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Gripping Long Detective-Thriller of Adventure on the High Seas . . .

CHAPTER 1.
The Boy in White Flannels!

L ELL, it’s good-bye to Iudia,
guv’'nor,” said Nipper cheer-

fully. “I'm not sorry. Cricket

will be in full ewing at St.
Frank’s, and I'm sure I don’t %now how
the Junior XI is getting on without its
skipper !

Nelson Lec laughed.

“I fancy the St. Fraunk’s Junior XI is
doing quite well, young ’un,” Ie eaid
dryly. “Don’t forget the old adage—‘ out
of sight, ont of mind.” ”’

“And another ome, sir,” said Nippcr
promptly. “‘ Absence makes the heart
grow fonder,” ” |

“You win!” chuckled the greaf
detective. ““That's the worst of these old
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Homeward bound from India, the giant liner ‘‘ Orient
ploughs majestically through the shimmering seas,
carrying among her passengers Nelson Lee, the famous
detective and his boy assistant, Nipper.

No thought of

danger is in Lee’s mind, but for all that, danger in diabolical form stalks close

at hand.

Suddenly, the peaceful voyage back to England becomes trans-

formed into a nightmare of horrors, with Nelson Lee and Nipper struggling
against unknown foes for life itself. :

proverbs; you can gencrally find one
whiclh contradicts another.”

The famous pair stood on the promenade
deck of the liner, Orient. Bombay swel-
tered in the glare of the afternoon sun-
light. From where Lec and Nipper stood
they could gaze down upon the busy
activity of the dock; and they had a
* wide panoramic view of the Island City
of India.

“When do we push off, guv'nor?” asked
Nipper.

“Very soon now, replied
Nelson Lee. ‘“Passengers’ friends will
soon have to be going across the gang-
ways. Fortunately, there's nobody to see
us off. Such partings arec embarrassing.”

“Jiven Otho and Zenn haven’t had the
decency to come along and wave to us,”

I think,”

said Nipper, grinning.
guv’'nor, I supp
on this boat?
wouldn’t it?”

“No; they’re not aboard the Orient,”
answered Lee. “I don’t think we shall be
troubled by thosc gentry for quite a
while.”

They were recferring to Count Ivor
Otho and Dr. Zenn; the two daring
criminals who have escaped from a train
on its journcy to Puljara. It was because
of thesc crooks that Lee and Nipper had
come to India; but that episode was
now definitely over, and they were turning
their faces homeward.

“You’ll be glad to get back again, won’'t
you, you hulking old ruffian?” said
Nipper, as a cold nose nuzzled against his

“By the way,
ose those beauties aren't
That would be pretty rich,
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hand.. “I'm afraid you’ll have a pretty
lean tlmo of it, as far as cxercising goes,
while we’re on this voyage. If you start
romping around these promenade decks
with any degrce of boisterousness you’ll
create havoe.”

Wolf, the great Alsatian, who was
squattmo- on the deck near by, cocked his
head on one side and gravely pretended
that he understood all that Nipper was
saying.

" St. Frank’s—that’s’your real home, my
son,” went on Nipper. “If it comes to
that it’s our real home, too,” he added
wistfully. “But we'll soon be back—and
then you’ll be able to romp about the
playing fields and the paddocks to your
heart’s content.”

He patted the enormous dog’s shaggy
neck, and Wolf wagged his tail. It was at
that moment that a child, playing with
a tenpis ball, threw the ball with unin-
tentional force down the deck. It skimmed
past Wolf, and went bouncing along
merrily.

It was far more than Wolf could resist.
With a joyous bark he was after that
tennis ball in a flash.

“Here! None of that, you silly: dis-
guised elephant!” shouted Nipper, start-
img after him. “Come Dback! Hey,
Wolf I

But Wolf was going all out now, and
he was just sklmmma past the open door-
way of ihe outer lonnge when a figure in
white flannels sauntered out.

Crash !

The figure in white flannels went flying
—for when Wolf collided with any ordi-
nary human being, that human being was
certain to get the worst of it.

“What did I say?” groaned Nipper.
“Once that dog starts gambolling he’s
liable to turn the giddy ship on its beam
cnds 1”

As he was running up the deck an ex-

pression of mmo'led amazement and
horror  came into his eyes. For a
dark-skinned man, who had immedi-

ately followed-the white flannelled figure
out of the doorway, had flashed a
wicked-looking knife from his sash, and
he was tu1n1no' upon Wolf with deadly
purpose. Nlppel was still too far off to
take any action.

“Put that rib-tickler away, Zafar, you
old idiot,” said the figure in flannels, as he
made a glab at the Indian’s arm. * What
the dickens will you be up to next?”

The man spoke volubly in his own
tongue.

“Rats !” said the other. “The dog was

ﬁnly romping ; it was my fault as much as
is 33
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Nipper arrived, breathless.

“Thanks—that was decent of you,” he-
panted. '‘Wolf is the clumsiest mongrel
alive—and he looked like being dead a
second ago.”

“Monmcl" Surely not?”

“I only call him that when I'm wild
with him,” said Nipper. ‘“You ought to
sce him droop his ears when he hears it.
He knows it’s a term of disgrace. Look"
at him now! Yes, you ought to be jolly
well ashamed of yourself, my lad !”

Wolf looked duly penitent.

By this time Nelson Lee had arrived.
Zafar, the servamt, was standing motion-
less, immobile. His master was a clean-
limbed boy of about fifteen. His face was
pleasant, and when he smiled his eyes
twinkled with mischief.

“I’m alw ays having trouble with Zafar,”
he said apolocetlcally ‘“He insists upon
following me about, and guarding me.
It’s an awful nuisance.’

“I hope you weren’t hurt just now, when
this canine battering-ram bowled you
over?” asked Nipper.

“A bruise, perhaps,” said the boy in
flannels. “ What does it matter? You are
fellow passengers of mine, perhaps? I'm
glad to get acquainted so soon. My name
1s Maynard, and I am bound for England.”

“Then we ought to see quite a lot of
each other on the trip,” said Nipper, as
he shook hands. “My mname’s Dick
Hamilton—but I’'m known to my friends as

Nipper. This is my guardian, Mr. Nelson
Lee.”
The TDoy’s eyes opened wide with

astonishment and delight.

-“Well, I’'m jiggered!” he ejaculated.
“This is wonderful! This is most mar-
vellous !”

“We are very flattered,” smiled Nclson
Lee.
He turned to Nipper.

““Perhaps you do not know, young ’un,
that our fellow passenger is the son of
Gencral Maynard, V.C., Governor of tho
State of Oom?”

Clive Maynald groancd, his sudden joy
all gone.

“When I stepped aboard this ship, sir,
I was hoping that I shouldn’t hear any
more of that,” he protested. “I can give
you my word, it’s not all honey being the
son of a governor. I am going to a great
English pubhc school, and it is my hope
that I shall be tleated in just the same
way as the other boys.”

“A great English public school?” re-
peated Nipper cunously “What is tho
name of it?”
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“It is called St. Francis College—but 1
believe it is commonly rcferred to as St.
Frank’s,” replied Clive Maynard,

CHAPTER 2.
A Commission for Nelson Lee!

c¢ T. FRANK'S!” cjaculated Nipper.
S “Why, that’s my school !”
“I know,” replied Clive. “A
fortunate meeting, eh? And you,
sir—you are my headmaster,” went on the
boy, turning to Lee. *“‘I can see I must
be on my best bechaviour.”

“Oh, no,” laughed the detective. “I
shall have no control over you until you
actually become a St. Frank’s scholar. “I
urge you not to look upon me as a school-
master during this voyage.”

“How did you know?” asked Nipper.
“I mean—about us?”’

“It is not a mystery—as you shall pre-
sently discover,” laughed the other. It
has been my one dream to go to England.
I have had English - tutors, yes; I have
been to a great school here, in Bombay.
But it is not the same. I am English, but
I have ncver seen my Mother Country.
And now I'm going !” .

A steward approached at this moment
and paused hesitatingly.

“Mr. Lee, sir?” he asked, looking at the
detective.

11 Yes.” .

“Mr. Walters would like a word with
you at once, sir, in the lounge.”

“I’ll come,” said Lee.

KN

He had not the remotest inkling as to Y

who Mr. Walters was; but he soon dis-
covered that this genial individual was
the Oriont’s second officer.

“There’s a sort of Brass Hat asking for
you, Mr. Lee, and he’s accompanied by
two posh-looking native attendants,” said
Mr. Walters. “They’ve becn shown into
your state-room and are awaiting your
pleasure.” . . .

“H'm! It sounds quite mysterious,”
smiled Lee. “TI’ll go at once.”

As he walked towards his state-room he
wondered if these important personages,
who so urgently sought an interview, were
in any way connected with Mahommed Ali
Khan, the Rajah of Puljara. Not long
ago Nelson Lee had had the audacity to
force his way into the Rajah’s palace, and
his highness might be concocting a spot
of bother.

But Lee was wrong.

‘The Brass Hat proved to be a stout,
genial officer, giving the name of Major
Mansell. :

“Sorry to butt in just as you're on the
point of sailing, Mr. Lee,” he said
breezily, after the introductions. *But 1t
wasn’t until practically the last minute
that my chicf learned that you were sail-
18g on this liner. I happened to be in
Bombay, so he wired me, and here I am.”

“T am still at a loss,” smiled Lee.

“My chicf is General Maynard, the
Governor of Oom, and it so happens that
his son is aboard this packet,” explained
the major. “You may have scen him
already. He is going to St. Frank’s.
You’re connected with St. Frank’s, and
you're on the same ship. That’s the posi-
tion in a nutshell.”

The major carried on. Boiled down, it
appeared that General Maynard wanted
Lee to keep a watchful, friendty eyc on the
general’s son during the voyage; and, in
fact, to take nominal charge of him.

“I shall be only too pleased to look
after the youngster,” said Lee readily.
“As for this commission, it’s quite un-
necessary——" , '

“Net so unnecessary as you think,” broke
in the major, becoming serious. “I’'m not
empowered to say anything, but between
you and me, and strictly under our bhats,
the general ‘has half an idea that the
youngster might not have a peaceful
voyage.” |

“Oh!” said Lee slowly. ‘“Can’t you be
a little more explicit?”

““Afraid not,” said the major. “I can’t
—because I don’t know anything for
certain myself. The very fact that the
general wired to me, and asked me to sec
ou, is queer. I believe somcthing hap-
pencd to the boy on his journey to Oym—
somebody tried to get at him, or somec-
thing.”

“Do you mean an attempt was made on
his life?” asked the detective, who was
irritated by this mystery.

“I don’t think it was as bad as *hat,”
replied the major. ‘“Anyhow, the general
wants you to keep an eye on the kid, and
I am empowered to pay you, in advance,
any fee-——"

“Confound it, Major Mansell, this 1is
absurd,” interrupted Lee, quite annoyed.
“I couldn’t think of accepting any fee for
such a friendly service.”

“India’s a rum place,” said the major
heavily. *““And Oom is one of the
rummiesi places in India. As for young
Clive, he’s a decent enougl kid, but he
was born in India, brought up in India,
and half the time he speaks the native
lingo. Even his English is a bit stilted,
you’ll notice. It’s a good thing he’s
going to England—it’ll change him a lot.”
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“I've scen the boy, and I don’t know
that he nceds changing,” emiled Lce.

“He does,” declared the other, shaking
his head. “Up there, in Oom, the
governor is like a ruling prince—and the
son of the govermor is kow-towed to by
cveryone. The kid’s all right, but he goes
about with a native servant, and ever
since his childhood he’s been able‘to have
his lightest wish granted. That’s not good
for a boy.”

“He'll have the rough corners knocked
off him at St. Frank’s,” said Lee dryly.
“There are no spccial privileges in the
IEnglish public schools, as you know.”

“You bet I know,” said the major.
“I’'m an old public school boy myself.” Hec
became grave again. ‘“‘Clive has been say-
ing that he means to finish with cere-
mony,” he went on. ‘‘He wants to be free,
like any other English kid. His father
thinks that this sudden change might
affect him. And that’s why he wants you
to keep your eye on the boy.”

Nelson Lee did not believe it. There
was something else behind this. Either
Major Mansell did not know any more, or,
for some obscure reason, he kept it to him-
sclf. Anyhow, the major had executed his
little commission, and he  went ashore
contented.

Clive Maynard was by the detective’s
side as the latter returncd from the gang-
way; and Clive was looking indignant.

“That fussy old fossil!” he exclaimed
rebelliously. “What did he want, Mr,
Lee? There’s always fuss! They’'d like
to wrap me up in cotton wool. TI’ll bet my
pater sent him to ask you to sce that I
don’t get into any mischief.”

“Something like that,” replicd I.ee, with
a.ghuckle. “But don’t worry—I'm on your
side.”

““Good egg!” said Clive, with relief.
“What can happen to me on this liner?
In Oom I'may be important—or the people
think I am. But here I’'m as free as the
air.” '

Little did he know what the voyage was
to lead to!

CHAPTER 3.
The Figure of Mystery!

‘ URING the first week of the voyage
Nelson Lee enjoyed a well-earned
rest. It just suited him to loaf
about, frankly and wholchcartedly

lazy.

Hc was such an active man, and his lifo
was so full of perils, that he always looked
upon a sea voyage as a holiday. He spent
his days lounging in deck-chairs, dozing,

Rousing school yarn of fun and mystery.

or reading; and at night he slept like 4
top. TUsually he was fed up to the tecth
long before a voyage was over—champing
at the bit, so to speak, in his impaticnce
to get to solid work again.

More than once he and Nipper had
chuckled heartily over Major Mansell’s
visit.” For Clive Maynard was likeable,
inoffensive, and the thought that any
harm could come to him was absurd.

He got very friendly with Nipper; and
within a few days he knew as much about
St. Frank’s, almost, as Nipper himself.
And when 1t came to cricket, Clive was
almost fanatical.

““Cricket! It’s the king of all games,”
be declared, his eyes glowing. “I have
played cricket, yes. It is even said that
I am a very fair batsman—but of that
you shall judge. What a pity i€ is we
cannot play cricket on board. Such foolish
games as tennis and queits, yes.” He
shrugged with disgust. * Could we not tip
the stewards and get them to rig up nets
for us?”

Nipper laughed outright; Clive’s way of
talking always amused him.

“If you get behind a cricket-bat, my

‘son, I can see you swiping out so vigor-

ously in your enthusiasm that you’re liable
to do a hefty slice of damage,” he said.
‘““Cricket balls aren’t soft—and there’s lots
of glass about these decks, to say nothing
of human hcads and other anatomical
parts. No; I'm afraid cricket is off.”

“But on the boat deck—right at the
top?” suggested Clive hopefully.

““Worse than ever,” said Nipper. “We
should have the whole ship a playing
field, and we should brain somebody in less
than two minutes. Xecn on cricket, aren’t
you ?”

“I have a bat—a present from my
father,” said Clive softly. ‘‘Oh, yes, I have
more than one bat. I have three bats.
Shall I be considered impudent, at your
school, for owning three bats?” hc asked
anxiously. ‘‘Is that very ostentations? I
hope you will say ¢ No,” as I prize my bats
above all my other possessions.”

Nipper grinned.

“Some of our chaps have half-a-dozen
bats,” he said genially.

And Clive Maynard was overwhelmingly
rclieved.

Not once, but a dozen times, he took
Nipper down to his luxurious state-room
and proudly showed him the cricket bats.
Nipper examined them and admired them
with Dbecoming gravity. They wero
English-made, of course, and thcy were
quite topping bats. But Nipper did not
mention that cqually good bats were to be
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Silently Clive stole up
behind the midnight ine
truder and with a cat=
like leap landed fairlyon - =
the native’s shoulders, =2 -
‘¢ Caught you red- 2
handnﬁ}wmy friend ! ”’
patsed the boy.

found by the dozen knocking about the
various houses of St. Frank’s.

“I bclieve he goes to bed with those
giddy cricket bats, guv’nor,” remarked
Nipper one night, as hc and Neclson Lec
were undressing.

“I'm glad to sec that he is so enthusi-
astic,” returned Lee. “But in my cele-
brated role of schoolmaster,” he added
primly, “I hope he is equally enthusiastic
about his studies.”

Nipper was not far wrong; for at that
very moment Clive Maynard was standing
1n the centre of his state-room making

Now on Sale. 7

wild swipes at the air with his favourite

bat of the three. Zafar, who was stand-
ing by in fear of his life, watched with a
sort of despairing terror. Catching the
man’s cye, Clive desisted, and sighed.

‘“ Honestly, Zafar, you give me the pip !”
he said with refreshing candour. “‘You
think I'm crazy, don’t you?”

“My young master desires to undress?”
asked Zafar, who was far too wisc. to
commit himself.

“When I desire to undress, you image,
I'll undress,” replied tho other. ““As for
you, you can buzz off! How many times
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have I told you that I don’t want you
at my beck and call? I shall have to fend
for myself at St. Frank’s—so I might as
well start now.”

Zafar, who did not fully comprehend,
looked stolid.

“You needn’t think I'm going to talk
to you in anything clse but i]nglish—
because I'm not,” continmed Clive. “I
suppose you'zre shocked because I use a few
slang words? I'm getting in training for
St. Frank’s, my ugly-faced friend! I’ve
heard, on the best authority, that slang
is much in vogue at the English public
schoeols. The chaps don’t have servants to

undress ’em, either. So are you going -of

your own accord, or shall I kick you in
the slacks?” .
Zafar, with much bowing and scraping,

and with an infinitely sad look on his face, -

departed. Whereupon Clive continued bhis
swiping to his heart’s content.

Zafar slept in the next cabin, which
could be rcached by a communicating door.
Before commencing this voyage he had
becn ordered to watch over his young
master ; but he had long since given it up
as a bad job. Clive refused to be watched
over.

Soon Zafar was asleep. And Clive, being
healthily tired, turned in almost immedi-
ately afterwards.

The seca was calm, and the great liner
ploughed sedately on her way. It was
towards midnight when a shadowy figure,
entering Zafar’s cabin like a will-o’-the-
wisp, padded silently over to the bed.
Zafar’s breathing was regular; it seund-
denly became forced and unmnatural, and
the bed spring creaked.

And then—silence.

'CHAPTER 4.
Thanks to Cricket!

LIVE MAYNARD dreamed.

It is rather a contradiction of
things for onc to have a day dream
at midnight; so it will be correct

to say, perhaps, that Clive indulged in a
waking dream. |

He lay in bed, long after he should have
been fast asleep, thinking of green fields,
of closely-cropped turf, of white flannclled
figures.

Cricket ! :

Ever since he could remember, he had
dreamed of cricket in England, where the
grass and the trees arc green. And before
very long he would actually be amid those
sccnes. Sleep would not come to him. He
was trying to picture, in his mind’s eye,
the stalwarts of St. Frank’s Junior XI.

cricketer.

Gripping story of adventure in Africa

Nipper had told him so much about them
that he felt that he almost knew them.
The burly Edward Oswald Handforth,
famous leader of Study D—a great slogger,
but not a really pretty bat. Then there
was Reggie Pitt, of the West House; and
Vivian Travers and Sir James Potts and
Harry Gresham—— Yes, rather! Harry
‘Gresham was the son of a famous England .
His mind went back to Hand-
forth. Handforth was the fellow who could
knock the ball right over the pavilion
roof for a six. Handforth could keep the
wholc field fagging away—
‘Subconsciously, Clive noticed that the
communicating door was softly and
slowly opening. There was a certain
amount of motion on the ship, but it was
rather pleasant than otherwise. And all
the time there was the gentle “throb-
throb-throb ¥ of the powerful engines, far
below in the bowels of the vessel. And
that sound had now become such an
integral part of life on shipboard that it
was no longer noticed.
““My only sainted aunt !” breathed Clive.
There was no light in the state-room,
but the windows opcned right out upon
the promenade deck—and there were lights
there. The curtains were closcly drawn,
and the faintest glow camc through
them, filling the interior of the cabin
with an intense gloom which was just
better than complete darkness.

And Clive, whose eyes were keen, saw a
shadewy figure crecping through the com-
municating doorway. He knew Zafar’s
dag-like devotion to duty. The silly
fellow was probably creceping in so that
he could sleep on the floor, close to his
young master. And Clive decided, then
and there, that he wouldn’t have any of it.

- The figure, at that moment, was sil-
houetted sharply against one of the cur-
tained windows. The boy did not stir, but
a quiver passed through him. In that
flash he knew that the imtruder was not
Zafar! This man was skinny, and the
silhouette indicated that he was bare to
the waist. It was such an extraordinary
happening that Clive wondered, for a tense
moment, if he was really dreaming it all.

