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" THE

TROUBLE
TWINS |

Sacked!

i LOW ! muononed Joe Troable—Dbetter
'y known as Pesh. “Gets slower every

blooming day ! Wirh something would
happen !’ .

Arnd he fheked, in a depressed sort of way,
withi his feather duster at an inoffensive blue-
bottle 1hat was hovering over some pots of
strawberry jam stacked just in the doorway
of the shop.

Pozh was a lad with a thirst {or excitement
and advenrure, and he found life very dnll
as  errand boy in Mr. Ebenezer Wumps’
procory establishment in  the sleepy High
Htrect of Muodridee—a  duell-enough  village
where nothing ever happened unless Posh,
atded by his twin brother Sam, made some-
thing happen.

This, infortnnately
for their reputations in
the willage, they too
often did, for not only
did the twing possess
an unrivalled knack for
finding trouble, but
Posh was a clever ven-
triloquist, while Sam

Posh and Sam

their way through

vou’ll laugh your way through
this rollicking yarn !

and

jnggley

was an  excecdingly  skilful
aerobat,

Having slanghtered the inoffensive blue-
hottle, Posh cazed gloomily along the sleepy
High Street, and then, suddenly, he stiffened.
Amazement and wrath were registered on his
vouthful features as his gaze settled on the
shop window,

Only vrecently Posh had spent twenty
minntes of his valnable time e¢leaning that
window, and now the shiny, glimmering sun-
face was marred by a horrid smudge of mud.

“Well, I’m blowed!” muttered Posh.
“IWhat mean rotter L e S )

He paused, meering the grinning glance of
a lone, lanky youth wearing & black apron,
who stood at the top of a pair of steps, sling-
ing pairs of boots and
choes on to hooks ant-
side the window of the
bootshop next door.

It was Sandy Swagp,
the bootshop errand
boy, and Posh’s
deadliezt enemy.

He knew immediately
that it was Sandy who

have laughed
life — and
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had muddied that window as revenge for a
licking he had administered to the boot-boy
the previous day—the third in a week. But
Posh restrained the desire to rush at him

now and repeat the dose. Mr. Ebenerzer
Wumps had threatened to sack him the very
next time anything unusual happened in busi-
ness hours, and Joe had already lost six jobs
in the two months sinee he had left school.

otill, something had to be done, and Posh
was determined to do it.

He waited nntil Sandy had turned his head
away again. Then, grabbing the hooked pole
nsed to ralse and lower the sun-blind, Posh
reached round and jabbed the sharp iron spike
into one of Sandy’s lanky ecalves. At the
same moment he gave a curious gulp, and
then a most ferocious snarling appeared to
come from behind Sandy’s legs.

“Gur-r-r-re-r-r!”

Sandy yelped and gave a convulsive leap.

As he did so the steps shot
away sideways, and Sandy
dropped backwards with
a wild howl and a crash
into a box of cooking-ezgs.

As it happened, Mr.
Ebenezer Wumps  hap-
pened to be gossiping in-
side the bootshop at that
moment with Mr. Fitt-
right, the proprietor, and
both came rushing out at
ornee.

Mr. Wumps ecame first,
and he tripped over the
fallen steps, and fell on his
nose, while Mr. Fittright sprawled headlong
over him, banging his chin on the back of
the grocer's head.

At the same moment, in his frantic desire
to get free from the embrace of the egeg-bhorx,
Sandy brought the box toppling over, sending
a cascade of eggs over himself, Mr. Wumps
and Mr. Fittright, while a most dreadful smell
pervaded the atmosphere. The eges had seen
better, not to say fresher, days,

“Oh, crikey!” gasped Posh.

He stared at the struggling, velling forms
in dismay, But he was a modest youth—at
guch times-—and instantly he faded back into
the shop, and was busily engrossed in dusting
a stack of tinned goods when Mr., Wumps,
with eggs, egg-shells and a fearful aroma
clinging to him, came charging in, his face
red with rage.

“You—you young monkey!” he roared,
shaking a fat fist under Joe's nose.
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“What—what’'s the  matter,  Mister
Wumps?"' asked Posh innocently. * Why,
ﬁuu’m all eggy, sir! Has there been an acci-

'E'rlt-""'""_"

“ Accident !I”” roared Mr, Wumps. “I’'ll give
you accident, you young fiend! TUp to your
venwiloeril tricks agen! Off you go—you’re
sacked !

“But, look here, Mister Wumps—"

* “Don’t attempt no lies!” bawled the grocer,
purple with indignation. *““Weren’t I just in-
side Mister Fittright’s doorway, and didn’t X
sce vou with my own eyes poke that pole, and
aren’t you always up to you monkey tricks?
Get out! You're fired, sacked—— Look out,
y Ol o |

The warning came too late. In his wrath
the grocer took a threatening step towards his
errand boy, and naturally Posh backed. Un-
luckily he backed into a stack of tin-goods,
bringing the whole lot down on top of himself
and the grocer with an appalling crash.

PPosh mot two tins of pine-chunks and a tin
of best salmon on his cranium, and howled.
I‘hlr], ‘Wumps, raging now, made a blind rush
at hun,

Fortunately for Posh, the irate man trod on
a tin of apricots, which instantly rolled from
under his foot, and he plunged forward and
buried his heated features in a tub of butter
on the counter. At the same moment self-
preservation caused the falling grocer to wrap
his arms round the mass ﬂf%]llttﬂl‘, bringing
that, and the dish on which it rested, sliding
off the marble-topped counter on top of him.

To crown it all, having heard the uproar,
Mrs. Wumps came rushing out from the
back-room behind the shop. Before she
could pull up, the unfortunate dame tripped
over the tinned goods, and eprawled with a
wild, unearthly shriek on top of her grovel-
line spouse.

Posh, who could always see the humorous
side of things, stood convulsed with laughter.
It was an unwise thing to do. Fuming and
shouting with rage, Mr. Wumps had extri-
cated himself from his better half. He made
a rush at Posh. That lad turned to bunk, but
he was just a second too late. The angry
shop proprietor seized him by the seruff of
his collar—and next moment Posh sailed out
gf the shop, assisted by Mr. Wumps’ sized ten

oot |

More Trouble!
0 ¢ (‘1 OSII! Sacked again!” mumbled Poeh
T

Trooble dismally, as he picked him-

self up and walked down the street,

feeling his anatomy tenderly.
“NWhat will the old man do—take some skin
off me, I expect! I must have been born
on a Friday. Hallo, good! TI’ll slip in and
tell Sam tho news|”

His twin brother worked as errand boy at
Gameniffs, the village pounlterer, and from the
distance Posh sighted Mr. Gameniff just dis-
n}ppem'ing into the post-office opposite to his
shop.

It was a chance to tell Sam the sad news,
and instantiy Posh hurried along and nipped
into the shop. Tt was empty, but he guessed

Sam twas at work in the room behind, filletin
fmh}; or skinning rabbits, or busy on some su
ask.

As a matter of fact, Sam should have been
skinning a rabbit, but taking advantage of
his boss’ absence, he was practising his
favourite juggling trick, which was to keep a
rabbit, a chicken, a bottle of salad-dressing,
a mdﬁsh, and a duck in a whizzing ha]f-cire?&
above his head.

Not knowing this, Posh darted into the
inner-room, sending the door crashing into
the amateur juggler, with the result that Sam

lunged forward, getting the dead rabbit in
Eis face, the deceased duck in the back of the
neck, and the bottle of salad-dressing on his
head, where it bounced off and smashed on
the floor; while Posh howled as the chicken
smote his face, and the codfish wrapped itself
round his meck.

“Yow! Ow! Oh, crikey!” gasped Posh.
“Sorry, old—— Here, keep off, you idiot!”

But the raging Sam did not kecep off. -

“You clumsy owl!” he gasped wrathfully.
“Take that!”

It was a hefty and unbrotherly punch on the
nose, Posh took it, and returned the punch
with a will. The next moment they had
joined the live-stock-—or, rather, dead-stock—
on the sawdust-covered floor, and were rolling
about in a deadly embrace, picking up salad-
dressing and bits of glass as they rolled.

At this interesting juncture Mr. Gameniff
strode in briskly. He was a tall, scraggy man
with a perpetual fishy smell about him,
whiskers like a rabbit and eyes like a codfish
that gave him a very fishy look.

For a moment the poulterer did nothing but
stare at the busy scene, his eyes opening wider
and wider until they resembled the eyes of
an octopus. Then he dived in—just as Posh
grabbed the codfish by the tail and made a
swipe at Sam with it. Mr. Gameniff inter-
cepted the swipe neatly by getting his face in
the way.

This happening did not improve his tempenr,
and with a gasping sort of ﬂuwl he tore the
codfish from Posh’s grasp and began to be-
labour the twins with it until, suddenly realis-
ing he was damaging the codfish even more
than them, he flung it on a marble slab, and
grabbed the yelling Posh by the coat collar.

Whirling him round, he rushed the un-
fortunate vouth through the doorway, and for
the second time that day Posh went for a
flight in mid-air—again assisted by a hefiy
boot behind him. Posh landed on the pave-
ment outside, only just avoiding a rather
h}aughty lady who was about to enter the
shop.

SEm was less lucky in his flight, however.
The enraged pounlterer caught him attempting
to dodge out by the back door, hauled him
back into the shop, and kicked.

“Out you get!” he roared. “I've had
enough of you, my lad! You’re sacked! Take
your confounded ecoat, and e

He halted, transfixed with horror, as Sam
ended his flight by butting full into the fat
lady, who was Mys., Footle-Pawson-Binks, the
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Posh backed into the stack of tinned goods, and the whole lot came tumbling over him and his
irate employer.

squire’s dame, and Mr, Gameniff’s best
customer.

Mnrs. Footle-Pawson-Binks sat down with a
gasp like a punctured tyre, while Sam’s
i’acket, which the poulterer had flung after
iim, wrapped itself neatly round her
bonneted head.

Luckily, winded as he was, Sam acted with
praiseworthy promptness. IHe snatched his
jacket, prabbed his cap, and then he tore
wildly atter Posh, who was already vanishing

in the distance.
Goodbye Mudridge!
!!!

§i OS811! We've done it now, Sam
cgreeted Posh, as Sam joined him
at the far end of the High Street.
“Sacked, T s’pose 7"’

“Of course! You—you footling

“Now, don’t cut up rough at a time like
this, Sem,” pleaded Posh dismally. *“The
question is, what’s to be done now? The old
man threatened to turn us out if we lost any
more jobs!”

“Well, that won’t be much of a calamity,
will it?"” grunted Sam, rubbing fish-scales
from his features. “I'm fed-up, Posh! The
fact of the matter I8 we’re not wanted at
Mudridge—nobody understands or loves us.
The old man’s a drunken brute and thrashes
us and collars our bit of Pa}'.” -

“That’s a fact, Sam!” admitted Posh
gloomily. “I vote we don’t wait to be turned
out! Let’s go out into the world to seek our

b

fortunes, I say. I want to join a circus, and
you want to get on a music hall, and my
idea—""

“Ripping!” said Sam enthusiastically.
“Gosh! We could get jobs on the road for
a bit, and we could give wayside shows—you
with your ventriloguism and me with my
juggling and acrobatics. Gee! It’s great!
Let’s go home and pack right away!”

“I'm game!” said Posh reflectively. ““ We'll
pack up some grub and things, and shove off
before the old man comes home. Come on!”

The twins lost no time in reaching the cot-
tage—little more than a hovel—where they
lived with their step-father. The twins’
mother was dead, and they had no love for
their step-father, who was a brute and a
tyrant,

The Trooble Twins—known in the village
as the “Trouble Twins "—packed their few
belongings in the dismal attic where they were
wont to sleep. Suddenly they heard a well-
known, unsteady footstep in the back lane,
and then the click of the back garden gate,

“Oh, crikey!” gasped Sam. ‘““The old man
—home sooner than we expected, Posh!” He
blinked out of the attic window, and groaned
as he spoke. Inside the gate was a burly,
roughly-dressed figure with a red and blotchy
face. It was their step-father. “ What'’s to
be done, Posh? He'll want to know why
we're home early, and then—look out for
fireworks!”’ i '

(Continued on page 28.)
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CHAPTER 1.
Kidnapped!

B ONALD LENNOX stepped Lriskly out
'{ of his room at the Apollo Hotel, in
the heart of the West End, and as

he did so three other men moved

out from a half-open doorway further down
the corridor, Lennox fxowned "as he saw
themy, He atiempted to pass, but they

—

barred his way as he came opposite to the
ha{lf-gpen door,

rood-morning, Mpr, Lennox,” said one
of the men pleasantly.

He was a big man with square shoulders
and a bull-like neck, All three men, in fact,
were big. Their features were hard and
coarse, and their clothing alone stamped
them as American ecitizens,

“Are we going all over that ridiculous
business again?” said Ronald Lennox curtly.
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“I’m very sorry, gentlemen, but I'm in a
hurry this morning. Are you going to let
me pass down this corridor, or——

““Kasy, brother—easy,” interrupted the
man who had spoken first. “You've been
giving us the run-around long enough. Get

me ? Would you care to step into our
apartment?”
“I would not,” replied Lennox briefly.
He was a tall, clean-limbed, athletic young
fellow. His features were clean-cut, and
he was pleasant to look upon. There were
not many people in Greas Britain—or in

-ROBERT
W. COMRADE.

The leader of the three men ignored him;
he turned to his companions,

*“Anybody see us pull this guy in here?”
he asked esharply.

“Not on your life, Birdy," s2id one of the
others. “We got him good.”

Lennox e¢yed the man with growing im-
patience and anger. He had had plenty
of experience in erica, and he had known
from the first that these three fellows were
gunmen of the toughest type. They were
far more at home i1n the imp District of
Chicago than they were in Mayfair,

America, for that “Now, get  this,
mratter—who did not . baby,” said the man
know the features of 4 rom England o America, then named Birdy, his voice
Ronald Lennox., Having hard and pgrating.

made himself famous

on the silent screen in  gpgsi continent.

a %,000 miles chase across thail

“We didn’t come all

Three notorious the way from America

both countries, he was to this one - horse
imw ] gainingm fresh  gunimen lead Nelson Lee and country for nothing.
aurels as a talkie star, . You’ve got a iittle
; % I::ui:mk hhere, mé N?-ITP{:’I‘ a ﬁﬂé' dance—but the package locked miiay
riends,” e 8sal _ _ ' i in a safe deposit in Los
patiently, “I shouldn’t fﬁf??ﬂ?i’s delective ﬂfﬂ‘)ﬁ}’&' gets Angeles. It isn't yours,

advise you to start any
monkey business.”

“Is that so?” said
the other man in a hard voice.

With one movement he sogged at Lennox,
and his companions acted at the same
second, The film star was hustled violently
through the open doorway. The door closed,
and the key turned.

“You infernal crooks!” said Lennox con-
temptuously, as he straightened his jacket.
“What do you hope to gain by this sort of
thing 7”

his man” !

you've got to sign an authority

and you know 1t.”
Lennox laughed.
“You're making me
guite curious about that little package,” he
said amusedly. “I’m beginning to think it
must contain something of importance.”

“Before we let you leave this apartment,

“We've discussed this matter before,” in-
terrupted Lennox. “T've already told you
that my signed authority would be useless.
That package was deposited under definite
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conditions, It will not be handed over to
anybody cxcept myself, Do you under-
stand? T must go to that bank in person.”

“He's stalling, Birdy,” said one of the
maer,

'“No, Blondy, this is the real dope,” said
Birdy, s,lmkmﬁ his head. *“It’s tough, but
we've got to do it. This guy goes with us,
‘(o to it, boys!”

One of the men leapt forward and grasped
Lennox from the rear, pinioning his arms.

“Iere, confonnd you——" Dbegan the
voung film star, ’

He was alarmed now, and furious, but
hefore ‘he could put up any sort of a

siruggle, Birdy clapped a heavy pad over
his mouth and nostrils. Less than a minute
later he was prone on the carpet, uncon-
10ns,

“Gee, Birdy, this 13 2 tough game,” safd
one of the other men, breathing hard,

“Quit talking, and get this guy into the
trunk,” sunapped Birdy. ‘“It's a tough
hreak, having to take him with us—but it’s
the only way. Open her up, boys.”

The others opened a big wardrobe trunk,
It was of the ordinary type—one of those
huge wardrobe {runks which are character-
istically American, The interior proved in-
teresting, There were no drawers, as in
the usual trunk; no coat-hangers, The in-
terror was cunuingly padded, and near the
top there were series of little round holes,
They were air-holes,

The unfortunate Ronald Lennox, still un-
conscious, was carefully placed within the
truuk; aud so cleverly was the padding dis-
tributed that there was no fear of his bein
injured if the trunk was roughly handled.
The lock snapped to. '

“Think we'll make it, Birdy ?” asked one
the others,

MSure we'll make it, brother,” replied
Birdy. “I never start a thing I can’t finish,
All set? We'll
anhd cheek out.”

Less than twenty minutes later the three
Americans, having settled their bill, had
theiv luggage taken down in the lift., There
were only a few bags in addition to the
big  wardrobe trunk. Everything was
placed en a big car which was waiting.

Then the trio took their seats within the
car, and they were soon speeding south-
witrds  through Leondon—bound for South-
ampton, and the liner 8ylvania, which sailed
for New York that morning.

L]
][ T8RS than twenty-four hours later a

Ol

stont, purtially bald, excited man was
- ushered into Nelson Lee’s famous
consulting-room in Gray’s Inn Road.

“AMr., Adawm  Pritchard, sir,” announced
Nipper briskly.

AMr. Adam Pritchard had called by ap-
pointment. XMe had made the appointment
over the 'phone, only an hour earlier.

“Good-mornming, Mr, Pritchard,” said
Nelson Lee m‘enﬁ,‘. “8it down, won't you?”

The visitor did not avail himself of the
iuvitation. He stood in front of Lee, a
bundle of nerves, The great detective, who

go down to the desk-clerk -

E]ilcnt many a leisure hour in the picture
theatres, looked interestedly at this man
who was responsible for so many fine British
films. Mr, Adam Pritchard was, without
question, the most celebrated of all British
producers. .

