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Nelson Lee Is Doomed—-By

Order of the Green Triangle League. . .

.
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Professor Zingrave, the sinister, all-powerful leader of the ruthless Grecen ’
Triangle League, has once again organised his evil forces in a campaign of venge-

ance against society at large and St. Frank’s School in particular.

And his

opponent in this titanic battle of wits is Nelson Lee, the great detective !

CHAPTER 1.
The Man

‘4 OON ve off, now, dad.”

“Yes, son; within &

minutes.”

The tall, bronzed man, with the
unmistakable stamp of tho outdoors in
his square shoulders and resolute chin,
was pacing leisurely alengside the train

in Shirt-Sleeves!

fow

with the curly-haired, bright-eyed young-
ster. Both had their overcoats tightly
buttoned, for thc evening was raw, and
Southampton Docks arce not cxactly famed
for their warmthe

The {rain looked like being crowded.
There was a great deal of bustle and
commotion. The great liner, which had
brought all these pcople across the Atlan-
tic, was not a hundred yards away, aleng-
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side the dock, gleaming with lights from
stem to stern. The Customs officers were
still busy.

Not many of those passengers on the
boat train recognised the tall, bronzed
man, and the lithe youngster as the Earl
of Edgemorc and Viscount Bellton, his
son. Yet it was not many weecks since
their photographs had been in every news-
paper.

But the nine days’ wonder of the Ldge-
more treasure was almost forgotten now.
The public’s memory is short. The affair
had been quite a sensation at the time,
for Lord Edgemore, ruined in a great City
crash, had not only re-established his for-
tunes through the discovery of that old
Spanish treasure, but he was now far
1'1(:]101* than he had ever been.

‘Gee-whizz, dad. it was good to go back
to the old ranch for a holiday—but it’s
good to be back, too,” remarked 1he young
Viscount ecagerly.

AD!
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“Pining to go back to school, ch®”
asked his father dryly. “That sounds
good to me, son. I’ve wired your head-
master, saying that you’ll be on the job
again the day after to-morrow. I figured
we’d both like a day in London.”

Skeets wasn’t so sure about it--he was
known to cverybody in the St. Frank’s
Remove as ‘“Skeets "—and even now he
could hardly make up his mind. He
wasn’t particularly interested in London.
But he knew that his father had somc
busincss there. He was fond of schicol,
and he wanted to sece Nipper and Hand-
forth and Travers and Potts and the rest
of the old crowd—thosc chaps who had
helped so staunchly {o recover that cen-
turies-buried treasure.

“Better be taking your scats, my lord.”

They had turned just near the open
door of the first-class compari{ment iu
which their baggage had been placed. The
cuard was fineering his wateh,
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**Say, how did you know who we¢ were?” is on fire,” said the man breathlessly.

asked Skeets curiously.

The guard laughed.

“T haven’t such a short memory, young
gentleman, that I don’t remember your
photographs in the papers,” he repliced.
*And when I sce the labels on your bag-
gage—)’

“We plead guilty,” smiled Lord Edge-
more. ‘‘How much longer, guard?”?

“Not more than three minutes, my
lord.”

“Time for onc more turn down the
platform, then, Skeets,” said his lordship.
“I hate being cooped up.”

He had spent all his early life on a
Canadian ranch—and Skeets had been born
and brought up on that same ranch. It
wasn’t long since, in fact, that the earl
had inherited the title and estates. But
he had grown to love Edgemore Castle,
and during this brief holiday in Canada
he had discovered that all his interests
were in England. Canada had not had
the appeal e had cxpected.

They had almost reached the end of
the train, and were on the point of turn-
ing, when a man, hatless, and in his shirt-
sleeves, came dashing along from one of
the dock offices. People got out of his
way, staring, for he was red of face, and
his eyes werc full of feverish concern.

He suddenly came to a halt with an
almost hopeless shrug as he saw the num-
ber of people who were crowding in and
about the train.

‘“IIxcuse me, sir,” he said breathlessly,
as he caught lhold of an elderly man. “Do
you happen to know where I can find Lord
Edgemorc? He’s somcwhere on this train

“I am Lord Edgemorc, ’said the earl
quickly, overhearing the words, and step-
ping forward, with Skeets.

“Well, that’s amazingly lucky, sir!”
sald the man- in shirt-sleeves. “I was
afraid I shouldn’t get hold of you in
time.”

“But what’s the trouble?” asked Lord
Edgemore, in surprise.

The man glanced round at the other
passengers who were watching and listen-
ing inquisitively—whilst pretending to be
indifferent. .

“Do you mind coming just a little way
down here, sir—I mcan, my lord ?”’ asked
the man.

“But the train is just off —”

“I’'ll omnly take a minute,” said the
stranger.

,They went aside, where there was more
privacy.

“I don’t want to give you too much
of a shock, my lord—but Edgemore Castle

“What !> ejaculated his -lordship,
aghast.

“Qur home !” panted Skeets, in horror.
“On fire-!™ =

“I was told to get hold of you if I
could—-"

“ But—but how do you know this?” de-
manded the earl, grasping the man’s shirt-
sleceve.

“I'm a clerk in the railway office, my
lord,” replied the man. ‘“Five minutes
ago we had a telephone message from the
Edgemore postmaster. He said you had
come in on this boat, and might be found
on the train. I took the liberty of
‘phoning to a garage for a car, in case
you'd need it.”

“That was very thoughtful of you,”
gaid Lord Edgemore gratefully. *‘Good
Heavens ! This is a.p_paliling news, Skeets!
Did the postmaster give you any details?”
lhe went on, looking at the man.

“Only a few, my lord—he said a straw
stack had caught fire near by—the wind
unexpectedly carried a lot of flaming
straw on to the castle, and the west wing
is so badly alight that there’s a danger
that the whole castle will become in-
volved.”

*QOh, dad !” said Skcets. “How awful !”

They hurried away, their thoughts only
of their home. The car from the hiring
company was waiting, and Lord Edgemore
only pauscd to slip a pound note into the
protesting clerk’s hand. The car driver,
in smart uniform, needed no instructions.

“It’s all right, my lord,” he said, touch-
ing his cap. *“Born and bred in this part
of the country. I know the road like a
book.”

“Get us there as fast as you can,” said
the earl anxiously.

They leapt in, and the car shot off into
the maze of roads in dockland.

And mecanwhile the guard of the boat
train was a sorelyg puzzled man. ‘It was
nearly time for the train to start; porters
were slamming doors, and a railway in-
spector came up to the one door which
still stood open—the guard beside it.

“Is anything wrong here?” asked the
inspector sharply.

“Two passengers missing—that’s all,”
said the guard.

“You’ll have to go without them.”

“They’re Lord Edgemore and his son,
Viscount Bellton,” said the guard, looking
anxiously up and down. *‘Can’t under-
stand it. They were here two or three
minutes ago.”

“Oh ! said the inspector.

The identity of the two missing passen-
gers made a difference—but not much.
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The train could not be hcld back for
more than a few seconds. A quietly-
dressed, middle-aged man joined the two
Puzzlcd officials.

“ What's delaying you?” he asked.

They told him; he was one of the rail-
way detectives, and he immediately
jooked keen.

“Tall man—bronzed?” he asked. ‘“A
young fellow of about fifteen with him?”

“Yes,” said the guard. “If you know
where they are ”

“Saw them, not two minutes ago, dash
into a car and drive away,” said the rail-
way detective. ‘‘They must have changed
‘their plans—and suddenly, too.”

So the boat train went off to London,
carrying the baggage of Lord Edgemorc
and his son, and the railway detective,
making his report in the ordinary way,
dismissed the matter from his mind.

And from that moment the Earl of
Edgemore and Viscount Bellton vanished !

CHAPTER 2.
An Amazing Reception!

HE car, a powerful limousine, gained
high speed as soon as the lighted
streets of Southampton had been
left behind.

‘“Gee, dad, this is terrible !” said Skcets,
breaking a long silence. ‘“What are we
goimng to do? Supposing the -castle’s
burned right down——"

‘“No good supposing, son,” interrupted
his father. “We must wait.”

He leaned forward and tapped against
the glass which divided them from the
driver. The man half glanced round.

“Faster !” shouted the earl.

“Doing fifty-five, sir,” came the reply.

“Fifty-five !” muttered Lord Edgemore.
“It feels like fifteen! How far is it,
Skeets? We ought to do it in well under
the hour, oughtn’'t we?”

“I guess so, dad.”

“I can’t believe it,” went on the carl
husikly. “Just when things were break-
g so good, too. If only we had driven
straight home, as soon as we landed!
But it’s no good talking like that.”

“We left all our bags and things in that
train,” said Skeets, recalling the fact for
the first time.

“Heavens, boy, what does that matter ?”
asked his father impatiently.

“Sorry, .dad,” muttered Skeets.

Hec could well understand his father’s
tense anxiety. Edgemore Castle ablaze!
It was a terrible thought, and Lord Edge-
more was all the more concerned because
he had left the castle empty—absolutely
empty, without even a caretaker.

He was bitterly regretting his action
now. But he had always been a man of
simple habits, and after inheriting the
castle he had made no attempt to open
up a big household.

He hadn’t thought it necessary to leave
anybody in charge when he and Skeets
had gone off for their brief holiday. Be-
cause of that folly the castle might now
be in ruins. If there had been somebody
on the premises, prompt measures might
have been taken. |

The earl thought of these things uutil
he was dizzy. If there had been some-
body on the premises, the fire might have
been got under control at once; if there
had been somebody there to give the
alarm——

“If this, and if that!” snapped the
earl suddenly. ‘“It’s no good thinking
that way! I'm to blame, Skeets, for lock-
ing the castle up. Why doesn’t this fool
of a man drive faster? The road’s clear,
isn’t it?”

Skeets glanced at the blurred hedges, as
the limousine tore along the black high-
way, with blazing headlamps, at over
sixty. |

“Gee! I feel the same way as you do,
dad,” said the boy. “But I guess we're
hitting up sixty-five.”

The carl sat back, and pursed his lips.

“What’s the difference, anyway?”’ he
said, taking a firmer grip of himself. ‘“We
can’t do anything, Skeets. If the old
place is well alight, we can only stand
and see it burn.” '

““Maybe it’s not so bad, after all, dad,”
said Skeets. ‘‘Shucks! We’'re slowing
down, aren’t we?”

They were passing through a small town,
where the street lamps gleamed brightly.
It seemed ages before they were out in
the open country again, and humming
along at full speed.

They spoke little now; each was busy
with this own thoughts—and his own
imagination. It was a trying ordeal.

They found themselves passing through
another town, and Skeets suddenly yelled.

“Gosh! I know this main street!
We’re in Caistowe |”

His father peered through the windows,
and nodded.

““Good !” he said, his eyes gleaming.
“You're right, son! It’s Caistowe. I
was expecting to hit Bannington, but the
driver has evidently come along the coast
road. We ought to be there within ten
minutes now.”

Fast as the cac went, it scemed a long
time before the occupants saw the faint
lights of Bellton village. Skeets was ex-
pecting that the car would go straight
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past St. Frank’s, but the driver turned
mmto the Bannington road.

““What’s the 1diot doing?” asked Lord
LEdgemore sharply. “He’s going the
wrong way! Hey, driver! I thought
you said you knew ”

“It’s all right, sir !”” shouted the driver.
“Just as quick this way.”

It wasn’t as quick, but it was no time

|

|

7 .
for arguing. The car was obliged to take
a tiny by-road, where the banks were so
close together that there was scarcely
room cunough for the car to pass. And
now Skeets and his father were staring out
cagerly and anxiously into the darkness.
They were drawing near, and they were
expecting to see a lurid glow in the sky—
an ominous, ruddy reflection.

“I can’t see anything, dad,” muttered
Skeets, after a while.

“Neither can I,” said his lordship.
‘““Perhaps they’ve got the fire under con-
trol But there are a lot of trees about

Amazing Tale of Fun and Excitement.

here, Skeets.
of it soon.”

By now, however, they had arrived at
Edgemore Park itsclf, and the car sud-
denly turned through a narrow gateway,
which led into a little-used drive. There
was another drive, leading to the more
important road, and this was the one in
ordinary use.

Guess we’ll come in sight

Y

|

——

\

As Nelson Lee and his
companion came into
view, the hooded figure
in the tree swung up
his arm and hurled the
deadly bomb with all
his force, straight at the
detective,

“That’s funny,” said the earl frowning.

“What is, dad?”

“I've never known those gates to le
open before,” said his lordship. I
thought they were locked and chained.
Who could have opened them? Nobhody
knew that we were coming by car—and
it’s strange, too, that this driver should
be so certain of his way.”

““Look, dad,” said Skects breathlessly.
““There’s the castle! Gee! They must
have put the firec out! There’s not even
a light showing now.”

Black against the skyline, the turrets
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and Dbattlements of Edgemore Castle
chowed clearly. There was no indication
that the famous old pile was on fire—or
ever had been on fire.

And, for the first time, Lord Edgemore
pecame suddenly suspicious. The mystery
of that unlocked gate had set him think-
ng.

] %“Qon, therc’'s something funny about
this,” he said sharply. “Look ! The
castle’s just as we left it.”

Skeets stared in bewilderment—and un-
told relief. They were on the main drive
now, and the car was slowing down.
There was no excited crowd, as Skeets had
expected—no fire-cngine. Every window
of the castle was inky black.

" The car stopped, and with a wrench
Lord Edgemore opened the door and
sprang out.

As he did so four hooded men -closed
round him.

CHAPTER 3.
The Man in the Library!
6t HAT in the name of——" began
V& the amazed earl. .
Two of the hooded figures
seized him from bechind; his
hands were suddenly jerked forward and
held together.
Click-click !
His lordship, almost stupefied, caught a

<~ 47
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glimpse of the shining steel handcufls
which had been snapped over his wrists.
Skeets, leaping out of the car, found
himself secized by two hooded men.

“Say, is cverybody crazy?” gasped the
boy, 1n bewilderment. “Dad! What
does this mean?”

“It means, son, that we’ve fallen into
a trap of some kind,”’ said the earl grimly.
“That tale of the castle being on fire was
a fake. These bright gentlem.n set a
trap for us, and I was fool enough to walk
into it !”

Skeets’ relief at finding the castle un-
harmed was completely overwhelmed by
his consternation at this fresh turn.

While they stood there the limousine,
with only the sidelights showing, moved
of And for the first time Lord Edge-
more realised that he had never scen the
driver’s face. Father and son were left
alone on the windy drive, surrounded by
those hooded figures.

“You will come inside,” said one of the
captors briefly.

“Look here, you scoundrels——" began
Skeets.

“Xeep that boy quiet,” interrupted one
of the men.

A muffler was whipped round Skeets’
face, and drawn tight.

“If you hurt that boy—" began Lord
Edgemore. '

“We shall not hurt him,”’ said the voice.
“If you are sensible, Lord Edgcmore, you
will come inside quietly. A full explana-
tion will then be given to you.”

‘Lhe earl, although burning with inward
rage, remained outwardly ecalm. In a
moment he had realised the futility of
making a struggle. Handcuffed as he
was, and surrounded by these hooded men,
he was at a hopeless disadvantage.

“Very well,” he said curtly.

At least, he could remain dignified
during this unwarrantable outrage.

They all went up the wide steps, and, to
the bewilderment of Skeets and his father,
the door was opened by a highly-respect-
able man, who was cvidently a butler.
Three candles were burning on a side
table, and in the flickering light the
butler bowed deferentially.

“This way, my lord,” he said, and there
was only a trace of mocking irony in his
voice.

With stately tread he moved down the
hall. The carl followed. Skeets madoe a
bolt out of the door, only to be dragged
back by a claw-like hand into the hall.
The great door closed, and the prisoners
heard the bolts shooting home. The
muffler was then drawn across Skeets’ face
again to prevent him crying out.
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The butler reached the library door and
flung it open.

“The Earl of Edgemore and Viscount
Bellton,” he announced gravely.

The whole thing was getting fantastic.
Skeets and his father were led into the
library, and the muffier was now taken
from Skeets’ face. They found themselves
in familiar surroundings; soft lights were
glowing on the big desk, and on the fine
old mantelpiece. A quiet, elderly man,
with a scholarly face, and wearing glasses,
was standing on the hearthrug, with his

back to the blazing fire.

“You may go,” said this man, address-
ing the hooded captors, in a soft, silky
voice.

The men left without a word, closing the
door behind them.

“You will forgive me, Liord Edgemore,
for this unusual procedure,” said the man
before the fire. “In case you have any
idea of violence, I should-like to remind
you that the shutters of this room are
tightly closed, and that my men are
within call. I must apologise for the
handcuffs, but I can assure you they will
soon be removed.”

Lord Edgemore swallowed hard.

“Upon my word, sir, you have a nerve !”
he said, his eyes blazing. “No, no,
Skeets—leave this to me! Who are you,
sir? And what is the meaning of this
extraordinary outrage?”

““Allow me to introduce myself,” said
the stranger smoothly. “I am Professor
Cyrus Zingrave.”

“What!” shouted Lerd Edgemore,
aghast.
“Gee! I recognise him now, dad!”’

panted Skeets excitedly. ‘“But he looks
so different—and those shaded lights
fooled me. It is Zingrave!”

“You appear surprised ?” said the pro-
fessor gently. ‘“But then, of course, you
are at a disadvantage. Having only
stepped off your liner this evening, you
are, mnaturally, unacquainted with the
rather unusual events which have been
taking place during the past few days.”

“You will be good enough to explain !I”’
said the earl harshly. “What are you
doing in my house, Professor Zingrave?”

“That i3 easily answered,”” said the
other. “I have decided to make Edge-
more Castle my own home.”

“Are you mad ?” ejaculated his lordship.

“Not mad—clever,” said Zingrave, in
that silky voice of his. ‘‘Yes, my dear sir
—brilliantly clever. Allow me to give you
a few more details. When you left Eng-
land I was a prisoner, was I not? The
police, owing largely to the efforts of our
mutual friend, Mr. Nelson Lee, had made
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a big capture. I seem to remember
making an attempt to rob you of the
Edgemore treasure.”

Skeets and his father listened with
growing stupefaction. = Professor Zin-
grave’s audacity took their breath away.
It was perfectly true that they knew
nothing of the strange happenings of the
past few days, for the liner was not a large
one, and had issued no news bulletin,

“It is all very simple,” said Zingrave,

smiling. “If you will be good enough to
seat yoursclves, I will give you the
details.”

They seated themselves—not because
they felt called upon to accept the invi-
tation of this amazing intruder, but be-
cause they were both feeling more than a
trifle grogey.

CHAPTER 4.

Professor Zingrave Explains!

ROFESSOR CYRUS ZINGRAVE
was looking highly amused; he
scemed to be thoroughly enjoying
the comedy.

“After I have given you a few words of
explanation,” he said, “you will know that
there is really nothing very strange in the
situation.”

“Nothing very strange !”” echoed Lord
Edgemore angrily. “You infernal ruffian!
You appropriate my home, and you kidnap
me and my son——"

“Not a bad idea, getting one of my
agents to tell you that the castle was on
fire, eh?’’ interrupted the professor, his
eyes twinkling.  *Simplicity has always
becn the keynote of my enterprises. Con-
plicated plans are tiresome—and far more
likely to 2o wrong. The car driver, you
will realise, was another of my agents.”

“What do you mean—agents?” de-
manded the carl.
“I mean, Lord Edgemore, that the

League of the Green Triangle has recom-
menced its operations—* nefarious ’ opera-
tions, as the newspapers will doubtlessly
call them,” said the professor. “But let
me tell you just how I came to he here.
I escaped from the—er—hounds of justice
by means of an aeroplane, and the world
at large now believes that I went to my
death in a blazing plunge into the
Channel. A neat little trick. Actually,
I came to Edgemore Castle.”

“You came openly?” asked Skeets,
almost 1 awe.

“Well, hardly,”” admitted Professor Zin-
grave. “I came up the river in the dark-
ness; I entered the castle silently, like a
shadow. But I am not alone here, as you
already know. And I have taken the
liberty of engaging a butler for you, Lord
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Edgemore. Blane. Quite an eflicient
fellow, Blane. Youw’ll like him.”

The intruder’s coolness was exaspera-
ting beyond measure. Only with the
oreatest difficulty did Lord Edgemore con-
fain himself.

“Let me understand this correctly,” he
gaid, speaking with forced calm. “You
are Professor Zingrave, the man who
should be serving penal servitude?”

