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A Rollicking Complete School Yarn!

CHAPTER 1.
The Schoolboy Inventor's Latest!

i 9 UNNY!” said Church, frowning.
“What the dickens can it be#”

He and Handforth and MeClure

woere in the Junior passage of tho

West Housze at St. IFrank’s, and they were

just passing Study O. Weird and wonderful

sounds were procecding from behbind the
closed door.

“Sounds like somebody dying,” said Hand-
forth, m alaim. “Who's in this study, any-
how #"

“Levi and Cooedwin and IEvans,” replied
MeClure.

They stood outside
the door of Study 0O,

JRTHS
TAL

K

: i
z :'T"'_Hg_h.: - W r‘.‘

7
=
R

The sounds from within the study were

startling.  Somebody seemed to be talking in
a deep voice; then it would fade to a

whisper, and suddenly bur:st out again in a
totally different key. :

- "We'd better go in,” said ITandforth, look-
ing worried,

He tried the door, and, to his surpvise, it
opened. The mysterious sounds ceased as he
stood on the threshold., Dick Goodwin, the
Lancashire boy, turned a startled face in thoe
direction of the newcomers. e was in his
shirt-sleeves, and he appeared to be wrestling
with a large cardboard cone, which was slung
by strings from the ceiling, Near by.was a
wireless set, and next to the w.u'inw{r»es et

stood a strange-looking
instrument  with a re-

listening. It was un- Reggre Pl wmakes a charming  volving cylinder.
usually quiet in the . . : “Tore, T say!” pro-
passage, for meet of £irl, and K, K. Parkinglon and  tested Goodwin., I

the juniors were at a

Mr. Pycraft

are

thonght that door was

completely

Form meeting, over in , locked !

the Ancient House.  spoofed ! T his fuﬂva’-mﬁgbs “Well, you thonght
Handforth & Co., In - vy wrong,” eaid  Hand-
fact, had come along to {fﬂh‘lé’d]} 15 shoi b}) forth. **What was that
renud up a few® ab- horrible  noise  wo

gclitees,

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

“heard 77
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Dick sighed.

“Better come in and close the door,” he
said., - “I must be getting carcless. Fancy
lecaving it unlocked w.th you about the
house ! 1 suppose thew:’ll be no satisfying
you untit I've explaineat”

“There won't,” agreed IHandforth grimly.
“I'm the captain of the Remove, and I want
to know what all this paraphernalia 1s,
Another of your giddy inventions?”

“Yes, but don't talk so loudly,” replied
Coodwin. ‘“It isn't quite perfected yet: L'
making the final experimentis.now. It’s an
apparatus for making talking pictures!”

“My hat!" said Church. “I thought it
sounded pretty awful !”

“You ass! You mustn't take any notice of
that,” replied Dick. “I was only testing
the amplifier.”

“You don’t rcally mean to say that you
can take genuine talking pictures—and show
them 7" asked Handlorth sceptically. ‘I
know you're a bit of a genius at inventing
things. but these talkie things cost thousands
of quids.”

“This one didn't.,” grinned the schoolboy
inventor. ““Look here, T'll show you. I've
got a cine-Kodak here.  Birthday present,

you know.”
“Yos—we've seen it before.” agreed
McClure, “You took some shots of the

irst Eleven match last Saturday, and vou
got in that big hit of Fenton's. But 1t
wasn't a talkie.”

All the juniors were interested in Good-
win's home projector. Ile had shown a
number of interesting short films on his tiny
apparatus, which he had elaborated upon
with numerous gadgets of his own invention,

“This is the talkie part,” said Dick. point-
ing to the thing with the revolving evhinder,
“Tt's an old Dictaphone. I spotted it cheap
in - Bannington last week and bagged it
Since then I've been making experiments
with a special synchronising attachment,”

“By George!” said Handforth., “Does it
really work ?”

“Well. of course, it ecould be a lot better,”
admitted Goodwin. *“These Dictayphones use
witx records, and they soon get worn out,
Seill, they’re good enough for one or two
showings. You sce, I can take a picture and
start the Dictaphona at the same time. I've
invented a special microphone. joined up
with my wireless set, so that the sounds arve
‘all reeorded on the wax cexvlinder.”

“Tt sounds pretty clever.” admitted ITand-
forth,

“And I've made an amplifier, too.” pro-
ceeded Dick, with a certain amount of pride.
“These Dictaphones, as yvou know, are only
supposed to be used with earphones. Typists
transeribe letters from them, vou know.
But with my amplifier the sounds can be
made as loud as real life. Just a minute.
I'll give you a demonstration.”

He fiddled about for some minutes with
his projector. and then he rested a sercen
in front of the cone-like apparatus. Hae
started the Dictaphone, and the same switch
operated the little projector.

The study light was already switched off,
and now the picture of Selomon Levi
appeared on the sercen. He was grinning
right at the audience, and suddenly he
clapped his hands. The clap sounded
thickly, but naturelly enough.

“You're an ass, Dick,” said Solomon Levi
from the sereen. ““1 believe this experiment
of yours is going to be a flop. You can’t
kid me that you can really take talking
pictures, Still, you asked me to stand here
and gas, so-—" .

The film came to an abrupt end. and the
talking ceased at the same momeont. Dick
Goodwin switched off the projector, turned
on the hghts, and looked at his visitors.

“Well 77 he asked anxiously.

"My dear chap, 1t's marvellous!” gasped
Handforth. “That was the real talking
picture!  Are you sure Levi isn’t in this
room somewhere? By George! He's been
spoofing us, you chaps!”

“I haven't!” grinned Dick. “You
hear the record by itself, if you like.”

Handforth & Co. were soon convineed, and
within a minute Handforth was looking
cager and excited. -

“I'll tell vou what!” he said,
Goodwin's arm. “Let's make a real talkie!
A proper play! DIl write a Trackett Grim
story, and I'll play Trackett Grim my-
solf—" .

““Not just yvet!” interrupted Dick hastily.
“l don't think my apparatus 1s perfect
enough vet for making a real long talkie.”

But once Ildward Oswald Handforth was
started off on an 1dea, nothing short of
c*idm‘-nfurm was capable of holding him in
cheek,

can

erabbing

— i e—

CHAPTER 2.
Spoofing K.K.!
Tilir‘. Remove meeting was over. IMand-

forth had been singularly abstracted

at this important confereuce, scecing

that ericket was the subjcet under dis-
cussion. ¥e had even agreed to a proposal
that Kirby Keeble Parkington and Harvey
Decks and Clement Goflin should have places
in the next Remove Eleven match., And the
].{f*dil'-lot Trio were Handforth's deadlicst
rivals,

The Carlton Gang—as IK.K. and his eleven
companions from Carlton College were calied
—had not yet forgotten how they had been
dished out of sceing a full dav's play of the
recent Test-match at Nottingham, and they
were still trying to think of some super-
scheme to get their own back. It needed
something super to wipe out that extensive
defeat.

It was later, in Study D, that Iandf{orth
revealed the reason for his abstractedness,
A few kindred spirits were invited, includ-
ing Vivian Travers, Jimmyv DPotts, Reggie
Pitt. Trotwood—and Dick Goodwin,

“First of all,” said Handiorth, looking
round. “we mustn’t let those silly Red-Hots
know that we're holding this meeting.”



4 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

#Then don’t talk so loudly,” said Church.

“I'm qﬂing to tell you u}mut something
wonderful 1 saw this evening,” continued
Handforth. “I've always known that Dick
Goodwin was a bit of a marvel, but he’s sur-
passed himself. He’s invented something
that surprised even me.”

And Handforth, amid an interested silence,
and with many modest blushes from Good-
win, told of the talking apparatus.

“There’s nothing new in this,” said Pitt.
“We knew about it yesterday over in the
West House,”

‘“And you didn’t think of a wheeze?"”
asked Handforth reproachfully. *“ My idea
is that we should make a talkie. I don’t
mean a few shots of some of us just f{mlin?
about, but a genuine talkie, A full-length
comedy.”

“¥You could be the comedian,” said Pitt,
nodding,

“Then we can show the film in the Lecture
Hall—Goodwin can fake up a big scrcen—
and do the thing in style,” continued Hand-
forth. “We can invite the school to the
show, and we might even charge a bob for
admission and give the proceeds to some
charity.”

“The lad has brains,” commented Travers.
“Handy, you surprise me—— Hallo, why
the grin, Reggic?” he added in polite
inquiry.

““An idea has just struck me,” said Pitt,
his cyes twinkling. “Why not make a
different kind of talkie?  Half a tick!
Does this apparatus of yours make much
noise, Goodwin? I mean, when you're
taking a film?”

“It's practically silent.”

“Then it’ll be easy,” chuckled Pitt. “Look
here, supposing we hide the apparatus in
the bushes behind the shrubbery. And sup-
imsmg a pretty girl sends somebody for
CK., and K. K. comes out and goes to her "

“Look here——"" began Handforth,

" And supposing this charming young lady
falls on K.K.’s chest and generally makes
him dithery?” went on Pitt cmlfy. "3
rather think that the concealed apparatus
would get hold of a talkie of exceptional
merit—with KUK, doing most of the acting
without even knowing 1t |”

There were many lgoud chuckles.

“IVs a brilliant wheeze, and K.K. would
fall for it,” admitted Travers. “But, dear
old fellow, where’s the girl? Parkington
knows all our delightful chums of the Moor
View School.”

“The girl’s here—on this chair,” said Pitt
modestly. “I’ve done it before, and I can
do 1t again. We'll call her Phyllis Pitt, my
cousin. To-morrow’s a half-holiday, and she
pops along to see the lads. K.K. has heard
something abour her coming, and so he

won't be surprised if he sces a slight
resemblance——"

““Ha, ha, ha|”

Pitt was interrupted by the roar of
laughter which rose as the juniors grasped
the full possibilities. Therea%ter the plotters
congregated and plotted.

KX1 mornming somebody casually
mentioned that Reggie Pitt’s cousin
war coming down. Kirby Keeble
Parkington heard it and thought

nothing. He wasn’t much interested in
girls, anyhow. Just before luncheon he
heard that Phyllis was actually at the Moor
View School, visiting her Cousin Winnie
first.

Again K. K. thought nothing. All this was
by way of preliminary preparation. Bub
Parkington was certainly astonished when a
diminutive fag buttonholed him in the
Ancient House lobby and informed him that
he was wanted behind the shrubbery.

“Who by ?” asked K.K.

“A girl,” said the fag. *“Says her name
is Phyllis. Pitt’s cousin, I think. Says she
particularly wants to speak to you—alone.”

“My only hat!” saxd K. K. ‘“All right,
kid! I'll go!” .

He proceeded towards the shrubbery with
excessive caution, fully expecting an ambush
of Old-Timers. He broke through the
bushes—and then ﬁu!ped. Sitting on a tree-
stump was a really remarkably attractivo
yvoung lady. Parkington caught a vision of
slim, silk-clad legs, of a smart tailor-made
summer frock., He saw the girl’s wavy,
shingled hair peeping out from beneath her
attractive hat. Without doubt, a stunner.

He stepped forward, feeling absurdly
awkward.

“Di—did you want to see me, miss?” he
asked nervously.

The girl jumped up and ran
towards him.

“Oh, thank you so much for coming !” she
said, in a voice which fairly cooed, and with
her eyes full of gratitude. “My name is
Pitt, you know—-"

“Yes, I can sece the resemblance,” said
K.K. “You're awfully like your cousin—
only a lot better-looking, of course.”

“I think you're wonderful!” murmured

Phyllis.
He had

lightly

'F!:l‘

Kirby Keeble was tongue-tied.
never had a girl looking at him in this way
before. She certainly did look a bit like
Reggie, but never for a moment did he
suspect the truth.

“Oh, I say!” he protested. “'I—I—7

“I admire you tremendously,” went on
Phyllis softly., *I’ve heard such a lot about
Euu—hnw strong you are—how brave! TI’'ve

card how you came to St. I'rank’s and
made all the other boys toe the line. Pleaso
come closer.”

“Clo-closer 1" stammered K.K.

5 “’l'ia*ke me in your arms |” whispered the
‘girl.”

‘Oh, reall;, I—”

“Kiss me|”

“J—I-—— Here, 1 say, aren’t you making
a mistake?”™ babbled Parkington. ‘I think
you must believe that I'm your cousin, or
somebody else. My name’s Parkington.”

Suddenly the girl backed away, and an
expression of hot indignation came into her
eyes. She went right out into the open,
where she knew that both the camera and
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the talkie apparatus would record every-
thing. So far Pitt had only indulged in the
“leading up " work.
“How dare you?"”
““Oh, you wretch!
like that [
The unfortunate IKX.IK. nearly collapsed.

he ecried indignantly,
How dare you kiss me

CHAPTER 3.
An Unrehearsed Effect!

VERYTHING was happening so swiftly
that Parkington had no time to collect
his thoughts., He hadn’t even time to
be suspicious. He was bewildered,

Fivst this girl had asked him to kiss her.

“Grab that «@, "
camera ! "’ yelled iy
K. K. Parkington wildly to v /4"
his henchmen, and the .
Carlton Gang charged to the

attack.

Then she had angrily scolded him for doing
it, although he hadn't kissed her at ali!l

“But—but I didn't!” he exclaimed, run-
ning towards her. ‘I say, don’t cry out like
that, you know! DPcople will hear!”

In their concealment behind the bushes
the amateur film-makers were hugging them-
selves with glee. The great film was work-
1ng up wumtu-ful!y[ JLverything that Park-

ington did, and every word he said, was
being recorded.
“Don't dare to come near me!"” ecried

Phyllis, sobbing. “Oh, I've never been so
indignant | You kissed me !”

“T.ook here, what's the game?” asked
Parkington, almost roughly. “You know
jolly well that I didn’t kiss you, Miss Pitt.”

Reggie thought that things were getting a
bit tame. He backed away as K.K. ad-
vanced and uttered a scream of terror.

“No, no!” she eried. “ You mustn't do it
again! I don't allow boys to kiss me—="

“Good Heavens !”

K.K. spun round, and even the spoofer
was so startled that his powdered jaw sagged.
Mr, Horace Pycraft, ihe master of the Re-
move, the St. Franks busybody, had burst
through the bushes. The fAlm-makers, so
near at hand nearly fainted. Here was an
unrehearsed—an undesired—development,

“Parkington!” thundered Mr. Pycraft,
advancing. ‘“What are you doing to this
young lady? Did I hear her accusing you
of kissing her?”

“Oh, I’'m sure you'll save me, you look so
kind !’ exclaimed Phyllis, running up and
clinging affectionately to the startled Mr.
Pyeraft’'s arm. “You
look so strong and
brave and noble!”

The cochoolboy  film.
makers almost stopped
the apparatns in. their

, delizht, legrio  was
/el muaking capital out of
U Mr. Pyeraft’s unex-
oy, V<74, pected arrival!  The
- a7 talkie promised to be
A
"

a hundred times funnier than any of the
plotters had anticipated !

In no circumstances could Mr. Pycraft be
described as strong and brave and noble.
He was round-shouldered, weedv, and as un-
pleasant-locking as a dying walrus.

“Young lady!” he ejaculated. *Kindly
release me!  Who—who are you? And
please tell me if this boy has annoyed you
in any way."”

“Did you hear me scream?” asked the girl
coyly., “Ie didn't really try to kiss e,
but e

“Parkington, go indoors!” ordered Mr.
Pyeraft hastily., “Go to my study and- wait
there until 1 come.”

“Yes, sir,” gasped K.K., glad to escape.

““Now, my girl, let me know precisely how
that boy oftended you,” continued DMr.
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Pyeraft, when he had made sure that he and
the girl were alone. *‘I—ecr—shall make it
my duty to punish him severely——"

_ ““Oh, but you mustn’t,” she protested, lay-
ing her head on Mr. Pycraft’s shoulder,
“You are so big and strong, you might hurt
him.” '

Mr, Pyecraft quivered from head to foot.

“Really, this—this is most embarrassing !”’
he said, terrified. “My dear young lady,
you really must not——"

“Call me Phyllis!}”
gly.

#J—I———  Really, I cannot do that!”
faltercd the Form-master. “I have not even
been introduced, and this sort of thing is
most undignified. However,” he added,
with a gulp, **if it is soothing for you to rest
in this fashion, I—er——have no objection.”

“If that boy had kissed me I should have
screamed,” said Phyllis, looking up at Mr,
Pveraft with fond eyes. " DBut if you kissed
e i
Mr. Pyeraft rceled giddily.
“I1” he panted. **I kiss you
“We're alone!” she said demurely,
*“Ah—er—quite so!” gasped Mr. Pycraft,
[—cr—believe we are. But really, I—1——"
““Oh, come on!"” she urged. “Chance it !”

Mr. Pycraft chanced it—and tho wonder
of it was that the juniors bchind the film
apparatus did not give themselves away. The
signt of Mr., Pyecraft, with a strained, set
cxpression, bending down and kissing the dis-
guised Reggle Pitt was too ripe for words.

she said encourag-

kL

“It's our secret!” said Phyllis softly, as
she nestled closer.  ** Are you doing anything
on Sunday afternoon? Supposing we meet
on the towing-path, near the rustie bridge,
and go for a walk?”

Mr, Pycraft had not yet recovered, and he
was specchless.

“T’'ll be there, anyhow,” she promised.
“At half-past three sharp. Do turn up!”

Gently she drew herself away and tripped
off. In fact, Pitt began to realise that the
length of film in the camera was not exces-

]

stve, neither was the Dictaphone record ever- -

lasting. Enough was as good as a feast,

“Upon my word!” said Mr, Pycraft
breathlessly, when he found himself alone.
““What an extraordinary young girl |”

Dick Goodwin, who was about to stop turn-
ing, kept on,

“ Half-past three—by the rustie bridge!”
continued Mr, Pyeru,{t. “ After all, wh
not? A most charming girl! Dear me! %
confess 1 was most embarrassed—but cer-
tainly a very charming girl.”

Ho wandered away, and as he walked
somewhat unsteadily across the Triangle
Reggio Pitt dodged back into the clearing
behind the shrubbery. Dick Goodwin and
Handforth and two or three others literally
fell out of the bushes, doubled up with help-
less laughter,

CHAPTER 4.
Not So Good!

6 A, ha, hal”
H “Pycraft was a  scream|”
gurgled Handforth, “Oh, mny only
topper! What a film! What a

talkie !”

“Well, well!” beamed Travers, “I must
say, Pitt, dear old fellow, that you were
marvellous. And old Pieface never guesscd
a thing.”

