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Professor Zingrave Plots to Rule the World—
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CHAPTER . lichts gleamed and twinkled ; and the vessel,
In Mid-Channel! as she moved along, made an entrancing

picture.

The Durban Princess was not one of the big
from South Africa, ploughed her way liners; she was comfortable and steady.
steadily up the English Channel. Making no pretence at speed, she was neverthe-

It was a fine night, clear and starlit, less one of the most reliable boats in the
The liner's many service,

HE Durban Princess, homcward bound
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—Sensational Long Detective-Thriller Starring Nelson Lee and Nipper !
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Professor Zingrave, brilliant scientist and ruthless master-crook, has long
cherished the staggering ambition of one day becoming ruler of the world. And
the day comes at last when he sees himself within an ace of realising his

dreams.

But he reckons without Nelson Lee, the famous detective, who has

vowed to break Zingrave’s terrible organisation and bring him to justice.

A ripple appeared on the surface of the
dark water, half a mile away from the Durban
Princess, on the starboard side. The ripple
became a thin streak of creamy foam. And
presently a squat, greyish object was in full
sight, keeping pace with the liner, and drawing
gradually nearer.

A submarine !

Not a light did she show, and she might
bave been a ghost vessel. Then, suddenly,
dramatically, a secarchlight blazed out from the
submarine’s deck; it hovered, swung round,
and then concentrated its beam upon the

liner’s bridge.

“What on carth’s that ?” ejaculated
Captain Ross, who was in the chart-room.

“ Looks like a searchlight, sir,” said the
man at the wheel.

“I can see it's a searchlight, I'elson, but
where’s it coming from ? ’ asked the skipper,
peering through the weather-glass. *‘ They're
uncomfortably close, whoever they are——"

He broke off suddenly and walked out upon
the open bridge, so that he could obtain a
clearer view. A youngish man in uniform
came scrambling frantically up the bridge
ladder.
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£ It’s that pirate, sir!” he exclaimed,
breathing hard.

2 Pirate | 7

£ Yes, sir ; that sub——"

! But, good heavens, -Mr. Warrington, I
can't believe it!” said the captain aghast.
! Here, in mid-Channel——"’

He broke off, staring at the searchlight.
Since nearing English waters he had been
twice warned, by the Admiralty wireless, that
a privately-owned American submarine had
been stolen, and was in the hands of a criminal
gang, who were using the vessel for the

urpose of piracy. It had sounded like a
antastic fairy tale, and Captain Ross had
not really given it any serious consideration.

*- They’ve been wirelessing us, sir,” said Mr.
Warrington, the first officer.

“ What ! ”

** They’ve ordered us to heave to.”

2 0Of all the infernal impudence ! ” fumed
the captain, with sudden anger. : I’ve never
heard of such nonsense—-" |

£ They say they’ve got a gun, sir, and that
unless we obey they’ll fire a shell at our
water-line, amidships,” continued Mr. War-

rington. £ It looks mighty ugly to me.”

The captain’s first consideration was for
the safety of his ship and his passengers. His
personal inclination was to tell the pirates to
go to the devil; but the risk was too great.
¢* Sparks *’—the wireless operator—reported
that the curt orders from the submarine had
been repeated, and the mysterious pirates
had now set a time-limit. Unless the Durban
Princess stopped her engines within five
minutes, the shot would be fired.

Swallowing his fury, Captain Ross gave the
necessary orders. The liner, her engines
still, glided smoothly through the water.
Fortunately, the bulk of her passengers were
asleep in their cabins, and there was no alarm.

The submarine, creeping nearer and ncarer,
and running parallel, looked an insignificant
fockleshell compared with the bulk of the
iner.

But Captain Ross and his anxious officers
did not fail to sece the wicked-looking gun.
They saw, too, the numbers of men who were
ready on the submarine’s deck. Two vicious-
looking machine-guns were now trained on the
larger vessel.

£ Ahoy 1| ” came a hail. & Standby! We
are boarding you ! ”

¢ Submarine, ahoy ! ” boomed the captain.

£ Who are you$ What is the meaning of this

outrage ? »

:* Obey orders, and you’ll come to no harm,”
continued the voice from the submarine.
! But if any of our men are molested, or even
hampered, these two machine guns will pour
a raking fire through the port-holes of your
passenger cabins, Don’t treat this lightly.
We're in earnest.”

And presently, when the Durban Princess
bad no more way on her, the submarine drew
close in. Men sprang up the accommodation
ladder. And every man was heavily masked—
every man dressed in a black, tight-fitting
costume rather like a boiler-maker’s union
suit. Each man, too, carried a grim-looking
automatic pistol

The men swarmed up with only one mishap
—when one of their number slipped, and fell
with a mighty splash back into the sea.

“* Which man here is the captain ? >’ asked
the leader of the raiders.

I am!” said Captain Ross angrily. * And
if you think I’m frightened by this theatrical
nonsense——"

! Let me assure you, captain, that there is
nothing theatrical about what you see,”
interrupted the leader. My men are fully
armed, and if you try any monkey-business
with us we shall shoot—and shoot to kill.
Let that be thoroughly understood.”

“ What do you want ? ”

** And after we have gone below, please do
not think that any effort to trick us will serve
you,” continued the raider. - ¢* Twelve of us
have come aboard—and twelve of us will
leave.” He pointed down to the submarine,
which had now sheered off. & You see those
machine-guns ? They are ready. for action
unless you obey all orders instantly and
without question.”

It was a tense moment. Captain Ross and
his officers, amazed though they were, did not
fail to recognise the deadly earnestness of the
man who had been speaking. And the very
appearance of these raiders, too, with their
weapons, and in their masks, was menacing.

The Durban Princess was helpless—at the
mercy of these modern pirates.

CHAPTER 2.

A Rich Hauil
HERE was something very businesslike,
too, about these masked men. They

were not ordinary ruffians, by any
means. The leader was cool, insolent,
and serenely confident. .

‘“ Better take it on the chin, captain,” he
said mockingly. & You've got to think of
your passengers, haven’t you? There’ll be
quite a panic if you force us to start an
gun-play. And that would be such a pity ! ”

* You—you smooth-tongued rogue——"?

{Save your breath!” cut in the other
curtly. ‘ Where’s your purser? We want
to be taken straight to the strong-room.”

Captain Ross blanched.

$¥No!” he ejaculated hoarsely.

L“ By
heaven ! "

I'll never——
$You'll take us to the strong-room—and
you’ll take us there right now!” jerked the
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leader of the raiders, thrusting his gun into
the captain’s side. ‘ Now, sir! You know
what’s coming to you if you kick! Give the
orders! "’ :

There was nothing else for it but to obey,
although -the strong-room contained a large
consignment of diamonds, from the South
African mines. It was an unusually large
shipment, and of fabulous value.

The old skipper was helpless in his rage ;
for it was perfectly true that if these pirates
started any gunplay, there would be a panic
amongst the passengers. Furthermore, therc
was no doubt that some of those passengers
would be killed or injured. Captain Ross
could not take the chance. -

Thus, whilst six masked men remained on
deck, the other six accompanied the purser
and the first officer below.

The strong-room was cleared.

Not only were the diamonds taken, but a
considerable sum of cash and large quantities
of valuables which had been deposited by
the passengers.

“You are a sensible man, captain,” said
the raiders’ leader, when he again appeared
on deck, his companions loaged with the
spoils. ‘“ A lesser man would have resisted
us, and that would have meant bloodshed.
And we should have gained our object just
the same in the end. Good-night, captain !
Many thanks ! ”’

He spoke in that same mocking voice—a
voice which had a silky note in it. In an
orderly fashion, the pirates descended the
ladder, the submarine now having coms
alongside again.

The machine-guns were trained upwards
towards the liner’s decks. Officers and men
were leaning over, breathless with the excite-
ment of it all. A few straggling passengers,
having come out to inquire the cause of the
stoppage, were interested spectators, too,
although they did not fully understand.

From first to last, the raid had been con-
ducted with quiet orderliness.

No sooner had the pirates gained their own
vessel than it slid silently away. The search-
licht was immediately switched off, and those
aboard the Durban Princess saw nothing
but the squat bull of the submarine and the
thia wake of creamy foam.

“ The rogues—the villains!” muttered
Captain Ross. *‘ Never, in my forty yecars at
sea, have I experienced anything like it ! ”

“ Look, sir! They’re submerging,” said
Mr. Warrington, pointing.

““ What else could I have done ? ”’ muttered
the captain. ‘‘ If I had offered resistance ”?

“You were belpless, sir,” said the first
officer earnestly. °‘ It’s just like the war days,
when the German U boats used to hold
us up.”’

* We werearmed then,” growled the captain.

¥ Not at the Lezinning of the war, sir,”

said Mr. Warrington. “ And we were just as
helpless as we are now; unless we obeyed
orders, we were blown out of the water.”

By this time the mysterious submarine
had completely vanished. @ She had sub-

merged rapidly after leaving the liner’s side,
and now there was not even a trace of foam on
the smooth sea.

But the Durban Princess’ wireless had not
been idle, and now, from tho blackness of
the night, came the inquiring beams of two
searchlights. A naval destroyer was approach-
ing, and she was soon in communication with
Captain Ross.

But she had arrived too late.

The pirate submarine had gone, and a dozen
destroyers could not have located her.

For sheer, colossal daring that raid would
have required a lot of beating.

It was all the more daring because the
submarine itself was stolen property 8he
belonged to a wealthy American inventor
named Russ Freemantle, and she was known
as the Ossipee.

It was Mr. Freemantle’s bLoast that his
submersible craft was so far ahead of every
other type of under-water vessel that they
were obsolete. The Ossipee was unsinkable ;
she was fast, handy, and so designed that she
could dive at an incredible speed with perfect

safety. She could descend, too, to a greater
depth than any other known type of sub-
marine. )

Mr. Freemantle had such supreme confidence
in his craft that he had been on a world
tour, displaying ber wonders to all and
sundry. She was not a warship. Mr. Free-
mantle was an out-and-out pacifist, and his
submarine was designed, first and last, as a
commercial proposition. '

It was for this reason that he had been
making a world tour. He had faith in the
Ossipee, claiming that she had endless ad-
vantage over the more ordinary surface
vessels.

And then, like a bolt from the blue, while
the Ossipec had been lying in the quiet
harbour of Caistowe Bay, on the south coast,
she had been seized by mysterious raiders ;
and since then she had vanished, except
on the two occasions when she had dra-
matically reappeared - to commit acts of
flagrant piracy.

Small wonder that the affair was a world
sensation !

CHAPTER 3.
The Pirates’ Lair!

ROFESSOR CYRUS ZINGRAVE, Chief
of the infamous League of the Green
Triangle, laughed contentedly.

*“Quite a rich haul, Kemp,” he
observed. ‘I think our little venture was well
worth while.”
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“ The stuff we’ve got is worth hundreds of
thousands of pounds, Chief,” said Kemp,
in a gloating voice. -

! Worth it, perhaps, but not to us,” replied
the professor. ‘‘ The diamonds will be difficult
to get rid of, and I am afraid we shall have to
dispose of them for a quarter of their actual
value. But I know of certain channels. The
other stuff will need careful handling, too.
This night’s work will mean big money for
all of you.”

“ The boys are mightily pleased, Chief,”
sald Kemp, nodding. ‘

They were standing in a surprisingly
comfortable cabin, and the air was filled with
the gentle *‘ throb-throb ’ of the submarine’s
motors. |

She was on the surface now, but ready to
dive at the first sign of danger. She was
avoiding all other shipping, and her course
was a secret one.

Zingrave, having divested himself of the
black ‘‘ union suit,’”’ sat down in a comfortable
chair and helped himself to a cigar. :

‘“ After this, Kemp, I think I shall place
vou in sole charge of the raids,” he said.
““I do not altogether care for this kind of
thing myself. I prefer my comforts, and it is
my business to direct. It will mean a more
generous percentage for you, of course.”

All those men on the pirate submarine were
fiushed with triumph. Each man would take
his generous share. Zingrave paid hand-
somely for efficient service.

Kemp, who was a marine engineer by
profession, was the submarine’s ‘ captain,”
and he was a valuable man. All those other
crooks, too, had been specially selected for
this work.

“How long will it take us to reach our
base ? *’ asked Zingrave leisurely.

*“ Roughly, two hours.”

‘“ That means we can get in before dawn,”
said Zingrave. ‘‘ That’s good. You'd better
go back to your duty, Kemp. After a short
smoke, I shall take a quiet nap.”

“You’re a cool one, Chief !” said Kemp
admiringly.

“Cool 2 murmured Zingrave. “In
what way ! The excitement of the night is
over, and there is certainly nothing else for
me to do. I know nothing about submarines,
and don’t want to. Every man to his own job,
Kemp.” '

“Well, I do know something about sub-
marines, Chief,” said Kemp, ‘‘ and I can tell
you that this craft is a little wonder! She’s
fairly amazed me! Everything that Free-
mantle claimed of her is true. She’s as easy
to handle as a motor-boat.”

The professor yawned.

“I'm glad to hear that, for, between
you and me, Kemp, I'm not fond of sub-
marines,” he said. I particularly dislike
them when they dive under the surface.

I have a dread fear that they will never be
able to get up again. I feel imprisoned, and
you will agree, Kemp, that that is an awful
feeling ?

Kemp grinned.

¢ I get you, Chief,” he said, as he went out.

Zingrave was an escaped convict. He had
served some years of a life term, and he was a
wanted man. His hatred of imprisonment
could be understood, for he was not the
hardened type of man who can suffer penal
servitude with stolid indifference.

He was a brilliant scientist, a man of
refinement, and but for that criminal kink
which had made him a man of evil, he would
have attained fame and fortune in the scientific
world.

At one time the League of the. Green
Triangle had been an immense organisation—
a confederation of criminals with a member-
ship running into thousands. That infamous
organisation has been shattered, years ago,
mainly owing to the efforts of Nelson Lee, the
world-famous detective.

The present league was a mere private con-
cern in comparison with the other. Profeassor
Zingrave had twenty or thirty men immediately
about him—every one & tried and trusted old-
timer. He had other agents in London, in
Southampton, Cardiff, Liverpool, Manchester,
Birmingham. His men, in fact, were scattered
widely in all directions. But, when all was said
and done, this new league was small. Zingrave
dreamed of gaining his old power; and his
present campaign, in fact, was designed mainly
to obtain ample funds. With funds he could
do anything. He could startle the world with
a greater confederation than he had ever
controlled.

Power !

Day and night, the thought of power was in
the mind of this remarkable man. He dreamed
of ruling England—Europe—even the whole
world. But for the present he was going slowly
—bent only upon building up.

He slept peacefully as a child as the Ossipee
glided, unseen, up the Channel, creeping nearer
and nearer to the south coast.

She submerged again, and in the dark hour
before the dawn, she came abreast of a little
rocky islet which stood some distance from the
mainland opposite Langdon Bay, and not a
great many miles from Caistowe.

It was known as Surf Island, and for years
had been uninhabited.

But of recent months a gentleman of astro-
nomical leanings had built a bungalow on
Surf Island. Dr. Enoch Catling lived entirely
alone, except for his manservant, Bates.

And, needless to say, both Catling and Bates
were in Zingrave’s pay—and Surf -Island was
one of those secret retreats which Zingrave
had shrewdly prepared for himself in various
parts of the country.
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The great slab ot stone fell crashing to the floor of the dungeon and before the imprisoned

schoolboys yawned a black cavity.

‘‘ Hurrah !

b

yelled Handforth., ‘¢ There’s our way to

freedom at last!”’

Surf Island was something more now—it
was the lair of the modern pirates.

Creeping cautiously towards the rock cliffs,
and remaining submerged, the Ossipee slid
through a rock channel under the surface. And
having passed through this, she rose to the
surface again in a deep seawater pool, almost
in the centre of the island.

A safe harbour—a secret hiding-place which
was hidden from all prying eyes.

CHAPTER A.
The Prisoners in the Cavern!

HIS rock pool, in the centre of Surf
Island, was, in its way, unique.

It was a basin of deep water sur-

rounded by sheer crags. Any stranger,

walking across the grassy downs of the little

island, would have been taken completely by

surprise. Reaching the higher ground, he

would suddenly come upon a sheer drop—a

gash, And there, far below, lay the pool

A wild, desolate spot, with rock ledges and
black, mysterious caverns.

When Surf Island had been uninhabited,
and during the summer months, picnic parties
had frequently come across from the mainland.
The boys of St. Frank’s College had often paid
visits, and they had done a good deal of
exploring.