But no; he knew that he was wide-
awake. He saw the intruder move over
to a cabin trunk and insert a knife into
the top. Then he stopped.

At that moment, Clive slid out of bed
on the further side. It was mnot a berth,
such as one usually associates with a
ship’s sleeping cabin; for this state-
room was a really sumptuous bed-room,
and although the inlaid rosewood bed was
clamped to the floor, it was nevertheless
a conventional bed.
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And there was plenty of room beneath
it.

Clive was not afraid—he was merely
agog with inward excitement. Having
rcached the space beneath the bed, he lay
absolutely motionless, face downwards—
and now he had reversed lils position, so
that his head was at the bed’s foot.

~ In the gloom, he saw, faintly, the barc
fcet of the intruder. The man was creep-
ing nearer and necarer to the bed; now hLe
was next to it. Clive felt, rather than
heard, the slight depression of the springs
and the mattress. He did distinctly hear
the sharp intake of breath which immedi-
ately followed.
“That’s given him
something to think
about,” thought the

VYV VVVVVVVVVVVVVYVS
IT AMAZES! IT GRIPS! IT THRILLS!

And in that moment of tension he proved
his mettle.

Without making the slightest sound, he
wormed his way out from bencath the bed,
the soft carpet deadening his movements.
Once completely clear, he raised himsclf
inch by inch, his gaze never for a sccond
leaving the intruder, whose back was
towards him.

Clive stepped forward—one pace—two
paces—three paces. Then, tensing his
muscles, he sprang.

—————

CHAPTER 5.
The Mystery!

T was a perfectly-
judged leap. The

boy.

For almost a full
minute the intruder
did not move. Then,
uncxpectedly, the
beam from an electric
torch shot out. With
quick movements, the
man padded to the
door, and satisfied
himself that it was
sccurely fastened. He
had evidently come to
the conclusion by now
that Clive was not in
the state-room. Per-
haps he had been at-
tacked by sea-sick-
ness, and had been
obliged to pay a hurried visit to the ship’s
side.

At all events, the intruder proved, by
his very actions, that he had no suspicion
of the boy’s rcal presence. A slight
metallic jingle sounded, and, to Clive's
surprise, he saw that the man was trying
to force the trunk again.

The boy could now sec that his visitor
was dark-skinned—a lean, scraggy indi-
vidual, and his only clothing was a loin-
cloth. Clive saw all this in the reflected
light from the electric torch. ‘The man
was systematically going {hrough the
drawers of the wardrobe trunk.

Yet it was inconceivable to think that.
this fellow was an ordinary petty thief.
The very fact that he was an Indian was
significant.

He had not come to this state-room by
chance—Dbut he had selected it deliberately.
And he had taken the precaution to deal
with Zafar first. What had happened to
Zafar? A sudden premonition of danger—
¢f tragedy—came to the boy. '

‘“LOOTERS OF THE
FAR NORTH!”’

VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVY

plucky boy landed

fairly and squarely
on the intruder’s
shoulders.

A gasp sounded, and
the man, with mingled
consternation and fury,
staggered back. DBut
try as he would, he
could not shake his
attacker off.

“Caught

you red-
handed, my friend!
panted Clive. “You're
a pretty poor hand at
searching, aren’t you?
Y Why didn't you look
under the bed?”

Finding it impossible
) to shake the boy off,
the intruder adopted new tactics. Lanting
heavily, he suddenly dropped full length to
the floor, Clive rolled on the carpot, but, in
a flash, and with the agility of a trained
acrobat, he was on his fcet—just in time to
grab at the dim figure of the intruder as it
made a dash for the communicating door,

Crash!

The boy’s fist hammered with terrific force
into tho other’s face, and a thin gasp of
agony sounded. The man reeled bacg under
the shock of the blow, and, as luck would
have it, his hand fell upon one of the cricket
bats which stood against the wall. He
gripped the bat and swung it round.

Instead of aiming a direct blow at Clive,
however, he rammed the end of the bat into
the boy's middle. It was a most cffective
form of attack—for Clive, for all his pluck,
was instantly doubled up.

Momentarily  winded, he reeled baock,
groaning, aund in that fateful moment the
mtruder lcapt through the communicating
doorway and whipped the door to.

Clive was not ecight scconds in getting to
the door and opening it—for there was no
means of securing it on the other side.
Although in pain still, ne reached the clectric
light switches and pressed them down,
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The iutruder had gone.

Flinging open the door which gave on to
the decck, Chve stared up and down. There
was not a soul in sight. The promenade
deck was deserted as far as the eye could
rcach. The sound of the swishing water as it
surged past the vessel’s sido came to the
boy’s ears, and from somcwherc far distant
there sounded the vague clanging of a bell,
followed by some gruff orders, But in the
immediate vicinity—silence,

*“Rats!” muttered Clive. “And I didn’t
cven get a glimpse of his face ”

He broke off, for he had caught sight of
Zafar on the floor. Zafar was motionless.
Running up to him, Clive scized the servant
by the shoulders and shook him. But he
might as well have shaken a dummy. The
man showed no signs of life. Horrified,
.Clive backed away.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Zafar, and I have called him bad names; byt
he is a faithful fellow and a good servant.”
“I cannot name the drug at the moment,”
continued Nelson Lee. “It might be some
hours before he comes to himself. But his
pulse is firm, and his breathing, although soft,
quite regular, 1 imagine the drug was
injected 1n some way. Do you know any-
thing about this extraordinary occurrence,

Maynard ?”

Clive, in simple words, rclated exactly
what had happened.

“Let me compliment you upon your
courage,” said Nelson Lee, at length. ‘“But

at tho same time, my boy, I must condemn

vou for your rashness, It was very foolhardy .

for you to attack that man single-handed.”

- “1 did not think of that,” said Clive.
“Well, it is a very mystcrious occurrence,’

said Lee. ‘“Do you know of any reason why

“H(e]’s deiidzl”f he . your servant §hould
gasped. ‘Zafar— ) be drugged, and your
deﬁd!" . houoh SPECIAL COUPON ::s[tate-rooogm ransack(led ?
is = first thought . . suppose you realise
was to sound the Cut it out and read .the particulars thatp but for your
alarm; then, running on the opposile page. presence of mind in
back into hig own getting under the
state-room, he bed you would prob-
whipped up a dress- ably have becen
ing-gown and put it drugged, too?”
on. He got into a “That, sir, had
pair of slippers, and occurred to  me,”
a moment later he nodded Clive. “But

was racing for
Nelson Lee’s cabin,
which was on the
same deck and not
far distant.

The door being un-
locked, Clive burst in.
~ Uaaallo! Who's that ?” came Nelson Lee's
inquiry in a keenly wakeful voice.
~ Chive felt for the light switch and pressed
it down. Lee had been soundly sleeping a
moment before, but he had a faculty of
beooming widely awake at an instant’s notice,

‘“Why, Maynard, what’s this?” he asked,
slipping out of bed. ‘“What are you doing
here at this hour of the night?”

_Nipper was awakce by now, and blinking
in the light.

“My scrvant, Mr. Lee,” panted the young
visitor. ‘““He 13 dead!”

““Dead 7 echoed Lec in amazement,

“I think murdered!”

“But this is incredible !” said the detective,
getting into his dressing-gown. “I'll come
with you.”

Nipper came, too. They all ran back to
Clive’s suite—and it was just as well, perhaps,
that none of the ship’s officers or men saw
them, or there would certainly have been an
inquiry.

Nelson Lee bent over Zafar, and after a
bricf examination an expression of relief
came into his eyes, and he turned to the
anxious boy.

“No, this man isn’t dcad,” said Lee, *“He
is only drugged.”

“Oh, I am glad,” said Clive gratefully.
“1 have sometimes been much annoyed with

I know of no reason
why this thing should
have happened.”

Nelson Lee looked
very thoughtful; he
was recalling  the

visit of Major Man-
sell, before the liner had left Bombay.

CHAPTER 6.
The Man in State-room No. 27.

LIVE scemed to rcad Nelson Lee’s
thoughts.
_ “You believe that Major Mansell

was cxpecting this when he asked vou
to take charge of me, sir 7’ he asked. ‘“ But
no, I am surc that that was only my father’s
whim. He found out that you were aboard
this ship, and his suggestion that you should
watch over me was induced solely by his love
of me.” :

“But for the drugging of Zafar, I might be
inclined to think t%)at your midnight visitor
was mecerely a member of the crew—a lascar,
perhaps,”” said Lee slowly. ‘There are quite
a few lascars in the stokehold, I belicve, and
many of them are thugs of the worst type.”

“But why should they pick on me?” asked
Clive, 1n wonder.

“They know of your father’s position—and
this man might have come to your cabin for
the purposc of commonplace robbery,’? said
Lee. “gfet I do not favour that explanation.
Zafar would not have been drugged, but
knocked on the head, or possibly knifed. Is

(Continued on page 12.)
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THE DANGER SHIP!

(Continued from page 10.)

there anything amongst your possessions,
Maynard, which is of particular value?”

“I have money—yes, a good bit,” replied
the boy. “But I wasn’t foolish enough to
keep it in my state-room. It is deposited
with the purser, I have some jcwels, but
they are quite simple.”

‘““Was there anything entrusted to you by
your father?”

“ Nothing.”

“H'm! I suppose I ought to rcport this
matter to the captain——-"

“Please do not, sir,” said Clive quietly.
“If you do, there will be talk, and that wll
be so embarrassing.”

“Well, T'll see,” replied Nelson Lee., “It
all depends upon Zafar’s condition in the
morning, I £on’t think there 1s any possi-
bitity of your mysterious friend paying
another visit to night. You had better get
to bed, my boy.”

After they had bade him good-night, they
returned to their own state-room; and Nelson
Lec’s first task was to rapidly dress.

“You’d better turn in again, young ’un,”
he said crisply. ‘It seems to me that this
job of watching over young Maynard is not
so formal as I first thought.”

“T’'d better get dresseg, too, guv’'nor—-

“Nonsense! You get your sleep,” said
Lee. *‘There’s not a chance in a thousand
that anything else will happen during the
night. I just want to be on the safe side,
that’s all.”

He was right. By the time morning came

nothing had happened. Zafar awoke with a
splitting headacﬁe, but, beyond that, he was
quite himself. And he knew nothing of the
nocturnal visitorr He did not remember
being drugged, or even disturbed in his
sleep.
Cﬁvo did not give him full particulars of
the ocourrence, making light of the whole
affair. And Zafar was given strict orders to
ho'd his tongue.

Before the usual breakfast hour, Nelson
Lee got hold of one of the engineer officers
and asked to be taken down to the engine-
room and the stokehold. He went on quite
a tour—and during the course of that tour
he saw several lascars. But as far as he
ocould see, not one of them was suffering from
a bruised face.

According to Clive’s story, he had *““got
home ’” a regular pile-driver, and it was
cerrain that he had marked the intruder.
By making casual and guarded inquiries, Lee
ascertained that none of the Indians amongst
the crew were showing signs of a fight.

It was at breakfast-time, in the big dining
saloon, that Lee, with his usual keenness,
noticed something different.

Since the commencement of the voyage two
quxet-lookmF men had taken their meals at
another table on the other side of the saloon.
This morning, for the first time, only one
seat at that table was occupied. It was a

”
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small enough point, but Lee was looking for
small points. .

If either of those two men were to be
affected by sea-sickness, the malady would
have manifested itself before now. But they
had always caten heartily; and, moreover,
Lee had given them rather close attention,
because he had an idea they were not the
guiet, respectable people they pretcnded to

e.
Lee had an eagle eye for crooks. And on
shipboard crooks are to be found in the most
unexpected guise. Lee had never definitely
suspected the two men, but, in a subconscious
way, he had docketed them in his mind for
further attention. Their conduect, since the
beginning of the voyage, had been
exemplary; they were American University
professors on a tour of general knowledge.

And this morning one of them failed to
appear at breakfast! 3

There might be nothing in it. But Nelson
Lee also recalled that the pair occupied
State-room No. 27—and it was on the
same deck as Clive Maynard’s own suite.
Another small point, but interesting.

The meal proceeded, and Lee, after a
while, made a show of feeling in his pockets.

“I must have left my cigarettes in the
cabin,” he said casually. ‘“As I’m missing
this course, I’ll slip away for a minute.”

“T’'ll go if you like, guv’'nor,” said Nipper.

““No—you get on with your breakfast.”

Lee sauntered out, fully aware of the fact
that his cigarette-case was snug in his pocket
all the time.

He did not go to his own cabin—but to
State-room No. 27.

He walked straight in without knocking,
and, having got in, he looked round with a
sudden start of surprise. The missing
American University professor was partaking
of a solitary—and substantial—breakfast near
the window.

“I really beg your pardon,” said Lee,
backing out. ‘‘ Most inexcusable on my part,
sir! I'm afraid I came into the wrong
cabin.”

His confusion was well assumed as he de-
parted without waiting for the other to
reply. And Lee had found ort all that he
wanted to know.

The man in State-room No. 27 could see
out of only one eye—the other being so
bruised that it was completely closed!

CHAPTER 7.
Nelson Lee’s Theoryl

HE detective was frowning thoughtfully
as he went back to the dining saloon.
the fact that Mr. Walter Digby had
a black eye proved nothing—except

that He had received a violent blow on that
section of his physiognomy. But, to say the
least, it was an extraordinary coincidence.
Clive Maynard had got home a terrific
swipe on that unknown intruder; znd here
was this man so self-conscious of an injury
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that he rofused to appear in publicl And
fast night he had been unmarked.

“I've had my doubts about Mr. Walter
Digby and Mr. Kendrick Holland for some
time,” murmured Lee. ‘I fancy that those
learned men warrant some close attention
on my part. Why did Digby brown himself
and search young Maynard's cabin in tho
middlo of the night?”

Back at the broakfast tablo, Lee, without
appearing to do so, gave Holland more atten-
tion than usual. He looked a respectable
enough man. He was quite at his case, too.
- Lee was intrigued,

““I want to havo a talk with you, young
un,” ho said, taking Clive aside after break-
fast. ‘“We'd better go to your statc-room.”

Clive was willing enough. Indced, anxious,
for the night’s adventure had troubled him.
Nipper went, too, and Lec carcfully closed
tho door. Zafar was not present.

“You'ro quite sure that your scrvant is
to be trusted ?”’ asked Lce. *‘I'm not really
doubting him, but there's a possibility that
ho willingly succumbed to the drug——"

“I don't beliove it, Mr. Lee,” interrupted
Clive quiokly. “‘Zafar has becen a sort of
guardian to mo eyer since I was a tot. He's
accompanied me evorywhere. I didn’t really
want him to come to England, but h: begged
my father to permit it. He's as faithful
as a dog. He’d die for me, if nccessary—
and sometimes I feel quite uncomfortable
about his devotion,”

““Then wo can dismiss Zafar as a possible
factor,” saild Nelson Lee. ‘“He was just a
victim. Now, Maynard, the man who
drugged Zafar can:e 1into this state-room with
a definite object. Ho was searching for
something—and wo can assuine that the
romething is of value.”

“But that's impossible,” protested Clive.
‘““I’ve got nothing of value in my trunk.
That fellow was an Indian—-"’ -

“Not nccessarily,” interrupted Lee. ‘‘ You
ouly caught a glimpse of him in the gloom;
a brown man dressed only in a loin-cloth,
A very cfficient sort of disguise, in case of
any possible inquiries. It even had me on
tho wrong track at first. I'm certain—now—
that the Intruder was a whitec man.”

Clive looked helpless.

“But that makes it all the more mys-
terious, sir,” he objected. “You're imply-
ing that ono of the passengers deliberately
faked himself up as an Indian and broke in
here, thinking I was amgep.”

“Did your father entrust you with any-
thing ?” asked Lee suddenly.

“I don’t understand, sir.”

“It may seem trivial to .you,” went on tho
dctective. “ A charm of some kind, perhaps
—a letter to somebody—a token to some
friend or relative in England ?” |

‘“No, nothing,” replied Clive.

“Well, I’'m going to look through your
things, with your permission,” ‘said Lee.
“It's pretty clear that the intruder didu’t
find wﬂat e was searching for—you inter-
rupted him too soon. I'll havo a look.”

Ciive was only too cager to lelp.

’

13

And Nelson Lce conducted a microscopic
scarch of every inch of the boy's baggage.
And he was compelled to confess, at the end
of it, that there was nothing to warrant the
singular adventure of the previous night.

Moreover, Clive had only deposited his
money—a considerable sum for a boy, but a
miserable prize for a crook—with the
purser.

“Well, we shall have to keep our eyes
skinned, that's all,” said Lee, at length.
“We'vo drawn a 1' 'k here, but there may
be another line of inquiry.”

He did net say what that line was. Even
Nipper knew nothing of Lee’s in*crest in tho
two Americans. Lee remembered the visit
of Major Mansell, and the general’s anxiety
for his son’s safe arrival in England.

It really seemed to Lee, in fact, that the
Governor of Oom had entrusted Clive with
some valuable object—without Clive &know-
ing anything about it. That meant that tho
‘“something ”’ was hidden.

Leo was compelled to admit that he was at
a loose end; and, as far as he cou'd see, his
only chance of getting any further was to
concentrate upon the men of State-room
No. 217. ,

At that very moment the men of State-
room No. 27 were concentrating upon him!

CHAPTER 8.
The Plotters!

ENDRICK HOLLAND joined his
friend in State-room No. 27, after
breakfast, in a fairly good humour.
Ono look af Digby startled him. For

Digby was visibly shaken; he was pale and
agitated. .
“ Lee’s on to us!” snarled Dlﬁby hoarsely.
““What do you mean?” said the newcomer,

staring. ‘“What's rattled you? You're not
telling me that that fool English detec-
tive—""

“Fool nothing,” interrupted Digby. “ That
guy’s not such a sap as you think. I
telling you, boy, he's poison!”

“Don’t make me laugh!” rctorted Holland
contemptuously.

In the privacy of their cabin there was
a startling difference in these men. They
did not trouble to use the correct Inglish
which, at other times, characterised their
conversation. Nelson Lee, In fact, had * got
their number.” They were members of the
crook fraternity.

In Chicago, from whence they hailed,
Walter Digby would have been recognised
as a desperado who went by the name of
“Snake ” Beratti; his nickname had been
bestowed upon him because of his slippery
ways.

Mr. Kendrick Holland, prior to his depar-
ture from Chicago, had been a notorious
killer in that celebrated city; so -notorious,
in fact, that his intimates knew him

“Butch ”"—this. of course, being short for

as _
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“Butcher.” Like Snake, he was Italian
born, and his real name was Menzini.

In brief, a very ugly pair.

But for all their ugliness these men pos-
sessed a veneer of culture. Dressed in fine
clothes, using false names, they found it
comparatively easy to pass themselves off
amongst decent citizens as respectable mem-
bers of society.

However, in private, no pretecnce was

necessary.

““We’d better get this thing straiglht,
[ 1] ,m

Butch,” said Di%by in a low voice.
telling you that that guy, Lee, is dangerous.”
Butch laughed with derision.
“Forget it!” he sneered. *‘‘That English
bonehead ? Say, I’ll tell you something—"’

“Tell me next week!” snapped Snake,
grasping his companion by the jacket and
staring straight into his face. ‘‘Listen to
me, Butch—and listen good! Lee crashed in
here not long ago, pretending that he had
made a mistake. He saw this eye of mine.
Say, do you think that bluff fooled me? He’s
on to us, I tell you. He hasn’t any proof,
but he’s figured me out as the who
busted into the kid’s cabin during the night.”

Holland became uneasy; there was a
snakish light in Digby’s eye. Holland could
never stand that look. Heé was the bigger
of the two men, and he was far more ruth-
less; but Digby was his master when it came
to brains.

“All right!” ho muttered. “Gee, Snake,
mebbe you ain’t so far wrong at that!”

“I’m telling you that if we’re going to
get that seal we shall have to settle with
Lee first,” said Digby. ‘And the faster we
work, the better! Lee’s no bonehead; I'm
telling you.”

“Yeah, but what can he do?”

“He can prevent us making another
search—and that’s the least he can do,” re-
plied Digby, pacing up and down. *“We
don’t need to worry about Protheroe and
Denney. They think they’re sitting pretty,
and they’re not worrying any. They figure
they’vs got us beat.”

““Maybo they’re right at that,” growled
the other. ‘Seems to me, Snake, that things
ain’t breaking our way. We thought we
i;r:re on a cinch when we came aboard this

at—___”

“We'll pull this job yet,” interrupted the

other. ‘‘Now, listen. ‘.I’m figuring on get-
ting rid of this Lee bird pronto.”
“You don’t mean—bump him off 7"

““You bet I do.”

