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CHAPTER 1. 
Professor Zing rave's Boast! 

"WITHIN a l\'eck fron1 to-day 
Nelson Lee ,vill be dead, and I 
shall be hcadn1astcr of St. 
Frank's f' 

}lrofesso1· Cyrus Zingravc, the all­
po,vcrful leader of tho League of the Green 
Triangle, uttered those words cahnly, dis­
passionately, and carucBtly. 

/ -
But the n1eu he addrc~sctl stared at hiui 

~turtled and dtnubfouncled. 
"You're mad, Ziugravc l" 
"It's a crazy notion !" 
H '\VJ1y don't you listen to reason?' 
They all spoke at once, some excited, 

some fearful, so111c ang1·y. ..A.nd Zingrave 
listened to tlte storm without comment. 
rl'h(\8e 1nc11 ,vcrc mcin bcrs of the League';;; 
Inner Council, and ench wa8 ,vca ring a. 
hood. 'fhero were ten of tl1c1n, nnd they 
v~·cr(~ seated nt a long ta 1Jl<', five on citl1er 
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!,......A Brilliant New Complete Detective-Thriller! 

• 
• -

I' 

" WITHIN A WEEK FROM TO-DAY NELSON leEE WILL BE DEAD, 
l AND I SHALL BE HEADMASTER 01' ST. FRANK'S ! ,, 

I 
I 

This is the astounding threat of Professor Ziugrave, the all-powerful leader of 
the dreaded Green Triangle League. Bow Zingrave sets out to put his terrible 
threat into effect and comes to grips again with Nelson Lee, the celebrated de--

tective, is told here in vivid, breathless fashion! ·, 
" 

j ·~ 
f sj<lc.. At the head sat Professor Zingrave. 
i 'f l!led c

1
haki1: at tho foot ,va-s occupied by a 

1 nu - oo 111g 1nan, his face innocent of a 
-1 n1ask, clad in a rough old Norfolk jacket; i l1e favoured a soft collar and a bo,v tic I of unusual size. 
I Tho scene \\'as a rc1narkable one, in its 

way, for it "·a5 takiug p1ace in the parlour 

of a little country cottage, tucked a,vny 
in a rural Jane in Sussex. The ,vindo,\· 
was heavily curtained, and tl1e only light 
in the room "·ae provided by a hca vily­
shadcd oil lamp which hung from an old 
beam in the low ceiling. 

Ever since Professor Zing:rave's attc1npt 
to victimise the Earl of Edge1noreJ and 
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rob him of his fortune, 11c hacl been in real n1c11ace--not only to you, but to ·an 
l1iding. · He had successfully cludccl tl1e of us." 
police-and Scotland Yard, in fact, be- ~he o~hcrs murn1urcd their agrccn1e11t 
lieved that he had escaped abroad. ' Lee 1s a glutton for }lUnishment/' con •. : 

Ho had eluded capture cleverly, and tinued the councillor. "He is the most·~. 
]1ad apparently escaped the counti-y in a. difficult n1an in the world to catch uu-_. · 
motor.boat~ Actually, the motor-boat l1ad awa1·cs. I'd Booner handle a rattlesnake 
crossed .th.e Channel minus Professor Zin- than l1andlc N clBon Lee !" 
grave; for he l1acl slipped ashore whilst tl1c · "He's poison!" grunted one of tl1c :-, 
craft had still been in the River Sto,vc. others. ~ 
Under cover !)f darkness the wily crook- :' '~i~h all of ~vhic~1 I _agree, 13"entl~?1en," 
scientist had come to this humble cottao-c saul Zingravc, 1n Ins silky voice. And, 
some n1iles beyond tl1e town of Banni~g: Lee being poison, we must eliminate him." .. 
ton. And for ·weeks he ]1acl been lying "\V c have tried to eliminate him before · 
lO'w-,vaiting for the hue and cry to settle -and with what result?" asked another ~ 
down-waiting, too, for· Nelson Lee to councillor impatiently. "Far better to·: 
return to St. Frank's. leave the man alone! He's too dangerous! ·-~ 

'fhis cottng·e was merely anotl1cr of Ten to one, if you attempt any such thing, · 
Zingrave's "precautions." He had pre- it ,vill recoil on your own l1cad.'' 
pared it months ago. A harmless-looking "Not this time," said Professor Zi11-
n1an, known to the country round about as grave. "I repeat-within a ,veck he will ., 
l\lr. Simpson Lorne, had rented the cottage be dead, and I will be hcadn1a'ster of St.•. 
and, living the simple life, had pottered !~rank's." 
nbcut the di8trict openly, accompanied "But what object can y~u have in such 
always with his paint-box, canvas, and a fantastic plan?" .elem anded the coun­
eascl. cillor who had spoken first. "Don't you 

None could guess tl1at this man was a think it's carrying audacity too far? "\Ve 
1nember of the League of the Green came here, Zingrave, to discuss ,vays and 
Triangle-and that his J10Se as an artist 1neans of. getting you safely out of the 
,\·as all part of Professor Zingrave's country.'~ 
sclien1c. He 11ad many such "hide-outs " '"There will be no such discussion," said 
in as many different counties. Zingravc curtly. "I do not intend to get 

On tl1is }larticular nio-ht with the mild- out of the country." " , 
ncss of spring in tbe air, Zingrave bad "But if you succeed in this amazing 
called a meeting of the Inner Council. scheme, ,vhat good will it do you?" asked 
Secretly, silently, the men l1acl come to the one man. ",vhat can you ~1ope to gain by 
cottage. 'fhey would. separate just as becon1ing headmaster of a public school? 
secretly, and just as silently. Such a position would be utterly useless-

" I an1 tired of inaction gentlemen " to yourself, and to the Leaaue. } 
said Zina1•ave risino- to his' feet. "I a~ "Y ct I n1n fully qualified for t11e post/, , 
naturally ch~rmed ~ to accept tlie hos- said Zingravc smoothly. "I would remind 
pitality of our friend, Mr. Lorne, but he, y_ou, gentlemen_, that I a1n a man of c~n-
I am sure, will be only too glad to get s1dcra blc learning. I l1olcl degrees - -
rid of such an inconvenient visitor-a "We arc not disputing that,,, inter­
visitor who cannot show 11imsclf at any rupted a councillor. "Certainly you are 
wiuclow, ancl ·who must for ever 1·emain in ·well capable of undertaking tl1e duties of 
the backg1·ound." a schoolmaster. But what good ,vill it do 

Lorne, the supposed artist, laughed you?'' 
shortly. Professor Zingra ve leaned forward, ancl 

"That's just your way of putting it, his serious, learned face ,vas distorted with 
chief," he said. "You can stay here as sudden rage. 
long ns it pleases you. That's what I'm "I have waited!" he said tensely. "You 
l1ere for." cannot realise, gentlemen, how galling 

"As you gentleman doubtless know·/' this month of inactivity has been. to me. 
continued Zinz-rave, "Nelson Lee has been There are many of tlt06e St. Frank's boys 
absent from i::St. Frank's for s01ne weeks. who have helped Nelson Lee to frustrate 
That, in a way, has been fortunate, since my plans. Do you hear me? Boys-mere 
I liave bes compelled to take this rest. schoolboys! Do you think I am going to_ 
But now I am impatient for renewed let them triumph over me P" 
action. Lee is back; and that is the signal The councillors were aghnst. 
for us to move." "You are scheming to become head-

One of the councillors nodded. master of St. Frank's so that you· can 
"I can underttand your determination to revenge yourself upon some schoolboys?'~ 

get 1·id of Lee,'~ he. said. "He is a very asked one of the men in amazement. 
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'' That is merely n minor reason-I have 
nnothcr plan," roplied ZingraYc curtly. 
:, At St. Frank's, in another identity, I 
shall bo able to Ii ve openly, instead of 
skulking here. in hiding. Do you think 
the police will susyect tho headmaster of a 
crrcat p1:1,blic schoo ? I assure you, gentle­men. that this plan of mine is al:A5olutely 
sound. Moreover, I shall secure vast 
funds for the League's new programme." 

"From a school?" asked one of the men 
in a sceptical voice. 

"Listen to me, gentleman-nncl I will 
explain," said Zingra.¥e. "In passing, let 
1ne remark that I have recently been read­
ing the newspapers, nnd I note that 
certain Harley Street specialists n re 
l1a ving a very busy tin1e." 

'' I don't understand you,-'' said one mnn. 
"No?,, retorted Zinirave. - "\Veil, 

perhaps it eounds cryptic-but soon you 
will understand." 

Thereafter he talked-and tlil' Inner 
Council of tho Green 'frianglc listened 
with growing ,vonder. 

--
CHAPTER 2. 

Many Sympathisers I 
" FOUL, laddies# ab.solutcly foul !" 

said Archie Glenthorne sadly. 
The elegant -dandy of the 

Remove was standing on the 
Ancient House step~ at St. Frank's, and 
a number of other Remove fellows were 
gather round him. 

"Boiled or roast?" asked Fatty Little 
eagerly, emerging from the opl'n doorway 
behind. 

"Eh? Really, you dashed fat blighter ,, --
" Yo-u wcro talking about a fowl, weren't 

you?" askC'd the st<,ut junior. "I'll bet 
you've bought it specially for tea, Archie, 
old man! If you'd like to invite me--" 

\' You frightful bunk of gluttony!" in­
terrupted A.rchic indignantly, as he swung 
round and, jamn1iµg his monocle into his 
eye, besto\\~C'd a basilisk glarci upon Fatty. 
'' You human sea lion ! Can't you c'ver 
think . of anything else but your beastly 
frightful equatorial zone?., 

"Herc, I say !" protested the fat boy. 
"I don't scC' that you're called upon to 
call 1ny tummy an equatorial zone. What 
does 'equatorial zone' mean, anyhow?" 
he added suspiciously. 

"Never 1ui11cl !" was ArchiC''s cold retort. 
'' I ,vas talking about my dear old pal, 
.Alf." 

"You snicl son1cthiug about a f owl--J' 
"I ·was saying that it was frightfully 

foul that poor old Alf should be so down 

in tho dumps o,·cr his mater," exclaimed 
Archie frigidly. 

"Oh !" 
"So you can trickle off, laddie; this 

discu68ion won't interest you in the least." 
"I don't see why it shouldn't" protested 

Fatty. "I'm sorry for A.If Brent, too. I 
wondered what ,vas the matter with him. 
In class-room this morning ho looked like 
a '\\. clsh rarebit that's beeu allowed to get 
cold !" 

"Poor old Alf is poisonously worrir.d 
about his mater," said Archie gruffly. "I 
don't wonder at it. I mean to any, nny 
chappie would be r~eling a bout in despa.h' 
if he knew that his mater was suffering 
from some blighting brain .malady that 
defied the best specialists." · · 

"It's so sudden, too," put in Vivian 
Travers. of Study H. " A couple of days 
ngo, I understand, Lady Brent l\"a.s in 
ordinary h()a)th. Then she l\"aa suddenly 
stricken with this mysterious disease." 

"Poor old Alf," said Jimmy Potts. "I 
know what it's like. My mother wa.s dan­
gerously ill once, and I couldn't ~cttlc to 
anything until the crisis was over." 

There were any amount of sympathisers 
for Alf Brent, the sturdy, chC'cry junior 
who t;h&red Study E with A1·chic Glcn­
thor·ne. 

Alf had tho distinction of having a 
father, Sir John Brent, wuo ,vas the chair-­
man of t-hc St. Frank's Board of 
Governors. 

He had been very worried since ho had 
heard of the suclde11 and dratnatic illness 
wliich had stricken Lady Brent down. 
That very morning, hoping for better 
news, he had learned, to his dr.ep concern, 
that his mother was very much worse. 

It wao tea time now, and Alf had been 
cxpeC'ting a further message all day. So 
far, none had come. 

"Cheer up, old n1an," said Nipp<'l', the 
popular Remove skipper, as he encoun­
tered Alf in t.hC' Triangle. "Things n1ay 
not be so bad as you imagine." 

Alf was looki1ig haggard and anxious. 
"I don't g-ct any news," he mutterPd. 
'' ,veil, they say that no news is good 

news, old son," replier] Nipper. c' You 
must hope for tho best. If your father 
thoug]1t there ·was any danger he ,voultl 
ba ve sent for you bcf ore no'\\~." 

"Yes, tl1at's true, Br<'nt.," said Church. 
"Your mater will be all right.' Brain 
trouble is ~rious enough, but Lady Brent 
is strong and healthy, and-" 

"That's what I can't underRtand," in­
terrupted Alf wrPt:chedly. "My mothr~r 
has never had brain fever, or anything like 
that. She isn't n<'urotic, or -nervous, or 
highly strung. She's an open-air ,voman 
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-she rides to hounds, 
nnd all tl1at sort of 
thing. She drives her 
own cnr. She hasn't 
hau any worries or 
anxieties-- It's so 
-so mysterious!" 

H You'd better come 
in to tea, laddie," 
said A1·chic Glcu-
thornc fh·mly. "I 
1ncan to say, Phipps 
hns appeared in the 
doorway no less than 
three times, ancl he 
bas made sundry 
signals to tl1c young 
n1a.ster which can 
be interpreted in only 
one way. A cup of 
the good old amber 
juice will percolate 
into the innermost 
cockles and you will 
1 • ,, ,1vc ane,v. 

"Yes, better go in 
to tea, Brent,,, said 
Nipper gently. 
"Archie's right. It'll 
do you good !" 

"Good!" echoed 
.Archie w i t h fine 
scorn. " I mea1i to 
say, tea is the n1ost 
p r i c e I c s s rcstora­
ti ve--" 

I ' ,, ii 
: 1 ' i I I I 

\t 
1 

\ I 

He broke off, his 
111onocle dropping 
fro1n his eye. For at 
that moment a blue­
uniformed figure, on 
a red bicycle, had 
appeared in the gatc­
wny. Alf swung 
round at once, and 
his f nee blanched. 

"A telegram!" he 
.muttered hoarsely. 

The master-crook pointed to the figure of the schoolboy lashed~ 
helpless to the iron rings in the mystery room. "~Unless you swear·. 
to join the League," he snarled, " your son will suffer-there "--'- : 

S01nething told hi1n that the wire was 
for hin1-nnd a dread fear clutched at his 
heart-, 

CHAPTER 3. 
Grave News! "WHY, yes, l\laster Brent, the tele­

gram's for you," saitl the 
1ncsscng-cr in surprise. "Funny 
thing ho,v you kne,v !" 

"Let me have it!" n1uttcred Alf. 
"Quick-quick !" 

He tore it open as the other juniors 
collcctccl round in a breathless circle. 
Alf's hands were shaking as he opened the 

pink forn1. .An expression of unutterable 
relief can1c into lus eyes but only for a 
mon1cnt. 

"I thought-I thought--'' He stopped, 
nearly choking. "Thank hea vc11, it's not 
as bad as that!" 

"May we see it?" asked Handfortli 
eagerly. "Is your mater worse?" 

Alf handed the telegran1 over, and Hand• 
forth and the others read the message : 

(i Your n1othcr a bout the same. Doctors 
say no immetliate danger, but I am coming 
to fetch you this evening. '\Vill arrive by 
car about sr.veu-thirty. De rea<ly to !eav() 
by cight.--FATHER.'! 
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-In the grip of the hooded men, Sir John 
Brent tore at the hands that held him. 
" You shall pay tor this--!" he cried. 

Handf orth slapped his leg. 
"\Vhy, that's fine!" he said boister­

ously. "Your mater's iu no immediate 
clanger·--" 

'' Shut up, nss !" muttered Church. 
"Eh? Look herc1

--" 

But Handforth was silenced. All the 
other juniors had sense enough to realise 
that tllis latest clcvelopmcnt was of the 
utmost gravity. Sir John w_ould not como 
to St. Frank's to fetch his son unless 
Lady Brent's condition was critical. Tho 
very fact that tho boy ·was rcq ui reel n t 
home hinted that nll hope bnd gone. 

Alf knew· it, too, and he was looking 

more hags-ar<l than C\'cr. Archie and the 
other juniors thoughtfully refrained from 
eympathisinrr with him-realising that 
such syinpathy would only aggravate the 
hurt. Alf did not go in for tea. 

A little later Mr. \Vilkcs, bis housc­
n1a~tcr, t3cnt for h iin; ho was gi vcn per• • 
n1ission to forego his prep., and to pack 
a few things ready for the con1iug trip. 

It e~cmcd ages and ages to tho anxious 
Alf before his fn thrr nrrivcd. But u t 
last the big lin1ousine rolled through the . 
gatew~y. in the gathering dusk. Alf, who 
,vna waitini, ran forward nnd jumped 
upon the footboard. 

·'Dad!" he cxclain1ecl gladly. 
Sir John signalled to the chauff cur, an<l 

the car stopped. 
"You'll have to pluck up your courage, 

A-1frcd, my boy," ho said quietly. 
"Oh, dad! You-you don't mean--" 
"No, no," said Rir John, pained by the 

dread fear in hiki son's eyes. "Your mother 
is very ill, indeed. ,ve had been hoping­
for some signs of improYcmcnt to-day, but 
ns uono ha6 manifested .ts~lf, I think it 
right that you should come home." 

"But what is it, <lad ?' 1 asked Alf. "I 
n1can--

,, 

" I know no more than you do, lad,'' 
i ntcrrupted Sir John, shaking bis head. 
'~ The greatest specialists of Harley Street 
ha Ye examined . your 1nother, and they 
ha vc been in consultation, but they are 
bn tied. Sho is unconscious--" 

"Oh, dad ! " 
"But I am assured that there is no 

i1nmooiate danger," continued Sir John. 
"Otherwise, of course, I could not have 
come personally to fetch you. But I felt, 
Alfred, that the journey up alone would 
have been n very great ordeal." 

"Thank you, dad-it's-it's awfully 
good of you." 

"I am told t.l1at your mother is sinking," 
,vent on Sir John gently. "Now, Alfred, 
you must bo brave. rrhere is a dist-inct 
hope that your mother will recover con­
sciousness for an hour or two-perhaps to­
night. And you must be thorc.'' 

He said no more-but Alf, with a dread-­
fut choking sensation in his throat, knew 
exactly what his father had meant. His 
mother was dying ! 

They went to the headmaster's house to­
ucther, and Nelson Lee hin1sclf came to 
the door and ushered them into his cosy 
study. 

Tho limousine i:;tootl outside on the 
gravel, and the chauffeur clid not even 
leave his sent-for he knew that tho 
return journey would be made lll'actically 
at once. 
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But he was grateful when a man in a 
green apron, obviously one of the servants, 
came out of the dusk and suggested that 
he should "hop round to the side door for 
a bot cup of tea." 

"I don't know whether I ought," said 
the chauffeur. "Sir John might want to 
be going--'' 

"011, you've got a cou1lle of minutes/' 
said the man in the green apron. 

The chauffeur went with him, and no 
sooner had he passed beyond a thick clump 
of evergreen busl1es than a heavy wool 
1nufflcr was flung suddenly , over his face 
and drawn tight. In the same second two 
figures leapt upon him from either side; a 
knee ,vns rammed into the small of his 
back, and he thudded l1elplessly to the 
ground. 

His senses reeled ; there was a choking 
sensation in his throat; lights danc·ed 
before his eyes. He felt that he was float­
ing. a loud dru1nming sounded in his cars 
-anc1 then came oblivion. 

Deftly., nimble fingers stripped him of 
his heavy uniforn1 coat. Less than a 
minute Inter a man, dressed in that same 
coat, and wearing the chauff cur's cap, took 
his plac-c coolly at the driver's seat of the 
li1nousine. 

The change l1nd been effected so quickly, 
so efficiently., that several seniors ,vho 
were strolling across Inner Court in the 
dusk, I1acl seen or l1eard nothing unusual. 

But the fact remained that Sir John 
Brent's chauffeur, unconscious, was now 
lying l1id<len in an empty cucumber frame, 
covered with old sacks. And the man nt 
the wheel of Sir John's car was an a.gent 
of the League of tbe Green Triangle ! 

--
CHAPTER 4. 

The Hold Up I 

A T Nelson Lee's own doorste1l-withi11 
the very earshot of the world's 
greatest detective - the Green 
Triangle agents had planted one 

of their own men at the wheel of Sir John's 
car I 

\Vhen Sir John emerged with Alf, five 
minutes later, the dusk was deeper. Sir 
John was sl1aking hands ,,·ith Nelson Lee., 
and the baronet had no reason to even 
look at the man who eat •at the wheel. 
Even if he hid looked he would have 
noticed nothing suspicious. 

"I am hoping, with all my heart, ~ir 
John, that Lady Brent will make a speedy 
1·ecovery," Nelson Lee was saying. ., You 
must not be too concerned by the gravity 
of the specialists. They are baffled-but 
that does not mca_n t-ha t there is no hope.,, 

"Good of you to try to cheer me up, Mr. 
Lee," said Sir John gruffly. "\Vell, good. 
bye! You'll forgive me for hurrying 
away, won't you?" 

The car was soon off, and it only made 
another brief 1Jause in the Triangle, · 
where Archie Glenthorne and Nipper and 
Han<lforth and Travers and a crowd of 
other fellows bade Alf Brent good-bye.· -
Their concern and sympathy w_as genuine, 
and -Sir John was deeply touched. 

"Good lads, those, Alf," lie eaid huskily, · 
when the car was on its way. 1 

"By jingo, yes, dad," in uttered Alf. 
"They're true blue, all of them "; but he i 
clisrnissed his schoolf cllows on the instant. ~ 
"We haven't had much time to talk about 
mother, dad. We can talk about her now, 1

' 

can't we?" 1 

"If it will relieve you, yes." 
"When did it first happen, dad? I -

1nean., how was mother first aff ectcd ?" 
'' It was on Monday evening, nftcr she -

had been to a theatre," replied Sir John· 
slowly. "When slie went, sJte ,vas her 
own cheerful., healthy self. · I had been 
too busy to accompany her, but I was­
sitting up, reading. ,vhcn she came in l 
noticed that she ,vas not quite looki~g 
herself, but she only complained t•( a 
l1eadache." 

"Y cs, dad. What hap1Jencd then i>~' 
"It was while we were talking in fllo 

library,'' snid Sir John. "She was telling 
me about the play, in fact, and suddenly, 
,vitbout warning, she collapsed in a heap 
on the floor." 

"Oh !" 
"I thought it was merely a faint­

although, as you kno,v, your 1nother is not 
subject to fainting fits," continued Sir 
John. "I carried her upstairs, nncl imme­
diately sent for Dr. ]{uowles. Your 
mother "'~s unconscious then, and the 
doctor could make nothing of her. Tho 
next morning she was just the same. We 
called in a Harley Street mnn, and he was 
just as puzzled. All they kno,v is that it 
is some mysterious affection of the brain, 
and althougl! they hope that she may 
recover consciousness, they cannot CY'i ve me 
any definite information." b 

It ,vas natural tl1at Alf should be 
gravely interested; l1e wanted to know 
every little detail. And thus they talked 
as the car glided smootl1ly on its way­
through Bellton, and then onwards 
through the brightly-lio-htcd streets of 
Bannington. 

0 

· 

On again, taking the main London road 
and maintaining a smooth, rnpid speed. · 

But quite unexpectedly the big I imousino 
slowecl down, and · now·, to Sir John's 



THE 1\'ELSO?t." LEE LlHllAltr 9 

astonidhmcnt, the car turned into a narrow 
side road. 

"\Vhat on cnrth is the man doing ?' 1 

asked Sir John an~rily. "He knows the 
road bettor than tlus ! ,vnltcr !" he acldcd 
Joudly, bending forward. "Why arc yon 
driving down this lane, \Valter ?,, 

The chauffeur took no notice; he drove 
.straight on. 

"'rhc fellow must be out of his mind," 
said Sir John nugrily, as he rose fro1n the 
srat antl hammered upon the glass par• 
t.ition. "\Valtcr !" he shouted. "Do you 
1. ,.. u .ucar mer 

At that moment a faint green ligLt 

"Wha.t do rou ,\·ant with 1ne, you in­
fc1:nal rogues r'' can1c Sir John's muffled 
\'OlCC. 

"Tllat you will find out for yourself­
latcr ,'; said the other. ·• \Vill you give 
me your wo~·d that you'll keep quiet if '"o 
loosen this rug a bit?" 

''No, you scoundrel, I ~on 't !" 
"All right, then-you'll hnvc a rough 

time of it.,, 
'J.1he minutes seemed like hours. Even 

Sir John,. after his first fury had gone, 
became hmp, a_nd hr. oft'erPd no further 
rooi~tance. He was, in fact, feeling more 
than half suffocated. His captors loosened 

the rurr, so that he flickered in the road, 
just ahead. But :t 
was gone in a flash. 
'fhe chn u.ff eur applied 
the brakes, nnd now, 
for the first time, he 
turned his head. 

