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“DISHED—DIDDLED—DONE !”

SEARLES BROOKS.

CHAPTER 1.
Test-match Feverl!

111 difference in the appearance of {wo

Il croups of juniers was remarkable,
Edward Oswald Handforth and a
number of other Gld-Timers stood
1ound the Ancient Houze stepe, disconsolate

i
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“Unlucky ?”' he repeated gaily. *“Friday
the thirteenth? My dear ass, it’s the lucki
day in the year’s calendar!”

The Old-Timers glared at him.

“It’s just a point of view,” growled Regef
I'itt, of the West House. “You lucky bargeas:
are going oftf to see the Test-matth to-morrow
—and we're not!”’
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the evening was sunny
and warm, none of tho
juniors seemoed attrae-
ted by Little Side. Yet, one and all, their
thoughts were on cricket,

“Triday the thirteenth!” said Handforth
disoustedly. ““I’'ve never believed in that
superstitious rot about Fridays and the thir-
teenth being unlucky—until now. This proves
4 i

Kirby Keeble Parkington, the cheerful, red.
headed leader of the Carlton Gang, strolled
DVer,

one of those rare occasions !

prezent he’s sending a
motor-coach down—to
take mie and my pals
to the Test-malch at Nottingham.”

“Jolly good birthday present,” said Harry
Gresham enviously.

“Now, let me cee,” murmured KK “Tea
interval’s over at Trent Brullge, H.T:IL! the
pluyers are on the field again. England

versus Australia! The game ought to be in
an interesting state when they draw stumps,”

““ And you're going to see the whole of the
second day’s play!”’ groaned Church.
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“Tight fromn the start,” nodded Parking-
ton. ““That giddy bus will be here at flive
n’clock in the morning, and we shall get to
Nottingham easily before the start. Whals
more, my uncle has booked seats tor the
twelve of us—umght in the pavilion.”

“Don't!” pleaded Reguie. *“'You're only
making it worse!”’

KK, grinned and strolled away. 'The de-
pression descended more deeply over tha
group of Old-Timers. The situation, 1 ‘heir
opinion, was deplorable.

It wouldn’t have been so bad if they had
been in funds; but what with buying new
ericket-bats, pads, blazers and white Hannels,
ete., they were all passing through a time of
exceeding leanness, ' '

Even Archie Glenthorne, who generally
volled in money, was broke, During the last
week he had purchased piles of unnecessary
summner clothes. The Removites, who had
been relying on him, had not only bumped
him hard, but they had even bumped him in
his latest and best suit.

The Carlton Gang had had no hopes of
sceitig the Test-match until this morning
That letter from K.K.’s Uncle Joseph had
altered the whole situation. Unfortunately,
the coach would only hold twelve; tne in-
vitation was confined to Kirby Keeble Park-
imgton and his eleven Carltonian brethren,

“We've got to do something ! said Hand-
forth desperately. “Are we going to let
these fatheaded Red-Hot chaps score over us
like this?"” ¢

“We can walk to Noitingham, L suppose,
said McClure, with sarcasm, “or we can use
our bikes. We ought to get half-way (here
by the morning -

“Fathead !” interrupted Handforth, ‘1
can’t even use my Austin Seven! 1t would
be in dock this week-end, wouldn’t it

The whole of St. Frank’s was in a state of
fever over this first Test-matech at Notting-
ham. A number of seniors were going, of
course. Mr. Buncliffe, of the Third, had gone
already ; nothing would satisfy him but to sce
the entire game—every breathless minute of
the four days’ play,

Jack Grey came into lhe Triangle from the
direction of the playing fields. He was run-
ning, He was hot and excited. The other
Old-Timers looked up without much interest
as he burst upon them.

“I say! Heard the latest?”’ he panted
breathlessly. ‘I just met one of the River
House chaps. 1 told him about K.K.’s luck,
and he grinned. Said that half the River
IHouse i1s going off to-morrow, too!”

“To the Test-match ?*

“Yes, rather!” replied Grey. “He said
they’re hiring two or three coaches, and
they’re going to make a proper spree of it.”’

Handforth breathed wrathfully.

““And you come and tell us this?’’ he asked,
glaring. ‘“‘Do you think it’s any consolation
tc us—"'

“But you don’t understand!” interrupted
Grey. ““This River House chap said that
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there'll be heaps of room! Why couldn’t
some of us squash in with ’em? Hal Drew.
ster’s a sportsman, Ile wouldn’t make any
fuss "

“Which is the quickest wayv to tha River
House 77’ asked Haudforth witdly.

CHAPTER 2.
A Rash BusSiness!

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH and
!IE the Old-Timers bolted towards ths
River Houze Bchool at top speed.
Here was an opportunity they couli
not afford to miss,

Hul Brewster and Glynn and Ascott and a
number of other cheery feliows were on the
River House playing fields when the S5,
IFrank’s crowd came bursting through thy
hedge from the meadows. T'hey had come
across country; it was too far round by road.

“Hallo! What’s this?”’ asked Drewszter,
staring. ‘' Raiders?”’

“Pax!” panted Handforth, as he and tho
other Old-Timers swarmed round. ‘15 .t
true, Hal, that you're going to the Test-mateh
to-morrow 7"’

Hal Brewster sighed.

“Don’t be funny!” he replied grullly,
“What chance have we got?  Besides, U'm
not feeling too well. 1 thought a oit of
practice would do me good, but L believe 1’
worse.”’

Handforth callously disregarded this ta's
of Brewster's indisposition,

“You’re not going to the Test-mateh,
then ?”* he asked indignantly. “Grey says
that one of your chaps told him that you're
hiring two or three motor-coaches, aud that
vou’ll have enough room left over for us to
squash in,”’

“What rot!” pul in Dave Ascott, grinning.
“Where did you get that yarn, Grer? Who
was the chap who told you?”

“Commerford.”’

“You can’t take
ford,” said Brewster.
people like 1hat.

any notice of Commer-
“He's always kidding
He was pulling your leg,

Grey, We're not going to see the Test.
match. The Head wouldn’t let us go, any-
way. Old Hogere's a hog., Some of the sentors

wanted special permission, but he wouldn's
erant it.”’

The St. Frank'’s fellows felt the gloom
descending upon them again—a deeper gloon
than ever this time. There were twelve ot
them here, and they stood round in moody
silence. They even glared at the River [House
fellows—as thongh Brewster & Co. were
respMnsible for their troubles.

“This 18 whal comes of taking notice of a
silly, idiotic, brainless River llouse chap!”
said Handforth bitterly. “‘And you're an ass,
too, UGrey! You might have krown that
Commerford was ‘ﬂﬂl_';' gpoofing. He wouidn’™

0

have tooled me!
Hal Brewster laughed cheerily,
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“Never mind, Handy. Come along to the
Bchool Shop and drown your sorrows in some
ice-cream sodas.”

“We're all

“Can’t!” grumbled Hand{orth,
broke.”

“That’s all right—we’ll treat you,” offered
Hal generously.
~ The twelve St. Frank’s juniors brightened
up, and they all made a move towards the
quad, Life, after all, had its little compensa-
tions, JIcecream soda, on a hot day, was one
of them.

“I ean do with something cooling,” said
Brewster thoughtfully. “Don’t know what’s
wrong with me, you chaps. I feel feverish.”

Reggie Pitt looked at him closely.

“You've got a rash,” he said. ‘‘Look at
him, you chaps! IHe’s got spots all over
him!"

Dr. Molyneux Hogge, the headmaster,

halted abruptly as he was entermmg Mr, Mar-
shall's House. e had overheard those
fateful words. :

“You ass!” hissed Brewster. ‘I didn’t
want anybody to know b

“One moment, Brewster,”” said the Head,
striding up. “What was that 1 heard just
now about somebody breaking out in spots?”

“ ]—-I—— 1t’s nothing, sir o

“Good heavens!”” e¢jaculated Dr. Iogge,
adiusting his glasses and inspecting Brewster
more closely. “*Brewster!  What is this
dreadful rash?”’

“I—I'm hot, sir—

“Go at once to the school hoepital,”
ordered the Head sharply. *“''This is dreadful!
Your appearance suggests measles.”’

“Measles!”” went up a general- dismayed
chorus,

*Stand away from this boy!’ ordered Dr.
Hogge. **1 am convinced it is measles! A
case was reported in the village only yester-
day. Brewster, obey my order! I will send
for the doctor at once. You St. Frank’s boys
must leave. Good gracious! Why wasu't
this reported to me eariier?”’

He grabbed hold of Hal Brewster, and, in
spite of the junior skipper’s protestations, he
marshalled him indoors.

**Measles!” said Travers, with a whistle,
“My sons, we'd better scoot!”

'They scooted.

Indoors, Dr. Hogge was busy. IHaving
c¢scorted Hal to the school hospital, the Head
dashed to the telephone. Within a minute he
was talking to Dr. Morrison Nicholls, the
headmaster of St. Frank’s.

“I am convinced, Dr. Nicholle, that this
boy is sufferine from measles,” insisted Dy,
Hogge. “It is unfortunate that twelve of
your junior boys should have been in contact
with him. I felt it my duty to warn you——"

“Quite right, of course,”” agreed Dr.
Nicholls. “I am grateful to you, Dr. Hogge,
for your thoughtfulness. You say these boys
are on their way back to St. Frank’s now "

““Yes—I saw them hurrying away.”

“Thank you. I will deal with them im-
mediately they arrive,”

3

Some little time later, when the twolve
Removites entered the 8t. I'rank’s premises,
they were met by Dr. Nichplls and half a
dozen prefects, who barred their way like a
cordon of police.

“Halt?’ ordered the Head, ‘““You twelve
boys, I understand, have just come from the
River House School 7"’

“Yes, sir,” eaid Handforth, in astonish-
ment.

“Are you all here? Has any boy who was
with you at the River House gone else-
where 7’

“Na, sir. We're all here.”

““That, at least, is one thing to be thankful
for, Fenton,”” said the Head. h

“Perhaps some of our other fellows have
been in contact with these boys, sir,”’ suge
gested Fenton, ‘“‘Have you spoken to any-
body on the way, Handforth ?

“Not a soul,”” replied Edward Oswald, more
bewildered than ever,

“Then we are indeed lucky,”” said the head-
master,  “No, Handforth, don’t come too
near, You twelve boys are in gquarantine
from this minute! There is a suspected case
of measles at the River House School, and
you have been in contaat with that suspect.”

“Quarantined!” gasped Handforth blankly.
“ But—but——"

“Until you have been paseed as free from
all infection, you twelve boys must remain
isolated,”” declared Dr. Nicholls. ** You must
not move out, or mix with any of your
fellows, or attend ordinary school. Comel
To the sanatorium!”’

It was the final blow!

—_—

CHAPTER 3.
The Wheeze of the Century!

‘4 UARANTINED !’ groaned IHand-
forth. ““What price the Test-match
now? We can’t even play cricket
ourselves! Oh, my only sainted

aunt! Life i1sn’t worth living !’

The twelve Removites were disconsolately
lounging about in the main ward of the
school sanatorium. The whole thing struck
them as ridiculous,  They were as fif as
fiddles,

The door opened and Dr. Brett came in,
smiling and cheery.

““Well, well! This is a nice kettle of fish,"
he said brightly. “ You boys have done a fine
thing for yourselves!”

“Have we got measles, doctor?”’ demanded
Handforth fiercely,

“As a matter of fact, I don’t think you
have,”” replied the school doctor.

“What! And we’re being kept prisoners
here like this?”’

““That’s not the point, young man,” said
Dr. Brett. ‘‘Even if Brewster has measles—
which may not be determined one way or
the other until Sunday—there’s only a very
small chance of your having caught it. Bué
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Dr. Hogge adjusted his glasses and inspected Brewster closely.
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““You have got measles ! *" he

announced,

there ¢s that small chanece, and in a great
school like this, with hundreds of scholars,
the only safe thing is to isolate you.”
“Oh, my hat!” went up a dismal chorus.
“The headmaster is so worried about you
that he means to take no chances,”” continued

the doctor. “There’s an ambulance coming
for you in the Irmrmng You'll have to be
up varh because it'll be here at about
seven,’

““An ambulance!” gasped Handforth.-

“Don’t blame me, young ’‘un—it’s
Head’s idea !’ chuckled Dr. Drett. *‘DBut it's
rot an ordinary ambulancde, so you needn’t
worry, It’s more like a private motor-coach."

““T say! Isn’t that a bit thick?"’ protested
Archie Glenthorne, pained. ‘'I mean, don’t
talk to us about motor-coaches, dear old
medicine-mixer! Rather like one on the raw,
what ?”’

The doctor laughed.

“Thinking of those lucky youngsters who
are going off to the Test-match, eh ?”’ he said.
“Sorry! You won't go to the Test-match-—-
vou'll go to the Helmford Isolation Home,
And you’ll stay there until you're certified as
being free from all infection, It may be a
couple of days, or it may be a week.”

“What awful rot!” said Handforth.

“Oh, and by the way, here’s a letter for

the

you, Glenthorne!” continued the doctor.
“Mr. Crowell asked me to bring it up to
you. It came by the evening post.”

The doctor went, and there was nnother
ovtburst of indignation, He seemed to regard
the whole thing as a joke—which it certainly

wasn’t. To make matters worse, Archie's
letter literally shed currency notes when he
opened it.

“Quids and quids!” groaned Travers.
“Where did that wealth come from, Archie?"

“A tip from the pater,”” explained Archie.
“Twenty-five quid. Pretty g{md what ?"’

“Good ?”’ howled Handforth. *‘You call it
good when we can’t spend a penny of it!?
Why, vou—you—- We could have gone to
the Test-match if that money had come
earlier! Oh, my hat! What a life!”

It was certainly exasperating.  And the
prisoners were by no means cheered when
Kirby Keeble Parkington and his Carlton
(Gang collected outside the open windows and
shouted sympathetic comments up to them.

“It won't last long, my dears,”’ said K. K.
spothingly., I faney you're coming out in
spots already, Handy!”

““Ha, ha, ha!"’

“They haven't got measles any more than
we have!” declared Goffin, grinning, “It's
all rot, I-:eeping them in quarantine like this.
| hop{* they’ll think of us to-morrow, while
weo're enjoying the Test-match !”

This was more than Handforth could stand.
I1e had been looking out of the open window,
and the sight of the grinning Carlton Gang
rmade him “‘see red.”’ With a strangled ery
he turned round, b]‘JE}ffE‘f] a large jug of watet
on a nearby table, grabbed it 'md emptied the
contenta over K‘\ who happened to be
standing just beneath the window. The water
descended in a deluge—right on to the up-
turned face of Parkington,
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Swoooosh ! _

*'(iroooo—gug-gug-gug—grooo !’
the Carlton Gang Jeader.

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Handforth and the
Old-Timers.

Fearing further trouble, the Carlton Gang
quickly made itself scarce, while the incident
had done much to revive the drooping spirits
of Handforth & Co.

“By George! 1 feel lots better now!” said
Handy boisterously. ‘‘Look here, my lads,
we're not done yet! Why not escape?
Archie’s got that money, and we can——"

“Easy, dear old fellow—easy!” said Travers.
“What chance should we have? We should
scon be rounded up—and it wouldn’t be fair to
the rest. The whole giddy school would be
isolated if we mixed with the other chaps,
We mustn’t do anything rash like that.”

Handforth's excitement evaporated, and for
s:ome time he brooded in silence. IHe sat on
one of the beds, glaring into nothingness.
I'ben, suddenly, he flushed deeply and sprang
ap.

“Look here,” he said tensely. “ Listen, you
zhaps! Rempmber what the doctor told us?
I'hero's an ambulance coming at seven
>'clock—but it'll look like a motor-ceach!”

“ A sort of private ambulance, I suppose,”
nodded Gresham,

“I'm going to ring up that Isolation
Home!” continued Handforth, “I'll pretend
to be the Head, and tell ’em to send that
ambulanee earlier—so that it gets here on the
stroke of five! Do you sce the wheeze t”

“You mean that the Carlton chaps will
mistake it for theirs?” asked Travers,

“(f course.”

“But there'll be two coaches!” objeeted
Church. .

““No, there won't!” replied Handforih
auickly, “K. K.’s alrcady told us that his
coach is being hired from Gibson's Garage
in Bannington, I'll simply ring up Gibson’s
and tell 'em not to send that saloon bus until
{ive-thirty.”

Travers thought it out,

“So K. K. & Co. will get in the wrong bus
nud go to the Home, and we'll get in tho
vight one and go to the Test-match!” hao
said dreamily. “ My sons, this isn't 2 wheeze
—it’s the inspiration of a genius.”

Handforth beamed.

“You think it's a pretiy good wheeze 1"
he asked cagerly.

*1 can only suggest ono alteration.” said
Pitt. “I'll do the 'phoning instead of you,
Handy—1I think I'm a better mimie.”

Handforth didn’t like 1t at first, but he was
persuaded. Without any loss of time Reggio
Pitt stole out of the ward, got into the
doctor’s surgery without any trouble, and
telephoned to t{:u Helmford lsolation Hame.

" You see. doctor, it will be better, I think,
to have these boys removed a elear hour
beforo any members of the houschold get
up,” explained Pitt, in an excellent imitation
of Dr. Nicholls’ tones. * You see the point,
don’t you 1"

gurgled

»

“Oh, quite,” came the voice over the wire,

“I will have the ambulance there at five
o'clock to the minute.” -

The rest was A BC. Pitt 'phoned 1o the
Bannington garage, and the half-hour’s
alteration was readily arranged. After that
tho twelve Old-Timers climbed into bed and
dreamed of the joys that the morrow would
bring.

———egen

* CHAPTER 4.
Without A Hitchl

6s LORIOUS morning!” said Parking-
ton happily.
“It’s going to be better than yes-
terday, even,” declared one of the
others. “By Jovel We're going to have a
day of days.”
. K. nodded.
“A day we'll remember for years,” he
said, “What's the time? Five to five,
That bus ought to be here any minule now.”

The twelve juniors were strolling about in
the Triangle, The ecarly morning sun was
remarkably bright. Birds were twittering
and inseets were humming, A glorious morn-
ing, in all truth,

The rest of the school was still asleep.
K. K. and his gang bad never known St.
Frank's to be so quiet. As they collected in
a group, waiting for the motor-coach, their
thoughits turned to tho unfortunate who were
quarantined in the school “sanny.” _

“Rough luck on those chaps,” said
Langley, with genuine feeling, “I wonder
if any of them really caught the measles.”