“TI’'m not sure that I can help vou, Mr.
Pritchard, but if my advice is of any value,
it is freely yours,” said Lee. “1 understood
{nu to say over the te]eplmne that Ronny

ennox has disappeared?”

“He has gone—vanished—and I am in
despair,” said the stout man excitedly,
“My picture is being held up, Mr. Lee.

We lost thousands-yesterday; we shall lose

thousands to-day. You cannot imagine
what it means.”
“I think I can,” said Lee. “I am not

entirely ignorant of your profession, Mr.
Pritchard.”

“We are filming the biggest scencs of all
just now,” declared Mr Pritchard., * Hun-
dreds of extras were engaged yesterday,
and they were idle. They must all be paid.
Lennox did not turn up at the studios.
We're on the last lap of the picture, and it
will mean the loss of tens of thousands of
pounds if anything serious has happened.
We cannot double a man like Lennox. Un-
finished, the picture is worthless.  British
National Pictures, Limited, will lose——"

“Calm yourself, Mr, Pritchard,” inter-
rupted Lee. “Lennox has only been miss-
ing for twenty-four hours. He may have
had some sudden call; a restless fit may
have seized Lhiun——"

“No, no,” broke in the other. ‘“ILennox
isn’t like that. He 1s not temperamental.
Lennox 1s a good boy—always at the studio
in punctual tizne. And if, by any chance,
he 1s detained, he always telephones or gets
a message through in some way.”

“An unusual type of film star, surely,”
sald Lec dryly.

“That is why I am so certain that some-
thing dreadful must have happened,” said

Mr. Pritchard. “It is very mysterious, Mr.
Lee.. Lennox was at his hotel yesterday
morning, He left at his usual hour, but he

never arrived at the studios.”

“You are sure he left at the usual hour?”

“Yes; I have spoken with the hotel valet—
the man who always attended him,” replied
the producer. *lLennox has no home in
England, and since he has been engaged on
this picture he has lived at the Apollo,
Hotel.”

“Did he scem at all upsel yesterday morn-
ing before he left?” _

*Quite the contrary,” replied Mr. Prit-
chard. *“He told Jarvis—the valet—that he
would be back at his usual hour. He was
his own cheerful self. Before leaving he
telephoned to three people, making appoint-
ments for later times in the day. LEvery-
thing indicates that he had not the slightest
intention of deviating from any of his cus-
tomary habits,”

Nelson Lee rosc.

"Well, it seems that we are wasting time
by remaining here,” he said. " I1f we are
to discover anything, we shall discover it
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at the Apollo Hotel—for that is where Len-
nox was last seen,”

ELSON LEE was not seriously
N attracted by this problem—which, in
its present stage, seemed trivial
enough. He felt genuinely sorry for
Mr. Adam Pritchard, however, and as he’
had no important work on just then, he felt
that half an hour spent at the Apollo Hotel
might be profitable,
he management could tell him nothing.

The manager and the under-manager and
the reception clerk had not noticed the move-
ments of  Ronald
Lennox the previous
morning. Jarvis, the
valet, could only cor-
roborate what Mr,
Pritchard had already
told. Lennox had left
cheerfully enough at
his usual hour.

“It wouldn’t sur-
prise me, though,”
said Jarvis darkly,
“if those uily-imking
Americans had some-
thing to do with it.,”

“What Ameri-
cans?” asked Lee.

“There were three
staying at this hotel,”
explained Jarvis,
“Real ugly fellows, and they had rooms right
in this same corridor, too. Crooks, if you
ask me. Yes, and what was more, they
knew Mr. Lennox! Came right into his
room, here, more than once.”

“Oh, they knew Mr. Lennox?” said Lee,
becoming interested. ‘' Are these Americans
still in the hotel 7"

“No, sir; they left yesterday morning,”
said the valet, ‘“Here, I say! That’s funny,
too! Mr. Lennox disappeared from the time
he went out of this room—and those Ameri-
cans left the hotel only about half an hour
afterwards.”

Nelson Lee was looking thoughtful after
he had left Lennox's apartments. He had
obtained no clue through his brief search;
but the valet’s words interested him. He
went Mwnstairs to see the reception clerk,
and came across Detective-sergeant Carlile, of
Scotland Yard, in the big lobby.

“What are

“Hallo, Carlile,” said Lee.
you doing here? Are you on this Lennox
case, toot"

“Bless your life, no, sir,” laughed the
Yard man. “‘I've heard he's missing, but
there’s nothing in that. These film people
are an unreliable lot, aren’t they? I've been
making some Inquiries about three Americau
gunmen who've been staying at this hotel.”

“You mean the men who left yesterday
morning ?”’

“Yes, sir,” sald the detective-sergeant.

“They sailed on the Sylvania, from
Southampton—and good riddance to them!
Birdy Rowan, Red Grogan, and Blondy

Edwards—they're the three. Chicago crooks

of the worst type. Funny how these blighters
get in and out of the country so ecasily.”

I.ee went across to the reception clerk.

“Were you hore when the three American
—er—gentlemen left yesterday morning?” he
asked.

“Yes, Mr, Lee, and I can assure you that
the hotel was glad to be rid of them.” |

“There was nobody with them when they
left, T suppose?”

“No, not that I know of."”

“They just took their luggage?”

“That's right,” said the reception eclerk.
“A number of suitcases, two small cabin
trunks, and a big
wardrobe trunk.”

“A wardrobe
trunk,” comnmented
Lee thoughtfully.
“One of the usual
type 7"

“A bit bigger than
usual,” said the other.
“It needed two of
our porters to carry
it out to the car—and
then it was as much
as they could
manage.”

“Thank wou,” said
Nelson lLece quietly.

“If you don’t mind,
I'd Rke to have a
look at the rooms

that these American visitors occupied.”

C _HhPTE R 2.
Discoveries!

ELSON LEE was frowning as he

N looked round the neat sitting-room.

It was typical of all good-class

hotel sitting-rooms. Two doors led

out from it, in addition to the door which

operred from the corridor. There were two

bed-rooms included in this suite, as well as

two bath-rooms. It had been thoroughly

swept and dusted, of course, since yesterday
morning, but it was still unoccupied

“ The detective walked about the
using his eyes keenly., He ecxamined the
carpet with great care; he looked behind
the easy chairs and the lounge. He moved
the screen in the fireplace, and even peered
inquisitively into the grate.

“H'm| This looks rather promising,” ke
commented, at length,

Very carefully, he picked up some tiny
fragments from the back of the grate. He
did not wonder that they had been missed by
the cleaners, for they were practically in-
visible, They were black, like the grate
itself, and so small as to be almost indis-
tinguishable. Very gingerly, using a tiny
pair of tweezers, L.ee placed the scraps on an
old envelope. Then he went across to tho
window, and closely examined his find.

“What are those black scraps, Mr. Lee?
How can they tell you anything 7" asked Mr.
Pritchard, who had been looking on curiously,

room,
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“I am afraid they tell me quite a lot, Mr,
Pritchard,” replied the great detective.
“They tell me, in fact. that Ronald Lennox
is now on board the liner, Sylvania, bound

for New York. Furthermore, he is a
prisoner in the hands of those three American
gunmen.”

Tho film producer was a picture of mingled
consternation and amazement,

“ But—but this is wuncanny!” he gasped,
"How can you know this, Mr, Lee?”

“If you look closely, vou will observe that
these scraps of black substance are curiously
curly,” explained Lee. “'They are, in fact,
fragments of fibre. 1 might as well tell
yvou at onece that I half-expected to find
some such elue in this room.” :

“But you haven’t told me what this fibre
stuft is,” said the film director impatiently.

“Most wardrobe trunks, Mr. Pritchard,
are made of fibre—with metal hinges and
corners,” replied Lee. "“The curliness of
these scraps is due to the fact that they
were cut by means of an ordinary bmsace and
bit. In, other words, a number of small
air-holes were obviously cut in the big
wardrobe trunk which those three Americans
took with them when they left this hotel.”

“Guv'nor!” ejaculated Nipper. *“You-—
vou mean that Mr. Lennox was carried off
in that wardrobe trunk 7"’

“Exactly,” nodded lLee. “To my mind,
there is not a shadow of a doubt that
Lennox was audaciously kidnapped £rom
this hote]l vesterday morning.”

“This is ruin!” groaned Mr, Pritchard.
“Lennox kidnapped—op his way back to
America! And my film not completed !
Even if we get Lennox back, the delay will
cost us thousands—— He must be got back,
Mr. Lee!” he added fiercely. ‘‘By hook
or by crook, Lennox must be resened from
those eriminals.”

The detective looked thoughtful.

“1t might be possible to overtake the
Svlvania,” he said slowly.

“Overtake her?” panted
“Howt"

“The liner called at Cherbourg, of course,
and, as distances go, she’s not very far out
into the Atlantie, replied Lee. “A fast
soaplane could reach her i1n only a few
bours—-"

“A brilliant suggestion!” broke in Mr.
Pritchard. “Splendid, Mr. Lee! Who will
go? How can I hire a seaplane? T'll go
on this trip myself——"

“You had better not,” said Lee, shaking
his head. “Onece more, let me remind
vou, Mr. Pritchard, that Lennox’s kid-
mappers are desperate men, This situation
must be dealt with delicately. It would be
advisable, in my .opinion, not to wireless
to the liner at all—but to take these crooks
iy sfealth, Let the overtaking seaplane come
down apparently by chance. In that way,
Birdy Rowan and his colleagues will not
suspeet that their game is known. The
rescite of Lennox will therefore be made all
thoe casier.”

the other,
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Mr, Pritchard clutched at Lee’s arm.

“You must go, Mr. Lee!” he urged.
“You are the very man—the only man!
You must go on this mission |”

“If it will relieve you so much, Mnr.
Pritchard, I will undertake the task,” saia
Lee, smiling.

e

CHAPTER 3.
- The First Clash!
“TIIERE she is, guv'nor,” said Nipper

cagerly.
A wide expanse of smooth seca lay
beneath the rapidly speeding fly-
ing-boat. She was seven or eight thousand
feet high, and as the weather was singularly
clear, the wisibility was excellent. The
Sylvania, looking like a mere toy ship, was
leuving a long white trail in her wake, No
wireless message had been sent to her
captain; mnobody on board knew that this
scaplane was about to come down.

“We shall have to be careful, young ’un,”
said Lee, who was piloting the seaplane.

-“The skipper won’t be at all pleased when

we alizht and make signals. Stopping a big
ship like the Sylvania means delay. How-
ever, it’'s got to be done, and I daresay the
captain will forgive me when I am in a
position to give him the inner details.,”

“How long do you think we'll be over the
job, guv’'nor?

“I hope to get it over very quickly,”
replied the detective. “Qur best poliey, I
think, 1s to pretend to be in diffienlties.
Once on board, a quick word with the
captain will be enough—and a secarch of
Rowan’s cabin ought to be profitable.
When we've got Lennox we ecan leave
immediately.”

The detective now proceeded to provide
an artistic touch. He switched the engine
on and off, and the impression was given
that something was wrong with it. At the
same time, the ’‘plane dived towards the
liner, banking round and ecireling. By now
the liner's decks were crowded with people.

With a final splutter from the engine, the
propeller stopped dead, and Lee sent the
seaplane diving steeply over the Sylvania’s
bows. It seemed that he had lost control
and that disaster was inevitable, but at the
last minute the machine flattened out,
bumped gently on the water, end alighted.
She took the water almost half a mile ahead
of the liner, and well to starboard.

“Pretty good, guv'nor,” grinned Nipper.
“What next?”

“Out vou get, young ’un—and wave
{frantically as you can,” replied Lee.

Within three minutes they were both out
of the ceckpit. Nipper was clinging to the
main body, and Lee stood on top of tho

a8

wing. Both were waving and gesticulating.
To Leo's satisfaction, the great liner was
alveady reducing her speed. She was

stopping, as the detective had anticipated,.
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Suddenly there was a jurring erash whieh
shook the floating secaplane and nearly sent
Lee hurtling into the water.

“Great Scott!” yelled Nipper,
was that?”’

Nelson Lee did not answer. He was star-
ing down at the water. For a moment he
caught a vague glimpse of something dark
and bulky which floated under the greenish,
foam-flecked waves. A strange gurgling
gsound ecame up from the flying-boat’s hull,
and within a minure Lee noticed that the
craft was losing her former buoyancy.
Instead of riding lightly on the waves, she
rolled sluggishly.

“"This 13 bad, Nipper,”” he said as his
young assistant climbed over towards him,
“We're sinking.”

“What

“My only hatt” E‘l]:mulatod Nipper, in
dismay. “But they'll get a boat out in
time i

“I'm not thinking of that,” inierrupted
Lee, frowning. "“The chances are that she’ll
be under before the boat gets here-—she's
holed badly—and that means that we chan't
br able to fly home. T'm afraid we're

New York, If'riend Pritehard

booked for

won'é be any too pleased.”
It was an unexpected check,

doubt that a heavy bulk of floating timber

Lee did not

bad caused the damage. A mere piooe of
flotsam, practieally invisible, just under the
surface, It was no menace to ordinary
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shipping; but it had been suflicient to smash
a hole through the flying-boat’s frail shell.

“Whoa !” yelled Nipper suddenly. “Look
out, guv'nor!” )
The scaplane was heeling over. Her cabin

was already half-filled with water, and now
the weight proved too much, She rolled
drunkeniy as a heavy swell came up. One
wing reared, and the other plunged. into the
sca. At the same moment her nose dipped
down, sending her tail high into the air,
l.ee and Nipper both leapt, and a minute
later they were clinging to the tail,

EVEN munutes later the scaplane
r‘;ungud to her last resting-place. Lee
wad realised, from the first, that there
would be no hope of salving her.

I'lie water was® pouring in so rapidly that
she filled up like a riddled bucket. Lee
and Nipper were left swimming, but by this
1;::10 a boat was rapidly coming over towards
thean,

“A word of warning, yvoung ’un,” said
I.ee, a3 he clung to Nipper. "“As we're
definitelv booked for New York, we'd better
go cautiously, My name i3 John Brandon,
amd I was attempting to fly the Atlantic.
Yon are Harry Martin, my mechanic.
U'nderstand ?”’

“I've got you, guv'nor,”” replied Nipper.
“Johin  Brandon—Harry Martin.” He
memorised the names. “What about you,
sir 7" he asked. “You're not disguised——"’

“We shall have to risk being recognised,”
interrupted Lee.  “Our names are better
known than our appearance, As for those
American crooks, 1t 15 hardly likely that
thev are familiar with our looks.”

Lee's words proved to be true. They were
taken from the water, conveyed to the liner,
awd there was great emcitement. The captain
accepted Lee’s story without question, At
this stage, Lee considered it advisable even
to bluff the skipper. He wanted a free
hand. TIi would be time enough to take the
captain into his confidence later on.

Lee was wise in another way. He re-
quested that he and his young friend should
he allowed to retire at once to a cabin as
they were feeling the effects of their ex-
perience.  In this way they avoided coming
mmto contact too much with the possengers,
thus redncing their chances of being recog-
nised. Ang. secure 1n their state-room,
Lee nroceeded to go to bed.

“What's the idea, guv'nor?” asked Nipper.

“Sleep, old man,” replied Lce. “We
don’t work wuntil to-night—and we’d far
hetter be fresh. Nobody on this ship has
any suspicion that we were chasing her:; our
Awierican friends are off their guard, 'l'o-

als H2Y

nignt we work!

1T wesp’'t until eleven p.m  that Nelson
Lee and Nipper ventured out,

The majority of the passengers had
soucht their cabins. and the decks were de-
serted. Lee aund Nipper only passed one
officer as they strolled down the promenade
deck. This officer chatted for a few
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moments, asking if they were feeling fit, and
then he went on his way,.

Lee was interested in the smoking-room.
The night was mild, and the smoking-room
windows were half open. After takmmg a
casnal glance within, Lee’s eyes were gleam-
ing,

Several men were sitting round one of
the green-topped tables, gambling. Threo
of them he recognised at once as Birdy
Rowan, Red Grogan, and Blondy LEdwards.
Lee was eurprised. He had not thought
that the gunman would be reckless enough

to leave their prisoner unguarded.  Ob-
viously, they considered themselves very
secure. The lure of gambling was greater

than their sense of caution. Lee was just
moving back when he saw Rowan bend
forward and whnisper something to Edwards.
The latter nodded, rose, and left the
smoking-room,

“Stay here, Nipper,” muttered ILee,

He hastened down the deck, and arrived
at the oven door of the oufer lounge just as
Edwards walked across the stairwav. 1d-
wards hurried down, and Lee was closo be-
hind, The American went down two decks,
and turned into ome of the clectrically-hit
corridors. The detective followed, and he
saw Edwards disappearing into one of the
state-rooms, The number of the room was

75.

It was enough for the moment.
Lee rejoined Nipper, and for some ten
minutes they lounged in deck-chaire. Then
Lee took another look into the smoking:
room, DBlondy Edwards was back in his
place,

“We're lucky, young ’un,” murmured
Lee. I believe that Lennox 1s still stowed
away in that wardrobe trunk. Here's our
chance to get him out. If only we could
do that, we'll take him straight to the cap-
tain, and get him special quarters in the
n}iﬁcers‘ seetion, He'll be eafe enough
there.”

They hurried down to cabin 75. There
was not much chanco of being disturbed,
Ldwards had apparently popped down to
sce that everything was all right. The
gunmen were well off their guard. It took
Lee precisely one minute to conquer the Jock
of the cabin door. He and Nipper passed
in, and Lee switched on the light.

‘““Stand by the door, Nipper, and be ready
for trouble,” he said. *If those {cllows
turn up while we’re in here—— DBetter still,
you go back on deck. We've no weapons,
and we can’t take chances. Wateh outside
the smoking-room, and the instant one of
those men makes a move, run down like the
wind and warn me.”

“0.K., Chief,” said Nipper.

Alone, Lee looked round keenly.  The
big wardrobe trunk was standing in funll
view. Lee could seco the line of air-holes
all round the top. They were so cunningly
mingled with the brass ornamentations that
they were almost invisible, Lee snapped the
fastenings back, and with the same key that
he had used for opening the cabin door he

Nelson
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tackled the lock., At the third attempt he
succeeded, Lee’s skeleton keys were
efficient,

“By James!” he muttered, as he swung
the trunk open.

