


War Declared on_St. FranR's by the League of the Green Triangle—
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Slowly the blazing green light on the window-pane took shape until it became

a brilliant triangle of sinister light. ‘ Look'’'’ gasped Nipper hoarsely, ‘‘A

warning—a warning from the Green Triangle!”” . ., . . .

The world thought the menace of the Green Triangle League broken for all

time when Nelson Lee, the famous detective, brought their leader, Professor

Zingrave, to justice. But once again, in startling fashion, the wily professor
proves that the prison isn’t built yet that can hold him !
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CHAPTER 1, awake. Suddenly, and without any ap,_pn-‘

. rent reason, he lLiad started up out of a
The Sign on the Wall! decp slumber, L

T was the hour before the dawn—dark, Nelson Lce was like that. He bad

]I chilly and sinister. trained himself so rigorously that he was

St. Frank’s was quiet, except for azutomatically aroused at {ho first hint oi

the bitter east wind which blew with anything wnusual. And now the famous

almost gale force. schioolmaster-detective was lying still, with

In the Head's house, remote from the his head raized rfrom the pillow. TIe was
other school Luildings, & man was wide listening.
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But only the sound of the blustering
wind came to his ears. Perhaps he had
been mistaken. Perhaps an extra heavy
gust

Was it imagination, or was there a
strange, unearthly greenish glow in the
bed-rcom? It took a great deal to startle
the imperturbable Nelson Lee, but he was
startled now.

He sat up abruptly.

Only two days ago he had returned to
the school after a most exciting voyage
ronud the world in quest of the missing
heir to a fabulous fortune. He had been
successful in his search, and now, once
more in his old place at St. Frank’s, he
-was looking forward to a much-deserved
vest. Now it looked as though he was not
to get that rest after all.

Even as Lee watched the glow, it grew
stronger and stronger. Then, with a quick
realisation of the truth, he knew that a
beam of licht was streaming throuch his
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window. The blind was not down, and thc
windew itself was. partially open. Leec was
a -great believer im fresh air. .

“Extraordinary.!” he muttered, frankly
puzzled.

He slipped quickly from the bed, won-
dering 1f there could be any simple,
logical explanation of this phenomenon.
Then, as he half-turned, he remained as
though petrified—staring.

For there, on the wall—behind his bed,
and directly opposite the window—was a
vivid, shimmering sign in what appeared
to be green fire.

And it was the sign of a triangle!

Unwavering, and growing stronger
every second, the Sinister Sign of the
Green Triangle flared from the bed-room
wall.

“By James!” muttered Nelson Lec
tensely.

He was under no illusion regarding the
meaning of that dread warning—for warn-
ing it was. Yet he was puzzled.

For that arch-enemy of his, Profcssor
Cyrus Zingrave, was in a cell, awaiting
trial, and the infamous League of the
Green Triangle was dead. ﬁ’hat, then,
could be the meaning of this menacing
sign—and who could be responsible?

After that first shock, Lee wondered if
some foolish jpractical joker was respon-
sible. He moved towards the window,
determined to discover the source of that
mysterious beam,

Then, suddenly, he checked. He had
almost reached the window, and had been
on the point of.flinging it open, when
suddenly he backed softly away, went to
the wardrobe, and took out one of his
spare suits. He crooked the handle of
a walking-stick into the hanger hook over
which the suit was draped, and on the
handle he hung a cap.

“Just as well to be on the safe side,”
he murmured grimly.

Approaching the window, he extended
the suit at arm’s length, so that it fell
into the full beam.

Thud-thud-thud !

From somewhere outside came the un-
mistakable dull thudding of a silenced
automatic pistol! In the same second, glass
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splintered, and the suit, on the end of
the walking-stick, jerked violently. Lee
dropped it very rcalistically.

“H’m! A close call,” he muttered.

His lips were set in a hard line; his
cyes gleamed dangerously. But for that
act of preccaution, he would now have
been a dead man, riddled with bullets.

The audacity and the unexpectedness of
this attack upon his life shocked him.
No man possessed stronger nerves than
Nelson Lee, but the narrowness of his
escape left him just a little shaken. He
was human.

Now he saw that the grcen sign was
fading—slowly, at first, -then rapidly.
Fainter-and fainter it grew, uutil, in some
mysterious way, it had vanished. The
bed-room, once again, was in total dark-
- ness. ‘

Aud by this time Lee had slipped into
his trousers and jacket, over his pyjamas,
aud he had pulled on a pair of rubber
shoes. Ouly pausing to secure an auto-
matic from the dressing-table drawer, lio
slipped silently from the room.

At that particular- moment Nelson ILce
was an exceedingly dangerous man,

He strongly disliked people who woke
him up in the middle of the night, and
took pot-shots at him. There was an ex-
cellent chance that he would encounter
this mysterious cnemy—for the detective
was as clever as’ a native Australiai black
tracker. . R

The man who had fired those shots was
now labouring frem the delusion that ho
had “got ” his intended victim. Thus Lee
had the advantage; for it was not likely
that the culprit would make any precipi-
tate departure. - |

Lee did not make his exit by mcans of
the front door—or even the back. -He
sclected a passage window, which was
screencd Dby laurel bushes, growing just
outside. _

Without a sound he lowered himself to
the flower-bed, and a moment later he was
engaged in that grimmest of all tasks—
a man-hunt.

—— eem—

CHAPTER 2.
The Will-o’-the-Wisp Light!
ELSON LEE was puzzled, in addi-
i !-q tion to being annoyed.
‘The theory that the luminous
green triangle had been projected
upon his wall by a practical joker was
now knocked on the head. The man—or
men—responsible had come to St. Frank’s
with one definite object—murder.
And Lee, who had fought that grim
criminal confederation, the League of the
Green Triangle, knew the league’s methods

well. It was a typical touch to warn the
vietim in advance.

Yet how could this affair be genuine?
The League of the Green Triangle was
shattered—disorganised and disentegrated
by the efforts of Nclson Lee, and Zingrave
was in prison.

During the period of his unlawful
liberty there had been no indication that
the Green Triangle organisation had been
rebuilt. Zingrave had worked with a mere
handful of confederates. .

“No, I can’t quite swallow this,” mut-
tered Lee, as he moved noiselessly through
the darkness. “It smacks of the work
of an imaginative cnemy—a fellow who
is copying the well-known Green Triangle
methods.  And I certainly have plenty of
cnemies.” |

He pauscd on the edge of the lawn, and
{ook stock. He judged that the source of
the green light beam had hecen the cnd
of the garden, where there were a number
of cucumber frames.

Behind the frames there was a path,
then an asparagus bed, and then a high
wall. On the other side of this wall was
the circular private drive which com-
pletely surrounded the school buildings.
'This drive, naturally, ‘joined Bellton Lanc
at two points. : |

Nelson Lee considered. Iasy enough for
any intruder to crecep up that drive,. and
balanee a miniature scarchlight upon the
top of the wall, and to direct the beam
into a bed-room window. Yet it had not
been an ordinary beam; there had been
a strange quality about that greenish
glow. It would have been a simple mat-
ter, too, for any good marksman to shoot
accurately at the window.

Lee ran along. to the wall, nimbly
climbed to the summit, and lay there for
some moments listening. But he heard
nothing but the sighing of the wind in
the .trees. He had an electric torch with
him, but he did not risk switching it on.

He dropped noiselessly into the lane,
and as he did there came the sound of a
faint metallic clang from the direction of
the 'lane. Lec recognised the sound at
once. The stand of a motor-cycle being
sprung back:- into position, preparatory to
the rider mounting.

Like a hare Lee ran down the private
drive. With onc agile leap he cleared the
gates, and not ten yards from him, in
the centre of the lane, there was a dim
figure.

“Hands up—and don’t. waste time !
rapped out Lee, running forward.
. . He heard a startled ejaculation.

Pop! : -

A spurt of flame showed, and -even as



THFE NELSON LEE LIBRARY o

Lee dropped flat he heard the whine of the
bullet just overhcad.

Then, with a zurring roar, the motor-
cycle’s engine started.

Crack-crack ! '

Lee’s own automatic barked, and as it
was not a silenced weapon, the reports
were sharp and staccato. Lee heard the
“ping” as one of his bullets struck part
of the machine. Before he could draw
the trigger again the mysterious motor-
cyclist was hmtlmcr recklessly down Bell-
ton Lane—and not until he had covered
three hundred yards did Le switch on lns
headlamp.

‘““At least, my friend, now know that
vour little stunt was a fzuluro " muttered
Lee. “I wonder if I winged you?”

He switched on his torch, satisfied that
there were no other enemies. There were
no marks upon the hard road, and when
he searched the private drive, he met with
no better success.

But he proved that his theory about the

garden wall was correct, for he found
many recent scratches on the top of the
wall.

He prowled about for some time, dis-
appointed, and it was while he was pass-
ing the rear quarters of the West House
that he saw a strange, fleeting light
within the building.

It was yellowish and flickering, and it
appearcd vaguely at ome wmdow for a
moment, ohly to vanish, and then appear
at another window. There was a will-o’-
the-wisp quality about that shifting light.

Lee was instantly alert. Somebody—
cvidently unauthorised—was moving about

in the domestic quarters of the West

House. It was far too early for any of
the servants to be up.

Lee acted promptly. He forced a win-
dow with little or no difficulty, and a
moment later he was within the building.
Hc wondered if this marauder was in
any way connected with the mysterious
man of the motor-cycle. But why. the
West House?

He padded softly down a passage, and,
without a sound, he cntered thre kitchen.
It was in total darkness. The pantry door,
evidently left open by some carecless ser-
vant, revealed darkness beyond.

But suddenly there came a soft thud-
ding from onc. of. the store-rooms, just
outside in the passage which connected
with the spacious scullery.

Lee tiptocd over, and as he cntered the
passage he saw the store-room door stand-
ing wide open. The light from his torch
stabbed the darkness. There came a
startled gasp.

‘police station.

“IHands up!” commanded ILece, for the
second time within ten minutes.

A gasping cry sounded, and the bulky
figure turned. Qomethmcr clattered to
the stone floor.

“Great pancakes !” gurgled a frightened
voice. *Who—who’s that?”

Nclson Lec lowered his automatic.

“You young rascal !” he said disgust-
cedly. “So it’s you, Little?”

Fatty Little, of the Remove, - gasped
with relief as he now recognised Nelson
Lee’s voice. And Lee, ﬂas’hmo his torch-
light upon the fat junior, saw that he
had a large tin of biscuits wedged between
his kneces—and his mouth was spluttcrmrr
crumbs in his consternation.

“Wihat are you doing down here, Little.
at this time of the mcrht”’ asked Les
sharply. '

Fatty swallowed with difficulty.

“I—I woke up feeling hungry,-sir,” he
said feebly. “So—so I came down, and

“All right—don’t trouble to explain
any furthcr,” interrupted Nelson Lee.
“Get back to bed, Little.”

“Yes, sir|{” ejaculated Fatty thastily.

He was only too glad to escape; he was
bewildered and frightened. He expectcd
a flogging, at least.

Nelson Lee returncd to his own house in
a thoughtful mood; he had more vital
things to ponder over than Fatty Tiittle’s
appetite.

CHAPTER 3.
The Second Signl

HIRE was no further sleep for the
detective that night, and he was
convinced, too, that any further
search of the gardem and school

premises would be futile.

He went to his bed-room, and after he
had washed, shaved and dressed, he felt
alert and fit.

Previous to this, how'ever—immediately
he had entered the house, in fact—he had
telephoned through to ‘the Bannington
He had had a talk with
the .sergeant in charge, and this man had
|promlc=ed to put thrmwh a warning that-
if any motor-cyclist suﬁ'ermcr from an
injury was seen, he was to be detained.

It was a slim enough chance, for Lec
did not even know whether fhe had
wounded the fellow or not. But it was
just as well to give all the available in-
formation to the police.

Now that he had more time to think,
a conviction came upon him that the sign
had been a genuine warning from the
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League of the Green Triangle. Incredible
as it seemed, that infamous organisation
was once again active.

It was not difficult for Lee to recall
the circumstances of Professor Zingrave’s
escape from prison, for Lee himself had
been in the case, so to speak, up to his
neck. .

There had been two episodes, strictly
speaking. First, Zingrave, with the help
of other crooks, had seized Crag House,
the cliffside residence of ‘Admiral Sir Rod-
ncy Carrington, and the ‘cumning crook-
scientist had attempted, then, to stage
A ‘‘come-back ” Lee had frustrated it, and
Zingrave had been put to flight.

After that he had taken refuge in the
old house near the village—Moat Hollow.
Here he had plotted to obtain possession
of the now-famous Edgemore treasure.
Again-he had failed—through the activi-
ties of Nelson Leec and the St. Frank’s
boys, and since then Zingrave had been
in custody. . '

How, then, could the league be active?
In spite of the improbabilities,. that con-
viction of Lee’s persisted. Something was
afoot—and something big, too. Nelson
Lec seemed to feel it in the very atmo-
sphere. He had a pronounced ‘hunch.”

So often had he frustrated Zingrave’s
plans that it was likely enough that Lco
should be the first victim.

With full daylight, the detective made
another tour of the grounds, but found
nothing suspicious.

He breakfasted early, and thus he was
nearly at the end of his meal, instead of
at the beginning, when Nipper, bright and
cheery, locked in.

Nipper had expected to find his “guv’-
nor ” in the study, and he was surprised
wheén he found Lee just about to get up
from the breakfast table.

“My hat! You're an early bird to-day,
aren’t you, sir?” asked Nipper. “Going
anywhere special?”

“Not that I know of at the moment.”

“Oh,” murmured Nipper. ‘What’s this
we hear about you surprising Fatty Little
in the middle of the night? What were
you doing in the West House at_ that
hour?”.

“Am I obliged to answer that ques-
tion ?” inquired Lee mildly. ‘“If you want
to know the .truth, I happened to see
flickering lights in the West House—and

I investigated. That’s all. I hope you
boys won't make a mystery- out of
nothing.” :

““Just’ like that chump, Fatty, to give
himself away,” said Nipper. ‘‘He’s goin
about the school, quivering like a jelly.

He’s expecting, every minute to get a
summons from you—and he’s wondering
how hard you’ll swish him.”

“Come 1nto the study, Nipper,” said
Lee. ‘Never mind your fat and huygry
schoolfellow. I shan’t send for »fhim’;—'i’ll
ask Mr. Stokes to look into the matter,
and I think we can rely upon Mr. Stokes
to take a lenient view. What did you
come to see me about?”

They left the rogm and almost b'uﬁ;pcd
into three juniors, Handforth, Travers angl
Fullwood, who were waiting in the corri-
dor. |

““What do you boys want?”’ asked Lece.

“We came with Nipper, sir,” said
Travers, “about g footer matter we want
you to settle.” . ]

“All right, come with me into the
study,” smiled Nelson Lee, and led the
way. The juniors trooped after him, and
crowded into the detective’s study.

“It’s about football, rcally, sir,” said
Nipper. ‘“We’ve been having an argu-
ment—Handy and Travers and Fullwood
and a few more. You see, we're due to
play Bannington Grammar School—on
their own ground—this week, and one of
the fellows thought it would be a good
idea if we could stay over, after the match,
for some amateur theatricals the Gram-
marians are giving.”

“Why not?”

“Well, it’ll mean being out until half-
past ten or eleven, sir,” said Nipper
eagerly. ‘“Most of the chaps reckoned
that you wouldn’t give your permission—
but I said you would. You mustn’t let
me down, guv’'nor. It’s a very special

L]

He broke off abruptly, and stared at the
window. The morning sun was streaming
in, and there was a promise of spring in
its brilliance. :

“What can you see, young ’'un?” asked
Lee. “Is something happening out
there ?”

Nipper blinked. ,

“It’s the window, sir—the glass,” he
said. “I can’t understand——"

“The glass?” repeated Lee sharply.

He turned round in his swivel-chair and
stared, and the other three juniors followed
his gaze. At first they could see nothing un-
usual, then, with a little shock of sur-
prise, they became aware of the fact that
that glass, in certain places, was tinging
the sunshine with green!

“By James!” ejaculated the detective,
starting up. |

“Look !” gasped Handforth hoarsely,
“It’s a triangle! A green triangle!™

“Oh, great Scott!” -
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The light from the torch held in Lee’s hand stabbed the darkness,
““ Little ! ** snapped the detective grimly.

¢ ow ”

NOW ON SALE. 7
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There came a startled gasp:
** What are you doing here at this time

of night 2

CHAPTER 4.
The Mysterious Parcel!

VEN as they gazed at the window,
the phenomenon became clearer and
clearer.

Slowly the blazing green light on
the pane took shape until it became a
brilliant triangle of sinister light.

At first it was very faint and vague,
but now the colour was increasing; it
grew more and more vivid, until the
streaming sunshine was turned a brilliant
emerald.

“It's—it's the sign, sir,” panted Nip-
per, with consternation in his voice, “The
Sign of the Green Triangle!”

“Don’t go near that window!”
manded Lec sharply.

“But there can’t be any danger.” pro-
tested Nipper. “ The chaps are outside—
look, you can see them. By Jove!l It’s
fading now.” |

The brilliance had gone, and like steam

come-

on a lampglass, the greenish tinge rapidly
faded. They stood watching, silent. In
less than a minute there was no trace left,
The glass was clear, and the sunshinc
pure. ’

““My ouly sainted aunt!” said Nipper
at last. “It’s like magic, guv’nor. How
can you explain it?”

““Easily enough, I think,” replied Leec.
“At some hour of the night somebody
treated the outside of the glass with an
invisible chemical substance.”

“Even now I don't understand.”

“That substance remained colourless
until heat was applied,” continued Nelson
Lee. ¢The morning sun, Nipper, has only
just struck this window. Don’t you see?
The heat of the sun’s rays brought about
a chemical change, turning it vivid green.
Now it has exhausted .itself. In other
words, the sun has caused it to com-
pletely evaporate, leaving no trace.”

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Nipper,
startled.
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. “But—but who could have done it?”
asked Travers.

“I think I know who did it,” replied

Lee grimly. .
- And, then and there, he told Nipper &
Co. of his adventurc ir the night. He had
intended keceping that little 1ncident to
himself, but he now considered it only fair
they should know. After all, these juniors
were discreet—they already had come up
against Zmo'rave

i say, guv ‘nor, you had an awfully
narrow escape,” said Nipper breathlessly.
“The murderous brute! Who could he
have been? You don’t really think that
the learrue is getting busy again, do you?”