“He’s going to meet you at the rustic
bridge on Sunday !” sobbed Church,

*“Ha, ha, ha I?

Kirby Keceble Parkington, near
Ancient IMouse, pricked up his ears. Ho
hadn’t gone to Mr. Pycraft’'s study, as
ordered. 'The rest of the Carlton Gang had
met him, and they were still with him-—and
so far K.K. hadn’t dared to breathe a
whisper of his recent experience. But now
his manner changed.

“Great jumping grasshoppers !” he ejacu-
lated. “Do you hear that you, chaps?”

““Behind the shrubbery,” said Deeks.
“Sounds like a menagerie let loose.”

“It's  the  Old-Timers—howling  with
laughter,” said K.K. thickly. “My stars!
Then T was spoofed !”

“Spoofed ?” gasped Baines. “What do
you mean o

Parkington didn’t wait. He ran at top
speed for the shrubbery. Bursting through,
he had the full truth before him in one
glance. There stood the “girl,” wig 1In
hand—Reggie Pitt! There stocod Goodwin
with his cine-camera, and there was Levi,
with another queer apparatus.

“A film!” yelled K.K. hoarsely. ‘“It was
a jape—and I acted the goat in-front of
the camera! Oh, my hat |”

“Cave!” ejaculated Dick Goodwin. “The
Red-HHots!  Solly, get that camera and
talkie thing indoors! Quick! They'll bag
it if you don’t !”

“Leave it to me,” said Levi promptly.

Thoe rest of the Carlton Gang burst into
view, and K.K, was frantiec.

the

)

“Don’t ask questions!” he shouted
nrgently, “Grab that camera!  Get the
film and destroy it! For goodness’ suke be
quick !

But the Old-Timers were ready. Levi and
Pitt were smuggling the apparatus away—
Reggie deceming it advisable to make him-
self scarce. The rest formed themselves into
a solid phalanx, and barred the Carlton
Gang. At all costs these fellows must bo
held back unt:l the talkie mechanismm was
safely indoors. .

“Never mind these idiots !” roared K. K.

“Go after those other chaps with the
camera.”

It was easier said than done. The Old-
Timers considered that the best form of

defence was attack. They charged solidly.
K.K. & Co. retreated in utter disorder.
They blundered out into the open Triangle,
and in about ten seconds a free fight was in
progress, Perhaps Parkington would have
won free but for a further unfortunate
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circumstance. Mr, Pycraft arrived on the
scene.

Having hastily escaped from the ‘“‘girl’s”
resence, he had recovered some of -his
Ea]unm&. It must be recorded that he was
even now skirting thoe shrubbery in the hope
that he might catch sight of her again,
But he caught sight of a crowd of juniors
instead. He halted. A disorderly riot! A

gang of boys fighting in the Triangle !

mli—

“Stop I shouted Mr. Pyeraft, rushing up.
“You—you abandoned young rascals! Ilow
dare you behave in this hooliganly manner?
I am amazed! What is the meaning of this
disorder 7”

The combatants separated, flustered and
dishevelled. It was just like old Pieface to
butt 1n when he wasn’t wanted !

“"You will all take ‘five hundred
each!” snapped the Form-master. *Your
next half-holiday will be forfeited. Every
boy here will attend an extra lesson on
Saturday! You may all dismiss!”

They dismissed, their feelings
for words.

6 [LI. anyhow, we'll get our own
back on the rotter when we show

our film,” said Handforth grufliv,
an hour later, when they had all

lines

too deep

=7

Mr, Pycraft groaned as the film
proceeded —and he nearly had a
fit when he saw himself suc-
cumbing to the charms of
“ Phyllis,"”’

——

cooled down. ““Thank goodness those
Carlton chaps didn’t bag the film.”

“Goodwin's  developing it,” grinned
Church. “He reckons it's going to be a
huge success.”

After tea Goodwin himself ecame into
Study D.

“It's a knock-out!” he declared. “Film's
perfectly clear, and the talking is first
class, You can hear every giddy word.”

“Have you shown it yet?” asked Hand-
forth cagerly.

“Only a bit of it—but it's enough,” re-
plied the schoolboy inventor. “Why
shouldn’t we have our show to-night? We'll
invite K. K. & Co. and give them a treat.
I particularly want to sce K.K, go green.”

“Why not invite Pyeraft, too?" grinned
MeceClure.

Dick Goodwin started,

“That's given me an idea,” he said. “Woe
may not have that show, after all—I can
give you something better. We don’t want
to be gated on Saturday, do we?”

“I should think not!” "reared JIland-
forth, “We've got a fixture against Helm-
ford College on Saturday, and 1t'll be awful
if we have to cancel it.”

Dick Goodwin nodded cheerfully.

“All right!"” he said. “Leave it to me.”
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CHAPTER 6.
Mr. Pycraft Thinks Again!

i OME 1n!" called the acid voice of
Mr, Pycraft. '

It was half an hour later, and

the I'orm-master was sitting 1n his

casy-chair, thoughtful and sclf-satisfied.

Perhaps he had been thinking about the

forthcoming Sunday afternoon, and the
rustic bridge by the river. At all events,
he had started guiltily as the tap had

sounded on the door.

Dick (Goodwin entered, looking very
respectful. i

“Can I have a word with you, sir?” he
asked,

“1 wish you wouldn’t disturb me like this,
Goodwin,”  said Mr. Pyeraft peevishly.
“You kunow perfectly well that I don’t like
being interrupted at this hour of the even-
ing. I have been—er—pondering over some
intricate mathematical problems. What do
vou wani 1’

“T was wondering if you would like to sce
my new film, sir.”

Mr. Pycraft impatiently shook his head.

“No, certainly not,” he replied. *1 can-
not be bothered with trivialities. My timo
is of greater value. You may go, Good-
win.”’

Dick had been prepared for this,

“Oh, well, all right, sir—as you say,” he
replied, shrugging his shoulders. “But as
you appear in the film we thought——"

“19” ejaculated Mr. Pycraft. * What
was -that ? Did you say that I am in the
film 77

“Yes, sir—we happened to film you with-
out vour kuowing it.”

“In that ecase,” said My, Pyeraft, * per-
haps I had betfer come along. I may-not
grant von permission to show this film.”

“That’'s what wo thought, sir,” wmur-
murcd Dick. “So we want you to act as a
sort. of censor.”

Mr. Pyeraft’s weak spot had been touched.
His curiosity was aroused. Without further
denmir he accompanied Dick Goodwin to
Study D, and when they arrived they found
everything ready. Only Handforth & Co.
were there.  The screen was In position,
and the projector and the Dictaphone were
fixed up,

“Here's said Dick
calmly.

Mr. Pyveraft sat down, and a moment later
the talkie started. Mr. Pycraft started
rather violently when he beheld a slim,
attractive-looking girl flash on the screen.
And as he watched, and as he listened, he
beeame more and more alarmed.

“Please come closer,” came the girl's voice
from the sercen. :

“Clo-closer,” stammered the boy, whom
Mr. Pyeraft recognised as Parkington.

“Take me in your arms!”

“0Oh, really, I——»

“Kiss me |”

Mr. Pycraft sagged in his chair. He
remembered how he had dashed behind the
shrubbery. That  girl had  actually

vour seat, sir,”

encouraged Parkington! It wasn’'t the
boy’s fault at all. Then he remembered
how she had urged Aim to kiss her, too. lle
went hot and cold 1n spasms. |

IHHe saw himself come on the sercen; ho
heard himself ordering Parkington to go
indoors. And as the film procecded Mr.
Pyecraft become more and more like a half-
dissolved jelly. When, indeed, he heard the
girl telling him to “chance it,” and when
he saw himself actually kissing Phyllis, he
gave a low, anguished moan,

The film came to an end, and the
lights went up. Mr. Pyecraft was wilting in
his chair, giving a good imitation of a wct
sock.

“Well, sir?” asked Goodwin brightly.
“Not so bad for a first attempt at a talk-
ing picture is it7 Ilave we your permission
to show 1t, sir?”

Mr. Pycraft came to himself.

“Show it !" he gurgled. * Why, you—you
—— Upon my sou!l How dare you? Of
all the 1mpertinent, insolent effrontery &

“How do you mean, sir?”’ asked Hand-
forth. “We were only spoofing Parking-
ton. We didn’t know you were coming into
1t.

Mr. Pyeraft, who knew that this was true,
rose dizzily to his feet. .

“PDestroy that film!” he ecroaked. “I
t}f;l;l}lniuh‘] it! How many boys have scen
it

“Only us, sir.”

“Thank Heaven for that!” breathed Mr,
Pyecraft. “Boys, I—1 take back what T just
said. If you will destroy this film, and say
Hnt hing about it, T will let the whole matter

rop.”

“Why, certainly, sir—anvthing to pleaso
vou,” suid IHandforth generously. “ After
all, we can make a better film than this.
Oh, and by the way, sir,” he added, as an
afterthought. “There's that question of five
hundred limes and next Saturday’s gating.
Do you think you could let us all off, sir?”

Mr. Pyeraft was mnot brilliant, but he
could sce clearly enough that he was 1n
the trap.

“If you destrov this film—and that
appalling record-—1 will say no more about
the punishment,” he bleated.

Before Mr., Pycraft’s eyes the fateful film
and the ineriminating wax record wero
burnt up in the Study D grate. ke fairly
tottered out into the passage when the cere-
mony was Over,

And that was the end of Handy’s first
talkie. An inglorious ending, perhaps—but
what o success! For hadn’t it been the
means of Handforth & Co. escaping a five-
hundred line imposition and a gated half-
holiday? It had! Yes. a success—a won-
derful success—without doubt |

THE END.

(The St., Frank’s juniors at the Teslt-
match next week—in a lively complele
yarn entitled, ‘* The Test-match Truants! "’
Order your NELSON LEE in advance,
chums!) .



Thrills in the Tropics!

Loopy Makes an Enemy.

OOPY LANE, the Cowboyv Xid, and
King of Bangalluult Lhnd bJ.t
sunning himself on the veranda of his
royal 1;'1]:1::1, On one side of him

gprawled his magnificent pet tiger, Sheba;
on the other hand sat Kiki, the black boy
who was his pal and general factotum,

Kverything was very peaceful. Leopy found
himself dozing. Then abruptly the silence
vas shattered.

A deafening clamour of voices echoed from
a large hut on the right-hand or west wing
of the palace. Instantly the rowal rrmuds
below the veranda gripped their weapons
and sprang evcct. It sounded as if some-
bedy was being murdered, and as Loopy
Inoked out into the public square he saw ex-
King Wangaloola come out of the hut,
followed by a crowd of shouting servants.
These were men of lower ecaste, but they
showed no respect for Wanrgaloola now as
they ran after him, brandishing sticks and
wooden bowls and jugs and jars of earthen-
ware, which they hurled at the waddling
figuru of the twenty-stone black man,

Duecking  and  dodging, Wangaloola
managed to escape injury, and m iounting the

veranda with amazing agility for one of his
eirth, lm went down on his knees before
Loopy.

"What's he say?” asked Loopy, turning to
Kiki. :

“"Heem sav alley servant strike, wantey
muchee bletter food, not likey workey
for Wanguloola now heemn not keeng.”

Jalace

iD:€O

Adventure No. § :

“ TREACHERY [ ”

KING LOOPY, of
Bangalloola, pays a
visit 1o a neighbour-
ing  island — and
wishes be badw’t !

E

The servants, forty or more of
tiiem, some of them as big as the
royal guards who pointed their
spears at them, had formed up in
a double lina in front of the
were screaming  threats at

and
Wangaloola,
The fa: c,rn:t sat back on his haunches

a"rl spread his hands,

"' Bookala muchacarancha!” he
5‘1{}01111rr a cunning look at Loopy
the hali-shut slits of his eyes.

“Heem say he want Keeng Loopy to let
licem havey beeg whip,” said Kiki.

Loopy held his great stock-whip in
hand

“_111 right, you can have the loan of it,
W angaloola, if you think you can uvse it,"
he said, as he gave the handle into the ex-
king’s fat right hand.

In a flash Wangzaloola was transformed
from an abject kneeling cow '11"1.'1 into a relent-
less savage. e beg*m to shout as he stood
with the whi}} swung back ready to st-ri[{v,
and his left band pointing at the trembling
black men whose courage oozed away,
for they had seen Loopy du‘mi the Pota-
keeta champion and put a whole army to
flight with the magic whip.

Wangaloola sprang to the ground and
bounded towards ihem bringing the thirty-
fool lash of the whip round with all the
strength he could muster. The black ser-
vants dropped their missiles and ran. DBut
they had scarcely taken a dozen strides
before they turned and came back again.
Wangaloola was lying on his back npon the
sun-baked ground, for in swinging the whip
he had brought the great thong roumd, and
it had landed hard upon his jaw and knocked
him out.

cried,
{hrnugh

his
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The scrvants stretched for their sticks .nd
pots and jars. Once again they began to
pelt the fallen king, and their atm was good.

“Half-time, there!” shouted Loopy Lane,
as he leapt clear ot the veranda. “Come on!
Scatter ’em, Sheba!”

The Cowboy IKid secized the whip which
Wangalonla had dropped, he cracked the
lash at the erowd of native servants, and he
sent the tiger Hying among them. Shrieking
with terror, they darted in all directions,
disappearing round the walls of the wpative
huts that enclesed the square.

Loopy helped Wangaloola to lLis feet.
There were bumps upon the ex-king’s head.
e swayed unsteadily as he peered at Loopy.
Then he began to muiter, and finally
ul'u:i‘dtlled in the direction of his hut, reeling
stirntly.

Kiki blinked.

“Massa  keeng,” he whispered in a
frightenrd voice, “late Keeng Wangaloola
say magic whip no goed, and ie gettee own
back on Keeng Loopy one day.”

A'he Cowboy Kid picked up his whip and
went pack. into the cool shelter of his palace.

“We needn’t be afraid of him, Kiki,” he
sard,  “Tle can’t even keep his servants in
their places.”

Kik! did not answer, TTo looked worried.

I'rom that day onward, whenever Loopy
lLane - met ex-King Wangaloola, whose
inmps and bumps and bruises took a whole
fortnight (o heal, the pgreat fat native
{.‘*pf-e:lt;!l{-r looked” at 1. opy as if he hated
lim!

— p—

The Deputation!

AYS passed, during which Wangaloola

| stayed inside his hut, and Loopy

noticed that officials and dignitaries

of the island visited the ex-king

constantly. Poo-poo, the viteh doctor, who

hated the Cowboy Kid, was a frequent visitor.

“Oley Poo-poo makey mischief,” said Kiki.

“I guess T don’t care two straws for Poo-

poo!” retorted Lioopy, as he lolled on the
veranda stroking the tiger's silken head.

The next day Wangaloola left his hut,
the first time for two weeks, and waddled
off across the square. That day Banralloola
natives began to pour into the city from all
parts of the island, and XKiki, who had
gone in search of news, came back to report
that a deputation from the Island of
Potakeeta had arrived in Bangalloola under
a flag of truce and would come to-morrow to
ser King T.oopy.

“What should you think they want, Kiki?”
asked the Cowboy IKid.

Kiki did not know. For years a state of
‘war had existed between tho peoples of
Bangallosla and Potakecta.

“P’raps come to make peace,” said the
black boy.

The “next morning Chi-Chi-Coo, the lord
chamberlain, arrvived wearing his ccurt robes

THE NELSON LEE LIBR.iRY

and a conical hat smothered with tinkling
bells. Bending double on the floor, he told
Loopy through Kiki, who acted as interpreter,
that after thirty years of never-ccasing war
Potakeeta had sent a deputation from their
island begging for peace, and asking that
King Loopy Lane and Sheba should vieit
them.

Chi-Chi-Coo had a face like .a wrinkled
tcad. Long, white hair streamed down over
his shoulders, and his straggly beard hung
over his chest like a mat. With his bony
left hand upraised, he talked for ten minutes
without stopping, and then pointed dramatic-

=

ally to the square.

Loopy went on to the balecony with Sheba.
Marching into the tquare, under an escort
of a hundred warriors armed to the teeth,
was the deputation from Potakeeta, consist-
ing of about fifty fine-looking savages wear-
ing glittering robes of state. Their leader
carried a white flag, and they halted in frout
of the roval palace.

Then the talking began in earnest. Fiisk
the lord chamberlain shouted to the cheer-
ing people who had congregated. Next
Wangzaloola, who had turned up locking
fatter than ever, had a go. Then one after
another the spokesmen of the deputation had
a long talk. Kiki, the interpreter, boiled
the whole chat down to this:

That the TPotakeeta nation longed for
peace. The coming of the little white king
with the magic whip, who had beaten their
champion, had convinced them that they
conld never hope to ecapture Bangalicola.
The people of Potakeeta had heard of the
areat striped cat which was a living Spirit,
and if King Loopy and his she-cat would
only pay a visit to their island they would
acknowledge him as their king as well, so
that the two nations, who had always been at
war, would become one and peace would
reign forever.

Presents were borne to the veranda and
laid at King Loopy’s feet. The Cowboy
Kid blinked as he looked down upon
vessels of beaten gold, bowls studded with
precious stones, strings of wonderful beads,
and marvellously fashioned cloths and fabrics
threaded with gold.

“What am I to do about this, Kiki ?” asked
Loopy, when it was all over and the deputa-
tion from Potakeeta knelt with bowed heads
in front of him, waiting for his answer.
““ Ask the lord chamberlain,”

The question was asked and answered. Tt
would be madness for Loopy to refuse, the
lord chamberlain said. He could be king
of two great nations instéad of one for the
asking, if only he would visit Potakeeta.

The Cowboy Kid stepped forward. Sheba,
the tiger, took her place beside him. Loopy
fired a revolver in the air, and raising his
hand for silence, gave his answer,

“People of Bangalloola,” he cried, “I will
go to Potakeetal”
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Potakeeta Piotters!

URRIED preparations were at once
H made for the royal visit to the neigh-
bouring island of Potakeeta. Loopy,
Kiki, the she-cat, the lord chamber-
lain, Wangaloola and others were borne
shoulder-hizh by native bearers to the lagoon
where the fleet was waiting. The Cowboy
Kid embarked in a great war canoe manned
by forty paddlers, twenty aside. FEach man
had his shield draped over the side and his
spear ready to his hand, so that the canoe
resembled a viking ship.
Other canoes almost as large bore Wanga-
loola, Chi-Chi-Coo and other high officials
across the smooth seas to Potalkeeta, aad
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forty light small eraft packed with soldiers
formed the royal escort.