And it so happened 
that at that moment 
Sir John switched on 
the interior lights, 
and he saw the man's 
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could brcatl1c f rcely, 
but it was not rc­
moYcd. Alf, during 
this thne, ,vas suffer­
ing "in the san1e wav. 

Aud so the journey 
continued - the car 
now running at high 
speed. 

face. 
''Good heavens!': he 

ejaculated, startled. 
"This man is 11 ' t 
,valter ! "\Vhat on 
earth--" 
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Astounding Scenes at Famous Public 
School •.•• 

Read 

~~ The Crook 
Headmaster!'' 
A Delcct·ivc-Tl1rillc1• l'ou tt,ill 

all enjoy 

It seemed to the 
captive pair that at 
least two hours must 
have elapsed before 
the car slowPd down. 
Actually the journey 
had only taken forty 
minutes. Tho car 
cnmc to a halt. The car jerked to a 

standstill, and at the 
same n1ome11t both 
rear doors were flung 
open. Father and son IN NEXT WEEK1 S ISSUE I 

"\Ve'rc guttin(J' out 
hcrc/1 said thC' ~oice. 
"If you try any tricks 
we'll cosh vou !" ., 

They had no oppor­
tunity of trying any 

caught a mon1entary 
glimpse of hooded 
men. ThPn, before 
~hey could move a muscle, heavy rugs 
\·rere flung over their heads. 

"Better take it easy, Sir John ! " said a 
calm, grim Yoicc. 

No less than four men entered the car, 
and one of them snapped off the lights. 
Sir John, startled, infuriated and a larn1ed, 
struggled hard; but . in the grip of two 
llowcrful men, · and with tlJat heavy rug 
enveloping his head and shoulders, he ·was 
at a hopelC\SS disadvantage. 

Alf struggled, too, but he had even less 
chance than his fatl.Jcr. 

tricks. 'l'hey were 
held ti&9htly as they were f orccd out of the 
car anu carried ac!'oss what appeared to 
be fields. 

Ho,v could be or· Alf guess tl1at they 
,vcre not more than two 1niles from the 
spot wl1ere the car had 'beC'n ori~inally 
held up, and were no,v being carried up 
the garden path of a little cottage? 

They found themselves being taken into 
an interior of some kind. They were aware 
of dim ,,.oices. 

Then a heayy door slammed, nnd sud­
dc.nly the rugs were whisked away. 

CHAPTER 6. The whole astounding incident took only 
a few seconds. And then the car was Professor Zlngrave's Threat! 
gliding onwards again. BLACKNESS-blackness on all sidcs-

''The more you struggle, the tighter but above cnme ~ faint glow. 
We'll pull this ru~ !" said the gruff voice. Overhead gleamed a single 
:' Better be sensible, Sir John! Its a long electric lamp, and draped from it, 
Journey, and you don't \\~ant it to be too on all sides, were pit.ch-black cloth bang-
uncomfortable, do you?" ings. 
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,.fhcy rcachccl to the floor, and they \\"ere 

absolutely unbroken. There was no door­
,vay to be seen-no ,vindow-not even a 
flap in the draperies themselves. _Under­
foot there was that same black cloth. 
'fhus the apa_rtment ·was absolutely un­
identifiable. 

"ro add to the astounding mystery, six 
men were standing at regular intervals 
round the t,vo prisoners, their backs close 
against the inky draperies. At first, 
indeed, the captives did not see these men. 
For they ,verc clothed in black, just like 
the 1·oom itself; from head to foot they 
were covered. N ct even their shoes were 
to be seen. Their hands were covered­
und their faces. 'fhey looked out through 
sn1all slits in their hoods. 

u Dad!'' panted Alf, startled and 
l1orrificd~ 

Sir John pulled hi1nself together with 
effort; he felt tl1at it ·was up to him to 
sho,v his sou a good exa1nplc. 

"Who are you?,, he de1nancled, turning 
from one motionlC6s figure to the• other. 
"You infernal :3coundrcls ! \Vhat is the 
meaning of this m111nmery? If you think 
that you have frightened inc by all this 
tl1catrical nonsense, you have 1nadc o. very 
big mistake ! '' 

'fhe figures remained uncannily silent. 

"Allo\v me to explain, Sir John !" said 
:1 soft, silky voice. 

'fhe two captives spun round. Without 
a. sound, another maµ l1acl come into that 
room. He had evidently passed through 
a fold in the drapc1·ies, but no such fold 
was in evidence. Sir John and Alf stared 
at the newcomer-and tl1ey were aston1shed 
to sec that he was quietly dressed in per­
fectly-fitting evening clotbee. His ·white 
sl1irt-front glcame.d dazzlingly amid all 
tl1nt blackness; a large diamond glinted 
ancl sparkled under the single electric 
light. 

'' Upon my soul !" ejaculated Sir John. 
He was moro startled than ever by the 

sight of this imn1nculately - attired 
stranger. Tho newco1ncr wore no mask ; 
lie bad the face of n 111an of learning; his 
brow wae high and domed. He wore big 
spectacles. _ 

"Dad !'' pantecl Alf, clutching at his 
father's arm. "Don't-don't you recog­
nise him P He's Zingravc !" 

"Good heavens!" shoutccl Sir John,_ 
aghast. 

'' I see that your son has a good n1emory 
for faces, Sir J 0]1n," said the man in 
evening dress. "So there is really no need 
(or n1e to introduce 1nyself. Ho,vevcr, let 
us be formal. I a1n l>rof essor Cyrus Zin-

grave, and ,vhilst regretting the enforced 
nature of your visit to my curious abode 

11 --
" Do you think this is a time for mock 

pleasantries?"' interrupted Sir John 
hoarsely. "Yes, I recognise you now. 
You arn Zingravc-the man who escaped 
from the police some weeks ago. You are 
the leader of that infamous criminal con. 
federation, the League of the Green 
Triangle!" 

"And you, Sir John Brent, are a 
servant of that same infamous League of 
the Green Triangle from thie minute on­
wards," said Zingrave smoothly. · 

"Are you mad?" ejaculated Sir John. 

"You will be mad unless you agree to 
my proposals," retorted the professor 
silkily. "I repeat, Sir J 0J1n, that hence~ 
forward you must be a servant of tho 
G~·een 'rriangle_; you must oJ?ey every order 
without ques~-1011. No, please do not 
advance upon me; my assistants will get 
v~ry roug11 ,vith you if you do." '. 

Sir Jolin, seething with rage, maddened 
by this delay in his journey to· London­
such a fateful journey, too !-glared into 
the professor's eyes. 

"If you want money, tell me !" he saicl 
hoareely. "How much?'' 

"But I do not require money, Sir John," 
replied Zingravc. "I require-you ! In 
order to execute certain schemes I ha vc in 
mind, your co-operation is vitally neces­
sary. Therefore, you will co-operate." 

'' I shall do no such thing--" 
"R-efnsal ,vill mean the dca th of your 

son." 
Sir John suddenly became icily cahn; 

the hot flush died out of his face. 
'' l\Iy-my son ?u he stammered. 
"I a1n grieved to give you this shock, 

knowing, as I do, that you are so deeply 
concernccl over the health of your wif c:," 
continued Zingrave. "But I have a repu­
tation, Sir John, for being ruthless. You 
arc necessary to me-and if you do not 
agree to obey me in all things, your son 
will certainly die." 

"He's bluffing, dad," panted Alf, clutch--
ing his father's arm. "Don't take any 
notice of him !" 

"You arc mad!" said Sir John, glaring 
at Zingravc. "Do you think for one 
second that I will consent to associate 
myself ,vith you and you1,; villainous enter­
prises? Never! Do you hear me, you 
hound P Never!" · 

Zingrave hal~turned. 
"Seize the boy !" ]le said, nnd his voice 

held a ,\-orld of sinister meaning. 

•' ,· 
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CHAPTER 6. 
The Slave of the Green Triangle I 

SIR JOHN started forward. 
"Leave that boy alone!" he 

shouted hoarsely. " You devils,--" 
T,vo of the black-clothed figures 

cnme up to him from behind, and held 
·him. And Alf, at the same moment, was 
seized. In the .strong hands of those men 
he was helpless. Coat, waistcoat, shirt 
and vest were stripped from his back­
.until it was bare. He was forced to one 
of those black walls, and his hands, bound, 
,vcre fixed to a projecting hook. Another 
man roped his feet, and fastened them to 
clamps in the black floor. · Sir John 
:watched all this with horrified eyes. 

" N "' . d Z . I ow. ea1 1ngrave gent y. 
One of those black figures suddenly pro­

duced a heavy, brutal-looking whip. He 
stood ready. 

The master-crook pointed to the figure of 
the schoolboy lashed helpless to the iron 
rings in the mystery room. "U nlese you 
swear to join the League," be snarled, 
,; your son will suffer·-- Here ! " 

In the grip of the hooded men, Sir John 
·tore at the hands that held him. 

"You shall pay for this,--" 
"You are hardly in a position, my dear 

sir, to threaten me," interrupted Zingrave. 
"I merely ,vish to tell you that your son 
·will be whipped until you agree to what 
I have proposed. The longer you remain 
silent, the longer your son will suffer. 
Thero have been case.s of people dying 
under tbe lash." 

He turned abruptly and raised his hand. 
" Strike ! " he commanded sharply. 
The ·whip rose, and ,vith a cracklino-

slnsh it fell upon Alf's bare back. c:, 

"Don't pron1isc anything, dad !,, gasped 
Alf between his teeth. "'fhey're only 
bluffing l" 

But his father could not bear this. 
"Stop !" he panted. " You-you fiends ! 

Stop, I tell you! 1-1 will do as you say." 
Professor Zingrave smiled. He had 

known, from the first, that a little exhi­
bition of theatrical brutality ,vould brina 
Sir ,John to l1is senses. 

0 

"I am glad that you have changed your 
n1ind, Sir John," said the professor. 
·'-'Your son ,vill be kept here, and be will 
be in no ,vay harmed-just so long as you 
obey orders." 

"I-I don't understand," 1nuttercd the 
wretched baronet. -

" ~ou ,vii~ be set at liberty at once," 
continued Z1ngravc. "You will resume 
your ordi_nn~y life-but yon will know that 
th~ boy 1s 1 n . my hands; you will know, 
fu1thcr. thnt if you make nny attempt to 

approach the police, or betray me your 
son will die." ' . 

"Yoa cannot do this !' 1 panted Sir John 
in agony. "Great hea,,ens, man, let me 
a1>peal to your humanity ! The circum­
stances nre not normal. I nm takin"' my 
son to London-to s~,e his dying mother." 

"Dad !" panted Alf. 
. "Yes, my"poor ~oy, I menu it!" groanccl 

S11: J olm. I believe that your mother is 
dying. You-Zingrnve !" he went on 
hoarsely. " If you persist in this hideous 
pl~n, my_ boy may neYer see bis mother 
ah ve again ! " · 

P~ofessor Zingrave tightcnecl his lip.s 
until they showed in a thin line. 

"I am sorry," he said coldly. "But I 
am no sentimentalist, Sir John. It is 
n~cessary for my plan that your son shall 
be held a prisoner." 

"But I tell you, his mother·--" 
"The subject is closed," snapped Zin-­

grave. 
"Are you a man-or arc yott a devil:>" --

panted Sir John. · 
"I am a man ·who is determined to 

succeed !" retorted Professor · Zinarave. 
:'Now, ~ir J ol1n, you will listen to 

O 

your 
1nstruct1oru;. They are simple. You ,vill 
soon find ~ursel_f back in your own car, 
and you will drive straight to London. 
To-morrow a stranger will present himself 
at your London homo. You "·ill remain at 
home in readiness to receive him. This 
man, Dr. Howard Ponsonby, is to be ap• 
pointed headmaster of St. Frank's and he 
is to take up bis duties immedia.t~ly." 

"You-you cannot be serious!" ejacu-
lated Sir John, nghast. · 

"I was never more serious in my life," 
replied Zin~ravc. ''You will dismiss Mr. 
Lee from hu; post. You will appoint Dr. 
Ho,vard Ponsonby in his stead. Those are 
the only instructions 1,ou will receive now. 
And remember this-if iou attempt to go 
to the police, if you fail me in any way, 
within six hours you will learn of this 
boy.'e death." 

Sir John passed n hand over his brow. 
re You cannot mean this," lie muttered. 
"Let me repeat the instructions," said 

Zingrave inexorably. "You will remain at 
home all to-morrow. A man named Dr. 
Howard Ponsonby will call upon you, and 
you will nppoint him headmaster of St. 
Frank's College. You, as cl1airman of the 
governors, are in a position to do this on 
your own authority. That is all. Take 
him away!" 

The figuroo in black sprn ng forward, and 
the rug was once again thrust over Sir 
John's head. He beard frantic shouts 
from Alf. but they were soon sileuced. 
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Then, once againJ Ile f ouncl himself being 
carried across fields. _ 

Then he was in his car again, the door 
slammed. tl10 gears were cug·agcd, and tl1e 
car glided away. 

CHAPTER 7. 
The Fateful Card I 

AF1'ER an interminable drive the car 
suddenly halted. Sir John Brent 
l1rard a f c,v whispered words. He 
f clt a rope passed round him., so 

tl1a t the rug ,vns secured to his middle. 
rrhen one of the doors softly closed. And 
after that-silence. 

It was some moments before Sir John 
commenced to st1·uggle to gain bis free-­
dom. It was not a very difficult task, for 
the rope had not been bound tightly. Yet 
s<>'nie five or six minutes had ela1J6ed before 
Sir John flung the rug aside. 

Breathless, perspiring, lie looked about 
hin1. Yes, he ,vas in his own car. Nobody 
else was with him-- But wlio was that 
sitting nt the wl1ccl? He etaggered out, 
and he W88 bewildel'cd to find his own 
chauffeur sitting at the wheel-bound to 
tl1e wheel, in fact, and ga~·ged ! 

"Walter!" ejaculated Sir Jolin hoarsely. 
He noticed tl1at the c4r was standing on 

the ~Tass verge of a main road. Nobody 
""as 1n sight., nor any other vehicle. 

'\Vith shaking fingers, Sir John un ... 
fastened the gag from about the 
chauffeur'e face. 

"Thank you, sir!" panted the man 
drunkenly. "Funny., but I can't seem to 
remember--" 

"Have ~you been drinking, Walter?" de­
manded Sir John., with sudden suspicion. 
"No., 110., of course not. I'd forgotten. 
You never drink, do you?" 

He gave his attention to the ropes which 
bound Walter to the wheel; and- when, 
presently, the man was freed., be almost 
fell to the ground, and rolled about 
dazedly. 

Sir ·Jol1n's own mind was in a state of 
chaos. How was it that his own chauffeur 
was back with the car? Zingrave's 
agents, of course, had melted away into 
the darkness of the night. 

"You'd better pull yourself together, 
Walter.," said the baronet hUBkily. "If 
you can tell me where we arc'--" 

"That's-that's what I was going to ask 
you, Sir John?" muttereq_ the man. "Tho 
last thing I remember ,vas being at the 
school, ,\~aiting outside the Head's front 
door. Yes, that's it, sir!" he went on, 

........................................... ~ 
,·, ,vhat was de subject of do debato 

Sambo ? ,, 
" De subject were, ' What is de most 

benefit to mankind, de sun or de moon,',, 
replied Sambo. 

Jokes from readers wanted for this feature ! If you 
know. a good rib-tickler, send U along now. Pocket 
wallets and penknives are offer~d as prizes I or the best 
Jokes. Address your Jokes to " Smllers," Nelson Lee 

" And which side did you upl1old ? " 
" De moons. I jes' argued do.t do 

sun shines by day when we doan' need 
de light, but de moon shines _ by night 
when dat light most certainly am needed. 
An' dey couldn't answer dat ! ,, 

(A. Bentley, 2, Park .A.venue, Council 
Estate, Grimethorpe, Nr. Barnsley, Yorks 
-a pocket U'allet.) Library, 5, Carmellte Street, London, E.C.4. 

Visitor 1 " Look, there's a spider on your 
f athor•s head." 

Sonny: "No; that's an imitation one he 
keeps there to frighten the flies away;J 

(A. Parle, 30, Sibsey Street, Lancsater-a arand, 
book.) 

Customer: "You said if the gloves I bought 
here did not last a year, you would give me a 
now pair." 

Shopkeeper : " Yes, I did." 
Customer : " Well, I lost them.'~ 
(E. Chalcroft, 62, Marian Road, Streatham, 

S. W.16-a penknife.) 

Sambo bad joined the debating society, and 
the day after his first meeting he was being 
questioned by his friends. 

... t\. candidate for. the local council was never 
shy about telling the voters why ther FhO ild 
elect him. "I'm a practical farmer,' he s,1,id 
boastfully at ono meeting. "I can :elough, 
reap and sow, milk cows, shoo a horse-in fact, 
I should like you to tell me one thing about a, 
farm which I cannot do.,, 

Then in an impressive silence, a voice asked: 
" Can you lay an egg ? " 

(G. P. Vallance, 73, Richtnond Parle Road, 
East Slieen, S. W. 14--a grand book.) 

An English surgeon, tra,;elling in India. was 
asked to treat a baby elephant, which ho.d had 
it-s leg badly torn. He did so: the patie~ 
recovered, and the incident passed -from the 
surgeon's mind. 

Years afterwards he was watching B "turn" 
of performing elephants in a circus at . home. 
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his brain becoming clearer. "A 1nan can10 
up and suggested I should ha,~e a cup ')f 
tea. I went with him, and I sC'cm to 
1·cmember somebody springing on me. But 
after tl1nt.--" 

"I think I understand, ,valtcr,'·' said 
Sir John, nodding. "You were attacked 
and rendered senseless. Some drug, I 
suppo~;c, which kept you unconscious until 
a few minutes ago." 

"But how did the car get here, sir r,, 
asked the bewild£'red man. 

"Another chauffeur f;ook your place, 
. and it ·was not until we \l"erc well on the 
.i jonr_ney t~at I knew of the substitution_," 
: rcpi1ed Sir John. "But I can't explain 

further, \Valter. You \\'ouldn't under-
-~ stand, anyhow. Do you think that you 

arc fit to driver" 
.- "Why, 7cc-s, sir, I can manage it," snid 

\Valtcr. 'I'm a bit shaky, but I dare­
say·--" 

"Then drive, man," broke in Sir John. 
"Don't take any risks, but get me to 
London as quickly as you can. 

As the cbauff eur was climbing into his 
sent, he half-turned 

" Isn't Master Alfred here., sir ?IJ he 
asked. 

The inquiry sent a stab into Sir John's 
heart. 

"No," he replied. "My BOD hns-hns 
fouud it necessary to g-o c:lsewherc." 

He did not trust hunself to e;ay any 
more. Not until the cnr wns moving, and 
Sir John wns sitting back in his scat, 
could he restore his thoughts to anything 
like order. 

And one thing was certain; he must not 
tell his chauff<'ur what had happened. Tho 
1nan would think hin1 mad. He was half• 
stunned by tl1e know ledge that he had left 
Alf in the hands of those crooks. But he 
had had no option. 

And if be did not obey the dictates of 
the Lea~uc of the Green Triangle, AU 
would die! , 

It was a fantastic, incredible situation. 
If only he could locate the spot where that. 
intf'rview had taken place f He rcmE•m• 
ber<!d that the car had driven a Ion~ way 
-both there and back. He found hunself 
thinking hard. 

