
• 

139. 0 D s 17t J 1 32 



2 

Sinister Mystery and Perilous Detective-Adr,enture-

CHAPTER 1. 

Out et the ftiver I 

A MAN in a blue woollen jersey and 
peaked cap stood opposite the Rand• 
Jegh Club, just off Regent Street, and 
glanced across at the imposing en• 

t1·anee to its vestib11le witl1 an impatient look 
on his <lark, t.a11ned face. Then he began 
walking slowly to and fro again. 

He had been there for over an hour, pac­
ing slowly up and down, and keeping his 

• 
e,yes contiriuotu,ly tur11ed to the club do{)rs 
oppoaite. It was quite evident by his 
n1anner that he \\'as watchi11g for someone to 
appear, althougl1, from his dress and general 
appearance, one would not suspect him of 
having a£.quai11ta11ces i11 sucl1 a select and 
exclusive socjety as that of the Ra11dlegb 
Club. 

At la~t, just as a clock in the vici11ity ,v_as 
chiming t.he ha1f-hotir, two g·e11tlemen ca1ue 
down the step! of the clt1b, stood ob.ltting 
together for a few moments: then, nodding 
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--In this Powerful Thriller of Nelson Lee & Nipper! 

'l'he finding of a silver flask containing mysterious papers, in the bed of the 
Tl1ames, marks the opening stages of the strangest and most thrilling series 
of adventures Nelson Lee and Nipper have ever come up against. This story is 
one which shows the famous detective at his best, pitting his courage against 

the cunning ruthlessness of unknown foes. 
----.. _,_ .. _______________________________________ _ 

afr ably, stro(le a,vay ir1 OJJposit.e diroct.io11s. 
C) ne of tl1e111 ,vas a ,vell-kr1it man of 

n·1t~liun1 l1eigl1t n11d <lrcsst""{l \\'it.11 a quiet air 
of breed i n g. His face ,v as clean -s l1 ave n, 11 is 
fpaturc•i cut C'IParlv aricl alivP \vitJ1 vigour 
aud er1e1•g·y; lii~ l\t~e11 gre}· c·,rPs \\:c•rt~ ~llC'i'~ 
aitci full of vi ta]ity; tl1Py ,vere set rat.lier 

cleep]y, in l1is l1cad, as if from consta11t stt1dy 
arid t.l1ougl1t. 

The 1na11 in the lJltto jersey wa tcl1ed hin1 
,valk svvift.ly in tl1e ciircct.ion of Oxford Circt1s, 
t.h~n, crossir1g· tl1e roacl, l1astene<l after ,}1i111. 

llt:~ l·~iug·ht l1i111 up before l1e reached t!1e 
l~i reu ;~. 
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'' Ca11 you . spare me a moment, sir,,, he 
asked, touching his cap. 

Nelson Lee criminologist, private detec­
tive and expert investigator-glanced at his 
strange aoooater with that quick, incisive 
look with which he seemed to explore the 
dark receeaea of men's minds, and whioh 
some people found so embarrassing. 

'' What ia your businesa ?'' he said curtly. 
The man cast a furtive look around, as 

if something prompted him to be on the 
alert. The action was not lost on· Nelson 
Lee ; it was enough to suggest the possi-bility 
that aomeone might be watching. 

'' What do you want?'' he asked again. 
., Don't be afraid of putting it bluntly. l 
shan't mind.'' 

''Well, it's a bit of a mystery, sir,'' began 
tl1e man. 

The detective did not wait for ·0-him to 
finish hia statement; it told him enough to 
know that this man was not tryini to. palm 
off the '' oid soldier stunt ''-he was not ask­

., I picked up this,'' he said. handing it t,o 
the de~tive. 

NelBon Lee gave .a quick glance at tho 
flask, but did 11ot stop to examine it. He 
laid it on his desk and turned agai11 to his 
visitor. 

'' Go on!'' he said. 
'' Well, sir,'' continued Pike, '' I didn't pay 

much heed to it at the time. I jW!t dropped 
it into my pocket and I went on with my 
work. La~r on, when I got home, I decided 
to have a good look at it and find out if it 
had any value. It's fitted with a screw 
stopper, and I had rather a job to unfasten 
it, for it had become corroded by the water. 
However, I soused it in oil and managed to 
get it undone at last. Then I found that 
there were some papers inside.'' 

Jim Pike paused a moment and regarded 
tlie detective with a fixed stare. Nelson Lee 
still sat calmly attentive. He was now quite 
interested in the strange narrative. 

'' What did tliese papers contain ? '' he 
asked. '' Have you .got them with you?'' ing for money. 

'' Then you know who I am ,,, he said THE man shook his head. 
Qttiet]y. • "Not both of them, sir,,, he said. 

The man looked rather i.urprised at this ,, I was just coming to that, becat1se 
remark. that's the cause of all the trouble. 

'' Perhaps I've made a mistake,'' he said. The paper was very old and almost tumbling to 
'' I thought yo~ were Mr. Nelson Lee.'' pieces; although the flask was watertight. the 

,.You're quite right-I am Nelson Lee. damp seemed to have got in somehow. One 
How did you know?'', of these papers seemed to be a sort of re-

. '' I knows your face, air,'' answered the ceipt; I've got it in my pocket; I'll show 
other, with a superior smile. '' I called at you in a moment. The other wu a letter 
the GraI_'s Inn Road: tl!~Y .said you had gone of some sort." 
to the Law C,ourta. When I got there I •• And you haven't got that with you?'' 
found that you had gone on to the Randlegh ,, No, sir; that's just '\\"here the mystery 
Cl11b. I waited outside and saw you come comes in. It '\\"as almost too indistir1et to 
Ottt just now·,, read; and, in any case, I couldn't have made 

'' You were certainly persisi:-ent," muttered head or tail of it, for it was written in &01110 

Nelson Lee, with a smile. He suddenly put foreign jargon. A few days later I was 
up his hand and stopped a passing taxi. working down tl1e docks, a11d I had a few 
'' Follow me!'' he muttered, and clambered drinks with a fellow off one of the boats. 
inside. We got talking about this flask I had fou11d, 

'' And now,'' he said, v,hen at last they and I showed him the letter, thinking. a!5 
were seated i11 the oonsuiting-room at Gray's how he might be a·ble to understand it., •being 
Inn Road, .. let's hear '\\'hat you have to say.'' a foreigner, like.'' • 

''\Vell, sir,,, bega11 the ma11 again, '' as I "And ,va8 he able t.o read it?'' asked Nel-= 
said before, it's a bit, of a mystery, like. son Lee. 
rrhat's why I thought as how you might be ''Yes; but he said as how it was writt.e11 
able to explain it. Perhaps you'd like to i11 Germa11. He coltld11't qt1ite make out one 
know who I am. My name's Pike Jim Pike or t\';o of tl1e ,vords, and asked .me to let J1i111 
-and I'm a lighterman on the Thames." keep it for a fe,v days. ' Not bloomi11g 

"Very we11, Pike," nodded the detectiv~ .. likely,' I says. 'How d~ I _k~~w but what 
"And what's the mystery?,, ~'OU won't do a guy ,,,1th 1t. And the11 

I'1n blol\·ed if I didn't go off and clea11 for-
'' It's like this, sir. A fe,v weeks ago- JI b ·t A d th t' h J I 

about a montl1, I should thi11k-I happened get a a out 1 
·• 

11 a 8 t e 88t saw of that letter. !I, 
to be working about midway between Black-
friars and \Vaterloo Bridge. It l\~as low tide "And is that the end of )ro11r sto1·y ?'' 
at the time, and I was cliggi11g out a11 "Not h)y an;· 1near1s, ~Ir. Lee," said J i1n 
anchor that had brolcen her eable, and had Pike, ,vitJt e1nphasis. ''I air1't got properly 
been lying there for some years by the state going 011 t,}1e 1nystery jTet. Nothing else J1ap­
it was in. Presently my spade seemed to pened until about three days ago; then, 0110 

oome up against something a bit hard. I evening, a cove called at my cottage a11<l 
thought it was a sto11e at first, but I saw began to ask me all about the flask I fou11d 
it glitter just where the spade had caught it. at the bottom of the river.'' 
I atooped down and picked it up--'' "Who was this cove-as you call him?" 

He felt beneath his jersey and drew out a '' That I car1't ~ay, sir. He cut quit.e a 
metal flask. dash in his v.1ay, sir-a dandy little man with 
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fair l1air and a gi11ger mo~staohe. ~e ,vas [M PIKE heaved a sigh of relief and sank 
qt1ite frier1dly at first-a b1t too polite for back in his chair, glad to have got t,he 
my liking. But I .sort o' felt that he knew matter off his chest. Nelson Lee sat 
all about that letter tl1at ,vas pinched from silently turning the matter over in his 
me, a11d that 1·ather riled me, so I wasn't mind for some moments., then lie picked up 
out to give l1im any change. Presently he tho flask. 
saw that I'd got him taped, and ,vasn't stand- His companion was watching him earnestly. 
ing for any old bt1ck. Then he asks me '' It ain't no ordinary flask, sir,'' he said 
poir1t-blank for that. otl1er }laper what \\'as presently. '' It's a •bit weighty, too. The 
in the flask, and e11ds ttp b:y offering me a casing seems like solid silver to me.'' 
ht1ndred quid for it.'' "Yott're 110 doubt right there,'' muttered 

'' And you took it?'' Nelso11 Lee. '' You say it was securely stop-
" No, I did 11ot, sir. It strt1ck n1e that if pcred ,vhen you found it, and that the water 

he ,vas ,villi11g to pay out a h1,r1clred qt1id as hadn't got i11side to a11y extent. I wonder it 
caln1ly as tl1at., the papers ,vas ,vorth a lot didn't float.'' • · 
n1ore, so I haggled about it. Then he asked '' The1·e's n1ore than one way of acco11nt­
mc to name 1ny O\\'n price, b11t by that time i11g for tl1at, sir. 111 the first place, I think 
I reckoned there ,vas sometl1ing fisl1y. That it's rather too heavy to float. Besides, it 
letter v.pas in German, and l1ere ¥las a foreigner may have got left on the bank at low tide 
mighty kee11 on gettir1g l1old of the other and pressed into the mud beneath a barge. 
scrap of paper. Guess I ~·anted to k11ow The11 it could easily l1ave got buried deeper 
before I sold it, and I told him . .so, straight, and deepe~ by tl1e silt carried down by the 
arid refused to sell.,, river.'' 

Nt•lson Lee gaye ve11t to an appreciative '' Yes, that certai11ly seems a reasonable 
cltuc.kle. explanation," agreed the detective. '' I 

'' No doubt you acted right.ly,'' he said; notice that the stopper is lined with rubber, 
'' btit not many men wot1ld have refused a but it's all perished and broken. I suppose 
httndred pounds for a dirty piece of paper. that happened when you unscrewed it?'' 
Ho\\'ever, what did he say to that?'' '' That's right, sir. It was stuck so tight 

'' He said quite a lot of things, Mr. Lee, that I had to use a pair of grips to shift it." 
but n1ost of 'em don't bear repeating. In Nelson Lee nodded and continued his 
fact, he swore in several different languages, examination. Jim Pike had cleaned ttp the 
so tl1at I \\'asn't ahie to get the full benefit flask, but the surface was ba<Jly tarnished 
of his remarks. But. I gathered he was by the water. The detective was able to' 
threatening me, so I slammed the door in make out an escutcheon bearing a coat of 
his face and let him cool down on the step." arms and supported -by an eagle with, wings 

,: '11hat \\'as three · days ago now?'' . asked expanded. On the lower canto11 of the shield 
Lee. · was a faint tracery of lines which might 

The lighterman nodded his head. possibly be the o,,,ner's initials. Nelson µee 
'' Three days ago, Mr. Lee,'' he said. 11 And picked up his reading glass, and, after a 

tl1c aame night I had· rather a surprise. We careful examination, he was able to read the 
'ad a burglar. But the chap escaped when I letters "R. v. z. ,, The flask was a costly 
went for him.'' affair, and had, no doubt, been specially de-

'' Was anything stolen?'' signed for the person whose initials it bore; 
'' No, tl1ere was 11othing much to steal, or he may have recei,,.ed it as a present. 

Mr. Lee. Besides, I've figured it out, and it '' How about the other piece of paper,'' 
strikes 1ne that tl1at wasn't no ordinary sort· Lee asked pi-esently. '' You said you hadn't 
of burglar. lie came to pinch that Bask and parted with that.'> 
the document that was inside I'll take my '' That's right, sir,'' said Jim Pike. 
oath on tl1at !'' IIe put his hand beneath his blue jersey 

'' And where ~as that fl~sk, Pike?" again and fished out a somewhat greasy 
asked the detective in a non-committal pocket-book, then drew out a discoloured 
manner. piece of paper. 

"{J11der n1y pillow all the time,'' reJoined Nelson Lee took the slip of paper, finger-
the lighterman. "I sort of had the feeling ing it ,Tery gently, for the damp had rotted 
that t,l1at fnir-hC'aded cove wouldn't be 0011.. it and it ,vas almost falling to shreds. He 
ter1t to Jet mat.ters stand where they were; laid it in front of him and stared at 1t with 
that's ,vhy I sl1oved the bottle under my pil- knitted brows. 
low; it. was the safest place I could think of!' He sa,v immediately what it was. It was a 

'' It was certainly a wise precaution,'' ad- printed form of receipt. The print was now 
mitte<I Lee. '' Has anything else. happened a rusty cdlour, but still readable. It also 
eir1ce the night of your mysterious nocturnal contained some handwriting and two signa­
visitor ?'' tures, but the writing was so faded and dis-

'' Nothing much, sir; but for the last day coloured as to be almost illegible. Lee picked 
or so I,ve had a sort of feeling that I'm up the glass and studied it in silence for 
being ,vatched. It's made me feel rather some m11iutes, then took a piece· of paper 
cree1JY I do11't mind sayi11g that I've got and made a copy of the doct1me11t. 
the wind up a bit. That's why I suddenly A gleam of l1nderstanding came into th~ 
decided to cornc and see yo11 about it, think- detective's eyes. The mear1ir1g of t.he re-­
ing you rnight be int.erested !" ceipt was qt1ite clear. On the 13t.h of Octo• 
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ber, 1890, a deed-box had been deposited with cause it interests me not because I think 
Gol·le,a Bank-a bank long since amal• there's a~ything to be' made out of it. From 
gan1ated with a larger firm-for safe cus- your point of view it's different and it 
tody. That deed-box was to be given up on there's any financial gain ac-0ruing' from it, 
production of the receipt, and that the box you may trust me to see your claims pushed 
had not been claimed was evident from t.he in the right direction.'' 
findi11g of this ·receipt in the ftask. Jim Pike held out his hand impulsively. 

Then where was this box? Was it stilt tn 
('toyle's Bank? And, if so, what were its "That's the idea, sir!" he exclaimed. "l 

figured it all out to myself before I camt, 
cor1tents? According to the receipt, it con- here. I reckoned as how you'd d--• straight. 
tained books and documents. Documents cw 
concerning what? That was the question. Your word's good enough for me. I ain't 
What information had that letter contained asking for anything i11 black and white.'' 
that had been stolen from Jim Pike? Had it '' The11 if J"Ou're satisfied, Pike, we'll say 
referred to this receipt and the mysterious _good-ni~ht. '' 
co11tents of the deed-box? The l1ghterman _ took hi~ departu.re, a1_1d 

These were the questiona that were oocu- Nelson Lee leaned back idly 1n his chair. 
pying Lee's mind. He was suddenly deeply But no sooner had the outer door closed 
engro'5sed by the problem that confronted ~ehind _Ji_m Pike than t~e detective lea~~ 
him. Here was a mystery a little more than 1n1:? act1':1ty. ·He_ had quickly and deftly dis­
forty years old, and he tried to visualise gu~d himself with a mot1stache, a change 
"~hat was happening in the ,vorl• when that ~f Jacket, a shabby hat and t.hread·bare mack­
box ,\~as taken to Goyle's Bank. 1ntosh. _Then he followed close on the heels 

Then suddenly he heard Jim Pike speak- of the bghterman. . . 
ing and his mind came rushing back tD the It wasn't t.hat he d1sbel1eved the man, but 
pre;ent. he wan!ed ~ g~t a glimpse of the unknowr1 

''I don't think I can stay any longer, Mr. foe. Jim Pikes cottage had already bee11 
Lee," he was s~ing. bu~gled, and the man half gueBSed he was 

'' Very well, Pike," rejoined Lee. '' And being watched. But, as far as Lee could 
what do you propose to do with regard to ~ake ~ut., there was no foreisner shadowi11g 
this docttment ?'' Jim P1ke from the Gray's Inn Road. But 

'' I guess it'll be safer u, leave it with ~hen the lighterman ,·anished into his river-. 
you,'' said the lighterman. ''I don't quite s1d.e cottage, Lee saw the fi~ure of the fair­
fa11cy carrying it about ,vith me after what haired German cro1;1che~ behind, sllulking i11 
has happened.'' the shadows, . \\:-atch1ng intently. 

"You're content to let me follow the The detective went close and had a good· 
matter up and do as I think best?'' look at the ma11. From the description Pike 

''You've got me, sir. That's the reason had given there was 110 doubt that tnis 
v.·hy I came along. If .there is any dirty ,vat.cher ""·as Stormberg, the German. Nel­
"·ork going on behind the scenes, I guess son Lee \\"Ould know him again, anyway. 
you're the gent to 1·umble it.'' He hung about there in case the German 

"' Well, I'll do my best, Pike,'' replied Lee, attempte~ to break into the cottage again, 
with a dry smile.. '' If you meet with any but not.h1!1g happe11ed. . Storm berg mov.ed off 
fresh trouble you'd better let Ifie know im- after a ~1me, and, leaping aboard a moving 
mediately.'' bus, vanished towards the West End. Con-

.. You just bet I will, eir," said Pike em ... sequ~ntly Nelson, Lee prepared to return to 
phatically. Grays Inn Road. 

He rose from his chair, but did not attempt 
to go. He stood there hesitating, as if he 
wanted to say something else and didn't 
know exactly how to put it. Lee noticed his 
hesitation and glanced up at him inquiringly. 

'' Get it off your chest,'' he said -encou1·ag-
ingly. .. 

I T,S like this, sir,'' began Pike, with 
some embarrassment. .. That fair­
headed cove-he said his name was 
Stormberg-the German, I mean-

called and offered me a hundred quid for 
that paper. Well, I ain't exactly putting it 
up to the highest bidder, but fair's fair, and 
if there's any money attached to it, then I 
reckon as how I've got a sort of claim to 
some of it. That's putting it frank · and 
blunt.,, 

Nelson Lee sat back and surveyed hia 
candid client with a Bicker of amUAement. 

'' That•a how I like to hear a man talk,,, 
he said. 1

' I'm taking up this matter be-

N IPPER was out of town that day. 
There had been some minor investi­
gations to be carried out at -Brighton 
-nothing of much· importance and 

Nelson Lee had se11t Nipper down with Wolf, 
the Alsatian, to do the little jobs and take 
a day's holiday at the same time. Nipper 
obeyed willingly enough. 

B11t when he got back fairly late that night 
~e found the detec_tive's housekeepe! already 
1n bed. He had his key, and let himself in, 
and then halted on the threshold, warned 
by a deep g1·owl from Wolf. He held the 
dog in leash and listened. Someone was 
moving ~tealthily a·bout the p1ace an un­
wanted viBitor, too, to judge from the big 
dog's growls. 

Nipper went up to the consulting.room. 
quietly. He thrust open the door. Wolf · 
leaped in, dragging the youngst.er after him. 
There were two men there, and before he 
had time to c.ieJp,nd himself a large table--
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cloth was flttng over his head, and he received 
a blow that felled him to the floor. 

Wolf's leash was entwi11ed rou11d Nipper's 
wrists, so that the big dog could do nothing 
to heip his young master. He tugged and 
.barked furiously, but two shadowy ftgures 
sprang across the room, out through the 
window. _ 

Nipper lay there half dazed, -but as soon as 
his sen.ses fully returned he struggled his 
way from the folds of the table-cloth and 
came t.o his feet. Then, down below, a ·key 
rattled in the lock of the front door. Wolf 
·did 11ot growl. He knew who it was. Arid 
a 1noment later Nelson Lee strode into the 
1·c,om. He switched on the ~ight, took 011e 
glar1c~ round and understood. 

''Burglars, guv'11or, '' said Nipper. '' Un-
fol'i;t,r1ately, I 11ever got a glimpse of them, 
eitl1er. '' 

"\\,"'ere tJ1ey German?'' asked the detec­
tive. 

Nipper stared at the detective. 
'' Well, gt1v'nor, '' he replied, '' now you 

corne to me11tion it, I fanc_y I did hear one 
of 'them curse in a foreign language when he 
barked his shin against a chair.'' 

Nelson Lee was looki11g grim. 
'' Then they v-·ere shadowing Jim Pike,'' he 

said. 
'' Who the dickens is Jim Pike?" asked 

Nipper. 
The detective told him all there was to 

know about the lighte1~man and the strange 
flask, and the receipt. 
· '' 'fl1ey were after that receipt. No doubt 
about that," said NeIBon Lee. "But they 
havr11't got it." 

'' Where is it, then, guv'nor ?'' 
The detecti,le strode across the room and 

peered behind· one of t,hc pictttres. 
'' It's still there,'' he said, with a grim 

smile. 
'' But I don't quite get the hang of things, 

gt1v•11or. You seem to have plunged bang into 
a hot.bed of mystery. What's it all about?" 

'' I don't know yet, Nipper. I'm just get­
tir1g warmed up to the subject now. Every­
thing centres round this deposit receipt and 
the mysterious deed-box. Goyle's Bank is 
now the l{ingsway branch of the National 
Jnd11strial Bank. We must go there first 
thi11g in the morning-they open at ten to 
the public-and find out if the box fs still 
-there. Can't do a thing now till the morn .. 
ing; but it will not matter much, for our 
slipper:r friend, Stormberg, doesn't eve11 
know the name of the ban.k, so far as I can 
ma.ke out. Tl1at's why he's so eager to get 
hold of the r~ceipt. '' 

'' Rt1t what's in the box, guv'nor ?'' 
"'fhat remains to ·be seen, Nipper. I'm 

a litt,le c11rious 011 that point myself. By 
thn way, did you find the flask lying on my 
desk?" 

'' ~rhe flask, guv'nor? No, haven't seen 
anything of it.'' 

'' Well, I left it there before I 
after Jim Pike. No doubt our 
visit.ors took it away with them. 

followed 
German 
Perhaps 

they hope to find tl1e receipt still inside it. 
They,ll find out their mistake when they 
come to look.'' -

'' D'yo11 think they'll make another attempt 
t~ get hdld of it?'' 

'' I don't think they'll have the nerve to 
try. They'll find a rough house next time 
if they do. Now, I've several things to 
attend to. Don't forget we're due at Kings­
way at ten o"'clock in the morning, and not 
a mint1te later." 

CHAPTER 2. 

The Bank Mystery I · 

T HE Kingsway Bl'anch of the National 
Industrial Bank, Ltd., abuts on the 
w~t side of that broad arid handsome 
thorot1ghfare. It stands upon the pre­

cise site once occupied by the old premises 
of Goyle's Bank, and w:hen the latter was 
demolished, slightly more thar1 thirty years 
ago, during the construction of Kingsway, 
the present pretentious building was erected 
in its place. 

It was exactly. a minute past ten the next 
morning when Nelson Lee, with his young 
assistant, p11shed his ,vay t,hro1.tgh the glass 
storm doors of the ban•k and crossed the 
marble vestibule to the pay-desk. 

The sorne,vhat elderly cashier was stand­
ing staring anxiously at the clock with an 
impatient frown on his face. • 

0 1 ,,ra11t to see the manager, please,'' said 
Mr. Lee. 

''l',m sorry to say he hasn't arrived yet,'' 
replied the cashier, as he rubbed his bald 
hea~ ,vith a fai11t air of pe1·plexity. '' By 
an unfortunate coincidence the chief account­
ant is also lat.e. Perhaps you will ·kindly 
wait-they. can't be long now." 

'' Very well," said Nelson Lee, and began 
to walk slo,v]y to and fro ir1 front of the 
counter. 

Some ten minutes elapsed. The cashier 
seemed now to .be in a perfect stew of 
anxiety, and kept darting about the office 
and talking on the telephone. A num·ber 
of .black-coated clerks '\\"ere lo11nging abot1t at 
their desks and ta I Icing together in earnest 
w•hispers. It seerned that they could not 
get on with their work u11til the .manager 
arrived. Several clients of t,he bank were 
a'lso ,,,.aiting by tl1e pay-desk, in1patient to 
casl1 their cheques a11d get on with their 
business. 