Ronald Lennox was inside, sitting on a
special kind of padded seat. His arms were
strapped to the sides of the trunk, and his
feet were similarly pinioned. A hemjr gag
was round his mouth. Amazement was in
his eves as Lee quickly released him,

“You're all I‘lg]’lt» now, Mr, Lennox,” said
Lee gently. e’'ve got to get out of here
quickly. My name is Nelson Lee, and I've
been commissioned by "\Ir Pritchard to get
you out of this trnublp

Lennox was nearly speechless with relief
and joy.
“I'd given up hope!” he said hoarsely.
'‘hose curs leave me alone for hours on
end—locked in this trunk! At other times
they’ve always got their guns handy, and
T've never had a chance of even velling.
I'm not a coward, but suicide seems a silly
game. Any shcsut on my part would have
brought death.”

iir

“I realise that,” replicd ILee, “Come.
We'll get out of this.”
But Lennox was so cramped that he

couldn’t walk yet.

“The devils!” he muttered, as he clung
to Lee. “I don’t know how they got this
trunk through the Customs. 1

they did, 1 believe it was smuggled on
board. Bribery, I suppose.”
Within a couple of minutes Lennox was

able to walk. Then Lee’s attention was at-
tracted by the sound of running feet in the

corridor, He whipped to the door, but
before he could open it he heard a {rantic
Easp.

“Cuv'nor!”

don’t think -

It was Nipper’s voice,, and a thudding
sound followed. The door burst open, and
Birdy Rowan dashed 1, gun in hand,

“Stick 'em nup!” he snarled,

Before Lee could even think of obeying,

Grogan pushed past and brought his own
gun down with devastating foree on the
side of Lee's lead. The attack was so
abrupt that Lee, for all his agility, had

stood no chance.

“Help!” shouted Lennox,
mg.
*Silence that guy!” snapped Rowan,
Lennex was treated in the same wayv as
Lee. He staggered over and crumpled up.
Rowan, bonchng over Lee, uttered a gasp.

“This is the bird who came off that
'plane !” he said, “He’s Lee! I'd know
him anywhere. Didn’t have a chance to
spot him beforehand—and we only saw him
at a distance, too. DBoys, we've got to work
fast. This gny goes overboard!”

He made a sign to Grogan, and they lifted

liis voice crack-

P

Lee, carried him across to the wide-open
porthole, and deliberately pushed him
through,

—_————

CHAPTER 4.
Hide and Seek!
IPPER had carried out his orders to
the letter,

Arriving back on deck, he had

satisfied himself that the three guin-

men were still gambling.  Subconsciously
he had noticed the twinkling lights of an-
other ship some distance astern. He glanced
through the smoking-room window again,
and was startled to see Rowan and his com-
panions making for the door. The game
must have broken up quickly. Nipper felt
certain that the crooks would lounge about
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for scme mivunics, even after the game was
aver, 3

Running hard, he reached the outer lounge
and sped down the stairs. His heart almost
leaped into his mouth as he heard a curse.
e had been seen! And those gunmen,
always on the alert, were instantly sus-
picious.

Nipper swung into the quiet corridor, and
he was aware that the enemy was at his
heels, Ile managed to give one husky yell,
and then something struck him hard on the
back of his head. He stumbled, tripped,
and rolled over. He wasn’t “out,” but he
pretended to be. Nipper glimpsed Rowan
as ke went into the cabin, followed by the
other crooks.

“This guy goes overboard!”

Nipper heard the words fainily through
the closed door., Panie-stricken he leapt to
his feet, He flung himself against the cabin
door. crashed it open, and was just in time
to =c¢ Nelson Lee's feet disappearing through
the porthole.

“Guv'nor!” he panted wildly.

. {] rab that kid, and silence him!” snarled
hrdy,

But  Nipper nceded grabbing. He leapt
across the cabin, jumped at the porthole,
and leaned out. He could see the wide ex-
paitsc of smooth sea. The moonlight was
gleaming down on this side of the vessel.
All along the hull there was a whitish mass
of foam. An arm came out of the sea for
an instant much farther astern. Nipper's
heart nearly stopped. He wriggled forward,
and plunged down. It was a reckless, mad-
dened action, but his only thought in that
dreadiul moment was to go to the rescue
of his guv'nor.

“The voung fool!” panted Birdy, wiping
the porspiration from his forchead, ‘‘He's
simply committed suicide.”

“He might yell, and the officers will hear

" began Edwards.
“Not on your life,” said Birdy. “We've
got rid of them both, Gee! It's been a close
call, and I'm not saying we're safe even
now. (Get this baby back In tho trunk,
We'll need to wateh our steps after this.”

[RSING to the surface after his plunge,
Ninper was compelled to fight for his
very life. The suction from the great
liner was appalling. He felt himself

being drawn relentlessly towards the swiltly-
MOVillg 1nass.

There was no chance of looking for Nelson
Lee. Nipper swam for his own life. He used
every ounce of his energy, and he only just
succeeded in getting clear. Nearly exhausted,
he found himseclf tossing about amid the
white smother of foam in the great liner’s
wake. Never in his life before had he felt so
utterly alone.

He looked round despairingly. The great
bulk of the Sylvania was already looking
strangely small with its mass of twinkling
lights. Calmness had settled upon the sea
now, and the foam was spreading out and
only appeared here and there in patches.

“Guv'nor!” shouted Nipper brokenly.

“You reckless young ass!” came a steady
volce over the waters.

Nipper stared wildly. Was his imagination
tricking him? He swam with frantio strokes,
and within a minute he saw a tiny object just
ahead. It resolved itself into a face.

“I thought you were dead, guv'nor!” ejacu-
lated Nipper, with relief.

They trod water, and floated side by side.
Nipper explained the circumstances, but Lee
did not appear to be listening. His brain was
keen, in spite of the hard knock he had re-
ceived. The plunge, and the fight for his life,
had brought about a complete recovery. He
was staring across the sea at the same ship’s
lights which Nipper himself had noticed. They
were now much nearer.

“We mustn’t give up hope yet, young ’un,™
said Lee. ““This boat will pick us up, I fancy.
She’s making extraordinary speed, too, and
she must be a warship of some kind.”

”Thef’ll never see us!” protested Nipper.
“Perhaps not—but they’ll sce this,” res
torted Lee.

He flashed on an electric torch. It was only
small, but it was efficient. It was completely,
watertight—and, in fact, it was the tore
which Lee always carried. He directed the

beam towards the oncoming vessel,
A of the DBritish Navy’s latest and big-

gest destroyers. The officers on duty
did not fail to see that mysterious flashin
light. The commander, after Nelson Lee an
Nipper had. been hauled aboard and provided
with dry clothing, listened interestedly to
their remarkable story. Ho was a compara.

tively young man, and he laughed when he
had heard all.

“Well, I’'m sure I never expected to have
two such distinguished guests aboard my ship
for this trip,” he said. “And if it'll give you
any satisfaction, I might as well tell you that
we're due in American waters at least sixteen
hours before the Sylvania.”

“I am so lucky that I can hardly appreciate
it yet,” said Lee dreamily. “Sixteen hours
before the Sylvania! That’s great. And you
dock in New York?”

“Right in the Hudson.”

“Then if you can smuggle us ashore as
soon as you arrive, I shall be eternally grate-
full,” said Lee. “I’ll get into touch with the
British Consul and the New York police
headquarters, and after that I fancy we’ll give
those gunmen a surprise.”

ELSON LEE had plenty of time in New
Pq York to get in many interviews, and
g to make careful plans.

After the Sylvania had passed Sandy

Hook, and the pilot’s cutter came alongside,
a number of grim-faced men boarded the
liner. Nelson Lee and Nipper were not
among them. They had remained in New
York, on the advice of the police commis-
sioner. They were supposed to be dead, and

WELCOME surprise awaited the cast-
aways. The vessel proved fo be one
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they had better remain “dead ” for the time
being. It was better to take these gunmen
by surprise.

But Birdy Rowan was not to be caught nap-
ping so easily, He and his two companions
were surrounded and disarmed before they
could attempt any of their favourite gunplay;
but Birdy was as cool as ice.

“What's the big idea?” he asked con-
temptuously. *“Can’t a guy take a trip to
Europe if he likes? You've got nothing on
me, and you know it.”

“Is that so?” retorted the leader of the
detectives.

Birdy’s baggage was examined, and the de-
tectives were flabbergasted when they
opened the wardrobe trunk. It con-
tained the usual drawers and hangars
on which clothing was hung. In faet,
the detectives found nothing to sub-
stantiate Nelson Lee’s remarkable
story.

On board the liner, of course, there
had been a big sensation when it was
discovered that the two supposed
Atlantiec airmmen had vamished. Many
of the passengers had spoken of
suicide—but nothing had transpired to
connect Birdy Rowan and |his
companions with the disappearance,

Now came this further surprise.
The wardrobe trunk was identical with the
one Lee deseribed, even including the air-
holes, but in every other respect it was a
thoroughly “honest ” trunk. As for Ronald
Lennox, he had apparently evaporated into
thin air. The detectives were baflled, They
had no warrant to search any of the other
passengers’ cabins—not that this would have
been any good, in any case.

For Birdy Rowan had had plenty of time to
make his preparations., Since that startling
incident, soon after the commencement of the
vovage, Rowan had thought deeply. There
was always the chance that Lee had passed on
his suspicions te the police. Perhaps the

olico would come aboard off New York
before the ship docked; so Birdy took pre-
cautions,

His cleverest move was to get hold of one
of the stewards, and bribe him to the extent
of a hundred pounds. On the night before
New York was reached Lennox was removed
from his prison and placed at the back of a
laundry store-cupboard—to which the steward
alone had access.

The trunk was re-fitted with its drawers and
hangars—which had previously been packed
in the cabin trunks—and the rest was easy.
As Rowan had suspected, the police came
aboard. But they were unlucky., There was
not even any diffieulty with the customs, The
three crooks came ashore in the ordinary way,
and the police were helpless.

Nelson Lee was very grim when he heard,
but he was not surprised, He and Nipper,
disguised, were on the watch when the pas-
sengers disembarked. Neither Lee nor Nipper
needed any teaching when it came to shadow-
ing; and they had no trouble in keeping their
quarry under observation—particularly as the

gunmen were congratulating themselves that
their bluff had *' got by.”

Yet nothing very exciting resulted. Nelson
Lee merely® discovered that Birdy Rowan and
his companions had booked reservations on
the midnight train from Pennsylvania Station
for Chicago,

“There’'s only one thing for it, Nipper—
we've got to go to Chicago, too,” said Lee.

“But what about Lennox, sir?’ asked
Nipper. *“ Kverything seems to be going
wrong. Where 143 Lennox? Do you think

those rotters threw him overboard 7°°
“I'm not sure what to think,” replied Lee
our unexpected

gravely, “Frightened by

activities, they may have done that to protect
themselves against a search upon the liner's
arrival. Yet I'm not satisfied, young ’un.
Those men wanted Lennox for some very
particular reason, and they’re not the kind of
men to abandon their game lightly. I strongly
suspect that there’s been fresh trickery. Any-
how, we'll go to Chicago—and on the same
train.”

They were at the great Pennsylvania Sta-
tion well before the train was due to leave.
Lee was disguised a8 a bent-backed, frail-
looking college professor. Nipper was ostens-
ibly his son. Lee’s skill had added ten years
to Nipper's age, and he bore no resemblance
to his own self.

A big surprise came twenty minutes before
the train was due to start. Rowan and
Grogan and Edwards turned up, laughing and

boisterous—and with them was Ronald
Lennox! Even TLeo was astonished. The

thing seemed inexplicable. T.ennox was laugh-
ing and chatting with Birdy Rowan as though
they were the oldest of friends. T.ee wondered
if it would be necessary for him to reconstruct
his theories.

Was Lennox ““in ” with these crooks? Was
that wardrobe trunk business a big bluff

ONALD LENNOX wasn’t half so happy

R as he appcared to be. An hour earlier

he had been smuggled out of his cup-

board prison aboard the Sylvania, and

brought ashore. And in the taxi-cab which

took him up town, he had heard a few straight
things froin Birdy Rowan,

In the first place, he was told that if he
wished to remain alive and healthy he wduld
find it advisable to act as though he were one
of their friends. At least two guns would be
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covering him conztantly. If he made one false
move, or if he attempted to say a single word
to a rairoad official, he would be shot as he
stood.

“And that's on the level,” said Dirdy
grimly. “These rods of our: are silenced.
Cet me? You'll just flop down, and nobody
will know how you goi phigged.”

-Thus 1t was that Lenuox boarded the
Chicago train apparently on the {riendlicst
terms with his captora. Nelson Lee made a

quick decision.
“We've got to be careful, Nipper,” he
sald, after their quarry had chimbed on

NELSYON LG LIBR iRY

board., *“Thiz 1s a tickhsh game—[ar more
ticklish now than 1t was at the beginming.”

“Wouldu't it be hetter to have the thing
finished with at once, sir?” asked Nipper
cagerly. * You can gel hold of the police in
no tune, Why not go straight up to Leunnox
and ask lhm what his gamo is??

“Because I faney that Lennox is in greater
necd of help now than ever before,” replied
Lee. 1 caught sight of his cyes a few
minutes ago. His face was laughing, but
his eyes were pot, I saw fear in them. I

believe that those other men aro constantly
keoping him covered, ™
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“Phew! Could it be done, guv'nor? 1
mean, openly, like this?”

“T think it is being done, and if we go
to Lennox as you suggest we'll have his death
on our consciences,” replied Lee. *“These
crooks are merciless—they'll shoot at the
first indication of trouble. No, Nipper, we'll
play a waiting game—and the Eﬂnger we
wait the more certain we shall be of success,
The farther these gunmen get from New
York, the safer they'll fancy themselves.
We'll wait until an opportunity comes.”

CHAPTER 6.
A 3,000-mile Chase!

HICAGO was reached without incident,

The journey took about twenty-foar

hours, and for the first period the
passengers slept. In the morning Lee

and Nipper were in the dining-car early, and

P

-
"
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later Lennox came in—with his escort of
three.

Lee noticed that throughout the journey,
wherever Lennox went—even if he went to
the barber-shop—he was accompanied by
two of his “friends.” Not for one single in-
stant was he left alone.

By now Lee was certain that his agsump-
tion was right., Lennox was constantly
“eovered.” There was now the problem of
what would follew in Chicago. These gun-
men were at home in the great metropolia
of the Middle West. Lee's difliculties would
increase a hundredfold.

Birdy Rowan and his colleages got straight
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into a taxi at Chicago, and drove to La Sclle
Station which was the terminus of the
Santa Fe Railway. The journey wasn't over
yvet. Birdy produced four long tickets from
his pocket. Ile was booked for the coast|
“These beauties nearly tripped me in
New York, Nipper,” remarked Lee. “I
thought they only booked for Chicago—but

they took tickets right through to Los
Angeles. I fancy it's the Santa Fe trail for
us, too.”

“But we haven’t got tickets, guv'nor, and
you know what these trains are,” said Nip-
per. “You've got to make your reserva-
tion days ahead.”

“Leave it to me,” said Lee.

He interviewed the railroad officials, and
his authority from the Chief Commissioner
of the New York police was good enough,
Berths were found for Lee and Nipper with-
out trouble.

This second railway trip started as the
first—with a night's sleep. When morning
came, the immensely long train was gliding
through the flat, agricultural expanses of
Illinois and Missouri. Not that Nelson Lee

¥
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and Nipper bad much chance of observing
the scenery., They were keeping a constant
watch upon Lennox. Already there was a
big change in him. His good looks had
suffered ; he was becoming haggard.

After Kansas City had been passed, and
the train was roaring on its way to New
Mexico and Arizona, Lennox seemed to be
dropping into a condition of dulled resigna-
tion. He was listless. He did not seem to
care what happened to him now. His spirit,
so strong at first, was broken. His days were
like nightmares. Every minute there was the
menace of the silenced guns of these crooks.
Morve than once he thought of risking every-
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thing in making a dash for it—at one of
the many stops it might be easy to leap sud-
denly out of the train—but never once would
his captors allow him on any of the coach
platforms or on the observation car.

Yet Lennox was not so spiritless as ho
appeared to be. There was not much cun-
ning in his nature, but what little there was
he now employed. Deliberately, he played
into his captors’ hands, forcing them to be-
lieve that he was now completely broken in
spirit.

One night and two days had gone by. On
the evening of the second day, with the train
plunging into desolate New Mexico desert
country, Lennox dee¢ided upon a desperate
move. He had the advantage of knowing
this route well. As a film star, he had re-
peatedly made the journey across America,
and there was one section of the route which
he well remembered. The train was due to
go over that section late that night, There
was a long, stiff climb, lasting for well over
an hour,

If only he could escape from his captors
for one single minute he could leap off the
labouring train. And there was the second
cection somewhere in the rear! Most of
these famous “Limiteds ”” ran in two sections
—actually, of eourse, two trains, one follow-
ine hard upon the other. At night-time the
second section’s headlight can generally be
seen like a brilliant star far up the track.

Lennox took care to betray none of his in-
ward excitement as he went to bed that

i i e e R e e o o o

Jokes from readers wanted for this feature !
know ol a good rib tickler send it along now—and win

a prize |

or a penknife.

A ONE-ACT PLAY!

3 p.m.—Two Scotsmen go bathing,

3.1 p.m.—First Scotsman : *“ I'll wager you
threepence that I can stay under water longer
than you, Sandy.”

3.13 p.m.—Second Scotsman: * All right.”

3.2 p.m.—~Both submerge.

9 p.m.—The police are still looking for the
bodies.

(0. Aikwmson, Alexandra Hospital, Swanley,
Kent, has been awarded a handsome waich.)

FULL VALUE !

Mrg, Jones (who has been watching delivery
of coal from window): ‘1 think, coalman, that
there are several pieces of coal in your cart which
you dropped from my sack,"”

If you

A handsome watch will be awarded each
week to the sender of the best joke ; all other readers
whose efforts are published will receive a pocket wallet
Address .your jokes to *“‘ Smilers,””
Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.
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night. As usual, one of the crooks watched
over him. They had made a practice of
taking it in turn. Throughout the night, one
of them was always on the watch—always
with a ready gun.