'fha.t room. draped in black! Ho wns 
appalled at the cunning of the whole pro­
gramme. The ·crooks l1adn't left a single 
loophole. They l1ad Alf in their power, 
and he might be ten miles away--twenty 
milee away-thirty. He might be somc­
wliere north, south, cast, or west. It was 
impossible for Sir John to attempt even a 
random guess Such prreautions had been 
taken that he was entirely in the dark. 

~~~~······································· 
whoo to his ·eurpriso and consternation, one of 
the great beasts lert its place in the centre of tho 
ring, wmpped its trunk gently but firmly 
round him. and lifting him from his place in 
tho hn1f-orown soats. deposited him in an 
excellent position among the scven-and­
eixpennies. 

(B. Duffen. 53, Openview. EarlsfieT,d,. S. W. 18 
--<1 pock el wallet.) 

_ Smith : " They say t-hat t-hc Spaniards did a. 
t-houCiu.od milos on a galleon • ., 

Jones: "You can't believe all you hear about 
those foreign cars." 

(A Richea, 9, Growenor Terrace, St. H eliar, 
Jersey, 0.1.---a grand prize.) 

Sergeant : " \Vhere are you going ? " 
Privato: "To fetch water." 
Sergeant : " ,vhat, in those disroputuble 

trousers ? '' 
Private : " No iear, in this 'ere paii.,, 
(T. Olarke, 38. Hafron Road, Lower J(ersal, 

Salford. },J anchester-a pocku wallet.) 

An American wn.s walking down a country 
lane when he came upon an old mf_\n. 

" Say, vou must be an old ma.n." 
" Seventy-one years," said tho yokel. 
"You must bo ono of the _oldest," remarked 

tho American. 
" No, I've got me father ! ,. 
"Your father," said the Amoricnn. "I'd 

like to seo him." 

" If you wait a minute I'Jl toll him," replied 
the yokel. " He's upstairs putting grand. 
father to bed f ,, 

(A. Weymouth, 51. Hoic,ard Road, Stoke New• 
ington, N.16-a penknife.) 

,Yhen the donkey saw the Zebra. 
He began to switch his tail; 

"\VetJ, I never," said t-he Donkey, 
" That's o, mule that's been in Jail ! •• 
(F. Smith, 112, New HaU St., Burnley, Lan~ 

-a grand book.) 

Brown : " 'What kind of a fellow is Blinks ? " 
Thomas : u Well, he's one• of those fellow! 

who always grabs the stool when there is a piano 
to be mov·ed ! " 

(F. Kendall, 4, T-albol Road, Penworthan, nr, 
Preston, Lancs.-a pocket wallet.) 

Teacher : 0 Whnt is silence." 
Tommy : " Silonco is what you hear when 

you list-en nnd you can't hear anything." . 
(D. Robertson, 101, Dulwich lload, Herne Hill, 

S.E.24--a penknife.) 

Toncher: "\Vhy_ haven't you put down the 
answers t-0 theso sums ? ,, 

Willy : " Because I always get that port 
wron~." 

(R. Oavin, 81, Dagenham, Road, Romford, 
EdBex-a grand book.) 
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His thoughts were disturbed by the beheld the vividly-printed sign of ~~ 
sight of street lamps; and soon the car Green Triangle! - -
was gliding through even n1ore brilliantly-
lighted streets. · He tapped on the glass 
which divided him from the chauffeur. 

"What town is this, Walter? he asked. 
'' .Do you know P" 

"Y cs, sir-Helmfol'd." 
"Then we were actually on the London 

road?" 
"Yes, sir." 
A sudden resolve came into Sir John 

Brent's mind. The· thought of 'his son in 
the l1ands of those Green T1·iang le crooks 
1nnddened him. By heaven! He would 
not be intimidated ! . It would be cowardly 
to leave the unfortunate boy to his fate. 
'f ltere was only one thing to be done in 
a situation like this. He must be firm­
c~:urageous. If he allowed himself to 
become a slave of the Green Triangle, it 
,vould. be hut the beginning of a hideous 
tyranny. Once involved, he might never 
he able to extricate himself. Yes, he must. 
be firm! 

",valter !" lie shouted abruptly. "Drive 
to the police station ! " 

The chauffeur, who was now feeling ::,o 
n1uch better that he could drive with con­
fluence, ,vas not surprised. He knew that 
ti0111cthing drastic had happened to him ; 
and he guessed that Sir John himself had 
bcC'n through an unnerving experience. 
The disappearance of Alf, too, was dis­
quieting. 

It was not a difficult n1attcr to find the 
police station in . a big to,vn like Hclm­
ford. But " 7alter noticed the lighted 
entrance just a moment too late, and ,vhcn 
he drc'\\' 1n against the kerb, ancl stopped 
tho car, they had overrun the police 
station by fifty yards. 

'' This will do," said Sir John; opening 
the door and getting out. "'\17 ai t for me 
here." 

His n1anncr was so str,u1ge that Walter 
was freshly worried. Sir John even broke 
into a run ns 1te·approacl1ed the steps lead­
ing into the police station. It '""as as 
though lie feared that he would not have 
t;Ufficicnt strength of will to carry out l1is 
purpose. He "·ent to the building bcf ore 
11c could change his mind. 

A rough-looking man lurcl1cd out of the 
shadows, and, as though by accident, he 
bumped into Sir Jobu. 

"Sorry, guv'nor !" he inuttcrcc.1. 
He passed on into the gloon1, and it ,vns 

not until Sir John was half-,vay up the 
police station steps that he suddenly found 
a little v.,.hite card in one of his l1ands. 

He paused, }lUZzled, for the card had not 
been there a moment ago. He turned it 
o,~er in his fingers-and his startled eyes 

CHAPTER 8. 
The Sinister Signs I 

" GREAT heavens!" panted Sir John' 
Brent in horror. 
· Agitated as he was, lie knew 
just how that card had got into 

l1is band. He spun round, but the man 
,v ho had bumped into him had vanished. 
That man had been an agent of the Green 
Triangle! 

They were watching him-following 
him! 

That card could mean only one thing. 
If he went- into this police station and 
gave his information Professor Zingrave 
,vould carry out his threat ! 

He reeled, rather than ,valked, back to 
the car. \Valter was on tlie pavement, 
and he had the door open ready. 

"You didn't go in, sir," said the man. 
"No, no-I changed my mind," muttered 

Sir John. "Thank you, Walter." 
He sank back into the ecat, and he was 

so pale and haggard that Walter w·as 
alarn1ccl. 
· "You're 11ot looking "'ell, Sir John," 110 

f:::tid. "Sha11 I drive to a doct.or's--" 
"N o-drivc nowhere," interrupted tho 

baronet. "'Vait, Walter. ,vait here. I 
will tell you when to drive on. I want to 
think." 

The man had sense enough to leave hin1 
alone. And Sir John strove hard to brino­
orcler to his chaotic n1ind. 

0 

It was all very well to be bold and 
courageous-but could he take the risk? 
\Vhat satisfaction would he get if he in­
formed the police, only to learn of Alf's 
death? The blood of his own son would 
be on his hands ! · 

He gre,v a little calmer. It would be 
different if he could give the police any 
l\'orth-wliilc inforn1ation. ,vhat, indeed, 
could he tell them? Merely that his car 
had been held up, and that he had been 
driven-- Driven where? He could nut 
even tell them that~ As for that room 
with the black hangings,--

" No, no," muttered Sir John. "I 
c1arcn't ! Those demons are watcliinCT all 
111y n1ovc1ncnts. And Zingrave is 1·uthless 
-hei'll carry out his threat." 

.And then another idea can1e to l1im. 
Risky as it ,vas to go to the police, there 

"?as no reason why he should not take 
another man into his confluence. Unless 
he told somebody of this terrifying experi­
ence, be ,vould go out of his 111ind. .A 
name flashed into l1is mind. 
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N clson Lee-of course ! Lee was the 
n1an ! He could tell Lee "·ithout nuy 
danger. And Lee knc,v more atout l ro­
fcdsor Cyrus Zingrave than any other 1nan 
living ! 

At first Sir John thought of driving 
straight back to St. Frank's. Then he 
1·cmembered Lady Brent. He coultl not 
possibly delay lus return to Loudon any 
longer. 

"Walter!" he called abruptly. 
"Sir!'' said tho chauffeur, who was 

standing l'eacly. 
"DriYc me to a public telephone," said 

Sir John, his voice harsh ,\,ith anxiety. 
"You'll probably fincf one outside the 
n1ain post office." 

In a n1omcnt they ,vcrc on their way. 

u No, no!" punted Sir John tremulously. 
It was too incredible for belief. And 

then he recalled that a man had left tho 
t.('lephone-box just as the~ car had bc~u 
pulling up-yes, ancl he had ridden away 
on a motor-cycle ! 

A Green Triangle spy-a man who had 
diYined Sir John's thoughts! But there 
,vas a more commonplace explanation, per­
haps! Tho follow migbt have heard Sir 
John's instructions to the chauffeur. 

Whatever the solution, Sir John was 
left in no doubt ns to tho grim meaning 
of that card. If he used tho telephone it 
would be assumed that ho had played the 
traitor-and Alf \\'ould die ! 

Sir J ('hn really thought he was going 
mad when he glanced at the card again. 
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Sir John was feeling astonishingly better. 
'l'he very thought of Nelson Lee somehow 
r~tored his confidence. Leo ·would know 
,\·hat to do ! Why hadn't he thought of 
him before? 

A few words with him on the telephone, 
and then he ,vould continue his journey to 
London. Lee would· 1eave St. Frank's at 
once, and arrive at Sir John's home soon 
after Sir John himself. Yes, that was the 
·way. 'rhere ·would bo practically no delay 
like that. And in the privacy of his own 
home, .beyond reach of any possible Green 
'I1rianglo spies, Sir J obn could tcJI N clson 
Lee t~e wholo amazing story. 

Tho car came to a smooth standstill. 
It had stoppetl just outside t.ho post office, 
and Sir John saw a big concrete public 

For the ~reen triangle had vanished-and 
so had t110 scrawled ,vord ! 'The card, on 
both sides, was blank ! 

"Anything wrong, Sir John P" 
It was Walter, and Walter was at the 

door, looking deeply concerned. Sir John 
looked at him like a man in a dream. 

'' No, Walter, no!" he muttered. "I­
I've changed my mind. Drive me home. 
Y cs, straight home !" 

CHAPTER 9. 
Nelson Lee is Puzzled I 

telephone booth. 
H \Vait for me, ,valter,u he said. 

shan't bo long." 

SIR JOHN BRENT did not kuo,v it, 
but he wa.s not the only rcci picnt of 
those mysterious Green 'l'rianglc 
signs that evening! 

"I , The town of Bannin
0
°ton was arroa with 0 0 

He crossed the paYemcnt, opened the 
door of the telephone-box, and an electric 
light overhead sprang into being. Sir 
.lohn closed the door, and reached for the 
receiver And as he did so he saw, 

~ 

propped on the instrument, a little white 
care}, and in the centre of it a vividly­
½)rinted green triangle. More, a word had 
oeen scrawled in pencil over that sinister 
design and the worcl ,vas "Rcmcmb~r !'~ 

wild excitement. 
And a party of St. Frank's juniors, 

including Nipper, Handforth, and '!'ravers, 
found itself unexpectedly in the mid6t of 
all the comu1otiou. 'They had ~one over 
to Bannington in1mctliatcly after Sir John 
Brent's car had left the school. lt was 
rather late, but there was a very Si,'<.--cial 
lecture at the Gram1nar School, and Mr. 
\Vilk~s had gi vcn thc1n la tc passes for the 
occasion. 
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They were feeling relieved as they went 
into Bannington, for Alf Brent's troubles 
had rn thcr weighed upon them during the 
day. They were very so1·ry for Alf, of 
course, but, after all, they had other 
interests in life. And they were deter­
mined to enjoy this jaunt to the Grammar 
School. 

As it hnppened they never reached their 
destination. :_. 

They first noticed something unusual as 
they were passing one of tLe banks in the 
Hi~h Street; for there were a number of 
pohce officers stationed outside, obviously 
on guard. 

" \Vhat's the matter?" asked Handfortb, 
as he slackened the speed of his ~!orris 
liinor. "A.re they expccti~g a raid?" 

"Don't stop you, ass," said Church. 
'' It's none of our business." 

Bu~. Han~!orth did stop a moment later, 
for Nipper __ and Travers and Jimmy Potts, 
who were on their motor-cycles, had pulled 
up aucl} were now off their machines and 
staring into the sky. 

H -,v1iat s . up r" asked llandforth, jump­
ing out of his little car. 

Nipper pointed. 
_ "Havea·t we seen something like that 
before?'' he asked grimly. 

Handforth's jaw droppe<l. Far over­
head, in the night sky, a gleaming, shim­
n1eriug triangle of fj.re hovered-in green ! 
Crowds of 11cople were staring up at it, 

. 1nany 1vere shouting, and the excitement 
increased. 

"A rocke~that's wl1at it ,vas !" the 
boy.5 heard one man excitedly saying. "I 
saw the blan1ed thing- .go up-hC'ard it, 
too! Funny time of the year to send 
rockets up. ain't it?" 

Handforth remembered. Weeks earlier, 
whc>n the League of the Green Triangle 
had been active at St. Prank's-when, in 

. · fact, Nelson Lee's life had been attempted 
-a gre~t ro9kct -had soared up above tho 
old school, and had burst to reveal a 
dazzling green triangle. 

·"By Jove!,, ejaculated Nipper tensely. 
"There must be some connection, you 
chaps!" 

"Eh?,, said llandforth. "Connection 
between what and which?" 

"You 1·emember those policemen we saw 
outside the bank, a little way back?" said 
Nipper quickly. 

"My only sainted aunt !" 
"Tho Green Trian(J'le's active aaain," · 0 C, 

went . on N 1pper. "Those rogues are plan-
ning to make some kind of spectacular 
raid." 

"Let's chuck the giddy lectur~ and 
hang about here.," suggeste~ Handforth 

eage1~ly. "By George ! There 111ight be 
something worth seeing!" 

A . tall, broad-shouldered mau ·was 
striding along the pavement, near by, and 
Nipper instantly recognised him. 

",vhy. hallo, Mr. Lennard!" he ex­
claimed, leaving his machine nncl running 
across to the man. 

'' \Vell. bless me if it isn't young 
Nipper!" said Chief Detective-inspector 
Lennard. of the C.I.D. "'Thought you 
were in bed and asleep by no,v, . young 
'un." 

". I say. ha Ye you seen that rocket?" 
"I've seen it !" 
"What do sou make of it, sir r" asked 

Handforth, who had joined them with the 
others. 

"Hanged if I know what to make of it,"-
1·eplied the Scotland Yard 1nan _gruffly., as 
he stared skywards. "It's fading away 
now. Haven't you youngsters hea1·d r'~ 

"Heard what?" 
"That's not the only Green Triangle 

sign that's been seen in Bannington to .. 
day," replied Lennard grimly. "Why 
do you suppose I'm down here? As early 
as seven o'clock a paper bearing a g"reen 
triangle sign and pinned to the door by 
a knife was found on the closed door of 
the Southern Counties Bank by the police. 
The local people didn't like tho look of it, 
so tl1ey sent for me." 

"Think there's going to be a 1·aid on 
the bank, Mr. Lennard?" asked Nipper. 

"It looks as if there n1ight be-but I 
doubt it," 1·eplicd the Yard man. "After 
the precautions we've taken, there's not 
much chance of a raid being successful. 
Other things h:;l.ve happened, too." 

"'\Vhat other things?" 
"My dear kids, I haven't time to ans,vcr 

your questions now," said the chief in­
spector good-humouredly. "I'1n busy. I 
might be seeing you again later, Nipper. 
Your guv'nor has promised to come over, 
and I'm meeting him soon. If I'm lucky, 
he'll invite me over to St. Frank's fol° 
supper. It's cheaper than a hotel, too." 

He walked on, and it wasn't long before 
t-he juniors kne,v of those other happen­
ings to which the inspector had refe1·red. 

Three m0n, it seemed-all of them local 
townspeople-ha cl been found in different 
parts of the town that cvenino-, uncon­
scious by the roadside. They i1acl been 
stunned and their pockets emptied. On 
each 111an a white card, bearing a green 
triangle, had. been found. 

And tbis was not all. 

1 -., , 
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Sir John Brent was about to enter the police station when he found himself staring at a smafl 
card which had been thrust Int~ his hand. On it was a green triangle sign-a grim warning l 

Several pro1nincut citizens, in great 
alarm, had reported to tho police that 
letters had reached them by tbo cvcni!lg 
})Ost-plain envelopes containing plain 
cards -with the simplo green triangle 
<lcsig-n printed upon them. But the very 
rccci/1t of such cards had sent these good 
}Jcop e into a panic. 

"It might be a hoax, of course," said 
Chief-inspector Lennard, when he met 
N clson Lee in the. to,vn Home time later. 
"A gang of enterprising roughs, taking 
advantage of that Green Triangle busiucs8 
some ,veeks ago, may have knocked a few 
harmless members of the populace down. 
tobbing- them, and thcu using those green 

triangle sigus. Still, there's that rocket ,, --
" I don't think it's a hoax, Lennard," 

said N clson Lee. "There are many indi­
cations that this whole affair has been 
organised by the genuine Green rrrianglc 
g:ang. ,, 

"But for what purpose-just to scar~ 
the town P0 asked Lennard. "Do you 
think they're going to spring something 
really big?" 

"It is difficult to form any opinion," 
replied Nelson Lee slowly. "Have any of 
those unfortunate people recovered P" 

"All of them," rcpli(•<l Lennard. "Thny 
weren't badly hurt. Th0y all tell the 
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same story; they were suddenly sprung 
upon fron1 behind, and not one of them 
t1aw his assailants. We haven't been able 
to find any witnesses who saw the assaults, 
either." 

It was small wonder t11at the to~vn was 
in a state of nervous tension. The St. 
F1·ank's fellows, much to their disappoint­
ment, were sent back to the school as soon 
as NPlson Lee found that they were in the 
town. Lee ,vas taking no chances with the 
boy~. 

But the hours passed, and, except for 
those three assaults, nothing happened. 

Both N clson Lee and Inspector Lennard 
were puzzled. The display of so many 
Green Triangle signs seemed pointless. 

But Nelson Lee., who knew Professor 
Zingrave's methods so. well, waited cx­
pectan tly. 

CHAPTER 10. 
Sir John Brent's Ordeal! 

I r ,vas fortunate that Sir John Brent; 
was a man of robust health ancl 
&trong ,vill-power, otherwise he ,vould 
have collapsed under the dreadful 

strain of that eventful evening. 
By the time his car reacl1cd London, ho 

had partially composed himself. Ile l1ad 
como to the conclusion, in fact, that the 
hounds of the Green Triangle were on his 
trail, nnd that to esca pc from them was 
out of the question. 

His only course "~as to wait-to play fo1 
time. 

As long as lie obeyed the Green Triangle 
dictates., his son was safe. After all., ho 
,vas required to do nothing until the 
morrow. By then, perhaps, a solution 
might present itself to him. Y cs, Alf was 
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snf <' for the time being. It would be sheer 
madn~s to precipitate any drnst.ic action 
with regard to the boy. 

To-night he had to think of his wif c. 
He hnd been away from bo1ne too long as 
it was. 

No sooner had he entered his West End 
house than Reade, his butler, hastcn,icl 
forward to take his overcoat and hat. And 
the butler was shocked by Sir John's 
changed appearance. He had been look­
ing haggard all day; but now his appear­
ance was positively alarming. He had 
seemed to grow thinner, and his ·eyes were 
sunken. 

"·You're looking ill, Sir John," said tho 
old butler concern~dly. 

"I'm all right, Rende-I'm all right," 
said Sir John. "I mustn't be ill. Do _you 
hcnr? I can't afford to be ill !" 

He spoke so fiercely, so strangely, tliat 
Reade looked at him almost in fear. 

"Didn't yqu bring Master Alfred, sir?" 
he falter<'d. 

Sir ,John ·winced. 
" No. 1-- Master Alf red can1c pa rt of 

the_ way witb me, but I decided in the end 
not to bring him," said Sir John va~uely. 

'' There's a gentleman waiting 1n the 
library, sir·--" ._ 

"A. gentleman !". said Sir John sharply. 
"A stranger, Rcacle? Do you know him?" 

"No, Sir John; he gave the name of Mr. 
Stnith, but he assured me that he had 
come by appointment, and that you would 
,Yclcome hin1. He said that some sort of 
arrang(\ment was made earlier this 
cvcni n CJ'--" ., 

"Goocl heavens!" muttered Sir John, 
passing a hn nd over his· brow. 

The Green Triangle again! Already 
Zingrave bud sent _one of his infernal 
emissaries-and actually to Sir John's own 
l1ouse. 

But the baronet's attention was dis­
tractc<l at that moment by the sight nf 
two gentlemen who were descending tbo 
,vide stairs. He recognised them at once. 
'rhey "·ere Harley Street specialists-Sir 
1Ylalcohn Dunne-Cannon and Dr. J amcs 
Royston. Their gravity wa!i sucl1 that Sir 
John ha-d a sensation as though a cold 
hand had clutched at his heart. 
. " Is t.hore any-news?,, lie asked 
hoarsely, advancing to meet them. 

Rea.do discreetly withdrew. 
"We expected you back earlier, Sir 

John," said Dr. Royston quietly. "Sir 
Malcolm nnd I have been waiting for you. 
I nm afraid you must }Jrcparc yourself __ ,, 

"No P' panted the unhappy mnn. "You 
arc not telling me that Lady Brent is­
dead r'~ 

"It would be cruel to keep the truth 
from you,', said Sir Malcolm Dunnc­
Cannon, as he took the baronet by tbe 
nrm. c. I am afraid we can give /ou no 
hope. Lady Brent is dying, au it is 
doubtful if she ,vill live throughout the 
night." 

"And I didn't bring my son," muttcrccl 
Sir John tremulously. 

"We are not pretending that ·we under­
stand this ens<'," said Dr. H.ovston frank l v. 
"l~e are absolutely baffled, "'sir John; WP. 
only know that Lady Brent is in a state 
of coma, that her pulse is weak, ancl 
growing still weaker. Tl1e brain appear~ 
to be paralysed, nnd as the brain is 
direct11 associated with the heart--" 

'' Dying," almost "·hispcred Sir Joun. 
"Tell me-is t]!erc any hope that ~ho will 
recover consc1ousncss before the-the 
end?" 

"None at all, I should sn v ,'' replied Sir 
Malcolm. ~ 

"Tlu1nk Heaven !" 
"What!" ejaculated J)r. Royston. 

"What did you sny, Sir Jolin?'' 
"1-1 am thinking of my son," said 

Sir John, with nn effort.. "' Even if lie l1acl 
come, h~ would not l1nv<' been ablC' to speak 
w'ith bi:; motlier. Perhaps it is for tlH' 
best. I must force n1v~0lf to think so. If 
I clon't, I shall go mad." 

"Come, come,· this won't clo," said Sir 
l\lalcolm almost sJ1arply. "Has something 
else happened?" 

"No, no-nothing tl1nt I can tell you 
of," said Sir John. "GcntlcnH'n, I beg of 
you to leavE' me. I-I n1nst ho alone. I 
think you will understand--;' 

Re could say no mor!', nnd tlte two 
specialists, deeply worried, took their de• 
parture. They shared the opinion tbnt 
they would have anotl1cr patient on tl1Pir 
hands in a very short time. But they 
realised that they w·oulcl do more harrn 
than good by ren1aining now. 

They were disappointccl, too. They had 
expected Sir John to bear the blow more 
bravely. Yet be "'as obviously on thr 
point of collapse. How could they know 
of the dread agony which tortured Sir 
John? 

His l\Fifc dying, nnd l1is 5()11 threatened 
with murder unless he-Sir John-became 
the slave of a criminal gang! 

Few men haYo been cnlled upon to sttft'C'r 
such an ordeal as Sir John Brent "·as no,v 
suffering. 

He went to the library, wnlking like nn 
enfeebled old man He 1nust l1ave brandy. 
It would give hitn new strength-a false, 
tc1nporary strength, perhaps, but--

In the library doorway bo carno to a 
sudden halt, every thought shattered. For 
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there, standing with i1is back to the cheer­
ful fire, was frofessor Cyrus ZingraYe ! 

CHAPTER 11. 
An Off er of Help I "YOU !" exclairncd Sir John, and his 

\'Oico wns a croak. 
" I urn sorry, Sir John., if I 

have, gi vcn you a little shock," 
can10 Professor Zing-rave's silky voice. 
" Dear me ! You n re showing the strain 
rather Laclly-and I feared as much. I am 
gl:Hl I ca1nc, for I 1uay be able to help 
you." 

8ir ,John could scarcely believe the 
cvi<lenc(l of his eyes and ears. The whole 
library seemed to be whirling round. But 
lie n1anngccl to close the door, and he 
advanced with a sudden ne,v strength. 

"So Y')U arc the visitor-the man ,vho 
ca11cd hiin~elf Mr. Sruith !" be said thickly. 
" Yon ~ctlUDclrcl ! You iuf ernal hound ! 
How dare you come to 1ny house? Hnve 
you DC?t torturccl n1c sufficicntly-:--'J 

"Con1e, c"me !u Zingra ve's voice was 
sharp "You tnustn't Jct yourself go liko 
that, Sir John." 

'' Do you realise that I have but to shout, 
and cal! tho servants, and you will be 
ha ndC'<l over to the police?" panted Sir 
,John. "You nre ,vautcd by the police, my 
frirncl ! They wi 11 be only too glad to Jay 
their hands (jJl you! By He~n·en ! You 
have co1nmilt.ccl an act of insane folly by 
conting hPrc-" 

"One n101ncut ! " intcrrU}lted the }lro­
f c:.,sor. "If anything happens to prevent 
121y• free departure from this house, your 
sou will die. Surely you do not think that 
I ncgl,~ctccl that simple precaution? I 
left. very precise instructions with my-er 
-as8istants." · 

Sir John .~ank into a chair, his furv ., 
bnrnt out by its very intensity. 

·• So you have conic to torture me,'' he 
n1uttcred. •' Uf)6tairs, 1ny vdfo is dying. 
Son1cwh~re yo 1.1 have 111y son, and he, too, 
is threatened with <lcath." 

"Your ~on will co1ne to no ]1arm so long 
:ls you obey my instructions," replied 
Zin~ravc. "Let 1110 assure you, Sir John, 
t hnt I l1ave not come here this evening­
and at great risk, I 1nay add-to torture 
you, but to help you." 

"You?" Sir John looked at I1im with 
burning eyes. ''Yon have come lier~ to 
he Ip rnc ! Do you expect me to bchevc ,, 

"I know of your great trouble," inter­
rupted iingraYc gently. "There has been 
qnit.c n lot in the ·ncwspancrs concerning 
Lady Brent's 1nystcrious .. br:1in malady, 

and I am given to unclerstand that tlie 
specialists are baffled. Perhaps I shall 
not be baffled." 

Sir John looked at him as though he 
were a ghost. 

"What-what do you mean?" he panted. 
"I mean that I am a specialist, too/' 

replied Zingrave. "For many years­
before I was unfortunate enough to come 
under the notice of the police-I enjoyed 
a great reputation as a scientist. I havo 
made a careful study of brain disorders. 
'fhere is not another man in London-in 
England-who knows as much as I do 
about the human brain.'' 

"Great heavens, man, what are you 
suggesting?" asked Sir Jolin, with mingled 
fury and amazement. "Do you suppose for 
one mo111ent that I ,vill allow you--11 

"Let me repeat, my friend, that I have 
come here to help you," said Zingrave 
deliberately. "You have already agreed to 
,vork for the League of the Green Triangle, 
ancl as an earnest of my appreciation, I 
,vill endeavour to save the life of your 
,vife." 

"You!" muttered Sir John. "No! Any 
man but you !" 

"Is your loathing of me so great that 
you ,vill refuse my offer-that you will 
scn'd 1ne away from this. house, knowing 
that I a1n }lerhaps the only man who can 
restore your wife to .health?" a~ked Zin-­
grave. "Listen to me, Sir Jolin! I n1n 
convinced that I can save Lady Brent ! 
She is dying, and without the correct 
treatment she will be dead before morn­
ing ! You fool ! I tell you I ha Ye come 
here to l1clp you." 

There was such an intensity in his voice 
that Sir ,John was strangely impr~ssed. 
He was in that condition, too, wl1en he 
,vas ready to clutch at a straw. 

"You think-you really think that you 
can do something?" lie \\'hispered, stag­
gering to his feet. "Heaven forbid t]1at 
I should leaYe any stone unturned--" 

"Then go U}lstairs and dis1niss tho 
nurse who is by your wife,s bedside," said 
iingrave firmly. '' You will understand, 
Sir John, that ,vhatever I do will be done 
in absolute secret. Not a soul must know 
-not even the nurse. Come ! I wi1l go 
upstairs with you, and I will wait in an 