The sca was like glass, the whole fleet
making fine progress to an accompaniment
of tom-toms and horns, the patives singing
as they swung their paddles.

Soon after land was sighted a fleet of
Potakeeta war canoes came out to meet them,
and the whole lot turned into a sheltered bay
where thousands of people waited to grect
them,

Then began the march inland. Potakeeta
warriors, their faces hideously bedaubed
with what Kiki said was war-paint, hemmed
in the royal bearers, and as they proceeded
tho Cowboy Kid noticed with alarm that the

Bangalloola soldiers iell away. When at last

Loopy was carried through a dense crowd of
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shouling natives to the palace he was to
occupy during his visit, not a single royal
guard was to be seen.

The Cowboy Kid had fo stand on the steps
of the palace for an hour, listening to the
»ow-wowing of a group of Potakeeta chiefs,
{}efm'c he was allowed to go inside and rest
and eat. And as he tossed his stetson asido
and pulled up a chair te a roughly made
table, he saw the armed Potakeeta guard
close in four rows deep around the royal
bungalow. Kiki faced him with rolling eyes,
and he was trembline like a leaf.

- “Do you think there’s danger, Kiki?"
Leopy asked.
“Velly muchey danger. Xeeng Loopy

Using his stock-whip, Loopy

swung himsell from branch

B to branch to elude the pur-
Z suing savages,

shut-ey up. 0
cat,” answered the black boy.
Loopy made for the frout door just to try,

No can get away, eben with she-

but as he opened it so the guards, four rows
deep, loewered their spear-points and grinned.
Loopy went thoughtfully back.
“Kiki,” he said, “you've got to get out of
this and take a peep round. You kuow the

languaze. They were going to make me
King of Potakeeta. Find out what’s the
matter,”

Loopy found a board in (he floor which

was loose and, rai:ing thiz, Kikt slipped
through.
Three hours later he returned. Kiki was

looking thorougbly scarved.
He had stripped oflf his clothes, pnt on a
loin wrap and mixed with the people. e
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had passed out of the crowded city and made
his way to a hilltop which overlooked the
ocean. And there he had secn the entire
Bangalloola war fleet  paddling back to
Buangalloola as fast as the crews could urge
their canoes.

“People talk much in city,” moaned Kiki.
“They say kill she-cat, then kill Keeng
Loopy and me., After that they sacrifico us

in market square in morning. Wangaloola
lan

and Poo-poo cause of trouble.”

“1 guessed that,” commented Loopy.
vou know when they are going to kill us,
Kiki 7"

“Kill ug while we sleep!”
black boy miserably.

“Then we shan’t have to go to sleep, that’s
all,” said Loopy. "“And we’ll get away from
this prison somehow.”

He hurried to the front of the hut, taking
Qheba with him on a lead and carrying his
stock-whip. The moment he appeared the
guards sprang at him, spears and knives
pointed at his breast,

Their faces were painted into hideous
masks, and they utiered threatening cries.
Loopy felt certain that they would have
killed him if he hadn’t had the tiger with
him. ¥Flicking his stock-whip, he drove them
back, Sheba dashing after them with her
teeth bared in a snarl. Then Loopy went
back to the inner room and waited for night
to come The air fairly shook under the
lond and continuous beating of countless
drumz. He could hear the murmuring of
thn crowds in the square and market place.
He heard soldiers go marching by to the
tune of a war-chant.

When darkness had fallen Loopy made a
hola in the mud wall of the hut and looked
out. Ile could sece hundreds of savages
huddled up on the ground, all fast asleep.
He could see the guard of warriors nodding
as they sat cross-legged with their spears
slanting over their shoulders. There was no
moon, just a black stretch of sky above in
which stars sparkled like diamonds. He
went to the front of the hut and looked out.
The guards were sprawling on the veranda,
fast asleep. It was the same at the rear,

Loopy tiptoed silently back to the big room
where he had left Kiki and Sheba.

“Kiki,” said Loopy, ‘“come on! We’re
guing.m get out of this packet of trouble—
now !’

He led the she-cat to the [ront of the hut,
tiedd his beloved whip about him, settled his
stetcon hat, and then got astride Sheba.
He told Kiki to take a secat behind and
hang on for all he was worth. Then,
gripping the tiger by hands and feet, with
Kiki doing the same, Loopy gave the word.

With a rush the magnificent tiger passed
the four rows of guards, leapt clean over
the common soldiers who were sleeping in the
open, and guided by Loopy’s touch, she
turned out of the square and threaded her
way among the natives who lay huddled in
heaps, wailting for the morning and the
sacrifice of King Loopy of Bangallola.

From the palace frantic shouts and cries

moaned the
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pealed in clamorous echoes, and then began
a loud beating of innumerable drums,

Bearing her double burden as if she wera
carrying a straw, Sheba dashed into the
heart of a forest where they soon found
shelter. There, with the tethered tiger keep-
ing watch over them, Loopy and Kiki slept.

They were awakened by the loud roaring
of the tiger, and as they sprang up they
saw a ring of painted savages surrounding
them. A spear stuck quivering in the earth
where Sheba had been crouching, the she-
cat moving in the very nick of time. -
Another crashed into a tree against which
Loopy was standing.

In a flash Sheba bore down the giant
Potakeetan who would have killed her, then
sprang full-tilt against another, bowling him
over like a ninepin. Laying about him with
his stock-whip, the Cowboy Kid lashed or
tripped half a dozen men. Then as Kiki
vamished among the undergrowth, he flung
the thong of the whip at a branch ten feet
above his head, and as it coiled round and
held, he hauled himself quickly up amid a
screen of leaves. A whistle which Sheba
understood sent the tiger to cover. With
shouts of triumph, the Potakeeta warriors
began to climb up the tree after Loopy.

Up and up climbed the Cowboy Kid, with
the pursuing savages gaining fast. When
he was near the top he lashed out with his
whip, caught the branch of a neighbouring
tree and swung himself right over into it.
Then he slid down to earth.

The savages followed, but lost ground here,
Again Loopy whistled, Sheba bounding out
of the forest in answer to the call. As the
Potakeetans came down they saw the tiger
waiting, and with cries of terror began an
upward climb again.

“After them, Sheba!” cried Loopy.

With a mighty spring Sheba leapt into the
tree. ILoopy waited, cracking his whip ex-
pectantly, The terrified warriors came tumb-
ling down through the leaves like a shower
of falling covonuts, and as they reached the
ground they were whipped out of the grove
by the Cowboy Kid.

“Magic! She-devil! He-devil!”
howled as they ran.

Keeping to narrow tracks that wound on-
ward through the forest, Loopy and Kiki
and Sheba managed to reach the sea just
before sundown. In a sheltered cove they
found a canoe ruckin% at anchor.

Kiki swam out to it like a fish and brought

they

it in. Loopy and the tiger climbed aboard.
They ft}umfn. sail made of matted reeds and
steeped it. And as the sun went down Kiki,

who knew héw to handle this sort of ecraft,
stocred through gently tumbling breakers
into the open sea:

Wangaloola’s treacherous plan of revenge
had failed and they were freel

THE END,
(Another breathlessly exciting yarn

featuring the Cowboy Kid and Sheba next
Wednesday.)
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Jokes from readers wanted for this teature !

a prize |

or a penknife.

AND NO WONDER I

Doctor : ““ Have vou kept strictly to the diet
1 prescribed—eating children’s food 7

Paticnt : 1 have. 1've eaten a handiul of
mul, four toffee apples, a piccé of
string, some marbles, two pencils
and a few peardrops—and I feel
worse, if anything | _

(R, Yuwule, 36, Boundary Road,
Aliddlesbrough, has been awarded a
pocket wallet.)

NOT INTERESTED!

“I'm a little stiff from bowl-
ing,’”” said the commercial traveller
as he eased Limself into a chair.

“I don’t care what you are or
where you como from,” snapped
the busy business man, “ What
Liave you got to sell 27

(L. Diradiey, Conerick, Dallina-
mallard, co. I'erman-
aih, lreland, has been
awarded a penknafe.)

THE REASON WHY !

It you
know of a good rib tickler send it along now—and win
A handsome watch will be awarded each
week to the sender of the best joke ; all other readers
whosa efforts are published will receive a pocket wallet
Address your jokes to *‘‘Smilers,”
Neison Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.

THE JOKE OF
THE WEEK!

- FORWARD, CARNERA !
Alter the speaker had been droning on [for

13

Tramp + * By moving on to tho noxt.””
(D. Donnclly, San Remo, Stroud Road,
Glowcester, has been awarded « penknife.)

BOW-WOWI

They wore fishing in the canal.

“I say, Harry,” said one youth, “ what
kind of bait are you using ? "’
“ Meat bones,” replied the other.

“ Meat bones!” exclaimed the first.
“What kind of fish do you hope to
cateh 7"

“ Dogfish, of course,” was the reply.

(M. Beddingham, 2, Council House,
Crays Hill, Billericay, Essex, has been
awarded a pocket wallet.)

WHY HE WAS WORRIED !

A little boy was sobbing bitterly in the street.

“What's the matter ? "’ asked
a kindly gentleman. '

“We've got chicken for dinner,”
blubbered the lad.

“Well, that’s nothing to ecry
about.”

“I know,” sobbed the wyoung-
ster, “ but I can’t find the way
home.”

(. Murdock, 4, FEastbourne
Road, Chiswick, W.4, has been
awarded a penknife.)

FOOR OLD PROFESSOR !

Footman ; “What's wrong
with tho professor this morning ?
His face is all bandaged.”

Butler: “ Absent-
minded, as usual
Lathered himself
with his safety
razor.” .

A cricket mateh
was  being  played
between the veterans

nearly hall an hour a guest sitting near the chair-
man started to nod. A gentls tap from the official
hammer upon his head roused him a little, but a
few minutes later he started to snore in real

(S, BMarlin, B,
Beacon H:ill Road,
Newbank, Halifax,

and the youths of the  earnest,
village. The veterans
were batting, and old
IParmer Jakes was ab
the wicket. The first
ball elean bowled him,
but the umpire shoolk
his head ; the second
ball he poked into first slip, but again the
umpire shook his head ; the third ball got him
Lb.w., and the umpire hesitated. Just then a
yell sounded from the distance.

“Sall right, Dickey. You can give him out
now—ire've got all the apples we can carry.”

(V. Chaffey, Antwerp House, Iligh Street,
Heynsham, near Brisiol, has been awarded a
pucket wallet.)

meo harder !

EASILY DONE !

Tramp : “ Would you please subseribe half-
a-crown fo my fund for beautifying the wvil-
Jame 2

Viecr s ' But, my good men, liow are you
going to beautify the villago 7

The chairman hastily leaned over and
wizglded his hammer again.

** Harder!"” murmured the dreamy one, ** Hit
I can still hear him !

(A handsome wateh has been awarded to J.
Whiteman, 7, St. Christopher Street, Nottingham.)

has becn awarded o
pocket wallet.)

NOT SO GOOD !

Mother: “ You
are & good boy not
to throw your ban-
ana skins on the
floor of the train. What did you do with
them 7

Tommy : *“I put them in the pocket of the
man sitting next to me.”

(E. Abes, The Dungalow, Lw:lme, Ozford, has
Leen awarded a penknife,)

AGAINST THE RULES !
Foreman: * Wot's up, Bill? Hurt your.

pell T

Bill: * Got & nail in my boo?."”’

Foreman: “ Why dontcher take 1% out,
then ?

Bill : *Wot ! In my dinner hour 1"

(S. Harrison, 1|8, TWindmill Lane, Sneinton
Lioad, Nuottinghan , hus been awarded a pocket
wallet.)
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Gripping Mystery and Detective Yarn}

CHAPTER 1. t

The Man With the Dagger! bathed in the warm evening sunlight.
ADAME MARTINEAU was agitated. It was close in that quietly furnished apart-
M With short, nervous strides she ment, in spite of the open .winclows. Tho
paced the salon on the first floor of June day had been oppressively hot, and
the old-world house on the cutskirts even now there was little or no rulwvmg
of Richmond. The windows were open, and breeze. Once or twice Madame Martinean

1e garden, typleally French in style, was
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halted near the window and stood tense and
rigid, as though listening.

“Mon Dicu! This wait! This suspcense!”
she murmured anxiously.

Downstairs her son Paul was in the library.
Monsicur Martineau was in the library, too.
Monsicur Martinean was madame’s second
husband—and Paul's stepfather. Only with
reluctance had madame permitted her son to
seck the interview.

Instinctively she felt that it would be use-
less. Only @ week ago her hushand had
deelared with much excitement, and with
much gesticulation, that for the last time he
had paid Paul's bills. Not another sou would
he got!
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gond lady
as she

ffh? ;
sighec
liiﬂ%ght of Paul's
extravagances,  of
the big gambling
debts he was al-
ways incurring. In
many ways he was
a troublesome son,
and it was not to
be supposed that
his stepfather
would extend the
same forbearance
as his mother, The
pity was, she had
so little money of
her own.  Always
he came to his step-
father, and at last
the generous, casy-going Frenchman was
losing his patience, ;

Madame knew well enough that her son's
gambling propensitiecs had brought him here
again now, He was down in the library ask-
ing for more money. This time his stepfather
would be firm. Madame knew it; and she
feared the conseaquences,

Pausing near the open window, she could
hear the murmur of voices floating up from
tlie open French doors of the library. She
was relieved. Oceasionally she could hear
her hushand’s laugh; and Paul’s voice was
almost continuous. There were no indications
of quarrelling.

“Perhaps he has succeeded,”
madame hopefully,

murmured



16

Then, as she halted near the window again,
her fears increased, Her husband’s voice
was louder now. Rither he was nearer the
window, or he was raising his tones. She
listened breathlessly. She could tell that
Panl was protesting, and she could also tell
that her husband was excited. His voice rose
almost shrilly,

She stood irresolute.” In spite of monsieur’s
warnings, she felt inclined to hurry down
and intervene. Then, abruptly, she hecard a
fresh sound—a strange, gasping, gurgling
cry.

It was followed by a horrified shout from
Paul.

Twirling round, madame sped to the door,
ran out, and fled downstairs with the agihity
of a young girl, She burst into the library—
and then haited as though rooted to the spot.
What she saw almost caused her heart to
ccase beating. She uttered a wild scream,

Between her and the epen French-windows
lay her husband, prone on the carpet, face
downwards. Paul was standing over that
ominously-still form—and in Paul's left
hand, gripped tightly, was a long-bladed

dagger!
A police officer came into view in the
summer’s dusk.

““Anything wrong here?” asked the officer
steadily, as he halted opposite the open
French-windows. ‘“*Why—hallo! What the

Ile broke off, startled. He not only saw
the still form on the floor, but he saw the
dagger which was still in Paul’s hand.

Without hesitation the policeman pulled out
his whistle and blew shrilly. He could see
that this job was bigger than he could tackle
single-handed, Madame, who was kneeling
beside the still form of her husband, sobbing

HEAVY tread sounded on the gravel
path outside. The blue uniform of a

now, gazed i1n terror at the stern-faced
constable.

“Go!” she panted. “You intrude, is it
not so? Leave these grounds "

“Sorry, madame, but I can’t do that,”
said the policeman grimly. “1 heard screams
as I was passing your gates, and I thought
I'd better come inside and inquire. Looks as
if 'm needed.”

.He didn’t look at the lady at all; he kept
his eves concentrated on the voung man with
the dagger. Instinctively his hand drifted
round towards his truncheon. 'There was
something ugly about the look of that dagger.

““ Better put that thing down, sir,” he said
quietly.

“What—what thing?” asked Paul, like a
man in a dream, -

Until that moment he did not seem to
realise that his fingers gripped anything.
Now he looked at his hand, shuddered, and
ni8 fingers convulsively opened. The dagger
dropped with a thud to the carpet.

“No, no!” he shouted hoarsely. ‘“You
don’t understand! You don't think that
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I It's a lie! I didn't do this! I'm
bewildered—1 don’t understand what hap-
pened! I don’t understand anything!”
Much to the constable’s relief, a stout
sergeant appeared at that moment, and less
than two minutes later a doctor arrived—
having been telephoned for-by Jacgues, the
butler. By now madame was standing back,
clutching at PPaul’s arm. Her former wild

hysteria had given place to a dreadful
cubImness,
Dr. Wilson, who had attended the

Martineaus for many years, was very swift
in his examination.

“I'm sorry,” he said in a blunt way which
was characteristic of him. “ Monsieur
Martineau is dead, The wound penetrates
the heart.”

*“Stabbed from the back, eh?” asked the
sergeant groflly.

*“It 1s an appalling thing, but there can be
no other explanation,” replied Dr. Wilson.
“How did it bhappen? Does anybody
khow 7"

He looked at Madame Martineau and her
SOM.

“It’s not true!” burst out Paul.
think T did it. don’t you?”

“I don’t think anvything,” replied the
doctor, “I haven't the faintest idea how
this tragedy took place, Paul.”

“Is yonr name Martineanu, sir?” asked the
sergeant, looking at Paul.

“Yes; my stepfather preferred me to use
his own name,” replied Paul steadily.

“Then I'm afraid, Mr. Martineau, that I
shall have to ask you to come with me to
the police station,” said the sergeant for-
mally. ““This officer tells me that when he
came up vou were holding that dagger in
your hand "

“I know,” broke in Paul.
pulled it out of the wound!
hane T ecould help——*

“Better say nothing, sir,” interrupted the
sergeant.

“But I will!” persisted the young man.
“Mother!  You don’'t believe this? [t's
horrible—ghastly!  Tather and I were talk-
ing, and he got a bit heated He started
pacing up and down, and then—".

“You mean that you were quarrelling?”
interrupted the doctor.

“Not exactly, although we were both a bit
angry,” said Paul. “Then, suddenly. father
gave a strange cry and collapsed. When I
looked down at him I saw that there was a
dagger sticking out of his back.”

“Just a minute, sir,” said the sergeant.
“I’ve warned you that you'd better not talk,
but if you're set on it T can’t stop you. Are
vou saying that there was noboedy else in
this room?”

“Not a soul.”

“And there was nobody outside on the
lawn. or on the path?”

“Nobody at allt”

“And vour father suddenly fell forward
with a dagger in his back?” -

“Y(.'ﬁfl,

“You

“But I'd just
I thought per-
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There was an awkward silence. The story
was, of course, ridiculous. Paul's stutement
that nobody clse had been present was signi-
ficant in the extreme, The scrgeant was busy
making notes, then, using his handkerchief,
he picked up the dagger, touching only the
upper part of the blade. A keen look came
into his eyes. -

“Ever scen this before, sir?” he asked
sharply.