\Ielson Lee did not reply; he was look-
ing at the calendar on his desk.

1t may be a coincidence—but I doubt
it,” he said, as though speaking to him-
self.

“What may, sir?”

“This is the day, Nipper, on which
Professor Zingrave is being placed in the
dock at Lewes Assizes,” replied Lee
quietly. ‘‘He is being charged with con-
spiracy—and on the top of that, as you
know, "he has a Iono sentence of penal m
servitude to serve.’

. “Great Scott!” said Nipper, staring.
“ Do—do you think that the professor can
have escaped -again? Do you think it was
Iic .who came here and

“Quch a thing is likely, but I hardly
think it probable,” broke m Nelson Lee
‘““However, we will soon make certain.”

Hé seized the telephone, and very soon
he was talking to an official at the Lewes
Assize Court. And as soon as he had
made himself known, and had stated the
nature of his inquiry, the official laughed.

“Zingrave escaped ?” he said. *“Oh, no,
Mr. Lee He’s here safe enough. He’ll
be in the dock this m01nm0'—but not for
long. The proceedings will be more or
less formal. His conviction is certain.”

“There may be an attempt to rescue
him—to get him away,” said Lee. “I
have no deﬁmte mformatmn, but

“Really, Mr. Lee, such a thing is out of
the questlon,” said. the official. *‘There’s
not a chance! The police are taking far
too many precautions. We know What
this man.is, and everybody here is particu-
larly alert.” The official’s tone was half-
jocular, half 1ron1cal “Don’t worry, Mr.
Lee, .Zingrave is going back to penal
servitude to-day—and there’ll be no second
cscape for him.”

Lce rang off, thoughtful.

“So notlnna has Tmppcned at Lewes,”
he said, after telling them what the
official -had said. “Perhaps I am getting
fanciful in my old age. Yet something

tells me that a visit to the Lewes Assize
Court, this morning, would not be un-
;proﬁtable I am urged to go, Nipper
Call it instinct, call it what yon Wlll—
but I want to sce Lmorave in the dock
W1th my own eyes.’

“I don’t blame you, guv ‘nor—but you’ll
be careful, won't you?” sald Nipper
anxiously. ‘‘Don’t forget you’'ve had two
warnings, and you’'ve nearly been killed,
too. bupposmg some crooks are waiting
for you, in ambush——

“I'll suppose nothing so sensational,
young ’un,” interrupted "Lee. ‘‘Ambushcs
are not prepared unless the ambushers are
certain that their victim is making an
appearance. And I haven’t told a soul
that I am going to Lewes Assizes.”

They were silent for some moments, and
in that silence L.ee became aware of an
unfamiliar ticking. It was vague, faint
and not until Lee looked round his desk
did he see the square parcel which had
evidently come by the morning mail—for

there were some letters on the top of it,

too.
“Having an carly breakfast is apt to
make one forget things,” said Lee sud:
denly. “I had overlooked my letters, Nip-
per. Pass them over, will you? Yes, the
parcel, too.”

Lee looked at the parcel curiously. It
was very respectable in appearance, and
it borc the printed label of a famous clock
and © watch manufacturer. It was
addressed to ‘“The Headmaster, St.
Frank’s College,” so it was hardly likely
that it could contain anything personal,
for the firm had not even troubled to
find out the Head’s name. Above the
label was another, with big red lettering
—*Fragile—Sample.”

“I wonder!” muttered Lee, his voice
suddenly becommcr sharp, his eyes keen.

“Eh? You. wonder what, guv’nor?”
asked Nipper, surprised.

“It 1s quite likely, of course, that
these excellent “clock manufacturers
should send me a sample of their wares,’”
said Lee, as he held the parcel to his ear.
“Yes, I thought the ticking was coming
from here. And I wonder, Nipper.”

“I don’t get you, sir,” said Nipper.

‘“This mornjng I am peculiarly distrust-
ful of strange parccls which tick,” said
Lec blgmﬁcantly.

“Great Scott!” yclled Nipper, starting
up. “You don’t suspect that that parcel
contains an infernal machine?”

“I don’t think so for a moment——but
to-day I'm taking no chances.”"

““But look, sir, there’s the label, and it’s
not even addressed to you .persona.lly ”

“Labels are ‘not difficult to obtain—and
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they are simple enough to forge,” inter-
rupted Lee, rising to his feet. *As for the
omission of my name, that may merely
be a subtle touch. The parcel, you will
notice, is addressed to the headmaster, so
nobody else would open jt.”

He moved rapidly towards the door.

“At the risk of ruining a perfectiy good
timepiece, I'm going to give this parcel
a bath,” he said crisply.

——  ——m—

CHAPTER 5.
Close Call Number Two!

IPPER & Co. were quivering with

N excitement as they followed Nelson

Lee out of doors. There was a

prickly sensation all over Nipper's

skin. He had a terrible fear that the

parcel would explode, at any second, in
Lee’s hands.

He had expected
Lee to go up to the
bath-room, but Lee
had thought of the
bath-room, and had
dismissed it. It in-
volved delay—since

VVVVVVVVVYVVVYVVVVY V)

HELD IN THE SINISTER POWER
OF THE GREEN TRIANCGLE

The Peril of Lord Edgemore

He suddenly broke off, for a new sound
was coming from the parcel. Not merely
a bubbling, but an angry hissing. Lee’s
sharpest senses were aroused. No clock
would hiss—neither would water-soaked
explosive. There was something else——

“*By Heaven !” shouted Lee, horrified.

An appalling thought had come to him,
and with one motion he seized the startled
Nipper, who was nearest, and flung him
back.

“Guv’'nor! What the dickens——"

“Run!” yelled the detective.

He gave the juniors no chance to hesi-
tate; he fairly pushed the youngsters head-
long, and rushed them across a strip of
the lawn to some dense bushes, They
scattered right and left.

“Down—Hat !” he shouted.

They flung themselves headlong, and

A sharp,-

ear-splitting  explosion
occcurred, followed,
immediately, by the
splintering of glass,
Nipper, catching =
glimpse through the
bottom of the
bushes, saw cascades

of water descend-

the bath would have ing; he felt the ter-
to be half-filled. and his Son. rific conoussion of
There was a Read air — although the

quicker method—and
Nelson Lee had no

“THE HOUSE OF DREAD!”

full force of the ex-

desire to waste even
a second, With
such suspicfons as
he had, 1t was far

The Most Powerful Detective-
Thriller Ever Written in ...

Elosion passed over-
ead. By flinging
themsclves to the
ground they had
escaped the major

better to immerse NEXT WEEK’S ISSUE! shock.

that parcel without “B heavens !”

a moment’s delay. TVVVIVVVIVIVIVIVYYYY rapped out Lee,
And just outside springing to his

the big rear door, which opened out upon feet. *What a narrow escape!”

the lawn, there was an ornamental rockery, “But—but, guv’nor, I don’t under-

designed and built by one of Lee’s pre-
decessors. In the middle of this rockery
there was a deep goldfish pool. |

“That’s better !” said Leec, as he placed
the parcel in the water, and held it under
the surface.

Bubbles were coming up in large quan-
tities as the water percolated through into
the interior. Presently it was nearly sub-
merged by its own weight, although it
did not sink yet.

“You’ll probably think I'm very foolish,
my boys, but it would have been sheer
madness to open this parcel,” said Lee.

I wasn’t expecting it, and, in any case,
clock manufacturers do not usually send
unsolicited samples. I'm suspicious of
everythine this morning, too——"

stand !” gasped Nipper.

He leapt up, too. Where the fishpond
had once existed there was now a dense
cloud of wicked-looking vapour. But it
cleared rapidly in the wind, and the smell
of -it was acrid and unpleasant. Every
window in the vicinity was shattered to
fragments. The rockery was a place of
chaos, and instead of a fishpool, there was
a deep, jagged crater in the carth.

“What does it mean, guv’'nor?” asked
Nipper. “I never knew that oxplosives
could go off after they’ve been soaked in
water.” :

““The cunning of it—the brilliant
cleverness !” muttered Lee, his eyes burn-
ing. ‘“If this isn’t the work of Professor
Zingrave, I'm in my dotage! He's a
devil 1”
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““Well, thank goodness we’re alive, sir,”
said Nipper. ‘We shouldn’t have been if
you hadn’t acted so promptly.”

“It was entircely my fault that we were
nearly killed,” rcplied Lee, furious with
himself. ‘“Don’t you see the astuteness of
the plan, Nipper? The people who sent
that parcel believed that I should suspect
it, and they cven took it for granted that
I should immerse it in water. BSo they
constructed the infernal machine so that
its immersion would cause thec cxplosion
by chemical action !” -

“Ye gods and little fishes!” ejaculated
Nipper, -startled. D

“The "andacity of it!” ‘went on' Lee
grimly.  “Théy kiew I should soak’ the

parcel—and they expected me to be blown

to fragments whilst I held it down, under
the water.! But it wasn’t uiitil the last

moment :that™ I thought  of that - possi-

bility 1" . SN )
“Supposing you hadn’t immersed it,

guv’nor ?”> asked Nipper. ‘‘Supposing you
had unwrapped it, 'in the ordinary way?”

“I assume that there_was a . double-

acting device,” replied Lee. “If I had
opened the parcel diy I should have made
some clectrical contact, and the cxplosion
would have happened. 'The percolating
water served the samc purpese, by
chemical action—it completed the circuit.
By James! I shall be intcrested to exs
amine the fragments—if therc are any.”

Their ears were still singing from the
deafening report, and any further conver-
sation was impossible, because people
began’ to arrive in large numbers.

Pirst” of all came Mrs. Jones, Nelson
Lee’s worthy lousekceper, and the good
soul was in a state of terrible agitation;
she was surrounded by frightened maids.
And then, before Nelson Lee could attend
to them, figures camc running up from
otler directions. Boys of all Forms were
climbing over the walls of the Head’s
garden.. Tregellis-West, Watson, Cress-
well and Potts, were bursting through
from the other side of the house—from
Inner Court.

"And the result of all this was pande-
monium let loose.

e p— ——

CHAPTER 6.
The Rocket!

L HAT’S happéncd?”
“Who's killed?”
““Where was the explosion?”
o Everybody was shouting in-
quiries, and it was some little time before
Nelson Leéc succeeded in explaining that

“ THE MAN FROM SPACE.” Amazing Tale of Fun and Excitement.

nobody had been hurt, and that the
damage. was more or less trivial.

The rockery was, ruined, a great many
windows were smashed, but the honse it-
self had come to very little harm,, The
main force of that explosion had expended
itself upwards,’ through the water—and
the water had deadened the cffect, too.

Nevertheless, the cntire "school was
seething with excitement. It came out,
later, that the éxplosion had sounded far
worse at a distance; fellows in the West
House and the East House, right on the

~other side of St. Frank’s, had felt the

fotce of the explosion. Nearly every-
body ‘had believed that the Head’s house
was a heap of wreckage. . - o

. Housemasters and Form-masters and
prefects were obliged to go about giving
orders. But it was a considerable time

before the crowds werc cleared out of

the Head’s garden, and out of Innecr

Court. - - B )
Nipper managed to get a few words with

Nelson ‘Lec*amid all the confusion.

“You were right, guv’nor,” he said
breathlessly. ‘“That was another closc
call! That’s twice they’ve tried to kill
you within a few hours!”

“The Green Triangle is ounce again a
menace to society!” said Lee, his voice
almost dreamy. “I am convinced of it,
Nipper. These things were not planned
by imitators—but by the actual league!”

“YT’m scared, guv’nor,” said Nipper. “I
don’t mean for myself. But. you've
smashed the league Dbefore, and it’s as
clear as daylight why -they’ve tried to
murder you. They’re afraid of you!
And their first job now, is to get you out
out of the . way.”

“They scem to have made a hash of it,”
commented Lee dryly.

“Only because of your cleverness,
ouvnor,” replied Nipper. “But yoit can't
keep it up. They'll get you sooncr op
later—if you give them half a chance.
Don’t go to Lewes this morning, -sir!
For goodness’ sake——" ,
~ “My dear young ass, do you think I'm
ooing to lock myself up indoars?” broke
in Lee. “I’'m nat afraid of thesc fiends.”

“I know you're not, sir, but——"’

“Then he good enough to ccase talking
absolute rot,” infcrrupted Lee sternly. “I
think that's one of your choice schoolboy
cxpressions, isn’t it?  You’'ll probably
understand that language better than any

- Othel'o,,

“Yes, guv’'nor,” said Nipper meckly.

“And if any of your friends, apart frow
Handforth and the other two, ask you
what this all means—don’t tell them,”
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With a rending crash the glant tree toppled out and down—olean in front of the speeding prison
van bearing Professor Zingrave to gaol.

went on Lee. “They know, of course, that
a bomb exploded. But you needn’t make
any mention of the Green Triangle signs.
The less the school can know of that part
of the business, the better.”

When Nipper found himself amongst
the juniors he was surrounded, and
fellows jprecassed him eagerly for informa.-
tion. '

“A giddy infernal machine!” said Tre-
gellis-West  cxcitedly. “By George!
What a lucky bLounder you are, Nipper.”

“Lucky¢” rcpeated Nipper. “Me?”

““Well, you wcre actually on the spot.”

“Yes; and I came within an inch of
being blown to mincemeat!"” said Nipper
tartly. “Is that what you call lucky?”

“Well, anyway, you had most of the
thrill,” said Tregellis-West. *“Who did
it? Does Mr. Lee know?”

“How can he know?” replied Nipper.
“A parcel came for him, by post. He sus-

pected it, and dropped it into the fish-
pond.”

Nipper explained Nelson Ice's theory
regarding the chemical action of the
Parcel’s contents. .

“For the love of Samson !” said Travers,
with his characteristic drawl. “Briiay

fellows, those crooks. Well, well! ‘Trney
weren’t so brainy as Mr. Lee, though!”

“That’s what comes of having a man
like Lee for a headmaster,” said Hubbard
excitedly.

“Eh? What are you grousing aboutp”
asked Nipper.

“Oh, you’ll stick up for Lim, of course !>
shouted Hubbard. ‘“But I've just been
talking to Forrest and Gore-Pearce—and
they agree with me.”

“They would!” growled Handforth.
“IWhat did they agree about, imsect?”

“Well, it’s a bit thick that we should
all be in danger of our lives because we’ve
got a detective for a headmaster instead
of-—- Oh, look! Run—run!”

Hubbard’s voice rose to a scream, and
he was pointing. Others had seen, too,
and they were staring in amazement.
And now that a hush had fallen, every-
body ‘heard.

A fiery object, leaving a trail of lurid
sparks, was shooting skywards, giving
forth a terrific roar. It had come from
somewherc in the playing fields—or, per-
haps, the Half Mile Meadow.

“It’s a rocket!” shouted Nipper.

It was—-but such a rocket that every-
body who saw it was startled and bewil-
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dered. Up and up it went, to the accom-
paniment of that terrifying roar—now
much more fearsome as the thing mounted
higher and thigher.

It soared up to an incredible height.
Nobody had cver seen a rocket of such
terrific power. Up and up—over five hun-
dred fcet, and then——

Boom !

It was like the bursting of a bomb. An-
other explosion within half an hour! But

this one, at least, was harmless enough,:

and it was spectacular, too.

A dense cloud of smoke hovered for a
moment, after that report—and then, as
it cleared away, shouts of wonder and
admiration went up. o

For there, hovering in the clear sky, its
brilliance almost unaffected by the sun-
shine, was a dazzling mass of green fire.
Nipper gulped. For he was the first to
recognise the shape in the sky.

A green triangle!

“My only Sunday topper !” yelled Hand-
forth. “Look! It’s a triangle again!
A sign—a warning from the League of
the Green Triangle!”

“What !” went up a yell.

After that, of course, it was impossible
to kecp the seeret any longer.

And while the whole school talked
breathlessly of the morning’s sensations,
Nelson Lee made a search in the Half Mile
Meadow. He found a cunningly-contrived
ﬁ1'£:]dle arrangement fixed deep in the

edge.

The rocket, then, had reposed upright in
this cradle, and it was doubtful if any-
body had been therec to firc it. Far more
likely that an electrical time-contact had
been fitted to the fuse. Thus, at a fixed
lllolur, the rocket had gone off automatic-
ally.

Its purpose was hideously
Nelson Lec.

By that hour the crooks had reckoned
that Lee would be dead, and the whole
school in a state of uproar over the
tragedy—and that rocket had been placed
there to proclaim, to the whole world,
that Leec Ead been executed by tlie order
of the League of the Green Triangle!

clear to

—,  —

CHAPTER 7.
The Qutburst from the Dock!

ROFESSOR CYRUS ZINGRAVE
stood calm and .dignified in the
prisoner’s dock at the famous
Assize Court of Lewes.

It was an impressive scene, and most of
all was it difficult to believe that the
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scholarly, gentlemanly-looking man could
be one of the greatest criminals the
country had ever known. Zingrave was
an impressive man, with his high-domed
forehead, his glasses, his quiet attire.
When he had spoken, his voice had been
silky and refined.

The judge, in grave toncs, was just pass-
ing sentence. The prisoncr, of course, had
been found guilty; there had never been
any doubt as to the verdict.

Not only was he to serve his former stn-
tence, but he had an additional seven
years’ pcnal servitude added to it. He
was listening attentively, with an amused
smile on his learned face.

He half-glanced round as a door
creaked, and a newcomer came into the
court, taking a seat by the Public Prosc-
cutor’s tablc.

Nelson Lec Lad arrived in time to hear
Professor Cyrus Zingrave receive his scn-
tence. -

Just for onc instant Zingrave betrayed
his emotion. The smile left his face;
his lips closed in a thin line; his eyes
burned with hatred and even consterna-
tion.

““So you arc still alive, my dcar Lee?”
he said, lcaning forward over the dock
rail, and paying no heed to the warders

who attempted to silence him. “How
clever of you!”
“Keep that man silent!” commanded

the judge sternly.
Lee was on his feet now, and he and

-Zingrave stared into onc another’s eyecs.

Everybody in the court fclt thé tense,
electrical tension.