c-1npty room while you get rid of the nurse. 
11hen you will admit me." 

'fhere ,vas a note of co1nmand in l1is 
voice, and, like a man in a dream, Sir 
J o11n went to the door. He assured liitn­
self-at Zingrave's suggestion-t1utt the 
staircase was empty. Then, quickly, they 
n1ounted. It ,vas easy enough for Zin­
gra vc to slip into the empty room Sir 

(CoMtinued on page 24.J. 
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WITH the exception oi summer, autumn 
and winter, there is no season in tho 
whole yea.r so pleasant as Spring. It is 
the sea.~on when buds begin, and 

centre-forwards cease shooting. We know that 
cricket is near : that fine old game which was 
described by Reggie Pit.t in his mock dictionary 
as "a game in ·which funks are often bowled.,, 

For some reason Spring is always associated 
with Jambs. Somo people, whenever they see a 
lamb, immediately t,hink of Spring. Others, 
like Fattr Little, think of mint-sauce. 

In Spr1 ng, Clarence is a, very happy Followe. 
~lost poets get a little potty at this time of the 
year-those nt least, that are not potty at all 
timos of the year. 

Have yon over thought why Spring is so 
favoured by tho poots ? If you haven,t, I'll 
let you into the great secret. It is because 
Spring is the only season to provide any decent 
rhvmes. 

Think of the scope of a Spring poot ! · Sing, 
wing, thing, fling, ling (common heather), 
sting (in reference to bees and wasps), swing, 
cling, bring-Oh, dozens of them. But con­
sider \Vinter, consider Summer I Splinter, 
squinter, popperminter-or glummer, drummer, 
rummer and hummer. No docent rhymes for 
any season but Sprin~. As for Autumn, that 
ass de Valerie, with his sonnet beginning: 

"Chills. and the ·rnon who've caught 'cm, 
Are signs that we're in Autumn,,, 

is the only poet who has evon mentioned it. 
I loA.the Spring Poets. It shows a feeblo 

mind-, I think, to want to write bilge every time 
the sun shines or a bird sings. 

But, though I do not hold with writing 
pootry about the Spring, one sometimes get.a o. 
fine idea which cannot be expressed except in 
poetry. Thinking about tho buttercups the 
other day, an idea struck me, nnd I put it into 
a little verse, which I think neat. This is it :­
(No, it isn't. Spring poets are barred. Savvy ? 
-E. 0. H.) 

"MANY people have actually nccu~ed 
Stevenson of being unt.rue to life in 
hie fable of tho imp in tho bpttle."­
Absurd ! \Vhy even our own porter, 

Josh Cuttle Esq., keeps a lit.tie spirit in a bottle. 
It is a spirit known as a Djinn. 

• • • • • • 
"The ?.Ia.rseilla.ise,, wns written by Rouget. 

do Lisle to encourage tho soldiers through a 
campaign which he, like them, went through 
unflinohingly."-NeYorthcless, he made a song 
obout it. 

• • • • • • 
"There are still many little mysteries con-

nected with wild flowers."-Yes. and tho 
biggest mystery of the lot is : \Vhat makes 
'cm wild? 

• • • • • • 
"They sneaked int.o the ·woodshed to smoke 

their cigarettes, but, t.hey wore too early, for tho 
odd job man ,vns stiJI there. "-As usual, it's 
the early worm that gets tho bird. 

• • • • • • 
" The head and front of my offending has this 

ext-ent. "-How many offenders have also been 
called out to t-ho front by the Head ? 

• • • • • • 
"A Toucan is o. bird with a very lar~e bill."-

I suppose Toucan is another na1ne for Tailor, 
then. 

• • • • • • 
"He led her gently up tho garclen."-Tut., 

tut I 
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n~1:\tDFORTH'S JrEEiiLY 

The Latest Handforthian Masterpiece. 

TRACKETT GRIM'S SACRIFICE ! 
Sp!endid Incomplete Detective Story by 

E. O. IIANDFORTB 

IT was purely by chanco that Trackett 
Grim happened on the case which 
was to involve such o. sacrifice for 
hi1n. He was walking through the 

r.ountry town of I{nowe Hope one evening 
a.bout eleven pip emma. Ho had been to 
a racecourse-not to back the waY'vnrd 
goegoe, but to search for and urrest a gang 
of pickpockets. 

He had seen nothing of tho pickpockets. 
but, when he sto.rtod to go back home, he 
n1.ado tho unfortunate discovery that his 
own pocket had been picked, and he had 
boon cleared out .Df every scrape of dough, 
together with his return ticket, two pen• 
nibs, a. mo.p of tho Underworld and 0, lock 
of Splinter's hair. 'l1hero was nothing for 
it but to walk ho.ck to London. So he 
plodded a lonely hoof through the country­
side, and promised tho pickpockets certain 
inconveniences when ho caught thc1u. 

. 
It was while ho was passing the uoor of a 

bank that ho ma.do a. sudden discovery. 
To nny ordinary rcrson everything would 
have seemed al right ; but Trackett 
Grim's rnarvollous perception saw at; once 
that something ,vas wrong. No sooner 
hnd he caught sight of the ga.gged and 
bound watchman, the bur_glard' tools and 
cy I ind er of oxygen on tho steps of tho bank, 
thnn his mind flashed to the wild surmiso 
that there ho.cl been, Ol' was being, o 
bur,zlary. 

Irnprobable as this was, it turned out to 
ho correct. Even ns Gritn stood there the 
burglar came out, stuffing tcnners and 
tanners into his pocket. 

The burglar was a. man about; six-f oet 
ten, or possibly seven feet. He bad a, 
chest like o gasworks, and muscles liko 
great hawsers. His face was an rmplen• 
sant piece of work altogether, and tho look 
he ga.vo 11 raekett G ri1n was very far fro1n 
uffcctinnn.te. 

He sauntered slowly o.nd heavily down 
the road, weighed down by notes nncl 
coins. 

Trackett Grirn blinked at him. 
" Dash it ~II ! ,, exclaimed the f wnou~ 

dotectivo peevishly. "He's got cleun 
away." 

However, though Grin1 feared no foe 
in shining ar1nour, ho hnd decided, after 
careful thought, not to rush after the 
burglar and choke him on the spot. Ho 
thought it much hotter to follow the 1nun, 
fina. out his lair, and then send s01ncbody 
in to arrest him. 

He did so imn1cdiatcly. Stalking the 
man so carefully that his suspicion was 
aroused i1nmcdiatcly, ho tracked him all 
tho way to London. 'rho burglar, pausing 
only to shake hands ,vith a. bluebottle on 
point dut.y, entered a house quite near to 
Grim's own flat. 

Grim was standing outside, ''"'ondcring 
whether to call a policeman, when who 
should come along but his faithful assi~tant 
Splinter. Tho two c111.bracocl each other 
affectionately. 

" Guv'nor ! " gasped the lad joyfully. 
" As you didn't return, I wondered if 
anything had happened to you. I've jnst, 
been to tho po) ice-station about you." 

"Never mind that-, Splinter," rapped 
out Gri1n forcibly. "I want you to do nle 
a fa,·our. You sco that house over there." 

"Yos," answered Splinter, ,vho was 
nearly as kecnsighted as Grim himself. 
"I can soo it distinctly.', 

" I want you to go in thero at 011ce. 
Take these darbies ,vith you. You will 
see a. man in there. Arrest him. Put the 
bracelets on hi1n. l{nock him down if he 
struggles." 

"Right-ho, Guv'nor.'' 
"You can't n1istake the n1n11. You'll 

know hhn nt once. He has that kind of 
face. Go along, my lad. Stay,,, he added 
quickly. " Let us shake hands before you 
go." 

S01ncwhat surprised, Splinter shook his 
"guv'nor's " hand, and then marched 
into tho houso, jingling his gyves. 

Trackett Gri1n signalled to a. taxi-cab 
nonr-by. 

"\Yait hero a moment," said the great 
detective huskily. "I shall probably 
want you to drivo to the nearest hospital 
in a moment or two." 

" Certainly, sir I ,, 
'11hoy waited in silence. Trackett Grim's 

eye3 were moist with tears, and he wasn't 
ashamed of it, either. 

P1·cscntly Splintel' came out. 
(Continued at foot of colu111n 4.) 

1111111 

-THE 1 

CHAFFINrJ 
By C 

HE sat 

An 
rang 
Through the Ii 

seem bright 
,ve gnvo up OU? 
,vith Ulysses V 

And listened 

" \Vhee-hop · 

" \Vhee-hoppop 
\Vas surely t 

That sunshine 
To the mead 

King; 
So wo couJdn 't 
A smile at each 

As the chaffin 

'' ,\7hce-hoppo I 

" \Vhee-hoppop j 
Crowell cast;& 

... &\.nd his voice ! 
Said, " ,Vhnt f 

Perhaps I should ! ~ 
I want your atto, I 

The chaffinch 

"Whee-l1oppop I 
place 
Of a. frown, ~ ~ 

.s\. smile stealing)· 
.And a look of 

He said, keenly · 
" What's that I'°' 

Tho chaffinch , 

" Whce-hoppo~ 

The words wero~ 
tongue, ·1 

For Crowell, ~ 
blame, 

Had picked up a-_ 
It at him, wi 

But still from • 
With noble pe 

We heard . 
_exclaim: 

"Whec-hoppop1' 
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HOT WATER! 
le AND By VIVIAN TRAVERS 
if -\, 
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iVALERIE. 

,rndow and sang ; 
,a of red, black and 
,, 
nud of his melody 

-room, and made it 

estles 
s 
~ keenest delight : 

~op-poouyu I ,, 

-" The refrain 
esaage of spring 
1oming again 
i where Cricket is 

er 
,eontinucd to sing: 

p-pooeeyu ! ,, 

1;,,,--" With a. turn 
k frown at the tree, 
rpondingly stem, 
1 of things do I see 7 
ention 
on! ,. 
~ ·" Listen to me I ,, 

~pooeeyu 1,, 

NOW that the warmQr seo.~on is 
coming, n1ay wo appoo.1 to tho 
St. Franks' authorities to do 
somethiu:; with our hot-water 

system. It has givon~s a very lively timo 
this winter. Its circulation is nearly ns 
bad as that of the local paper . 

Tho thing first began with noises in the 
water pipes. These noises were thought, 
at first, to be either the end of the world 
or an earthquake. A few bolder fellows 
investigated them, and traced them to t.ho 
hot-water radiators. 

Josh Cuttle, being sent for, stated that 
the noises were ca.used by (a) the Govern­
ment; (h) the weather and (c), ghosts. 
Neither of these explanations appealed to 
Mr. Wilkes, who sent for o.n expert. It 
was then revealed that there was air in 
th~ pipes. All we had to do, to· stop the 
noises, was to turn on the tap and let tho 
hot water run out. 

'f his was all right up to a J>Oint, but tho 
noises happened every everung for weeks. 
Passages and rooms were filled with the 
steam of the escaping hot water. 

Then, suddenly, tho noises ceased of 
their own accord. \Ve hailed the situation 
gladly, until we discovered that it was due 
~ o. stoppage of the inflow, which prohib-
1te 1 t.he WBter from reaching the pipes at 
all. This was discovered just in time to 
prevent St. Frank's being removed to 
Mars. By the Head's orders, the fires 
were raked out, and the whole school 
marched off in an orderly fashion to a 
distance of one mile, and sat down to wait 
for something to happen. 

Fortunately it didn't happen, and we 
returned. Josh Cuttle, working like a 
Trojan, put things right, and the hot-water 
system actually went well for three weeks. 
Then it developed the wobbles again. 

. Handy discovered it first. He went to_ 
in tho ha.sin to wash, and turned on the hot 

+--', And 

JUI~ clearly descry water faucet. Nothing happened. Ho 
r. h1s face gaye the tap a shake, and still nothing in 
~ht in his eye. tho nature of heated H 1 0 made its 
in~, ' appearance. So he did the Handyish 
: hearin~ ? ,, 
self made reply: 
1 __ ,, 

,t short from his 

~ felt much to 

ri61ld flung _ 
~ent aim; 

.. Ce 

• 
Slllall cl1affinch 

T rackett Grim' s Sacrifice ! 
( Oo·ntznued Jrom column 2.) 

He hit the ground twice on his way to 
the opposite side of the road, where he slid 
into the gutter in a heap. Grim and the 
driver picked him up and put him in the cab. 

''Now step on it!'' ordered Grim, fiercely. 
(To be continued.) 

(What Is Trackett Grim's sacrifice? 
What, If anything, will happen to the big, 
bold, bad bandit? Make sure you don't 
miss the conclusion of this unbelievable 
story NEXT WEEK.) 

tf{((f 1 
) 

!ri~k of stooping down and squinting up 
1ns1de the tap. 

No sooner had he done so than a stream 
o! boiling hot water leaped out o.nd got 
him squarely in the optic. That ,va.s 
what the water had been waiting for of 
course. Handy was led, in a sta.to' of 
indignation and dampness, to the sanny, 
and he went about with his eye in a. plaster 
for over a week. 

This ~ort of t.hing won't do. I ,T"ouldn't 
J1e.ve minded so much, but I got cn.ught in 
nearly the same way. A scalded \\Tist 
,~as nly little reward, ,vhich is, perhaps, a. 
httle better than a scalded eye. 

If the hot water system isn't rcrulatcd 
by next winter, I can predict that son\e­
body will be in very hot water inc.Iced. 

V. T. 

SIGNS OF SPRING 
" I{eep Off the Grass." 

" No Bathing Allowed." 
"Cornets or Wafers.» 

~' No Hawkers, No Circulars." 

MORE POETRY 
" Why is it, little dicky-bird 

That thou art such n-n acrobat? 
,vhy is your voice so seldom hear<l ? 

Tell me that T " . 

" I'll tell thee, thou poetical 
Young idiot, the reason's that 

I ain't a dickv-bird at all ; 
I'm a bat.,; 

ANSWER TO A READER 
lValter i\Iellon writes : ~' Can you tell nle 

where I can find a collection of good 
stories t " 

1 ... cs. In any New York skyscraper. 
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SHADOWS OF DOOM ! 
(Continued from page 20.) 

John indicated. Sir John himself quietly 
entered the sick-room. 

Lady Brent was lying unconscious­
pale with the pallor of death itself. So 
feebly was she breathing that Sir John 
feared, as be bent over her, that life had 
already departed. 

"She is very weak, sir," whispered the 
nurse, her voice full of co~pa.ssion. 

"Yee, yes-lea,·c me," said Sir John, 
waving a hand. 

'' But Dr. Royston gave me strict in­
struction~ not to go away--" 

"Leave me!" repeated Sir John l1arshly. 
"Go downstairs, nurse-wait there until I 
send for you. Do you understand P You 
arc not to come up again until I send for 
you." 

The nurse, 9uitc frightened, tip-toed 
out. And a minute later Professor Zin­
grave crept in. 

"Well P" panted Sir John. . 
Zingravc bent over the patient, and he 

noddc .. d .. 
"She is near to death,,, be wbisperccl. 

"Perhaps I ha\'e come too late. But I will 
do my b~t, Sir John. Give me balf an 
hour-alone ! " 

"Alone!" ejaculated Sir John. '' No, I 
cannot--" · 

"Then you would prefer to see her die," 
~aid ZingraYe. pointing to the door. '' This 
is the only cl1nnce." 

Sir John Brent went. 

CHAPTER 12. 
The Miracle I 

T IIE door of the sick-room softly oponed. 
Sir John was sitting on a lounge, out 
on the landing. He had lost all count 
of time. His brain was dulled. It 

seemed t.o him that_ hours had elapsed, and 
moro than onC'e during that dread period of 
wniting he hnci beAn seized by a dosiro to 
rush into tho sick.room, seizo Zingrave, o.nd 
throw him bodily out of the house. 13ut nlwnys 
he had been stopped by one thought. Perhaps 
there was n chnnco I 

"Sir John I " came R soft whisper. 
The baronet roso unsteadily to his feet .. 

Zingrave took his o.rm, a.nci they entered tho 
sick-room. Tho door ,vas softly closed. 

" You must keep calm," came tho profoRsor's 
gentle voice. " Thero mn~t bo no outcry, 
Sir John. Boar that in mind. And remember. 
too, you must not breathe a word of ·what i 
have done. See I ,, 

They went o.cross to the bed, whoro soft, 
shRded lights ,vcro glowing. And Sir John 
Brent, who wn,q prepared for he kne,v not what, 
only just succeeded in stifling tho startled shout 
which nroso in his throat. For tho chnno-e ·in 

0 

Lady Brent wa.s so astounding that it aeemed 
impossible. 

Half an hour ago he had left her with the . 
waxen pallor of death on her race now that 
same fBCe glowed with colour. the hs~ga.rd .j 
lines had gone, and thero was a peaceful 1 
exeression. 

But--but this is unbelievable I ,, panted 
Sir John. almost choking. 

Bending ov~r the bed, he saw that his wife's 
breathing was strong and regular. ~fore amazing 
still, she slowly opened her eyes, and 1 gentle, 
childlike smile appeared on her face. It was 
only for a fleeting momont, and then the eyes 
closed again, and Lady Brent uttered a peaceful, 
contented sigh. 

"Do not disturb her," came Zin~"·e's 
whiRper. "She needs sleep-and she is, indeed, 
sleeping now. Her pulse is quite norma!, and 
except for one Ii ttle feature. which I will 
presently tell you of, she is restored ·to complete 
health. 0 

" But-but t.his is a miracle I " exclaimed Sir 
John, his own face flushing with joy. "They 
told me that my wife was dying I And-ancl 
now·--" 

" I am cleverer than the men of Harley 
Street,., murmured Zingrave. " Your wife 
Jives-and she will continue to live." 

Sir John suddenly turned upon him, and ho 
clasped Zingrave's hand in a firm, fervent grip. 

" I wronged you," he said huskily. ., I 
thought you were my enemy, and--" 

Trembling with emotion, he stopped, for no 
further words would come. In the excess of 
his joy, he failed to remember that this man 
was a relentless schemer-a. fiend in human 
form. 

" Do not thank me-yet," said Zingrave, and 
there was o. stra.nge, grim note in his voice. 

"What-what do you mean T,, asked Sir 
John. wit-h e. start. 

"It is fair that you should know the truth," 
continued the professor. " I ho.ve only givon 
Lady Brent half tho treatment.,, 

" But-but--,, 
"You see her restored to 0,]most normal 

health." continued Zingrave. " But it is 
only-e.tmost. In the morning she will awaken, 
but her mind will bo liko that of a six-months• 
old baby." 

" !--don't-understand l ,, 
" Lady Brent will remain in that condition­

until I 9ompleto the cure," explained Zingrave 
with deadly calmness. " And I shall not com­
plete the cure, Sir John, until you ha,·e obeyed 
all the dictates of the Green Triangle." 

Sir John started back, for now, in a flood, 
ho realised the dreadful situation. 

" I would remind you that I nm the only 
mnn who can apply this treatment to Lady 
Brcnt.," cont-inned Zingravo. " I t.hink you nre 
thoroughly satisfied on that point now. You ~ 
have overy causo to be grateful to mo. Sir r.· 
John, for, at 'cast, I have saved your wife's -f 
life. And I will restore her to you, in full 
possession of her normal wit.s, when you have 
served my ends. And let mo rcmi nd you once 
again that if you refuse to obey, not only will 
your son die, but you wife will for e,·er romnin 
in her present conditi~n." 
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Yet Sir John did not fully understand. But 
what ho did realise was that now Professor 
Zingrave had o. double hol<l on him ; ho was 
held as if in a steel net. 

CHAPTER 13. 
The Impossible I 

SIR JOHN gazed ot l1i& enemy with 
strangely mixed feelings-grl\t-itude for 
his wife's safety, feo.r of ~his demon's 
threata. 

"No, don't talk of that!" he muttered 
unsteadily. "To-morrow, perhaps, I shall 
begin to understand whot all this means. In 
heaven's name, man, how did you do this ? 
By what magic--" 

"There was no mn.gic, Sir John," interrupted 
Zingro.ve. "l\Iy knowledge of the human brain 
is extensive. By applying certain fonns of 
massage I achieved what you see. Later­
if you serve me well-I will complete the cure. 
For tho momcn t., au r~voir I ., 

He refu&ed to discuss the matter any more ; 
~scorted by Sir John he quietly descended the 
stairs and a moment later ho po..'388d out into 
the night. Coming back from the front door, 
Sir John met tho nurse. 

"I beg your pardon, sir," she said. "I 
thought I henrd--,, 

She broke off, gazing at Sir John in wonder. 
Ho looked a different man. His face was 
flushed ; many of the haggard lines had gone ; 
and his eyes were glowing almost feverishly. 

" Go up, nurse-go up I " said Sir John, 
pointing to the stairs. " I will join you soon." 

She haU believed that Lady Brent had died­
and that Sir John's strange manner was co.used 
by the shock. 
· He went straight to the library. and he rang 
up Sir l\Io.lcolm Dunne-Cannon and requested 
him to como round immediately, bringing with 
him, if possible, Dr. Royston. The specialist 
wanted to know the reason for this abrupt 
summon8, but Sir John did not satisfy him. 

He hurried upstairs, and entered the sick­
room. The nurso turned away from tho bed, 
her face glowing with wonder and happiness. 

" \Vhat has happened, Sir John ? " she asked 
breathlessly. 

" I am as much in the dark ns you," replied 
Sir John, with full truth. " I can only thank 
heaven that Lady Bren~ has takon such a turn 
for tho better.'' · 

"I havo nover seen anything like it,,,, declared 
the nurse, gazing down upon that peaceful face. 
" An hour ago I would have said that Lady 
Brent ,vas sinking so rapidly--" She broko 
off, o.nd looked at Sir John ngain-curiously. 
" But don't you know how it happened 7 " she 
asked. 

"I Y No, how could I ? " 
'' But you were hero-with her.'~ 
Sir John started. 
" Yes, yes, of course," he said vnguely. " But 

I cannot tell you anything, nurse, I-I only 
know that my wife cha-ngcd. I could not 
believe it myself. It is all so mystcrioug-And 
yet so ,vondcrf 1Jl. '! 

Even in that relieved mood which had sdzccl 
him, he realised that he wo.s tasting the first 
fruits of his dread " compact ,, with Proiessol' 
Cyrus Zingravo. 

Zingra.vo had warned him to say nothing of 
tho real truth. Without that warning, Sir 
John would have been in a. dilemma. 

. One result, however, as Zingrave . had cun­
ningly foreseen-was that Sir John was no 
longer- infuriated. Ho accepted his position ·in 
a. much calmer spirit. Zingrave had done him 
a service! How, then, could ho maintain his 
f ormcr enraged attitude ? · 

He wa.s glad of one thing. Before Zingrave 
ho.d gone, he-Sir John-had scrawled a few 
words on one of his cards; a brief note to .t\lf. 
Sir John had not forgotten the boy. 

From somewhere in the house came the shrill 
of an electric belJ. Soon afterwards, soft foot­
steps on the stairs. 

' They are here," said Sir John briefly. " Let 
them in, nurse." 

"They ? " repeated the surprised nurse. 
"Dr. Royston e.nd Sir Malcolm. I 'phoned." 
Tho nurse went to the door, and on the land-

ing sho caine face to face with the grave-looking 
specialists. · 

" She is-dead ? " murmured Sir ~Ialcolm. 
" Tell 1ne, Sir Malcolm, please I " urged the 

nurse. " Did you, or Dr. Royston, give the 
patient nny special treatment before you left ? " 

"\Vhy, no-nothing," said Sir !\[alcolm, 
astonished by the nurse's expression. "Has 
anything happened ? " 

" ,vill you come in, please ? " snicl the gil'I 
softlv. 

They went in, and neither man <'ould repress 
tho exclamation of amazement ,vhich rose to 
his lips. Each, individually, hnd gi,·en up 
Lady Brent for dead. Their first glance at her, 
now, stn.ggercd them. _ 

" This is o.mazing ! " said Dr. Royston, 
aghast. " I cannot understand-- \\"hn.t do 
you think has happened, Sir l\I&lcolm ? " 

" A miracle, I think," said the other specialist 
quietly. · 

Sir John stood by-nervous, excited, and 
anxious. 

"I cannot e:!:plain this unbelievable change," 
he said, forestalling their questions. " I do!}'t 
know what ha.p~cned, gentlemen. 1-1 found 
my wife like this. She-she -suddenly took a. 
turn for the hotter." 

"\Vere you actually by tho bedside '"·hen 
this turn came ? " 

"Yes, Sir Ma.lcolm," put in tho nur~o. "I 
should have been here, but Sir John sent me 
away." 

" Indeed ! " said the specialist. " '\Vhy did 
you send tho nurse away, Sir John ? " 

" I thought my wifo was dying-you gn.va 
me full ·warning-and I wanted to be alone." 
muttP.red Sir John. "Good heavens, man, is 
this a time to ask me questions? I want you 
to examine my wife-to assure mo that thcro 
is no danger Qf a. sudden relapse.,, 

The specialists thought they understood. 
,vithout deio.r they examined the patient. As 
o. resu It., their stupefaction was grca.tcr than 
over. For Lady Brent's pulse was normal; her 
breathinti was as remilar and penccful as that 
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of a child. Thero wns no trnco of tempernhtrc. 
She was, in fact, sleeping the sleep of perfect 
health. 

CHAPTER 14. 

But within ha.If nn hour the antidote had 
done its marvellous work. But it would require 
another dose before Lady Brent recovered tho 
normn.1 use of her brain, which was still partiaJJy 
para.lysod. She was now in no danger, but 
Zin0 rave's hold over Sir John wa.s greater than 
ev·er. 

The Cunning of Zing rave I l\lonths earlier Zingrn.vo had used a drui 

T HE truth of that " miracle ,, was 80 known as the " G. S. Fluid " on o. number of 
simple ns to bo ridiculous, had thoso St. Frank's boys ; ho had utilised it to doa.den 
.two lenrned Harley Street specialists their brains and to turn them into automatons. 
only known. This other drug was a mere variation of tho..t 

For Zingmvc hu.rl tricked them nently. same " G. S. Ji,lnid "-an improvement. During 
The wily professor, after leaving the l1ouse, Zingravo,s weeks of idloncss he had made many 

walked only to the corner of the quiet, residen- intricate experiments; nnd ho was, for all his 
tiol street. Here he turned into nnothor villainy, one of tho cleverest scicntist.s the 
thoroughfare. A moment later he was seatod world had ever kno,vn. His knowledge of 
in a small saloon car o.nd was being driven chemistry, of drugs, of poisons, wne profound. 
rapidly out of London. He could afford to laugh as ho .was driven 

At the wheel sat !\Ir. Simpson Lorno, tha southwards. Sir John Brent credited him ,vith 
supposed artist. marvellous powers as a physician ; but, in all 

It was charnctcristic of Zingraye's do.ring truth, he was nothing but a cheat. But ,vhat 
t.hat he should have come openly to London did this matter ? He had achieved his object. 
in this way-h~ n.n ex-convict, a man for ,vhom Ho had earned Sir .John's grntitude, and there 
the police of the entire country were searching ! • ,vasn,t the slightest doubt that the bnronet 

He chuckled as he sat back amongst tho would now be a very amenable " servant." 
cushions _of tho c~r; he chuckled over tho sue- The car arrived openly at the country cottap:e. 
cess of his scheming. It did not matt.or in tho sli~htest if any of the 

The "curo ,, hud been ~ffected in a rnn.tter ?f local inhabitants saw it, for the harmless fyfr. 
seconds-:and Prof:ssor Z1ngrave was no mag1e Lorne. who owned the car, was always driving 
worker, either. His story of massage was pure about in it. 
lnye~tion. Ho had ~cstorcd Lady Brent by Ho took the precaution to drivo straight into 
the s1mpl_est of operations. the little go.rage which adjoined the cottage, 

And Z1ngrn.vo ,va.s. tho o~e man who could and he closed the doors. Not until the heo.d­
perf?rm t-ha.t oporot.1on-s1nce ho knew the lights were extinguiAhod did Professor Zin~rave 
precise nature of the unfortunato lady's malady ! get out. There was an innor door, communicating 

He had. every roason to kn<?w, for ono of the direct with the house. and he used this. Simpson 
Grce!l. Tr1nngln agents,· e~rhor, had secretly Lorne followed him. Thoy found themselves in 
adm.1n1sterod tho drug ,vh1ch had so afiected a comfortable sitting-room, where a soft lamp 
Lndy B1·enes health. ,vas burning. A cheerful fire was glo,ving in the 

It was all so ensy I grate, too, for the spring night was chilly. 
Lady Br?nt had had no cause to su:;pcct tho Supper was already laid on the table, and 

French n10.~d who had cnrored her employ Ro~o Zingrave rubbed his soft hands together as he 
,veeks earlier. The womn:n was exemplary 1n surveyed the- a.ppetising-lookiQg viands. 
her conduet; she wnR, in fact, c,no of tho " · 
smart-est mo.ids Lady Brent had over employed. You are ~n excell~nt caterer, my good 

. . Lome," he sa.1d approvingly. "The weeks I 
This womn.n, ho,~ever, was _a Green Trianglo have spent under your roof have been as. com-

ngent ! And on t-hat fateful night, before _La~y fortable as they could possibly be, in the cir­