“Correct,” murmured Zingrave.

“You are the leader of the League of the
Green Triangle?”

“The High Lord,” mnodded the pro
fessor apologetically. ‘“A high-sounding
title, but it is somewhat impressive—
cspecially to our lower grade members.”

“Upon my soul!” gasped the earl.
“You bewilder me with your audacity.”’

“T rather thought I should,” said Zin-
grave pleasantly.

“You escaped from the police, you
staced a fake ¢ death,” and then you came
to my castle.” went on the earl, his cool-
ness cvaporating under the influence of

o

“You—you have it arranged!” splut-
tered the carl. “Why, you confounded
rogue, your conceit has blinded you to
even the obvious. Don’t you think the
police will scarch for me? Don’t you
think they’ll trace that car——"

“Let them trace it.” interrupted the
professor. “What matters? If people
come here, they will find you in resi-
dence, Lord Edgemore—and you, of course,
will pooh-pooh any sensational stories
that may have got about.”

“You’re out of your mind,’”’ shouted the
earl. “I’ll be no party to your villainy.
I shall take steps to hand you over——"

“The discussion is becoming tiresome,”
put in Zingrave softly. “We can gain
nothing by prolonging this interviciv.”

He rang the bell, and the door opened
and one of the hooded men entered.

“Take the boy.” said Zingrave briefly.

““No, you don’'t!” shouted Skeets, leap-
ing up. “Dad! You're not going to let
these men a

But the men had alrcady reached him,
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his rapidly-rising fury. “On the top of
that, you trick me and my son here >

“Unknown to a soul,”” murmured the
professor.

“You trick us liere, and now you virtu-
ally hold us prisoners,” continued Lord
Edgcemore hotly. ‘“Good heavens, man,
what do you hope to gain? Do you expect
to extort money from me?”’

“My dear sir!”’ protested Zingrave.
“Surely that is somewhat crude? I am
charmed with this old castle, and it really
sccmed to me that it would make an ex-
cellent haven of refuge. You will admit,
Lord Edgemore, that the police would
never think of looking for me under this

roof—especially now that you are in resi-
dence ?”

“Are

you mad?”’ sehouted the -carl
hoarsely.” “Do you expect me to shelter
you? Do you think for one moment that
I will allow you to stay here?”

The amazing master-criminal nodded.

“I shall stay here, I shall enjoy the
hospitality of your roof, and you will be
discreet enough to make no mention of
the matter,” he said. “Oh, yes, Lord
Edgemore, I have everything arranged.”

and were dragging him back.

¢Let my son go!”’ shouted Lord Edge-
more, in alarm and fury. “If you dare
to harm a hair of his head—"

“My dear sir, control yourself,”” said
Professor Zingrave. ‘“Your son is nof
going to be harmed. Neither are you.
The boy is only being taken out of the
library for a few minutes.”

He waved his hand, and before Lord
Edgemore could interfere, Skeets was
dragged out, and the door closed. Never
in his life had the earl felt so helpless.
Those handcuffs made it impossible for
him to take any definite action.

“You'll gain nothing by this insanity !”
said his lordship fiercely. “For the
moment, Professor Zingrave, you have the
upper hand——" _

He broke off, a choking cry in his
throat For Professor Cyrus Zingrave was
advancing upon him, and a subtle change
had come over the master-crook. On his
face there was an expression of imde-
scribable concentration.

He came nearer and necarer, and the
light in his cyes was unearthly.
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CHAPTER 5.
The Stranger Within the Gates!

L ELL, nothing’s happened !”’ said
Edward Oswald Handforth, of
the St. Frank’s Remove, in a
disappointed tone.

He was coming downstairs, in the
Ancient House, with Church and McClure,
his faithful chums. A few fellows were
already in the lobby, some of them rcad-
ing letters which they had just taken out
of the rack.

“What’s the grouch, dear old fellow?”
asked Vivian Travers. “You sound
peeved. Don’t tell me that you got out
of bed on the wrong side?”

“Oh, don't take any notice of him,” said
Church, before Handforth could speak.
‘“He’s growling because there weren’t a
few bomb explosions during the night, or
sinister figures lurking about, leaving
green triangle signs all over the place.”

‘““Poor 015 Handy,” drawled Travers.
“Hard lines !”

“You silly, lopsided chunks of imbe-
cility I’ said Handforth picturesquely.
“It’s notbing to be funny about. Don’t
you know that Mr. Lee might be murdered
at any minute?”

The grins vanished,
looked troubled.

“Something in that,” admitted Travers
soberly. “Still, we neecdn’t worry,” he
added, brightening up. “Mr. Lee is
capable of taking care of himself.”

“The sooner he gets out of the school,
the better !I”’ said Bernard Forrest bluntly.

Handforth swung round on him.

“Look here, you cad—"

“Oh don’t trot out any of that stuff !”’
interrupted Forrest sourly. “I’'m not the
only fellow in the school who thinks that
Lee ought to go. Tons of chaps agree
with me. It’s hard lines on the man, of
course, but these Green Triangle gunmen
arc after him, and he ought to have more
sense than to endanger all sorts of other
people.”

Handforth snorted and stalked out into
the early morning sunshine. And it was
significant that most of the other fellows
were silent. There was, indeed, a growing
feeling in the school that Mr. Nelson Lee,
the celebrated detective-headmaster,
should take a holiday.

Everybody in St. Frank’s was talking
about the infamous League of the Green
Triangle. There had been a bomb out-
rage, and Nelson Lee had come within an
ace of destruction. Following this, a
great rocket had gone off near the school,
sending a blazing green triangle into the
sky Everybody knew that that rocket
had been timed to go off after Lee’s death,

and the juniors

Whirlwind adventure in the South Seas.

so that nobody would be in doubt as to
the reason for the outrage. Only Lee’s
quick wittedness had saved him,

Then, later on that same eventful day,
ncews had come that Professor Cyrus Zin.
grave, the chief of the Green Triangle

confederation, had escaped from his
guards. Then Zingrave himself, stunting

In an acroplane with green triangles
painted on the wings, had appeared over
iho school.

As if that wasn’t enough sensation,
ncws had soon followed that the ’1plane,
carrying Zingrave with it, had fallen in
flames 1n the Channel. Officially, Zingrave
was dead.

But St. Frank’s was still breathless
with excitement over those startling
events; and it was generally felt that
Nelson Lee was still in danger.

Nipper was more concerned, naturally,
than any of the other fellows. For Nipper
regarded Nelson Lec as a son regards his
father. Out in the Triangle Nipper and
his two bosom chums—Tregellis-West and
Watson—unconsciously joined forces with
Handforth & Co. And a moment later
Travers and Potts and Cresswell, of Study
H, strengthened the group. And then
Willy Handforth and Chubby Heath and
Juicy Lemon, of the Third, drifted up.

““Anything fresh?” asked Willy cagerly.

“No,” murmured Nipper. *“Go easy,
you kids; not too much talking out here.”

Significant glances passed round.
Clearly, there was some special bond of
union between these nine Removites and
three fags. _

They were all glad that Nelson Lee
hove in sight just then—Lee, as brisk and
alert and cheery as ever. His smile, as
he paused near the boys, did not conceal
the troubled light in his eycs.

“Any news, guv’'nor?’’ asked Nipper, as
they all doffed their caps with an cager
“Good morning, sir.”

“Nomne,” replied Lee briefly.

“He means about Skeets sir—* began
Handforth.

“I quite appreciate that,” interrupted
Lece, nodding. ‘“‘I’'m sorry to tell you that
no trace has been found of Lord Edgemore
and his son. I have been in telcphonic
communication with Scotland Yard this
morning—and with the local police, too.
They know nothing of any value.”

The boys were silent; they were glad of
this opportunity of having a few words
with their popular headmaster. He had
taken them into his confidence the pre-
vious night; he had told them that
“Skeets 7 Bellton, their schoolfellow, had
vanished, together with his father, the
Iarl of Edgemore. And, knowing all they
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Slowly, menacingly, the doctor moved towards Zingrave, his blazing eyes numbing the

will-power of the master-crook.
away !

did, it was clear to them that the pair had
been kidnapped by the Green Triangle
agents.

“Lord Edaemore and his son were at a
disadvanta, re, said Lee thoughtfully.
“They only arrived from Canada last
night; their liner docked at Southampton
after dark, and it is probable that they
knew nothing of the day’s sensational
cvents.”

“But don’t the police know how Skcets

and his pater disappeared, sir?” asked
Handforth.
“They only know that the pair had

prepared to go to London by the ordinary
boat train,” replied Nelson Lee. “It
appears that a man 1n shirt sleeves
approached them, and they immediately

hurried to a w mtmo' car, and were driven
away, »

“By George! Kidnapped !”

“So it scems, Handforth,” agrced Lee.
“That car has not been traced—neither
las the man in shirt-sleeves. I have every
reason to suspect foul play—and you boys
knms wh
“Rather, sir,” they chorused,.
They found that Nelson Lee was looking

Zingrave crouched back like a trapped animal.
Get away !* he screamed,

“ Get
‘‘ Take your eyes away ! *’

beyond them, and an expression of concen-
tration had come into his eycs. They
turned, and saw that a stranger had come
within the gates.

He was a tall, well-built man, respcet-
ably dressed, and he had the indefinable
stamp of an upper servant.

CHAPTER 6.
The Surprising Letter!
‘¢ HO’S that funny-looking mer-
chant” asked Handforth suspi-
ciously.

“I think he’s all right, dear
old fellow,” murmured Travers. “I can’t
sce any green triangles printed on his
forehead.”

“Fathead !”

The others grinned. But Nelson Lee
wasn't smiling. In the peculiar circum-
stances, he was suspicious of every
stranger.

The visitor had got into conversation
with Josh Cuttle, the head porter, who had
cvidently mquucd of his business. Cuttle
was now looking round, and pointing to-

~
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wards Big Arch, But suddenly he caught
sight of Nelson Lee with the boys, and
Lhe lowered his hand and spoke again to
the stranger.

“Stroll ‘unconcernedly into the gym-
nasium, boys,” said Lee, in a low voice.

They obeyed without question, but their
hearts were thumping. They had seen
that the stranger was approaching Lee.
And they knew, instinctively, why Lee had
told them to go into the gym. He was
suspicious of danger. *

“Mr. Lee, sir?” said the visitor respect-
fully.

Lee nodded. Not even Nipper guessed
that Lee’s right hand, thrust so carelessly
into his pocket, gripped the butt of an
automatie.

“Brought a note from the castle, sir,”
said the man, offering an cxpensive-look-
ing sealed envelope.

The boys, who were crowding in the
doorway, heard everything—and they were
freshly animated. There were other fellows
strolling in the Triangle, or standing
about in groups; but they took little or
no notice. All this mcant nothing to them.

“From Xdgemore Castle?” said Lee
quictly. “I don’t think I’ve scen you
before.”

““No, sir; I’m new there.”

“In what capacity?”

‘“Butler, sir,” replied the man, with
quiet dignity. ‘“Blane is my name, sir—
Thomas Blane.”

Lee glanced at the envelope, but he did
not turn a hair. Yet the superscription
was startling enough; for it was in Lord
Edgemore’s handwriting.

“Who sent you with this?” asked Lee.

““His lordship, sir.”

“Oh?” said Nelson Lee. ‘‘Lord Edge-
more 18 in residence, then?”

“Yes, sir; arrived from Canada last
night.”

It was all very commonplace to anybody
who happened to catch a scrap of this con-
versation. But Nipper and his com-
panions, in the g‘ymnasium doorway, were
mildly staggered. What could it mean?
If Lord Edgemore and Skeets had been
kidnapped, as Lee supposed, how could he
be in residence at Edgemore Castle?

“Wait, Blane,” said Lec suddenly.
“There may be an answer.”

“Yes, sir,” said the butler, deferentially
retreating.

Nelson Lee strode straight into the
gymnasium.

“Close the door, Nipper,” he said briefly.

The juniors had sense enough not to
question him. He was turning over that

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Ietter, and when, at last, he opened it, he
did so with caution. But there was wmo .
trickery in it. It was a perfectly ordinary
sheets of notepaper which he took out. _
~ “Upon my word,” murmured Lee, frown-
ing.

“May we know what it says, sir?” asked
Nipper breathlessly.

Lee handed it over, and Nipper was not
the only one who read the brief lines;
other fecllows craned over his shoulder,
forgetful of their manners,

It was quite a brief note, written and
signed by Lord Edgemore, and it stated
that Skeets had suddenly been taken ill
after theiz arrival in England, and would
rot be able to attend school for some little
time,

“Well, I'm jiggered ! said Handforth
blankly.

It was the ordinary-ness of the note
which was its most startling feature. It
was the kind of note anybody might have
scut if his son had becn taken ill.

But Nelson Lee and these twelve St.
Frank’s juniors were not so ignorant of
the truc state of affairs as Professor Cyrus
Zingrave fondly imagined! And this note
filled them all with doubt and suspicion.

Zingrave laboured under the delusion
that he had fooled everybody, even includ-
ing Nelson Lee, with his fake ‘“death.”
But Lece had not believed in it from the
first.

And it so happened that Willy Hand-
forth, the previous cvening, had been
testing his latest ‘‘invention ” on the
river. It was a diving-suit—quite an
ingenious contraption, and to the astonish-
ment of Chubby Hexth and Juicy Lemon
it had worked.

But in the middle of the experiment,
whilst Willy was under water, his lines
had been fouled by a mysterious motor-
boat which had glided silently up the
river. Willy had been dragged along, and
with characteristic shrewdness he had sus-
pected something fishy, and had followed
a man who had got out of the motor-boat
and had walked across the park to Edge-
morc Castle. And Willy had recognised
Professor Cyrus Zingrave as the latter had
cntered the castle by a side door!

The three fags had taken Nipper and
Handforth and the other Removites into
their confidence; they had all seen Nelson
Lec about it, only to discover that Lee
already knew the facts. For Lec himself
had been on the prowl, and he alrcady
knew as much as the boys.

But the significant thing was that Pro-
fessor Zingrave was secretly within Edge-
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more Castle! And at that very time Lord
pdeemore and Skeets had vanished from
the docks at Southampton. Putting two
and two together, it was galpab:iy obvious
{hat they had been kidnapped by the
Grecen Triangle—and Zingrave was plan-
ning some nefarious scheme in connection

with the castle,

Yet here was Blane, the new butler,
calmly arriving .with a very ordinary note
from the earl! If Lee and the boys had
known nothing of Zingrave’s presence,
that note would-have aroused no suspicion.

But, as things were, Lee, at least, was
convinced that there was something
radically wrong.

“I'm going to the castle,” he said
abruptly.

‘“But, guv’nor,”
clutching his arm.

‘“Possibly.”

“There’ll be danger——"

‘““All the more reason that I should find
out what it is without delay,” interrupted
Lee grufly. ‘“But my eyes are open. And
that, I think, gives me the advantage.”

muttered Nipper,
“It may be a trap!”

CHAPTER 1.
The Sign of the Green Triangle!

HE dectective, glancing at the note

again, felt certain that it was not

a forgery. Yet the handwriting was

not quite so steady as Lord kKdge-

more’s customary “‘fist.” It occurred to

Lee that the letter had been written under
compulsion.

For it was incredible that Lord Edge-
more could be at the castle as a free agent
~--whilst he and Skeets were posted as
“missing,” with the police of the whole
country on the look-eut for them! The
thing was fantastic.

“If you go over to the castle, guv’nor,
we want to go with you,” said Nipper
eagerly.

“Yes, rather, sir!”

“Skeets is our pal, sir,” said Travers.

“You may come—but at a safe dis-
tance,” replied Lee, after a moment’s
thought. “It will seem quite natural for
You boys to visit the castle to inquire after
your schoolfellow. But you cannot come
with me.”

“You mean, something might happen on
the way?” asked Nipper quickly.

“I shall be very surprised if something
doesn't,” replied Lee grimly.

And he displayed a little slip of white
DPastcboard. in the centre of which was
brinted a vivid green triangle.

Great Scott!” ejaculated Handforth,
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staging. “Where did that come from,
sir”

“I just found it in my pocket.”

“But, guv’'nor, how——"

“I think I know, Nipper,” interrupted
Lee briskly. “Now, no more questions.
Don’t attempt to follow until I am well
out of sight. If nothing has happened by
the time I get to the castle, you may knock
at the front door in the ordinary way.”

Without another word he strode out of
the gym, leaving the boys bubbling with
cexcitement — and even bewilderment.
Nipper was hot with fear for his beloved
guv’'nor safety.

Lee himself was as cool as ice. He re-
arded that slip of pasteboard as a chal-
enge. It had not been in his pocket when

he had left his house.

Only for one moment had Blane, the
Edgemore butler, been actually by his side.
Yet Blane, by some trick of sleight of
hand, must have dropped that card into
his pocket.

ILee had already rcad Blane’s character.
Notwithstanding his air of respectability,
he was a crook. He was, in short, a Green
Triangle agent,

And Nelson Lee, with characteristic
promptness, had formulated a plan.

“There is no written reply, Blane,” said
Lee cheerily, as he approached the man.
“I have decided to run over to Edgemore
Castle and see your master personally.”

“Very good, sir,” said Blane, with a
slight bow. ‘Shall I inform his lordship
when he may expect the car?”

““I shall not trouble about the car,
Blane; I shall walk.”

“Yery good, sir.”

“With you,” =aid Lee,
cigarette.

Nobody would have guessed that he was
watching the man as a cat watches a
mouse. And Blane’s start was unmistak-
able. But he pulled himself together with
admirable quickness, though he could not
conceal the sudden pallor which had
stricken his face.

“With—with me, sir?’” he stammered

“Yes, Blanc—it is a pleasant morning
for a walk.” .

Lee spoke genially; he had learned all
he wanted to know, and he was satisfied.
Blane’'s sudden pallor had a significance—
for Lee—which was as clearly visible as an
open book.

“I—I'm sorry, sir,” said the man, fail-
ing to conceal the unsteadiness in his
voice. ‘‘It’s an honour, I’'m sure, sir, but
I’'m on my bicycle. It's just outside the
gates, sir.”

\

lighting a
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“Never mind your bicycle, my friend,”
said Lee breezily. “I like a companion
when I walk.”

“But I'm going down into the village,

sir—on an errand for his lordship,” said
Blane hastily,
“That can wait,” laughed Lee. *“Come

along.”

He took Blane’s arm, and walked him
through the gateway. Mr. Josh Cuttle
sniffed audibly. He didn’t hold with this
familiarity with servants. But there!
There was no telling what people would do
theso days!

Blane, outside the gateway, tried to dis-
engage himself. It was perfectly true
that he had a bicycle propped against the
w 'lll

“You will have your little joke, sir,’
lic said, with a short laugh. “I’d tala.e
it as a great privilege to walk back to

‘“ THE TEAM OF TRIERS.,”

walk with me,”

Sensational yarn of the Cup-ﬁes.

the castle with you, sir, but his lordship
will be very angry if I don’t send the—
the telegram.”

“Oh, it’s a telegram, is it?”
plecasantly. “Very urgent ?”

“Yery, sir.”

““Strange that his lordship should send
you to the village with a telegram before
the post office is open,” remarked Lee.

The man’s jaw dropped.

said Lce

“I've got other things to do first,
sir—" he began.
“They can all wait,” smiled Lee.

“Upon my word, Blane, I'm disappointed

In you. You don’t look at all unmsociable.
Come alonrr
“No, sir,’ q)an’ced the man, now ﬂloarse

“T tell you I can’t walk with you, sir.’

“And I tell you, Blane, that you will
said Nelson Lce deliber-
ately.

————
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And there was such a world of deter-
mination in his voice that Blane gave in.

Now that the die was cast thc man
walked willingly enough, and Lee pre-
tended not to notice his agitation.

““(lorious morning, Blanc,” said Lec
brightly.

- “Yes, sir—lovely.”

“We're having quite a pleasant spring.”

“Yes, sir.”

“They say that we shall have a pheno-
menal summer this year,” continued Lee.
“About time, too; we’ve had precious
few real summers of late years.”

He chatted as though he hadn’t a care
in the world; yet never in his career had
Nelson Lee been mdre dangerous.

CHAPTER 8.
Nelson Lee's Mistake!

ELSON LEE had known, from the
moment he told. Blane that he
would accompany him back to the
castle, that a murderous ambush

lhad been prepared for him.

Lee hag suspected—and Blane’s beha-
viour had clinched matters.