“You fool—you interfering dogo!”
shouted the prisoner, his voice -suddenly
becoming a snarl. ‘**You may lave
cscaped death this morning, but I tell you
that the League of the Green Triangle
will get you! Yes!” He turned and
faced the jury and the publie, and took
no heed of the judge’s commands. “T
may be a prisoner, a convict, but the
League of the Green Triangle is flourish-
ing again.” .

The commotion was now great, and the
warders seized Zingrave roughly. He
was dragged back, and hustled down the
steps at the back of the dock. A door
closed upon him, and his mocking laugh
could be heard for a moment.

The judge rapped sharply.

“Unless there is immediate silence X
shall clear the court !” he boomed angrily.

“I regret, my lord, that I should have
Deen the unconscious cause of the
prisoner’s outburst,” said Nelson Leec.
“Had I known that there would have heen
such a scene, I would not have come.”
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The judge dctained him for somc
moments, and, mcanwhile, Professor Zin-
grave had been hustled straight out to
the waiting prison van. Handcuffs were
over his wrists, and warders went before
him and behind him. There was no possi-
bility of escape.

Without the waste of a moment, he was
placed in the van, and the door was closed
and locked. The warder if! charge of the
van made quick work of the formalitics.

This prison van was a special one, and
the warders in charge of it wcre picked
men. Professor Zingrave was the only
~ iprisoner, and he was to be rushed straight
~ to the convict scttlement. Unusual pre-
cautions had been taken, for there were
cxtra guards with the van, and all the
" men were heavily armed.

Nelson Lec came out to scc the vehicle
off; he was now accompanicd by Chicf-
detective-inspector Lennard, of Scotland
Yard, who had bLecn one of the Crown
~ witnesses.
© “Well, the old fox will give us no fur-
ther trouble for twenty years or so,” the
Scotland Yard man was saying, in a satis-
fied voice. “He’ll have no chanee of
cscape, Lee. Saucy old biwd, too; he
scemed as confident as you pleasc in the
dock.”

“Yes,” said Nelson Lee absently.

They stood watching while the. prison
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van got into motion. It rolled away
smoothly. Lec immediately walked across
to his own car.

““Coming, Lennard ¢ he asked crisply.

“Lh? Coming where?”

“I thought we’d take a little ride,”
sald Lee, and there was a world of signi-
ficance in his voice, causing the chicf in-
spector to look at him sharply.

“What’s the Dbig idca?” he asked,
staring. ‘
“I may bc fanciful, but our old friead

is cclcbrated for his ecleventh-hour cun-
ning,” rcplicd Lec, as he got into the
driving seat. “Anyhow, I have a whim to
see Zingrave safely in ‘“stir.” I can’t
promisc you any cxcitement, Lennard—but
you're welcome to come if you like.”

“I likc !” said the chicf inspector briefly,
and jumped in. '

CHAPTER 8.
The Falling Tree!

HI: country road sirctchied in a
lonely ribbon across the unduwlating
downs. There was not a great deal
of traffic on this particular road,

for it was not ‘a main highway.

The countryside was looking parti-
cularly bright this sunny morning; the
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T'wo Irishmen were passing a jewcllery shop
in tho windows of which were displayed a lot
of loose diamonds, rubies, and precious stones,

‘“ Ah, Pat,” said Barry, ** they be foine stones.
How would you loike your pick ? »

‘“ Ay, be jabers,” replied Pat. “ But I'd
vather have me shovel.’

(A, Pretty, 90, Raynham Road, Edmonton,
N.18—a pocket wallet.)

Unelo: * Well, Tominy, Lhow arc you gctting
on at school ?”

Tommy: “Fine!
the football team.”

Unclo: * And your lessons ? ”

Tommy: “Oh! I'm right back in lessons.”
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Out in the garden a man was quarrei-
ling with his neighbour. Suddenly one
of thern burst out: * Call yourself a
man of sense. Why, you'rc next door
to an idiot ! ”

(C. Price, High House, Iorderley,
Adston-on-Clun, Shropshire—a penknife.)

“ You, boy, over in the corner,” said
tho stern examiner, glaring at a nervous
pupil. “ Answer this: Do we cat the
flesh of a whale 2 7

“ Y-yes, sir,” stammered the boy.

*“Oh, indeed. And what do wo do with
the bones ? » .

“ P-please, sir,” gasped the boy, “ wo leavo
them on the s-side of our p-plates ! ”

(H. Lawrence, Walesby Lane, Ncw Ollerion,
Newarlk, Notts—a penknife.)

Toacher : “ What is tho moeaning of the word

cxcavate ? "’
Boy : ‘' To hollow out.”

Toacher : * Right, Givo o a sentence with
cxcavato in it.”

Boy : “ The baby oxcavatos when it is hurt.”
01O

(C. F. Lonons, 212, Dcrinton Load, Tooling,
S.W.1—a pocket wallct.)
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air was crystal clear, and it was possible
to see for miles in every direction.

There was only one spot where the road
was hidden; here a dense clump of trees,
almost bw enough to call a wood,
stretched along one side of the road. Thcy
were in the form of a straggling oblong,
almost a belt. And at this pomt too,
there was a dip.

But the road was quite straight, and the
very dip was an invitation to motorists
to put on speed—so that the rise, ahead
could be easily mounted.

Although no human being was in sight,
six men waited amid thosc trees. Anothel,
perchied in a topmost branch, was provided
with a pair of powerful bmoculals and
through these he could see every approach-
ing vehicle with oreat distinctness.

The organisation of the newly-fonned
Leaguc of the Green Triangle was. cvi-

‘““ THE CALL OF THE RING.” Gripping long story of Harry Wharton & Co.

dently sound, and it obtained the right
information. These men knew, for ex-
ample, that the prison van, contammg
Professor Cyrus Zingrave, would pass
along this particular stretch of road, on
its way to the convict prison.

There was a bare chance that the route
would be altered at the last moment; but
it was only balc

Certain pleparatxons had been made.

One of the tallest trees, for example, had
been practically cut through at the basc.
It was right on the border of the road,.
and it was, in fact, sagging slightly over
the road. But thele was nothing suspi-
cious in this, for trees have a way, some-
times, of growing out of the perpendicular.

This particular tree, however, was held
in position by mecans of a strong rope—a
ships’ cable, which was stretched through
thie wood, and held in position by bem«r
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warped several times round the trunk of
another tree. Men were waiting here, in
charge of the rope.

Private cars came and went; lumbering
commercial vans; occasionally, a stecam
lorry. At times two or threc vehicles
would pass within five minutes. gAt other
times nothing would come for hall an hour
at a stretch.

Then, at last, came the expected signal.

““Look out, boys—here she comes !”

The voice sounded from a neighbouring
tree-top. Instantly the men with the rope
freed several coils—until they were obliged
to hang on with all their strength, in
order to prevent the tree from falling.

“How’s the road, Spider?” asked one of
the men on the ground.

‘““Clear in the other direction,” came the
reply. “There’s a private car about a mile
behind the van, but that needn’t worry
us. Only some fool motorists. They’ll be
scared sick if they come up while things
are happening. Get ready now. Let go
when I give the word.”

There was no mistaking the approach-
ing vehicle.
van. Through the binoculars the look-out
could even seec the three warders in the
driver’s cab—and every one carried a rifle.
The van, travelling at a good speed, came
bowling down. | :

“Go!” shouted the look-out.

With a rending crash the giant tree
toppled out and down—clean in front of
the prison van bearing Professor Zingrave
to gaol.

The van driver, unaware of the peril
until the last moment, gave a wild shout
of alarm.

He jammed on all his brakes, but therc
was no earthly possibility of stopping in
time—and it was out of the question to
swerve, since there were ditches on either
side. With screaming brakes the prison
van charged full tilt into that barrier.

CHAPTER 9.
The Last Word In Audacity!

RA-A-A-A-SH!

The impact was terrific. Head
on, the prison van struck the fallen
tree, and in a moment the front of

the vehicle—wheels, wings and radiator—
became bent and twisted scrap-iron.

The driver, hurled against his whecl by
the shock of the collision, was not only
winded, but two of his ribs were broken.
One of the armed warders crashed through
the windscreen; the others were pitched
violently into a heap.

And at the same moment six rough-
looking men ran out from the wood, and

It was the expected prison &
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cach one was carrying a heavy automatic.

“Hands up !” came the grim command.
“The first one of you who tries to use a
rifle will be shot dead!”

The warders, plucky and conscicntious
men to the last, had no chance. Two of
them had lost their rifles at the moment
of impact. The other man, making a
quick recovery, half brought his own rifle
to his shoulder, and——

Crack !

One of the automatic pistols barked,
and the warder, with a shot through his
shoulder, staggered back.

“You were warned !” snapped the leader
of the raiders. *“Get back against that
ditch—all of you! And keep your hands
above your heads.”

There had been two warders within the
van, but at the impact of the vehicle they
had been thrown out of the door. In the
face of the crooks’” guns they had mno
chance, however.

In a moment two crooks leapt into the
van, and it was only the work of a
moment for them to drag Professor Zin-
rave out. : -

- “Well done!” said the professor. *“‘But
was such violence necessary? I am very
badly bruised.” :

' “Sorry, chief—had to risk it,” panted
onc of the men. ‘Quick, Judd—tlc key !”

Within five seconds Zingrave's wrists

were free. And then it was that a warn-
ing shout came from the look-out, in the
tree-top.
- “Get going!” he shouted. *“Thcre’s a
car coming at speed, and I think I recog-
nise—— Yes! It’s that °busy,” Len-
nard !”

“Is everything ready?” asked Zingravc
sharply. .

“All waiting, chief—you’d best run!”

With a nod, Zingrave leapt into the
trees ' with surprising agility, and raced

awaﬁ. .

That dip was of cxcellent service to the
crooks; for Nelson Lee, at the driving-
wheel of his car, had no knowledge that
anything was amiss until he was prac-
tically on the spot.

Cruising along in the rear, he had seen
the prison van ﬁl‘op into the dip. But he
had thought nothing of it; he kncw that
the dip existed, and that the road ran
straight on for miles. He saw no necessity
to increase his speed.

Chief-inspector Lennard, in fact, was
already beginning to regret his journcy.

“Just an impulse,” he grumbled. *I
was a chump to come, Lee. Nothing will
happen.” How can it? There was a good
train for London F could have caught——"

“Nothing will happen, ch?” snapped
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Yee. “Look here, Lennard!
ing already !”

From their position in the rear they
could not now see the prison van, owing
to the dip—but they distinctly saw the top
of the tree as it went hurtling across the
road.

“What the

it?”

inspector. _

““So that’s how they’re working
shouted Lee tensely. ‘“Get your gun out,
Lennard! There’s going to be trouble!”

The Yard man quivered with excitement.
Lee trod on the accelerator, and the rac-
ing car fairly hurtled forward. It reached
the edge of the dip;, and Lee applied his
brakes with full force. - In a quick. flash
he had seen the fallen tree, and the
wrecked van. But he had been prepared
for this, and he was able to pull up in
good time,

Crack-crack—crack-crack-crack !

Shots rang out with staccato suddenness,
and the drone of the bullets sounded like
angry bornets,

Nelson Lee had arrived just in time to
sce Professor Zingrave making his dash
into the wood; he saw, too, the rescuers
dashing into the wood, firing. The
warders, helpless until now, were making
cfforts to regain possession of their rifies.
But by the time they got hold of them,
it was too late; the raiders had vanished.

“A hold-up—a rescue!” yelled Lennard
excitedly. “Gosh! You were right, Lee!”

“From early morning I’'ve had this
hunch,” said Lee rapidly. ‘This way,
Lennard! Hurry!”

They were only half way down the dip,
and, abandoning the car, Lee and the
Yard man plunged into the trees where
the belt was its narrowest.

Then, suddenly :

Zurrrrrh—zurrrrh !

“What’s that?”
inspector.

But he needn’t have asked; for he knew
well enough that the sound was that of
an aero-engine !

It’s happen-

on ecarth——" Dbegan

panted the chief-

CHAPTER 10.
The Escapel!l

ELSON LEE leapt out from the trees

N with Lennard close behind. And

now, at the first glance, they knew

the truth—they appreciated the

full cunning and audacity of the Green
Triangle’s enterprise.

For, immediately behind that straggling
wood, there was a grassy hollow. It was
like a basin in the downs, and from the
road 1t was quite invisible, '

But from where Lee emerged he looked
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right down into the hollow—and there,
with its propeller whirling round, was a
tiny single-seater monoplane !

T'wo men were hanging. on to it, and
Professor Zingrave had just arrived, and
was ¢limbing into the cockpit.

Even Nelson Lee, ready as he was for
sensations, was startled at the daring of
this plan. Not four minutes had elapsed
since the prison van had crashed; yet herc
was Zingrave, leaping into the cockpit
of the waiting ’plane ! Not one second had
been wasted. .

“Hurry, chief !” gasped one of the men
near the machine. *It’s-that ° busy,’
Lennard—yes, and Lee, too!” :

Only one glance did Zingrave give as
he dropped into the seat.

“Lee shall pay for this !” he said softly,
but with untold menace in his tone. ‘By
Heaven! I have a big account to settle!”

The knowledge that Lee had followed
the prison van did not surprise him—in
fact, he had been half expecting it. But
for the detective’s astuteness, this escape
would have been easy. For the warders,
alone, could easily have been held back.

Crack! Crack!

Pistol shots sounded; bullets droned.
Nelson Lee and the Yard man were
running down into the hollow, firing. The
Green Triangle men, cursing, pulled out
their own guns and replied.

. And Professor Zingrave, without a
moment’s delay, revved up the engine
until it roared with angry fury. .

The little machine moved across the
grass, gathering speed at every foot; her
tail rose from the ground at last, and she
sped on.

It was a tricky take-off, for the ground
was rising on all sides out of that hollow.
But Professor Zingrave was a skilful
pilot, and now he took a chance. Before
he had gained sufficient speed, consistent
with safety, he jerked at the control, and
the nose of the 'plane leapt upwards: she
fairly rocketed into the air.

It was a desperate chance, and only the
wind saved Zingrave from disaster.

Crack! Crack! Crack! :

The bullets from Lee’s pistol were use-
less, for the range was too great now. It
was dangerous, too, for the crooks were
replying to the fire, and bullets were dron-
ing over Lee’s head. He and the inspector
dropped flat—but pot before Lee’s slecve
had been ripped.

They lay there, alert and watchful—and
they were exasperated to see the little
monoplane banking over, gaining height
and roaring away into the blue.

“I’'d never have believed it !” muttered
Lennard incredulously. ‘He’s gone, Lee!
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With the engines screaming a deep-throated roar of defiance, the ’plane, carrying the master-
crook to freedom, zoomed across the school building, sending the crowd of horrified boys
scattering to shelter.

The slippery swab!
crocodile !”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The reports were sharper and louder
than any of the others, and Lee recognised
them as rifle shots. The warders were tak-
ing a hand, Lifting his head, Lec saw
two or three of the Triangle men running
helter-skelter across the downs.

“Their job’s done,” grunted Lee. *Their
only thought, now, is to get away. They'll
get away, too.” :

They both rose, and were in time to see
two other men breaking cover from the

wood. But they were well beyond cfficient
Distol range.

“Isn’t there anything we can do?”
yelled Lennard frantically.

“If you fancy runmning across these
(‘1‘owns, you're welcome to it,” said Lee.
. It’s hopeless, old man. They’re scatter-
Img—they’re going in five or six different

The cunning old

directions. If we concentrate on ome, the
others will get away.”

Lennard, after a moment’s thought, saw
the futility of any serious chase. And
what did it matter, anyhow?

“These fellows are mere units,” said Lee

grimly. “If we cateh them, it’ll mean
nothing. Zingrave, the master-crook, is
at liberty. He’s the one we want to go
after.”

Lennard stared across into the sky,
where a tiny speck was rapidly disap-
pearing. '

“Yes, we look like catching him!” he
grunted. “Well, I’'m glad I came with
you, Lee—if only to see the last of the
old tadpole!”

He was frankly disgusted. He and
Nclson Lee had done their best, of course,
but the odds had been too heavy. Even
Lee had not forcseen that ’plane.

By the time they came up with the
warders, the speck had vanished in the
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sky ; and the Green Triangle men who had
made the escape poasxble were no longer
in sight. Running in diffcrent ducctlons.
they “had taken to the downs.

The warders, hot and flustered,
them suﬁ'enucr from scvere buust
shock, were almost frantic.

“What are we going to do, sir?” asked
one of them hoalsely

“There’s nothing you can do—except
remain In charge “of your van until we
can-scud help -along,” replied Lee. “You
ought to be thankful that you are all
alive. It's a wonder to me thosc brutes
lidn’t shoot you out of hand.”

“It was that tree!” gasped the driver.
“1 never saw it until I was on it! I
couldn’t stop—I couldn’t do anything——

“Take it casily, old man,” adused Lece.
“You’re pretty badly cracked up.’

“I'm tlnnkmcr of what the governor will
say, sir,’ * said the chief wa1de1 “When
we get back to the prison, and he hears
of this affair, he’ll raise Cain!”

“Leave the Governor to me,” said Lee
kindly. *“I’ll make everything all right
for"you fellows. I will explain all the
details, and you can be quite celtam that
yon won’t get into any hot water.’

“That’s mighty good of you, sir,” said
the chief warder nrratefully “You sce,

two of
and

.Whirlwind adventure in the South Seas

we were told to take espccml care over this
prisoner. And look what’s happened !”

Fortunately two other motorists came
along almost immediately afterwards, and
as they were obliged to turn back, owing
to the obstruction in the road, Lennaul
obtained a lift from onc of them He had
plenty of work to do.

Nelson Lce, anxious to get away in a
last chance to get on the trail of the aero-
plane, drove straight back to St. Frank’s.

CHAPTER 11.
Professor Zingrave's Way!

ORNING lessons were over at the
old school, and it was practically
dinner-time, when Nelson Lee
drove thr011011 the gateway.

A figure came running across the
llmnole from the Ancient House. It was
Nippcr, and he was glowing with untold
rclicf as he leapt upon the footboard of

Lee’s car.