““Gee, but that’s impossible!
gun a guy on a ship.”

They talked, and Butch Holland was soon
converted. He agreed wholeheartedly that
it would be better from every point of view
if Nelson Lee ‘‘went out.”

““Maybe it seems kind of rash, but that
guy 18 going to cause a whole lot of trouble
if we let him stick around,” said Snake
Digby. “You know me, Butch. When a
puy starts butting into my racket, he soon
fimshes. He finishes because I finish him.”

We can’t

‘ THE SIX-GUN OUTLAW ! ” Another Tale of the Rio Kid.

" Oh, sure!” said Holland. * But seemng as
we’re on this ship, and there’s no sort of
getaway—"

“We can do it easy,” interrupted Digby.
‘“We didn’t travel in India for nothing, huh?
India’s a darned queer country! Providing a
feller goes to work the right way, he can
pick up some uscful dope.”

“You said it!” agrced Butch, watching his
companion fascinatedly.

For Digby had taken a tiny metal box
from his pocket, and, opening this, he re-
vealed two or three needle-like spikes stuck
through a scrap of paper, like pins.

Holland looked at them and shivered.

“Gosh!” he muttered. ‘Do you think
that blamed old fakir was right about
those 7”’

“Sure he was,” said Digby. *“We paid
him real money, too. Now, listen, Butch.
We're going to get the Seal of Oom—and
we’re not going to let any blamed English
detective butt in on our racket! He’s asked
for this bit of trouble.”

OMEWHERE about mid-morning, Nel-
son Lee, having taken his usual *“con-
stitutional ” round the spacious pro-
menade decks, settled himself In a

chair for an hour’s reading.

Nipper and Clive Maynard were sitting on
deck, too, chatting.

It was a fire, sunny morning, and the
sea was smooth. The Orient ploughed her
way onwards, a little world of her own on
the bosom of the ocean.

Holland made his appearance, and, like the
refined American university professor he pre-
tended to be, he stood in the doorway of
the outer lounge, chatting with one of the
ship’s officers. Actually, he was keeping his
cye on Nelson Lee and Nipper—ready to
make a move if either of them got up from
their chairs.

Meanwhile Digby left State-room No. 27,
and it was the easiest thing in the world
for him to slip unobtrusively into Nelson
Lee’s own suite. He chose his time well—
after the steward had paid his usual morning
visit,. y

There was very little fear of a disturb-
ance, and it was not Digby’s inteution  to
remain long. In Lee’s own cabin he quickly
set to work.

Opening the detective’s dressing-case, he
took out one of the hair-brushes. There were
two brushes, but Snake Digby was only in-
terested in one. From his pocket he took
the little metal box containing the curious
needles. And now, lifting one of the needles
out with a small pair of pliers, he gripped
it tightly.

Carefully parting the bristles of . the brush,
he forced the metal end of the spike into
the wood base—so that the needle point pro-
jected upwards, but remained completely
hidden amongst the bristles. By using the
pliers he did this safely, without the slightest
risk of his own hand coming into contact
with the ncedle point.
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He worked with skill and precision. Blip-
ping the pliers into his pocket, he took out
a silk handkerchief, and with this he care-
fully and methodically rubbed the polished
back ana sides of the brush, obliterating any
possible fingerprints he might have made
earlier.

Then, still holding the brush
handkerchief, he carefully slipped
into the dressing-case.

The work had taken him no longer than
three minutes, and he succeeded in getting
out of Nelson Lee’s cabin in the same
manner as he had entered. No living soul

with the
it back

saw him.
Back in his own state-room, the man
smiled evilly. }
“The poor fish won’t know what’s bitten

him!” he muttered, his eyes glowing with
triumph.

It was half an hour before Butch Holland
joined him.
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And Butch, killer though he was, looked
pale.

CHAPTER 9.

Flower of Kashmirl
THE first gong fer lunch had sounded,

and Nelson Lee and Nipper were in
their cabin tidying up for the meal.
Clive Maynard had come in with

them.

‘“Everything is so—so ordinary this morn-
ing, Mr. Lee, that 1 can’t believe' that that
affair happened in the night,” said Clive.
“It seems almost like a dream now. In just
the same way, I can’t think there’s any
danger. After all, who aboard this ship
would want to steal anything out of my
trunks 7"

“Don’t you worry your head about it,
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“0.K.?” answered Butch, after he had
closed the door.

“You bet!” “It’'s a
cinch!”

“You weren’t seen going in or out?”
snapped the other. ‘“When Lee uses that
hair-brush, he’'ll use death!”

“Gosh! You kind of scare me, Snake!”
muttered the other crook. “I’ll pull a gun
on a guy, and 1 guess I'll pump lead into
him. But this poison racket sure gives me
the shivers!”

‘““ Aw, what’s the difference?”’ said Digby.
“That bird had interfered with us, so he’s
just getting what’s coming to him! The
poison on that needle acts in about one

said the other.

minute. That’s all! The tiniest scratch, and
I guess he won't have time to say his
prayers!”

“What about when they find him?” asked
Holland in a whisper.

“That’s the best part of it!” replied
Snake. “There’ll only be a scratch on his
scalp—right amongst his hair. Get that?

It won’t be seen—it won’t be suspected. The
doctor will say that poor sap died of heart
failure.”

“What about that spike in the brush?”

“Easy cnough,” replied Digby. ““When
we hear the commotion, we’ll rush in with
the crowd. Leave it to me—I'll get that
spike out. Not that it really matters,” he
added. ‘‘Lee’s hair-brushes aren’t likely to
be touched afterwards. All we’ve got to do
now, Butch, is to wait.” '

with the towel
may have some-

young ’un,” said Lee, bus
after a wash. “Later on
thing to tell you.”

“I believe you've twigged
guv’nor,” said Nipper eagerly.
tell us now?”

“Oh, no!” laughed Lee. ¢ Here's a good
opportunity-for you to use your eyes, Nipper.
You’ve had the same opportunities as
have had. Let me suggest that you should
make a carefu! but unobtrusive study of our
fellow-passengers. There are one or two at
least who are of great interest.”

The detective had not been so engrossed
in his book that morning as he had appcared
to be. He had, in fact, been fully aware of
Mr. Kendrick Holland’s presence during a
certain half-hour And Lee had had a
shrewd idea, in fact, that Holland had been
watching him.

And Lee was very much on the alert;
his senses, normally acute, were now trebly

something,
‘“Why not

so. Indeed, when he had first entered his
cabin he had taken a swift, comprchensive
look round, but had noticed nothing
different.

“I wish T could do something to help,”
said Clive, troubled. “But 1t’s such a
mystery. I feel so completely helpless, sir.
I mean, there doesn’t seem to be any rhyme
or reason in that quecer adventure.”

Nelson Lee had just combed his hair, and
now with his two hair-brushes in his hands,
he raised them to his nhecad.
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“The advantage of being on a ship is that
there is no particular hurry—"" he began.
And then abruptly he broke off. He had
not yet touched his head with the brushes;
and a curiously alert look had sprung into
his eyes. He stood, in fact, motionless, as
though abruptly turned to stone. Then he
sniffed the air delicately, holding first one
brush under his nose, and then the other.

He rejected one brush at once and turned
to Nipper.

“You don’t use perfume, young 'un, do
you?” he asked.

‘““Me?” ejaculated Nipper, so indignant
that he was careless in his grammar. *‘ Here,
I say, guv’nor! You know jolly well—"

“A perfume known as ‘TFlower of
Kashmir’ is singularly fragrant, and quite
distinctive, too,” continued Lee softly.

“What are you getting at, sir?” asked
Nipper, staring.

“You haven’t used these hairbrushes of
mine, by any chance?”

“OFf course not.”

“H'm! I must admit that I am in-
trigued,” said Lee. ‘More than that—I am
extraordinarily suspicious. Perhaps I am
unduly cautious, but I have always found
that in our profession, Nipper, precaution
costs nothing.”

Ho spoke almost mechanically for  his
thoughts were busy. Again he sniffed at the
hairbrush, and again he caught the faintest
whiff of perfume. A man with less
. delicately-trained nostrils would have noticed
nothing. But ‘Nelson Lee’s sense of smell
was quite remarkable. '

And as he-had put those hairbrushes up
to his head he had caught the first vague
waft, and on the instant he had recognised
the perfume. And he remembered.

He had smelt exactly the same fragrance
in State-room No. 27 when he had
“blundered ” in during breakfast. '

He recognised the perfume—Flower of
Kashmir. The detective’s reasoning powers
were at their acutest. The man Digby used
that perfume obviously or the cabin woul
not have been so distinctly scented. And it
was any odds that Digby used the perfume
on his handkerchief.

Lee found himself looking at the polished
hairbrush with great care. The inference
was that Digby had not only touched the
hairbrush, but he had wiped it with his
handkerchief, thus leaving on it a faint but
distinct trace of perfume.

And why should Digby go to the trouble
of polishing Nelson Lee’s hairbrush? Ior
what other reason but to obliterate any
possible finger-prints? And why only one
brush? Lee sniffed at the second one, and
again he put it down.

Moving across to the window, which looked
right out upon the promenade deck, he
examined the hairbrush in the strong sun-
light which flooded in.

“What are you doing, guv’nor?” asked
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Nipper curiously.
with that brush?”

“I have an idea that there is something
exccedingly wrong with it,” replied Lee,
who was inwardly startled. “Yet it is
fantastic to assume that—— By Jamecs!
What’s this” .

In the sunlignt he had seen a tiny
metallic gleam amongst the bristles. And
now with extreme caution he parted those
bristles, taking care to slide his fingers in
at the roots, so to speak, for already an
awful hint of the truth had come to him.

Nipper and Clive were so astonished that
they came nearer, staring in wonder. They
saw Nelson Lee take a pair of -jeweller’s
pliers from his pocket, and with these he
withdrew an almost invisible needle-like
object from amongst the bristles.

“This is quite an interesting discovery,”
said Lee in a hard, steady voice.

“But what is it, guv'nor?” asked Nipper
quickly. .

“By all the laws of chance I ought now
to be stretched dead on the fleor, that’s
all,” said the detective grimly.

“What!” ejaculated both youngsters.

“T’ll admit that I'm surprised,” went on
Lee. “I really did not think that the situa-
tion was so dangerous. Our unknown
friends are very much afraid of me, Nipper.
They even go to the length of inscrting a
poisoned spike in my hairbrush. A diabolical
contrivance, indced. Seldom have 1 ecn-
countered such a fiendishly-cutining murder
plot, and so simple, too.”

Nipper and Clive Maynard were horrified
as much by Lee’s calmness as by his words.

“You can’t be serious, sir!”’ panted Clive.
“Oh! You don’t mean that—that the man
who came to my state-room last night has
tried to murder you But why?”

“Because I saw him this morning, and he
knows that I suspect him,” replied Lee.
“That’s why, my boy. Look at this. If I
had used the hairbrush in the ordinary way
this needle point would undoubtedly have
scratched my scalp.” .

“But—but that wouldn’t have killed yow
sir,” protested Clive.

“You think not?” retorted Lee, almost
curtly. *“Why should this needle have been
placed in the brush? You don’t imagine,
do you, that it was done as a practical
joke, so that I should harmlessly scratch
myself ? People don’t play jokes like that.
If this point isn’t impregnated with a
deadly poison you can call me a scare-
monger. 1 wish I could prove it. It’s far
too risky to apply any sort of test. But
one moment, though,” he added, a sudden
gleam coming into his eyes. ‘I have an
idea. Give me the cork out of your bottle
of hair lotion, Nipper.”

Nipper, did so, and Lee, with the pliers,
carefully inserted the spike, embedding it
firmly, so that the ‘““business’ end stuck
outwards, untouched

“Is there anything wrong
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Then replacing the cork in the bottle, Lee
sllpped the bottle' into his pocket.

"Poison or not, the little needle is safe
enough there,” he said. “Don’t say any-
thing about this, boys, and don’t look so
scared. I’m not dead, and not likely to be.”

“What’s that you said about an idea,
guv’'nor?”

“I am_going to put something to the
test 1f possible,” replied Leec, as with the
utmost coolness he brushed his hair. “I want
you youngsters to go down to the dining-
saloon as usual. T'll join you in a few
minutes.”
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“Yes, sir,” said the wondering steward.
“1f yc:}l’d like lunchecon here in the cabin,
eir—

“No; I haven’t been thinking about
luncheon, Robbins,” interrupted Lee. * You
were telling me, earlier this morning, about
your unfortunate colleague, Harper. Is
Harper still worried about that poor cat of

his?”

- “Why, yes, sir,” replied Robbins, “I told
you about it. It's a nice cat, but it’s mangy,
or something—caught some discase while we

wero in dock. Mr. Page, the chief steward,

is awful particular about that sort of thing.

The ship’s boat reached the man and a sailor caught his collar in a firm grip. Then to every-
one's amazement they saw him clutching desperately at a cricket bat, holding it up as though
it were more precious than his own life !

““Hold on, sir,” said Nipper. ‘How did
you know that therc was anything ¢ squiffy’
about your hairbrush? I can’t see—— By
Jove! You said something about perfume,
didn’t you? That’s how you twigged it!”

“Men who use perfume should be more
carcful, particularly when they tako steps
to murder people,” said Lee calmly.
“Maynard, my boy, I am becoming vastly
entertained by this little problem of yours.
That somebody should want to ‘bump me
off > proves quite conclusively that your
mystery is well worth solving.”

Lee rcfused to say any more, and he sent
Nipper and Clive away at once—for by this
time the second luncheon gong had sounded.
The detective himself rang the steward’s
bell; and within a minute a cheerful-faced
man appecared.

r “I've been thinking, Robbins,” said Nelson
2CC,

He saw Harper again this morning, and he
said he won’t stand any nonsensc. ‘The cat’s
got to bo destroyed. You see, therc are
other cats aboard, and—"

“I understand,” said Lee. ¢ So Harper’s

ailing pussy is to be destroyed? Do you
know how Harper is to do the deed?”
“Oh, easy enough, sir—chuck it over-

board,” replied the steward. ‘““Harper's
doing it now, I belicve——"

““We must look into this,” said Lee crisply.
“I'm surprised, Robbins! Ill though the
cat undoubtedly 1s, throwing it overboard
i1s unneccessarily cruel.”

“Cruel, sir?” asked Robbins,
“But there’s nothing in drowning a cat

“Well, I think I ean put the poor
creature out of its misery much more rapidly
—and quite painlessly,” said Lee. ‘‘Come
along, Robbins; take me to your fellow
steward.”

staring.

2
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Robhins, very puzzled, obeyed with
alacrity. Passing down the sumptuous stair-
case until they were two or three decks

below, Robbins opened a bulkhead door, and
now he and Lee passed along a drab- colourcd
cleetrically-lit passage.

This was a part of the crew’s quarters—
and very different, by contrast, from the
passengers’ sections of the eship.

Orening a metal door, Robbins entered a
stufty little cabin, where another man 1in
steward’s uniform was engaged in the task
of sewing a buttcn on a white jacket. He
jumped up as soon as he saw Nelson Lce.

* IHarper’s not on duty just now, sir,” ex-
plained Robbins. “This gentleman 1S
worried about your cat, Jim.”

“It’s no good, sir,” said Harper dolefully.
“The chief won’t change his mind. 1 sup-
pose he’s right, really. I'm gomg to drop
Clcmem overboard soon—Clement’s the cat,
sir.’

“Let me see him,” said Lee. “I think I
can dispatch him very casily for you.”

o

““ SONS OF VALMOND ! ” Vivid story of modern air pirates.

The cat, very ill indeed, was produced
from a corner of the cabin. Lec wasted no
time. Watched wonderingly by the two
stewards, he produced the hair-lotion bottle,
removed the cork, and with one quick jab
he lxght]y inserted the necedle point into the
animal’s skin,

The effect was startling.

The poor ‘creature tried to cry out, but
failed; 1t leapt up, all four legs clawing at
the ai1 Then, with a convulsive shuddel,
it thudded to the floor and lay still, except
for some slight twitchings.

‘““Strike me!” muttered Robbins.
saw anything so quick in all my born days!

“So much better than drowning, Harper,”
sald Lee, with the utmost calmness. ‘‘ Even
a oat should not be caused unnccessary
suffering.”

“I’m much obliged to you, I'm sure, sir,
sald Harper, who was still staring fascm-
atedly at the dead cat.

“That’s all right,” replied Lee, and with
a nod he went.

‘““Never

"’

' *‘,ﬁ ‘ %’i“

Now on Sale - - -

A Book-length Yarn of Adventure for 44, ONLY/

THE SIX-GUN

Ask fo No. 335 of the

BOYS FRIEND lerary

OUTLAW

I'ate has a grudge against
the Rio Kid. Outlawed,
with a price on his head,
only his deadly six-guns
have saved him time and again
from capture and a grim death.
But now, at last, comes the
Kid’s chance to forget the past
and ride once more as a carefree
cowpuncher! Will the luck
hold?  Look out for startling
surprises and thrills a-plenty in
this quick-fire tale of the Rio
Kid, boy outlaw. It’s a winner.

[ J [ od -t -




BOYS’ FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY No. 336.

In his pocket he held that lotion bottle,
with the cork once more tightly screwed in.
f?r;ld the great detective was thoroughly satis-

ed. .

But for kis alert wits, he would have
suffered the fate of that wretchoed cat! The
great detective had had onc of the narrowest
escapes of his adventurous career.

CHAPTER 10.
A Spot of Bother!

“ HE guv'nor’'s a

" Nipper uneasily.

He and Clive were sitting at the

table 1n the dining saloon, which

they had shared with Nelson Lee since the

commencement of the voyage. The first

course of tho luncheon was over, and Lece
had not yet made his appearance.

Nipper and Clive were troubled—so
troubled, in fact, tha: they had not noticed
the unusual pallor of Mr. Kendrick Holtand,
who sat, in solitary state, at a small table
on the other side of the saloon. Again, Mr.
Walter Di%by was taking his meal in the
seclusion of his cabin.

But ‘“Butch” was here—and he had no
appetite. The non-arrival of Nelson Lee did
not surprise him, knowing what he did, but
he was puzzled. Nipper and Clive Maynard
knew nothing obvicusly—or they would not
have been calmly partaking of their
Iuncheon.

Perhaps Lee had stayed behind after the
boys had gone; ana now Lee was lying
stretched on the floor of his state-rcom——

Butch, with a loaded fork half-way to his
moutl, started. The food dropped from the
fork and spilt itself over the snowy-whito
table-cloth. A choking sound came from
Butch's throat.

For Nelson Lee, smart and spruce, with
his hair perfectly brushed, had just come
striding briskly into the saloon.

And Lee, in order to reach his own table,
passed fairly close to Holland’s. And Leo
was looking at Holland deliberately—with a
stcady, challenging, mocking light in his
cyes. Only for a moment did the two men
gaze at one another thus—Lee calm, Holland
terrified. Then Lee passed on.

Tho detective thoroughly enjoyed the
situation. It was just as well to let the
enemy know that he knew; that he was
very much on his guard. i_,ee, from this
minute onwards, would revel in this grim
battle of wits.

“You’ve been a lon
Nipper. *Clive and% began to think that
somothing was wrong.”

“No; everything is all right,” replied
Nelson Lee, as he unrolled his serviette.
“I havo just completed the little test I spoke
to you of. That needle point, as I suspected,
was deadly.”

“I can’t understand why you're so cool and
calm- about it, sir,” said Clive breathlessly.

“If you had had as many narrow escapes
as I have had, you wouldn’t be so mystified,”

long time,” said

time, guv'nor,” said
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replied Lee dryly. “I'm not pretending that
I take attempts on my lifo as a matter of
course. Fortunately, such experiences are
comga_ratn’cly raro.”

“Bo a sport, guv'nor,” said Nipper
cagerly. “You know who played that mus-
derous trick, don’t you? ﬁou must know—
or you couldn’t have twigged it.”

“Yes, 1 know,” nodded Lece. “But we're
not going to discuss the matter here, Nipper.
Luncheon is far more important.”

Even after the meal, when Lee once again
passed Butch Holland with a dangerous
twinkle in his eyes, ho kept his own counsecl.

“There’s no earthly reason why you
youngsters should bother your heads,” he
said lightly. “On a sea voyage you should
enjoy yourselves. Later on, perhaps, I will
tell you how much I have discovered. But,
frankly, it is so very little that it’s not
worth telling. I am hoping to increase my
knowledge. I'd give a great deal to know,
Maynard, what your cabin contains to make
1t worth somebody’s while to obliterate me.”

