chum. who acts as mechanic.

LON STARGIE, the crack speedman of Ace Motors., : _
his mechanie, a fellow named Sniff Dix, to set fire to the special petrol which the Ross Eight
is using in the race. Stere goes off to get some more, but is not back by the time the race

Using ordinary fuel, Jim is leading; and then he has a skid.

nearly overturns, and Joe, who is riding as mechanic, discovers that Jim has been knocked

unconscious! Slowly Joe drices the lamed Ross back to the replenishment pits.
. (Now recad on.)

His brother, .
ng car known as the Ross Eight, and

Jim is to drice the car in the race, and-he

Stargie {3 unserupulous, too, and he gets

Tyres burst, the car
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“All right, I'll drive until he signals us,
then you take over!” Joe shouted back, and
set his teeth as he fought the great car on.

Next time round they saw Steve with
little packages of chemicals on the bench,
too busy cven to wave to them. The men
helping him were filling hittle churns wwith
petrol when the car went past the next
time; Steve himself was standing at the
front of the pit, both arms held high in
e signal for them to stop when they came
round again,

“Good!” Joe velled, “You take over after
the stop, Jim? Are vou all right now?"

“Yes—near cnough!” Jim an wered, and
he glanced at Joe as he spoke, then grinned.

Hardly two minutes later the Ross-Eight
went shiding towards the pit, to pull up
with brakes screeching, for Jim to leap out
and spin towards the petrol tank, while Joe
dived for the pit and jerked off it a big bath
which Steve had got from somewhere.

He shoved it under the car, then turned
on the drain tap of the petrol tank to allow
all the dud fuel to run out before they
replenished with the new doped petrol which
Steve had prepared.

The chums did not talk while they worked,
Once the tank was empty they slugged in
gallons upon gallons c-fl fresh fuel, and it
was as the last went home that Jim caught
Joe's arm.

“Joe, let me go on alone!” he
said. ‘" Stargie’ll be four laps ahead of us
by the time we get off again, and 1 can go
€aster if 1 haven't got your weight in the
car!”’

“My weight won't make all that differ-
cnee ! Joe gasped,

“It will,” Jim said.
gignal me my speeds. DBe a sport, Joe, let
me go on alone! It may make all tho
differcnce between winning and losing.”

“All right,” Joe ncdded quickly.

“Desides, you can

He knew that he weighed somewhero
around ten stones, If he didn't travel, it
would mean that the car would have a

hundredweight or so less to earry, and would
be correspondingly faster.

But that was not Jim’s real reason for
dropping his mechanic. "When he started
off again he meant to take every risk there
was in order to iravel fast. He had the right
fuc!, and the car was stiil in good fettle. He
did not want to hazard his chum's life as
well as his own.

He slammed the cap on the petrol tank,
then took a running leap into his seat. Joe
crouched up behind the tail and shoved the
machine on. The engine fired. and the Ross-
Iiight shot away, just as the Ace hurtled
past it—leader in the race and four laps
ahead of Jim!

The Death Curve!
S the silvery racer gathered speed, Jim
watched Stargic getting away from him,
™ zooming round the banking, After it
Jim went, and before he had finished
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the lap he wag nearing the peak of his own
car’s speed.

Faster travelled the Rosz-Eicht, and faster
yvet—gaining on Stargie now!  Another lap,
and Jim passed him down the railway straight,
There was a new, more purposeful note to
the engine’s roar, and the sonorous boom of
the exhaust had hardened to a vengeful
crackling bellow.

Jim came up with the Ace hand over hand,
travelling at 145 m.p.h., to swoop past and
go ahead, starting on ‘the long, long trail
which, if the Ross could go fast enough, might
make up the time and distance it had lost.

The silver car clung to the uttermost rim
of the bankings, and the amazed crowd gasped
as they saw the way in which it went by other
machines. It was now far and away the
fastest car in the race, and a roar went up
when it passed the leading Ace again, at the
end of another thirty minutes,

The crowd saw more than mere fast driving.
Jim was cutting the bends, forcing the car
down so that it ripped sheer across the curves,
saving yards on every lap. lle passed the
Ace agamn, and then again, and there was
only a quarter of the race to run when he had
lessened Lon Stargiec’s lead to but one lap.
Next time Jim pessed he must go on to
victory.