“I doubt it,” replied Parkington. *“ Any-
how, weo can't do anything for them, can we?
By the time we get back——"

“ Hallo | Hero she comes!”
Haddock. :

The school elock was just striking five,
The pgates wero alrcady wide open, and a
totally enclosed vechicle drove into the
Triangle, The man at the wheel was in
uniform, and thoe whole turn-out was smart.
Yet there was something unusual in the
appearance of this vehicle. It was a saloon,

gang out

quictly coloured, and the windows wcre
heavily curtained,
' were rather disappointed,

The juniors
After w|]rat Parkington had been saymng, the
coach was not of exactly the luxury type they
had anticipated. However, this was a detail,
As the coach swung round and came to a
standstill, the boys swarmed round.

“Good man!” said Parkington.
dead on time.”

The driver nodded. He looked at the bovs
with interest. He, too, was just a bit puzzled.
He had been told to collect twelve patients,
and ho had naturally assumed that they would
be looking ill—or seedy, anyhow. Yet these
boys were gaily attired in flannels, and they
carrvied macintoshes and attaché-cases as
though they were off on a holiday.

“Isn't thero one of the masters with you,
young gents?” asked the driver,

“You're
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Handforth tip-
ped the ijug
and a stream
of water de-
scended over
K. K. Parking-
ton. * Groo=
gUg - gug -
groo!"” pgur-
gled that un-
fortunate
junior,

“Do you
thick we want our trip spoillt by having a
master with us?”

“But isn't a master here to see you off #”

“No fear,” said Parkington,

“Qur St, Frank's masters aren’t so kind-
hearted and thoughtful as that,” grinned
Baines. “You don’'t eateh them getting up
at five o'clock in the morning to sce us off
to tho Test-match.”

“Test-match 7’ repeated the drivar, “ Oh,
yes, of course,”

“What time do vou think we shall get to
Nottingham ?” asked Parkington.

“You're a caution, young gent,” grinned
the driver. “Hop in! There ain’t much the
maftter with any of you, by what I can sce.”

They all entered the bus, the door was
closed, and they drove out. As they vanished

into the road, a number of figures emerged
from Big Arch. Until.then they had bcen
lurking 1n Inner Court,

“Pheow!” said Handforth breathlessly, “I
thought it was all up when they asked the
driver about the Test-match,”

“He thought they were kidding him,”
grinned ‘Travers. ““Anyhow, we're safo
enough now. Rather a pity we didn't get
Gibson’s to have that saloon hero at a
gquarter-past instead of half-past. Hopo
nobody spots us.”

“We'd better keep here—in the archway,”
said Gresham,

They chuckled afresh as they thought of
the Carlton gang, riding in that ambulance-
coach, serenely oblivious of the fact that they
were on their way to the Helmford Isolation
Home.

There really wasn't much risk, At this
hour of the morning all the masters and
prefects wer e
sound asleep. Not
even the household
staff began to stir
until six; none of
the workmen on
t he uncompleted
buildings  turned
up until six-thirty.

Naturally, Dr.
Brett himself had
arranged to be on
hand so that he
could accompany
the twelve patients
to the Home—but
Dr. DBrett  was
under the 1m-
pression that the
ambulance would
not turn up until
SevVen, He was
still in bed.

At five-twenty-
seven  the  Old-
Timers felt their
hearts leap., The
quict purr of a
motor vechiele
sounded in the
lane, Then a luxurious saloon coach of the
smaller type glided through the gateway.

It came to stop. Quickly and quietly the
Gld-Timers clambered aboard. ,

A minute later the twelve quarantined
juniors, leaning back luxuriously in ther
scats, started off for the Test-match!

.

CHAPTER 5.
The Impatient Patients!

o ONDER what the game 1s?” asked
\;@ Parkington, puzzled. “1 zay,
driver! What are you turning

into this place for?”
All the Test-match-bound (as they thought)
juniors were intrigued by their driver's
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strange manceuvre, They had sailed along
smoothly and uneventfully nearly as far as
Helmford, Now, before entering the town,
the coach had turned into a well-kept drive,
and was gliding up towards an imposing
edifice which stood amid extensive grounds.

“Where are you taking us?’ went on
K. K. *This isn't the road for London—or
Nottingham, either. What's the wheeze 7"

“Here, chuck it, young gent,” protested
the driver. “ You know as well as I do whero
you're going.”

“Of course I do—we're going to the Test-
madtch,”

“The only match you'll see to-day will be
one of Bryant & May’'s, sir,” said the driver.
“Can’t understand why you were sent along
without a doctor, or one of the masters.
still; I dide’t make the arrangements,”

Ho pulled up smartly in front of the wide
steps which led up to the main door of the
great building, Three figures emerged at
once—an elderly gentleman in a white coat,
anud two smartly-uniformed nurses.

“We'd better get out and sce what all this
means,” said Baines.

“Come on!” said Parkington,

They tumbled out, and ithe man in the
white coat smiled upon them.

“Well, yvou look pretty lively, my boys,”
he said kindly. “1T really don’t think there's
much the matter with you. Still, we shall
have to keep you here., Come along inside,”

A suspicion of the truth was beginning to
dawn upon K. K., but it was not until he was
actually inside, and the door was closed upon
themn all. that be found his voice,

“I say ! he barst out. “Who do you think
we are, =ir? Wail a minute, you chaps—leave
this to me. There's been a mistake! Who do
you think we are, sir?”

“You are St. Frank's boys,”

“¥Yes, of course, sir—="

“Amd you have been sent here because
vour headmaster suspects that you mught have
contracted measgles from—"

“Wha-a-al )" gurgled Decks faintly, “QOh,
my only sainied aunt! They've mistaken us
for Handy’s lot! We must have got into the
wrong bus™

K. K. pave a groan. He Legan to suspect
the full truth, This affair was a deep, sinister

plot, )
“We're nol the measles erowd, sir,” he

satd to the doctor. “We were expecting a

coach tu take us to the Test-mateh, and

when vours eame along we naturally thought
it was the right one. Sorry, sir, but we shall
have to be going.”

“Oh, no!'” said tho doctor grimly. “You
can't deceive me with that thin story, young
man! Dr. Nicholls has already informed me
that you are all perfectly well and ibat there
is only a remote chance of your having con-
tracted the measles. I was instrueted to deal
very drastically with vou 1f you altempted
any nonscnse,” -

“But we're ihe wrong boys, sir!” said
K. K. desperately.
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“Of course—of course,” said the* doctor,
nodding. ‘“*We know all about that. Nurse,
separate these boys at once. Put them in
different wards, and on no account must ihey
boe allowed out of si%ht,”

“Ring up our headmaster, sir,” urged
Parkiﬂgtﬂn, in despair. He'll tell you that
wo——"

He broke off in dismay. If this doctor
rang up the Head, what would be the result?
The Head would merely ascertain that tho
quarantined boys had gone, and there would
be nothing to prove that they had gone in
the wrong coach—for by this time K. K. was
convinced that this misunderstanding was no
mere accident, but a deliberately planned
affair. The Old Timers had scored—and they
had scored more heavily than ever before!

“Yes, ring up tho Head, sir,” pleaded
Parkington. “ Ask him to come over here—
or to send Dr, Brett, or somebody who knows
us. He'll prove that we're not your patients,
Those rotters have'dished us——"

He became incoherent., The thought of
Handforth & Co. sailing along towards the
Test-mateh made him sce red. His coach—
sent along as a special birthday gift by his

Unele Joseph—and those bounders had
bagged it.
Mecanwhile, Handforth & Co., serencly

happy, were well on their way to the Test-
match. When they stopped en route for
breakfast, Handforth was thoughtful enough
to send off a telegram. '

The telepgram was received about an hour
later by K, K., Parkington, who, having
been unable to convince the doctor that a
ghastly mistake had been made, was siill
mecarcerated in the Helmford Isolation
Home. He read it with burning eyes:

“Thanks awfully {for the use of your
caloon, old man, Hope you and the rest are
having anything but a measle-y time,

““ Hanpy.”

“Dished, diddled, and done!” groaned
K. K., passing the wire on {o the others
who were with him.

It was poor consolation, later, when Dr,
Brett arrived and identified them as the
‘wrong crowd-—and only a slight consolation
to hear that Brewster wasn't suffering from
measles at all, but a simple skin complaint
which was not infectious. _

They were all released at once. But it
was too Jate! Xven if thev had the money
to hire a coach, they couldn’'t get to the
Test-match until mid-afternoon—when every
turnstile would be closed, So they went dis-
consolately back to St, Frank’s, vewing a
dreadful vengeance,

They had been spoofed up to tho eyes,
Edward Oswald Handforth had scored
heavily. It was certainly one up to the Old-
Timers!

THE END,.

(More fun at St. Frank’s next weel:;
more japes between the Carlton Gang and
Handforth & Co. Loolkk out for this
rollicking yarn entitled, ‘' Handforth's
Talkies I )
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Thrilling!

Adventure No, 4:

“King Loopy
Shows His ‘
Magic!" ‘

Exciting! k
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“O0OO0OLAH
! BOOOLAH
f WOLLAH!”
p (— That's the chappie

with the large axe
speaking, and he's
telling Loopy
Lane that he's
after his blood !

W
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Poo-Poo the Plotter! \ Y Advancing to the door of
OR a whole day people the palace, Kiki drew a
F had been streaming i curtain  back and stepped
into the capital city of y out into the blinding sun-
Bangalloola from all iight. On the steps of the

parts of the island, and in raised platform in front of
the morning the public ) the palace a group of digni-
square was packed to suffo- taries and high officials were

cation; they had come to -
see their king, Loopy Lane,

the Cowboy Kid. They hai
heen tﬂld how the little
white boy had licked the

great armour-clad champion
of the Potakeetas and driven
their euncmies from Bangalloola; they
heard marvellous tales about &hehn his pet
tiger, a great striped beast which fhev re-
mudcd as a living god. And so, while hotns

had

blew and drums beat, they i\L‘I}t their eyes
fixed upon the m}al palace, where black
guards, armed with spears and shields,

squatted or stood two rows deep upon the
veranda.

In the royal reception-room Loopy Lane
was struggling into his hairy chaps and
putting the finishing touches to his get up.
At his feet sat Kiki, the black boy, who was
Loopy’s pal; and on a huge rug-strewn
divan 'apmnled the wonderful tiger.

Loopy held his Stetson hat in one hand
and the royal ecrown in the other.

“Which one of these ought I to wear,
Kiki?” he asked. “The felt is softer.”
The black boy shook his head.

“Keeng Loopy wear crown,” he advised.

With a sigh the Cowboy Kid put the
heavy gold erown on his head, adjusting it
with the aid of a mirror 'of solid metal
polished sp that he could see himself in it.
Thn jewels set in the gold headpieco
glittered brilliantly, and. the two 1ivory
horns stuck out on cach side like a viking's
helmet.

“Ready, Kiki,” .he said.

waiting, among them a
withered-looking black rascal
with long hair and a white
beard who looked like a
land edition of Father Nep-
tune. He was leaning on
the thick wooden handle of
a huge battle axe, and his eyes glinted so
fiercely when Lnn;n looked at higf that the
Cowboy Kid said in a whisper:

“Who's that Guy Fawkes, Kiki?”

"Oley Poo-Poo,” Kiki whispered back,
his voice t-rumbling a little. “ Nastey oley
witchey doctor, archey priest-—hundled and
svhon vears old.”

“Well, I don’t like the look of him,” said
Loopy as hc advanced to the dais and took
his scat on the royal throne. A whispered
word and a gentle touch, and Sheba, cros:-
ing the dais, sat down within a spring of
Poo-poo, the witch-doctor, who jumped
back in alarm as the tiger licked her jaws
and eyed him hungrily.

Then for minutes the drums beat, the
trumpets and horns blew, and the pmph;-
shouted eor sang a “a.lhnp; dirge, which
made the she-cat howl mournfully, After
that was finished all the officials.and pricsts
crowded round the throne and began a
series of long speeches.

IFFor three hours Loopy was foreced to listen
to these speeches, not one word of which he
could understand. (He stroked Sheba's
silken head, waiting patiently for the pow-
wows to finish, but at last he could stand it
no longer.

“Tell ’em to ring down the curtain, Kiki,"
he cried desperately.



10

“They fineesh,” answered Kiki, who was
squatting by Loopy’s side. “Only oley Poo-
Poo left.”

“All right,
with =%

I’oo-Poo walked up to the dais with sur-

Tell the old wreck to get on

prising vigour considering his years. He
fixed his grcat cone shaped head-dress—
which was smothered with feathers and
tinkling  bells—firmly on his head, and

dumped the great axe down in front of him,
the edge of the blade pointing at the king.
At once the people began to murmur, and
the Cowboy Kid saw Kiki shiver.

“What’s he mean by that, Kiki?” asked
Loopy.

“Oley Poo-poo do thatey when markey
man for headey chopey off!” said the
black boy in an awestricken whisper.

“II'm!” The Cowboy Kid blinked as he
digested this cheery item of mews. “The
old josser’s dangerous, then 7

“Veley mmuchey daneelous,’
black boy.

1

groancd the

Pointing the axe at King Loopy, the witch
doctor embarked upon a long winded dis-
~ourse, his shrill voice ringing clearly through
the public square where the awed people
stood motionless, waving his arms and danc-
ing about as he emphasised his points,
gradually working himself up into a frenzy.

Kiki, who had been growing more -and
more frightenéd, erept to King Loopy’s fect
and crouched there, leaning against the
yawning she-cat. Ex-king Wangaloola, who
was among those present, began to shoot
ugly glances at Loopy out of the slitzs of his
Lalf-closed eyes.

“Keeng,” moaned Kiki, “witchey doctor
telley people Keeng Loopy no can do magic,
eay Keeng Loopy impostor, say she-cat
wicked spirit anaimal—killum with spears.
Heem tellum people only one wizard on
island do magie, heem witchey doctor oley
P’oo-poo.”

_The Cowboy Kid's boyish face hardened.
There was just himself and the she-cat—for
Kiki did not count in such a ecrisis—opposed
to over 10,000 natives, to say nothing of the
arch priest, his assistants, the ex-king, all
the dignitaries and officials, and the entire
royal guard of six-foot black giants armed
with spears, The situation was serious. The
Cowboy Kid’s hand stole to the lasso which
hung from a hook in his belt and he began
to gather its loops up in his fingers. The
people had broken the line of soldiers in
the square and were pushing forward with
frenzied shouts,

Old Wangaloola was bawling at the top
of his voice and making signs to the guards,
who began io creep nearer and nearer to
+heir new white king. Kiki gave a scream
of terror and hugged tight hold of Loopy’s
spurred boots. Sheba, the tiger, shot an
expectant glance at Loopy as if expecting a
EUIIHIHIHLl f(.'ll' ilﬂliﬁl}.
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The witch doetor saw his chance. The
dreaded she-cat was at his mercy. With sur-
prising ease he swung the great double-
edged axe above his head and drove a down-
ward crushing blow at the tiger’s head.
The swarming crowd choked to an awed
silence.

Kikt hid his black face, expecting the
axe to crack Sheba’s skull like an_ cgg-

shell. But they all reckoned without Loopy
Lane, the Cowboy Kid. Though he could
not understand one word of the outlandish
language, Loopy had guessed old Poo-pou’s
intention, and even as the old josser swuug
the axe he flicked the lasso at the high
priest’s legs. Then he gave the leather cord
a tug, and the old boy tumbled backwards
off the edge of the rostrum to the sunbaked
carth with a thud that could be heard at
the end of the square. Missing Sheba’s head
by inches only, the blade of the axe erashed
loosely on to the wooden platform and stuck
quivering there. Old Wangaloola, who
showed his true, treacherous nature for the
first time, grasped it with both hands and
swung it up again.

Then Loopy blew his whistle. It was a
signal the she-cat understood. Leaping {rom
Loopy’s feet like a streak of lightning, sho
hurled herself at Wangaloola and butted
him full in the middle, dropping him as if
he had been shot. Still the Cowboy Kid
was taking no chances. Seizing his stock
whip he beran to lay about him, driving the
startled and terrified guards back to their
places. The amazed crowd slunk away,
awed by King Loopy’s prowess. Iven now
ithe Cowboy Kid was not satisfied.

“If I've got to rule in Bangalloola, Kiki,”
he said. “I can’t have an old fool like
Poo-poo making trouble.”

Loopy blew a prolonged blast on his
whistle. Waiting for Poo-poo to rise and
the guards to help the dazed Wangaloola
away, he then raised his hand, and. through
Kiki, delivered a royal message to this effect:

“That he did not care a hoot for old Poo-
poo, who was nothing but a gasbag. That
he was going to rule his Island in his own
fashion. That he had more magie in his
little finger than old Poo-poo had in all his
straggly whiskers, and that if his people
would not allow him to live a quiet life he
would take his she-cat away and never come
back any more.,"”

After that, drawing in the lasso, the Cow-
boy Kid jerked Poo-poo inch by inch fo the
dais, and when the old rascal stood beside
Lim Loopy added:

"I am King Loopy of Bangalloola. Poo-
poo has said that I can do no magic. To-
morrow in the square I shall do magic that
will shame him.”

Kiki finished his inferprctation with a
bellowed *““ Whow!” which the people
answered In kind. Then the Cowboy Kkid

released the arch priest and sent him flving
off the platform with a well-planted kick
in the appropriate place,
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‘“Magic!"
ISING before cockerow
the mnext morning,

Loopy lLane, Kiki

and Sheba, accom-
panied by a crowd of native
bearers, made for the coast.

They came to the shattered
hulk of the old Lacoma, and
there Loopy found the ecabin
which he had occupied before
the vessel had been wrecked,
almost intact. Ordering the bearers to take
from it a chest which contained most of the
apparatus he used when doing his musie-hall
and circus turns, as well as a cane basket,
they at once began the return journey, and
Loopy was back in his palace before the sun
had completed half its course.

From every direction pcople were swarm-
ing to the public square, where warriors
guarded the approaches to the palace.
Giving orders that nobody was to disturb
him, Loopy retired to the royal room. KHe
would do his magiec in his own good time.

Suddenly Kiki eame running in, his eyes
rolling and his teeth chattering, bringing
the news that the magic whip with which
King Loopy had licked the Potakeeta
champion and defeated the whole of the
Potakeeta arm recently, was missing; gone
also was the magic rope—Loopy’s lasso—
and worst of all Sheba, the royal tiger, was
nowhere to be found,

A quick look round showed Loopy that
Kiki's news was true. He had just finished
scarching the royal bungalow in vain when
Poo-poo, followed by @ train of minor
priests, all of them looking smugly
triumphant, forced their way in and told
him that the clamouring people were wait-
ing for him to do his magic, that unless he

11

As Kiki threw the
coloured balls into the
air, so Loopy smashed
them to smithereens with
his revolvers. The sav-
ages watched incredu-
lously, awed by this
“ magie.”

started soon there would be a riot, the royad
palace would be razed to the ground and
the king put to the sword.