Lec had figured it all out rapidly 1in
his mind. Blane had no instructions to
go to the village; he was to have cycled
straight back to the castle after having
delivered that note. His master was not
Lord Edgemore—but Professor Zingrave.

And Zingrave, of course, had expected
that Lee would pay a personal visit to the
castle, in consequence of that note. The
note had been deliberately brief, lcaving
Lee without any essential facts.

This set the detective thinking again.
And the more he thought, the more he was
convinced that Lord Edgemore had penned
those lines under compulsion. Nelson Lee
would not be allowed to get to the castle
—he would die long before he got there.
That was the programme. They wouldn’t
dare to make an attempt on his life at
the castle itself.

“When did your master arrive, Blane?”
asked Lee, conversationally.

“Last night, sir, rather late.”

“Unexpected, wasn’t it?”

“No, sir. I—I mean, yecs, sir,” panted
the man. “If—if you don’t mind, Mr.
Lee, I'd rather not answer any questions.
His lordship is very particular.”

“You don’t know him, Blane,” laughed
Lee. “Your master and I arc very great
friends, and unless his trip to Canada
has changed him a lot, he is one of the
casiest-going men under the sun.”

Blane suddenly halted, and he

; was
shaking visibly.
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“I—I don't think I’ll como any farther,
sir,” he said thickly. “I’ve just remem-
bered that I've got to mect somecbody in
the village——"

““Nonsense, Blane!” said Lee. ‘“Any-
body might think you that you werc afraid
to walk with me——"

“No, sir,” gasped the butler. *Of
course not, sir.”

But he was afraid—he was terrified. His
eyes were blazing with fear. They walked
on again, and now Blane was perspiring
pitifully.

And as Nelson Lee’s outward geniality
increased, his inward grimness incrcased
pro rata.

The whole thing was crystal clear.

They had  expected Lee to go in his car,
and they had set an ambush.

Somewhere along that lane, lurking be-
hind the hedge, a man was waiting—with
what?—a high-explosive bomb?

ClearlF, a bomb was the best method
to employ. A gunman could not have
been certain enough of his aim to defi-
nitely kill a man at the wheel of a moving
car. In additional proof of Lee’s theory
Blane’s Dbehaviour was sufficient. For
Rlana would have been in no fear of &
hidden sniper; rather would he have
eagerly consented to accompany Lec, know-
ing that he himself would be safc. For
no self-respecting sniper would have such
a bad aim as to miss Lee, and hit one
of his own kind.

But a bomb was different.

Blanc was deadly afraid because if the
bomb was thrown at Lee, it would destroy
Blane, too. There would be no escaping
from it. Blane’s increasing terror, there-
fore, was understandable.

Nelson Lee was contemptuous; he set the
man down as an arrant coward. He was
only frightened Dbecause he knew of the
ambush. But Lee felt that he was in no
danger so long as he remained affection-
ately by Blane’s side.

And it was there that Lee made a big
mistake.

Lee believed that the man in the ambush
would not hurl his bomb and deliberately
kill his own colleague. But Thomas Blane
knew differently !

Blane was one of the old-timers—he had
served the Green Triangle in its former
days. And he knew thc methods of Pro-
fessor Zingrave as well as any man. He
knew that he would be sacrificed without
compunction—if only Lee went with him !
His own life would mean nothing. He was
a unit—a cipher. All the better, in fact,
if he was blown to smithereens, too, since
his death would make the whole affair
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more logical. The police, when they came
to investigate the tragedy, would never
associate the Green Triangle agents with
Edgemore Castle—since the very butler
from Edgemore Castle was a victim.

No; the police would assume that a
Green Triangle agent had been lurking
about on the off-chance, and that he had
hurled his bomb to kill Lee.

Exactly how right Blane was can be
proved by taking a look at the man who
was hidden high up in a densc fir tree
which bordered the lane two liundred yards
ahead. It was a lonely spot—a little bend
where the road dipped, and where there
were dense trecs on either side.

That Green Triangle agent, perched so
high, knew that he would get some of the
shock of the explosion—but he was in no
danger. Now, as he looked at the
approaching figures, he recognised them.
And not for one second did he hesitate.
He took from an inner pocket a gleaming,
torpedo-shaped object with little flanges at
the rear. It was far more effective than
a Mills bomb; yet, like one of those
deadly hand grenades, it was fitted with
a safety pin.

The man prepared to remove that pin.
He was sweating nearly as much as Blane
himself. He was thinking quickly, but
it had not taken him long to make up his
mind. The very fact that he was willing
to destroy Nelson Lee proved that he was
a ruffian without compunction. The in-
clusion of Blane in the catastrophe made
little difference to him.

He was sorry for Blane, because the
fellow was a Green Triangle man. But he
would have to go. There were no two
ways of thinking of this matter.

He had been promised a princely sum if
he accomplished his purpose, and he was
certainly mnot going to be robbed of his
reward by a scntimental consideration for
a man who was practically a stranger.
Blane was a Green Triangle agent, but he
and this man in the trece scarcely knew one
another,

There was another aspect of the matter.
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If the bomber reported that he had
failed in his mission because of Blane’s
danger, he would be “black-marked ” as
a failure. And Professor Zingrave had a
way of his own with men who were
failures. More often than not he sentenced,
them to death; they met with strange
accidents.

There was no possibility of making a
false report. Nelson Lee’s very arrival at
the castle would prove that he had walked,
unharmed, past the ambush.

No, Blane would have to go! The bomb-
thrower gripped the flanged head of the
safety-pin and waited, tense

CHAPTER 9.
The Double Capture!

HE truth came upon Nelson Lee sud-
denly, dramatically, and with «a
shock which was rather like that
of a blow between the eyes.

Blane wasn’t shaking and swecating
because he was afraid of what might hap- .
pen—but because he was in terror of what
he knew would happen!

They had nearly got into that dip now,
where the trees were so thick, and the
butler was trembling in every limb; his
cyes were wild; his perspiring face was
like chalk.

His dilemma was a terrible one. To go
forward would mean death. To speak—
to warn Lee—would not only mean the
failure of the plot, but he, Blane, would
be a traitor to the Green Triangle! Even
if he suddenly turned tail and bolted he
would be a traitor—for a man of Lee’s
sagacity would be under no misapprehen-
sion regarding his flight.

And that would mean death jus{ the
same—sentence of death by Zingrave !

But life is precious, and the imminence
of Blane’s peril sent him into a frenzied
panic. But now Lee had halted a few
yards shart of the fatal spot; he spun
round and gripped Blane with such
strength that the man crumpled.

““We’re near, eh?” rapped out Lee.
“Now, my friend, tell me the truth!”

“Get back—get back!” screamed Blane.
“We’ll both be killed !”

Lee looked sharply at the hedges, fully
alive to his own danger now. He cursed
bimself for a fool. He ought to have con-
sidered this possibility.

“Control yourself, man!” he said
harshly. “You’re expecting a bomb,
aren’t you? Tell me where——""

““There—therc !” shrieked Blane, point-
ing upwards,
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And, some distance behind, Nipper and
Handforth and the other juniors, had
turned a bend. They were not exactly
disobeying orders, but they were nearer
than Lee would have liked. And they
heard Blane’s panic-stricken voice—saw
Lis pointing arm.

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Handforth.
#What’s the matter with the man?”

“I knew it!” panted Nipper. “It’s an
ambush ! The guv’nor’s walked into——
Oh, look—Ilook !”

Nipper was pointing now, and the others
saw the significant movement in the top-
most branches of that great fir tree.

What occurred next happened within
the space of seconds.

The man in the tree had heard Blane's
words—and there was only one thing to
be done. Nelson Lee was too far off to
make it absolutely certain that he would
be killed in the explosion. But this was
not a moment for hesitation. Blane had
“blown the gaff !

With a sharp tug, the hooded figure
pulled out the safety-catch, and then, with
all his strength, he hurled the bomb out-
wards, through the gap in the trec
branches.

Both Lee and Blane saw it as it came
down—gleaming and shimmering in the
morfiing sunshine. Like a stone it
dropped, and it would hit the ground
some yards in front of the two men.

“Run!” screamed Blane.

Hc attempted to run himself, but he
stumbled, his knees giving way beneath

------
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his wecight. He crashed to the road, a
babbling, craven wretch.

Nelson Lee acted like lightning.

If that bomb hit the ground, it would
mean death. There was just one chancec.
The boys in the background, watching,
fascinated with horror, were reminded of
a cricketer racing over the green turf in
order to reach a dropping ball.

The bomb was falling! Lce leapt up-
wards and outwards, one Land out-
stretched. A missed catch here would
not mean another “life” for a batsman,
but death for two men!

Lee’s fingers closed round the heavy
metal torpedo; he held sccurely. But all
in one movement he swung round, know-
ing that the fuse might reach its end—
knowing that the bomb might explode
in his very hand. He hurled—aund the
bomb sailed over the hedge, and fell with
a dull splash into the decp strcam which—
as Lee knew—flowed on the other side.

Boom ! _

The cxplosion was terrific. The hedgc
sagged over as though struck by a giant

s

The escaping master-crook sent the car swerving wildly across the grounds, crashing through

flower-beds and shrubs,

And, hot on his trail, roared the St. Frank’s juniors, fearless of the

peril into which they were running,
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hand; Lee had flung himself flat. Water,
mud and earth hurtled skywards, to-

Click-click !

The handcuffs were snapped over

gether with scraps of the hedge. But thes Blane’s wrists.

shock area had been confined by the deep
water. The worst danger was over.

As the schoolboys came tearing along
the lane, Lee leapt forward, beneath that
fir tree.

Thud-thud !

He heard the unmistakable dull reports
of a silenced automatic. Bullets thopped
against the hard ground near him. The
bomb-thrower, knowing that he had failed,
was using his gun.

Crack !

Lee’s own automatic barked omce. A
scream sounded from wup in the tree,
followed by the cracking and splintering
as a heavy body fell through the branches.

The man crashed to the ground, rolled
over, and lay still.

“You’re not as hurt as you decserve to
be, my friend!” said Lee, turning the
fellow over.

He had a bullet wound in the leg, and
his fall had stunned him; but no bones
secmed to be broken.

Nelson Lee took four strides, and he
rcached Blane’s side—just as the man was
shakily getting to his feet.

“If you go down for less than ten years,
Blane, you’ll be lucky,” said Lee crisply.

“I wasn’t in it, Mr. Lee!” babbled the
fellow. “It wasn’t me! You can’t hang

this on me——"
“A judge and jury will decide that

point,” interrupted Lee.

And at that moment the St. Frank’s
boys arrived, breathless and excited.

CHAPTER 10.
Doing Their Bit!

‘¢ UV’NOR!”  exclaimed  Nipper
thankfully.
“Yes, young ’un, it was a

close call,” admitted Lece.

“That explosion might have killed you,
sir,” panted Handforth.

“Yes, I ought to have known that
Blane’s companionship would be no safe-
guard,” continued Lee. *They’re not very
considerate with you, Blane, are they?”

“You wait !” snarled Blane. *The chicf
will get you yet !”

LISTEN-IN to this?

‘““ Hallo, everybody ! Figgins calling. There

are some who call me a New House waster, but,
believe me, I've got one up against the School
House this time. Poor old Gussy’s gone
‘“ goofy ” again. Yes, and it’s another girl
called Ethel. I'm not going to tell you just
what the New House Co. is going to do, but,
believe me, it’s going to be a scream ! You
canread all about it for twopence in this week’s
great GEM yarn “ Gussy Goes ‘ Goofy’ |’
Chin, chin | ”

‘*“ Just half a minute, you chaps! This is
Tom Merry, of the School House. I've just
heard what that cheeky waster Figgins has
been saying, so I thought I'd put you wise to
the fact Figgy may not find things all his own
way. That’sall. You'll discover what I mean
when you read this week’s issue of :

THE GEM :2-

Every Wednesday
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“That’'ll do,” said Lee. “I’ve got a
little idea about you, Blane. This way!”

He bauled the now infuriated man to
a tree which grew mnear the roadside.
Deftly, Lee unlocked one of the handcuffs;
hie forced Blane’s arms right round the
tree trunk, and they just reached. Click!
The handcuff was re-locked.

“ Here, what’s the idea?” gasped the
man, in alarm.

“You can continue to hug that tree,
my good Blane, until the police come,”
replied Lee pleasantly.

And Blane cursed and struggled in vain,
He was about as helpless as any man
could be. Upright against that tree,
hugging it, his wrists handcuffed on the
other side, his plight was unenviable.

“I want two of you boys to remain
here, and watch over these men,” said Lee
briskl Blane can’t do any harm, and
the other one won’t recover consciousness
for at least an hour. Another bov will
hurry to the village, find P.-c. Sparrow,
and then ring up Inspector Jameson, of
Bannington. Can I rely upon you to do
that?”

“Yes, sir,” chorused the juniors, cager
to help.

“All right—sce to it,” said Lec.

*“Where are you going, guv’'nor?” asked
Nipper quickly.

“To the castle.”

“But Zingrave—-"’

“I am very anxious to meet Zingrave,”
interrupted Lee. “But, somchow. I fecl
I'm going to be disappointed. Yet there’s
something fishy going on at Edgemore
Castle—and I mean to find out what it is.”

To the relief of the ‘boys, rumnning
fizures were now seen, and half a dozen
St. Frank’s seniors, headed by Fenton of
the Sixth, and Browne of the Fifth, came
breathlessly upon the scene.

“Good egg!” murmured Handforth.
“We can go along to the castle now !”’

“Just what I was thinking,” said
Nipper, nodding. ‘““No need for our little
party to be broken up.” '

They had been willing enough to help,
but, if the truth must be told, they were
dismayed There would have been quite a
lot of argument as to which two fellows
should remain with the prisoners, and
which one should go to the village for the
police.

The arrival of tho secniors solved the
problem

“What’s been happening here, sir?”
asked Fenton, in alarm.

“You have come at a useful moment,
Fenton,” said Lee. “ You may take charge
of these two prisoners.”
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He gave the same instructions as he had
given to the juniors, and Fenton and his
companions promiscd to attend to the
matter.

“I gather,” said Williamm Napoleon
Browne, “that you kids witnessed the
whole performance?—Alas! It is never
my luck to obtain a front seat.”

“We were afraid that you had been
kiiled, sir,” said Fenton. ‘The explosion
sounded terrific, back at the school. We
guessed that it was another murder
attempt.”

“They aro becoming tiresome, Fenton,”
sald Lee grimly. “These Green Triangle
agents become more and more daring.”

“I venture to suggest, Brother Lee, that
they will have to become more and more
clever, too, if they are to catch you on
the hop,” said Browne genially. ‘“Ah!
The populace is arriving in a dense mass.”

It was more or less true. Crowds of
seniors and juniors were running up the
lane, approaching; and quite a few Moor
View girls were in evidence, too. For the

oirls’ school, being mnearer than St.
Frank’s, had heard thec shock more dis-
tinctly

“I grieve to see this evidence of morbid
curiosity,” said Browne, shaking his head.
“Well, these people will be disappointed.
Doubtless they hoped to assist in the task
of collecting the pieces.”

There was a tremendous amount of ex-
citement now. TFenton, in charge, sent
two of his fellow seniors to the village
for the police. Nelson Lee was glad to
make his escape; he was not in the mood
for answering questions now. His main
anxicty was to get to Edgemore Castle.

Glancing round as he moved off, he
noted that Nipper and Handforth and all
thosc other juniors had gone. As a
matter of fact, they had wvanished into
the trees by the roadside. And they were
listening with some annoyance as they
Lheard Forrest and Gore-Pearce and Gray-
son and similar fry indignantly proclaim-
ing that Nelson Lee ought to clear out
of the district. Other fellows were taking
up the song. Nelson Lee was endanger-
ing them all, and if he had any decency,
he would resign the headmastership.

“Don’t listen to them, you chaps,’”’ mut-
tered Nipper. “My guv’nor won’t allow

any harm to comec to the school.  The
rotters !”
“They’re humbugs, too, dear old

fellow,” said Travers. “Thecy'd be more
disappointed than anybody else if Mr. Lee
went away. We haven’t had so much
excitement for terms and terms.”

“Well, it's a good thing we got out of
that crowd,” said Handforth, his eyes
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gleaming. “They
tered us with questions.
to?do now 9’

‘We’re going along to the castle,” said
Nipper promptly. *“By cutting across
the park we can keep the guv’nor in sight
—and we shall be handy if there’s any
more trouble.” |

Nelson Lee, meanwhile, was striding
grimly towards the historic old pile.
Never had ke been in a more dangerous
mood.

The capture of Blane and that other man
meant nothing. They were mere units of
the great Green Triangle organisation.

But here, in Edgemore Castle, was the
master-brain—and Nelson Lce was going
deliberately into battle. '

would only have pes-
What are going

g pS—

CHAPTER 11.
A Surprise!

S the detective approached the ivy-
covered front of the castle lie knew
that he was an easy mark from any
of the windows. Yet he was in very

little danger here. Daring as Zingrave
and his associates were, they would necver
be guilty of the folly of destroying their
cnemy in such a spot.

For it would mean the
police, of Scotland Yard detectives, in
great numbers. Professor Cyrus Zin-
grave was at Edgemore Castle, but there
was no safer place for Nelson Lece.

He doubted if there would be any answer
to his knocking and ringing. With Lord
Edgemore a prisoner and Zingrave in
hiding, there would be nobody to open
the door. Even if there were other Green
Triangle men here, they would not dare
to show themselves.

By this time Lece was supposed to be
dead; his arrival, therefore, would be a
complete surprise to the enemy.

Scarcely had Nelson Lee knocked, how-
ever, before the great door swung open,
and a sedately-attired footman looked at
him with inquiring eyecs.

Lee revealed no sign of his astonish-
ment; he took stock of the man without
appearing to do so. The footman’s clothes
were ill-fitting; his eyes were shifty; he

invasion of

held himeelf awkwardly. He was, in
short, a crook.
“Good-morning,” said Lee briefly. “I

wish to see Lord Edgemore.”
“Have you an appointment, sir?”
“No.li
“1f you will come in and wait, sir, I
will see if his lordship is in,” said the

footman respectfully. “May I have your
name, sir?’”’

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“Tell his lordship that Mr. Lee has
called.” _

“Very good, sir.”

The footman went across the great hall
to the library. He tapped, opcned the
and entered. Nelson Lee watched him
closely, and one of the detective’s hands
was on his automatic in his pocket.

He was not surprised when the footman
immediately returned.

“His lordship will see you, sir,” an-
nounced the man deferentially.

He stood aside by the library door, and
Nelson Lee’s wits were at their keencst.
He was irresistibly reminded of the old
saw: “° Walk into my parlour,’ said the
spider to the fly.”

He advanced, wondering what sort of a
reception had been prepared for him in
the library. Then he experienced a
shock, for a tail, bronzed figure appearcd
in the opening of the great doorway.

“@Glad you came, Lee,” said a familiar
voice. “Come in.”

The man was Lord Edgemore himseclf!
He was the last persom Nelson Lee had
expected to see—knowing all he did know.
And as the detective entered, he caught
a fleeting glimpse, out of the corner of
his eye, of the footman’s almost mocking
smirk.

Even as Lee shook hands he was ready
for swift action. But there was nothing
to fecar. The man with him was un-
questionably the Earl of Edgemore. The
first thought that had sprung into Lee’s
mind was that this man was an impostor
—a Green Triangle agent impersonating
the earl. B

But Lce dismissed the theory at once.
This man, beyond all shadow of doubt,
was the earl.

“You got my note, of course,” said his
lordship, with a sigh. ‘Poor Skeets! I
can’t understand him, Lee. Quite a
sudden attack. But I guess he’s young,
and I mustn’t worry too much.”

“I came over,” said Lee deliberately,
“because I thought you might be in need
of my help.”

“Good of you, but I don’t think you can
do anythineg,” said his lordship, shaking
his hecad. “Sit down, Lee.”

Lee made himself comfortable—but mnot
before he had taken a quick, searching
look round the room. But everything was
very ordinary.

Lee was trying to fit this puzzle to-
gether.  Lord LEdgemorec was himself—
and yvet there seemed to be a strained.
far-off look in his eyes. But that could
easily be accounted for by his concern
over his son. Then Lee thought of the

(Continued on page 24.)
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O. HANDFORTH, reformer—that’s me.

E My name will go down to posterity.

® I shall live for ever in the history of St.

Frank’s, A bust of me will stand
prominently in the Triangle in days to come.