But Surf Island was now strictly private
Broperby, and visitors were not encouraged.

r. Catling was a man of studious habits, and
he loved solitude. He enjoyed solitude, too,
to all intents and purposes; for not a soul
except Dr. Catling himself and his servant
had ever been seen on Surf Island. All those
other men who were there remained out of
sight.

Professor Zingrave enjoyed the full amenities
of Catling’s bungalow; he had been living
very comfortably in that picturesque dwelling
for quitec a number of weeks. Tho other Green
Triangle men had only come after the Ossipee
had been seized. And Dr. Catling, for one, was
not in the best of spirits over the change.

Dawn was beginning to lighten the eastern
sky as the submarine, safe in her harbour,
edged cautiously towards one of the rock
ledges which bordered the deep scawater pool.
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Her hatchways were already open, and soon
some of the men were ashore, hawsers were
fixed, and a gangway was placed in position.

‘“Take the stuff straight to the cavern,”
ordered Zingrave. ‘I will remain here and

overlook the work. Move smartly now, men.

Dayhght will be here soon, and there is not a
minute to waste ! *?

The loot was taken into a long rock tunnel.

The island was fairly honeycombed with these-

tunnels, for, centuries earlier, it had been the
hcadquarters of many a smuggling gang. But
that rock pool had never before been used as
it was being used now. That was Professor
Zingrave’s own secret. ®

There was one cavern with a specially-
constructed door—a door which was made of
the solid rock. Zingrave possessed the only
key.

The door was opened, and the spoils of. the
night carried in. There was a good deal of
treasure, here already—many cases of silver,
in bullion, which had been looted from another
ship.

Not far away, down another tunnel, there
were more of these rock caverns. One of them
had an age-blackened oak door, with heavy
outside bolts.

And behind that door three prisoners
languished.

They were schoolboys, in fact—none others
than the celebrated Edward Handforth, of the
Remove at St. Frank’s, and his sturdy chumes,
Church and McClure. They had been in capti-
vity for some days, and they were growing
more or less desperate.

Night and day were all the same to them ;
for the blessed daylight never penetrated to
their prison. Food was brought to them
regularly, and they ate with hearty appetites.
They slept, too. But by now they had lost
count of the days, and their watches having
stopped through inattention, they never knew
what the hour was. For the first day of their
imprisonment they had been chained to the
wall. Now, however, they had been released
of that.

It seemed to them that they had been
imprisoned for weeks.

They owed their. capture to an unlucky sea
mist. Having gone out fishing one fine evening,
they had got lost in the mist, and had acciden-
tally stumbled upon Surf Island. Here they
had run across some of Zingrave’s men—and
after that their fate was more or less sealed.
IFor the crooks could not allow these boys to
get away, to talk of what they had seen.

At first, Zingrave had planned to drown
them, making it appear that they had met
with a Jamentable accident. But that had been
too risky. Zingrave had contented himself
with taking the boys’ boat out into the Chan-
nel, with some of their clothing. This had been
found, and it was generally believed that
Handforth & Co. were drowned.

LEE LIBRARY

At the dawn of this particular day, Hand-
forth aroused his listless chums.

‘““ There’s something doing, you chaps,” he
said, in & low voice. ‘“ Listen ? I can hear
people moving about along tunnels.”

“ That blighting Zingrave and his men!”
grunted Church.

“ It might be Mr. Lee—come to keep his
promise,” muttered Handforth feverishly.
“ Bys George, it’s about time, isn’t it ? ”’

‘*“ Something must have happened,” came
MecClure’s voice. “ I don’t beligve Mr. Lee will
ever come now. It was weeks ago when he

romised us that we should lonly be kept here
or a day or two. Anyhow, it seems like weeks.
I’'m beginning to lose hope.”

“Rats!” said Handforth, whose spirit
could never be quenched. *‘ Mr. Lee will come
—and very likely he’s here now.”

“ What an optimist you are, old man,” said
Church enviously.

They heard footsteps, and they held their
breath. The footsteps grew nearer, and then
they halted.

‘“ This is where the boys are kept, isn’t it ? »
came Zingrave’s voice, through the oak door.
¢ They’re quite all right, T suppose ? ©

‘“ Bates looks after ’em, Chief,” said another
voice. ‘‘I think they’re keeping healthy. Do
you want to have a look at them ?

‘“ Not now,” replied Zingrave. ‘‘ They are
probably asleep, anyhow. I wouldn’t disturb
them for the world.”

The footsteps passed on.

“What a kind and considerate man,”
grunted Handforth ferociously. :* By George !
Just wait until I get out of here! There’s one
thing in the world that I want to do more than
any other—and that is to get one good swing-
ing punch at Zingrave’s face ! ”’

‘ Blow Zingrave !> muttered Church. *1I
shall be glad enough to get out of this Black
Hole of Calcutta. Crumbs! What wouldn’t
I give for just one sight of our mouldy old
Form-room at St. Frank’s! "’

CHAPTER 5.
The Professor at Home!

INGRAVE, unconscious of Handforth’s
pugilistic designs upon his face, con-
tinued his way up the rock tunnel.

The other men had now left him—for
there were all sorts of burrows where they had
their quarters.

From the last ship the Green Triangle men
had raided a considerable quantity of stores,
and food was plentiful on Surf Island.

Zingrave, flashing an electric torch in front
of him, mounted an apparently endless flight
of worn stone steps. They cut clean through
the rocks, and, at last, the professor operated
a lever, A great slab of rock tilted above his
head, and now, when he emerged, he found
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himself in the modern, spic and span kitchen
of Dr, Catling’s bungalow.

The solid-looking cooking-range, on its
glazed tiles, had tilted, and now it went back
into place, leaving no trace of the secret
opening.

Passing out of the kitchen, Zingrave went
across a well-furnished hall and entered the
living-room.

Two men were there, one reading by the
light of a friendly oil-lamp, and the other
sleeping in the chair before the fire.

“ Wake up, Bates,”” said Catling, giving
Bates a kick. ¢ The Chief’s home.”

Zingrave dropped into an casy chair.

* You fellows are having the best of it,”” he
commented. °° Everything been quiet, Cat-
ling ? Oh, you’re awake, Bates ? What about
that hot coffee ?

“ Why, yes, Chief—sure !’ exclaimed Bates,
in some¢ confusion. ‘It’s all made—and
simmering. I'll bring it straight in.”’

He hurried away, and Dr. Catling looked at
Zingrave curiously. There was nothing of the
crook about Catling. He was a tall, elderly
man, and he had a general appearance of
benevolent respectability.

¢ Successful 7’ he as{{ed bluntly.

*Very.”

‘ Another haul, eh ? >’ said Catling. “ It
secms a fearful risky business to me, Chief.
You know what you’re doing, of course ; but
every ship you hold up will be more dangerous
than the last. Think of the chances you’re
taking. They’ve got the Navy out »

“ My dear Catling, it isn’t at all necessary
for you to give me this interesting information
~—which I already know,’” interrupted Zin-
grave. ‘‘I quite agree with you, however,
that as time goes on we must become more and
more cautious. But we are in no hurry. We
are comfortably situated here, and I propose
to lie low for quite a little time now.”

““ You're banking on the submarine remain
ing hidden, aren’t you ? ”’ asked Catling. *‘ But
what if Surf Island comes under suspicion ?
You know as well as I do that we couldn’t
last a minute if there was a really intensive
search.”

“I am afraid you're selfish, Catling,”’ said
Zingrave gently. ‘ Before I started this little
game you were very comfortable, weren’t
you ? Living here in luxury with Bates to
look after you, and getting an extraordinarily
handsome salary. But you’ve got to take the
rough with the smooth. I may have to shift
my quarters soon ; and, if that happens, you’ll
be left in peace again. You needn’t be afraid
of the particular kind of trouble you have
suggested. I am taking every precaution, and
I don’t care that for the authorities.”

'He snapped his fingers contemptuously ;
and just then Bates came in with steaming-hot

coffee.

‘ ** Oh, I nearly forgot,” said Catling suddenly.
“There’s a message for you, Chief. One of our
men came especially over in a motor-boat, to
deliver it.”

Zingrave broke open the envelope as he
sipped his coffee.

The letter was a very harmless one, appa-
rently, and it was actually addressed to Dr.
Catling, and dealt with matters which appcared
to be purely astronomical.

As a matter of fact, that message was in
code, and it had been sent from London by
one of Zingrave’s spies.

“Hm! I don’t think s0,’”’ said the pro-
fessor, shaking his head. ‘° It would have been.
all right if we hadn’t pulled to-night's affair
But the Atlantis is one of the biggest liners
afloat.” ‘

“Am I allowed to be on this ?” asked
Catling.

““ It seems that cool million is being shipped
aboard the Atlantis, which sails for New York
next week,”’ said Zingrave. ‘ Think of it,
Catling! Gold bullion—a little matter of
national repayment from the British Govern-
ment to the United States Government, It’s
tempting enough, in all conscience ! ”’

“ A million,” muttered Catling greedily.
*“And with that submarine—— But you
wouldn’t dare, Chief! You couldn’t hold up
the Atlantis/ After what’s happened, she’s
certain to have a crowd of armed detectives
aboard.”

“ That’s just it,”” said Zingrave, nodding.
““ A million in gold!’’ He sipped his coffee
again. ‘“ A common crook, Catling, would fall
for this temptation. But I’'m not a common
crook. I'd like that gold, certainly, but the
dangers would be too enormous. The Atlantis
is a floating city, with a population numbering
thousands. Oh, no! It couldn’t be done. I'm
sticking to my original plan—and that is to
lie low. The Atlantis can keep her gold—and
her armed detectives, too. I'm not falling into
that trap ! ”’

But as he lay back in his chair there was an
expression of sombre regret on his face. A
million in gold ! His agent had meant well in
supplying him with that information ; but it
was just one of those things which couldn’t
be done.

Professor Cyrus Zingrave was the most
daring criminal known to the police ; but he
never allowed his judgment to be swayed by
his greed. Therein lay his strength.

CHAPTER 6.
Nelson Lee’s Vow!

HIS latest exploit of the pirates aroused
II a veritable storm.
The London evening papers pro-

duced special editions, giving the
startling news. Another liner held up by the
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submarine pirates and looted! And again the
stolen Ossipee had appeared as though from
nowhere, and had vanished without leaving a
trace.

The newspapers were full of big talk. What
was the matter with the Government ¢ Why
didn’t it act drastically ? How much longer
was British shipping to be subjected to this
infamous piracy ? Conditions were becoming
more lawless than in Chicago itself !

Nelson Lee, at St. Frank’s, heard the news
without turning a hair. He wasn’t a bit sur-
prised. He had been fully expecting that
Zingrave would bring off another coup. For
Nelson Lee was fully aware that Professor
Zingrave was behind this daring business. He
had the advantage of the world at large, for
in this exploit Zingrave had maintained an
unusual secrecy ; he was making no elaborate
display of the sign of the green triangle.

Mr. Russ Freemantle, who still remained in
Caistowe, rang Lee up during the morning,

“You’re the only man who has given me
hope, Mr. Lee,” he said. ‘‘ Some days ago you
promised me that the Ossipee would be
restored to me ‘ within a few days ’; and you
told me not to worry.”

“You sound as if you are worrying very
much, Mr. Freemantle.”

“Man alive! Do you blame me??
asked the American inventor. “ My vessel
ralds a liner last night—and to-day she has
disappeared again. Where can those crooks
be keeping her ? She can’t be far off.”

““That’s obvious,” commented Lee.

“But where ?”’ ingisted Mr. Freemantle.
“Where are these hoodlums hiding out ?
Your navy is awake at last, and destroyers
are searching everywhere up and down the
Cha.ém’el. But it doesn’t seem to be any
good.’

“If you will have a little more patience,
Mr. Freemantle, your worries will soon be
over,” said Lee calmly. ‘ Let me repeat
my promise. You shall have your submarine
back very soon.”

“But if you know something, Mr. Lee,
why don’t you act now ?”

“] shall act just as soon as I can,” was
Nelson Lee’s vague reply.
“Yes, I do know something, But not

much. And I want you to remember, Mr.
Freemantle, that this 1s in strict confidence.”

And with that the submarine owner had
to be content.

It was after morning lessons that Nipper,
the genial Remove captain, paid a visit to
the headmaster’s study. He was looking
eager as he came into Nelson Lee’s presence.

“ Well, guv’nor, what do you make of it 7 ”
he asked breathlessly. -
“It’s rather a trying time, Nipper,”
replied Iee. “I'm sorry that Zingrave
raided the Durban Princess last night; he

" BURIED MILLIONS.” Gripping Tale of Treasure Hunting—

obtained a rich haul.
off another prize.”

“ What do you mean, guv’nor ?”

“The Treasury has allowed it to ‘leak
out’ that a consignment of gold is being
sent to America aboard the liner Atlantis,"
replied Nelson Lee. ‘I think the authorities
are hoping that Zingrave will be tempted
to hold up that ship.”

“You mean, the gold isn't going aboard
the Atlantis at all ?** asked Nipper shrewdly.

‘** That seems to be the plan.”

“The gold isn’t going at all—it’s just a
blind ?

“1 think the gold is going—it has to be
delivered, by the conditions of a treaty,

And it may put him

by a certain date,” replied Lee. ‘ But
nobody knows how it will be sent. And it
doesn’t really matter, Nipper. If these

Green Thiiangle people will raid the Atlantis
we might nab them. The point is—will
Zingrave be tempted ? "

“ When does she sail, sir ? *’

‘“ Karly next week.”

“Oh, crumbs! Have we got to wait
until then !’ asked Nipper, in dismay.
“ We know more than anybody else, guv’'nor
—we know that the submarine is being
kept at Surf Island. By Jingo! I shan’t
forget that night trip of ours earlier tiis
week! We made some big discoveries,
then, didn’t we ?

“ Including the finding of Handforth and
his chums in the dungeons,” nodded the great
detective. * Rather rough on those boys,
young ’'un. But if we had rescued them,
Zingrave would have taken alarm—and
that would have prevented me from making
the big haul. I don’t think they’re in any
danger. If I did think so, I would abandon
all else and fetch them away.”

“Couldn’t we go on another trip to the
island, sir ?»’ asked Nipper eagerly. ‘“ We
might be -able to discover something fresh.
And we could see those chaps, and ”

““No,” interrupted Nelson Lee. ¢ Hand-
forth and his chums must be patient. It
would be far too dangerous for us to make
another lone raid on Surf Island. I am
biding my time, Nipper—but when 1 do
move I shall move to some purpose.”

“You’ll let me be in on it, sir 7

““1 think I shall find it difficult to keep
you out of it,”” said Lee dryly. ‘ And
remember, Handforth and his chums are
doing their bit—and doing it pluckily. It is
generally believed that they perished in the
Channel, but their parents, at all events,
know the truth. I gave them the information
to relieve them of anxiety and I also obtained
their permission to leave the boys where
they are so that our scheme will not fail. It
will all come out right soon, Nipper—and ‘I
am hoping that this time Zingrave and his
whole organisation will be shattered.”
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CHAPTER 1.
An Exciting Discovery!

¢ NOTHER day!” said Handforth, in
a grim, hard voice.
The three prisoners had just
finished a meal—a plain, homely
meal of bread, cold beef, and tea. The menu
did not vary much; there was generally
bread and hot tea, and the other item varied
between cold beef, cheese, cooked sausage
and canned fish.

But at least, Zingrave was giving his
prisoners plenty to eat, and he had even
provided them with an assortment of ancient
magazines and books,
so that they could

11

“ Ob, let’s do something ! ” grunted Hand-
forth. * Let’s continue our exploring.”

“Might as well,” said his chums. * Any-
thing to pass the time.” , |

For some days—two days, at Ieast—they
had been making & systematic exploration
of their prison. It had been Handforth’s
idea, and Church and McClure had agrecd
because it served to keep him quiet. And
these three boys werc really suffering acutely.
They were active, bealthy youngsters, and this
close confinement was very akin to torture.

It would not have been so bad if they had
had daylicht. But in this grim smugglers’
cave, deep in the rocks,
they lived in perpetual

~—

kill some of the time.
Their prison was a

decp, rocky cavern.
There was no possible
escape, . for they were

bolted in, and that oak
door was stout enough
to withstand the on-
slaught of a battering-

“PLUNDER, Lp.!”

A Remarkable Extra - Long

Complete Detective - Thriller

twhich appears in next weel’s
issue!