N State-room No. 27, Walter Digby,
alias Snake Beratti, was looking at
Kendrick Holland, alias Butch Menzini,
with a cold, contemptuous eye. This

was literally true, as his other eye was out
of commission.

“You're yellow, Butch!” he said sourly.
;‘. You're so darned scarcd that your imagina-
1on—""

““Imagination nothing,” snarled Holland.
“I tell you, Lee came into the dining saloon
with his hair all brushed. And he looked
straight at me! Yeah, looked at me in a
way that couldn’t be mistaken. He knows!
That blamed stunt of yours has failod, and
now that ¢ dick’ is on to us.”

“Don’t make me laugh,” retorted Snake.
“Maybe he only used one hairbrush—and
he'll get what’s coming to him later on. He
ml&?t have used the kids’ brushes. Anyway,
I fixed that needle in such a way that thero
can’t be any mistake.”

Tap—tap!

It was a discreet knock on the door, and
the two men exchanged quick glances,

““One moment, please,” said Holland, speak-
ing in a refined voice. .

But the door opened before cither he or
Digby could move, and Nelson Lee stood
there. The great detective was a believer
in the policy of carrying the war into the
enemy’s camp. There was no surer method

- of getting the ecnemy thoroughly rattled.

“I hope I am not intruding, gentlemen ?”’
asked Lee smilingly,

He closed the door softly behind him.

“Of courso not—of course not!” said
Holland, with an effort. “I think you are
Mr. Lee, are you not, sir? I'm sorry to say
that my friend was unfortunate enough to
trip over last night——"

“Your friend did not, by any chance, come
into contact with a youthful fist ¥’ interrupted
Leo gently.

“May I ask exactly what you mean, sir?”
asked Digby haughtily.
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“You both do it very well—but I am not in
tho lecast fooled,” said Lee. ‘' By the way,
what 1 really camo about was this,”

He took the bottle out .of his pocket, with-
drew tho cork, and displayed the deadly
yecedle. .

‘“ Here, gentlemen, we have an interesting
little objeet,” he went on smoothly. “Let us
refer to it as Exhibit A, If you feel this
point, Mr. Holland, you will find that it is
quite sharp.”

Holland recoiled with a gasp as Lee sud-

denly thrust the cork forward, and he went
as white as death.

‘*My dear sir, are you ill?” asked Lee,
with concern., ‘‘Do you imagine that a mero
prick would hurt you?”’ He eyed them both
steadily. “l1s 1t possible that you gentlemen
have seen this needle before ?” '

‘'he two crooks were dumb—terrified by
Nelson Lee’s extraordinary attack.

“I thought 1 would just let you know,”
continued the detective, ‘‘ By the way, Mr.
Digby, 1 would like to point out that while
* Flower of Kasrmir’ is a delightful perfume,
it 1s also distinctive—and 1t possesses the
quality of hanging about. You really should
be mors careful when you wipe other people’s
hairbrushes with your handkerchiefs. And
let me suggest that you are playing a very
dangerous game. Exactly how dangerous it
18 you will realise, if you attempt any more
of those delightful practical jokes.”

And, nodding, Lee passed out of the cabin
and closed the door behind him, The two
discomfited crooks had never had such an
experience as this in all their careers; and
cyen Snake Digby was looking white about
4the gills—for he {ad had the greater shock
of the two. : .

*“Well, you big sap?” panted Holland,
when he could find his voice. “What did 1
tell you? 1 guess you’ll believe me now!”

“Sure! 1 believe you!” muttered Digby.
*“Say, that guy has sure got nerve!”

“*We're sunk!” snarled Holland. “You big
foal! You and your poisoned ncedles! Lee’s
on his way to she captain right now—and the
captain of a Jiner 13 a No. 1 Big Noise!
He'll put us under arrest——"

“Don’t be a .fool, Butch,” interrupted
Digby. ‘Lee can’t do anything—that’s why
he came here. He hasn’t a shadow of proof,
and he knows it. We're safe from the cap-
tain; but I'm telling you that we’re not safe
from Leel Gosh! That guy’s sure got
nerve !” he added, his voice full of grudging
admiratien and wonder.

HE starboard promenade deck, being
the sunny side of the ship, was more
or less deserted—for it was a hot day,
and the sun was glaringly powerful.

'Taking advantage of this opportunity,
Clive Maynard had dodged to his state-room,
and had returned with his favourite cricket
bat and a ball. Nip}per regarded thcse imple-
ments with a doubtiul eye, .

“So that’'s why you buzzed away just
now?” he said. “You don’t cxpect me to
help you in this sinister plot, do you?”
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“I thought we might have a bit of a
knockabout,” sail Clive. *“The other pro-
menade deck is practically empty——"

“And baking like a griddle!” nodded
Nipper. “Of course, you don’t mind it. The
hotter it is, the better, eh? Well, all right,
I'm _game, But if any windows are broken

“It’s not a cricket ball,” protested Clive.
“It’s a tennis ball.”

*“My poor child, haven’t I got cyes?” said
Nipper. “And do you imagine, 1n your
babylike innocence, that a tennis ball won’t
break windows? 1 remember once, at St.

Frank’s—— However, why rake up un-
pleasant memories? Let’s begin.”

Nipper, in fact, was rather piqued. Nelson
Lee’s attitude annoyed him, t was quito
clear that the detective knew something, but
ho was keeping .t to himself. Nipper felt that
a spot of cricket—even this pretence of
cricket—would relieve his fcelings.

'They went round to the sunny starboard
promenade, and a middle-aged gentleman,
meeting them, smilingly shook his head.

“Boys will be boys, eh?” he said, his eyes
twinkling. ‘ Are you allowed to play ball on
deck 17 ©

“I don’t think anybody will object, sir,”
said Nipper, :

“I hope not,” rcplied the other. “That's
a fine-looking cricket bat you have, young
man. My word! A bcauty!”

He took it almost lovingly from Clive
Maynard’s hands, and, turning it over,
weighed it in the air and tried the balance.
Then he sighed.

he said

“Pity I can’t, be a boy, too,”

regretfully, “Well, go ahead! Enjoy your-
selves 1’

Nodding and smiling, he passed on, and
Nipper noticed that Clive was looking
thoughtful.

“What's on your mind, old man?” asked
Nipper.

f"ll swear I’ve seen that man before—
cxcept, of course, on this ship,” replied Clivo
Maynard. “Bui this is the first time I've
heard his vocice—and although it’s an un-
familiar voice, I seem to know it, somehow.
It’s different—and yét it reminds me of some-
thing, and I don’t know what.”

“

“My dear chap, that’s nothing,” said
Nipper. “We often meet people like that—
whose voices are reminiscent of somcbody
clse’s.”

“Yes, I suppose so,” said Clive., ‘“When I
looked at the man just now, too, I thought
for a second that I half knew him. Funny
sort of fecling.” ]

But he dismissed the matter a minute later,
when, bat in hand, he took up his stand at
an imaginary wicket, ard Nipper bowled to
him.

It was necessary to be careful, for a false
hit would mean a lost ball—and an 1rre-
trievably lost ball, Then there were the cabin
windows to be carcful of, too. However, tho
deck was wide, and as everything proceeded
merrily, Clive became bolder.

(Continued an page 24.)
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NIPPER’S
PUZZLE
POEMS

ROFESSOR TUCKER bhas been growing
a beard for some time, but this morning
he was without it again. Evidently

he forgot not to shave.

It’s a good thing that Fatty Little isn’t as
absent-minded as Professor Tucker. Instead
of eating his dinner, he would probably eat the
fellow next to him. This would be terrible, for
it would altost certainly affect Fatty's digestion.

The other day, Handy’s car ran out of oil
just as he was about to drive it out. He had no
reserve supply, so he was forced to look about
for a substitute. But this is all to the good, as
Handy knows for certain now that hair oil is
not suitable for motor-carsz.

Archie Glenthorne went to slecep in the
Gorman lesson yesterday, and started snoring.
But it was quite all right, of course. The
German master thought he was construing.

I was bitten in a very nasty spot (the coal-
cellar) by Willy Handforth’s groeyvhound this
morning. I suppose pets find it easy to make
poests of themselves.

Talking of pests, I was supposed to inter-
view Crowell at five o’clock, but I didn’t show
up until six p.m. Crowell was wrathy. “I
told you to come at five,”’ he roared. *‘‘ What
timo do you call this ? "’ * Six,"” I said meekly.
“ I’ll give you six ! "’ bawled Crowell.

He did |

A HANDY ANSWER

When Willy saved a lady's pram
From underneath a car,

She murmured, ‘‘ Thanks, my little lamb ! *’
But Willy answered, “ Bah!"”

(A. McC.)

"M not a poet (thank goodness !) so theso two
verses aren't very good ones. But that
doesn’t matter rcally, for they are only
puzzles disguised as poems.

In this verse you will find four blanks. Ilach
of theso has to be filled with a four-letter word
made from tho same four lotters. (Forinstance
—TRAP, PART, RAPT ote.)

“1 cannot . ... " quoth William Browne,

“ For all the big ... .in the town;

The . ... comes in about & minute,

And something forme, old . . . ., isin it.”

The next verse has five blanks tc be filled
in tho same way. Ono of these blanks is actually
the namo of a St. Frank’s junior, g0 this should
bo easy.

A ....trick on a West House man
Ve once heard Bernard Forrest plan ;
But . ... told him to his shame
That he’d found out his . ... game;
He could not . . . . his fell intent.

So he will now . . . . to repent.

Answers below. .
NIPPER.

SOLUTIONS TO PUZZLES.

1st Verse : STOP, POTTS, POST, TOPS.
2nd Verso: VILE, LEVI, EVIL, VEIL, LIVE.

LAUGH AT YOUR LICKINGS

PONGO PLASTERS
“ Make Punishment a DPleasurc.”
Size “Six’: 6d.
Flogging Size: 1/3d.
(Advt).

HOLIDAY NOTE

When you go to tho seaside always take
a straw with you in casc you see a drowning
man.
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THE GREAT CHESS FINAL

A report, just slightly exaggerated, by HARRY GRESHAM

N October,
Khan, Esq. (of India’s coral strand)
met Sir Montague Tregellis-West (of

1928, Hussi Ranjit Lal

Tregellis Castle and Bannington
Gaol) in the final of the great chess tourna-
ment. Amid excited shrieks from the
sgectators Mr. Khan moved a pawn,
changed his mind, and moved it back
again,

On Christmas Eve he moved it forward
again, and all through the Christmas Vac.
there were breathless speculations about
what Montie would do in the matter.
In the New Year Tregecllis-West proved

himself a master of strate
one of his own pawns, an
opponent’s attacl.

Here the matter rested until July,
when it was thought that Hussi Khan was
dead. Upon a p:n being inserted into his
flesh, however, it was discovered that
he was still alive, though in an advanced
state of coma. In August he woke up
and moved lgs awn back again.

In October the caretaker dusted both
players very carefully and in doing so
flicked g couple of pieces off the board. The
noise aroused Montie, who sneezed twice
and checkmated his own king with an
opposing pawn. As the Indian player had
not awakened, Montie swiftly moved back
out of danger, squashing a spider which
had made a web on his queen’s topknot.

A year went by and Hussi Khan,
awakening at last, called out “ Play ! ” in
a loud voice, and asked what the score
was. When he discovered that Montie
was winning by two pawns to one, he
threw all Montie’s pieces (except his king)
on the fire, and checkmated him all over
the board. Having done this, he went up
to the dorm for a small nap.

Sir Montio is expected to wake up at any
year now, and what he will say when he
tinds that he has lost we cannot think.

by moving
covering his

HOPELESS LONGING

If | was only a millionaire,
I'd do the thing I want ;

Just one small thing—for I don’t care
To be extravagant :

I'd do it at once, I do declare,

If 1 was only a millionaire.

If I was only a millionaire,
I'd heartily rejoice ;
No cloth of gold or satins rare
Would be my humble choice ;
For my desire’s a small affair,
If 1 was only a millionaire.

If I was only a millionaire,
I'd go it rather strong ;
With a grandly patronising air,
I"d seck out Teddy Long,
And give him enough to cut his hair,
If I was only a millionaire.
(C. e V.)

FINIS

This year I thought I'd really do
My best to keep a diary,

But when my pal had read it through;,
He said it was a * liary ™ :

My cash affairs each day I'd state,
Which turned it to a * buyery,’:

And now it’s fallen in the grate,
At last it’s rather fiery.

CATCHING CROWELL

SCEXE : Remove Form-room.
TiMe :  Yesterday.

CrowELL ¢+ Watson, is that an ink-spot
on your collar ?

Towmyy : No, sir.
CroweLL : What is it, then ?
Touxy : A spot of ink, sir. (Sniggers.)

CrOWELL : What do you mean by that,
boy ? There is no difference at all
hetween a spot of ink and an ink-spot,
Watson.

TouyMy (meekly): Isn't there, sir?
Then I suppose there is no difference
between a drop of acid and an acid drop,
sir ? (Crowell collapses amid laud applause.)

-and he had beexs:

A SQUARE DEAL

Our Study Table.

LAUGHABLE ERROR

We hear that a Sixth-former, who keeps
a pet monkey, recently stroked his fag
on the back of the head and kicked the
monkey for burning his toast. The
mistake was very cxcusable, of course.
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CRICKET PROSPECTS

how necessary cricket

practice is when the bat and ball have

IT is surprisin

been put away in a cupboard for a
Cricket seems worse
tban football for making a fellow out of

few months.

practice.

Jerry Dodd, for instance, who knocks
down wickets with his deadly bowling, has

done some surprising things 1n the practice

games this season.

hard wicket, he

to him like a boomerang,
to watch, but it is

bardly cricket, after all,

Handy has accomplish.
ed many worthy feats.
His best effort was when
he got hold of an old bat
which was woak at the
splice. In lunging out
for a terrific six with his
weapon, he was amazed
to see the blade leave the
handle, sail up into the
air, turn two somer-
saults, and drop with a
dull thud on his own
brain-box. Naturally, he
missed the ball entirely.
The wicket-keeper
(Buster Boots) was too
interested in looking at
the bat to bother about

what was happening to the ball.

He has accounted for
two slips and a square leg already, and
once, in trying.to make the ball turn on a
put such a spin on it

‘that it hit the ground and bounced back
It was pretty

Ho lost

interest in the bat, however, in just

about one second.

It is difficult to fecl

interest in anything with a fast ball on

the tip of your nose.

Another curious incident happened when

Bernard Forrest was standing by tho
playing fields, and a hefty ‘six* from
Gresham gave him a jolt in the emall of the

back.

e turned round with a yell.

Not seeing anything of the ball, he immedi-
ately concluded that Hubbard, who was
standing just beside him, had punched him

there with malice aforethou

t. Without

a word he gave Hubbard a clout under the
chin, which stretched him on the grass.

Now Gore-Pearce was standing with
Hubbard, and when he saw Forrest’s
unprovoked blow he rushed at the Cad of
the Remove and punched him sharply on

the jaw.

Bell and Gulliver jumped at

him, Hubbard, who had
risen from the ground,
jumped at Bell and
Gulliver. In a moment
& record fight was raging.

Handy, who ad
come to retrieve the
ball, managed to catch
an accidental straight
left from Gulliver.
Then he joined in
with tremendous gusto.
Altogether it was as
good & scrap as any
within oldest memory.
Gresham, cspecially,
enjoved with keen de-
light the row he hadl
started, and egged the
cambatants on until
Fenton and Morrow

arrived with ash-plants. Then there was
a scrap of another kind.

It is the general feeling that our cricket
prospects thias year are very bright. May
it provo that the general feeling is quite

ri ghto

OUR CRICKET GUYED
Proving that Stone-walling Pays

Out in Australia, in a no-time-limit
match, two stone-wallers won a match for
Bangancrashem Wanderers
went in first and knocked up 358 in a day.
Then Neverhittit sent in their two best
stone-wallers, who mechanically stopped
every straight ball, and left every other
In this way they won the
match in the third month of their innings,
The final score was :

Neverhittit.
I. Blockem (not Out).e.ccocosssccsscs
O. Stoppett (Not Out)..c.veeeoncecssse

their side.

ball alone.

amid great applause.

Bye800000000..lcoo.

Total, 0 wickets......

0
0
359

OUR UNIQUE POET

Since all sorts of fellows
Are writing verses
About spring ; I am resolved
To be quite different, and
Express my thoughts

In prose

For a change,

(T. W.)

QUITE TRUE

A proverb is told of
The longing for tin:
The more you get hold of,

339

HALF BREAD DOGS

The local butcher’s pork sausages,

The more you rake in ;
When I hadn’t any

I thought this untrue ;
But now I've a penny,

I badly want two.

(L T. W.).
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THE DANGER SHIP!

(Continued from page 20.)

Nipper was pleased with him. This young-
ster handled his bat well. He shaped like a
real cricketer,

Nipper bowled again—a medium-paced ball
whicﬁ bounced temptingly. Clive simply
_could not rosist it; he swiped with consider-
able energy.

“Catch!” he yelled.

The ball left the bat as true as a die,
Nipper lcapt, but the ball was just out of
his reach. It hummed past, and landed fairly
and squarely, with a terrific thud, on the
neck of an eclderly gentleman who had just
emerged from the lounge doorway.

“That's done it!’ groaned Nipper. ‘Oh,
you silly ass, Maynard!”
“Hi! What the—— Good heavens! Who

hit me ?”’ roared the sufferer, charging round
and revealing a red, infuriated face. “Huh!
Cricket! You infernal young rascals! How
dare you!”

He came striding round the deck, rubbing
the back of his neck with one hand, and
shaking his fist at the young cricketers.
Nipper now recognised him; he was Colonel
Tracey, a typical Indian army officer going
home on leave. And his temper was of the
true peppery type.

“It was my fault, sir!” said Clive, running
up, very concerned. “I'm really awfully
sorry —"

“Sorry be hanged, boy!” roared Colonel
Tracey. “ You might have brained me!”

The gentleman who had previousiy spoken
to Nipper and Clive appcared on the scenc.

“I don’t think the boys are much to blame,
sir,”” he said gently. “It was quite an
accident » _

“And who the deuce asked you to inter-
fere, sir?” barked the colonel. “Do you
think I'm going to allow this sort of thing?
That ball might have hit me in the eye—and
I wear glasses! I should have been blinded!”

And with a sudden wrench he pulled the
cricket bat out of Clive's hand, and with
one swoop he flung it overboard.

“That's to teach you a lesson'!” he said
triumphantly.

“Oh!
shouted Clive, in despair.

He rushed to the rail and stared down at
the blue-green sea. He caught a glimpse of
tho cricket bat as it floated to the surfacc.
Nelson Lee, attracted by the little commo-
tion, was coming along the deck, too.

The middle-aged man who had tried to
intervene on the boys’ behalf had gone to
the rail with Clive and Nipper, and now
he was leaning perilously over.

“That was too bad!” he said in a strangely
strained voice. ‘ There it is—look! I can
seo it—"

As he was pointing he leaned farther over,
and suddenly, with a wildly alarmed shout,
ho lost his balance.

Down he went, clean overside, to plunge
into the sca.

That’s the bat my pater gave me!” .

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

CHAPTER 11.
The Mysterious Mr. Protheroe!

¢ AN overboard!”
The cry went up as thougn hy
“ magic. The scene on the sunny

promenade deck becamoc a drama
irstead of a cumedy.

Deck hands and officers appeared; life-
belts were flung overboard. And already the
liner's engines had stopped, and an oflicer
was shouting out orders in preparation for
the lowering ot a boat.

The man who had fallen overboard, for-
tunately, appeared to be a strong swimmer;
he was in full sight, and there was no indi-
cation that he was in difficulties.

“Maynard, my son, there’s going to be
some trouble over this,”” said Nipper sym-
pathetically.

‘“‘For me, do you mean?”

“You bet I do!”

“I believe you’re right, too,” said Clive
in a scared voice. “That man wouldn’t have
fallen overboard if we hadn’t been playing
cricket, would he? It was my fault. Think
of it! This great liner being stopped in
mid-ocean because of a cricket bat!”

“There’ll be an inquiry—and. I can see you
on the carpet, in the captain’s cabin,” said
Nipper. ‘At a rough guess, I should think
you’ll be put in irons for the rest of the
journey.”’

But Clive Maynard was in no mood for
such remarks.

“What if that man drowns?” he asked
huskily. “Oh, it’s too dreadful to think
of! He was looking at the bat, and he
accidentally tumbled over—"’

“Don’t be an ass,” said Nipper. “That
wasn't your fault. He shouldn’t have been
so reckless.”

Nelson Lee, who had witnessed the whole
incident, had come to a different conclusion.