Presently Nelson Lee managed to attract 
the cashier's attention again. 

'' Anything wrong 1" he asked quietly. 
"No, except that neither the manager nor 

the chief accountant has arrived yet. It 
seems a ·little strange.'' 

Nelson Lee took his card from his pocket 
and handed it across the desk. 

'' Perhaps I can be of some help," he sug­
gested .. 

The cashier read the name and glanced up 
quickly. 
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''Would you just go i11to the manager's 
room, Mr. Lee?'' he said deferentially. '' I'll 
explain the position to you." 

,. Just follow me, Nipper,'' muttered Lee, 
a11d made his way to the room indicated. 

•• It's like this, ~Ir. Lee," began the clerk, 
when they were inside, "we can't open the 
strong-room until the man-ager and the 
accountant arrive-tl1ey hold the two sets of 
keys. You see, it's qttit.e a mess-up-can't 
d,J anything." 

'' And so the onaly thing to do i_s to await 
their arrival?" inquired Lee. · 

'' Well, I've just got 011 the 'phone to 
head office. They're sendi11g someone along 
with duplicate keys. Should be here in about 
ten minu te.s. ~, 

'' Where do the t\\ro 1nissing gentlemen 
live-I mean, are :you sending along to find 
ot1t what _has happened to them?'' 

•• Head office will. The1·e'll be no end of 
hot air over this." 

At that moment the t~lephole beil rang 
in the adjoining office, and t.he cashier darted 
ou teide · to ans\\-·er it. 

'' Fur1ny they sho11ld both be '!lbsent, 
guv'r1or," remarked Nipper. 

Nelson Lee· nodded, bt1t made no reply. 
His brows were furrowed in thought. It 
seemed that he was striving to recall some 
fact that had all but slipped his memory. 
Suddenly he gra~ped Nipper by the arm. 

.. That night you came back from Brighton 
-last n·ight-did yo11 see an)"thing lying on 
my desk ? " he asked sl1arply. 

•• .Why, yes, several things, guv'nor," said 
Nipper, somewhat startled by the detective's 
manner. '' You kno,v, I told you-yottr keys, 
and--'' 

'' Yes, Nipper;• but there ",.as something 
elae. The flask-and a s1ip of paper lying 
under the paperweight ? ,, 

'' Not to my kno,,·ledge, guv'nor. Why?'' 
'

4 I made a oopy of that deposit receipt, 
Nipper, and left it on my desk I'm certain 
of it now-I've only- just remembered it.'' 

"But it was only a copy, guv'nor. That's 
no use to anron-e. ,, 

•• But it gives that fellow Storm berg just 
the very information he required. This 
trouble here seems too significant to be a 
mere coincidence. How stt1pid of me to have 
Jeft it lyinf{ there! I was in such a hurry 
to follow Pike--'' 

He was interrupted by the reappearance of 
the cashier. 

•• Mr. J31·oadhurst hasr1't been home all 
11ight!'' he exclaimed in a trembling voice. 

., And \\'"ho's Mr. Broadhurst?" asked Nel-
son Lee. · 

•• 'rhe ma11ager. Hi.s wife has just ,phoned 
up to know what has become of him. In 
no end of a stew about him.'' 

'' That'fJ more than suspicious,'' remarked 
Lee. "Do you recollect if the manager left 
the office before you yesterday evening?'' 

••Yet, he did. But now I come to think 
of it, he certainly mentioned something 
about coming hack later 011. So did Mr. 
Mi,1ter-that's the acco11ntant. '' 

'' A11d whose l1ats are those hanging be­
l1ind the door?'' uked Lee. 

'' Why, I hadn't noticed those before,'' 
muttered the cashier. '' That's the manager's 
silk hat, I believe. And the other one be­
longs to· Mr. Minter.'' 

•• Likewise, the u111brella and walking-stick, . 
I presu-me ?'' said J-"ee. 

''Ye.,, that's right. Strange that they . 
should have left them here." 

N ELSON J~E made no comment, but · 
Nipper's sharp eyes noticed a Bicker 1 

of 11ndersta11ding pass across the de- ' 
tective's face. The detective had 

turned to the desk and was looking at an 
ope11 box-file in which were a number of 
letters. 

'' Is this the man_age1·'s correspo11dence for 
:yesterday ? '' he asked. 

'' That's so, Mr. Lee. l\Iostly letters f1·on1 
customers of the bank. He genera.lly sorts it 
a \\·ay the following morning.'' 

'' Would you regard it as a breach ol C"Aln-
fidence if I glanced through them?'~ • 

The cashier· hesitated before replying. 
'' We are especially careful as a rule to 

protect our client1' private communicatio11s, 
Mr. Lee,'' he answered, .. ·but I think the 
present circumstances ju_stify _ waiving_ the 
rule. J.Jook through them by all mean~ 11 you 
think it might prove usefttlr. '' 

Nelson Lee nodded and began to glance 
casually throt1gh the contents of the file. 
They ,vere mostly bttsinese letters from cu!i- . 
tomers relating to stocks and shares, and 
asking for information on variollf3 matters 
connected with banking. Presently he drew 
out the following t.ypewritten communica­
tion and began to read it through witJ1 
kr1ittcd brows. 

'' Dear }Ir. Broadl111rst,-I am just about 
to catch the train to Dover, where I am meet­
ing my Continental agent, ,vho is bringing 
across a consignment of diamonds. I shall 
return to town immediately I have f,rans­
acted the busineM, and shall catch the train 
that arrives at Victoria at 8 p.m. I particu-
1ar1y do not wish to have these diamonde 
on my premiBes to-night, and for that reason 
t1·ust that you will do me the favour of 
allowing me to deposit them in your safe on 
my return. I shall, therefore, bring them 
straight on to the bank from Victoria. Hop­
ing you will be so kind as to grant me thie 
favour, a11d apologising for the inconvenience 
I am causing yo11.-I am, Yours very t1·uJy, 

''P. G. TOWNLEY.' 1 

The Jetter was printed with a Hatton 
Garden address, and was dated for the pre­
viol1s day. Nelson Lee held it up to ihe 
light, and carefl1lly scrutinised it for some 
moments with a slight frown on his face. 
Then he turned to the cashier, who was re­
garding him with silent attention. 

•• Do you know this signat11re? '' he aftked. 
· The cashier took a hrief glance and nodded 

his head. 
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'' \rc·s," lie said. '' That is Mr. P. _ ~;. 
'l,<)\vriley, ono of (>Ur lJest. eust.on1ers. l)1a-
rnond n1ercl1a11t, of ]lat.ton c:arden." 

·' I see," sai<l I ... ce, a11d replaced the letter 
in the fiie. I-le ,vas about to make some 
f urtJ10r ren1arl, ,,lher1 t,l1e door OfJe11ed ancl 
ii fJolice-offiecr "~alked in. Nelson Lee reoog­
riisNl l1im irnmecliatcl~y as Ir1spector Bramley, 
of Scotlan{l Yar<l. Th<' ius1Jector did not 
r1ot.i('e tl1e c1Ptect.i ve at first, but addressed 
-J-1 i rn.se 1 f t.o t.lle cashier. 

'' I '111 I 11SJlector Bra 1r11P~Y, from the Yard," 
he sai(l. '' Your l1ea<l oflil·e has just 'phoned 

"To ~lr. \Villiams, Bramley, wl1en you 
a1)l)Pa red." 

• ' I Jo 11' t JP t rr1 e in tt' r r up t you. Fi re 
away!'' 

'' J t1st or1e n1ore question, Mr. Williams, 
then," said Nelson Lee. '' Cari you tell me 
if the strong-room is ventilatod ?'' 

T,he inspector and tl1e cashier both st.arted 
at the q,1estio11. 

'' Oh, )yes, l\Ir. J~ee ! " the latter replied. 
'' There is a11 iron grating through whioh the . , ' air passes.· 

•· 

- -------

Crouched in the shadows, Nelson Lee watched the lighterman vanish into the open doorway. 
Then, in the distance, the detective became aware that another figure watched the cottage­

the Ogure of the mysterious foreigner ! 

us to say yo1lr n1a11agPr a11d nssistaz1t are "Con1P, c~1111e. j\[r. Lee!" interrupted the 
bc•tl-1 rnir,sirlg. \\7hat's all tl1e trouble a llotit? ., i11spc.·ctor pat roni.~ing·ly. '' When you've quite 

'' 11 he troitble is siniiJly t}1at. tlie.v're mis~• fir1isl1c<l rliscu&~ing tl1e sa11itary arrangements 
ing, llramley, '' put i11 Lee frorr1 l1is corner. of tho ban1\'.: I .~diou ld like to get to business." 

The i11sr>ector gla11cecl sha rJlly in l1is <ii rec- '' By ~1.ll 1nea11s, l~l'an1ley," said Leo mildly. 
tior1. Ir1s1Jector Bra111]ey ,vas about to put tl1e 

''You l1ere, l\Ir. J ... ee," l1e exclaimPcl in sur 4 usual qt10stio11.s to the casl1ier, ,vher1 the door 
prise. '' \\1ha t's .brought ~Y<)U a1or1g?" ,, as s11clde11 ly Ol)Cned, and t,vo ofiicia Is from 

"Business, Bramlcv." tl1e l1ea(l office l1urried in. 
'' Oh 11 ... t l d d . '' 'fl . . d. k f w·11 · '' , ,ve , y·ou seem ,fl 1ave roppe 1n 1:s 1s a 1c ens o a mcsR, 1 1ams, 

at ~1 n opportLi11e 1110111e11t. What do yott make criecl t.he foremost. "I ,vor1der ,vl1at the 
of it?" clettce l1as happer1ed to Broadhurst and 

"Just p1ttting a fe,v qucstior1s to-er·--" l\ii11tcr? .... .\.l1, I seo the Yard l1as arrived. 
''Williams," interjected the cashier. And \\1}10--" 



10 •• THE! ROARING RAU.WAY!'' Powerful yarn of the '' Iron Road''-
4

• Mr. Nelson Lee, \\'aiti11g to see tho mana­
ge1· ·on busine~s," explai11ed the cashier. 

•• How d'you do, Mr. Lee? I,m Bi-ov,7n, 
from head office; this is Mr. Fisher. What 
d\you think about it, ~Ir. Lee?'' 

Inspector Bramley immediately thought it 
time to a.ssert his position. 

'' I'm Inspector Bramley, from the Yard,"' 
he said. '' As I've got the matter in hand, 
perhaps yo11'd better discuss it with me.'' 

'' And so we will directly, inspector," said 
Mr. Brown. '' Bttt I sho11ld lil{e to hear 
Mr. Lee's answer to my qtte.c;t.ion." 

Nelso11 Lee's rejoinder m-ade the in~pector 
snort with disdain. 

•• As the stro11g•room is none too well ven­
tilated, Mr. Brown," he said quietly, '' I 
should advise yolt to open it at the earliest 
-moment and admit some fresh air.'' 

•• So we will,.,, said BMwn \\Tith a chuckle. 
'' We've brought along the duplicate keys. 
Come on, Fisher! There's a quw.ie lined 
up outside to cash their cheques.'' 

They passed thro11gh the back office under 
the curioua eyes of the clerks, and, going 
down a 4light of stone stairs to the basement, 
turned to the left and saw facing them the 
solid massive iron door of the stl'9ng-room. 

The door was a Ch11bb's patent, and was 
fitted with two locks. To open it two sets 
of keys had to be used, and neither set would 
open it without the other. Behind the aolid 
outer door wa! another door, or grille, con­
st.ructed. of iron bnrs. This grille was fitted 
with on1y one lock, but it required the two 
sets of keys to open it. 

Nelson Lee looked on with no sma11 in­
terest as the two head office officials inserted 
their key~ in their respective locks and 
turned back the ward!. Since reading the 
letter in the managers file a sudden idea 
had come into his head, and he waited 
curiously to see if h;s surmise were correct 
or not. 

After removing t.heir .s. Brown pulled 
back the look lever, and the dozen thick 
steel bolt-a shot out of t-heir slots with a 
sharp clash. Then Fisher puHed the handle, 
and slowly and easily the great slab of iro11 
swung back on it-s ,vell-oiled hinges. 

Hardly had the door swung open when a 
gasp of surpr~e burst from the onlookers, 
while they stared with complete astonish­
ment into the interior of the strong.room. 
Only Nelson Lee seemed linimpressed by what 
he saw. He glanced at Nipper and shrugged 
his shoulders, as if the discovery was nothing 
more or Jess than what he had expected. · 

For, locked in the st.rong-room, and staring 
out frcm the bars of the grille, like two caged 
a11d frightened monkeys, ,vere the missing 
manager and hi1J chief account.ant! 

CHAPTER 3. 
Bramley Gets a Shock! 

T HE two men presented rather a ludicrous 
spectacle. Both were wild-eyed and 

· dishevelled, and it was evident that 
their e11forccd confinen1ent in the 

atmosphere of the st.ro11g-room had driven 
them almost frantic, and they were too 11ys­
terical to explain matters at first. Nelson 
J~e took control of the sit11atio11 and 1nan­
aged to get the t,vo released men to the 
rnanager's office in order to calm the111 
down. 

All the tiine Inspector Bramley had bee11 
too aslo11ished to t.a.ke any action. He now 
suddenly remei11bered his official positio11, 
and, dragging himself together with a jerk, 
}1e hurried after the retreating manager, 
8ourishing his notebook in his hand. 

Mr. Broadht11·st had flttng himself into his 
swivel chair arid hltried .his head in his 
hands-there ,vas 1io dottbt t.hat he was 
thoroughly shaken by what he had under­
gone-while Mr. )linter, his companio,i in 
distress, seemed in almost as bad a plight. 
Lea offered them his brandy flask, w-fiich 
he always carried in case of emergency, and 
both. gulped at the contents with great 
eagemess. 

'' Now, .sir,'' began Inspe~tor Bramley, 
•• perhaps you will be good enough to 
acquaint me with what has happe11ed. '' 

The manager smoothed hie thin hair witl1 
a gesture of distraction, and seemed too de­
jected to proceed. 

'' Perhaps, Mr. Broadhurst,'' suggested 
Lee, '' you will allow me_ to give the in1pector 
an account of what happened, and will kindly 
correct me if I make a miatake. '' 

The manager was only too glad to. be re­
lieved of an irksome task to wonder what 
Nelson Lee should know about hie experi­
ence; but Bramley was plainly -disconcerted 
and annoyed. · 

'' How do :,.ou know what happened, Lee?,, 
he asked. • I don,t understand what you 
mean.''· 

'' You wiK when I tell you, Bramley,'' re­
joined the detective, and then addressed him­
se]f to the manager. ''I understand, 
Mr. Broadhurst, that you received a Jetter 
yesterday from Mr. P. G. Townley, a cus­
tomer of the bank, asking you to allow him 
to deposit some diamonds in the safe after 
the bank premises were closed for the day. 
Is that ro T'' 

'' Quite so,'' m11rmured the ma11ager. 
'' And for that purpose you and Mr. Minter 

returned here about eight o'clock last night?'' 
Mr. Broadhl1rst nodde~ an affi1·mative, an,] 

Lee conti11ued. 
'' I imagine," he said, "that ~fr. Townley 

did r1ot a.ppe.ar at ,~ight, but that a n1an pur­
porting to come from him a1·rived at that 
time ,vith a pa1-cel, containing the supposed 
diamonds, wishing to place the same in your 
safe Cl1atody. '' 

'' You are quite right, llr. Lee,'' said the 
manager, '' except.ing that you have omitted 
to mention that this man was accompanied 
by n sergeant and a policeman. That com­
ple.tely took me off my guard. He said Mr. 
Tow11ley had been detained on i1nportant 
business.'' 

'' I see, Mr. Broadhurst. WelJ, then, thi~ 
,;tranger and the police-officerR accon1panied 
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you to tl1t, strong-roo1n, together with 
Mr. Mi11ter, here. Directly yotl were inside 
you fotind yot1rselves overpo\\,.ered, your keys 
l\"ere taken from you, and, after a certain 
thing had happe·r1ed, yot11· assailants departed, 
lea v i11g yottr impriso11ed i11 the strong-roo1n. 
Am I right?" 

'' Yott surprise me, 1\ilr. Lee .• That is cer­
Jtainly exactly \\'hat did take place. The two 
11ncn \vhoin I took to be policeme11 threatened 
us with revolvers. We could do 11othing­
altl1ough I carried a revolver myself, I 0011ld 
not get at it in time. \Ve were made to 
fac~ the ,,pall, \\'·hile the third man took 
charge of the keys. They remained in the 
strong-roo1n for nearly an hour before they 
left.,. 

"But l1ow the deuce did._ you know this, 
Lee!'·• asked Bra.mley, in the deepest aston-­
isl11nP11 t. 

'' Dy pntting two and t"'"O together, Bram-
1~)', ,, rejoined Lee. 

'' 11 hen I take it,'' said Bramley, '' that a 
robbe1·y has been oommitte~-a large quan­
tity of money has been stolen from the 
safe?,.. 

'' \Ve shall see," said Lee qt1ietly. '' I do 
not tl1ink that is the case. Do you ·know 
what the third man was doing, Mr. Broad• 
,burst, \\'hile the two bogus policemen were 
compelling you and l\'Jr. Minter to face the 
wall?" -

·" That i~ the most extraordi11ary part about 
it, l\'.lr. Lee. We had unlocked the safe before 
tl1e.y took our keys a,..,ay, yet \\·hen Mr. 
Minter went through the contents afterwards 
,ve cot1ld find none of the bullion missing. 
As far as I can make out, there is nothing 
missing,- but that will be proved when \\'e go 
throt1gh the contents of the strong-room care­
£ ully. While we were both facing the wall 
we could hear the third man dragging the 
boxes away from t.he recess on the other side 
of the room, btlt if he took anything away 
we l1ave not hPen able to discover what it 
'\\'as~ and he left the strong-room without Ottr 
seei11g him.'' 

'' I should say this fellow Townley'a got 
_somet.hing to do with the matter,'' blttstered 
!Bramley.. '' I shottld like to know why he 
'"' rot,e that letter.'' 

'' He didn't write it, Bramley," retorted 
Lee. '' It v-Tas a forgery!'' 

'' A forgery!'' e:relaimed ~Ir. Broadhurst, 
a11d, sorting feverishly among his papers, pre­
aent.ly drew out the letter in question. 

"If yot1 will hold that letter so t.hat the 
light just glances on the surface, Mr. Broad­
hurst," st1ggested the detective, "yo11 \\-"ii.I 
observe that there are a nttmber of faint 
mar.ki11gs on it. I think the signature is 
;Mr. Townley's, but the original letter haa 
been removed b17 a solvent of some kind, a11d 
the present one typed O\ter it. It is cer­
tainly a very skilful piece of work.'' 

The manager scrt1tinised the letter for some 
moments, then looked up. 

'' I believe you're right, Mr. Lee,'' he said. 
'' I must get on to Mr. Townley and make 
sure.'' 

'' How about checking the money and see­
ing if everything's 0.K. in the strong-room, 
Mr. Broarlhnrst, '' suggested Mr. Brown, of 
the head office. 

'' Tl1at's the ticket!" ohimed in the . in­
spector. "\Vhen ,•.1e know what's been stolen 
we shall have so1nething to go on.'' 

'' Very well," said Mr. Broadhurst; and he 
led tl1e ,vay to the strong-room again. 

N EI~SON LEE, Nipper, and Inspector 
Bramley waited outside the grille and 
watched the manager and accountant 
go through the bags of· bullion aµd 

carefully check over each item with the 
cash-book. Ther1 they went through all the 
deeds and sect1rities deposited in the strong­
room for safe custody. Thia took a con­
siderable time, and nea.rly an hour elapsed 
before they came oHt agai11. 

'' I don't believe there's a thing missi11g, ,, 
said the manager, witl1 an air of great relief. 
'' It's most ext1·ao1'dinary-nothing seems to 
have been touched." 

Bramley scratched his head in bewilder­
ment. 

'' Must have got the v.'ind up,'' he declared. 
'' That's the only feasible explanation." 

"I'm afraid you're wrong,,, said N.elson 
Lee. "The thieves went away with what 
they sought.'' He turned to the manager. 
'' Can you tell n1e if you have a deed--box 
lying in · the strong-room which was deposited 
with the bank by a Mr. Vincent Zimmern on 
the 13th of October, in the year 1890 ?'' .. 

Inspector Bramley stared curiously at Lee, 
wondering ,vhat he was dri, .. ing at, while the 
two head-office men seemed rather impressed. 

'' Eighteen-ninety 1" exclaimed Mr. Broad­
hurst. '' ~lore tha11 forty years ago! Old 
Goyle's Bank stood here, then. Just fetch 
the Unclai~ed Sccttrities Book, 1\ilr. Minter, 
please.'' 

A moment later the accountant brought 
the n1usty leathe1 volt1me along and placed 
it in his chief's hands.. rl"'he manager turned 
back the faded leaves \\'it.h puckered brows, 
a11d tl1en pattsed at an C11try .-

'' Yott are perfectly right,, ~Ir. Lee,'' he 
said in st11·prise. "011 the 13t11 of October, 
1890, a. deed-box containing books and doct1-
ments were deposited "?ith Go:ylc's Bank fol' 
safe custody by a ~Ir. Vincent Zin1mern. As 
far as I can see, ,ve ha,~e no record of it 
ever being claimed." 

'' Tl1en it sho11ld be here now, i\fr. Broad­
l1urst?" 

''Yes; it- must be 0110 of those boxes 
sto,•{ed away i11 the recess. That was onco 
tJ1e strong-room of Go~yle's Bank; t.l1e preser1t 
strong-room "·as built round it wl1en the 11ew 
IJremises were e·rected." 

'' Then, I\1r. Broadhurst, I shottld like to i11-
spect that deed-box, if you will be good 
enough to get it out.'' 

'' Certainly, 1\f r. Lee. Come in arid have 
a look.'' 

T-110 strong-room was unlocked again and 
they all crowded in. On the farther · side 
was the recess wh•ich once fo1·med part of 
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the ltrong-room of okl Goyle's Bank. It ••certainly, Mr. Lee. I'm sure that Mr. 
wu reaJly a small compartment on its own, Townley wouldn't mind.''· 
and was crqwded with discarded ledgers and ,. Thank JOU. To make certain, I will see 
caeh--books, and bulky brown pap& parcels. Mr. Tow11ley myself. Then I will call in 
Mr. Minter stooped down, and, pulling some each day before the bank close-s. And now 
of the litter aside, disclosed a large black I know you would like to see tJle back of 
deed-box, ·bearing in faded white paint the me, Mr. Broadhurst, and get a little rest 
leit-era, '' V. Z. '' after last ni1ht's experience, so I will wish 

Nelson Lee's quick eye noticed immedi- you good-day.'' 
ately that someone ha_d tampered. with it_ qui~e , ••Good-day, Mr. Lee. If I can help you 
recently, for the thick dust with whi~h _it · any further I shall be only too pleased to 
was ooated had been brushed off the ~1d m do so.,, 
eome . places. He watched the accountant Nelson Lee and Nipper passed through the 
drag 1t . out .of the recess, and noted that he outer office and stepped. into Kingsway. They 
moved 1t with the utmost ease. turned in the direction of Holborn and strode 

•• This is evidently the box, Mr. Lee,,,. said on for some di@tance without speaking. 
the manager; "although I must confess that Nipper '\\'8.S not a little pt1zzled over certain 
I have never trouble to look at it l;>efore. 111 aspects of t.he problem that con.fronted then1, 
fact, I was unaware of its existence.'~ and soon began to put his thoushts into 

Nelson Lee knelt down and examined the words. · 
Jock. ''What d'you make of this business, 

'' According to ~·our records, -aM:r. Broad- guv'nor ?'' . ~ 
burst,'' he said, ., this box contains books '' I've been caught nappi11g, Nipper.. No 
and documents.'' _ doubt that fellow Stormberg discovered the 

,. That is the desc1·iption, Mr. Lee.'' copy of that deposit receip•t lying on n1y 
'' Then, since the lock has been •forced desk, and decided to get at the .box witl1otlt 

open, Mr. Broadhurst,'' he said, "I am giving me the chance of butting in.'' 
going to take the liberty of verifying that '' Smart piece of \\·ork, guv'nor I I'd like 
atatement. '' to kno,v what that deed box contai11ed. '' 

Nelson Lee thereupon lifted the lid and '' So would I, Nipper." 
pointed inside. 'l,he box ,vaa empty l '' Do you think the matter's worth fol]ow-

.. Whatever this box contai11ed, Mr. Broad-- in~ up, gu~'nor ?" . , . . 
hurst, '' said Lee, '' it is empty now, as you I do, Nipper. I thin~ there s m~re _in tl11s 
aee. There is no d9ubt in my mind that its ~han meets the eye. Bes1d·es, I do!1 t Jike the 
co11 te11t5 were removed last night while the idea of tl1a~ fello,v Storm-berg getting the bet-
two bogus policemen were covering you with te~, of me, hke that." , 

9
,, 

&heir revolvers.'' Whats your n~xt move, guv nor. 
The manager stared at the box with evi- '' There are several next moves, Nipper. 

dtu1t perplexity. One of bhem is to get on the track of thoee 
,. Bui what waa their object?~'· he asked~ f elows who entered the bank last night. I 

•• Why should t.hey go ~o all that trouble to a~ h(!ping that one of M~; To"'n]ey's cheques 
get llold of a few ancient bookJ and doct1- will give me a clue the1_9e. 
men ts? The box has been lying here for '' How do yo11 mean, guv'nor? I heard you 
forty years; its contents could not have been mention· the subject to Mr. B1·oadhurst jt1st 
aa valuable as all that.'' · now, but I'm han~ed if I could understand 

•• Evidently your mysterious friends of last what you ,vere driving at.'' 
ni_ght placed some value on them," 1aid the ''I'll tell. yo11, Ni_pper. There was son1e-
delective. thing on that forged letter supposed to have 

"Well if that's all that's missing, Mr. Lee, come from Mr. Townley, the diamond mer-
I feel greatly relieved.'' chant, which I noticed immediately, but did 

'l'hey left the atrong-room. not sav anything about at the time. There 
· were two pin hole.a on the top left-hand 

corner.'' ''B EFORE I go, Mr. Broadhurst,,, said 
the detective, '' I should like to 
glance through Mr. Townley'• 
chequea for the last few day 1. '' 

''You mean the cheques he has drawn on 
laie account, Mr. Lee?'' 