At least, that’s what ought to happen,
although I don’t suppose for a single moment
that anything of the sort will ever come about.
Tho authorities never seem to appreciate
genius, But does it grieve me ? No—at
least, not very much,

My latest movement inaugurated for the
benefit of St. I'rank’s has caused a sensation—
not to say a riot, I decided that the school
needed reforming. Just lately fellows have

been flagrantly flouting the lqws and regulations.

There’s Forrest, for example. Only the other
day he publicly declared that rules are made
to be broken. Jevver hear anything like it ?

Needless to say, I remonstrated—forcibly.
Travers then promptly pointed out that I
myself had broken a school rule by fighting.
That was unfortunate, for I'd overlooked the
fact. However, to prove that I was in earnest
I punched myself in tho eyo—and did it so
realistically that it cost me the price of half a
pound of best rump steak to cure,

But it’s all in the good of the cause, and I'm
going to stick to my guns. Law and order at
St. Irank’s, That's my ery henceforth—and
I'll lay down tho law and givoe the orders. If
the juniors don’t like it—well, they can lump it.
If the seniors don’t like it—well, being seniors,
I suppose I shall have to lump it. As for the
masters—yes, perhaps it would be best if I
make them exempt from my activities.

IFullwood asked me why I started this law and
order movement, and what I expect to gain
from it,

My sole aim is the good of the school. I
¢Xpect no reward, no thanks from the authori-
ties—although if Mr. Wilkes likes to roscind
that gating he gavo me for breaking a window

(Continued at foot of next column.)

The following arz charged on the aforementioncd
counts and will be brought before his lordship
Judge Edward Oswald Handforth—and may they
jolly well be ashamed of themselves !

Archie Glenthorne. For causing a riot by
wearing an awful and unlawful purple and
yellow spotted tie. IFor causing an obstruction
mm the public highways by falling asleep in tho
Remove Passage. For causing a public.
disturbance by snoring during aforementioned
unlawful act,

Ralph Leslie Fullwood. Who is sued by
Edward Long for a claim amounting to 10/-,
The plaintiff pleads that he contracted tooth-
ache while listening at defendant’s keyhole,
and had to have his molar extracted. Damages
claimed : 2/6 dentist’s fce, and 7/6 for pain
suffered and incurred during extraction,

Cornelius Trotwood. For being a menace to
the safety of the public. Trying to make him
understand what 18 being said to him strains
the vocal chords and shatters the ear drums of
innocent passers-by.

James Fatty Little. For causing an obstruc-
tion and delaying traffic in the school corridors
in that his ample figure almost comploetely
fills the width of the said corridors, thus denying
right.of-way to the general public.

Bernard Forrest. Yor causing a fog when he
smokes his vile cigarettes, and for setting a bad
example to the rest of the community.

George Bell. For aiding and abetting the
aforomentioned accused.

Albert Gulliver. Ditto.

Claude Gore-Pearce. For being a blot on the
landscape and for being the cause and the
means of endangering the eyes of all law-abiding
citizens who chance to behold him,

I shan’t object, You see, there’s an important
footer match that dayv, and I'm awfully keen to
play. Yours hopefully,

E. 0, I
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JUDGE HANDY CAUGHT FOR T
IN COURT

SCORES OF SNORES

(Being a full report of the proceedings in
the Remove Court, presided over by Judge
Handforth. The writer, for reasons that
will be obvious, wishes lo remain anonymous.)
ROMPTLY at 5.30 thie undignified
P figure of Judge Handforth entered
the court. Usher Church re-
quested everybody to rise, but
nobody did so. His lordship got into a
fino old rage at this exhibition of dis-
respect and threatened to arrest every-
body. Ribald merriment greeted this
announcement, and as Handforth realised
that he had only two unwilling supporters
in Church. and McClure, usher and clerk
respectively, he decided to abandon his
threat.

Seating himself in the judicial chair, his
lordship then met with a double disaster.
FFirst he sat on a drawing-pin, and then
the chair collapsed alto%}ether owing to a
sawn leg. Everybody howled, including
Handforth—he with pain, the others with
laughter.

““Order! Silence ! ” bellowed the judge
wrathfully disentangling himself from the
wreckage., ¢ Silence, or I'll clear the
court ! ”

All present immediately howled louder
than ever, much to the indignation of his
lordship. So he graciously relented, and
at last order was restored.

“Who is the prisoner—what is the
charge, fathead—I1 mean, Mr, Usher—I
mean—oh, read out the doings, Maec, you
idiot | ’ stormed the judge.

“Who's a fathead and a idiot ?2
wrathfully snorted the clerk, and for a
moment it looked as if he was going to

lay hands upon the sacred personage of

his lordship. The court was denied this
pleasure, however, and the proceedings
proceeded.

The first item on the agenda, so to
speak. was Archie Glenthorne. He was
charged with being an obstruction and a
nuisance, or some such silly rot,

Unfortunately, the prisoner was not
forthcoming when his name was called.
Violent snores indicated his whereabouts,
however, and Archie was fished out from
under the table. -

‘“ Glenthorne, your sentence, when
decided upon, will be doubled, trebled,
quad—quad ” "

The worthy judge failed to think of the
word and subsided with a splutter.

‘‘ T objeect, brother—that is to say, your
lordship,” protested William Napoleon
Browne, who was defending counsel, and
promptly launched into a long speech that
reduced everybody in court to tears in

two minutes and sent them to sleep in
four. Even his lordship slumbered at the
end of six, giving a good imitation of a
voloano in eruption. Browne, not aware
of thissad state of affairs, in his enthusiasm,
talked on and on—and on.

One hour, two hours, three hours passed.
And still he gestured, still his flow of elo-
quence continued. At the end of the third
hour, just when Browne was beginning to
get properly settled down to business, a
bell clanged loudly from outside the court-
room,

Everybody woke up with a start.

‘““ That’s calling-over bell ! ”” gasped ono
of the jurymen.

‘“ Brotliers, brothers,” said Browne, in
distress, ‘ how long have I been talking ?
Why, surely it only seems a matter of
minutes—'2

‘“ Better look behind you,”? suggested

another juryman. * There’s a calendar
on the wall.”

“I haven’t the faintest idea of what
you’ve been gassing about, Browne, but
your objection is over-ruled, anyway,”
declared Judge Handforth pompously.
““1 hereby pronounce sentence upon the
prisoner. H% shall be made to wear clogs
and go about without socks.”

Immediately there was an uproar at the
judge’s harshness; and Archie himself
shuddered, wilted, wobbled at the knees,
and then collapsed_into a state of complete
coma.

‘““ And now the court will adjourn! 2
announced tho judge majestically.

(Continued at foot of column five)
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TOMMY WATSON MAKES A COLLECTION OF
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LAWS WE WOULD LIKE

St. Irank’s is crazy. Why, he

himself is one of the worst

offenders! I believe this latest
fad is only an excuse to get himself into
the good books of Mr. Wilkes so that the
Housemaster will release him from a gating
for the footer match on Saturday. I guess
Handy will “arrest’ me for saying a
libellous thing like that, but I'm willing
to take the risk. And it’ll be good fun,
anyway.

However, his stunt gave me a notion
for some copy, and I went round to all the
St. Frank’s celebritics and asked them
what they would do if they were in the
position of making new rules and regu-
lations at the old school.

Archie Glenthorne said that he would
do away with rising bell. Everybody
should be allowed to get up when they
liked ; he would institute armchairs in
the classrooms and have cups of tea brought
round during lcssons. Trust that lazy
slacker to suggest a thing like that.

Fatty Little, of course, stated he would
pay more attention to the grub routine of
the school. Grub would bo obtainable
when, where, and how he wanted it. If
necessary, lessons would be cut out
altogether to satisfy the inner man. Ah,
well, it’s fortunate that Fatty isn’t in the
position to make his own rules, otherwise
I can see him becoming the size of an over-
grown elephant.

Nipper was more levelheaded in his
suggestions. He would introduce crimin-
ology into the school curriculum and per-
haps devote a little more time to sport. I
agree with the latter suggestion, but I'm
not so sure that I would be interested to
know the size of Bill Sikes’ toeprint.

I didn’t trouble to tackle Forrest. I
know only too well that he'd want to turn
St. Frank’s into a gambling den. I expeet

HANDFORTH’S idea of reforming

BECOME AN
ALL-TALKING TALKIE

Improve your elocution by taking
BROWNE'S
extra special
YELLOW
“ Gassbagg ” pills.
They make you
RED
in the face with talking
and give listeners the
BLUES.
Warxinc.—These highly successful pills
are not recommended to people with false
teeth wunless said teeth are securely
clamped to the miouth with three-inch
nails, or something similarly strong.

he’d also become a bookmaker, and prob-
ably start a racecourse on the playing-
fields.

Mr. Suncliffe was all for cricket. He
secomed to forget his responsibility as a
Form-master, and said that he wouldn't
mind if cricket was played all day and all
the year round.

“ But it rains 364 days of tho year—
and 365 days during Leap Year,” I
pointed out.

“ Wouldn’t worry me in the least,” he
replied triumphantly. “ We'd have an
indoor ecricket pitch. Big Hall, for
instance. Rather limited in dimensions
at the moment, but that could soon be
remedied by knocking down the walls
and enlarging it.”

Methinks Mr. Suncliffe knows what he’s
talking about !

All I can say in conclusion is that St.
Frank’s would be the world’s most popular
school if tho fellows had their way. But
what a hope of that coming to pass!

JUDGE HANDY CAUGHT IN COURT

(Continued from column 2.)

“ One moment, please ! ”’ cut in a voice
from the doorway, and upon the threshold
stood Mr. Wilkes, frowming thunderously.
“So you are a judge, eh, Handforth ?
Well, before adjourning the court you will
pass one more sentence. You will charge
yourself with causing a disturbance and
you w’ill sentence yourself to five hundred
lines.’

And when Handforth had done so,
everybody agreed that he was a judge
with a real sense of justice!
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THE HOUSE OF DREAD!

(Continued from page 20.)

footman—so obviously a Green Triangle
man. How was 1t that the earl accepted
that fellow as a servant? And Blane, too?

“I’m glad you're here, Leec,”” said the
earl suddenly. ‘“What’s all this non-
sense about Skeets and me disappearing?
Who put that ridiculous story into cir-
culation?”’ .

“It was reported by the railway police
that you were lured away from thé train
just as it was about to start,” replied
Lee. “And I must confess, Lord Edge-
more, that I myself feared that you had
fallen into evil hands.”

The earl laughed—but it was a mirth-
less effort.

“We left the boat train hurriedly and
unexpectedly, I will admit,” he said.
“Skeets came over faint very suddenly,
and I decided, on the spur of the moment,
to bring him setraight to the castle. 1
had intended telegraphing to the London
terminus about our baggage, but Skeets
was so much worse by the time we arrived
that I forgot the matter.”

Lee podded, watching his host closely.
He could not get rid of the ‘mpression
that Lord Edgemore had spoken the words
mechanically, after the fashion of an
amateur actor saying his lines.

“I heard a different story from the
police ” said Lee quietly.

“Oh! How different?”

“T was told that a strancer, in shirt-
sleeves hurried up to you, and that after a
few moments conversation you accom-
panied him to a waiting car,” said Lee.
“The man in shirt-sleeves has not becen
traced—neither has the car. To be per-
fectly honest, Lord Edgemore, I am re-
lieved to find you here, safe and sound.”

“There has been some absurd blunder-
ing,” growled the earl. “I remember
the man in shirt-sleeves; he mistook me
for somebody else and scarcely ten words
passed between us. I happened to sce a
waiting car evidently belonging to a
hiring company, and I offered the man
doubls money if he would get Skeets herc
quickly. I don’t know where the car
came from, or what happened to it after
I had paid the driver off. But there has
been a lot of mystery over nothing. I am
here—Skeets is upstairs in bed—and I
want no police inquiries. or police inter-
ference.”

Again he spoke as though he were re-
peating passages that he had learned by
heart Ordinarily, perhaps, Nelson Lec
would not have noticed it; but just now
his wits were super-alert.
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The earl’s story sounded satisfactory;
but, according to Nelson Lee's informa.
tion the police could produce witnesses to
prove that the man 1in shirtslceves had
come up to the boat train, inquiring
specifically for Lord Edgemore.

So his lordship had lied about that.
Why? There really seemed nothing to
hide. Did he know of Professor Zin-
orave’s presence at the castle, and had
he been intimidated?

And then, as Nelson Lee looked across
at his host, the truth came to him like a
flash of inspiration.

S———

CHAPTER 12.
The Mystery Malady!

S the startling explanation came to Nelson
A Leo he looked with new interest at his
host. He even rose to his feet and,
bending forward, peered closely—even
rudely—into Lord Edgemore’s face, )

He was not surprised when the carl showed
no resentment. e seemed hardly aware of
Lee’s scrutiny. He sat mechanically, listless
and indifferent. And Lee was satisfied with
this proof of his theory.

“ You are not yourself, Lord Edgemore,”
said the detective suddenly.

““ No,” muttered the earl, * I——I——— What ?
What did you say ?’’ He spoke with sudden
harshness. ‘‘ Not myself ! Say, what are you
trying to do ? "

Nelson Lee did not answer. He was no longer
baffled. And his thoughts automatically
strayed to Skeets, for the one train of thought
inevitably led to the other.

““ What is the nature of your son’s sudden
illness ? *' he asked abruptly.

“ Skeets’ illness ? " said tho earl. * Yes;
very mysterious. I am terribly worried about
the boy, Mr. Leé. If I am abrupt in my
manner I hope you will forgive me.”

His voice was almost toneless, and Lee was
not looking at him. The detective was search-
ing (he room, and even went to two or threo
of the heavier pieces of furniture and glanced
behind them., ilst thus ocoupied he passed
one of the windows, and he saw the group of
St. Frank’s fellows who were approaching the
wide terrace.

For a moment Lee frowned, and then his
brow cleared.

* Some of the boys are coming,” he said.

‘“Boys ? " repeated Lord Edgemore. ¢ Oh,
you mean from St. Frank’s ? They are per.
fectly welcome No, I don’t want them
here,” he added suddenly. ‘ Who told them to
come ! I won't bo pestered with schoolboys !

“ They are your son’s friends,” said Leeo
gently. “ Naturally, they are anxious about

keets.”

It was some moments before the earl replied.

“Yes, of course,” he said, at length. * Let
them come in, Mr. Lee. Surely. It is thought-
ful c’>’f them to come along to inquire about my
son,".
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It was Lee who made
o move towards the
hall, and the earl, after
o moment of hesitation,
followed. ‘

Nipper and Travers
and  Handforth and
Willy and the others
were congiderably
startled when they saw
the great door open—
and when they saw
Nelson Lee side by side -
with Lord Edgemore.
They had been uncer-
tain as to the wisdom
of their approach, but
now they halted in sheer
bewilderment.

‘““ Great Scott ! ”’ mut-
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CHAPTER 13.
The Patient!

ELSON LEE was

N both gratified

and surprised.

He had not ex-

pected that the request
would be granted.

The boys, he could see,
were not suspicious ; it
they noticed any differ-
ence in the earl’s man-
ner, they set it down to
his worried state of
mind. Nipper, perhaps,
was the only one who
kept looking at Lord
Edgemore with keen,
concentrated intentness.

ISSUE!

tered Church, staring.
“Jt’s —it’'s tho earl
himself {1 *

‘““ Hero—safe and sound!” said Travers.
“Well, well! Who’d have thought it ?

“ You may come in, boys,” called Nelson Leeo
from the doorway. ‘ Lord Edgemore would
like to have a word with you.”

Thoy hurried up the wide stops, eager and
excited.

“ It seems that the police have made a silly
blunder,” went on Lee. * Lord Edgemore and
his son did not disappear at all ; they merely
changed their plans and came straight home,
instead of going to London.”

“My only hat!? ejaculated Handforth,
““What o frost !

“We're glad to hear it, sir,” said Nipper
quickly. ¢ Is it really true that Skeets is un-
well 27 )

They surrounded the two men in the hall,
and Lord Edgemore was looking worried and
uncertain.

“ Yes; Skeets is in bed,” ho said. ‘I don’t
know what’s the matter with him. The attack
came suddenly. He was in perfect health
during the voyage—right until we were about
to enter the boat train, in fact. Then, suddenly,
ho developed this extraordinary malady.”

“ But what is it, sir 2’ asked Handforth
eagerly. *’Flu, or biliousness, or measles, or
something ?

“I don’t know what it is,” replied Lord
Ed;]zemoro quiotly. “I wish I did. He seems
healthy enough in body ; his pulse is sound, his
appetite is good, and there is no sign of any
fever. Yet the poor boy is like a stricken
thing.”

“May we go up to see him, sir ? " asked
Travers. * I'm one of his very special chums,
You know.”

3 “So am I, sir,” said Handforth quickly.
We're all his chums. Perhaps we can cheer
him up a bit.”

Only for a moment did Lord Edgcmore
hesitate,

“Yes, certainly,” he said.
You to be so thoughtful.
to Skeets at once.’

“Tt is good of
I will take you up

‘ Something funny
about this,” he whis-
pered, as they moved towards the stairs.

*“ Just what I was thinking,” murmured Willy
Handforth, who was next to iim. “ What about
old Zinny ? )

“ That’s what I mean,” said Nipper softly.
‘““ Perhaps he cleared out after Skeets and his
pater arrived. Yet that doesn’t explain it.”

“ Not by long chalks,” said Willy. * Better
keep mum now, though.”

Ho did not like the look of the footman ; he
noticed, too, that Nelson Lee was lkeeping a
wary eye on the fellow. The footman himself
had remained in the hall, and he was looking up
the wide staircase with undisguised resentment.

The boys felt -a subtle difference in the very
air. Edgemore Castle was not the free and easy
‘“‘liberty hall ” as of old. There was a sort of
tension in the air.

But Lord Edgemore readily opened one of
the bedroom doors, and the guests were ushercd
in. The handsome bed in that noble apartment
was occupied by a solitary figure.

“ Hullo, Skeots, old son ! >’ murmured Travers,
apgroaching.
keets, usually so cheery, made no answer.
He was lying comfortably and easily, and the
boys woere gratified to see that he was looking
disgustingly healthy. He was bronzed from his
recent soa trip, and it would have been difficult
to imagine a more robust youngster.

But there was something startlingly peculiar
about his eyes. Their expression was dull, flat,
characterless. He looked from Travers to Potts
and from Potts to Nipper, and then the others.
But his expression did not change. They might
have been strangers to him.,

“ What’s—what’s wrong with him ? ”* whisp-
ered Handforth uneasily.

“ Skegts ! ” said Jimmy Potts, bending over
the bed? ¢ Skeets, old man!”

But the young Viscount Bellton looked at
Jimmy as though he had never seen him before.
His lips moved, and the boys heard an unin.
telligible murmur. But that was all.

“Don’t press him,” said Lord Edgemore.
“ He's been like that since last night—since it
happened. He scarcely knows me, even.”
‘*“How awrul ! !’ whispered McClure,
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“It's—it’s so rummy,” said Handforth,
troubled. ‘I mean, he looks so jolly healthy.
Yet he's in a sort of—of trance ! "

“ You seem to have selected the right word,”
said Nelson Lee, nodding.. * Yes, a sort of
trance.”

“I think it must have been a stroke,” said
Lord Edgemore. * At first he came over dizzy,
and it was that which prompted me to bring
him straight home. But soon -after arriving
here the poor boy developed this extraordinary
condition, I cannot get him to answer any
questions. He just lays there helpless. Yet,
when food is brought to him, he eats with all
his normal appetite.”

“ It—it must be something to do with hig
brain,” said Handforth in an awed voice.
“ Poor old Skeets! It's terrible to see him like
that. Haven’t you had a doctor to see him,
sir ? ' he added, turning to the earl,

“I am afraid our local doctor would be
baffled,” replied Lord Edgemore. “ I have sont
for a great West End specialist, and he will be
down this afternoon.”

*“ A specialist ! " said Lee sharply.

e was more alert than ever. The boys,
however, thought they could understand Lord
Edgemore’s strange behaviour. With Skeets in
t.hié condition the father was naturally worried
stiff.

“ I think we had better go down,"” said Lece.
““Come, boys. There is nothing to be gained
by remaining here. Wo can only hope that poor
Skeets will make a rapid and satisfactory re-
covery."”

They went downstairs, Nelson Lee and Lord
Edgemore leading the way.