“Never!” retorted Paul, with a gulp.
$#Take it away!”

“What are your initials, sir?”

“ P BN

“Oh ! said the sergeant. I suppoze you
didn’t know that your initials are engraved
on the handle of this dagger?”

“I tell you I have never seen it beforo!”
shouted Paul. “I don’t know how it hap-

ened. As Heaven is my witness, I swear

was standing on the other side of the room
when my father fell. Mother! You believe
me, don't you?” -

He looked at her almost in panie, and his
eyes were steady as he gazed fixedly into
hers. Perhaps she saw the stamp of truth
in his eyes, or perhaps it was merely an ex-
pression of blind mother love., She nodded.

“Yes, Paul,” she whispered, *I do be-
lieve you.” >

CHAPTER 2.
Rival Detectives!

AUL MARTINEAU was arrested forth-

P with, In the circumstances, the

police officers could do nothing less.

It was not until after he had been

taken away that his mbrher’s false calm-
ness deserted her.

She found herself alone except for Dr.
Wilson. He h:ad persuaded her to go into
the salon, where she sat like a figure of
wax—at first. Then, with true French im-
pulsiveness, she sprang Uﬁ.

“We must do something!” she ecried.
“Who can we get to help us, doctor? Don't
vou know anybody? A clever man—a man
who can save my boy!”

The doctor stroked his chin.

“There is Mr. Nelson Lee, the great de-
tective, of Gray’s Inn Road,” he said. *“I
believe that Mr. Lee specialises in——"

“Eh bien! Yes, yes,” broke in madame.
& Get Mr. Nelson Lee, mon ami. At onco
—at once! I have heard of him, He is
even more famous than our great Girard.
Ah! And Girard is now in London, too.
But, Mr. Lee—he is the man,”

Dr. Wilson went to the telephone, and he
was soon talking to Nipper, Nelson Lee's
$star ¥ cub.

“Very sorry, but Mr. Lee is out of town
just now,” said Nipper. “I'm not sure
when he'll be back—might not be here until
to-morrow.”

“That is a pity,” said the doctor.

“Still, vou never know, sir,” went on Nip-
per. “The guv’'nor is always. springing
surprises on us—he may walk in within a

minute or two. So it might be as well if
you just gave me a few details.”

The doctor did so He gave all the details
possible, and Nipper rapidly took them down
in shorthand. ;

“If I can get hold of Mr. Lee, I'll tell him,
sir,” he promised. *‘'I{ seems to be a pretty
clear case against the young chap, thqugh,
doesn’t 1t ?*

“I am but acting for Madame Martincau,”
replicd the doctor cautiously.

Madame was frantic when she heard of
Nelson Lee's absenea.

“Then you must find Girasd!” she cried.
‘“He is of my blood—he will understand
better, perhaps. Girard 18. clever—tres
clever! Me is the great detective of Paris.
He is staying at ﬁm Apolla Hotel. Get
Monsicur Emile Girard on the teleplone.”

The doctor rang up the Apollo.

“Sorry, sir, but Monsteur Girard checked
out some hours ago,” came the voice of the
reception clerk, *“He has returned to Paris
by the evening boat. By now he is half-way
across the Channel.”

The doctor was not particularly grieved;
for, privately, he had no hope of either Nel-
son Lee or Monsicur Girard, or, for that
matter, anybody else, helping Paul Mar-
tinzau.  However, Madame Martinucau
was not the kind of woman to accept defeat.

“You will send a telegram,” she declared:
“You will wire to Monsieur Girard, beg-
ging him tc return without delay.”

“{’:ut I do not know his Paris address

“La, la, what matters?” broke in madame.
“TeleEmph to the train, doctor. He will
get the message many hours before he
reaches Paris. And he will come. Tell him
who I am, and what my trouble is, He is
of my nationality, and he will not fail me.”

The doctor shrugged his shoulders.

“Very well,” he said resignedly. “If you
think it will do any good—"

“Quick—quick !” broke in the 'ady. *‘You
waste the time—the precious time.”

After all, it was Dbetter to placate the
agitated, grief-stricken woman. Her faith
in her son was pitiful. On his own ad-
mission, he was the only man who could
have thrust the dagger,

Dr. Wilson knew Paul well—had known
him for vears. He did not believe that the
voung man could have deliberately killed
his stepfather. He was hot-blooded, liko
most Frenchmen—prone to excited outbursts
—but murder was not in keeping with his
character., There must have been some very
severe provocation, and in a hlind rage the
boy might easily have struck the blow with-
out realising it.

When Chief Detective-inspector Lennard,
of Scotland Yard, arrived on the scene, ho
heard this theorvy of the doctor’s, and he
bluntly dismissed it.

“Doesn’t hold water, doctor,” said the
Yard man.

“But this young man would not deliber-
ately murder—"
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“Just a minute,” interrupted Lennard,
“If bo didn't mean murder, why did he
bring the dagger? 1t couldn’t have been
@ sudden bron storm, as you try to make
out, People don’t ecarry long-bladed dag-
gers unless they're out for wmischief.”

The doctor was startled.

“lI had forgotten,” he adwmitted. “But
are you sure that Paul did bring that dagger
with him "

“I'm not sure, but 1 understand that it’s
got his initials on 1t,” replied Lennard.
“And when that policeman came to the win-
dow he saw friend Paul with the dagger
till in his hand. We don’t need to look
much further, do we?”

“1t i dreadfu!,” muitered the doctor.

“You never saw that dagger before, did
youi”’

‘““Never.”

“And yet you have visited this house for
years’t”

*“That does not prove anything,” said Dr.
Wilson promptly, “I’'m not tne kind of
man to observe ornaments and trinkets and
things. Fer all I know, that dagger may

have been on monsieur’s desk for years.”
“Well, i’s u peint we'll elear up later on,”
caid Leunard,

There were other Yard men present—-ex-
pert photngraphers and other such men.
Lennard was rather surprised that he had
been called over.  The gwilt of the arrested
man was obvious.

While the Secotland Yard experts obtained
their cvidence, Madame Marfineau waited.
~lie had little hope of Nelson Lee turning
np; but Monsienr Girard would not fail her.
Sure enovgh, a telegram arrived stating that
Al. Girard was already on his way back,

ELSON LEE went into the private
[\fl ‘nhone box and gave a number., He
was in a hotel at Ipswich, in Suffolk.
He had been investigating a minor,
but intricate case of forgery, and had mect
With some Success.
- " Hallo!” he called, as he heard a familiar
voice at the other end of the wire. "I want
you to get me some data, Nipper. Go fto
the ‘D’ file and look up Joshuna Daniels.
I'll hang on.” '-

“O.K., Chiel"

Nipper was back at the ’phone within two
minutes, Crisply and clearly he gave Lee the
details he required.

“That’s all I want to» know, thanks,” said
Lee. "I needed this information to verily
certain facts which have crnpped up here.
P1a in Ipswich at present, Nipper, but I
expect to be home by about eleven.”

“1 suppose you couldn’t come earlier,
guv'nor?” asked Nipper. “There’s been a
murder at Richmond, and a Frenchwoman
has rung up begging you to help her. Her
doctor actually put the call through.”

And Nipper gave the precise details as he
had heard them.

“Lennard ring up not leng ago, and 1
helieve he’s gone to Richmond on this case,”
continued Nipper. “Madame Martineau
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begged for you to investigate. Not that you
could do much, guv’nor. That son of hers
seems to be guilty all right.”

“You can never be sure,” Lee said briskly,
“I’'ll speed things up here and drive straight
to Richmond.”

“Can I meet you there, guv'nor?” asked
Nipper cagerly.

“If I need you I’ll ’phone for you,” re-
plied Nelson Lee. "In the meantime, hold
yourself rcady.”

Lee was outl of Ipswich and speeding along
in his Rolls-Royce Special within fifteen
minutes. He reckoned to be in Richmond
before the end of two hours.

Meanwhile, Monsieur Emile Girard, the
ereat I'rench private detective—the Nelson
l.ee of Paris—wus taking similar brisk steps
for a quick arrival at the scene of the
tragedy,

Girard was a man of action.
upon receiving Madame Martineau’s wire
he pulled the communication-cord of the
Calais-Paris express and caused the train to
be brought to a standstill a a small wayside
station. He made short work of the train
officials’ protestations; he gave them his
card, advised them to acquaint him with the
appropriate charges,” and hurried into the
village and hired a car,

In the evening dusk he drove to the nearvest
acrodrome, to which he had previously wired.
A ’plane was awaiting him, and without a
moment’s delay he flew direet to Croydon,
landing there in the red glow of the mid-
summer E"-"C:J.H!g.

There was something virile tn M. Girard’s
snappy methods. IHe was a small, wiry man,
extremely dapper., His clothing was ex-
quisite, his hair was as glossy as silk, and
his  waxed moustache was a model of
perfection.

It wuas rather curious that these two great
detectives should both hasten to madame’s
aid, and independent of cne another. It
=0 happened that Nelson Lee drov» his Rolls-
Royce into the short drive of the old-
fashioned Richmond home only ten seconds
before the high-speed ear which had carried
Girvard {rom Croydon.

Lee watched the Wolseley Hornet as it
came to a standstill behind his own car. A
simall figure popped out like a rabbit, and
for a moment the two gazed at one another
with polite inquiry.

“Good-evening, Monsieur Girard,” said Lee.

“Mon Dienw! Who is it that knows me so
well in  the semi-darkness?” asked the
French detective, peering forward., ““Tiens!
Is it not Mr. Nelson Lee?”

“Madame Martineau has evidently made
certain that this investigation shall be ably
conducted, monsieur,” said ILee generously.
“1 doubt if my own services are in any way

required.”

“But no!” exclaimed Girard. “It is I
who must withdraw, Would I presume to
intrude upon your—how you say it?—
preserves? Better for me to leave tho case

in your own able hands.”

Immediately
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The defectives FMfashed on their
torches, Revealed on the ground
was a number of clearly-defined
[ootprints,

- -ll___“_
.

A cough from the porch interrupted them. “This 15 Monsieur Girard, of Paris,” re-
| " i L . 1 L W ) 4

There was a constable on duly there in the plied Lee. “*Monsieur, let me introduce
gloom, :ltltir ke thought it about time to Chicf-inspector Lennard, of Seotland Yard.”
mtervene. Then the door opened and Chief-

: “This is a ereat honour.,” satd Girard
inspector Lennurd looked ont. .1.:: 13] - T‘LTP e mindemion.
TR L T : : recarding Lennard with adamiration.
Why, hallo!” he said, as the hall light 7 T : ' h '
fell upou the ficures on the steps. “You're They ali went in. Madame  dMartineau
Jata thiz time. Loeg. T any case, theve's appearea on the stairs.
nothing hLere for you to do. Who's your "But you have come!”™ she said gladly.

. o ‘ . r . - P
fricnd? “Bien! You are Monsieur Girard?
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She was ralher disconcerted when she
learned that both her appeals had borne
fruit; not enly had Girard answered her call,
but Nelson Lea had coine, ton. She had
certainly not expected this,

“With your permission, madame, I will

withdraw,” said Nelson Lee. “I only came
it1 response 10 a message passed on to me by
my assistant, and I was not then aware
that you had sought other advice.”
“No, no—but nol!” protested madame.
Since vou are here, monsieur, I beg of you
to remain. Could you not both help in thia
terrihle affair?”

“Why not?”- put in Lennard good-
humourediy. “I’d like to point out, madam,
that there's nothing much they can do.”

“You are wrong,” said madame, almost

fiercely, “They can do much. My son, he
15 not guilty of this. Never will I believe
ik!”

“Sacre! Let vs not waste the valuable

time,” said Girard. "I, Girard, am willing
that Monsieur l.ee should collaborate with
me. Is it not said that two heads are
better than one ?” -

Nelson Lee smiled.

“Very well,” said the great British detec-
tive. "Let us agree to join forees, Monsicur
Ciivard, and get something done.”

— s
CHAPTER 3.
Footprints!
HIEF-INSPECTOR TLENNARD was
: inclined to be gently sarcastic. He

had already made up his mind about
the case, and he couldn’t see that any
earthly good could come of a further investi-
gation. lLennard worked by rule of thumb,
and this case, in his opinion, was clear-cut.
He profited nothing by previous experiences,
for time and again Nelson Lee had dumb-
'ounded him by showing an apparently clear-
cut case in a new light,

It was madame who teld the two private
detectives the exact facts. Composedly, she
gave them the full truth concerning Paul;
sho did not spare him in any way, frankly
admitting that he was wild and irresponsible.
She told of the interview that had culmin-
ated in the tragedy.

“T came down and found my sen with the
dagger in his hand,” she concluded; “but
when T am told that he killed my husband, I
do not believe 1t. Never would my son be
an assassin!”

“This dagger,’
your hnsban%l%s 5

“The dagger was brought here by young
Martineaun,” interrupted Lennard.

“It is not true!” burst ont madame, “How
rar you say that? Where is your proof?”
T am very sorry, madam, but all my
inquiries in this house lead me to that con-
~lusion,” said Lennard. “None of the ser-
vants ever saw that dagger before. They
didn’t like admitting it, but they had to.

put in Girard. “It was
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Yon say you have never seen it before,
either,” .

“My husband may not have shown it me,”
faltered the lady.

' You see?” said Lennard, glancing at Lee.

Of  course, we've  searched  young
Martineaw’s flat, and I’'m ready to admit
that we found nothing that helped us; but
that dagger must have been brought into
this house by him. His initials are on it,
and there’s nobody else who ecould have
owned 1t."”

“This is bad—what you ecall ugly,”
muttered Girard. “Since he came arined
with such a weapon it indieates that he was
prepared to strike. Wait, madame, T beg
of you. 1 enly say it indicates. Perhaps
things are nat as they seem.”

“You can't get away from the fact that
if Martineau brought that knife here, he
came with murder in his heart,” said
Lennard grimly. *I hate speaking bluntly
in this way, but facts are facts. Monsieur
Martineau was alone with his stepson at the
timy of the murder. Paul was found with
the knife in his hand, and not another soul
was present.”

“But this 18 nothine!” eried Girard
excitedly. “The fact that nobody saw a
third person does not prove that no third
person existed. You were at the window,
madame? But the window was round the
angle of the house. Saere! You sec!
Madame could see nothing.”

“But Paul could,” Lee reminded him
quictly., “And if there actually was a third
party, Paul would have told the police.”

“Perhaps, mon ami, erhaps!” =aid
(rirard, tapping his nose, “But how do we
know that Paul has not some reason for
keeping—what you say?-—mum? Perhaps a
woman. He shields her. We are but start-
ing this inquiry.”

Lennard looked impatient.

“Tt’'s all very well for you to talk like
that, monsieur,” he said glunt-ly; “but it
won’t wash. Come and look at the gravel
path outside the French -.indows. It’s soft
gravel, and there’s not a footprint except
those of the constable and the people we
know to have been there, Certainly there’s
no woman’s footprint.” :

“Tt is only a suggestion,” said Gitard,
gomewhat damped.

““Then, again, there’s the wound,’”” went on
Lennard. “Only a strong man could have
plunged the dagger in so deeply. Forgive
me for going into these details, madam, but
you insisted upon this investigation—""

“PDo not spare me,”’ said madame.
brave. I steel myeelf.”’

“That wound, as the doctor will tell you,
extends from the lower left-hand side upwards
towards the heart—from the back,” said
Lennard. ““That blow could only have been
struck by a left-handed man—and a strong
man.”’

" “Paul, I assume is left-handed?’ asked
.€e,

“I am
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“That’s just it—he is!” said ILennard
trivmphantly.

“Then let me advise you to be very careful,
old man,"” said Nelson Lee. ‘‘Are you sure
yvou're not making things fit to suit your own
case?! I'm not guestioning the doctor’s state-
ment, but it’s rather a serious thing definitely
to declare that any knife woind could only
have been struck in a certain way. There are
s0 many ways.”

“It is what I have said exclaimed
madame eagerly. ‘‘You are clever, Monsieur
Lee! There are, indeed, so many ways!”

“But your son was found with the knife
in his hand!” growled Lennard impatiently.

“A point which seems incriminating, but
which may be merely circumstantial,”’ de-
clared Lee. “If there was a third party—
and we can prove that it existed or not—
then this evigence against Paul will fall to
pieces, or, at all events, become considerably
weakened,”’

“Hang it, there wasn’t any third party!”’
said Lennard, getting hot. ‘‘So what’s the
good of trying to fake up a defence when no
defence exists?”’

““There was a third party!” said Madame
Martineau quietly.

Lennard jumped.

““What!"”” he almost shouted.

““Monsieur Inspector, there was a third
party—not in the library, but in the grounds,”
said madame, with deadly intensity, “Marie,
my maid, told me that she saw somebody in
the garden.”

Lennard was on his feet now.

“Why wasn’t I informed of this before?”
he asked, really angry.

“1 instructed my maid to tell you nothing.”

“This 18 too bad of youn,” said the Yard
man indignantly. ‘“‘Really, madam, you
can’'t keep things back like this! Don't you
realise that this 1s a very serious matter ?”’

Madame Martineau remained perfectly com.
posed,

““It i3 because I realise the seriousness that
1 have waited for Monsieur Lee and Monsieur
Girard,” she replied. ‘‘You, Monsieur In-
spector, have already made up your mind that
my son is guilty, Of what use to speak with
yvou? I tell what I know to those who are
will!iilg to help—not to those who are against
me.

" LPavrre femme ! murmured Girard, with
a sympathetic glance at madame. “We un-

l-!-’

derstand, Monsieur Lee, n'est-ce-pas? We
progress admirably, I have the little idea
that all is not as it seems! Toila! Let us

proceed further,”

““We’d better!” grunted Lennard, pulling
out his notebook. ““Do you mind ringing the
bell, Lee? It’s just behind you. We'll have
this girl in and question her.”

Marie, the maid, was soon brought in.

““I understand that you were at your win-
dow at the time of the murder?” questioned
the chief inspector. '

* Oui, monsieur.”

#*You heard the guarrel?”

“ Out, monsieur.”

“ And, naturally, yvou heard the fatal ery,’
said Lennard. “Now, tell me exactly what
you saw in the garden,”

Marie’s eyes rolled.

“A big man,” she replied. “Mres tall.
Dressed, he was, in a long cloak, ard 2 hat
which shadowed his face. I caught but a
glimpse as he moved from one bush to
another.”

““And this was actually at the time of the
murder ?”’
“ Qui,

ment.”