•• That is right, Mr. Broadhurst.'' 
••well, I don't think there,s any harm in 

:,our doing that. -- I'll ask the ledger .. keeper to 
~t:1nd along ~Ir. Townley,1 ~ass-book.'' 

When the pass-book was brought to him, 
Nf'tlaon Lee ca1ually glanced through the 
eheques for the last few days, as if he ,.were 
lof>king for !omething, then he handed them 
back again. 

''Would you Jet me glance through Mr. 
Townley'• cheques for the next few daye ? '' 
he aakecl 

'' Two pin holes, guv'nor? And what d'you 
make of that ?'1 

, 

' ' Simply this, Nipper. My idea is that 
Mr. Townley sent a cheque to a certain per• 
aon and enclosed a covering letter with it. 
The typewriting on the letter was obliterated 
by a solvent, or acid, the signature being left 
intact, and above it wae typed the Jetter to 
Mr. Broadhurst. And I believe the cheque 
wa1 pinned to the left-hand top corner of the 
letter. Do you follow my meaning?'' 

'' So far, guv•nor, yes; but what about the 
cheque f'' 

'' I'm looking for a cheque, Nipper, with 
two pinholes in it that coincide wit.b those 
on the left-hand corner of the 1et;ter. 'nlat 
cheque will co11tain t.l1e name of ihe payee, 
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and it must have been the payee, or someone 
connected with him, who forged that letter. 
Once I know his name, Mr. Townley will be 
able to give me his address. No doubt that 
obeque will pass througl1 the bank during the 
next day or two.'' 

''I've got you, guv'nor; that's certainly a 
cute move on your part." 

'' Merely observation, Nipper,'' replied the 
detective. '' And now I think we'll call 011 
Mr. Townley and hear what he has to say.'' 

CHAPTER 4. 

Lee Obtains a Clue I 

A T lu11ch time on the Thursday Nelson 
Lee tumed up at the Gray's Inn Road 
and one glance at his face told Nipper 
that at last some- progress had been 

made in the long search for a clue. 
'' You'v·e hit on something, guv'nor, ex­

claimed Nipper. 
'' Yes, young 'un, I have! I've discovered 

a cheque with two pinholes on -the top le£ t• 
hand corner corresponding .to the holes on 
forged letter.'' 

''-You have, guv'nor? And to whom was it 
made payable ?', 

'' To a firm of commission agent.s in Burton's 
C-0urt. Weese and Bt1zzon is the· name of the 
firm." 

'' Doesn't aound exactly Anglo-Saxon, 
gu v ''nor.'' 

'' You're right, youn.g 'tin. They are ex­
porters and importers as well, and have an 
office at Stockholm. Townley does shipping 
husi11ess with them, but not a lot of it. But. 
let.'s have some grub and think it over." 

Nelson Lee ate his lunoh in thoughtful 
silence. It was 11ot- until he had finished and 
had charged his trusty pipe that he again 
ref c-rred to the subject that was uppermost in 
his mind. 

'' The next move, Nipper,'' he said, '' is to 
prc>l)e into the private affairs of Messrs. Weese 
a11cl Buzzon. That letter must have been 
forged by someone connected with the firm, 
a11cl I'm going to discover ,vho it is.'' 

'' Better be on your guard, guv'11or. It's 
evident that they've got you spotted. If yot1 
go making inquiries there you'll give t'he 
show away!'' 

'' I've thought of that, Nipper. I'll go there 
disguised. Pretend I'm touting for busine~ 
for a firm of advertising agents. I'll tell the 
tale all right. Trust n1e for tl1at !'' 

An hour ]ater a somewhat shabby-looking 
man, with a straw-coloured moustache, side 
whi.skers, and a growth of straggly hair on 
his chin, stood iu tl1e outer office of Messrs. 
Weese arid Buzzon, v;hile a clerk to \\,.horn he 
had jUBt given his name disappeared into the 
mar1ager's room. 

The shabby man waited there with a lool< 
of stolid indifference on his face, yet all the 
while his kee11 eyes roved s¥-riftly about the 
office, taking in all t}1e details of the place, 
arid observing the f:t('es of t.he clerks who 
were sitting behind the cleek. 

Pr~sently, the manager came out of his 
room· and beckoned to him. 

''What is it?" he asked irritably. ''You 
can't see Mr. Weese-he's oUrt." 

'' And when will he be back?" asked the 
shabby man. 

'' Don't know-some time to-night. But it's 
not a bit of good you seeing him. He haa 
nothing to do with the ,business.,, 

''Is Mr. Buzzon in?'' 
''No; he's at Stockholm-been there for 

some weeks. W•hat d'you want?" 
The shabby man ignored the question. 
'' What time did you say Mr. W·eese would 

he back?" he asked. 
''I tell you I don't know,'' 1blustered the 

other. "He sleeps here. Call at one o'clock 
in the morni11g. You might possibly find him 
in bed.,, 

'' And is Mr. Stormberg in?'' 
'' Never l1eard of him. You've come to the 

wrong house, my man. Can't wast.a any more 
time on you." 

And with that the manager enterecl his 
room again. and ·banged the door. 

The shabby man stepped out into Burton's 
Court "·ith a thoughtful look on his face .. •As 
he turned into Cheapside a youth attached 
himself to his person, and strode on at his 
side. 

'' Any luck, gu v, 11or?" he asked. 
''Nothing to speak of, young 'un,'' said 

Nelso11 Lee. ''But Mr. Weese seems a rather 
mysterious person. He's a pnrtner in the 
firm, yet he l1as nothing to do with the bttsi­
ness, and sleeps on the premises. We must 
inquire further into the respect,ability and 
repute of our friend, l\lr. Weese." 

That same ever1ing when dt1sk ,vas falling 
the sl1abby man ,vas again l1at1nting the 
dingy precincts of Burton's Court. But this 
time he see1ned to meet with rnore success, 
for presently he observed t~ro men coming 
to?t'ards him from Cheapside. He passed them 
011 the pavernent and glanced casually into 
their faces. 011e of the men \\i"as ttndoubtedly 
Storm1berg. Nelson Lee had r10 difficulty in 
identifyi11g him. The other was a florid-£ aced 
man with iron-grey hair and a bushy 
moustache. · 

T,hey were talking togethe~ in heated tones 
as if both were losing their f'e~pers, and the 
shabby man warohed them with a look of 
interest as they paused by tl1e bookseller's 
shop and, opening the side door that led up 
to the premises of \Veese and Buzzon's above 
disappeared._inside. 

The shabby man waited for a few mome11ts 
and presently a light appeared in a room on 
the second floor, then he, too, made his way 
to the door on t.he rig-ht of too boolcseller's 
shop, a11d · with the aid of a skeleton key 
opened it. 

Ile stood there listening intently. In front 
of him w~ a flight of stairs leading up above, 
but the place was in darkness, and 110 sour1d 
could be ,heard of the two men ,vho hacl 
just entered. Burton's Cottrt was also 
deserted, save for one solitary figure-the 
postman malcing his last delivery for t,he 
night. 
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Presently, the poetman reached the open 

door at which the shabby man was standing. 
'' An~v Ieiters for Weese and Buzzon, post­

man?'' asked the latter. 
''Yes,'' saifl the- postman, and thrusting a 

bundle into the other's hand, passed on with 
a muttered ' 1 good-night.'' . 

The shabby man seemed to arrive at a sud­
den decision. He stuffed the lett~rs into his 
pocket, closed the door softly behind -him and 
strode quickly away up Burton's Cot1rt. 

l\Ieanwhile, up in that room in Burton's 
Co11rt the two men faced each other with 
fierce angry eyes. One was Stormberg, the 
German. The other was Mr. Weese, who 
had once been ~unt Dorfiisoh of the German 
Secret Service, although that ,,,as before the 
Great, War. 

'' Let me warn you, St.ormberg," Weese was 
sayi11g thickly, ''~hat·l'm not the man to be 
trifled with. For your part in this business 
you've been paid, and paid pretty getrerously. 
Now, get out! I want no further dealings 
with. you!'' 

'' Easier said than done, count,'' snee~d 
Stormberg. ''You can't ride a high horse 
with me. Without my help you'd never have 
got hold of those memoirs. Now, I'm· going 
halves-I'm not to b·e bought off ",.ith a paltry 
fi,~e hundred.'' 

'' Himn1el 1'' blustered the count. ••once I 
\\·ould have had you flung out of my room. 
But beware, my friend ! I ha·ve still some 
autho1·ity in certain quarters. Take youraelf 
off while you're safe l'' 

'' And supposing I go to the English police 
-,vl1at then?'' 

'' Wl1at then, indeed l You'd get yourself 
i11to trou·ble, not me. You won't do anything 
of the kind, you'll clear out while you're 
safe like a wise man. · Better not let this 
fellow Nelson Lee get on your track, or else 
he might make it rather warm for you.'' 

Stormberg gave a little start of anxiety 
and changed colour. He ,vas about to make 
some angry rejoinder, then, thinking better 
of it, turned abruptly on his heel and strode 
angrily from the room. 

I 

A T the Gray'a Inn Road that night, 
Nelson Lee sat thoughtfully staring at 
a· letter which he held in his hand. 
It was addressed to Mr. William 

Smith, care of Joseph Weese, Esq., and read 
as follows: 

'' Sir,-1 am interested to kno,v more of 
Bismarck Memoirs, ,vhich yo11 say your friend 
ie about to publish, and shall be pleased to 
grant you the appointment ~'rou a,sk. If you 
can make it convenient to call here at nine 
p.m. on Thursday, I will arrange to convey 
you back to to,vn in my car. 

'' Yours truly, V AV ABOUR. '~-

The notepaper bore a crest in the top right­
hand corner, and below it "'?as the address 
of the historic seat of the Vavnsours-Mylton 
Towers, Kent. 

For some time Nelson Lee sat there with 
the letter open before him. It was the onJ:, 
communication there that po88essed any sig­
nificance. All the others had been business 
letters. · 

It seemed extraordinary that such an aristo­
cratic personage as Lord Vavasour should 
have any dealings with this Mr. Joseph 
Weese. The letter had been written by Lord 
Vavasour himself, for the writing was i11 
the same hand as the signattire. Yet one 
,vould have thought that his lordship'1J secre-­
tary ,vould have dealt with such a small 
1natter as this. Evidently, Lord Vavasour 
attached more importance to the matter than 
it seen1ed to warrant. 

He wondered "That was the nature of these 
Bismarck Memeirs. WhI_ wu Lord Vavasour 
so interested in them ? Had th~ been stolen 
from the deed-box that had lain for forty 
years or more in the strong room of the 
National Industrial Bank? And, if IO, what 
was the secret the1 contained thai ao affected 
Lord Vavasour's interests and made him so 
ready to grant an interview to thifJ }fr. 
William Smith? Who was this Mr. Wi11iam 
Smith T Were Mr. Joseph Weese and Mr. 
William Smith one and the same person ? He 
felt fairly certain that they were. 

Nelson Lee remembered then the flaak wit.h 
its coat of arms and the initials, R. v. Z. 
The facts were too consistent to be unre]ated. 
Jim Pike's strange discovery had. opened up 
a mystery that had lain dormant for forty 
y_ears, and for some unknown reason Lord 
Vavasour was involved. 

Nelson Lee presently replaced the letter in 
its envelope and st-uck it down. 

"Nipper,'' he said, •'you might take theso 
letters to Burton's Court, and drop them in 
the letter.box of Weese and Buzzon. Be on 
your guard and don't let anyone see what 
you 'l'e doing." 

CHAPTER 5. 
• 

The Crime at Mylton T1wers. 

I N the- 1·ambling, oai-panelled library of 
:tvl~ylton Towers sat Lord Henry Vava• 

so11r, great financier and diplomat, a11d 
peer- of England. In the inner councils 

of the world Lord Vavasour>s ancient and 
historic name "7as something to be conjured 
with. 

During the lrust few days Lord Vavatour 
had ·been entertaining some distinguished 
guests beneath his hoepita·ble roof. Notable 
amongst these were a high official from 
Persia, a well-known French diplomat, and 
Sir Charles Hawke, representing 'tl1e British 
Foreign Office. 

With these gentlemen, Lord Vavasour had 
been closetecl for the greater part of that 
day. What had tra11Spired behind those 
clo~ed doors no one could say with any degree 
of certainty. The utmost secrecy had bee11 
maintained, a11d the Press had bee11 excluded, 
but the papers coupled Lord Vavasour's name 
with certai11 important fina11cial operatio11S, 
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Lord Vavasour drew back with a horrified cry. There, sprawled on the carpet, lay the stiff 
form of bis strange visitor ! •· 

• 
art<l l1i11tctl at the l)OS8iLle fl<)tatio11 b)r Jfrar1ce 
an(i llritai11 of a 11e,v I)ersian Joa11. · 

1.'he Persia11 agrecn1e11t 110,v luy i11 a drawer 
of hi~ writi11g cle~k. But l1is lordsl1ip ,vas 
t.11iuking rnore of the Bis111arck Men1oirs than 
of that. other doc1tu 1e11 t. 1-lis father l1ad bee11 
ar11l-•assador at \i1'ieuna 111an),. 1·ears ago, and 
liad del vcd i11 111a tti)r~ 11ot altogether to !1is 
credit. If tl1i11gs ,vl1iC'l1 tl1is l\Jr. \\!illian1 
8n1i tl1 a llegec.t a1lpearecl ir1 the Jlismarel{ 
l\.lerr1oirs, abu11t tr> •l)e pttblishP<i, apparently, 
tl1er1 the g<>ocl 11ar11e of tlie \l avasc>nrs '\-\·oulll 
be sttllie<I for all tirne. S0111eh0Yl, Ijord 
\i a vasonr n1u~t l1a ye tl1ose 111emoirs cJestro,ye(l. 
f~tt ti 110,v ? 

lf0 sat there toJ1'i11g ,-.,·itl1 t,l1c tl1in stiletr(1 
l)lade of the f)afJer-k11ife tl1at al,vays lay 011 

l,~:-oi <iesk, \vl1er1 tl1e butler st1ddenl:,' 011ened 
thl• door ancl st-oocl 011 tl1e threshold. 

'' 1\Jlr. \Vi11iaill S111ith, my lore-I[" he an­
Hc>uncell, a11cl sile11tly ,vithdrc,v. 
· \\i,.illian1 Hr11itJ1, otlier,vise Jose1ll1 Weese, 
£)tJ1er\\'ise ()otl11t Dorfli~cl1~ stood by the door 
a11fl l)ow0(l gravely·, as Lord Va vasottr can1e 
c1uickly to\\la rds l1i1n. 

;, At your service, rn~,r lord," J1e said politely. 
I le 110½' lo<lke<l tc11 :years :younger t!1an he 

}.acl rlt111e tl1e evening bef<Jre. 'l1 l1e heavy 
rnoasf.aclH~ }1nd gone f 1:orn l1is upper liIJ, his 
fa cu ,v as c] ea 11 -~have 11 and 11 is i ro 11- g· r 0 :Y I 1 a i r 
\.V af dy cd l)l a c· i~ a1 HI Jla rted i ~1 the 111 i (i(J le 
\V1rh a sorl1e\vhat youthful air. Iii:; }1at and 
c Ga t l1 e ha (1 I e ft o u ts i r i ~ i n the h a i I , lJ II t. l 1 e 
f-> t. i 11 !1 e l (i h i s \.v a ] k i 11 ~ r, -,.; t i e k 11 rH i e r 11 i s a r rn . 

I-'ord ·~-r a vaJOltr \.Ire\\" a chair up to the 
v. riti11g 1csk. . 

"JJray·, l)e seated, ~Ir. Smitl1," he saill, and 
sat do\\'n hin1sPlf. 

' ' No Vf, l\I r. 8 m I th~ ' ' he said , i 11 a co Id, 
cl~ar vcice, as his visit.or seated l1in1self, "l 
,vill gi vc )'OH n1j' undivided attention. Y O11 

cl icl 11ot give any cletails in yot1r letter of 
tl1e;~e secret rr1ernoirs. In t.he first place, vvl10 
i~ l'Ollt friend tl1e publisl1er, a11d ho~' <lief 
t l1ev co111e into J1is J-1ands?'' 

L' 

""\'? 011 \\.'ill }Jardo11 me, my lord," repliPci 
( :ount Dorfliscl1, '' if I say I am not disposecl 
at the present n·1ome11t t.o 6upply yot1 witl1 
tl1at inf orr11at.io11. '' 

J .. or(l \r a vasour evell l1is visit.or in sile11ce 
for a rr1on1c11t or two. 

,i; \T cry '\-\"ell," he said serer1cl}". '' I will aslc 
you another q11estion. What makes yott tl1ink 
that t.J1e me111oirs of Prir1ce Bismarck w,)uld 
ir1terest me so profo11ndly? '' 

"Beeatlse, rny Jord," said Dorflisch slowly, 
'' tl1e rr1en1oirs co11tain certain interesting 
let.ter.s v\'ri tten l1y your father "' }1en he \i\'as 
i (1 'l i e 11 Ila i I 1 1880. ,, 

l,ord \r a vasc,ur startecl Qltickly, the11 re­
cov{lred l1i.i.i co111postlre. What l1e fearecl ha<J 
cor11e about, tl1e11. Tl1e honour of the Va va­
sr>t1rs v.ras at st~1ke. 

'' Arid the r1ature of t11ese letters?'' he askcci 
(! u iet.]~l -

"State secrets divulged tinder the ir1fiuc11ce 
of clrir1k, ,, repliecl Dorflisf'.h. '' An{I r11a11y 

thing·~;; _you \iVOl1lcJ not care to l1e (fiscus~ed, n1y 
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lord, and out of which your father emerges 
with his good name sadly tarnished.,, 

Lord Vav880tu smoothed back hia hair with 
a gesture of deapair. 

''The past is past,'' he said hoarsely. 1 'M7. 
father is dead. I am innocent of these evil 
things, yet I should be the one to suffer. 
\"\

7 hy publish these thi11gs at all?'' 
"It is in :your power to prevent publica­

tion-at a price, my lord,'' replied Dorflisoh, 
"'ith a gleam of triumph in his eyes. 

Vavasour suddenly leant forward. His face 
was tense, his hands gripped the arms of 
his chair so that the knuckles -showed white. 

'' Supposing your friend were made an 
offer,,, he said. '' What then? Would he be 
disposed to sell ? ' 1 

''If it is your intention to make a definite 
offer, my lord, I could at least put the matter 
before liim. '!_ 

T,ord Vavaaour rose unateadil~ to his feet. 
His face was white and strained, and beads 
of perapil'ation stood out on his forehead. 

The room seemed suddenly to have.grown 
bot and 1tifling, and swaying slightly, lie 
went across to the French windows and flung 
them open. For a few momenta he stood 
there breathing quickly, with the cool night 
air fanning· his face. Then he came slowly 
back to the writing desk again. 

When he spoke his voice was tremttlous 
\\' i th emotion. 

'' I will make t-his off er,'' he said. '' Bring 
_yot1r friend along so that "'e can discu88 
the matter. In the meantime, I \\'ill gi,~e 
you my cheque for the sum you named in 
J'Ottr letter to me in earnest of what agree­
ment we may arrive at.'' 

''We V\'ill make it a thousand pounds, my 
lord?'' 

'' It shall be a thousand pounw, then. And 
your friend, the publisher ? When will he 
come?'' 

"l will advise you of that. my lord.'' 
'' And in the meantime, you promise that 

these n1emoirs are kept a secret?'' 
'' I promise that, my lord.,, 
'' One moment," said Lord Vavasour '' I 

will give you my cheque now.'' 
He ,vent quickly across the library, and 

opening a door at the further end passed into 
his study Exactly three minutes lat-er he 
came out again, holding in his hand the 
cheque which he had just made out. 

He came n&iselessly across the carpet and 
reached 1.:le writing-desk, then, with an ex­
clamation of surprise, turned and glanced 
swiftly round the library. He had Jeft Mr. 
\Villiam Smith sitting in the chair, yet he 
was not there no,v. He did not even appear 
to be in the library. He seemed suddenly 
to have vanished. 

Utterly perplexed and bewildered, Lord 
-Vavasour switched on the electric light and 
gave another searching glance around. Then 
tie drew back, dismayed and horrified. For 
sp1'a\vled on the carpet beneath the swinging 
electric chandelier lay the still form of a man 
with the jewelled haft of the paper knife pro­
truding from his breast. 

CHAPTER 6. 
The Strange Golfer I · 

A MAN in plus fours, sports jacket, cap 
and vivid pullover, stood at the lodge 
gates of Mylton Towers and pulled 
viciously at the handle of the clamorous 

entrance ·bell. Then he turned to the youth­
ful figure who was standing a few paces away 
with the bag of golf' clubs swung over his 
shoulder. 

'' That ought to wake 'em,'' he said. 
The prophecy proved correct, for a few 

moment's later the lodge-keeper came limpiug 
to the gate. 

''Good morning,'' said the golfer affably. 
'' •Morning, sir!'' replied the man, eyei11g 

his importunate visitor inquisitively. 
'' Is his lordship in?'' inquired the golf er. 
'' He's in, air,'' replied the lodge-keeper, 

''but he ain't seeing nobody-not after what 
happened last night.'' 

'' But I think he'll see me l Will you, p~ease, 
tell his lordship that l\lr. Vincent Sterne 
,\·~hes to see him on important business.'' 

The lodge-keeper seemed to waver.· A 
doubtfltl look had come into his face. He 
was about to make some reply when the 
clatter of horse's hoofs approaching up the 
drive caused him• to glance over his shoulder. 

'' Here comes his lordship with hia ,room,,, 
he ,vhispered. ''Better not stand in his way.', 

The lodge-keeper drew back the heavy 
bolts and flt1ng wide the iron gates. He per­
formed the feat ,vith such rapidity that the 
enttance ,~;as clear while the approaohi11g 
horsemen \\1'ere still Eome fifty yards away.· 

Lord Vavasour was mounted on a black 
thoroughbred, which he rode with the easy 
grace of the expert. His face was still pale 
and careworn. Behind him, on a gtey filly, 
rode his groom. 

The peer's gaze was fixed in front of him 
as he rode through the gate. He would have 
paid no heed to t.he man in the plWI fours 
had not the latter stepped forward and, wit.h 
a quick movement, grasped Lord Vavasour's 
stirrup iron and stared up into his face. 

'' ~Iy lord,'' he said, in a low voice that 
no one else overheard, '' I am interested in 
the memoirs of P1'ince Bismarck.'' 

A sudden ruah of colour mounted to the 
peer's face, and as quickly faded away. He 
reined in his hunter and flung himself from 
the saddle. 

'' Shall we ,valk .back, my lord?'' suggested 
tl1e golfer politely, motioning to the driye 
that led up to the house in the distance. 

Without a word, Lord Vavasour turned and 
passed back through the gatea. The ]odge­
keeper had been a eilent witness of this 
pt1zzling scene; he stood now by the gate 
with his perplexed eyes fixed on the golfer. 
The latter smiled into his face as he pasBed 
closed to him. 