Birdy Rowan had sccured what is known
on an American train as a “‘drawing-room "
scction.” That is to say, it was a private
compartment in one of the big Pullman
coaches, At night, therefore, he and his
companions were alone,

lL.ennox was counting on one thing. At
loast two of his captors always sat up in
the smoking lounge until well after mid-
night —gambling, of course. It was the same
}tqqiight. Blondy Edwards was in charge of
yim.

The train was now labouring at its slowest
up the long climb, and Lenuox realised that
if his desperate chance was to succeed the
time to act had come. |

His air of utter indifference was all to his
advantage. DBlondy was not so alert as
usnal. He even put his gun down while he
searched through his pockets for a packet ot
cigarettes,

It was an opportunity Lennox had been
wailting for. With one swift movement, he
kicked his foot out from the berth, and took
his guard completely by surprise, Lennox’s
bare foot caught Blondy en the side of the
head. With a curse, the man half toppled
over, grabbing for his gun at the same time.
_ But Lennox was there first. He gripped
it by the barrel, swung it round, and never

e e

Coalman: * Oh, I'll fetch 'em in, mum
And there’'s a bit in my eve you can
have as well, when I get it out ! ”

( L. Skinner, 4, Ward's Hzll, Minster,
Sheerness, has been awarded a pocket
wallet,)

GIVE AND TAKE'!

Old Lady to Bad Boy : * You should
learn to give and take.”

Bad Boy : * I have. I gave him a black
eye and took his orange.”

{(Q. Penman, 108, T'yers Street, Vauzxhall,
S.E.11, has been awarded a penknife.)

A TRIFLE LATE !

George Baker was late for worlk, and being a
straightforward sort of chap he hastened to
apologisc to the foreman, saying :

“Sorry I'm late, guv'nor, but I live on my
own, and I'm a very heavy sleeper.”

*Well,” said the foreman, after looking ab
George curiously, 1 won't say anything about
you being late this morning, but where were you
yestarday and the day before § ¥’

(F. Burrow, 4, Okeburn Road, Tooting, S.W.17.
has been awarded a pocket wallel.)

-MAKING MUSIC PAY !

Uncle: *“ Well, Willie, how do you like the
mouth organ I gave you? Are you pleased

with it 7"
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in his life had he taken such fierce joy in
hurting a man. The butt of the automatic
thudded upon Blondy Edward’s head. The
man, an oath on his lips, crumpled into a
heap.

Lennox breathed hard, rather bewildered.
He had never believed that his desperate
stunt would come off. Now to get off the
train! He was so excited that he didn’t
stop to dress. He grabbed his bath-robe,
wrapped it round himself, and ran out.
There was nobody in the corridor. He
reached the end of the coach, and tried ono
of the doors. It was locked—an unforeseen
circumstance,

“Well, there's the observation car,” mut-
tered Lennox fiercely,

He ran from coach to coach, speeding
down the corridors. One or two of the negro
porters gazed after him in astonishment, but
no attempt was made to stop him. For-
tunately, at this late hour, practically every-
body had retired.

Then the thing which Lennox had most
feared occurred. He had succeeded in get-
ting past the smoking-room in safety, but
just as he was tracing on towards the next
coach Birdy Rowan caught sight of his run-
ning figure. Birdy only had a momentary
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He got no further. Rowan was running,
and by this time Lennox had reached the
observation car. Two people were there—
a weakly-looking elderly man and a younger
companion. Lennox didn't hesitate., He
commenced to climb the ornamental metal
rail which guarded the platform,

“Don’t do that, Lennox—the train’s going
too fast,” said the elderly gentleman
shnrﬂly. “Man alive! You'll tear your fect
to shreds!”

Lennox paused, open-eved.

“Yes, you're right,” said Nelson Lee,
nodding. “I haven’t deserted you, Lennox
~—I'm still looking after your interests.
But tell me what has happened—quickly.
Why are you here like this?” -

“Mr. Lee!” panted' Lennox. “Great
Scott! I never dreamed Look out!"
he added, his voice rising with acute alarm.

Lee twirled round. Birdy Rowan had
just appeared from the empty lounge; and
Birdy's face was distorted with fear and

rage,
“Lee!"” he sn.arlgd. “Yes, I heard! Say,
what are you trying to pull across? You

blamed FEnglish bull, I'll
of lead that—" -

He didn’t even finish. He flung himself
at Nelson Lee, and Red Grogan at the same

fill you so full

o view, E"“t it was enough. moment tackled Nipper. Lennox, with
~ “Bay! Df‘d ,you see that, Red?” he desperate ferocity, went to Lee’s assistance.
ejaculated. “It's Lennox!” Just then the thudding wheels of the train

“Impossible!” said Grogan. “Blondy altered their note. They now gave forth a
wouldn't——-"" hollow rumble. One glance was suflicient
D e = = et . e

Willie : ““ I should think I am, seventh time this week I've

uncle. It's the best present 1
ever had. Mother gives me a
shilling every week not to play
it ! "

(A. Bell, Ganton, Scarborough,
kas been awarded a penknife.)

THE MEMORY TEST.
At the end of the eighth round
the badly-bruised boxer thought

he'd had enough. His seconds, however,
disagreed.

* But,"” pleaded the boxer, “ I can bardly see
my opponent !’

“ Never mind that,” said one of his seconds
cheerfully. * Hit him from memory.”

(J. Mills, 93, Buildings Street, Hucknall,
Notts, has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

THE TALE OF A SHIRT |

Pat: * And why do you want to gell your
night-shirt ?
ike : " Shure, and what good is it to me
when I've got a new job as a night watchman
I sleep in the day-time 7"
(B. Msller, High Row, Gainford, Darlington,
has been awarded a penknife.)

TAKEN LITERALLY !

Mr, Packham, the village grocer was gradually
losing his temper with the new boy assistant.
* Look here, my lad,” he said, '* that's the

caught you asleep in the shop.
What do you mean by it ?”

“ Well, sir,” replitdd the puzzled
youth, pulling a much-thumbed
piece of paper from his trousers
pocket, “this advertisement says
that you wanted a boy to sleep on
the premises,”

(Mary  Ferrario, 57,
Thomas's Road, Hastings,
been awarded a penknife.)

St.
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YEAST IS YEAST!

As soon as tea was finished, Farmer Beeton
announced to his household that he was fed up
with. badly-baked bread, and that he had
resolved to bake the next day's supply himself.

“ Good idea ! ™ agreed a wvisitor. “T'll lend
you & hand.”

Together they departed kitchenwards, one
bearing & bag of flour and the other a drum
of yeast. It was past midnight and still the
amateur bakers were bhard at work, and the
farmer’s wife ventured to ask whether the bread
was in the oven.

“In the oven!" cried a very distracted

Farmer Beeton. " We can’t keep it in the kit-
chen, let alone in the oven ! "’

(R. Churcher, 8, Chapel Avenue, Burnopficld,
Newcastle-on-1'yne, has been awarded a pocke®
wallet.)
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for Birdy; he saw that the train was cross-
ing a gigantic trestle bridge. Far, far
below stretched a deep, rocky gully.

“Now’s the time!” snarled Rowan.

Red Grogan made no mistake. Nipper
was an easy victim, and with a fierce pres-
sure, (Grogan sent the unfortunate cub
detective hurtling over., He gave one cry
as he disappeared, and it was enocugh to
cause Nelson Lee’s own downfall. For Lee,
horrified at what was happening, half-
turned. In that second he was off his guard,
and Grogan and Birdy, thrusting Lennox
aside, pitched Lee off the train in Nipper’s
wake ! '

“Now!"” panted Birdy harshly. He thrust
the muzzle of his gun into Lennox’s back.
“To your berth!{” he snarled. “By Heaven!
One sound from you, and I'll drill you

full of holes!”

Sick at heart, Lennox obeyed. His
desperate attempt at esc.a.ﬁ;a had failed—and
Z\Tef:son Lee and Nipper had gonme to their

death |
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CHAPTER 6.
The End of the Chase!

Nipper had felt hopeless when he
found himself swimining in the wake of
the liner, Sylvania, he felt doubly hope-

1 10
less now.

He was clinging by the tips of his fingers
over & black abyss. Below yawned the gully,
hundreds of feet deep. Once his grip failed,
he would fall, crashing against the great
wooden trestles—to die long before he
reached the bottom of that awful drop.

He had had & remarkable escape from
death, The train had been crawling over
the trestle bridge, and Nipper, feeling that
he was falling shéer, had eclutched wildly.
He struck the heavy timbers without doing
himself much damage, rolled, and felt him-
self falling over the edge. Only at the last
moment did he grip. To hﬂ.u{ himself up
was impossible, and li,'ne knew that his fingers
would mnot sustain his weight for long.

.
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“Hold tight,
you upl”

The voice was cheery, and Nipper again
experienced that extraordinary sensation of
dreaming. He had heard Nelson Lee’s
voice, as though from nowhere, in the
Atlantic. He was hearing it again. He saw
a form over him. Hands came down, and
closed over his wrists, :

“Close shave, old man,” said Lee gently,

e hauled, and a moment later Nipper
was beside him on the track. It was ouly a
single line—the Santa Fe Railway, although
covering thousands of miles, has only a
single track, with loops at various points,
This trestle bridge was like others of its
kind; it had no protective barrier at the
edges. It carried the railway across this
great gorge, which was like a gash in the
desert.

-Holding Nipper’s arnm, Lee led him back
along the permanent way. They could
see distinctly, for the great headlight of the
second section of the “ Lios Angeles Limited,”
although a mile or two away, illuminated
the track with fair clearness.

“What  happened, guv'nor?”
Nipper.

“You owe your life to something wvery
like & miracle, but I escaped easily,” replied
Lee. “Repair work 19 in progress farther
along the bridge, and although 1 fell over
the edge, I landed on a wide platform just
below. 1 fancy we only have a few bruises
to show. And those rascals on the train
undoubtedly believe that we are both dead.”

“They believe in acting quickly, sir,”
growled Nipper.

“We have all the evidence we need now,”
declared Lee grimly. “Lennox, as 1
suspected, i3 constantly covered day and
night. 1 shall now take definite, drastie
action.”

“Rather a pity you didn’t let him jump
off the train, sir.”

“He was barefooted, and he would have
injured himself badly,” replied Lee. * More-
over, it i1s just as well that things should
have happened in this way. These criminals
want Lennox in Los Angeles. We'll let
them take him there—and then we'll strike !”

young ’'un—I'll soon have

asked

HEY stopped the second section, and
ll that authority of Lee’s from the New
York Police
proved useful.

When morning came Lee and Nipper
had discarded their disguises, and, except
for a little stiffness, were none the worse for
their adventure. At the next scop Nelson
L.ce sent off several long telegrams.

The rest of the journey to Los Angeles
was without incident. One of Lee’s
telegrams had been sent to the chief con-
ductor of the first section of the train, and
the reply was satisfactory. Birdy Rowan
and his threo companions were still on
board. The conductor, in respense to Lee’s
message, had spread the news throughout the
train that an old gentleman and his son
had vanished in the night. Later he gave

Commissioner again

21

out that their bodies had been found at the
bottom of a decp gulch.

Thus, the gunmen were once again fooled
into believing that they were safe.

At San Bernardino Lee and Nipper left
the second section. A high-powered motor-
car was awaiting them. Without losing a
minute, thﬂ:i’ drove at race-track speed over
the remaining miles to Los Angeles. They
overtook the first section near Pasadena, and
finally arrived in Los Angeles a clear half-
hour before the first train was due. The
end of the chase was in sight. and it
promised to be exciting.

The Los Angeles police were helpful. They
had a big force of armed men at the station.
The Chief of Police himself welcomed
Nelson Lee and assured him that he cou'd
rely upon a capture.

“We've enough crooks of our own in this
city,” he explained. “We've no use for
these Chicago gunmen. We'll round them
up before they can leave the train, and put
them under arrest. They'll be sent back
cast, under escort, by the next train.”

Nelson Lee was satisfied. His one object
was to rescue Lennox from his captors.
Once that was accomplished, it mattered
littlo to Lee what the Amerioan authorities
did with the gunmen,

HEN the “Los Angeles Limited ”
pulled into the great terminus there
was nothing to indicate that any-
thing unusual was anticipated. As

the police had expected, the crooks were
almost the first people to leave the train,
Lennox was close by Birdy Rowan's side,
and there could be little doubt that there
was @ gun prodding into his back. It was
necessary, therefore, to proceed carefullv

Nothing happened until the little party
had passed through the station buidings
and were preparing to get into a taxi.
Again, Lee had anticipated correctly.
Lennox was the first one to enter the taxi—
prodded to do so by Birdy. This was the
moment for aotion.

A dozen police officers suddenly emerged
from the station, from other taxi-cabs, and
from behind piles of baggage. They sur-
rounded the three Chicago crooks in a
flash,

“Hands up—and keep 'em up!” snapped
one of the police officers.

Crack |

In a moment, Birdy had his gun out. He
was lightning-like “on the draw,” and one
of the police officers fell groaning.

Crack-crack-crack |

Shouts and ecreams were intermingled
with the barking of the pistols. Men and
women ran helter-skelter in all directions,
It was a typical American gun fight. Lee
and Nipper—who had been advised by the
police to keep back—watched with interest,

Blondy Edwards was the first to fall. He
toppled over, riddled with bullets, dead on
the instant. Rowan and Grogan were

(Continued on page 24.)
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THE VANISYED FILM STAR!

(Continued from page 21.)

more lucky—or they owed their escape,
perhaps, to their skill, Four police officers
were down—one dead and three injured.
Birdy leapt into the drivingseat of a
fled at the

vacant taxi—the driver havinga
first sign of firing. Firing rd, Grogan
followed into the vehicle. Bullets pattered

against the taxi’s body. The gears
screamed, and the vehicle shot off, nearifr
overturning. A fusillade of shots followed,
splintering the glass. Strangely enough,
not a tyre was hit,

Pandemomumn reigned. Fainting women
were everywhere. High-powered police
cars were raoing off in pursuit. Yet, with-
in a minute, peace had been restored. The
grim affair was over almost befire the
spectators could realise it.

Nelson lee ran forward as the police cars
sped away. He found Ronald Lennox at the
door of the taxi into which he had been
thrust. The young film star was looking
bewildered ancf weak. The reaction, on the
top of this hectic excitement, was showing
itself.

“Mr. Lee!” he panted, staring at Lee as
though he looked at a ghost. ‘‘But—but I
thought——""

“It's all right, Lennox,” interrupted Lee.
“Before long you'll begin to think that
Nipper and I are a couple of cats with nine
lives each, eh? 1 fancy your ordeal is over
now, and we’ll see if we can’t arrive at some
explanation. I've already booked hotel ac-
commodation.”

Lennox was too overcome to make any
coherent reply. He sank back into the
cushions of Lee's car, unable to repress a
hunted look round him. Even now, he could
not believe that he was a free man once
more.

I"hey drove through the busy, noisy streets
of this great city on the Pacific coast, Arriv-
ing at the Biltmore Hotel—one of Los
Angeles’ most imposing buildings—Lennox
wag taken straight up to Lee’s private suite.

“You don't realise what I've been through,
Mr Lee.” he said wearily. ‘' First that
ghastly experience on the boat—the wardrobe
trunk and all that. Then thia nightmare rail
journey, with s gun at my back day and
night My nerves are in shreds.”

*You're a young man—and you'll soon
recover,” seplied Lee cheerily. “ [First of all,
we'll eat. No. T don't want 10 near anything
concerning this uglv business until we’'ve all
had a good square meal."

—— i——

CHAPVER 7.
Lennox Explainsg!

ATTR, they eat by the open window,
H overlooking the square. The hot Cali-
forniat sun was beating down, and the
palms and other trees looked delight-
fully ecool.

- seemed very upset about it.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“I'm afraid you'll be a bit disappointed
when I've told you the reason for this kid-
ngpping business,” said Lennox. * Somehow,
it doesn't scem big enough, These con-
founded gunmen have brought me six
thousand miles—and for what? I'll tell you.

" About five months ago 1 was the star of
a talking picture called ' The Call of the
Sheik * It was supposed to be located in
Persia, or Arabia, or somewhere., Actually,
we took all the shots on the desert at tha
back of the San Bernardino mountains. Not
very far away, but it's a very wild country

up there. I'm generally happy ‘on location,” .

but this desert business-got me down. 'l'he
heat was appalling, and the dust irritated
me beyond measure. But that’s neither here
nor there.

“One day 1 was feeling particularly fed
up,”’ continued Lennox thoughtfully. *“The
director couldn’t use any of us because the
visibility was too poor. 1 went off for a long,
lonely ride. My main idea was to get up
into the hills, so that I could breathe some
fresh air into my lungs. Well, when I was
miles from anywhere, I came across a man

lying in the shelter of a big rock. I thought
he was dead at first, e was parched and
wizened and practically wunconscious. I

managed to shake him up, ana he iust had
strength enough to gasp for water.

“ But it wasn't thirst that had brought hun
to that condition. His name, I discaovered,
was Jim Millar—known tor hundreds of miles
as * Desert Jim,” A typical old prospector,
hard bitten and as tough as nails. It seemed
that he had been attacked by a poisonous
lizard, and for twenty-tour hours he had been
lying helpless. The bite in itself wouldn't
have killed him, but the exposure which
followed had pretty well cracked him up.
Well, I rushed I?Aim at full speed to our movie
camp—and he got better.”

“1I take it that you spent a lot of time
looking after him?” .

“Well, I suppose I did,” admitted Lennox.
“1 made him comfortable in a special tent,

and telegraphed for a doctor. He was
destitute, poor chap, and as we had become
friendly I—weli, I fmiped him. T had him

comfortably installed into a good nursing-
home, and he was soon making progress,

“It was at just about that time—when the
desert picture was finished—that 1 was
obliged to leave for England to keep my
contract with British National Pictures
Limited. Poor old Pritchard' 1 wonder how
that contract of mine stands now?”