A sinister confederation headed by a

darkness. The candle-
light was only a poor
substitute for the
glorious light of day.
Commencing at the
door, the prisoners had
gone over every inch of
the rock wall, down one
side of the cavern. They

ram. mysterious master-crook whose fruthless had tested every pro-

As their own cloth- cunning has marked him down as the jection, they had ex-
ing had been taken most dangerous menace to society the plored every crevice.
away from them, they Dpolice has ever had to deal with—and Handforth seemed to

were wearing an odd

assortment of men’s LDS odds. ]
Wednesday’s Thrill-packed story
ﬁ;fenﬁéovig;‘;y “E‘:g one you’ll all vote a winner ! ’

Nelson Lee fighting against overwhelm-
That is the theme of next

have an idea that there
might be some other
exit. He was always full
of wild hopes.

and

mattresses and blankets,
so their sleep was less
uncomfortable than it might have been.
Some empty cases had been brought in, too,
and these served as tables. They were
allowed to have as many candles as they
liked, and these were welcome.

““I think you must have got a bit mixed
up. Handy,” said Church, shaking his head.
“ We couldn’t have been here all those days.”

Handforth was making a long scratch on
the side of the cavern, using a loose piece of
rock for the purpose. He had just added a
seventh scratch.

“Rats!’” he said.
days, haven’t 1?”

“ It seems like a week—but I don’t think
we've been here more than three days,”
went on Church. “It might be only two.
It’s so jolly difficulty to keep any account
of the time. Our meals are all the same,
so we don’t know the difference between
breakfast, dinner, and supper.”

‘*“ And still Mr. Lee doesn’t come !’ growled
Handforth. “Why ? I thought he would
bave nabbed these crooks long ago »?

“Well, you ncedn’t talk so loudly,” inter-
rupted McClure. “ You silly ass! How do
you know that some of those men aren’t
out in the funnel ? For goodness sake be
careful.”

“T've counted the

- ““These old caves

werc once used by the
smugglers,” he argued. “I'm not saying
that there #s another way out of this cave,
but why shouldn’t there be ? ”

And so they had carried on with their
exploring. They had already completed one
side of their prison, and the end, and were
now half way back along the other side.
And even Handforth’s hopes, which had
never bheen very high, were beginning to flag.

“This is where we left off,”” he said, as
they came to the spot. “ Hold the candle,
Churchy. I remember saying that these
rocks looked rather more promising than
those on the other side. And don’t forget—
if somebody comes, make out that we’re
having some sort of game. No need to let
those blighters know that we’re doing this.”

Church and McClure did not see how it
would make any difference, but they did not
argue. They held the candles for their
leader, and Handforth, squatting on the dusty,
sandy floor, pulled and tugged at the pro-
jections of rock—which were certainly rough
and jagged just here.

This went on for an hour—with the same
result as before. The rocks were quite
immovable. Church took a turn, then,
and he was in the middle of his spell when
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footsteps sounded, and another mecal arrived.
It was a welcome break.

Afterwards, McClure took his turn. And
curiously enough, almost the first projection
of rock he touched quivered slightly. He
did not feel it immediately, for it seemed as
solid as the rest, But when he tugged hard
he suddenly experienced a thrill. e others
had seen no movement.

This piece of rock was a sort of slab—a
huge formation which secemed to be an
integral part of the cavern wall. Yet there
were edges to it, where it projected. And
McClure, pulling at these edges, felt the
quiver.

‘“Funny | ” he said, in a strange voice.

“What’s funny ?’’ asked Handforth.

‘“ This bit of wall seems te give a hit when
I pull on it,” said Mac. “I don’t think we
can do anything »?

“ By George! Let’s have a look!”

Handforth's voice was husky with excite-
ment. He tugged too, and distinctly felt the
quiver. Then Church added his own strength.
All three pulling together, there was no mis-
take about the looseness of that rock slab.
It wasn’'t a part of the wall, as they had
believed—but a separate section.

“Isay! Hold on!” ejaculated Church
suddenly. ‘‘ No wonder we can’t move it !
Look here ! ,

He held his candle close to the floor, and
Handforth and McClure understood. The
rock could not move because it descended
below the level of the actual floor of the cave
—and that floor was not solid rock, but
tightly packed sand

L Y

CHAPTER 8.
A Secret of the Old Smugglers!

¢ TS a frost!” Handforth dis-
appointedly.

“Wait a minute!” muttered Church,

a new light in his eyes. “Logk at

this floor, you ciaps! There’s the dust and

sand of centuries here—trodden in. It must

have been accumulating for hundreds of

years, and, naturally, it’s risen inch by inch
in the course of time.”

“What are you getting at?” asked Hand-
forth. |

“Why, centuries ago, the level of this floor
was lower,” explained Church. ‘“If we can
only get this floor away, we might be able
to move the rock. I don’t suppose it’ll be
any good if we do—there’ll only be solid
rock behind it. But why not try?”

They tried. They worked hard. Their only
tools were scraps of loose rock which they
managed to detach from other parts of the
cavern. That trodden sand and dust seemed
as hard as concrete at first; but once they
had gained a start, they made more rapid
progress

said
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If this work served no other purpose, it
certainly passed the time rapidly. For
another meal came round almost before they
knew it—the hours had slipped by like
lightning. Their guards suspected nothing,
for the boys were always warned well in
advance before anybody could enter.

And they were found reading, or
apparently sleeping. This latest meal was
supper, evidently, for after it had been

cleared away Bates bade them a gruff *Good-
night.” But they weren’t sleepy. And when
all had become quiet, they continued their
efforts.

“This is jolly good!” muttered Handforth
breathlessly. “ We’ve been left for the night,
you chaps—and that means that we shan’t
be disturbed for seven or eight hours. Come
on! Where are those bits of loose rock?”

Now and again, as they worked, they tested
the great slab, and they were thrilled when
it shifted perceptibly. 1t had only been held
by the packed sand of the floor.

At last they had made a satisfactory
clearance, and Handforth was all impatient to
make the big test. _

“Come on!” he panted. “Let’s all heave
together. Something might happen.”

‘“‘Better go easy,” warned Mac. “We don’t
want the giddy rock to shift too suddenly—
or it might dislodge half the wall.”

They exerted their efforts, gaining a firm
grip, and pulling with all their strength.
With a sudden scraping and splintering, the
great slab came bodily outwards—and,
curiously enough, one édge of it remained
against the wall of the cave, as though on a

pivot.
‘“My only sainted aunt! We’ve done it!”
breathed andforth. *“Well, there’ll be

nothing behind here—but it'll be something,
anyhow, to have made sure.”

Look!” gurgled Church
whisper.

He was holding a candle behind the slab,
which now stood at right-angles to the wall.
And there, dark and mysterious, yawned a
narrow, deep, tunnel-like opening,

“Hurrah!” cried Handy. “Our way to
freedom!”

He was incapable of further words at the
moment. They had hoped against hope that
there might ¥>e something like this. It
seemed too good to be true. An opening—a
tunnel! It might lead to freedom!

“Wait a minute, you chaps,” said Hand-
forth unsteadily. “Don’t let’s fool ourselves
~—i1t may not be a tunnel at all, but just a
sort of crevice. Let’'s have that candie,
Mac.”

He took it with a trembling hand, and,
worming his way into the opening, he held
the candle well 1n front of him.

To his joy, the tunnel penetrated deeply,
and no end of it was in sight.

“Well > came an excited whisper from
behind.

“You chaps follow mel” came Handforth’s
voice. “I'm going to crawl through. But
go easy! If the tunnel comes to a sudden

(Continued on page 14.)

In a hoarse
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The PIRATE SUBMARINE!

(Continued from page 12.)

dead end, we shall have to crawl out back-
wards—and that won't be so jolly easy!
There’s not room enough to turn.”

“Never mind—go ahead!” said Church,
“Let’s take a chance. What’s the air like
up there?”

Handforth suddenly gave a startled gulp.

“What’s the matter?” asked Church.

“What you just said!”’ panted Handforth.
“I hadn’t noticed it before—but this candle
is flickering. There’s a draught coming down
this tunnel—and that means that it must lead
somewhere.”

He was now wildly excited, and he crawled
on. Church followed, with McClure bringing
up the rear. In places they found it difbcult
to squeeze through, for the tunnel narrowed
alarmingly. In places, too, it was so low that
they could not even crawl, but were obliged
to squirm.

But the tunnel kept on.

Handforth could feel the air becoming
fresher and fresher, and this was a plain in-
dication that there was an outlet not far
ahead, leading into the open air. During a
brief rest, where the tunnel was wider, he
iulined his head, whispering to his chums to

alt.

‘“Better go jolly easy now,” he breathed.
“] believe we're coming out somewhere.”

“You’re the one to go easy,” came
Church’s voice.

“No; I mean, don’t talk,” said Hand-
forth. “There may be men on guard, or
something. Mum’s the word!”

They moved on again, and at an abrupt
bend in the tunnel Handforth nearly betrayed
himself into uttering a yell of surprise.

IFor he saw, ahead of him, a number of
twinkling stars—and they were apparently
on the floor of a great cavern,

Then he realised the truth. He had come
out upon a ledge, and the cavern “floor”
was actually the placid surface of the great
pool reflecting the stars.

aEmmy™ el

CHAPTER 9.
Liberty!

MINUTE later all three boys were
standing on the ledge. It was glorious
to be on their feet, and to feel the
night air fanning their flushed cheeks;
‘it was ten times more glorious to see the
winking stars overhead.

“Well, we’ve done
"Handforth exultantly.

His chums were too excited to make any
comment at the moment. They had an im-
pression that they would soon wake up. ¥For
this was one of the things they had dreamed
of—and dreams do not really come true.

Not a sound disturbe the stillness.
-Apparently Handforth & Co. had the place
to themselves. Of the submarine there was
no sign. Even when the boys stared upwards
at the crags they could see no sentinel figures

it !” murmured
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on guard. At dead of night this rock gully,
with the sea-water making a “slow and
insidious movement, was an eerie kind of
place. .

Handforth suddenly shivered.

“Well, what are we going to do?” he
whispered, looking at his chums with burning
eyes.

“That’s what we've got to decide,” mur-
mured Church. “We’ve got our liberty—but
what’s the good of it to us? We can’t swim
to the mainland, can we? And there’s not a
chance in a thousand that we shall be able to
find a boat.” )

“Still, we're out of that cavern,” said
Handforth doggedly.

He was all in favour of climbing the rocks,
getting out of this gully, and making some
move against the crooks. He did not quite
know what. Anything would do.

“Yoi’re wrong, olg man,” said McClure
quietly.

“But, dash
freedom——"

“We haven’t,” interrupted the Scottish
junior. “It’s only a partial freedom. Let’s
be satisfied. It would be absolute madness
to go any further now. We don’t even know
what the time is—it might be near dawn.”

“You’re not suggesting that we should go
back to the cavern ?”

“Yes, I am.”

“You’re potty!”

“I’m sensible,”” retorted Mac
“We’re all tired out, Handy——"

“I’m not tired, ass!”’

“Yes, you are—it’s only your excitement
which 1s making you feel fresh,” said
McClure. ““We’ve had no sleep at all—we’ve
been working like niggers. We're in no con-
dition to chance a swim to the mainland, or
to have a scrap with those crooks if we come
across them.”

“Mac’s right,” said Church, who was sud-
denly feeling weary. ‘We’ve made this dis-
covery, Handy, so let’s be satisfied with it.
It’s a jolly good idea to get back—and to
make our real break for liberty at a more
favourable time. Things will be different in
the cavern now; we shan’t feel bottled up any
more. Don’t you see? We’ve got the advan-
tage.”

“I believe you’re right,” admitted Hand-
forth reluctantly. “‘It would be different if
we knew what the time is. At least, we can
climb these rocks and have a general look
round.”’

““There’s no sense

Church broke off abruptly. From some-
where on the other side of the pool, where
the darkness was impenetrable, a voice
sounded. The effect was extraordinary, for
although the voice was low, the words came
across with the utmost clarity., It was no
doubt due to some acoustic property of the
rock basin. The three juniors stood stock-still.

In the blackness they saw the glow of a
cigarette.

it, after we’ve pgained our

bluntly.

”

swear I heard something, Matt,”!
came the voice. ‘““Like a sort of whispering.”’
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“Must have been your imagination,” came
another voice. “I hate this blamed place at
night. Full of funny echoes.”

““Couldn’t have been those kids, I sup-
pose 7”’

“If they yelled at the top of their voices,
we should hardly hear ’em,’’ said the other.
“It’s as still as ever to-night. I'd like to see
a good old high wind, and a rough sea. This
stillness gets me down.”

““It’s useful, though,” said the other voice.
‘““As long as the sea remains calm, we can
operate.”

““That’s what I mean. The Chief might be
tempted to take the sub. out again, and it’s
my opinion that we’d better lie low for a
week or two. We shan't have anybody nosing
about if the sea gets rough.”

The voices dwindled away, and Handforth &
Co. breathed little sighs of relief. So their
whisperings had been heard—and it was only
by luck that the men had not investigated.

‘“Come on!” breathed Handforth.

He led the way into the tunnel, for he had
no further desire to do any exploring. And
now that he had made up his mind, he was
feeling dog-tired.

They got back into their prison after an
arduous journey—and by now their hands and
knees were aching with soreness.

The rock slab went back into place without
any trouble, and it was a simple matter to
smooth the floor.

“By George! We’re back—and nobody but
us knows of this rear exit,” said Handforth,
as he sprawled gratefully on his mattress.
“You chaps were right—we'd better have
some sleep. We can make our plans to-
morrow.’’

““The candle—quick!”’ hissed McClure.

He had heard footsteps, and Handforth
made as if to pinch the flame out. Then he
checked himself. .

‘““No!”” he whispered. ‘They’d smell it,
and know that we were trying a trick. Bet-
ter leave it burning.”

Hastily, they covered themselves with their
blankets, and as they did so they heard the
bolts being gently pulled back.

Two men locked in.

“I told you not to be a fool, Matt!” said
one of the men. ¢ The kids are sound asleep.
Left the candle buming, too. Poor little
dears! Afraid of the dark, I suppose?”

They went out again, satisfied, and the bolts
were once again shot back into position.

CHAPTER 10.
Secret Informationl!
ON the afternoon of the next day, Bates

made one of his periodic visits into
Caistowe, using

little motor-boat.

Bates was well known in the town; he did
all his shopping there, and paid cash, too. He
dallied awhile, listening to the general gossip.

Dr.. Catling’s handy

and his remote observatory

How On Sale. 16

The exploits of the pirate submarine formec
the main topio of conversation; and as far a:
Bates could find out, not a soul even thought
of Surf Island as being even remotely con:
nected with the mystery. Dr. Enoch Catling

. ) were NOw recog:
nised features of the neighbourhood.

As Bates was on the waterfront, ready for
his return, he was accosted by a smartly-
dressed man who asked him for a match.
Bates promptly obliged.

He knew the man. He was one of Zir-
grave's London agents. And Bates was not
surprised with the ‘“stranger ”” in passing the
matchbox back, included a neatly-tolded note
with it.

““For the Chief—urgent,’”’ he said, in a low
voice. ‘‘I’ve been waiting herc since noon—
knew you were coming in to-day.”

He nodded casually, and walked on. Any-
body witnessing that chance meeting could
nlot have guessed what had actually taken
place.

Professor Zingrave was taking his ease in
the living-room of Catling’s bungalow when
Bates returned.

““Saw Harper in the town, Chief,” said
Bates. ‘““He gave me this. Said it was im-
portant.”’

‘““Harper ?”’ repeated Zingrave, taking the
folded note. ‘* A most reliable felfow, Harper;
he wouldn’t come in person unless he had
something of the utmost 1importance to
report.” .

“That’s what I thought,’”’ said Bates. *I
couldn’t speak to him, of course.”

“Where did you meet?” asked Zingrave
sharply. “One false move, no matter how
trivial—"’ '

But Bates interrupted him, describing how
casual the meeting had been; and Zingrave
was satisfied.

When Catling came in, ten minutes later—
having spent most of the day in the observa-
tory—ho found Zingrave looking flushed. And
it was such an unusual thing for the professor
to display any kind of emotion that Catling
stared.

‘“‘Bad news, Chief?” he asked, seeing the
letter,

“Oh, no, my good Catling—not bad news,”’
said Zingrave. ‘“Good news. Wonderful
news. Marvellous news. This message is In
the same code as that other one, which told
me of the Atlantis plan. It i1s from Harper.
And Harper, who i3 a very excellent fellow,
has managed to get hold of some vital in-
formation.”

““You mean, about that gold ?”