“Come out into the square and bring tha#
basket, Kiki,” said Loopy calmly. *And
after you have thrown up the glass balls
vou go and search for Sheba and set her
frece. But if Poo-poo has killed her——"
Loopy’s eyes grew dark at the thought—
“T'll skewer the old rascal in front of the
whole tribe!”

The people received
frantic shouts. Poo-poo, his wrinkled face
puckered into a smile of triumph, stood
beside ex-King Wangaloola in the centre
of the public square.

“Snap into it, Kikil!” ordered the Cow-
boy Kid. Marching in front and going all
round the square, the black boy hurled
the coloured glass balls with which the
basket he carried was filled, ono after
another high into the air. Loopy, with a
revolver in each hand, fired at them, smash-
ing every ball to smithereens, and as the
balls burst little puffs of coloured smoke—
red, blue, green and yellow—expanded and
floated slowly away among the trees. ,

Kiki then dumped a collapsible table be-
longing to Loopy in front of the Cowboy

their king with
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Kid, and on it he placed a number of hoxes,
vloths, and various articles.

After that was done he unobtrusively
elipped away. Meanwhile, Loopy continued
with his “magic.”

He pointed at Poo-poo, the witch doctor,
and pretended to throw something at him.

“"Woh!” snarled the old rascal con-
temptuously, but when the Cowboy Kid
stepped wp to him, lifted off his conical
phuned head-dress and drew out of it a row
of sauzages, a garland of artificial flowers, as
well as a royal jewel—which Loopy had
taken from Wangaloola and palmed when
the ex-King wasn't looking—Poo-poo’s face
lengthened.  Wangaloola scowled darkly as
the Kid handed the jewel back to him,

Loopy motioned to Wangaloola to put
the jewel in a box., He tied the box up in
@ handkerchief and gave 1t {p IPoo-poo to

hold, though ihe frowning witch doclor
would have refused if he could. Loopy
then motioned him  to open the box.

%nivkh: he untied it, removed the handker-
chief which covered it and opened the box.
The jewel was net there!

“Now I'll show vou where it is,” shouted
Loopy, and stepping up to the witcr doctor,
he seemed to take it out of Poo-poo’s pocket,

Again the crowd shouled their applause,
while Wangaloola began to threaten Poo-
poo. It took minutes for the uproar to die
down. Then the witeh doctor, looking
desperate, leapt upon the rostrum and
pointed down at Loopy.

“All that you have scen.” he told the
people, *“1s mere trickery., I. Poo-poo, say
the new white king 1s not king., Where is
his she-cat devil? It has run awagy,
abandoming him. What has become of his
magic whip? It has gone—and the magie
rope, too. I ask for his life! Let him be
killed and caten!”

Awed though they were, the people stirred
restlessly and the roval guards drew nearer
to the Cowboy Kid, who had no means of
defending himself. Where was Kiki? iHad
Poo-poo killed his maguificent tame tiger
Loopy wondered? :

Snatching a spear from the mnearest of
the guards, the witch doctor covered Loopy
with i1t. The Kid dodged back, and then
shrill above the shouting of the crowd
sounded a whistle. Kiki had found the she-
cat! Loopy whistled shrilly in reply.

“Poo-poo lies!” he shouted as he ducked
the spear which the old witch doctor hurled
at him. “The she-cat is alive.”

Even as he spoke the tiger, leaping high
above the hcads of the startled crowd,
dropped into the public square with
magnificent grace and, bounding to Loopy,
sat up before him. |

Old Poo-poa had secized & sccond spear.
]Lpop:f; Lane, the Cowboy Kid, pointed at
\im,

“Bring him down, Sheba!” he cried.

The tigem leaped forward in a mighty
spring, her f#angs bared, her bristles
stiffened, her paws outstretched. She came
at the witch doclor like a great stone
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hurled from a siege catapult in olden iimes,
and Poo-poo went down under her weight
like a hoarding flattened by a hurricanc.
The she-cat lay across him, keeping bhim
down,

Then Kiki came running up, exhausted
and breathless,

"Kiki find she-cat tied up in forest,” ho
panted. *“Oley Poo-poo and Wangaloola
do it. Mean to kill she-cat after kill you.”

"Good for you, Kiki,” said Loopy, his
boyish face shining with delight. “Now
vou tell the guards that unless the man who
stole my whip and lasso brings them back
-‘i}t once I’'ll have his head off before break-
ast.”

Kiki panted out the message. There was
a stir and much murmuring among tho
guards. Then some of them went away,
and returning a minute or two later
prostrated themselves before the Cowboy
Kid, giving back to him the stolen whip

and the lasso.

Now King Loopy bade Kiki
Wangaloola to the dais. The slit-eyed,
iwenty stone, over-fed potentate, who had
once ruled the Bangalloola nation, waddled
up, his thick lips quivering with fear.

Loopy Lane then called off the tiger, aund
old Poo-poo, looking half dead with fright,
leapt to his feet and ran. Not far though,
for Loopy hauled him back with a throw
of the lassoo.

“Tell Wangaloola to take the witch doctor
on his back and march with him round the
square,”’ said Loopy as he tested the stock
whip with a cracking flick.

Wangaloola grovelled at the order.

“Him say death to touchey wilchey
doctor,” explained Kiki.

“I'm the only witch doctor here who
counts.” said the Cowboy Kid. "7Tell him
to take Poo-poo by the wrists and hang
him on his back, otherwise I'll set my she-
cat on {o him.”

With eyes bulging in fright, Wangaloola
seized the witeh doetor by the wrists and
dangled him behind, the old boy hanging on
the ex-King's fat back. Then Kiki, =t
Loopy’s order, told Wangaloola to march
round the squale.

Ten paces behind him came Loopy, plying
his whip with gusto. He whipped off
Poo-poo’s conical hat, cut it to ribbons with
the thong, he flayed the arch-priest’s
feathered robes from him, and tickled his
naked flesh without really hurting him.

Only at the finish did Loopy Lane give
the witch doctor one real good cut for luck.
It ended tho performance of “magic.”
The people saw Poo-poo leap about six
feet in the air, and then race like a mad-
man, almost naked, through the scattering
crowd, to wvanish humiliated and utterly
disgraced, e 1 ”

The shouts of the people acclaiming King
Loopy Lane of Bangalloola must have
cchoed from the city to the seal

THE EXND.

(Another stiveing yarn fealuring the

Corwecboy Kid next Wednesday, chumns.)

call
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Jokes irom readers wanted for this feature ! Ii you
know of a good rib tickler send it along now—and win

a prize |

or a penknife.

WHAT DID THE COPPER SAY ¢ .

P.C. 49 : “Shush! We're looking for a man
with a monocle.”

Old Lady: * Wouldn’t it be better to look
for him with a telescope ? "

(R, Howell, Long Lane, Duxford, Cambs., has
been awarded a pocket wallel.)

HOW HE FIGURED IT.

Constable (to professor of mathematics) : “ So
vou saw the accident, sir ? What was the
number of the car that knocked this man
down?”

I'rofessor: “I am afraid I
have forgotten it, but I remem-
ber that if it were multiplied
by fifty the cube root of the
product would be equal to the
sum of the digits reversed.”

(A. TilleygScaton, Lodge Road,
Christchurch, Hants, has been
awarded a pocket wallel,)

HARD TO FIND !

Hardup : “ What
doing, my man ? *’

Burglar: “1'm looking for your
money.,”

Hardup : * Half o
minute. 1'1l get a
candle, and we’ll both
have a look !'”

(K, Haddon, 39,
Avon Street, Glynneath,
Glem., has been award-
ed a pocket wallet,)

are  you

SLIGHTLY MUDDLED !

The young actor had at last received a spoak-
ing part. 1t consisted of four words: ** Hark !
A pistol shot | 7’

When the timme came for hilm to malke his
dramatic entrance he was in the throcs of stage
fright, and, rushing on, bawled out:

“Hark! A shistol pot—nunno, a postol
shoot—1 mean a shostol pit !’ Then : ** Hang
it all, did you hear that bang ? ”

(Miss M. Walker, 116, Lansdowne Road,
Dalston, E.8, has been awarded a perknife.)

BEYOND HIM !

Hearing that a stable-lad was wanted at a
certain racing establishment, one of the boys of

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.

THE BEST JOKE
OF THE WEEK!

UNKIND !

Old Gent (to playful bull which has just
tossed him): “You brute! You nasty brute !
And I’ve been a strict vegetarian all my life! ”

(G. N. Arnold, 13, Clissold Road, London,
N.16, has been awarded a handsome watch,)
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the viliage went to apply for tho job.
Outside the stables he met a jockey who,
true to his profession, had bow legs. The
jockey asked him his business.

“1've como to seoc the boss about a
job,”” said the applicant.

“Right I replied the jockey, turning
and moving off. *‘ Just walk this way.”

The lad gazed in consternation at tho
other’s legs.

“I might have known there was a

catech in it somewhere !™ lho groaned.
“I can't ! ™
(J, Wise, 14, Tournay Road, I'ulham,

S.IV.6, has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

DON'T BELIEVE IT !

Farmer (to small boy up apple-trec): “ What
are you doing up there, my lad t

Small Boy : “ Some apples fell off the tree,
and I'm trying to put 'em back, sir ! "

(H. Price, 6, High Lane, near Alsagers Bank,
Staffs, has been awarded a penknife.)

‘*“ SORRY YOU'VE BEEN TR-R-ROUBLED ! ™

Binks: “ A box for two, please.”
Yoico at other end of telephone : “ We don’t
- supply boxes for two.”
inks : *“ Isu’t that the Jollity
Theatre 7 "’ .
Voice : * No, this is Graves,
the undertaler.”
(G. Holt, 4, Grindle Slreet,
Deansgate, Manchester, has been

awardzd a pocket wallet.)

THE SIDE’S SAVIOUR !

“ Who's Tom Smiff ? "

“Tom Smiff ? Why, don't
ver know ? He's the chap
what saved the Orient Footers
from losing larst Sat’day.”

“And did you go
and sce him play ? "

“Play ? He didn’t
play ; he was the
referee,”

(M, Mees, Talbot
Street, Drierley Hill,
Staffs, has been
awarded a penknife.)

ECONOMY. "

Shopkeeper : “Theq mouse-traps arc good
value for twopence, sir.”’

Scot : ** Tuppenco is too much for a moose-
trap. Desides, Ah wants one that'll kill the
moose afore he can get at the cheese,”.

(A, I, Thompson, 16, Barkstone Sireet, Har-
purhey, Manchester, has been awarded a pockel

walle!, )
SHUT UP!

“John,” asked the nagging wife as bed-time
approached, *“is everything shut up for the
night " |

“That depends on you.! growled Henpeck,
* Everything clse is.”

(. Russen, 5, Sir Thomas Whiltes Road,
Corentry, has been awarded a p2nknife.)



The TEST MATCH

CHAPTER 1.
The Cubs’ Day Out!

66 IVE him a cheer, boys !”
“Hurrah |’

“Play up, Stimson !"”
“Let’s havée a century, Stimmy,
old man !”
Nelson Lee’s Detective Academy cubs were
not' the only ones who cheered Walter Stim-
son as, bat under arm, he strode out of tho

pavilion at the famous ground at Trent
Bridge, Nottingham. Irom every part of
the packed enclosures a tumult of hand-

clapping sounded. Stimson was a popular
batsman: Stoneshire’s star man. He wasn’t
a professional, being, in fact, a noted lawyer,
but his ericket was a delight to watch.

It was a great occasion—the first Test
match between England and Australia—and
tho game was in a very interesting state.
Stimson’s innings was looked forward to with

eagerness, for LEngland’'s fate might rest
upon his prowess,

“He’ll score his century all right,” said
Nipper, with confidence. “Stimson’s a
great man in a big match. Never loses his
head, plays confidently under all conditions,
and he’s a mighty hitter. We're going to
see some classy cricket now, you fellows.”

“We've seen some already, old boy,”
remarked Sir Montie Tregellis-West, o |
regard this match as a red-letter day—I do,
really. Something to distract us from the
daily grind, begad!”

There were nine of the cub detectives sit-
ting in a group—Nipper, Watson, Tregeliis-
West, T ullwood, Russell, Waldo—and the
three senior cubs, Morrow, DBrowne and
Stevens. Nelson Lee, their celebrated Chief,

had granted them the day off, so that they
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MYSTERY!
IR

By
C. Hedingham
Gosfield
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Stimson bit the ball ; started running.
Twenly seconds laler be .
Nelson Lee is faced wilh the most bajffling

mystery of his career—and he solves 1t !
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was dead.

“I couldn’t resist it,
voung ’'un,” replied Lee,
“I thought I would at

least spend the afternoon
in Nottingham. I under-
stand that there’'s already
been some cxciting cricket

to-day 7"

, Exeiting,  Chief, is
hardly the word,” said
Wilham Napoleon Browne.

“It is no exaggeration to
say that these Australian
bowlers are, similar to

Piccolo Pete, hotter than

hot, and it is therefore

gratifying to state that

our batsmen have been

punishing  the leather
sphere in no uncertain
manner,”’

“And

Stimson's  just
going

in, sir,”  said

Nipper. “You know what

Stimson's like when he's

in form.”

“Dry up,” put in
Watson. P‘Thcy’ra off

TENSE hush had

fallen over that

again !”
crowded enclosure.

could have a good look at this first Test-
match, ) _
Stimson had only just got to the wicket,

and the Australians were resuming their
normal positions in the field when a tall,
upright figure in the pavilion ecaught
Nipper's eye.

“I say, you chaps, here’s the Chief I” he
exclaimed eagerly. “This way, guv'nor!”

Nelson Lee smiled as he found a seat near
to his young assistants.

“So you came, after all, guv'nor?” asked
Nipper,

There had  been

three balls of the over
delivered before the last
; man had been caught out.
Stimson now prepared to receive the fourth.
It ecame down the crease like a bullet, and
the famous amateur raised his bat.

Clack!

It was a fair hit, but the ball was instantly
ficlded and returned to the bowler. - Stimson
was looking rather uncertain, He dealt
with the next ball in the same way, and
this one went a trifle higher. An Australian
slip man threw himself full length and only
just missed the catch.

“0Oh. well played !”

$Hard luck, Australia
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chance there,” said

“Stimson gave a
What’s the

Nipper. “Not like him at all |
matter with him 7"
“Hasn’t got set yet,” said Watson.
Stimson was having a word with the

wicket-keeper, and he half-turned towards |

‘the umpire. Then apparently he thought
better of it. He grounded his bat, and was

ready to face the last ball of the over.

Down it came, wickedly accurate and with
devastating speed. But now it was the
Walter Stimson of old who raised his bat in
that familiar way.

Click !

The leather left Stimson’s bat and went
soaring far, far across the ground, over
towards the boundary.

“Bravo I”

“Boundary !”

“Not yet—they're running !” said Nipper
delightedly,  “Oh, by jingo, that was a
beauty !”

Suddenly the cheering crowd was hushed;
a2 note of consternation sounded. Stimson,
running hard between the wickets, was seen
to stumble and sway sideways. ‘T'he next
sccond his bat went flying, and he sprawled
over on the grass. His fall was extra-
ordinary, for he appeargd to make no
attempt to break it or to save himself. He
rolled over, a limp, loose heap of humanity.

The other batsman paused awkwardly,
knowing not what to do. One of the
umpires ran up, and the next second several
of the Australian fieldsmen gathered round.
In every part of the pavilion and the
cnelosure people were on their feet, staring,
asking questions, looking bewildered. What
had happened to Stimson? Suddenly one of
the umpires raised a hand and signalled,
Two ambulance men started off at once,
carrying a-stretcher.

“My only hat! It's serious,
Wipper, with concern.

’ “It may be only a twisted ankle, young
un,”

“Only !” echoed Nipper, in dismay. ‘A
twisted ankle will mean that he can’t play
again in this match !”

Then there was a fresh excitement. A
scction of the crowd, becoming impatient
and unmanageable, broke through the
barriers, Scores of pcople started stream-
ing across the ground towards the wicket.
¥ven those in the pavilion caught the fever,
and a number went running out. Nipper
glanced quickly round. All the cubs were
on their fect.

“Come on!” he said briskly.

In 2 moment they were off, streaking
across the turf. Nelson Lee had already run
out, on the off-chance that his services
might be useful. He was nearly stopped by
an overworked police-constable.

“Can’t come out here, sir!” he said im-
patiently. *“Please get back e

““All right, officer—I'm a medical man,”
interrupted Lee.

IHe was allowed to pass. It was true that
he was a medical man—he possessed full
degrees—but he seldomn took advantage of

sir,” said
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the fact. When he arrived at the wicket he
found the white-clad cricketers looking
anxious.

‘“Anything I can do?” asked Nelson Lee
briskly.

“Hallo: Are you a doctor, sir 7 said one
of the cricketers. ‘““You might give Stim-
son a look. Seems to have fainted, or some-
thing, He’s in a bad way.”

Nelson Lee went on his knees beside the
still figure of the fallen Stimson. At the
first glance the famous detective gave a
slight, almost imperceptible start, Heo
raised Stimson’s eyelids, and glanced keenly
at the eyes themselves.

“Yes!” he said, with a curiously grim
note in his voice. “I am afraid that Mr,
Stimson 1is in a very bad way. Better take
him into the pavilion at once.”

“No chance of bringing him round out
here, doctor?” asked one of the Australians.

““None whatever,” replied Lee definitely.

“Ilanged 1f I can understand what caused
himn to collapse like that,” said the other
batsman. “He was running well enough
a second earlier. It’s not particularly hot
to-day, either. Mystery to me!”

The ecricketers formed themselves into a
bodyguard. 1t was impossible to carry on
the match wyet. The white-clad figures
moved off, surrounding the stretcher and its
bearers. In the meantime, a few score of
the ordinarv public were swarming over the
ground.

“By Jovel
suddenly.

He and the other cubs were there, anxious
to be of some use. Nipper's keen eyes had
detected a cunning move on the part of one
of the spectators, In the general confusion
and bustle this man had picked up Stimson’s
cricket bat, which, in the fall, had been
flung some distance away, and which had
been neglected and forgotten by the other
cricketers i1n their concern for its owner.
Nipper, always alert, had spotted the spec-
tator in an act of deliberate theft. The
man, in faet, had picked up Stimson’s bat,
and had hastily thrust it under his maec-
intosh.

‘““Not likely !”” said Nipper indignantly.
“My only sainted aunt! What next will
souvenir hunters be up to?”

*“What bites you, brother ?” asked Browne
politely.