Brent _had gono. to the" the~tro, hor .~rHl.1?, in cumstancee. I think I was wise in my choice . ., 
o.rrang1ng hor hni~, ~ad ac~1dentally. pricked "Glad to hear it," so.ic..l Lorne, smiling. "If 
her neck. So tr1v1~l h~d 1t been that Lady you•n sit down, and make o. start, I,11 have the 
Brent had thought nothing of the matter, had coffee ready in a, couple of jiffies.,. 
forgotten it within five minutes. "I understand that two men wore left bore 

Yet that app~rc~tly innoCP.nt prick had intro- during our absence ? ,, said Zingrave. " They 
duced the t~x1n '!1to her blood-an almost had better go now." 
u~nown t~x1n wluch_ ha~ the effec~ of para- Lorne nodded, and wont out. He soon returned 
Jys1ng and, indeed, po1son1ng the brain. to report that the mon had gone. 

The specialists had been baffled because such "The boy hasn't caused any trouble," ho 
a case had never before come within their ndded. "He seems a bit stunned by all that 
province. They knew of no known remedy ; and has happened." 
nil their efforts to revive the patient had been " Ah yes, tho boy," nodded Zingrn.vo. " I 
in vain. think perhaps, I had better see him before 

Zjngrave, kno,ving exactly what was hap.pen- supper.,, 
ir ... g-for he had ~ngineered everything. His Ile went out of the room, passed o.long a little 
one object was to get Sir John Brent, into his passage, and shot the common pie.co bolt of a 
power_ o.n<.l he hn.d certainly succeeded. common pince door. He passed down into the 

Loft alone ·with the patient, Zingrave had kind of cellar that such a cottage as this would 
done nothing except inJect a partial doso of be expected to possoRs. 
the nooessary anti-toxin into Lady Heath's There was a pile of coal in one comer, and 
blood. So tiny was the puncturo-just beneath some firewood in another. Zingrave went acros~J 
Lady Brent's left ear-that scarcely any sign to the ordinary-looking brick wall and pulled 
of it remained. hard on an iron stake which projected. In• 
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stantly, 0, narrow portion of the wan, like a door, 
swung open, revealing an inner compartment. 

He passed through, closing the door o.f ter 
hin1. He now found himself within a second 
cellar, the existence of which nobody could 
guess at. But it didn't look much like a collar. 

Thero wns a carpet on tho floor, the walls were 
dry and distempered. There was o comfortable 
single bed, a table, a chair, and o little book­
case filled with books. A candle was burning on 
the table. Alf Brent la.y in bed, but now he 
hoisted himself up quickly, and he stared at 
Z ingra vo with feverish anger and anxiety. 

his father, felt an ovcrwhcming sense of relief 
and joy. · 

His imprisonment had suddenly lost half its 
terrors. 

CHAPTER 15. 
Goo-d News! 

ARCHIE GLENTHORNE came downstairs 
early the next morning. 

He surprised the natives:consi<lerably 
and he fairl~ a.stounded Phipps, his 

valet, by accepting Phipp~' choice of necktie 

It was early in the morning that the police found, pinned to the door of the bank, the dreaded 
warning. Whai did It mean ? 

'' '\Vhat l1ave you done to my Cather ? '~ ho 
panted. 

"Come, come, young ma.n, there's no need 
for you to bark at me," said Zingrave ~ently. 
"Your father is at home, unhampered 1n any 
,vay. And I am glad to ten you that your mother 
has taken such a splendid tum for the better 
that she is quite out of danger.1

' 

It sounded too good to be true. 
"You're lying to me I " said Alf hoarsely. 

"You're a fiend I You're only telling me this __ ,, 
'~ Your father was thoughtful enough to write 

you a few words,,, interrupted Zingrave, hand­
ing Alf tho cnrd. " Don't be foolish, boy I ,Vhy 
should I lie to you? Your mother is quite out 
of danger." 

And Alf, reading those few words, scrawled by 

without question, and by hurrying over his 
toilet at a, speed ,vhich equalled that of IIaud­
f ort.h himself. 

" ,vhat ho ! ,vhat ho I " sang out Archie, ns 
he dashed downstairs, in the Ancient House, to 
find a nmnbor of Rcmovites in the lobby,1 

" Morning, and all that, what ? Dash it a.II, I 
thought I wa.s ?ioing to bo first! Any letter f1·om 
dear old Alf ? , 

Nipper· and Handforth, who were among~t. 
those present, shook thoir heads-and .Archie 
was rather surprised to see thc.t they ,vere look-· 
ing unusually genial and happy. 

" Not a line, Archie," replied Nipper. "\Ye 
thought that Alf might have ,vritten--" 

" Good gad I You don't supposo that he'd 
writo to anybody but n1e ? " put in Archie, " I 
menn to say, I'm his pal--'~ 
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"There's not o, letter £or you, either, Archie ; 
l 've already looked in tho rack," said Nip~er. 
" But if you '11 glance at this newspaper--- ' 

" Dash the newspaper I ,, said Archie dismally. 
"Bother the _blighting newspaper I Odds 

· tragedies and disasters I This looks frightfully 
foul, laddies! Aif•s failure to write can only 
mean that his poor old mater·--" 

" Before you ,vnste a lot of sympathy on Alf, 
look at this newsr.aper, you chump I ,, ea.id 
Hand.forth loudly. ' Alf's all right. No need to 
·worry about him at nH." 

Arohie took the newspaper impatiently-and 
then he jumped. On the front page there was a 
prominent headline : " Harley Street Specialists 
Baffled by ' lfiracle ' Recovery. 0 

"It is an open secret.,'' began the report, 
" that all hope or saving Lady Brent's lif o was 
abandoned la.st night. As reported in this paper 
yosterday, Lady Brent was suddenly stricken 
,vi th a dread brain malady, and two famous 
specialists v."oro baffled. Late last night Lady 
Brent took a sudden and dramatic turn for the 
better. The specialists, however, o.ro quite at a 
loss to explain· " 

"Good gt1.cl ! " ejaculated Archie, his eyes 
sparkling. "I mean to say, dnshed good gad l 
This is most toppingly f rice less materiel. 
laddies I Alf's mater wel on tho road to 
recovery, what ? '' 

"We're an pleased, of course," said Nipper. 
" Whon poor old Alf wont away lo.st night, we 
thought that his mother was dying. The rumxoy 
thing is that even/ the specialists don't know 
,vhat was tho matter with her." 

" I haven't much faith in these giddy epecial­
ists," said llandforth disparagingly. "I was 
taken to see ono myself onco. Something wrong 
,vith my ton2'ils, or something. The chap took 
one look do,vn my throat, said that an opera,. 
tion wasn't, necessary, ond out came bis hand 
for three guineas I I>lnin highway robbery r I 
could ha'\"O t.old the fat head that I didn't want 
rny tonsils carved out ! " 

Everybody. of course, was delighted with the 
news ; tha.t is to sn.y, everybody who was on 
friendly, .intima.te terms with Alf Brent. Tho 
great bulk of the school took little or no notice 
of the newspaper reports. 

Nipper happened to meet Mr. Wilkes, his 
housomaster, after break.fast,. and " Old 
,Vilkey ,, ""·as looking very buoked. 

" Excellent nows about Brent, eh, young 
follow T " ho so.id gonially. "Excellent news! 
I felt dreadfully sorry For him last night, ,vhen 
l1a went owa.y. His mother seems to have 
startled tho whole medical world!' 

"I expect ho'll be coming back to-day, sir," 
said Nipper. 

"No, I think not," replied the housomastor. 
" I had o Jett.or from Sir John this morning. 
He has asked me to excuse his son for soma 
days-perhaps os lon~ as a fortnight. In the 
circumst,ances. of course, I can't insist ·upon a 
quick return. Jlerhnps it•s better that Brent 
should ren1ain o.t homo." 

Little did ~Ir. \Vilke.~ c;uspect that Sir John 
ho.d writton that letter r the dictates of tho 
League of the Green Trian~lo ! Sir John know 
tLnt Alf could not return yet-and it was 
nocessary for him to make some sort of explana­
tion. 80 he had written to Mr. Wilkos, briefly 

o.sking for permission to kcop Alf at home 
for a while. 

Thus, not a soul at St. Frank's guessed what 
had happened to the unf ortunato Alf. 

CHAPTER 16. 
An Urgent Call I 

T HE principal topic of conversation at 
St. Frank•s that morning was not the 
remarkable recovery of Lady Brent, 
but the exciting happenings of yesterday 

in Bannington. 
The school was a bit disappointed to learn 

that nothing spectacular had hopPCned during 
the night. There had been no da.nng attack on 
tho · bank, there had been no hold-ups, or 
robberies of any kind. Those Green Trianglo 
wamiugs, in fact, had more or less fizzled out. 

As soon as lessons wcro over, in the aftcmoo~, 
Nipper went along t-o the headmaster's house ti;, 
have a chat with his " guv'nor." For Nipper 
wa.8 keen upon getting hold of some inslde 
information. Nelson Loe, of a.11 people, would 
lmow of any fresh dovelopment. 

"Is it safo to go into Bannington, guv'nor 7 '' 
asked Nipper cheerfully. "Some of tbe chaps 
thought about running over, and thoy wo.to 
·wondering if it would bo safe." 

"Quito safe," smiled Nelson Leo. "Mr. 
Lonnard rang me up this morning to say that 
nothing further had developed." 

"Seems to be a bit or a v;ash-out, sir.,, 
" Yes, it seems to be.,. 
"But you don't think it is ? " asked Nipper, 

struck by a certain noto in Leo's voice. 
"Those Green Triangle people don't clo 

things without a reason, Nipper," said tfio 
detective. "I will admit that I am puzzled-but 
I have my suspicions. Thero was some definite 
roo.son for all those Green Triangle scares last 
night. I have been expecting something to 
happen to-day-but, so far, all has :_becu 
quiet ! ., 

Zing-zin~-zing-zing ! 
Tho twm bells of the f.e)ephono purred 

musically, and Nelson Leo lifted the roceh,.c.r 
off the instrument. 

"This is the headmaster of St.. Frank's 
speaking," ho said. -

" That you, Lee?,, co.mo Inspector Lennard's 
familiar voice. "Glad I've caught you. Can 
you come straight over T" 

" Yes ; if it's important," replied Leo. 
He placed a hand over the mouthpiece, -and 

glanced at Nippor. 
" It•s happened ! ,, ho murmured, and there 

was .a world of grimness in his voice. 
"Yes, a new development," went on tho chief 

inspector, as thou~h in verification of what Lee 
had just ea.id to Napper. "I can't tell you about 
it on tho 'phone-too risky. llut I must see you 
nt once.,, 

" All right-I'll come." 
" And look hero, Lee ; I want you to meet 

me under the town hall clock," went on Lennard 
earnestly. "Don't n.sk me why-I'll toll you 
that when I soo you. But it isn't just a fad of 
mine. I've a very particular reason.•~ 

7 
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'' }ly aenr Lennard, 
quite mysterious ! ~' said 
chuckle. 

you aro becoming Three shots, in rapid succession, rang out, 
Nelson Lee, with a and they had been fired point-blank-into 

Nelson Lee's chest. 
" I expect it sounds pretty funny to you.'~ 

admitted the inspector. "But there's a very 
particular reason why I don't want you to come 
to the police-station. Don't forget, old man-­
under the town hall clock, as soon as you can 
make it.u 

" Expect me in a.bout fifteei;i minutes," said 
Lee, crisply. 

He hung up, and his eyes were glowing. 
" ,vhat did Mr. Lennard say, guv'nor ? '~ 

asked Nipper eagerly. 
"It isn't what he said, young 'un-it's what 

he implied ! " replied Lee. " Yes, there's some­
thing doing ! '~ 

NIPPER put a hustle on imn1ediately after 
he had left Lee's study. He got hold of 
Handforth & Co. and Tommy Watson 
and Tregellis-West and Travers and a 

~e,v others, and in next to no time they were 
;~eding off towards Bannington. 

Nipper did not tell them much-for, as a 
natter of fo.ct, he did not know much himself. 

"It's just as well that we should be there, 
though! " said Handforth eagerly. "Jolly 
good idea of yours, Nipper. If lir. Lee's meet­
ing Inspector Lennard in this rummy way 
there must be something "rhite-hot in the 
wind." 

" ,vo don't want to anticipato too much," 
said Nipper. " I don't suppose we shall be 
allowed to join in the affair, anyhow-,vhatever 
it is." 

1Heanwhile, Nelson Lee had got out his own 
'!ar, and he was looking thoughtful and grim 
1s he drove into the town. 

He bad made a few preparation.CJ before 
)caving the school. He was wearing no overcoat, 
for. the afternoon was warm ; but in his ,right­
hand jacket pocket he carried a small, service­
able automatic. There was no telling what 
this trip would lead to. 

Bannington was looking particularly bright 
on this sunny spring afternoon. There were 
plenty of shoppers on the pavements of the 
High Street, and il t.he town had been scared 
the previous evening, it had rapidly got over 
it. 

As Nelson Lee drove up to the town hall, ho 
kept his eyes sharply open. There was a wide 
pavement here, and close by, some ornamental 
gardens, with a war memorial near at hand. 

Lee stopped his car, lea.pt out, and looked 
up and dawn. Evidently he was first, for there 
w•s no sign of Chief Detective-inspector Lennard 

'' H'1n ! " grunted Lee. 
He glanced at tho town hall clock, and 

compared it with bis watch. Then he walked 
slo,vly along the wide pavement, immediately 
under the clock tower, glancing with a puzzled 
frown up and down. 

Then came the tragedy. 

--
CHAPTER 17. 
On the Spot I 

NELSON LEE crumpled up in a 

curiously slow way ; as his knees 
sagged beneath him, a thick, choking 
gurgle sounded in his throat. He 

dropped sideways, struck the flagstones, and 
1·olled over on to his face. And he remained 
ominously still I 

The car sped on like a rocket along the London 
road-and its number-plates were dusty. So 
dusty, in fnct, that two or three people who 
tried to read that number, failed. 

It all happened so suddenly, so unexp_ectedly: 
that nobody quite realised what it mcant,.-a.t 
first. 

Nipper and Handfort.h and Travers and the 
others were some distance away-almost 
opposite tho Pallndium, in fact. But Nipper, 
at least, had heard the unmistakable thuds of 
the silenced automatic. He had seen, too, hie 
beloved gnv'nor falling-and he had seen the 
tell-ta.lo puff of smoke hovering and drifting in 
the wnr1n air. 

"They've got him!" gasped Travers. "By 
Samson ! They've got Mr. Lee.'' 

" You-yo~ mean that .the Green Triangle 
put him on the spot ? " panted Handforth, in 
horror. 

" Oh ! " muttered Nipper, aghast.. "The 
guv 'nor-on the spot ! " 

Other people had heard that .American ex­
pression uttered by tho boys. It_ w~nt round 
like wildfiro. " On the spot ! " Somebody had 
been murdered-shot dead in broad daylight­
right in front of the Town Hall! 

Amid all the · confusion that immediately 
followed, thero came tho whining roar of other 
cars-police were speeding away in chase. 
Even tho most disgruntled townspeople of 
Bannington-mcn who had always complained 
about the inefficiency of the police-were com­
pelled to admit that on this occasion, at least, 
the police were amazingly prompt. Those cars 
which wont in cha.so had clone so without loss 
of a. moment. 

Police whistles wero blowing. A constable 
arrived at Nelson Lee's sido just before Nipper 
and the other boys got there. A few other 
people had gathered round, palc-f aced, a.we• 
stricken. . 

" Guv'nor ! " panted Nipper desperately. 
. " Look ! " muttered Handfortb, nearly chok­
ing. 

On the ,vhite paving stones, near Nelson Leo's 
inert body, two little rivulets were running, nnd 
forming into a pool. They glistened and j!leamed 
in the sunshine. And they were red-deep, 
dee?. red! · · 

Suddenly a large saloon car camo toe.ring 
down the middle of the road. A man peered out 
of the window. 

' Keep back, you boys-keep back, every­
body ! ,, commanded the constable sternly. 

"You ca.n't keep me away ! " interrupted 
Nipper. "That man is }Ir. Leo-Mr. Nelson 

a Lee I Oh, don't you understand ? He was 
shot at ! And the people who did it must haYo 
been G1·ecn Tt'ianglc agents! '! 

With lightning-like speed ho whipped 
heavy, long-barrelled automatic out-. 

Thud-thuu-thud 1 
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"\Vhy, ~·ou'ro l\Iast.or Nipper, aron't you t" 
ea.id tho policeman quickly. " Dy gum, young 
'un, rm sorry ! Y os, you can stay here. Now, 
let 'A have a. look--" 

Fortunntoly tw·o other constables camo up 
just then, and thoy helped to keop the morbid, 
curious crowd ho.ck. \Vith every moment 
that paesod. t.110 throng was getting thicker and 
thicker. And then, fortunntfl)y, a tal!, youthful 
looking mnn l'nmo pushing his way through the 
crowd, and ho hnd nn authoritativo air with him. 

" Let mo pass-let n10 pass I " ho so.id 
sharply. " I'm n. doctor.,, 

'l'he boys, who woro watching with thudding 
honrts, wero,gln<l t.hat it ,vas Dr. Brett, who was 
the first n1odical man to reach N clson Loo's 
side. For Dr Brott ,,·n.s the St. Frank's doctor. 
llo was looking grave us he knolt on the pave• 
n1ont. Slowly, gently, he turned Lee over. 
And thorc, on tho dotoctive's tweed jacket, 
,vhich was buttoned up, an ugly red stain wus 
showing. 

With doft fingors tho doctor unbuttoned the 
coat and tho wnistcoat, exposing the luridly 
st.ained shirt. Tho shirt was opened, too, and 
Dr. Ilrett's cxa1nina.tion was nil tco signifi­
cantly brief,. 

" \\r ell, sir ? " askctl tho constable, who was 
trembling. 

"It's no good sending him to tho hospital­
so that nnibulance which has just como. up will 
not be needod," Rn.id Dr. Brett, in a strained 
, .. oice. "Ho's dead-shot through the heart." 

"Dead ? " panted Nipper, clutching at· tho 

doctor's shoulder. 
mean--" 

"No, • no! You 

"Keep a stiff upper lip, lad ! ,, sa-id the doctor, 
shaking his head. "I tell you it's hopoles~. 
He's dead ! Ho '"·as shot at point-blank range 
-and three bullets have gone clean through 
his heart." 

" Oh, gt1,•,nor," muttered Nipper dully. 
And ho stood transfixed, liko a fcllo,v in a 

tranco. --
CHAPTER 18. 

The Man Who Telephoned I 

T HOSE \Vords of Dr. Brett's were heard by 
many people in the drend hush. 1Iand­
forth and Travers and tho other St. 
Frank's fellows heard them-and t.hoy 

were dumbfounded, horrified. 
A tall, harmless•looking man in the forefront 

of tho crowd heard them, too. This man wns 
l\lr. Simption Lorne, the artist, and under ono 
arm ha carried a much-used portfolio. 

" Let mo got out of this crowd," he muttcrecl 
tremulously. 

"You heard what tho doctor said, then ? " 
a~kcd a man near him. 

" Shot dean throngh the heart, eh ? I'll bot 
it was them blamed Green Triangle do,·ils ! " 

" Yes, they'vo got hin1 at last.," said l\Ir Lorne. 
" Those crooks havo always threatoned to put 
Nelson Lee on tho spot, haven't they? 'fhey',·e 
done it ! Oh, it's horrible-horrible ! Here, 

"Mellish the- Mischief Maker !JJ 
This is ~fellish, a " nasty piece of 
w·ork," as you can see. He's a bit 
of an outcast, for not manv fellO\vs 
at St. Jim's will have anything to 
do with hi1n. He's always out to 
make trouble if he can, and he­
certainly knows ho,v to do it. This 
week he causes the most awful 
ructions at St. Jim's and nearly 
brings about a split between the 
famous pals known as the Terrible 
Three ! If you want to kno,v all 
about it, and what happened to 
l\.fellish, just get a copy of this 
,veek's G E~I and read " Mellish the 
:rvlischief l1aker ! " It's one of the 
finest school yarns that ~{art.in 
Clifford has written, so don't miss it ! 

The 
- · 2d. 

Every Wednesday 

f I\ 
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in broad daylight, with scores of people about ! 
Nobody's safe no,vadays ! ,, 

" Lumme, you 're right, sir," said tho other 
man. 

Mr. Lorne managed to get out of the crowd, 
and nobody took any notico of him as ho walked 
along towards the post office. Crook though 
he was, he had a startled, almost frightened 
expression in his eyes as he entered the concreto 
public telephone box which stood outside the 
post office. 

He had seen the whole dreadful happening­
be had seen Nelson Lee fall-and ho had takon 
good care to be amongst the first spectators to 
gather round. So he had heard the doctor's 
verdict--he had seen the body at close quarters 
-and the dread crimson pool. 

He gave a number, inserted two pennies, and 
waited. Soon, a. voice sounded at tho other 
end-when the connection had bcon made. 

" It's Lorne ! ,, he said, and his voice was 
unsteady. 

"Oh, yes, about those watercolours," said 
the voice over the wire. " Have you anything 
to report, Lorne ? ,, 

" Yes," said the man. 
· He distinctly heard 

breath. 

" Success." 
the quick intake of 

" You are sure ? ,, came the inquiry. 
" Y cs-complete success," said Lorne. " I 

thought you'd be pleased to hear." 
" Very_ pleased indeed,,, said tho voice. 

" But I'm not particularly surprised-I ex­
pected that everything would be all right." 

Lorne rang off. If anybody had boon listen• 
ing in to that conversation, it would havo 
sounded very innocent. Certainly, nobody 
coukl have possibly guessed that Lorne was a 
Green Triangle agent-a man who had been 
posted near the Town Hall with one definite 
object-to ring up Professor Zingrave, and 
deliver tho verdict. 

Lome did not go back to the Town Hall · 
he entered his own small saloon, and drove away: 
IIis nerves were I?adly shaken. 

Tho crowd was thicker thon ever, and moro 
police had come upon the scene. Two of them 
wore wheeling a hand ambulance ; and it wo.s 
whilo Nelson Lee was being lifted into tho 
ambulance, that Chief Detective-inspector 
Lennard arrived upon tho sceno. 

"\Vhat is · it ? " he asked breathlessly. 
"What has happened?" 

Handforth clutched at him.·· 
"Don't you know, sir ? ~! he ejaculated. 

" l\lr. Lee's been shot l '! 
"Good Heavens! ,, 
" He's dead, sir-shot dead l '! 
"I can't believe it," so.id the Yard man,- in 

horror. 
" But why weren't you h-ere, sir ? " asked 

Handfort.h, an accusing note in his voice. 
"N" h • 1ppcr says t a.t you arranged to meet ~-Ir. 
Lee under the Town Hall clock--" 

"I ? " ejaculated Lennard. "I don't know 
what you're talking about I Confound it, boy, 
don't keep me here--'• 

" He's right, Mr. Lennard," put in Nipncr 
his voice dull and flat. " The-the guv,.no; 
told mo. You rang him up, and arranged the 
appointment.'~ 

" But I didn't I '~ almost sho11lecl tl1e in­
spector. " Yo gods and Ii tt-lo fishes ! I'm 
beginning to understand! 'fhat telephone call 
was n fnke-it was a Green Triangle man ,vho 
'phoned up.'' 

~ho inspector seemed dumbfounded for o. 
moment; and a. litt.le knot of people, gathering 
round, listened eagerly to his words. For they 
kne,v who ho w~<1-they knew that he ·was 011e 

of the Big ~fen from Scotland Y nrd. 
"By glory l Now we can undcrst-and those 

infe~l green triangle signs lnst night ! " said 
tho ~nspector grimly. " They seemed so 
purposeles.~ at. tho time. But the ,vholo thing 
was n ruse-Just to get mo down from tho 
Yard." 

"But-but how do you mean, sir?" asked 
Travers, staring. 

"Isn't it obvious ? ,, snapped the chief in­
spector. ".t\n alert man like l\lr. Leo wouldn't 
have ' fallen , for a fak~ call ordinarily. But ho 
knew I was in Ba.nnington, I rang him. up this 
morning. So, when ho got another ca.II this 
afternoon, and heard my voice, how could he 
suspect ? The fiends ! They got up that scaro 
yesterday, so t~at I should be here--and this is 
the result. Poor Lee ! ,, 

He spoke huskily, and he made no objection 
when Nipper walked by his side. They 
follo·wed tho two policemen who wero ,vhceling 
the ambulance. 

Nipper was silent as he walked by Inspector 
Lcnna1·d's side .. Ile could scnrcely keep his 
eyes f ro1n tl1at still form beneath tho covers, on 
the ambulance. Dr. Brott ,\·alked on tho other· 
sido. 

Thus, at length, having t.urnocl down o, quiet 
side road, t.hey came, presently, to tho town 
mortuarv. 

I~ was a little. brick building, tucked away, 
amid trees, and uon gates had to be unlocked 
before the ambulance wns wheeled down the · 
short pathway, and into the building. 

"1-:·es, you can come in, lad,'' said Lenna.rd 
gruffly. . 

He took hold of t.he ambula.nce himself, in• 
structing the two policemen to remain on duty 
outside, for a groat many morbid sightseers 
hnd followed. 

The only ones who entered the mortuary 
were the inspector, Dr. Brett, and Nipper. It 
was a sombre interior, with a great stone slab 
occupying the centre space. 

Lennard closed the door ,vith a thud, and at 
the same moment Nipper relaxed his expression, 
and now his eyes were filled with wild excite­
ment. 

" All clear ! " said the chief inspector bluntly. 
The covers of the o.mbulnnce moved, a.nd 

Nelson Lee sat up, slipped easily to the floor, 
and smiled. 

" Very well engineered, Lcnnnrd," he snid 
approvingly. " l\Iy congratulations, old mun.,, 

CHAPTER 19. 
The Truth! 

"GUV'NOR ! "exc)nimecl Nipper breath­
le1:1Sly. " Oh, my goodness I It-it 
was Bil so rcalist.io · thot for half a, 
minute I thought you really u~ete 

dead l ~! 
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"I thougl1t so, too," ndmit.ted Dr. Dret-t, 
taking a deep breath. " You shouldn't. give us 
theso shocks, ~ir. Loo. Althou~h I kne,v every .. 
thing from tho st.art, I just r.ouldn 't believe my 
own oyes. } .. ortunately, I managed t-0 give 
Nipper n nudge,~ to assure him that everyt.hing 
was O.K. Otherwise. I boHeve, he would have 
had a fit." 

"You were splendid, Brett--many thnnks, 0 

said Nelson Leo choorfully. ",veil, Lonnard, 
I think tho Green Triangle people will be quite 
sat.i~fied as to my ' death,' eh ? " 

" If they had any of their spies in that crowd 
-and there's not much doubt of that-thev not 
only had an eyeful, but an earful as well I ,, 
replied t.he inspector. " Oh, yes. You're 
officially dead, all right I ,, 

"If you harln't given me the tip, gu\·nor, 
bofore we loft St. Frank's, I should hn\"e gone 
dott.y.'' said Nipper "But even now I can't 
understand. How did you know that you were 
going i--0 be put on the spot ! " 

"I didn't know!' 
u \VeJJ, you had a pretty good hunch t,, 
"That's exactly the ri~ht word, young 'un-

hunch,., said Lee, nodd 1ng. " When nothing 
transpired, after last night's soare-aft-er all 
1 hose Green Triangle si~s-1 knew the.t. the 
climax was reserved for to-day. Furthermore, 
knowiag that Zingrove has attempted to kill 
mo on other occasions, I suspooted that I was 
the real objective." 

"I don't got it," admitted Lennard, scratch­
ing his head. " Do you think it was just an 
act- of rev~nge ? " · 

" ParUy-and partly somE"thing else,., replied 
Lee. "I'm convinced that the Green Trinnglo 
is planning a new move-a big move of somo 
kind. And I take it as a co1nplimont that I 
,vas 'dealt with ' as a preliminary.'' 

" I'm glad tho boggars don't pay me any suoh 
compliments," said the chief inspector fer­
,·entlv. 

" I;m afraid you were useid merely as a. n1eans 
to an end, old man," chuckled Nelson Lee. 
'· That ~nre. last night. was designed to bring 

. you down from Scotland Y nrd-so that when 
Zingrave rang me up, using your voice, I 
shouldn't be suspicious.,. 

" You thin le: it was Zingrave ? ., 
0 Yes: I dontt think ti~ would truEtt such a 

task to on~ of his underlings." 
" That mP-nns that he must be somowhere in 

this district." 
"It, looks very much like it." ea.id Leo. "But 

we can be quit-e certain that he is in safe hidinu;." 
"It's all a giddy puzzle to mo," said Nipper, 

with a helples..q shrug. " Zingrave must havo 
been mad to think that he could imitate llr. 
Lennard's ,.,.oice, and fool you, guv'nor." 

" On tho con lrnry, yo11ng 'un, the voice wns so 