“Guv’nor !” he panted. “Ob,  thank
gooduess youw're back. I’vc been ncarly
01"1 ny nut with ‘worry P

“Then you’re a silly young ass,” re-

torted Lee, with a trace of weariness in

-—
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his voice. “Don’t you think I'm capable
of taking care of myself 7"

“But—but after what happened this
morning, sir a

“All right, Nipper—I understand,” said
Lco in a more kindly voice. ‘“But don’t
get these panicky ideas into your head.
{’m not afraid of Zingrave, or his whole
organisation.”

“Zingrave’s in
guv’nor ?”

“I'm afraid not,” replied Lee. “He
has, in fact, been once again successful in
performing his celebrated eel act.”

“You—you mean he’s escaped?” gasped
Nipper.

By this time Handforth and Church and
McClure had come excitedly round, to say
nothing of Tregellis-West, Watson, Jimmy
Potts, Vivian Travers, Tony Cresswell,
Harry Gresham, and others.

“You cheeky young sweeps!” said Lee
grufly. ‘“What’s the idea of climbing all
over my car? You seem to have forgotten
that I'm your headmaster.” '

“Sorry, sir,” panted Handforth. “But
—but did we hear you say that Zingrave
has escaped?”

“You might as well know it now as
later,” replied Lee. *The evening papers
will be broadcasting the news in six-inch
headlines. Yes, Zingrave has escaped.”

There was a tremendous buzz of excite-
ment when he briefly gave the details.

“Guv’nor, you took an awful chance,”
said Nipper, with wide-open eyes. ‘ Great
Scott! You might have been potted!
Where do you think Zingrave will make
for in that ’plane?”

“It is impossible to hazard a guess,”
replied Lee. “He might make for some
isolated part of the country—he might go
to France, Belgium; or even Germany.”

“Even if he does, I can’t see that he
can really escape,” said Travers, scratch-
ing his head. *‘Wherever he lands, he’ll
be recognised—at least, the ’plane will.
By this time every aerodrome at home and

prison by now, isn't he,

on the Continent must have been warned;

and the police of all countries, too. And
no aeroplane can land without attracting
a certain amounf of attention.”

“Zingrave is cunning cnough for any-
thing,” said Nipper. “I’ll bet he’s got his
Plans all cut and dried, and—" |

He broke off, for, suddealy, unex-
Pectedly, the unmistakable drone of an
acroplane engine had suddenly made itself
heard. Everybody, in fact, started round,
staring. . |

There was a peculiar quality about that
sound. It was not the ordinary drone of
an aeroplane, far overhead; for one hears
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that sound faintly at first, throbbing ox
the air.

This was a tremendous roar, near at
hand.

A sccond later everybody knew why.
For, with devastating unexpectedness, the
’plane itself suddenly appeared—just over
the tops of the chimneys of the Modern
House.

“Oh!” went up a gasp.

So low was the machine flying that she
scemed to be practically on the top of the
boys; with a deep-throated roar, the
machine passed overhead, banking giddily
near the shrubbery. And in a flash she
had vanished beyond the trees.

“By James !” muttered Lec, amazed.

. Here was another example of Professor
Zingrave’'s startling audacity. It was
Zingrave’s way ! He had actually come to
St. Frank’s to gloat, in a flying sense, over
his enemy ! '

The boys had scattered wildly; others
were runiing pell mell out of the various
Houses. And now thc monoplane was in
sight again, zooming up over the Half
Mile Meadow. Round she came, and then
her nose went down. In a terrifying dive,
she thundered towards the Triangle, her
cngine screaming.

- It seemed that nothing could save the
mad pilot from destruction; then, at thc
last second, up went the nose, and shc
zoomed giddily over the school buildings.
It was a terrifying display.

And nobody had failed to sce the vivid
green triangles painted on the under side
of the wings. This, in itself, was stagger-

‘ing. Not content with securing a ’'plane

for his escape, Professor Zingrave had
actually painted on it the sign of his in-
famous criminal confederation !

And here he was, giving this daring
exhibition of stunting out of sheer reckless
bravado.

If thc explosion in the early morning,
followed by the Dbursting of the rocket,
had caused a sensation in the old school,
this exhibition of ‘““‘aerobatics " sent every-
body almost delirious with excitement.

There was only one cool person in the
whole school—and lLe was Nelson Lee.

For a few dread moments Lec had
feared that bombs would be dropped;
but a sccond’s thought had led him to
dismiss that fear. No, this was only a
gloating cxhibition of Zingrave’s feelings
—coupled with the obvious purpose of
giving the reorganised League of the Green
Triangle a big advertisement.

For Zingrave knew well enough that this
item of news, in the papers, would make
a great sensation. And Lee was as cold
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@8 ice. This wutter disruption of the
school’s routine angered Lim beyond
measure, = - -

He had a feeling that Zingrave was con- -

temptuous of him because he was the head-

master of St. Frank’s.

“Can’t — can’t we do
guv'nor?” Lee bheard Nipper asking.
“What about the R.A.F.? Couldn’t you
ring up the nearest aerodrome, and get
them to send some ’planes?”

“That’s the very reason I hurried back
here—to ’phone,” said Lee promptly. “I’'ll
get on at once—but I doubt if it will be
any. good now.” _ _

He looked upwards; the monoplane had
gained height, and even now it was mak-

ing off.

‘By the time we can get in touch with
the nearest R.A.F. station, our gloating
friend will be a hundred miles away,” he
said. ¢ Still, it must be done!”

CHAPTER 12.
The Mid-Air Transfer!

ROFESSOR CYRUS ZINGRAYE was
angry with himself.
"He was flying high now, climbing
. steadily. Whether it was the rare-
ficd -atmosphere, or whether he had suf-
fered a reaction, he felt foolish and cheap.
He had not been able to resist the tempta-
tion to fly over St. Frank’s, and to per-
form various aerial gymnastics as a sign
of his triumphant escape.’
' But now that it was all over he realised
the unnecessary risks he had taken. At
the best, it had been an undignified exhi-
bition. Furthermore, lie had wasted ten
precious minutes—and he knew that other
helpers were awaiting him. His plan of
escape was, so far, only half executed.
He knew precisely what to do now. For
in the'-docEpit of the machine he had
found,” secured by tacks, a typewritten
sheet, giving him full and precise direc-
tions.
It was the fact that these directions
necessitated the taking of the ’plane ouf
over the Channel that had prompted Zin-

grave to visit St. Frank’s—for the school

was only two or three miles from the coast,
and he had flown practically over it. His
low-flying display had bLeen the result of
a -sudden impulse.

Now there was more secrious work to be
done.

He re-rcad the directions as he climbed.
This was not an encloscd-cabin machine—
it had an open cockpit, and, as it was a
monoplane, there were no obstructions of

somcthing,
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any kind above the pilot’s head. e had
a clear view of the upper air.

“If the sky is clear, climb to ten
thousand feet eover Chanmel. At that
height ’plane will be practically invisible,™
read the directions. *'If cloudy, get above
clouds.” - : S

It had not been cloudy carlier in the
morning, but it was cloudy now. They
were white, filmy clouds, but they covered
the cntire  canopy of tlie skics. The sun
had vanished. . '

The monoplane was now over the
Cliannel, and more than one shipmastcr,
with telescope to his eye, was wondering
at those unfamiliar green triangles so
clear on the under-side of the monoplane’s
wings.
~ Up and up she went, higher and higher.
Zingrave had eet his course accurately,
and he was mounting into the heavens 1mn
a great, wide circle. Soon he sccmed to
be flying through a sort of mist. Visibility
crew worsc and worse.

He was amongst the clouds now, and he
continued rising. Five minutes elapsed—
ten minutes. Still the sturdy momnoplane
climbed.

Then, at last, she got free of the clouds,
and the sunlight blazed down upon Pro-
fessor Zingrave’s head. The scenc was
glorious. )

As far as the eye could reach, just
helow him, the white clouds, dazzling in
the sunshine, were spread out like a vast
sheet. Every sight of the sea and the
land had vamished. The machinc was fly.
ing in a world of its own. ‘

Again Zingrave looked at the directions.
He was not altogether enamoured of the
next move in this daring game. .. But lc
was determined to go through with it,
nevertheless. It would mean a risk—a
desperate chance—and if he failed, death.
Well, death was preferable to a lifetimec
in penal servitude. - -

Angd there was always a glorious chance
of success. . .

Still he climbed, and now he was fecel-
ing numb from the cold ; his breathing was
not so easy. He was aware of a strango
cxhilaration, caused—as he knew—Dhy the
rarefied atmosphere, :

Then, suddenly, he saw the flying boat.

He looked at his directions once more;
yes, this was the flying beat. Dark blue
hull, licht blue wings. The lettering, too,
was correct. He throttled down his engine
so that the monoplane was cruising
steadily.

He flew in a straight line, and the fly-
ing hoat, maneeuvring, came up hchind

(Continued on page 24.)
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ANSWER

Still going strong !
What do you think of the latest
stunt at St. I'rank's? They aro
actually spring-cleaning the studies. It's an
awful mess up. They are giving the walls a
iresh coat of paint, and various chaps in white
roats and things are scouring the place from top
lo bottom. _

We have been made to clear all the rubbish
out of the studies, and we're mostly doing our
prep in the Common Room for a day or two.

There’s a shocking smell of paint in the study
as I write these words, and a chap with a black
moustache is trying to whitewash the ceiling.
Ii he drops any whitewash on me—— ,

He's done it ! Just as I finished that remark
a gallon or so of whitewash dropped down and
blotted me out. That's torn it. I'll have him
oftf that ladder, or my name’s not Handforth.

He came off with a fine bump ! Ho asked me
wot I wos a-doing of. I told him not to splash
his beastly whitowash on me. I asked him it he
thought I needed white washing or something.
1o said he didn't know about the * white,” but
* wasghing ”’ wouldn't do me any harm.

L then inquired whether he was looking for a
black eye. He didn't say anything. Just
picked up a pail of whitewash and waited. I
loft him with contempt.

Well, I know one thing. If our studies are
not sprung-clung and finished by the end of the
veck, there will be a riot here, led by your old
I)al’ E- 0. H.

DEFINITIONS

A shady forest ....Bornard.
Stalking along . .Shadowing Teddy.

HALLO, vou chaps! THere we are agein !

Digging a pit .. ... .Poking Reggie’s ribs.
Leraon-aid  ....., Helping Jwey.
Just a little ...... Fatty.

. . A bust of Glenthorue.
. .This mrzazine and Johny,

(V.T.)

:I.‘h_e Marble Arcch
Lripe and onions

E have received the following leticr
from Professor Tucker :
*“ Dear Travers——"’

(I don’t Lknow why he thinks
Travers i3 Liditor of this mag, but that’s just
cune of his little ways.)

““1 obhserved with great regret, very great
regret, very great regret indeed, that you have
used my name in & poem, and made it rhymc
with *“ mucker.” Now, as I heve great objec.
tions, very great objections, to being known a:
a ‘ mucker,’ I should be glad if you will instruct
your coutributors always to speak of me as

. *The Professor’ in future, and to avoid any

reference to my surname. If you will do this
I shall be greatly obliged, very greatly obliged,
very greatly obliged indeed.”. '

He handed this letter to De Valerie, the
writer of the verscs in question, and this is hiy
reply :

‘* Since we can’t use the name of Tucker,
And call this learned gent a ‘ mucker,’
Porhaps we’ll please. the old Professor.

By calling him, instead, a ‘ messer.” "’

The question is thus happily settled, and

everyhody is satisfied.

A SQUARE MEAL

Yesterday morning, Fatty Little was heard
to remark: ‘“You can’t call four tarts a
square meal.”’ '

¢ Can't vou, Fatty ? What about this one:

TART
A A
R R
T A RT
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GOOD-BYE
GREEN

BOUT five miles across country
A towards Yexford there is a little
hamlet which is known by tho
quaint name of !Good-bye Green.

I can’t say that I ever noticed it specially

until Wilkey drew our attention to it last

week

In the * Sixth-Formn Magazine > there
was an article by Mr., Wilkes drawing

notice to this curious name, and offering o -

prize of a guinea to any St. Frank’s scholar
who wrote an essay, in not more than 500
words, giving a fair and reasonablo ex-
planation of how the hamlet came by that
guaint namo,

Hulbert of the Fifih took the guinea,
but that isn’t -what interests us at the
moment. When Wilkey made the award,
his eyes twinkled and he laughed in spite
oi himself, as ho said :

““One or two juniors entered for this
competition also, Their work was quite
good—with the exception of Sir James
Potts., I must say that Potts made me
hreak down when I read his *verses’—
but, all the same, if it happens again, he’ll
aet a licking.”

As a number of juniors were very curious
to know what rot Jimmy Potts sent in to
this solemn competition, the Editor went
to Mr. Wilkes and obtained permission to
publish these “verses’” in HANDFORTH’S
WEEKLY. You will find them in the next
column, In my opinion, they ought to
have taken first prize. Better than all
that senior rubbish, anyhow, Good old
Jimmy !}

X, O, HANDFORTH,

LANDMARKS

St. Frank’s is really an ancient, monas-
tery. There are not many traces of the
cncient times left, but the following may
still be seen at the school :

The old gateway,
Part of the Ancient House,
The concealed chamber,
The monastic well,
The monks’ summer-house and
The slab of hardbake in the window of the
school tuckshop.

IS THAT SO?

. Why is Cromwell like & football on a
rainy day ?

Because ho goes up in the air, and comes
down heavy on somebody’s head.

(T. W.)

This-is Jimmy Pott’s
COMPETITION

ESSAY
““GOOD-BYE GREEN"

Now Garibaldi Green
young deviser
That lus last and best invention made
him famous in & night ;
‘Twas the day that he discovered that a
topping fertiliser
Could be manufactured easily from
high-powered dynamite.

was such a brainy

He soon detected quite a pressing need for
this invention,
For the grazs upon the village green was
withered and decayed,
And so he made a quantity of stuff with
the intention
Of restoring and reviving grass wherever
it was sprayed.

Amidst the cheers of villagers, he took his
can of powder
And stalked upon the village green, a
very splendid man ; |
His pride was very grea¥, but still, he
might have been much prouder
If, in his temso anxiety—he hadn’t
dropped the can !

BANG !

After the explozion, they seb out to loolk
for traces ,
Of the notable inventor (who had
vanished from the scene),
An empty can, two buttons, and a battercd
pair of braces
Were eventually discovered, but—no
Garibaldi Green !

But, wonderful to state, the fertilisor ho
invented
Made the ﬁgrass
a mystifying way ;
And they called it Good-bye Green in
honour of the late lamented,
And the name is still adhering to it at
the present day,
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Why Trouble To Do Your Prep. To:night?
REGGIE PITT Does It For You in

TO-MORROW?’S LESSON

zine would he read far more cagerly

hy Removites if we obtained an

expert Latin scholar to do the por-
tions of Virgil to be prepared, and save
other fellows the joh. ere, then, are a
few notes to help the Removites over the
diffieult spots of to-night’s (Wednesday’s)
prep.

The first nasty word we come up against
is teinpestatesque. This is easy if we split it
up. Temps, of course, is *‘ time.” (See
tempus fugit, ote.) Stat- is the root of
‘“state.” (See Statue quo, ete.) Que is o
relative of quid and quis, and means
“what.”” The word, then, simply means,
“ What is the state of the time,” or, moro
simply, ‘“ What’s the time 7’

Quid, as @ pronoun, means °‘ what.”
(See above.) s & noun, it refers to a
golden coin, or paper equivalent, to the
value of twenty English chillings, In this
passage it is a noun.

Septimo die refers to tho
Septimus, the Trojan general.

Many juniors may make a mistako in
rendering omnibus haec in the next line.
‘This does not refer to & motor omnibus,
such g3 wo use nowadays. The omnibuses
of ancient Troy wero all horse.drawn

IT lias bheen suggested that this maga-

death of

vehicles, as is indicated by the word
*haec ” or ‘‘ hack *” which follows.

Ne anni tempore, means, of course, ** not
any temper,” and indicates that old
Father Aeneas was a good-humoured old
bean. Quod, as you know, means & gaol or
prisen, and celar: was a kind of edible
plant which the Greeks used to have for'”
tea. :

The really nasty word in this section is
appropinquaverunt. In spite of a slight
resemblanee to the third person plural of
the perfect appropinquo, it is really a
compound word designed to catch you
out. .tppro, of course, means ‘‘ appraval.”
Pun is from the adjective piinguis, meaning
*“fat.”” The meaning of quauver is well
Imawn—to quiver or to stutter. The
termingtion merely points the tense. .The
word means, “ the fat man was quivering
his approval.” I hope you will delight
Crowell—and, incidentally, me—by con-
struing it in this fashion to.morrow.

For the rest, you can use your iu-
telligence. It is quite easy—except, of
course, for Snipe, who is past hope. Lven
the simplest Latin phrase is a mystery to
poor old Snipe. ft he had & streight-
forward phrase like jam appelo-plumque to
construe, I bet a dollar ha would call it
orange marmalade. ‘ -

CATCH THESE FISH!

MARVELLOUS MARINE
MONSTERS

ANY fino
fish can
bhe seen

a n d
caught at St.
Frank's, if you
have a mind for
that =ort of
thing.

First of all
there is the
Teddilong, or
Lesser Funk,
which can be
eaught by .
baiting your rod with a two-bob hit. The
monster will come up and snatch it, and
may then be hit over the head with a
bhint instrument. Ii you are attacked by
this creature~—~which is unlikeg', unless you
are g cripple—you can easily drive it away
at top rpeed by producing & cgke of zoap.

The Josh, or Cuttle-fish, may be caught
by making a noise like a public flogging.
The creature will then appear and want
to * talke you up.” You can take the Josh
up instead.

The Fattie, or Little Gobbles, can bo
ecanght with a doughnut or jam tart, but
needs a stoam derrick to haul it to tho
bank. The singleton, or Bloated Million}
aire, on the other hand, often goes to the
bank of its own accard. -

Tho tuckshop is a noted place to fish
for Hale, and a fine female Hake wes
caught there some time ego. Gulliver
caught hor with a spurious shilling.

The Baots, or Buster, is closely related
to the Soles and ’Eels, and can be “‘ hac.
on o string »’ with perfect ease. You may
run across a fine specimen of Archio
asléop ; indeed, it would be diftficult ot
to run across it asleep. You may kill i¢
mercifully, but be ecareful not to wake it.