“It appears, Catling, that the Treasury
authorities are thoroughly alarmed,”” con-
tinued Zingrave gently. “Our little piracy
stunts have, to express it vulgarly, put the
wind up them. And although they are
making an almost public display of the fact
that a million in bullion is being sent aboard
the Atlantis, that gold is actually being sent
in another ship.”

““Yes, but you daren’t risk—"2
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‘““A small cargo sieamer, Catling—a paltry,
insignificant tramp known as the Melrose.
She has already left the London Docks, and
she is bound for Boston with a general cargo.
And this makes a difference, Catling.”

He rose to his feet, and paced up and
down.

“Yes, Harper is a good fellow,” he went
on. ‘“‘He gives me the approximate route of
the Melrose, and I can calculate just when
she will be in such-and-such a part of the
Channel at such-and-such a time. It’s only
a matter of calculation.”

“I don’t like it!” said Catling uneasily.
“You can’t make another raid so quickly—"’

“But, my dear fellow, a cargo steamer!”
said Zingrave. ‘‘Can’t you see the cunning
of it? They are expecting us to wait for the
Atlantis. The gold has been sent i1n this
tramp steamer so many days earlier because
the Melrose i1s a much slower boat—and the
gold must be in America by a certain date.
1t’s a plan to get the stuff away in secret—
so that there cannot be any possible chance
of us getting our hands on it.”

The professor suddenly turned to Bates.

““Go down the tunnel and fetch Kemp,” he
ordered. ‘“Bring Mason and Stoltz, too.”

Bates hurried away. :

“You're not going after that cargo boat,
are you?” asked Catling uneasily. *‘The
Channel’s full of destroyers, and they’ll be
more active than ever to-night. You can be
certain that the gold will be heavily guarded.
They might have guns, toa.”’

“That’s just the point,”
smoothly. ¢ They think their plans are secret,
and all the armed men and the guns will be
aboard the Atlantis. We’ve nothing to fear
from the Melrose.”

“But that boat will have wireless—and
before you can clear the stuff out of the
strong-room there'll be two or three
destroyers on the scene—"’

‘““Harper is one of my best men,” inter-
ruped Zingrave dreamily, as he looked at
the message again. ‘‘He has brains, Catling.
He took the precaution to get some of our
men aboard the Melrose before she sailed.
I don’t think the captain will be in a posi-
tion to send out any wireless SO S when
the big moment comes. The Treasury people
think that they are smart—and so I shall
make it my business to take them down a
peg or two.”

said Zingrave

CHAPTER 11.
An Unexpected Adventure!

HURCH and McClure spent a very try-
ing day—and an even more trying
evening.

Handforth
managable.
Having slept soundly, and having re-
covered his normal energy, he was full of
wild and fantastic ideas of escape. This im-
patience was characteristic of him. He would
bave ruined everything by precipitate action

was  practically un-
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—and more than once his chums were com-
pelled to hold him back by sheer force.

They slept again after breakfast—they
slept until midday. Handforth argued that
none of Zingrave’s men dare show themselves
on the island during the day-time—therefore
it was the safest period for an escape. And
there was a good chance, too, that they
would get hold of a boat. For Dr. Catling,
at least, lived openly upon Surf Island, and
it was quite on the cards that he would have
a boat on the beach.

It seemed a sound argument—until Church
and McClure tore it to shreds.

“It would be all right, Handy, if we could
come out on the beach itself,’”’ said Church.
“But you know as well as I do that the only
exit from this cavern leads to the rock pool.
And that’s a secret kind of place—and Zin-
grave’s men can show themselves as much as
they like. No, we daren’t move until dark.”

“And then we shall be in the same mess
as last night,” growled Handforth.

“But we shall be fresher, and we shall
have the advantage of our previous experi-
ence,” sard Church. ‘Do bottle it up,
Handy! Let’s be sensible over this.”

They managed to keep him quiet—and to-
day they rewound their watches, and kept a
careful record of the time. It had been easy
enough to casually ask Bates, on one of his
visits, what the time was, and Bates had
given it to them with a grin.

“What does it matter to you kids?” he
asked. ‘‘You’re not going anywhere!”

““That’s all he knows!” murmured Hand-
forth, after the man had gone.

Their last meal was brought, they found,
at eight o’clock. At nine Bates came again,
and after that they were left tc themselves
for the mgnt. Handforth was again on
tenterhooks to be off; but his chums, by
dint of hard work, managed to keep him
inactive until eleven.

"And then he flatly defied them. Their plan
was to wait until two o’clock in the morn-
ing, when there was a good chance that Zin-
grave’s men would be sleeping.

But Handforth would have none of it. At
eleven he pulled the rock slab back and com-
menced to crawl to the exit., His chums
could do nothing but follow.

It was easy to understand why this ‘‘back
door > had never been suspected. It was
true that the exit, on the ledge, was quite
open. But if any of Zingrave’s men had ex-
plored that narrow tunnel they would have
come to a dead end, and would have thought
not more about it. There was no indication,
from the tunnel side, that it led into the
cavern.

When the boys emerged they were startled
to see the submarine lying in full view in
the pool. And in this confined space she
looked enormously big. There was a gang-
way 1n position, and the hatches were open..
But no lights showed. Neither was there
any sign of a man. The vessel was deserted.

“What do you make of it?” breathed
Handforth excitedly. |

4
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He crept nearer. It was starlight, and
after the blackness of the tunnel the gloom
seemed fairly bright. Handforth and his
chums could see quite distinctly.

As a matter of fact, at that very moment
the entire submarine crew was in the bunga-
low—and Professor Zingrave was giving his
final instructions. Thus 1t came about that

the Ossipee was left without even a guard.

After all, a guard was quite unnecessary.
“T’ll tell you what,” whispered IHandforth

Why not

eagerly:  ‘‘There’s nobody here.
sink the giddy submarine?”
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As Handy & Co. ap-

proached the submarine,

there came a sudden
clatter, and a number
of Zingrave’s men burst
into view. °‘‘ We’re cut
off !> gasped Hand-
forth, °‘Quick! Our
only ehance is to hide
inside the submarine ! *’

“You silly ass—”

“We could do it easily,” went on Hand-
forth. “I was reading all about submarines
some weeks ago. You’ve only got to pull
certain levers, and they sink. We can leave
the hatches open——"

“And go down with her, I
asked McClure tartly.

(‘Eh?)’

‘“A good way of committing suicide.”

“But we could get out in time—submarines
don’t sink in a minute,” argued Handforth.
““ And think of the blow that we should
deal at Mr. Frecemantle,” said Church.
“You hopeless chump! Do you think Mr.
Freemantle wants his boat sunk? That
would be doing him a bad turn, wouldn’t
it?"”

“I hadn't
IIandforth.

suppose ?”’

of that,” admitted
It’s a bit of a snar.

thought
“H'm!
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Perhaps we’d better not interfere with the
submarine at all. Anyhow, the coast seems

todbe g,lear, so we can find these rocks,
and——

‘“Look out! They’re coming!” gasped
McClure. 5 B3P

~ Voices could be hecard—and, more alarm-
ing still, bright lights from powerful vapour
lanterns showed themselves. Men were com-
ing out of a wide cavern some distance along
the ledge.

The boys, who were opposite the gangway
of the submarine, turned hurriedly back.
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Then they checked. Men with lights were
appearing from that direction, too!

“We're cut off !” gasped Handforth. “Our
only chance is to hide inside the submarine!”

There was not a second to waste. If they
retreated towards their “back exit” they
would inevitably be seen; if they advanced
in the other direction the results would be
the same.

Handforth, for once, kept his head. There
was only onc thing to do—and he did it.
He dashed aboard the submarine, rcached an
open hatchway, and slithered down the iron
ladder,

Church and McClure, following him,
vanished from sight even after the men had
come right out upon the ledge—but the
glare of the lights prevented the men from
seetl_ng far beyond. Thus the boys escaped
notice.
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But it was certainly a case of jumping

from the frying-pan into the fire!

Better, perhaps, to have waited until two

in the morning—as Church and McClure had
suggested. For by then the Ossipee would
have been out on its grim work, and Surf
Island would indeed have been deserted.

As 1t was, Handforth & Co. were trapped
within the very bowels of the submarine—
and its crew came tumbling aboard in full
strength.

ameese s

CHAPTER 12
Aboard the Pirate Ship!
THOSE first few moments were fraught

with wild anxiety. '
Handforth, too, felt terribly guilty;
for it was owing to his foolhardiness
that he and his chums were obliged to seek
refuge on the submarine. It was he who had
ventured near, making a retreat impossible.

And now, as they went down that iron
ladder, they half-expected to be challenged.

There would be men down here, and if it

came to a scra

““Great Scott! It’s as dark as pitch!”
gasped Handforth. :

He did not know where he was, but Church
and McClure were beside him. The air felt
warm and seemed a bit stuffy. There was a
peculiar odour of machinery—oil, fumes.

““They didn’t see us, you chaps,”” breathed
Handforth.

“But they will soon!” said Church. ‘‘Oh,
you chump! They’re coming aboard, and
as soon as tle lights are switched on we
shall be found. We can’t even move in this

darkness, We might blunder through a
trap, or something. Submarmes are funny
things!”’ :

They held their breath as they heard the
tramping of feet on the metal plates over-
head. Then, to their consternation, they
heard voices quite near at hand. Suddenly
lights blazed out—but Handforth & Co. re-
mained in gloom.

They understood in a flash.

Some men had descended another hatch-
way, for’ard, and they were in one of tho
vessel’s compartments next to this one. A
bulkhead door stood open, and the light was
streaming through it. The boys could now
sce that they were actually in the control-

room. There was a great, gleaming wheel,
pipes everywhere, twisting fantastically;
levers, turncocks, and an endless array of
dials. :

A voice sounded immediately above.

Staring upwards, Handforth & Co. saw some
feet. A man was descending into the
control-room. Discovery was now inevitable

“Quick!” hissed Mac. |

He had spotted another bulkhead door on
the other side. Leaping to it, he found that
1t opened readily. Like lightning he and his
chums slipped through, and Church, who was
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the last, pulled the door to. And there they
crouched, breathless, motionless. . -

In the nick of time they had got out of
sight. Kemp, the submarine’s commander,
was in the control-room, and the lights had
now been switched on. Kemp, fully occupied
with his great repsonsibilities, wasted no time

in looking round. He was giving crisp,
concise orders.

“Ye gods and little fishes!” gurgled
Handforth. “That was a narrow squeak!”

“But it can’t last,” said Church. ‘ Some
of those men are certain to come in here
soon. Where are we? It’s so dark, and we
daren’t open that door——”

He was feeling along the cold metal wall
nearby as he spoke, and his fingers came in
contict with something which sent a thnill
through him.

A switch!

He pressed it down, taking a chance, and
instantly two electric lights gleamed in the
low metal ceiling just overhead. The boys
stared about them in bewilderment.

For instead of seeing machinery, as they
had expected, they saw a small bub
luxuriously-furnished saloon. It was panelled
in rosewood, and there were soft, plush chairs
and little bookcases and side tables. But
there wasn’t an inch of space in which the
boys could hide.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” muttered Handforth.
;‘hI ;iidn’t. know submarines had cabins like

is

“Ordinary submarines don’t—but this is a
private boat,” exclaimed Church. ‘Some-

might come in at any minute, although
it’s not certain. This is about the best place
we could have hit on.”

“I say, 1sn’t that a cupboard over there ?’:
asked McClure breathlessly. -

He pointed. At first the others thought
that it was merely an extra large panel in
the wall of the saloon; but when they ex-
amined it they found a neat door-knob. It
turned easily, and, beyond there was a
narrow store cupboard—in fact, a sort of
pantry. For there were shelves and china
and glasses in neatly-constructed racks. On
the floor, too, in little slots, were bottles of
wines and spirits. ,

Better still, at the end of the pantry there
was a small metal door.

“Come on—in here!”  said Handforth
exultantly. |
They crowded in, closing the door after
them. Church had spotted a switch just
before the door was closed. He turned N,
and a little light gleamed overhead. -

“We ought to be safe in here,” murmured
Handforth. “I say, we didn’t switch off

‘those other lights!”

“Too risky to go out now,” said Church.

“I don’t suppose they’ll notice anything
wrong. I'm not so sure about this place
being safe, either. Look at all this wlgisl;y

and stuff! Somebody’s certain to come in
here to fetch drinks.”

“There’s something else at the end,” said
Handforth, looking -at the metal door. “Just



Buy No. 340 of the BOYS’ FRIEND LIBRARY, 4d.

a small cupboard, I suppose, too small to
hold us.”

But he opened the door, and then caught
his breath in with satisfaction.

It was a cupboard certainly—an inner store
cupboard. But it was empty, and it was
quite large enough to accommodate the three
boys. n the ceiling, too, there was a
grating, which was obviously a ventilator,

“It’ll be a tight squeeze, gut we shall have
to chance it,” said Handforth. “I'll tell you
what. We can stay in here—it’s airier—until
somebody comes into the saloon. Then, if
necessary, we can dodge into the inner
compartment.”

As he spoke he switched off the light—and
then his chums understood. For in the door
there was a tiny ventilation-hole, and when
Handforth applied his eye to i1t he could see
into the saloon with ease. The door, on this
inner side, was of
enamelled metal; but
on the other side it
was of exquisite rose-
wood, and the ventila-
tion-hole was concealed
by an ornamentation.

“By Jove, we're
lucky !” said Church,
his brow wet with per-
spiration, ‘ By all the
laws of chance we
ought to have been col-
lared five or six
times !”’

‘““And here we are,
my sons, aboard the
giddy pirate ship, and none of these crooks
know it!” said Handforth. “We’re hidden 1n
here—and if it comes to an emergency we
can dodge into that back cupboard. {Vhy,
we’'re as safe as houses!”

He was glowing with excitement—and, to
tell the truth, he was glorying in this perilous
adventure.

CHAPTER 13.
Off on the Secret Mission]

( jHURCH and McClure, being cvery bit
as human as Handforth, were thrilled,
too. They were not so reckless as

their leader, and nothing could have
induced them to deliberately come on this
submarine on their own. But now that they
were on they were sharing Handforth’s
excitement.

“These men may not be aboard long,”
murmured Handforth. “We shall soon know,
because we can hear their footsteps on the
plates over us. As soon as they've cleared off
we can Hallo, what’s that?”

Throb, throb! Throb, throb,
Throb, throb!

It was a gentle, rhythmic quivering, and
only noticeable because it had commenced so
suddenly. As soon as the boys got used to
it they were hardly aware of it.

‘“By George! The engines!”
Handforth aghast.

throb!

muttered

CUT THIS OUT!

Here Is Another Coupon To
Add To Your Collection!
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“Well, you're not surprised, are you?”
asked McClure tartly. “Hadn’t you guessed

that the submarine was being taken out on a

trip? Why do you suppose all those men
came ,aboard? We're going out on a pirate
stunt.”

“My only sainted aunt!]”

Handforth was always slow in seeing the
obvious. He was more excited than ever
now. The vessel was in motion. In addition
to the gentle throbbing, there now sounded a
curiously muffled roaring noise, and the boys
could feel their ears drumming.

“We’re submerging,” whispered Church.

There wasn’'t a doubt of it. The Ossipee
was being taken out through the rock channel
and into the open sea. Her unlawful owners
were finding that she was very easy to
control.

To the three boys, the suspense was more
than tirecsome. KEven
Handforth’s excitement
soon passed off.

Ior the time passed—
an hour—two hours.

It was tiring work,
standing at that spy-
hole,  watching the
saloon. Not a soul had
come into it ever since
the voyage had com-
menced. And by now
the gentle throbbing
had ceased, and in 1ts

stcad there " was the
regular. , “ Thud, thud, .
thud !” of engines. The

Ossipee, too, was rolling occasionally.

This proved that she was cruising along the
surface; her electric motors were no longer
in operation; she was being propelled by
her other engines. There was more noise,
and the wvery sides of the pantry were
quivering constantly.

It was getting very stuffy for Handforth &
Co., but it was 1mpossible for them to
venture out. They wondered how long the
trip would take—what it would lead to.

‘One thing’s jolly certain, you chaps,’
Church soberly.
mean death.” .

“Don’t be an ass!” growled Handforth.

“But it will!” insisted Churclk.. “I’ve been
thinking it over. Don’t forget that these
blighters tried to drown us once. They’ll
seize their chance and chuck us overboard.
We must be in mid-Channel by now.”

“Shush!” warned Handforth quickly.
“There’s somebody in the saloon|”

His eye was to the spy-hole, and he was
thrilled. Two men had entered—one of them
being .Kemp, the commander. They were
both dressed 1n black union suits, which
looked strange.