exactly like Mr Lennard's that I don't think I 
could ha.ve detR.ct.ed tho fraud.,, 

" Thon how did vou know ? " 
"l\fr. Lenna.rd and I had a litUe working ar­

rangement,,. explained Lee. '' It costs noth­
ing to take precaulions and it occurred to me 
t.hat our genial enemies might f.ry som,~ suoh 
ruse. So. la~t night, the ine~t.or and I 
decided upon o code word. If he bad oooasion 
to ring me up, that codo word wa,. to be usod in 
the first spoken sentence. If I rang him up, 

the same appliod. Tho word we decided upon 
,vns an unnommon ono-for coincidonco is a 
peculiar thing, ond ,ve coulrln 't take nny 
chanr.es. So we fixed on 'jiggery pokery.' 
\Vt\ll, ,vhen that call came through for me t,his 
afternoon, supposedly from the inspector, there 
was no mention of 'jiggery pokery.' " 

"There wa.s some jiggery pokery about tho 
'phone call, though,,, grinned the inspector. 

"As for the rost, it ,va.s obvious," continuccl 
Lee. "I was t.o meet l\Ir. Lennard underneath 
the Town Hall clock. A nice, ·wide open space, 
within easy reach of tho road-and a waiting 
car. An ideal spot, in fact, for the job of 
'bumping mo off.' " 

" And you actually went through with it ! ,, 
said Dr. Brett admiringly. "By Jove I What 
a nerve I You took an awful chance, Lee!,, 

" I took a chance-but you must remember 
t,hat I was woll on the alert," said Nelson Lee. 
" It was any odds that the attempt would be 
made with a silenced automatic. The crooks 
,vould hardly take the risk of using a bomb­
or a ma.chine-gun. 'l"hey assumed that I would 
bo unsuspicious, and therefore at a. disodvan­
tago. I considered all the pros and cons before 
I decided to risk the adventure. And, a,q events 
have turned out, I was justified in taking the 
chance." 

" The beggars rang me up, too-using your 
. voico ! " said Lenna.rd. " Their idea, of course, 
,vas to get me out of tho vlay-so that if you 
got suspicious and rang up tho police-station, 
I shouldn't be there. Oh, yes, they thought of 
everything.,, 

" And l\lr. Lee had thorn beaten at every 
tum," said Dr. Brett. "Don't you under­
stand, Nipper ? Mr. Loe arranged with me to 
bo there-so that I should be tho first doctor 
on tho sp<>t. ~ly job was to moko B quick 
oxa.minat1on, and to pronounce, in a loud, 
tragic voice, that tho victim wo.s doad--ehot; · 
throullh the heart. If any other doctor had 
happened to get. there first, he would have known 
the truth in a momcnt--and, of course, he would 
ha\"O given the· ~a.mo away • ., 

"PhPW I It was smartly worked, guv'nor,',. 
said Nipper breathlessly. "Of course,. by 
Dr. Brott saying that, the Green Triangle 
agent, or agents, must havo been porf ectly 
satisfied that you woro killod.,, 

" The real risk was in making yourself tho 
targot," said the inspector. "Supposing t.hey 
had fired at your bond, Loe? Man alive! 
You ,vould have beon bumped off in real 
enrnost ! " 

." You think so ? " askod Lee grimly. " Let 
me remind you, Lennard, that I had an auto .. 
matic in my own pocket--and my finger was 
on tho trigger. I ,vas ready for that killer the 
instant he appeared, and I saw just where ho 
,v~~ aimin~-for my heart. If he had shifted 
his gun upwards, towards my head, the first 
Lullet would hnvo been mine-not his." 

" But ho did firo at you, guv'nor ! " said 
NifcJ>er, staring. . 

'or course," nodded Loe. "But how do 
you expect any bullets to get throu$h-this l " 

And, as he spoke, he unbuttoned blS waistcoat 
wido. 
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CHAPTER 20. 
Nelson Lee's Suspicions I 

T HE explanation was simple. 
Nelson Leo was wearing an armour 

of light steel, and it ,vas positively 
bullet-proof. It encased his body, back 

a,nd f rant, and the steel was lined with thick felt. 
" Did you feel any shock, guv'nor ? " asked 

Nipper. 
" I felt scarcely anything,,, admitted Lee. 

"The sensation was rather like that of being 
c.l~alt a heavy blow, which tended to put me off 

Lennard. You'll have reporters a.fter you­
and I can trust you to tell them a good story.'! 

" I'll do my best," said the Yard mnn 
obligingly. 

"As for you, Nippor, I think you had bettor 
go straight to London," wont on Lee. "I 
happen to know that Lord Dorrimore is in town 
just now, nnd you can spend o quiot, unob• 
trusive holiday with him.,, 

" But why, guv'nor ? ,, askod Nipper, in 
surprise. " Wouldn't it be bet.tor if I went 
ho.ck to the school--,, 

• 

The black-coated figure glided noiselessly down the steps of the ceJlar and stopped at the wall. 
A hand moved over the brickwork, and the secret door swung sllenUy out. In the room 

beyond the schoolboy Ogure started fearfully from the bed I 

my balance. But there was no actual shock. 
lly chest is not even bruiscd-tl1anks to tho 
armour plating and the felt lining." 

"That blood wa.s realistic," so.id the doctor. 
"Merely a carefully prepared india.rubber bag 

of red dye, carried in a. special pocket over my 
heart," explained Leo. "The bullets, of 
course, penetrated tho bag at, once-and in 
that way tho 'bleeding, looked obsolutoly 
natural." 

He turned to the inspector. 
",veil, Lennard, so far, so good.," he went 

on, a crisp note coming into his voice. "You'd 
better bo getting out here soon-and I hope 
you'll o.ll look appropriately mournful. Every­
thing is in the cufboard hero, as I asked ? " 

" Everything.' 
" Then, in my solitude, I shall effect a change 

in my appearance,,, said Nelson Lee. "\Vhen 
darkness comes it will be easy enough for me to 
get away. I'm leaving everything else to you, 

" It would not ! ,, broke in Lee, and there 
was a sharp note in his voice. . " These Green 
Triangle curs may attempt to get you next­
and I don't want you to run n.ny risks. Quite 
a.part from that., you would find the situation 
intolerable. You couldn't take any other 
boys into your confidence, and t.he strain of 
keeping up the pretence of n1ourning would be 
a severe ttial.,, 

" But I did it once before, guv'nor," said 
Nipper. " Don't you remember-at Chrismas­
time? You woro supposed to be dead, then-'~ 

" But the circumstances were different,'~ 
interrupted Lee. " You wero not ca.lled upon 
to pretend. On that occasion I had merely 
disappeared-and you told all your chums that 
you were convinced that I still lived You 
couldn't do anything of that sort in this case. 
No, it will be far better if you don't ~o back to 
St. Frank's at all-at least, until this cnso is 
cleared up." 
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"I think Mr. Lee is right, youn1, ,un," said 
the doctor kindly. "You'll find 1t an awful 
strain. l '11 explain to Watson and Tregellis­
W est and Hand.forth and tho others-I'll toll 
t-hem that llr. Lennard insisted upon you going 
to London under poJico escort.,, 

" And I may want you in London, young 
'un,0 added Lee quiotly. 

Nipper jumped. 
"Oh!., ho exclaimed, bis eyos gleaming. 

"That's different! By Jove! I ho.dn,t-t,hought 
of that, sir ! ,, 

And so the arrangements were mado. 
When Nipper left the mortuary, with 

Inspector Lennard and Dr. Brett, he was looking 
appropriately trogio. A police car was waiting, 
'and Nipper and the inspector got straight into 
it, and it drove off. Nipper had, a guilty 
feeling that ho was playinll a dirty trick on his 
school chums, but thero was no help for it. 
Later on they would understand. 

Left alone in the mortuary, Nelson Lee sat 
for a full hour, thinking hard. 

There were some features of this· affair which 
• intrigued him. He found himself continuously 

thinking of Sir John Brent's visit to the school 
tho previous evening. W o.s it coincidenco-or 
was thero somo connection T 

Lee was struck, too, by the fact that his 
" death " meant that St. Frank's was now 
without a headmaster. Had Professor Zingrave 
o double motivo in getting rid of him T 

This led to another train of thought-Lady 
Brent. N olson Lee was unU3ually l?USpicious 
just now. Lndy Brent's mysterious ailment 
had attracted his attention ; and the report, 
that morning, that she had mado a miraculous 
recovery interested him still more. 

And Sir John Brent wri.s tho chairman of tho 
St. Frank's boo.rd of governors-the man who 
had the power, without consulting others, to 
appoint a new headmaster I 

Nelson Loo confessed to himself that he was 
more or less groping in the dark : he ,vas making 
random guesses. But were they quite random T 

Another point struck him. \Vhy had Alf 
Brent remained in London if his mother was so 
much better ? Could there be a direct connect• 
in~ link between Sir John Brent's affairs and 
this cold-blooded murder plot ? 

Before Nel~on Lee commenced transforming 
his appearance, so that he should venture out 
into tbo world as another man, he had definitely 
made up his mind as to his immediate courso of 
action. 

CHAPTER 21. 
A Shock for St. Frank's I "NOT coming back?,, said Tommy lV'atson 

inorodulously. 
•• Oh, but that's fri~htful ! " sni~ Sir 

Montie Tregellis-West. "ft i~, really!" 
Nipper's two study chums, standing in Ban­

nington High Street. were looking pale and 
worried, and oven tragic. 

'' 1'ly dear chaps, what could you expect ? " 
asked Dr. Brett kindly. " After what happened 
this nfternoon-,veJI, Nipper is just about 
knocked out." 

" I can't understand him going off to London 

-without oven seeing us," said Tommy dis­
mally. "We wnntcd to toll him how sorry wo 
are,--" 

" Yes, and make things harder for him than 
they already are,'' interrupted the doctor. 
11 You mean weJl. I know, but it's far be!,to1 
thut he has gone. \Vbon he comes back to the 
school--" He broke off and shrugged. 
" Wen. things will be different, then . ., 

He realised that unless he was careful ho 
would find himself involved in a mOl'a.ss of 
untruth. and although he was willing enougl: 
to help N olson Lee, he didn •t want to carr, 
thingR too far. , 

The doctor was glad enough to escape at last 
'rregellis-\Vest and \Vatson were miserable ; 

they resented the excitement of the populace. 
It seemed to them that the Bannington pcoplo 
wore treating the whole affair as a sort of picnic. 
Groups were standing about in the streets, 
eagerly and excitedly discussing the "m_urder.'~ 
N obod.y seemed to be at all sorry about 1t. 

Both Handfort.h and Trnvers and such follows 
shared the gloom ot Nipper's own chums. They 
all went back to St. Frank's half-stunned by 
what had happoned. 

They were somewhat disgusted to find tho 
school seething with the same kind of excitement 
ns Bannington. 

'' I say, Handy, is it true that you sa.w t.he 
,vholo murder?" asked Hubbard, of the Remo, .. e. 

" \Vhat if I did ? ,, retorted Handf orth, 
glaring. 

" You lucky bounder ! " 
" Lucky ! " roared Ha.ndf orth. 
"Chuck it 1,, protested Hubbard. "Whe.t aro 

you looking so fierce about T Of course, ies 
prottr, rotten. I mean, l\lr. Lee being shot like 
that. , 

" Oh, so you've had tho decency to expre~s o. 
word of regret," growled Handfor h. "You 
rotters I Yott can only think of the sensational 
part of it. :&Ir. Lee was one of the best-true 
blue from head to foot. And he's gone. 
KiIJed by those Green Tria.nglo brutes. By 
George I It makes mo go all hot and cold!,, 

"And there's poor old Nipper, too," said 
Church. "Whnt of him? ?tlr. Lee was his 
guardian-as good a~ a father." 

" I don't see that there's any reason to get 
sloppily sentimenta1 about it,,, remarked Gore­
Pearce, with a sniff. "Tho wonder is that ltlr. 
Lee wasn't murdered ages ago. It didn't 
su~rise me in the least when I heard the news." 

' l\lr. Lee has heon asking for it for weeks­
months." said Bernard F'lrrcst. " I,m not 
going to say I'm glad, but it's about time we 
had a r~al Headmaster at St. Fl'a.nk's.,, 

" You-you calJous rotter ! n said Handforth 
fiercely. 

" Rnts ! " retorted Forrec;t. "\Vhv can't. wo 
be practical? \Ve're without a Head now, 
aren't we t It was o. dotty idea all along to have 
a man like Lee." 

And Nipper's circle of immediato friends soon 
found that the bulk of the school shared 
Forrest's opinion. The fellows wore genuinely 
sorry to hoar of Nelson Loo's tragic end ~ for 
Loo had been a very popular llendmaster. 
But, at tho samo time, nothing could alter tho 
fact that ho had been" mnrkcd down., for somo 
tim~ by the Lengue of the Green Triangle .. 
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Well, tho Green Triangle had won. After this, 
perhaps, St. Frank's would be loft alone. 

The evening papers co.mo out with glaring 
headlines ; their front pages wore emblazoned 
with the sensational ne,vs. " Nelson Lee Put 
on the Spot,., " Famous Detective fdurdercd.,, 
"Green Triangle's Latest Victim.' "Tragic 
End of Brilliant Sleuth," and so forth. 

It really seemed unbelievable. Nelson Lee 
dead. Bu~ it was only such fellows as Tommy 
Watson, Tregellis-W est, Handf orth & Co., 
Travers, and Jimmy Potts, who felt half. 
stunned. Nipper's abrupt departure had some­
thing to do with this. 

N a.turo.lly, all sorts of questions were being 
asked as to how the school should carry on. 
Mr. Alington Wilkes, as the senior Housemaster, 
was in nominal charge of the Bchool. Lots of 
fellows believed that " Old Wilkey ,, would bo 
promoted to the Head-mastership. 

Then, later in the evening, it leaked out tho.t 
l\lr. '\Vilkes had received a telegram from Sir 
John Brent, the chairman of tho governors. 
Some of the prefects had even seen it. And that 
telegram said that Sir John was coming down 
personally on the morrow-to introduce Nelson 
Lee's successor. 

Thero seemed to be something indecent in 
this hasty appointment of a new Head ; but 
then, St. Frank's had not the faintest idea. of 
Sir John Brent's unenviable position. 

CHAPTER 22. 
Dr. Howard Ponsonby ! 

SIR JOHN BRENT sat in his library, 
staring unseeingly out of tho window 
into the sunlight. 

It was tho next day, and Sir John 
was l\"aiting. Outside, his limou~ine wns ready. 
He was expecting a. visitor. 

That same visitor had been to him the 
previous day, in accordance with Professor 
Zingravo's a.rro.ngeroont. But at that time Sir 
John had not known of Nelson Lee's cold­
blooded murder. Since he had read the news in 
the evening papers he hnd been bowed down 
with the shock of it. 

Nelson Lee killed-murdered! And on thnt 
fateful night when Alf had been captured, 
Zingravo had said that St. Frank's was to have 
a new Head master. Zingrave had known, then, 
that Loo was to die! It was because Loe had 
been sentenced to death that St. Frank's was to 
have o, ne,v Head. 

Sir John shuddered. He was mixed up in all 
this. He was actually appointing that new Head 
}luster-at the dictates of Zingrave. And that 
new Head-master was, indeed--

A tap sounded on tho door, and Sir John 
hastily pulled himself together. 

" Yes ? Come in ! " ho snid, trying to speak 
steadily. · 

Read, the butler, entered. 
" Dr. Howard Ponsonby to see you, Sir 

John," he announcod. 
_'

1 Y cs, yo3 ; show him in," said tho bnronet, 
w1th nn effort. 
. Tho one thought which gave hin1 strength 
1n this time of trial was that Lady Brent, 

upstairs, continued to improve. She was, in 
fact, in normal hea.lth-except for an un• 
accountable loss of memory. A.~ Zingrave 
had said, she was almost like a child. But 
Zingra.ve had it in his power to restore her 
completely. 

" Ah, Sir John ! Lovely day-lovely day ! ~~ 
exclaimed a breezy, likeable voice. " Real 
spring at Inst, oh ! We couldn't have better 
weather for our drive ; and I must say that it 
is extraordinarily good of you to motor me 
do,vn to the school." 

pr. Howard Ponsonby was as breezy as his 
voice. He came into the Hbrary like a gust of 
w!nd ; a brisk, upright, military-looking man, 
wi_th grizzled hair and a big white moustache. 
His hand was extended as he advanced into 
the room, and Sir J oi1n took it mccha.ni.smlly. 

"You are prompt to time,· Dr. Ponsonby/? 
he said, forcing a smile. " All right, Read­
ten ,v alter that we shall be out in five minutes.'! 

" Very good, Sir John, 11 said the butler, 
retiring, and closing the door. 

" Now, sir 1 ,, said Sir John fiercely. _ 0 By 
heaven! If you expect me to go through with 
this infernal f area--" · · 

"Come, come," said Dr. Howard Ponsonby. 
" ,vhat's the matter ! You were quite resigned 
yesterday, and you assured mo " 

"Yesterday I did not know tha.t Mr. Nelson 
Lee was to ho killed-foully-murdered," panted 
Sir John. " Having got him out of the way, 
you intend to go to St. Frank's in this-this 
masquerade!" 

Dr. Ponsonby's manner changed as he took 
a step nearer to Sir John. 

"It is a. very foolish thing to talk so loudly, 
Sir John!" he said sulkily. "Yesterday, when 
I kept my appointment with you, I allowed you 
t-0 know my real identity. I thought it better 
t~o.t yo~ should be told. \Ve a.re going through 
with this. Do you understand? What happened 
to Lee is nci ther here nor there.,, 

Professor· Zingrave's imper~onation wns 
startling in its perfection. The members of his 
o,vn villainous Innor Council would not have 
recognised him. In the . cho.rncter of "' Dr. 
Howard Ponsonby ,, he was like another man 
nltog~ther. He oven seemed taller. As o. piece 
of acting it ,vas akin to genius. 

"I hnve planned this for weeks," he went on, 
speaking in low, deliberate tones. "I hold 
you here, Sir John," he added, holding out a 
hand and closing his fingers. " As soon as you 
fail me your son will die-and your wife will 
remain a semi-imbecile." 

"No, no!" panted Sir John. 
" Brutal l\7ords-but this is no time for 

politeness," continued Zingrave. " Is it your 
,vish, Sir John, that Lady Brent should remain 
for ever in her present mental condition ? 
Carry this programme through for me, and bo~h 
your wife nnd your son will be restored to you.'! 

Sir John clutched at the desk for support. 
" You have made me your accomplice," he 

muttered. " l\[r. Lee's blood is on my 
hands ,, 

" Rubbish ! " said Zingravc. " If it will 
relieve your mind in any way, I will tell you 
that Leo WM to have been executed quite 
independent of this other plan. Ile has been 
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mo.rkod down for weeks. Nothing co~dd hnve 
saved him." 

" You ri1cnn-ho v.·ould hnvo died irrespective 
of your design to become hcRdmaster of St. 
Frank's ? '' 

'' Of courso. Leo's death wa.s not a,t an 
necessary tor this plnn," said the professor. 
" You could hnve demanded his resipnation 
int.he ordinary way. Leo di~d bef'ause he is too 
dangerous. Come l \Ve must be going.,, 

Later. e.s t.ho big limousine glided through tho 
fair, sun1it countryside towa.rds tho o]d school, 
Sir John felt calmer. Yet he could not shake off 
thnt dread feo.r thnt he was a pnrty to Noh;on 
Lee's murder. \Vbether he wns or not., he wns 
unquestionably associating hims~lf with Lee'~ 
murderers. His hand wos being forced-ho 
fcJt that he wns hoing s,vept along by a current 
which could nevor bo stemmed. 

Thrpughout tho journoy Z1ngro.vo kept. up a 
breezy conversation-ho was acting his new 
character without n. fault. 

They arrived at St. Frank's in tho early 
evening, nnd t.hey were roccived by Mr. \Vilkcs, 
who had tea rondy £or thorn. 

"A terriblo affair, Mr. Wilkcs-posit.ively 
terrible ! " said Sir John. " I was so deeply 
distressed to lenrn of Mr. Leo's suddon dcnth 
that I wo.s gravely concorned for the welfare 
of tho school. Dr. Ponsonby was good enough 
to step into tho breech, and I thought it bettor, 
all round that bo should commence his duties 
immediately.,, 

",Qi course-of courso," said Old Wilkey 
politely. 

" Tho tragedy is bo.d for the boys," con­
tinued Sir John. "Dr. Ponsonby is a man of 
original ideas ; ·he will very C\uickly l'stublish 
him~ hero, and the school will for~ct." 

'"Dr. Ponsonby,, made somo suit-nblo 
remarks, but ~Ir. \ViJkes hardly heard them. 
He wns thinking t.hut it would bo a long ti1ne 
boforo the school forgot Nelson Lee. Ho was 
puzzled, too, by Sir John's callous at.titude. 
It was so unlike the kindly baronot. 

La tor, the othor housema.~ters came over and 
woro introduced ; meanwhile the school had 
been called together in Big Hnll, o.nd, nmid a 
deep hush, the now headmaster was introducecl 

CHAPTER 23. 
In Full Command I 

T HE school's first impression wns un­
doubtedly favourable. 

Dr. Ho,vard Ponsonby, ,vi th his 
ready smile, his breezy mnnner, im­

pressed tho boys. 
" Tragedy broods over this great school~ and 

it will be my task, my duty, to soften the blow 
. ns much as possible,., said Zingravo earnestly. 

u I realise, of courso, tbat I cannot at once fill 
the place of the fine, noble gentleman "~ho-ha:, 
g,one. But I cnn assure you all that I will do 
everything in my power to brighten your schooi 
life, and to worthily carry on the ,vork which 
l\Ir. Nelson Lee was so ~tragicaJly compelled to 
roJinquish." 

As Sir John listened, his bitterness incronsetl. 
Zingrave was so brilliant]y clever that Sir John 
\Vas frightened. Already t.his cunning criminal 
was making a favourable impression. 

'fhe school was listening to him intently. 
Zingravc, by his genius, wns making himseU 
liked. 

And it came liko an agonising stah to Sir 
John as he roaJised that he was countenancing 
this appalling mockery. He was allowing a. 
master-criminal, a murderer, to tako control of 
St. Frank's ! 

And fort.he life of him ho cou1d not understand 
what Zin~ve's object could be. ,,riiat could 
ho hopo to ~a.in by this move ? What profit 
could he wrest from the school ? 

Sir John was looking haggard and ilJ nftor 
Zingrave had ma.de his brief but telling speech. 

Tho Rchool dispersed quietly. and there ""ere 
no furt.her murmurings of discontent. The boy~ 
were not so sbockod at th~ quick appointment of 
tho now Head. For they had found that Dr. 
Howard Ponsonby wns a man of personality­
a man who would quickly make his mark. 

Back in the study, Sir John could contain 
him~lf no longer. 

" This is madness, Zingrave ·! " he said 
huskily. 

Zingrave, who was in the act of lighf.ing a 
cigar. fixed his hypnotic eyes upon the baro­
net. 

"Must I warn you aga.~n ? ,, ho asked, in a 
low, tense voice. "?tly name is Ponsonby ! 
Do you unclerstand thot "l Ponsonby-Pon­
sonby I If you dare to use that, other namo ,, --

"I-I forgot,! ,, muttered Sir John, sta.rtled 
by his companion's vehemence. 

" It will be healthier for you if you do not 
forget again ! " said Zingravc. ",va are alone 
-but, walls havo cars." 

He lit his cigar, and instantly became the 
breezy Dr. Ponsonby again. 

" Everything has gone well." he said. " I 
have been introduced to the school by the chair­
man of the governors. and I am now firmly 
established. You have dono your pa.rt well, 
Sir John. You are at liberty to go as soon as 
you please .. " 

"And leave you here ? '' whispered Sir J<?lvi• 
" In heaven's namo, man, what is your idea. in 
being here ? Why have you done this ? '£oil 
me at least, what your intentions a.re." 

" I shall tt- you nothing.,, 
"But, man alive, if you besmirch the fnir 

nnme of this school--,. 
" You talk like a. child ! " interrupted Zin. 

grave contemptuously. " \Vhat advnnt.nge 
,vould it be to me to injure tho name of the 
~chooJ ? If I did anyt.hing Uke that I should 
irrevocably foul my own nest. You need have 
no fear. Sir Johu. The finest traditions of St. 
}~rank's will be maintained.,, 

" I see-I see 1 " mutt-0rcd Sir John. " So 
thn.t's your object ! ,, 

He believed he had t.he solution. Zingravc, 
hunted by the police-an escaped convict-­
was masquerading hero as the head~aster of 
St. Frank's because he could not be in any safer 
pln.ce. Here ho could live openly, freely, and 
the police would never dream of suspect,ing 
him. 8ir John was pnrt.inlly right; but Zin­
grave had other plans .. too, plaDB which he had 
no intention of divulging. . 

"Sir John, you have done well, so far," said 
the professor. "Must I again remind you that 



THE NELSO~ LEE LIBRARY 37 

you have only to obey orders ? It is not for 
you to ask questions.,, 

Sir John winced under tho cold contempt of 
Zingrave's voice. 

"I don't wonder that vou scorn me," he mut­
tered. " In your eyes I must bo less than a 
thing that crawls. ]tor have I not ,veakly given 
in to your infamous demnnds ? '' 

" Not wealdy, Sir John-you wrong yourself," 
replied Zingrave. " Even the welfare of St. 
Itrank's is not so dear to you as the life of your 
son-and the health of your wife.,, 

" At least, you will tell me how long this­
this masquera.dti is to continue ? ,, 

" I shall not even tell you that," replied Zin­
grave, sitting down• at the desk. "I may be 
here a fortnight-a month-perhaps three 
months. It all depends." 

" And you intend to keep my boy a prisoner 
,vcek after week, month after month-and my 
,vife--'• 

"That will do," interrupted Zin~avo curtly. 
h This interview has gone far enough, Sir John. 
You will obligo me by going.', 

"But--" 
"At once, 0 said the professor. "Your car 

.s waiting, and in vi~w of your wife's ill-health, 
~he other masters of the school will think nothing 
of your hasty departure. You have served my 
ends-and you are at liberty to resume your 
normal life--until I may need your services 
again. That is o.11.0 

Sir John Brent left St. Frank's a l1opelcss man 
-a mun in desperate need of help. 

Every fibro of his being rebellcu against this 
vile tyranny. With the knowledge that Nelson 
Lee had been murdered, his last hope had 
died. 

To whom could he turn now ? 

llis thoughts were chaotic as he drove London­
wards in the darkness of the. spring night.. Lee 
,vas dead, and Zingrave was headmaster of St. 
Frank's. Sir John felt that his brain would 
burst under this awful strain. His son was 
Zingrave's captive, and he himself ·was entangled 
in a hopeless net of villainy. 

CHAPTER 24. 

~ope! 

IT was when the big limousine was gliding 
along a quiet, open st-retch of road that 
Sir John became a.wa.ro of the fact that 
the car was slowing down. Presently it 

stopped, and \Valter got out of bis seat, and 
opened the rear door. 

" Beg pardon, Sir John," said the man. 
"Eh ? What is it, ,valtor ? " asked t.ho 

baronet with a start. "Is there anything the 
me.ttor?" 

" No, sir-not with me," replied the chauffeur 
hesitatingly. '- But it struck me that you don't 
seem so well, sir.'' 

Sir John sighed. 
"I'm all right, Walter," he replied. "Good 

of you to be so concerned about me. The fact 

SENSATION AT ST. FRANK'S! 
Never before have the boys of St. Frank's 
met sueh an amazing headmaster as 
"Dr. Howard Ponsonby." No· sooner 
is he safely settled at the school than he 
proceeds to throw all the old rules and 
regulations to the four wiads. In a short 
time St. Frank's becomes a place of easy-

going, pleasant life. 
\I/hat Is the meaning of it all? Why Is 
Zlngrave there as Dr. Ponsenby; You 

will read all abo1ilt It in 

"THE CROOK 
HEADMASTER ! " 

next week's long complete story star­
ring Nelson Lee, Nipper and the boys 

ol St. Fra.nk's. 

TELL YOUR PALS IT'S A 

~~ NELSON LEE '' 

DETECTIVE • THRILLER! 
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is, I-I nm a. bit worried about-about things. 
You had bet,ter drive on.,. 

"I thought, you might like to come o.nd sit 
in front, sir," suggested Walter. "That's 
roally why I stopped. There's more air, and it 
might make you feel better.,, 

" Perhaps you ore right,., said Sir John 
~~~lising the need for getting e. grip of himself: 