“I shall have to go and have a look at
the garden from your window,’” said Lennard

!

monsieur. At the time precise-

bluntly. “I don’t believe you can see be-
hind the bushes, anyhow. A man in a long
cloak, eh?’ he added, with scepticism.

“Peculiar, wasn’t it, that he should wear
such a distinctive attire? People don't go
about nowadays in long cloaks. They're out
of fashion—especially on a hot summer’s even.
ing.”

“I but tell you of what I saw, monsieur!”’
protested Marie.

“Did this figure come any nearer to the
house 77

“I only saw him for that one second, mon-
sieur,”” replied the girl. “‘Then, when I
heard my master’s ery, I went downstairs."’

“One little moment, elerie,” said Girard
softly. “But one question I ask. One petite
question. You love this Paul, is it not so?”’

The girl coloured deeply.

“ Monsieur !” she protested.

““Ah-ha!”’ roared Girard, leaping out of his
seat like a Jack-in-the-box, and pouncing on
her. ** You love this Paul? Speak!
Answer!”’

“I—I cannot tell you, monsieur,”

“You-shall tell me!” thundered the French
detective. “Sacre! Is it that vou trifle with
justice? Did you love this Paul 7

The girl shrank back, terrified.

“Yes, monsieur!”’ she sobbed faintly.

“You see?”’ cried Girard, leaping round.
““And Paul?” he added, twirling once more
onh the girl. ‘“‘Did he encourage vou?"

““No, no!” panted Marie. ‘‘Monsieur Paul
knew nothing. Never did I let him see o8

“Voila !’ interrupted Girard, with a con-
temptuous shrug of his shoulders. “Your
witness, Monsieur Lennard, is of no use.”

“Don’t be too sure,”” eut in Nelson Iee
quietly. ‘‘However incredible this story may
appear, it must be thoroughly investigated.
Marie, you must show us the exact spot
where you saw this man. We have electric
torches, and we can make a close examina-
tion,”’

“That’s not a bad idea,” eaid Lennard.
“If we find footprints there—"

“You are too absurd!” protested Girard
excitedly, “Have I not proved that this
girl’s story is but a fabrication to shield the
man she secretly loves? It is not so easy to
deceive Girard! Mon Dieu! The girl sces

(Continued on page 24.)
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The VITAL CLUE'!

(Continued from page 21.

her lover taken away, and so she tells madame
of a lurking figure in the garden.  And
madame believes—which is but natural, since
she is so anxious to believe anything that is
in favour of her son,”

Nelson Lee quietly smiled to himself. Ie
was already suspecting that Monsieur Girard
was becoming a rival rather than a col-
laborator. At Lees first definite suggestion,
Girard contested it. Plainly, the Frenchman
was jealous—he was desirous of conducting
this case in his own way. But it was Len-
nard who held the reins—since the inspector,
after all, was in official command.

There was no delay. A move was made for
the garden, and both Lee and Lennard pro-
duced their powerful electric torches. With
Marie nervously showing them the way, they
crossed the lawn opposite the French windows
of the library.

“It is here, monsieur,”” said Marie, taking
hold of Lennard's sleeve and pointing to
some dark bushes just on the border of the
lawn.

CGiirard bounded forward like a rabbit, and
plunged amid the bushes. Nelson Lee again
smiled to himself. So Monsieur was not so
sceptical as he pretended to be! Quick as
he acted, however, Lee was quicker, He
dodeged round the bushes, and arrived on the
indicated spot just a moment ahead of Girard,

e

“Ma foi! The girl spoke the truth!
ejacula «»d Girard excitedly. “*See! The
footprii.ts! Someone has stood here recently.”

“Yes, we are getting on, monsieur,”’ agreed
Nelson Lee, nodding.

o —

CHAPTER 4.
The Scrap of Human Skin!

] LEARLY defined in the soft ground

. round and about the bushes was a

number of deeply-tmpressed foot-

prints. Nelson Lee was interested in

them at once. The impressions were par-

ticularly pronounced at the heels, which was

an unusual feature. In some respects, these

marks were really heelprints rather than full
footprints.

“H'm! Peculiar!” remarked Lennard, as
he flashed his light upon the marks. * Never
seen any like 'em!”

Girard shrugged.

“Perhaps the gardener,” he scoffed. “Are
we not wasting time? Even if this girl is
right, what can it prove?”

“You are admitting, then, that the girl
might be right in her story?” asked Lee
dryly.

“The footprints—they do not lie,” replied
Girard, *“But what else? A man stood EIEE‘E.
As I say, perhaps a gardener—perhaps an
intruder who came for some trifle—flowers.
Who knows? He hears a cry, and he is

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

startled. He flees. What is there to connect
this man with the erime?”

“Nothing at all,” said Lennard promptly.
“You’ve got to admit that, Lee. Monsieur
Martineau was stabbed to the heart. It
might have been a different thing if he had
been shot., A man with a revolver could

easily have potted him from here. I think
it’s quite likely that Monsieur Girard’s
suggestion is correct, and that this man,

whoever he may be, is not connected with
the murder.”

“Yet you admit that he must be found?”
asked Lee.

“Oh, of course—we’ve got to find him.”
replied Lennard. “His evidence will prob-
ably be of vital importance. He might have
secen the actual erime.”

Lee made very careful measurements and
notes. He even asked Marie if there was
any plaster-of-Paris in the house, so that he
could make casts. He scemed far more
interested in the footprints than either
Girard or Lennard.

He was keenly attracted by the bushes,
too. With his powerful torch he examined
every twig, going over the bushes with a
thoroughness which caused Lennard to show
some impatience and which made Girard
openly laugh.

“You look for the little clue. eh, my
friend ?” he asked. “You think our
mysterious lurker may have left some trace?
But is it not a waste of the good time?
I. too, believe in the small things, but here
there is nothing.”

“Quite sure, Girard?” asked Lee smoothly.

There was an’ almost ecager note in his
voice. For at that very moment he had
found a twig which demanded closer atten-
tion. One little scrap was broken, and on
the broken end Lee's keen eyes caught sight
of something which should not have been
there—which did not actually belong to the
tree,

“Ah-ha! Tt is that vou have found some-
thing 7" asked Girard eagerly.

Lee took a tiny pair of tweezers out of his
pocket and very gingerly he removed some-
thing from the twig. THe held it near the
torch bulb, and Lennard and Girard peered
closer.

“What is it?" asked the Yard man.
“Looks like a bit of potato peeling half-
dried. Man alive, what's the good of me:s-
ing about like this?”

“I regret that you should think that I
am messing about, Tennard,” said Lee
smoothly, “Tf vou look more intently, you
will see that this so-called scrap of potato
peeling is really a fragment of human skin.”

“The deuce it is!” ejaculated Lennard.
“Sorry, Lee! You’re right, though! Looks
as though it might have been torn from
somebody’s finger.”

“It was,”” agreed Lee. “The man
evidently pushed the bush aside and caught
his finger on this twig 4

He was interrupted by a roar of laughter
from Mounsieur Girard. The little French




oy
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detective was holding his sides. His face
was screwed up with hilarity.

“But this is exquisite!” he gasped, when
he could find his voice. “Mon Dieu! Yon
are the great detective, Monsieur Lee! 1
give you the good congratulations!”

“You appear to be amused,” said Lece.

“Pardon, monsieur, but how can I help
being amused 77 asked Girard, again holding
his sides. “You make the great discovery,
and you think it is so big—oh, so big! For-
give me if I have my little laugh. But 1
think, mon ami, that you have made the
little mistake.”

“T don’t agree with you, Girard,” said

. 25

The garden unfortunately gave
further secrets; but those footprints were
something fresh, at all events. DMarie's
evidence did not seem to be such a fabrica-
tion as Girard had at first believed.

“As far as I can see, I've got to get that
girl to give me the closest deseription she
can of that man in the cloak,” said Lennard.
“Then we'll search for him. Ilis evidence
will probably be of importance; but there’s
not a ghost of a chance of it helping the
prisoner. Rather the contrary.”

' “You think he witnessed the erime?” azked

Flidi

“Well, it looks like it, doesn’t 1t?”

Lp no

T.ee, wondering why “Perhaps — but
tne French detec- ou’re going very
tive was so hilari- argely upon  as-
ous, “This is cer- HEI'B They COI'HE"‘"‘ sumption, L.en-
tainly a scrap of . . nard,” said Nelson
human skin.” I clattering along i MIEF?’. their Lee. “I'm rather
s ' o ancient but trusted ‘¢ steed ’—it hap- disappointed in the
Mais, oui! pens to be going at the moment! st 1 et b5 o
agreed Girard. Earl Ern, Lord Lou, and Squire Sam— % T war is ke
“Uurtﬂmfly 1t ISL'H they call themselves the— Emmﬁ. “'.Iflrti*mfur
serap  of the skin g . g
human. I should KOURAGEOUS KRUSADE KNIGHTS i T freely confess
know. Toila but i oall {h the th i i ;1& ncn tpr \:{e f;
Ty 1- —Du Fnu ca e6m € ree iun=- o P
With a flourish he niest lads you’ve ever read about. bright.

extended his own
right hand and re-
vealed a little gash
near the end of the
;hird finger. Part
of the skin had been
torn off. Grinning
widelv, he watched
Nelson Lee’s face.

“Oh, T see!” said
Lee, I1n rather a
snbdued voice.

Lennard chuckled. - ﬁ 7
“Not such a dis- B %
all,

re-
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¥ ST

covery, after
old man,” he
marked.

“You return mo
my property ?”’ chir-
ruped Girard. ‘“‘But
not! You may keep
him. 1 no longer
need that piece of myself, Monsieur Lee.
My finger, he mend unaided.”

Nelson Lee could not help feeling crest-
fallen. He had thought his clue to be an
excellent one, and now the discovery that the
ekin had been torn from Girard’s own finger

was disconcerting. However, the French
detective might have taken the matter in a
better spirit; his gloating laughter was

another strong proof that he regarded Nelson
Lee as a rival in this investigation. It was
he who wanted to get all the “fat.”

“T am sorry I did not cry aloud when I
canght my finger,” said the French detective,
becoming more sedate. “But Girard, he
makes light of little hurts. A secratch, a
cut—— Poof! It is nothing! Girard does
not make the fuss, like a hurt child.”

“So it seems,” replied Lee shortly.

[ 13 K 31

the “* N.L.”” next week, and hold your-

self in readiness to laugh and laugh
until your sides ache !

Brethren in “Why don’t yon
be frank, and sav
that  they’re  in-
fernally black ?” re-
torted Lennard.
“Hang it all, Lee,
this man was found

with the weapon in
his hand "

“Yes, vyes, we
know that, and I
have already told
you why 1 don’t
take too secriouns a
view of that fact,”
interrupted Nelson
Lee. ' Still, in the
absence of any other
evidence I'm com-
pelled to admit that
your own theory is
the more likelv.”
“Theory nothing!” growled Lennard. “I
go by facts.”

“Ah, mon ami, you are the wise man,”
said Girard. “It is the facts which speak
so londly—the little facts and the big facts.”

When they got indoors they found Madame
Martineau looking as composed as ever, but
pale and haggard. It was clear to Lee that
she was bearing up under this strain only
with the greatest difficulty. DBravely she was
focing the dreadful tragedy, but never did
she lose faith in her son.

“1 regret, madame, that our researches
in the garden have been of but meagre
service,” said Nelson Lee gravely. “Indeed,
to be frank, I cannot see how my help wili
avail you.”

“So soon you admit yourself baflled?”
asked madame, with some scorm.
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“When there is no clue, what can T do?”
asked l.ce defensively, “I woulu like to
help your son, but by continuing this investi-
gation I might only make more certain of
the rope being placed round his neck.
Rather than assist in such an operativn, I
would prefer to withdraw——"

Madame nodded coldly.

“You will wait?” she asked, her eyes re-
carding him almost with contempt. "1 will
write you a cheque, Monsieur Lee, for your
sorviees.,

“No, certainly noot!” &t |
have done nothing, and 1

“You have spent some time here, and your
time, 1 gather, is of some value,” interrapted
madame. “Will you be good cnough,
monsieur, to let me know the amount of my
indebtedness 2"

“As you insist, T will send you my account
i1 due course,” said the detective gravely,

Lennard accompanied Lee to the door.
The chicf-inspector bent confidentially near.

“If you ask me, old man, you're wise,” he
said in a lew voice. " You're simply riding
for a fall if you keep on with this case,
That young Irench Dblighter 1s guilty.
There's not a chance for him. Glad to find
that you've got enough sense to clear out
right away.”

Neolson Lee smiled,

“There are times, Lennard, when I
wonder how you ever rose to yvour present
vesponsible nosition,” he said banteringly.
“I might sce you again before the night is
out. One never knows.”

He passed out, and Lennard frowningly
seratched his head. A parting shot
like that from Nelson Lee was not
without some hidden meaning. The
burly Yard man wondered what ho
had overlooked,

TTTSIDE. Nelson Lee elimbed
into his Rolls Rovee special

and drove straight to the

Riclimond Police  Station.
As he had expeeted Paul Martinean
was lodged in the cells here. Much
to Lee’s satisfaction, Superintendent
Quilter was available, and Qulier
was an old acqguaintance of his,

“1 should like to have a few words

nrotested Lee,

"

with Paul Martincaun, if it's pos-
sible,” said Lec smoothly. “.Just
a matter of euriosity, Quilter. As a

criminologist 1'm interested in every
type of murderer, vou know. Could
1t be managed ¥”

“Well, T don’t know, I'm sure,”
sald the superintendent.

He hummed and hawed for a big,
and said a good deal about regula-
tions, but 1n the end he allowed
Nelson Lee to go along to Paul's cell and
bave a private chat with him,
~ Lee found the young man in a very de-
jeeted condition,

“You say that you are Mr. Nelson Lee?”
he asked. *“Are vou here to help me, or to
help the police?”.

THI: NELSON LEFI LIBRARY

“If you are innocent, my boy, I'm here
to help you,” replied Lee quietly,

“T am innocent,” vowed Paul. *As
Heaven is my wilness, I swear to you that
I do not know how my stepfather was killed,
I'm bewildered—dazed—dumbfounded! One
moment he was alive—tihe next moment hLe
was streteched at my feet, dead!”

Volubly, excitedly, Lke recounted what
had happened. He sccmed cager and desper-
ate to talk. Lce's very presence acted as a
stimulant, and he lost much of his depres.
sion,

Nipper looked and saw
on the wunderside of
the table a chalked
circle containing a
number of inclsions.

I think that I must have
“For there was no-
That is the baflling
point. Do such things happen? Do men
suddenly do things without knowing it—and
such terrible things? I was angry, but I

had no evil thoughts in my mind."”

“Sometimes
done 1t,” he went on.
body else, Mr. Lee.
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“You mustn't dwell on that theory at all,
e, Martineau,” said Lee. I don’t think
for a moment that vou had a brain storm,
and that you killed your father without
knowing it. What I want you to tell me is
this—and it may be of more inportance than

it appears at the moment. Why did you
com» to Richmond at all?”

“To sece my stepfather.”

“I know that. But why did you want to
ece him? Money?”

(3 Wﬂtl_:{ﬁ- L

“Much money?”

“A fair amount.”

“And you were expectin
rusty, eh?” nodded Lee, *
him ?
FCdzGl),

him to eut up
et vou came to
Youn must have had a very pressing
voung man, I'd hke vou to tell me

—i1n confidence—what drove you to such an
expedient ¥ I gather that somebody was
giving vou a lot of treuble-—pressing you
for money.”

““Yes, that’s true,” admitted Paul soberly.
“He had been patient for some fime, but
he threatened to tell my stepfather every-
thing unless 1 settled up—und if that had
bappened, I might have been completely dis-
inherited.”

“This man 1s shady, then? Who is he?”

“A fellow named Leroux—one of‘my ‘own
countrymen.”

“Leroux,” said Lee musingly.,  “Fm.not
surprised vou were desperate! You mean
the man who keeps the exclusive gambling
house 1in Brook
Street 77

s =F

Yy es, but he doeen’t
live at Brook Street—
he's teo clever for
that,” said Paul bit-
terly, “I've been a
fool, Mr. Lee. And
this ghastly affair, * it
ever get out of it,
will be a lesson to me
) for life! I'm not really

1 bad—I'm only reckless
and featherbrained.”

He spoke so  ecarn-
estly, and with such =in.
cerity, that the detee-
tive was  lmpressed,
It was difbeult indecd
to believe that this
I voung man could be

gruilty of a brutal, pre-
meditated murder.

L)

“I've gambled—1"ve
wasted pots of my step-
father's money In
ILeroux's 1nfernal
place,”” went on Paul,
“Worse than that, Mr.
Lee—1've got into his
debt. That was a thing
I daren’t tell my step-
father, and when ho
threatened to tell him
himself I had to do
something, DBut I did
ot kill himn! Never! You mustn’t believe

"

“How much do you owe this Leroux??

“Twenty-five thousand odd.”

“Phew! That’s a heavy sum, my boy,=
said Lee gravely. “However, you'll be
ablo to pay il casily enough now, if you get
out of this mess. And 1 hope you mean what
you say.”

“1 do—1I swear 1 do!” panted Paul. “I'm
thinking of mother, teco. Poor mother! My,
stepfather's death is an awful enough blow,
but with me here she must be nDﬂl‘fY out of
her mind."” .

“ Monsieur Girard, the eminent French
detective, is comforting her,” said Lee, not
without 2 {ouch of irony. “DBut about this
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man Leroux.  Did you ever sce him at the
Brook Street place? 1 mean, did you deal

with him direct, or through one of his
agents ?”

“I saw him once,” replied Paul. *“He
doesn’t come to London often—he runs

similar dens in Paris, Brussels, Berlin, and
Vienna. When he does come to London he
stavs in an hotel. He’s a wily beggar!”

“I have heard of him, and I agree as to
his wiliness,” said Lee. “You say you saw
him once? Describe him to me.”

Paul thought deeply, .

“A tall sort of man, rather slim and im-
pressive—looked more like a learned college
professor than a gambling den proprietor,”
he replicd. *“And he u'aﬁ{:ed strangely, too.
He walked in a stiff, stilted kind of way.”

“On his heels?” asked Lee sharply.

“Why, ves, now you come to mention it,"”

“Well, Martineau, I think there’s a good
chance for wvou,” said Lee. “For the
moment madame, vour mother, thinks that
1 have retired from the case—baffled. But
to tell you the honest truth I have a keen
desire to spring a little surprise on my col-
league, Girard. He is so self-satisfied that
he deserves a mild shock.”