“Didn’t you sce?” retorted Nipper.
“That fellow in the macintosh! ust

icked up Stimson’s bat and hid it ! Thought

o could get away with it in the confusion,
I suppose |’

Look at that!” said Nipper

“A singularly unripe trick,” remarked
Browne. *‘Alas, that human nature could
be so depraved! Let us look into this,
brothers.”

Stevens and Tommy Watson had heard,
and they joined in the chase. The man was
soon overtaken. _ '

“Just a minute. sir,” said Nipper grimly,
pulling hard at his arm,
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“What is it?” demanded the man, turning
round. “What do you want, boy?”

His tone was half frightened, but he did
his best to appear indifferent. Nipper could
not sce much of him owing to the fact that
he was wearing motoring goggles.

“Thought you'd slip off without being
geen, eh?” said Nipper., “I’'ll trouble you
for Stimson’s bat.”

“I don’t know what you mean!"” retorted
the other harshly. *1 don’t know what
you're talking about! I've got no bat.”

“I'm all in favour of collecting souvenirs
—but T beliecve in doing it honestly,
brother,” said Browne. ‘There are several
Eolim present, and if you do not remember

efore 1t 1s too late that you are a gentle-

LR

man, we shall be compelled to—

“You can mind your own infernal busi-
ness !” snapped the other, trying to move
away.

“Well, it's got to be done,” said Nipper
resignedly,

He suddenly hooked his foot round the
man's ankle. In a moment the fellow was
tripped. Down he went, and the cubs
swarmed over him. It was very short and
swift., A cricket bat, after all, 1s not an
easy thing to conceal. It fell out from the
fo]?s of the macintosh and thudded to the
turt.

“You young rascals!
Eante& the man furiously.
at ! You have made a mistake—

“Not likely !” interrupted Nipper. I
saw you pick it up—and I saw you put it
under your macintosh. You can't do these
sort of things at Trent Bridge.”

“Now, then, what's the trouble here?”
asked a policeman, hurrying up. “What
are you boys doing on the ground?”

“It's all right, officer—we’'re Mr. Nelson
Lee's . cubs,” said Nipper briskly, “We just
spotted this man trying to take Stimson’s
bat—as a souvenir, We thought we'd better
rescue 1t.”’ ) _

« Oh, so that's the game, 1s 1t1” said the
constable, “ Look here, sir, that's a bit too
bad, you know |” _

“All right—all right!” said the stranger
hastily.

He turned on his heel and hurricd away.
Nipper looked after him in vague wonder.
The man had gone as pale as a sheet. His
former anger and his present agitation
seemed  too  pronounced for such  an
apparently trivial offence. However, Nipper
did not take much notice of the incident, and
he dismissed the matter at once.

He and the other cubs hurried into the
pavilion, and owing to the fact that they
were carrying Stimson’s bat, and also the
fact that there was still 2 good deal of con-
fusion, they were not hindered on their way
to the dressing-room where the unfortunate
cricketer was being tended.

They arrived just as a doctor was making
a swift examination. Nelson I.ee had al-
ready come to his own conclusions; but a
prominent Nottingham doctor, who was in

How dare ynu?”
“That 15 my

"
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the pavilion, had proffered his aid. This
medical man, now lookin rrave  and
startled, turned to the crowd of cricketers

and officials who had gathered.

“I am sorry, gentlemen, but I can do
nothing,” he said quietly. * Walter Stim-
son 1s dead!”

CHAPTER 2.
The Suspect!

OR a few moments there was silence.
Everybody seemed stunned by the
tragedy. Then:

“Hadn’t we better abandon the

match 1" suggested one of the Australians.
“We can’t do that,” put in an official
quickly. “Tens of thousands of people have
paid to see this match, And I am sure
that Stimson himself, if he had his choice,
would not have desired such an abandon-
ment, The sooner we carry on, the better.”

““Where's Lacey ?” asked the Englund cap-
tain, looking round.

Lacey, another Stoneshire man, was
quickly forthcoming. He was quite a
youngster—a fair-haired, tall, pleasant-look-
ing young fellow. He was twelfth man, and
in these extraordinary ecircumstances he was
called upon to bat, the Australians having
given their consent, '

“Then—then I'm wanted, after all?" askeg
Harry Lacey nervously, *“I didn't think 1
was going to get a chance——"

“Never mind, Lacey, you've pgot your
chance—and I expect you regret it more
than any of us, considering the circum-
stances,” said the captain. ““Now, gentle-
men, we'd better get out on to the field.
or the crowd will be getting restive. And
we don’t want the truth of this unfortunate
affair to leak out until the close of play at
the carliest.”

“Is—is Stimson very bad, then?” asked
Lacey uncertainly,

“Don’'t you know, man ?" said one of the
others.

“Know what? I've only just come in,

4"}”‘

1

salid Lacey. ;
‘““SBtimson is dead,” said the captain
quietly.

“Dead?” panted Lacey, starting back,
Eornﬁed. “Stimson  dead! Oh, but—
ut—"

He paused, breathing hard.

“Don’t take it too badly, sonny,” said

J. H. T. Meadows, the England captain,
placing a hand on Lacey's shoulder, “Come
along! The sooner you get out into the
open air, the better. And remember, you're
going in for England. I ncedn’t say any
more, need 17"

Lacey pulled himself together.

“I'll give the best that's in me!"”
vowed,

“I don’t ask anything more,” said the cap-
tain quietly.

he
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HIE cubs went back into the pavilion—

ll all except Nipper, who was allowed to

remain with Nelson Lee. The great

crowds were excited and tense, and
when Harry Lacey came out in Stimson’s
place an encouraging cheer greeted him.

But Lacey, who had played such brilliant
cricket for Stoneshiré this scason—his batting
average was next best to  Stimson’s—now
scemed to be 1n a daze. A groan of anguish
went up from the packed enclosures when
Lacey’s wicket was shattered by the first
ball which was sent to him, Amid a dead
silenco he went back to the pavilion.
England’s chances of winning this first Test-
match were dwindling. First Stimson—now
Lacey.

“I'm sorry—I'm devilish sorry,” muttered
Lacey, when he faced the captain, ,

"1 am disappointed Lacey, but I can't
say that I'm altogether surprised,” said
J. H. T. Meadows, ‘' Perhaps we ought not
to h%vu gone on., This 1s a dreadful busi-
1ness.

He went back with Lacey into the dressing-
room, where Stimson’s body lay. There were
now only one or two officials there in addi-
lticm to Nelson Lee, Nipper and Dr. Stan-
ope. -

“Overstrain, without a doubt,” Dr., Stan-
hope was saying. ‘'Weak heart, I dare say;
must have been coming on for months. Pity
he dida't have himself examined at the
beginning of the season.”

Nelson Lee, who had been making a ro-
examination of the body, now glanced round.

“I disagreeo with you, doctor,” he said
quietly. “This man did not die from over-
strain,”

““Indecd ” said Dr. Stanhope, who was
a grave, dignified, elderly practitioner. * May
I inguire, sir, what qualifications you have
for making that statement?”

“This gentleman is Mr. Nelson Lee, the
detective,” explained one of the officials.

““Oh, really 7’ said Dr. Stanhope. “I am
very pleased to know you, Mr. Lee; at the
same time, I cannot quite—"

“This matter is so serious, Dr. Stanhope,
that I shall be compelled to teclephone at
once for the police,” said Nelson Lee grimly.
““Not the ordinary constables who are on
duty in the grounds—but the expert polico
detectives. Stunson died from acute
poisoning 1™

“Poisoning !" gasped Lacey, startled.

“One moment—one moment | said Dr.
Stanhope. ‘' Really, Mr. Lee, I cannot pos-
sibly agree witli you. There are no indica-
tions whatever of poisoning.”

“There you are wrong, doctor,” said
Nelson Lee. *This 1s no ordinary case of
poisoning, I will grant you. But I ecan
claim, without boasting, to be something of
an expert in isons, Stimson died from
an injection of a deadly poison which is
sometimes used by certain SBouth American
Indian tribes for poisoning their darts and
dIrrows,

““Good Heavens|” said the doctor, in
amazement,
“Thig 1s a very serious thing you are
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suggesting, Mr. Lee,” said one of the
officials, in a worried voice. ‘Do you mean
that Stimson was poisoned just prior to going
out for his innings ?”

“That would ﬁva been impossible,” re-
plied Nelson Lee. /‘‘He was poisoned,
roughly, about twenty seconds before he
diﬂ'ﬁﬁ”

“That’s 1impossible, too,” said Meadows.
“How could he have been poisoned out there
—on the ficld 1”

“That I cannot tell you—I only know it to
be a fact,” replied Lee. *This poison 1s
ono of the most virulent known, and its effect
is almost instantaneous. A needle prick is
sufficiont te cause death—and death, too,
within twenty seconds.”

“This is a ghastly mystery,” said the
captain. “Poisoned out there—on the field.
I have never heard of anything more hor-
rible—more baffling 1"’

“Couldn’t it have been an accident, Mr.
Lee ?” asked somebody. :

“Such a thing is possible, of course,
although I cannot quite resign myself to the
assumption that Stimson was carrying a
poisoned needle on him—unless he was con-
templating suicide,” replied Nelson Lee.
“And that, gentlemen, I think you will
agree, is exceedingly unlikely.”

“Then this leads to a terrible conclusion,”
said one of the officials, looking at Lee hard.
“Come, sir, let us have the truth! Dg you
mean that Stimson was murdered ?”

“It is my opinion that ho was murdered,”
said Lee quietly. ‘It is for that reason that
the police must be immediately informed,”

N inspector of police was on the scene
A within five minutes, and he was soon
taking down all the details in his note-

book.

“Of cours?, gentlemen, there’ll have to be
a post-mortem,” he said. “Now then, I'd
like to know who was last with Mr, Stimson
before he left the pavilion ?7”

“I think Lacey was,” said J. H. T,
Meadows. “Weren’t you talking with
Stimson, Lacey 7"

The young Stoneshire cricketer started.

“1? Why, yes, I—1 think I was,” he
admitted, looking flustered,

“You couldn’t tell us anything about this
unfortunate business, I suppose, sir?” asked
the inspector, -

“What can I tell you ?” retorted Lacey.

“This gentleman says that you were with
Mr. Stimson last——?

“But that’s nothing! You're not saying
that I killed him, are you ?” demanded Lacey
frantically.

“Of course not, sir~and there’s no need
et so excited,” replied the inspector, -

1

to
“Only if you know anything—

“I don’'t—I don't!” panted Harry Lacey.

“You're acting ver stranﬁely, my boy,”
said the captain quietly. ““This doesn't look
any too well for you—considering that you
and Stimson quarrelled this mnrning.”

“0h, they quarrelled, did they?” asked
the inspector sharply,
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Nipper’s foot hooked cut. The
man ftripped over it; and a
cricket bat fell from inside his

macintosh,

[ ]'L
words,"
“I think you were jealous because Stimson

wasn't much—we had a few

muttered Lacey,

only

was selected instead of vourself, eh?” asked
one of the ollicials, “ You'd set your heart
on playing for England, hadn’t you?”

“And I got my chance to-day—owing to
Stimson's death,” replied Harry Lacey bit-
terlv. “And look what I've made of 1t!
Out for a duck!™

The inspector did not scem to hear his
last words.

“You got your chance owing to Stimson's
death ! ﬁa repeated. “H'm! I shall have
to ask you a few questions soou, sir, if you'll

be good enough to hold yourself in
readiness,”
“"But 1  know  nothing — absolutely

nothing ! protested Lacey indignantly.

He was appalled at the veiled accusation
it the nspector’s tone. Jortunately, a
stranger came in just then, and created a

slight diversion; so Lacey was given a
respite.
Tho newcomer was an immaculately-

attired, middle-aged man, and he was looking
very anxlous and worried,

“I have becen permitted to
gentlemen,” he said quickly,
that Mr. Stimson e dead,”

here,
told

como

4 “1 am
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“That 1s unflortunately irue,” said Dr.
Stanhope, indieating the still figure,

“1 am shocked bevond measure,” said the
newcomer. “ My name is Roper—Sir James
Roper, Stimson was my lawyer, and to hear
of his sudden death in this fashion 1s
grievous, Heart failure, I suppose? Or sun-
stroke 7" & ‘
~ **Neither, Sir James,” replied Nelson Lee.
‘““Stimson  was  poisoned—probably mur-
dered.”

Sir James looked bewildered rather than
shocked. |

“Murdered 7** Le repeated. “I cannot
think that you would joke at such a moment
as this, but surely this is beyond all reason?
Surely it is an oufrageous suggestion?”

“T would like to sce more definite proof
myself,” said Dr. Stanhope. *“I do not pre-
tend to be an expert on little-known poisons,
such as Mr, Lee has mentioned, but as a
medical man 1 see nothing whatever In
Stimson's condition to indicate poison,”

“Then, of course, Mr. Lee must be mis-
faken,” said Sir James impatiently, - *“ Who
iz there to murder Stimson? One of the
finest men 1 ever knew. As straight as a
die, and without an encmy in the wogld, as
far as 1 know.”

He paused rather suddenly, a startled look
coming into his eyes,

“Well 7 asked Lee, '

“I was thinking,” said Sir James, with a
start. I saw Stimson yesterday on business
—and 1 promised him that 1 would be here
to sec his innings. I was just recalling some-
thing that he said to me yesterday. e was
troubled, I believed, about the attitude of
onc of his colleagues.”

“How do you mean—troubled #”” asked the
ispeetor,

“Well, Stimson was such a good fellow
that he bated the idea of being at logger-
heads with anybody,” replied Sir James,
“I don’t know this colleague’s name, or
anything about him, for that matter, but
Stimson was telling me that he had bhad a
disagreement, Jealousy, I think, about the
Test-match. Some youngster who badly
wanted to play for England, and who had
been ousted by Stimson, I gathered that
Stimson was rather afraid that Lhis young-
ster might do him some harm!”

It was a dramatic situation, Sir James
spoke frankly—not knowing, of course, that
Lacey, of Stoneshire, was the very man to
whom Stimson had been referring; that
Lacey was in the very room, listening, and
understanding the underlying significance of
this unconscious testimony,

THE NELSON

CHAPTER 3.
Nelson Lee Demonstrates!
ARRY LACEY,
H strode forward.
“Let's have this thing straight!”

he said, trying to steady his voice.
“If you think I killed Stimson, why don'{

white as a sheet,

LELE LIBRARY
gc-u say so? But it's a lie—a lie! 1 dou’t
now anything about it!”
Sir James recoiled.
“Good gracious! Are you {alking to me,
young man ?”’ he asked, startled.

“I'm talking to everybody—to Inspeclor
Drake more than the rest of you,” replied
Lacey. “Do you think I'd murder Stimson
just because we had a bit of a quarrel?”

“I think nothing at the moment,” sail
the inspector as he closed his pocket-book.
“I shall have to have a full statement trom
you later, Mr. Lacey. For the present, we'd
better get to the bottomm of this poisoning
suggestion. There scems to be a -difference
of opinion.”

“Yes, the sooner we ecan establish some-
thing definite, the better,” said one of tho
officials. “You're not satisfied about this,
are you, Dr. Stanhope?”

““Not entirely,” replied the practitioner
cautiounsly.

“I think we can settle the matter, gentle-
men,” said Nelson Lee. “Dr, Stanhope,
perhaps you will help me to make an
examination of the body? Let it be done
now. If Stimson was killed in the wav I
have suggested, there will be a small
puncture somewhere visible on' his body.
The prick of a needle-point. It ought not to
be difficult to find, since the skin surrounding
the needle-prick will bo slightly discoloured.”

“Oh, you haven't found this needle-prick,
then ?” asked the doctor, with some asperity.

“Not yet,”

“Then how did you form your theory re-
garding this poison ?”

“Because of the discolouration of the
temples and the unusual condition of the
eyes,” replied Nelson Lee,

They went over to the body, and whilo
the others talked in low tones, Nelson Leo
and Dr. Stanhope made their careful
examination. The elderly doctor was as un-
convinced as ever; indeed, his very manner
indicated that he was contemptuous of the
whole thing. Ile was certain that Nelson
Lee was mistaken. Privately he regarded the
crime investigator as an interfering busybody.

“Ah!” ecame a sudden exclamation from
Nelson Lee. -
“What have you found?” asked the

doctor quickly.
“What do you make of this?” said Lee,
his tone even and calm. ‘'Perhaps you ean

suggest a logical explanation of this
wound "
The doctor bent low over the body.

Nelson Lee had turned the dead man’s right
palm face upwards. Stimson’s batting gloves
had been removed, and there, on the palm,
plainly visible, was a small mark. In the
very centre of it there was a tiny puncture,
and all round the skin was discoloured. 1t
had turned greenish, merging to blue, with
a strange streaky effect.

“Upon my soul !" muttered Dr. Stanhope,
amazed. “This is undoubtedly significant.
Mr. Lee, I believe I owe you an apology.”

“I believe you do,” said Lee gravely.
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“This 18 no ordinary puncture, such as
might have been made by a thorn or a
splinter, continued the dootor. *Indeed, [
do not hesitate to say that there are indica-
tions here of virulent poisoning. But what
an extraordinary place! How could it have
}mppe:}nd? You say that this poison acts at
once ?’

“Within twenty seconds,” replied Lee.

‘“At that rato, Stimson must have received
the injection actually while he was batting !”
suid the captain, .staring. “For twenty
scconds before he collapsed, he made that
boundary hit.”

Nelson Lee nodded. -

“The poison was injected, then, actually
while he made that hit,” he replied. " And
since the puncture is in his right palm, and
since it follows that he was holding his bat
at the precise second, it emight bo a good
move on our part to give Stimson’s bat a
very thorough examination.”

Everybody was freshly startled—Nipper
especially, :

“By Jingo!” he ejaculated abruptly.

His tone was so strange that Lee looked at
him sharply.

“Well?” he asked.

“Something’s just occurred to me,
guv'nor,” said Nipper. “It didn’t strike
me as significant at the time—but now I'm
suspicious. One of the spectators attempted
to steal Stimson’s bat by putting it under
his macintosh, and I thought he was just
an ordinary souvenir hunter.”

Nipper described the incident fully.

“Very suggestive indeed,” said Nelson
Lee grimly. “And this man was enveloped
in a macintosh, and wore goggles? Can

an

you rememnber the rest of his dress’

“I only know that he had leggings on,
sir—brown leggings with black shoes, which
struck me as being a bit out of place,” said
Nipper. “I thought it rummy, at the time,
that he should turn on us so furiously.”

“He wanted that bat badly—not because
he was a souvenir hunter, but because he
must have known something about it,”’ said
Lee. “Well done, young 'un! You used
vour eyes to good advantage. Now, where
18 that bat?”