“Better see about those guns right away,”
sald Kemp, pointing, as it seemed, straight
to Handforth. “We can’t tell when we shall
come up with that old tramp, but it might be
any time now. And we've got to be all set.
Mgke sure that the guns are in perfect
order.”

said
“If we're found here i1t’ii
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“Leave it to me,” said the other man.

He commenced moving across the saloon,
and Handforth hissed a warning. For it was
clear enough that this man was coming to
the pantry! The boys scuttled through the
inner doorway, and closed the door after
them. Just in time! They heard the man
in the little pantry, and they would have been
very astonisged if they could have seen what
he was doing.

For from a top shelf he took a dozen long-
barrelled automatic pistols. He examined

them carefully, one by one, making sure that
they were fuﬂy loaded. As he finished with

them he laid them upon a lower shelf in a

row.

Having done this, he opened a little locker,
and from this space he produced compact, but
vicious-looking, machine-guns. They were
of the type used by American gangsters—
machine-guns which can be held in the hand
and operated like rifles.

These, too, were examined, and placed on a

shelf.

“ All set!” grunted the man. “You'll do,
my pretties!” _

With greasy hands he went back into the
saloon, and passed out into the control-room
to repori to Kemp. _

Handforth & Co. ventured to open the inner
door, and they were relieved to find the pantry
empty—and the light gleaming. .

“Phew! It’s good to get a breather!”’ said
Handforth. “‘That blighter was a long time
in getting drinks—— Great Scott! What the
dickens—— Look here!”

In a half-strangled voice he pointed to the
deadly array of weapons,

sty ol

\ CHAPTER 14.
Handforth’s Brain-wave!

6t EVOLVERS!’ ejaculated Handforth,

R startled.

“They’re not revolvers—they’re
automatics,” said Church.

‘“‘What’s the difference?”’ .

“A lot—but it doesn’t matter,” said
Chureh. *““You know what this means, don’t
you? That man was getting these weapons
ready. It’s getting near the time for the
raid!”’

This was perfectly true. Kemp, in the
control-room, heard the man’s report.

“ All right—you can get back to your job,”
he said. “When the right moment comes,
you’'ll pass those guns round.”

“Can’t I pass them round now ?”’

“No; not until the last minute,” replied
Kemp. *‘Chief’s orders.” |

Professor Zingrave, in fact, was very strict
on that point. He allowed none of his under-
lings to carry guns; such weapons were only
supplied on the very eve of a desperate mis-
sion. It was a wise policy, for any man, fall-
ihg under suspicion, is instantly arrested if he
is found carrying a gun. The first thing the
police do is to search a man for weapous.
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That rule did not apply now, aboard the
submarine, but Zingrave did not vary his
policy. His crooks were not armed until it
was necessary for them to be armed.

In the pantry, Handforth was looking at
the automatics with gleaming eyes; he turned
his attention to the machine-guns.

“Think of it, you chaps!” he muttered.
““These very weapons are going to be used—
and perhaps they’ll kill lots of helpless men! -
If there was a porthole here I'd chuck the
whole lot overboard !’

‘“ Another example of your brilliance,” said
McClure sarcastically. |

““What do you mean, fathead ?”*

“Why, if we took those guns away, there’d
be a search—and we should be collared.”

“That’s  true,” admitted Handforth.
““They’d look in that inner compartment,
wouldn’t they ?”’

He suddenly flushed, and he breathed so
hard that Church and McClure looked at him
in alarm.

‘“What’s up, asked Church.
““Feeling bad ?”’ |

“I’ve thought of something!”’ ejaculated
Handforth.

““Oh! Then you are feeling bad—it must be
the strain.”

‘“Is this a time to be funny ?” hissed Hand-
forth. “I’ve got a brainwave!”

“You’re being funny now!’ growled
Church. ‘“For goodness’ sake don’t trot out
any of your brainwaves, Handy. Mac and I
can’t stand them. Things are bad enough

»

old man??’

‘“‘But—but you don't understand!’” said
Handforth rapidly. ‘These revolvers——"’
‘ Automatics.”

“PDon’t quibble!’ snapped Handforth, rais-
ing his voice. ‘“0Oh, my goodness! You
might think we were in Study D! These auto-
matics are all fully loaded—they’re laying here
ready, to be distributed. Why can’t we take
the cartridges out?”’

‘““What!”

“Well, why not ?” insisted Handforth. “I
know how the things work—so do you. It
won’t take us long to empty the cartridges.
And when those rotters go on their raid, the
automatics will be about as useful as water-
pistols!”’

Church and McClure looked at him with
glowing eyes.

“Well 77 |

““It certainly is a brainwave, Handy,’’ said
Church. *‘‘Good man! There’s only one snag,
Those automatics will be a lot lighter with the
cartridges removed——" |

““They won’t notice it in the hurry,” de-
clared Handforth. ‘“The guns will be passed
round at the last minute, I expect. The men
will be so jolly excited that they won’t bother
to look at the guns. They’ve been examined,
anyhow. Come on—lend a hand.”

It was a rash business. But the three school-
boys had felt, more than once, that their
trip on this submarine was an utter waste

(Continued on page 24.)

)
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How to do it by
VIVIAN TRAVERS.

HOW TO DODGE
A LICKING

to make out that he does all the work

in this magazine, I am writing this

myself for a change. By George!
He’s got & nerve., Apart from the fact that
he doesn’'t know work when he sees it, all he
ever writes for my WEEKLY is a few columns
of school notes which anybody could do.

I admit, of course, that a fellow in my
position doesn’t get time to write the whole
issuo himself each week. Being tho most
popular chap in the school, I am much too
busy for that. But that doesn’t mean that I
don’t put in a lot of werk on the paper. I do.
By George, yes! Heaps!

F'rinstance, don’t I write those fine Trackett
Grim stories. And, talking about Trackett
Grim, I get some odd letters about my famous
detective. Some readers say he is nothing
better than a scoundrel himself ; others think
it is timo he was put in a homo of some kind.
Yet others say he is merely a burlesque.

The fact is, of course, that I have tried to
write the highest type of detective story—that is,
a story full of thrills and full of humour at the
same time. I think you will admit that I have
succeeded. Trackett Grim is a wonderful
creation—a character who seems to live. As
you read my stories, your hair stands on end—
and yet I can meke you laugh at the same
time. If that isn’t genius, dash it, I don’t
know what 1s.

Look out for a new Trackett Grim and
Splinter story—a story that will make history.
You said it !

SIN CE that villain Church has been trying

Your aficc. ed.,
. O. HANDFORTH.

ANOTHER GRACE

¥ When I go in,” quoth Reggie Pitt,
“Two hundred runs I'll score ;
I'll be another Grace.” e was,
With * dis * shoved on before.

JACK Grrv.

ALK ! That is the socret. Talk and talk

II and tallk, until your master forgets all
about the licking and stops his ears with
shaking fingers. Suppose you are

caught taking a slight nap in history class.
Crowell will start his tryant stuff.

“ How daro you go to sleep In class, sir ?
Come out here and bond over that form.
Sharp, now ! ”

You can then stand in your placé and com-
mence.

‘ One moment, sir. Before you commit an
act of considerable injustice which, in youm
calmer moments, you will repent, may I draw
your attention to one or two minor matters
which it is desirable you should know ? In
tho first place, it is a well-known physiological
fact that whon one’s sense 1s being exerted to the
full, others become less acute. Had I boon
using my sense of sight to its utmost capacity,.
my sense of hearing would have been slightly
impaired. With a view to obviating this, I
closed my eyes and concentrated my mertal
focus upon the valuable matters which you
wero imparting vocally, and in doing so,
obtained a full and complete improssion of the
scenes conj'ired up by your remarks ; an impres-
sion which would have been considerably dulled
had I allowed your not extremely prepossess-
ing countenance to impinge upon my retina.”

“Wha-a-at ?

“You will then perceivo at once, sir, that
punishing me can do you no manner of good,
and would do me very considerable harm
indeed. For what says the Bard of Avon, sir ?
‘He takes that which enriches not him, and
leaves me poor indeed.’ So I say in regard
to punishment, sir. It will give you no satis-
faction to torture me—indeed, it will waste your
precious energy, sir; energy which might be
uscd to much more noble purpose, to making
tho world happier instead of more miserable.
In these circumstances, sir, it will—"

“8it down and shut up!” Crowell will
roar about this timo, and you will sit down

just in time to prevent his mind giving way.
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PERFECT GENTLEMEN

Report of a fight between Archie Glenthorne and Lord Pippinton.

RCHILE and Pippy having had words over
A the subject of the immutability of the
cosmos, Pippy sent a challenge to
Archie to meet 1iim in a five-round boxing
match, and the challenge was immediately
accepted. Each boxer having been awakened
by his second, and placed in the ring, the
contest commenced in the midst of rousing
cheers from the audience,

Rounp 1. Pippy, with a low bow, apologised
to Archie for being rough with him, but was
afraid that he should feel obliged to tap
Archie’s boko. Archie said, ‘ Don’t mensh,
old chappie. Let’s get on with it—what ?
They then shook hands, and Archie inquired
‘after Pippy’s mater, and was rejoiced to hcar
that she was in perfect health., Pippy then
thought that, if Archie didn’t mind, he would

e cuff him on the side of -the head. He did so
and apologised for the inconvenience. Time
sounded at this point, and the boxers retired.
Lord Pippington’s round. '

Rouxp 2., After shaking hands, Archie
ripped. over a perfect right and connected with
.the atmosphere. He fell over and measured
his length on the floor. Breathless silence
over the hall. Pippy picked him up and brushed
him down, and apologised profoundly if he
should have been the cause of the trouble.
Archie said, ‘“ Not at all, not at all. My own
fault, old dear, entirely—what ! > They shook
hands and bowed. Time. Round even.

RouNp 3. Archie asleep. Awakened by
Phipps. He flashed over a quick left and toolk
Phipps on the chin. Phipps fell back, but
countered strongly as Archie pressed him.
There was moderate in-fighting for a time, and
then Phipps landed a right hook which put
Archie on tho boards again. He was picked
up by Lord Pippinton, who sponged him down
and said, ‘“Go in and win, old chappie !
Archie staggered to his feet , after shaking
hands and bowing. The call of * Time '’ re-
priecved him. Phipps’s round.

Rounbp 4. Archie asleep once more. Awakened
by .tho referee (Douglas Singleton). Shook
hands with the ref., and immediately plastered
8 bot ono on his boko. The ref took a count
of six, and then rose and dotted Archie’s eye,

Archie was picked up by Lord Pippinton, who
urged him strongly to use his left. He aimed
rather a wild blow at the roof, but Singleton,
with a perfectly timed jab, put him down once
more. The gong saved him, and he was rather
spent as he staggered towards his corner. It
was Singleton’s round.

Rounp 5 (AND 1raAst). The two boxers
shook hands and apologised, and Archie fell
backwards through the ropes into the audience.
Awakened and put into the ring by Alf Brent.
Pippy, aiming a slight clout at Archie, con-
nected with Brent’s ear. Brent turned and put
over a haymaker which stretched Pippy on the
floor. Archie attacked his chum with his arms
whirling like a windmill, but Brent gave him
a shove which put him beside Pippy on the
boards. Great cheering as time was called.
Brent’s round.

The referee declared that Lord Pippinton had
won on points. Terrific cheering from the West
House spectators. Booing from Ancient Houso
men. chie and Pippy shook hands and made
speeches, saying how very much they had en-
joyed the contest, and hoped that they had not
injured each other severely with their terrible
blows. After more cheering, they all went
home.

STRAY THOUGHTS
While taking a licking by C. de V.

He’s got me firmly in his clutch !
Ah! Now he’s telling me the worst ;
‘“ Bend over ! Yes, I thought as much ;
Oh, how I feel as if I’ll burst !
He’s raising now
The cane, and—OW !
That was a stinger for the first.

Although I am in awful pain,
He’s making ready now to strike
My shrinking, shivering form again—
He’s got some muscle, the old tyke !
One thing I know,
And that is —OH !
That was a hot one, if you like !

If T had known the old Yahoo
Was such a beastly acrobat,
I never would have put that glue
Inside the lining of his hat ;
I'd sooner do
A short—YAROQOOOH!
By George ! Ho put some beef in that !

Al, now he’s done! What’s that he said ?
“ You may sit down, my boy! No fear!
*“I'd rather stand up, sir instead—
In fact, I'll stand up all this year.
When through the hoop
You put—YAROOP !
I'd better go, I think ! Hear, hear !
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CUTTINGS

SNIPPED OUT BY
REGGIE PITT

‘6 E took a cold bath every
morning regularly.’’—Freeze
a jolly good fellow !

“ What will be the end of every-
thing ? *—Q, '

*“ One short word, as it happened,
was destined to alter the whole of
my life.””—We can guess the word.
“Guilty | 2

‘““You cur ! ”’ cried Roger furiously.
“You hound ! You dare to speak
to me like that, you ignorant young
guppy ? ’—He seems to have been a

it of a dirty dog, taken all round.

‘“ Where should we be without the

wireless ? ’—At prep.

‘*“ Some fiery spirit had made him
reckless.””—That’s rum.

‘ How dare you write to me like
that ?’ demanded Violet stotmily.”
He should have known that she

119

AZZLING POET

y nailed a pieture up
his finger, too ;

1 a chair and broke a cup,
+6odle-00,

ICKET TIP
By
US. ADAMS.

mke a century :
»éhe umpire.
ydhe bowler.
sdhe fieldsmen.
ydhe scorer.

IK !
¥(HA)CK !
W(HA)CK !

GH in your LICKINGS
" with

VGO PLASTER.
mishment a Pleasure.”

(Advt.)

needed only one letter to make her
violent.

-~

Dr. J. POTTS, M.D,,
M.U.Gz., as

OUR HOME DOCTOR

A. G. (Upper Tooting): “I have
shooting stabbing pains in the back,
kidney trouble, lumbago, vertigo,
paralysis in the right arm, and double
pneumonia in the left, an itching on
the brain, and cholera. What do you
suggest ?

I suggest, old bean, that you don’t
feel quite up to the mark, Am I
right ?

G.A. (Lower Hooting): “I can feel
an attack of influenza coming on,
What should I take ?

Precautions,

O. CricHKEY (St. Algernon’s Col-
lege): ‘I have just been given six
by a prefect. Can you suggest a
mixture to do me good ? '

Yes. Make up this prescription,
Take one pint of ink, one pint of gum,
eight ounces of soot and four fluid
ounces of treacle. Mix well together,
pour into a flat tin pan, and balanco
the pan on-top of the door on tho
prefect’s study. I fancy this will
help you,
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PER-HAPS !

IN A.D. 1960
By

Vivian Travers

ARRIVED at the palatial building
and waited while a gorgeous
commissionaire announced m
name to the famous editor of the

I

world’s greatest magazine, HaAND-
FORTH'S WEEKLY. Presently ho came

back to say that Mr. Handforth would
seo me, and he led me to a matble office
with silk plush curtain, where I found
the great man himself.

¢ Please, sir,”’ sald the commission-
aire humbly, ‘‘the famous novelist,
Caracta Studdy, wants to see you. He
wants to plead with you to let him
write for your magazine. He is the
best writer in the world.”

“Throw him down the lift-shaft ! ”
snapped the Editor.

“Very good, sir., And the werld-
famous artist, Mr. Ashe Grey, would
like to show you somo of his best
paintings.”’

‘“ Push him under a ’bus.”

‘““ Certainly, sir.”

The com, withdrew, and the great
man, seizing & cigar, gave me an old-
fashioned look.

“ What do you want ? ”” he snapped.

‘“ Please, Mr. Handforth, I used to
write for you many years ago.’.

“When ?

““In your earliest numbers.” I saw
him wince, but I went on doggedly.
“I’'m down to my last bean now, and
I want you to let me write for you
again.”’

‘““Ha, ha!” Mr. Handforth roared.

“Fade away! Scoot! I've no time
for jokes now! "

I put a steely glitter into my eyes.

“Listen ! I hissed. ‘I still have
a few copies of that old school WEEKLY
which you edited. Suppose I was to
publish them now, eh? Suppose I
was to let the public see what sort of
bilge you used to write, eh ? Trackett
Grim, eh? Ha, hal?”

He sagged at the knees.

““ Ah, very well | ”’ I snarled. ‘ You
know me, and you know I'd do it. I
think you were going to offer me a job
on your paper ¢ A hundred pounds a
week I think you said ?