In fact, the detective was more than
startled. He had seen Colonel Tracey fling
the cricket bat overboard; and he had seen
the expression of utter consternation come
into the face of the middle-aged stranger—
whose name Lce knew to be Protheroe.

Why had Mr. Protheroe turned pale at
the sight of a cricket bat being Hung over-
side? And why had he deliberately fallen
overboard—ingeniously pretending to have
fallen by accident?
~Lec was cettain of it. Protheroe had
tipped over the rail purposely—and his only
object in doing so could have been to re-
cover Clive Maynard’s cricket bat.

““This .is becoming vastly entertaining,”
murmured Lee. “In fact. we have a definite
clue here. That bat of Maynard’s is not so
innocent as it looks.”

Lee was at the rail, watching the activi-
ties. Mr. Protheroe had already obtained
on¢ of the life-belts, and .he was now float-
ing securely. The liner had reversed her
engines, and after a considerable commotion,
with a great churning of the water, the
engines were silent again. Sailors were 1D
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a boat, others were lowering it from the
davits. Scores of passengers, attracted from
their afternoon naps, were at the rails.

Nelson Lee noticed a quietly dressed man
near hiin; a man who was looking overboard
anxiously, agitatedly. And in his hands he
held a Keavv travelling rug.

‘‘Quite exciting, my friend,” remarked Lee
suddenly.

The man looked at him. _

“I don’t know about being exciting, sir—
it’s scared me,” he said. “I'm Mr.
Protheroe’s valet. Denney’s my name, sir.”

“You needn’t be scared,” said Lee. * Mr.
Protheroe will come to no harm. They’ll
bring him back all right.”

“I hope so, sir,” said Denny. “I can’t
think what made my master fall overboard.
Are there any sharks in these waters, sir?”’
he added suddenly.

“I hardly think so,” replied Lee. “We're
not in the Indian Ocean now. Still, it’s a
point, The souner Mr. Protheroe is aboard,
the better. It seems that your master
leaned overboard to look at a cricket bat—"

“Yes, I know—l heard!” muttered
Denney. ‘“The blamed fool—"
He checked himself in some confusion.

“Mr. Abel Protheroe is a rich tea mer-
chant, sir—going home to England for a
“dvacation,” he explained. ‘“Now and again
he has attacks of giddiness.”

“Oh?” said Lee.

“Yes, sir. 1 expect that’s what happened
to him just now,” continued Denney.
“Usually Mr. Protheroe wouldn’t go to the
rail at all. I do hope he comes back all
right. Why are they so long? Can’t tuney
get that boat lowered? I wonder if he’s got
that bat?”

““The bat, after all, is of very small im-
portance,” said Lee dryly. '

“Oh, vyes, sir—of coursel” said Denney.
““The bat doesn’t matter at all.”

He spoke so hastily that Lee was secretly
amused. The man’s gratuitous information
—and quite inaccurate information, for Lee
had often seen Mr. Protheroe leaning over
the rail—was in the nature of a colossal
blunder. If Denney had made those re-
marks to any other passenger it would not
have mattered so much.. But to make them
to Nelson Lee was quite fatal.

Lee had already formed his own. conclu-
sions about Mr. Protheroe’s “accident ’’ and
the valet’s words, uttered injudiciously in
his agitation, were enlightening.

HERE was a good deal of amusement
amongst the passengers when Mr.
Protheroe was lifted into the boat.
For it was seen that he had, indeed,

recovered Clive Maynard’s cricket bat. He
was holding it tightly, and he would not
even allow the sailors to take it from him:
He did another curious thing, too; no sooner
was he in the boat than he pulled his wet
jacket upwards, inside out over his head,
1a a kind of hood, so that his face was more
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or less hidden. And he sat in the boat,
hunched up. '

To the watching passengers little
eccentricities meant nothing. Nelson
Lee they meant a whole lot.

“Many thanks to the peppery Colonel
Tracey,” murmured Leo softly. ~‘“He un-
cousciously did me a good service when he
threw that cricket bat overboard.”

At last the boat drew alongside, and by
this time an accommodation ladder had been
lowered. Mr. Protheroe, still grasping the
bat. climbed up, with a sailor in advance
and an officer just below. Another officer
stood on the rail, and some ‘more sailors
kept the interested passengers back.

But Denncy forced his way forward, ex-
plaining that he was Mr. Protheroe’s valet.
And no sooner had Mr. Protheroe stepped
on deck than Denney enveloped him com-
pletely in the big travelling rug.

“Thank you, my man—thank you!” said
Mr. Protheroe. “But T’'m all right—1'm
quite all right. Let me get to my cabin.”

Nelson Lee, standing near at hand, felt
a little thrill pass through him. In that
moment before Denney had flung the rug
he had seen that Mr. Protheroe’s wig was
out of place; he had also seen that Mr.

these
To

Protheroe’s bushy eyebrows had slipped!
And this was an exceedingly significant
point. A man may wear a wig and be con-

sidered a normal individual; but false eye-
brows are hard to explain! Leo now under-
stcod why Mr. Protheroe had pulled his

jacket so completely over his face.

Clive Maynard, forcing his way through,
grasped at the cricket bat.

“It was awfully good of you, sir,” he
said breathlessly. “I’'m afraid it was all my
fault—?’ '

‘““Nonsense!” came Mr. Protheroe’s muflied
voice from within the rug. “As I was in
the sea—I don’t know how I came to topple
over the rail—I happened to see the cricket
bat floating by, so I thought I might as
;;rellnretrieve it. Nothing to thank me for,

oy.

Clive took the bat; and it seemed that
Mr Protheroe relinquished it with reluc-
tance. ‘

““Thank goodness he was decent about it,”
muttered Clive, as he and Nipper moved
off ‘I was afraid he was going to make
an awful fuss——"

“Why should he? It wasn’t your fault he
fell in,” said Nipper. “In any case, Colonel
Tracey is making enough fuss for a dozen.”

I+ was true. The colonel, very red of
face, was shouting at the top of his voice
to Mr. Walters. the second officer. _

“Confounded boys!” he stormed. ‘How
dare they play cricket on the promenado
deck! I’'m going to make it my business
to report this matter to the captain. Huh!
A man nearly gets drowned and the ship is
delayed, and—"

“Yes, sir,” interrupted Mr. Walters
patiently. ‘It might have been better if
you had reported the boys’ conduct to an
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officer instead of throwing that cricket-bat
overboard. That seems to have been the
start of all the trouble.”

“Eh? By gad, sir, if you are suggesting
that I’'m to blame—"

Colonel Tracey broke off, more red in the
face than ever, and be stalked away 1n some
discomfiture.

The incider.t was over as far as the
ordirary passengers were concerned.

But Nelson Lee had never been more keenly
on the alert. As the Orient continued her
voyage Clive Maynard went to his own
state-room carrying the cricket-bat. He was
accompanied by %\Iipper, and Nelson Lee
immediately followed.

The detective had a clue to the mystery,
and he was determined to follow it up while
it was red-hot. .

CHAPTER 12,
The Seal of Oom!

¢t ELL, the bat doesn’t seem to have
come to any harm,” said Clive
with relief. "It might split, or
someothing, when it dries, and that
would be a shame. It woas a special present
from my father.”

“My dear chap, the bat is twice as valu-
able now,” said Nipper dryly. “Think
what you’ll be able to tell the fellows when
you get to St. Frank’s. How many cricket-
bats can boast of such a record? This bat,
alone and unaided, caused the ocean liner
Orient to reverse engines and——"

“I say!” interrupted Clive, with concern.
“There’s a sort of swelling here. I believe
the bat’s ruined.”

Before Nipper could make any comment
Nelson Lee came forward, took the bat, and
carried it to the window. Clive was right.
The immersion in the sea-water had had its
effect; in the large “bulgy” part of the
bat, three or four inches from the bottom,
a sort of blister had formed on the batting
surface.

“Very curious,” said Lee, and his voice
was hard and grim.

“What do you mean, asked
Nipper quickly.

“I mean that we have the solution of the
problem here,” replied the detective. “This
bat was given to you by your father,
Maynard, was it not?”

“Yes, sir.”

-“It was a very special present—your most
prized possession?”

“Yes, sir.”

“It was the one thing you would value
and keep safe?”

“Why, of course, sir,” said the surprised
Clive.

“Then it looks as though your father
played a harmless little trick on you,” said

guv’nor?”

Lee. “There must be a cavity in this bat,
containing some article of remarkable
value.”

Enthralling story of the famous Chums of Greyfriars.

“What!”

“Don’t be so surprised,” said Lee. “Why
do you suppose Mr. Protheroe deliberately
threw himself into the sea?”

“But—but. he didn’t!” protested Clive.
“He fell over the rail by accident.”

“Yes, I'll admit he did it very well, but
it was no accident,” said Lee. “Mr.
Protheroe knows the secret of this bat, and
when he saw it flung overboard he was so
startled that his one and only thought was
to recover it. He could not dive in deliber-
ately, for that would have looked too
obvious, so he did the next best thing, and
accidentally fell over the rail. Quite
a clever little dodge.”

“Yo gods and little fishes!” ejaculated
Nipper. “So that’s the explanation. That
man who rcame in the night, who drugged
Zafar and searched Clive’s state-room, was
looking for this bat!”

““No, not the bat, but the thing the bat
contains,” replied Iee. “He only knew that
it was hidden somewhere in young Maynard’s
belongings. He did not suspect that bat,
or he would have taken it at once. Now
before we do any more talking let’s have a
closer look ”

Nipper and Clive were fascinated as
Nelson Lee got to work with his penknife.
But for the bat’s immersion the secret
might have remained undiscovered. But Lce
could now see quite plainly that a section
of the wood had been cunningly glued into
place, and su perfectly had the work been
accomplished that the join was absolutely
invisible. ‘

Nelson Lee knew that there was a cavity
in the thick part of the willow. Something
had been inserted, packed tight, and the
“plug " of wood had been replaced, and so
perfectly done that no trace remained.
That plug was npow bulging, being, of
course, thinner than the rest of the bat and
being more susceptible to the water than
any other section.

At length Lee prized out the plug, and
now the sccret cavity was obvious. It was
packed tight with wedges of wood, and Lee
was at some pains to release these wedges.
In the centre there was something else—a
hard, metallic object wrapped in thick brown
paper.

“Well, this beats me, sir,” said Clive
breathlessly. “I can’t 1magine what
possessed my father to do this. Why didn’t
he tell me? 1 mean, it’s so strange. Why
should he give me this bat and tell me to
take particular care of it?”

“Did your father tell you to take par-
ticular care of it?”

“Well, he sa‘d it was a specially good
bat, and he hoped that I would make some
centuries with it,” replied Clive. ‘It was I
wfho said that I would take particular care
of it.”

The object wrapped in brown paper camo
free at last, and Lee, placing the bat aside,
unwrapped the paper. Clive and Nipper
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watched with eager interest. And soon the
wrapping being removed a heavy metal disc
was revealed.

It was a quaint-looking object. Of dull
gold, it was exquisitely engraved It was
almost a quarter of an inch thick and of
considerable weight. Clive, at the first
glance, turned pale with amazement and
consternation.

“But—but that’s the Great Seal of Oom!”
he ejaculated hoarsely.

“So I see,” nodded Lee, turning the seal
over in his hand. “I have mnecver actually
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: of that scal, the
is a sacred trust of the

Now on Sale.

because the possession
guarding of it,
Governors.”
“No; your father did not do this,” agreed
Lce. “I’m quite certain now that your
father knew nothing about the sccret of tho
cricket-bat. But Mr Abel Protheroe (hd

know. That’s why he dived in the sea.’
Lee bccame silent. He was very thought-
ful. Those other two men, Dighy and

Holland, of State-room No. 27 knew about
the Seal of Oom, too.
They had been looking for the seal from

Quick as lightning the crook lunged forward, his hand falling on the lever of the soda-water

syphon.

ecen the seal before, but I have often seen
photographs of it, for this seal is one of the
most historic in all India. It is famous.”

“It is my father’s seal of office!” panted
Clive. “It is always used by the Governor
of Oom on ceremonial occasions. It’s
thousands and thousands of years old, and
its historic associations are so wouderful' that
books have been written- about 1it. The
native princes of Oom almost worship that
scal, sir.”

“There’ll be some {rouble
discovered, I imagine,”
grimly.

“Trouble!” echoed Clive. “Why, it
might lcad to a revolution. You know how
superstitious tho mnatives are, sirr., My
father didn’t put that seal in the bat, that
I’ll swear. He wonldn’t have done a thing
like that for all the momney in the world—

if 1ts loss 1is
commented Lee

Next moment a jet of water hissed across the cabin full in the face of Nelson Lee !

the first, but they had not known that it was
hidden in this innocent-looking cricket-bat.
So there were four crooks aboard this llnel
all of them interestced in the seal.

Interested ? But what could their interest

be? It was a queer puzzle.
The intrinsic value of the seal was in-
significant; anything between fifty and a

hundred pounds perhaps. Its market value
was absolutely nil, for it was such a famous
historic curio that no crook would attempt
to sell it; no decaler would dare to buy it.

“Yet this seal must be of tremendous
value in some other way,” commented
Nelson Lee. ‘It was a very brilliant piece
of work, Clive, for the crooks to hide the
seal in that cricket bat.” -

“How do you mean, sir—brilliant ?”

“Why, if the loss had been prematurely
discovered and if a search had been made
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what would have been the result?” asked
Lee. “Supposing that sea. had been found
in your bat by Government authorities?
Don’t you see that your father would have
been accused of stealing the seal and
smuggling it out of India?”

“Oh!” ejaculated Clive, horrifiod.

“He gave you that bat, and you knew
nothing of the seal,” continued Lee. “My
boy, this matter needs some very careful
attention, and it needs it at once. Ior
unless I am greatly mistaken, the enemy
will now make a rapid move.”

And there the great detective was right
on the mark.

e e——

CHAPTER 13.
Four of a Kind!
MR. KENDRICK HOLLAND, hoarse

with excitement, had just finished
ouring the story into the ears of
1r. Walter Digby.

“I'm tellinz you, Snake, that wec’ve been
a couple of boneheads!” he panted. “‘'Lhat
blamed scal was hidden in the kid’s baseball
bat all the time.” .

“Cricket bat, you mean,” said Digby.

“Aw, eshucks! What's the differcnce!”
said Holland. ‘Here's Protheroe on deck,
and the kid fooling around with that bat.
Some fiery old guy grabs the bat and hcaves
it overboard. And Protheroc falls over the
rail! Say, we'd best get busy, Snake! The
scal's in that bat, and that’s why Protheroe
and Denney were so comfortable. ‘Lhey
figured that we wouldn’t locate the hiding-
place—and I guess they were right. It's this
unexpected development which has given us
the tip.”

“Well, it cught to be casy after this,”
~eaid Snake.

“Easy!” almost shouted the other. ‘‘Say,
did that kid paralyse vour brain when he
soaked you in the eye?”

“Now, see here, Butch——"

““Aw, listen!” snapped Butch.
the whole thing—and you didn’t!
comes aboard, the kid takes the bat from
him—and Lee goces straight to his cabin. And
Lee spots that there’s something phoney
about that bat. Don’t you get 1t? Lee’s
on! At this very minute he's opening up
that bat as wide as DBroadway at Times
Square, and he’s taking out thc seal!”

“Gee! You may be right at that!” said
Snake in sudden alarm.

“You bet I'm right!” snapped the other.
“We’d best get straight to Protheroo and
give him the low-down! He'll let us in on
the rackct now, and agree to split fifty-
fifty.”

Without any loss of time tho two crooks
left their state-room, and soon they entered
another. They did not trouble to knock.
Within, they found Mr. Abel Protheroe and
Denney, his valet. Protheroe had evidently
just come out of a bath, for he was wrapped
in a big robe. He stared with quick sus-

“] saw

Protheroe
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picion, an{ Decnney clapped a hand to his
hip pocket.

“We haven't come here for any gunplay!”
said Holland sharply. : .

“You fool!” snapped Protheroe, glaring
at Denney. “Why didn't you lock that
door ?”

“I thought I had done,” said Denney.
““Say, you birds, if you come herc to start
something——"’ _

“Listen, boys,” said Snake earnestly.
“Back in India you refused to let us in on
this racket——"

“And we  still
Protheroe.

“Maybe vou’ll change your mind in a
minute,” went on Snake. ‘I guess it's time
for a show-down. Butch and I know that
the seal is hidden in that kid’s cricket bat.
I guess you were sure smart, brother, to do
that diving stunt.”

“Curse that old fool for throwing the bat

overboard,” said Protheroe harshly. *You'd
never have know anything but for that.”

“Maybe not—but we know now,” wont on
Snake. ‘‘And I'm telling you, boys, that
you’d best let us in. We'll need to work fast
—or none of us will get a cent. KEver heard
?f an English detective guy named Nelson
weo0?”

The other two men, who were not master
and valet as they pretended—and who had
now cast aside their vencer—looked alarmed.

‘“Leec has been butting 1in,” continued
Snake. “ He's got that cricket bat, and you
can bet your last dollar he’s found the seal
by this time. It’s up to us to get busy—and
it’s no good doing things by halves. We¢'ll
have to go all out, boys.”

CLEVER as the two Chicago gunmen

refuse,” interrupted

were, Protheroe and Denney were

cleverer. They were international

crooks; American-born, but their
world-wide experience was such that they
now had no real nationality.

First and last, they werc confidence trick-
sters; they were wanted by the police of
many couatries; for years they had toured
the world, bringing off coup after coup. They
had dozens of aliases, and they never
appeared in the capitals of the world under
the same names, or In the same personalties.

In India they had travelled in tho guise of
harmless American tourists, and it was while
in Oom that they had so completely imposed
upon General Maynard that the hospitable
governor had entertained them as his guests.

And while there they had learned of the’
great historic value of the Seal; they had
abused their host's hospitality by stealing
the secal, and it had been a comparatively
easy matter to hide it. Finding that Clive
was about to go to England to school, they
had annexed tho boy’s tavourite cricket bat,
and had scercted the Great Seal.

Thus, in case of discovery, they themselves
were safe. Yet they knew that they would
be travelling to England on the same liner,
and they would be able to keep their ey<s
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on Clive. It would be easy enough-to obtain
that bat at the end of the voyage. .

If there was a hue and cry, meanwhile,
tha seal would not be found upon them, or
in their baggage. ]

Then a complication had arisen by the
intervention of Digbhy and Holland. The
two pairs of crooks had run across one
ancther accidentally, and Denncy, after
drinking more than was good for him, had
let out one or two hints., Digby and Holland
had fathomal the game, and they had
demanded to be let in on this new “‘racket.”
But Protheroe had refused them.

So the Chicago gunmen had taken passage
on the same liner, intending to double-cross
their fellow crooks and obtain the seal for
themselves.

That was the position in a nutshell.

‘6 EE here, Protheroe, Butch and I will
help you!” said Snake earnestly.
‘““And, believe me, you guys need
help right now! Lee has got that
scal, and I guess the only way for us to beat
him at this game 1s to get busy with our
guns.”

“You’re crazy!’’ said Denney uneasily.
“If we do anything like that, Lee will com-
plain to the captain, and we’ll be locked up
in the brig.”

“Sure!” said Holland. ‘' Gunning is no
good aboard a ship, Snake, you sap!”

“Well, how else can we do 1t?” demanded

Snake harshly. “We can’t wait until to-
night. Lee will take that seal to the purser
—and then it’ll be locked up in the ship’s
safe.”

‘““He’s right, boys,” said Protheroe, who,
during the past few minutes, had been
rapidfy dressing. ‘I guess we’ll go for the
gunplay. We’ve got a hold on Lee and- that
kid. We can go right in, grab that seal, and
Lee won’t be able to do a thing!”

“Say, I don’t get it!” exclaimed Denney.

‘““Leave this to me, boys,” replied
Protheroe. ‘‘Snake’s right. We mustn’t let
Lee hand that scal over to the purser. Get
your rods ready! We're going into action!”

CHAPTER 14.
Rough Stuff!

ELSON LEE, having placed the Scal
N of Oom 1n his pocket, looked at
Clive Maynard steadily.

“Well, young ’un, the mystery is
.cxplained so far,” he said. ‘' But there are
ono or two little points I would like to clear
“up. It is quite certain that your father did
not hide the scal in the cricket bat. Now,
can you tell me if any outsider could have
gained access to the seal?”

“Quite 1impossible, sir,” replied Clive.
“The seal is always kept locked away, with
a sort of state regalia, in the governor’s
residence. There’s a special scction of my
father’s safe for the purpose.”