“In here,
Nipper. “
It’'s gone!”

“Gone!” went up]:;.a. shout.

The others had been listening intently—
fascinatedly—to this conversation between
Nelson Lee and Nipper. Not five minutes
ago Nelson Lee had been regarded as some-
thing of a busybody. Now everybody was
hanging on his words—knowing full well
that here was a master expert who knew
what he wag about.

Nipper ran across to the corner where he
had placed Stimson’s bat. Naturally,
neither he mor the opther cubs had
given that bat a thought. It was only now
that it assumed such importance,

“I don’t think it is very far off,” said
Nelson Lee,

uv'nor—up in the corner,” said
o brought it in, and—— Hallo!
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Ho strode across the room, and the others
moved aside. Lee made straight for the
open window and leaned out. When he
looked back, there was a gleam of satis
faction in his eyes.

“Just run round, Nipper, and pick the
bat up,” he said. "It's below this window,
lying in the long grass,”

“How did you know

He said no more,
glance from his chief,
He jumped out of the window, alighted
easily, and then handed the bat up. 1t had
been half hidden in the grass.

“This is extraordinary,” said the inspector,
looking worried. “Who could have dropped
the bat out there? And why?”

“It must have been somebody in this
room,” replied one of the ground ollicials
sharply. “And that somcbody must have
know the significance of this investigation,
He was afraid of the bat being examined.”

“It certainly looks like it,” said Sir
James Roper, glancing curiously at young
Lacey.

Fortunately Lacey ¢id not sec this glance.
He was staring at WNelson Lee, who was
handling the bat with great care. All the
men, in fact, gathered round with growing
interest.

“That’s Stunson’s bat right enouth,” said
J. H. T. Meadows. “I'd know it any-
where. It was a favourite of his, and-—-—-~
Wait a minute, though!” he added, in a
changed voice. “Muay I look at it?"”

“Be careful not to hold the handle,” said
Leec warningly.

The England captain took the bat, and a
whistle escaped him.

“‘This bat-is different!” he declared. " It’s
practically identical with Stimson’s own
bat, but it's a fake!”

“It is @ fake in @ way you little suspect,”
said Lee.

“I remember Stimson showing me a little
blemish, and I laughed at him for being
worried,” continued Meadows. “That
blemish isn’'t here. In every other respect
the bat is the same—identical markings—
same manufacture, and everything. This is
getting more puzzling than ever.”

“Stimson’s real bat will be found some-
where on these premises, I dare say,” said
Nelson Lee. *“But we can search for it
later. What I would like, at the moment,
is a saw.”

“A saw?” repcated one of the officials,
staring.

“An ordinary wood saw.”

“I believe there's one on the premises
somewhere,” said the official. “I'll see.”

He hurried away, and Lee found himsell
the centre of attention again., He was look-
ing at the bat handle through a magnifying
lens. Stimson had never used a rubber grip,
and the handle was corded just as it had
come from the makers.

“Look at this, doctor.” said Lee quietly.

Dr. Stanhope took the magnifying lens,
and stared.

(Continued on paqe 24.)

" began Nipper.
warned by a quick
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The Test Match Mystery!

(Continued from page 21.)

“I can sce nothing,”
moment.

“A tiny hole, no larger than a pinhole,”
said Lee. “1It 1s quite invisible without the
aid of a lens. Certainly, its presence could
never be suspected unless we were definitely
looking for it.”

“Upon my soul! You're right,” said
the doctor. *“But what does this mean?
What are you implying, Mr. Lee?”

“As soon as I saw that puncture on the
dead man’s hand I formed a theory. That
theory was enormously strengthened when 1
heard about the so-called souvenir hunter,”
replied the great detective. ‘““And when we
discovered that the bat had been
surreptitiously dropped out of this window
— with the obvious intention of removing it
from the premises—the theory became a
cortainty. I'll show wou.”

The official came back with the saw, and
Nelson Lee took it. Then, to the astonish-
nent of everybody, he placed the bat on the
sable, and deliberately commenced to saw it

in half. :

—_—

CHAPTER 4.
The Secret of the Cricket Bat!

l"ﬂ"H ERE was an absolute silence except
for the steady rasp of the saw, and,
occasionally, & tumult of applause

from outside. \hile this dramatic
little scene was taking place in the dressing-
room the great game was proceeding, and
the cheers indicated that England wuas
making a strong recovery.

"I think that will do,” said Lee, putting
the saw aside. _

He had made a clean cut through the base
of the bat. Now, svatched even more in-
tentlv by the others, he drove a wooden
wedge into the saw cut and forced the bat
in halves. The upper part of the bat
splintered and parted.

“I did not want to disturb the delicate
mechanism.” commented Lee grimly.

“Good Heavens!” ecjaculated J. H. T.
Mcadows, aghast.

lFle and the others could hardly believe the
evidence of their eyes. The interior of the
hat was hollow! But the hollow was only
small. At the bottom, where the bat was
thickest, there was a metal plate, with a
hinged ratchet; and extending right up the
bat there was a gleaming spiral spring.

“Devilish—absolutely devilish!” muttered
Sir James Roper.

“But oven now I cannot understand,” said
Dr. Stanhope. “What of the handle? That
is still intact.”

“We will, of course, examine the handle
later,” replied Lee. “But it 13 quite obvious
that this spring operates a slender rod up
the handle—that rod connecting with a
poisoned needle. Normally, this needle is

he said, after a
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hidden and invisibla.
fully.” ;

He - held up the bat and pointed to the
metal plate, ,

“This is exactly opposite the spot where a
oatsman normally makes a full drive,” ‘o
said. "“Tho contact of the ball is terrific 'in
such a hit, and quite suflicient to bend the
wood. Instantly, the catch 1s released, tho
spring operates, and the needle is shot
through its tinv hole. As it is obvious thast
the batsman’s hand is tightly gripping tHe
handle at such a sccond, the necdle must
plunge into a fleshy spot. I have secn a
few diabolical murder devices in my time,
but this is certainly one of the ecleverest
and most ingenious that has come my way.”

“Why wasn't Stimson killed at his first
hit?"” asked Sir James.'

“Because it was necessary for him to score
a full drive with tho true face of the bat
before the mechanism operated,” replied
Nelson Lee. “It 13 conceivable that he
might have lasted several overs before the
fatality took place.” .

“I see—I sce,” muttered Sir James,
“But surely the murderer must bo a mad-
man? Why go to all this trouble?”

“For the simple reason that he wanted to
commit his erime in a sensational way—with
the additional advantage of safety,” replied
Nelson Lee. “If a man such as Stimson
collapses ordinarily there is bound to be
suspicion and inguiry—and any Iinguiry
might lead to unsavoury disclosures. But
if he collapses on the field, under a hot sun,
while running hard, it is totally different.
It is quite likely to be assumed that he died
from overstrain.”

" Dr Stanhope had the grace to make a wry
ace,

“That's one against me, Mr. Lee,” he
admitted. “I was fooled—and I don't mind
confessing that I should have had no.
hesitation in giving a certificate.”

“Exactly,” nodded Lee., *“That's what
the murderer was after. Owing to the quick-
wittedness of my cubs, his plans went wrong.
He thought he could ecasily smuggle this
bat off the premises in the confusion. And
once this evidence is destroyed, what case
could be proved?”

““None whatever,” agreed the doctor. *I
rather think that the murderer failed fto
reckon, also, upon your presence, Mr, Lee.”

“I was about to say the same thing,” said
Sir James Roper. “Upon my word! What
an extraordinary lucky chance it was, Mr,
Lee, that vou were here! Only a brilliant
poison expert could have detected this
crime.”

The Folice inspector coughed. :

“Well, gentlemen, we've got fo get some-
where,” he said grimly. “Murder’'s beon
done, and wo've got to find the murderer.
I'd like to know who had the opportunity
of changing Mr. Stimson’s bat?"” '

“I had!” said Lacey bitterly. - *“Why
can’t you speak out plainly? You know that
I was with Stimson last. Oh, yes! I counld
easily have changed that bat just before he

Let me explain mora
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went out. But the fact remains that I
didn’t,”

The inspector gave him a queer look.

“1 should advise you, sir, to say as little
]Smsmb}e,” he said significantly. “If you
t, you might find yourself in an awkard
position,”

EHarry Lacey shrugged.

“It seems that I’'m 1n an awkward position

already,” he retorted. *“I don’t care what

Al

1lsay—and I don't eare what you take down.
ol more sorry than T can express that I

treated Stimson se shabbily; but I didn’t
kill him.”

One of the England players was looking
at Laecey with open suspicion,

“I think it’s my duty to tell you,
inspector, that I heard Lacey having a
row with Stimson not ten minutes before
the tragedy,” he said. “I was going down
the passage, and this dressing-room door
was open. I couldn’t help hearing them.”

“Was Mr. Lacey talking in a threatening

way ?"” asked the inspector,

“I don’t know—I didn’t stop to hear
what they were saying,” replied the
cricketer. “I1 only know that they were

having a row. And, mind you, I already
knew that they had been on bad terms,”
“You don’t think I killed him, do you,
Whittaker ?” asked Lacey bluntly.
Whittaker looked uncomfortable.
“I don’t want to believe it, Lacey, but I
can’t he’llph remembering your attitude,” he

said. ““Then, too, there’s yonr trade.”
“His trade?”’ asked the inspector
sharply. ‘“What is his trade ?”
“He works in a surgical instrument

factory,” replied Whittaker. “If I'm wrong
about my suspicions, Lacey, I'll apologise
to you—and no man will be more glad to
give an apology. But, hang it, it's up to me
to do my duty.”

“QOh!” said the inspector, making some
notes. “So you work in- a surgical instru-
ment factory, Mr. Lacey?”

“What has my work got to do with this
affair?”?’ demanded the young amateur.

- “We won’t diseuss that now,” said
‘Inspeector Drake. “But I'm afraid, sir, that
1 shall have to ask you to come with me to
the police station.”

“Do yvou mean that I'm arrested?’” burst
ount Lacey.

“If you like to put it that way—yes,”
rotorted the inspector. ‘I do hope, sir, that
vou'll be sensible about this, and- come
quietly.”

Dr. Stanhope and Sir James Roper ex-
changed glances; Nipper looked hard at
Nelson Lee. This disclosure was, indeed,
important. A man whose daily task it was
10 assist in the manufacture of delicate stecl
instruments could very easily have contrived
that diabolical device within the cricket
Bat.

; “Just a minnte, Lacey,” said Nelson Lee
smoothly,  “It’s .all right, inspector—I
shan’t keep him long.”

The detective had been closely examining
the mechanism in the bat, Now he placed
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the bat aside, and went with Lacey to the
window,

“Let me look at your hands,” said Lee,

in a low voice,
“My hands? What for?”

“Never mind what for—let me look at
them.”

Lacey held them out, and Lee, after a
quick, comprehensive glance, nodded.

“All right,” he said. “That’ll do.”

“But I don’t understand, Mr. Lee.”

“I dou’t suppose you do—but you'll pro
bably understand later,” replied Nelson
Lee. “Now, Lacey, the best thing you can

do is to accompany the inspector quictly to
the station. I can give you my assurance
that you will not be there long.”

“You mean that you believe in me, Mr.
Lee ?” asked Lacey eagerly. *“You don’t
think I did this awful thing, do you?”

“I don’t—now,” replied Nelson Lec
quietly, “In fact, I am absolutely con-
Ft“:FEd of your innocence—and I will prove
|

Five minutes later Harry Lacey had been
taken away. The police had claimed tho
cricket , for it would be required in
evidence. It was certain, too, that a Home
Office pathologist would be sent down to
make a thorough post mortem examination
of Stimson’s remains. But it was Nelson
Lee who had put all this machinery inlo
motion, :

“Will you continue to work on this case,
Mr. Lee?” asked Dr. Stanhope.

“I1 don’t think that my services are
required any longer,” replied Lee. ' The
Homo Office experts will merely sub-

stantiate my own conclusions, and I do not
sec how 1 can be of any assistance to them,
As far as T am concerned, the case is over.”

OUTSIDE. Nelson Lee was

brisk and

alert. ITle paid no attention io the
game. Nipper, too, had lost his
interest in cricket.

“You didn’t mean that, guv'nor, &id
vou?” he asked. “You haven't dropped out
of the case?”

“Th? Of course not,” replied Fee. *“But
it 13 not my policy to tell my business to
anybody and e¢verybody, Nipper. Young

Lacey is in a tight corner, and we're going
to help him, Nurry round to the front of the
pavilion and bring the other boys to me as
quickly as possible.”

“0.K., Chief,” said Nipper, dashing off.

Browne and Stevens and Watson and the
others were soon with Nelson Lee, and they
were all looking ecager,  Nipper, in these
brief minutes, had * put them wise ” to how
the position stoad.

“If Laccy didn't do it, sir, who did?”
asked Watson.

“That. is what we have got to find out,
voung ’un,” replied Nelson Lee.  “For
example, what of the man in the mackintosh
and leggings? If Lacey is guity, that man
must have been an accomplice. And n my
opinion there was no accomplice in  this
affair,” ‘



Nelson Lee fished
about in the pond
with the stick and
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brought tin light a: -;ﬁ______,

muddy length o gl o

material which

proved to be a . il v
macintosh

i T L] . @
“You mean that the man in the macintosh
was the murderer, Chief ?" asked Browne.

““Yes, I believe he was the murderer,”
plied Lee. “Now, boys, I want you to think
carefully, Did any of vou notice what that
man did after you had taken the bat away
from him?”

Ah, rc we ca » of some use,” s=ai
‘“Ah, herc we can be of sor e, l
Browne smoothly. * It is seldom, Chief, that

re-

[ miss anything. My eyes, as you may know,
arc never at rest.”

"1 have also noticed that your tongue is
similarly tireless,” observed Lee dryly. .

“With regard to this unripe merchant im
the macintosh,” continued Browne. *After
we had forcibly removed the cricket bat, he
legged it with constderable speed towards
the car park.”
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“Oh!” said Lee, *Did you notice if he
took any particular car?” 4

“To the best of my recollection, Chief, our
friend leapt into a yellow sports two-seater,”
replied Browne. *“It was his hasty de-
parture, in fact, which attracted my atten-
tion.”

““Well done, Browne,” said Lee approv-
ingly. “It’s not much of a clue, but we have
at least somo lino to work upon. That man

was the murderer of Walter Stimson—and
he left this enclosure in a yellow sports two-
seater,”

CHAPTER 5.
The Yellow Car!

ELSON L EE
looked at
Browne
keenly.

“Since you noticed
= : so much, young man,
perhaps you noticed something else,” he said.
“Did this stranger drive off smoothly, or
otherwise .

“Decidedly otherwise,”” replied Browne.
“Not only did he race the engine with posi-
tive cruelty, but he changed pgear with
atrocious lack of skill.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“I thought so,” he said musingly. ' And
this yellow sports car, I take it, was standing

27

in such a position that it could quickly
reach the exit? There were no other cars in
front of 167"

“That’s right, sir,” said Stevens. “I
noticed it, too.”

“But where are we 1" asked Nipper. “We
can’t get any furtaer, guv'nor., 'I'he man

might be a hundred miles away by now.”
“He might be—but I don’t think he is,”
replied Nelson Lee. ‘Come, we must be
moving. But wait a moment! I shall only
need Nipper with me, You others can stay
here and continue to watch the mateh up
till close of play.”

“We would far
rather assist you in

this  investigation,
Chief,” said Browne.

“I don’t doubt
1t ; but, really,
there 18 nothing

that you could do,”
replied Lee. * Even
Nipper can stay be-
hind if he desires.”

- Nipper did not
desire. He went to
the car park with
Nelson Lee, and
within a few
{ minutes they were

in the great detee-
tive’s  Rolls-Royce
Special. They
drove at once to the
big central police-
station, and Nelson
Lee sought an inter-
view with the super-
intendent.

“A bad business,
Mr. Lee,” said the
superintendent as he
shook hands. * The
most extraordinary murder I've ever heard
of. It’s hard to believe that Stimson was
struck down while he was actually batting.
And Lacey, too. I hate to think of young
Lacey being guilty.”

““He's not guilty—and before long I'll hand
you the real murderer,” said Nelson Lee
smoothly, ‘“But this is just between our-
selves, superintendent. 1 don’t want my
activities to be generally known.,”

“Hallo, hallol What’s this?” asked the
superintendent, giving Lee a close look.
“You don’t mean to say that you’re on the
track of somebody else already, do you?”

“I might be,” replied Lee. “To begin
with, can you give me any information con-
cerning & yellow sports car which was stolen
from the '{'rent Bridge car park this after-
noon

Nipper pricked up his ears, g

“Stolen?’” repeated the superintendent,
“How do you know it was stolen?”

“I don't know—but I have every reason to
believe that the murderer fled hurriedly from
the ground, and that he was in such a panic
to get away that he jumped into the first
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available car,” replied Nelson Lee. *“ You
see, he had not reckoned upon the activities
of my cubs. They upset his plans completely
—and, incidentally, precipitated him into
taking a foolish action. It 1s fortunate for
us that ninety-nine criminals out of a
hundred do foolish things,”

*You're right there,” agreed the other
feelingly, “Well, I'll go and inquire about
that yellow car.”

When he returned he shook his head.

“No report has come in,” he said. “How-
ever, if you want us to look out for a yellow
car—""  He broke off as the telephone
rang. He went to the instrument, and a
moment later he gave Nelson Lee a startled
look. “Talk of the devil!” he ejaculated.
“Why, Mr. Lee, here's the very car!”

“That’s fortunate,” said Lee smoothly.

““A rural constable has reported that he
has found a two-seater sports car, painted
vellow, abandoned in a little lane near the
village of Stanway,” said the superintendent.
“That’s not more than six miles from here.”

““}as the car been shifted?” asked Lce
quickly.

“Not yet; these local police are asking for
instructions.”

“Splendid! Do yvou mind if I go out at
once to Stanway ?” asked Lee. “I'll take a
police officer with me, if you like. ['d be
very much obliged for the privilege of
examining that car before it is moved.”

Thev started off within five minutes, Lee
and Nipper taking Inspector Drake with
them. Stanway was not more than six miles
distant. and the rural lane was reached in
under fifteen minutes. The car proved to bo
one of a well-known make, and 1t was stand-
ing in the lane with a constable beside it.

“Found it here as I came round to my
beat, sir,” said the constable, after he had
saluted the inspector. ““There was nobody in
it, so I thought 1I'd better telephone for in-
structions,  Registration book says tha! it
helongs to a Mr. Williarn Jones, of Notting-
ham.”
~ “1 don’t think we’ll bother with Mr.
William Jones,” said Nelson Lee. *That
gentleman is probably watching the Test-
match with placid serenity, unaware of his
loss. Not that he will be without his car for
long.”