“Never mind that,” said Lee. *“What
about old Desert Jim 1"

“Well. here's the point,” replied Lennox
slowly. “T told him that 1 should be awaj
in England for at least three months. and ha
Didn’t want ma
to go. But in the end he was resigned, and
I was a bit worried about bim because he
seemed to be sinking. Bad lung trouble, I

beliove—a sort of complication after his
exposure. When I said good-hve to him he
handed me a amall hrowe snvar nacket, very
carof "' eoalint TTa wonrht M 4e™ ma what
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it was, byt he asked me to kecp it safe for
L,

“I couldn't very well refuse, and 1
promised him that I would put it in m
bank, here. He said that if he died while
was away, I was to open the packet upon my
“yreturn, Jt he still lived, 1 could return it
to him when he needed it. 'That was the
arrangement. Rather a loose sort of business,
‘and 1 merely looked upon it as the old man’s
‘whim.”

“And you did deposit the packet in your
bank 1" -

“Yes,” said Lennox,
and he advised me to
in the vaulte—in a safe-deposit box.
could get 1t out during my absence.”

“You mean, only you personally could
collect 1t ?”

"That’s exactly it,” said Lennox., *“ Well,
the next 1 heard about it was in London,
‘Those three gunmen came into my room at
the Apollo, and told me a cock-and-bull story
to the effect that Jim Millar was dead, and
that the packet was theirs, They were his
heirs, or something. Anyhow, an absurd
story, and I told them to clear off. They
came to me again—more menacing the next
time. In the end I explained that my
authority would be useless, for nothing short
of my own presence at the bank would secure
that packet.”

““And those men thought so much of the
packet that they stowed you in a wardrobe
trunk, and brought vou all the way to the
Pacific Coast,” said Lee dryly. “ Semehow,
Lennox, I think we had better make a move
at once,” .

“Pve been thinking ever since I left
London that there must be something special
about Jim  DMillar’'s packet,” admitted
Lennox. “Before we do anything in the
matter. though, I'd like to get in touch
with that nursing-home. I'm not satisfied
that old Jim is really dead.”

“That's easily settled,” said Lee. “W¢'ll
telephone them.”

They did so, and Lennox was informed
that Jim Millar had died over six weeks ago.
Leo took over the telephone after Lennox
had finished speaking with the doctor.

Having introduced himself, and having
stated that he would come aleng later and
make the doctor’s acquaintance, Lee asked
a few questions,

““Can you remember, doctor, if Millar was
calm at the end?”

“He wasn't calm; he was delirious.”

“Tor long 1’

“ At intervals,” replied the doctor. “He
would have normal periods, and then the
delirtum would get him. However, he was
more or less in his right senses all the time,”

“Can you tell me what he spoke of during
these periods?”

“Gold, for the most part—eold and
diamonds,” replied the doctor. *“The poor
old chap was a prospector. you know, and
his wmind ecould mnot travel in anv other
groove. His main cry was that he had made
& great strike—~the first in Dis life. Poor

“] saw my manager,
ut it straight down
Nobody

25

old fellow! We all felt intensely sorry for
him. Someo of us are inclined to believe that
there was truth in his words.”

* Now, another thing, doctor,” said Lee.
“Do you mind telling me who occupied the
beds next to Millar’s in that same ward?”

“It was a small ward, and there was only
one other bed mn it,” replied the medical
man, “I can’t quite remcmber who the
other patient was, but I know I didn’t like
him. He had been shot through the lungs,
and I believe the police were interested in
his movements. If you'll hang on, T'll look
up my records.”

Lee waited, and the doctor was soon back.

“The man’s npame was REdwards,” he
replied. “I don’t know what became of him
after he left the nursing-home, but I daresay
you'll be able to get the information you
want from the police department.”

“'Thank you,” said Nelson Lec. “I've got-
all the information I need already!”

CHAPTER 8.
Desert Jim's Legacy!

ELSON LEE briefly told Nipper and
Lennox what he bad just learned.
“It fits perfectly,” he went on.
“That man i the same ward was, of
course, Blondy Edwards, There can be no
doubt that Jim Millar told his fellow patient
the full story of his ‘strike,” and also the
story of the packet that he had placed in your
care, Lennox. KEdwards was so mmpressed
that he got in touch with his Chicago
friends.”
“They took a big chance,” objected
Lennox. “That packet may be worthless—
just a kink of the old man’s.”

“And it may be worth a tortune,” retorted
Lee. “We don’t know what old Jim said
to Edwards, and 1 don’t suppose we ever
shall know. But Edwards thought the game
was worth the candle—and so did his asso-
ciates. If you're ready, we'll go to your
bank at once.”

It was only a walk., The bank—a huge,
imposing edifice—was situated on Olive
Street. A brief talk with the manager was
sufficient, and then they were escorted down
into the great vaults. Vast, masszive zteel
doors were opened. At last the grubby little
packet was taken from its receptacle, where
it had been lying during the past months.
Lennox hesitated as he looked at the sealed
cords.

“Somchow, T don’t feel that this is really
mine,” he said,

“But old Millar definitely recquested yon
to open it in the event of his death.”

“l know: but surely Millar must
some relatives somewhere.” objected
film actor. *“Oughtn’t we to find oui?”

“There will be plenty of time to find out
later,” replied Yeo. *““The opening eof this

acket will make no difference either way.

egideg, it may tell us where his relatives
are to be found. It is quite likely thas

3

have
the

-
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there is a message for you inside—with in-
structions.”

“By Jove! I hadn’t thought of that,”
suid J.ennox, nodding.

Hea broke the seals, and setting the parcel
on a small table, opened it. Lee and Nip-

r and the bank manager looked on with
interest. There was a piece of newspaper
inside, and when this was unfolded Lennox
uttered an ejaculation of surprise and dis-
gust,

“Pebbles!” he ejaculated, *“Just
pebbles!”

They lay in the newspaper, a disappoint-
ing collection after all this fuss and chase.
There was no note—nothing but that pile
of dull, glassy pebbles. Lennox picked one
of them up, and 1t had all the appcarance
of a worn fragment of broken bottle.

“Well, 'm hanged!” said Lennox wryly.
“What a fizzle!”

“Let me have that,” said Lee, taking
the pebble.

It looked like a piece of broken bottle,
but the weight belied it as such. Lee ex-
amined it closely.

“You're wrong, Lennox,” he said quietly.
“These are diamonds!”

“Diamonds?” almost shouted Lennox.

““And magnificent diamonds at that,” con-
tinued Lee. ‘' Lennox, you're rich; these
stones are worth over a hundred thousand
pounds, I should say. I don’t wonder that
Birdy Rowan and his mern were eager to
get  possession of them.”

Lennox was looking dazed.

“But I never dreamed of anything like
this,” he said huskily.

“1 expected it afl along,” retorted Lee.
“Without question this fortune 1is yours.
Millar left the stones to you, and even if
there are any relatives, they are still yours,”

“Wait a minute, guv'nor,” said Nipper
eagerly.  “What's this?”

e reached forward and drew a picce of
paper—a torn sheet from a notebook—
which had been hiding between the folds of
the inner ncwspaper and the outer brown

per.

““Hallo!” said Lennox, “Iet's have a
look. By Jove, it’'s a note, after all. Look
at this, Mr. Leel”

It was brief, and written in a secrawly,
shaky hand. Tt stated that the writer was
alone in the world, and that as he felt him-
self to be dying he bequeathed all his worldly
oods to the man who had befriended him,

¢ mentioned Lennox by name, and his
signature was legible. On the back of the
paper there was a rough map of the spot
where the strike had been made,.

“This sottles it,” said Lee. ‘“These dia-
monds are lawfully yours, Lennox, and
there are probably more where they came
from. 1 congratulate you.”

“While we're on that job, what about a
few congratulations from me?” retorted
Lennox. ‘I owe everything to you, Mr.
Lee. In fact, I'd like you to take half
these diamonds here and now. They're as
much yours as mine.”

desert
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“Nonsense!” langhed Lee. “I shall get
my fee from Pritchard, and that 15 all I
have earned.” : '

“Well, you can’t prevent me from making
you a present after I've had some of these
diamonds cut and set,” replied Lennox.
“Poor old Jim! What hard luck! The
first strike he's ever made, and he pegs out
before he can reap any benefit!”

Lee was not listening. At least, he was
not listening to Iennox; his head was
turned, and he was straining as though ex-
pecting other sounds from the outside vaults.

“What's wrong?"” asked Lennox sharply.

“] fancy,” replied Lee, “that our gun-
men friends are busy again!”

T was true,

Birdy Rowan was making a last
desperate effort. Ho and Red Grogan,
after abandoning the taxi on the out-

skirts of the city, had evaded the police,
Birdy had frienu- in Los Angeles, just as_he
had friends in every big American city.
And when he told these friends of the game,
they readily agreed to help,

Rowan was certain of one thing—that
Lennox would visit the bank within an hour
or two of his arrival. So Rowan and
Grogan, hidden in the back of the big car,
waited near by. Other gunmen watched the
bank at close quarters,

They had not missed the arrival of Len-
nox with Nelson Lee and Nipper. A fresh
shock for Birdy here! Once again Lee and
Nipper had -turned up, and for a moment
Birdy felt frightened. For the first time in
his lifa, a dctective was causing his heart
to quicken its beat.

Five minutes after Lennox had entered
the bank the gang moved. They staged a
daylight hold-up, and planned to get the
thing over so quickly that they would be
able to dash in, get their prize, and eacalcm
before disaster could overtake them, The
first part of the programme went through
without a hitch, Eight men entered the
bank. At a given signal the ulled out
their guns, and ordered every :{} to hold
up their hands,

“The first guy who makes a sound will
drop dead!” declared one of the gunmen,
“Silence, everybody!”

Clerks and customers alike raised their
hands. There was no sense in committing
suicide. Gunmen of this type were too
well known. Then Birdy Rowan and Red
Grogan strode in, and Birdy nodded.

“Keep "em pere—and guard the door
he ordered. ‘‘Now, you! Lead the way to
the vaults!” he added, thrusting his gun
into the back of a startled elerk. “A guy
named Lennox came in here five minutes
ago with two others. They are down in the
safe-deposit vaults, DBe on your way!"”

The clerk gulped and obeyed.

!'ll

It was quick work. They entered an
elevator, went down two floors to the
vaults, and the clerk indicated = great

circular doorway. The massive door stood

open.

-
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Rowan fired point blank at Nelson

Lee—and there came the sound of

shattering glass as the mirror

splintered. The gunman had been
tricked !

“In there.” he said shakily.
Rowan strode in. His eyes glittered with
triumph, Nelson Leec and Nipper, with
Lennox and the bank manager, were stand-
ing at a small table, and Lee’s hand was
whipping round towards his lhip,
““Not this time!” snarled Birdy Rowan,
Crack!
- Ho aimed direct at Lec’s heart, and his
eyes nearly bulged from his head. For
instead of secing Lee fall, the whole group
of figures vanished. There was a shattering
of glass, followed immediately by a dull,
heavy clang.
“Birdy, we're trapped!” gasped Grogan
frantically.
Birdy ran
great circular
q2 big mirror. T
omassive door—tightly closed.
of this vault, in fact, had clanged to.
two gunmen were in a hopeless trap.

ELSON LEE had not been reckless
N enough to invite death from Birdy
Rowan's gun. It had been Lee's

idea to fix up thet niirror so that

the illusion was complete. Rowan, striding

in, bhad bhelieved that he was facing the
aciual people instead of the mirror.

forward, Just through that
doorway stood the remains of
To the left there was another
Both doors
The
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Every clerk in the bank had been warned
—every customer had been a fake customer,
Lee had not known for certain that the
crooks would make any raid, but he had
advised the Chief of Polico to "be ready.
All those clerks and customers had been
very meek. A real holdup, with an un-
staged background, might not have been so
successful !  As matters were, the crcoks had
oeverything their own way. DBut when the
denouement ecame, the position  was
reversed.

The police played a waiting game; and
it paid them. 'The hold-up mep became
uneasy, then restless. and iinal{y scared.
The nonreturn of RBirdy Rowan and Red
Grogan unnerved them. When, therefore,
the shrill, nerve-racking hoot of police
syrens sounded by the score in the streets,
they bolted. There was some firing, but
very few people were hurt. The whole gang
was trapped.
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Getting Birdy and his cowmpanion out of

the strong-room was not such an casy matter.

—for both of them were armed, and both
were killers, However, the American police
had their own methods, A tube was
inserted through a grille in one of the

strong-room  doors, and gas was pumped
into the wault. Within ten mnutes Birdy
and Ked were senseless. They didn't

awaken until they were in gaol.

ONALD LENNOX kept his contract
R with the British National Tilm
Company Limited. The fact that he
was now a -.rich man made little
difference to him., He accompanied Nelson
[.ee and Nipper back to Mgland.
Less than a fortnight later he was busy
on the film again, much to the relief and
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joy of Mr, Adam Pritchard—who realised
only too well that this delay would pay him
in the end; for the publicity which Lennox
had obtained would assure the film a world:
wide success.

And if ever Nelsgn Lee or Nipper are
likely to forget their friendship with Ronald
Lennox, they are always reminded when, on
special occasions, they wear the magmficent
diamond tie-pins which had been fashioned
out of two of old Desert Jim’s finest
“pebbles.”

THE END.

(Another grand long complete deleclive
yarn featuring Nelson Lee and Nipper nexd
Wednesday, chums, entitled : ** The Dorri-
more Castle Mystcery!’” Make sure you
read it.)

THE TRO"BLE TWINS!
(Continued from page 5.)

Posh looked out of the little window, and
then he chuckled as he saw that his step-
father had stopped just inside the gate to
chat with another, still burlier man who was
passing.

“Tt's Battling Bill Snooks!” the lad an-
nounced, with a chuekle. “You leave this
to me, Sam. Finish packing quick, old sport,
while I keep him busy a bit!"”

Posh chuckled again, and therf he gave that
curious gulp—a certain sign that he was going
to ventriloquige. From the scraps of conversa-
tion that floated up it secemed that theg two
men were discussing horses, and Posh very
soon entered his ventriloquial voice into it,

“CGiarn!”  snorted Jake Grabbe—or, at
least, Battling Bill imagined he did. “Lot
vou knows about gee-gees, Billl You knows
more about beer by the look of your nose;
like a sguashed tomato what’s been trodden
on by a helephant, it is!”

“Eh? Wot’s that?” inquired Battling Bill
with great interest. ‘‘You a talkin’ to me,
Jake Grabbs?"’

“I—I never—"" Jake was gasping, when
Posh chipped in again. *“I never seed such
an ugly-faced, hump-backed, squint-eyed,
work-shy, beer-mopping kid-boxer as you,
Bill! Garn! Think you can fight—why, I
could knock you inter the middle of next
week with one ’and, Bill Snooks!”

“Why, you—you—DBlimey! I'll—"

“Take your ugly phizz off ! went on the
mysterious voice that seemed to come from
Jake Grabbs., *“‘Shove off or I'll—"*

The twins’ step-father was still blinking in
amazement about him when Battling Bill
started to avenge this dastardly attack on
his features and abilities. His first smack
lifted Jake Grabbs two yards, at least, and
then as Jake crawled up, yelling, he piled in
with enthusiasm,

“Oh, crikey!” choked Posh. ‘“He, he, he!
I never expected that! Still, it wipes off a
good few old seores, Sam! I'm black and
blue from his lickings, and—— Oh! Gosh!
He’s spotted us!”

Jake Grabbs had—he had just glimpsed,
through one closing eye, the grinning faces of
the boys at the attic window. He gave a

howl of rage. '
“Stoppit, Bill—it’s them blamed kids!
Young Joe's a venwilotwist, and—=""

“By hokey! I sce 'em, Jake!” yelled Bill,
understanding.

Battling Bill ceased punching. Jake whipped
off his belt and rushed for the house, Battling
Bill following his example.

“Hook it!"”" gasped Posh. “Time we said
good-bye to the old home, Sam! This way!"

Sam followed instantly as Joe led the way
with a rush into the front bed-room, and tore
the window open. He knew the weight of
his step-father’s belt, without wanting to
test Battling Bill’s as well. Like greased
lightning the twins flung their bundles
through the window, slipped over the sill one
after the other, and dropped into the garden
below,

It was a fair drop, but they would have
risked it had it been as tall as a steeple. Then
they were off like the wind They didn’t stop
running until a couple of miles separated
them from Mudridge.

“Well, we've done it now, Sam!” said Joe
soberly. ““That settles it! It’s the open road
and the whole wide world for us now, kid!”

“Well said, infant!”’ agreed Sam, taking a
tighter grip on his bundle of worldly goods.
“%Ua’ve got a bit of grub for to-night, and
we’ve pgot stout hearts beatin’ under our
weskits as the poet said! And our motto is:
‘Keep smiling!” Now let's get on!”

Thuswise did the Trouble Twins start forth
into the cold world in search of fortune, fun
and adventure, cheerily confident, despite the
fact that their combined wealth wouldn’t have
bought a penny stamp!

THE END,

(A jolly fine series, isn't it, chums ?
Posh and Sam are two cheery lads, and you
can rely on them to keep you smiling. Next
week another member joins their ranks—
and they become the Trouble Triplets!
Look out for this screamingly funny yarn )



CHAPTER 1.
Pipes Obliges!

ol ISGRACEFUL! 1It's lowering the
D whole tone of the school, playing
against a dashed Council School
Itleven!” said Gore-Pearce, of the
Remove., “Hanged if 1
know what St. Frank’s
® coming {o!”?
“ Disgusting I agreed
Habbotd, =
“Handforth ought to
be boiled for making
the fixture!” said Teddy Lone,
The Study B trio were strolling in the

Triangle, and they gave voice to their
opinions loudly. It was evening, and
apparently the Removites were alone.

They didn’t know that at least two
people had been working overtime on

A grand school yarn by
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dropping. The three cads of the Remove were
talking openly.

“Everybody’s making a fuss,” continued
Claude Gore-Pearce, the millionaire’s son.
“That idiotic match against Marshall Road
was only fixed as a jape against the Carlton
fellows—and just® because Handforth 1is
skipper again he says
that the match has got
to be taken seriously.”