He nodded brokenly.

‘“ Certainly, old bean! Certainly !
Certainly ! *’ he gasped, and I went out,
leaving him shaking like a jelly.

Har, har!
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The PIRATE SUBMARINE'

(Continued from page 20.)

of time. Now, perhaps, they could justify it—
they could make themselves useful.

Working rapidly, they took pistol after
pistol, and the chambers were emptied; the
magazines were robbed of their deadly
cartridges.

Meanwhile, the Ossipee was making steady
progress. She had come within sight of many
a squat old cargo steamer; and men, in the
submarine’s conning-tower, were keeping a
keen look out.

This was the approximate position.

It was not likely that there would be ang
mistake. Crowded as the Channel is wit
shipping on any fine night such ships are
generally widely distributed. At the present
moment there was one smallish vessel i1n
sight, steaming steadily. A cargo boat, by
her cut. She was outward bound.

The submarine, so low in the water as to
be almost invisible, and showing no lights,
was like some lurking monster, waiting to
come up with its prey.

Suddenly a tiny spot of light gleamed on
the dark deck of the steamer, across the
stretch of calm water. It went out, winked
again—went out—winked once more.

““Gosh! A signal!” muttered the look-out
man, on the submarine.

He recognised it at once. And he remem-
bered, too, Zingrave’s instructions. There was
a Green Triangle man aboard the Melrose—
perhaps several Green Triangle men. And
thase men, now watching—knowing what to
sece—had spotted the almost invisible sub-
marine. And they were giving the signal!

Down in the saloom pantry, Handforth &
Co. had completed their task—and they had
done it thoroughly. For not only had they
removed all the cartridges from the automatic
pistols, but they had cunningly jammed the
mechanism of the machine-guns. It was im-
possible to remove the cartridges from these
weapons without their absence being immedi-
ately spotted. But those machine-guns were
now useless.

‘“Well, if they find out, and collar us, who
cares 7’ said Handforth breathlessly. ‘“We've
done it—and that’s jolly good. What a shock
for those biighters when they try to use these
guns!”’

Ten minutes later men came crowding into
the saloon. Kemp was in charge. The pantry
door was opened, the weapons were taken out
and handed round.- And not a man thought
of examining those guns; they were pocketed
without hesitation.

Grnim, concise instructions from Kemp, and
the men went out again. And by now the
cubmarine was slowing down.

Handforth & Co., in their inner retreat,
lknew that the big moment was near at hand.
And on the floor, at their feet, were scores of
cartridges.

The Green Triangle raiders were armed—
but they might just as well have been carrying
popguns,
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CHAPTER 15.
A Milllon in Gold!

HE Melrose, her sombre  old hull

lI streaked with rust, ploughed steadily

along. Her dour grizzled skipper stood
on the bridge.

It was evident that he was more than
usually alert—even anxious. In such fine
weather as this, with no other shipping in
sight, a keen look-out hardly seemed neces-
sary.

But Captain Matthews was for ever peering
through his powerful night-glasses, sweeping
the sea to starboard, and then crossing the
bridge and repeating the process to port. .

“Well, sir?” asked the first officer, joining
him. ‘Any sign of the pirates?” |

“Pirates! The old man spat contemptu-
ously overside. ‘“‘Let ’em try to come aboard
this ship! TI'll show ’em something!”

The first officer chuckled.

“You sound a bit volcanic, sir,”” he re-
marked.

“I’m hoping they come, Mr. Alston,” said
the captain, in a changed tone. “Wc’re
ready—although they may not think so.”

“There’s just a chance they won’t come
near us,’”’ said the other.

“Think not?” grunted Captain Matthews.
““A million pounds in bullion is worth lift-
ing, eh? An old tub like this, without even
an escort——"’

““They might have given us a battleship
and a couple of destroyers,” said Mr. Alston
dryly.

“The pirates wouldn’t have come within
ten miles of us,” retorted the skipper. “I'm
hoping it comes to a battle. After all the
preparations we've made ” |

He broke off, for he had been spcaking
with the night-glasses to his eyes. Now he
held them steadily, and became rigid.

“See anything, sir?’’ asked the first officer

cagerly.
“Yes—over there,” replied Captain
Matthews. ‘Nearer than I cxpected,?t.oo.

They must have broken surface while we
were talking, and they're drawing nearcr
rapidly.” :

“Funny they haven’t got in touch with uas
by wireless.”
. “There may bc a reason—they're expcect-
Ing to catch us more by surprise,” growled
the captain. ‘“Well, two can play at that
game——"’

A voice, clear and resolute, came out of
the darkness.

**Melrose, ahoy!
a shell into you!”

Captain Matthews leapt to the bridge-rail,
seizing a megaphone.

“Who tho thunder are you giving orders
to?” he bellowed furiously. *Who are you?
Where are your lights?”

““Here’s one!” came the reply.

A searchlight suddenly blazed out, and by
now the pirate submarine had drawn so close
that it was hardly necessary for the two
parties to use megaphonecs,

Heave to, or we'll put
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“Those durned pirates!” roared Captain
Matthews, “ Hey, Mr. Alston—you, too, Mr.
Watkinst I've got orders for you——
What? . Who's that?”

A figure had come running along the deck
below.

‘“ Sparks, eh 7’ went on the captain. * Tell

him to send out an S O S message—"’

He was interrupted by the frantic shout-’

of the wireless operator.

n
%What’s that!’” boomed the skipper.

‘“Somebody’s been monkeying with the wire-

less, and you can’t get any results! By
thunder! Did you hear that, Mr. Alston?
There must be erooks aboard my ship!”

The voice came from the submarine again.

‘“Better take it calmly, captain,” it said
mockingly. “We’'re smarter than you gave
us credit for. Heave to, and stand ready for
a boarding-party.”

Tﬁle grizzled old captain let out a mighty
oath.

“I’m master of this ship, and I'm taking
no orders from pirates!’’ he bellowed. “ Hey,
you there, at the wheel! Hard a port, durn
you! Telegraph full speed ahead! We'll
ram this skunk!”

‘““Yes, sir,” gasped the man at the wheel.

‘“Stop!” came the sharp command frem
the submarine. ‘Carry out that order and
we'll rake your decks with machine-gun
fire t*

The steersman looked helplessly at Captain
Matthews.

“All right—wait,”” growled the skipper.

He ran to the end of the bridge.

“You blamed sea ocattle!” he shouted
furiously. ‘I reckon you’ve got me beaten.
I’'m not going to have you mow down my
men. What do you want?”

‘““That’s better,”” came the voice.
to—and then we’ll talk.”

The captain gave the necessary orders,
mmtermingled with picturesque expletives.
And the ‘‘thud-thud” of the tramp’s wheezy
engines died away. All eorts and conditions
of men in nondescript garb were leaning
over the rail breathless with excitement.

The Melrose, her wireless out of order—

resumably - tampered with by a Green

'riangle man—was at the mercy of the
modern pirates.

‘“Heave

CHAPTER 16.
The Gun!

7 EMP, on the Ossiﬁce’s deck, was glow-

K ing with triumph. Tho very fury of

the cargo boat’s skipper proved that

the secret i1nformation had been

accurate. That consignment of gold was

aboard the Melrose! And the old tramp
was at the mercy of the pirates.

‘“‘Now, men, this is going to be hot!” said
Kemp, addressing the black-clothed, masked
figures about him. ‘“We’re decaling with
sea-dogs of the old-fashioned breed—and
they won’t knuckle under so easily. If there’s
any resistance—shoot! That’ll knock some
of the stubbornness out of them.,”
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“They’ll be easy,” said one of the others
contemptuously. “We've got them groggy
already.”

How much the man was mistaken was
proved by the thing which immediately hap-
pened. .

The Melrose, now almost motionless, was
not a hundred yards away from the sub-
marine, and the latter was gradually edg-
ing in. Without any warning a searchlight
Eudgenly blazed out from the cargo boats’

eck.

‘Hey, what the——" began Kemp.

Then he broke off. For his own search-
light revealed something even more alarm-
ing. Several members of the tramp’s crew,
flying to obey a bellowed order from the
skx_Fper, trundled something to the Melrose’s
rall, amidships. A wicked-looking muzzle
made 1ts appearance from beneath a mass of
tarpaulin; and that muzzle, swinging down,
became pointed menacingly at the Ossipee.

“Shoot, durn youl” came a triumphant
roar from Captain Matthews. ‘‘Loose off
one of your machine- and we’ll blow
you out of the water!” .

““Gosh!” gasped one of the men near
Kemp. -

Kemp, aghast, could only stare.

“Did ye think we’d carry a million in
bullion without being ready for you sharks?”
jeered the grizzled skipper. ‘‘My men have
got orders to fire a shell into your hull at
the first shot. And at this range wc’ll
blow you wide open, and you’ll sink like a
stone !” . -

It was no idle boast. The gun was only
a thirteen-pounder, but oneo shell, making a
direct hit, would wipe the pirates out. And
at such close quarters it was impossible to
miss. The Melrose’s searchlight showed up
the squat submarine and her masked crew
in every detail.

“Now TI'll do the
Captain Matthews ominously. “ Thought we
were helpless, didn’t you? Thought you'd
come along and loot this ship like it was a
baby’s money-box !”’ "

talking,”” went on

Kemf) kept his head. |
‘““Hold still, all of you!” he said in a low
voice. “They’'ve got the drop on us! 'This

is ugly. If any man fires a shot 1t’ll be the
end of us all. That old man is in earnest!”

He put the megaphone to his mouth and
raised his voice.

“You win!” he shouted. *‘ We’ll be mov-
ing on.” ' - '
““Oh, no, you won't!” came a roar from
Captain Matthews. *“You’ll do just as
you’re told, you scum!”

Then, at that moment,
dramatic surprise.

There was a sudden rush of feet on the
Melrose’s deck; the sharp, staccato reports
of automatic pistols; the screams and groans
of men. It was all so unexpected that Kemp
was bewildered. On the Melrose’s bridge,
Captain Matthews was leaning over the rail,
staring down into the well of the vessel.

““What’s that?” he barked. * What’s going
on down there?”

came another
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“The gun crew, sir—shot down!” gasped
an officer. ‘‘ The:s men sprang on them, and
they’ve seized the gun—"

‘““What !” thundered the skipper

A bi% man, pistol in hand, leapt up the
a

bridgo ladder.

“Hands up, Captain Matthews!” he
snapped. ““One move from you and I'll
ventilate you like a sievel”

Another man was leaning over the deck-
rail, signdlling to the submarine.

“0.K., boys!” he shouted. * You've got
nothing to fear from this gun. Wec're In
charge now. Come aboard!”

“Good work!” shouted Kemp exultantly.

In a flash. he knew the truth. Harper’s
code message had hinted that there would
be some Green Triangle men aboard the
Melrose; and those men, biding their time,
had acted at the crucial moment. The
tables were completely turned. The Melrose
was at the mercy of the pirates. Her gun,
with which the authorities had so thought-
fully provided her, was in the hands of
Kcemp's comrades.

There. had been no fight at all—for the
Green Triangle men, taking the gun crew by
surprise, hag apparently shot them down
without even giving them a dog’s chance.
The captain and ofhicers, in these grim cir-
cumstances, were helpless.

Captain Matthews was almost foaming at
the mouth with rage. for he was a prisoner
on his own bridge, and the command of his
ship had been virtually taken out of his
hands. Moembers of his crew, badly scared,
were standing on the deck in fear of their
lives. One or two had scuttled below.

And now the submarine, creeping nearer,
was in no darger. She came alongside.

“Let down the ladder!” came an order
from Kemp.

“I'l be durned if—"' began the skipper.

““Cut that out!” snapped the man with the
cun. ‘‘Give the orders!”

Captain Matthews gave them in a choking
voice.

The ladder was let down, and after a brief
delay Kemp and his men climbed aboard—
and the Melrose was completely in the hands
of the enemy.

An ominous-looking crowd! In their
close-fitting black suits, and their masks, the

raiders struck terror into the hearts of the
Melrose’s crew.

“That’s what I call neat!”
with a chuckle.

Kemp was facing a burly, unshaven,
shabby man. . .

“Harper sent us aboard,” said the un-
shaven marn 1n the same cool voice. ¢ Six of
us. We’ve croaked the wircless, and I guess
our time’s our own.”

““What about that gun?”
sharply. .

“Two of my men are standing by,” said
the other. *“‘Those poor devils are dcad, I
believe. We had to do it. Couldn’t take
any chances.”

Kemp nodded and turned.

saidd a voice

asked Kemp

“Bring the captain down here,” he
ordered. “Get all the other officers, and if
any man resists, plug him!”

And Captain Matthews, haggard and
sullen, was brought down from the bridge.

CHAPTER 11.
The Surprise!

ACE to face with the masked pirates,
F the grizzled old man drew himself to
his full height, and his eyes
burning dangerously.

‘““ Murderers! That's what ye are!’’ he said
harshly. ‘‘Shootin’ down them men without
givin’ ’em a fightin’ chance! What kind of
vermin do you call yourselves?”

“You'li do yourself no good by that line
of talk,” snapped Kemp.

“Why don’t you shoot me down?” asked
the old man contemptuously. *“I’'m helpless,
ain’t I? You’ve got my ship, you’ve tam-
pered with the wireless so’s it can’t be used,
an’ your filthy spies, makin’ out to be honest
men, have spilt a deal of innocent blood.
I reckon you'’re feelin’ pleased with your-
selves, eh?”

So biting were his words that Kemp lost
his temper.

“You'll find it healthier to kecep that line
of talk to yourself!” he snarled. ‘‘ We’re

irates—and we’re aboard this hooker for
oot. Did you ever hear of pirates wno were
squeamish and tender-hearted? But there’ll
be no more killing if you do as you’re told."

By this time Mr. Alston and Mr. Watkins
and another officer had been rounded up;
they were marshalled to the captain’s side,
and all were menaced by the automatics of
the raiders.

“You’ll stay on deck, here, keeping your
eye on things in general,” sald Kemp, turn-
ing to the burly, unshaven man with the
gun. “I’'m taking my own men below.”

“Suits me,” said the unshaven one.

‘“ And no monkey tricks, captain!” went on
Kemp, turning to the skipper. “We’ve got
two machine-guns on the deck of our sub-
marine, and if anything happens to us while

were

we're below those machine-guns will let
Hades loose. Get me?”
Captain Matthews glared, but made no

reply. :
“Get a move on,” went on Kemp. “You’ll

take us below—to your strong-room. We
want that stuff.”
“There’s no strong-room aboard this

hooker,” growled the captain.

““Then where's the gold””

‘““Better find it, hadn’t ye?” retorted the
old man sourly. “"You’re so a’mighty
clever "

‘““ Now, see here!” broke in Kemp. ¢ You’'ll
talk—and you’ll like it! We don’t want any
trouble with you, my friend. You'll either
tell me where that bullion is stowed or Il
shoot you down as you stand—yes, and shoot
every other officer until there’s one with

. -
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‘“ Look cut ! ”’ whispered Church hoarsely.

‘¢ Someone’s coming.”’

Suddenly a pair of legs

appeared at the top of the ladder, and one of the crooks came slowly down into the submarine.
Handy & Co. were trapped !

enough hoss-sense to know what’s healthy fun
for him!'”’

“1t’s no good, sir,”” muftered Mr. Alston
wretchedly. “No sense 1 committing
sutcide. These nfernal pirates will get the
stuff, anyway.”

“You said a jugful!” mnodded Kemp.
““Now, caplain; are yvou going to spill 1t?”

“The gold’s 1n the saloon.” muttered
Captain Matthews defiantly. “You durned
cattle! I shall loze my ticket over this
job——2

“Think vourself lucky you don’t lose your
life,” interrupted Kemp. “Now—get on
with it! And no tricks!”

The captain, breathing heavilv. led the
way throuch an iron doorway 1 the waist of

the ship, below the bridge. The other ofli-
cers went with him, and behind came the
pirates. Various members of the crew had
been standing about, but they were passive.
There was little likelihood of trouble from
these 1nen.

Engincers and slokers, greasy and grubby,
had crowded the engine-room hatchway,
watching breathlessly.

“There’ll be no kick coming from those
fellows,” said Kemp. “They know what’s
good for them—and the first marir who starts
any rough stuff will never live to be sorry
for 1t.”

He and his fellow-crooks were satisfied—
with plenty of reason—that the shooting
down of the gun crew had provided an
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object lesson which all the other men had
taken to heart. That ruthless act had
scotched resistance at the outset.