Lee was already inspecting the car closely.

“Let’'s know the details about this,” said
Tnspector Drake. “You say you found the
car abandoned 7"

*Yeos, sir”

“You saw nobody at all

“ Nobody, sir.”

“Have you made any inguiries ?”’

“I've spoken to a postman and a lad with
a milk eart, and theyv both tell me that the
car was standing like this when they passed
it," replied the constable.  “They Eadn't
scen anybody, either?”

“Was any other car seen?” put in Nelson
Lee abruptly. Y

“Not that I know of, sir.”

“How far away is the village?”

“ About half a mile, sir—just round the
bend.”

LAy
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“There’s a garage there *”

XN, sir" «

“We'll make a few inguiries at the garago
later,” said Lee crisply. ‘ Now, constable, I
want to know if you've been inside this car?
Or do you know 1f anybody else has been -
side it ?"”

““Not while I've been here, sir,” replied
the rural policeman. “All I did when I
found it was to look in the door pocket and
take out the registration book. And when
nobody came along I thought I'd best send
for instructions.”

“"Then you left the car?” asked the in-
spector.

“No, sir.” replied the constable promptly.
“Young Tom Rogers, of the Elm Farm,
came by on his bike, and I gave him a
messago to take to the ’phone.”

3}

Nelson Lee was pleased with the
constable’s report, This car, then, it might
rcasonably be presumed, had not been

entered by anybody except the murderer
since it left the cricket enclosure.

Nipper was rather intrigued. Why was
Lee so keen? What did he hope to find 7
He watched his famous "guv'nor " with
intenso interest. Lee was sprawling half
through the near-side door, closely inspecting
the mat, the cluteh and brake peda{s, and
the entire floor of the car.

“I wonder?” murmured the detective.
“Nipper, when we meet Mr. William Jones,
remind me to ask him if he wears rubber
heels,”

“Rubber heels, guv'nor?”

“T don't think he does—and if not, we're
in luckis way,” continued Lee. **Yes, voung
'un, this little scrap may heip us enorm-
ously.”

He held, between his thumb and finger,
a triangular fragment of grey-black rubber.
It was a corner piece from a whole rubber
heel—the type of heel which is fixed by
brads, and not revolving.

“Look at this, Nipper,” murmured Lce,
as they bent over the floor-boards, Nipper
at the driver's door. “You see this cluteh-
pedal? The cdge is considerably worn, and
so sharp that anybody unaccustomed to
driving the car might well cut his shoc.
This scrap of rubber heel was just below
this pedal.”

“By jingo, that's important, sir,” said
Nipper eagerly. ‘“It's ten to one againsf
the car's recal owner jagging a bit out of
his heel like that.”

Lee carefully placed {he fragment in a
little metal box, and stowed it away. He
was glad that Inspector Drake was busily
making notes with the constable. Drake
was apt to regard Lee’s activities with an
indulgent eve. Personally. he saw no need
for all this story-book inch-by-inch Investi-
gation.

“I"inished, sir?” he asked, with a grin,
as Nelson Lee assumed the upright.

“As a matter of fact; inspector, I've only
just commenced,” replied Lee crisply.
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“Nipper, be good enough to get this little
thing ready.”

He pulled a folding camera from bhis
pocket. It was so small that Inspector
; Prake grinned more widely than ever. He
didn’t know that that camera had been
specially made to Lee’s orders, and that
-1t had cost no less than fifty-five pounds.
 In appearance, it looked worth about twelve
yand sixpence,
12~ Lee’s next move was to blow some fine
dust on to the steering-wheel, steering-
column, and driver’s door. He used a littlo
instrument with a rubber bulb, not unlike
a miniature scent-spray.

“What’s his game, sir?” murmured the
sonstable, staring.

“Leave him alone—he enjoys this . sort
of thing,” chuckled the inspector,

Lee blew gently on the powdered parts,
and all the dust disappeared except in well-
defined places. These places were now re-
vealed as clear-cut finger-prints, The in-
spector was so interested that he came
nearer, and bent forward.

“Well, I'll be bothered!” he ejaculated.
“They’re fingerprints!”

““What did you expect them to be—font-
prints ?” grinned Nipper.

Nelson Lee took the camera, made a final
adjustment, and then he clicked the shutter.
Altogether, he took eight exposures, and he
was looking well satisied when he refolded
the camera and slipped it back into his
pocket,

“'Thanks very much, inspeector, I think
we've finished here now,” he said pleasantly.

ELSON LEE and Nipper left the in-

[\hl spector and drove into the village

of Stanway—a mere hamlet. They

scon located the one rural garaga,

v.'-i}:h its prominent petrol-pumps on the road-
side.

**Have you seen anything of a gentleman
wearing a macintosh and gaiters about
here this afternoon?” asked Lee of the pro-
prietor,

““No, sir. The only stranger who’s been
here was a tallish, elderly, smartly-dressed
gentleman., He told me he wanted to get
into Nottingham as quickly as possible—
said he had to catch the London train., I
understood his car broke down somewhere
up the main road, and he left it with the
chauffeur.”

“Oh!” remarked Nelson Tee.

: “He offered me a quid to take him to
“the station, so I brought out the old Ford
and drove him down in that. I supposc
that wouldn’t be the man you were enquiring
. about, sir?”

“T hardly think so,” replied the detective.
““ However, thanks very much for your in-
formation.”

After they had driven off, Nipper gave
Lee a curious loek.

<y

“Do you think that the man who hired
the car i1s the one we're after, guv'nor?”
ho asked,

“I don't know—but it's quite likely,”
replied Lee. '‘He was 2 man who wanted
to get into Nottingham as quickly as pos-
sible—to catch the London train. Our man
was agitated by you cubs wrenching that
bat away from him; it completely upset
his carefully-thought-out plan. In a panie,
he was idiotic enough to jump into the
first car he saw—believing, probably, that
he was being pursued,” :

“Guilty conscience,” nodded Nipper.

“Exactly,” agreed Lee. ‘‘Well, after he
had got out of Nottingham, he recovered
his balance, and knew what a fool he had
been. He had to get back. What did he
do? He abandoned the car near enough
to a village, so that he could quickly walk
back, and he hired that fellow's Ford, after
spinning a plausible yarn.”

“But the man in the yellow car was
wearing a macintosh and gaiters—and thoe
man who hired the Iford wasn’t,” pointed
out Nipper.

““A macintosh and gaiters, Nipper, form
a really excellent disguise,” explained Lee.
“It was only the work of a wmoment for
our unknown friend to remove those outer
garments—including the motoring goggles.”
The famous detective looked thoughtful for
a moment, and then went on: “I think
we'll run back to the spot where the yellow
car was abandoned, young 'un.”

They returned to find that Inspector
Drake and the constable and the yellow

car had gone. Lee reversed the Rolls-
LRoyce Special—a ticklish job, in that
narrow lane—and then he drove at a

snail’s pace back towards the main road,
keenly watching the hedges and banks on
either side.

Twenty yards from the junction, he
brought the car to a standstill. Leaping
out, he broke through the hedge, and stood
on the brink of a deep ditch, the bottom of
which was filled with muddy water. DBreak-
ing off a sapling branch, he jabbed about in
the water for a time, and was soon rewarded
by a catch. A muddy length of material
came to the surface, which soon revealed
itself to be a macintosh,.

“Now for the leggings,” murmured Lee,
gratified. .

“But how the dickens did you know, sir?”
asked Nipper, amazed,

“My dear boy! What a question,” re-
plied Lee reproachfully. “Where else
could the fellow have disposed of his simple,
but effective, disguise? 1 looked for a gap,
and a handy ditch. This is the first gap
wo have encountered that has a ditch in
close proximity, There's nothing clever in
this, young ’un. It's simply working on a
certainty.”’

They soon fifed up a pair of brown leather
gaiters and a pair of motoring goggles.
Lee wrung the macintosh free of water,
and examined 1t. The pockets were empty,
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and the maker’s tab had been torn off. 'The
mysterious criminal had not been carcless
enough to leave any clues as to identity.

Jack in Nottingham, Nelson Lee handed
over his find to the police, and he was lucky
enough to run into Mr. William Jones, an
excited young man, who had come to the
police-station to elaim his car. Tee only
wanted one thing from Mr, Jones.

“Do you mind i1f I examine your heels,
Mr. Jones?” he asked smoothly.

“My heels?” ejaculated the startled young
M.

“1 2han’t kecep you a moment.”

Lea examined the heels, and they were
innocent of all rubber.

“Do you always drive your own car,
Mr. Jones?” asked Lee.

“Always—until to-day,” said Mr. Jones.
“Tntil this confounded sneak-thief——"

“Yes, yes, exactly,” interrupted Lee.
“You can assure me that no friend of yours
has driven the car?”

“Of course,”

“And vou never wear rubber heels®”

“I  hate them,” replied Mr. Joncs
promptly.

“I am very much obliged to you, Mr.
Jones,” snid Nelson Lee smoothly. * Come,
Nipper, T think we can spend our timio
more profitably in London.”

CHAPTER 6.
Nelson Lee—Burglar!

URING the journey back to London
D Nelson Lee animatedly discussed the
Test-match and the possibilities of
Eogland's  success. Nipper and
Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West were in
the Rolls, too:; William Napoleon DBrowne
was driving the rest back in his own Morris
Oxford,

Lee steadfastly refused to make any com-
ments upon the murder, He had apparently
<tamissed the whole matler from his mind,
[t wasn’t unti! eleven o'elock that night that
he referred to the subject. He sent for Nipper
just as the latter was on the point of goin
to bed. All the other cubs had retired huff
an hour earlier,

“I shall want vou,
briefly,

“Work, guv'nor?” asked Nipper eagerly.
“In connection with the Stimson affair¢”

“Yes; be here in exactly half an hour,”

Nipper presented himself at the appointed
minute, and he was rather startled upon seeo-
ing a shabby, ill-shaven tramp of a man sit-
ting in Nelson Lee's easy-chair. He didn't
recognise Lee until he took a second glance.

“Why didn't you tell me?” he asked., *1
haven't changed into any old togs—"

“The ones youn are wearing will do,”” put
in Lee drylyv.  ““You are generally so care-
Iess about your attire, Nipper, that you look
babituaily ehabby. TI'll soon do everything
else that is necessary, Off with that collar
and tie,”

Nipper,” said Lee
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Within five minutes Nipper was (rans-
formed. He had a choker round his neck,
his face was smudged, and a low cap, with a
greasy peak, had an excellent effect. He
looked a fit companion for the disguised Lee.

[PPER was as puzzled as ever after
N they had sallied out. Lece gave no
explanations, and Nipper knew better
than to ask for any. He could tell,
by all the indications, that Lee was on a hot'
trail; and he was only tco glad that he had
been included in this adventure.

They arrived, finally, at a big block of
respectable flats in a quiet backwater in the
West End, Lee did not approach the main
entrance, but sealed the wnH at the rear, and
soon stood beneath the iron emergency stair-
case.

“There i1s always the chance, young 'un,
that my conclusions are wrong,” he confided,
“If such turns out to be the fact, and we
are surprised, our arrest as commonplace
burglars will be to our advantage.”

“I'm not hankering after gﬂing twelve
months” hard, guv'nor,” whispered Nipper,

Cautiously they mounted to the third floor,
L.eco was so certain of his movements that
Nipper knew that he had been here earlier,
scouting, Lee had vanished for a couple of
hours during the late evening—and now
Nipper knew why,

“Here we are,” murmured the detective.

& With the skill of a practised ecracksman,

he forced a windosv, and they erept in. The
darkness w‘gs pitchy.  Nipper's heart was
beating hard.

“(Give us a chance, guv'nor!” he breathed.
-“Is thero somebody in this flat? DMust we
be as silent as mice ?”

“To the best of my knowledge, this flut is
empty save for ourselves,” replied Lee. “ Tt
is a service flat, and the owner, at the
present time, is away from home, 1f wo
work rapidly, we may - conclude our
cxamination without interruption.”

His electric torch was now gleaming, and
Nipper saw that they were in a bed-room.
Leo passed straight through, crossed the
narrow hall, and entered a sitting-room,
Here, after carefully closing the curtains, he
switched on the electric lights,

“We'll start here, old son,” said Lee.
“What I chiefly want to find is a pair of
black shoes. Sce what you can do.”

Lee busied himself at the desk. It was
of the roll-top variety, and locked, but it
only took Lee a minute lo conquer the lock
and roll up the desk-top, Nipper, meanwhile,
scarched,

“This is the only pair I ean find, guv'nor,”
he said, coming back into the sitting-room
after a three minutes' ahsence. *“They were
in a cupboard in the bed-room. There are
somo other shocs there, but two pairs are
brown, and the other pair is so covered with
dust that I know they couldn’t have been
used for weeks.”

“Good man,” said Lee.
look,”

“Let's have a
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He turned the shoes over, and they took
one look and exchanged glances.

“Very interesting,” said Lee smoothly.

He took the little tin from his pocket,
rcmoved the serap of rubber, and fitted it
to the heel of the left shoe. It fell into
place accurately.

“This is vital evidence, Nipper,” said Lee.
“Inspector Drake can testify that the scrap
of rubber was found in that stolen car, and
the ownership of these shoes is not 1in
doubt.”

“It is with me, sir,” growled Nipper,
“Whose flat is this, anyhow? And how did
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The man grabbed a
revolver from the
desk and pointed it at Nelson Lee and Nipper,
**1I’m going to kill you ! ’* he snarled,

you know that we should find the shoes here?
You're more like a giddy magician than
ever.”

“ Nonsense,” retorted Lee. “It merely
means that I have been using my eyes.
We'll take these shoes with us, Nipper. And
now we'll have another look round.”

They made an important discovery In a
small room at the rear of the flat. It was a
curious room, with a bench along one wall.
There were fret-saws, drills, and all manner
of other tools, Obviously, the workshop of
an enthusiastic amateur woodworker. All
sorts of nicknacks were dotted about—pipe-
racks, letter trays, calendars, and so forth,
IDut Lee paid scant attention to them,

“Willow shavings,” he murmured, as he
picked up some scraps from the floor. “ And
what do you think of this, young ’'un?
What amazing carelessness!”

He indicated a rough design on a sheet of
paper which lay on the bench., At the first
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glance Nipper recognised it as a plan of the
mterior mechanism in the fatal bat.

“1 don't know about oarelessness, sir,” he
repliecd. " How was the man fo dream that
his premises would be examined liko this®”
“A murderer, Nipper, in order to be suc-

cessful, must cover up every traco of his
crime,” replied Lee,
“How did you first get on to him,

guv'nor?”

“You had as many opportunities as 1 had,”
replied Lec tantalisingly. * You may re-
member, Nipper, that [ examined young
Lacey's finger-nails,”

“Yes, I remember, But what of it ¥”

“Think it over,” replied Lee, ' And think,
not only of Lacey's finger-nails, but of other
people’s.” .

He continued his examination, and Nipper
grunted, There was enough evidence in that
workshop alone to convince any jury. Not
only the diagram of the mechanism, but half
a cricket bat, carefully hollowed, which had
aobviously been used: as a preliminary
sample.  Careful examination showed that
the bat hed been prepared for glueing. The
hollowing had been done while the bat was
in two secctions. The mechanism was then
itted, and the whole thing cavefully. gluced
Logether, '

“This man is a remarkably clever
mechanie,” sauid Lee. It was evidently his
Lobby which put the diabolical idea into his
head.  So you sce, Nipper, even a mans
hobby may lead to his undoing.”

“Look here, guv'nor, whose flat 1z this?’
asked Nipper bluntly.  *“Who 1s the mur-
derer 7"

““} rather faney that he is outside the
front. door at this very moment,” replhed
Nelson Lee, lowering his voice.  "Quick,
voung ’un.”

He hurried out, dashed down the hall, and
Nipper heard a key turning in the lock of
the front door. In the nick of time they
got into the sitting-room, and Lee sped
towards the window. This, teo, led out on
to the firc-escape. But the window proved
obstinate, and 1n spite of Lee's frantic efforts
the cateh refused to budge.

“What's wrong, guv'nor?” panted Nipper
desperately,

Jofore Nelson Lee could answer, the door
burst open, tho lights were switehed on. and
Sir James Roper stood on the threshold!

— . ——

CHAPTER 7.
The Trap!
‘e UMME! That's done it!” groancd

I:I Nelson Lee. spinning round.

Sir  James  was  startled  and
furlous.

“You ndernal  hounds!”  he shouted.
“What are vou doing in my flat? Stand
away from thet window! You'd better
obey 1”

He -advaneed, his cance raised threateningly.
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“All right, governor, we'll take it easy,”
said Lee. “1 know when I'm done. Wo
thought you wasn't comin’ back for another
half-hour., When I ’ad a casual chat with
the porter he told e that you allus stayed
at the club until one o'clock. ’"Tain’t ‘arf-
past twelve yet.”

Sir Jumes stood there, his face expressive
of mingled anger, consternation and relief.
Relief, 1n fact, was his chief emotion.

“*So you're just ordinary burglars, aro
you?” he said, controlling himself. **Well,
I’'m not the kind of man to get you into

trouble.  What have you taken out of this
flat 7
““Nothing. We ain't 'ad the chance.”

“Turn your pockets out—and if you've
been telling me the truth, I'll let you go,”
said Sir James, breathing hard.

Nelson bee removed his peaked eap and
gave a grim little laugh.

“I think it's timeo this farce ended, Sir
James,” he said smoothly. “There is no
need for me to introduce mysclf—we met
this afternoon 1n the cricket pavilion at
Nottingham.”

Sir James reeled back, more startled than

ever,

“Lee!” he panted. *“What the What
are you doing i here? You interfering
busybody ! Il have you locked up for
houscbreaking !”

“1 am woﬁ aware that I transgressed the
lnw in breaking into your premises, Sir
James,” replied Lee. “But I am also aware
that any fair-minded British jury will con-
sider®hat the end has justified the means.
came here to secure evidence against the
murderer of Walter Stimson—and 1 have
found that evidence.”

Sir James was as pale as a shect,

“You lic!” he eroaked. “I know nothing
of Stimson’s death! You can’t prove any-
thing against me! You've no status—you're
only an unofficial detective, at best,  You
can't bluff “me into saying anything in-
criminating 1"’ .