'' Better be careful about that foot,'' he mt1t­
tered confidentially. '' Mind you don't get it 
poisoned.,, 

The lodge-keeper started again, and changed 
colour. Behind t.he thick rimmed ~pectacles 



of the strange golfer two penetrating eyes 
looked out, and seemed to probe into the 
n1an's uneasy mind. Then the golf.er had 
pa.~sed on with Lord Vavasour, -leaving the 
lodge-keeper standing there, anxious and per­
tt1rbed. The caddie took advantage of the 
man's temporary abstraction to pass through 
the gates, too, and began calmly to follow 
his employer down the drive. 

When they had progressed thus for a.bout 
a ht1ndred yards, the gol,fer turned to his 
companion and remarked in casual, indifferent 
tones: . 

-" How far are the links from h·ere, my lord ? 
HotJe to get in a little golf while I'm down 
here.'' 

Lord Va vasour turned swiftly on his ques-­
tioner. There was now a hunted look in his 
dark, sombre eyes. 

''Who are you?'' he askec.l fiercely. 
The golfer smiled blandly. He seemed not 

the slightest bit perturbed by his companion's 
passionate outburst. 

'' For the present my name is Vincent 
St-erne, my lord,,, he replied. ''-Vincent 
Sterne, a friend of Lord Henry Vavaaour, 
rloY.-n •here for a few days' golf and staying 
beneath your lordship's hospitable roof. Can 
you repeat that correctly, my lord? It is 
very 11ecessary for my p11rpose that you should 

J.. • t k '' m3 .... e no mis a e. 
A look of great astonishment crept into 

the peer's eyes. For the moment the very 
ft11dacity of tl1e suggestion drove all other 
thou~hts from his mind. 

'' I• or your pttrposes ?'' he asked. '' And 
wh:1t are )TOltr pt1rposes ?" 

''C'uriosit.y, my lord-the crim·e that 
orc-nrred last night in your lordship's library 
interests me. No dott,bt, your lordship will 
wish me to unra,,.el it without your active 
assistance. I 11nderstand perfectly. But it iB 
necessary to handle t.he matter delicately. The 
pol ice m11st not discover too muoh. Y Ott 
agree with me there, my lord?" 

'' Arid wl1y should I agree with you, l\fr. 
Sterne?'' asked Lord Vavasour, striving hard 
to conceal his perplexity and confusion. 
'' \Vhat do you mean? I ·have not asked for 
yo11r assistance. What business is it of 
you rs?" 

M R. VINCE·NT STERNE suddenly 
drop~ed his air of flippa~cy; he spoke 
now 1n earnest confidential tone.s. 

'' I "'ill be frank, my lord,'' he said. 
'' The Memoirs of Prince Bismarck must not 
become kno,vn. We must arrive at the ends 
of justice \\ritho11t dragging the story into the 
light of day. Tell me if I have jl1dged your 
lordsl1ip's desi'res correctly?'' 

As he heard these words Lord Vavasour 
seemed to rottse himself from the mood of 
stoical indifference. His attitude of utter 
rl~jection changed to one of vague hopeful• 
nes~, as if for the first time he dared to see 
sr,n1e loophole from the fate that menaced 
him. -

''It is impossible,'' he muttered. '' I don't 
know who you are, why you are here and 
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what yott-r motives are, but I tell you again, 
!t is impossible. How you discovered yot1r 
1nformat1on I do not kr10,v, but it is of no 
ttse to yott now. You are only wasting yot.tr 
time.'' 

'' Then ,ve ,,~nI ,vaste no more time, my 
lord," said thtt golfer calml.Y. "Come, my 
lord, this is the ,vay to the house, I think. 
You surely will not refuse to exlend me your 
hospitality for a few days.'' 

Lord Vavasour hesitated for a moment, 
then, shrugging his shoulders with a gesture 
of indifference., he strode on again up the 
drive. 

CHAPTER 7. 

Who is Vincent Sterne'I 

M YLTON TO'\\--rER,S faced south-e~st and 
was only partly visible from the 
drive, t1ntil one pa~sed • the steep 
bend in the broad avenue of elms. 

Then the imposing frontage came into view, 
with its wide colonnaded terrace and its glit­
tering facade of "ri11do,vs. 

As the t,vo men crossed the porch and 
entered the main hall, Superint.endent MoKoy 
of the local constab11lary and the sergeant, 
",.ho were standing togetl1er out.6ide a door 
over 011 the right, glanced ttp and stared 
ct1riot1sly at the ne,\·comer. . 

'' Send James to n1e, '' said tl1e peer to a 
footman v.1 ho ,,,.as standing nearby. .. 

The butler came ql1ickly in ans~ver to the. 
summo11s, and n1et his rnaster v.'ith an in-· 
quiring look. 

'' l\ir. v"'"i11cent Ster11e is staying here for a 
few days, James," said Lord Vavasour. "See 
that he has every attention.'' 

"V-ery good, my lord," 1·eplied the butler. 
and, addressing hi1nself to the golfer, added: 
'' If you ,vill foITo,v me, sir, I will show you 
to yottr roo1r1." 

'' In fi-ve min11tes, James,'' said the strange 
1\Jlr. Sterne, in that p1easa11t confidential way 
of his. Tl1en he laid l1is hand on Lord 
Vavasour's arm, jt1at as the latter was abou~ 
to depart unceremoniot1sly. ''One moment, 
my lord," he said coolly. ''I am goi11g to 
ask yo1t to be good eno11gh to show me the· 
scene of last night's oocurrence.'' 

For an i11stant it seemed that the peer 
\\1as about to make a11 angry rej9inder. Then, 
with a gesture of submission, he turned and· 
walked to~'ards the library door. 

The superi11tendent '\'as standing in front 
as if on gt1ard. He made no effort to move 
aside ~t the approach of the two men, but· 
regarded tl1e1n ~'ith determination. 

'' 01-ders not to a.llo,v anyone to go into 
the library, my lord," he said. 

Lord Vavaso11r wottld have tur11ed aV\'ay 
at that, but his friend, the golfer, WM not 
so easily discouraged. 

•• Ah, good-morning, inspector--" 
began, smili11g blandly. 

he 

'' Superintendent ).fcKoy, sir," oorreoted 
the officer stiffly. 
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.• , Ah, yes; Superintendent McKoy-my mis­

take. Hia- lordship is just going to show me 
over ihe library. Come in by all means, 
euperintendent. We shall be greatly inter­
ested- to hear yot1r views 011 t.he strange 
happening that took place last night.', 

And, not in the least perturbed, the stran~ 
golfer.had the audacity to take the key from 
the bewildered officer's hand, and calmly open 
t,he door, and ttshered Lord Vavasour inside. 
When the superintendent had partly recovered 
from his bewilderment, Mr. Vincent Sterne 
was already st.anding by tl1e writing desk, 
chatting intimately_ v,ith Lord"' Vavasour. 

'' Come in, superintendent; and you, too, 
sergeant I'' he dra,vled, smiling over his 
1houlder disarmingly. '' Like to hear your 
view&, you know-no hiding anything from 
you clever chaps of the force. \Vhat ?'' 

And the ettperiiltendent, ,vho a minute 
before, was inwardly fun1ing with-outraged 
dignity, came forward as meek as any, lamb, 
with the sergeant follol\Ting sheepishly in his 
wake. • 

••Now, sergeant,'' continued Vincent 
Stenie, '' I bet you've got son1ethi'hg up your 
sleeve! No humbugging a chap of your in­
telligence. Just show us how the dead ma11 
waa Jying when you found him.'' 

The 1ergeant suddenly swelled up with im­
portance. Mr. Vincent Sterne was evidently 
not· such a fool as he looked; at any rate, he 
kr1ew a clever chap when he saw one even 
when the clever chap happened to be wearing 
a helmet arid a blue coat. The sergeant spread 
hi1nself out on the carpet with alacrity, and, 
although even a clever chap doesn't look his 
beet when reclining on the Boor, he certainly 
endeavoured to look intelligent and live up 
Ml hia sudden reputation. 

•• Nicely done, sergeant," drawled the 
golfM, and, in a loud aside to Lord Vavasour, 
he added: ''By Jove, these fellows want some 
beating-what?" Then he continued refte~­
tively : '' And that's ,v }1ere you found him 
when you came out.. of that little room over 
there, 11\Y ]ord? U--m-m ! And now, superin­
tendent, if you will be good enough to take 
this chair by the writing desk. Thank you!" 

Superinte11dent McKoy was determined not 
to be beaten i11 intelligence by a mere ser-­
geant. And the · way in which he sat down 
on that chair proved conclusively that his 
intellectual faculties were undoubtedly of a 
'Very high order. In fact, so impre.ssed did 
Mr. Vincent Ster11e appear that he stood 
watching him for some momen~ in silent ad­
miration. The11 he began to drawl in a reflec­
ti vo · voice : 

'' One chap was sitting in the chair like 
that when you entered that room, my lord, 
and when you came out, three minutes lat.er­
· it .was three minutes, wasn't it ?-you found 
this other chap lying just where the sergeant 
is now.'' 
· I..ord Vavasour gave a little star,; the super­

intendent glance up quickly. 
•• You've got hold of the w.rong end of the 

stickJ air,'' he said. '' If you'll pardon me far 

Amazin1 story of thrills and a4venture-
1aying so. There was only one gent in the 
room-at least, so.--'' 

Vincent Sterne broke in with a slow, de• 
liberate voice. 

'' My 1nistake, superint'endent-of course. 
The gentleman ~·as sitting i11 that chair Jjke 
that, and when his lordsh1p came out of the 
little room he four1d him lying on the Door 
like that. Only one gentleman, of course-­
Mr. William Smith, I think you said, my 
lord? Found him lying there with a paper• 
knife stuck in his chest, didn't you, ser­
geant?'' 

The sergeant suddenly sat bolt uprigl1t. 
''Yes, sir. I fo1111d him lying just Ji ke 

this-on his back. And the knife was stuck 
juBt h_ere like this. And when--'' 

"Just like that, sergeant-I see! By Jove·! 
You fellows do· notice things! How was it 
stuct now? Straight out, like that?'' 

,. ~traight out., sir. It was--'' 
•• it wasn't askew, sergea11t? Didn't poi11t 

upwards, for instance-or do'l·nwards ?'' 
'' N9. sir; it just stuck stTaight out. 

Couldn't have= '' 
'' Anyo11e would thi11k, scrgea11t, that it 

had bee11 thrust i11to him v.,.hen he wu ]yi11g 
on the floor. What ? " 

,. That's right, sir; leastl\·ays-1 don't k11ow ,, --
'' I see, sergeant. I've got you-exactly ! 

It was your paper-knife, my lord-left it }Jing 
on your desk. What?'' 

Lord Vavasour nodded i11differently. The· 
golfer suddenly turned his speculative eyes on 
the French w111dows. 

••Doors over there open last night, my 
lord?'' he queried casually. 

'' Yes-no,'' said Lord Va, .. asour hurriedly. 
Vincent Sterne did not appear _to notice the 

peer's hurried contradiction. 
•·ot.}1er chaps slips in here,'' he went on 

mt1si11gly, '' steps on to the carpet--'' 
'' There wasn't anothe1 " be9an the 

superinte11dent, v,,-hen the sergeant broke in 
from his lowly position on the floor. 

'' T-hen those doors were locked,,, he 
averred. '' I t}1ought 0£ that directly I 
entered the room." 

'' By Jove!" mttttered Vincent Sterne e11 .. 

thlt!iastically. '' Can't get round- you two 
chaps, anyway!'' He turned to Lord Vava­
sour, and, pointing to the writing de8k, a,;ked 
with startling suddenness: ' 4·Keep a]I sorts 
of valuable tliings in that, my lord. A1ways 
locked, I suppose?'' · 

Lord Vavasour went v.'hite to the lips. He 
gave ve11t to an inarticulate exclan1at10n, and, 
turnir1g on his heel, strode quickly from the 
room. 

T HE golfer chuckled softly. 
, , '' U peet,'' he said sympathetically. 

Enough to try a man's nerves­
what? Tha11ks, sergeant-don't sit 

there any longer. We'll have a look round 
ihe place. By the way, where'! the booy ?'' 

"In the oonser,·atory1 sir,'' · replied t})e 
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supcrir1t.ender1t. '' The inquest is at three oompa11io11s 11oticcd the sttijpressed eagernes1 
o'clock.'' in his voice. 
. '' 11hree o'clock,,, murmured Vincent -Back in t.he libt'at·y once more, Mr. Vin-
Sterne, looking at his watch. '' Um-m I Got cent Sterne pursued his investigations with 
two a11d a half hours. Well, let's trot along renevled zest. 
and have a look at him. By JC\ve, I must "Now, sergeant, you just stand by the 
hear ,vhat ~Tou fello,vs havo to say at the French ,vindo,vs, as if you had just entered. 
inquest this afternoon!" That's t.he style! And the superinte11dent is 

l•~eeling strangely elated and important, the sitting in this chair by the desk. I guess 
s1.1perintendent led the way out of the library this is chi1d's play to you, super. What?'' 
and locked the door after him. The three The t"'·o men obeyed his injunctions as if 
of tl1cm crossed the hall and entered a long his authority 1'-·ere undisputed. The strange 
corridor. Before a glass door at the farther golfer ""~ent on, drawling reflectively: 
end stood a constable. He saw the three '' Sergea11t steps fo1·ward into the room. 
a1lproaching and immediately unlocked the Superintendent ups ,vith his little pop-gun-
cloor. bang !-sergeant drops ,vallop on the floor. 

'' llere we are, sir,'' said the superintendent., That'a it, sergeant-that's where you found. 
pointing to the still form on the trestled table, him-lying jt1st there, ,vaan't he? By gum, 
,v l1 ic h stood under the great glass dome of you f ello,vs ought to act for the pictures I'' 
the conservatory. '' Afraid there's not much Utter!y mystified and confused, the two 
to be l~arnt from him.'' policemen ,vatched :l\Ir. Sterne without hav-

11hc golfer nodded, and, gently uncovering ing the vagl1est notion what he was· driving 
the body, stared curio11sly at the blanched at. He seemed to be drawing a meetal bee--
fare. line from ,vhere tl1e s11perintendent sat to 

He gazed at the pallid features, the pene- where the sergea11t stood, then continued it 
tratir1g eyes behind the thick-rimmed spec- until it reached the left jamb of the Frenoh 
t.aeles 11arrowed thought.fully, while his brows windows. A moment lat~r he had crossed the 
contracted in a significant manner. room and ,vas intently scrutinising the wood-

'' Ftlnny little mark in t.he corner of the work. Close tip against the jamb of the 
right eye, superintendent!'' he drawled, look- "~indo,v stood a large bookcase. Presently 
ing 11p. ''Bit bloodshot, too-notice it Mr. Sterne tuT11ed his attention to the closely 
before? " packed volt,n1es ar1d dre,v out one from the 

'' c~an't say that I have, sir,'' muttered the shelf just above his }1ead. • 
sttperi11tendent, bending over the dead man's "Nasty S})lotch on that bindi11g, super,,, 
fa.C'c. '' Expect he knocked against something lie dra,vled, thr11sting tl1e book into McKoy's 
when lie fell." l1and. Then ho dre,v ot1t another one. 

'' Nothing to knock against, superinten- '' Cover dan1aged," . he mutt.ered; '' cloth 
cient," retorted the golfer, and turned his grazed. 011gl1t to tal{e more care of them.'' 
a t.tentior1 to the dead man's chest. '' Um-m ! " He dre,v ou·t sc,Teral volumes from that 
he murmured after a careful scrutiny. '' Bit particular shelf, and, dropping them on the 
law fo1· the lungs. Just grazed them, I should floor' thrust his hand in the space thu11· 
t,hink-pierced the diaphram. Shouldn't have f01·med. Presently he withdrew it and held 
l)een fatal-not immediately." it ottt flat. 

" Stabbed in the lungs,'' insisted the super, "Funny Ii ttle piece of lead, st1per," he 
not. quite following the other's remarks. n1urmured. '' Hollow one side-t'ot·her si<1e 
'' Diect from ·hremorrhage. Can't get away rounded, a11d ,vith a little de11t in it-what?'' 
from "'hat the doctor says.'' 

Tl1e golfer took no notice of the officer's l·IcKo~y ,vas sci·atching his head with I 
i11terjection, but tt,med his attention again bothere« expression on his face. 
to t,l1e man's face. He took a magnifying- '' Don't q11ite get yo11, sir,'" he mttttered. 
glass from his pocket and stared through it '' That's not been fired fro1n a gun or pistol. 
long and intently at the little abrasion in the Doesn't sig11ify ar1Jtthing. Looks as if it 
corner of the eye. \\'ere a piece of pencil-holder. Besidea, the 

St1ddenly he looked up. poor chap ,vas stabbed.'' 
''Is that his hat and coat over there?'' he The sergeant's slow mincl had also got to 

asked. work by this time. 
'' That's right, sir,'' replied the sergeant. '' You don't mear1 to say there \\~as a shot 

'' Butler says the gentle~an left them behind fired, sir?'' he asked. '' It's impossible. No .. 
him i11 the hall \\·hen he entered the library." body heard a s01111d. Can't go shooting 

Mr. Sterne picked up the hat, glanced in- about the place witho11t making some noise. 
side, then placed it on th.e dead man's head. I,ve made careft1l inq11iries on that point.".' 

''Bit big for him,'' he drawled, and tossed "By Jove, can't catch you fellows trip .. 
it tQ one side. ping I" drawled the golfer, and he dropped 

'fhen ~e picked up the overcoat and the little piece of lead in his pocket and 
measured the sleeve against the dead man's · glanced at his ,vatch. 
arm. '' Must go now,'' he said hurriedly. '' Lota 

'' Bit bi~ for him.'' he muttered again, and to d9 ! See· yot1 fellows again later on. So. 
also tossed that ru;ide. '' I-'et's get back int.o long I" 
the library,'' he added, ar1d neither · of his And in a moment he had vanished. 
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CHAPTER 8 .... 

Sterne's Ally I 

OUTSIDE in the hall Vincent Sterne 
raised his voice. 

. ••James ! " he called. 
The butler approached him with a 

look of offended dignity. 
'' Your rooms are ready, sir," he said, with 

cold politeness. 
Vincent Sterne beamed on him affably. 
•• By Jove,'' he drawled, .. you fellows are 

alick ! Eveeything here seems to go by 
cJookwork. Guess you know a bit about 
organising-what?" 

The butler visibly melted, but he still en­
deavoured to preserve his dignity. 

•• If _ you will be good enough to follow me, 
sir,'' he said, and led the way up the broad 
staircase. · • 

The .golfer suddenly stopped on the first 
floor and stood gazing out of the window. 
He was now overlooking the rear JJf the 
houae, and beyond him stretched beautifully 
kept law11s a11d extensively laid out flower 
beds. A little to the right was a wide en­
closure of green turf as ftat as a billiards 
table, and, rising from a clump of trees on 
one side of it, was the red l'Oof of a building. 

t• What building is that!'' he asked, turn­
ing hia speoulative eyes to the butler. 

'' That's the pavilion, sir." 
•• Anyone occupying i• ! ,, asked the golfer 

ca!ually. 
'' Oh, no, sir I Not used very often.'' 

· •• Well, I guess that'll suit me, James. 
We'll get along there straight away.,, 

He turned to descend the stairs. The 
butler raised a remonstrative voice. 
· ••But, sir---" lie began. 

Vincent Ster11e broke in quickly. 
•• Must Jook after his lordship's interests, 

you know, James-what?'' he whispered in 
an ingenious, confiding manner. 

The. butler's face was a study im conflicting 
emotions. Hia gaze fixed itself on the spec­
tacled eyes of his extraordinary companion 
in silent perplexity; then he broke out ex­
citedly: 

''lie couldn't have done it, sirl It a li~e-
an infernal lie!'' · 

'' Knew I could trust you, James,'' drawled 
Mr. Sterne. '' St11·c of it directly I saw your 
-face. Bet you'll stick to his lorqship through 
t.hick and thin ! Rely on you, you know­
what? Let's get along to the pavilion.,, 

And, although a moment before the butl&r 
had fully determined that his strange visitor 
ahould occupy the rooms on the secor1d floor 
that had been allotted to him, and none 
other, yet he now could not do enough to 
gratify Mr. Sterne's desires. 

•• It's quite snug in the pavilion, sir,'' he 
Rid. '' 1•11 have the fires lighted immedi­
ately. Anfthing you want, sir-ju1Jt let me 
know. This way, sir.,, 

As tl1ey emerged from a door at the back 
of the house the golf er laid a detai11ing hand 
on his compa11ion's al'm. 

•• Don't trouble to come any furtber, '' he 
said. •• I'll toddle off there alone. Come and 
see you agai11 later on. Where's my caddie? 
Just send him alo11g, will you?'' 

'' Very good, sir! I'll go a11d find him 
myself.,, 

Five minutes later the yottth with the goJf 
clubs slung over his shoulder ~ushed open the 
door of the pavilion a11d stalked in. 

'' Gosh,- guv'nor," he exclaimed, '' but this 
is quite a s11ug little dug-out!" a11d ftu11g his 
clubs on the ground. 

The golf er had ren1oved his thick !pcc­
tacles; his eyes ,verc now keen, alert and 
penetrative. _ · 

"Phew, Nipper I" he exclaimed., in tl1c 
familiar crisp voice of Nelson Lee. J •• This 
fungus on rny chin gives me the itoh. How­
ever, it's rather necessary to keep up . the 
deceptio11 u11til I di~co,,.er '\\'l1o's who.,, 

'' Any lt1ck, guv'no1· ?" 
'' Not so bad,'' replied t,he <letective. •• There 

is a first-class mystery here, Nipper; and the 
affair really st.arted, although we are the 
only ones who k110,v it, \\'ith the fishi11g of 
that flask out of tl1e mud of the River 
'fhames by James Pike. From that our 
friend Stormberg obtained for his unk11ow1J 
employer the deed-box out ·of the bank, 
whioh, I surmise, must have contained the 
long-lost Bismarck Memoirs. In those 1ne­
moirs are references to Lord Vavasour's 
father w.hich would 11ot make pleasant read­
ing, SO the unknO\.\"Il employer of Sto1·mbcrg 
-possibly Mr. Joseph Weeae suggests to 
his lordship that they might arrange tJ1e 
matter for a certain sum of money.'' 

''Blackmail,'' said Nipper thoughtfully. 
''Undoubtedly, and if this job had suc­

ceeded, I dare say the possessor of the memoirs 
would have found others to blackmail. But 
this fellow called to see Lord Vavasour, and 
that same evening an u11k11own man is found 
dead in the library, stabbed with hie lord­
ship's paper-knife. Obviously, Lord Vava· 
aour does not want the police to know about 
these Bismarck Men1oirs. They would accuse 
him at once of murdering the man in a fit 
of helpless rage." 

Nipper glanced up quickly. 
•• And did11't. Lord Vavasour kill him,,, 
'' That is 011ly one of the questions we have 

to answer,'' said the detective. •• I am sul'o 
in my mind that the victim was not killed 
by Lord Vavasour, neither did he die from 
the effects of the knife wound. And, further 
Nipp~r, I do~bt if he is ~he man who called 
on bis lordship that evening. I am also in­
clined to think t.hat his lordship is worrying 
about other matt.ers besides murder and the 
Bismarck Memoirs. In the meantime, I want 
you to rush up to tow11 and fetch Wolf. If 
you go up now you can get back by this 
evening.,, 

.. Right-ho, guv'nor ! I'll shoot off now.''-
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CHAPTER 9. 
The Trail! 

I NSI>~C"'TOR BRAMLEY turned up at 
Mylt,on To,vers for the inquest on the 
murdered ma11. Nelso11 Lee, alias Vin­
cent Sterne, was rather surprised to see 

him, for he had scarcely thought it possible 
for the Scotland Yard man to connect the 
mt1rdered mar1 Vt"ith the strange affair at 
the Kingsway Bank. On the other hand, 
Nelson Lea had no knowledge of what had 
been found in the pockets of the victim, and 
the police refused to divulge anything for 
the present. 

At the inquest it appeared that the police 
08se was directed against Lord Vavasour, 
and Lady Vavasour was obviously greatly 
dietreBBed. The proceedings themselves were 
all cut and dried at first, although there was 
a certain amount of surprise when his lord­
ship declared that Mr. William Smith was 
relatively unknown to him. It was plain 
that before long his lordship would be forced 
to explain why Mr. William Smith called 
upon him, or else ,be indicted for murder. 
The paper--knife was evidence that told 
against Lord Vavasour. 