“I take it that the scal, and the regalia,
as you call it, arec not disturbed usually?”
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asked Lece. *“I mean, your father would
have no occasion to look at the seal until
the next state ceremonial ?”’

““That’s right, sir.”

“Then it might be some months before
the loss of the scal is discovered ?”

“YCS, sir.”

“A very clever criminal—a safc-breaker—

could open your father’s safe fairly easily,
I imagine,” went on Lee thoughtfully. “It
wouldn’t be a particularly modern safe. It

could be opened, the scal removed, and the
safe closed again, without any trace being
left. Did your father have any guests at
about the time you were preparing to come
on your voyage?”’ .

“Why, yes! Yes, indeed!” said Clive
suddenly.  ““There were two American
tourists—rich merchants, touring India for
the purpose of opening up new markets.”

‘““Protheroe and Denney!” nodded Leo
grimly.

This time Clive Maynard jumped.

‘““That man, Protheroe!” he gasped. "I
told Nipper, only this afternoon, that his
voice seemed a bit familiar. Now 1 know!
It reminded me of onc of those American
tourists! It wasn’t the same name, but—"

‘ Protheroe, I believe, is a very clever actor
—and, incidentally, a brilliant international
crook,” said Nelson Lee. ‘It was he who
opened vour father’s safe and tock the seal.
These other two men ”

““What other two men?” broke in Nipper
quickly.

““There are two other — Holland
Digby,” replied Lee.
know now, boys.

uite a lot.
the game.”

And the detective hriefly told the twe
eager boys of his dealings with the men in
State-room No. 27.

‘““As I was saying, I believe that Holland
and Digby got wind of the theft of the
seal, but they didn’t know where it had been
hidden. These men have been rivals, but
1t’s likely, in the present circumstances, that
they will join forces. And I don’t think
there’s much doubt that they will take quick
action,”

“But what can they do, guv’nor?”’ asked
Nipr,)’er, staring. ‘“‘They wouldn’t dare to

and
“You might as well
I’ve had my eye on them
I believe they are all four in
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“There is no telling what they would
dare,” interrupted Lee. ‘‘Holland and
Tvigby attempted to murder me, didn’t they?
In some way they jlan to make big money
ou: of tho Seal of Oom. I'll confess that
I'm baffled there.”

““What are you going to do with the seal,
Mr. Lee?” asked Clive. ‘It's dangerous
to keep it, isn’t it? With these awful men
fighting against us—"’

““There is only ‘one thing to be done,”
broko in Nelson Lee. “I shall place the seal
in the purser’'s care, and he will lock it u
in the ship’s strong-room. I shall not tell
him what it is—and it isn’t necessary that he

should know. Just a private package, bear-

-ing my name, to be held until the end of
the voyage.”

““ And then, sir?” asked Clive anxiously.

““Then I shall immediately hand it over to
the India Office,” replied Lee. “‘I shall give
a full account of how it came into my pos-
session, and you can make yourself comfort-
a''ec, my boy, that your father will be in
no way blamed for the theft. If possible,
th~ Seal of Oom must be returned to India,
and replaced, in the utmost secrecy. If any
whisper of its theft gets about it might lead
to considerable trouble.”

Clive felt very relieved. Thero was some-
thing decisive, something reliant, about
Nelson Lee. Iie had taken full command of
the situation.

Going to a desk, Lee sat down, took out

a stout envclope and some sheets of paper,
He was busy for some moments, wrapping,
and again wrapping. Finally he scaled thea
envelope down, fastened it round several
times with stout tape, and, to make assur-
anco doubly sure, he applied sealing wax to
the tape knots.

On the face of the envelope he wrote his
own name and address, and then he rose to
his feet.

“Beforo I do anything clse, boys, I'm
going to scc this package placed in the
strong-room,”” he said, maiing for the door.
“When that is done there will be no fear

»

He suddenly broke off, for at that moment
tho donor of the: cabin burst open, and four
respectable-looking men walked deliberately
in. And even as the last man got over the
threshold, he slammed the door—and four
automatic pistols were produced as though
by magae. .

““Hands up, Lee!” said Protheroe, in a
low, vibrant voice. “You kids, too! Up
with 'em! Ono squeak out of cither of you,
and we’'ll fire!”

Liko lightning, Lee had slipped the scaled
packago into his jacket pocket. Now,
chagrined and annoyed, he raised his hands.
It would have been absolute madness to
resist, for he could sce that these American
gunmen were in deadly earnest. Their
weapons wero all fitted with patent silencers.
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They could shoot with impunity—and nobody
else in the ship would know.

And Lee saw no recason why he should
. commt suicide. If he and the boys were
butchered there would be a great sensation—
but there wasn’t a chance in a hundred that
the crooks would be identified. They wero
far too clever.

The detective was inwardly startled.

He had expected quick action from these
men; but he had scarcely believed that they
would be as daring as this. To come into
this stat> room, and to hold their victims up
at the point of the gun, was more than
startling.

“You’d better obey, boys,” said Nelson

Lee %Ilietly. “Don’t make any outcry. Put
Your hands up. These men are not bluffing.”

““You said a mouthful, brother!”’ nodded
Butch Holland. ‘‘We’ve got you covered,
and we're going to get what we came for!”

CHAPTER 15.
Chicago Fashion!
Q BEL PROTHEROE—he had plenty of

other names, but the one he was using
at present will serve—took a step
nearer to Nelson Lee. )

““Leave the talking to me, boys,” he said
calmly. ‘‘Now, Lee, we’ll get this thing
straight. Very clever of you to find out the
secret of that cricket bat.”

“There you are wrong,’> said Lee, equally
as cool. ‘It wasn’t clever at all, Protheroec.
It was you, yourself, who gave me the clue.
By ¢ accidentally’ falling overboard you told
mo in the plainest language that the cricket
bat wuas of vital importance. Naturally, I
ga-o 1t a very close examination, and I
found the Seal of Oom.”

“And you’ve now got it in yvour jacket
pocket,”” said Protheroe. “All  nicely
wrapped up and ready for the purser, huh?
Boys, we didn’t come a minute too soon!”

‘““Make him hand Snake
Digby curtly.

““No, Mr. Lee—don’t!” panted Clive. *If
these crooks get hold of it, it will mean ruin

for my father—disgrace!
“ Aw, keep your trap shut!’’ snarled Butch.

it over!” said

He was nervous. This hold-up was in true
Chicago fashion, but Butch had been so long
out of practice that he wasn’t confident of
himself. Moreover, the fact that he was on
a liner, with hundreds of miles of open sea
all round, frightened him,

At other times, in similar circumstances,
he had had a fast automobile waiting—ready
for him to make a quick gect-away. But
there could be no getting away from the
Orient! It was a factor which robbed the
notorious ‘killer of nincty per cent of his
aggressiveness.

“There’s no rcason for anybody to get hot
under the collar,” :aid Protheroe calmly.
“You’re butting in, Lee—and I don’t like
it. Let’s have this thing straight. You

know as well as I do that you daren’t report
this affair to the captain ”

“Oh?” interrupted Lee. ‘““And why do
you suppose that I dare not ?”

“Because if you make any report at all,
yow'll be required to go into details,” replied
Protheroe. ‘“And that will mean revealing
the whole works. You'll have to tell the
captain about the Seai of Qom. The wircless
will be quite busy, and the ncws will be
flashed back to India that the sacred Seal of
Oom has been stolen. General Maynard will
be suspended—and I'm quite sure that you
don’t want to get him into a nasty scrape
like that. Far better for us to keep this
thing strictly under our hats.”

Clive, pale and troubled, looked appeal-
ingly at Nelson Lee. It seemed to the boy
that Protheroe’s words were only too true.

“Go on!” said Lee mockingly.

““Sure!” nodded Protheroe. *“You hand
over that scal and we’ll say nothing more
about it. And we can complete this little
trip peacefully and ecomfortably.”

““You appear to be an optimist, Mr. Pro-
theroe,” returned Lee dryly.

““You can leave out the wisecracks!” said
Protheroe. ‘ Perhaps I'd better remind you
that the seal was found in a cricket bat Dbe-
longing to General Maynard’s son—a present
from the general himself. That’ll need some
explaining, won't it ?” .

‘“Do you really think that you can bluff
me into handing you the scal—by holding
out these ridiculous threats?” asked Nelson
Leo. “What do you think will happen if I
obey you? The loss of the scal will be
discovered sooner or later—and General May-
nard will be in exactly the same plight. Oh,
no, my friends. These guns of yours are
very impressive, and I will admit that you
have the upper hand for the moment. But
I am not at all frightened——"’

Heo broke off, for Holland and Digby, at
least, had come to the end of their patience.
With a sudden serpent-like miovement, Snake
flung himself to the floor, slithering over the
carpet with amazing agility. He caught
Nelson Lee by the ankles, and the next
second tho detective went over backwards
with a crash. Nipper and Clive leapt at the
same moment, but neither of them stood an
carthly chance.

Crash !
A  Dbackhander sent

Clive reeling Dback,
more or less stunned. He collapsed over a
chair, and was out of the fight. Nipper
managed to get home two hard punches, but
then Butch Holland brutally kicked him in
the stomach, and Nipper doubled up, helpless
with agony.

While this was going on, Protheroc and
Denney gave their full attention to Nelson
Lee. Protheroe’s hand dived into Lee's
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‘¢ Better make up your mind quickly and write that note ! ** snarled the crook. He held the

poisoned needle close to Nipper’s face.

pocket, and the man breathed hard with
triumph as he took out the sealed package.

“Thought so!” ho said tensely. ““All ready
to hand over to the purser! Come on. boys
—we've got what wo camec after, and there's
no sense in staying. Lece daren’t make any
complaint about this. And 1if he docs,
where’s his proof ?”

The men hastened to the door, and a
moment later they were all outside in the
corridor. Strolling leisurely along, their
guns now hidden, they occasioned ne com-
ment, They were just harmless passengers—
gentlemen all, by their appearance,

'The audacity of the raid was amazing.

“Guv’nor!” groaned Nipper, as he
struggled to his feet in the state-room. “They
got it, didn't t{hoy?”

One little touch, and——

“It's rather a pity,” said Leco ruefully,
“after all the trouble I had wrapping that
package up and sealing it down. Do you
know, boys, I half expected that those rascals
would pay us a visit. However, it docsn’t
matter much.”

“Doesn’t matter, sir!” exclaimed Clive, in
agony. ‘‘DBut tiey’'ve got the scal! And you
know it would be dangerous {o report to the
captain——-"

“Did I say that our late visitors had
socured the scal?” broke in Lee gently.
“They certainly tcok that package—but the
scal 1s here.”

And, with a smile, Nelson Lee took the
Secal of Oom from his tobacco jar on the
desk.

“Guv'nor!” velled Nipper. *Oh,
bounder! You tricked them, then?”

ALY A
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I’ll write ! > Bound helps

less to the chair, he knew he was beaten. The crooks held the whip hand }

“I thought it would be a good idea to be
on the safe side,” explained Lee. ‘“But it
won’t be long before they discover the
truth—and by then, Nipper, this seal must
really and truly be in the ship’s strong-room.
Give me some of that paper—and an
envelope. I'm going to make a similar
package, and givo it to the purser with my

own hands.”
Clive  Maynard was overwhelmingly
rechieved.

Nelson Lee, it seemed, had unobtrusively
slipped the seal in amongst his tobacco, and
then, half expecting a visit from the crooks,
he had ostentatiously made up a false
package.

He required thesefew minutes of breathing
space—and, owing to his own ingenuity, he
had them,

CHAPTER 16.
Sauce for the Gander!

¢ OSH! I didn’t figure on it being so
G— casy !” s=aid Butch Holland, as he
and the other men went into
Protheroe’s  state-room.  “That
bonehead English detective is a bigger sap
than I belicved!?

“Best get those ideas out of your system,
brother !’ said Protheroe curtly. ‘ Nelson
Lee is no fool. You needn’t think that he's
going to stand still, either, We'vo got to
think—and think fast. Leo will be making
another move soon.”

“Aw, gee! What can ho do?”
Snake.

Protheroe was unwrapping the little pack-
age. He already had a hiding-place in mind.

asked
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He had no suspicion that anything was
wrong—ho wasn't undoing the little parcel
to make sure. But he was going to placo
the scal in the cavity of a false shoq sole.
It would only take a few minutes, and then,
if Leec ordered a scarch—

“By thunder!” suarled Protherce abruptly.

The other men, startled by the exclamation,
starcd. :

“Say, what's wrongt” asked Snake,

“ Look at this—a silver dotlar!” panted
Protheroe, who had come to the end of the
wrappings. ‘“‘That infernal Lcce tricked us!
This isn't the Sea. of ‘Oom!”

“What!”

They gathered round, cursing volubiy, The
objcet in Protheroe’s hand was not a silver
doflar, but a five-shilling picce. Not that it
made any difference. The crooks knew—
now—that Nelson Lee had won the trick.

“We'll get him for this!” snarled Butch
wildly. “Come on! Therc may .yet be
time——"

“Don’t bo a fool!” interrupted Protheroe.
“Don’t forget what you're supposed to be on
this ship! Do you think we can go gunning
a man like that? Lee has played the ace,
and it’s no good squawking.”

“But there might yet be time,” urged
Snake Digby.

“Not a chance,” replied Protheroe. By
now Lee has taken another package contain-
ing tho real seal to the purser. It’s locked
up—it's in the strong-room., Can’t you sce?
Lee was only playing for time—and he's got
it. While we’ve been fooling around in here
with this bla:ned silver dollar, or wha’ever
it is, Lee has put tho seal out of our reach.”

“That means we're sunk!” muttered

Denney. “Our racket is gone phoney.”
Protheroe sat down, grim but calm,

“Take it on the chin, boys,” he said.
“There’s no scnse in moamng, 1f that
‘dick’ hadn’t been aboard this ship we

should have been sitting pretty. I've learned,
during the course of many years, that when
a bad break comes to take it smiling. Gee!
I sure admire that guy Lee!”

ROTHEROE was right. Even at that

P moment Nelson Lee had handed a

little sealed package . to tho purser,

and had personally seen the package
placed in the ship’s strong-room.

Clive Maynard was immecasurably relieved
—so relieved, in fact, that he looked quite
shaky.

‘“It's all right, young 'un,” said Lee kindly,
as he pattecf Clive on the shoulder. “As
things have turned out, your suggestion of
haviug some knockabout cricket this afternoon
was an inspiration. Everything has developed
out of that. Take my advice, Clive, and go
along to your cabin, and take things quietly

for half an hour—until tea-time, The seal
is quite safe now.”
“Thank you, sir,” said Clive gratefully.

“J am fecling a bit shaky, I'll admit. That
hrute gave me a pretty hard hit.”

He went off at once; and then Nelson Lee,
with a grim- light in his eyes, turned to
Nipper.
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“Come, young ’'un,” he said
“There's some work for us to do.”

“I wondered why you sent Clive off,” said
Nipper, his eyes sparkling. ¢ What does it
mean, guv'nor?”

““There is an old saying to the effect that
sauce for the goose may equally be sauce
for the gander,” replied Nelson Lee. * Our
crook friends woirked some Chicago stuff
on us, Nipper—and I have a mind to return
the compliment.”

“But what - for, sir?” asked
“You've got the scal now—

“But I don’t know what Protheroe’s gamo
was—and I intend to find out,” said Lee,
“1 have a fancy that there is somebody clsc
in this—a bigger man altogether.”

Without going into any further explana-
tions, Lee walked straight to Protheroe’s
state-room. Nipper, as he went with him,
could scarcely believe that all these exciting
adventures were happening aboard a modern
liner—and in the heat of the sunny afternoon,
It was strange to recalise that all the hun-
dreds of other passengers had not the faintest
idea of what had been going on in such close
proximity to them,

Not that Nipper had much chance of think-
ing; Leo was talking to him rapidly, giving
him precise instructions.

Reaching the door of Protheroe’s state-
room, Lce paused outside, listening. He
could hcar a murmur of voices from within.
The crooks were here—and Lee could guess
the subject of their discussion. Gently, noise-
lessly, he tried the door. As he had expected,
it was locked.

“ Now, Nipper—be ready !” he said softly.

With & quick movement, he took out his
own automatic, Then, taking a step back, he
gathered his strength. He charged with
ﬁ'reat f[orce, and his shoulder, striking the
oor, splintered the lock in the first attack.

He went hurtling through the doorway,
and Nipper was at his heels. In a flash,
Nipper had slammed the door, and the four
men in the state-room, starting round in
absoluto  consternation, looked into the
wicked barrel of L.ec’s automatic.

“Hands up—cvery man of you!” snapped
Nelson Lee sharply. “Quickly, now! Up
with ’em!”

‘The men, completely taken by surprise,
raised their hands.

“They say that imitation, gentlemen, is
tl_:c sincerest form of flattery,” went on
Nelson Lee. “You raided my cabin—so I
am now raiding yours. And bear this in
mind—if any man makes a false move,
shall fire. Remember that! I'm not bluffing.
I'll fire—and somebody will lose some blood.
Nipper, gct their guns.”

“You bet!” said Nipper crisply.

He was an expert at this sort of thing.
With nimble fingers he found Protheroe's
automatic, and he quickly took possession of
it. Then he went from man to man, ant
it was all donc so quickly that the crooks
had no timc to cven think of resisting. An
there was something about Nelson Lee’s owh
weapon—somethin about the detectives
mauncr—which held them in check,

crisply.

Nipper.
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“That’s satisfactory so far,” said Lee. ‘I
really think, gentlemen, that it is inadvisable
for you to carry these lethal weapons any
longer. Nipper, there is a window quito
close to you—and the dock, outside, appears
to be deserted. I think you can throw those
guns over the side, can’t you?”

To the startled fury of the discomfited
gunmen, Nipper took casual aim, and auto-
matic after automatic went whistling through
the air, and down into the sea. Those
wecapons were costly—but it was better that
they should be on the sea bed-than in the
pockets of these rogues.

“Now we can talk far more comfortably,”
went on Lee, in a conversational tone. “For
your information, Mr. Protheroe, let me say
that the Seal of Oom is now safely locked
away in the ship’s strong-room. It is
wrapped up rather more neatly than the
five-shilling picce—"

“I’'m mnot squealing, Lee,” interrupted
Protheroe. “You win. But what the heck
is the idea of coming here and holding us
up ? You’vo got tho seal, haven't you?
What else do you want?”

“I am afraid that one of my besetting
vices 1s an incurable curiosity,” replied
Necelson Lee. “Now, Protheroe, that seal
could have been of no value to you iIn any
ordinary way. You could not want it for
its intrinsiec value—which is trifling. What
was your game—or, in your own language,
your racket?”

‘ Nothing doing,” said Protheroe shortly.
“I’'m dumb.”

““Perhaps I can restore your spcech,” sug-
gested Lee. “I’'m giving- you a chance,
Protheroe—you and these other rats. Tell
me what the game is, and I'll allow you to
complete this voyage in comfort. Remain
dumb, and I'll give {full information to
Captain Holroyd, and you’ll be put in iroms.
Take your choice.”

Protheroe looked dangerous.. The other
men, scarcely taking their gaze off Lee’s
stecadily held gun, were badly scared. When
it came to a show-down suoch as this, they
revealed, all too plainly, their true metal.

“You can’t bluff me with that line of
talk——" began Protheroe.

“It’s no bluff ! interrupted Lee. “I'm in
carnest—and you can take my word for it!”

Protheroe shrugged.

“Tt's 0.K. with me, big boy,” he said.
“You might as well i(now,_ anyway. The
game was this. We were going to take that
seal to England, and.once there the plan was
to write to General Maynard, tell him that
wo had the seal, and demand a big sum of
money for its secret return. We should point
out that this would be the only way in which
he could save himself from disgrace.”.

Nelson Lee nodded. .

‘““And what sum werc you proposing to
demand 7 he asked.

“Fifty thousand dollars.”

“Roughly, ten thousand pounds,” mnodded
Lee. *“Thin, Protheroe—very thin, indeed.”

“What the blazes do you mean?’” de-

manded Protheroe harshly,
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““I mecan that you can't fool me with that
story,” replied Lee, in a hard veice. “In
tho first place, you wouldn’t be content with
a prize of ten thousand pounds; and m the
second place you know perfectly well.that
General Maynard is not a rich man. He is
a soldier; and even the military governor
of an Indian province is not able to lay his
hands on ten thousand pounds so very casily.
General Maynard*has no money beyond his
official pay. Try again, Protheroe. I'm
quite a patient man.”