“Mother was brainy in sending for you,
Mr. Lee,” said Paul cagerly. “I'm not so
sure about Girard. I'm really French, but
I haven't much faith In our detectives.
They're too excitable—too volatile. But
look here! Why did you ask me all these
questions about Leroux? Do you think that
he killed my stepfather?”

“He might have done,” replied Lee
thoughtfully, “You owe him twenty-five
thousand, and he might have taken means to
find out whether you were likely to get the
money, If not, where was he? Nowhere—
unless vour stepfather died; and then he
would naturally get it from vou. Your own
arrest may not have entered into his calcula-
tions.”

Paul’s eyes glowed.

“You're terribly clever, Mr. Lee,” he said
Lreathlessly. “1I hadn’t even thought of any-
thing like that !  And I believe you're right.
It must have been Leroux who did 1t.”

“Now, voung man, vou mustn't get ex-
cited,” said Lee smoothly, “You've cleared
up a few peints, and I can now go ahead
with this Inquiry with greater likelihood of
success.  Bear up, and don't worry too much
about your mother. With any luck I'll soon
restore vou to her.”

e e

CHAPTER 5.
The Elusive Clue!

ELSON LEE was in a much better
frame of mind as he drove speedily
from Richmond to Gray’s Inn- Road.

~ He was satisfied that his early im-
pression had not been at fault Lennard—as
usual—was barking up the wrong tree. Tha
official detective was acceptir.g the obvious
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evidence and negleeting the obseure.  And
yet 1t was the obscure which was vital.
~ Lee was now entirely convinced of Paul's
mnocence.  But he was puzzled.  This
murder must have been committed in an
extraordinarily cunning way—so cunning, in-
deed, that Lcee could not yet arrive at tlio
method.
When he got to Gray's Inn Road he found
Nipper cager and keen.
o “It’'s a bit thick}‘ guv'nor,” he protested.
You've been to Richmond, and vou've left
me out of this affair.”

“My dear chap, there wasn't anything
for you to do,” replied Lee. ‘I want you
to ring up all the big London hotels in my
name, and sece if you can find ocut where
a man named Leroux has been staying,” said
Lee crisply. “He may have used another
name—and if so we shall be up against a
snag. Still, we'l hope for the best.”

Lee himself had a hasty meal, and then
went into the study to help Nipper on tho
other ’phone., But it wasn’t necessary. Nip-
per had just obtained the information he
desired.

“Here we are. sir,” he said, picking up a
writing-pad. “Pierre Leroux has been
staying in the Dominion Hotel for a coupla
of days, but left on Tuesday.”

“And to-day's Thursday.” said Lee, “Twn
days. Rather a cold trail. Still, it might
be worth looking at. Good-night, young
'un.  DBetter not wait up for me—I shall
probably be very late.”

“Then there'll be two of us
Nipper promptlv, “My only hat! Do
yvou think vou can keep me out of thiz now?
Orders or no orders, I'm coming with vou,
and if you don’t like it you can lump it!”

Nelson Lee chuckled, and rawsed no ob-
jection when Nipper tumbled into the Rolls.
Royee Special beside him,  Within ten
minutes they were at the vast, palatial
.Dominion Hotel, in the West End, Lea
soon got into touch with the under-mana-
ger,

“Yes, that ’s right, Mr. Lee,” he said.
“I don’t notice every guest, of course, but
I happened to observe Leroux because of his
curious way of walking—a stumpy sort of
stride on his heels. Something wrong with
his ankles, I imagine. It's a wonder hLeo
didn’t get his inevitable taxi-cabs to run him
right upstairs to his room. Never walked a

late.” said

~yard unless he could help it.”

“What I want to know is this,”’ said Lee.
“Would it be possible for me to look through
the suite that Leroux occupied?”’

“If it is not occupied by anvbody—cer-
tainly,” replied the under-manager.

He went off to make inquiries.

“You're lucky, Mr. Lee,”’ said the under-
manager, coming back, ‘' That particular
suite—No. 28, on the fourth floor—is still
empﬁr. If you like to go up to it, I'll take
ou.

. “I"m very much obliged,"”” said Nelson Lee
earnestly.
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The under-manager left Lee and Nipper
aloue in the suite, and then Lee got to work.
Carefully, painstakingly, he examined every
nook and eranny of the sitting-room, the bed-
room and the bath-room. In the bath-room
he made a discovery.

Bending over the wash-basin, he detected a~

faint, elusive perfume. He picked up the
half-used cake of soap and smelt it. A keen
light leapt into his eyes, and he carefully
wrapped the soap up and placed it in his
pocket.

Lee then proceeded to turn the pictures
over in all the rooms—much to Nipper’s
mystification—and examined the backs of
them. He even twned the wardrobe round,
and then the dressing-table, and closely in-
epected these, too. He did not find what he
soughnt.

“T ecan’t understand 1t,”” he muttered.
“The man must have used something.”

““What for, guv'nor?’ demanded Nipper.
“What’s the giddy game?”’

Lee ignored him. Nipper was begzinning
to realise now that his presence here was en-
tirely unnecessary. Nelson Lee was in one
of his morose moodg—a rare occurrence. He
had appareutly come here expecting to find
something eastly, and his non-success irritated
lam.,

“Well, it’s no good,” he said at last.
““We're simply wasting time by staying here.
Come along, Nipper. Contound 1it, I’'m
beaten!”’

He went to the door, and as he reached
out his hand to switch off the light he took
a last look round. His gaze fell upon the
sturdy mahogany table in the centre of the
room, and he almost jumped. -

““Idiot!” he exclaimed. ““Upon my word,
Nipper, I must be showing sigus of old agel
Here, lend me a hand !’

They turned the table over, Nipper be-

wildered. An ejaculation of keen satisfaction
escaped Lee’s lips. All his good-humour was
restored.

““What is there on the underside of this
table that gives you such a kick?’ asked
Nipper wonderingly.

“This,”” said Lee, pointing.

He indicated a number of deep incisions
in the solid woodwork. They were on the
underside of the table, almost at the top end—
for the table itself was standing on its side,
the under part facing the detective. The
incisions were all enclosed within a small
cirele which had been chalked on the wood-
work,

“Oh!” said Nipper. “I know just about
as much as I did before. So our old pal,
Leroux, suffers from the secret vice of dart-
throwing in his off moments? He must be
a pretly good hand at the game, because he
tcems to have scored a bullseye every time.”

““A bullseye every time, Nipper!”’ nodded
Lee thoughtfully.

another famous West End establish.

ment soon afterwards. 'This place was

a small Bohemian restaurant tucked
away in a back street—a place much fre-
quented by theatrical stars and other people
connected with the theatre,

In a quiet alcove lLee found the man he
wanted—Jimmy Metcalfe, one of London’s
most celebrated variety agents. Metcalie was
a man of sixty, and his knowledge of the
music-hall was profound. There wasn’t a
vaudeville turn in existence that he hadn’t
booked at one time or another.

He and Lee had a little chat, and by the
time it was over the great detective was in
possession of a few [aects which would pro-
bably bo usefut. He and Jimmy were tho
best of friends, and Lee had often gone to
him for valuaple imformation,

“Well, guv’nor?”’ asked Nipper, when the
detective came out. ‘‘You’ve been having a
high old tiume, haven’'t you? I've just scen
about six chorus girls go in there, to say
nothing of the leading lady from the Elite,
and those two jazz dancers from the Jollity.”

“I'm neither interested tn chorus girls nor
in leading ladies,” replied ILee briskly, *'As
you seem determmed to attach yourself to
me for the rest of this adventure, I suppose
I shall have to take you along to Richmond.”

“My hat! Are you going back now—at
midpight 7" asked Nipper. *‘Guv’nor, you've
found a hot trail, haven’t you?”’

*“It's so hot that it*s still sizzling!”’ replied
Nelson lLece, as he pressed the seli-starter.,

E EAVING Nipper in the car, Lee entered

—_——

CHAPTER 6.
The Hole in the Ground!

HEN they arrived at Richmond the

&IV lights were still burning in the hall

and some of the downstair rooms
of the house of tragedy. Nelson Lee
strode straight to the hall door and gave a
brisk ring. The door was opened almost im-
mediately by Jacques, the butler, whose aged
face was looking worn and strained, '

““Madame is still available?’’ inquired Lee.

“VYes, monsieur,” said Jacques, in a tired
voice. ‘‘She is in the salon with Monsicur,
the detective. Shall I tell madame that you
have returned ?”’

“Please do so,”” said Lee, nodding.

The butler came back after a few moments,
and Lee and Nipper were escorted upstairs
to the salon. They found Madame Martineau
reclining In an easy-chair, looking more worn
and haggard than ever. M. Girard was
taking his ecase, too, and judging by the
cigarette-ends in the ash-tray mnear him he
had been 1nore mentally than physically
active,

“ Ah-ha! S0 you return, Monsieur Lee?”
he exclaimed, springing up. ‘‘Is it that you
have the new clue?”
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“[ would like to know if there have been
any fresh developments,” said Nelson Lee,
and addressing

ignoring his rival's query,
madame. ’ .
“1 am satisfied, Monsieur ILee, that a

woman, after all, is guilty,” said the good
Jady.  **Monsieur Girard has reconstructed
the entire crime. Mon Dicw! DBut he is a
clever one, this Monsieur Girard! So eom-
pletely has he shown me how my poor hus-
band was killed.” _

“Indeed ?’ said Lee, sitting down 1n
response to madame’s inviting hand. *“This
voung man is Nipper, my assistant. So you
have successfully roconstrueted the crime,
Monsieur Girard? Am I permitted to know
the identity of the murderer?”’

“Suere! 1z it—how vou- call it—playing
the game?” retorted Girard. ““You have
retired, Monsieur Lee, and the case, it is in
my hands,”

“No, no!
should know.” put in madame.
is the assassin!”’

“Marie!” ejaculated Lee.

“Hush! As vet she knows nothing,” con-
tinved madame. *“‘Monsieur Girard thinks it
better that she should live in her fool’s para-
dise until to-morrvow. She it was who entered
the library, and who stabbed my husband.
She is strong—I can vouch for her strength.
She loved Paul, and Paul was not discussing
money, as I first believed. Monsieur Girard,
he has made that clear.”

“Aonsienr Girard has been very active,”
commented Lee dryly.?

“Paul eame to ask my husband for his con-
sent to marry Marie,” proceeded madame,
“Hence the quarrel., Ma foi! Can you get
imagine my ‘husband’s indignation when SH
heard of this suggested match? He forbada
it, and even threatened to disinherit my son.
Outside the door lurked Marie, ready with
her weapon. Mad with temper, she flew in
and struek the blow. And Paul dared not
reveal his dreadful secret. Rather than that
she should suffer he has chivalrously kept
silent.”

“Is it not the perfect explanation?’ asked
(Yirard proudly. * Does not every little detail
fit? I am the lhomme practigue, Monsieur
l.ee. I look at the faets, I sift them, and
I elucidate the myvstery. In my armchair
discover the truth. It is not easy to hide
things from Girard.”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“Your story is certainly most ingenious—
and 1 can see that you have convinced
madame that it is the true explanation of the
mystery, Monsicur Girard,” he replied.
“Unfortunately, it iz but a theory—and a
theory, moreover, which does not,entirely
cover all the facts.”

Girard jumped’ up.

“You say that I am wrong 7"’ he challenged
excitedly.

“You must be wrong, for I have estab-
lished Paul’s innocence by a totally different
line of reasoning,”” suid Lee “And much as

It is well that EIDHEEGL!E‘ T.ee
““Marie, she
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I regret the mnecessity of shatlerimz vour
pretty story, I frankly declare that Marie (3
absolutely innocent.”

Madame Martinean looked from one «deteo-
tive to the other in bewilderment.

“But this is too much for me, messieurs!”
she eried. “Which of you 15 right?
Monsieur Girard says that my son is inns-
cent and Marie gullty; Monsieur Lee also
says that my son 1s innocent, but that Maria
is innocent also. Mon Dieul! Who, then, i3
guilty ?” '

“Monsieur Lee will perhaps explain ?” said
Girard hotly. “What are these new facts
that you have elucidated, mon ami? Sacre!
You retire from the case, you leave me to
proceed alone, and yet you come back with
this pretty story.”

There was a tap on the door, and the
hutler hesitatingly appearved.

“The gentleman, Monsieur TLennard., of
the wpolice, madame,” he announced in
French.

Lee turned quickly to madame,.

“Monsieur Lennard is here at my sugges.
tion,” he explained. " You permit that ha
should be admitted?”

“Yes,” said madame willingly.

A minute later Chief Detective-inspector
T.ennard strode briskly into the apartment.
He was rather puzzled, and after bowing
to Madame Martineau he shot a quick,
inquiring glance at Nelson Lee. Girard was
almost red in the face with excitement and
indignation,

“What is it you do?” he demanded hotlv,
;‘Yﬂ.;}, try to make the fool of me, Monsicur
ce !

“It is my wish to convinece vou, Monsicur
Girard, that your own theory is at fault,”
replied l.ee, springing up. “And in orders
to bring home this conviction it is neeessary
that we should pay a short visit to the
rarden.”

Girard shrugged.

“Have we not
garden ?” he asked.

“Not thoroughly enough, I faney,” said
Lee. “Madame, I beg of vou to excuse us.
Qur absence will not be prolonged.”

Going downstairs, Lennard gave Lee a
nudge.

“What'’s the big idea?” he murmured.

“You'll soon see, old man.”

They went out into the garden, and Nelson
Lee led the way to a spot behind some rose
bushes. In the meantime, he had instructed
Nipper to get a spade from Jacques, and o
lantern was also brought.

“So we're going to dig, are we!” said
Lennard. “Hang it, Lee, you’re mighty
mysterious about this. What are we going
to dig for?”

“Evidence,” replied T.eco briskly.
“Evidence that will convinee the stubbornest
mule in the force—evidence that wiil con-
vince even you, Lennard.”

“I say, look here

4

snluftering.

already explored tna

begaa Leauard,
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Nelson Lee darted forward and caught the
man’s wrist in a ju-jitsu grip. ** Here is
the murderer I’ he srapped.

»

l,:_'t‘: Fsl‘.-f.:,' chinelkled and toolk
tlie spade from Nipper., Girarvd
watched with open amusement,
At one time, 1n the salon, an
anxious little light had shown
in his eyes, as though he ex-
peeted lice to upset his theory, DBut now
e was content, IHe looked on in scornful
Lterest, -

Lennaid and Nipper were interested, too,
to say nothing of being puzzled. They all . . ..
stcod ronnd watehing Nelson T.ce as he took @ hole about eighteen inches decp. It was
quuck measurements and then dug vigovously gquite narrow, and Lennard, peering into is,
in the soft soil, saw rothing but earth.

It was a strange scene, in that quiet garden, Now 1” said Lee ‘3?151-?1&'- ‘
in the light of the flickering lantern. He went down on his kuees, rolled up Lis
Nelson Lee did not desizt until he had dug right sleeve, and groped about in the hole,



32

Gradually his expression changed. The cager
light died out of his eves and was replaced
b}' a worried look.

“Strange!” he murmured, biting his lip.

“It is not as you hoped, monsieut 2" asked

CGirard  pentl “ Something has oone
y.

T

wrong ? PI'H}’ accept my condolences——

*There 1s something here, Girard, although
1 may not have found precisely the right
spot,” interrupted Lee curtly. “Hallo!
What—~—  Yos! HHere we are! Splendid!
1 didu't think T was wrong.”

He tugged at something, but it cvidently
resisted.

“Whot hove you
Lennard impatiently.,

“1 hope to find the weapon—the real
weapon which caused Mounsieur Martineau’s
death !

“But that dagger was found in the young
man’s hand—"

“Never mind the dagger,’
“This i3 more important.
first that 1 was right. But it seems to be
stuck; we may have to do some more
diggina.”™  He withdrew hiz arm.  ** Perhaps,

l?’.‘

rot there ?” demanded

" interrupted Lee.
1 knew from, the

monsienr, you will try?” he asked, turning
to Ci!‘lld.

i Why 1nel?” said the TYrench
detective promptly. “I, too, am anxious to
see this second weapon. My inlerest is of

the greatest.’

He quickly pushed up his sleeve and was
about to dive his hand inlo the hole when
Tee uttered a short, “-huII} exclamation. Ile
was looking at Girard’s exposed forearm. and
the next moment he seized the Frenchman in
a ju-jitsu grip which held him helpless,

“Lennard!” snapped Lees “Here is tho
murderer of Monsieur Georgzes Martinean—
Wwmile Cirard, alias Pierre l.eroux, alias
Diabolo, the Dagger Demon!”

[ —

CHAPTER 1.

Neison Lee's Triumph!

OR ene tense moment there was an
F absolute silence. Then Girard gave
a shrill l;.uu:;l |
“Imbeeile ! he said contempiuously.
“Triple fool! You I]uuk you can play such
tricks with Girard?  Mon Dien!  You
Euglish play such mad jokes. You are all
mad., vou FEnelish!”

“Haug it, Lee, you'd belter explain,” said
Ienrard neusily. “If this really is a
jokoe-——"

; “Man alive, T don’t joke on subjects like
this!"” snapped Lee. “What do you think T
duz this hole in the ground for? Nat to
find another weapon—not to f{ind anything
at all, but merely to trick this pp*lﬂvmen
into exposing his right forearm. Until T had
irlh'lt last link of evidence I couldn’t charge

m

"“’hat Tink ?” demanded Lennard blankly.,

“The zig-zaz scar—-"

Before Lee could get any further Girard
gave a scream of rage. e struggled
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violeatly, convulsively. But for that ju-jitsn
grip, which Lee maintained, he would have
wob away.

“Hurry up!” commanded Lece itnpatientiy.
“What's the muatter with you, lennard?
Nipper, you've got handeuff:, Put them on.”

Bu¢ Lennard wasn’t allowing anything like
that., MHe proeduced his own “hracelets ' and
snapped them oyer Girard’s wrists.

“Focls—foonls!” screamed CGirard, nearly
foaming at the mouth, * Saere!/ Such clever
detectives. You arrest a4 man who was on
the Channel boat at the very moment when
the murder was committed. ZLa, la! What
cleverness!”

xivrard’s right!”
“Look here, Lee—-

“My dear Lennard, do you take me for a
dolt?” broke in Nelson Iee. “Unless I
was absolutelv certain of my facls, T wouldn’t
have taken this step. You are dealing with
a very clever man, s clever that his alibi
appears to be ecast-iron.  lint lit-a many a' bis,
it’s easily shattered.”