“I am glad to hear that you have sent for a
prominent London doctor,” remarked Lee.
“ One glance at Skeots convinces me that our
local medicos would be unable to prescribe the
correct treatment."

“That is what I thought, too,” said Lord
Edgemore. ‘ The man who is coming is a great
brain specialist.”

“ May I be permitted to know his name ? "

The ear! did not answer ; it seemed that he
had not heard the question.

“ Who'’s the doctor you've sent for. sir ?”
asked Jimmy Potts eagerly.

Lord Edgemore swung round upon him;
they had just reached the hall,

“ Don't bother me,” he said impatiently.
“You wouldn’t know, if I told you. Ile is an
eminent specialist, and if he cannot discover
the nature of my son’s malady, no man can,
Let that be sufficient.”

“ Sorry, sir,”” muttered Jimmy

Lee himself did not pursue the subject.

“I wonder if you have noticed anything
different about the castle ? "’ he said, going off
on another tack. ‘ Were you disturbed at all
during the night, Lord Edgemoro ? ”

“ Disturbed ? ’ repeated his lordship dully.
“I don’t understand what you mean.”

“ Did you see any mysterious figures ?* Did
you hear any unusual noises ?

“ Of course not,” said the earl, with sudden

impatience. * The castle is the samo as it
ilwnys, was. What are you driving at, M.
eo ? 1l

- walked back to the library.

“ Nothing,” “It doesn’t
matter."

Lord Edgemore held out his hand, and it was
an indication that the visit was at an end.
Lee took the hand, and was impressed by its
listlessness. TFor it was characteristic of the
earl that his handshake was firm and even
powerful.

“ Good-bye, Mr. Lee. Good-bye, boys,” said
his lordship. ‘I thank you for coming, but
you will not misunderstand me when I tell you
that I prefer to be alone. In my present state of
mind I am, I am afraid, an indifferent host.”

- He turned abruptly from tho door, and
And Nelson Leo
and the boys made their exit, and the heavy
door closed with an unmistakable thud, operated
by the resentful footman.

And there had been something ominous in
the sound of that thudding door.

replied Lee,

L I

CHAPTER 14,
Professor Zingrave's Fury!l

][ ORD EDGEMORE having returned to
the library, shut the door and sat down
in one of the easy chairs before the fire.

He did all this mechanically, as though
impelled by some unseen, hidden force.
e sat there motionless, and now there was

a startling similarity in his condition to that of

Skeets.

A minute
minutes.

And then, with a little click, the door of an
adjoining room opened. It was a semall study,
and there was a communicating door between
this apartment and the library.

Professor Cyrus Zingrave entered ; and his
usually immobile face was distorted with well.
nigh uncontrollable fury.

“Leel” he snarled passionately. “ Leco
again! A thousand curses on the interferinz
dog's head 1 ”

e had reached the fireplace by now, and he
aced up and down on the rich hearthrug.

Eord Edgemore, sitting so near, took scarcely

any notice of him. |

‘You!” went on Zingrave, glaring at the
earl. ‘ By Heaven' I managed you all right—
but it was an appalling strain. How did Lee
escape ? " he went on harshly. ¢ Answer me
that, you poor thing! How did Lee escape 7!

The professor was almost beside himselr.

Nelson Lee’s visit had been as unexpected
and as shattering as a bombshell. Zingrave
had only just managed to cope with the situa-
tion. But he had coped with it. and this was
the only satisfaction he could obtain.

He had heard the dull report of the explosion ;
hoe had congratulated himself upon the fact
that Nelson Lee, at last, was no more. Then
Lee, as cool as ever, utterly unscathed, had
turned up !

There was something uncanny about it. No
matter how Zingrave plotted to end Nelson
Lee’s life, the detective still lived. He seemed
to bear a charmed existence.

And this time the professor had assured him-
self that there could be no possible miscarriage,

passed—two minutes—three
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Zingrave saw the blocked roadway—knew he could not stop the car ; and, in a desperate
bid for freedom, crashed straight thrm;gh lt)hle pz;rapet of the bridge, into the swirling
river below .

He had expected Leec to come to Edgemore
(astle in answer to that noto ; he Lad arranged
the ambush.

There came a tap at the door, and Zingrave,
pulling himself together, turned.

“Come in!” he said in a calmer tone.

Tt was the footman who entered.

‘*“ All clear, Chief,’’ he said hoarsely. ¢ They’ve
gone.”

“I know they’ve gone, you fool,” retorted
Zingrave. * Is that all you came to tell me 7 »

The man cast an uneasy glance at Lord
Edgemore.

“Don’t worry about him, Gull,” said the
professor impatiently. * He scarcely knows
what we are saying—and he is not taking the
slightest interest. Where’s that fool, Blane ?
Hasn’t he returned yet ?

The footman looked frightened.

“I came to tell you about him, Chief,” he
8aid nervously, ¢ Number Sixteen rang up

from the village. The call came through to the
other telephone——"

“Well 7> snapped Zingrave.
‘“ Blane's arrested, Chief,” blurted out Gull.
¢ Arrested !

““Yes, Chief—and so is Number Twenty.
It seems that Number Twenty is injured, too—
they took him to Bannington in an ambulance.”

“Get out!” snarled Zingrave. * This is
Lee’s work !

‘“ Hadn’t wo better be moving on, Chief ?”
asked Gull feverishly. ‘ We’ll have the police
here next——-"

“ Don’t be a bigger blockhead than you can
help,” interjected the professor curtly. ‘' The
police cannot conmect that affair with Idge-
more Castle. If the police do come, Lord Edge-
more will see them, and he will give a satis-
factory explanation about Blano. Now get
out!”
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Gull was only too glad to escape. He had seen
the Green Triangle’s chief in angry moods before,
but never had he seen him so infuriated as now.

For some timo Professor Zingrave paced up
and down like a madman. His rage against
Nelson Lee was terrifying to witness.

Again Lee! Blane and Number Tweonty
arrcsted—and all because of Nelson Lee!
Every time, at every turn, Nelson Lee scored !

“DBut I'll get him 1" panted Zingrave, his
eyes burning. “ He can’t escape the vengeance
of the League much longer! I'll get him—I'll
get him—1I'll get him !

He spoke aloud in a paroxysm of fury, and
he glared at the unheeding Lord Edgomore.

There was, indeed, something terrible in the
earl’s indifference to Zingrave’s outburst. Yet
the explanation was simple enough.

Lord Edgemore was hypnotised !

The previous night Zingrave had pitted his
will against the earl’s. and that bluff, honest
man had been utterly unable to cope with the
master-criminal’s evil, uncanny force.

He had succumbed at last, and now he was
completely under the sway of Professor Cyrus
Zingrave’s will, |

This, too, was the explanation of Skeets’
‘“ malady.”

The boy was, in reality, perfectly healthy ;
only his will-power had been taken from him.
He was hypnotised, too—he was held tightly
in that grim thraldom.

CHAPTER 15.
The Plan of Campaign!

ROFESSOR ZINGRAVE knew only too
P well why Nelson Lee had called. Lee
was suspicious !

And here the rascally professor was at
a disadvantage. For he did not know that
Nelson Lee and the boys had discoverod—
even as early as the previous night—that he,
Zingrave, was at the castle. Thinking things
over, he reassured himself. Suspicious as
Nelson Lee was he had discovered nothing of
importance during his visit.

‘“He wanted to know the name of the
specialist, did he ? "’ muttered Zingrave, fixing
his burning gaze upon Lord Edgemore. *‘ Do
yvou hear that, you dummy ? He wanted to
know the name of the specialist. And you
wouldn't tell him, would you ? Of course you
wouldn’t! How could you? You don’t even
know the name.”

It was true. Zingrave, by terrific mental
concentration, had controlled Lord Edgemore’s
specch. And although the earl appearcd
normal, except for a certain peculiarity of
manner, he was really nothing more or less
than a mouthpiece for Zingrave. He had been
told that a great specialist was coming down
to see Skeets, and in his bemused mental
condition he was grateful. :

For ho actually believed that Skeets was
genuinely ill.

“Yes, my charming host, wo'll do the
thing properly,” said Zingrave mockingly.
“ Dr. Marlby Gower is a great man ; - a brilliant
man, I haven’t the elightest doubt that he will
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-be able to diagnose the poor boy’s malady—

and prescribe for it.” :

An evil light was in Zingrave’s eyes now.

“The boy is a nuisance,” he went on. as
though speaking to himself. “ Yes, I am glad
I sent for Dr. Gower. The boy is an excuse
for those other boys to come to the castle
making inquiries. That must be stopped.

“ Furthermore, it will be difficult enough
to keep you under control, Lord Edgemore,
without having to bother with your son. You
are the one I want ! )

Lord Edgemore looked at him listlessly.
“The boy ?” he said questioningly.
can’t remember. Everything is so vague.”

Zingrave bent over him, and stared unwink-
ingly into his eyes ; a hard, concentrated stare.
And gradually the earl slipped back into his
former condition.

““The boy must go,” muttered Zingrave.
“It will take me all my time to hold you in
your place.”

Calming down, the professor was not so
alarmed over Nelson Lee’s visit. After all, Leo
had discovered nothing. On the contrary, he
had found Lord Edgemore in residence, and if
he had had any suspicions, they were allayed.

Whilst Lord Edgemore was Zingrave's slave—
as he was now—thero could be no danger.

There was no reason why Zingrave should
not remain hero for months—until tho polico
were definitely and positively satisfied that
he was really dead. He would have all the
comforts of the castle, complete freedom
within it walls, and the best of living.

There were only a few servants, and these
wore all Green Triangle men. They had been
carefully selected. The castle was a veritable
fortress, too. And after nightfall it could be
bolted and barred so securely that even Nelson
Lee, with all his ingenuity, could not enter.

“Yes, I am safe!” muttered Zingrave
gloatingly.

ere was another cause for his satisfaction.
He had, within his reach, the means of aquiring
much wealth for the future needs of his criminal
confederation. Lord Edgemore's wealth !

From the first, Zingrave had designed to
secure the Edgemore treasure for his own

urposes. Nelson Lee had foiled him. DBut
Nelson Lee would not do it again !

For Zingrave, with his usual audacity, had
decided to socure that treasure yet !

But he would use different methods now.

During the coming weeks he would play a slow
and deliberate game. Lord Edgemore would
do everything he was told. Insidiously, and in
such a way that no suspicions would be aroused,
the earl’s fortune would be diverted into other
channels. Stocks would be taken out of one
broker’s hands and placed -into another's.
Bonds would be quietly transferred. Zingrave
had it all mappeg out. And later, when the
right moment came, Lord Edgemore would
awaken from his hypnotie¢ trance to find him-
solf a beggar. And so cunningly would his
fortune have been dissipated that no trace
of it would be left.

That, in a nutshell, was Professor Zingrave's
daring plan. -

Thus, he had had a double reason for sceking
refuge under this historic roof, Not ouly was

t‘I
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the castle a haven of refuge, but he would gain
a fortune through his enterprise.

As for the boy—well, the boy was not
wanted, and he would have to goy™

And Professor Zingrave’s method of dealing
with people he did not want was not pleasant.

CHAPTER 16.
Nelson Lee's Suspicions!

S Nelson Lee walked back to St. Frank’s
A with the juniors, he was in a thoughtful
mood.
And his thoughts revolved, mostly,
round that reference to a London specialist.

And there was every reason for the detective’s
deep suspicions. _

‘“ Poor old Skeets!’ Handforth was saying.
* Must be some sort of brain disease, I suppose.”

‘““ An evil brain disease, Handforth,” said
Leo bluntly.

‘“ What do you mean, sir—evil ? 2

‘T mean just what I say.” -

“ Well, there’s a specialist coming down this
afternoon——". '

“ By whose instructions ? ’ interrupted Lee,
significantly.

*“ Eh ? What—what do you mean, sir ? 22

“I can see what the guv’nor means,” said
Nipper. *‘ Are you chaps all stupid ?

Lee looked at him hard.

“Then you have guessed, Nipper 22 he
asked.

““1 think so, guv’nor.”

““ Guessed what ?*’ asked Handforth, in
bewilderment. ‘I say, hadn’t we better go
easy, sir? I mean, there may be another
attempt on your life——"

‘“ That’s not likely this morning, Handforth,
gaid Lee. ‘ But don’t worry ; I am keeping a
sharp watch.”

“ I believe that Zingrave is somehow respon-
sible for Skeets’ condition,” said Nipper slowly.
*“ Think it out, you chaps. Skeets and his pater
didn’t come to the castle because they had
suddenly changed their plans—because Skeet
was taken ill. Zingrave is mixed up in it some-
how—but I can’t quite figure out how. And it’s
my belief that Skeets has been drugged in some
way »

* You’re wrong, Nipper,” said Nelson Lee.

He decided, then and there, to take these
boys into his confidence. They knew so much
that it would be hardly fair to kcep them in the
dark. And this was a good opportunity, for they
were walking across the open parkland, and there
was no possibility of being overheard by enemy
ears.
® ¢ Walk more slowly, boys,” said Nelson Lee.
“I have something to tell you. You noticed
that Lord Edgemore was cold and abrupt in
his manner, didn’t you ? ”

*“ Yes, sir,” they chorussed.

*“ I will tell you why,” continued Lee. * Lord

dgemore, when we saw him, was hypnotised.”’

“What ?

* Great Scott !

*“ So—s0 that’s the explanation ?

. ‘“He is hypnotised—by Zingrave,’” said Lee,
n a hard voice. “ That story he told mo about
Skeets being taken ill was a false story—

?
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mspired by the brain that controlled him.
Actually, Lord Edgemore and his son were
kidnapped,; just as the police reported. But
they were brought to the castle, where, as we
know, Zingrave was waiting. His first task was
to get them both in his power—mentally.”

“ It—it sounds fantastic, sir,”” said Hand-
forth huskily.

* It sounds fantastic hecause it is fantastic,”
agreed Lee. “ I doubt if there is another man
who could have accomplished this evil thing.
Zingrave is one of the most brilliant men who
ever arrayed his genius against the law. He
might have been one of the world’s greatest
scientists : but somewhere in his brain there is
a kink. He has deliberately chosen to make
himself an enemy of soctety. But don’t let us
stray from the point. Zingrave, I say, kidnapped
Skeets and his father, and had them brought
to the castle.”

“ You mean that Skeets isn’t drugged at all—
but simply hypnotised 2 asked Nipper,
breathlessly.

“T am certain of it,” replied Lee. ¢ Think of
the possibilities! His lordship is openly in
rosidence, and but for a lucky chance none of
us would have known that Zingrave was there.
Skeets’ ‘illness’ is so obscure that no doctor
could have diagnosed it. And that brings us to
the question of the specialist.’?

He spoke gravely. .

“But isn’t it a good thing the specialist is
coming down, sir ? *’ asked Handforth.

“ My dear boy, you don’t seem to realise the
hideous possibilities,” said Lee, almost im-
patiently. ‘ Lord Edgemore could not even tell
us the name of the specialist—because he did
not know it. Can’t you understand ? The
specialist is not-being brought down by Lord
Edgemore—but by Professor Zingrave ! 2

‘ Phew ! ” whistled Handforth.

‘ And why ? ”’ continued Lee. ‘‘ Why should
Zingrave bring a man down from London ?
It may be that his only idea is to increase the
atmosphere of general respectability. The visit
of a great Harley Streeet doctor would naturally
be talked about, and he could hardly arrive at
the castlo and depart without being seen by &
good many outsiders. In that way, Lord
Edgemore’s decision to get along without local
medical aid would be logical.”

‘‘ But I suspect there is more in it than that.”

“ You mean, guv’nor, that this specialist will
be a fake—a Green Triangle man in disguise ? '?
askeid’ Nipper. “ By Jove! I'm beginning to
see !’

“I don’t even mean that,”_said Lee slowly.
‘* Zingrave would not make such a blunder.
He would call in a real doctor.”

“ And then hypnotise him, too!’ gasped
Handforth. ‘‘ By Jove ! And malie him poison
Skeets, or scmething!”

Lee gave him a sharp look.

‘‘ You are nearer to it than the others, Hand-
forth,” he said quietly. ‘Frankly, I am
gravely afraid for that boy. The earl is
necessary—he must be kept at the castle at all
costs. But the boy is only a nuisance. And
Zingrave is ruthless.”

“We've got to do something to save him,
sir ! 22 said Travers. ‘* IFor the love of Samson !
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J never drecamed that the situation was as
serious as thas.”

“I don’t think there is any immediate dan-
ger,” said Lee. “ I am trusting you boys to
keep this matter entirely to yourselves. Skeets’
very life may depend upon your discretion. As
1 said once before, we must go warily.”

‘ You mean, that if we took drastio action,
it might lead to something bad, sir ?

“ It might cause the death of Skeets—and the
~death of Lord Edgemore, t0o0,” repiied Lee.
““I am trusting you, boys—and you must not
fail me.”

“But can’t we do something, Mr. Lee ?
asked Handforth eagerly. ‘1 mean, think of
those two, helpless in the castle, in the power
of those orooks! Oh, my only hat 1"

‘ What you must do, Handforth, is to keep
cool,” retorted Nelson Lee. ‘I am afraid there
is no way in which you boys can help immedi-
ately. gut, make no mistake, Lord Edgemore
and his son will be saved.”

And there was a world of determination in the
great detective’s voice.

CHAPTER 17.
The Man from London!

R. MARLBY GOWER, of Wimpole

D Street, did not much resemble the

popular conception of a West End
specialist,

He was sitting. now, in his limousine, driving

towards Edgomore Castle—and he did not look
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Jokes from readers wanted for this feature ! If you
Pocket
wallets and penknives and books are awarded each week
Address your jokes
to *‘ Smilers,’’ Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street,

know a good rib-tickler, send it along now.
to the senders of the bsst jokes.

London, E.C.4.

Merciful Judge: ‘ Your sentence, my man,
is to be suspended—

Thief (interrupting): ‘ Gosh, Judge, if I'd
’avo known that pinching chickens was an
‘anging matter, 1 wouldn’t 'ave gono near that
‘edge for worlds.”

(4 pocket wallet to E. J. Turl, 52, Lisbourne
Road, Hampstcad, N .1 .3.).

First Navvy: ‘ Look at poor old Bill. ’Is
sight’s so bad ’e’s working himself to death.”

Second Navvy: ‘ Wot’s ’is sight got to do
with it 2

First ditto: “ W’y, poor fellow, ’e can’t see
when the boss ain’t looking at 'im, so ’e as to
keep on working all the time.”

(L. Berger, 214, Croyland Road, Lower Edmon-
ton, N.9. A penknife,)

“ THE CALL O¥ THE RING ! ”’ Brilliant Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.

any too pleased about it, either. There was, in
fact, an expression of great uneasiness in his
watery, pale-blue eyes.

With Dr. Gower, it was a case of * physician,
heal thyself.” For he was certainly not a hele
and robust man. Inclined to stoutness, he was
flabby, his face was red and blotchy, his bulbous
nose being particularly arrogant in colour.

Years ago, during the early days of his Wim.
pole Stroot practice, he had been one of the
smartest men in London, Now he was not so
particular. His clothes were good, but they
were ill-cared-for ; his linen was not as cleau as
it might have been.

He was nervous. He had boen worrying ever
since the car had left London. Thore had been
no mistaking the origin of the call which had
brought him into the country. And Dr.
Marlby Gower had no desire to reopen an
acquaintanceship which he had long «ince
believed to be dead—and forgotten for ever.
But the call had come—and he knew better
than to disobey.

Dr. Gower's practice, in the main, was an
honest one. He had quite a few genuino

atients. He was a brain specialist—and a
rilliant man, too. But there wore some
services he performed which could not bear the
light of day. There were people in tho private
lunatic asylums of England who would never
have been there but for tho services of Dr.
Gower. And from the wealthy relatives of those
unfortunates the crooked specialist exacted
liberal hush monoy.

The car drove into Ldgemore Park, and
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‘““ What are you crying for, Willie ? *

‘‘ Sister’s stolen my orange and mecans
to keep it.”

‘“How do you know she means to
keep it 2

““She’s eaten it ! "’

(R. Pascoe, 4, Woodway Street, Chud-
leigh, Newton Abbot, Devon. A penknife).

Shopkeepe:r: “ Were there any orders
while I was out ?

New Assistant: ‘ Yes sir. Two men
ordered me to put up my hands while
they took the cash register.”