Tho Nipper, which is of the Crab and
Lobster family, may be caught with «
clue as & bait, while the Handie, -or
Amazingly Idiotie Editor, should be——

(That's encugh! I'm afraid there isn’t
rpace to print the rest of this silly article,
—I3. 0. H.)
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‘““The Green Triangle’s Decree!’’ -

(Continued from page 20.)

him on his tail, slowly and steadily over-’

taking him, and flying only just above.

' He looked round and wpwards. She was
a French craft, he imagined, and, of
course, she had becen chartered especially
for this occasion. Zingrave glowed within

him as he thonght of the thoroughness of-

his subordinates. Up here, above the
clounds—beyond the range of all human
cyes—he was to be transferred to that
flying boat !

~ And the monoplane—well, of course, it
would crash. But who would ever know
what had happened to thc master-crook?

Already Zingrave had rcleased the straps
which had bound him to his seat. As a
precautionary measurc, there was a para-
chute attached to him. But this he did
not wish to use.

The flying boat, cruising as steadily as

an ocean liner, came lower and nearer.-

And now Zingrave, looking up, saw the
substantial rope ladder which had been
lowered from the hull. Two men, standing
in an open doorway, were 8o close that he
could recognise every line of their features.

Lower came the flying boat; the two
machines were flying as one, the mono-
plane slightly below the larger craft.

And the flying boat’s pilot, with amaz-
ing skill, caused the rope ladder to trail
directly over the open cockpit. The rungs
touched Zingrave, he reached tipwards,
and took a firm grip.

There was no jerk, no violent wreunch,
as he had feared. Smoothly the flying
boat rose, and Zingrave was lifted clear
of the monoplane’s cockpit. His feet
caught against other rungs, and he gained
toothold. .

And the monoplane, her controls left to
their own devices, flew on.

But only for a short distance did she
remain on an even keel. The machine sud-
denly dipped, she banked, and therc was
no controlling hand to correct her; and
thus, shuddering and fluttering, she
developed a spin. Then ber nosc went
down 1n real earnest, and with the velocity
of a meteor, she went hurtling down to
her doom.

[ P

CHAPTER 13
Doad, Or—

GREAT Atlantic liner was coming up
Channel, and her officers, on the
bridge, were the first to sec the tiny
speck which came hurtling down

trom the clouds, overhead. '

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

And these officers had rcason to bLe
alarmed, too—for the acroplane, which
was clearly out of control, looked like
crashing périlously near to the liner..

Many passengers saw, too, and a wave
of excitement went up and down the wide
promenade decks. .In less than half o
minute people were leaning over the rails,
craning upwards, excited, fearful.

- For there was something dreadful in the
sight of that falling 'planc. N

She had got into a vertical dive now,
and it was at this point, whilst she wax
still two thousand feet above the sea, that
the Green Triangle’s cunning plans were
assisted by chance. . '

The idea had been to allow that mono-
plane to crash, giving the impression that
Zingrave, losing control, had gone to his
death in the Channel. It was hoped that
many people would see the tell-tale green
triangles, thus identifying the machine,

But something else happened—somec-
thing far better. T

The terrific strain imposed upon the
machine during the earlier part of its dive
had probably caused a fracturc in the

"petrol tank—and, at the same time, one

of the wings parted from the fuselage and
drifted away. The rest of the machine,
spinning horribly, burst into 'a blinding
sheet of flame.

And down shc came, a voaring, livid .
mass of fire.

-Terror seized the passengers aboard that
liner, for it seemed that the flaming mass,
hurtling down, would strike the decks.
The engine was still running, in spite of
the flames, and the ooar of it was horrible
to listen to. Many people declared that
they could see the doomed pilot frantically
attempting to extricate himself. The
imagination can play queer tricks on such
occasions. But the imagination of thesec
good people was all to the benefit of Zin-
grave’s plan. For there were many wit-
nesses ready to swear that there was a
pilot aboard that doomed craft.

Miraculously enough, the flaming wreck
fell just clear of the liner’s bows. A por-
tion of the remaining wing struck the rail,
in fact, and then, with a ghastly liss and
a terrific splash, the end came.

It was all over in a second. Nothing
remained on the surface but a cloud of
steam, a mass of foam, and one or twc
trifling scraps of wreckage. The engine,
the fuselage, cverything had pluaged te
the bottom of the Channel.

After this dramatic happening, how
many people took any notice of the sedate-
looking flying boat which was obviously
on an ordinary, everyday trip across the
Channe! ¢
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Zingrave had succeeded in holding on to
that precarious perch; willing hands had
drawn him upwards. Hours later, when
dusk had descended over the Channel, the
seaplane glided noiselessly down to the
surface—beyond reach of the shores, and
at a spot where there was no shipping.

A low, strange-looking motor-boat was
ready. It was o'nly the work of two or
three minutes for Zingrave to be trans-
terred from tho flying hoat to the other
craft. And, without delay, the flying hoat
took off again—to fly back to a Irench
port, wherc no suspicions were. aroused,
and where no inquiries were made—for she
had been chartered to make a leisurely
pleasure trip. : |

Meanwhile the Atlantie liner had wire-
lessed the news of that dreadful tragedy.
Other ships, which had seen the whole

thing from a distance, wirelessed, . too..

There could be no doubt ahout the news.
Dozelus—scores—even hundreds—of ' inde-
pendent witnesses had seen the green
triangles on the monoplane’s wings; they
had scen the machine hurtle to its doom,
and any idea of rescue had been out of
the question. Even if the ’plane had not
g:iiug(}l_t fire, nothing could have heen done
for the ill-fated pilot. o
- It was Chief detective-inspector Tennard
who rang up Nelson Lee during the after-
noon. |

“You haven’t heard, e¢h?” he said, after
they had spoken for a few moments. ‘‘No,
those R.A.F. 'plazies failed to get on the
{rack. But cverything’s O.K., Lee.  Zin-
srave is dead.” | " o
. ““Dead ?” echoed Lee sharply. ““How do
vou know that?” - : .

“How do I know?” repeated Lennard’s
volice across the wires. ‘‘Listen! After
Zingrave did that ‘stunting --over St.
Frank’s, he evidently tried to get across
to France. But something went wrong
with his ’plane; anyhow, he lost control,
the machine caught fire, and he phunged
to his doom.” | '
.~ Lennard gave all the details, telling of
tho many witnesses who had recognised the
monoplane. e

“It sounds very c¢omvincing, Lennard,
hut isn’t there something about it which
strikes you as peculiar?” asked Lee at
length,

“Peculiar? What do you meanp”

“Well, it smacks too much of that other
affair—~when Zingrave was supposedly
dUrowned in an amphibian tank,” replied
Lee. “You all thonght that he went to
his doom' then, didn’t you?™

“But, hang it, this ig different !” pro-
tested Lennard. ‘“The ’plane was seen' 'to
fall in flames, T tell you, and—:"
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“It sounds fishy to me,” interrupted
Lee. ‘“You may think I'm crazy, Lennard,
but I believe that it’s a trick. - Nahody
saw a parachute descending anywhere, I
suppose ?” ‘

“Parachute !” snorted Lennard. “Don’t
make me laugh! Do you think a man
could descend by a parachute anywhere in
the Channel, without being scen? On a
clear afternoon like this, too§”

“Very well—you stick to your opinion,
and I'll stick to mine,” said Lee grimly.
‘“But if Professor Cyrus Zingrave' is really
dead, I shall be very surprised.” =~

And the chief inspector, thoroughly dis-
gusted at Nelson Lee’s sceptical reception
of his great news, rang of%). ' |

CHAPTER M.
tron Nervel

ITH dusk came a considerable haze.
After so much brilliant sunshine.
during the day this was only to
be. expected. The wind -had
dropped now, and the evening..was calm.
The. haze, practically. a mist, was of
great service to Professor Zingrave’s plan.
_The motor-boat which now carried him
lingered in the Chanmel for some hours;
and those in charge of her steered clear
of all shipping. T
It was a most wnusunal craft, this.” It
was, in fact, a sister boat of the ame
which Zingrave had utilised during his
recent operations at Crag House—tlie one
which had been opergteﬁ by ‘the rasecally
Captain Slaney. = That boat had heen
seized by the police.’ - L
The new one had many improvements.
The engine, for exampleé, was practically
noiseless, and ‘the craft itself, so Tow-
lying as to be first cousin to a submatine,
was painted blue-green, like the sea.”

.-In the mist and gloom, just after dark-
ness had fallen, the boat erept up the
Chanunel, - edging towards the coast. She
slipped intp the River Stowe, at Caistowe,
unscen, unsuspected, like a .ghost eraft,
and flitted up stream. .
~ There were three men on hgard—Zin-
grave and, the hoat’s crew. Yery little
was said. The men in charge were re-
quired to be on the alert coustantly.

Zingrave remained in the tiny cabin.
He had been through a trying ordeal that
day, and now that the suspense was over,
lhe was feeling the reaction.

There  was food for him ‘in the cabin,
and he partook of a frugal meal. Then
he changed into the new clothes which had
heen provided for him; he shaved, and
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then, quite calmly, he lay down upon the
little lounge and slept.

Such was this man’s remarkable men-
tality that he could sleep peacefully and
dreamlessly at such a time.

He was aroused by one of the other
men looking into the cabin.

‘““About temn minutes now, chief!”
said softly.

“Thank you—I will be ready.”

Zingrave washed, tidied himself, and
donned a heavy overcoat. He had made
no attempt to alter his personal appear-
ance, he had adopted no disguise. But no
longer did he look like a convict. He
had again become Professor Zingrave, the
scientist. _

The boat, having crept noiselessly up
the river, had now reached its destina-
tion. It was a very quiet reach; willows
grew alonz either bank, and, beyond the
towing-path stretched rolling woodlands.
It was very difficult to see much, however,
in the thin mist. '

““All clear, chief,” said one of the men,
looking into the cabin.

Zingrave squeezed his way out; he found
the boat practically alongside the bank.

“Thank you, my good friends,” he mur-
mured, in his silky wvoice. “You have
done splendidly. You shall be liberally
rewarded.”

He shook hands with them, and, with-
out another word, he stepped ashore. He
was very certain of his bearings, for
never once did he falter as he walked.
And soon he was making his way across
a rolling parkland, and, vague and in-
distinct ahead, loomed a great building,
where no light showed.

And that building, amazingly cnough,
was Edgemore Castle!

For Professor Zingrave had decided
upon a plan which, for stark audacity,
would have been difficult to match.

The master-criminal’s policy had always
heen a bold one; audacity was the key-
note of most of his schemes. But this
new plot was breathless in its daring.

What he needed most, just now, was a
safe haven—a hiding-place. He nceded,
too, a headquarters, from which he could
direct his newly-formed league.

And he had chosen—Edgemore Castle !

It was not such a mad project as it
appeared, at first sight. The Earl of
Edgemore was away, with his son, Vis-
count Bellton—the genial Skeets, of the
St. Frank’s Remove. For, after the find-
ing of the fabulous Edgemore treasure;
the pair had cone off to Canada on a

he

‘“ PREFECTS ON STRIKE.” Breathless long story of Jimmy Silver & Co.

holiday, leaving the castle locked wup.
Lord Edgemore was, at heart, a Canadian
rancher, and he had never really settled
to the life of an English country gen-
tleman. He had seen no reason why he
should employ servants at the castle when
he was not there himself, so there was not
even a caretaker. The place was empty.

All this Professor Zingrave knew—and
he intended to take advantage of his
knowledge.

Edgemore Castle was the least likely
place for the police to search. Even if the
authorities refused to believo that he—
Zingrave—was dead, they would keep a
look-out in London, at the ports, and in
other likely spots. They would never
drenm that the master-crook had cstab-
lished himself practically next door to his
arch-enemy, Nelson Lcel

—

——

CHAPTER 15.
The Diving Suit!

ET. for all Professor Zingcave's bril

& liance, he had failed to guard againsi

onc factor. And on this particulav

cvening, of all cvenings, when he

desired the River Stowe to himself, there
were others lurking in the misty darkness.

Three junior schoolboys of St. Frank’s |

It was one of those unforeseen chances
which no man could guard aegainst. It
would havo been different if the boys were
on the river openly. They were not.

"In any case, Professor Zingrave was con-
temptuous of the schoolboys. And this in
spite of the knowledge that it was the St.
Frank’s fellows who, owing to their enter-

- prise and daring, had played such a large

part in wrecking his former schemes.

He still regarded them as mere school-
boys; ‘and when it was suggested to hLim
that ther might interfere, he impatiently
pooh-poohed the possibility.

It was strange that a man who was so
brilliant in most things should so under-
estimate a very tangible peril. The factor
which he refused to sco was that every
healthy schoolboy is an ardent amateur de-
tective. Anything of a mysterious naturc
has a tremondous appeal to the schoolboy,
and the cclobrated Edward Oswald Hand-
forth was not the only fellow who revelled in
the game of “playing detective.” Ordinarv
grown-up people are so engrossed in their
own affairs—so intent upon that whole-timo
job of earning a living—that they had no in-
clination to probe into matters which arc
not, strictly speaking, their own business.

Schoolboys have no such responsibilities;
they leap at the chance of doing a bit oi
amateur slcuthing. Thus, in one sense, Pro-
fessor Zingrave had made an appalling mis-
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Willy Handforth gasped and struggled at the end of the rope. But he was dragged, helpless,
in the wake of the mysterious craft to the erooks’ secret headquarters. :

fake in' locating himself o near to St.
Frank’s. But never for a moment did he
regard the danger as a real one. -

The circumstances,. thiz particular evening,
were undoubtedly unusual, -

Normally, at this Lour, none oif the boys
would have been anywhere near the river.
At this time of tho yecar tho river, after
dark, was not popular. And herc was the
rcal truth of the situation. Willy Hand-
forth had chosen this hour, bccause he
fizured that he would he able to operafe in
absolute seclusion.

The cheery young skipper of the Third
Form was accompanied, as usual, by his
trusty chums and henchmen, Chubby IHecath
and Juicy Lemon,

They arrived at the river bank, just after
dark, heavily laden.

“I think it’s a dotty idea,” Chubby Heath
Was saying in an. uneasy voice. ‘‘If you
want my opinion, Willy—*’

“I don’t |” said Willy crisply.

“Well, you're going to get it, anyway,”
growled Chubby. “Why couldn’t you do
this in the daylight? I tell you, you’re off
your roecker ! Suppo:sing something happens

:‘3 you? There’s only Juicy and me here,
N (]~

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Willy. Y You've

made ali these objections a hundred times--
and on two distinct occasians I've punched
your head. Do you want it punched
again?”

“Well, I think wo ought to _have told
somebody,” put in Juicy Lemon. “You're
going to kill yourself, Willy Handforth-—-
that’s what you’re going to do! I suppecso
you realise that?”

Hce spoke . almost defiantly, and. Willy
chuckled. ... : SN

“If I peg out because of this experjment,
I won’t be killing myself—it’ll be something
like murder,” - he said coolly. ‘“And yon
two fatheads will be tho murderers! FI'mn
trusting my life to you, and if you male
any blunders, and I go to a watery grave,
it’ll be your fault.” .

“That's what we don’t like,” said Chubby
breathlessly. “The—the responsibility is too -
great.” _ ,,

TFor over a week the trio, in dead secref,
had been working upon Willy’s latest in-
vention—a 4veird and wonderful diving-suit !
And now the hour had come for the great
experiment to be made. Willy, of course,
was. to do the diving. o

There was no real reason why the fags
gshould make a diving-suit;. there was
nothing to dive for, But that was only a
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detail. Willy reckoned that there would be
heaps of fun in diving, anyhow,

Tge actual suit was one which Nelson Lee
had once used, and, having no further need
for it, he had presented it to Willy—little
dreaming of the purpose to which it was to
be put. Willy had immediately sct his in-
genious brain to work.

He attached heavy weights to the feet,
and he contrived a watertight joint to the
shoulders.

The helmet—tho chief feature of tho
apparatus—was entirely of Willy's own do-
sign and construction. Ho was proud of it.
Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon wcere scared
of it.

The helmet was, to be quite frank, a large
iron saucepan! Not that it looked like an
iron saucepan now,

The handle had been detached, and in one
portion a heavy glass window had been her-
uictically scaled 1into place.  Threaded
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nozzles had been soldered in, one on either
sido, and hose-pipes vere attuched to them,
Clamps had been fixed, too, so that they
would fix into the bayonet fastenings on the
shoulders of the rubber dress. It had all
been done very efficicntly—if crudely. -

The two hose-pipes wore of the ordinary
garden variety—with wire binding on” the
outside. Willy had been particular about
this, as he did not want the pipes to kink
whilst he was beneath the surface. And
the wire-bound type of pipe is unkinkable.

They led from the helmet to a weird-
looking apparatus which was to be operated
by Chubby and Juicy. This was tho heart
of the whole unit. For it was a home-made
air-pump, by which Willy's assistants wers
to kecep him supplied with good, hcalthy
atmosphere. '

Willy was optimistic about the wholo ex-
periment-—he was taking all the risk, any-
how. But Lis chums were full of misgiving.,

B b b o e R e

WHAT ARE THE SECRETS OF . . .

A NELSON LEE

“THE HOUSE
oF DREAD!™

Mystery surrounds Edgemore Castle.
To Lord Edgemore and his son the
stately old home has become a house
of fear and dread ...to Nelson Lee
and Nipper it is a place of sinister
secrets. These secrets the famous
detective is determined to fathom,
even at the risk of his life,

But he reckons without the cunning
resourcefulness of his old enemy,
Professor Zingrave,

This story is packed with dramatic
adventure and breathless excitement.
It appears in NEXT WEEK'’'S ISSUE.

| &

TELL YOUR PALS IT’S

DETECTIVE-THRILLER!
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CHAPTER 16
The Great Experiment!
¢ HAT’S the ticket!” said Willy
breathlessly. “By Jingo! I feel

pretty awkward i1n this get-up!

Let’s have the helmet, you chaps.”

e was wearing the rubber suit, which was

many sizes too large for him. And, with

his \vcifhted feet, ho felt extraordinary help-

less.- They were standing near the river

bank, whero the water, as Willy was well
aware, was fairly deep.