The echief-inspector was impressed.

said Lennard sharply.

LR

“Well, let’s get. indoors,” he said gruflly.

Madame was waiting in the hall.

“But what is this?"” she cried, amazed.
“NMonsieur! Your wrists i

“Madame, vou urged me o find the mr-
derer of vour hunimnd said Lee quietly.
“I have found him.’

“And now, mon tmi, it is for you to prove
that T am the tall man who was scen by
Marie behina the bushes,” :neered Girard.
“That 1t was I wnho made the footprints—
the footprints, ma foi, with the deep heols!
And 1 walk ‘on my toes! Ch, ves! You
are a very clever man, Monsietir Loe!"

Lee acted as though Girard did not exist.

w1 fomk =u-;mf*ud (Girard soon after my
arrival here.” he explained quicty. “You
remember when there was the first mention
of footprints—uafter Marie had told her
storv?  You reruember how Girard ridi-
culed (hat story, and attempted to put us
offt ™

“Yes,” eaid Lennard.
was a waste of time for
examination,”

“And yet Girard was actually the birst to
arrive ab the spot—his object being, of
course, to obliterate any , footprints that
might be thore,” said Lee. "It was a point
he had overlooked: he did not know th'it
Marie, the maid, had seen him behind those
bushes, and, naturally, he was strtrtled_”

“But Marie saw a tall man,” protested

“He suaid that it
us to make any

Iennard. “ And those fcotprints were
different "
“'l'hnse foolprints were Girard’s,” insisted

Lee, “If you will be patient, Lennard, I
will give you such evidence that will con-
vince you. You didn't notice it at the time,
but Girard very deftly avoided a boggy
patch of the garden. It made me thought-

ful. I took the trouble to find out—later—.
why (Girard had made an ﬂpp;x'enf]v un-
necessarg sworve, for there was nothing in

(Con’inued on page 31.)
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The VITAL CLUE!
(Continued from page 32.)

the appearance of that patch to indicate its
bogginess,”

“You mean that he knew of
tence 7"

“0Of course,” said Lee. ““And yet he had
only just arrived for the investigation, and
it was impossible for him to have known
anything about the garden—unless he had
been there previously. He nad certainly
not been there previcusly as Girard the
detective. A small point, but it set me
thinking."”

“You think to trap me by such paltry
trifles7” asked Girard contemptuously.
“But this is funny! So funny! I, Girard,
have the keen eyes. You may not have
scen the treacherous nature of that picece
of ground, but I am not so blind.”

Agnin Lee ignored him.

“The vital rﬁue, however, was much moro
“It was the

its oxis-

he continued.
clue which caused me to make very
exhaustive inquiries. You may remember
Lennard, that I very carefully examined tho
bushes "

“Yes, and wou very carcfully found a
scrap of human skin,” grinned the Yard
man. ‘“It was unfortunate that that piece
of skin should prove to be Girard’s.”

“Unfortunate ?” repeated Lee. * Lennard,
I despair of you! My dear man, that
discovery was the wvital point, It was
Girard’s paramount blunder—for until he
showed me his finger I did not know that he
was even wounded.”

“What do you try to
Girard sharply,

“The m'cfniu;g has been diy and warm,”
retorted Lee. " The scrap of skin I found on
that bush was dried and shrivelled. Re-
member, this, Lennard! That scrap had
been on the bush for at least two hours!
And vet Girard showed me his finger and
laughingly declared that he had just torn
it, and ridiculed my discovery as worthless.
Worthless ! It was worth everything! For
it proved that Girard had been 1n this
garden at least two hours previously.” |
“But Girard isn't tall. Again, Marie dis-
tinetly says that the tall man didn’t come
anywhere near the house.”

“But ves, that is true.” said madame.
“And Paul? Why should Paul shield Mon-
sieur (xirard ?*

“Paul did not se2 Monsicur
madame,” replied Lee gravely.
saw him—except Marie.
member those footprints?
took plaster casts of two or three of them—
much to your secret amusement—and they
will boe very valuable as evidence. You re-
call how the hecls were deeply indented ?”

“Well, ves.”

“It occurred to me, as a possibility, that
those footprints had been made by a man
wearing stilts,” continued I.ee.

. “You are all mad—mad !” shouted Girard
in a choking voice.

ITis very outburst was significant. Lennard

convinecing,”

prove ?” asked

Girard,
“Nobody
Lennard, you re-

Fortunately I
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was obliged to take a firmer grip. Girard
was not merely pale now; he was trembling
like a leaf, and a hunted look had come
into his eyes.

“Yes, stilts—which wonld make him
taller,” said Lee relentlessly. “There was
everything to suggest such a possibility ;
but, mark you, it was only a possibility, and
it needed very carcful substantiation., When
I left here I went to the police station and
interviewed Paul Martincau; I learned from
him that he was very seriously in debt to
a gambling-den proprietor named Leroux.
And now,. take heed of this! Leroux walks
with a curiously stilted gait, on his hecels,
Leroux was a man who had an excellent
motive for the erime—therefore he was the
man to suspect.”

“But you are clever, my friend,” mur-
mured madame, ‘' So clever!”

“Inquiries told me that Leroux left the
Dominion Hotel two dayvs ago,” proceeded
Lee. ‘‘And Leroux, remember, was staying
in London at the same time as Monsicur
Girard., Both Frenchmen—both frequent
visitors to London. Was it possible that
they were the one and the same person?”

“I don’t see it,” grunted Lennard. *'If
Leroux and Girard were the same, how
could he be staying at two hotels in two
identities 7"

“Girard comes to London as himsclf—
openly,” continued Lee. ‘““He registers just
as openly at the Apolle Hotel. lie goes to
the wash-room with a suit-case; he emerges
from the wash-room wearing stilts and a
clever make-up. and he hires a taxicab and
drives to the Dominion Hotel and registers
there as Pierre Leroux. If at any moment
he wishes to become Girard again he merely
seeks the privacy of any hotel wash-room
and makes the change. Not so difficult,
Lennard.”

“Phew |” whistled Lennard.

“Leroux scarcely ever walked more than
twenty yards, and then with difliculty,
said ]fee. ““People thought he was a cripple
—but it was because he was wearing stilts.
And this, Leroux, remember, is a bit of a
mystery man, He runs gambling dens, but
seldom appears in person. I went to the
Dominion Hotel, and there I found a table
with deep indentations on the underside.”

“Indentations ?”’ asked Lennard, puzzled.

“Have I not already introduced Monsicur
Girard to you as Diabolo, the Dagger
Demon ?” retorted Lee. “He no doubt
thought he was a little out of practice—
after having dropped his real profession for
a number of years., . So he tried his skill on
the hotel table, :

“It has been Paul’s consistent statement
that his stepfather suddenly fell with a dagger
in his back. The window, Lennar’, was open.
If Paul did not strike that blow, thep some-
body from outside did. And as that some-
body did not appear, then it obviously
follows that the dagger was thrown. How
many men are there, Lennard, who can
throw @ dagger so expertly as to commit
murder at the first fling—and, morcover, to
fling it so accurately that it will give the
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impression that a left-handedd 'man 13 and during those years he sought another.

vesponsible 77

“Not many,” replied Lennard, with con-
viction. “‘} didn’t even know there was one
who could do 1it.” ’

Nelsou Lee nodded,

“That narrowed down my search consider-
ably, didn’t it? My next move was to 0
to a man who could give me information
concerning dagger throwers, A man with
that skill must certainly have been a public
performer at one time or other,

“Driefly, 1 obtained the infermation !
needed. Ten years ago there was a very
famous turn on the French musio halls
known as ‘Diabolo, the Dagger Demon.’
He dropped out of the business because he
very badly gashed his right arm, and for
at least fwo vears it robbed him of his living

In fact, gambling. 'This new business pro-
gressed so well that he stuck to it, Diabolo
was not only an extraordinarily clever knife-
thrower, but—and note this—an important
art of his turn was stilt-walking. Lenuard,
ook at this: 1 borrowed it from my thea-
trical agent friend.”

It was a photograph. It showed a
gmte.ﬁqua}y{*oﬂtumed man with several dag-

gers in either hand, IIis trousers wero
enormously wide, his coat absurdly long,
with enormous buttons, In fact, a typical
(ontinental knockabout comedian. The

chief inspector started when he saw that
this man bore a close resemblance facially
to Monsieur Emile Girard.

(Cencluded on page 43.)
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Laughs Galore in this Screamingly Funny Yarn!
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P
. HIS MASTER’S NOSE'!

The nag didn’t like it ; neither

Tale of a Tub!

BLE ™ TRIPLETS !

giving a roadside enter-
tainment and thus carn-

6« EEP 1 up !” - . A
K el IR ' posh do Posh & Co. like the colonel  the wherewithal,

Trooble hope- __ ’ 1? ; Scleeting a small
fully. “éﬁl‘- -ﬂﬂd {fbal_s wby you i revel in patch of grassy spaco

to make a start if we this bilarious C{J??E“Plﬂfe yar. opposite a cyclist’s rest,

want an audience! Givo they  proceceded  with

'em a few more threir entertainment in

catherine wheels, Sam. These kids scem to anticipation of an audience turning up. But

like ’em !” the eyclists scemed to have rested somewhero

“Blow the kids!” almost exploded Sam
Trooble. ““If 1 do any more I shall solve
the sceret of perpetual motion; and I don't

jay

want to:

But despite his fear in that respect, Sam,
the world-famed—self-styled—acrobat and
juggler, procecded to perform a few more
catherine wheels, while Nippy, the world-
famed—also self-styled—conjurer, proceceded
with his job of turning eggs into rabbits,
and rabbits into lively frogs.

It was heartbreaking work, however, when
the audience consisted only of five grubby
urchins, and an equally grubby one-cyed
dog minus a tail

Ii was evening, and the Trooble Triplets—
«nown as the Trouble Triplets on account of
their remarkable skill 1n scarching for
trouble and finding it—had halted on the
outskirts of a small village. They had been
tramping all day, and they were tired, and
hungry. But they still hoped to cure that
cmpty {feeling under their waistcoats by

else, and the village appeared to be like the
one in the celebrated poem, deserted—save
for the aforesaid five urchins and dog. Tor
ten minutes now the Trouble Triplets had
been going through their usual tricks, and
they were getting a little depressed with
the results. FEven the optimistic Posh did
not feel it worth while going round with
the hat yet.

To make matters more trying the urchins
did not scem at all impressed by their skill,
and one ventured a solemn question at last.

“What be you doin' that for, mister?’ he
asked innocently, as the panting Sam paused
for breath. “Got a pain somewhere?”

Sam glowered at him, muttered something
about giving, him a pain if he didn't shut up,
and proceeded with his acrobatic antics. Ho
started to roll round in a ball, with legs and
arms clasped round his neck, and was going
strong when the one-eyed mongrel decided
to investigate the remarkable phenomenon
at closer quarters,

He rushed in suddenly with a series of
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defiant prowls, and the next moment acro-
bat and investigator where mixed up in a
whirling, yelling, 3yapping and yelping
catherine-wheef, This unexpected perform-
ance brought, first a flicker of interest, then
a smile of appreciation, and finally loud guf-
faws from the audience of five.

sam brought the unrehecarsed trick {o a
sudden end by falling on the mongrel, almost
flattening him to a pancake. Yelping shrilly,
the mongrel managed to eersmble up, and
streaked away for the distant horizon, thus
reducing the audience to five only.

Just then, however, Paosh’s face lit up as
a governess-cart, pulled by an ancient, pie-
bald peny with a pronounced squint, came
crawling along. At the reins was an old
centleman, and Posh felt he knew he was
a retired Indian colonel, because he wore a
fierce expression, a face like a boiled lob-
ster, and whiskers like the mouldy bristles
of a discarded yard-brush,

““Shush, ‘Sam, you idiot!” he breathed,
“Keep it up—-don’t stop. Here's a colonel
coming. May mean a bob, at least!”

Sam and Nippy resumed work with a will,
while Posh got his cap ready. Their hopes
sank, however, as the cclonel pu.led up his
steed and shook his whip at the triplets.

“Hulil Tramps!” he snoried., “Gad!
Tramps causing a disturbance and an ob-
gtruction under my very wall, begad! Huh!
Be off, confound vou! You hear me? DBe
off before I ecall the constable! Huh!”

PPosh bristled at once. The one-eved dog
had caused the disturbance, and they cer-
tainly were not obstructing anyone or any-
thing.

“We're doing no harm, sir!l’
respectfully,

“Harm!” hooted the old gent, almost
swallowing some of his whiskers in his ex-
citement.  “Doing no harm when you'ra
causing an obstruction under the very wall
of my estate. Huh! D’you know I'm
Colonel, Blunpus?”

“Kh? Colonel Frumpus?” asked Paosh.

“No, begad! Colonel Blumpus, squire of
Mudslush village, and a Justice of the ’eace,
yvou young scoundrel! Be off! Ha! Hero
1s the constab!e now! Sleepslow!”

“Yessir 7"

The triplet sighted a portly, bewhiskered
policemman erossing the road with ponderous
etrides, So slow was his progress that
Posh decided to hasten his velocity by the
aid of his wonderful ventriloquial skill.

The next moment an ear-s riitting‘ “Honk,
honk!” sounded behind the constable, and
he gave a convulsive jerk, and leaped full
three feet—not counting his boots, whic
were nearly that—to the footpath. Then
he glared round, trembling with righteous
indignation, His jaw sagged as he looked
for the car that had so upset his official
dignity, and found it not.

“My eye!” he gurgled, “Where—what

¥

“Didn't you sce it pase, constable?” asked
Posh innocently, “It must have been——"

“Two hundred an hour, at least,” said

3

he replied
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Sam, shading his eyes, as he stared along
the dusty recad. “Nearly blew me over--1
don’t think!1”

“Scandalous!” gasped the colonel, who had
also jumped convulsively on hearing the
strident “Honk, honk!” “Didn’t you take
his confounded number, Sleepslow 7

“I didn’t even sce it!” gasped P.-c. Sleep-
slow. “It must ’ave been goin' it, and no
error, sic!”

““Seandalous!” hooted Colonel Blumpus.
“Where were your eyes, man? Those
abominable road hogs! Huh! If T had
my way I'd not allew a single motor on the
road, begad! Dust-raising, murderous ruf-
fians]  Worse than poachers and tramps!
Huh!” His warlike eve fell upon the tti-
plets again, and he bristled. “Huli! I vas
just wanting vou. Sleepslow!

“Yessir!” suid Sleepslow, jumping to atten-
tion.

“*Move these voung villainus on!” ardered

the colonel. " Impudence—confounded im-
pudence! Causing an obstruction and a
disturbance under my wvery walls, Iuh!

(teec-up!”

He ingged at the reins, and the ancient
quadruped untied its legs and tottered on,

P.-c. Sleepslow raised a majestic hand,

“Move honl!” he ordered. " Holf you gocs
—sharp "

“Bat we're doing nothing wrong!” pro-
tested Sam warmly. “Only—>

“Move hont and don't you hargue with
me!” enorted the constable “Want to be
locked hup, or what? Causing a disturb-

13

ance—-—
‘It was {he dog that did that—=" began
Posh.
“Dog? Don't try it on me!” warned

P.-c. Sleepslow. *““There ain't no dog here,
so don't—— Yarrooop!”

The portly constable neariy leapt out of
his skin as a sudden, ferocious snarling
sounded at his heels. The next moment he
was leaping and twirling in his desperate

effort to avoid the unsecen, snarling animal.
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The Trouble Triplets, smuling loudly,
gathered together their few possessions and
moved one their way, leaving the podgy
officer dancing about like an intoxicated hip-
pepotamus, until he fell over his own fect
and sat down in the road.

“The entertainment 1s now over!” re-
marked Posh, a trifle gloomily., “ And we've
only collected laughs, which won’t cure my
empty feeling! Hallo, there’s old Blum-
pus’ four-legged dolly-peg, and two-wheeled
dolly-tub. 1 say, we ought to pay that mean
old buffer back, you know!”

“T suppose he thinks he owns the blessed
carth!” growled Sam., *“I think we ought
to tcach the old hunk a lesson, Posh. Got
a wheeze ¥"

“Yes, old fruit!” chuckled Posh, who was
eveing the governess “tub ”” whieh had been
left unattended outside a small liouse stand-
ing well back from the road and screened
by trees. “I think that mean old bufter
cught to be brought face to face with some-
thing unpleasant—and that old bag of cat's-
nicat between the shafts just mee's the bill.”

He whispered his plan to Sam and Nippy,
and the three of them, keeping ears skinned
for the colonel’s return, began to get busy.
They took the ancient pony out of the shafts,
and then, turning her round, put ler in be-
tween the shafts again with her nose over
the front of the governess-cart, After that
they reharnessed her and made fast.

Then they tcok cover in some bushes oppo-
sitc and awaited developments,

Valour Rewarded!

HEY were soon rewarded.

" Colonel Bumpus suddenly came in

sight along the garden path. He

was muttering to himself, and ap-
peared to be in a terrific wax. As a matter
of fact, he had just been having a row with
Ia* tenant regarding arrears of rent due to
1im.

““Scandalous!” he was muttering. *“ Dis.
graccful, begad! Monstrous !"”

Communing with himself thus, the gallant
old coloncel elimbed into the tub, and grabbed
the reins before he noticed anything amiss,

“Gee-up!” he snarled.

Thus adjured, the bag of bones and cats-
meat wakened up again and ambled on,
pushing the tub before it. The sudden jerk
in the wrong direction sent Colonel Blumpus
in a heap on the floor of the tub, and he
bellowed terrifically.

Thinking this an order to accelerate, the
pony, rather liking this novel way of loco-
motion, put on speed and actually trotted.

“What  the—who  the—why the
roared the colonel.

He scrambled up, his facy as red as a
turkev. But he did not stay up long. As
he came up he bumped into his faithful quad-
ruped’s muzzle. Face to face, for once, the
two blinked into each other’s eves, and the
old nag, realising he didn't like the lock of
the colonel’s face at close quarters, made as
if to take a bite out of his master’s nose.
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The colonel gave a wild shriek and cols
lapsed again into the bottom of the tub.

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the triplets.

Onco again the ancient pony accelerated,
Not being steered, however, from either
stern or prow, so to speak, the misguided—
or, rather, unguided—anima! ran on at a
tangent.

Crash!

The starboard wheel crashed into a gate-
post This unfortunate accident brought the
tub swinging round, and it whirled through
a farmyur& gate, and then went rolling
down a slight incline, the pony, realising now
that something had gone wrong, striving
gallantly to put on the brake.