“Rot!” said Hub-
bard. “IJIt ought to be
seratched.”

“Even Handy hin-

hit doubtful,” econtinued Gore-
“These Council School chaps will
Think of

self is a
Pearce. _ ‘
probably come in ordinary clothes.

if}” he added, in a tone of horror. * Cricket
on Little Side without white flannels! It'll
look too ghastly for words. We

onght to get up a protest.”

the half-completed school.  The telling They drifted out of earshot, and
Modern House and the East House Pipes Parker, who wasn’t to know
were still festooned with scaffolding, how that Gore-Pearce & Co. only repve-

A lanky, wiry figure in overalls
leaned against one of the scaffold-
poles on a platform twenty feet from the
ground. He made no attempt to conceal him-
giclf, and if Gore-Pearce had looked up he
gwould have seen him. Jim Parker—betier
known as “Pipes "—was the plumber’s mate.
Incidentally, he was the
captain of the Marshall
¢Road Council School
XI., and he was natur-

a jape which

E. O. Handforth perpetrates

sented the cads of the Remove Form

at St. Franks, thoughtfully chewed

his under-lip. A few moment later a dreamy
look came into his eyes.

“T'm sure!” he murmured, as he came to

a decision.
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under his arm. It was the next afternoon,
and the day was-bright and sunny. Little
Side was already thronged. Most of the
Junior cricketers were having a knockabout
on the spare pitch.

Handforth stiffened as he prepared to
pass a dozen sturdy-looking Removites who

stood in a solid group. They were the
Carlton Gang—the twelve fellows who,
under thp leadership of the red-headed

Kirby Keeble Parkington, had come from
Carlton College in a body at the re-opening
of 8t. Frank’s. The Carlton Gang were,
i their own words, red-hot. They were
determined to make things hum. Parking-
ton and Ilandforth were great rivals,

"Qught to be a good game, Handy,
darling,” said K. K. coolly.

“Of course it'll be a good game,”
rctorted Handforth, pausing. “You'll sce
the regular Remove X1 on the job this time,
We haven’t forgotten you fathcads were
licked by those Moor View girls!”

A pained looked came into K. K.’'s eyes.

“Don’t remind me of it, sweetheart,” he
sald sadly. “You spoofed us and we were
sunk.”

“Here they come!” sang out Church.

Handferth glanced round. A number of
cyclists had just come through the gate-
way from the Triangle. Having propped
their bicycles against the wall, they
advanced on to Little Side.

“My only sainted aunt!” breathed Hand-
forth faintly.

It was true that he had anticipated that
the Council School boys would not be as
perfectly equipped with cricketing togs as
the St. Frank’s XI; but Handforth had dis-
missed the matter without another thought.
He was no snob, and he was delighted to
give these cheery chaps a game.

The spectacle that now presented itself,
however, caused cold chills to pass up and
down his spine. Pipes Parker led the way
on to the field. He and all the members of
his Eleven were dressed in nondeseript,
shabby suits, and all were collarless. On
the skipper's shins were great pads of news-
paper. Under his arm he carried a cricket
bat which had apparently been fashioned
from a plank of floor-boarding. Several of
the other boys ecarried similar bats.

“You've—you’ve come, then!” Hand-
forth managed to say.

“I'm sure!” replied Pipes cheerily.
“Ready to start?” ;

Handforth gulped.

“Oh, rather,” he said. “Whenever you
like, old man! Let’s begin,”

With an heroic effort, he pulled himself
together., The Junior Eleven fraternised
with the visitors, and not by a word or a
look did the St. Frank’s bovs reveal their

consciousness of the incongruity of the
situation, They had asked for this match—
and they were sports enough 1o see it
through. Only the e¢ads and the snobs

sneered.
And then Mr. Morace Pyeraft appeared
upon the sceme. When Mpr. Horace Pycraft
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appeared upon any scene which was not to
his liking, there was trouble,

" CHAPTER 2,
Trouble for ** Piecan '"!

¢ PON my word!” said the weedy,

ill-tempered  Form-master. He

adjusted his glasses, and inspected

the visitors with strong disfavour.

He approached with dignity—or what he

assumed to be dignity. “And what, may

I ask, does this mean?” he demandcd
acidly.

* Just ﬁniug to start a game, sir,”

Handfort
With these

“A ame ?
ragamufiins ¢ snorted Mr, Pycraft.
“Absurd! I forbid any such thing! 1f
you boys have no appreciation of the dignity
of the school, I must remind you of it. Be
off with !” he added, glaring at the

T you !
visitors, dare you intrude in this

satd

disreputable

“low
unwarrantable fashion?"

“"Hold on, sir!” said Handforth hotly.
“You ecan't send these chaps away like
this! This is a Junior XI fixture—"

“Silence, Handforth!”

“Is something the matter here?” put in
Dr. Morrison Nicholls mildly.

Nobody had noticed the headmaster was
quietly sitting in the pavilion, The Head
was interested in sport, and he often came
down to look at the Junior games. There
was now a very cold, hard light in his eve.

“This boy is impertinent, sir!l” said Mr.
Pycraft excitedly. “He 1is the Junior
captain, and I am telling him that this
game must not proceed.”

“Indeed, Mr. Pycraft!
not proceed ?”’

“Why ? Because—because—-m Really,
sir, you surely cannot approve of this
fiasco,” stammered Mr. Pyeraft, going

le. “I did not think it was customary
or our boys to play games with—er—
common riff-raff!”

“Y ami sorry, Mr, Pycraft, that you should
fail to observe a-—ahem !—jape when it i3
being perpetrated,” said the Head coldls.
“T welcome these Council School boys very
heartily to St. Frank’s—and I wish them a
good game. When they have finished their
little joke, they will doubtless come on to
the field in @ more presentable manner.”

“J-joke ?” babbled Mr. Pyeraft. *“Cood
gracious! I-—I—"

“Ha, ha, hat” -

The Form-master fled in utter confusion,
and the Head disereetly retired, Hand-
forth looked at Pipes Parker and his “ragu-
muffins ¥ with wrathful eyes. d

“What's this about a joke?” he demandecd.

“You headmaster’s a eute 'un!” grinned
Pipes. “Can’t spoof him! If you'll wait
two ' ticks, we'll soon be ready.”

To the astonishment—and relief—of fﬂa
St. Frank’s erowd, the Conneil School boys,
after a brief visit to the dressing-room,
reappeared in spotless flannels, and with
respectable cricket bats and pads.

And why must it



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

157 ‘il ; f

: R .1 1.
i S
" il , M. S e .
ar (lf \lﬁ// f%/&‘ ’; 7 L-":;'E.-@ﬁ" e
; h i, /" o

“You japing bounders!” said Handforth,
grinning,

“I'm sure!” nodded Pipes. ““I heard some
of your chaps saying what we were going
to be like, so 1 thought I'd try to oblige
’Em.”

My, Pyeraft, in the privacy of his study,
glared out upon Little Side, and his thoughts
were bitter. He had been made to look
foolish in the eyes of all his boys—and by
mo less a pérson than the Head himself!
They should pay dearly for it! In one way
or another, he would get even!

Lest it should be

thought he was
humiliated, he decided to go out to Little
Side and watch the game. Far better

appear openly than to have these wretched
boys sniggering at him behind his back. So
Mr. Pycraft planted himself down on a
form all to himself, and pretended to watch
the match,

If ho had been really interested in cricket,
he would have enjoyed it. Harry Gresham
and the Hon. Douglas Singleton were bat-
ting, and Gresham, at least, was giving a
brilliant display. Not that the Council
Behool boys were lacking in skill; their

bowlers wera hot stuff.
K*’ the wind was doing to Mr. Pycraft’s
rown., A mischievous twinkle came
into IC. K.'s eyes, and he gently drew
Harvev Decks and Clement Goflin aside.

K, PARKINGTON lost interest in
the game when he noted what

Mr. Pyeraft gave a violent
wrench. Next moment there
was a rending sound as his
gown was torn to tatters.

“Tell me, ’

“We're the
aren’t wo?”’

“We are,” said his two loyal chums.

““Then kindly observe old Piecan’s gown,'’
said K. K. dreamily. “There are sundry
tent-pegs knocking about near the pav. - It
is allowable for us to lounge on the grass,
and why should we not lounge in close
proximity to he of the pie-face? Need I
say more?”

“You need not!” grinned Deeks. *We're
on|”’

While the excitement was at its height—
just when Harry Gresham had been
brilliantly ecaught out—the Red-Hot Trio
lolled lazily in the grass behind Mr. Pycraft’s

my dears,” he murmured.
Red-Hot Trio of Study E,

seat. But they didn’t loll for long. Pre-
gently, they casually arose and sought
pastures new.

“Pretty

ood game, sir,” observed Biggles-
wade, of the Sixth, as e camo along and
sat down on the form beside Mr. Pycraft,

“Is 1t7” snapped Mr. Pycraft. *‘I confess
I am not impressed.”

Mr. Pyeraft didn’t like DBiggleswade,
Biggleswade was too easy-going—ioo much
of @ good fellow. So Mr. Pycraft got to
his feet, and stalked away. That, at least,
was his intention. e found that he couldn’t

even rise. Somebody, or something, was
tugging hard at his gown. )
“Biggleswade! he rapped out. How

dare you?” _ )
“Eh? What's up, sir?" asked the prefect,
staring.

i
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“Ha, ha, ha!™
A sudden yell of laughter from a

surrounding crowd of juniors caused Biggles-
wade to twist round. Then he saw the
reason. Mr. Pycraft’s gown was pegged to
the ground like a tent!

“Good Heavens!” ejaculated the Form-
master. “What—what has happened 7"

He gave a violent wrench, and a fresh
yell of laughter went up as there was a loud
rending tear. Mr. Pycraft’s gown, all along
the hem, was in tatters.

The ericketers grinned with genuine
pleasure. There was a lull just then—while
the new batsman was going out—and Hand-
forth and Church and MeClure and several
others gathered round joyously., They had
not failed to observe that the Carlton Gang
stood aloof—and the Carlton Gang was
looking suspiciously innocent. '

“Twig ’em?” murmured McClure.
did this, or I'm a tomato!"

“K. K. i3 more brainy than I thought,”
said lHandforth grudgingly.

The next moment the grin vanished from
his face, for Mr, Horace Pyceraft, red with
fury, had planted himself in front of the
Junior skipper.

“Handforth! This i1s your doing—you
and these other young rascals!” he panted.
“You and all the emembers of your team
will write me a thousand lines!”

“Here, steady, sir!"” gasped Handforth.
“You can't blame us——~

“Silence !” hooted Mr. Pyeraft. "I know
perfectly well that you are guilty, You will
write me one thousand lines. Do yon
understand? And every other member of
vour team!”

And, leaving Handforth flabbergasted, Mr.
Pycraft stalked away.

-

CHAPTER 3.
After Midnight!

HERE was no justification for the

‘l Remove master’s unreasonable punish-

ment.  But Mr. ‘Pveraft was like

that; he seldom gave impots accord-
ing to the size of the offence, but by the
dictates of his temper.

It was no consolation for Handforth and
his cricketers to know that they were guilt-
loss--at least, in the actual perpetration of
the jape. That they heartily approved of it,
and appreciated it, was another point.

“A thousand giddy lines!” said Hand-
forth, with a glare at K. K. Parkington.
“And you fatheads have got off scot free!”

“Cheer up, sweetheart,” smiled K. K.
“Weo can’t allow this injustice to stand.
Never let it be said! I'll trot along to
Pieface and, like a hero, confess. Still, the
jape was worth it,”

Handforth grunted as the Carlton Gang
moved off,

“They’'re a lot of cheeky
they're square!” he admitted.

L ]

rotters—but
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K. K/'’s visit to Mr, Pycraft, however,
really did more harm than good. The
Form-master hardly listened to him.

“You were all in it together!” he
snapped. "It was an atrocious act of
impertinence. My gown is ruined. You
and your friends, Parkington, will also

write me a thousand lines.”

“0.K., sir. But Handforth and the rest
didn’t even know "

“Enough! They shrieked with laughter
at my discomfiture, and 1 shall certainly
not rescind their punishment,” interrupted
Mr. Pycraft. *“Parkington, you can go.”

THE match ended excitingly, Only by

playing hard did the St. Frank’s

juniors win. The Council School XI

was hot stuff, and it possessed several
excellent batsmen, and at least one brilliant
bowler. The visitors fought hard for vietory,
and were within five of the Saints total when
Harry CGresham, by clever bowling, secured
the last three wickets for no runs in one
over.

“Jolly good!"” said Handforth heartily.
“You fellows have given us a fine game,
and I'd like to fix up a return match—on
your own ground.”

“I'm sure,” said Pipes, nodding.
a sportsman.”

He and his team were even more
delighted when they were invited to tea in
the Ancient House, Unfortunately, Mr.
Pycraft had not yet recovered his good-
humour; and it must be freely admitted
that Handforth, at least, made an awful
din. His idea of entertaining the visitors
was to make as much noise as possible.

In the middle of it, Mr. Pycraft barged
in, and after making a few insulting
remarks, he advised the wvisitors to leave as
quickly as possible. What was worse, he
ordered (fHlandforth and the other Removites
to attend forthwith in the class-room.

“There shall be an extra lesson this even-
ing—for two hours,” he announced sourly,
when the indignant juniors had gathered.
“Once and for all, I intend to show wyou
that I will not have this rowdiness.”

The Removites bubbled and seethed while
they worked. It made them feel no better
to mnote that the Carlton Gang was pot
included in this punishment., Very wisely,
K. K. Limited, guessing that My, Pycraft’s
temper was raw, had gone for a picnic on

the river,

“Life isn’t worth living!” said Hand-
forth bitterly, later on in the Common-
room. ‘'Whose mad idea was it to give us
Piecan as o Form-master? He’s worse than
a disease !”

“Why blame Piecan ?” asked Jimmy Potts,
“Those Carlton asses started the whole
business. They japed Piecan—and Piccan
has been taking it out of us. I reckon it's
up to us to get even.”

Handforth looked thoughtful,

“A first-class jape against those checky
Carlton rotters wouldn't come so bad just

“You're



yyout much enthusiasm.
& They heard it.

!
* The mysterious visitors carried tool-

- nesslike objects,

forth heartily to
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now, would it?” he said musingly.
“K. K. needs putting in his place
badly. By Gcorge! TI've got an

idea, too!”
“Let's hear it.” said Church, with-

And everybody
looked surprised and then elated.
Handy, for once, had thought of a
good wheeze

-

Q0N after midnight, while the
bulk of Bt. Frank’s slept. 1Tand-
forth and a number of other
Removites crept downstairs and

ndmitted four figures in  overalls,

bags and blow-lamps and similar busi-

“Good whispered ITand-
“Pipes ” TDarker.
“Come on! I'll show you the way
to the bath-rooms. You and your
133

pals are bricks!

“Cheese it!”" protested the plumn-
ber’s mate. “We're no older than
vou are—not muech, anvway—and we

man!”

enjoy a joke with the rest. I'm
sure "

There was a number of low
chuckles.  These  four  midnight
visitors were all members of the

Alarshall Road XI, and, incidentally,
they were all plumbers’ mates!

CHAPTER 4,
Not According to Programme!

NFORTUNATELY—or, perhaps, for-
ll I tunately—events did not pan out as
the practical jokers had planned.
The jape was essentially one against
the Carlton gang, whom Handforth and the
other Removites regarded as interlopers.
Geod sports, but interlopers, all the same.
Handy’s idca was to make them go green in

real earnest this morning.

But once again the juniors had reckoned
without Mr. Horace Pycraft!

It must be adimitted that My, Pycraft had
no sinister thoughts of impositions this morn-
ing. He awoke in what was-—for him—a
jovial mood. It wus not quite six, the sun
was shining, and hLe decided Le would in-
dulge in a good hour's ramble through Bell-
ton Wood before any of the daily duties

nealled him.

Jjammed, or something.

Now camae the ti'iﬂjng circumstance which
put a kink in Handforth's plan. Mr. Pycraft
found that the hot-watdér tap in his bath-
~soom  had got stucl. The washer had
This was purely a
coincidence, for Pipes Parker and his fellow-
yNotters had not been near Mre. Pveraft’s own
sath-roomi, Handforth was reckiess, hut not
as reckless as that.

Mr, Pycraft looked at
himself in the mirror
—and then uttered a
horrified shriek.
was a vivid green in
colour from head to

AN

foot !

Not to be done out of his bath, Mr, Pycraft
wrapped his dressing-gown round his skinny
figure, and went down the corridor to the
next bath-room. This was one which was
allocated to the uso of half a dozen Remove
boys—in point of fact, K. K. Parkington,
Harvey Deeks, Clement Goffin, and three
others of the Carlton gang.

All unconscious of what awaited him, Mr.
Pycraft half-filled the bath-tub, plunged in,
and actually sang, He was still singing after
he had removed the plug, and it was difli-
cult to distinguish between Mr. Pyeraft's
vocal cfforts and the sound of the water go-
ing down the plug-hole.

Ho twiddled with the chromium-plated
taps high on the walls—the taps that
operated the shower. Mr. Pycraft always
believed n a cold shower to finish with,
Following bis usual custom, he turned the
tap, closed his eyes, and revelled in the icy
deluge,

“Splendid!” he pufled,
blindly for the towel.

Having rubbed his face, he opened his
eves—and  then  jumped. Tmimediately
opposite the hath, on the wall, was a long
mirror.  And Mr. Pveraft beleld a ghastly

as he reached
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green demon. He was dumbfounded. 7The
thing was skinny and weird, vividly green
from head to ftoot, with a mass of lank,

straggly hair—as green as the rest of it—
sticking out at various angles.

[t wasn’t until several seconds had elapsed
that Mr. Pycraft realised, with a shrick of
horror, that he was gazing upon his own
reflection.  Uttering & choking gasp, he
stared down at his arms and the rest of his

person. He was green from head to foot!
“Help!"” shrieked Mr. Pycraft wildly.
“Help! Help!"”