“Don’t do it, old.man,” urged Chubby.in
sudden _panic. “You’ll sink like a stone,

“Dry up!? growled Willy. *“You pro-
mised to help me, and you’ve got to keep
your word. You fatheads! There’s no
danger. I can stand on the bottom just
here, and my head won’t cven be under
water. My wheezo is to walk towards the
centre of the river, getting deeper and
deeper. If I can’t breathe properly, or any-
thing liko that, I'll give a tug on the life-
line, and all you chaps have to do is to
haul me 1n.” '

“By the time we get you to the bank you
may be dead,” said Juicy dismally.

Willy was indignant. All these morbid
objections revealed a gross lack of faith in
his “invention.”

“Now in daylight—" began Chubby.

“Haven't I already told you, you lop-
sided haddock, that I daren’t try it in day-
light 7> demanded Willy fiercely. “All sorts
of people would sece, and in next to no time
. prefects and masters would get. to hear. You
know what would happen then. They’d
dash for tho river at the double, and put a
stop to the whole business.”

““That’s just it;” agreed Chubby.
what 1 thought.’

“You—you—you——
breath. “There’s my major, too,”” he went
on. “You know what Ted is. He'd get
into a panic at once, and think I wis going
to be killed, or something like that. But
after we’ve made the experiment to-night,
and after we've proved that the diving-suit
13 safe, it won’t matter a toss. I can do the
next dive before a big crowd. Come on.
We've wasted enough time alveady. Let’s
have that helmet.®

There was no denying the masterful Willy.
Chubhg Heath and Juicy Lemon gave it up
as a bad job. They had known from the
very first, in fact, that he would not take
tho slightest notice of their objections.

“All right—have your own way,” said
Chubby resignedly. “But i#f you get
drowned, or suffocated, don’t blame us})”

“I wouldn’t dream of such a thing,” said
Willy promptly. “If you pull me out of the
river, and find me as dead as a kipper, Il
%ﬁlllte‘}'erybody that it was all my own silly
Qulg! )

“,You silly fathead!™ said Juicy. “If
yYou're dead, low can you tell people——"

‘“That’s

Willy paused for
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“Oh, chuck it!” interrupted Willy. ‘“Help
me with the helmet.”

It was a cumbersome contrivance—for
large iron saucepans are heavy, and this one
was increased in weight by the various
appendages.

_ But, once on Willy’s shoulder, the fasten-
ings slipped easily into their slots, and a
screw motion sealed it tightly.

‘“All serene!” came a muffled voice from
within. “You can start pumping now.”

They had tried this before, and it had
proved successful. It was quite true that the
air rushed intv the saucepan with a roaring
hiss, and it was equally true that there was
a fearful draught on Willy’s left ear. But
these were mere trifles.

Right in the top of the saucepan—that is
to say, the present top, for it was actually
the bottom—there was an‘ingeniously con-
trived valve, so that the used air could

escape. This was the one feature of the

diving-suit which had not yet been
thoroughly tested

“Don’t go too farl” shouted Chubby
anxiously : .

“Dry up!” came Willy’s voice. “Don’t

you chaps talk at all. People will hear you!"

They confined themselves to the pumping,
operating the lever just as Willy had in-
structed them. And Willy himself, lumber-
ing heavily, approached the. bank, with the
two lengths of hosepipe trailing after him.

He reached the edge of the bank, and,
gingerly lowering himself, he slid inta the
cold water. . He went in with a plunge, and
it was rather deeper than .he had thought,
for he vanished completely, and now, in addi-
tion to the hissing of the incoming. air, he
could hear the noisy. bubbling. of the valve.

Chubby and Juicy, straining. their eyes in
the darkness, were startled to see that. theix
leader had completely . vanished;. but they
were somewhat reassured when they saw the
bubbles rising to the surface. Already thgse
bubbles were getting ' farther out—proving
that Willy was walking over the river bed
towards the centre of the stream. This meant
that he was getfing deeper and deeper. °

A short, ‘sharp tug came on _the lifeline.
This was a  prearranged signal "that every-
thing was . all right. Two sharp tugs meant
that he was to be immediately hauled in.

Willy was™delighted.’ )

So far, the diving-suit was bechaving
splendidly.. He judged that he must be four
or five fecet below the surface now, and he
was still going ‘strong. C

True, water leaked in at one or two points,
and this was rather puzzling. The suit had
been quite watertight when it had been
tested in a pond. No doubt the heavier
pressure had something to do with it. Willy
could feel a distinct stream trickling in neai
his neck; water was dripping on to his right
ear, too. But he had no time to bother with
these insignificant defeects.

It was taking him all his time to keep his
balance as he plunged through the soft sand
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of the river bed. There was no mud here,
as he knew—this was why he had chosen the
spot. But the sand was a great deal softer
than he had expected. At every step he
plunged and staggered, and his feet were a
groat deal heavier than he had expected.
He had always read that the weights on a
diver’s feet are not noticed under water.

He judged that he must be getting near
to the middle of the river by now, and he
was glowing with satisfaction. He was also
breathing with some difficulty. The air
supply was satisfactory, but it could scarcely
be called one hundred per cent. eflicient.

He was certainly not going to give a
double tug on the lifeline. He wasn’t going
to have his chums crowing. He decided to
turlrl)‘ back. It wouldn’t take him long to
walk—

And -hen it was that Willy heard a queer,
mysterious throbbing.

CHAPTER 17,
The Disaster!

N the first few moments Willy thought

]I that- something had gone wrong with his

wonderful apparatus. He atood stock

still, listening. His head was filled with

the hissing of the incoming air, the gurgling
of the escaping bubbles. :

Yet in some queer way that throbbing per-
sisted—at the back of all those other sounds.
And, what was more, it was growing louder.
_ The explanation came to him in a flood of
inspiration.

“Great Scott!” he gasped. ‘“It’s an en-
gine—and that means a motor-boat!”

On the second he realised his ;')eril.
was in mid-stream, and he wasn't a very
great way beneath the surface. There was a
distinct chauco that he would be hit—

The world seemed to come to an end, The
throbbing grew insistent—and it was not
strange that Willy should hear this throbbing
80 clearly, whilst Chubby Heath and Juic
Lemon, on the bank, heard nothing. Suc
sounds become tremendously magnified under
water.

Moreover, Willy’s chums were fully occu-
pied by their pumping, and the apparatus
itself was making a lot of wheezy, creaking
noises. The first they knew was that the
hosepipes and the airline were suddenly
jerked so violently that the whole airpump
was torn out of their hands.

Willy knew nothing at all in that first
dread second.

The one connected thought which came to
him was that Chubby and Juicy would be
right—he had gone to his death! He was
suddenly jerked with terrifio violence, pulled
completely off his feet, and dragged along.
His airline must have been cut, for no air
was now coming to him, and he was over-
whelmed by a sense of horrible suffocation.

He

And still he was being dragged through tne
water. _

He never knew quite how he did it, but,
reaching his hands up, he managed to jerk
the headgear round so that the bayonet
fastenings loosened their grip. With a
violent jerk the converted saucepan was
pulled completely off his head, and now his.
plight was even worse.

But only for a moment.

In spite of his perilous position, he knew
exactly what had happened. A motor-boat
had come up the river, and had fouled his
lines. The hosepipes were now freed; but
the lifelinc—the rope which was attached to
his. middle—still held secure. And he was
being dragged through the water, well it
the wake of the mysterious craft.

And now something else happened. Yo
Willy found his head above the surface.
Gratefully he gulped in pure air, and he
found his face battered and buffeted by the
wash. But at least he could breathe—and
now, when he opened his eyes, he could see.
Yes, there was the motor-boat, a black
object, extraordinarily low-lying., And evi-
dently those aboard knew nothing of what
had happened, for the craft had not checked,
and nobody was calling.

As a matter of fact, the men in chargo
of the motor-boat had felt a little jar, and
had even looked round; but they had seen
nothing suspicious. They concluded that the
boat had struck against an unusually dense
patch of river weeds. Certainly they could
not have guessed that a schoolboy diver
would be operating in the river at that hour
of the evening.

The effect upon Chubby Heath and Juicy

- Lemon was overwhelming.

Picking themselves up after being flung
down, they were too dazed and bewildered
to look up the river. They had seen nothing,
heard nothing. Now they were aghast at the

possibilities. Their first thought was for
Willy, and with desperate strength they
commenced pulling in the hosepipes. The

lifeline itself had vanished; it had been
severed from the pumping apparatus at the
moment of the disaster.

By the time they pulled the hosepipes in
the motor-boat had proceeded beyond Wil-
lard’s Island, and the island itself acting as a
screen, prevented the Green Triangle men
from hearing the frantic shouts of the
frightened fags.

or they found nothing but the headgear!
The rest of the diving-suit, with Willy inside
it, had vanished! “And the river itself was
quiet and undisturbed.

The whole situation was ghastly. Chubby
and Juicy could not even form a wild guess
at what had happened. They only knew
that Willy had gone. And the quietness of
tho river indicated that he was not even
able to make a struggle for life. Otherwisec,
they would surely have seen some disturb-
ance.
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Slowly the door of the mystery room

opened, and as the eyes of the

masked men turned towards it, the

sinister figure of the All-Powerful

leader of the Green Triangle stood
before them !

“Willy 7
“Quick !
Juicy !”
.- There was only one thing to be done. The
two fags, pluckily cnough, divéd hcadlong
into the river, just as they were. They
swam out strongly, gasping at the sudden

gasped

Chubby
We've got

I agony.
to do

something,

. chilliness of the water. They dived re-
peatedly, coming up again and again—
without success.

“He’s not here!” gasped Juicy, after

what seemed an age.

Chubby ! He's gonc !”

“IHo must be lying at the bottom—
weighted down by that rotten suit!” said
Chubby tragically. “Oh, my goodness!
Didn’t we {cll him that it would end in
disaster 7”

They both rcalised the futility of their
efforts. And they were in danger themselves
now—for, fully clothed, and numbed by the
coldness of the water, they were finding
swimming difficult.

Yect, somchow, they managed to get to the
bank and drag themselves out. They stared
at the river again. It was horribly silent.
They were stunned by the tragedy. By now,
of course, there wasn’t the slightest possi-

“It's—it’s no good,

|

bility that Willy could still he alive.
he had lost lhis hecadgear ho must have

After

drowned quickly. Five full minutes had
clapscd—and no human being could exist
under water for that time.

“We’d—we’d better tel: the others )’ mut-
tered Chubby shakily. -

They ran off—frightencd, panic-stricken.

And, as luck would have it, they ran into
a crowd of Removites in the Triangle.
Nipper & Co., Handforth & Co., Travers,
Potts and others, were crossing from the
Modern Iouse to the Ancient House. They
had been guests, to tea, with the Ifourth-
Formers,

“Help—nhelp I” gurgled a wild, despairing
voice,

The two fags ran up, looking like drowned
rats, their faces expressive of tragedy.

“Great Scott! Have you kids fallen into

the river ?” asked Nipper sharply. *“What’s
wrong 7”

“Willy !I”” panted Chubby.

“My minor !” yelled Handforth. “Whai’s

happened to him?”

“He’s drowned !” said tho two fags in one
tragic voice.
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CHAPTER 18.
The Face in the Doorway!

““ ROWNED !” said Edward Oswald

D with doadly culmness.

' “It wasn’t our fault, Handy,”
faltecred Juicy. ““We warned him!
We told him not to—"

‘““What happened ?” demanded Handforth,
seizing the two fags in such a fierce grip
that they winced. “Tecll me! Quick! What
happened to Willy ?” |

‘““ He—he insisted upon trying out his new
diving-suit,” panted Chubby Heath. ‘“Wo
told him, from the start, that he'd kill him-
sclf, but——"

“Diving-suit1” gasped Handforth
horror. *‘You don’t mean to say »”

They told him—disjointed, almost
coherently. ) .

“You get indoors, you two,” said Nipper

in

quickly. *“Rush upstairs, get in a hot bath,
and—" .
“Not likely!” interrupted  Chubby.

““We’re coming back with you chaps! We

shan’t come to any harm.”

It was no time for arguing; even Nipper
did not insist.
were all racing towards the river. In the
cmergency they had not cven said a word
to anybody else. Thus, tho school authori-
ties knew nothing.

When the would-be rescuers got to the
spot, they realised the utter hopeclessness of
their task. Nearly twenty minutes had
clapsed by now, and the river was black and
silent. If Willy had escaped, by somo
miracle, there would have been some sign
of him.

““My minor,” muttered Handforth dully.
“Oh, it’s too awfull I can’t believe it!
You young fools!” bhe went on with sudden
dcsp(;tiring fury. “Why did you lect him

“Don’t turn on these kids, Handy,” in-
terrupted Church. “Don’t you think they’re
suffering enough already ?”

“I’'m sorry,” muttered Handforth. “Don’t
take any notice of me, you kids. I knew
what Willy was—he'd force you to do it,
wouldn’t he? Many’s the five bob he’s
forced out of me—after I've swoin that I
wouldn’t let him-have it.”

They stood there, stunned by the apparcent
tragedy. Weighted with that hcavy diving-
suit, Willy hadn’t an earthly chance. Once
his helmet had gone, he had been doomed.

“But how?” asked IHandforth suddenly,
his voice choking. *What happened? How
did he lose his helmet ?” :

““Goodness only knows,” said Clubby un-
steadily. “There—there was a sudden jerk,
and that’s all we know.”

And the more the Removites heard of the
affair the more mysterious it scemed.

Meanwhile, Willy Handforth, very much
alive, had made a quick rccovery from his
initial shock. )

He was still being towed through the water,
but now he was finding' something remark-

in-

And, a moment later, they-
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ably interesting in this mysterious molors

boat.
Never had he scen such a craft.  What
was it doing on the river? Willy was

shrewd, and he had unot forgotten tho scn-
sational cvents of the day. ¢ had heard,
too, that Profcssor Zingrave had been killed
—and, like cverybody clse, he accepted that
story. But Zingrave had had confedcrates---
helpers. And those men would be as grim

‘as ever, no doubt, in their determination to

cxterminate Neison Lee.

The very scereey of this river trip stamped
it as somecthing sinister. Willy was on the
alert. And tho very fact that tho pcoplo
aboard the boat wero in ignorance of what
had happencd was important. They did not
know that Willy was being dragged behind !
He struggled and gasped at the end of tho
rope. But he was dragged, helpless, in the
wake of the mysterious craft to the crooks’
secret headquarters.

The strain was beginning to tell, and ho
felt that he must shout out and let the men
knew he was there. Yortunately, the motor-
boat was slowing, and now ho saw that it
was edging towards one of the banks. Ilo
had to act, and act quickly.

Hce was grateful for the loosencss of that
rubber suit; for, now that the tcnsion was
rclaxed, he was able to wriggle with ex-
ccllent clfect. Making scarcely any sound,
he freed humself fromn the suit, and a moment
later he was swimming silently. Ile man-
aged to pull out a clasp-knifc and opcen it.
It was a sccond's task to scver that rope,
sending the now uscless suit to the bottom.

Still silent, Willy swam {o the bank, and
hie pulled himseclf out amnid some screeningz
recds, Like a shadow he dodged Lehind the
cover of some willows,

A figure had stepped ashore from tho
motor-boat, and without @ word it walked
away. And Willy saw, with a start, that this
part of the country was Lord Edgcmore'’s
estate! Hc cousidered that it was more im-
portant to follow this mysterious figure than
to pay any further heed to the motor-boat.
He forgot his wet condition.” Iortunatcly,
the evening was unusually mild.

The boat, as a matter of fact, did not go
fur. It procceded up the river, and it was
Lidden away in a ramshacklo old boathouse,
on the Edgemore cstaie, which had not bLeen
asced for many ycars.

Willy was tensely cxcited. Who was this
mar:? Why was he making his way so
secrctly towards Edgemoro Castle? Willy
knew well enough that tho castle was locked
up.

“I was right,” he muttered. “This busi-
ness sinells as {ishy as Yarmouth in the her-
ring scason !”

The man was quite leisurely in his move-
ments, and he was not suspicious in any
way, for never once did he look round. i3
manner was that of a man who bad a ger-
feet right here,
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Once, indeed, Willy found himself wonder-
ing if this man was the Earl ef Edgemoreo
himself. What a frost if that turned out
to be the casel

They were near the castle now, and Wilily,

taking advantage of handy clumps of bushes,
crept nearer. '
- Emerging from one of these screens, ho
was Just in time to see the mystery. man
approach a small, arched side door. A key
sounded in the lock, and then the door
swung open. _

A soft light came through the open door-
way, and for a moment it played upon the
face of the man who had just arrived.

And it was the face of DIrofessor Cyrus
Zingrave |

CHAPTER 19.
Two Shocks!

T was only by a supreme cffort of will

I that Willy Handforth prevented him-
self from crying out.
Zingrave !

It was incredible—fantastic. Yet, onco
having seen Professor Zingrave, it was im-
possible to mistake him,

Thud ! _

The door had closed, and again Willy
heard the sound of a key turning. He stood
there, trying to sort out his bewildercd
thoughts. The man he had followed from
the motor-boat was Professor Cyrus Zin-
grave, and the crook scientist had coolly
and calmly admitted himself into Edgemore
Castle !

“I’'m going off my rocker!” said Willy
breathlessly.

But then, in the next moment, he knew
that he wasn’t. His brain was quick, and
he knew how to put two and two together.
In a flash, he remembered that tale about
-Professor Zingrave diving to his doom in
a blazing aeroplane.

And now a motor-boat, after dark, had
crept up the River Stowe. Yes, it had come
from the sea—from the Channel! The more
Willy thought of it, the greater his con-
viction grew that Zingrave had somehow
played a clever trick. He had escaped from
that doomed ’plane, and he had been picked
up by the motor-boat.

And here he was—in Edgemore Castle !

The immediate tension was over, and
Willy, notwithstanding his strong constitu-
tion,
amount of reaction. He shivered. No sense
in standing out here, in the cold, mild as
the evening was. TFar better get back to the
school, .

He couldn’® do anything single-handed,
anyhow. He had made an overwhelmingly
unportant discovery, and it was any odds
that Professor Zingrave would remain in the
cmpty castle.