Captain Matthews, leading the way into
the saloon, had no need to switch on the
lights, They were already on, and a broad-
shouldered, thick-set man was standing
against the centre table.

“"No good, Walters,” said the skipper,

“They’ve got us.”

One of the thick-set man’s hands moved
towards his pocket—and Kemp leapt {or-
ward.

““No, vou don’t!” he snapped. “Up with
’em!ﬂ ‘

He felt in Walters’ pockets and grunted.

“No gun, eh?” he said. "I .thought you
were trying to pull one.”

““Scared, aren’t you?”’ asked the thick-
set man, glaring, “I’m not a member of
this boat’s crew. I’'m a British Government
guard—"’

“l don't care if you’re the Shah of
Persta,” interrupted KXKemp. “Watching
over the bullion, eh? Huh! Those Treasury
people do pick ’em, don’t they. Now,
where’s that gold ?”

““Under the table,” said the captain.

Kemp looked at him suspiciously.

“If you’re trying to be funny——"" he
began.

“You want the stuff—take 1t!” roared the
skipper, with sudden anger. *‘‘Why should
I try to fool you now? The sooner you
degs get off my ship, the better!”

Kemp looked under the table, and his eyes
glittered. Stacked on the floor were a num-
ber of small, steel-bound cases.

“By thunder! Here it is—a million in
bullion!” ejaculated Kemp. “Now, boys,
this is going to be hard work. Four of
you will keep your guns on these men, and
the rest will get busy with the loot.”

The pirates, gold-mad, were staring at
those steel-bound cases. Their share of this
prize would be substantial.

Kemp thought he heard a movement be-
hind him, and he half turned—to find him-
self looking into the face of a square-jawed
individual whom he had not previously seen;
and there was something round and hard
pressed into his back.

‘““Hands up—every

mother’s son of you!”
rapped out Captain Matthews in a crisp,
clear-cut voice—entirely different from his
previously gruff tones. ¢ We shan’t start any
shooting, but if you do there’ll be plenty of
bloocd spilt.”

Kemp uttered a hoarse cry. His eyes
nearly started out of his head; for from
various doorways, as though by magic, hard-
faced men had appeared. The pirates were
surrounded—and Kemp was an old “lag,”
and he knew in a flash that these grim men
were Scotland Yard detectives!

“Say——"" he began.

And then his jaw dropped; for Captain
Matthews had torn his grizzled beard away
—his eyebrows, too. And now, wigless, his
face had become somehow vaguely familiar.
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The hard, steely light in his eves was reminis-
cent—

And then Kemp knew.
face with Nelson Lee!

He was face to

et S

CHAPTER 18.

Turning the Tables!

CAPTAIN MATTHEWS was Nelson

Lee! Kemp’s face went putty-
coloured, and his limbs shook as
though with ague. Zingrave had

placed him in sole charge of this night’s

raid—and he had walked blindly into one
of the cleverest traps that had ever been
devised !
“Why, you—you——"" he began thickly.
“Better take it on the chin!” said the man
with the square jaw, pressing the round

object harder into Kemp’s back.

And Kemp recognised this man, too. He
suddenly remembered. Chief-detective-inspec-
tor Lennard, of the C.I.D.!

Suddeniy scmething seemed to snap in
Kemp’s brain.

“Make a break for it, boys!”’ he shouted
hoarsely. “It means ‘life’ if we’re put in
the dock, and these busies won’t fire!”

Click, click! Click, click, click! Click,
click | '

The pirates, mad with desperation, were
pulling the triggers of their automatics. But
nothing happened—nothing except harmless
clicks. Kemp, with a scream, stared at his

own gun.
“It’s not loaded!” he shrieked. *“None of
Nelson Lee

our guns are loaded!”

It had been a tense moment.
and the Scotland Yard men, fully expecting a
gun-fight, had known that in attempting this
capture they had taken their lives in their
hands. And now, as though by a miracle,
not a shot had been fired—for the detectives
had been ordered not to shoot unless the
crooks opened fire first. .

And the crooks could not open fire, for the
simple reason that their weapons contained no
cartridges! It was a stunning shock, follow-
ing upon the heels of the big surprise. And it
was as much a shock for the Scotland Yard
men as for the crooks.

“I don’t understand this, but we’re in
luck,” said Nelson Lee crisply. ‘Now, my
friends, we’ll take this calmlv, shall we ?”

Kemp and his companions did not take it
callmly—they were far too thunderstruck.
One or two of them hurled their useless
weapons at the detectives, and*they showed
fight, too. But they were quickly subdued.
They were outnumbered.

Handcuffs were clicked over their wrists:
there were some scuffles, to say nothing of a
great deal of cursinfg. But at the end of
three minutes all twelve Green Triangle men
were lined up against one of the saloon walls.
“Well, it’s over, and nobody killed, thank
goodness!” said Inspector Lennard, breathing

lImrd. “A lot better than we expected, Mr.
ee.”
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Nelson Lee nodded.

““Thanks to the fact that these men had
useless weapons,” he said. “I don't even
begin to understand what that can mean,
but we may find out later.”

“Think you’re smart, don’t you?” snarled
Kemp. “Better not forget that there are
gome more of our men on this tub——"

“Twelve of you came aboard—and you are
all here,” interrupted Lee.

“He’s thinking of those ruffians who shot
down the gun crew,” chuckled the chief
inspector.

‘Something in his tone made Kemp stare at
him. Kemp had been thinking of the sub-
marine, lying alongside—and the other Green
Triangle men who were aboard of her. He
had been thinking, too, of the Green Triangle
men on deck.

“Why, what—what dc¢ you mean?” he
asked hoarsely,

I don’t as a rule, waste time on you
rats, but I can’t resist tclling you that Mr.
Lee worked one of the most brilliant dodges
I’ve ever heard of,” said Lennard cheerfully.
“Yes, 1t was entirely his 1dea. We knew
that you are Green ’I‘riangle men—and you
thoug:{:t that there were some other Green
Triangle men aboard, didn’t you? But they
were pals, of ours.”

“What!” panted Kemp, his voice almost a
squeak.

“There wasn’t any real shooting,” con-
tinuied Lennard. “The gun crew wasn’t
killed. That bit of play-acting was for your
benefit—to induce you to come aboard and
walk into this spider’s parlour.”

The Green Triangle men were so con-
founded that they could not fully understand.
Yet Nelson Lee’s plah had been sound
enough.

At first sight, one might have supposed
that that play-acting prior to the pirates’
boarding the Sglip had been unnecessary. But,
no; it had been very important.

These crooks believed that the Melrose con-
tained a million pounds in bullilon—which, of
course, 1t didn’t. The whole affair, from first
to last, had been engineered by Nelson Lee
—with the consent of the authorities—in the
hope of trapping the pirates red-handed.

And, believing that gold to be aboard, the
crooks were naturally on the alert—and they
would have been suspicious if there had been
no sign of special precautions. 'Thus, when
that firing had broken out, Kemp and his
men had been completely deceived. Thinking
the Melrose to be helpless, they had gone
aboard, and the very men they had left on
deck to keep guard were their enemies!

Most important of all, Nelson Lee had
wished to avoid any fighting on deck—for
that would have meant the alarm of the
other Green Trangle men on the submarine.
And Nelson Lee’s work was only half done!
His object was to make a clean sweep of these
pirates—and to recover the Ossipee as well!
~ And if the men aboard the submarine grew
In any way suspicious they would slam the
batches down and dive for safety.
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As things were, they waited, believing
their comrades to be in full charge.

The really subtle part of Nelson Lee’s
scheme had yet to be put into operation!

CHAPTER 19.
Aboard the Ossipee!

ELSON LEE could claim all the credit
for this masterly trap.
For it was he who had recognised
the Green Triangle spy, Harper. He
had seen the man in Caistowe, and, actin%]pn
his own responsibility, he had pulled him
in. 'That he had been justified was proved by
the code message which had been found on
the man.

Whether he had intended to deliver it in
person, or to get it to Surf Island some other
way, did not matter. Harper’s arrest was
kept quict; and Nelson Lee, having taken a
word-for-word copy of the code message, had
impersonated Harper, and had delivered it.

That had been tho first code message—the
one which Zingrave had decided to igmore.
An authentic document in every way.

But Lee had a copy; and for ten hours
on a stretch he worked at that code, finally
conquering 1t. Having read the message
about the gold bullion on the Atlantis, Les
had conceived the idea of forging Harper’s
handwriting and concocting a second code
message—and one which would lead Professor
Zingrave into a trap.

Nelson Lee, although apparently “biding
his time,” had been working very hard
indeed. It was he who, disguised as Harper,
had run into Bates on the Caistowe water-
front. And Zingrave, getting that message,
had decided to raid the Melrose. In a word,
he had been tempted, and he had fallen.

But Nelson Lee was leaving nothing to
chance. His impersonation of Captain
Matthews had been simple, for the real

Captain Matthews was a stout, middle-aged
man; and Lee had made himself up accord-
ing to his own fancy. For every member of
the Melrose’s crew {mew the truth, and was
in the game.

No wonder they had watched
proceedings with such breathless interest!

A transformation was taking place now in
the saloon. The crooks were taken singly
and divested of their black union suits and
masks. And as each man was dealt with, so
a Scotland Yard officer donned the mask and
clothing.

Crook after crook was unhandcuffed and
dealt with and then handcuffed again.
Nelson Lee and Lennard were the last to don
the grim raiment.

“]1 don’t think we’ve been too long,” said
Lee. “But we must make all haste now.
I'll go on deck at once, and prepare the
others aboard the submarine.”

“Think Zingrave is there 7’ asked Lennard.

“Y doubt it,” replied the detective. *“He
would have conducted this raid himself if he

the
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had come with the submarine. No, I expect
we shall find him on Surf Island.”

Kemp and the other men listened in amaze-
ment. So Nelson Lee knew about Zingrave
—and about Surf Island! The whole game
was “blown.” And here was Lee planning to
nab the submarine and to even capture
Zingrave himself—and Kemp could do
nothing !

Lee, on deck, hurried to the rail.

“Hey, you, down there!” he shouted in a
voice s0 like Kemp’s that some of the men
on the deck were startled. “Got those
hatches open? We're bringing the stuff
straight down.”

““Have you got it ?” came an eager query.
“Everything all right aboard there?”

“Don’t make me laugh!’”’ retorted Lee con-
temptuously. “We’ve got these birds locked
up in their own cabins. The boat's ours!
And that gold is ours, too!”

And then the comedy-drama began.
Masked men—no different from the masked
men who had gone aboard the tramp—
laboured down the ladder carrying small but
enormously heavy boxes. Nelson Lee’s only
object was to delude the remaining crooks
on the submarine. At any cost they had to
be captured.

Lee himself was one of the first men to
go down into the Ossipee. Others followed.

“(Get the doors open!” ordered Lee curtly.
“We'll take this stuff into the saloon.”

Men hurried and opened the necessary
doors. The supposed pirates carried their
burdens into the saloon.

“Is that the lot?” asked one of the Green
Triangle men eagerly.

‘““Half of it,” replied Lee. “By the way,
how many men are there aboard here now
—not counting those who are with me in
these masks ?”

“Well, you ought to know,” said the other.
“There’s Robson and Stoltz and Vallini—
Six of us.” .

‘““Got any guns on you?’’ asked Lee.

“You know we haven’t,”’ said the man.
‘““What do we want guns for? You're the
raiding party——"

“In that case, my friend, we needn’t keep
up this pretence any longer,”” said Lee
crisply. “Up on deck, you!”

‘“Why, what the——"

The man was staggered, as well he might
be. There were two others there, and they
were quickly seized and taken up on deck.
Three more were rounded up in the sub-
marine’s engine-room. And all of them were
forced up the Melrose’s ladder and handcuffed
on the deck. They were nearly fainting with
terror and shock—for this thing had hit them
like a blow between the eyes.

Nelson Lee and Lennard made a quick tour
through the various compartments of the sub-
marine, and no other prisoners were found.
Lee left half a dozen men aboard, and then
went up the ladder again.

““Now, Captain Matthews,” he said, to the
real skipper, who had made his appearance.
“You know what to do, don’t you? These
prisoners are all handcuffed, and they’ll give
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ou no trouble—they'll be guarded by Scot-
and Yard men, in any case. Make straight
for Portsmouth Dockyard. Your wireless man
will get a message through well in advance.”.
‘“ And you, sir?”’ asked the captain.

“I’m taking charge of this submarine—
there’s more work to be done to-night,” re-
plied Lee grimly.

He had thrown off the mask and the union
sult now—as had the other Scotland Yard
men, since that deception was no longer neces-
sary. The submarine was captured—and with-
out even a fight. The men who were now
placed aboard here were trained naval sub-
marine ofhcers and men.

The Melrose had contained many surprises.
Nipper was one of them. Muck to his dis-
gust, Nipper had not been allowed to show
himself until all possibility of gunplay was
over. But now, as keen as mustard, he was
ready to accompany his beloved guv’nor on
the last lap of this great adventure.

‘“‘Before we go, Lee, Kemp wants to see
you,”’ sald Inspector Lennard, coming up.
“Kemp’s the man who was in command of
the submarine. I don’t trust him an inch, but
he says he wants to turn King’s evidence—and
he’s willing to help.”

“I'll see him,” said Lee shortly.

““I mean it, sir!” panted the desperate man,
when Lee faced him. ‘It means °‘life’ for
me in the ordinary way. But if I can help
you to get Zingrave it’'ll make a difference,
won’t it ?”’

“I’'m not authorised to promise anything,”
replied Lee, looking at the man steadily.
““If you think you can help, and if you think
it will make any difference to your sentence,
I won’t interfere. «*But I'm not promising
anything—I'm making no bargain. Under-
stand that clearly.”

“I’ll take my chance, sir,” muttered Kemp.

‘““‘How do you think you can help?”

““You'’re going to Surf Island, ain’t you?”
asked the prisoner. ‘‘Well, Zingrave’s slip-
pery—and unless the submarine gets back in
the ordinary way he’ll smell a rat, and he’ll
bolt. I can pilot that sub. through the under-
water channel. I know just the tricks of it.
You haven't got a man who can do that, and
you know it. Gve me this chance, sir, and
I won’t double-cross you. 1 know whose side
I’'m on now.”

Nelson Lee turned to Inspector Lennard.

““Pake these handcufls off him, Lennard,’’
he said briefly. ‘I'll take him along.”

)

CHAPTER 20.
Back to Surf Island!

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH, hot
E and perspiring, could hardly contain
himself.

“What’s happening ?” he muttered,
for the twentieth time.. *““What’s all this delay
about? We heard voices in the saloon not
long ago, but there doesn’t ecem to be any
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There, on the very brink of the cliffs, Nelson Lee strained every muscle against the savage attack

of Zingrave.

Suddenly they lost their balance on the edge of the clift and, locked in each other’s

arms, they went hurtling down into the blackness below,

alarm. Nobody’s been in here to look for
those cartridges we bagged.”

‘“Perhaps the blighters haven’t found out
vet,”” whispered Church.

“But they must have found out by this
time,” protested Handforth. “I wish some-
tﬂin;g, would happen! Anything’s better than
this.

“Tt'11 happen quickly enough,’ said McClure
quietly. ‘‘This cubby-hole has only to be
searched, and we shall be found. And you
fellows know what that mecans. Well, we’ve
done the best we could.”

Handforth and Church were silent. Ever
since the masked raiders had gone, carrying
those empty weapons, the threo schoolboys
had been expecting discovery. And they knew
that they could not expect any mercy at the
hands of the infuriated crooks.

At the first sound of voices, they had re-
treated into the inner store-room. And there,

with bated breath, they had waited. But
nothing had happened.

Another long silence had followed.

Now they heard voices once more. They

ventured to open the inner door, and to
emerge into the pantry. The voices were
olearer---but, curiously enough, they were not

raised in anger. Men were speaking quietly.
And now, too, the three boys felt the un-
mistakable ‘‘throb-throb ” of the submarine’s
engines. She was getting on the move again.
And that meant that the raid was over!

“1 can’t stand this!” muttered Handforth.
“I’m going to have a squint through the
ventilation hole.”

“But it’s dangerous,” whispered Church.
“The men might come in here at any
moment——"’ "

“I can’t help it!
squint.”

Handforth went to the door, and applied
his eye to the little hole. He looked, he
blinked, and then he thought that he was
going mad. His heart leapt into his mouth,
and he came within an ace of bursting a
blood-vessel. ,

For standing in the luxurious little saloon,
in full sight, were Nelson Lee, Nipper, and
Chief Detective-Inspector Lennard! Of the
crooks there wasn’t a sign!