In all its existence, sunlit Prooklands had
never seen a car travel as the Ross-Eight
was now being driven. To the spectators, the
driver scemed to be an immobile speck be-
hind the steering wheel, with the white of his
head-bandage turninz black under the in-
Huence of oil blown back from the engine,
Jim appeared to be a part of his machine,
almost 1iwhuman in the way he drove.

Jim alone knew that the cut on his head
was a fiery ache which seemed to stab through
to his very brain. The fierce heat from the
cngine was scorching round his ankles, burn-
ing the very sovles of his racing shoes.

The machine itself seemed to be alive. At
that speed he had to fight it all the while.
It tried to get out of hand every time it hit
a bump; again and again it skidded—long,
devastating slides off the banking, which he
checked only by his innate skill.

Each bump wakened a fresh bruise and
made hig head-wound throb more painfully,
but he cared nothing about this as his goggled
eves ranged the track ahead for sight of Lon
Stargie’s car.

The Ace pit was flying signals to its crack
driver, telling him to go all out, The
(iermans were urging their men on, and the
Italians were telling the drivers of their
wicked little red cars to spare nothing in
their efforts to keep up with the silvery
met?nr which thundered round and round the
track.

Stargie was travelling like a madman but,
inexorably, the Ross-Kight gained on him,
and Jim sighted his rival at last as he went
on to the Byfleet banking once more. The
low-built ecar gathered greater speed as it
rode the banking’s very lip. The little bushes
and small fir trees which fringed it bent and
wevered under the car’s passaze.
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"*.‘L'*'TI Stargie only a hundred yards ahead,

- Ross dived off the banking in one colossal

h..;:. Davlight showed under its threshing

wheels, then it stormed past the great gap it

hael torn in the fence, where debris was now
piled hgh,

I’ast the Fork the two cars zoomed, with
Joscheering fwantically, and the wihinle erowd
N .lli'l” at -i::'r’jt ilf ”!U ]{U\v}‘i"’hf 3 ih[‘.lt"‘fil

As he went on to the steep banking, Sniff
Dix—riding at Stargie’s side -looked back.
(Mearvly, Jim saw the man bend and shout ¢
warning to the driver’'s eav, and with that
Stargie asked his engine for its last ounces
ot power—but still the Ross gaimmed!

Round the banking went the two cars, shud-

dering under their speed., The foot-bridge
whipped above Jim’s head like a Hail, and
he held his machine to the very ontermost

edge of the mack to gather specd for a

150 m.p.h. dive down the rathway straight.
Stargie did the same, and Jim was only
twenty vards behind him when they shot

down at the flar, and now Jm cased his car
towards the inside ol the track, ready to cut
the Byfleet bhend.,

He closed in. He could see Stargie’s helmet,
nodding under the furious jerking of his car,

then Sniff Dix wtuwrned to look back. Jim
sirhted his eves h}HHIHg from behind ther
goggles, saw the man’s set jaw, and his dust

smirched tecth gritted be lltrni parted lips. .

Jim  grinned into the vhich slashed
past his ears. hracing himself as he bored his
car over and hegan to pull H}; on the nside
of the Ace. The railwayv straight slid under
the spinning wheels, and Jim was almost level
with when he saw the rise of the
Byfleet bankivg and the start of r'nu CUTV .

His smile dicd as he pro pared for the wild,
skidding hght he wmllrl have in s effort to
ent the corner and get the car afely around.
He sighted the dials on the vival Ace’s dash-
board, and il Stargie balf tion his head,
olancing at the Ross-Fight—and cdging his
car over towards it!

cale

Nrargie
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Jim gasped at the sight of it,
again as the Ace came yet
meteor-like silver machine,

Both ecars were hurtling for the bend at
coloseal speed, and they were into it a split
second later. Yer again the Ace drew nearer,

then gasped
nearer to the

foreitig the Ross 10 where the inner edge of
rhe mack was bhroken and Lmurmi with
dust ;3 where grass grew between the eracks

and erovices 1 the concrete !
Jim shouted, and one e again the Ace lurched
him. eatting into his track—foreing him
further over--dviving his wheels on to
broken edgce!