Running like a hare, Willy sprinted across
the cstate, making a bee-line for £t. Frank’s.

he cxercise warmed him up and prevented

was beginning to suffer a certain

5 B

him from taking any serious ill-cficcts. lic
was thinking, too, of Chubby Heath and
Juicy Lemon. By this time, no doubt, the
whole school was in an uproar. Well, he
would soon show them that he wasn't
drowned,

It would be rather difficult, cxplaining
things—but Willy was ingenious. Ho mado
up his mind, then and there, that he would
not tell the full story. Ho wouldn’t even
mention the motor-boat.” Of course, he
would tell Chubby and Juicy, and he would
tell Nipper and Ted and a few others. But
he wasn’t going to have any masters. inter-
fcring and spiking things.

Curiously enough, he was approaching tho
school from onc angle, whilst the Removites
and the two fags were approaching it from
another. They were Lorrified beyond words
at- the dreadful tragedy of Willy’s death.

“I can’t believe it—I simply can’t!”
Handforth kept saying in a hopeless voice.
“Poor old Willy!. One of the best, you
know !{” '

‘““‘Rather !” muttered the others.

Chubby and Juicy, unashamed,
sobbing, :

“We warned him—we told him I” groaned
Chubby tearfully., “It’s—it’s not fair to
blame us

‘““We're not blaming you, old man,” said
Nipper gently. “We shall have 1o tell Old
Wilkey about this at once—and the Head,
too. And to-morrow, I suppose, the river
will be dragged—"’

“Don’t 1” said Handforth hoarsely. “I—I
can’t bear to think of it Good old Willy!
I've been a bift rough on him at times, I'm
afraid. But you chaps know, as well as J
do, that he was one of the finest felows
breathing! True as steel! Plucky as they
make ’em! Oh, goodness! If we could
bring him to life again now, I'd ncver say
another unkind word to him.”

They weie hurrying into the Triangle—
and at the same moment a smallish figure
appeared from another direction. 'That
figure was making for the Ancient House
doorway. And suddenly Nipper jumped,

“Am I seeing things?” he panted. ‘“Look,
you chaps !”

“It’s Willy—or his ghost !” yelled Chubby
in mingled horror and joy. -

Willy checked. He recognised the signs
at once. So these chaps had been searching
for him! He ran across to them, hot and
breathless.

‘““Hallo, my sons he said cheerfully.
“Not dead, you see. Hope I didn’t give
you too much of a shock.”

Chubby and Juicy, choking, clutched at
him—and they found that he was rcal.

“My only sainted aunt!” ejaculated Hand-
forth with a gulp. “So—so 1t’s you! You're
alive, then!” .

“You sound awfully disappointed, Ted,s
said Willy.

Handforth gripped him, and there was
such @ lump in his throat that for a moment
he could not specak. But just that grip toid

were

197
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Witly all ite wanted to know. In fact, he

“felt  embarrassed. The " other Removites
gathered round, cxcited, relieved and
nystified. ’

““All right, Ted,” said Willy softly. “I'm
not Lhurt—really. Awfully sorry I gave you
a fright. But 1t wasn’t really my fault.”

Handforth secemed to swallow something,
and he was glad of the darkness. Idiotic
for a big fellow like him to have moist cyes.

“You—you young blighter !” he said with
unexpected ferocity.. ‘' You tricky fathcad!

Do you think it’s funny to make people be-.

lieve that you’re drowned ? By George! I'll
tan you for this!” .

“]I .thought you weren’t going to say
another unkind word to your minor ?” asked
Church. : '

. “Eh? Obh, well—"

- “Listen, you chaps,” said Willy tenscly.
“Have you told anybody yet? I mean, do
the masters know anything?”’

““No,” said Nipper. “We all rushed to

the river without telling anybody. We were
just going indoors to break the sad news.”
- “Then don’t break it,” said Willy crisply.
“Wait until Chubby and Juicy and I have
changed our olothes—and then YI'll tell you
something that'll make your hair crackle !”

CHAPTER 20. .
At Edgemore Castie!

ROFESSOR CYRUS ZINGRAVE
P nodded pieasantly.
_ ‘““Yes, thank you, Miles, I am feel-
ing very fit,”” he said. “And yout”

“Sceing you again, sir, is almost too good
to be true,” said the professor’s companion,
his voice shaking with emotion,

It was a curious little scene.

They were standing in an arched passage,
in a remote part of Edgemore Castle. Zin-
grave, in faot, had just admitted himself—
and Willy Handforth, at that very moment,
was racing for St. Frank’s. Little did the
wily professor know how his latest hiding-
place had been discovered by a schoolboy in
such remarkable circumstances !

The passage was illuminated only by the
oil lantern which the other man held 1n his
hand. - He was a thin, elderly man with bent
shoulders. His manner was that of an upper
servant, and as he looked at Professor Zin-
grave, his eyes were full of quiet joy.

For this man, Andrew Miles, regarded his
master with a very veal affection. A bond
existed between the pair—and for some
vears, now, it had been sovered.

At the height of Professor Zingrave's
former glory, when ihe old League of the
(ireen flourishing,

Tridngle had been
Andrew Miles ﬁad beon tho professor’s valet.
At that time Zingrave had lived openly
in the West End of London; nobody had
suspected lLim of being the high lord of
the great criminal confederation. Even
Miles had lenown hothing—at first.

‘differenco to him.
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When he had ‘learned, it had made no
IFor yecars he had scrved
Zingravo with the faithfulness of a slave.
And Zingrave, in return, had done much for.
Miles. He had rescued the man from hang-
ing; for Miles, in spite of his mild appear:-
ance, had murdered .2 man fifteon years
earliecr. It had not been a cold-blooded
murder, but a crimo of sudden - passion.
Hunted by the police, he had accidentally
come across Professor Zingrave, and he had

been saved.

‘Since then he had lived only to serve his
master, .

“I have had a somewhat tiring day, my
good Miles,” said the professor softly.
‘“Everything here, I trust, is in readiness?”

“Yes, sir,” said Miles. “I have prepared
your bed with my own hands; supper 1s
awaiting when you require it.”

“ And the—cr-——visitors, Miles?”

“They are waiting, sir—in the library.”

“Excellent,” beamed the professor. “I
am fortunate in having so many faithful and
trusty helpers.” .

It was difficult to believe that he had so
recently been serving penal servitude in a
Erim convict prison. He behaved as though

o had come home—as though Edgemorc
Castlo were his own prpperty,

And there was something almost whim-
sical in Zingrave’s calm appropriation of
the Jocked-up castle.

Everything, apparently, had gone “accord-
ing to plan.” He himself was here on time.
Hoe was grateful to the men who had essisted
him, for their work had been magnificent.

But there were others. '

Preceded by Miles, carrying the lamp, he
went to the end of tho passage, and here
Miles pulled down a shutter over the lamp,
so that every vestige of light was hidden.

“There are windows, . sir,” he explained
briefly.

“Yes, we must be careful,” replied the
professor. ““After all, it is as well to re-
member that this castle 13 not ours—yet.”

They proceeded in darkness. Miles knew
the way perfectly, and, having crossed the
great entrance hall he opened a heavy door
—and Professor Zingrave walked into the
library

Soft lights were glowing, but mnothing
could be seen from outside, for the heavy
shutters were placed in position at every
window. Even a fire was out of the ques
tion—for smoke, coming from a chimney ot
Edgemore Castle, would have aroused com-
ment. However, a powerful oil-lamp ot
unique design was sending forth a ruddy
glow and filling the library with grateful
warmth. ‘

But these, after all, were mere details.

The extraordinary thing about Lord Edge-
more’s library was that it was already occu-
pied by ten men. They were seated at a
big table in the centre of the room, five
on each side. Every man was wearing a
loose black robe which completely concealed

€
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his ordinary clothing. And over each face
there was a black mask, hiding the features
completely.

As the door of the. mystery room had

opened, the cyes of the masked men had
turned towards it. Before them . stood the
sinister figure of the all- powerful leader of
the Green Triangle.
" “Gentlemen, I greet you!” sald Profes-
sor Zingrave, standing in the doorway.
They all bowed. -
" \Velcome, chief!” they chorussed.

Miles discreetly closed the door, and Pro-
fessor Zingrave walked slowly and ' leisurely
towards the head of the table.

“You may be scated gentlemen,” he said
sﬂkﬂy.

CHAPTER 21.
“The Inner Council!

T might have been the board meeting ot

I a great aud respectable business con-

.cern. The men at the table took their
seats, and all eyes were turned upon
Professor Cyrus Zingrave. -

“Now. gentlemen, this is somethmg like
old times,’”’ said the professor. ‘‘¥You are
not looking upon an escaped convict, but
upon the High Lord of the League of the
--Green Trangle. And I, for my part, am

laoking upon. the powerful Inner Council.

'l‘here were some murmurs. -

“We are here, gentlemen, for busmess,
continued Zingrave. ‘ Before getting down
to that, however, it is my wish to thank you,
collectxvely and individually, for the staunch
and ‘splendid efforts you have' made on my
behalf.”

Ho spoke qmetly, earnestly. He knew
every one of these men—he knew them per-
sonally. Yet, strangely enough, the mem:
bers of the Inner Council vere not acquainted
with one another. This did not apply com-
pletely,: for here and there two of the men,
perhaps, were friends. -But as for the others,
they .were complete strangers. :.It was for
this rcason:that they wore masks.- -- .

It was Zingrave’s opinion that the Inner
Council would be far more efficient if its
members were unacquainted. Each man had
his own particular ]Ob » in the league’s
affairs.

“There is one thmg I would like to know,
gentlemen,” said Zingrave. “How did you
come tq . this castle?”..

“Every precaution was taken,” replied one
of the councillors. ! Some came by train to
Bannington, and they walked here after dark.

Others Ny car, leaving the cars on the. high

o

road. singlo living soul saw any of us
enter,”
“It is good!” said Zingrave, nodding.
“But wo would like to remind you, chief,
that this method is dangerous,” said one of

the other councillors. ‘“We may do this
once. But What of our next meeting? And
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the next? Wo cannot repeat this manceuvre
often, There are many risks.”

. “The next meeting will be unattended
by risks, gentlemen,” replied Zingrave
promptly. ‘“You will be able .to come
openly, w;thout fear. I am makmg ‘the most;
elaborate preparations.. But of my plans I
will speak later... There is one point which: L
must refer to at once. You are all aware
of the efforts which were made last night
and in the early morning to nd the league
of its most dangerous enemy.’

The dbuncxllors were silent.

“There is no need for me to tell you thab
Nelson Lee is the man to whom 1 1c£e1
went on ngrave, the silkiness of his veice
changing into' a cold harshness. ‘Leco
escaped death twice during the past twenty-
four hours. Now Lee i1s on_ his guard;
he 13 as wily as a fox. To-day, he came into
court—he faced me. In his eyes there was a
challenge—a light of. defiance..

The professor leaned over. the table. .

“Whilst Nelson Lee hves, there can be no
certainty of success in any of our. under-
takings,” he went on impressively. * There-
fore, gentlemen, Lee must dxe—nf not _to-
mght not later than to-morrow.”

“There is a man here—a fellow named
Blane—who can be utilised,” said one of the
councillors suddenly. “I do not quite under-
stand his presence, however. I have bcen
told that he is to act as butler.”

“That is so,” said Zingrave, nodding.

“But how can there be a butler in this
castle—whilst the castle itself 1is supposcdly
empty and locked up?”

“It wiil not be empty and- locked up fon
long,” replied Professor Zingrave gently.
”Plans have been made, gentlemen—and. 1
venturo to suggest that they are plans which
will startle you. Later this evening we shall
have v131tors—dlstmgulshed visitors.”

“You don’t mean Lord Edgemore and his
son?” asked. one of the men.

“] mean Lord Edgemore and his son,’
said Professor Zingrave. . “Fortuno has
favoured us, gentlemen. It. so happens that
the liner carrying the pair lome from”
Canada. artives in. Southampton thx.a evening. .
Certain measures aré being taken.”

The significance_of his words was appauut '

**And Lord Edgemiore and his son’ are com-
ing here—to-night?” asked ‘a councillor,
startled. ¢ But surely * that is madness?
What wilt he say when he discovers—"’

“Lord Edgemore will discover notlung,
interrupted Zingrave curtly. “I beg of you,
gentlemen, to leave this matter entn-ely in my
hands. Lord Edgemore and his son will be
with us very shortly—and then, gentlemen; 1
shall commence my real work. And I can tell
you now that I shall continue to live here,
in this castle, freely and almost openly. Yon
will return to London to your various pro-
fessions. You will bear from me from time
to time. And when we are ready to bring
off a great and spectacular coup, we. shall
hold another meeting.. We must walk
warily to begin tith. My oné object, now,

?
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is to obtain possession of Lord Edgemore’s
weoalth.”

The Inner Councillors were amazed at.

Zingrave's coolness.

“But how do you propose tc do this?”
asked the biz man. ‘You cannot rob tho
carl openly. He is not the kind of man to
crumple up under threats.”

“I shall not resort to anything so crude as
that,” replied Zingrave, his eyes burning.
**No, gentlemen.”

“May we know how you intend to gain
your end?”

“I wil tell you this much,” replied Zin-
grave., *1 have means in my power to
u}lakemthe Earl of Edgemore my absolute
slave!

CHAPTER 22.

Nipper's Advicel

DWARD OSWALD HANDIORTI
: was bubbling with impatience.
‘““Now then, Willy, my son,” ho
said, ‘‘make our hair crackle!”

They were in Study D, and that famous
apartment was about as full as it could be
without the walls: bulging. Luckily enough,
Willy & Co. had managed to change into
dry things without attracting any undue
attention. No masters or prefects had learned
of their ducking, and so there were no
awkward inquiries.

Now the promised meeting was taking
place, and in addition to the three fags.
Handforth and Church and McClure were
in Study D, to say nothing of Nipper, Tre-
gellis West, Watson, Travers, Potts and
Cresswell. They wete the fellows who had
{gg:io to the river to search for Willy’s dead

N%bed.y elso in the school knew; and
nobody was likely to take any notice of the
voices in Study D. The door was locked,
and if anybody happened to come along they
would be told, in a loud voice, to dlear off.

“First of all,” said Willy calmly, “I'll tell
vou that Professor Zingrave is alive.”

“What ?” '

*“Cheeso it, you young ass!”

““What the dickens are you talking about ?”

“I'm really beginning at the end,” went
on Willy, “But I thought I'd better spring
that shock straight away. Zingrave is alive.
I've seen him. He's at Edgemore Castle.”

It was certainly a bombshell, and Hand-
forth, at least, was red with excitement.

“You—you exasperating young ass!” he
panted. “Why can’t you give us the
details?"” :

And Willy promptly did so. He explained
how he had heard that throbbing under the
water, how he had been suddenly caught by
the motor-boat, and how he had slipped clear
of the suit and had gained the shore.

He told them cverything, and they mar-
velled at his coolness. "For they knew that
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he had had a remarkably narrow escape from
death; yet he had already recovered his
normal composure, and he seemed to have
suffered no ill effects from his ordeal.

“It's amazing,” said Nipper, at length.
“Yet, when you come to thing of it, doesn’t
it all fit in? Just like the pieces of a )ig-
saw puzzle! That aeroplane fell into the
Channel, didn't it? And that motor-boat
must have come up the Stowe from” the
Chanuel. But why Edgemore Castle?”

‘“‘ Because the castle is empty, of course, |
said Willy. *“Who'd think of looking there ?-"-
“But are you sure it was Zingrave?
asked Handforth eagerly. “I mean, did you
seo him distinctly 7" )

“The light from the doorway shone on his
face—and you can’t make a mistake about
Zingrave,” replied Willy. “Don’t be an
ass, Ted! Who else would come up the
river in secret like that? Who else would
have the cool check to go into Idgemore
Castle 1" o . ‘

“He’s right, you chaps,” said Nipper.
“The whole affair smacks of Zingrave’'s dar-
ing from first to last.”

“Como on!” said Handforth suddenly.

“Come on wherc?” asked Willy,

“To Edgemore Castle, of course!”

“What for?”

“We'll grab Zingrave ourselves—we’ll
make a sensational capture,” said Handforth,
his eyes burning. *By George, can’t you
see our names in the newspapers?”

“Bother the  newspapers,” said Nipper.
“Do you think we should find Zingrave, you
ass?” _

“But he’s there, isn’t het”

“We daren’t take the risk, old man,” said
Nipper, shaking his head. *“It would be
sheer madness for us to do this thing on out
own. My guv’nor must know.” '

“But if we tell Mr. Lee, he won’t let us
take any part in the capture at all,” pro-
tested Handforth. ‘“You know what he is!
He’s afraid we'll get hurt or something!”

“You can leave it. to me, you chaps,”
said Nipper. “I'll wangle something with
the guv’nor. Let me do all the talking.”

They wont out 1n & body, and some of the
other fellows, who saw them, wondered what
was in the wind. Not that much notice was

taken. It was & commonplace thing for
groups of juniors to go about looking
excited. When they arrived at the Head’s

house, they were instantly admitted. Theyx
found Nelson Lee in his study alone, and
tho detective was looking wildly surprised
at this invasion,

“Well, well!” he said, looking round at
the excited faces. “What's it all about,
young ’'uns?”

“Willy has made a discovery, guv’nor,”
said Nipper, coming straight to the point.
“It’s something big—something absolutely
sensational about Zingrave——"" _

““Perhaps I can save you a lot of trouble,”
interrupted Nelson Lee smoothly. “You

(Continued on page 38.)
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“ The Green Triangle’s Decree! ’

(Continued from page 36.)
wero going to tell me, I think, that Pro-
fessor Zingrave is to be found at Ldgemore
Castle?”

THE NELSON

CHAPTER 23.
Startling News!

' HI boys stared at Nelson Lee in stag-
gered surprise,
“You were also going to tell me,”
proceeded Lee, ‘‘that Professor Zin-
grave came up the River Stowe in a strange
motor-boat, and that Handforth minor, with

rare pluck, followed Zingrave across tho
park—=" . .
“But—but, guv’'nor!” gasped Nipper. “I

didn’t know you were a thought-reader !”

“I’m not.”

“How did you know, sir?” asked IHand-
forth, bewildgred.

“I was there,” said Lec quietly.

‘“Wha-a-a-at 1"’

“TFurthermore, I was expecting you boys
to come and tell me all this,” added Lee.
“I must confess I was beginning to fear that
vou would fail, and I was on the point of
coming over to the Ancient House, to seek
you out. I am glad that you came. You
have shown sound common-sense.”