· Yes, Waltor-thanl~CJ. I'll do as you say." 
And soon they were driving Londonwa.rds 

again, Sir John now sitting next to the chauf­
feur. 

" Abou~ the thing that's worrying you, Sir 
Jo~n," said \Vatter.· "Seems to me it might 
relieve you 0, lot if you got it off your mind." 

There was a change in his voice, and Sir John 
looked at him sharply. He could see the man 
dimly in tho reflection from the headlight.a ; he 
could soe his untidy sandy moustache and his 
rather long hair. 

~' It's very good of you, "ratter·--" began 
Sir John. 

" I've kept it up until now because I believo 
in being on tho safo side," said tho chauffeur. 
" And it-'s host that I should be near you when 
you got the shock, Sir John. I hope you 
won't--', 

"Your voico ! " OJ
0 aculatoo Sir John thickl"' "G h .,. ood eo.vcns, man I \Vhat's happened to 

your voice? It-it reminds me-- No nor 
I must bo going mad I " , 

. " rm doing my best to break it gently," 
said the man at the wheel. "That's ,vhy I'm 
doing it in this way. I'm not Waltcr­
nlthou~h I look like !1im. I've practiced a littlo 
docept1on on you, Sir John. and I think you'll 
forcive me when I explain--" 

,rYour voice ! "panted the other. "It's the 
voice of Nelson Lee ! But Lee is dead--" 

"Lee is very much alive-and sitting at the 
·wheel of this car," interrupted the great detec­
tive crisply. "Well, Sir John, hl\ve I broken 
itgentlyonough? Steady,man I Youmust.n't 
clutch at the wheel like that, or you'll have us 
in tho ditch.,, 

0 Lee-alivo t" exclaimed the baronet, with 
almost a sob in his voice. " Either I'm dream­
ing, or--0 

"The Green Triangle people t-ried to put me 
on the spot-but I fooled them, 0 said Nelson 
Lee rapidly. " I let the reports go out that I 
'had been killed. That's all, Sir Joh:D. I had 
a _suspici~n thnt you ,vere somehow mixed up in 
Z1n~ave s plot-and earlier to-dny I kept a. 
watch on your house. I also made a few dis­
creet inquiries and leorned of Dr. Ponsonby's 
,dsit yesterday.,, 

"Thank heaven you're alive, ?tfr. Lee f ., snid 
the bnronot f cr,~ently. " But you amaze me­
you bewilder mo. I don't oven begin to under-
stand." · 

"I arranged this little decept-ion with ,vaJtor, 
your chauffeur-but only after promfsin~ him 
that I would reveal myself to you to-night ,. 
ea.id Noleon Lee. " He's a. good fellow : ha 
didn't like tho idea at all at first : but when I 
assured him that you were in danger, and that 
I was doing it to help you., he agreed." 

0 But-but why t " asked Sir John, 'f \Vhy 
have you dona this, l\lr. Lee ! ., 

" Because you need my help.'! 

Sir John was almost fighting for breath. 
Heaven knew th'l-t ho needed Nelson Lee's 
help ! But dare he speak T He was still 
hunted by the dread foar that his son would die 
if he breathed a word. And his wife. too I 
So completely had Professor Zingra.ve terrorised 
the baro_net that he hesitated to speak, even 
when this golden-opportunity presented itself. 

"You need my help, Sir John, as much as 
nny man needed help in his lifo," said Nelson 
Lee quietly. ~ they drove along. " I am 
thinking of your introduction of Dr. Howard 
Ponsonby to the school as its new headmaster." 

" He-he is a brilliant man--" began Sir 
John. 

"His mako-up was excelJent., too." 
"What I" · 
" I consider myself good at penetrating dis­

guises-but I had to look twico before I recog• 
nised our mutual friend, Zingrave." 

" Then-then you know 7 " gasped Sir John, 
amazed at Nelson Lee's Btat.ement. "\Vhat 
ca.n you think of me ? You know that I took 
Zingrave to St. Frank's--" 

" And I know that he has a terrible hold over 
you," broke in Nelson Leo. " Otherwise he 
could never have induced you to help him. 
Come, ~ome, Sir John. I not only ,vant to be 
of service to you, but I ,va.nt to unmask Zin• 
grave. Let's have the whole story." 

And Sir John Brent, his heart bursting with 
relief, poured it out. . 

Ho told everything-in full detail. 
"\Vhat else could I do, Mr. Lee Y" he ended 

up. " They have my son in their clutches­
thoy threo.tenod him with death unless I served 
them I And my wife " 

"Your ,vife was drugged by one of Zingrave's 
agents-and all Zingrave did was to administer 
an antidote," snapped Nelson Lee. "You 
must let me see Lady Brent-I think I can 
restore her to full health in a very short time. 
As for your son, I don't think he is in any 
danger-so long as you obey orders." 

" Is that what you want me to do-obey 
orders?'' -

" Yes--for, if you don't, I shall not be ablo to 
set my trap, 0 replied Lee. . 

Sir John was like a new man alreadv · he 
felt that ho could place his full trust in N;lson 
Lee. 

And they drove onwards towards London­
with the situation so changed that tho baronet 
could have shouted aloud with joy. 

Professor Cyrus Zingrave's sojourn at St. 
Frank's as headmaster was not to be quite so 
smooth as he fondly believed r 

THE END. 

(Tl1e tnost ,nna~ing story of St. F-1-anl~'s 
eve,- turitten . . . " THE CBOOH HEAD­
JJIASTER I " • • • appea1""s in nezt week's 
i.ss1,e. Don tt niiss it I Also included in ne~t 
Wednesday's fl.ne p1•o{frtlmm-c, " HAND­
FORT H'S WEEiiLJ"" '' TIIE CITY OP 
GOLD I" "SMll.1ERS.'' Order r,our copy 
of Uae " Nelson Lee " to-day by filling in 
tlie special coupon on page 3fJ, ancl laanding 
it to l#(>Hr neu,sage,at.) 
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GREAT FREE GIFT SCHEI\IE. 
l\Iy DEAR CnuMs.-I',?e got, groat news for 

you this ,veek-news that ,vill set you all 
:!heering louµly, and 1nako you all the more 
anxious not to miss next ·week's issuo. 

Tho NELSON LEE is starting a, GREAT 
FREE GIFT SCHE:\IE. ,vo are calling it the 
10,000 GIFT SCHEl\fE, and let mo tell you, it's 
tho biggest of its kind ever put on the market. 
Trust the Old Papor to get hold of a good thing 
for its readers. 

Now I bet you're a.II eager to hear the full 
details of this wonderful plan. But, I'm going 
to keep you in suspense just one 1nore week. 
In · next week's issue you will find FULL 
INFORl\IATION concerning this BIG GIFT 
SCHE~IE, and I can hear you all saying in 
advanco: "Good old NELSO~ LEE." That's 
fine. Don't forget ! Next week~full details. 

ZING RA VE-HEADMASTER J 
The cool cheek of it. Tho colossal nerve and --daring! Tho.t a crook should imagine for one 

n1oment he can hold tho reins of headmastership 
at St. Frank's is almost beyond comprehension. 
But that is just like Professor Zingrave, tho 
most audacious and ruthless master-crook who 
has ever challenged law and order. 

Next week's story of St. Frank's is a yarn 
you'll remember for many a long day. \Vith 
Nelson Loo out of tho way-or so ho fondly 
imagines-the wily professor sets out to put 
into force the most cunning and an1azing 
scheme ever devised. 

Don't miss "The Crook Headmaster," next 
week-it's brilliant ! 
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I. Teren, 28, Job Street, Krugersdorp, 
Transvaal, South Africa, wants correspondents 
-ages 18-20-interested in _trac,k riding. 

1\.fis.s l\fay Benton, 71, Park Road. Blox­
wich, nr. Walsall,. Staffs., wants girl cor­
respondents; agos 20-22. 

Miss Audreye Clark, 892, ~Iilitary Road, 
Mos1nan, N.S.W., Australia, wants girl cor­
respondents interested in hiking, sports and 
journalism. Ages 20-25. 
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ing, Berks, wants to hear h·om readers who 
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Further Exciting Chapters Of Our Great African Story ! 

THE CITY I .. ..~ 

t ~ ' 
l I 

OF OLD! 
~===================================================::=:::. 

Three whit.e boys, led by Tom Cook, and Lula a Zula wanior, have travelled to a 
mysterious African city in their wonderful craft, the Flying Fish. Tom Cook 
is prod.aimed by the people as their ruler returned from the grave on accoUDt 
of his remarkable resemblance to the gigantic golden idol they worship. But 
Gobo, the High Priest of the city consp:res to kill the white boys during a cere-

mony which takes place in the Temple of Tomkuk the God. 

White Magic! 
''WHAT tho dickens aro they up to?,, 

muttered Tom to himself still st.and­
ing smiling at tho people. Ho did 
not kno,v just what kind of counter-

plot his cousin nnd Lulu had devised, but 
he had hoard n lot of whisporing and laugh­
ing t.ogother whilst they ,vero up in the air, 
nnd it was ovidont that tho Zulu had ar­
ranged somo littlo schemo ,vith Al which had 
i1nmonsoly tiokled hoth their fancies. 

Thon the stentorian voice of Lulu camo pealing 
out of tho lips of the idol whilst tho great head 
turned onco ago.in towards where tho priests 
·were standing in "·ondcrstruck n1nnzemont.. 
Hitherto "Tomkuk the Orent" hud bchnv·ed 
in a. docilo nnd obedient fashion, speaking 
the carefully rehearsed words as nrrangcd by 
their high prioRt, to which th"Y would re~pond 
ns required. 'rhoy didn't know, of courso, that 
Lulu was doing nll tho speaking insido tho 
giant idol. 

",vhoro is Gobo; my high pricgt Gobo ? " 
domanded tho angry voice of t.he " god.,, 

" Ho is sick, mighty Tomkuk, else ho would 
bo hero to do your bidding ! " qua\"cred one of 
tho priests, with a frightened look to\\·ards the 
priest who had previously told tho same story 
and was no,v nursing a Yery swollen jaw from 
the cffoct of a sidoways blow Tomkuk hn.d donlt 
him. " He is sick---0r--0r so ,vo ore told ! " 
ho n.dded prudently, thinking ho sn,v tho great 
hnnd quiver preparatory to fetching him an­
othor clump. 

" Gr-r-r-r-r-r-r-h-h-h ! " growled Lulu, ·who 
was t.horoughly enjoying hi1nsdf. "It is woll 
for yon, oh priest., that you nro but a tool, n, 
thing wit,hout bruins ,vho can but obey t.he 
orders of the high ono above you. But kno,v 
that I on1 Tornkuk, liighest of All ; that I 
cu.n read mon 's heart.s ond minds and sift the 
truth f ro1n the lios. Sick ? Gobo my high 
priest is RICK, is he ? Ha ! Ila! Ila! Gobo 
-sick man-·will bo sicker presently. Gobo, 
servant of Tomkuk-ST.AND FORTH! ~' 
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Round swung tho great left hand of the. idol, 
pointing direct at the spot behind which Gobo 
was concealed, ,vaiting ,vith ferocious joy to see 
his soldier slave, Lesardu, sn1ite down the white 
lad with the idol's crushing right. Blit instead, 
half a dozen of the priests bad been knocked 
endways and the idol was behaving in a crazy 
fashion. He muttered vows under his breath 
of what he would do to Lcsa.rdu when ho got 
hold of him again-- _ · 

" Let 'er rip, bn.as Al ! " boomed Lulu, then 
let out such a thundering roar through the mega­
phone contrivance that the very faint report 
of the compressed air gun was drowned. There 
was a flash as the frail container hit the panelling 
and burst, letting the · corrosive liquid Al had 
described as " a.qua f eriocio ,, escape and drip 
down the woodwork. The effect was miracu­
lous. A slight smoke a.rose, and wherever the 
liquid had touched tho wood melted like ice 
before a fire. In a fe,v seconds a jagged 
bolo was in the· woodwork,' revealing tho scared 
and wrathful- face of tl1e old high priest, 
chattering like n.n enraged baboon and scowling 
up at the face of the " god " which he knew to 
ho a fake. 

"Como Iorth, Gobo, sick man!" bellowed 
Lulu. " Ho, ho, ho ! Tomkuk can cure the 
sick ! . -Stand here, beneath me, that all men may 
see yo. _It is fitting that my high priest should 
crown the living Tomkuk. Come, attend to 
your office, Gobo, High Priest ! " 

There was no help for it. Gobo was compelled 
to prostrate himself before the fake idol as 
he had done so many times with his tongue in 
his cheek. 

He glanced up at the ferocious face whose 
brilliant eyes seemed to have found an added 
light, and whose grim but beautiful features 
looked more " alive ,, than usual. This was 
possibly due to the fact that Ben Bold, with 
his instinct for stage effect, had focussed a. 
"spot.light" direct on the great face and 
another on Tom's classic features and golden 
hair. Seen together thus the resemblance 
behvoen tho living lad and tho painted effigy of 
his ancestor was even more striking, and 1t is 
no wonder that the people were impressed and 
thoroughly convinced that the " Tomkuk," 
who had been hitherto but a, legend, had indeed 
returned to his people in the :flesh. 