It was a vain attempt, With the damagnd
wheel wobbling alarmingly, the tub pro-
gressed down the incline, and then plunged
into the duckpond at the bottom.

“Oh, crikey!” gurgled Posh. *‘This comes

of backing a horse the wrong way! Ilallo,
he’s struck a snag now!” _
The damaged wheel had either struck

some obstruction in the middle of the duck-
pond, or else 1t had gone on strike, for now
the pony was going round and round with
the tub, as if on a piveot, sending up giant
waves as it did so. Never had that duck-
pond had such a stirring up in its watery
existence, and the smell that proceeded from
it was appalling.

By this time the colonel was up aloft
again, and as he found himself marooned,
and blinked around the watery waste, he
began to bellow at the top of his voice.

“Help! Good gad! Groogh! Help!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the triplets,
emerging from hiding to get a close-up.

ou—you r&un% rascals!” bellowed the
colonel. *““Help! Fetch help at—— Huhl
Help! Johnson, Plimpkins, Rabbiet!”

The old gentleman had suddenly sighted
three men in velveteens and gaiters ambling
along a field-path. As it happened, they
were the colonel's own gamekeepers, and
thev stood and blinked in alarm at the
marooned colonel.

“My heye!” exclaimed Johnson, the heads
keeper. “My heye, if it ain’t the boss!”

“Never mind standing there staring,
Johnson!” shricked Colonel Blumpus. “Help,

you sleepy fools! Help!”
“My heyve! Sorry, sir! DBut how——"
gasped Johnson helplessly.

“How? Come and lead this confounded
pony out!” bawled the gallant old warrior.
“Get to work, vou- diots, or I'll sack the
lot of you! Huh! Good gad!”

The chariot suddenly gave a lurcH, almost
tipping Colonel Blunfpus out, and he began
to bellow with such effect that Johnson and
his fellow keepers decided to brave tho
watery clements and the smell. They
charged in like heroes, and plunged through
the mud and slhime.

They got the marooned ecolenel ashore
at last, almost in a state of apoplexy by this
time. And the moment he landed on dry
ground he made a rush on the triplets, who
were doubled up with mirtl,,
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The dog and Sam Trooble became mixed up in a whirling, yelling, yelping embrace.

Va2

“Oh, erumbs!” gasped Sam Trooble. Too
late the wanderers had realised their danger.
Before they could recover their wits, much
less their legs, Colonel Blumpus had grabbed
Posh, while Johnson, anxious to appeaso the
colonel’s wrath, made another gigantie leap,
and two horny hands closed on the collars of
Nippy and Sam.

“Huh! Scandalous! Outrageous!” panted
Colone! Blumpus, almost nxﬁloding with in-

dignation and rage. “The—the rascally
young villains! You did it—don’t attempt
to deny it! I'll have you up before the

bench for this, and get you sent to a re-
formatory, begad! Johnson!”

“Yossir|”

“You're sacked if you allow them to
escape! Take them to Sleepslow and give
them in chargei Plimpkins, Rabbiet, put
that confounded pony back in the shafts as
it should be!”

The keepers obeyed, and with a parting
glaro at the dismayed trio of jokers, Colonel
Blumpus stumped into the tub and gathered
up tho reins. The tub rumbled out into the
road through the gateway just as a motor-
lorry was about to pass, and the colonel gave
an alarmed bellow and dragged his ancient
pony round to avoid a collision.

That did it. The sudden jerk proved too
much for the wonky wheel, It suddenly flew
off and rolled away, while the tub, having
no visible means of support on the port side,
crashed over, precipitating the old colonel
into the roadway, right in the path «f the
rumbling lorry.

There was a wild yelling, a shricking of
hastily-applied brakes, and then a shm form
whipped across the road as Sam, the acro-
bat, wrenched himself free from his captor
and made a frantic leap to the rescue. His
hands grabbed the colonel under the arm-
pits, and with a powerful heave he dragged
him out of danger just in the nick of time.

Two minutes later, Colonel Blumpus, for-
tunately little the woree for his heavy fall
and narrow escape from death, was pump-
ing Sam's fist up and down like a pump-
handle, .

“Gallant lad !” he gasped, his face a curi-
ous mottled white. “Gallant lad, begad!
Johnson, take the confounded pony home
and clear the road. I'm taking charge of
these young rascals instead of Sleepslow—
yes, begad!”

And ho did.

Though a peppery old gent who detested
motors, tramps, poachers, and opposition,
Colonel Blumpus was really rather a eport,
and that night, after a feed which they
dreamed about for months afterwards, tho
Trouble Triplets slept between white sheets.
The next morning, after an enormous break-
fast, they left Blumpus Court, with a fiver
each in their pockets and cheery smiles on
their faces, to continue their wanderings in
scarch of adventure—and fun.

IHE END,
(The Three K DBrethren are due mext

Wednesday—look out for this screamingly
funny new series of yarns !}
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CONCLUDING INSTALMENT OF OUR POPULAR MOTOR-RACING SERIAL !

No pelrol—and  1he

nearest  supply  six
miles away. Tough
(uck for fim Ross, bl
be’s not bealen yel.

L]
Three Laps Behind!

N investigation which lasted but ten
A seconds showed that Jim was right.
The petrol tank was empty!

“We were due to pull in for more
petrol at the end of this lap!” Joe gasped.
“Now we've run out!”

““And wo're six miles from the pits!”” Jim
answered. ““I’ve driven so hard, we're out
o’ juice before we should have been. Push
on the tail; if we can get enough way on
her we might get over these switchbacks and
reach Gadaret Corner—I1 can run the vest
of the way for juice then!"”

He fastened the engine-cover and tumbled
back to the cockpit., Joe shoved on the tail,
then dived in beside Jimm as the car began
to roll forward down the slope beyond the
hill which they had just topped.

It gathered speed, although a ear passing
them went by at such a pace that their own
rate seemed but a crawl. Over the switeh-
backs they travelled, gathering enough speed

EDGAR

down one to make them crest the next.

All the time Jim was fuming and gasping.
His teeth gritted as, just at Gadaret Village,
there came a shattering roar from behind,
and Stargie took his Ace past—thus putting
himself a clear lap ahead.

They got the machine around the corner
before its momentum died, then, while it was
still running slowly, Jim elimbed out.

“I'll run to the pits for juice—you push
tha car to meet me, Joe!” he wyelled, and
was off before his chum could protest.

It was little short of three miles to- the
stands and pits. It meant practically a six.
nile run for Jim, because Joe would not
be able to push the car either fast or far
single-handed, although he might manage to
cover a mile by the time Jim got back.

Jim tucked his elbows into his side and
ran steadily. He didn't start off with a
rush, because he had got to last the distance.

Soon the sweat was pouring down his face,
His chest scemed as though it had an iroa
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band across it until he got his second wind
and could run with less strain.

Minutes later, the watchers from the Ross.

yan pit saw his white figure travelling down
the side of the white, sunlit road. The crowd
sighted bhim, recognised him, and oheered
him. He came up to the pit with his face
coated from dust and oil and sweat, grabbed
a two-gallon can of juice, and turned back
without a word. His very action told them
what was wrong.

Two miles back along the road, he met
Joe. His chum was almost prostrate from
his efforts, and both were staggering as they
tipped the petrol into the tank. They bhad to
rest half a minute before Joe found renewed
strength enough to push-start the car, It
roared on, then, and stopped again at the
pits for Jim to fill his tank to the brim,

““Shan’t stop again until the race 1s over!”
he yelled to his brother, and Steve stared at
the grimness in Jim’s face,

Twenty seconds later the crowd was cheer-
ing the machine as it stormed away once
more—and now the delay had put them
three clear laps behind Lon Stargiel

— e

. S-s-s-speed !

LL the bad luck of the game seemed
A to have dogged Jim from the start of
the race. But he didn’t give bad luck
any more chances, because he went

too fast for ill-fortune to catch him!

What the car had done earlier seemed like
nothing to what she did now! She waen’t a
car at all; she was a thundering, rocketing
green meteor, with Jim like an iron man
behind the wheel, immobile" save for ‘the
shifting of arms and shoulders as he steered,
or pitched the machine around a corner.

Joe was braced at his side, forgetful of
the bumps, watching for cars ahead. He
never looked astern, because there was no
chance of anything at all coming up behind
and wanting to pass!

Lon Stargie’s pit had signalled him to ease
off, his speed. Ile had left his immediate
rivals behind, and 1t was 1mpossible for the
Ross-Ryan even to challenge him now—so
the Ace men thought.

They began to alter their minds, however,
when Jim reduced the three laps’ lead to
two, which placed him a shade more than
twenty miles behind.

He crept up steadily, gaining nearly a
minute on every lap, but still the Ace men
did not imagine that he stood any chance
of challenging their crack. There was no
sense in telling Stargie to go faster, and
thus riek cracking up his car, until they were
sure that the Ross-Ryan was dangerous.

On over the sun-drenched course Jim sent
his machine, and always he spared a glance
for the white stone at Gadaret Corner, and
always sight of it strengthened his grim re-
solve to make Stargie pay ere the race was
done.

Then, down the grand-stand straight, he

4]

sighted his rival, and pulled wide to pass
him. He hurtled past him in a whirl of dust,
and the crowd roared him on, They knew
that Jim was now only one lap behind.
Stargie did not press his car as he watched
Jim go ahead. The dark-faced epeedman
grinned to himself, The kid would probably
try and take a corner too fast soon, and
wreck his machine—serve the young fool

right! In the meantime he, the great Lon
Sl::argie-. was in the lead, and he’d stop
there.

La{; after lap Jun went around, and now
Joe became aware of a subtle difference in

him. Jim was bent forward, willing the
car an. He took corners still faster—but he
rever skidded at all.

It was as though all his father’s wonderful
judgment had come to aid him at this eritical
stage of the race. He did not lose the [rac-
tion of a second on any corner—and still he
gained on Lon Stargie.

When they had but five laps to do, and
when the Ross-Ryan was lying second, Joe
leaned over and croaked:

“They’ve given Stargie
signal 1”

“I've got it, too!” Jim bawled in answer,
and as he spoke a red disc waved from their
own pit,

“You can’t go any faster!” Joe gasped.

“Can’t I—I've been saving a bit for this!”
Jim told bhim, and impossible though it
seemed, he spoke the truth, for Joe felt the
car's engine surge in answer to the last frac-
tional opening of the throttle.

Hard though he had driven, Jim had
played the real racing driver’s best card in
holding just a sbode of power in hand, and
he used 1t now.

Four laps from the finish, they signalled
that he was ninety seconds behind Stargie—
and still gaining! Three laps from the end
he was sixty seconds behind, and when they
had two laps still to go they told him that
he was but thirty seconds in the rear.

It was as they cleared Gadaret Corner and
hurtled up the grand-stand straight that Jim
saw Lon Stargie’s dust-smothered car ahead.
e knew that if he could pass him during the
one lap that they had still to cover, then he
must win—and on this lap before him he
meant to send Lon Stargie to the side of the
road, crushed in the heart of a shattered carl

the all-out

The Crash!

OWN the straightaway the two
machines stormed, passing slower cars,
and they went by the grand-stands
with hardly a hundred yards between

them,

The crowds stood up to watch them go.
Mr. Ryan, Steve and the rest in Jim’s pit
mounted the plank and yelled him on—bus
he did not seem to close in on Stargie.

The hundred yards of road—{roma which
dust rose like smoke—was still between them
when they turned the deadly hairpin and
cleared the hill beyond, and Jim did not
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Stirring New Adventure Serial Starts Next Wednesday!

grand serial, chums,

“ KNIGHTS OF THE ROAD!”
By DAVID GOODWIN.

A corking yarn of the good old days; of a
young highwayman, one Dick Forrester, who
under Turpin’s banner, roams the highways
of Britain insearch of adventure—and revenge !

A yarn which breathes the glamour of olden
times, Thrilling hold-ups, exciting chases
across the couniryside, nerve-tingling fights
with the King’s Riders, You'll revel in this

You'll follow with breathless interest the amazing adveniures of Dick

in his fight against the man he has sworn to run to earth,

]
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lessen the distance until they were hurtling
down the switehback road to Gadaret Corner,

Joe, watching him now, saw that his jaw
was set and his nostrils were pinched in. He
knew what was in his chum’s mind.

“Jim, you're not going to crash him!" he
velled.

He got no answer.
drew to the rocking machine in front, while
the coloured roofs of Gadaret Village showed
up abead. Stones flung back by the Ace’s
wheels were hitting their radiator guard when
they hurtled between the buildings.

The Ross-Ryan crept up, and they were
almost level with the Ace as the corner
showed. Neither slowing, they ripped at it.
The fencing and the trees swept to meet
them, and still they rushed on at unchecked

Ei]{"ﬁ’d.
Joe heard Stargic’s brakes go on, and
saw {he man swing his steering-wheel,

meaning to skid the corner. In that moment
Jim braked as well, then both were ehooting
into the turn, Stargie lcading and skidding.

Jim’s brakes came off, he stamped the
throttle pedal and his car shot ahead—start-
ing to cut full across the Ace’s radiator!

Stargie saw his track blocked. Jim saw
his head jerk upright, his mouth opened,
terror showed into his eves.  He couldu’t
straighten his car—he must crash—he was
done !

And then. in the instant that Stargie
seemed doomed, Jim trod again on his brakes
and wrenched on the steering-wheel, so that
niz car ehid away from the other and gave
him room,

In the moment that he had Stargie at his
mercy, Jim relented and let him live,

They skidded madly, straightened, and then
shol on, with Joe turning to look back, hold-
ine his breath as he realised what had hap-
pened,

He saw Stargie still skidding. He saw the
car’s tail hit the fencing, so that broken wood
thot out. The mnpact dragged the front of
the car round, but even then he would have

Closer and closer they

" e - = T

escaped save that one of his worn front tyres
burst as it touched a paling.

The car lurched, bucked on the road, then
slid completely round, Joe saw it start to
turn over. e saw one wheel break clean
away, and through all the roaring of Jun's
machine came the clattering crash as the
Ace turned over.

On one side it slithered round and round,
oil-smoke gushing and metal fracturing. It
leaped high, slammed down, and then slid-—
smoking and battered—lo the foot of the
white stone which marked the place whers
Jim's father had died!

Stargie was drageed from his
machine just before it burst into flame.
was not killed, but he never drove again.

smoking

He

L] » " r LY - &

“I couldn’t finish him!' Jim panted the
words to Joe as thev flashed away along the
straight.

“Ile burst a tyre—he'd have been all right
otherwise!” Joe velled through the uproar.
“It wasn't vour fault he erashed. 1 knew
vou wouldn’t de it—it wouldn’t have been
right 1"’

“My dad wouldn’t have done it to any-
one!”” Jim’s voice carried through the vie-
torious roar of the engine as they ripped along
towards the winner's flag.

‘““Stargie got it all the same!” Joe told
him, “He piled up right at the foot of the
memorial !’

One minute later.the winner's flag slashed
down as the roaring Ross-Rvan Special
zoomed across the finishing line,

She had won the world’s greatest motor-
race, and that put the seal on the car. IHer
wheels were now set on the road to fortune,
and, in titne, Woodburn village became tha
setting for a big factory which turned out
Ross-Ryan cars that made a name famous
the world over. And the firm’s star driver
and part owner is Jim Ross!

THE EXNID.
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THE VITAL CLUE!

(Continued frcm page 35.)

“This is good enough!™ he =aid grimly.
“You're under arrest, Monsieur Girard. I
charge you with the wmurder of Georges
Martineau, and anything you =ay may be
taken down and used in evidence against

you.”
I
And after the arrest, of course, a
whole mass of fresh evidence came to
hight, Once an investigation into Girard’s
affairs was started, the case against him
Lecame black.

It was proved beyond doubt that he and
Lereux was one and the zame. His idea
in becoming a private detective was a cun-
"ning one. In that guise he accepted com-
missions from wealthy clients, and when-
ever the opportunity occurred he made capi-
tal out of the confidences which were made
him.  IHe blackmailed his vietims—and yet,
all the time, he made the world believe that
he was a clever and trustworthy detective.

This zource of income, coupled with his
gambling houses, was lucrative. But such
a life could not go on for ever without one
of his vietims turning. Girard had made a
blunder in attempting to blackmail Mon-
sicuyr (reorges Martineau. It had started a
year or two cathier, and it was only recently
that Monsicur Martineau had threatened to
expo:o the so-called detective. Girard, find-
ing Paul mixed up with one of his gambling
dens, conceived the idea of murdering the
man who threatened him, while making it
apnear that Paul was the assassin,

In this way he would not only get rid of
his tormentor, but he would provide a scape-

was a masterpicece of deduciion on Nel-
son Lee's part,

a

goat. Thus, he had insisted upon pavment
of Paul’s debts—he had driven Paul to in-
terview his stepfather, and he had chosen his
own time to wait in the garden. To elineh
matters he had o cunningly flung that knife
as to make it appear that a lr*ft-l‘rﬂndm.l 1L
had struck the blow. Paul’'s removal of
the kmife had uvnwittingly helped.

As for Girard’s alibi, Lee rapidly tore it
to shreds, Careful inquiries soon destroyed
it,  Girard had only pretended to leave by
the bogt-train for France. Actually he had
gone to Richmond, and had committed the
murder. That done, he had sped to Croy-
don, where he had already arranged for a
fast plane to be ready—using, of course, an-
other identity and another passport, At
(‘alais he had alighted, and had joined the
Calais-Paris express.  Thus he would have
arrived in Paris as though he had com-
pleted the journey by train and boat. A
clever alibi—for the mnorder was actnally
committed while Girard was supposed to
be on his journey.

One other little point which Lad helped
Lee was Girard’s personal teoilet scap, which
he had inadvertently left behind at the
Dominion Hotel. Girard himself had exuded
the faintest of perfumes—a real French tonch,
this, and Lee had deteeted that same per-
fume in the room that had supposedly been
oceupied by Leroux.

Needless to say, Girard was found
and, Britizh justice being what it 1s,
not escape the hangman,

gnﬂf:{,
he did

TILE EXND.

(Another enthralling mystery and de-
tective yarn featuring Nelson Lee and his
cub detectives next weel:, entitled ** The
Lone Flyer! ')
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“I'm going to ask my Dad to
smoke ‘Turf’ Cigarettes. Then I'll -~ -~
get good Stamps like yours, Bill.”

&
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E~-“*f:"f"f-'('}emzline Foreign and Colonial Posta_gé .Sftamps
in every packet of ‘Turf’ Cigarettes

-