‘““See here, you make me tired!” snarled
Protheroe, with sudden fury. ‘“I’ve told you
the truth——"

“You've told me an absurd lic!” broke in
Lee. “You stole that seal, and you had no
intention of returning it—to General May-
nard. If you don’t tell me——"

Quick as a flash, Protheroe ‘suddenly
lowered ono of his hands; it fell upon the
lever of a soda-water syphon, and at the
same instant he tipped the syphon back.

Swish !

A jet of aerated water hissed across the
cabin, and so accurate was Protheroc’s aim
that the stream caught Nelson Lee fairly
and squarely in the face, momentarily blind-
g him. It was a clever enough trick.

JAnd then, before Lee could recover him-
self, the four crooks were on him. At least,
threce ‘were. Butch Holland gave his full
attention to Nipper. And Butch was not at
all particular. With his clenched fist he
delivered a blow on the side of Nipper’s
head which knocked the unfortunate lad un-
conscious, Nipper crashed over to the floor,
turning almost a complete somersault before
slumping into a limp heap.

Nelson Lee was disarmed, and, with com-
mendable promptitude, a strap from a travel-
ling trunk was placed round the detective’s
body, and drawn cruelly tight. Then he
was pushed down into a chair and held there.

“Gee! We've got him!” muttered Snake
Digby. “That was a hot one of yours,
Protheroe !”’ _

“You bet it was!” said Protheroe, in a
dangerous voice. ‘“‘Now, Mr., Nelson Lee,
you're going to get what’s coming to you!”

CHAPTER 17.
The Poison Needle!

HE tables were completely turned;

II and, much as Nelson Lee regretted

_the situation, he could not blame him-
self for what had happened. And he
remained perfectly calm.

“Rather clever, Protheroe,” he com-
mented. ‘‘But what do you expect to gain
by this? I have already told you that the
Seal of Oom is in the ship’s strong-room.”

“There may be a way of getting it,” said
Protheroe, a gleam of new excitement in
his eyes. ‘‘This game isn’t through yet,
Lee! I guess I was wrong when I said that
3{70{1 had won, You haven’t—not by a jug-
ul 12
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Nipper, by this time, was sitting up, dazed
t 1t with plenty of fight left in him.

*“What do you take my guv'nor for?” he
asked breathlessly. * If we're not out of this
cabin within ten minutes the ship’s oflicers
will come—and then you'll all be arrested.”

“Thart’'s O.K. with me,” replied Protheroe
promptly.

“What!”

“It won't take me ten niinutes to work the
game that's in my mind,” replied the leader
of tho crooks. ‘“Leo hasn’t any real evi-
dencoe against us. There’s only his word.
And I'm going to take a chance.”

“You 1interest mo very mnuch,” said Lee
coolly.

**¥You came here, you fool, and now you're
%oing to pay for your nerve!” went on

rotheroe. ‘It may be bluff what the kid
just said—about the ship’s oflicers coming to
this cabin. But, bluff or not, I don't care.
I'm going to get that seal back.”

“I shell be greatly interested to know
how,”” said Nelson Lce.

“Get hold of that kid!” said Protheroe.
“Here, bring him to this chair.”

Nipper struggled, but he was no match
for the enemmy. Heo was forced into a high-
backed chair, and a piece of cord was tied
round his throat and round the chair back.
Straps were placed round his body and arms
in a similar fashion. Soon he was trussed
helplessly to the chair.

“This is all very impressive to watch, but
it doesn’t affoct me a great deal,” said Lee.
“You daren’t do any real harm to us,
Protheroc—at least, not in full daylight. If
it were night-titne, I might, perhaps, be
uneasy. For you wouldn’t be above dropping
us overboard. But you can’t do that just

now.”
“But: I can do something else,” said
Protheroe. * In fact, my dear Lee, you have

placed yourself in my hands so completely
that I'm going to win this game. I'm quite
a rapid thinker—and during these last few
minutes I’ve been thinking hard.”

He turned to Snako and Butch.

**Let’s have thoso little needles!” ho said
briefly. _

Snako Digby started.

“Gosh!” he muttered. “‘You

“Sure!” laughed Protheroc.
in the can, boy!”

And now' Nelson Lee suddenly lost some
of” his composurec. He watched almost
‘fascinatedly as Snake took out the tiny
metal box. Protheroe, who had never
looked more dangerous than now, sclected
one of those deadly needles. Holding i
firmly in the jaws of a pair of pliers, he
moved ncarer to Nipper.

“Wait!” said Lee hoarsely. * Yon fool!
What are you going to do with that?”

“So I've put a scare into you already,
eh?” jeered Prothcroe. *‘You know what
this needlo i1s, don’t you?”

“Well 2"

“You're going to sit down, and you'ro
‘going to write a nico little letter to the
purser, instructing him to hand over that

mecan—"

*“It’s cream

not I,” said the detective.
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scaled package to the bearer,” replied
Protheroo coolly. ‘‘Do you get that? L'he
shocrter tho lettor, the better.”

“ And—if I refuse?”

“If you refuse, I'm going to scratch this
young gentleman’s neck with the needle,”
said Protheroc. *Only a little scratch, ;Leo.
You know what will happen, don’t you?”

“You daren’t do it, and you know it!”
said Lee, striving to keep his voice steady.
“If that boy 13 found dead there will be

an inquiry and my evidence will be
enough—" _ ‘
“¥orget it!” broke in Protheroc, with

sudden fury. ‘Whether I’'m bluffing or not,
you daren’t take the chance. You know it,
Lee. This kid means something to you,
doesn’t he? Well, you’d better make up
your mind quickly. Are you going to write
that note or not?”

Nipper was pale, but he did not flinch,
The needle come nearer and nearer to his
neck, and Protheroe was in such a state
of rage and excitement that his hand was
far from steady. One little touch and—
Nelson Lee kuew that the situation was

desperate. 3 o
“Stop!” he said hoarsely. “I'll write 1t.
and he

Protheroe withdrew the mneedle,
backed away from Nipper.

“I'vo always understood, Lee, that you
were a man of your word,” he said deliber-
ately. “Your word, in fact, is your t')’ond.
You'll write that note to the purser?

“Yes,” sa:d the deteotive quietly.

“1f we release your arms you swear that
you won’t make any attempt to escape?
You also swear that you won’t make any

outery ?” |

“Yes,” said Nelson Lee, his gaze fixed
upon that deadly needle. '

“I'm taking your word,” returned
Protheroe. “Boys, set him free.”

“Gosh, it's a risk!” muttered Butch.
“You can’t take the word of a blamed
‘busy.’ It’s taking an awful chance,

Protheroe.” .

Protheroo did not reply; he merely waved
his hand. And Nelson Lec a minute later
was freed.

“You're making this bargain, Protheroe,
. “But for that
poisoned needle—"

“1 know,” interrupted Protheroe. " DBut
you’ve given me your word. Now get busy.
Write.”

Nelson Lee took up a sheet of the ship’s
paper and briefly he instructed the purser
to hand over the sealed package to the
bearer of the letter. He signed it with his
usual signature, folded it up, and enclosed
it 1n an envelope. Protheroe read the note
through, nodded, and sealed it down.

“Guv’nor,” " said Nipper. “If
doing this for my sake——"

“Your life is worth a thousand seals of
Oom,” said l.ec curtly.

you're
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“That’s O.K. so far.” <aid Protheroe.
“You'll take this note, Holland. Better go
with it straight away.” _

“Suits me,” said Butch, grinning.

He departed, and DProtheroe turned to
Nclson Lee again. '

“That’s the half of it,” he said. “Now,
I.ee, you’re going to give me your word that
when Holland comes back with the scal you
won’t make any complaint to the captain.
Yowre going to swear to me that you won’t
give any information whatsover regarding
what has happened.”

*“No,” said Lee angrily. “You can’t {orce
me o make such a promise.”

“Can’t I?” rectorted Protheroe. ¢ Now
we’ll see.”

Once again he approached Nipper with
"the deadly needle. ,

“P’ve got you, Lee—I've got you where I
want you!” said Protheroe tensely. *“You'll
take that oath or this boy will die in front
of your eyes. I'm a great guy at seizing
my opportunities. Yes, sir. And this is the
time when I win.”

“Take that necdle away!” panted Leec.
“All right—we’ll talk.”

“You’ll give me your word—"

“1f Holland comes back to this cabin with
the Seal of Oom TI'll give you my solemn
word of honour that I will not lay one word
of information before the captain of this
ship,” said Lee steadily. “Further than
that, I will pronrise to drop the case com-
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pletely, taking no further part in it what-
ever.”

“That suits me,” said Protheroe triumph-
antly. “Lee, you are sure a great guy.
You know when you’re beaten!”

HE purser was very pleasant. Ie read

lI Nelson Lee’s note, glanced at Butch,

and nodded.

“Why, certainly, Mr. Holland,” he
said. “ Anything wrong with Mr. Lee that
he couldn’t-come himself?”

‘““No; but he’s busy right now,” replied
theo other casily. ‘‘He asked me to como
along and get the package, whatever it is.
I wanted to sce you about some money of
my own, so I said I'd act as messenger.”

“I1 see,” said the purser. “All right, Mr.
Holland. Y1l get the package from ilio
strong-room.”

He disappeared, but rather to IHolland’s
surprise he .returned three minutes later,
accompanied by Mr. Walters, the second
officer, and two hefty-looking sailors.

“You brought this note, sir?” asked the
sccond officer.

“Yes,” said Butch.

“Then I must ask you to consider yourself
under arrest,” said Mr. Walters.

Butch Holland felt suddenly limp.

‘“Say, what the heck!” hoe blustered.
“You can’t pull that I—I mean, what
on ecarth are you talking about? TUnder
arrest. What for?”

W\’W\
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“That note, purporting to come from Mr.
Nelson Lee, is a forgery,” said Mr. Walters
sternly.

“You're a liar!” roared Butch. “Lee
wrote it himself—I saw him!”

He attempted to make a breakaway, but
the two sailors closed in on him, and in a
moment handcuffs were snapped over his
wrists. He was led away cursing.

Mr. Walters turned to a frightened-look-
ing steward.

“You say that Holland came out of
State-room No. 42, Robbins?” he said.
“All right We’ll go along there straight
away.”

Captain Holroyd himself, very grave of
face, was informed He and Mr. Walters,
accompanied by quite a strong guard of
sailors, went to State-room No. 42.

They entered abruptly, the captain lead-
ing.
8‘And that worthy man was very startled
indeed when he saw Nipper tied securely
to that chair.

In onc moment Lee leapt at Protheroe,
for the man was still holding that deadly
ncedle. At Lee’s first blow the needle was
knocked out of his hand and it fell to the
floor. .

“Now we can talk In comfort,” said Lce
coolly. “I'm glad you’ve come personally,

captain. I want to give these three men in
charge.”

“You double-crossing ratl”  snarled
Protheroe. “You gave me your word of
honour—"

“Oh, no!” snapped Lee. “I told you that
if Holland came back with the package I
would give you my word of honour to keep
silent. But Holland has not come back.
At this very moment he is under arrest.”

“1 say, guv’nor, you do spring surprises,”
said Nipper breathlessly.

““There’s reall nothing in it,” said
Nelson Lee. * feft very strict instructions
with the purser that if anybody brought a
letter purporting to come from me it would
be a forgery. 1 tnld the purser that under
no circumstances would I write. such a
letter; 1 would claim that package person-
ally. You see, young ’un,” I thought that
these crooks might forge a letter. I did not
imagine that they would ‘ force’ me to write
a genuine mnote. Knowing what would
happen to the messenger I wrote it quite
freely.”

“Gee! So that’s why you knuckled
under ?’”" said Protheroe in disgust.

“ And he and his fellow crooks, handcuffed,
were led away to the vessel’s “brig.” And
from that minute onwards they ceased to
figure in the passenger list. They were
destined to remain prisoners for the re-
mainder of the voyage. Nelson Lece’s
charges against them were serious.

And Lee  himself, going  through
Protheroe’s belongings, made some interest-
ing discoveries.

.
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CHAPTER 18
No Salel
HE liner Orient had docked at
Southampton on a certain hot
summer’s day.
And in the palatial Mayfair Hotel,
London, Mr Randolf Kress, the famous

American multi-millionaire collector, was
waiting with ill-concealed impatience. Mr.
Kress had had a long telegram from the
Orient that day, and he had an important
appointment.

Mr. Kress was a tall, bony, wizened man,-
with deeply-sunken eyes—eyes that gleamed
craftily. Indeed, in many respects, Mr.
Kress was an eccentric. He was known to
curio dealers in every capital of the world.
His passion for collecting odd and out-of-the-
way objects a’art was famous.

In his great mansion in America he
boasted of having the most wonderful collec-
tion of priceless antiques in the whole world.
And there was some truth in this boast.
Mr. Randolf Kress had literally spent
millions on his hobby.

The tclephone sounded and the gaunt old
man hurried to it. He had already dis-
missed his servant; he was alone in his
suite.

*Yes?”' he
“What is 1t ?”

‘““A gentleman named Mr. Abel Protherco
has called, sir,” came a voice.

“Good! Send Mr. Protheroec up at once,”
replied the millionaire.

Ho rubbed his bony hands together with
gleeful satisfaction. At last! A drecam of
ycars was about to come true!

A tap sounded on the door, and Mr. Kress
hurried across the soft carpet and flung the
door open, to find Protheroe there.

“Doad on time, Mr. Kress!” said
visitor genially.

‘“‘Come 1n—come in!” said the millionaire.
“] am extraordinarily pleased to sce you,
Protheroe.”

Little did he recalise it, but he was not
seceing Mr. Abel Protheroc at all. Tho man
whom he ushcred into his suite was Nelson
Lee! The great detective was very cleverly
disguised; the impersonation was perfect.
Not that it nced have been, for Randolf
Kress was notoriously short-sighted.

“I came straight up from Southampton,
Mr Kress, and I drove straight to this
hotel,” said Lee. ““ After seeing you in New
York, some months ago, I went to India,
as you know——"

““Yes, yes.” interrupted the old man.
“That doesn’t matter. Have you the seal?
That's the iiaportant thing!”

“It is here,” replied Lee.

And he "took the Scal of Oom from his
Eocket, and placed it in the millionaire’s

and. Mr. Kress quivered from head to foot;
his excitement was almost painful to watch.
Ho gloated over that scal as a miser might
have gloated over his golden hoard.

‘““At last—at last!” he breathed. “The

(Continued on page 44.)

said into the telephone.

the
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White Boy King Leads His Black Warriors Into Battle!
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Tom Cook, a young white boy, who has travelled to the City of Gold, in the heart
of Africa, in his wonder craft, The Flying Fish, has been crowned king by the
aatives of this unknown city. Gobo, the High Priest, in mad jealousy, sets a horde
of hairy dwarfs on the new king and his followers. But Tom Cook, aided by his
two white companions and Zulu servant, are prepared to meet this new menace !

The Battle of the Plain}
LULU, the Zulu secrvant of Tom Cook,

who was leading the native cavalry,

showed excellent generalship, send-

ing wedge after wedge of his heavy
cavalry driving into the masses of the little
horrors, then wheeling them round again to
charge back so as not to give them a chance
of retaliating. As one platoon swept
through, another would whirl in from the
other side, so bewildering the little men that
they hardly had time to draw their little
hows and discharge their tiny but deadly
arrows.

But even though the cavalry were doing
wonders and leaving behind them a red lane
of what looked like wounded monkeys, the
enormous numbers of the dwarfs was begin-
ning to tell its tale. At times the air was
thick with the little arrows, and if horse or
rider was wounded by the horrible littie
darts, they would proceed for a few yards
as if nothing had happened, then crash to
the ground, to be instantly dispatched by the
]Ilummx insects that swarmed out of the
orest.

Then the bowmen on foot emerged from
the canvon and immediately launched a
shower of arrows into the thick of tho
screaming dwarfs. But as the tiny men fell
their places were instantly filled by others.
To give them their due, they seemed to
fight with an utter disregard of death, and
more and more of the hairy-looking
little objects piled out of the forest and
climbed over their own slain to take part in
the battle with bloodthirsty enthusiasm. So
great was thelr number that it seemed im-
possible that they could cver all be slain, and
nothing less seemed likely to deter them.

“Here, hang it, I’ve got to take a hand in
this!”’ ecried Tom, as he leaned over the side
of tho Flying Fish and saw an entire regi-
ment of the Golden City bowmen surrounded
and drop. “Take me and Ben to that first
flat kopje, then drop the men in couples on
the others. Make 1t snappy, Al!”

“Yuh betcher! Ready, Ben? Got every-
thing 7”’

“Barrin’ a small tooth comb an’ me mouth
argin!”’ was the cheerful response. “If 1

don’t come back, give my love {o all at
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home an’ tell ‘em he died like a Nero!
Luvvus, but thisyer plain looks like a sojer’s
blanket arter six weeks in th’ trenches. 1
reckon a tin o’ Keatin’s 'ud be th’ best thing
to do thisyer li’l 1ot 1In with! Givvus hold o’
thet gun, young baas, an’ lemme hold this
koppie. or whatever yer calls it, on me own.
Yuh’ll do bcetter on yer lonesome, too, with
yer magazine rifle, see?”

“Goud! You’re night, old feller. Away
you go!” agreed Tom, and Ben swung over
the side to the rope, sliding down a couple
of feet, then hanging on like a monkey with
his legs alone, then sliding down the re-
maining fifty feet with his beloved Lewis
gun clasped in his arms like a baby.

He landed on top of the small kopje,
waved themn a cheery farewell, 1mmediately
set up the little gun and started peppering
the swarming dwarfs as fast as he could
turn the handle.

“That’s got it, begosh!” cried Tom, as
he leant over and observed the effect. *'Of
course, they’ve never experienced gunfire.
Wwe’ll give ’em toko!”

He was dropped at the nearest kopje, and
thercafter the Fish described a zigzag course,
dropping a couple of the bowmen at a time
with their defensive shields, which they had
strict injunctions to crouch wunder in case
the dwarfs hit upon the idea of firing clouds
of arrows into the air.

With a couple of magazine rifles and
several boxes of cartridges Tom did deadly
work amongst the swarming hordes, so that
at length he had mown a wide swathe around
his kopje, as had Ben, so that the dwarfs
gave them a wide berth. But still the
slaughter amongst the Golden City army was
terrific, and now one section of the abom-

inable dwarfs seemed to have found a leader

with some idea of strategy and formation,
for they were advancing to the attack of an
isolated body of the Golden City bowmen
in a solid wedge, so that only those in front
ran so much risk of being shot down, whilst
those behind had time to shoot off their
deadly little arrows before being slain them-
selves.

Then Tom did some sharpshooting and
rapid firing that brought a yelp of admira-
tion from Ben’s kopje. He took up one
rifle after another and jerked in relays of
cartridges. whilst he picked off the wedge
of dwarfs from their rear as coolly as if he
was at a rabbit shoot.

““Some shootin’, T’ll tell th’ cock-eyed
world!” yelled the little American engineer,
as he twisted his Lewis around and sprayed
a crowd of dwarfs farther away. “If 1
c’ud git a bit nearer I'd—— Hallo, what’s
up? Hully wild-cats, it’s ol’ Blacky-topper!
If he ain’t in one mess call me a chocolate
coon!” .

Al's Masterstroke!
ULU’S troop ot horsecmen was woefully

diminished in number, though the
1qulu himself scemed to lead a charmed
ife.

At the time Ben caught sight of him at
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anything like close gquarters he was riding
like onv demented through the hordes ot
swarming dwarfs. Perbaps it was that tho
gold armour which made him such a con-
spicuous figure also afforded him a certain
amount of protection, for up to now Lulu
had got through scathless.

He had disdained to use his rifle at all,
but instead had chosen for himself the largest
and heaviest spear to be found in the palace
armoury. He had been using this as a flail,
knocking down the little men as if they
were cockshies, whilst the huge white stal-
lion trampled them underfoot.

But now he had become separated from
his troop by reason of them being shot down
in divisions by those deadly little arrows.

“Chee, Nugget, but yuh air sure a well-
plucked 'un!"” sighed Ben, as he wiped the
sweat out of his eyes and- watched his big
Zulu pal ploughing his way through the
hordes, “but what yer wants is strategy, my
sonny boy. It’s all right to go at it hot-
headed in a manner o’ speakin’; but see
what yer’ve done—been cut off from yer
main body—an’ thet ain’t——  Sufferin’
crows—he’s done!”

Lulu looked like a madman as he charged
through, his eyes staring out of hi§ head
with the lust of slaughter, his mouth open-
ing and shutting in a chant which he kept
up, singing his own praises as ‘‘the Ele-
phant,” ‘the Slaughterer, whose breath
spells death,” in the time-honoured manner
of Zulu warriors. AY

Then, just after Ben had made his ex-
clamation, disaster came upon the great
fighter. He was within thirty yards of the
kopje on which Ben was lying. It must
have been impossible for him to have heard"
the yell that the American let out, but it
seemed as if he must have done.