“Such a thing is entirely unnecessary,” re-
plied Lee. **The evidence that I have al-
ready obtained is incriminating enough. It
is merely unfortunate that you returned

home prematurely.” :
“T did—thanks to the night-porter.”
“It was he who ’phoned

panted the other.
to the club, and told me that lights were
burning in my flat. You're not so clever
as you think you are, my friend! You
haven't got awav with your precious
evidence 1”

“"We are all apt te be too optimistic.”
replied Lee, with a shrog, “We are all
capable of makine mistakes. T can mention
several of yours Sir James. TFor instance, it
was a grave mistake on your part to lecave
a fragment of finger-nail in that ingeniously-
designed bat.™

Sir James gasped, and stared at his fingers.
Nipper clearly saw the uneven nail of the
first fineor on the left hand.

“You're mad!” panted
hoarsely,

Sir James
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Felled into msensibility !
many enemies at Greyfriars, but surely none who would commit such

a brutal crime.
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“It was that finger-nail which helped to
put me on the track,” said Lee. **While I
wias examining that bat I found the frag-
ment caught in the spring. You were al-
ready under suspicion, Sir James, and when
I saw your broken finger-nail I knew that
the rest was merely a matter of obtaining the
necessary evidence. Your trousers, too, were
considerably rucked where they had been
enclosed in the leather gaiters, Small
points, but significant ones.”

“The whole thing is fantastic!” shouted Sir
James Roper. “What reason had I to kill
Stimson? You've blundered, Lee, and unless
vou get out of this flat at once I'll call the
police! You fool! You ecan’t put this thing
on me like this!” _ '

“You say you had no reason to kill Stim-
con?"? asked Lee, with a relentless per-
sistence. ““I have here a letter, taken from
vour desk, which Mr, Stimson wrote to you
five days ago.”

Nipper was fascinated.
there was soma reason

that
Lee's

ITe knew

fer  Nelson

strange attitude in telling everything to Sir
James, Lee was goading his vietim into
panic—and panic might lead to confession.

“You've been rifling my private papers?”
snarled Sir James. *“*You—you interfering
scoundrel ! Bo this is how you conduect -

“This letter, Sir James, gives you a week’s

grace,” interrupted Lee with deadly calm-
ness. “"For years vou have been blackmail-

ing onc of England’s noblest families, Stim-
son, in his capacity as lawyer of that family,
was informed of wour activities. Rather
than prosecute, and bring the whole matter
into unsavoury publicity, he gave you a week
to clear out of the country. You retaliated
by murdering him. Do you think you have
an carthly chance of escaping the gallows?”

Sir James' face was ghastly.

“You're wrong—wrong |” he croaked.

““For vears yon have been making a prae-
tice of blackmailing rich people,” went on
Nelson Lee. “I know your history, Sir
James, for T have taken the trouble to look
it up. Ten years ago you were smuggled out
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of Ingland by your family alter a scandal at
Oxford. Through the death of your uncle
and nephew in the Great War you un-
expectedly came into the title. You used
that title to get ypu into the best circles—
and since then you have been preying on
society.”

“JIt's false—false,” panted the wretched
man, tortured by this relentless exposure.

“They say that familiarity breeds con-
terupt, and at last you went too far,” con-
“tinued Lee. “You drained one of your
victims until ruin stared him in the face—
and he had the courage to place the whole
matter in the hands of his waym*. Your
hobby, anrd your knowledye that Stimson
would be playing in the Test-match, led you
to adopt a diabolical forin of murder. When
vour plan for regaining the fatal cricket-bat
went wrong, yvou cleverly and cunningly took
advantage of Lacey’s guarrel to throw sus-
picion on him. But the other evidence 1s
too strong.” '

“I denv evervthing—everything !

“It will be for you to deny it in the
witness-box,” said Lee quietly. It was
casy cnough for you to enter Stimson's dress-

ing-room, and easier for you to seize an
opportunity of changing his cricket-bat. It

may further interest vou to know, Sir James,
that I have taken the trouble to learn that
vou spent at least three of your wandering
vears before the war in Brazil and Peru.”

The net was closing grimly, and Sir James
felt it

“What can yvou prove?"” he asked huskils.
“Nothing—nothing |  This 1s all fanciful
pcppycmi! You know that you can’t provo
any case against me,”

“You left o portion of vour rubber heel in
that stolen car, and vou were foolish enough
not to destroy your shoes,” said Nelson Lee.
“Every scrap of the evidence against you is
here, Sir James—in this flat. The shoes—the
documents—the designs for your evil con-
srivances—the willow shavings—everything !”

Sir James scemed faseinated.

“YFverything is here?” he repeated, in a
whisper. “You mean that the police have
no cvidence at all?”

“Not until I placa 1t in their hands.”

“Then—then 1 can defy vou!” snarled tho
murderer. “It’s only your word against
mine.”” A flush of relief came into his face,
“Why, you fool, you can’t do anything! 1
tell vou, it's only your word against mine !”

“My word—plus the evidence,” said Lee,
nodding.

““And that evidence won't be in existence
ten minutes from now!” panted Sir James,
making a sudden leap to the desk,

“Stop him, Nipper!” shouted Lece.

But Sir James had already wrenched open
the drawcer, and a gleaming automatic pistol
was in his hand. His eyes burned like fire
as he faced the pair.

“Hands up!” he said gloatingly. *“Now,
my fine detective! It's.vou who must admit
that mistakes are fatal! It was fatal for
vou to come here, believing that you could
trap me. You are in the trap—not 11"
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Lee breathed hard.

“You’d better be carcful, Roper !” he said
tensely.

“I'll be careful!” promised Sir James,
“That cvidence is going to be destroyed—and
then vou will be helpless! Do you under-
stand? What's more, I'll destroy you, too,
and make doubly sure.”

“Murder us as you murdered Stimson?”
asked Lee, in horror. ‘““You fiend! You
can’t do that!”

“Yes, I'll kill you as I killed Stimson!"
snarled Sir James.

Hizs voice rose to a frenzied scream of
triumph, and he pulled the trigger. Nipper
p;ulpeg. There was a click, and Lee with-
drew a nwmber of cartridges from his pocket.

“I thought it better, on the whole, to re-
move these trifles from that gun,” he ex-
plained ecalmly. “I had half an idea that
vou might get playful. Sir James Roper,
yvou have lost!”

“Lost !" gnarled Roper. “What do you
mean?"”

“I mecan that for the last ten minutes tho
telephone receiver on the desk has been off
1ts Lonk," said Nelson Lee. “I mecan that
Scotland Yard officers are in the lobby,
listening at the other end of that ’phone.
The game is up, my friend. This trap 1s for
you, after all.’

At that moment the door burst open, and

Chicf  Detective-inspector  Lennard,  of
Scotland Yard, entered, followed by two
constables, Handeuffs were clicked over Sir

James' wrists,

“I arrest you, Sir James Roper, on the
charge of wilfully murdering Walter Stim-
son,” said Lennard formally.

Two minutes later Sir James was on his
way to the police station.

“(iood work, Lee,” said Lennard approv-
ingly. “We heard everything on the 'phone,
of ecourse. He’'ll hang as sure as crab-apples
are uneatable.”

“It was a first-class stunt to fool Sir James
like you did, guv'nor, and make him con-
fess,” commented Nipper. “And 1 suppose
it was you who arranged with the night-
porter to 'phone to the club?”

“Naturally,” answered Nelson Lee, with a
smile. ‘I admitted that I had been careless,
but that was only a little bluff.” '

THE rest of the case was a foregone con-
clusion.
Harry Lacey was released in the
“early morning, and he not only turned
out for FEngland, as Nelson Lee had
prophesied, but he played a splendid game.
The evidence against Sir James Roper was
overwhelming. Once the police started their
investigations regarding his blackmailing
activities, they made many ineriminating dis-
coveries, and he paid the penalty for his
wrong-doings on the gallows.

THE END.
(Anolher gripping mystery and detective

yarn featuring Nelson Lee and Nipper next
teeel; entitled, ** The Vital Clue!’’)
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A ‘““Waiting ©' Matter!
before work or

‘“ RUB first, enjoy-

G ment!” said IPosh Trooble f{irmly.

“That’s the ticket!” agrecd

Sam 'I'rooble, whilst Nippy, the

third member of the cheery trio known as

the Trouble Triplets, gave an emphatic
[BH

“Hear, hear!
It was Jate afternoon, and the wanderers

bad tramped into the seaside town of
Mudsplosh in scarch of adventure, grub,
enjoyvment, and perchance work. Work for

them meant the giving of waysido enter-
tainments, for Posh was a wonderful ven-
triloquist; Sam, his
twin brother, a clever
juggler and acrobat;
while Nippy was a skil-
ful conjurer and hyno-
tist.

The last wayside en-
tertainment they had given had been most
successful, and they had collected fully two-
and-ninepence from an appreciative audience,
before being moved on by an unappreciative
bhobby.

Now, after a good len miles tramp, they
were anxious to obtain rest and refreshment.
Afterwards they hoped to gain another for-
tune by entertaining the visitors of Mud-
splosh-on-Sea,

“Here we are!” observed IPosh, calling
a halt outside a gorgeous café painted in
white and pold, calling itself the “Elite
Café.” “This looks a likely place for

Mudsplosh-on-Sea mneeded
waking up—and Posh & Co.
oblige !

hloated millioniares like us.

What's it to
be—sosses and wash, or fish and chips?”
“Better wait, and sce what they charge

first!” said the more cautious Sam. “I'd
like both for mysclf. and then some lemonade
for the sosses and fishes to gambol in.”

They ‘entered the café with the air of
lords, smiling genially at the lady in the
cash-box, who returned their cheery smiles
by looking the dusty and travel-stained
wanderers up and down haughtily, and then
sniffing audibly.

Naturally the triplets rather resented this.
Tq teach her better
manners, Posh immedi
ately exercised his ven-
triloquial skill by caus-
ing a series of squcaks
to proceed from ihe
floor of the pay-box.
The lady cashier gave a stiled scream, and
began to hop about, her horrified eyes scarch-
ing for the squeaking mice that did not exist.

Leaving her thus engaged, the triplets
selected one of the tables, and sat down.
The nearest waitress, who was serving an
old gent with malted milk, eyed them with
distinet disfavour,

“Scems rather a posh place, Posh!” re-
marked Nippy uncasily. “Hadn’t we
better ask for paté de foie gras, instead
of fish and chips, old manl!”

“Fish and chips for me "
firmly,

said Posh
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*And sosses and mash for me!” said
Sam.

That settled it, and they settled down to
wait. Ten minutes passed, while the snub-
nosed waitress went on serving fresh cus-
tomers who came in, seeming to ignore
the existence of the hungry trio,

“Getting a bit thick!” said Posh warmly,
after unnthor five minutes, ‘““Here, I say,
Miss, we've not come here to grow whiskers,
or to pinch your waiting job,”

And Posh rang the bell on the table
loudly.

The waitress glared at them, and elevated
her snub nose,.

“What are you making that row {for?”
she snapped. *““What do you want?”

“We want a little ecivility, reasonable
attention, fish and chips for two, sausages
and wmash for one, and lemonade for threu,
Miss, plegse!” said Posh,

“Oh, you do, do you?” said the waitress
s;nppﬂy. “Well, you can wait!”

“Yes, let the scrubby little bounders wait,
Mary!” said the young man she ha.ppene*d
to be chatting to, who wore green socks
with white spots. “Or turn the cheeky
cads out!”

“Impudence !” said Mary.
attention, indeed!”

“Chuck ’em out!”
white-spotted socks.
kiss me, Mary!”

The last words, neecdless to say, were
added by Posh, and the young lady flushed
a deep red with sudden anger, knowing
the young man was married.

“Wha-at?”’ she gasped. ‘How dare you,
Mister Jinks?”

“I—I never said that; I swear I didn’t!”
gasped the young man faintly. “What I
should have said was, I'd rather kiss that
hot-water geyser than you, my dear!”

Posh was responsible for the latter senti-
ments, of course, but not knowing a ven-
triloquist was at work, Mary flamed and
tossed her head.

“I suppose you think that’s funny, Mister
Jinks!” ghe retorted indignantly.  “Just
clear out—I won’t be insunlted by you, regular
t:ustungfer or no regular customer, I refuse
D.-.u.—-

She was interrupted by a sudden barking
that secemed to come from the plate of
sausages and mash she had just laid before
Mister Jinks, and the barking was followed
by a subdued squeaking.

“Hallo!” remarked Posh, winking at
Nippy. ““So this is what they make the
sosses from here! No sosses for me! Dogs

n

———

“And rats!
Posh’s lead.

The youthful conjurer’s hand hovered for
a moment over the plate, and then he pro-
duced a lively, wriggling, tame rat, which
he held out to the dumbfounded Mary for
inspection. Mary gave a wild shriek, and
fell back against a chair behind her., Un-

“Civility and

advised green' and
“And then come and

RE

gasped Nippy, [following
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fortunately it was the old gent’s chair, and
he happened to be drinking his malted milk
at the moment,

Instead, he poured it over his whiskers
and shirt-front, and leaping up with a
wild howl, he upset the table with his knecs,
tipping a plate of steak and kidney pie and
poatoes into the lap of the gentleman op-
posite him, who instantly leaped back send-
ing his chair with a thump into the chair
of another customer, causing him to bury
his face in a dish of stewed plums and
custard.

Instantly that peaceful establishment was
in an uproar of angry argument and re-
crimination, while Mary added to the con-
fusion by f.untmg and collapsing into the
lap of the young man in green and white-
spotted socks, who, falling back against a
table and cIutching at it for support. suc-
ceeded in bringing it and its contents over
himself and the waitress.

Just then the manager came rushing up
to the scene, and only pausing for a moment
to slip an ice down the back of the young
man as he sat on the floor supporting the
shrieking waitress, Posh led his fellow wan-
derers out, hmmg decided that it was time
for them to go.

“PIm not waiting a minute longer for
my fish and chips!” he said firmly.*"’Sides,
who knows what they are made of!”

Somewhat hastily they passed out, the
lady cashier being still too busy searching
for mice with an ebony ruler to see them go.
Out in the street, Posh chuckled.

“You were rig ht about it being too posh
for us, Nippy!” ha remarked, ‘'Let’s find
a p]acu not so posh—and more peaceful!”

“Yes, let's!” agreed Nippy and Sam,
and arm-in-arm they went along the promen-
ade in scarch of one.

—— —————

By ihe Brinyl
HAT'S better! Now what about =
bathe 7”? said Sam Trooble,
“Mustn’t bathe after a hearty
meal !”? said his brother, shaking his
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head. ““’Sides,
Cot to earn some cash
we start now.,”

The Trouble Triplets had found a decenf
little café, after a short search, where they
were greeted with a smile by a cheery-faced
young girl, who served them quickly and
well.  Now, after a satisfying feed, they
were qtrnillng along the beach, nlong‘sidﬂ
the shimmering sea, in search of adventure.

But business came first, as Posh now
pointed out, and being the leader, his word
was law. '

Selecting a spot just under the wall of
the prom., the threc got busy, Sam exercis-
ing his acrobatic skill, Nippy going through
his repertoire of canjurmg tricks, whilo
Posh prepared to go round with his cap
for much-needed coppers.

The beach was beginning to fill up now,
and they anticipated brisk business. What
they had not anticipated was professional
jealousy from other beach . entertainers.
Angered by the growing crowd round the
clever boys, the proprietor of the necarby
Punch and Judy show left his pitch and
approached them angrily.

*"Ere, you kids, clear hoff !” he snorted.
“You're spoilin’ my pitch, blow you! And
what about yvour al i

“We're not interfering with you!”
I"ash warmly.

“Of course you are!  You clear holff,
afore 1 call the beach inspector!” bawled
the Punch and Judy man heatedly. "1
bet you ain’t paid rent——"

He paused as a sudden commotion came
from his tall Punch and Judy box. First
came IDunch’s squeak, then Judy's shrill
cries, followed by the barking of Tubgy 1t
snunded like trouble in the home, and with
a startled ery, the proprietor rushed off to
see what his fumii}‘ of puppets were quarrel-
ling about,

“That's settled him for a bit!"” chuckled
Posh, whose wventriloguial skill had ecaused
the commotion. “Go it, chaps! 1 fancy—-
thank you, marm!”

Jingling the coppers in his cap. Tosh
moved about the happy crowd, while Sam

we're spent up, old fruit!
first, and I vote

said

and Nippy went on with the show. But
not for long. Through the corner of his
cve, Posh suddenly sighted a lanky in-

dividual in uniform strldmg along accom-
panied by the donkey-man. The latter gent
had been glaring jealously at the boys for
some time, their clever tricks having nt-
tracted all the children 1 the vieinity.
Jusiness for the donkey-tnan, as u result,
had been bad.

“Now what's all this?” demanded tho
uniformed individual, “What are you kids
doing 'erc!? Clear off at once—pack up
and clear, d'vou 'ear?”

“We're only giving an entertainment,
Mister!” protested Posh. “We're doing no
harm !

“What about renting that pitch, ch?”

hewled the lanky man, who was the beach
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inspector. “You ain't been to me. and 1
koows nothing about you! Clear off, before
I call a policeman !”

“That’s it, clear hoff,

e inspector | "

snapped the donkey-man viciously, “Us
has to pay-—"

“I didn’t know we had to paj'”’ gaid
Posh glumly. ‘“Come on, chaps.’

And the triplets, followed b!. the sym-

pathetic looks ﬂf the crowd, were obliged
to pack up and clear.

“Blowed if I knew we had to pay rent!”
grunted Posh again. “Still Hallo, here’s
that mean rotter that gave us away! Watch
me make him jump!”

The donkey-man, after leering triumph-
antly at the chums, had returned to bis
weary-looking mokes, and, at the moment,
happened to be whacking one of them, which
had strayed, with his big stick. The sight
angered Posh, and he felt the moment op-
portune to pay the man back. Next second
the squealing donkey scemed to say in a
husky voice :

“Here, let me alone, you big, bottle-
nosed brute! You hit me again and T'H
hoof vou into the middle of next week!”

“My heye!” gurgled the donkey-man,
backing away in a fright.

He blinked at the donkey,
ing his head at the moment, and then he
backed still more as the donkey, thinking
possibly that his master '.mntod him to
follow, and fearing the stick again, ambled
after him.

“T'm coming, boss!"' came the voice again.
“I'll teach you to hit a dumb animal!'”

The donkey-man gasped and backed
again, treading on the foot of a stout, fierce-
looking old gent seated in a beach chatr,
and then falling backwards on top of him.
This proved too much for the canvas chair,
which promptly collapsed under the doublo
“elght

“Yarroooop !” shricked the old gent, and
scrambling up, he started to hug his foot,
which happened to be a pgouty one, his
features twisted with anguish. For a
moment he hopped about; then, grabbing
his stick, he laid it about the back of the
terrified donkey-man.