(C. Plume, Children’s Ward, War
Memorial Hospital, Chase Side, Enfield, Middx,
A grand book.)

Doctor : ‘ Have you tried gargling with salt
and water ? "’
Old Salt: “1I should think I have. I've

been shipwrecked five times.”
(R. Taylor, 1, Lister Cottages, Dagger Lane,
Elstree, Herts. A grand book.)

Tramp : “ Please, mum, will you lend me a
cake of soap ? ”

Lady : *‘Certainly. But what do you want
1t for ¢

Tramp: * My pal's got tho hiccups, and I

want to give him a shock ! ”
(I'. L. Yecarley, 183, Moselle Avenuz, Weood
GQreen, London, N.. A pocket wallet.)
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presently it pulled up on the terrace, before the
great steps leading up to the imposing door.
The afternoon sun was bright, and the castle
gordens were looking gay, with the spring
flowers blossoming in their hundreds.

" “Huh! So this is the placa ? * grunted the
doctor. “ You’d better wait, Parsons.”’.

“ Very good, sir,”’ said the chauffeur, as he
opened the door.

Dr. Gower mounted the steps and it was
unnecessary for him to ring the bell, for the
door opened, revealing Gull, the footman.
i~ * You are Dr. Marlhy Gower, sir ? *’ he asked
respectfully.

Lhe visitor looked at him through his gold-
rimmed glasses.

“Yes,” he said.

“ His lordship is oxpecting you, sir,” said
Gull. ‘““ Will you pleaso follow me, sir ?

Bag in hand, Dr. Gower walked across the
great hall. He was looking about him in-
quisitively—suspiciously.  Things were not
quite as he had expected.

“Dr. Marlby Gower,” announced the foot-
man, throwing open a door, and standing aside.

The specialist walked in—and found himself
facing, not the Earl of IXdgemore, but Professor
Cyrus Zingrave. They were in the library, and
the Earl, at that moment, was in a hypnotic
sleep in the little study, adjoining.

‘“You are late, Gower,”” said Zingrave,
briefly.

Dr. Marlby Gower was stering at him in
consternation.

“ Is this wiss ? ” he asked nervously. ¢ Good
heavens, man, anybody might think you owned
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the place! Aren't you afraid of the police ?
How on earth "

“You never were a quick thinker, Gower,”
interrupted Zingrave, almost contemptuously.
“ Do you think I let everybody know that I am
here ? H’'m ! He was eyeing the doctor with
disfavour. ‘I haven’t seen you since the old
days. How many years ago is that ? You
haven’t improved, Gower.”

“ We all grow old,” mattered the doctor,
uneasily shifting his gazo—as though he had
read Zingrave's thoughts.

“The change in you, my friend, is not
occasioned by the advance of years,”’ said
Zingrave bluntly. * You always were a fool
with the drink, weren’t you ! How often did I
warn ’ydu ? You look a bigger drunkard than
ever.’

The words stung, for seldom had Dr. Gower
becen spoken to as bluntly as that.

‘*“ Are' you the one to talk to me about drink 2 '
he asked hotly. *‘ If I hadn’t been drunk that
night, years ago, I would never have joined your
infernal League ! ” '

‘ And you are still a member of that infernal
League,” said Zingrave softly.

“Yes, and I suppose I must obey orders
without question ?  asked the doctor, iis voico
rising shrill. “ T must do just what I'm told,
eh? If I don’t, I'm a traitor! You don’t
thinlz T came here willingly, do yon? I was
hoping that I had finished with all this——"

*“Don’t be a bigger fool than you can help,
Gower,” broke in Zingrave. *‘I'll put money
in your pocket. You haven’t lost your love for
money, have you ?
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Tommy: ‘ Let’s have a competition to see
who can pull the funniest face.”

Johnny: ‘“No fear. It wouldn’t be fair.
Look at the start you've got.”

(A. Coverey, 29, Aayhill Road, Charlton,
S.E.7. A penknife.)

Bill: “1I say, Mike, I have an uncle who
sleeps with his feet out of the window, because
he’s so tall.”

Mike : ¢ That’s nothing. My uncle’s so tall
that he has to climb up a ladder to put his hat
on.”

(E. Green, 3, Holme Bank East, Ashgate Road,
Chesterficld. A grand book.)

Lady (to driver of steam-roller): * Driver
did you see a half pound of butter down the
road ? I think I must have dropped it.”

Driver (scratching his head): * Come to
think of it, mum, I did feel a bit of a bump ! »

(V. Pudney, 15, Leamington Road, Southend-
on-sca, Essex, A pocket wallet.)

Friendly Warder: ‘A musician, were you.
Well, I'm afraid I won't be able to give you any
comfort in musical ways."

Convict : “ If you give me a file, sir, I think
I could get through a few bars myself.”

(J. Finegan, North Park, Donervile, Co. Cork.
A grand Prize.)

When William attained majority, his father
remarked : .

““ Well, Bill, now you are 21, perhaps you will
do a littlo to help your old Dad ? |

* Certainly,” said Bill. ‘ What could I do 2’

“Well,”” came the astonishing reply, * you
could pay off the last two instalments of your
perambulator !

(M. Vernon, ¢ Ellerslea,” Park Avenue, Sale,
Cheshire. A pocket wallet.)

Bert :

“My father’s so absent-minded
that he forgot to go to work the other morn-
ing.” ,

Bob: My father was out yesterday when

he thought he had left his watch at home, and
he took it out of his pocket to seo if he had got
time to run back home and fetch it ! »

(B. L. Hughes, 10, Council Houscs, Sawlry,
Nr. Peterborough. A grand book.)

Teacher: “So you admit this boy was
thrown into the pond.”

Willie: * Yes, sir.”

Teacher: *‘‘ And what part did you take in
it 7"

Willie: * The left leg, sir.”

(R. Litchfield, 2, Westfields Street, Higham
Terrace, Northants. A penkntfe.)
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Dr. Gower, breathing hard, calmed down.
Hundreds of times, during the past few years, he
had prayed-—if he was capable of praying—that
ho would never have anything further to do
with the League of the Green Triangle. He
had been a brilliant doctor in his young days,
and he had “ gone wrong '’ from that fatal date
when he had been mad enough to throw in his
lot with Zingrave. He had oven beon an Inner
Councillor—and he supposed he was still one.
When the summons had come he had not suffi-
cient courage to ignore it.

“ Well, we won’t argue,” he said gruffly.
*“ What do you want me to do ? ”

“ That's better,” said Zingrave., ‘ Your
visit here, Gower, is purcly a professional one.
You have come openly, and there is not the
slightest nocessity for any secrecy. There is a
gonuine pationt for you in this house, and
you had better come up and see him at once.”

“ What's the trouble—brain disordem~? ”

“ You'll seo when you examine him,” repiied
Zingrave. ‘ Don't he alarmed—there are only
a {ew servants, and they are all my own men.”

“ But what of Lord Edgemore ? ”’

“ He means nothing in this castle,” replied
tho professor. ‘1 am tho master here—he is
the slave.”

Dr. Marlby Gower looked at him strangely.

“1 may have changed, Zingrave—but you
haven’t,” he muttered. “ The same cold,
dovilish strength ! Prison hasn’t altered you
a bit——"

“ That will do,’ said Zingrave sharply. “ Only
rash men remind me of prison.”

Thoy went upstairs, and Dr. Gower was
silent, ‘

—— Gm——

CHAPTER 18.
The Operation!

be XTRAORDINARY! I must confess

E 1 have never seen anything like it.”

The brain specialist, bending over

Skeots’ bed, had finished his briof

examination. He had looked into Skeets’ oyes,

he had lifted the eyelids, ho had felt tho boy’s
pulse, and had taken his temperature.

“Thoro is mno fover,”” he went on. *“I
have never secn a oase quite so puzzling »”

*“ You are not so clever, Gower,’’ said Zingrave
contemptuously.

His tone stung the visitor.

“ What do you mean ? "’ asked Gower, with
quick anger.

“ You specialists have your own little ruts,”
replied Zingrave. ‘‘If this were an ordinary
case of brain disorder, you would recognise it
at once. But it’s outside your own particular,
narrow province. I wondered if you would
find out what was wrong with tho boy. I'll

te]l you. There is nothing wrong with him.”
“ Nothing ? ” repoated Dr. Gower, * Do you
”

think I don’t know——
‘* He is in perfectly normal health,’”’ said Zin-
grave. ‘ By staring into his eyes, and making
a few passes, I could restore him within a few
minutes.” ;
“By heaven!” gasped the doctor. “ You
—you mean that he is in a hypnotic trance ? "’
*Just that, and nothing more.”
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“ Then, why have you brought me here ? ”
demanded Dr. Gower, with justifiable wrath.
“ You can cure him botter than I! You hyp-
notised him, didn't you? You're an uncanny
devil, Zingrave! I've always scoffed at hyp-
notism ”

‘1 don't want this boy to be curoed,” broke in
Zingrave, spoaking deliberately. “ I've brought
you down here for one purpose, Gower. You
are to kil! him.”

The blotchy-faced specialist jumped.-

“ Kill him ? " he repeated hoarsely.

“ It is impossible to send him away, and he
is a nuisance,” said Zingrave. ‘' The funeral
will be very quiet ; he will be buried in the Edge-
more vaults. His father will be the only mourn-
er, and ” \

“ But you are not serious ? "’ asked Dr. Gower,
his watery eyes full of horror. '

* Surely, my dear Gower, you are not be-
coming squeamish in your old ago ? " asked
Zingrave mockingly. ‘I remember one man,
gseveral years ago, who died whilst under
your treatment. You have done much worse
than this. There arc some things a great deal
more hideous than death. How many unfor-
tunate people, in so-called nursing homes, are
dragging out their hopeless existence becauso
of your——"’ »

“No, no,” muttered Dr. Gower huskily.
“ Why change the subject ? You say that ycu
want this boy—killed ? How ? "

“ We need not take his father's feelings into
consideration,” replied Zingrave. *‘ Lord Edge-
more, being in my power, will accept the boy’s
death calmly. It is the outside people we must
think of. Several of tho youngster’s school-
fellows camoe to see him, and they were all
grieved. They think that he is suffering from
some unknown brain malady. When, there-
fore, he takes a turn for the worse, no suspicious
will be aroused.”

“ But another doctor must be called in——"
- “ Have you lost your nerve, Gower ? ” in-
terrupted Zingrave mmpatiently. ‘ You know
what to do with this boy.”

“Yes, yes—all right,” muttered tlio other.
“1 can do it—I can give him an injection that
will leave no trace.”

“ When will he die ? 7

“He will linger for two days, perhaps—and
then, whon tho brain is fully effected, he will
have a paroxysm resembling a fit. That will
be the end.”

“ And no doctor will be able to detect foul
play Py

" Nothing will be discovered, even if they
hold a post-mortem,” replied Dr. Gower confi-
dently. * His death will apparently be from
natural causes. Paralysis of the brain. Thore
will be no trouble with the certificate.”

* Exactly,” said Zingrave, nodding. ¢ Well,
you can proceed.”

“ But there is one thing I want to know,”
said Dr. Gower, staring at his companion.
*“ You could have done this thing just as well as
Zingrave. Why are you putting it on my
shoulders ¢

Zingrave laughed.

“ You forget that I am not supposed to be
here,’’ he replied. It was Lord Edgemore whao
sent for you; a doctor of some kind had to
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attond to the boy. And if there should be any
query as to his death—if there should be any
olice inquiries—you will be responsible.”

“1 thought as much,” said Dr. Gower
hoarsely. ‘" If there’s trouble over this, I'm to
BUﬂcra ch??”

‘““ Have you so little faith, then, in your own
abilities 7

« All right—l’ll show you whether I can do
it or not,” muttered Dr. Gower. *‘ What’s tho
good of jibbing, anyway ?  Youknow too much
about me—and I’m well aware of your threats,
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“You fiend | ¥ lie brcathed. * What kind of
a mind have you that you should want that
unfortunato father to witness something which
is virtually the killing of his own son 7"’

He shivered slightly, and then, opening his
bag, he prepared for the * operation.”” By
the time ho was ready, Professor Zingrave had

- roturned, bringing with him Lord Edgemore.

“ Thisis Dr. Gower, & specialist from Londen,”
said Zingrave pleasantly, * Ho tells me that ho
can effect a simple cure.”

“I am glad,” said the earl simply.
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With an ear-splitting roar the mystery craft of the Green Triangle Gang cut through the water

straight at the group of swimming juniors.

‘¢ Look out!?’ bellowed Handforth., *‘It’s

Zingrave’s boat—he’s escaping ! °°

olthough you have not uttered them. If I
retuse, the police will get certain information
about me, eh 1"

“I1 did not say that,” replied Zingrave.

“T'll do this thing—because I'm forced to,”
said the specialist. * But when I've done it,
I want to go. Do you understand ? You can’t
keep me here——"

“Your society is not so charming that I
thould urge you to remain,” said Zingravo
bluntly, “Wait! Prepare the necessary instru-
ments, and I will fetch Lord Edgemore. It is
& whim of mine that the father should sco this
timple operation.”

Ile went out of the room, and the other man
glared at the closed door.

His mental condition was peculiar. Although
under Zingrave’s hypnotic spell, he was yet
capable of thinking, to a certain degree, for
himself. In a vague sort of way he knew that
Skeets was desperately ill ; he understood that
this stranger was a great doctor from London.
He accepted Zingrave’s presence quite naturally.

‘* Why, yes, of course, Lord Edgemore,” said
Dr. Gower, speaking with forced heartiness,
‘““ we’ll soon have the boy right.” .

“ Just a simple injection,”” said Zingrave,
smiling.

‘*“ And that will cure him ? ‘

“ Not immediately,” said Dr. Gower, with a
quick glance at Zingrave—a glance which was
full of angry reproach. ‘ But it will be the
beginning.”
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“ We shall be most interested to see just what
you do, Dr. Gower,” said Zingrave, in that silky
voice of his.

Dr. Gower’s hand almost faltered as he ap-
proached the bed. Professor Zingrave's un-
utterable callousness sickened him. But he
was too deeply involved in the affairs of the
Green Triangle to back out.

So there, in front of Lord Edgemore’s very
cyes, the fateful injection was made.

CHAPTER 19.
Friends in Need!

“W’'M going over,” said Vivian Travers

][ firmly.

“ But, my dear chap

“It’'s no good objecting, Jimmy,”
interrupted Travers. ‘ Something in my bones
tells me that poor old Skeets is in awful danger
this afternoon.”

““ I feel that way, too," admitted Jimmy Potts
huskily. ‘ But what can we do!?! You know
what Mr. Lee said.”

*“ Sometimes,” replied Travers, it isn't wiso
to obey orders too strictly. I think we can bo
fairly certain that Mr. Lee is on the job. But
that’s no reason why._we shouldn’t go over to
Edgemore Castle ourselves.”

Afternoon lessons were just over, and Travers
and Potts—Skeets’ own particular chums—
were intensely worried. They could not expect
Tony Cresswell to share their feelinﬁs; for Tony
was comparatively a new boy, and he had never
really known Skeets. But he was just as eager
as his study mates to go to the castle.

Skeets had origlnally shared Study H with
Travers and Potts, and Cresswell had only gone
into that study because Skeets had been away
on holiday. Now that Skeets was back, Tony
had been talking. in fact, of shifting into
Study G, with De Valerie and Somerton. He
felt rather uncomfortable about it—not that
thero seemed any likelihood of Skeets’ imme-.
diate return to the school.

They were in Study H now, and they sud-
denly heard footsteps in the corridor. The door
opened and Nipper hurried in, accompanied by
Tregellis-West and Watson. They were all
looking flushed.

“ Just come from the Head’s houge.” cx-
plained Nipper after he had closed the door.
* The guv’nor isn't there.”

“ I didn’t expect he would be,” said Travers.
“ I’ll bet he’s on the trail.”

“ That’s just it,"” said Nipper, frowning, “ If
we go along to Edgemore Castle we might butt
into something—and spoil the guv’'nor’s plans.”

“1 don't see how we can,” put in Tommy
Watson. * There’s nothing to prevent us going
to the castle openly and asking how Skeets is
getting on. We're not supposed to know that
there’s anything squiffy going on. It'll look
natural enough.”

“ I'm thinking of that specialist,” said Travers
slowly. *‘ He was going to see Skeets this after-
noon, wasn't he ? We might be in time to get
8 word with him, and perhaps he’ll be able to
tell us just what the trouble is.”

“ But who is this specialist 2 asked Nipper.

"
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“ We shall find out when we get there.”

“JT don't mean that,” said Nipper. * His
name doesn’t matter. You seem to forget that
he was sent for by Zingrave, not by Skeets’
pater. That's the tricky part of it. Is he
genuine, or is he a part of the plot ? I tell you,
we’ve got to be wary.”

There was another tramp of feet in the
corridor, and Handforth & Co. charged in.

‘“ Aren’t you chaps coming ?” demanded
Handforth, staring round.

“ Shut that door, you ass ! * said Nipper.

“ What's the idea of wasting time like this ?
demanded Handforth, as he shut the door.
“ Didn't we havo enough trouble in the class-
room this afternoon ¢ Old Crowell was down
on us like a cartload of bricks for inattention.
But how the dickens could we work, knowing
that poor old Skeets is in danger ¢

“I'm going, anyway,” said Travers do-
cisively.

‘“ Well, look here, lot’s be cautious,” said
Nipper. * It might be as well to go over on
our motor-bikes, so that we shall make a good
deal of noise.”

“That doesn’t sound very semnsible,” said
Handforth. ’

“My idea is this,” er?luined Nipper. “If
we're butting into any of the guv’nor’s secret
plans he’ll hear us coming, and he'll bo able to
give us a warning or something. See ? [I've
%?t an idea that he’s at the castle, watching,

e may be wearing a disguise of somo kind ; he
may be got up as a tramp, or a gamekeoper, or
something of that sort. He’s up to all those
dodges.”

“Yes, that’s a good idea to use the motor-
bikes,” said Jimmy Potts eagerly. ‘ Wo can
go along openly, of course, and it’ll look all tho
more natural for us to go on our jiggers."”

*“ We can go very slowly after we get into the
drive,” said Nipper. ‘ Then, if tho guv’nor ¢s
somewhere about, he'll hear us and see us. And
he’ll have time to warn us off if he doesn’t want
us there. We’ll keep our eyes open, and if we
see nothing unusual we’ll ride straight up to the
front door and ask to see Skeets.’

‘“It’'s ten to one we'll be sent away,”
Church.

They all knew this, but it did not alter their
decision. They had an irresistible urge to go
to the castle, if only to be near in case there
was some fresh excitement.

Little did they realiso, as they set out somo
minutes later, how exciting that visit of theirs
was really to be !

said

CHAPTER 20.
The Bombshell!

HE tiny injection had been made in
silence, and Lord Edgemore and Pro-
fessor Zingrave stood watching at the
foot of the bed. Only Dr. Marlby

Gower’s heavy breathing broke the stillness as
he replaced his little instrument into its plush-
lined case.

‘It is done 1 ” he muttered suddenly.

He was about to say something else, when
Zingrave held up a warning hand. His quick
ears had detected soft footsteps out in the



THOE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

corridor—almost stealthy footsteps. Ile half
moved towards the door,
And at that moment the handle turned and

+he door slowly commenced opening.
«“ Who'’s that ?” panted Dr. Gower, trem-

nge.
bhzigngrave strode forward and flung the door
wide open.

Qull, the footman, stood on the threshold, and
he secmed confused and startled by the pro-
fessor’s swift action.

‘““ What are you doing here ? ”’ demanded tho
professor harshly.

«“ I—I was looking for you, Chief!” stam-
mered the man.

““ Have I ever given you permission io open
doors without knocking ?’ snapped Zingravo
dangerously.

“%ut the boy, Chijef!
disturb—""

He broke off, looking across the room at the
bed where Skeets was lying go listlessly. But
only one glance did he take; Zingrave’s burn-
ing eyes compelled him to change the direction
of his gaze.

“Well,” demanded the criminal scientist,
* why did you come ?

‘*“I thought I saw a man out in the park!?”
panted Gull. *“1I was looking out of one of tho
windows, and I'll swear I saw somebody break

I thought I might
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through the hedge near the lane. o only
showed for a minute, and then he secemecd to
dive down into the ditch.”

Zingravo thought for a moment.

“If I bolieved that Lee was prowling
about——"" he began.,

“ He might have been just a tramp, Chief,”
said Gull. ‘ There's a little stream just there,
and tramps do sometimes break through thc
hedgo to get the fresh water.”