He tore at the hot-water tap, and a stream
of perfectly clear water poured out. He held
his hands under it, but the green remained
as vivid as ever. Mr. Pycraft's brain was
humming like a dynumo; his thoughts were
jumbled. He had no idea how this catas-
trophe had come about. .

Panic-stricken, and hardly knowing what
he was doipg, he wrapped the towel round
himself, dashed for the door and unlocked it.
At the same moment a crowd of juniors
arrived outside the door, attracted by Mr.
Pycraft’s frantic yells,

“Something wrong with old Pieface!” said
K. K. Parkington, who was in his pyjamas.
“In our bath-room, too!”

“Wha-a-a-at!" gurgled Handforth, rushing
up. ‘“Piecan in your bath-room?”

“Yes, and he's howling like a wonky wire-
less set,” said K. K.
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“Oh, my only sainted aunt!” groaned
Handy. .
He cast a quick glunce at Church and

McClure, and a few other Old-Timers who
had gathered. In that second Handy knew
that the jape had mis-fired—although it had
scored a bull’s-eye in another sense. There
was certainly no chance of the Carlton Gang
being spoofed now.

For the door of the bath-room was
wrenched open, and Mr. Pyeraft stood there.
The fellows from Carlton wore struck dumb
with amazement, and even Handforth & Co.,
who knew what to expect, felt themselves

oing weak at the knees. Never in theéir
ives had they beheld such a grotesque speci-

men of humanity !
K “Good-morning, sir,” he said, as
though he saw nothing unusual.

“Boy! Fetch a doctor!” panted Mr, Py-
craft hoarsely. “T'm ill! I'm stricken with
some horrible disease! Do not come near
me ! "

Handforth, who had visions of disaster,
now butted in. In his mind’s eye he could
already see Big Hall, with the headmaster
handling a birch, and he could see himself
being bent into a most undignified attitude

CHAPTER 5.
Handy ‘* Repairs " the Damage!
IRBY KEEBLE PARKINGTON

heroically pulled himself together.
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by stern-faced prefects. Handforth elmost
winced at the picture.

“Just a minute, sir!” he gaid, with a gulp.
“For goodness’ sake, be quiet, sir! You
haven’t got a disease—it’s only dyc!”

k “Dye?” breathed Mr., Pycraft, with fresh
fiorror.

“That’s all, sir—it'll wear off in time,”
replied Kdward Oswald. **1—1 think some-

112

thing must have gone wrong with the pipes!
" “So that’s how it goes, is it?” whispered
K. K., looking at his chums. “You sece,
sweethearts? A lucky cscape for us, by
Jove |”

AMr. Pyeraft was losing some of his terror.

“Dye?” he said huskily. ““How could any
dye get into the pipes?”

“Never mind that, sir—lcave it to usl!”
replied Handforth.

“But—but I must do something!"” babbled
the Form-master frantically. “I am in a
dreadful condition!”

“Perhaps it’ll wear off, gir, if you keep in
2 dark place,” suggested Handforth, with
inspiration. “By George! What about this
cupboard " he added, diving across the cor-
ridor and unlocking a dark cupboard. * You
get in here, sir!”

Somebody had fetched Mr. Pycraft's
dressing-gown, and the bewildered Form-
master was literally shoved into the cup-
board. The door was locked on him, Hand-
forth staggered into the {atal bathroom,
breathing hard.

“My only hat!” he panted. ““He might
have arcused the wlm!e giddy school!
There’s just time for me to put things right
before rising-bell if T hurry!™

s HAT'S to be done, Handy " asked
Church helplessly.

“Donc?’ repeated Handforth.

“You chaps must buzz across to

the new building, and feteh blowlamps and

solder and tools! The workmen aren’t there

vet—no plumbers. anvway—so we've got to
do this job ourselves,”

“Imposs!” said MeClure, shaking lis head.

“We've got to put these pipes right—and
take that tank of dve away,” said Handforth
grimly. “If we don’t, were sunk! We
can’t keep Plecan in that cupboard all day,
and when he comes out he’ll raise the
dickens of a rumpus,
room is examined, it’'s got ‘to be perfeetly
normal,”

“And vou're going to put it perlectly
normal?” asked Church curiously.

“Yes!” replied Handforth with conviction,

'There was a sad look in the eyes of Church
and MeClure as they hurried off for the tools,
Handforth’s idea was all right in iheory—
but it was liable to get badly kinked in
practice.

In fact, after the burly Remwove skipper
had commenced the plumbing, Church and
MeClure flatly refused to have anything wore
to do with it. Not only did Handforth
propose all sorts of wrong things with regard
to the pipes, but Le got positively vielent

So when this bath-
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when Churcli and McClure atiempted to stog
himn, With a black eye and a swollen nose
and a thick car between them, they retired.

And Handy, the plumber, carried on.

Heo found a gold mine of pipes in a big
cupboard i a corner of the batnroom. There
were taps, too, and having turned these off,
he started in carnest with huge spanners.
He unfastened joints, end more by luck than
anything clse ho succeeded in removing the
special tank which Pipes Parker had fitted
up for the shower. ’

When it came to recouuecting the pipes,
however, Ilandforth got into a muddle.

There was a strong smell of gas, for one
thing, and this upset him, He had a vague
idea that he had disconnected a wrong pipe.
In the end ho succecded in joining everything
up agatmn. _ _ _ )

Then he turned on the supply cocks at the
top of the cupboard, and stood back to view
tho result of his labours. A fierce jet of
water camo from a joint which had not beer
properly fixed, and 1t sprayed over the bath
room in a violent cascade, ’ ,

“Hallo! That doesn’t seem quite right.’
multered Handforth anxiously.

He turned on the hot-water tap over the
bath, but instead of water there came a loud,
ominous hissing. A waft of gas caused Hand-
forth to recel backwards. Unquestionably,
something was wrong. _

'The housckeeper %uund this out, too, In
the kitchen. At that very moment onc of
tho maids was putting the kettle on the gas-
stove for an carly cup of tea. 'The startled
girl shricked with dismay—for about ten
jets of water, at high pressure, shot out of
the gasring and played upon the ceiling
like an automatic fountain.

The kitchen became half-flooded, and there
was pandemonium. It wasn’'t long before
Mrv. Crowell, the Housemastcr, arvived on
the scene to find out what all the noise was
about; and it was unfortunate that™ Mr,
Pyeraft, at just about that time, became 1m-
patient and hammered on tlic cupboard door.
Prefects discovered him, and when they had
got aver their shock, they al:so discovered
Handforth in the bathroom—vainly attempt
ing to put things right.

There was a tidy row about it, and that
mental picture of Handy’s almost came true.
He wasn’t publicly flogged, but he was hauled
before the Head, who gave himm a stinging
six-hander, to say nothing of a lecture and
a week's gating,

There was only one consolation for the
unhappy Remove skipper. Mr. Pyeraft was
as green as ever, and it would take at least
a week for the dye to wear off, during which
time Mr. Pycraft would be confined to bis
own quarlers.

TIE END.

(More lively times at St. Frank's next
weelh—iwcith the tweo rivals, . O, Handforth
and K. K. Parkington, going it hammer and
fongs in a corking complete yarn entitled,
“The Jazz Japers !?)



The Pursuing Avengerl

IX thousand feet above the English
S Channel, the Imperial Airways liner,
from Croydon to Paris, crashed her way
through the gathering dusk, her great engines
roaring in a regular monotonous song. And
inside the Iuxurious passengers’ cabin, Silas
Benton, one-time master of Britain’s under-
world, huddled closer in his padded seat, and
stared through the window beside him with
unseeing eyes.

A week had passed since that terrible night
when Thurston Kyle, the Night Hawk, had
descended from the skies and dealt death and
destruction upon every member of the Benton
Gang save its leader. The vision of that
disaster was still fresh in the fear-stricken
Il‘:'i"d of the man seated in the cross-Channel
iner.

Escaping from the ruins of his mansion
by secret passages, Silas Benton had crawled,
furtive and terrified, to London, where, with
the certain knowledge that his invincible foe
was stil! on his track, he had tried to hide
himself. Now, scared into #ight once more,
he was making a frantic dash for the Con-
tinent. He had friends in the dark quarters
of every city there; Paris, Marseilles,
Venice

For a
Venicel

moment his sunken eyes shone.
In the old Italian city, among her
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No.7: THE LAST ROUND!

canals and ancient gloomy palaces, he could
begin his crooked schemes afresh, safe from
the vengeance of Thurston Kyle.

Warily, Benton glanved around the com-
fortable, well-lit saloon, taking stock of his
fellow-passengers. With the exception of a
quiet-looking youth, whose freckled face was
buried deep in a detective novel, they were
all business men or wealthy pleasure-seekers.
The crook knew two of them; a coal million-
aire and a famous actress A sneer curled his
lips, and he turned again to stare out of
the window into the night—straight into the
mocking eyes of Thurston Kyle!

In one reeling second an icy hand seemed
to reach out and clutch at Silas Benton's
brain. His jaw sagged, he was as powerless
to act or scream as a rabbit fascinated by a
python, '

Framed in the dark window, the Night
Hawk’s face shone white and menacing as
he held on the ledge with one hand, and
let the huge ’'plane carry him along. His
other hand came up slowly, and a long,
accusing finger pointed straight at Silas
Benton’s heart. Then he was goue.

The spell broke. Staggering from his seat,
the master-criminal fell backwards, his hands
fluttering wildly above his head. Scream
after scregm burst [rom his throat, answered
by a babel of bewildered cries from the other
passengers,
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A slartled steward burst through the door,
Ile was just in time to catch the falling man
as he toppled back unconscious.

Not until the 'plane was nearing its destina-
*Jﬁon did the gang-leader revive. A flask of

randy was proffered him, and he drained
it feverishly. By the time the liner made her
final landing, he had recovered some of his
nerve, although his hands still twitched and
his fuce was ashen-grey.

The Night Hawk was close on his heels!
Ho was not safe yet!

. Stepping out of the 'plane on to the landing
ground, brilliantly illuminated by flood-lights,
* fresh panic seized him. Too well he knew the
Night Hawk’s deadly marksmanship, and he
also knew that he presented an easy target
at this moment; so, snatching up his suit-
“case, he scuttled across to the Customs, taking
“care to keep well amongst the other pas-
sengers.  High above, swaying under his
, curved black wings, Thurston Kyle picked
"him out with powerful night-glasses, and
smiled contemptuously, :

There are two routes south to Italy, one
via Marseilles, and the other through Switzer-
land, A long line of taxis were drawn up
outside the aerodrome, and, runnimg through
the gate, Silas Benton jumped into the first
one. A moment later he was whizzing
towards the Gare du Sud at the reckless speed
iypical of French taxis,

And behind him, Snub Hawkins, grinning
all over his freckled face, stuffed his
““thriller ”” into his pocket and followed in
the next cab. '

Arrived at the station, the youngster
ordered his driver to wait, and darted inside.
He had to be careful now. Having kept his
face hidden from Benton during the journey
from IEngland, he was fairly certain the
criminal suspected nothing, But—the man
was ae shrewd as a cornered rat!

From behind a pile of luggage, Snub
watched his master’s enemy hurry across to
the barrier. In an instant he had taken a
 platform ticket and was after him, keeping
cleverly out of sight until, at last, he saw
his quarry enter a reserved compartment of
the long, powerful Simplon express.  Silas
Beuton was escaping by way of Swilzerland
and the Alps!

It was all Snub wanted to know., Now to
get in touch with the guv’nor.

At top speed, he hurried back to his waiting
cab. The driver raised his eyebrows when
 he was ordered to drive like the wind to the

i BEiffel Tower, but shrugged and let in his
scluteh without a word.  What this sturdy
voung Englishman expected to see from the
’l‘ml'.'f:r at thie time of night was a mystery
o nimn,

- Snub, however, kpew perfectly well what
he wanted to see; and within a few minutes
of gaining the top stage of the famous struc-
ture that towers above Paris, he caught a
faint zlimpso of a great bird, slowly cruising
through the darkness on silent wings.
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With a low whoop of joy, Snub flicked an
electric torch from his pocket, and stabbed
out a brief signal, Instantly the Night Hawk
swerved, and landed softly on one of the steel
girders above the boy’s head.

“Well, lad ?”’

“We've got him, sir!”’ whispered Snub,
glancing round to make sure he was alone.
““He’s bunking through Switzerland all right
—Simplon express, Jjust pulled out. He’ll be
out of France by dawn, but the train waits
for half an hour juet over the Swiss border!”

Thurston Kyle smiled in fierce triumph.
His eyes narrowed.

“I hoped he would take that route!” he
whispered, almost to himself, *Then this is
the end!”” Reaching down, he took his young
assistant’s hand in a grip that left it numb.
“Well done, Snub!” was all he said.

In another second the Night Hawk had
dropped from the girder, epread his wide,
steel-feathered wings, and swooped swiftly
into the sky and ont of sight.

Snub stared after himn with wistful eyes;
then he grinned cheerfully again.

“So long, guv’nor!’” he called softly.
“And—good-bye, Silas Benton!”

A Fight To The Death!

N long. slashing drives of his wings,

the Night Hawk flew across I'rance.

Therc was no time to waste. e had

to beat a fasi express train to the

Swiss border. As he went, he threw back
his head and laughed.

Dawn found him flying in wide circles
above a tiny station that lay on the plain
beneath—a small frontier post consisting of
a shed and a long, open platform, where
trains halted for inspection by the Swisa
officials. He had beaten the Simplon express;-
but already iis faint oncoming thunder floated
up to his ears,

Flying lower, unscen in the dim, raw light,
Thurston Kyle studied the station carefully,
and nodded with satisfaction,
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Far away, and high above the vanishing
night clouds, the first rays of the sun were
breaking on the Alps—a magnificent line of
colossal mountain peaks, the summits crowned
with eternal snows.

He stared at them thoughtiully. Some-
where among those peoaks he planned to
stage the final settlement with the man who
had killed his father. Within that barrier
he would find a spot where no man had
trodden before, and then

The Night Hawk laughed—and waited.

The roar of the oncoming express grew
londer, a whistle sounded, followed by the
egrinding of brakes as she drew up beside the
bare platform.

Swiss frontier guards appeared, and within
a few seconds passengers began to leave the
carriages to stretch their legs or buy coffee
at the small buffet. Among the first out was
Silas Benton. He no longer cringed.  His
brisk, confident walk was that of a man who
had shaken off pursuit and fear at last.

Swift a: a flying arrow, the Night Hawk
flicked back his wings and dived, crying his
triumphant laugh as he swooped upon his
enemy, arms outstretched. The sound of that
laugh struck Silas Benton like a bullet. One
frantic, upward glance he gave, followed by
an appalling scream as he hurled himself for
cover.

He was still twenty yards from the shed—
only the train remained. He leapt tigerish-
ishly for the nearest open door, his hands
gripped 1t. Then two arms clamped round his
writhing body and whipped him into the air.

The capture was over in a second. Bef re
any of the open-mouthed guards or passen-
gers could interfere, before some of them
could even look round, the Night Hawk rose
again and shot clear of the shed with inches
to spare, hugging his captive tightly. Heed-
less of the man’s raving struggles, he flew
np into the darkness, flattened out, and raced
headlong towards the mountains, Before
long a sudden dead weight on his arms told
him Benton had [ainted. He increased his
speed, for the dawn was coming quickly.

It was in the wildest part of the high Jura
mountain that the Night Hawk found the
spot he was looking for. Climbing, ever
climbing, he spiralled up until the coldness
of the atmosphere chilled his blood, and a
greal rugged wall of white leapt through the
dawn-mist towards him.

Floating on wide-flung wings, he dnfted
round the mountain peak. Tucked away be-
neath frowning crags of granite, ho discovered
a small snow-clad platform, hardly more than
ten feet wide. On three sides, the mountain
wall rose steeply; on the fourth was a
precipice, sheer and terrible in its horrible
emptiness,

The Night Hawk flew towards the platform
and flung his dazed burden on to the soft
SHOW.,

Larnding. he bFegun to unbuckle his wings—
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HEN at last the leader of the Benton
Gang opened his terrificd eves, he
saw his sable-clad foe watching him
in silence.

He glanced fearfully around; they were
alone. The sight of the sheer precipice within
a few feet of his elbow sent him cowering
closer in the snow, while the piercing :light
in the Night Hawk's eyes drew his own like
a magnet,

For some seconds neither spoke,
the first to break the silence. .

“This i8 the finish, Silas Benton!”’ he said
quietly.

He waited for the other to reply, but
Benton only glared in mingled fear and
hatred.

“There is no need for words between you
and me!’’ went on Thurston Kyle. “We are
alone above the world. No man has ever
been here before; nor ever will again. And
—only one of us leaves this spot alive!”

He pointed to the rocky wall. Furtively
Silas Benton turned his head and saw the
curved black wings leaning there.

“I1 could have hurled you into eternity jusé
now !"” continued the Night Iawk evenly.
“Instead, I prefer to kill you in fair fight,.
Fair fight, you dog! There are the wings;
but only the victor will use them after we
have fought!”

His voice rang out like a trumpet call.

“Stand up, Silas Benton, and meet your
end like a mdn!”’

Crouched in the snow, the criminal snarled
wolfishly. He knew that appeals for mercy
were useless. Victory only would save him
now. Unless he could conquer this quixotic
fool and so win the wings, it meant—death!

Like a striking snake he left the ground,
straight for the Night Hawk’s throat. A
hard fist crashed between his eyes and flung
him, screaming, on his back. When he rose
again a slim knife gleamed in his hand.

This time he did not rush. Instead, he
crept closer to his watchful opponent,
shufffing on bent knees and twitching feet.
Within striking distance, he dived, his arm
flashing up in the dreadful stroke of the
expert knife-fighter,

At the last instant Thurston Kyle swayed
and gripped that flashing wrist. A yell rang
out, a curse, and a.fierce chuckle; and Silas
Benton was hurled with terrific force against
the rocks, while his knife spun harmlessly into
—nothing.

And now the Night Hawk took up the
attack. Savage as a trapped lynx, Benton
came to meet him. Up and down the small
plateau they fought, churning the virgin snow
beneath their feet. \

Reeling on the very edge of the precipice,
first one in danger, then the other, the two
men fought their last fight. A savage kick
brought Thurston Kyle to . the ground.
Before Benton could follow up the advantage
a terrible left stopped him dead in his tracks,

Kyle was
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They clinched, wrestling and

heaving; fell away, smashing

at each other's faces, the

Night Hawk perilously near

the fatal drop.