The doctor gave his evidence to prove 
death by stabbing, and the atmosp·here of the 
temporary court became electrical. But Mr. 
Vincent Sterne rose from his chair and stood 
smiling bla~dly through his big spectacles. 

'' In the interests of Lord Vavasour, sir,'' he 
drawled, addressing the coroner. ''I should 
like to put a few questions to Dr. Brown." 

• 
There was a craning of heads and a reat-

less movement as · all eyes turned to the 
atrange bearded face with its heavy rimmed 
spectaacles. . 

'' What is your name, please?,, asked the 
• coroner. 

''My name is Vincent Sterne.'' 
'' Go on, then, Mr. Sterne,,, he said in a 

dottbtf ul tone of voice. 
Vincent Sterne cleared his throat and turned 

his spect1lative gaze on Dr. Brown. 
'' In whnt position was -the deceased, 

doC'tor ?'' he drawled, '' \\·hen he was 
sta,bbed ?'' 
~ ''Na tu rally, on his feet, I should t.l1ir1k," 

replied the doctor, some,,,hat perplexed. 
'' Right, doctor I And if he Vt·ere sta_11ding 

on his feet ,vot1ld the thrt1st of the kn1f e be 
11pward or do,vnward ?'' 

'' DoYt'll\\'ard, of course,'' said the doctor 
promptly. 

The golfer tu1·ned to Sergeant Jenkins. 
''Just a little qttestion that I put to you 

to.day, sergeant," he dra,vled. '' In what 
direction \\'as the knife poioting when you 
found tpe body last night?'' 

''It was pointing straight out, sir," said the 
sergeant. 

"It \Va..~ not pointing ttpwards, sergeant, or 
downwards?', 

'' No, sir. It was just pointing straigl,t 
out.'' 

'' 'f.hat,'11 do, sergea11t. J .. ooks as if he had 
been stabbed ,•..-he11 he v.as lying on the floor, 
doctor, doesn't it?" 

''Possibly," 1nt1ttered Dr. Brown, feeling 
a little perplexed. 

'' Right again, doctor,'' drawled Vincent 
Sterne. ''No,v, ,vhen a fellow has a nasty 
little knife stuck in his lungs '\\·ould you expect 
to find hremorrhage ?'' 

''Certainly,'' said the doct.or. 
'' Expect. bleeding f ron1 the mouth, doctor.?'' 
''Certainly.'" · 
'' And did you find bleeding from the 

mouth, doctor?'' 
Dr. Bro,vn ~eemed suddenly bothered and 

bewildered. 
''No,'' he said slowly. '' Ca11't say that I 

did.'' 
Vincent Sterne beamed around affably. 
"I auess ,ve're making some headway, 

doctor~ he dra,v]ed. "I guess we'll do a bit 
of sp~ct1lating. St1pposing the !ittl(! :k~ife 
went a ,veeny bit lower or stuck 1n his little 
diaphragm, ,,;011ld he die immediately?'' 

'' Not necessarily," said Dr. Brown. 
''l\fight linger 011 for an hour or so, doctor? 

What?" · 
'' Certainly-if t.he knife missed the lungs 

and entered the diaphragm.'' 
''Exactly, doctor!" drawled Vincent Sterne. 

'' And if the knife entered the diaphragm, how 
would :you account for the dying so aud--
denly ? " . . ,, 

'' The qt1estion is purely a st1ppo11t1ol'l, 
sa.id the doctor. 

'' Well, then, I gttess we'll _do some _au~- . 
posing, doctor. Supposing this man d1dn, t 
die from hremorrhage of the lttngs, you d 
have to search abot1t for some other fatal 
cause, ,vouldn't you?'' 

''Yes; that is quite ob,~ious. '' 
'' .. l\nd did you find any other cause to 

a-ccount for his death?'' 
''No; the necee;sit.y did not arise.'' 
'' Did11't notice a funny little mark in the 

corner of the right ey·e, doctor?" 
''No; I certainly did not.'' 
'' Didn't notice that the eye was bloodshot, 

doctor?'' 
The doct.or shook ·his head desperately and 

wriggled ttncomf ortably in ms seat. 
'' I did not," he mumbled. 
Then ~,.ith dramatic sudd-enness he dropped 

hi.:s dra'\vl a11d spoke i11 crisp,. incisive tones: 
'' This man,'' he said, '' \\'as not killed by 

a stab from IAlrd Vavasour's · paper-knife. 
Tl1e knife was thrttst into him when he waa 
lying on the floor already dead. He could 
riot have died from hremorrhage of the lu11gs 
for the k11if e did not puncture the lungs, it 
e11tered· the diaphrag-m." 

He pause·d a11d, resl1mi11g an air of oom-
11lacency :i beamed affably across at. Dr. ~row~. 
The doetor had half risen from his chair; h,s 
professional assurance had not entirely de­
serted him. Ile ~·as shalcen, perturbed a11d 
full of bewildered dottbt. 

'' Then, .how in the name of reason did •ho 
die?" lie n1l1ttered. 
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1'I guess that's a quest.ion that ought by 

right; to be put to :you, doctor," drawled 
Vincent Sterne, st.roki11g his hairy chin reflec­
tively. In my opi11ion, ho,vever, the deceased 
ma11 waB killed by a little shot that ent.ered the 
inner commiS6ure of tl1e right eye ar1d lodgccJ 
i11 his brain. And I gt1ess that's tl1e reasor1 
why death waa i11stant-aneotlS-- \"\7hat?" 

T HERE v.1as a sen.sat.ion i11 court. Tl1e 
8uperintendent made it clear that no 
shot was heard, btt t the facts '\\"ere 
t~re, and the coroner eve11 v.-ent t<J 

tho trouble of taking another look at the 
booy and seei1i.g for himself the peculiar 
mark in the right eJ·e. On t.he face of it, 
there was nothing else to be done but to 
adjourn the inquest to a,vait fttrther medical 
evidence. This gain of time \\1as ju.st ,vhat 
Nelson Lee ,,,a11ted, a11d lie ,vas satisfied, 
w-hile Lord Vavasot1r breatl1ed again as a 1nan 
who had been reprieved. • 

But Ir1spector Brarnley ,vas a1111o)·ed 
hec·nuse the coroner l1ad adjourned the i11-

quiry witho11t asking l1im for l1is•evidence. 
'' Ah, well," he gro'\\·led. '' I ca11 aff orcl to 

w u i t,. I do 11' t care ,,. hat the)' fin cl out. I' v a 
g<)t evide11ee that'll k11ock J1oles i11 all tl1eir 
theories.'' 

"Guess ;~ou cl1aps fro111 tl1e Yarcl do11't 
worry once J·ou freeze 011 to a thing," cira,vled 
the golfer. 

Bramley s,vuug rot111d ir11pulsivel_y, forget­
ting his tlsual retice11ce i11 l1is desire to sho,v 
off t1is knov.·ledge. 

,. I tell :you, l\lr. Ster11e, '' he cx<.:la.imed, 
'' that yot1're all on tl1e ,,Trong t.rack. If the 
Cf>roner l1ad only called n1e I'd have dropped 
hi1n a bombshell. 'fl1ere \Vas s0111etl1i11g f ou11d 
111 the murdered 111a11,s pockets-tl1e key of a 
certain Londo11 ba11k. Bttt ~you don't know 
whnt I'm drivir1g at. It's a mighty significant 
dis~overy, l can assure ~you." 

rI'he speculative eyes behi11d the thick­
rin1mecl glasses flickered or1ce or t\\'ice in a 
1tartled n1a11ner, then began to t,vinkle ,vith 
su ppressc<l 111erriment. 

",.!'hat's an interesting bit of ne'\\~s, i11-

1;puctor, '' dra,vled itr. Sterne. '' \\1onder what 
&hat fellow was doing ,vith t.he key of the 
Kingsway Brancl1 of tl1e Natio11al Industrial 
Da11k i11 his _pocket?" 

lMpector Bramley fairly j un1ped off his feet 
with surprise. 

,. What's that?'' lie blurted. 
c, Guess you fellows from the Yard ,vant 

aorne beating!" broke in l\Ir. Sterne, i11 his 
atra11ge deliberate mariner. And J1e cal1nly 
walked out of the roo1n before Bramley could 
gather his scattered wits. 

1,he inspector stood gazi11g speechlessly at 
the door for some mome11ts after tl1e golfer 
had vanished. 'l"hen he tt1rned to McKoy. 

•• Now1 who the dickens is that fe.l]ow ?'' he 
asked, i11 a voice of mingled exasperation a11d 
a rt1 aze 1nen t. 

A~ Mr. Vincent Ster11e ,,·as desce11(Ji11g the 
.eteir8 he came face to face \\rith the butler, 
•11ho 11eemed to be I:ying in wait for him. 

There were tears of gratitude in tl1e 1l1an's 
eyes. 

Ster11e put his }1and ki11dly on the <J1d 
fellow's sl1oulder. 

'' Mttst look after his lordship's i11terests, 
you know, Jan1es !" he 1nutt.ered co11fidi11gly. 

11 he butler appeared alm~t too affected to 
speak. 

h
''klfdyot!'cLJ 011ly make use of n1e, sir,'' lie .._/, 

c o .. e . ' et me help.'' 
•• A11d so we ,vill, James," drawled ~Jr. 

Sterne. ''Just wanted to ask J'Oll a few little 

Suddenly Woll sprang forward, as a dark figure, can 
suppressed an exclamation. There was evlcl 

tl1ings. D'~~ou remember showing Mr. 
\\

7 i]Iian1 S111itl1 i11to tl1e library last nigJ1t '!' 11 

''Yes, sir. Quite distinctly.'' 
"Do you remember him handing you 1,is 

hat?'' 
'' Yes, sir; it's in the co11servatory now.'' 
'' And his overcoat?'' 
''Yes, that's there as well, sir!'' 
4

' And his-well, how about }w u·mbre)la, 
J an1es '?'' 

"Walking st:ck, eir. Didn't have u11 

u 111brella ! '' 
'' Well, his '\\'alking-stick, then. He handed 

you that., did he f" 
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~·v e~, sir; tl1at's witl1 his hat and--'' 
T}1e butler pa11sed st1ddenly and t.houghtfulJy 
rubbed his 11ose. "Now I come to think of 
it, sir," he added s]O'\\"]y, "I didn't take his 
stick. He woulcl11't ]et 1ne have that for 
so111e rea.so11-took it i11to tl1e ]ibrary \Vith 
hirn." 

'' Was it a tl1ickisl1 sort of stick, Ja111es? 
1\,la<le of ebo11y-'\\-"hat?" 

·· Ca11't say that it \\'as 1nade of ebon:y,, 
sir. Seen1ed 111ore like barnboo l" 

'' Rat.her ~tout, stra ig b t ca11P, .. J ar1 _ ~ ? " 

Ying ·an electric torch, came Into view. Nelson Lee 
entlJ another night searcher on the scene l 

' 

·' 'fhat's more like it, sir-yes.,, 
'' By Jove," drawled Vincer1t Sterne, •• you 

t.io 1·e1nember things, J a111es ! Just a11other 
little question. \Vhen you opc11cd the door 
t,) ]\fr. William Smitl1 you thought he looked 
rather a little ma11, cljdn't :rou ?" 

.. No, sir; l1e '\\·as rather a heavily built 
lllan.'' 

0 \Veari11g a light grey suit, ch'?" 
'' It was a dark-colourecl suit, sir, as far 

as I --..remember. Didn't take 111uch notice of 
it at the time, but I reme111ber it ,vas made 
of· blue serge." 

•• Trousers and coat tl1e same, Ja1nes ?'' 

"Yes, sir; tl1at's right." 
'' Sort of quick-cl1a11ge a1-tist.," murmured 

Stcr11e to himself. '' Chap lyir1g in the con­
sel'vatory is rather a little fellow, wearing 
a black ooa t a11d striped trousers. U r11• m ! " 

'!,hey had 110w reached the bottorn of the 
stairs. Vi11cent Sterno glanced speculatively 
at the butler agai11. 

•• Funny that '\\"alki11g-stick seen1s to have 
disappeared," he said. '' Have11't come across 
it, I suppose?" 

T HE bt1t.ler look.cd some,,rJ1at st.art.Jed. 
'' I never tl1ot1ght of that, sir," ho 

exclaimed. '• No, I ccrtai11]y ha ve11't 
seen it." 

'' Don't suppo:je )·ou ,vill, J an1es. But if 
:rou do happen to co1ne across it, )1 011 k11ow­
understand ?'' 

''You can trust 1ne; sir. I \\'011't blab.,, 
.. Just so, J a1nes, just so ! '' dra vv Je'-1 

1Ir. Ster11c. '' Gttess :you a11d I v.'i]I Jook 
afte1· 11is lorqsh;}J's i11te·rcsts, an<] see l1i1n 
tl1rotigh-,\? l1a t? '' 

He nodded , affabl:y a11d ,valkecl across to 
tl1e doors. lle did 11ot 111ako }1is ,vay in1-
1nediately to\\·ards tl10 !Ja vilion. I-le passed 
rou11d to the back: of tl1e buildi11g a11d st-00,J 
thoughtfully gazing Ul) at the ,vindows of 
the little 1·00111 adjoi11i11g tl1e library, \\'hjch 
Lord Vavasour ttserl as a stttd;y. Dusk V.'as 
r10,v falling, a11(l tl1e ra111lJling old ma11sior1 
,vas bccori1ing shtoudecl i11 sl1ado,vs. Prese11tly 
he heard tl1e sotlnd of footsteps approacl1ing, 
and the r1ext 1nomc11 t Lael\" \! a,"asour a1HJ 
tl1c lodge-keeper a1Jpeare<l rottnd tl1e ,vi11g of 
tl10 building. 

Lady v"" a-vasour had flu11g a cloak over l1er 
tl1i11 silk g\,l,\,,n; she see111ed to be somc,v hat 
agitated. '11he lodge-keeper ,\·as mt1t.tering 
somethi11g in a _sullen to11c and ,vaa walking 
v-·ith a limp. 

"You 1nust not breathe a ,vord about it, 
Bennett," La<ly \,1' H vasour cxclain1ed ex .. 
citedl~y. '' On no aoco1111t--'' 

Thc11 she sndde11l:y cat1gl1t sight of tl1c two 
speculati-ve e:ycs looking 011t of the thick­
rimmed glasses, a11d, l1tteri11g a ]ittlo 
frightened cry, dre,v bacl~, brcathi11g qt1ickly. 

Mr. Vincent Ster11e raised. his l1at politely, 
1nuttere<l a fe,v conyentional "' .. ords of 
apology a11d stalked off towards the 
IJavilio11. By tl1e door Vince11t Ster11e drew 
out his pipe a11d bega11 to fill it \\1 ith a11 

air of co11te1npiation. 
"Um-111 !" }1e 111t1ttercd. '' Pretty 1itt1e 

,voma11. 'You 111ust not breathe a worJ 
about it! ' Sounds fisl1y ! Lodgekeepc1· 
lin1ps, too ! \\t 01na11-~-roung-intrigu~e -
blcodstains-lodgekeeper limping! What a 
jig-saw puzzle ! Lot.s to discover yet, 
though!'> 

There was more in it t.ha11 he had yet 
fou11d Otlt. Lord Vavaso11r had lost a State 
docume11t, a11d the Foreign Office were agi­
tated about it, and had sent their Secret 
Service man, James Stone, to My)tcn 
Tov.'crs. 
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CHAPTER 10. 

The King's Spy Again I 

N IPI:)ER had arrived back with Wolf, the 
· big Alsatia11, and was in the pavilion 

with Nelson Lee cliscussing the case. 
"It seems all of a tar1gle, guv 'nor," 

he said. 
'' There's one thing that bothers me,'' ptlt 

ir1 the detective. \\That's the matter with 
Lord Vavaso11r? The man's abso1t1tely gone 
to pieces. Has he got somethirig else 011 his 
mind? Remember, tl1e Persia11 conference 
v;as · held here :yesterday-papers full of it. 
Has that anythir1g to do v,ith his strange 
demeanour? Made a ct1te shot t<J-da~y: asked 
him if he kept valuables in his writing-desk 
and if he kept it locked. The man near]~ .. 
jt1mped out of his skin. I ,vonder what it 
moans?'' 

Nelson Lee, clean-shaven, keen eyes, alert­
gazed out of the pavilion v.·indows across the 
wide, greer1 billiar,ds-table of gras..'i. Wolf 
. Jolted at his f PPt-Jazy, inert; in· a camp-chair 
by his •side Nipper y;as sitting. The moon 
had now risen-a full October moon-and in 
it3 silver light the broad acres of, Mylton 
Park lay shin1mering in silent tranquility. 

The detective's ~\yes had narrowed; they 
were staring intently into the shrouded 
cJarkness: . 

'' Who's that big fellow walking across there 
i1a the moonlight ·t" he .askPd suddenly. 

Nipper craned his neck and tried to follow 
the direction of tl1e det.ective's gaze. 

''Gone!" muttered Lee. '' A big fellow­
something familiar about him. Wonder why 
he's nosing arot1nd here? lla,·e t.o fir1d out." 

'' What's going to happen next~ guv',1!or ?_" 
"It's going to happen now, Nipper, said 

Lee, getting up. '' W:here's my face ft1ngns 
and }1orned spectacles? Here they are. Co1ne 
on, Wolf, oltl fellow." 

'' How abot1t me, guv'nor. Can't I come, 
too?" 

Nelson J .. ce turned the hairy bespectacled 
face of Vineent Sterne towards his assistant. 

'' Guess it's a shame to lea \Te ~yot1 here," 
he drawled. '' Pity your face gives you 
awaJ·. Better stick a litt1e bit of fluff on 
your top lip and get into corduro~'S and 
leggins. I'll get the butler to engage yott 
as Hinks, tl1e new stable-boy. Join me out• 
side l1is lordship's study window in teri 
mint1tes tilne. Got it?" 

'' Right-ho, guv-- I mean, Mr. Sterne!" 
chuckled Nipper. 

"Come on, Wolf!" said ?.fr. Sterne; and 
he opened the door of the pavilion ar1<i 
stepped outside. 

T,hree hundred yards away rose the dark 
turrets of Mylton Towers. 

With the Alsatia11 at his heels the golfer 
approached the south-v;est wing, entered the 
shadow of the great building and strolled on 
silently beneath its frowning walls. I>re­
sently he came round to the front, where the 
main entrance doors flung out a hugo shaft 
of light on to the broad avenue of elms. As 

}10 passed the open doors }le glanced inside, 
casually, bt1t did not alter his pace. A few 
moments later he rounded the corner to the 
lef~ and stood outside the north-east wing. · 

The Fl'ench ,vindows of the library were 
aln1ost i11 the centre of this wing; the study 
was 110,v at the end, with its long window 
just round the corner. A.s Vincent St~rne 
moved stealthil:y along, he s11ddenly noticed 
a beam of vlhite light pl:iying a-bout among 
the shrabbery that faced the library window. 
H•~ came to a haJlt immediately and stood 
staring cttriously i11to the darkness. At the 
same '"rnoment the Alsatian darted forward 
and disappeared in the shrubbery. 

Vincent Sten1e made a sudden exclamation 
as if to call the dog back, then, cheoking 
himself, abruptly moved slowly forw~rd 
again. The next moment the beam of white 
light circled about him, and then shone f~ll 
in his face. At tlie farther end of the 'bh1n 
shaft of light stood the big, vague form of 
a man . 

'' Guess yo11're hunting for moths,'' drawled 
the imperturbable Mr. Sterne. '' Any sport 
going?" 
~ The big man lowered his torch with a 
gru11t. . 

'' Bet you've strayed from the ii11ks, '' he 
said in a deep bass voice. And he stooped 
down and patted Wolf, w,ho was showing all 
the signs of meeting an old acquaintance. 

At t.he SOltnd of that sonorous voice Vincent 
Sterne's ha11d \-.,ent furtively to his chin. He 
seemed somewhat reassured at discovering 
his beard there, .and dropped his hand to his 
side again. 

The two men were now face -to faoo. They 
seemed to be eyeing eaoh other narrowly. 
The big man was still fondling Wolf's gr~at 
head. 

'' Some dog-eh?'' he growled. 
'' Good mouser,'' drawled Sterne. 
The big man punted again. · 
"What d'you call him?" he asked sud-

denly. · 
'' W-Wilfred ! " stammered Sterne. '' Y'see, 

he likes rabbits." 
Tl1e big rnan gave another grunt-rather a 

f unn)' .grt1nt t,his time. 
'' Had l1im long?" he queried. 
'' Abo11t a ya1·d, '' dra'\\r]ed Vir1ce11t Sterrae. 

A11d, q11ite indifferent to the big mar1's sulle11 
gro,,· 1. 1-H~ ~troll('d c-asua1 I~~ on l1is ,va~l--

\\lhe11 l1e l1all gone about l1alf a dozer1 
yards l1e gla11ced o,l"er his shottlder. 

'' Co111e here, ,v_,,!j}fred ! '' he <lrawled. 
The Alsatian imrnediatel)r left the big n1an 

and ran ohedie11tllr to l1is 1nast.er's feet~ 
Ster11e passed round to the study \\'i11dow 

a~ tl1e rear of the l1ot1se. Ile was cautiously 
strol~ing J1is l1air:r ehi11 and com1nuning with 
l1imself. · 

"Nol'l, \\'l1a t tl1e dickens is he doing l1ero !'' 
he m11ttercd. '' Grubbing about ot1~ide the 
library vvindo,vs, too. Um-m, more \\'heels 
withir1 ,vheels ! It se.(\ms as if the Jforeitr1 
Office is interested in this crime; and that. in 

• 
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iie · tprn, must mean that the copy of the again, and there again was another of bbose 
Persian agreeme11t n1ul!t have been stolen almost invisible brown spots. 
fr(?m his lordship's writing-desk. For what He straightened himself and stood looking 
else should a Secret Service man be poking at the door in front of him, just as James 
around here?'' the butler came along. Whoever had made 

He turned quickly as a step sounded be- those bloodstains had passed through that 
hind him. It was Nipper. door. Sterne was about to take hold of the 
· •• Say, boob," drawled Ster11e, '' guess you door-knob when the butler stopped him 
1ook so~e stable-boy-what?'' Nipper-or, deferentiaWy. 
rather, B111ks:-choked. back a gurgle: St~rne ''That is I~ady VaTasour's room, sir,'' he 
suddenly ,,·h1spered 1n an energetic voice: explained. · 
'' NipJ.?er, James Soone, the King's Spy, is-, ,. Jove J Who'd ha' thought it!'' drawled 
grubbing abo_ut rou11d the corner. I just Sterne. 0 Well, James, \\,,e won't bother 
came across !31m .. Wolf nearly ga_ve the show 110w. Listen, you'll find a new stable-boy 
a\\~ay. I _said his name "·as Wilfred. You downstairs name of Binks. You engaged 
get round there _and keep a11 eye on Stone. him vourscl.f. No a\\,,kward questions 

:J don't want him butting in and ruining asked. ,r ·· 
_·my . pians for to-night .. " •• Ypu can trust me, sir,'' replied James. 

'' I'll watch it!'' replied Nipper, silently '' But I ought to tell you that several 
moving off. strangers have come to stay here, and no 

Stetne took out a torch and stooped to questions are to be asked.'' 
the ground. He quickly found what he was '' Thank you, James. That makes it all 
looking for-the little brown bloodstain on right about Bi11ks. '' 
the narrow st.rip of asphalt path immedi­
ately outside the study wi11dow. Wolf was 
110w . 011 the lead ; he grasped him by the 
collar. 

.. \\7hat's this, boy?" he whispered. ' 1 Good 
ho~! ··Have it!" . 
- Th~· Alsatian brisded excitedly and sniffed 
suspiciously at the bro"rn !tain. Then he 
circled round a11d round .. for a few moments 
-and then came back to the spot again. This 
time he took three hard_ sniffs and then began 
to move ai\ray at right angles to the house 
with hi! no98 t-0 the ground. 

'' Won't do, boy,,, muttered Sterne., and he 
dragged t.he unwilli11g animal along to the 
ri'ght of the st-eps. 

• • 1 

· The Alsatian " 1as suddenly all eagerness. 
He only paused a moment to sniff suspiciously 
at the spot, then passed through the door 
and began slowly to ascend the narrow etairs 
atep by step. 
· '' That's more like it," murmured Sterne, 
his eyes lighting up behind his thick glasses. 
'''Good dog I Find him!'' 

Presently they reached the linen cup­
board. This time the big dog did not re­
quire his muster to point out the significant 
brown stain-he found it himself. The dog 
srliffed once or . twice at the spot, then de­
liberately ignored the linen cupboard and 
began to ascend the stairs once more. 