The latter jumped to his feet, and, shrick-
ing wildly, pelted blindly away—full into
the Punch and Judy box, bringing the whole
Shﬂﬁ down on top of himself, whercat ho

who was shalk-

L

was “'set about” for a second time by the
very annoyed proprietor,
Laughing hugely, the Trouble Triplets

went off in scarch of another part of the
beach, where they divided the proceeds of
their  brief  entertainment. Then  thev
approaching the bathing-machines, cager fou
a dip in the sea,

“Vm quite enjoying our stay here,
all ' chuckled Sam. “It's so peaceful,
makes one want to be kind to everybody!

But everybody didn’t want to be kind
{o them. The bathing-machine attendant, o
fat, retired longshoreman, eved them scow!-

after
ancd



As Nippey produced the mouse the waitress gave a loud shriek.

She started backwards—witl

disastrous results to three inoffensive customers !

ingly. Evidently he took them for tramps,
from their dusty, travel-stained appearance,
and he waved them away.

“What you Llokes want ’ere?” he de-
manded.  “Sheer orf—I'm not ’aving no
tramps round these machines, a-stealing
people’s  valuables! Sheer orfl D’you
hear?”

This was enough for Posh—it usually took
Jess than an insult to bring the gleam of
mischief to his blue optics, A moment
later a hoarse voice proceeded from the
nearest machine, which Posh had already
noted was empty.

“Help ! [HEH}I I'm being eaten by live-
stock !” 1t eried. “ This machine’s swarming
with vermin! Help! Attendant! Help!”

“My heye!” gasped the attendant, a flush
of indignation spreading over his rugged
features. *““Wot a lie! There ain’t no ver-
min in my machines, blow meo tight if there
is I

“Help!” shricked the voice again, faintly,

Just then the uniformed beach-inspector,
who had sighted the boys from afar, came
hurrying up, obviously intending to order
them away, but he stared as a series of
shricks came from the machine.

“Hallo, what’s wrong here, attendant?”
he guasped,

“Blowed if T knows!” replied the fat
attendant. ‘' Somebody says as how they’re
being -eaten by vermin.”

“Help!” shrieked the voice in despair.

“Help! Fetch the inspector, you eruel mon-
stor! Help!”
"Come on!” snapped the inspector,

“Summat’s going on inside there!
You starin’ fooll™

Quick,

He charged up the steps and crashed the
door open, falling inside with a bump, for
the door was nnfastened. Bill, close behind
him, fell over his legs, and instantly Posh
leaped up the steps, pushed Bill further in,
and then dragged the door shut, making
them prisoners in the machine,

Then Posh leaped down, wrenched the
steps away, and kicked the wedge of wood
from under one of the wheels, while Sam
mstantly did the same with the other wedge,

“Now, my hearties—lively |” gasped Posh.
“All together!”

The Trouble Triplets put their shoulders
to the wheels wit{l suci'n good :effect that
the next moment the bathing-machine was
rumbling down the short, sloping stretch of
beach, accompanied by roars of amazed
anger from its occupants, as they tumbled
and rolled about inside. Next moment, the
rocking vehicle splashed into the waves,
sending up showers of spray.

“That about squarcs our accounts at Mud-
splosh-on-Bea !” gurgled Posh Trooble, hold-
ing his aching sides, ‘“‘Man the lifeboat,
somebody, or they'll get their little tootsies
wet 17

“Ha,-ha, hal”

Leaving the machine with its bellowing
occupants marooned amid the splashing
wavelets, the Trouble 'I'riplets departed,
shaking the sand of Mnudsplosh off their
youthful feet, to continue their wanderings
along the King's Highway, still happy, if
not wealthy.

THE END

{Posh & Co. are in tip-top form next
weeh—loolk out for the next humorous yarn’
featuring these three fun merchants,)
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Alired Edgar’s Popular Serial Confinues in a Welter of “Motor-Raecing Thrills!

Burst Tyre!
DU\\«FN the straightaway scuttled Jim-—-

and he drew away from Stargie!

He left him and the rest behind.

He opened up a gap that grew
wider and wider as he hurtled onwards.

“You're getting away—losing ’em!” Joe
yelled to him, “You've got ’em beat
already, Jim!”

Jim smfled behind his mask, then braced
himself in his seat as the first corner came
up. He saw a grand-stand, buildings,
coloured advertisements and crowds. His
exhaust-note died, the
brakes screeched, the
car dhived into the turn
and then went wheeling
around it, rock-steady.

On he went, into the
bends around the turn,
downhill and moving
fast, losing the others.
The machine began to
jump on the road, and Joe had to braco
himself in his seat, It was as Jim rocketed
into the last of the S-bends that he braced
himself anew.

The road was full of holes hece; although
they were only inch-deep depressions, they
could make a car moving at the pace of the
racer dance like a pea on a plate. Jim
steadied the machine as he pitched it into
the curve, and held it as one front wheel
kicked from a bump.

Two cars are burtling round the

French Grand Prix circuit— [im

and Stargte, duelling 1n a race
lo the death !

Joe was shot half out of his seat, then
came another mad leap which sent the speed-
ing machine full to the side of the road, half-
skidding, One rear wheel hit the edge of
the footpath, sent loose flints flying wildly
behind, and, as the car straightened, that
rear tyre burst.

Jim heard it go. Instantly he eased the
machine, 'holding it as she tried to slide,
and two hundred yards beyond brought it
to a stop at the roadside—just as Sturgie
came out of the curves with the rest at his
heels.

They were travelling
at a mad pace, streak-
ing through the dust
that Jim had raised,
using the whole of the
road. Their  wheels
seecmed to stamp tho
course,  their tails were
- wagging as they half-
skidded—and then they
went past with a wild roar.

Twenly seconds later came the remainder
of the cars, howling like fiends and packed
together. They hurtled ahead with a blat-
tering rcar, just as Jim pitched himsel® from
one side of the cockpit and Joe leaped out ab
the other, both springing to where a spare
wheel was carried in a compartment of the
racer’s tail.

“Rotten luck!” Joe gasped, ne he stared
down at the burst tyre,
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‘““Never mind about ihe Juck,” Jim panted,
“ ret the spare wheel on. Stargie’ll be about
three miles ahead of us by the time we get
going again!”

They dragged the wheel out, with the jack
and tools, and they were lifting the damaged
one clear when Joe asked:

“Jim, you’re not really going to make
Stargie crash, are you?”

For a moment the boy spcedman did not
answer. Joe saw that his jaw was set and
his whole body was tensed when he
answered :

“T’'m. going to make Lon Stargie crash so
hard that they’ll have a job to sort him out
of his car! And I’'m going to do it on
- Gadaret Corner—where he killed my dad!”

Dogged by Bad Luck!

¢¢ T'M going to crash Lon Stargie on

1 (Gadaret Corner—where he killed my

dad!” Jim Ross gasped the words

as he wrenched away the wheel with

its battered, burst tyre, while a racing car

screcched past them, showering them “with
dust and small stones,

Joe slammed the spare wheel on to thoe
hub, and there was no time for more talk
as théy smashed the hub-cap home, tossed
the lamed wheel and tools into the tail of
the quivering racer, which had stopped with
its engine still runming.

A glance at Jim’s face told Joo that he
meant what he said, Joe had known all
along that Jim meant to do something mad
during this fierce Trench Grand Prix race,
and the way in which he sent the car off
again showed the spirit that was in him.

He stamped the throttle-pedal right down
to the floor-boards, and the car screamed
on a furious note as it flung itself round tho
bends—now running last in the race when it
should have been first! Jim knew that the
delay to change the wheel must have put
him almost three miles behind Lon Stargie,
and he'd got to make up that distance some-
how, )

Over the winding, sinuous road the machine
hurtled, wheels stamping a  surface all
dappled with the shadows of the roadside
trees, while dust hung mistily, kicked high
by the machines which had gone ahead.

Dancing, weaving, leaping from the
bumps; serceching, howling, shifting in a
torrent of sound, the car stormed to the hair-
* pin turn,

Joe saw 1t come up. He saw the buildings
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there and the flaring coloured advertisement
banners which draped their walls, He saw a
stand, sandbanks, palisades, faces, and
officials standing immobile.

To him, clinging with both hands to the
furiously-driven machine, it secmed as
though they’d never get round. He heard
the whine of the brakes as they took hold,
and felt the car slide; he saw Jim’s hands
shift on tho wheel, and then they were
whirling round the corner, with the engino
roaring as Jim changed down to second
gear,

Next moment the squab thrust in« Joe's
back as Jim stamped the throttle wide open
once again, and they were roaring on at full
speed once more. :

The road swung left and lifted to a short
hill, The hill might not have been there
from the way the car went at it, to leap
from the crown and go down the slopo
beyond like a diving seagull,

Joe saw the road ahead, switchbacking
between tress on the way to Gadaret village,
At the top of each switchback the car
actually left the ground as it jumped, day-
light showing under its spinning tyres, and
the engine screeching as it over-ran.

The village itself whipped up, and the
echo of the car was like thunder as they
dived between the buildings, to shoot out at
tho other end, with brakes screaming as Jim
shaped for the corner. They took it, skid-
ding and, just beyond, Joe saw the plain
white stone which marked the spot where
Lon Stargie bad crashed Jimn's father.

The sun was shining down on it and on the
flowers which had been placed about it in
memory of a wonderful racing driver, and
as they passed Jim gave his engine full
throttle, so that the exhaust spat back flame
and bellowed furiously, as though repeating
Jim’s own vow of vengeanco.

Three laps they travelled, with Joe trying
to brace himself against tho awful bumps
which the hard-driven car gave lim. 'They
cleared the hairpin again—to sce people run-
ning across the road in front, A car had
just crashed. They could sco the machino
on its side, with smoke spurting out, but the
people split to let them go on,

It was as they crossed the strip of road
where the machine had overturned that thero
came a sudden report from one of Jmm's
front tyres. A jagged bit of metal from the
wrecked racer had pierced the rubber.

The car wobbled, skidded madly, and came
straight as Jim drove into the slide. His

LON STARGIE, the crack spcedman of Ace

makes him crash,
more Stargie wins by foul means.

HOW THE STURY STARTED.

JIM ROSS, iron-nerved, is a born racing driver,
STEVE ROSS, has just completed building a special racing car known a3 the Ross Eight, and
they take it down to Brooklands for a big race.
JOE COOPER, Jim's chum, who acts as mechanic,
Motors,
discovers to his cost during the race, Jim is winning, and then the Ace specdman deliberately
The boy again comes up against him in the Irish Grand Prix, and once
Jim vows that he will get his revenge in the French
GGrand Prix; that he will deliberately make Stargie crash—for it was on this course that the
Ace speedman killed the boy’s father, who was also a famous racing driver.
race comes, Jim's car hurtles off the starting-line like a rocket, followed closely by Stargie.
The French Grand Priz has begun—and for Jim and his rival it is to be a race to the death!

(Now read on.)

Hiz brother,
They are accompanicd by

Jim realises that his most dangerous rival is
Stargie is wunscrupulous, too—as Jim

The day of the
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foot came off the throttle pedal, and his
qoice was almost a snarl as he yelled to Joe:

“Tyre bursi—and we haven't got a sound
spare \”

“Don’t sloep:; run on the bare rim to the
pits !” Joe answered.

“That’s the only thing 1 can do!” And
at 80 m.p.h.-~which seemed slow after their
former speed-—Jim sent the machine on.

He would have 1o call in at the replenish-
ment pits to change the wheel. He would
have to run slowly over the course, and be

still further delayed before he could get
moving fast again,
“Jing, steady!”  Joe howled the words.

You'll smash the wheel at this pace!”

Jim did not answer., He was lecaning over
the side of the car. Dits of blackened rubber
were flving still from the wheel, but its rim
was bright where it scored the road surface,

Jim was eag r not to lose a split’ sccond.
He knew he was travelling at dangerous
speed. Ordinarily, with a lame wheel he
would have travelled at less than 30 m.p.h.
He was notching up to three times as fast
now,

They roared on. Up the hill and over the
switchbacks,  Every moment Joe expected
the nose of the machine to drop as the wheel
gave. Round Gadarer Corner and into the
crand-stand straight, and still the wheel was
holding.

The stands loomed up. They saw the pits.
Joe picked out their own—and in that
moment the wheel collapsed, but still Jim
didn’t stop. As the wheel went, he changed
down, trod the throttle open and sent the
machine skating to its pit on the brake-
drum, to come to a serceching halt as Joe
tumbled out.

No Petrol!

INUTES of mad work with jack and
W1 tools, changing the wheel, and they

were off again, with the news that
Lon Stargie’s Ace was almost a lap
ahead of them—ten miles in the lead, at

any rate,
The Ross:-Ryan scemed to seitle down
now, It was as though tho car regretted

the way it had been delayed. THe engine
gave out a sonorous, perfect roar of power,
the super-charger droned and whined, and
tho machine seemed to hold the road as
though it was glued to it.

For (wenty laps they hurtled on, always
travelling as fast as Jim kuoew how, and
always gaining on Lon Stargie. The cockpit
beeame full of blown oil and engine fumes.

Overhead the sun climbed in the sky and
blazed burningly down, so that Jim and Joo
scemed to be travelling in a bath of heat
from which there was no respite. The pit
signalled them cach time that they passed,
telling them that they were gamming on
Stargioe,
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Jim knew that Stargie's mechanics would
be signalling him in just the same way, and
that the other pace-makers in the race would
all be travellineg as hard as they knew how,

At the end of the twenty laps, Jun
learned that he was barely a minute behind
the roaring Ace, and that news made him
travel harder than ever,

Camning out of the hairpin turn he over-
took one of the low, snub-nosed Trench
machines which had been challenging Stargic
for the lead. "The blue car was hoFding the
centro of the road as it rocketed at the hill.

Joe heard Jim shout, and his eyes glittered
behind his goggles as he pulled his machise
over to the side of the road, where {he sur-
face was broken and rough, (rying to pass
the. other,

Stones flew like hail from the Ross-Ryan's
wheels.  Bits of grass and chunks of earlh
were goughed out and slung wide as they
drew level with the French machine,

Leaping, jolting, bouncing madly, they
surged by it—and then, very suddenly, the
booming of their engine died away (o a
spluttering, choked, gasping sound, and they
slowed. The engine note died out altogether.
The blue car shot ahead of them again, and
Joe gaspid:

“What's happened? She's cenked out!™

Jim did not answer. He trod on the brake-
pedal and, as the machine stopped, both
jerked out und ripped at the siraps over the
hot engine-cover. They lifted it up, and
Jim's hand went to the twin carburcttors at
the side.

He lifted the two needles, then panted:

“Look in the tank, Joe! T think we've
run out of juice—and we're about six miles
from the pits!”

(No petrol—and Stargie well arcay in the
lead, Jim’s chances of licking his scoun-
drelly rival seem slim now—bul Jim’s not
beaten yet. He's determined to win at all
costs ; he does win! How. you weill read
in next Wednesday's concluding chaplers
of thif thrilling serial.)

GRAND NEW SERIAL
ON THE WAY!

A gripping yarn of the *“ good old

days "' ; when highwaymen roamed

the country ; of stirring fights with
the King’'s Riders | Popular

DAVID GOODWIN

is at his very best in a story of
this t{ype. His latest and greatest
is starting in the NELSON LEE

shortly. Look out fer

FULL DETAILS NEXT WEEK!

Printed and published every Wednesday by the Proprittors, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,, The Fleetway Honso

Farringdon Strect, Tondon, E.C.4.
Registercd for transmission by Canadian magazine post,
5!6 for six mouths, Sole Agcents far South Afriea :

and New Zealand :
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Advertisement OfHces :
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Subscription Rates: Inland and Abroad, 11/- per annum;
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A famous Hawk-Eye
CAMERA

Made in Great Britain by Kodak

- L_FREE
ror 140

COUPONS

Here's 2 splendid oppor-
tunity to secure that camera
you've often wanted to
possess, Thisis a thoroughly
well constructed, well finish-
ed camera. It will take ¢x-
cellent pictures, 31 x24%,with
Kodak Film No, 120, Start
collecting the Nestlé Choco-
late coupons to-day. Get the
family to start collecting too.
‘There are so many different
kinds of Nestlé Chocolate to
choose from and everybody
can have his choice and be
helping to get the Gift.

......

Inall Nestle's ¥/b. block 1, Gd.
square cartons and 2d, nrapped
bars you will find cither Gift
conpons or colonred guarantee

slips. o 4
Tlese slips bave compon value:
Y Blue slip equals 2 coupons,

Y Link stip equals 1 coupon,

3 }-{ I',i"f;;i-’ urf{';;ff*tﬂil-’ﬂﬁj I fﬂa'.:':‘p{rﬂl
16 the Irish Free Spaie,

FIVE To Nestlé's ((ifr Dipt.)
L] T 1
Silverthorne Road, PR ook ARSI T
. p IN BLOCK CAPITALS !
]m;ittr:rr‘-:_‘-."!: LH!'.I;‘.I"-':'YL? S. W8

F R E E o EEIT IR . ot i i s R i

Bl

Please cend me 5 FRIEE

COUPONS | COUroNs wd ahe . PR P

.ﬂ'ir . '--':.:I-'- "5 f‘-: -(-L.-"-II IHIJI-;": N I.- :.'I.if % Y h r
53/14.630 ' 3d. Stamp sufficient if envelope is unsealed.

-
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HOW TO GET THEM
30 coupons

The personal autograph in ink of any
Australian you choose, on gummed
paper ready to fix jn vour album.

40 coupons

A posteard photograph of your
favourite Australian personally auto-
graphed by him., Sujtable for your
Album or for framing.

300 coupons
The complete Australian Test Team
in one fine photogruph 127 x10"
rersonally signed by each plaver.

When you have collected the requisite
number of coupons, post to Godirey
«Phillips, . Led.; Dept. N.L., 112
Commercia! Street, London, N.1,,

fiving your name and addres-a und

eaving which autograph you require.

B.D.V. Cigarettes are being
supplied to fhe Aucfrafzan feam
throughout the tour. “ Well
worth signing for” they say.

et

utographs

Boys! Australians’ Autographs. Signed i
ink—for you—personally ! Get them wit
B.D.V. coupons. Ask your father, uncle
big brothers to smoke B.D.V. and give vc
the coupons. They'll all be glad to helj
Begin collecting to-day.  Don’t waste
minute. The offer only lasts as long <
the tour lasts. And remember! Yc
can get these autographs FREE—

““as good as the best non-coupon cigarettes.”

10 for 6d. - 20 for 111d, Plain or Cork Tips.
Coupon also in every packet of B.D,V. Tobacco 11d, per oZ