Old Gobo felt something of this thrill of awe 
and superstition. Had he been making a 
mistake after all; was thero indeed a Tomkuk 
in very truth? He knew that the idol was a 
fake, because his f o.thcr bcf ore him had had the 
interior " works " constructed by Clmning work­
men trained for the purpose and afterwards 
slain that they might reveal no secrets. But 
~he great marble statue had always been there 
in the river, and that o. "Tomkuk" had once 
actually existed was historical fact. He would 
have to walk warily and watch points, he 
thought as he flopped down on his creaking 

f
1narrow bones and touched the stones with his 
orehead. 
. The people followed the example of tho 

high pnest and again the cry peeled out fer• 
\"ent~y • 

h 
" Gr;at is Tomkuk, great is his power for 

e never dies!!! 

\ 

Out of tho corner of his eye '£on1 sa,v the 
big priest drop another handful of the powder 
into the grating beneath which a secret fire 
burned that tho people knew· nothing of. .As 
the smoke rose he shuffled back o. f e,v paces, and 
as he n1oved he saw the deep· sunk eyes of the old 
priest shift to glance o.t him malevolently. 

"Hallo, what are you up to, and just how 
much do you kno,v ? ,, Tom muttered to himself. 

" \Vhat ore your orders, great Tomkuk ? ,, 
the old priest quavered, shooting another glance 
at Tom. Ho could see that tho fair-skinned 
lad was standing alone. He know that he was 
but mortal, a. white lad ,vho bore a. chanco 
resemblo.nco to Tomkuk, and that a ,vell-aimed 
dagger thrustr-ho gave a glance to,vards the 
executioner prie~t who had been knocked down 
by the idol and bent forward to _hiss an order. 

"'\Vl1augh-haugh-hoo-hoo-wa,,--O\V ! " 
Al V o.ndeck might have been reading his 

thoughts as he played a little voluntary selec­
tion on the syren. As a matter of fnct. he had 
thought it about timo tho.t the Flying Fish 
should take a hand in things, and it cer~ainly 
had the desired effect. 

Old Gobo jumped about a foot in the air. 
For the moment, in his rage and bewilderment., 
he had forgotten this uncanny thing which had 
brought the white lad ; this monster with the 
f oarsome voice which could glide on the water, 
:fly in the air and, as it now proved, could movo 
as easily on land. , 

He was a wily old humbug, but Gobo nlso 
ha<l a certain amount of superstition behind 
his shrewd commonsense. l-Ie knew nothing 
of modem inventions, for this hi<lden country 
was con1pletely cut off from civilisation as if 
_it wore upon another planet. But he had a good 
idea that the · white peoplo ,vcre a good deal 
farther advanced than his own people, and 
could probably give them points in a matter 
of "1nagio," as all his people regarded anything 
out of the ordinary. Gob_o was so accustomed 
to working " fakes " himself that he had few 
illusions, and looked for the trick behind any 
happening out of the way. 

No, it would do him no good to tempt Provi­
denco. These ,vhitc intruders held all the aces 
at present, and he must givo in without making 
any open move against this new Tomkuk. 
After all, he might be able to worm his way into 
the white youth's good graces by showing him 
where the polished pebbles WP.re hoar<led that 
these fools of white men set such store by; he 
might mould him into his. own ,vays nnd use 
him as the kings of the Golden City had been 
used by the priests for generations past, letting 
him be the mouthpiece for his own wishes and 
commands. 

Yes, safety first. 

The New King I 
" GREAT Tomkuk, what are your com­

mands!" quavered old Gobo • 
"Ho, there, attention, priest, my 

slave! ,, boomed the terrific voice, as 
if the man within could read his thoughts. 
" Fetch hither the golden crown with which to 
crown my son Tomkuk, that all men may know 
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him as king of the Golden City. Fotch also tho 
Golden Serpent with t,he glittering eyes, t.he 
sceptre of tho king. And, hark yo, hnston, 
Gobo, loiter not ,vlth thy evil thoughts or from 
afar I will smito y~ ,vit-h the breath tho.t " 1 ithers. 
Ilegono and do your duty. The jowols should 
havo been hore a,vniting your king os aforetimes. 
Haston, and repair your error.,, 

The syren blared a.gain, and suddenly tho 
spotlight ,irent out, and thoro was total darkness 
but for the smoky torches of the priests. 

" I go, I go ! " quavered the high priest. 
'' Your wishes shall be obeyed, groat Tomkuk. 
Give mo but a moment and crown and sceptre 
sh411 be here, and I ,vilJ myself crown your 
son." 

" !fasten ! ,, blarod Tomkuk. 
Gobo noeded no second tolling. With shiver­

ing glances ovor his shoulder, with trembling 
fingers he scratched at a ring sot in t.he paving 
nnd opened a scorot trap door in that hidden 
chamber. 

A spotlight shone out· and focussed on his 
every movement. Tom could see exactly t.he 
spot ,vhere ho had got tho crown and sceptre 
from, which ,,·as doubtless the hiding-plac-0 for 
other treasures. 

Gobo slammed do,vn tho trap door and 
stumbled back towards the great idol. 

" Hore are the crown and sceptre, Great 
Tomkuk. ,, ho stuttered. " \Vbat is your 
,vish ! '' 

" This I ,, thundered tho giant voice, and once 
ngain that great hand swept down, brushing 
tho skinny old form off the steps to fall with a 
bump down into tho body of tho temple. But 
ere he fell crown and sce~tro had been snatched 
from him, nnd by the tame he got to his f eot 
thoy were balanced on the outstretched hand 
of tho idol. 

That puzzled him, tor he knew there was no 
mechanism '\\"ithin that could have made that 
gigantic fist grBAp tho jewels in the immovable 
fingers. But the great voice pealed fort,h. 

" Be}:l.old, oh, pooplc, Tomkuk, my son, your 
ruJ~r ! " -

Jorkily the hand came down and Tom reached 
up. plaC'cd the crown on his own head, and took 
t-he sceptre in his hand as the lights focussed 
him once more, thon tho royal sa·lute came 
again: 

" Bnihotc, Tomkuk tho Great I Baiheto ! " 
" All clenr ! " 
The cnll came in English from the idol, and 

os tho headlights flashed once over tho great 
f uco and thon ,1,·cro turned off. Tom rushed for 
the Flying Fish and climbed aboard, then tho 
flying boat backod with syren blaring and mnde 
for the open mnrket plac~, rising nbove tho 
heads of tho gnping people. 

Suddenly Ben ~nvo out a yell, and drn,\'ing 
his revolver, aimed it at a golden armoured 
giant ,vho seemed to appear from apace. 

" Look out, baas, here's a stowa'\\-·ay ! " ho 
rolpcd, then burst into a loud guffaw· as he saw 
tho genial, grinning face of the Zulu under tho 
raised vizor. " Goe-whiz, it's ol' Blnckv­
toppor I Yuh must havo movod mighty slipp)', 
l'il one ? " . 

"You speak truth, litt.lo man,' 1 snid Lnlu, 
taking n huge pinch of snuff. '' Tho old priest 

·was makin,;t hot foot ior the back of t.he idol 
so I ran. He ,viii be somewhat puzzled when h~ 
finds t.he idol dumb-for e,·crmoro.,, 

" Dumb ? How d'yc-r mean ? ,, 
" Ha ! I plugged tho pipe of the mout-h­

l!icce and broke tho \\"Orks,,, chuckled Lulu. 
' Tomkuk has dono enough prophosying for a 

~~bile ; if ho said more he might spoil it . ., 
" What's the next movo ? ,, Al inquired of 

Tom, who had ducked down into the cockpit 
and concealed himself from tho ,·io,v of the 
excited people. 

Tom stared straight bef oro him as if ho bad 
scarcely heard his cousin's words. 

It was suddenly borne in upon him that B 
gront poll·er bad been thrust into his hands. 
That Fate had given hitn an enormous power 
for ~ood; had placed in his young bands the 
dost1nies of a nation ; unkno·wn to civilisation, 
perhaps, but still a no.tion of simple, good• 
hearted men, women and children, that had, 
up to now, been driven, 1nislod and cheated by 
the wretched, self-seeking priests of the Gobo 
class. 

And then and t.here ho made up his mind to 
clea~ tho land of ghastly rites and do his bit 
to give t-hem a decent ruler. 

"Al, we'll make for the palace," he said 
quietly. " Old man, l'vo got a hunch that we 
,vere sent here for a purpose, and it's up to us 
to carry it out. I don't know what Tomkuk 
is supposed to do, but whate\'·er it is I'm goin' 
to do 1t to the best of my ability. I reckon my 
ancestor wore this crown and held this sceptre 
-well. l,m goin' to do the same aad give theso 
people a f o.ir doal. 'l'hey ha.vo hailed me as 
king, and it's up to me t.o make a good 'un, 
and-and I'd be jolly grateful if you fellers 'ud 
back me up • ., · · 

"Great! \Ve're all with yuh, an' if it means 
fur ff yin', why the old Flying Fish can show 
those niggers one or two new stunts yet, an' we'll 
make ol' Gobo an' his moth-eaten priests look 
liko two cents. Atta.boy ! ,, 

Revolt I 
'' GEEWHIZ, but this looks like U1e World's 

Show I Is· this wl1ere yuh goin' to 
live, Tom Cook ? " gasped Al., as the 
Fish circled the groat white· marble 

palace with its shining gold minarets and domes, 
tho entrance approached by a series of wide 
marble steps with a ~at portico at the top, 
undor which was a white throne. around which 
was gathered a crowd of purple-robed men of 
dignified appearance, all gazing a.nxiously up 
into the sky as the Fish circled above. " Sny, 
I guess that marble square'll mako just a dandy 
landin' place for your royal nibs I ., 

,vith o. blare of the svren the Fish whirled 
round the great mnrbla floored square in front 
of the palace, then Al stopped the engines and 
sot the helicopter working so that the c·raft 
sank down as gently ns a. leaf and settled down 
in the exact centre opposite the steps. 

Tom stepped out of the cock.Pit and lifted hie 
sceptre in salute to tho old, dignified men who 
stood at the hoad of the steps, they all bowed 
oouble and raised the salute : 

" Ba1hete, Tomkuk the Groat ! Baihote ! ~~ 

I 

; 

I 
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,, Say, ~h'(l best tnko this yer )'ii stowaway But ho had to gh-e all his.attention to receiving 
11t-it-h yuh; he knows all about the way they do the old councillors. Taking t1iem all in all, they 
~ings here an 'II be mighty nset\tl, I guess ! " were not a. bad looking lot, though ono or two 
FNhi~ered AJ, as he hauled the slender form of had sly, treacherous fac·es, and, cu1iously 
plaf Jan out of the cockpit and stuck him down enough, theso were the very ones that·OJ~f ga,·o 
~eside '!'om. whispered warning of as being G~bo's i·riends. 
' " How the dickens did you get here ? ,, Tom noticed one or two stealtl1y glances, 
:~sked Tom in astonishment •. "I thought you anything but friendly, and. surprised a covert-, 
wero back there in the fore st with your old sarcastic smile on at least two of tl1eir faces as 
:mammy nurse ? ,, - . • -they addressed him as " Mighty Tomkuk." 
' " Lord, I. could not lea.ve j·ou ! " "-luspe~ed " I reckon tl1ey',·e tumbled, 01• Gobo's put 
tho boy in the soft language so much liko . h h 
Bantu. " You saved my life and I an1 your 'em wise to somet ing," e thought. ·" I'll ha.vo 
slave. Perchance I may be able to tell even the to go mighty careful with soine of these guys or 
grent lTomkuk somewhat tbat will be of use to I'll get tripped up. Lulu, what about that grub ? 
him. I cnt.rent you, let me remain, lord!" 1 could eat 6 hippo steak with a c'1uplo o' 

h Id h. 1-. d ostrich eggs on top ! ,, . - . 
'.fom griimed at him and· e out is ,Jan · " Baas Ton1, you not forget you are supposed 
~, .. .\JI right, you can stay; but you'd better to be a god! '' n1urmurecl tho Zulu anxiously •.. 

hang on to Lulu hero. I may want my hands "You must not a.sk for anyd1ing you iru.u·y as 
c1npty.,, do the common folk.,, . . . _ ., 

1 

Lulu solyed ~y diftlC:t~ty by liiti~g t.be ~oy " Here, if you think I'm goia' to starve or 
an,1 perching him on his shoulder bke a mrd• live on angel cake an' air ba]la J0 ust beca.u~ I'm : 
lI o sat there contentedly and waved his hand 
to one or two of the counsellors whom he_ recog• Tomkuk you've got anot.ber guess coming f ', 

spluttered Ton1 angrily. " Just you ten these -. 
nised. · fellers that whil.;;t Tomkuk's here he. wi;ihes to 

Now and again ho -n·hisP!3red in Lulu's ear, live as ordinary fellers do, and that tJ1ey are to 
and tlle Zulu passed on tho information for forget he is not an ordinary mortal. C:et off that. 
'ro1n '~ benefit. 

"lletla, chief o' counci1,,, he whispered as a chest and look slick l Oh, and you might.ask 
fi d I ki 'em to come along an' take a bite with us. 

tall, long white-bearded, very digni e 00 ng )laybe son1e o' theso old boys'll open out a, bit 
old chap crune down tbe stairs and bowed low. over a bit o' dinner. -~sk the entire ·bunch o' 
,, Friend of last king who die, and a. good man •. aldermen, see 7 ,, , 
How long ago, Olaf?" ~. Jo-, baa~ but you inust keep up your dignity 

"Haff score mcnsa longa," replied tho boy, These niggers-they think a, Yast deal oi dig• 
n1caning ten months ago, in his curious h~Jf nification.:, . _ 
E11g1ish, half Bantu speech. " He queek in Considering that ~1e was 1?1acker _thart i1i11cty 
night, sick heem stomach. Gobo work magic, per cent of the Golden Citizens, Lulu I1ad a 
but u·o eave heem. Mebbe heem not want save. great opinion oi bimseJi. · _ All th~ ~e~ ho 
since king die." Gobo beeg man. Metia· he good certainly knew how to go to ~ork wit.b colol:)l'ed 
tella, but plenty fright Gobo magic ! ,, races, and he shook his spe~· al()it qn~ add1-essed 

.Tom took a good look o.t the wrinkled_ and the old men in haughty to~e~. · 
kindly old f~e of the councillor and decided " Listen, ,vi50 men oi Toinkuk' s council ! " 
that he looked a. decent old tN?rt. He could he shouted, his eyes =roUi.ng:~ti~l"llely. from one 
foJlow what the old ch.a~ was saying, os the man to another of the gi·otq>, ~.t ~no,v n1y lo~d~s.wil1. 
spoke slowly and d1st1nctly, and . 9e?me<;t to Tomkuk ~ he, Tomkuk wllo n.e,·er -dieB. Yo 
speak a purer language than the ma.Jonty. have seen that ho ha.~ ·put,~o~ hi& semblaneo oi 

"Welcome, Tomkuk the Great,,, he intoned. god for a space o.ncl ba~ come aiµongt>t yo a.i B 
"You are indeed a welcome sight to these old yoW1g man to be your king and rnJer. Now 
eyes, for it is many yeru:s since B king has ~ow t~at ~e· would_ li\:t, .. ~~ .i:nortal n1an and 
rei8J):t'd over the Golden City. who was worthy dll'ect lns kmgdon1 as a kuig should do, even 
the name, and to see Tomkuk in the flesh glad• taking counsel with ye old ,ones, .wi~ in the Jaw 
dens our. hearte.1

' of· the land and cunning,·· _no 40-µbt-. ~~w ~10 
Evidently it was " taboo " ior the common would 1·est awhile, toying meautimo with rich 

1 people to enter the palace gates, for a regim~t me.a.ts -and wiJ?,es, such ~s;ye ha.\"'e~ See to _ft 
of guards was drawn across the entrance mth qwckly. I, h1::i mouthpiece and se1,~·ant, Tho 
locked spears, keeping the people back. Elephant, have. spokeµ. . -: . · 

i "I say, Lulu, I'm getting mighty peckish. He threw· out hi.'3 mighty chest and brou~ht 
Find out if there's any grub going, and • .. z\.l and the haft oi the late Lesardu'~ spaar cra,~h1ng 
I will have a Hello! 11 down on the marble steps, looking round with a 

He heard the scream of the syren behind him glare in his bloodshot eye. 
and then the beat of t~e auto-gyro as the ":My lord Inkoboo; proud are we that 
1nacbine Jilted and scudded away over the Tomkuk the Great honours us- thus. ,vithin 

1 
~Qof?f tho P.BI~~ out o! sight. At fi!e hundred the· palace a feast is spread in honour of his 
teet 1t was 1nvis1ble omng to tlie paint used on coming but little did we think that he would 
her huil, and she seemed to absolutely dis- deim ~ partake." · . 
appear into the blue. '"'PBrtaka ? Lead me to it," groaned Tom, 

'' Now, what's that cunnin' old blighter up o..'i he sniffed -smells of roasted meats com~ 
1 

to ? ,, muttered Tom, for he roaJised that his through the entrance doors. " 1! we stop hero 
cousin would never leave him like that unless jawin~ much longe1• I shall d1sgraco myself 
he had· som1'thing up his sleeYe. ·• He's up to by ra1d!n' tl~e kit--·, Suffcrin' crow~, w:hat'e 
some crazy trick, I'll bet l " happenin' _? ·' 

.. 
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I~or a mi~laty y<'ll hatl come from the n1ob " \Vhat on earth <lid you go off for ? " askell 
out~ide, aud he turned to sec that <.'\·cry 1nnn Tom, hu.lf angrily ..• , I wondered what tlm 
had his neck -craned and was staring t1{;wnrd:--. dick~ns was hp." .. · · ..... :.. ·. ·· ··· · . · 
There cnrno a poppin~ sound fro1n the s ,y, arid . "\Yaal, rnebbo· th~ro .i~," \n,; ~the rcstroiis~. 
i11to \"icw tl1c-re gently flont~l a gol<l{•Jl 'fi~urc . grnyc)y for ·A1. " I. \fPHt. (tp :.Hi tnlio 'a~lcon-
1~g!1,i"n~t .. ,~·h_ic~ .t1~·c ·_sun's ·r~ys ~nshed daz~li_!lgl):• · noitro and jt':':' jpst_os_ ,,·?11_1~.di~:..P'~ap~. ~ Ur~l~::i:-. 
F1·on1 1t car.no flashes of hght, • of chfferPnt l'_m· muc;h n11stnkon. there ~ go1n' · to bo 80lllP 

. ·; 'co1tiur~,. ,,·hic.:li lw rccognist'd OS signal roC'kct~~ . st.icky work around" prct t.y soon. 'tl_10~ I- s:ln·n "t 
.- •j~,or ~ r:11~~1ent the ~c·uli~~ ~hape puzz_l.-d !•irn, q,~ito k~lOW. ~,·_hi1t •_it ·h;: '"l ·go_t" P.q1?. _ to :~~~P:-_.1n;: 

th~~l ho_ rc,nla~~~ that 1\ ~·~~ l!l_(C a hugo tunl?rc:11.lJ, ' 010~ hero 80_:i, I: _l<;)lJ__l~. p.u~ -~ u\!, \\ l~Oi ae4 he_~ 
pltnilcil nn<l g1fded, nnd Jhat fron1 'ben~ath it g~•pc ?ff. to_ 11),Rkc .. c-crtn1n. ~c ~I. be. bnck?nn) . 

. dangk·d n'"figi1ro··a1~0~ glittering brightly with . t1.!nc ll~~!l<lo fill hour. -L - • ···- r.:.. ~--~1,-, 

gh1d. · ~; ' \ · • ,~; t---~-~ ~ • . · , . Old l\lot In. lr,d _thcrn irn~itlc a spa.<"ious · b_n:.1~ 
: ._Th'; craz:y' jaek~1sq ! ,,_ ho mutt(\rC'd. '"A ql]cting hall ,an<l,tliry.-~{\t-_~o·w·n ,it ti loiig fnble • 

rn;rno~1~ta--1 -CJ\'e~,~, ..... h!it'll ,that elude get up to. which ~n,~ f1~f~_ly_foi\<le~'·.,,·itJ~-lf~d_·~.•:~ I ·: . . ~I 

ny~~-·_. ___ ,..... -~. . ... . . . ~ ".\Yo nin't .W)in' . . to,. ~t:n.rvo, h~ro, _J~ny_\,·p_y. I 

U~•~ AJ rc.-rtainly _l1ad n gc~o<l idea how to null.;.o Geo, but· this.bu_fft\lQ !.1_un_1p. is. nll to the merry/' · 
ni1_ -~-!fc's~~-ve ~J~..f.ti~c~tn~~• h? hnd ju_<lg,,·d the. ":hisl?crci~l ~1,_ ,~·1h)~~~.1~1oi~~l.1 f~1!l · 1 ~; -~·: .: 

_ i lfifufl"t6 ~\.&l drrectron to a rucot v. Just o\·cr. '" Suro ! All tho Hf\111(', ongcl guest, you 
!, t l\c. :fri!o~·o . l'!o·:·1~t- loo.~ !-1. p~rf~c-t showC'r of O~tgl~t,_ to b':. e~~in~: 1n~~na. _u~f.! .. 8JlQ~Y.Q~~('~ ,ilf t.' 

r&:1(:tf ~, ~aA<.r thus de~cond<'d gent l\1' (\art hworch; mnk1n' .n no1HO lrkr- a pig at n trough," said I on1 . 
.. i1t"fi ltttto '"of~si>arks.· · ·.' · • • ., · - .. '~ An' Y0\1,. bein' hi,,r·c .. Qr .. kss."··;,. celestial. 

' ·· 

1

-'.Po.,..tfi :ltid'·a:'griii' 1~<.; l4e sn,,· that n spn r<"' fl" in" bpin', ol1ghf to 1;0 ~~.;h~n~ t'~-~~i t ·0~1 _'i\
1 
pl~u~i)~ncl 

i--l1if~t{!l1{~i>con'- dnub~d ""ith g"old pnint, • llll<l' tlnnk· l,C'c:futifi1r·tho1i~l!··~ ':--t~n-d"''of ~b~~t.in' 
gfittt~r;cd· TiJ~o·· o""""golclcri figi1re fl~ the 11i,.ii1nn: wo.rtd':\fCC~c_,rd::i f~~- stu'1~1\ ~IH<·,k._1,1_yfr-~ll!!_~rds.· 
nflg~}~~l~-.~:i•._c .... l0ft'tI~ 'jlnriirlnltf' l,,·ii~g ori tho i F_or s}_ni_n•f'~-~tl-~!l~-•i..·H~~ll? ;_. 'rh~J l/1 r ! :'. 

_ ~fns~ ,.0J1i!- ..;..il~!J'>)jt~<.__~.~c•:o~ \oward~ T~~i_' ~i~-c,~· n · . Thc~o. cn1ne n. shouting from_ out~!~•~- ~:1:1,d Jlrn '8.. 
; l?n)l~t-;.<~!lC~1-, (.h1!~l·f~11Jy ~•(_~ ~nk on one k!1~~',· clt~url_ltJy<' ·fi)~tn\,· pu~hed:; it .. ~· ,~·tty ,~JJ~rough 

~~~u\:'·1!nn~t_cd ~<!1n Ju~ ~nutonmtw ond c-arfr1dgu_ tlw gu~1r<J:-1. ·,._:·~ ---~ '-_· ..... ~ ... ~:.:-. ... ..,-.~ •.' 
1 

ht-It:.,--. ._,: 1•·. · ·• ·. ·-.; .J .~ •• : ·.,·~-.- • • '~To1n, To1n ! " ho cried, '-'-Ol' -l)11dJ:ly Goho I 

_ - ~:. fft~tf~,~olr!,kii1g· ;· :th)~ '~1'·nnt fr?._1i~ t~w--~k_ie~_· lta.~ .iloiic -._(ii~ r~t:gic.aJl ~1i~j_ky._ ;;H~~..,,~~-J>e~cd. 
·-,. hns. eon1e. to bPur t hc•e c-01npany ·; l1kC'w1so at t up n hoh~ 111 the 1nounto1ns, nnJ thar a:; ubout. 

,tli,;_s-:,i,if~-nrne-ru "tPil ,·o·u .thilt ~-ou nre.·n ·rniitt ten 111illion o' them hniry' cf,\:arr~ '11iliii' :tl~J~ll. 
of .. llf<?'tir~·t=:~,-_ill~·•·f,;-r f~'11 1/i11' :5•our sh?!)t~n.'_-'ii(?~h~ He ~n,s •"tlia1· t,; ·,nrrT':'ei11 >'\tli" li1i~ ti ~~g\ni_~lt 

.•·· "~!.l!!~d..: l'!P]:l)_9):t_11\ th_1!1I~ l~ ~r?."",1:1 ~'-1; ~C';Pt:.c r:!,• ~f h!:-; go)~L-.rla~{'tl ~lU\~<l~, flll tlic-y f'J lllRl'dnn' 
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