*"Yelling with triumph, Silas
enton recovered, and hurled

his full weicht at his
opponent’s thighs. With all

the power of his fine shoulders
and strong arms, Thurston
Kyle met the rush in a crush-
ing impact, There came a
blur of arms and legs, a wild
confusion of striving bodies,
n purgling whimper and a
gharp ery of exultation.

Benton’s ill-judged rush had

left an opening in his de-
fence. The Night Hawk now
had him in a merciless
hammer-lock !

Limp and powerless, the
man who bhad terrorised
Britain, the human tiger

Thwston Kyle had sworn to.
destroy, was raised aloit,
struggling no longer, but cry-
ing mecoherently, Irresistibly,
the Night Hawk carried his
babbling, pleading prisoner to
the extreme edge of the plat-
form, where he held him, fox
a long moment, - high above
hic head.

He swayed slowly back-
wards from the hips; braced
himself firmer on the trampled
snow. Then:

“Punishment at last, Silas
Benton!” he cried in a terrible
voice, and flung his enemy far

out over the edge of the
precipice.

The mountain silence was
ripped to shreds by Silas
Beuton’s  last, long-drawn
serean, He spun round,

prasping dreadfully at space,
threw up his arms—disappeared!

The echo
of his cxy roilled among the rocks, grew faint,
then died away into silence.

Thurston Kyle’s revenge was complete.

The Benton Gang was shattered!

The Night Hawk remained on the lip of
the precipice, staring down into the mist that
filled its lower depths, his broad chest heaving
beneath the black leather flying-suit, But
gpresently he turned again, and began buckling
son his wings—the strong wings that had
belped him to win his glorious victories.

When, at last, he took off and hung for
a space in mid-air, looking back at the fateful,
drawpled platean, a mighty load seemed to
have lifted from his shoulders. For the first
time for years, a look of peace replaced the
stern expression on Thurston Kyle's hand-
some lace,

Y
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Standing right on
the edge of the pre-
cipice, the Night
Hawk raised the
screaming gang-
leader over his
head.

w

He was free now—free to get back to his
inventions, his laboratory, and little Snub
Hawkins.

He struck upwards, Ringing himself joyously
aloft by a tremendous beat of his quivering
pinions.  Presently, the scene of his last
{ight was left behind in its primeval loneliness;
then the mountains themselves sank out of
sighf. Alone and free in the cool morning
air, Thurston Kyle Taughed coutentedly,

The Night Hawk was homeward bound!
THE END,

(It’s a temporary good-bye to The Night
Hawl and young Snub Hawkins—but next
weeek you'll be saying ** halio '’ to two new
pals in Leopy Lane, the Cowboy Kid, and his
pet tiger, Sheba. This grand new series of
yarns is the ** goods,” Thrilling and ex-
citing ? You bell) '
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ANOTHER EXCITING INSTALMENT OF OUR ROUSING MOTOR-RACING SERIAL!

THE IRON SPEEDMAN!

By

A
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LFRED EDGAR a

Stargie’'s Threat!

IM also saw Sniff Dix, and followed Joe
out of the car.

] Danger affects fellows in different
ways. A narrow escape will leave some

with nerves all to pieces and limbs trembling;

on others it has just the opposite effect. To

Jim and Joe, sight of their enemy acted like

‘a stimulant, and they went up the hill in

a series of giant, distance-eating strides.

Sniff saw them gaining, and he turned
down-hill, intending to -

strike across t h e 4
meadow and  escape
that way. DBoth boys

raced to head him off, under a busled

parting as they ran,
Sniff saw Jim cutting
across his track, and
the tester dived towards
Joe, »

Joe was not so big as his chum, and Sniff
reckoned he could bowl him over and get
away. Sniff made a mistake.

Joe did not slacken his pace, but continued
to run at Sniff full pelt., IIe ducked Sniff’s
punch, and then drove his own fist squarely
under the fellow’s jaw. Sniff slipped, tilted
sideways, then went crashing down the hill,
with Joe after him.

When Sniff got to his feet, Joe was on
him again. He tore into him like a puma
ripping at its prey., Sniff went back into tha

“They'll drag bim dead from

what Slargie says—and be’s
talking about young Jim Ross!

e e

bushes, with fists seeming to hit him every-
where al once,

He was tottering on his heels when Joe
suddenly drew off, crouched, and then came
in with a swinging right which held all the
power of his muscular body and all his plung-
ing weight.

His knuckles cracked at the side of Sniff's
chin. Sniff went backwards. His shoes
slipped on damp earth—then he hit the green-
covered pond with the flat of his back and
disappeared.

“Good man!” Jim
panted as he came up. -

“If he gets out, I'll
knock the swab back
again!” Joe gasped.

They saw  Sniff’s
head break the surface,
He was in the middle
of the pond, clearing
tadpolez from his hair and weeds from his
eyes, while his legs were sunk almost to the
knees in muck that was as oozy as a feather
bed, and nothing like so pleasant. t

Spectators who had been waiting at the
hairpin bend came rushing up. They grouped
around the rim of the pond, waiting for
Sniff to come out. When they heard from
Joe what had occurred, they told Sniff what
would happen to him when he did emerge
from the pond-so Sniff judged it best to
remain where he was,

car!” That's
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“Let him cool off! Come and look at the
ear.” . Jim caught Joe’s arm and dragged
him away to where the machine stood.

Ita dash through the hedge had decorated
its front axle and radiator with greenery, and
one front tyre had burst. But that, so far
as they could see, was the total of the damage.
That it should have escaped was due to the
fact that it had struck only a comparatively
eoft hedge.

Willing helpers examined the lorry. There
was nothing on it to show to whom it be-
longed, and Jim said grimly: ;

“Then we’ll bag it for the garage, Joe.
If the rightful owner likes to come along and
c¢laim it, he can have it.”’ -

“And we’ll ask some awkward questions
about why it nearly killed us,”” Joe told him,
“I reckon that lorry’s as good as ours for
keeps |’

- The damaged car was hitched up behind
the big wehicle, and not until it moved off
did the vigilant watchers around the pond
leave Sniff Dix and make their way towards
the village, Sniff remained in the pond, and
stayed there for some time after the last of
them had gone, fearful that they might be
Eiding up in the bushes and waiting to trap

im, : .

Finally, he emerged cautiously, He was
soaked to the skin, and extremely smelly.
With mud and weeds dropping off at every
etep, he moved slowly across the meadow,
then went by lonely footpaths to where a
car waited for him half a mile away. At the
wheel was Lon Stargie.

The Ace speedman’s narrowed eyes widened
a8 he saw the apparition which approached.
He got out of the car and stood staring
blankly as he gasped:

“What happened? Did yon get him?”’

“No!” Bniff snarled. “I—I slipped into a
pond and—""

““What about the car?’ Stargie stepped
towards him, then recoiled, a handkerchief
pressed across his nose. ‘“‘Did it come off ?”’

““No,” said Sniff again. “I sent the lorry
down the hill, and they ought to have been
smashed to smithereens, Only young Ross
has got the devil’s own luck. Just before he
hit the lorry he got into a skid and went clean

through the hedge and saved himself. 'The
car ain’t hardly dented.”
“Skidded through the hedge? Drove

"busted car!

41

through it, more likely!”’ Stargie snarled.
“That boy’s clever!”

He stared unseeingly at Sniff, and into the
speedman’s dark eyes there came, decp down,
a haunting expression of fear.

‘““And that car’s fast—it’s a miracle!” Dix
said. ‘““He—"

“I watched him drive it on the first two
circuits,” Stargie said. “He handles it won-
derfully—he’s got me beat, if he rides in
Ireland !”

“He’ll race there—they start for Ireland
to-morrow,’”” Sniff told him, as he etood with
the water dripping from him, unlucky crea-
tures from the pool still wriggling in his hair
and clothing.

“If he does race, then he’s for it!”” Lon
Stargie glared suddenly. ‘‘It’s either him or
me—I'm not going to be haunted by him any
longer!”” His face was working as he spoke,
and his muscular hands contracted while his
lips and fingers trembled.

Sniff Dix looked at him, startled, and a
little ecared. The speedman’s face was ablaze
with passion as he went on:

““I nearly got him at Brooklands—I’ll make
sure of him in that Irish Grand Prix. I’ll
send him the same way as his father went!
They’ll drag him out—dead—from under a
That’s what I’ll do to him,
Dix!”  His blazing eyes riveted on the
soaked tester. ‘‘I'll pile him beside the road,
with his car upside down and burning—and
him in the middle of it!”

Ready for the Grand Prix!

ON STARGIE’S face worked savagely
as he uttered the threat, glaring at the
soaked, mud-streaked figure of “ Smiff ”
Dix. The Ace mechanic grinned,

“T hope I'm there to sece it!” he said
feelingly.

“You will be, because you’ll ride in that
race as my mechanie,”” Stargie snarled. ‘* And
it'll be the last race that young Ross will
ever drive in!”

The speedman’s features were distorted with
passion, and his words spat from between

itted teeth. His venom was such that even

niff quailed a little and gasped:

“1 hope it is! Ie’d ha’ been smashed up
now, if I’d had any luck!”

“That boy’s clever; he put it across you,”
Stargie growled. “But I’ll get him yet!”
He stepped back into his car, to gesticulate

HOW THE STORY STARTED.
JIM RHOSS, iron-nerved, daring, is a born racing driver,

His brﬂﬂhﬂi’,

4. STEVE ROSS, has just completed building a special racing car known as the Ross Eight, and

4. they take it down to Brooklands for a big race. They are accompanied by

JOE COOPER, Jim's chum, who acts as mechanie. Jim realises that his most dangerous rival is

LON STARGIE, the crack speedman of Ace Motors. Stargie is wunscrupulous, too—as Jim
discovers to Iis cost during the race. Jim is winning, and then the Ace speedman deliberately
makes him crash. After the race Jim vows he will get his own back against Stargie in the
Irish Grand Prix, The Ross Eight having been wrecked, Mr. Ryan, owner of the Ryan
Engineering Compaiy, builds another car for the brothers, Jim and Joe take it out for a
practice spin, unaware of the fact that Stargie has arranged for a five-ton lorry to crash
into them. They just avoid disaster by driving through a hedge, Joe then spots Sniff Dizx,
stargie’s mechanic, running away, and he gives chase,

{(Now read on.)
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as Sniff started to follow.
coming with me in that state.
to the works!”

Before the mechanic could protest, the crack
driver of Ace cars had sent his machine for-
ward, leaving Sniff where he stood with mud
still dropping from him, with water running
down his legs and with lank fronds of green,
slimy pond-weed clinging to his hair and
clothes.

Suiff began to walk. As the sun grew
warmer his clothes dried on him. They had
plenty of time to dry, because it was ten
miles from that point to the Ace works. Every
little while he tried to persnade a lorry driver,
passing along the Great North Road, to give
him a lift,

Some did stop. But they immediately drove
on again after getting one whiff of Sniff!
The pond had been very far from sweet,

So he tramped on, and while he tramped
his ire rose higher and higher against Jim
and Joe. By the time he did reach his des-
tination he was ready to back Lon Stargie
to the limit in an effort to get the better of
the boys who had thwarted them both for so
long.

But the chums knew nothing of this. The
Ross-Ryan racer was examined, and such
damage as it had sustained in avoiding the
five-ton lorry with which Sniff had tried to
wreck it, was specdily repaired. And, on the
morrow, the whole of Woodburn village
turned out to give the car and its team a
send-oft,

The racer was taken on a lorry to Liver-
pool, Steve driving it, and two mechanics,
whom Mpr, Ryan provided, travelled with
him. Jim and Joe rode in gtate in Mr. Ryan’s
own car, and that little party of half a dozen
made up the team,

Woodburn’s brass band played them out of
the village as far as the new by-pass, which
ran near. Evervone was there, from the vil-
lage  policeman down to a couple of stray
black pigs. There were villagers who had
known Jim all his life, and hadn’t thought
‘twice about him until this moment when he
was making a fight for fame.

Small children threw daisy-chains into the
car as it finally went away, some of the girls
pitched handfuls of confetti, and an execited
okel chucked a turnip which would have

rained Joe if it had hit him. As it was, it
bounced off the side of the car and hit one
of the black pigs.

Eventually, they landed at Belfast, and ran
the car out to the course, which was close
.outside a town called Dunoon. Before it was
dark, Jim and Joe rode around the eivenit in
Mr. Rvan’s super-sports car,

The triangnlar circuit was just seven miles
round, with a two-mile straight where the
erand-stands stood by Dunoon. It had one
perfectly vicious hairpin bend which eame at
the bottom of a long, snaking slope and
formed a very real danger-point.

Jim studied the corners as well as he was
able, beecause he was due to take the car ont
the next morning on the first of the three
practice bouts before the race.

“You’re not
You walk back
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“This ought to be easy, after the work we
did on the roads around the village!” Joe
told him. “The track is about six times as
wide, and vou used to snort round worse hair-
ping than the one here!”

“I know,” Jim answered. ‘‘But I was by
myself then. It’s a bit different when there’s
a lot more cars on the road. However, 1 ought
to make a show.”

Steve and the two mechanics worked nearly
all night on the car, bringing it to perfection,
overhauling all their kit and arranging every-
thing for the morning.

While they worked, they could hear the
noise of other cars in camps not so far away.
Their own camp was under canvas—just two
tents and a marquee—in a field outside the
town. Some of the racing teams were in
barns and sheds, and many of them were
working on their machines all through the
darkness.

When dawn broke, strange sounds shattered
the soft, early-morning air of Dunoon, and
the elean streets of the Irish town grew {ull of
traflie.

Twenty thousand people rose with the first
flush of daylight and hurried to the Irish
Grand Prix ecircuit, anxious to get the first
glimpse of the speedirons which were to do
baitle in four days’ time.

A crowd gathered at the entrance to the
field which formed the Rose-Ryan camp,
craning as they saw the low-built, green car
started up outside the marquee, its engine
booming, blued smoke gouting from its wide-
open exhaust.

They watohed Jim Ross appear, clad in
white racing overalls, and they saw Joe join
him. Both looked fatter than usual, because
each wore broad rubber body-pads which
would protect their ribs when the car leaped
from bumps on the road, and hammered them
againgt the sides of the cockpit or the hard
leather sguabs behind.

Jim was standing by the side of his car,
fastening the cuftfs of his overalls, when there
came & sullen roar from the near-by road.
Three Ace cars ripped into sight, travelling
fast as they ran down to the starting point
for practice,

The young speedman had a glimpse of Lon
Stargie at the wheel of the leading Ace. Sniff
Dix at his side, both looking towards the
little camp and the lone racer that was to
challenge them. -

“There they go!” Joe came up, yelling
the words through the crash of the racing
exhausts, *“‘I.et’s .get our machine out, Jim
-~we're going to travel so fast that those two
blighters will catch cold trying to keep up!”

Stargie's Fearl

ITIT Joe in the mechanie’s seat, Jim
rolled the Ross-Ryan Eight down the
broad road towards the starting
point. To the left showed the grey

roofs and tinted walls, the chureh spires and
chimneys of Dunoon, _

Iis view of the town was half hidden by
the grand-stands which were being built be-
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side the road, and on which an army of
workmen wers labouring, their hammers
thudding as they strove to get them finished
{for the race.

Opposite, more men were putting up the

replenishment pits, and ahead of the car was
a long line of machines waiting the signal
" to get away. These cars were to be sent off
for practice at half-minnte intervals, and
officials were now waiting word that the seven-
mile course had been closed to all traflic and
cleared of everything on it.
Jim, when he was halted by an official,
Hound the three Ace cars in front of him and,
‘2s he stopped. he saw Lon Stargie gen out,
pace the road a few moments, then stand
glaving back at Jim.

“He'’s got his eve on us!” Joe gimnted.

“So’s Sniff ! Jim nedded to where the
rival mechanic was alighting, “Let’s get out.
We shan’t go off vet.”

. Both climbed from the car. Jim forgot
Stargie as he walked around it, looking at
the tyres and making eertain that everything
was as it should he, He almost started when
e turned, and found Stargie regarding him,

The man’s hard face was almost expression-
Jese, except for his eves, They were gleaming
hehind his navrowed lids, but they widened
when Jim {aced him, nodded and said coolly :

“Morning! Didn’t expect to see us here,
eh "

Stavrgie did net answer, and Jim glanced at
Joe as his chum stepped forward, to rip:

“We know Sniff Dix tried to erash us with
a five-ton truck the other day—and we know
who put him uwp to it!”

Ntargie did not even look at him, he was
stll etaving at Jim. His goze ranged from
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Jim's rope-soiled white racing shoes to his
peaked crasi-helmet, and now his expression
changed faintly.

IHis voyes widened. For a moment he
scemed to be looking at Jim, and yet uot
looking at him, almost as though in the boy
he saw someone else. Stargic’s lips parted,
and deep down in his eyes Jim saw that hint
of fear he had observed before.

“Yon had a go at me at Brooklands,” Jim
said. "1t was no aceident which sent me ofl
the track—and you know it! You——"

“What ave you talking about!” Stargie’s
voice came now, quick and tense, but the
hand with which he pesticulated seemed to
quiver.  “That was your own fault!”

“Was it?" Jim prowled, and Stargio
stepped cloger to hum, then secmed to draw
baclk.

There was veal fear in his expression now,
and s tone was harsh, almost cracked as he
went ons

“I warmed yon, Yon wore trying to be
clever with me at Brooklands!”

“You ran him coff the track!”
vigorously. -

“I’ll have no merey on you now!"” Stargie
was still glaving at Jim, but his voice re-
mained low, *“It's you or me. this race!”

He came still closer, his eves blazing, his
clenched fists half raised. And Jim, looking
at the speedman, felt a thyill pass through
him as he realized that Stargie meant what
he said!

Joe cul in

(.HI the thrills of the Ivish Grand Prix in
next week’s stivreing instalnient with Jine
and Stargie fighting a nech-and-neck race
reading these
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