Vincent Ster11e passed on down a narrow 
passage. A moment later he stepped out 
into the broad, sumptuous corridor of the 
third ftoor. The Alsatian paused, and was 
rubbing his sensiti·ve nose on the thick Ax­
minster ca1·pet. Sterne stooped down and 
intently scrutinised the spot-it was a blood­
stain again. 

They went on once more the dog eager 
and excited, his master attentive and curious. 
There were doors on the right and on the 
Jef t of the corridor, and there was also a 
door at the end. In front of this door the 
Alsatian stopped again, and again his nose 
•niff ed at the carpet. Sterne stooped down 

F OR the next hottr Sterne was busy. But 
in that time he made several interest­
in discoveries. One: that the blood­
spots ran from the passage on the third 

floor, through the grounds to the centre of 
a small bridge over an ornamental lake. 'fhe 
rail ol the bridge had been broken in the 
middle; also, _ the blood-spots had stopped 
there. 

Also, that another pair of footprints came 
f ropi the French windows of the library and 
ended at the bridge in what appeared to be 
a scuffle. • 

Several other things he discovered, and at 
last, tired and hungry, he retumeo to the 
pavilion. 

He found Nipper already the,e when he 
arrived. 

'' Been looking all over the place for you, 
guv,nor, ,, .. he said. '' Stone isn't worrying 
about you-only messing about t,he shrub­
beries and ftower-beds following a line of 
footprints. Have you made any discoveries 7·, 

.. A few, Nipi,lr. Tell you about them by 
and by. Want to have a quiet think first. 
Don't interrupt me until I've finished.'' 

Nipper nodded and watched the detective 
sink down into an easy-chair. He was 
familiar with Nelson Lee's moods. He l{new 
it would useless trying to question him until 
he chose to tell him ever~"thing of his own 
accord. lie there£ ore restrained his curiosity 
and ,vaited for the detective to break the 
sile11ce. 

It was now nearing midnight. Soon the 
chi1ne of a distant church clook sounded on 
the still night air. The park was still bathed 
in the soft, silvery light of the moon. Every­
thing was_ quiet arid wonderfully peaceful; 
the broad bosom of the earth was hushed • in 
silent alumber. 

Suddenly the detective turnea to Nipper. 
''l'v~_ got it!'' he said quietly. Then he 

paused and rose to his feet. '' Wolf is- still 
out there. Forgot all about him.,'' he added. 
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He crossed over to tl1e door, and, OfJening 
it, gave a peculiar lo\\· whistle to wl1i~h ·the 
dog ne,rer failed to respond. So'!1e. cl1st.ance 
off the Alsntian'8 sharp bark bit 1r1to t.h_e 
silence of the night; a moment later 1t 
sounded again, nearer, this time, and ~nded 
in a series of short, joyful lTel~s, as 1f the 
dog were pleased about something. 

'' H 11 ', ' t ..... ...1 °t '' ,x~hf\t';. t,he a· o. rn11t ere4.1 .~ erne. Yt' u O.J 

matter?'' 
He strained his eyes and peerecl ir1to t-he 

distance. Acrosi the turf came the leaping 
form of tho big dog, and close by ,vas the 
graceful form of a woman. Vincent Sterne 
went out to tneet them, anrl found l1i1n­
sel f face to face with a p1~etty French "'roman. 
He recog11ised her at once as ~Iademoiselle 
Marie Lepiorre, one of the cleverest agents 
of tl1e Fre11ch Secret Scrvi~e. She stared 11p 
at the go]fcr ,vith nmazen1ent in h~r P)rP.~. 

"I-I thought I kne?l zis dog, m'siettr," she 
faltered. '' B11t-it iss a mistake. I am 
sorry.'' 

"'fhat's all right," dra\\']ed Vincent 8.t,erne, 
intent on concealing his identity. '' Wilfred 
v.'as al,\-·ays fond of tl1e ladies.,, 

l\Iademoiselle l\'.I arie turr1ed and made her 
,vay baok , to\\·ards tl1e l1ot1sc without arguing 
f nrther. ,vhile "\ri11ce11t Sterne and the dog 
rejoir1ecl Nipper i11 the pavilion. 

"Tl1at suJJfJlics the 1r1issing lir1k, Ni[l}ler, '' 
saicl Nelsor1 Leo qttietl)·· ''Jan1es _Sto11e and 
l\'.laden1oisPlle ::VIarie do,,·n l1erc ! It cnn only 
r11ean 011e tl1ir11r: so1neth i11g of great im-o 
JJC rtance l1as bee11 stole11 fro111 I.1orcI Vavas?ur 
-verj" !ikely the n1e111ora11<lu1n co11cerr1111g 
tl1e secret conference that \\'as l1cld here ycs­
t.erda~y. I tl1ought, tl1ere 1nust be somethir1g 
else to a~co1111t for l1is strange demeanour. 
His n1a 1111er tl1is 111or11ir1g ,,·her1 I asked hirn 
if he kf'pt his ,\·ri ti11g-desk lockecl aroused _rny -
suspici<Jr1s. 1'"11e man is ir1 a nasty predtca-
1ne11t-l1e <.lare 11ot n1ove one "ray or the 
other, for fea 1· of disclosi11g tl1e Bismarck 
1\Jcn1f>irs. '\"e sl1all ~ertainly Ila ve to look 

} . 1 1 l . ' -• t t '' aft-er 11s ores 11p s 1n .eres ·s. 
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CHAPTER 11. 
Sterne Hustles Some I 

A S Vincent Steine was sauntering in the 
vicinity of the house next morning 
he passed James Stone, who seemed to 
be maki11g for the ornamental lake. 

Tl1e two men excha11ged brief nods, but did 
rwt stop to speak. Sterne went round the 
f ro11t of the buildi11g and up the marble 
ateps to the vestibule. 

Mademoisel!e ~Iarie Lep~e1·re, clad in soft, 
flimsy draperies, a11d looking the picture of 
healt}1 a11d beauty _ \\"as just coining out. 
Sterne stepped aside a11d bol\,.ed gra,lely: the 
girl gave him a s11percilious stare and passed 
011. Not appearing in the least rebuffed, the 
golfnr crossed the vestibule and c11tered the 
lofty, imposing· hal1. 

Suporintc11de11t l\icKoy v;as 11osing about 
tl1e library door, appare11tly still fe,:-erishly 
searching fot fresl1 evidence of Lord Vava­
sour's gt1ilt. \\-"'her1 he sa \\~ Vince11t Sterne 
approachi11g lie seemed strangely embar­
rassed, and, ,\,.iti1 a mun1bled statement about 
}1avi11g s01ne appointment, l1e hurriedly with­
drew. 

Ster11e passed the broad staircase to the 
farther e11d of the hall, and a few mome11ts 
later he stepped out to · t.he back of the 
houBe by the door leading to the servants' 
quarters. Be11nctt, tl1e lodgekeeper~ ,vas wait­
ing on the asphalt pat.h out.side. He started 
violently at seeing the golfer's hair;y face and 
immediately beat a hasty retreat.. 

Vincent Sterne came back into the hall 
again and met the butler coming from a 
roo1n 011 the left. .. 

' ' 'Morning, Jan1es !'' he drawled. '' Guess 
you're the only fellow here that thinks I'm 
not a great big stiff I Just a little \\"ord about 
a little matter." 

He dre,v his companior1 i11to the aloove 
below the staircase and began again. 

.. D'you remember what sort of boots that 
guy in the co11se1·, .. atory is ,vearing, Jamee?'' 
he asked. 

'' The dead ma11, sir?'' 
'' Sure, James. I reckon that's his name. 

Did he have sort of rubber thir1gs on his 
boots?'' · 

'' Rubber heels, sir? Yes, lie did.'' 
'' D'you remember, Ja·mcs, if tl1ere's a li'l 

chunk out of one of 'em-just as if somebody 
had taken a bite of rubber with his teeth?~' 

'' I believe .there is, sir. But if you'll wait 
a moment I'll slip alo11g t.o the conservatory 
a11d make certain.'' 

.. Sure I I'll stay rigl1t here, Jan1es, till yob. 
come back.'' 

The butler hastened off on his erra11d. The 
hall was now empty saYe for t}ie prese11ce 
of the golfer. As he stood there in the 
alcove meditatively stroki11g his chin, he 
fancied he heard a light step over his head. 
A moment later Lady Vavasour came swiftly 
down the stairs. 

She stood a 1noment at the bottom of the 
etaircase, breathi11g quickly-her blue eyes 
dark-rimmed th1·ough lack of s1eep, her 

delicate face pale and wan and pallid-then 
she turned and stepped towards the passage 
that led to the back door. And at ·that 
moment. she caught sight of \i.,..ir1cent Sterne's 
speculative eyes regarding her from the 
shadow of the alcove. 

She uttered a little frightened c1·y a11(1 
clung to the _ banisters for support, a11d _ JL 
pink envelope fluttered fr01n her hand to 
the floor. Sterne stepped forward, bo,l\lcd 
politely, and, stoopi11g down, picked up the 
letter. 

'' Guess I can sa,:e your ladysl1ip tl1e 
trouble,'' he dra"vled. '' Got a li'l appoir1t­
ment with Bennett; reckon I'll take it alo11g 
to him right no,v." 

Lady Vavasour's ,,,.ide blue eyes were fixed 
on him i11 sile11t fascination. She struggled 
to speak, but no sound came from her lips. 
Then, with a Vleak gesture of dissent, she 
turned and \\"ent slowly llP the b1oad stajr-

• case again. 
The butler returned a 1noment later. 
'' You are qt1ite right, sir,'' he said; 

'' tl1ere is a little piece chipped out of the · 
left rubber heel." 

'' Thanks, James! Just ,vanted to know~ 
Reckon that's about all for the pre!ent. '' 

He nodded affably and left the house by 
the back entrance. Benr1ett was nowhere in 
sigl1t. Sterne glanced at the pink mi_ssive 
which he held in his i1and. It was marked 
private, and addressed sin1ply to Charles Des­
covet, Esq., in Lady Va , .. asour'·s hand writ• 
inf.; but no other address was given. 

• Cha11ce shot!" muttered Sterne to him• 
self. '' Wonder if I'm Yt"rong, after all?'' 

+, 

H E went qui~tly to the end of the house 
and turned the corner. The lodge­
keeper \\"as standing agaimt the wal], 
as if ·he expected someone. Stern·e 

"'as on him before he had time to Hy. The 
golfer pointed dramatically to his left boot. 

''Ge• off your foot!'' he exclaimed. ''You're 
standing on it.'' 

So startled was the lodgekeeper that he 
actually end.avottred to get off l1is foot, with 
disastrous conseque11ccs to himself. 

'' Guess you're having to look after -that 
foot,'' said Sterne, fapsing into his drawl 
once more. '' Here's a li'l document for you 
-reckon you kno,v where Mr. Charles Des­
oovet resides-,vhat ?'' 

Bennett took t.he pink envelope as if he 
thought it mig:ht contain an infernal 111achine, 
glanced at the name• and dropped it into his 
pocket, then stood glo\\"ering suspiciou81y at 
the golfer . 

"Well, I guess )"Ou'd better be getting a 
move on with that pink envelope," drawled 
Sterne. '' Reckon her ladyship'll be eipect­
ing an answer right now.'' 

Without a Yt'Ord the lodgekeeper swu11g 
round and started Qff in tlle opposite direc­
tio11. 

'' Stop l 1' cried Sterne suddenly. '' Reckon 
I know a shorter route than that to the lodg:e 
gates. Just come over here and watch my. 
atep !'' 
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He stepped off the asphalt on to the little 

11arrow gravel path that led through the 
shrubbery. Bennett stood watching him with 
a startled look on his face, but made no 
attempt to follow him. 

''Well?'' queried Sterne, looking back. 
'' Is there anything you don't cotton? Guess 
you don't know the ·bridge over the orna-­
mental lake-what?" 

A hur1ted · look came into Bennett's eyes. 
He made a frenzied movement with his hand. 

'' Hang you.!" he exclaimed fiercely. '' I 
tell you I won't come that way. It was an 
accident. He shot me in the foot. I hit 
him in self-defence, then--'' He paused in 
his wild rush of words. He was shaking all 
over, and the perspiration stood out on his 
forehead. "W·ho are you, curse you ? " he 
demanded. '' " 7hat concern is it of yours?" 

Vincent Sterne came slowly back and placed 
his hand on the man's arm in .,;. friendly 
manner. 

''Just a ii'l q11estion, '' he drawled. '' That 
)i'l pink letter-guess you',ve often seen 'em 
before-what?•' ·~ 

'' And what if I have?'' 
'' Sure, nothing whatever I But I reckon 

Mr. Charles Descovet does business with her 
ladyship, and you're the postman. Awful 
row if his lordship found 011t." 

i, What about it? W·hy should you come 
nosing around ? " 

_" Guess you were playing postman the 
night before last. Lady Vavasour very fond 
of bridge, gets into debt; Lord· Vavasour 
gets nasty about paying up. Her ladyship 
bo1·rows, and is in a mess befot.e she can 
look round. Charles Descovet, Esq.-nasty 

1 money-lending gent, making big profit by 
· playing on Lady .Vavasour's fears, is threaten­
, ing to split if she doesn't pay up. Secrecy 
wanted here.. You act tJhe postman: but. you 
met a fellow on the bridge that night­
what ?" 

'' I tell you--'' began Bennett angrily, 
then he sudde11ly seemed to lose his nerve. 
'' I'll make a clean breast of it, sir,'' he said 
appealingly. '' I'll tell you exactly how--'' 

'' No, you don't,'' interrupted the golfer. 
"Guess this chi]d's not asking for family 
secrets. I can fill in the blanka for myself. 
Reckon you'd best keep a stiff upper lip, 
my son, and don't go shouting the odds. 
Plenty of trouble here, without making 
more. I'll call you when I want your evi­
dence, and then I'll only ask you to say 
yes or no to my questions-and nothing 
more than that." 

And leaving the bewildered lodgekeeper 
standing there with his mouth open, Sterne 
ht1rried off do,vn the narrow gravel path. 

Wfien he came in sight of the ornamental 
lake he noticed a little boat rowing about on 
its surface. In it two people were seated. 
He recognised them immediately, alt,hough 
he was still some distance off. The man at 
· the oars was James Stone, his companion 
was Mademoiselle Marie. 

Sterne made his way on to the bridge, 
and, hanging over the side, began to scru-

tinise the water below. The lake was evi .. 
dently fed by a small stream which entered 
at one end arid flowed out at the other. Be­
neath the bridge a wire netting had been 
fixed to catch the surface scum of the water 
as it flo,ved sl11ggishly beneath.•. It was among 
the debris here collected that Sterne hoped 
to find the thing he sought. 

Presently he sa,v it-a stottt cane walking-­
stick that bobbed 11p and down on the water 
and t1·ied ceaselessly to force a passage 
through the narrow holes in the wire netting. 
He could not reach it from where he stoodt 
and waited t111til the rowing-boat was near. 

•' Say, bo' ! " he called. '' Guess I'll ask 
you to do me a li'l fa,rour. Dropped. my l'i.l 
walking-stick overboard. Can I trouble you 
to hand it right here now.?" 

The King's -Spy twisted the boat rotlnd 
and sent her alongside with a vigorous 
thrust from his po""e1·ful arms. Then he 
leant o,rer the side and flung tl1e .stick t1p 
to the golfer on the bridge. 

"Thanks," dra'\\ .. led Sterne. '' ReC'lcon 
you've save me getting my feet wet.'' 

He tt1cked tl1e stick under his arm and 
began to ,,,alk back along the bridge as the 
boat pulled for the shore. Neither occu◄ 
pant took anj- further notice of him. James 
Stone sent the boat for,vard with vigoro11s 
jerks. He seemed strangely elated over 
something. On the scat rn front of Marie 
was a wad of foolscap paper, saturated with 
,vater, on which the ink ran in illegible 
scrawls and t,vists. Marie had one hand rest­
ing on it as if she ,vere afraid of letting 
it otlt of her grasp. 

A curio11s· look came into Sterne's eyC8 as 
his gaze rested on this wad of paper. 

'' Guess you've hooked some queer fist1 
there,'' he said. '' \Vhat name d'you call it?'' 

James Stone glanced up momentarily. 
'' Oddfish," he grunted. '' A species of 

papyr~. Catch 'em with quill pens baited 
,vith blue black. Bet )'~Ott can't beat that ir1 
An1erica. ,, 

'' Sure we can't., sir,'' clrawled Sterne. 
'' ~lay be ,ve · don't want to. Queer ink marks, 
tho11gh. Reminds me of a Persian cat I'' 

He had reached the end of the bridge by 
this time. The stick ,vas still tucked under 
his arm. He pttlled it out and stared at 
it critically, then unscrewed the ferrule. Sud­
denly he t11cked it under his arm a.gain and 
stroked his whiskers reflectively. 

'' By Jo,re," he murmured, "I'll try it t 
It's bottnd to be right-tl1ere's no other pos ... 
sible exp]a11ation." 

He stepped off the bridge ar1d began to 
,valk s,viftly alor1g the grav~I path. Pre­
sently he broke into a run, and he did not 
stop again 1111til he had reached the pavilion. 

•''NIPPER,'' 110 said, bt1rsting into the 
room, '' I'm going off to pay a visit 
to W cese and Buzzon, in Burton'a 
Co11rt. Going up to to\\'n straight 

8\\"ay. Be back early this afternoon. Sit 
tight and ansv.~er no q11estions until I re­
turn.''· 
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'fl1e 11ext moment he had vanished, leaving 
.his young assi8tant bewildered and mystified. 

Ten minutes later Vincent Sterne arrived 
at the one and only street of the little vil­
lage of Mylton, took his big- car out of the 
sl1ed adjoini11g the one and only public-house 
of the village, started up the engine, jumped 
i11 and sped away on the main road to 
Lo11don. Exactly an hour later the car was 
pt1rring its way up Cheapside. At the wheeJ 
sat-not Vincent Sterne, but Nelson Lee, 
still clad in the plus fours, sports jacket, 
yi,·id pullcwer and cap. 

At the same time a message ""as received 
l1~y the Foreign Office to the effect that the 
tra11script of the Persian agreement had been 
1·ccovered. A similar message reached the 
French Government, and the news flashed 
t.l1roughout Europe, and the diplomats heaved 
sighs of relief. · 

But Nelson Lee was more concerned with 
the Bismarck Memoirs than the Persian 
agreement I 

CHAPTER 12. 
The Bismarck Memtirsl 

A T three o'clock that afternoon the detec-
. tive's big car drew up in front of the 

iron gatee of Mylton Towers, and, in 
response to its clamorous hooter, 

Bennett came hurrying out of the lodge. 
\'lhen he saw Vince11t Sterne sitting at the 
,,·heel he could not open the gates quickly 
er1ough. 

Sterne put in the clutch and slowly entered 
the drive. 

'' Want you up at the house in_ half an 
l1ot1r's time,_ Bennett,,, he said, '' just to give 
a li "I evidence.'' 

He did not wait for the man to reply, 
but shot forward up the drive. He stopped 
again at the bend just before the liouse 
came in view a11d· drew up in the shade of 
t !le elms. Dragging a heavy leather bag 
from underneath the .seat, he climbed out and 
,ve11t quickly across the grass to the rear 
of the house. He &ntered by the back door 
nr1d ,vent in search of the butler. 

He found that trusty old serva:r;it. on. the 
second-floor corridor and beckoned him 1n a 

•confidential manner. . 
''James,,, he drawled. '' Just another li'l 

111atter. Can you tell me anything about 
llr. Charle! Descovet ?', 

'l,he butler gave him a quick glance of 
ur1derstanding. 

~, Not much k11ow11 about him, sir,'' he said. 
'' Lives at the big house about a mile down 
tl1e i-e>ad. Entertains a lot, though no one 
know& where he gets his money from.~ 

"Just so, J_ames. He plays bridge a lot 
with people, and always wins, then gets other 
people to write out I O U'S' and runs them 
for the money and charges interest. A naety 
money-grabber, James. Am I right 1': 

''Yee, sir. I'm afraid you are riJht.'' 
'' Some people reckon he cheats.' 
'' Yes, eiT. I've heard it said quite a lot.'' 

'' And her ladyship is fond of .bridge, 
James? Got into De.soovet's clutches that 
way, a11d is being bled white. Lord Vavasour 
hates bridge debts, and won't pay any more. · 
Lady Vavasour afraid to make a clean breast 
of it. Am I right, James?" 
· The butler gazed mea11ingly into the 1pecu­
lative eyes behind the horn--rimmed glasses, 
then lowered his own in evident embarrass­
ment. 

'' Just so, James, just so,'' said Sterne 
quickly. ''Family matters. No concern of 
yours. No concern of mine. Won't breathe a 
word t.o a soul, will we? And now, I guess 
I'll have a li'l word '\\'ith his lordship if you'll 
just lead the ~ay." 

Lord V avasour was seated in the little room 
at the end of the first-8oor corridor in which-­
he was wont to bury himself when faoed by 
some perplexing financial problem. He lifted 
a taciturn, morose face when the butler 
entered and announced Mr. Vincent Sterne. 

Sterne did not wait to be invited, but 
followed the butler in. When the latter had 
left he carefully closed the door and stood 
with his ·back to it. 

"'Beggin1 your lord.ship's pardon for the 
intrusion,'' he said, '' but there's just a li'J 
matter that I guess you'll find a bit inte1·est­
ing. This li'l bag contains the Bismarck 
Memoirs. There,s only a few fellows who've 
had the privilege of reading 'em, and I guess 
they won't split because they're dead. No 
one'll be wiser if ;yotl jttst sort of censor 
them before they're likely to become public 
property.,, 

Lord Vavasour made a noise that aounded 
like a stifled sob. He was trembling with 
emotion. 

Sterne hastily opened the door. 
,. Perhaps if your lordship can spare a 

moment to oome down in the libl'ary in about 
half an holll's time~ you'll be rather inter­
ested to know just what happened the night 
before laet. '~ 

And not waiting for Lord Vavasour'a reply 
he stepped out · into the corridor· and closed 
the door. 

As he walked away he hear-d the kef turn 
ir1 the lock. Sterne smiled to himsel in a 
satisfied sort of way and went downstairs. 
Lord Vavasour was already buay deetroying 
the Bismarok Memoirs. 

Inspector Bramley, looking very hot •nd 
excited, stood in the hall. At that moment 
McKay came hureying to meet him. 

''Hi!'' exclaimed Bramley e~citedly. •• Has 
Nelson Lee arrived yet?'' 

"Nelson Lee?', echoed McKoy. '' What 
d'you mean?'' 

James Stone popped his head ou\ of the 
library. 

'' \Vhai's that about Nelson Lee T'' he 
asked. 

''Why,'' exclaimed Bramley, •' he'• coming 
here at four. 'Phoned up the Yard.'' A 
sudden suspicion flashed across his mind. •• If 
this is one of his little jokes,'' he growled, 
'' by Heaven. he'll suffet for it!'!.. 
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'' Bet. I've got a share in that little joke, 
ir1s1Jector, ', said the King's spy. '' Ile re's a 
telogra111 I recei,ted fror11 IJondon an l1otir 
a.go. ' With Nelson Lee's co1nrJlirner1ts. 
Will be at l\l :\-~ 1 t.011 To ,ve ~ at f o tt r o' clock. ' 
rl,l1~t's wl1.v l'n1 still l1ere, altl1otigl1 my job 
is reallj· fi11isl1ed." 

A1acle1noiselle .ularie l1acl r,o,v joir1ed tl1e 
grour1. Sl1e ,vas hol(ling a slip of (la.per ir1 
her har1d. 

'' I also }1ncl a r11essagc fro1n lVI'sieur Lee,' 1 

she said. '' It is j11st tl1e sar11e, 111'siet1r, the 
in-spe.ctor. '' 

'' Tl1e deuce ,·011 l1a ve ! " 111uttered Bra.mlej~. 
'' 'll11en what tlie--" 

'' (;uess y'"ot1 're a 1 i' l too }Jrev ious, i11• 

spec-tor,'' dra ,vled Ster11e from the st.airs. 
'' Jt,'s only abo11t a qttarter-past three.'' 

Ancl, bearning aff abl)r, lie \\'ent Oll t b.},, tl1e 
back door. 

Nipper ,vas sta11cling at the pavilion cioor. 
He hurried inside ,,·he11 he sa ,.,,. the detective 
a1J1Jroachi11g, ar1d ,vaited there breathlessly. 

"' Why tlid ,·oti rtish off to London, 
gt1\r'nor ?'' l1e asked. '' \\1 hat's it all about? 
I car1't get the hang of things.'' 