“Leo ? ” repeated Dr. Gower, coming nearer,
o startled light in his eyes. * Did I hear you say
Lee ! Not—not Nelson Lee 2

“ Get out, Gull—and stay out!” satd tho

professor. “I'll attend to this matter after
Dr. Gower has gone. I don’t suppose therc’s
anything in it,”

Gull retired, and Zingrave closed the door.
It was almost pitiful to see Lord lidgemore,
standing by, indifferent, almost, to everything
that was going on.

“Did you hear me, Zingrave ?’’ said the
doctor, hoarsely.

“I heard you,” muttered Zingrave. * Yes,
I did mean Nelson Lee. The interfering hound !
He's been here once to-day——"’

“ Leo ! ”” almost wailed Dr. Gower. * Then—
then I'm ruined! 1If he’s on this job lLe’ll
recognise me, and he’ll——"" o

“ Don’t get into a panic ! ’ snapped Zingrave,
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*“ Lee can do nothing, Whatever he suspocts, he
}s helpless. I tried to get him this morning, but I
ailed.”

Lord Edgemore was passing a hand over his
brow. and ignoring the two men, he was looking
at Skeots in a different kind of way. The truth
was, Zingrave was no longer concentrating upon
the earl, and the hypnotio influence was waning.

But Professor Zingrave paid no heed; he
know that he could exercise his terrible power
at any moment he liked.

“You did not tell me that Lee was here !”
said Dr. Gower tensecly. ‘ But he is here,
Zingrave ! I know it! Lee is here, and by this
time he knows that you have planned to
murder this boy. And he’li get you, Zingrave—
I tell you, he'll got you!”

““ Pull yourself together, you fool ! ” snarled
the professor.

Truth to tell, he was startled by Dr. Marlby
CGowor’s sudden change. A new light had come
into his eyes ; they no longer appeared watory.
They burned with such a strange fire that even
Zingrave, for all his mental strength, found
it difficult to look elsewhero.

“ He'll got you, Zingrave," murmured the
doctor, coming nearer. ‘ He’'ll come face to face
with you, and then his will will prove stronger
than yours.”

“Don’t look at me like that, you fool!”
panted Zingrave. ‘ What’s come over you ? "

“His will will prove to be stronger than
yours,’”” went on Dr. Gower, in a husky whisper.
‘“ And when that happens. Zingrave, this man
and this boy will be released from your hypnotic
power. They'll bocome themselves—and you
will be trapped ! ”

Never before had Professor Cyrus Zingrave
experienced the seusation which gripped him
now. Dr. Gower was looking straight into his
oyes, and try as he would, Zingrave could not
turn his own gaze away. He was held by some
tremendous power. Those eyes burned and
flamed into his, and so great was the shock
:lhz&t for the first fow moments he was confoun-

ed.

No longer could he contro! his own thoughts.
His brain seemed to be numb-d. And he was
bewildered, too, by this phenomenon.

A minuto earlier Dr. Marlby Gower had been
a blotchy-faced drunkard with bowed shoulders ;
now he seemed to have increased his height, his
face had assumed a new strength, bhis jaw was
sot with grim purpose. But it was his eyes which
revealed the greatest change of all. He had
thrown his glasses aside and now, not three feet
from Professor Zingrave, he was staring into tho
professor’s oyes—staring, staring .

And then, in that instant, Zingrave knew the
dreadful truth.

“Lee!” he screamed, staggering
“You're not Gower! You're Lee!
Nelson Lee ! ”

bacls.
You're

— E—

CHAPTER 21.
The Battle of Wits!

ORD EDGEMORE looked at the two

ll figures with a kind of childlike wonder ;

he passed a hand over his brow again,

and shook himself. But, as yet, ho was

Ept free from the thraldom which had held
im,
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It was a pity, for he was a spectator of
one of the most amazing scenes imaginable.
Master-detective and master-crook were facing
one another, each pitting his brain-power
against the other’s.

“Lee ! croaked Zingrave, the truth now
striking him with overwhelming force.

Not a word came from Nelson Lee.

Every ounco of his mental strength, every
fibre of his being was concentrated upon the
tremendous task he had set himself.

He had tricked his way into Edgemore Castle
with this one definite purpose in mind—to come
face to face with Professor Cyrus Zingrave and
fit his own will-power against his enemy’s.

f he lost it would be the end of him ; if he won,
%,orc(ll Edgemore and Skeets would be mentally
reed.

Until the right moment had arrived, Nelson
Leo’s impersonation had been brilliant ; now it
didn’t matter. He had seized the opening for
which he had sought, and he had gained the
momentary advantage of catching Zingrave ofi
his guard.

So clever had been Nelson Lee’s acting that
the wily professor had suspected mnothing;
he had not known his visitor's real identity
until Lee had deliberately chosen to rcveal
himself.

Deliberately, calmly, the great dotectivo
had walked into the “ lion’s den.” Now he was
a veritable Daniel.

The impersonation of Dr. Marlby Gower had
not been difficult to arrange.

Nelson Lee's first task, after leaving Edgemore
Castle that morning, had been to learn the namo
of the London spocialist who had been called
down by Zingrave. It had proved casier than
Lee had dared to hope.

Armed with special authority, he had gone
to the Bannington telephone exchango, and
every call that had been made from the little
IEdgemore sub-exchange had been traced. And
one call, from the castle, had been put through
to Dr. Marlby Gower, of Wimpole Street.

The rest was easy.

For years Nelson Lee had known that Dr.
Marlby Gower was a man of questionable
character. Loo had even suspected that ho had
once been associated with the League of the
Green Triangle. Scotland Yard had full particu-
lars of Dr. Ma.rlbg Gower in their records, but
they had never beon able to obtain sufficient
evidence to convict him.

This, then, was the man who had been called
down to see Skeets. It had been oasy enough
for Lee to guess cxactly why Dr. Gower had been
sent for.

Without the delay of a minute Lee had
motored to London and, accompanied by
Scotland Yard officers, he had gone to Wimpole
Street. Without any fuss or commotion the
doctor had been taken to Scotland Yard.

There, sodden with drink, he had confessed
that it had been Zingrave who had sent for him.

And Nelson Lee, with the permission of the
Chief Commissioner, had donned Dr. Gower's
clothes, and had so changed his appearance
that Dr. Gower’s own patients would not have
known the difference.

The risks were small, for Lee knew that
Zingrave had not seen the doctor for years., Any
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slight imperfection of voice, or facial resemblance
would be set down to the natural changes
prought about by the passing of the years.

Thus had Nelson Lee played his hand ; and
now he had produced the ace. It remained to
be seen whether Professor Zingrave would
trump it !

It had been too risky to raid Edgemore
Castle in full daylight—and equally risky to
allow the real Dr. Gower to go there. There
wero secret passages at Edgemore, and Zingrave
probably knew of these. He must have no
chance of escaping.

So Nelson Lee, playing a lone hand, had
talkken the great chance.

They stood now facing one another, Zingrave
crouching back like a trapped animal. And,
try as he would, he could not wrest his gaze
away from Nelson Lee’s.

“You shan’t—you shan’t!” croaked Zin-
grave. ‘‘ My will is stronger than yours! Take
your eyes away, curse you! Don’t look at me
like that !

He was in terror. With a tremendous effort
he forced himself to think of something besides
those staring eyes. Yes, Gull! And there were
other men! He would shout and call them,
and—and

But he couldn’t shout : something was pre-
venting him fro#raising his voice. He couldn’t
even think of Gull and the other men. His
thoughts were being dragged back by the
terrific will power which faced him.

“No, no!” he whispered. ‘I'm stronger
than you, Lee! You can’t beat me like this{ ”

And still Nelson Lee maintained that deadly
silence. He only faced Zingrave, staring,
staring—looking into his very soul, his will
power burning into Zingrave’s brain like a red-
hot iron.

And now the perspiration was pouring in
strcams down Professor Zingrave’s face. Lee,
too, was feeling the terrific strain. He was
perspiring almost as much, and his make-up
was suffering—until his face looked grotesque.
Yet nothing could alter the power of those eyes.

Another change was taking place in that
room during these tensely dramatic moments.
Skeets was sitting up in bed, and he was
looking about him with bewildered gaze. Lord
Edgemore, near the bed, was breathing bard,
and his own eyes were filled with the old,
rational light. ' :

“Dad!” ecame a murmur. “I—I don’t
understand ! What’s happening, dad ? Where
are we ? *

“ Hush, Skeets, son ! ”” said Lord Edgemore,
dimly realising what it all meant. ‘°Thank
Heaven you are recovering !

The evil force was removed ; for now every
fibre of Zingrave’s being was concentrated upon
the task of resisting Nelson Lee’s mental
strength., Those two victims were liberated,
but only gradually did they return to normal.
They were still very confused and bewildered.
They found themselves watching the scene with
bated breath.

Lee, of course, had made no real injection ;
he had done nothing whatever to Skeets. He
had used that instrument in order to gain time.

And now he knew that he was winning : he
could feel that his iron will was conquering. He

37

was holding Professor Zingrave at bay ; he was
proving the master.

And as this knowledge came to him, so tho
realisation of defeat came to Professor Zingrave.

He was helpless ; he could see nothing, now,
except Nelson Lee’seyes. All else had vanished
—the room, Lee’s very body and face. He
could see nothing but those eyes, burning and
searing into his brain. They held him as in a
steel vice.

Curiously enough, it was Lord Edgemoyo
himself who broke the spell. Skeets had got
out of bed now, his brain clearing rapidly ; and
the boy was horrified to realiso what was going
on. The ear], too, was feeling that ugly clouds
had been swept out of his brain; he was be-
ginning to see things clearly.

‘“ Zingrave ! ” he said loudly.

“ Yes, dad : it’s that crook ! ’ panted Skeets.
“ Oh, what’s happening ? We’d better grab
him, hadn’t we ? *’

Lord Edgemore seized Professor Zingrave
and pulled him round. . This scene was becoming
unendurable. And that pull shifted, for an
instant, Zingrave’s gaze.

It was in that second that the spell broke.
And the professor, with a wild scream, staggered
to the door.

CHAPTER 22.
The Escapel!

F Lord Edgemore had been his normal, agile
][ gself he would have stopped Professor
Zingrave before he got out.
But the carl hesitated, bewildered.
And there was something else to claim his
attention, too. Dr. “ Marlby Gower,”” stagger-
ing drunkenly, collapsed to the floor.

Nelson Lee had won that great battle, but
the strain had been so terrific that at the
moment of victory he became incapable of
carrying his own weight.

Not only had it been a tremendous mental
strain, but an equally great physical strain.’
The reaction was devastating.

“ All right—all right !’ he muttered, his
breath coming and going heavily. * Don’t
bother about me, Lord Edgemore. Zingrave !
Follow him—ecatch him !

Lord Edgemore stared dully.

* That voice | ”* he exclaimed.
you hear 7 It’s Mr. Lee’s voice !
impression, for some minutes, that Mr. Lece——""

‘Yes, I'm Lee,” interrupted the detective.
“ But go! Zingrave is escaping ! *’ ’

There was an expression of triumph in Nelson
Lee’'s eyes. He had won a splendid fight..
Pitting his own brain power against that of
Professor Zingrave, he had conquered. He had
freed Skeets and his father from that hypnotic
spell. And not only were Zingrave’'s plans
shattered, but the discomfited crook-scientist :
was on the run.

Lee’s one regret was that his great strength
had not lasted out until the bitter end. But he
possessed amazing recuperative powers, and
only a minute or two elapsed before he felt his.
strength returning. He was wet with perspira-
tion and all his limbs were shaking as though
with an ague,

* Skeets, did
I've had an
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Meanwhile, Professor Zingrave, reeling down
the wide staircase into the hall—for he, too, was
suffering from the strain—found Gull, the foot-
man, there.

‘ Chief,” gasped the man, frightened, *“ what’s
—what’s happened ? You look awfult”

“Do I ? snarled Zingrave. ¢ Get outside,
vou fool ! Get-into that car!”

“ But—but, Chief——""

“ Leeo's upstairs!” panted the professor.
‘ There’s not a moment to lose {

He knew that it would be madness to remain
at the castle. Exposure had come—drama-
tically, with the suddenness of an exploding
bombshell. And once again Nclson Lee was
the cause of it. Professor Zingrave’s hatred
against the detective was now so great that he
felt he must be going mad.

- But his own safety came first.

At any cost, he must got out of the castle ;
he must make his escape. He flung open the
great door and, racing down the wide steps, he
saw that ‘ Dr. Gower’s” car was standing
thero—empty. '

And down the wide stairs raced Lord Edge-
more and Skeets. They got to the front door
just in time to see Zingrave and Gull leaping
into the car. If there were any other Green
Triangle men in the castle, they were being
deserted. There was no time even to warn
them.

Zurrrrh !

At a touch of the starter-button the engine
leapt into ife. The cat lurched as Zingrave, at
the wheel, jerked in the clutch.

And it was at this dramatic moment that a
number of motor-cycles, to say nothing of a
littlo Morris Minor, hove in sight down the
drive. They were approaching the castle slowly.
. Nipper & Co. had arrived—and, in accordance
with the pre-arranged plan, they were advancing
slowly.

They did not even see the many figures which
had suddenly appeared from behind hedges,
laurel bushes, and clumps of trees.

For those figures were special officers of
Scotland Yard’s Flying Squad. Nelson Lee
had given strict instructions that those men
were not to show themselves unless something
{)alpably sensational was happening. Zingrave
1imself did not reealise it, but the castle was
surrounded.

Nipper, who was in the lead, had a good view
of the two figures which dashed down the steps
and got into the waiting car.

““ Look, you chaps!” he shouted.
Zingrave !.”

“ And, by Samson, he’s making a bolt for
it ! cjaculated Travers. ¢ This is where we
come in, isn’t it ? »’

If Zingrave had had any intention of leaving
the castle property in the ordinary way, he
now abandoned it. One glance told him that
he would not be able to get past the motor-
cychsts,

He sent the car swerving wildly across the
carpet-like lawns; it leapt the flower-beds,
crashing rose-trees and spreading ruination
amid the blossoming borders.

_ Lurching, swaying, the car gathered speed.
Then on, straight across the smooth grassland
of the park itse.f.

(11 It',s
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And hot on his trail roared the St. Frank’s
juniors, fearless of the peril into which they
were running.

CHAPTER 23.
The Crash!

T was a wild, exhilarating expcrience.

][ The boys, glad enough to be in * at the
death,” were nevertheless mortified by
by the fact that they had arrived a minute

too late.

Nipper was intensely worried. Zingrave'’s
very escape hinted that something serious had
happened within the castle. What of Nelson
Leo ?

But this was no time for thinking. Zingrave
was escaping—and he had to be captured !

Fast as those motor-cycles were the great
car was faster. And seldom in his infamous
career had Professor Zingrave been more
desperato.

He had had no time to look at those motor-
cyclists closely ; he did not even know that
they were schoolboys. But he had secn other
figures appearing as though from nowhere.
Now he understood the reason for Gull’s carlier
uneasiness,

Crack—crack—crack !

Three or four men, running from behind some
trees, fired at the roaring car. They were aiming
at the tyros, hoping to burst them. But they
wore unlucky.

The car roared on. and close in its wake hurtled
the schoolboys on their motor-bikes.

“ Good glory !  ejaculated Chief Detcctive-
Inspector Leonard, of Sootland Yard, as he
witnessed the extraordinary eaffair,

Any moment he expected to see the car over-
turn; in places the grassland was bumpy,
and the limousino rolled and swayed, sometimes
leaping several feet into the air. But still it
hurtled onwards. '

Gull, sitting next to Zingrave, clinging to the
scat, was so terrified that speech was impossible,
Arrest was preferablo to this!

He saw a closed gate ahead. Dimly he re-
membered that there was a narrow country lane,
and

Cra-a-a-a-sh !

Tho car charged at the gate full tilt, and the
gate disintegrated into a thousand splinters.
With a terrific wrench, Zingrave swung the car
round, the off-side wheels mounted tho bank,
and for one instant it seemed that nothing
could save the vehicle from overturning.

But miraculously it recovered, swayed across
to the other side of the lane, and Zingrave then
regained full control. His foot went down on tho
throttle and the engine fairly screamed.

Faster and faster—for the lane was straight.

In the rear came Nipper and Travers and
Potts and Cresswell and one or two others.
They had been momentarily delayed at that
gateway, for they had beon obliged to pick
their way through that mass of debris. Now
they were in full ery again, taking breathless
chances.
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The fugitive car swung round a bend ; brakes
screaming, in a dreadful skid : for, just ahead
there was a sharp turn which Zingrave had not
knowa about.

He never knew how he negotiated that turn,
put he just managed it. Then on again, and now
there was a long straight stretch, with some
white railings in the distance, and stone walls
on either side of the road. The ground rose,
too.

There was a bridge ahead—a bridge which
crossed over the River Stowe.

The schoolboys, entering that * straight,”
were just in time to witness the sensational
climax. '

It seemed to them that victory was within
their grasp. For the road, at the bridge, was
blocked ! -

A lumbering traction-engine, with a farm
“ drum ’ and a pitcher sailing behind, had just
hove into view. And the bridge was so narrow
that there was no room for any other vehicle
to Pass.

“ He’ll have to stop !’ yelled Nipper.  We've
got him 1"

And even as he shouted the words he knew
that it was impossible for Zingrave to stop the
car in time. For it was hurtling along at a
speed which could not have been much under
seventy miles an hour.

The next thing happened in a flash.

The car’s brakes shrieked, there came a
wild swerve, and, with a noise like an explosion,
the limousine hurtled headlong through the
brick parapet of the bridge. Bricks, mortar,
and stonework flew in all directions.

So great was the force of the impact that the
bridge suffered far more than the car. Indeed,
it seemed that the vehicle’s progress was only
momentarily hindered. It soared into mid-air,
pitched nose downwards, and dived with a
terrific splash into the river !

‘“ Lawks o’ mercy !’ gasped the traction-
engine driver.

The motor-cyclists came up like a swarm of
hornets. The boys leapt from the machines,
and a series of clatters followed as the motor-
bikes were allowed to fall on their stands,

“Look! The car’s under!” yelled Travers,
pointing.

Breathless, their hearts thudding, the boys
stood on the edge of the broken bridge. The
river, beneath them, was wildly disturbed ;
foam and scum showed on the surface ; bubbles
were arising in great quantities. They caught
a glimpse of the car’s roof, and then it vanished.

“ Well, Zingrave may have as many lives as a
cat, but if he hasn’t lost all nine of them this
time I'm a marsbmallow!” said Travers.
“Even if the crash didn’t kill him, he’ll be
drowned.”

.“Hadn’t we better dive in ?* suggested
Nipper quickly. * Hang it, crook though he is,
we can’t leave him trapped in that car! Come
on, you chapst”

Without troubling to remove any of their
clothes, they leapt into the river.

But Professor Cyrus Zingrave had yet one
more card up his sleeve.
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CHAPTER 24,

Nelson Lee's Triumph!

UST ncar the bridge, half-concealed by
overgrown willows, stood a ramshackle
old boathouse.

It was on the Edgemore estate, but it
had not been used for many years. Lord Edge-
more, in fact, did not even know of its exist-
ence. But Professor Cyrus Zingrave did !

For it was in that boathouse that the secret
motor-boat was concealed! That queer craft
which had brought Zingrave up the river so
recently.

The little building was of wood, with double
doors facing the river. The doors were just
short of the surface of the water.

Zingrave had had this boathouse in mind when
he had started on his spectacular dash away
from the castle. But he had certainly not in-
tended to dive into the river in such a reckless
manner.

As things turned out, however, hg and Gull
were trapped, and it was touch and go whether
they would escape from the submerged car.

It was only a piece of sheer luck that the
driving door, at the moment of impact, had been
wrenched open. And Zingravo, bruised, bleed-
ing, and dazed, found a way of escape.

At this time the car was only half-submerged,
and Zingrave was able to force the door open,
and drop into the river. Gull, blecding from a
great gash in the forehead, followed. 1Vith
half a dozen strokes they were concealed amid
the tall reeds which grew near the bank.

Thus, when the boys arrived on the bhridge,
they were just in time to see the car sub-
merging—and they naturally concluded that
the professor was still within it.

The boys helped Zingrave greatly—although
they did not realise it. For, by leaping into the
water, and making a great splashing commotion,
they enabled Zingrave to worm his way unseen
through the reeds.