His horse had rcared up on its hind legs,
its broad chest pierced by a scorc of the
tiny. deadly arrows. DBut the magnificent
creature had so much stamina and vitality
that perhaps the poison did not work as
swiftly. as usual.

It Lulu had not been such a magnificent
horseman he would have been unscated, but
his great muscled legs clung to the animal’s
sides as 1t made great plunging leaps through
the mob, and he managed to stay on its
back with a mighty effort; but he dropped
the point of his great spear as he did so,
and it was immediately seized by a dozen
of the hairy little creatures. They tried
to wrench it away from him, but he swung
them round on its shaft and threw themn
off into the air.

Then, with a mighty effort, he swung his
dying charger’s head round so that its fore-
hoofs struck against the kopje, and like a
giant lizard clawed his way up the arching
neck and clutched a knob of rock as it sank
to the ground with a last snort of decfiance-

Ben could not help him except by spray-
ing bullets from the Lewis as hard as he
could pump them, which kept off the swarit
of dwarfs whose great ambition was to 8¢
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hold of this gigantic leader who had done
them o much damage, as a prisoner.

That ambition undoubtedly saved Lulu’s
life, for although arrows rattled against his
armour, and some even stuck in his legs,
they were not the poison-tipped ones. NMean-
while Ben’s rapid firc cleared a ring and
sent the little men running back out. of that
danger zone, whilst the giant Zulu claweil
his way upwards and at last was hauled to
comparative safety on the flat top.

He lay for a while gasping for breath and
then turned to Ben with a rueful grin.

“They’re too many for us, little man!’’ he
gasped. ‘“Nought but a miracle could save
us now. They are like specks of dust, and
the flow of them cannot be checked. They
come out of the forest like locusts. My arin
is tired slaying them.”

But meantime Al Vandeck, high above
the battle in the Flying Fish, had grasped
the situation and bad to come to the same
conzlusion. He had whirled the bus around
so as to lend his protection to the squadrons
of Golden City troops who were defending
the entrance to the canyon, for if the dwarfs
once got through that it would mean good-
bye to their Golden City and the horrible
little creatures would overrun their land.

Now and again he wbuld dart out and
circle the battle-ground, using that deadly,
silent gun of his with disastrous effect; but
even though he demoralised certain sections,
the dwarfs still seemed to swarm out of the
forest in undiminished numbers like the ants
they had been compared to.

‘“Sufferin’ crows, the little demons don’t
seem to carc whether they get killed or not.
If 1 could only stop that flow o’ reinforce-
ments I guess Tom and his troops ’ud be
able to account for th’ remainder. Hully
fly—why, what a gapin’ gaby I am! I can
stop ’em, an’, by hokey, I'll do it if 1
wreck th’ ship!”

He zoomed up to a thousand feet and then
set the safety apparatus which enabled the
flying-hoat to fly on an even keel with no
one at the helm, then dived below into the
cockpit full of his great idea.

He plunged into the steel locker whera
they - kept the “pills” of his father’s inven-
tion; the petrol substitute which turned
water into a highly inflammable mixture.

The sides of the Fish were lined with
water-tanks, which had been filled ere they
left the palace, and into these he threw the
pellets. Then he affixed long hose-pipes to
the stop-cocks and trailed them over the
sides of the Iish,

“That’ll be mixed up enough for Sfrin’
purposes,” he muttered as he fixed up the
last hosc-pipe. “I’'ll just give her another
run around and then test it. Chee, why
didn’t I think of it before ?”

He took a swift circuit of the battle-field,
firing his gun almost at haphazard, and then
zooming towards the forest at half-speed. He
‘ran for the outer edge and set the stop-
cacks working, following the line of the
onter edge of treces until they -were all
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thoroughly well sprayed. Then once more
he dived below and. came up with a box of
the fireworks they had used over the city
beforo.

He dropped a “‘golden rain »* down into the
depths and saw with satisfaction that the
trees he had saturated immediately ignited.
The land had been without rain for
months, and the forest trees were dry as
tinder., With the westerly wind that was
blowing, the flames, once started, would
take a lot of stopping, and as he rushed
for the other end of the line of forest he
dropped more flaming fireworks over. The
effect was almost magical, for a great roar-
ing furnace sprang into being, and the re-
inforcements of dwarfs were effectually pre-
vented from joining their fellows.

Then he swirled back over the forest until
he reached that great clearing where the
curious little huts were situated. Again he
turned the hoses on and drenched the tiny
dwellings and et them alight.

“I hate to do it, it’s too much like whole-
sale slaughter; but anyway, it’s only liko
blotting out a wasps’ nest, and they’d be n
menace to the Golden City so long as they’re
in existence!”’

He steeled his heart and regarded the
swarming dwarfs as a terrible colony of
venomous insects that it was any man’s duty
to slay. So far as he had seen, the Golden
citizens were a kindly and clean-living
people, once away from the influence of
Gobo and the race of priests of his kidney.

But he had heard terrible tales of the tor-
tures to which the helpless prisoners who
had fallen into the dwarfs’ hands had been
put to, tales which made his blood run cold
to remember the long-drawn-out agonies cf
victims of these horrible and unnatural little
objects, which could hardly be classed as
men !

When he got back to the edge of the forest
he had to take the flying-boat high to avoid
the great clouds of sparks and smoke, for
now the Fish seemed doubly valuable. Then
he dipped her nose and roared down like
a meteor from the sky.

He sat well back at the stern and steered
with one hand, whilst he worked the gun
with the other. There was no need to take
aim at all hardly, for he merely had to fire
into the ‘brown ” of the hordes who were
attacking the Golden citizens and ‘‘step on
the gas ”’ as he termed it.

Waugh-haugh-haugh-augh-aw!

He kept the siren shrieking to add to the
terror, and it was as if a great dragon was
shrieking in triumph, as the flying-boat
rushed hither and thither uwp and down the
line, vomiting sudden death on the dwanrfs,
and this time with no reinforcements to take
their places.

h)

v went fairly ““berserk.” and rushing up

4

and down at full speed, gave them no
quarter. The dwarfs could not retreat to
the flaming forest, and with the now

heartecned Golden City army attacking them
with redoubled vigour, with Tom’s rifles and
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Ben’s Lewis gun, they had but a poor
chance, and within ten minutes they either
gave themselves up as prisoners or rushed
back into the burning forest to meet death
in the roaring flames!

It was a glorious victory!

Lulu the Great!
FOR the next few days life flowed very

smoothly for the inhabitants of the

Golden City, and for the visitors in
. particular. There was now no doubt
in the minds of the counsellors and the citi-
zens that Tom was indeed the Tomkuk that
had come to save the country and bring it
prosperity, for had he not led the troops to
victory, wiped out the imminent menace of
the dwarfs of the forest, and at the very
moment when defeat seemed certain, had not
his ‘“Great Bird ”’
utterly destroyed the menacing forest where
the little horrors lurked?

But there seemed to be some doubt in the
minds of most ot the inhabitants as to whom
Lulu really was.

A rumour had gone round that he was
in reality Lesardu, the soldier of the guard
who had been Gobo’s right-hand man. It
was a curious coincidence that the man
whom Lulu had killed and whose golden
armour he wore had borne a most remarkable
resemblance to the Zulu.

Lulu, who had a sense of humour all his
own, did nothing to dispel this impression,
in fact, he rather fostered it and would
respond to the name as if it were his own.

Ho had been elected general in place of
the defunct Lousla of honoured memory by
general acclamation, and already the most
skilful sculptors of the city were at work on
a gigantic statue of him in black marble,
scated on the white stallion carved in white
marble, which was to adorn the market-
place.

“That will suit me,” he confided to Ben
as the pair sat at a sumptuous repast in the
palace. and he was lazily choosing his next
course from the assortment of choice viands
with which the table was loaded. ¢ Never
have I had my picture done in marble,
though I had a photo done on hossback in

Purban once. It—"'

“Yuh w’ud!” responded the disgusted
Ben, who held that Lulu was becoming
swell-headed. ““Chee, I’'d like to see a

picter o’ yuh in th’ Rogues Gallery; thet’d
be nearer th’ mark, yer big stiff!”

“Do not be jealous, little one,” said Lulu,
complacently stroking his tightly curled head.
“There i1s no need, I am still your friend.
It is true I am the big noise here, and am
better looking——"

‘“ Aw, hellup!” roared Ben, shouting with
laughter. ‘“Do yuh ever sce yer dial in a
glass? A mirror, I mean, not t’roo th’
bottom o’ one o’ them quart mugs yer’ve
allus gut yer nose in? Why, yet thet homely
thet th’ hosses shy at yer in th’ streets—
an’ if thar wuz any clocks hyar yuh’d sure
stop ’em!”

breathed out fire and
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It was just at this moment that one of the
white-clad damsels that had been detajjed
to wait upon the two tripped in to bring
some more dishes of fruit, She was a pretty
wench of a lightish brown, and Ben himse|f
had remarked favourably upon her features,
dainty figure and taking ways. As she
tripped round the table he smiled at her,
but she took no notice of the white man.
Instead, she placed the dish of fruit before
Lulu, and casting him a languishing glance,
took the glorious passion flower from her
hair and threw it at him with a smile, then
skipped out, throwing him aun arch look over
her shoulder.

“You see?” chuckled the triumphant
Zulu. ““Who would look at the shadow when
the sun is shining? Who would glance at
you when Lesardu the Brave is here? But
do not mind, little man. I will do what £
can for you, and though your face leaves
much to be desired. Mayhap if I say——"

‘““Mebbe yer own face ’ud look better if
twas a different colour!” howled the in-
furiated Ben and snatching up a very over-
ripe custard apple which was on the dish, he
hurled 1t into Lulu’s face, where the soft
fruit squashed o a squelchy mass which
filled his capacious mouth, his spreading
nostrils, and temporarily blinded him.

He sprang up with a howl of wrath, wip-
ing his face on the first thing which came
handy, which happened to be Ben’s discarded
coat, then vauited over the table at which
they were sitting on the veranda with intent
to take vengeance on tho American.

But Ben ld was no slouch on his feet,
and he was up and over the edge of the
veranda like a ﬁullet from a gun. He pelted
down the tiled courtyard with yells of ée-
rision, tne huge Zulu thundering after him
yelling blood-curdling threats.

Perhaps the golden armour he always wore,
or the enormous meal he had beeh putting
away hampered the Zulu, or Ben Bold’s turn
of speed was more than one would have an-
ticipated in such a shrimp. At any rate,
Ben kept out of arm’s reach, though he was
rapidly being caught up by the Zulu, who
had been a noted runner amongst that very
swift-footed race.

“Wait—ouly wait until I get my hands
upon you! will flay you alive and throw
your carcase to the crocodiles!” raved Lulu,
making sounds like an infuriated camel.
““You shall serve as a feast for the alligators
and your bones be picked clean. Wait, in-
sect. wait till I lay my hands on you—
coward, runaway!”

But to this version of “dilly, dilly, come
and be killed!” Ben did not respond. Just
as Lulu stretched out his ham-like fist to
grasp him, the lithe little American ducked,
dodged and pelted off in another direction.

(If Tom Cook & Co. imagine they have
finished with the treacherous High Pricst,
Gobo, they are Looked for a first-class
surprise. Gobo is out to regain his lost
power in the City of Gold. Sce next week’s
chaptcrs of the grecat story.)
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Our Page, Chums! Gather Round!

My peEAR CHuMs,—How are you getting on
witlt your coupon ecollecting * 'This is the
scecond week of our Grand 10,000 Gift Plan,
30 I expect you have made a start. Two
roupons wortlt 75 points werc given away last
week, and two coupons worth 75 points will
be found 1n this week’s issue. Of céourse,
you've snipped them out and put them aside
in a safe place. That’s right. If you want
to add to your collection, apart from the coupons
that will appear in the NeLsoxX LEE each week,
you may do so by buying any of the following
companion papers, which are also giving away
coupons — The ** Ranger,” * Gem,” and
“ Magnet.”

Now a word about

NEXT WEEK’S STORY

I am always grateful to lhear the opinions
of my chums on the stories that appear in the
Old Paper, whether they are adverse or favour-
able opinions. So far, I am pleased to say, the
new type of Detective-Thriller which I have
heen giving you has met with universal appro-
val. That’s great! Well, it'll mean that I
shall plug home hard on these lines and give
you the finest selection of detective-thrillers
¢ver published.

Neoxt week’s long complete story is quite
up to standard., It’s a thrill-packed yarn of
Nelson Lee’s and Nipper’s adventures in London
and in far-off Finland. The title is, ‘‘ Looters
of the Far North ! »’ and, believe me, for sensa-
tion, strange scenes and gripping adventure, this
story is @ hundred per cent winner.

Now for a few jokes sent in by readers who
liave won

[ HANDSOME WALLETS AND PENKNIVES

“ Nature,” explé.ined the lecturer, ‘ always

Q-ies to make compensation. For instance,
i g man loses an eye, tho sight of the other
becomes stronger, and if one grows deaf in
one ear, the hearing of the other becomes acute,
and go on.”

‘' Faith,” said Pat to his neighhour. * And
Qi helievo he's right, for Oi’ve noticed that when

Letters for the Editor should
be addressed to NELSON LEE

LIBRARY, Fleetway
Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.

House,

a man has a leg shorter than the other, the
other is longer.” '

(A. Carpenter, 21, West
Walsall, Staffs—a penknife.)

Streel,  Leamiaie,

Morchant : *‘ Look here, that safo you sold
mo last month you said was a burglar proot
safe, and I found it cracked this morning and
rifled of its contents.”

Agent : “ Well, isn’t that proof that you've
had a burglar ?

(A. Jesson, 8, Ethrovve Road, Bexley Heath,
Kent—a pocket wallet.)

An old villager had been offered a pound
note if he would let an artist paint him. He
hesitated for a while. '

“ It’s easy money,” prompted the artist.

“0i know that, zur,” was the reply, *“ i
were just thinking how Oi should get the paint
oft afterwards.”

(G. A. E. Pilbeam, Mount Plesant, Risldalke
Green, Warbleton, Nr. Heathficlds, Sussci—a
peitknife.)

In a club they were telling fishing stories.
““ The fish was so big,”” the first fisherman was
saying, ‘‘that the others would not let me
hau’l’ it into tho boat for fear it would swamp
un.” '

“Tho same thing happened to mo onee,”
broke in a quiet little man in the corner, ** on @
liner ! »

(W. Lambert, 239, 0ld Cleveland Road,
Coorparoo, Brisbane, Qucensland, Australia—a
grand prize.)

Stage-manager of pantomimo : ‘‘ Come along
with that elephant! What's the delay 1"’

Stage-hand ; “ It’s the hind legs, sir. He’s
found out that the front legs gets thruppence a

day more than he does, and he’s gone on strike.'

(4. Snow, 37, Fore Street, Ipswich, Suffolk—a
pocket wallet.)
Yours sincerely,
THE EDITOR
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THE DANGER SHIP!

(Continucd from zagc 38.) N
sacred Seal of Omn‘ Well (lom- l)l(l[]l(‘lOO'
’Hm iz tlmu and< of ycars old—ono of . the
most um.umu “antiques known m lustou ' To

PO~~C=s tln~——~—’.'
that 1
steal-
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T suppose you realise, Mr® Kress,
could ‘only obiain the Neal of Oom by
ihg 1t 27 interrupted . Lee,

" I'm not mtercésted .in 110\\ You obtained
ilw seal!”™ he " snapped.” 1 mhl vou that
from the first.” I'm™not nmu\mrr any iquirics,
L don’ C want to know. . Yoi ll.l\(- this vcal for

.llv' Thiln| am ready to buv! That's all.
.u'rlud to pay  two }nm(hul and  fifyy
- {honsand dollars, and you shall "have the

l‘}()'l(\ '.n s e .
I Nelon Lee had a grin lock on his face as
e dehberately  discarded  his make-up.
- Amongst Protheroe’s papers he had

Known - the” seeret.  The American  multi
unTlmimm- “in” his pazsion for sccuring for-
- bidden . antigiies. had virtoally (Onlllll-ﬂOIlL‘l
‘Protlicioc to obtain the Scal of Oom. "But
he quictened his (Oll-(l(‘n((‘ by saying thai
he did not” wish to make any inquiries,
s tCome in. Lennard ! <aid Lee brisk Iv.
Il door opcnod and Chief  Deteetive-
m pu(lm Lennard, “of Scotland Yard, strode
ol HTHere were no other officers,
- *“You heéard 7" ~askéd Lee quicily,
¢ Yo' said the inspector.
b RanidoM--1eréss, staréd from one to 11:(- other
m bewilderment;  and, indecd, he was
arrer]y - shaken? o
M Kress, it is my duty

to tell _y(.ni that

found
h ‘tters fnom Randolf Kress—and then he hadl
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NOu are 1‘,-5::111]«‘1 I s country as o un-
(l(-.‘n':xl)lo alien, sard e Lennard  capefully
“This gentleman, a5 Mr.__Nelson  bLee— )it
]1011:(100 ~as you suppo<cd.” Drot theroe -
mul(l arrest.” - i

Vhile speaking Lennad too'\ the pirecious
«(‘a' from the millionaire’s <hakirg hand.

“But-—-but 1 don’t understand!™ faltered
Mv. Kress.  UI've done nothing  wrong!
W lmt is this—a n.lp " )

“You can eall it a tiap if you Prve, sir,
1(p.1(d the (}mr inspector. “You are a
milhionaire, and it i~ well known 1o Scotland
Yard that yon make a pratice of tempting
criminals to obtain forbidden “antiques,  You
then' pay  them very Lieavy stms—and  you
adid thoie antiques scceretly to vour collection,
That's all very \\OH but it'is"a divect incife-
ment to erime.’ YT e

CI-T am aghast!” caid Randolf Kies-.
¢ T I'ad no intention of lu(-mmq the Law- "

“We could, if necessary, p)('rm a (l\m ge of
receiving  stolen property against vou,” con-
timred  Lonnard formmallyv, ~“Bit I am in-
structed. Mr. Kresso to request yon to leave
this country \\ifhiil twenty-four” ]mm~ Do
that and no action will be taken. It iz al=u
my duty to tell you rhat vour pa-~port wili
he cancellod! and will not be renewed.’

And Nelson Lee and Lvnnm‘(} went out with-.
out another word toe the man who had been the
canse of so murh danger to \r~l~0n Lec.

THHE END.

(There will be another Long ('mnpleh'
DETECTIVE-THRILLER in next weelk’s
issue, entitlied ‘: Looters of the Far North !
Don’t miss it ')

b

1932 SPECIAL OFFER

Witb Rubber an
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| ]
.2
7/6 Leather Ball for 2/6.
7.0 pair Batting

Gloves for 3/11.

Bat for /6.
A 7,6 pair of :
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Your Hcight increased in .13 days

BE TALL‘ (»;‘ Moncy Back,” Aniazing Course

Write for - Free 'Book, sent privatily. -STEBBING
SYSTEM,. 28, Dean Road, LONDON, N.W.2,
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BE TALLER!

LUSHINQG.SHYNESS, TIMIDITY For PREE
Bmrtlculmmmpl(homoun( su.dshmp Mr.Hughes,

26, Hart Street (Room 16), London. W.C.1.

Incrmscd m\‘ own héight to 6ft.

."JJ ins. 'I‘rmtmcnt £2:28.—Dctails
stamp.—A .B¥ M. ROSS,

SCARBOROCGII "ENGLAND.

BE STRONG I promisc you Robust Health, Double
. Strength and Stamina in 30 days or

money back ! My amazing 4-in-1 Course adds 10-20 ins,

1o vour muse ular development (With 2 ins. on. Chest and

A -y on Arms), .brings Iron Will, . Self-Control, Virile

Manbiood,” Personal” Magnetism. “Detdils FREE mna.t(l\

STBBBING INSTITUTE (A), 28, Dt.an Road

- LONDON, N.W.2.

HEIGHT INCREASED

(‘um‘plctf Coturse

S/«.iClicnts
gain 1 1o 5 ins! Par{lcilars, testimonials nm—i’ A.
CLIVE, Harrockouse, Colwyn Bay, N. Wales.

Bhyneu."Nerves."Belf consciousness,
Worry Habits, Unreasonable Pears, ete.

BLUSH'N cnrei or money back! Booklet sent.

X-ee, privately —L A.Btebbing, 28, Deoan London N.W.2
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4 to the Advertisement Manager, “The
4 Nelson Lee Library,”” The Fleetway
4 House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
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