Handforth didn’t believe it—he thought he
was seeing things. He was positively
paralysed—so much so that he couldn’t move
an inch,

I’'m going to have a
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“1t is highly important, Lennard, that he
should take the submarine back to Surf Island
in the normal way,” came Nelson Lee’s voice,
as though from a great distance. ‘‘'Zingrave
1s there—and our only chance of getting him
is to take him by surprise. We mustn’t for-
get those three boys, too. Handforth and his
chums have been plucky, and they have helped
in no small degree in this capture. For, by
consenting to remain prisoners—when they
could have been rescued—they made the whole
thing possible. Zingrave, in his mad fury,
might even kill those courageous youngstera

“Hi!” yelled Handforth wildly.

He had suddenly recovered the use of his
limbs—and of his vocal chords. Church and
McClure thought he had suddenly gone mad—
for he had flung open the pantry door and
had burst out into the saloon. If it comes
to that, Handforth thought he was mad, too.
He wanted to make sure. He couldn’t believe
the evidence of his eyes and ears——

““Good heavens!”’ ejaculated Nelson Lee,
aghast. ‘ Handforth!”

“It’s you, sir—it’s you—you!” babbled
Handforth dizzily. ‘“Oh, great jumping
corks! And—and Nipper, too! What's hap-
pened? Where are those crooks? I’ve never
been so surprised—"

“Handy !’ yclled Nipper. ‘“Oh, my good-
ness'! Look, sir! Church and McClure,
too!”

-Nipper leapt at them, so excited and amazed
tha{;) he did not even smile at their unfamiliar
aarb.

““What is all this?’’ asked Inspector Len-
nard blankly.

“We're saved!”’ gasped Handforth wildly.
“Do you hear, you chaps? Saved! And we
thought—— Oh, crumbs! 1 can’t breathe
properly!”

It was an absolute fact that for some
moments Handforth & Co. were almost hys-
terical with joy and relief.

““I think I can understand something now—
something which was puzling me,’ said Nelson
Lee keenly. ‘Handforth, do you know any-
thing about some automatic pistols?”’

Handforth gulped.

“You bet we do, sir!” he
took all the cartridges out!”’

““Ye gods and little fishes!” ejaculated Len-
nard. ‘“Do you mean to say that you boys—
Well, I’ve got to hand it to them! They’re
smart kids!”

Nelson Lee was obliged to give a brief out-
line of what had happened before Handforth
would say anything about the missing cart-
ridges. The three Removites listened breath-
lessly, joyously, as they heard of the great
capture.

“Of course, we hadn’t any idea that you
were on that ship, sir,”’ said Handforth, after
he had somewhat incoherently explaired how
he and his chums came to be ahoard the sub-
marine. ‘“But when we saw all those guns we
tgouggt it would be a good idea to unload
theim. -

panted. *“We

THE NELSUON Lk LIBRARY

“You took a big chance, Handforth—but I
can tell you this,”” said Nelson Lee quietly.
“Your action undoubtedly saved the lives of
several men.”’

“Oh, no, sir; you can’t really mean that?”

“But I do mean it,” said Nelson Lee.
““Those criminals were desperate—and they
tried to fire their weapons. Mr. Lennard and
his officers are all picked men; they all
volunteered for this work, being full aware
of the deadly risks they were taking. The
authorities were determined to stamp out
this piracy.”

‘“Well, it’s jolly good to know that we’ve
been of some help, sir,” said Handforth
happily. “By George, just think of it! Per-
haps we saved Mr. Lennard’s life by doing
what we did.”

““I shouldn’t be at all surprised,” said the
inspector dryly. ‘“One of those infernal guns
was pointing at me when it clicked—and I
can givo you my word I thought I was going
to be cold meat!”

Thereafter Handforth & Co.
heroes of the hour.

were the

CHAPTER 21.
Friend or Foe?

ELSON LEE was looking very thought-

N ful when he had heard a fuller

account of Handforth & Co.’s ad-
ventures.

““So you found a secret way out of that
cavern?”’ ho commented. - *“That’s how you
came to be aboard the submarine, eh? It’s
a grim business, boys. And your escape
might make all the difference.”

‘““How do you mean, sir?” asked Hand-
forth anxiously. “Will it mess up any of
your plans?”

“I don’t think so—at lcast, I hope not,”
replied Lee. ‘ But it occurs to me that Zin-
grave might have discovered your absence
by this time.”

““Oh, crumbs!”

*“In that case there i1s a chance that he
will have taken alarm,” continued the de-
tective. ‘“‘But we can gain nothing by con-
jecturing. You didn’t leave the cave until
you ?had been locked up for the night, did
you ?”’

“No, sir.”

““Then there is every reason to hope that
your escape has not been discovered,” said
Nelson Lee. *“Zingrave, at least, will be
far too occupied with thoughts of this sub-
marine to bother his head about you. And
I don’t think Bates or Catling will care.”

““What are we going to do, sir—exactly?”’
asked Nipper.

“If possible, we are going to take this
vessel back through the rock passage—right
into the pool,”” replied Nelson Lee. *In
that way Zingrave will have no suspicions.
It’s no good capturing these underlings unless
we nab the ‘big boss’ himself. It’s Zin-
grave I'm after.”
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¢“PBut now that you’ve got the submarine
back, sir, couldn’t you get I touch with
some destroyers, or something
asked Handforth breathlessly. ‘By George,
couldn’t you make a tremendous raid on
Surf Island, and do the thing in style?”

Nelson Lee could not help smiling.

‘“Have you ever tried to hold an eel, Hand-
forth?”’” he asked.

‘“Why, yes, sir,”” said the bewildered
Handforth.

“Did you hold it?”

‘“‘No; 1t was too slippery.”

“Zingrave’s an eel,” said Lee grimly.
‘““He’s the slipperiest crook known to Scot-
land Yard. The instant he gets wind that
all 18 not right, he’'ll make a bolt for it.
Surf Island is honeycombed with all mannner
of tunnels. In my opinion, a big raid on
the island would be futile; for Zingrave
would get the warning well in advance, and
I haven't a doubt that he has a bolt-hole
ready.”’

“1 see what you mean, sir,” said Hand-
forth eagerly.

“Our only chance of nabbing Zingrave is
to take him completely by surprise,” went
on Nelson Lee. ‘“When we get to Surf
Island we shall have to act as though we
were the crooks—returning after a successful
raid. Once face to face with Zingrave, we
can be sure of holding him. But not until
then. So you see, boys, how important it
18."

A man appeared in the saloon doorway,
and although he stared in some bewilderment
at Handforth & Co.—whom he had certainly
not expected to see—he addressed himself to
Neclson Lee.

‘““Getting near to the island, sir,” he. re-

ported. ¢ Lieutenant Freeman would like to
have you with him, sir, in the control-
room.”’

“I'll come,” said Lee, nodding.

““Getting near to the island, eh?” panted
Handforth. *Oh, my hat! It’s just one ex-
citement after another.”

The chief inspector caught Nelson Lee by
the arm. '

“I don’t like having an
that fellow Kemp” he said, frowning.
don’t trust him an inch.”

‘ Neither do 1.”

“Then why have any truck with him?”
asked Lennard. ‘It was your idea to bring
him aboard—"

“He ec¢an’t do any mischief, old man,”
said Lee, smiling. *“ And don’t forget there’s
a tricky underwater channel to be mnego-
tiated. Lieutenant Freeman is a clever sub-
marine officer, but he knows absolutely
nothing of the channel. Kemp does. He has
piloted this craft in and out several times.”
~“Don’t you think he’ll try to pile us on
the racks, -or something cheerful like that?”

“Kemp is as fond of living as the rest of
us,” replied Lee dryly. ‘“He doesn’t want
to go to the bottom of the sea in a wrecked
submarine. And you can be quite sure we
shall keep a close watch on him.”

dealings with

like that?”

uI y
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“Well, I hope you’re right—because 1
haven’t any fancy to conclude my brilliant
career in a flooded submarine,” said Len-
nard. ‘‘And think of the loss to Scotland
Yard!"”

“If Kemp attempts any treachery we shall
instantly know it,”’ said Nelson Lee. *‘ His
offer to turn King’s evidence, and to help us
to the full extent of his power was a piece.
of luck. Getting through that rock channel
was the one snag we were up against. You
must remember, Lennard, that Kemp won’t
be allowed to take the controls. Well, you'd
better remain here—with the boys. You
can’t help in this. Your job will come later.
You can be getting into one of those pirate
suits if you like—and don’t forget the
mask.”’ .

Other men got into those suits and masks.
too. For the last act in this drama was
about to be played.

?

CHAPTER 22.
Into the Rock Pool!}

EMP was on the level. Desperate
though he was, he knew on which
sdide his bread was buttered. And
his loyalty to Professor Cyrus Zin-

grave was a feeble thing, now that matters
had come to a climax.

If, by materially assisting in the capture
of Zingrave, he could improve his own pre-
carious position, he was ready enough to act. .
He could see twenty ycars’ penal servitude
ahead of him—but that sentence might be
reduced to a mere seven if he helped the
authorities.

Kemp was thinking only of his own skin.

“Mr. Lennard thinks I’'m going to try to
double-cross you, sir,’” panted the man,
clutching earnestly at Nelson Lee’s arm.
“But I'm not! Gosh, I wouldn’t be such a
fool! Give me a chance, sir, and I’ll take
this sub. through that channel. I won’t play
no tricks.” .

‘“You’d better not, Kemp,” retorted Lee.
““You’ve done with tricks: they won’t help

ou now.,”

“Don’t T know it?” said Kemp feverishly.
“It’'s a fair cop—and the whole game 1s
busted. Well, I'm no croaker. I'll take

what’s coming to me. It was a darned big
gamble, anyway, and we’ve lost. But it’ll
go all right with me if I hdp, won’t it, sir?
Zingrave wouldn’t have showed me any
mercy if he’d been in my position—so I don’t
see why I should show him any.”

“You talk too much, Kemp,” said Lee
briefly. ‘Take the submarine through that
channel—and then we’ll see.”

They were in the control-room, and Lieu-
tenant Freeman, who could not say enough
in praise of the Ossipee’s wonders, had gone
on deck. One of the sailors now came down
the metal ladder and saluted. .

“Island right ahead, sir,” he said. “The
lieutenant would be glad of your help, sir.”
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with satisfaction, the masked men going
ashore from the Ossipce, labouring under
emall, but apparently heavy, loads. Those
steel-bound cases were actually heavy, but not
v.ith gold. They were filled with lead.

Nelson I.ee was going right through with
{he programme; acting just as he would have
expected the Green Trian%le men to act.
'Their first task would have been to carry the
loot ashore. Lee was hoping that Zingrave
would come; and once face to face there
would be no escape for that arch criminal.

“Funny why those fellows are still wearing
their masks,” muttered Zingrave, as he ap-
proached. “They’ve never done it before.
But Kemp may have a good reason.”

He was getting nearer, but it cannot be

33

truthfully said that he had any suaspicion. So
cleverly had this thing been engineered that
the wily professor, like all his underlings, was
walking blindly into the trap.

““Hey, boys—hold it!” sang out Lee sud-
denly. ‘“Here comes the Chief! Are we
pleased with ourselves?’’

He advanced up the rock path towards Zin-
grave, and two of the other masked figures
lowered their burdens and followed.

“We’ve got it, Chief—the whole blamed
lot!” gloated Lee. ‘“A million in gold!
There'll be some nice pickings for us, eh?”

They were within fifteen yards, and Pro-
fessor Zingrave, intensely satisfied with the
information, was eager to hear the full story.

ole

And it was at that moment that a porth

y
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of the submarine, above the waterline, sud-
denly swung back with a clang.

‘““Beat it, Chief!”’ gasped an urgent voice.

‘“They’re cops! The game’s up, and it was
Lee—"

The voice suddenly ceased, for men had
grabbed Kemp from behind, and had dragged
him back. In that last moment, Zingrave’s
ri%ht-hand man had sought to give his Chief
a fighting chance of escape.

Zingrave himself had halted, and .like a
flash a hand flew to his gun.

“Put ’em up, Zingrave!’” snapped a
familiar voice. ‘‘We’ve got you covered.”

‘““Lee!” breathed the professor.

Crack!

As he spoke he fired. Nelson Lee heard the
angry buzz of the bullet as it droned past his
ear—to hit one of the Scotland Yard men in
the shoulder, and send him reeling.

Crack!

It was another pistol-shot—but this time
Nelson Lee’s own automatic belched fire and
lead. A scream came from Zingrave as the
bullet struck the very weapon in his hand as
he was about to pull trigger again. It went
spinning 1nto the air—and Zingrave’s arm,
racked with agony, was momentarily
paralysed.

“We’'ll do without the shooting, Zingrave!” ~

said Lee grimly.

“You!” snarled the professor.
again!”’

‘I have a nasty habit of cropping up,
haven’t 1?” retorted Lee. ‘‘And this time,

Zingrave, you’re finished. Be big enough to
‘take your medicine without any fuss.”

But Zingrave was running. Waeaponless, he
was racing back up that rock slope. And in
his desperation he possessed the agility of a
'hunted animal. With amazing speed he ran,
"and his mind was benumbed. He only knew
'that all his elaborate schemes had crashed
about his ears. Lee was here—and those other
men were Scotland Yard detectives! Yet
there was one tangible thought in the profes-
~sor's mind. On the other side of the island
: there was a little cave—a racing motor-boat
was hidden there——

+ Footsteps sounded immediately behind him,

and although he dare not look back, he knew
.that Nelson Lee was gaining. Inspector Len-
nard and the other Yard men were right out
of it; they had been left far behind in this
' grim race.

Zingrave fled on. At last, the top! He
raced across the rocks, a chasm on one side
of him, with the deep waters of the pool far
below. A hand reached out, and clutched
at his arm. He was pulled half round and
jerked to an abrupt standstill.

“,At last, professar!” said Nelson Lee
ominously.

He had discarded his mask, and in the faint
moonlight Zingrave saw the detective’s
familiar features. They stood, face to face—
master detective and master croolk. It was the
moment of Nelson Lee’s triumph.

“You—

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

CHAPTER 24.
The Last Fight!

‘s OU clever devil!” panted Zingrave, his
eyes burning with evil. “But you
haven’t got me yet, Lee!”

As he spoke he grappled with the
detective. In a flash, Leec knew his object,
for they were on the very brink of a chasm.

‘““Oh, no! You can’t throw me into the
pool so easily,” said Lee. ‘Come, Zingrave,
this 1s not dignified. And you have always
been so level-headed——"

He could speak no further, for he was com-
pelled to defend himself against Zingrave’s
maddened attack. The man was like a wild
animal; he had abandoned all reserve, all
veneer,

For Zingrave was kicking, hacking, claw-
ing, gouging. He was more like an in-
furiated beast than a human being. For in
that moment of defeat all Zingrave’s burning
hatred against Nelson Lee surged up in one
tumultuous flood.

Clasped in one another’s arms, the pair
reeled on the very brink of the abyss. The
men below stood watching, fascinated—even
horrified. Nipper and Handforth and Church
and McClure saw everything, too. They
watched with bated breath.

A voice sounded near the struggling men

—a voice hoarse with exertion.

“All right, Lee, I'll knock him on the
head! By glory! He’s like a jungle tiger!”

It was Chief Inspector Lennard, and
although he was well-nigh exhausted from his
long climb—he wasn’t built for that sort of
thing—he leapt into action.

But he leapt in vain.

For at that moment Zingrave, near the
brink, stumbled. His foot slithered over the
rock edge, and he lost his balance. A wild
scream escaped him, and his clutching hands
fastened like steel talons on Nelson Lee’s
body.

Locked together, they slipped over the
brink, and went hurtling down.

“Guv’nor!” gasped Nipper.

Down—down——

Splash !

They struck the water violently, and it was
fitting that Professor Zingrave should have
been undermost. Thus he received the full
shock of the contact.

Nelson Lee, dazed and bruised, found him-
self sinking down into the depths. Zingrave’s
clutching hands had released their hold; Lee,
recovering rapidly, struck out for the surface.
And when he reached it he was alone.

“There he is—get him!” came a bellow
from above.

“It’s all right,” called Lee. “I beg of
you not to start any shooting.”

“Oh, thank goodness, it’s the guv’nor!”™
yelled Nipper.

They were all astonished at Nelson Lee’s
calmness. Lee himself was swimming about,
searching anxiously. He dived, groping here,
there, and everywhere. o

Then Lee’s fingers came in contact with

(Continued on page 44.)
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