He and Gull reached the boathouse, and it
was an easy matter for them to swim beneath
the "closed doors. Now they had vanished.

“ It’s no good | ”’ panted Nipper, rising to the
surface after a dive.  The river’s tremendously
deep here—we can’t do anything at all.”

‘““So they’re drowned—Zingrave and that
other man ! > said Jimmy Potts, as he swam
round in a circle. * Crumbs! What an end |

Shouts were sounding from the bridge.
Handforth & Co. had arrived in the Minor,
and Handy was in a rare stew because he
had been left out of the chief excitement.

Other cars were coming up, too—cars filled
with Scotland Yard detectives. Nelson Lee,
his make-up hastily wiped away, and recovering,
was there with Lord Edgemore and Slkeets.

Cra-a-a-a-a-sh !

With an unexpectedness which was shattering,
the rotten doors of the boathouse flew to pieces.
The black, wicked-looking nose of a strange
motor-boat shot out into the river straight at
the swimming juniors.

““ Look ! ”’ bellowed Handforth.
grave’s secret boat, he’s escaping ! *

The craft swept round, and Nipper and those
other boys in the river were obliged to swim

(Continued on page 44.)

“It’s Zin-
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All-Thrilling Story of a Great Treasure-Hunt in Mysterious Africa !

The CITY

'

of GOLD

Three treasure-seekers set out in a wonderful craft, the Flying Fish, and travel

to a secret City of Gold in Unknown Africa.

Young Tom Cook, their leader,

with Lulu, a Zulu warrior, makes a perilous attempt to liberate white slaves in
the heart of the city. Lulu then impersonates a native guard named Lesardu,
and tries to trap the cunning high priest.

Lulu Fools the Serpent!

ULy and the High Priest spod through

ll two more doors and another passage,

and then the old priest brought up and
clutched the huge Zulu by the arm.

“ Lesardu, you are faithful to me, and will
do my bidding in everything ? ’ he gasped.

““In coverything, lord. Speak!” gurgled

Lulu, with his hand on his keen knife.

‘“ To-morrow, the white youth who bears so
close a likenoss to tho idol, Tomkuk, which
stands at tho gates of the City, I would
Liave you kill, Lesardu, as he is about to be
crowned king and god of the Goldon City as
theso fools of citizens design. Tchah, he is no
more a god than I am. It is a chanco resem-
blance to Tomkuk the Great, but—if he once
gains dominion over theso simplo people—
my power is gone, d’ye sco ? "

“True, master ! ”’ mumbled Lulu.

“Will you do this for mo, your benefactor

and master ?’’ hissed the aged sinner. ¢ Kill,
for me, Losardu t " .

“ Me—k-kill the Tomkuk—the G-.groat ¢
stammerod Lulu. ‘A poor soldier kill a god ?
Master, how can that be ! He would s-slay me
with a glance, and ere I struck would wither
me with a glance and crush me to dust!”

“Bah! You who have been priest under me
should know better. The white youth is but
an impostor! Must Dbe, for—ssh !—tho old
Tomkuk was but a whito man; and the idol—
the great statue—the worship of Tomkuk—
is but a legend; invented long years ago by
cunning priests to give them power, and since
then the deception has been kept up by their.
descendants, of whom I am one! If you kill
this youth, you do but slay a white man.
Die he must, or the priests porish. If vou
rofuse to kill him, you die—and quickly !’

“Sez you!” Lulu muttered to himself,
moving closer to the old man and preparing
to use his razor-keen knife. He knew 1oro
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than a little about African temple priests,
witch doctors, and medicine men. He knew
that, as a rule, they were up to all sorts of tricks,
that their * revelations,” miracles of their great
idols, were the baldest fakes of conjuring tricks.
They had been handed down from generation
to generation of priests until they had become
second nature.

He knew that he must match cunning with
cunning with this wizened old humbug. He
thought it was lucky that the old man was so
short-sighted that he could not spot the differ-
ence between him and the soldier, Lesardu.
But that was where Lulu had not realised that,
in tho armour and helmet, he really might have
passed for the soldier’s twin brother.

‘““ Say on, lord ; I obey,” he stuttered.

“ Listen, Lesardu,” said the priest, dropping
Lis voice; *‘to-morrow this white youth will
come to keep up the pretence of being Tomkuk,
returned to his people. What his object is I
know not, though maybe I can guess. Years
agone two white men came to this country.
One remained, who was Tomkuk. The other
returned to his own land, but perished miserably
on the way, taking with him some of the shining
pebbles that these white fools treasure so much.
Mayhap they are the reason for this white
youth coming hither with his great bird.”

Lulu could not but appreciate the shrewdness
with which this priest of a ‘ savage’’ race
had sized matters up, and he looked at the
vulture-headed scarecrow with a new respect.

‘““ Again a white man visited here twelve ¥y

years agone. He was useful to us in certain
ways and was allowed to live. That fair-haired
lad yonder in the arena awaiting death is his
son. He, he!”

““ And his father ? » gritted Lulu, between
his teeth.

“He, he! He was himself a priest of the
white men, and taught that Tomkuk was not a
god, and that we, his priests, were fooling the
people. We were, of course, but it was not for
the common folk .to know that—so he died,
painfully ! The fools who believed in his story
of another god were sacrificed to Tomkuk
as an example. Ha! That was a great killing,
Lesardu !

“ By tho horns of the moon, but one day 1
take you by your. scraggy neck and wring it
like a chickens!’” muttered Lulu. * But
just now—you are too useful, old serpent ! ’’

“ What are you saying ? ’ muttered the priest
suspiciously.

‘It must have been a pretty sight, lord !
grunted Lulu. * Why was not the child slain ? ”’

“Fool, have you forgotten ? ’ snarled the
old man. ‘ Did not Lousla, your commander,
take the child as his own and bring him up ?
He, he! Lousla fancied he was master of the
Golden City and all it contained, but he died
after partaking of a cup I prepared for him at
the banquet in his honour after his victory
over the forest dwarfs. He was a strong man,
but—he !'—my cup was stronger. He, he ! ”

“ Your mother must have eaten bitter aloes
}\Zhen you were born,” muttered the Zulu.
I must bide my time until I have learnt what
I wish—then will I tear your liver out and stuff

it down your gullet, of father of crawling
things ! 2
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““ Now follow me, Lesardu,” said the old man
sharply, as if aware that he was lowering his
dignity by confiding in this common soldier.
*1 will take you into the temple and show you

ot another of the secrets of Tomkuk. He, he !

e is a powerful god—when the priests make
him so!”

He scurried along through another maze of
passages, the direction of which Lulu studied
carefully, for he had an idea that perhaps his
own and other lives might later depend upon his
accurate knowldge of the sccrets of the temple.

As a matter of fact, he was in a state of quiver-
ing funk inside. He did not like this messing
about with strange gods, for, like most of his
race, he was superstitious ; but he would dare
anything in the cause of his ‘‘ young baas.”

The winding passages seemed to be built in a
gradual ascent, and Lulu realised that they must
now be well above the level of the market
place outside. At last they arrived at what
looked like a blank wall until the old man leant
against it and touched one particular stone,
when a slab of the stonework a yard and a half
wide sank into the floor.

“You now know the very secret entrance of
the high priest into the place of the god!?
hissed the old man. ‘‘ But, for the good of
your health—forget that you have ever seen it !
Breathe but one word of the secrets of the priests
and your bones will melt within your flesh.
My m»nz:ic can find ye though ye be hidden
ma;w:,r miles away, and from afar I can blast

e!”

“Sez yuh!” murmured Lulu, * Maybe
your magic will strike backwards and wither
the hand that throws it ! "

The Plot!

¢ LO?{Kkupon the figure of the god Tom-
u l 3
Lulu stared up at the mighty idol.
It was even bigger than the statue
at the river, but evidently designed by the
same hand, though the face had a sterner
and more sinister aspect, and the hand that held
the golden serpent was upraised threateningly.
As he gazed up at it, the face seemed to gradu-
ally glow with an inner light and the eyes
turned towards him glowing redly. He
started back in terror as he saw the mighty
arm quiver—then it crashed down with a swift
movement, just over the spot where he had
been standing !

‘“ Waw, Ikona mali Sagosa !’ he spluttered.
““It lives—the idol lives! Where is that old
serpent ? His idol came nigh to dashing out
my brains——"’

‘“ He, he he ! * chuckled a voiece that seemed
to issue from the idol’s lips but which he
recognised as the priests. ‘‘ Lesardu, the brave
warrior is scared, is he not ? Fear not, soldier ;
walk round to the back of the god and I will
show you a thing.”

Thankfully Lulu sidled round the back of
the great statue which had resumed its former
pose until he got to the back of the pedestal
on which it stood.

To his surprise the back opened and the old
priest emerged.
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“ Hither, Lesardu!’ he whispered and
pulled the Zulu in after him. The interior of the
1dol was hollow, and Lulu could see a collection
of levers, handles, ropes, pulleys and small
wheels within the great body which looked
so solid from the outside. The old man looked
at the goggle-oyed ** Lesardu ' with a toothless

rin,

Bre Now you know the last and innermost
secret of the priests of Tomkuk,” he chuckled.
‘“ Look, soldier, this is the great god which
you and the other fools worship. A thin
of wood and cunning contrivance. Listen,
will teach you every trick of the god, whose
brain is hollow, whose body is a sham, con.
trolled only by me and who speaks at my
bidding. Hearken ! ”

He raised his lips to a trumpet-shaped tube
which Lulu could see led up to the mouth of
the *“ god.” His voice peeled out through the
megaphone arrangement by which the trick
was played upon the simple people, who looked
upon the ‘‘god " as a real personage.

“ Ho, listen, my people!"” boomed the
pricsts. ¢ This is my will, the will of Tomkuk
the Great. Bring before me all those who

have not obeyed my wishes and the wishes of
Gobo, my high priest, through whose lips I
give ye my commends, that 1 may give judg-
ment upon them. To such as repent not—
I give death. To such as are sorry for their
faults and bring their ransom to Gobo, I give
pardon !

The voice died away and the old humbug
turned chuckling to the gold armoured Zulu
who was listening open-mouthed.

“ Lesardu, you have often listened to
Tomkuk, listoned ‘with your forehead touchin
the stone floor!” he cackled. *‘ Little di
ye think that the god’'s voice was the voice of
Gobo. Little did ye think that when ye saw
the mighty hand of Tomkuk descend to slay
him who stood neath it—that it was the frail
hand of Gobo that made the mighty arm rise and
descend. Watch, stand back a little and see
the great arm of the god move.”

He pulled upon a lever, working it from right
to left and Lulu, standing half at the side of the
idol, could see the great arm go up as before
and crash down on the spot where the victim
would stand. It must have been worked by a
cunning adjustment of counterweights, for the
old priest could work this and the other gadgets
with ease and very little sound, so well was the
mechanism made and oiled.

Now Lulu realised why the right hand
end the gold serpent in it were stained an
ominous crimson !

Thereafter the wily old humbug taught
Lesardu the tricks of the machinery which
controiled every movement of the God, until
the Zulu was perfect in the use of every
‘“ gadget *’ in the faked idol. o

“ To-morrow, you take my place within the
great idol,” he said at length. ‘It will be
given out to the people that Gobo the priest
will not be present at the crowning of the
Tomkuk who has come to life. The other

riests will act under my orders and you,

sardu, will work my will within the idol,
ls.peaking the words I will give you through his
ips.”
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“Yea, lord ? "

“ Then, kill the white youth by the mighty
hand of Tomkuk, to show the people that the
god will have nothing of this impostor who is
8o like him. Slay and fear not, and great shall
be your reward ! You desire my grand-daughter,
Soups, to wife, do you not ? She is yours, and
as dowry she shall bring you a bag full of
those shining stones, for which the fool white
men risk their lives. Cattle, horses and slaves
shall be yours and, after a little while, Lesardu
—you shall take the place of Loslla and com-
mand the army ! ”’

* Thanks to you, father of blue face apes!”
muttered the Zulu. * But first mayhap we will
show you a thing. Perhaps to-morrow, you
may see that which will make your eyoballs
stick out |

It was close upon dawn when he rejoined
his young baas and Tom and Al listoned
breathlessly to his story.

“80 that's the game, is it ? " said Tom.
‘“ He’s a cunning old fox, is Master Gobo! DBut
maybe we’ll show him a real Tomkuk that’ll
make him and the priests sit up and take notice.
Al, in some ways I wish the ‘ Fish’ wasn't a
boat and a flying machine. I'd just love to
squeeze right into the village in a way that’d
make some show of style and give these rotten
old priests something to think about—somo

tunt that’d make Tomkuk-—that’s MIi,
ahem—making a lasting impression. Sce ?*’

“I git yuh, great Tomkuk,” grinned the
American cousin. ‘ Mebbe yuh ain't yet seen
all thet th’ ‘ Fish’ kin do, bo! Ben, come
hither, varlet, I would have words with jye.
And as for you, Lu we’'ll have to git a tin-
opener to prise yer out o’ thet Woolworth's rig.
Globe polish !

The young white slave, Olaf Jan, by name,
had soon gained confidence in Tom and the-
others, and through him the rest of the prisoners
wore reassured. e told Tom of a deserted krall
back in the forest strongly palisaded and
fortiied, which bad been the headquarters
of the late General Lousla, who wished to keep
his soldiers away from the influence of the
priests.

Tom decided to place the released slaves
there for safety, and it might be useful as their
own headquarters in case of emegency. Ongce
having got them comfortably settled they
hurried back to the temple so as to arrive
before dawn.

“Lulu and I will go straight to the secret
entrance. I don’t want any of the peopls
to see me before the proper time when we'll
give old Gobo a bit of a shock. What about
you and Ben ?”

““Me and Ben have got a leetle job to do,”
smiled his cousin. “‘ We’re goin’ to take a hand
in the coronation of King Tomlkuk the Twooth.
Boyee, beleeve muh, yuh are duo for a surprise
as well. Me, Ben, an’ the ‘ Fish'll * be right
thar on th’ mat, an’ don’t yuh forgit it ! "

(Al’s got something ‘‘ up his sleeve ”’ for
the ruthless High Priest 1oho is out to kill
Tom Cool:, something that is going to
malie a big sensation. Don’t miss next
week’s chapters of our Great African

story.)
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DON’'T GET LEFT !

MENTIONED last week the nced for all
][ you chaps to place a standing order for

the Nrrsox Lee with your ncwsagents

to ensure getting a copy of your favourite
paper every W cdneqda) And I cannot do
hotter this weels, than to repeat my warning.

Your newsagent is dead keen to please all
Lis customers, and he cannot do that unless
you let him know, well in advance, your
requirements. If you handed him a standing
order for the NELsox LEE he’d jolly soon know
thoso requirements and there would never be
chaps walking around the shops searching for
issucs of the paper, or writing to me with a
long tale of woe about not bung able to get
their copies.

Don’t you think it’s much hetter to be on the
safe side 7 Of course you do. Then go to it.
Seo that your newsagent gets your standing
order for the NeLsox LEe RIGHT AWAY.

Sign the coupon below and hand it to your
new ~aﬂent at once—he will do the rest.
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MORE LIKE THE LAST SERIES!

J. B. M., of Moss Side, Manchester, wants
‘““moro stories like the last series.” 1 take it
he means * The Silver Dwarf " series that has
just finished.  Well, J. B. )L, you will he pleased
to hear that you are not alone in this respect,
I luue had thousands of similar requests.

"The Silver Dwarf ” series was successful.
There is no question ahout that. But no one
is more pleased about it than yours truly., 1
always try to give my chums just the kind of
storics they want. And, without blushing, I
mnfht say, I have been successiul.

felt quite sure that “ The NSilver Dwart ™
It was more

series would prove a big hit.
Now, what

than that. It scored a century.

about some more of the same class ? Well,
there’s this week’s tale, for instance.

You like it, eh, I bet you do. And last
week’s 2 That was a ripper, wasn’t it. Why

I could read it over again myself and get the
sameo thrills and joy from it. You can’t do
that with every story you come across, anyway,

But returning to J. B, M.’s request. There
is a frst-class  batch of DETECTIVE.
THRILLERS on the way, starring Nelson Lee
and Nipper at St. Frank’s, and away nom the
school. In fact, next week’s story, * The
Secret of Salcoth Island,” which deals with
Nelson Lee and \‘1pper engaged on a bhig
detective job away from the school muly
bulges with thrills,

GAMPING  BUY NOW

THE ROAMER TENT
The greatest tent bar-
gain ever cffered,

Size 6 ft. Jong, 4 ft. 3ins,
wide, 3 tt. 6 ins, hig:;
6 in. "walls. Made from
strong white material,
§ Brazs-jointed polesin 3
: sections. Complete with

il possorics o 1176

Ground Sheets to fit, 5/9 Green Rotgroot materials 16/6,
Many others in :tork if desired,

BLANKS’ 303, QRAY’'S INN ROAD,

KINGS X,LONDON,WwW.C1
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THE HOUSE OF DREAD!

(Continued from page 39.)

for their lives. The boat, gutherm% speed,
shot off downstrecam. By the time the Scotland
Yard men were ablo to use their guns, tbe craft
was out of range.

With uncanny silence and ever- mcrcusmg
speed, it went hurtling down the rnver, leavmb a
white, foamy wake.

“Ten thousand curses!” shouted Inspcctor
Lennard. - ¢ He’s done us again, Lee ! Of all the
infernal luck—-""

‘*“ There, was no luck about it, old man,’

interrupted Nelson Leo quictly. ngrave
come to this spot deliberately. He knew that
_motor- boat was there, and it was his only chance
" of escapo.” He knew that all roads “ould be
barred, that’s why he took to the park.”
“ Hell get away, too,” said tho chief in.
spcctor fiercely. *‘ We never thought of the
river.!. He'll get down to Caistowe without
hindrance—before we can upt any telephono
call through.” And then he Il be out in the
Chunncl ”

The case was over.

After tho boys had got out of the river there
was a general explanation. Undoubtcdly,
Nelson Lee had scored a great triumph.: Practi-
cally single-handed. he had: beaten Professor
Cyrus Zingrave—ho had wrecked that brilliant
criminal’s claborate plan. o

Lord Edgemore and.Skeets were saved, and
although Amzmve had escaped, this did not
detract from "Nelson Lce’s victory.

Round Number One in the detective’s latest
struggle with the Green TnanOIe had been won
by I\leon Lce.

THE EXND.

- (There’s an cxtra-long Complcfé“lieicc
tive-Thriller in next weel:’s issue, entitled :
‘“ The Secret of Salcoth Island'! 20 It’s a
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CORRESPONDENTS WANTED

—
—

Kelly Doyle, c/o 1, Trafalgar Street,
Enmore, Sydney, NSW Australia, would
like correspondents an)\\hcle outside Aus.
tralia. TN

William C. Leitch, 42, Marschal Street,
Aberdeen, wishes to couespoud with rcadels

Alec A. Gavin, 100, Swanston buect Gee-

long, Victoria, Australla would’ like’ to hear-

from readers who are Lecn on the old St.

Frank's yarns.

H. Double, 81, Bury Street, Stowmarknt,
Suffolk, wants pen friends in’ Au:traha
Canada and India. TN

Miss M. Hatchman,- 12, Ahna ...Pla('e,

Thornton Heath, - Surrey, :wats, .'g'irl coc-

respondents overseas; ages 15-17.

John N. Salter, Wmchester J{hl! , Sutton
Scotney, Ilants, wants coneepcddt‘*xh any-
where; age 15-16. S At rsat o

Miss ‘Evelyn KEKdwards, De\\h-urst Schonl
House, Churchgate, Chéshunt “FRerts; ‘wants
girl correspondents in France; New Aeal'md
Spain, Malay States, etc.; ages™47-21.

M. Malen, 1226, La;o:c A\enue. “Outremont,
Montreal,” Canada wants pen pals, especially
stamp co]lectm., .

Alfred Reid, Secretary of the World Wide
correspondence Club, 89, Sutherland Road,
West Croydon, &urlcx wishes to cnlarge the
inembership. . o

Miss ‘Gladys Fraser, . ¢ Wywanry,” 22,
Wright’s Road, Lnbhgo“ N.S.W., -Australia,

“wants-to hear flom girl readers; ages 15-16.

-Jack - Pre\\, 3,. Victor  Street, ; Monkwear-
mouth, Sunderland C. Dmham wants cor-

, re:pondcnts - P
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