Sterne~ ~roppe<l dowr1 i11 a camp chair. 
'' Pt1t my theory· to the test, Nipl?er. It 

proved absolutely right. Jt1st committed a 
burglary at Bttrton's C-0t1rt. Sneaked the 
Bismarck Memoirs from t.he safe of Mr. 

·Joseph. Weese. Nearly got. arrested; escaped 
by tl1e skin of my teeth. J..,ord Vavasour has 

t.l1c Mer11oirs. Bet there'll be no incriminat­
ing docu111er1ts left by the time he has finishec1 
,vith t.hem. '' 

'' Bttt, '' began Nipper. 
St.err1e stop1Jed l1im with a gestttre. 
'' See that niblick ir1 tl1e bag over there?'' 

he said. '' J tt.St pick it up, wal~ round the 
!l()USC \\ritl1 it several times, go into the hall 
at half-past tl1ree, walk straight up to Mr. 
Vi11ceI1t Stcr11e, a11d say: ' Here's the niblick 
yott broke, sir!' Leave the rest to me. Go!'' 

Nipper picked up the golf-club and ,,,.ent. 
At t,ve11ty-seven minutes past three Vincent 

Sterr1e knocked at the door of the little room 
at the end of the first-floor corridor. Lord 
\Tavasot1r l1imself opened the door. His face 
was now transformed; he was the proud, 
self-possessed aristocrat ·once more. He 
grasped Sterne by the hand and pulled hi~ 
inside. 

'' ~Ir. Sterne,'' he said, still grasping his 
hand. '' I will riot ask who you are. You 
came down here unknown and uninvited; 
)·ott demanded my hospitality and took my 
frie11dship for granted. Let me assure yot1 
now tl1at I am honoured to have you as a 
gttest, that my humble roof is always at yo11r 
disposal, and that I crave your friendship 
as a very great favour.'' 

For the moment it seemed that Vince11t 
Ster11e had lost his habitual self-assura11ce. 
He seemed strangely embarrassed and ill at 
ease. 
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'' My lord,,, he said, with a note of earneft- again when there was a sudden commotion 
ness, '' I appreciate your kind sentiments1 and outaide in the hall. 
thank you for them. The affair that might ,. I tell _you he's engaged,'' sounded the 
l1ave ruined and disgraced your good name exasperated voice of the butler. 
l1as gone for ever like a summer cloud. Then a youthful voice sang out. 
Might I suggest-dare I suggest-that in your •• Mr. Sterne, sir; here's the nibliok you 
11atural joy you should · pardon the follies broke, sir.'' 
of one dear to you-put matters atraight, The golfer hurried to the door. 
once and for all. I am in a position to tell ''That's all right, James,'' he said. ''Jmt 
)~ou that her ladyship has suffered these past slip over to the pavilion, Binks, and fetdi 
few days as much as you. That warning will that stout walking stick I left there. You'll 
prevent any repetition of her past folly.'' find it standing in the corner. Bring it a1ong 

Lord Vavasour's face was strangely stem, right here.'' 
but he nodded his head. He turned to the butler as Nipper went off 

'' I understand,'' he said. '' She asked for on his errand. 
one last chance. She shall have it gladly. ''Corne right in, James,'' he drawled, ''and 
Lea,·e that to me.,, bring Bennett with you. He's standing in 
. ''But,'' continued Mr. Vincent Steme, the vestibule over there.'' 
'' there is one little matter that has yet to '' Are you ready now, Mr. Sterne?'' asked 
be cleared up-the mysterious crime ~hat took ~~d _Vavasour. ,, 
{Jlace in your library two nights ago. With ,, Fire away, ~Y lord, drawled Sterne. 
your lordship's permission and assistance I ~uess the st~ge s about ready for the cur., 
should like to explain how that oocurred to ta111 to go up. 
all those interested in the matter.'' • 

An anxioue look came into Lord Vavasour's 
face. Sterne was quick to notice it. 

'' Let me assure .rou, my lord," he said, 
'' that the explanation need cause you no 
anxiety. The thing that should not be said 
\\'ill be left unsaid.'' · 

'' Very well, Mr. Sterne,'' rejoined the peer 
quietly. ''I am entirely in your hands. Do 
as you wism'' . 

'' Then we will go down into the library at 
once, my lord.'' 

B RAMLEY was standing in the hall talk­
ing to McKoy , when the two came 
down the broad staircase. He drew 
in his breath and bli11ked rapidly w-hen 

lie saw Lord Vavasour arm in arm with the 
golfer. They cert~inly lf?Oked an ill-a_ssorted 
pair-the proud arLStocrat1c peer and his com ... 
panion in the horn-rimmed spectacles, the 
plus fours, the sports jacket and vivid pull­
over. Bennett, the lodge-keeper, wae stand­
ing in tl1e vestibule looking the picture of 
,voe and misery. 

At the library door Lord Vavasour turned 
arid glanced towards the two police officers. . 

'' If you will be good e11ough to• come into 
tl1e library,'' be said quietly, •• l\.fr. Sterne 
\Yill have something interesting to say.'' 

And he entered the room, politely motion­
ing his companion in first. 

James Stone and Mademoiselle l\Iarie were 
a;eated at the far end in earnest convers~tior1. 
'I1hey rose immediately \\~hen they saw who 
had entered. 

''I beg your pardon,'' said Lord Vavasour 
i11 .his grand dignified manner. '' I did not 
know you were here. Allow me to introduce 
my frien,J, Mr. Vincent Sterne. Perhaps you 
have already made his acquaintance?'' 

'' Guess your lordship is right,'' drawled 
Sterne. -

Bramley and McKoy were now standing 
just inside the door looking on with per­
plexed faces. Lord Vavasour glanced in­
quirir1gly at Sterne and was about to speak 

CHAPTER M. 
Vincent Sterne Ex plains I 

T ORD VA V ASOUR glanced round at the 
L ci~le of curious faces and cleared his 

voice. 
''You are all a,vare of the perplex­

ing crime that took place in this room two 
nights ago,'' he said in a grave voice. '' Mr. 
Vi11cent .Sterne has been good enough to offer 
to explain that mystery. I wiff ask him to 
proceed at once.'' 

All eyes were now turned on the golfer 
who stood there beaming pleasantly behind: 
his big spectacles. James Stone's brows we,e · 
contracted, thoughtfully; Ma:~ie was frankly J 

perplexed; Bramley and MoKoy look·ed. dis-! 
dainful and supercilious; the buder's eyes 
were fixed in front of him, while the lodge-· 
keeper glow·ered sullenly at the floor. · 

In the• midst of this strained silence the 
door opened and Nipper-or, rather, Binb­
came into the room. 

''Ah,'' drawled Sterne. '' Here comes my 
li'l walking-stick. Juat hand it right here, 
Binks. Thanks!'' 

Bramley s11iff ed scornfully and muttered to 
McKoy in an audible whisper. 

''What the deuce does he want his walking­
stick for?'' 

'' Guess I'lL answer you li'l question Jater 
on, irupector,'' drawled Sterne. 

And Bramley looked disconcerted suddenly. 
The golfer waved his hand airily and con• 
tinued in the same inconsequential· manner. 

'' Reckon we'll shilt the clock back forty­
two and a half hours so as to ,be correct· in 
time. That makes it nine o'clock on Tuesday ; 
night. Up goes the curtain on this li'l old · 
drama and we find his lordship sitting here : 
at his writing-desk. Then the hall door opens l 
and the butler announces ?.Ir. William Smith. ! 

In walks Mr. William ·Smith as large ae life; 
minus his hat and coat, which he had left: 
outside with James. But he still carries his 
walking-stick un·der his arm. Gu·ese that's 



why I've got this li'l stick tucked u11der mine, 
inapeotor, just to make everything appear real 
and lifelike. How's that for the truth, 
James?'' 

'' Quite right, sir,'' muttered the butler, 
nodding his head. 

'' To proceed, then," drawled Sterne. '' His 
lordship gives !\Ir. Smith a polite how-d'you-
'do and motions him into this li'l ohair along­
side his desk. Then they have a li'l pow-wow 
about something that's no concern of ours, and 
his lordship gets so interested that he jabs 
his finger on the pape1·-knife which is lying 
on his desk. Reckon tl1at makes his finger 
bleed and he fetches out his l1andkerchief and 
da·bs at it. McKay, there, has been making 
a fuss over that blood-stained handkerohief. 
How'~ that, yo11r lordship?'' 

'' J uet so,'' said Lord Vavasour. 
'' Very well, then, "continttell Sterne. 

''When his lordship and Mr. Smith have been 
talking till half-past nine, his lordahip sud­
denly gets up and goes into. that li'l room over· 
there t.o look for something. Gtiess that's 
just where the drama works up artd the band 
plays slo·w music. Directly hi.s lordship closes 
the door Mr. Smith p11lls open this li'l drawer 
of the writing-desl{ a11d takes out something 
that I reckon l\fr. Stone here calls an odd­
fish. Guess th·at's so; Mr. Stone-what?'' 

James Storie ""Tas fr0Yl11ing heavily; he was 
feeling a little impressed by the golfer's easy 
assurance. 

'' IJet it go at that,'' he gro\\'led. '' Call it 
a11 ocldfuh for the time b·eing.'' 

'' Guess we'll call it an oddfish, then,'' 
drawled Sterne. '' As Mr. William Smith 
grabs the oddfish, whic·h Mr. Stone and the 
lady there has since recovered, arid closes the 
drawer, the French ,vindows over there are 
pushed ope11 and in step.s another fell ow, 
whon1,- for certain reasons, we'll call Mr. 
Rubber Heels.'' 

McKoy interrupted violently. 
'' The French windows--'' he began. 
But Stern·e broke in abruptly. 
'' Guess I'll a11s,1ler )~our questions after the 

performa11ce is over," he dral\·1ed. '' Got a 
lot to say, yet. No,v, when ·Mr. Smith sees 
Mr. Rubber Heels, and Mr. Rubber H·eels 
sees Mr. Smitl1, the band stops playing, and 
there's a sort of suspended ' ·hold your breath 
and say ninety-nine' atmosphere. Then Mr. 
William Smith, in a sort of friendly mood, ups 
witl1 11is li'l gun and down flops Mr. Ruh·ber 
Heels on the carp-et there with a li'l piece of 
lead in his brain.'' 

The golfer paused and beamed around on 
his audience. He seemed the only cool, col ... 
lected person present; ev·eryone was watching 
him with expressions of intense i11terest. Then 
McKoy broke the strai11ed silence again. 

''Gun!" he exclaimed. '' But we've proved 
that was impossible. There ,vas r10 shot 
fired!" 

'' My mistake, superir1tendent, '' drawled 
S·terne. '' G11ess it. ,vas11't a gur1 after all. 
It was a li'l air cane. Here it i~, ttlcke,1 under 
my &rm-this li'l \\ralki11g-sticl.:. Wick·ed li'l 
weapon to pla_y ,vith-spits out nasty Ii'l lead 

--~....,------- - -. 

·~ 
slugs. Reckon I showed you one yesterday 
morning, stiper-remember T Works by com­
pressed air-no noise-no smoke-nothing ! 
Got me?'' .. 

McKoy stared at the wall(ing-stick in silent 
wonder and awe. He was too amazed, too 
bewilderecj, too astounded to say anything. 
For the moment he was absolutely beaten. 

'~ Nothing to say?" queried Sterne. '' Can't 
raise an argument? Start the music again, 
then. We'v-e got Mr. Rubber Heels lying on 
the floor with a li'l piece of lead in his brain. 
Guess that's just where Mr. William Smith 
has a sudde11 brain wave. He snatches up the 
paper-knife, jp.bs it into Rttbber Heels who 
is lying on th·e floor, then slips out of the 
French wi11dows. At twenty-seven minutes to 
ten his lordship walks in from the li'l room 
over there, sees Mr. Rubber Heels dead on 
the floor ,vith the knife stuck in his chest, 
t1aturally thainks it's Mr. William Smith, gets 
worked up ir1ta a lather of agitation, the cur­
tain falls l\"ith a crash.'' 

He beamed around on his amazed a1tdience 
agai11. U nconscio11sly everyo11e had dra l\?11 
nearer to him ; he was now encircled by a 
ring of strained intent faces. Then Bramley 
and McKoy both spoke together. 

'' The windo,,.,·a were loc'ked !'' exclaimed 
McKoy. 

'' But the bloodstains outiiide the study win­
do\\t __ ,, began Bramley. 

'' Reckon I'll have to answer one question 
at a time,'' drawled Sterne. '' As regards 
the Fre11cl1 ""·indows-guess his lordship must 
have closed them after the curtain had fallen. 
Being knocked all of a heap as it were, he 
didn't · quite know what he was doing. 
Reckon he forgot all about it ·at the time in 
the excitement of the absorbing· drama. Am 
I right there, my lord?'' 

'' Quite right, Mr. Sterne,'' said J~ord 
Va,,,aso11r. '' I was so bewildered at the time 
tl1at I clean forgot all about it, as you say. 
I remember the incide11t quite well now, 
thougl1. '' 

'' G UESS we'll tackle the -bloodstains 
now,'' continued Sterne. '' Mr. 
William Smith, being the villain of 
the piece, is naturally in a sort of 

simmering ferment. He doesn't stop to pay 
l1is respects, but makes a bce-Jine drawn from 
the French windows across the park. That 
brings him straight to the ornamental lake, 
where l1e's ju.st in time to say how-d'you-do 
to Bennett, who is just coming across the 
bridge on his way to the hottse. Right, 
Be11nett ? '' 

''Yes, sir,'' muttered Bennett, with his eyes 
on the floor. 

'' Well,'' drawled Sterne, ''I guess t.hat Mr. 
Smith tried to dodge Bennett, and Bennett 
tc-ied to dodge Mr. Smith, with the result 
tl1at they had a li'l collision. Then Mr. 
Smith, ,being rather hasty-tempered, ups with 
his li'l old ,vallcing-stick and plugs Bennett 
in the foot. That sort of gets Bennett's rag 
ottt, quite natttral iike, and he takes a firm 
grip of Mr. William Smith and starts to 
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give him a latheri11g. Tl1ey had a rare old 
tu88)e on the b1·idge. Bennett gives !\'Ir. 
Smith a clout over the l1ead ,vith his ct1dgel, 
and Mr. Smith takes a quick dive i11to the 
lake. Still right, Ber111ett ? " . • 

,. Yes, sir," mtittered Bennett, still keeping 
his eyes on the floor. 

''Guess I'm al\\·ays rjght !'' d1·awled Ster11e. 
''Reckon I'll l1ave to explai11 your li'l blood-
1t.ains now, inspector. .~fter lf-r. \Villiam 
Smith departs for his cold moonlight bathe 
I reckon Bennett here feels a bit lonely and 
depressed. Besides, he's got a nasty piece of 
leael in his foot, ",.hich isn't exactly comfor• 
able. He makes a bee-line for the house, 
dropping li'l splotcl1es of blood all the way 
on the gravel path. He steps on to the 
aspl1alt outside tl1e stttdy ,vindo,v, drops 
anothe1· splotcl1 of blood, hurries to the li'l 
door at the back, drops another splotch of 
blood, rushes up to the linen cupboard and 
drops another splotch of blood. Am I wrong, 
Bennett?'' 

''No, sir!'' muttered Bennett, his eyes still 
on the floor. 

"To finish tl1e story, then," said Sterne. 
'' Heckon Bennett doesn't sleep much t.hat 
11ight-feels nervy like. Decides to make a 
clean breast of it 11ext day. \\7hen the next 
day comes he says nothing. Keeps 'on 
1naking up hi.s mind to speak-keeps on saying 
nothing. Don't blame him. Nasty li'l pre­
dicame11t to drop into unawares-nasty li'l 
st-Orv to ·get off one~s cl1est.. 

·'\\.,.ell, I reckon I've finished v.'ith explain­
i11g," drawled Sterne. He ,vas the only one 
who had discovered that Lady Vavasour had 

'taken Bennett to her_ own room that night 
ir1 order to bandage the wounded foot, and 
that he kept to himself. '' Any questions?'' 
he asked, glancing with spect1lati,~e eyea at 
each face in turn. It was ~lcKoy who broke 
the intense silence. 

·' Yot1r explanation is very clever, Mr. 
Sterne,'' he said, in a respectful tone of _voice, 
'' but except for the ait cane )·ou have not 
~hown us any definite ·proofs that what you 
say took place actually did take place.'' 

'' Proofs·!'' drawled Sterne. "Guess I'll 
ask you to g~ and look for · them. You'll 
find R11bber Heels lying in t-he conservatory. 
Go and see· if the hat and coat left behind 
by Mr. William Smith fit him. Reckon you'll 
find them several sizes too big~ Gueu Mr. 
William Smith took Rubber Heel's hatr-no 
doub, you'll find it in the lake. How did 
Rubber Heels enter this library? Not through 
the door# but through the FTench window--■ -
you'll find his footprints otttside coming from 
the bend in the drive. Reckon if you'll take 
the trouble to look yott'll find l\{r. Smith has 
left a few footprints-£ rom the French win• 
dow1 here straight to the lake. Guess he 
didn't atop for the flower-beds. Reckon Mr. 
Stone can bear me ot1t there. ,t 

'' Quite right, llr. Sterne,'' said the King's 
spy. 11 '1 can1e down here to discover who had 
atolen a certain doeurnen\ from this writing 
desk. Mr. Sterne has Teferred to it by the 
name of • oddfish.' I !aw immediately that 

the thief must have escaped by way of tha 
Fre11ch windows. Then I discovered thoea 
footpri11ts, and followed them to the Jake. 
'fhe document in question "·as Boating on the 
,vater-1 fished it out this morning. A11d 
also that "·alking-stick, Mr. Sterne although 
I thought it really belonged to you. I came 
down here to recover this document, and 
having recovered it my work was finished. 
It Vlas up to the police to solve the baffling 
crime that took place in this room two nights 
ago-tl1at was no business of mine~ You have 
do11e it extraordinarily well, '1Vlr. Sterne." 

''Thanks!" drawled Sterne. '' Reckon the 
police have still got a Ii' I problem to spend a 
fe,v sleepless nights over. Guess llr. William 
Smith \Vasn't born ""ith that name, and Mr. 
Rubber Heels isn't exactly a common .sort of 
name.'' 

"This ma11, \Villiam Smith--'' began 
!rlcKoy. 

'' Guess ,,.ou'll find him at the bottom of the., .. 
lake," drawled Sterne. 

And before anyone could realiee what had 
happened, he had rushed to the door, Hung 
it open and vanished. 

Fo1: a few moments everyone was too flur­
p.tised to move. And while they stood there 
gla11cing at each at.her in bewilderment a 
knock sounded at the door, it was thrt1st 
open, and Nelson I ... ee, clad in the plus fours, 
the sports jacket and bri1liant pull-over, stood 
tliere, \\i·ith a q11ain t look of boredom on his 
lea11, at;eetic face. 

Qttit.e indifrerent to the astonishme11t hie 
piesence created, he came slowly into the 
roo1n-looking cool, t111concerned and self­
possessed-and bowed gravely to Lord 
Vavaso11r. Then he turned to Jamea Sto11e, 
a11d held ot1t his hand. 

'' Sorry I'm a bit late, Stone," he said, in 
hffi familia.r crisp tones. "Rather forgot the 
time. You got my telegram, I suppose?'' 
He seemed st1ddenlv to notice Mademoiselle 
Marie. '' Ah, mam1selle, ,, he said. u How 
delight£ t1l to meet yott again ! '' 

Stone suddenly gained possession of his 
faculties. He grasped Lee's outstretched 
hand and began .shaking it u if it were a 
pu m P· handle. 

''It was you, Lee, old man, aft.er all!'' he 
said tl1ickly. '' !first I thought it was, then 
I thought it wasn't. Jove, Lee, what an actor 
you are 1'' . 

'' I had my reasons, Stone,'' he said, •• or I 
would not have deceived you as I did.'' 

James St-0ne then began to bustle Lee to-
wards the astonished peer. · 

•• My lord,'' he said, '' you did 111a the 
honour a little while ago of introducing your 
friend, Mr. Vincent Sterne. Permit me to 
return the compliment by introducing my 
much-esteemed friend, Mr. Nelson Lee.'' 

Lord Vavasour WM now the grave and 
dignified aristocrat once more. He took 
Lee's hand with an air of great cordiality . 

... Let me assure you, Mr. Lee,'' he said, 
'' that the sentiments I expressed a abort while 
ago have undergone no change. I can only 
add ta them by saying that to make the 
acquaintance of such a distingui.shed crimin--
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ologist and detective is an hono11r to me. 
You will understand me when I say I feel 
too mo\rcd to say more. If you and your 
friends will care to join me and Lady Va va­
sour i11 the drawing-room in a few moments 
for- tea we should both regard it as an 
especial favour.'' 

A11d, looking strangely moved and affected, 
Lord Va vaaour ,vent quickly from the room. 
He was closely followed by Bramley and 
McKoy, ,vho had no more to say. The 
police .. officials hastened to iook for the proofs 
of Lee's reconstruction of the crime and found 
then1. The·y also dragged the lake for the 
body of Mr. '\\7illia.m Smith, and found that, 
too. 

BEFORE tea Lee went across to the 
pavilion for Nipper, who ,vas also 
included in his lordship,s invitation to 

, tea. While changing their clothes 
they talked over t.he affair together. 

'' You will say nothing about bridge debts, 
Nipper,'' said the detective. '' Bennett acted 
as postman bet\\"een her ladyship and t.his 
mor1ey-grubbing cheat, Descovet. The rogue 
knew that Lord Vavasour had \\"arned ·· her 
ladyship he would not pay her debts any 
more. She had to find the money somehow, 
and Deaco,Tet charged what interest he liked, 
and she was too scared to protest. I feel 
sure, ho\\,.ever, that this fri_ght she has had 
,vili be a lesson to her. She will n1ake a 
clean breast of the matter to his lordsl1ip; 
he will pay all she owes, and she will ne, .. er 
COliltract such debts again.'' 

'' But whl' did Lord Vavasour lock the 
tl1e French \\'indo,vs after he discovered the 
crirne, guv'nor ?'' asked· Nipper. 

'' Because the niurderer knew about the 
Bisrnarck Memoirs .. His lordship was afraid 
that if the murderer was captured the truth 
Yt'ould come out and his proud name would 
be dragged in the dust. I might mention, 
Nipper, that Mr. William Smith was our 
old friend, Joseph Weese, ,vhile Rubber Heels 
\\'as our friend Stormberg. You will remem­
ber I saw them together in Burton's Court 
a.ncl they "·ere quarrelling then. 

"Let the police think what they like, these 
two men are not ordinary crooks, Nipper. 
They are men who have dabbled in State 
intrigues-possibly have been employed at 
some time as spies by a foreign power. Any­
wal', Weese learns about Jim Pike's dis­
covery, and, as we know, employed Storm­
berg to get the mystery box from the strong­
room of the Kings,vay bank. Having thus 
secured the Bismarck Memoirs and found 
011t that it contains damaging infor1nation 
concerning actual people, some living, some 
dead, he ·proceeds to blackmail them, holding 
over their heads the threats of publishing 
the memoirs. · 

'' That is what took him to see Lord Vava­
sour. But Stormberg was not satisfied with 
11:s rate of pay. He was greedy. Having 
been snubbed by .Wee.se, he decided to queer 
t,he pitch, and ·blundered into that library, 
n,1 doubt prepared to grab what he cottld, 

or come to an agreement with Weese, maybe 
kill him. ,,,.,. e shall never know exactly what 
he mea11t to do, but it mt1st have meant that 
he could have come to terms v.rith both IA>rd 
Vavasour and \Veese, only the latter was too 
quick for· him and killed him. T,hen, know• 
ing that he \VOttld have to lay low for a 
1011g t.ime, and that the Bismarck Memoirs 
must be forgvtter1 for l\ time, Weese looked 
in the drawer of the writing-desk. He saw 
the tra.nscriilt of the Persian agreement and 
recognised its valt1e. He stole it, deciding to 
make 11p for his losses over the blackmail 
affair by selling the agreement to a host~le 
foreign power. Only he met Bennett on the 
bridge, and that altered all his p~a.ns. 

'' And when I had once become satisfied 
i11 my mind that both these rogues were 
dead I kne\\" what to do. , The Bismarck 
Memoirs were in the offices ·of Buzzon and 
Weese at Bt1rton's Court, and a job of 
burglary got them for me. They exist no 
longer no,v, and it is better so for everyone, 
I think. Bl1t hustle, yo11ng 'un, or we'll be 
late for tea.'' 

* * * 
HEN the police did actually come to 

size t1p the affair thej' had to admit 
tha.t. I ... ee was right in ~very parti­
ct1lar. 