PDust flew hke the tail of a comet, aigh
atied wide, as the ¢ ]m”nnumq machine’s wheels
bt 1he edge. A Jagged rin of conarete
wa~hed through the rabber, and a tyre burst,
fraving ont and sailing like a sudden black

farntain from the wheel as the enr lurched.

at
yet
the

The Ace drew away, ifs deadly work
done!  The buarst tviee sagged on te the
erass and the tail of the Ross-Eight =kidded
ronmd,  Jium rose in his seat, nsing all his
strength to try and  foree the machine

raight—Dbut rhe tail only slung full round,
and an nstant after e was on the grass,

He felt the machine buek from a ditch, and
ruen the nose stubbed to the Jow bank be-
“ond.  The tail lifted and the car jumped
tigh, somersanltuing in mid-aiy, froming com-
pletely over before it erashed down on its
whee s,

The front axle enapped, and a rear wheel
hroke eclean away. Again the car banneed,
then went on in fuvions, slithering leaps, until
15 turned on its side, skating ronnd and rovund,
tinally to stop.

Smoke burst from the wreckage, ¢pinning
and whirling high o the air and then drift-
across the teack., where the Ace was
hurtling on with Snift Dix looking baek. h;s
face twisted—grinning!

‘18 Jim dead-—badly mgurtd? Look out igi some
more exciting chapters of this grand serial next week.)
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Miss Noralh Uitzgerald, 20, West Crescent, Lane.
side, Anuringtun. Lancs, desires girl corre
: pondcents.

B. Duffy, 87, Denzil Avenue, Southampton, wants

to join a L'Olilf-pumh*n-‘.‘i' club,

Noel (1. Strachan, 23, Ravenshourne PPark, Uat
ford Bridege, London, S.E.8, would like to hea
rrom  teaders interested in the formation of a
viub

Miss Aliee Cowan, SV, Western

Hill Street, Perth,

Australia, wauts girl correspondents (aged 15 and
dpwards) in U.S AL Franee, Scotlamd, Canada and
~onth Afriea.

Miss Alice Derviman, 191a, Romany Road, West
Norwood, London, S.E.27, desires zirl  corre
spondents anywhere.

Revinald J. sandon, 6/331, Bridee Strect West,

ockley, Birmingham, would like overseas corre
spondents . he also offers haeck numbers of the
N.L.L.

D. J. Thaornton, 29, Orchard Road, Crossgates,
Leeds, requires members tor the Phaonix  Hobby
Linb.

Miss Barbara Penny, ¢ o =immonds Bros., Port
Pirie, South Australia, wants girl correspondents.

Loy Field, 32, Dellevne street, Arnelille, N.S.W.

Australia, wishes to caorrezpond with readers.
. chm, 29, Barelay Road, Fulbam London,
S.W.6, wants members for his club,

I'red. Greenhalgh, 2. Duckworth Fold Bury

[.anes, desires correspondents,

Miss Gwen Gray, & Quceen Street, Solomons
town, Port Pirie Scuth Australia, would like oir!
carrespondents

Iltarry kenyan, Junr.,,
~uir, Manchesteér, wants
il eamping, cyeling,

v7, St. Bees Street, Moss
correspondents interested
and outdoor sports.

AMiss Marjorie Moore, 4. Ada stroet, Keighkcy,
Yorks, would like to hear trom girl correspondents
OVUTsCds.

Maleolm Wark, 3. Chistle Place, Aberdeen,

wants correspondents interested in Meccano.
Geo. K. Whyte, Junr,, 97, Baldwin Avenue,
Knightswood, Glasgow, wants correspondents.
Mizs Pearl Welsh, 8, Falecon Strect. Pirie West
South Australia, t!e-:«if'rw airl correspondents
D. Pearson, Forestry Dept., Perth. Western
Australia. wants +;=nrr---a|n':m1m|1.u--nnt i Anstralia,
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