They were still staggered. It was very
much of a shock to them to discover that
Nelson Lee knew everything. Just as they
had beer about to trot out their sensational
story. Lee coolly trotted it out on his own
account. It was, as Handforth afterwards
said, a bit thick.

“It will not surprise you to know that I
have been suspecting danger all the cven-
ing,” said Lee, his voice becoming grave.
““When darkness came I went out on the
prowl. I felt convinced that I was being
hunted, so I decided to become the hunter.”

“That’s just what you would do, guv’nor,”
said Nipper breathlessly. “And what
happened "

“I was lucky enough to be near the river
when I heard the throbbing of the motor-
boat’s engine——"’

“But it didn't throb, sir,” said Chubby
Heath, starinz. *“It didn't make any sound
at all.” _

“I fancy,” said Lee dryly, “that my ears
are better trained than yours, Heath. At
all events, I heard the throbbing, and J ran
to the river. I not only saw the passing
of that remarlkable craft, but I saw you,
Handforth minor, swim to the bank and
craw] out.” )

“And vou didn’t come near me, sir}”
asked Willy, staring.

“At the time I did not know who you
were,” replied Lee. “It was only after you
had commenced following Professor Zingrave
that I rccognised your figure. When Zin-

rave entered the castle, I was not ten feet
rom vou,”

b
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“Well I'm jiggered!” said Willy in open
admiration. “And 1 never even knew it!
What a marvellous shadower you ure, sir!”

“I really intended to have & word with
you at thoe time, Willy, but you were off
so quickly, and you run so like a hare, that
I decided to wait. INow you can tell us
your own end of the story. What were you
doing in the river? How did you como to
follow that boat? You wcre being towed,
weren’t you?”

VWilly pulied a long face,

“After what you've told us, sir. my end
of the yarn is pretty tame,” he said. ‘‘You
found out what you did by your own clever-
ness. I only found out by accident. That
just shows you the difference.”

He told the whole story, and Nelson Lee
was looking severe when he had done.

““A very risky experiment, young man,”
he commented. “I don’t wonder that you
chose one of the dark hours. I hope you'll
never do anything so foolish again,”

“But .that diving-suit was safc cnough,
sir,” protested Willy. “I should have come
up all right if that boat hadn’t fouled my
lines.”

“I might have known you would he up to
somcthing dangerous when I gave vou that
old rubber suit,” said Lce. “Upon my
word, Willy, yvou’re an extraordinary boy.”

“Well, sir, what are we going to do about
Zingrave?” asked Handforth impatiently.
‘“We know he's there. The nerve of it!
Walking into Idgemore Castle as though
he owned the place! Why not get in touch
with the police and then raid the castle?”

There was an excited murmur of approval.

““What you suggest, Handforth, seems to
be the obvious course,” said Lee, his voice
becoming serious. “Raiding  Edgemorc
Castle would be an easy way of scitling the
matter—for I have no doubt that the police
would find Professor Zingrave.” ‘

“Then why not do it, guv'nor?” asked
Nipper. ' | |

“ Because somcthing else has happened,”
said Nelson Lee gravely. “As you know
so much, I'm going to tell you this. But I
am relying upon you all to keep it strictly
to yourselves. I have had some alarming
news from Southampton.”

They looked at him in wonder.

“You may know—or you may not—that
Lord Edgemore and his son—Skeets, your
own schoolfellow—arrived at Southamptor
from Canada this evening,” continued Lee.
““They arrived happy and well, and, in fact,
Lord IEdgemore sent me a telegram from the
boat, to say that his son would be at school
again the day after to-morrow.”

“But—but what’s the alarming news, sir?”
asked Nipper,

““Less than half an hour after Lord Edge
more and his son stepped ashore, they
mné)sl}lxed," replied Lee quietly, ‘»

[ l"

“There is not the slightest doubt in myv
mind that the unfortunate pair was kid-
napped by agents of the League of the Green
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Triangle,” went on Nelson Lee, his voice
becoming hard. “So you will sec, young
‘uns, that any raid upon ILdgcmoro Castle
would be fatal.”

“You mean fatal to Skecets and
pater?”’ asked Nipper quickly.

“Yes,” replied Lee. **We niust go warily.,
We must discover precisely what Professor
Zingrave’s plan 1s. If I informed the police
now, and if the police raided Edgemore
Castle, it is virtually certain that other mem-
hers of the league would get rid of Lord
Edgemore and his son as an act of revenge.”

*““Oh, my goodness {”

“ Then—then what are we going to do?”’

“We must wait,” replied Nelson Lee.
«“ Zingrave's very presence at the castle
proves that he has :ome plot afoot against
_its rightful owner. Go back to your House,

his

_selves.,
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boys, and keep this matter entirely to your-
I think I can promise you that there
will be somé excitement very shortly. But
we must go very, very careful. Skeets and
his father must be protected above all else.”

The Loys went back, and they were all
filled with a sense of impending catastrophe.
Skeets and his father kidnapped—and Pro-
fessor Zingrave once again at liberty!

THE END,

(Once again the League of the Grecn
Triangle is in full force, and their all-
powerful leader, Professor Zingrave, is
outl to avenge himself against Nelson Lce
and his assistant, Nipper. Don’t miss next
weelk’s Long Complete story, and tell your
pals IT’'S A** NELSON LEE 7 DETECTIVLE
THRILLER !)
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Gather Round for Your Editor’s Weekly Pow-Wow, Chums!

|

IMPORTANT.

ALLO, chums. How do you like this
week’s NELsoN LEe? Top-hole, isn’t
it? We are all agreed that the
NreLsoN LeE is the finest boys’ paper

on the market, in faot, in the world. Right!
And that being so, it is not too big a state-
ment to say that the paper sells like hot cakes
a3 soon as it makes 1its appearance every
Wednesday. Right againl

Now, a3 a matter of fact, the N.L. eells
before it appears on the market—for the
simple reason that a good many readers have
realised the folly of leaving the buying of
their copies till Wednesday. They have, like
wise men, placed regular orders with their
newsagents, and the newsagents are able to
keep these copies from the eager ‘hands of
readers who have not ordered in advance.

I hear of many instances where  readers
have not been able to get their copy of the
NELsoN Leg at alll They have failed to
follow my oft-repeated advice of ordering in
advance.

POPULARITY.

Naturally, a paper as popular as the N.I.
1s not going to remain unsold for many
moments in the newsagents. And I hate to
think of the chaps who are keen to read the
Old Paper being unable to get hold of a
copy.

Let’s have more co-operation between
newsagent and reader. We have a splendid
~o0-operation between Editor and reader that
has worked like a charm.

CO-OPERATION PAYS.

IFor years I have studied your tastes, in
stories and pictures; for years I have built
up the paper on the lines of PERSONAL CO-
OPERATION, and the results have been
eminently successful.

Now, let’s have co-operation outside the
Iditorial office as well—in the direction of

Your Editor is always pleased
to hear from his pals.

your letters to THE EDITOR, «
Nelson Lee Library, Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Address

the newsagent. Ile's the fellow who look
after your interest in another direction. He’':
tho chap who works like a nigger to supply
your copies of the NELsox LEE every Wednes.
day—and if he fails it i3 not his fault: It ia
yours!

The whole business boils down to this. Ii
you go along to your newsagent, and tell him
that you want the NELsox Ler EVERY
WEEK, and give him a STANDING ORDER
for the paper, he will never be in the position
to disappoint you. He will know the exact
requirements of his customers and be able tc
get the necessary copies from the publishers.

SIGN THE COUPON.

That's the sort of co-operation that’s goin:
to prevent the SOLD OUT aotice being
shoved under your nose when you enter his
shop.

I've thought out a little scheme to help you
in this matter. On this page you will find
a coupon. SIGN IT and GIVE 1T TO YOUT
NEWSAGENT at once, and—well, every
thing in the garden will be lovely.

Aud the whole point is—

DO IT NOW!
Cheerio,
Your Epitonr.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

“NELSON LEE” ORDER COUPON.
TO (Newsagent)

.......................................

Please reserve for me a copy of TIIN
NELSON LEE IABRARY until furthes
notice.

NAME crvreei e
AdAress oo
| R S
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White Boy Made a God by Mysterious Tribe of Natives in Unknown Ajfrical

The CITY of GOLD!

I

/!

]
R
e

L
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Tom Cook, accompanied by his cousin Alva Vandeck, and Lulu, a Zulu warrior, -
have travelled in their wonder craft, the Flying Fish, to a mysterious city in the
heart of Unknown Africa. One day Tom is horrified to see white slaves imprisoned
in the Golden City. With Lulu he sets out to liberate them, but is trapped in a den

.of lons !

] Escape!

LINGING like a leech with his massive
legs twined round the lion’s miiddle,

Lulu the Zulu leant forward and dug &

his thumbs into the back of the lion’s
neek, just behind the ears.

Holding on like grim death, whilst tho lion
bucked and jumped about like a performing
broncho, trying to turn his head to snap at
tho legs that encircled his body, but were out
of reach of his jaws or questing hind paws,
Lulu pressed with all his strength on the groat
neck vein, shutting ofi the blood.

Tom scrambled to his feet and saw his hench-
man for the first time on his strange mount.
The lion was whirling like o kitten chasing its
own tail, and it was difficult to see which was
ho‘r‘x and which was Zulu.

Jump for it, Lu; I'll fix him!” Tom
yelled, and with a backward jump the Zulu
Was off the lion’s rump and hurled across with
n.bang to the gate, where he squatted, rubbing
Lis thielz head and watching Tom’s next move.

The lion was thoroughly enraged and, ignor-
ing the fate of the others, hurled himself at the
lad, to receive the full discharge of the deadly
as.

“Wot o', she bumps!” grinned Lulu, then
stood transfixed as there came a great clanking
from over the guarding wall, and the gate
clattered up to it’d full extent.

Evidently, whoever was working {le
mechanism that governed the gate, had gathered
that there was something wrong by the way the
lions had been behaving, first roaring and
growling and then this sugdén silence, and was
winding up the barrier as quickly as possible.

‘ Waacht een beetfe, baas !’ breathed the
Zulu. ‘ There is something cu’'rus on tho other
side that wall ; wait, I gosee!”

He took a short run and leapt upwards,
noiseless and lithe as a leopard, and in a flash
had disappeared on the other side.

He saw a faint glimmer of light from a
dungeon-like place from which came the elank-
ing of the machinery. Up and down a big
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figure was bobbing, working a windlass, whilst
“the rays of a torch glinted on the golden armour
cn one of the guard, who was sweating at the
crank. It was a huge negro of much about the
same build as Lulu himself,

“ Lecardu ! came a voice from somewhere
in the roof, and glancing up Lulu saw a trumpet-
shaped contrivance down which the old priest’s
voice was coming. *‘ Lecardu, what is happening.
why do not the lions attack ¥ I have waited
here long enough. Raise the gates quickly,
that I may glut my eyes with the show timt my
pets will give me. Dost hear, Lecardu ?

‘“Ay, lord; but I have wound the gates
up to the full and yet the lions are silent. I
think Ah-h-h-h!?” :

Heo gave a smothered cry as the Zulu leapt
upon his back and drove his hunting knife
into his spinal column, then dropped without
another sound.

“ What is it, Lecardu ?”’ came the whining
voice of the old priest down the tube. ‘ What
has happened ¥ I heard the sound of a cry
and a struggle did I not ¢ "’

“N-nay, lord; I did but crush my finger
in the windlass and s-said a bad word ! ’* replied
Lulu, imitating the soldier’s humble throaty
voice. ‘‘I have raised the g-gates, but the lions
are v-very quiet; shall I venture forth and
soo if ought be amiss? I will r-return and
mako report. Will you wait for me, lord,
and if so—where ? ” :

‘““ Where would I be, fool, but in the secrot
place behind the great idol where I can command
a view of the arena without being seen myself ?
Tut, you have been priest as well as soldier,
and know the inner secrets of the -temple well
enough! I will await you at.the top of the
stars behind you. Hurry!"”

‘“ Ja, monkey face, 1 hurry!” grinned the
Zulu to himself, as he hastily divested the dead
soldier of his armour and donned it himself. It
came off as oasily as a silk vest, being formed of
closely-knitted plates of gold which fitted his
muscular form like a glove. The helmet, formed
of closely-fitting chains of gold with an inside
lining of rhino hide, was shaped like an ancient
Roman’s casque, with ear flaps that came down
over the ears and a piece of the same chain-
work, which came down under the chin almost
cntirely concealing the face.

““ Brother, I am grieved ; but it is the fortune
of war and doubtless you would have done the
same to me and mine also, but that I got in the
first blow !’ he whisg)ered, as he dragged the
lbody of Lecardu to the back of the dungeon
and desposited it behind some rubble and once
more scaled the wall to join Tom.

His *‘ baas,” in the meantime, had entered
the arena itself where the prisoners were still
huddled ; forgetting his luminous and terrifyin
appearance. They huddled up together, think.
ing that this was some new terror arranged
by the old priest. All but the slender ten.
vear-old golden-haired boy, who faced the
apparation manfully and piped out:

“ What d’ye want ? ”’ Ho spoke in the dialect
of the Golden City, but haltingly, as if it were
notZhis mother tongue. ‘ Let your lions loose,
oh, Death, that our sufferings may be over the
sooner !

“ Poor kid—don’t be scared—I'm a friend ! 2
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stuttered Tom, unable for the second to recollect
the dialect., =~ _

“ English—you are English—you spik de
English 2’ shouted the youngster and fairly
threw himself at the luminous figure. ‘' An
angel—an angel ! ”

‘““ Angel be—ahem !’ snapped Tom, all of a
fluster, “I'm a Britisher come to rescue—
look out!” .

Hastily he pushed the youngster behind him
as a figure in gleaming armour leapt the wall
and rushed towards them. Tom swung the
gasbag around, and was about to press it when
a swell-known voice whispered huskily :

*“ Hold your hand, baas; it is I, Lulu!"”

““Lulu; thank goodness!” cried Tom.
““ Here, take this youngster and round up those
others. They’ll have to go yp in the harness
one at a time. Hurry!”

*“ Wait, bags, listen ! I have an urgent appoint-
ment with the aged priests of the temple—
monkey-face himself ! ’’ spluttered the Zulu.
‘“ He awaits me yonder, and it were best that I
speak to him and keep him occupied lest he
raise an alarm. Ho, piccanin, be not afraid,
and tell your fellows that the big white baas
vonder is taking them up to the sky for safety.
Now, piccanin, show them what a brave little
man you are; trust in the white baas!”

Heo seized the white-haired old negress and
slung the harness round her and with a frightened
squawk the old girl was carried up out of sight
up to the Flying Fish that was still hovering
high above the city. Tom comforted the small
fair-haired boy and whispered an explanation
to him, whilst Lulu rounded up the others and
sent them up, one by one, as fast as the sling
came down for them.

As soon as the last of the prisoners was
safely travelling skywards the Zula grabbed.
Tom by the arm and whispered a few words
to him, then sprang for the wall again and
swarmed over. He rushed through the under-
ground passages, making fearsome noises like the
snarling of savage beasts, then bellowed at the
top of his mighty voice:

““Fly, lord, fly ! The lions are loose; they
will not touch the prisoners, but are coming
this way, and Tahmkuk himself is with them.
Fly—for your life !”

rom somewhere above him he heard a
frightened squawk, then the patter of tottering
footsteps and, as he dashed up some narrow
stone stairs and emerged into a long passage,
he saw the skinny figure of the old priest dis-
appearing through a doorway.

“ Ha, run, old skeleton as if the death you
deserve was at your heel! And before long
he will be, of that you may be sure!” Lulu
muttered, pausing to take a great pinch of his

& beloved snuff, then he sped after the aged

priest. ‘' Liko a snake you smell of evil and
like a snake you must be scotched, but not
before you have given us some of your know-
ledge, old ape that you are!”

door as the old high priest was about

to slam it in his face under the impres-

sion that the lions were in pursuit. The
Zulu grabbed him by his skinny arm and
hustled him along, gasping:

LULU was just in time to get through the
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- Quick, my master, let us fly for tho temple
jc<t the angry heasts find us.  Lead on—1 will
jellow and guard your back!®

The old rascal needed no sccond bhidding,
put scudded along as fast as his lcan old legs
would carry him. Lulu did a trifle of ven-
triloquism, making low sounds in his throat
as if the wild beasts were snarling and growling
at 1ho closed door. As a matter of fact, he was
choking with suppressed laughter at the
spectacle of the terrified old priest scudding
along, with his white robes tucked up around
his knock knees and his totally bald head
dropping beads of sweat in his terror.

Along the passago and down some stairs they
{ore, Lulu muttering a thanksgiving that he
had a gurde, for the passages wound under the
temple in all directions like catacombs, which,
as a matter of fact, they were, '

Then came a very narrow passage with a
sharp bend, at the corner of which a torch was
burning. The old priest snatched it and,
-hoving it into Lulu’s hands, gasped :

* Quick, the trap door, then we are safe.
Open—you know the secret !

*~ Dat’s tore it ! 7’ grinned Lulu to himself, as
he stared around. He could see square slabs
of paving, which all looked alike to him, and he
~tamped around, waving the torch and trying
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to find somg mdication ol a trap. But there
was nothing, and he could hear the old man
snorting and raving with impatience hehind
him. He stooped low sa that he could not be
seen, and, with his hands cupped over his
mouth, gave a perfect imitation of a distant
jjon’s roar. :

That was effective enough ; for the old man
cursed him, snatched the torch from him, and,
waving it along the floor, stamped hard on tho
corner of one particular stone, when the next
one to 1t immediately dropped on a  hinge,
disclosing a short ladder into a great cellar
stacked with barrels and stores.

The old priest cut down this with amazing
speed, and Lulu wasted no time in going
after Inm, for, as he guessed, the priest touched
a spring immediately he was safe, and the slab
clicked into place again.

*“ Follow !’ ho grunted.

“ Never will I leave vou, oh father of apes! ™
breathed Lulu ; and was after tho aged humbug
like a shadow. ~

(There are sensational developinents in
next week’s chapters of owr ALL-THRIL -
LING storyof treasuve-hunting in Unknown
Afrviea. Don’t miss themn'!)
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