'l,l1ev made it their business to find out 
who --~fr. William Smith, alias Joseph 
\\reese, ,vas. The public was· never toldt 
bt1t a letter from James Stone some time 
later told them that the man -was actually 
Cottnt Do1·8isch, an ex-spy' of t,}10 German 
Secret Service, who, after the war, found 
himself out of work and took to making 
money in man)' shady means-mostly by 
blaokn1ail. 

As for tl1e Bismarck l\lemoirs, they had 
been brought to England by Rudolph von 
Zimmern \\·•hen Prince Bismarck quarrelled 
with the Kaiser of that day. The enemies of 
tho prince ,·ranted to get hold of them, but 
Zim1nern must have tossed the receipt into 
the Thames, a11d his deat,h, shortly after­
\\'ards, made his secret secure until t;he 
sl1ovel of Jim Pike brought up the ancient 
flask out of the Thames mud, and he showed 
the letter to Stormberg himself, another 
German ex-spy, ""ho "'~a.s, at tl1at time, work­
ing as a seaman aboard a tramp steamer. 

Jim Pike had refused a good offer for that 
flask, but IJOrd Vavasot.tr, gratefttl for the 
happy issue out of his troubles, 1nade it his 
business to rc"1 ard the lighterman with a 
thousand po11nds. 

Nelson Lee smiled to hi111self when he read 
Ji1n Pike's crude letter of thanks. 

"Well, that's the end of the Bismarck 
Memoirs,'' he muttered, and added, under 
hi~ breat.l1, '' as far as I'm concerned.'' 

THE END. 

(Another Powerf••I Detective - ThriUer 
ne.rt tf'eelc. entitled '' TIie Treasure o/ 
Wu Ung I'' Don't miss it.) 
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. MY DEAR CHUMS 
~La!t ,veek 1 
111entione<l t h e 
fact that there 
,vas an cxt.ra­
extra-specia l treat 
i11 store for all 
readers of our 
Co111panion Pa­
pers, ''Ranger,~, 

... Do you ren1em• 
ber that great 
serie.e of stories 

'' Magnet'' and 
., Moclcrn Bo)'.'' I 

Letter, to the Bclitor 
should lte aadre11ea 

written by Mr. 
E. S. B r o o k ,-, 
,\·hich dealt with 
the adventures of 
the- ch11ms of St. 
Frank's a·b1oad i.,1 
the '' School 
Sl1ip '' ? Do you 
r e m e m b e r the 
amazing la11d in 
which they fo1t11d 
themsel,·es adven• 

ca11 ,vel] i n1agine 
tl1at that an-
11ouncen1ent marJe 

to REL801' LD LIBRARY, Pleetwa1 Boue, 
Farriqdon Street, Loaclon, B.C. t. 

you curious arid ,,Tl1ette<l :your af)petite for 
111ore inforn1ation. Well, l1ere are some 
111ore details. The treat in qt1estion well 
earns the title of A RECOR.D-BREAI{ING 
Ji~-REE GIFT SCHEME, for nothing like it 
has ever before been devised for readers 
of boys' papers. These Free Gifts, let n1e 
whisper it, are unique .. They'll set the 
Ylorld alight, in a manner of speaking. 
Interested? I bet J'OU are. 'fl1en buy any 
of this \\"eek's issues of the above mentio11ecl 
papers and yo11 will find there.in 1nore. details. 
More than tl1at I a1r1 not going to say now, 
save, that if )"Ou 111iss tl1is trc-at, you ,,·ill 
feel like kicki11g yourself-hard. 

The follo,\'ing paragraph is i11 reply to a 
good n1any queries tl1at he., .. e been i11cluded 
i11 readers' letters of late. My cl1u111s have 
fieen the n1any new editions of Annuals on all 
the bookstalls, and no,v tl1ey wish to know 
t,he names of those Annuals which I ~con­
sider are t,he be8t. A very wise ~o,·e, my 
readers. Yes, I ce1·tainly know the names 
<>f the Best Ann11als ootainahle, and here 
they are:-

•• The HOLIDAY Annt1al," price 6 / -. 
'' The Popt1lar Book of Bo)'~s' Stories,'' 

~rice 2/6. 
'''l,he MODERN BOY'S Ann11al,,, price 6/-. 

•• The New ZOO Annual,'' price 6/-. 
'' EVERY BOY'S BOOK OF MOTODS, 

SHIPS &1 ENGINES," 
price 7 /6. 

There J~ou are. J~ok where yot1 like-you 
won't come acra1s better valtte for mo11ey. 
Incidentally, t.l1ese Ann11a·1s are obtainable 
through Christmas Bool< Cl11 bs. If yott are 
interested apply to your 11e,vsagents who 
will be pleased to supply you ,vith full 
details. 

Next '\\·eek'~ programn1e is a snorter. In 
brief it is co1nposed of the · finest. detective 
and scl1ool fiction on the n1arket. Otir 
Dctecti ve-rfhriller, "Tl1e 'l'reasure of \Vu 
Ling !'' is a story of the most remarkable 
adventt1rcs of Nelson Lee a11d Nipper ever 
rQcorded. Dra1na, peril and sinister mystery 
all play their part. with equal force, and 
Ne.1s~n Lee is s_hown in the light of a typical 
Br1t1sher. figllt1ng courageously against over­
w heJn1ing____ od~s. Our School story '' Waking 
Up St. Franks,'' reaches its fin~l chapters 
next week and tlic concll1sion is certainly 
~tartling. 

t11ri11g? 
\V ell,· realising ho".. popular llr. Brooks' 

stories of the '' unusual" are, I have ·got 
l1im to \\·rite another. That's a !ensational 
bit of news :you ""eren't expecting, eh 7 Got 
:you fairly qt1ivering "~ith excitement, what? 
\Veil, ha,re a good qui,'."er, and then listen 
to this. · 

The ne,v series of stories which Mr. ~rooks 
has written deals. "·ith the amazing adven­
tures of Nelson I""ee, Nipper, Handfor.tl1, 
l,ord Dorrirnore .and Umlos1. Each story iM 
a detecti,·e-thriller of the most unusual a111l 
sensational kind, so unusual, in fact, that· 
:rour eyes will fairJ1· goggle ,vith exciten1ent 
as yotl read each chapter. But full det.ails 
next week. 

Starting shortly, Hiere ",.ill also be a grand 
long story of the Cht1ms of St .. Franl:'s. 

Readers' Prize Jokes. 
''\Vhere's your rear light?': gema11de<l the 

constable to the lorr:y dri,rer. The latte11 
disentangled himself from his precarious 
perch and walked back to the end of his 
van. He peered in all directions fo• a 
second or two, and then stood scratching his 
head. 

"\V ~J, ,vhat about it?'' asked the P.-c., 
producing his notebook. 

'' I dunrio, I had a--'' 
'' Now, I'-... l1eard that tale before. Any .. 

body oan see you ha,·en'.'t had a. lan1p, cos' 
there's no bracket.,, 

''Yes,'' said the dri ,·et-, '' but, look 
here '' 

'' No good making excuses~'' said tl1e ar1n 
of tlie la"r· '' You've got no light and that's 
fla~. '' 

'' That'~ not "·hat I'm worrying abottt, '' 
said the driv,er sacllv. '' What I'd like to 
know is, where's rn~r ·blooming trailer.'' 

(T. 0~ lValker, 458, i;ttoxeter Road, Derb.11 
-a. 11ock€t u.,allet.) 

Passenger (aboarcl liner) : '' Steward I 
\Vhat's tl1at LPastl:v noise outside my port-­
hole?'' 

Ste,vard : "\\Te "re just passing a ,vhistling 
buoy, sir.'' 

1
' Passenger: '' Well, tell the you11g scan1p 

to be qt1iet-. '' 
( N. A . ~ll it ta l J, o l z r r. 5 ~ r o lb ti r g litre et, 

'?17 r1c A 1u.,tf'rd<111l., Rerbic8, Briti .. ~lt Gu-iana­
a y ra ntl J)riz,:.) 
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'The Boxing Fever Spreads over the Lower School-

I 
• 

Fighting James Kincswood, the new Head of St. 
Frank,s, who has already sprc&Ag a surprise on the 
juniors by offering a Boxing Belt to be f'ought for by 
'the Lower School, springs anotber surprise on them. 
One day he discovers Bandforth fighting BerQard 
Forrest, for bullying a fag. The Read immediately 
orders them to the gym. to settle the matter properly 

* 
with the gloves on . 

• 

Rough Justice! 

F ORREST, perhaps, was the only one 
\\"ho soon exper1e11ced a yvholesome dis­
taste for the novelty. For Handforth, 
with more than his ttsual aggressive-

1,e~s, was lashing out ,vith grim purpose. 
The Head's refereeing ,vas a mere pretence 

-and he meant it to be a mere pretence. 
rl1 his was, really and trul,y, a fight. 

'' I'm not going on ,,.,.itl1 this t" panted 
Forrest quddenly. '' Confound you, Hand­
forth, you're not boxing-you're just fight• 
ing ! '' 

'' I'm finishing "'""hat I started out in the 
Tria11gle ! ,, retorted llandforth. '' What's the 
n1atter with you? Scared?" 

'' No, I'm not scared!'' roared Forrest. 
.. "Now, yott fello,vs, clon't \\,.aste time,'' .said 
tl1e Head genially. '' Come along I You can 
clo better if you try, Forrest.'' 

Tl1e spectators ,vatched and listened, anti 
tl1cy hugged then1selves. 
. '' llj' jingo! What a man!'' murmured 
C~hltrch. '' Any ot}1er Head wo1tld have 
lugged Forrest indoors and swished hi1n I 
~ut Kings,vood prefers to let Handy knock 
him silly!'' 

''·Ile's a gift!'' said lf0Clt1re drea.mily. 
Tl1ey ,vere right on the rnark. It wo11ld 

have ·been easy enough for l\1r. Kingswood 
to lta.ve faced Bernard Forrest, and to have 
giv0n him a six-hander for slashing Ellmore's 
clothing. 

But how much better to pretend to know 
nothing of the ~ncident-and let Handforth 
administer the nunishment ! 

And at this sort of tl1ing the one and only 
I~dward Os\\'ald was inimitable. 

Iii~ blood was up, and he wanted to show 
the Ilourtl1-Formers that neither he nor any 
of t.he oth~.: Removiues agreed with Forrest's 
methods. 

Forrest h:mself was no mean oppone11t. He 
\\'as a good boxer, and for all his caddish 
,vays, he h~d plenty of pluck. He battl~d 
gamely, after ihnt one and only protest. 

But he was a loser from the start. 
The juniors witnessed the glorious spectacl& 

of Hnndforth deliveri11g this licking-,vith Lhe 
hcadm~ter calmly allo,vir.ag the tight to go 
on until Handforth, with a tremendotts right­
hand uppercut, delivered a blow which was 
a most dcc,;:)ive knock•out. 

Bernard Forrest crashed to the canvas. Hb 
was bruised, battered, and his plans for get• 
ting e,re11 ,,,ith the Fottrth were abandoned 
from tl1at moment. -

And the Head, smilir1g cheerfulJy, at1d with 
a breezy nod, ,vent his way. He was quite 
satisfied that j ttstice had been done. . 

Fighti11g .Jim Kings\\1 ood sprang a surprise 
a fc,v evC'r1i11gs la tPr. 

1-,ho g~"111nasiu111 ,vas i11 great demand thes6 
das·s; in such de111and. in fact., that the 
,,.arious Housen1astPrs had to get together, so 
that thP~Y co1dd fix the times wher1 tlie gym 
s }1 o u Id be a,: a il a.b I e for the boys of t l 10 va. ri o ll s 
Houses ,vl10 ,vanted to ltse it:· 

'l,l1e Head happened to come in while tha 
A11cient Jfot1se bo)1 s \\tere in possession-and 
ma11y fello,vs, ·belongi11g to otl1er Hottses, 
,vere_ cro,vding rot111d, interested spectators. 
The Tottrth-lformers ,vere more than i11ter­
ested-they ,vere amt1sed. Their own man­
La ,vre11ce-l1eld an 1111beate11 record, a11d 
Bt1ster Boots & Co. regarded him as a cert 
for the K.ir1~s,vood Belt~ · 

Such ,vas their confidence that they did 
not ever1 feel ttneasy as t.hey beheld Archie 
Gle11thor11e sparring with his trainer. The 
riv·alry bet,veen the Remove and the Fourth 
,\?as 110,v at fever pitch, and the boys of tl1e 
respective Hot1ses ,vere apt to belittle the 
[)erformances of their coming opponents. 
Archie, as a matter of fact, was sparring 
brillia11 tlv. . ... 

' ' Bravo, J7 0ttng 't1n-bra vo ! '' said Mr. 
Kings,vood heartil~T. 

As he approached t.he ring there were n1any 
mt1rrr1t1rs of Sltrprise, for, beneath his light 
coat, ~fr. Kings,vood was attired for boxing. 

'' Thot1ght I'd come along and give & 

hand,'' he explained, addressing every·body in 
genera) '' I'm pretty useful when it comes 
to sparring, and the exercise will do me 
good.'' 

'.' T~at's t!1e spirit, sir !'1 -.aid th6 Kid, 
gr1nn1ng 

Archie \\'as rather flabbergasted. 
r Yo11 don't absolutely mean to say, old 

bea11-I mear1, sir-that yoti're going to in­
dttlge in the fistic battle ,vith me?'' 

''Let's go!'' said the IIead briskly. 
~nd '' go '' they did. Archie was making 

rapid progress, ·but he was a mere child in 
comparison to the redoubtable }.,ighting Jim. 
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-In E. S. Brooks, Great Tale, '' WakingJ Up St. Frank's!,, 
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In a whirlwind of neatly-placed blows, Archie the dude descended on his opponent, and Handy 
didn't stand a cbanee from the very beginning. 

·1'l1c spect.ators ,\·atched fa~ci11atedl).... They ,vere I'll pl1t my money on you," murmtired 
ha.d never see11 tl1e Head ir1 the ring bcforl~. t}ae Ht=-acl. "So got to it-and '--, .. in! '' 
Jle was a re, .. elation. Despite his size, his Not t.hat. Archie really· needed ar1y e11cour­
l)rawn, he ,va~ as li~ht as a feather on his age1nent. Having made up his rnind to go 
feet. It ",.as a sheer Joy to sec him. a1l out in this competition, lie was so bull-bli11g 

A sort of miracle had happened t,o Archie ,vith e11ergy that e,ren the active Mr. 
( ~ lenthorne. Of oottrse, he had known a· goocl \Vi~lia.ms ffl't111d it hard to keep pa~e ,vith 
cleal about boxi11g for a long time, bt1t he him. Bltt those. v.·ords, from }.,ighting Ji1n, 
had even surprised hin1self. Kid Williams, , .. ,ere sweet in Archie's ears. 
reali~ing Archie's possibilities at their firs\ The Heacl J1ad no favourites, ho,vcver. 
rneeting, ·had been almost be,vildered at tl1e \Vhen Handforth stalked into i.l1e ring, be11t 
(!lega11t jt111ior's light11ing progress. His upo11 sl10\\'i11g his pro,\,.ess, the Head eyetl 
inuscles were now becoming ha1'der, and, in him dltbiotu,lv. After Handforth had do11e 
4l way of speaking, •'every day, arid in every ~ome sparri11g, ~lr. Kings,vood hopped into 
,vay, }1e was getting fitter ancl fitter." the 1·ir1g hin1self. 

'' You'll do, old chap," saicl the Head con- '' Let n1e have a go," he said. ''Now, old 
fidentially, to Archie. '' KPeJ1 it ttp ! I've i1on. Keep that left arm of yours more easy. 
heaps of faith in ,,ou. '' Dor1't be !-<, free "·ith that right punch, either . 
. •• Tha,,t's 111ost fright£ ully decent of you, ~ ou _are lea,ring ~-ourself unguarded all t.he 

Fir-- t-1me. ·' 
'' Re1ne1nber )~011r l1rotl1er, '' conti 11ued the '' Cheese it. sir,'' protested Handforth. 

llead. ''Ren1ember y011 r noble family. All ''Leaving 1n:yself ttngttarded! You try fo get 
t~c, Gle11thornes are fig}1ters, aren't tliey? past t.hat guard!" 
Above all, remen1ber that you're doing t.his Crash! 
for yot1r Form. You're not going to let t.he Mr. Ki11gs,vood got past it "·ith s11pren1e 
l•'ourtl1 gP,t hol{l of that Bf\lt, are you? ,, e.ise, a11d Handforth had an idea that the 

••a d d, p · h h cor11er of a brick ,vall had l1it 'him. He 8at 
00 ga · eris t 0 bligl1tir1g thought!'' tlo,vn with a mighty thud, to the accompaui-

'' I'm not a bett.i,1g man1 Arehiel but if I n1e11t of joyous chtickle.s from the poptllace. 
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'' That's what I mear1, '' said the H·ead 
genially. "You didn't know that was coming 
,did you? You've got hefty muscles, heaps oi 
,conficlen~e, and a ~ne spirit.- But you need 
more ~1~nce. You re entering for a boxing 
compet1t1on, remember-not a prize-fight.'' 

_Hand!orth was not !eeling quite so pleased 
with himself af.oor his sparrinJ ·bout. He 
oottld11't help feelin,g that Mr. K1ngswood had 

. taken him down a peg or two. In fact, he 
had had a jolt. He wasn't half so good as he 
thought! And he resolved, then and there, 
to go in· to train as he had trained ,before. 
Which was exactly what Mr. Kings wood 
desired. 

Then came the Fourth-Formers, and the 
Head could not fail -to be deep!Y impressed 
by tt1e polished performance of Ernest Law-­
rence. There was something almost magica·l 
about .this wonder boxer. T-here was '' class '' 
ir1 his every movement. AB lithe as a panther, 
as ligl1t on his 1feet as a batlet dancer, he 
made rings round his sparring partners. And 
he had a swift, deadly left punch which 
Archi,~. when the time came, would have to 
v,atch. For the Head waa quite convinced, in 
his O\Vn mind, that Archie would represent 
th·e Ilemove. 

The Remove, of course, did not think so. 
The Remove ridic11led the very idea. Archie 
was doi11g pretty ,veil, of course, and it was 
more than likely that he would lick Handforth 
in the preliminary match. But then, Hand­
fortl1 wasn't much to beat. ., - ,,, 

There were others-Vivian Travers, Full-
wood, Jimmy Potts, Harry Gresham and the 
cete·brated Reggie Pitt. Ninety per cent. of 
the Removites were satisfied that Pitt would 
come out on top. 

But Fighting Jim did not alter l1is own 
opinion. And as for Kid Williams, he was 
loyal to his ''young boss,'' and meant to see 
him through to final victory 

When tl1e Kid wenL off, Mr. Kingswood 
became thoughtful. Prese11tly, he did -a 
ct1rio11s thir1g. He donned a rough old jacket, 
and he strapped some strange implements to 
his ·heavy boots. At a touch ·of a spring, 
strong steel forlis sprar1g out. Having seen 
they were in perfect order, Mr. Kingswood 
secured a leat.her satchel to his shoulders, and 
ventured ·forth. 

It was a cloudy night, 1but the moon was 
riding somewhere above the clouds, and the 
countryside \\'as bathed in a soft, mellow 
radiance. And no sooner had Mr. Kingswood 
passed ·beyond the school grounds than a 
furtive figure crept after him. .. ~· 

The Head made his 1'"'ay leisurely across the 
meadows in the direction of the wild, rough 
country at the back of Bellton Wood. He was 
thin~ing, • not of his mission, which seemed 
to be of a secretive nature, •hut of the •hectio 
condition he had daused in the Junior School. 

He was so amused that he chuckled de-­
ligh ted,ly as he walked along-so genuinely 
pleased that he nev·er once troubled to glance 
bebind him. Had he done so, he might have 
become aware of the clumsy shadower \\'ho 
was so amateurishly· on his tra.-0k. • 

'' Y ~' things are going even ,better thar1 I 
expected," murmured the Head. 

Having aroused the Fourth Form boys to 
arrive at a proper sense of their position ir1 
the school, he had started this fresh. excite• 
ment -by the a11nouncement of the boxing 
competition. That had been something of a 
master stroke. For Lawrence ,belonged to the 
Fourth-the v·ery Form which }1ad been so 
dormant. 

It was the Remo,·e's turn to be pepped up 
no,v. Fighting Jim knew that the Removites 
wo11ld move heav·en and earth to win the belt 
-to prove, ·beyond dou-bt, that tlie Remove 
was cock-Forrn of the Junior ·School. And it 
\\·as just as certain that the Fourth would go 

, , THAT youngster is going to surprise all out to retajn the one honour which they 
his Form fellows yet, Kid," said A-Ir. had held for so '1ong. 
Kingswood confidenbly, that night. Yes, lVIr. Kings\\·ood was very satisfied with 
''You've seen what he can do, and his P1'0gress at St. Frank's. Wi.th these 

you've se·en what the others can do. Now, pleasar1t thoughts in his mind, he trudged 011. 

frankly-just between you and I-what do you And behind him came that creeping, shadowy 
think of things?'' figure. 

'' Why, I'm backing Master Archie,'' re• lVlr. Pycraft was very scared. 
plied the Kid promptly. '' Those young· After his disappointment of the aifternoon 
gentlemen of the Remove don't take him -~·hen he had been prevented by Hand­
s·eriously, but that's their funeral. They'll get forth & Co. from following Mr. Kingswood-
a shock later on." he had resolved to ,vait about after light.s--out;. 

'' And Lawrence?,, l\1ore than once he had heard footsteps be­
tween eleven o'clock and midnight-for Mr. 

'' He's hot, sir," said the Kid, becoming Pycr.uft ,vas a bad sleeper. Sometimes he 
seriotis. ''Hot as-mustard. One of the \\·ottld Jay awake until one a.m. Perhaps his 
prett.iest little boxers l'v·e ever had the irascib_ le temper was sharpe1l'ed by this in­
pleasure to see. And, mark you, he's going somnia. 
to give our man a ding-dong fight. Taking 
·the t\\'O ae they are now, on their present ''I'll dri,re .the man out of the school I'' Mr. 
form, Master Lawrence could lick young Glen- Pycraft vowed. '' Since he's been here there's 
thorne in a couple of rounds. He could been no peace for any of the masters.· And 
knock him cold with that marvellous left of t'here's something about him that won"t bear 
his. · But I'm getting Master Arch_ie into the light of day. By heaven! I'm going to 
shape, and ,vher1 it comes to the night, he'll find out what that is-and expose him.'' 
be the goods.'! The p1·oject had become an obsession with 
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him. No man had ever '' told him off '' as 
1\fr. Kingswood bad don·e, and Mr. Pycraift's 
nature ,,·as mean and petty. He brooded. He 
desired revenge. 

}Je co1rld not forget what he had witneSEed 
from his window some nights earlier-Mr. 
Kingswood croBSing the Triangle, and sup­
porting an unsteady drag-footed companion. 
That companion had been Kid Williams. Yes, 
he would teach this Fighting Head to bring a 
common bruiser into the school ! 

\Vhere was Mr. Kingswood going now? 
,v11y shot1ld any self-respecting headmaster 
sneak out at night and take to the woods? 
There was some secret behind it all-and Mr. 
Pycraft, like Handforth, believed that that 
secret was dark and sinister. 

Suddenly the Form-master can1e to a halt. 
His quarry had not turned back, but ·he had 
stopped. And by this time Mr. Kingswood 
had reached the f rin.ge of the wood, where 
the shadows were deep. 

A low, peculiar whistle sounded on the 
night air; and it was some moments--before 
~fr. Pycraft realised that the Head was re­
sponsible. Mr. Pycraft had mistaken the 
sound for the cry of a night-bird. 

"A signal!" he muttered excitedly. 1'I 
kr1ew it! I knew that Kingswood had come 
out to meet some more of his disreputable 
companions. It isn't enough that he should 
bring prize-fighters into the school!'' 

This shadowing business was all very well, 
but llr. Pycraft had a horror of being de­
tected. Had he dared, he would have gone 
11earer. But his fear held him back, and, 
crouching low in the grass, he waited. 

Two figures emerged from the ,vood ; and 
even in that faint, screened moonlight Mr. 
Pycraft had no difficulty in recognising the 
111en as shabby, ragged brethren of the high­
,vay. Or perhaps they were dressed in rag~, 
,vith several days' gro,vth of beard on their 
chins, in order to conceal their true char­
acter. 

'' . • . jttsi what you want, guv'nor, '' came 
a rou~h, eager voice. "Bill and ·me took a 
f e,v risks . . . of course ! . . . . Didn't we 
say that we'd put 'em in. the box?'' 

''Yes, I found them," came Mr .. Kings­
wood's voice. •• Good-but not good enough. 
Let'e see what you've got here; and remem­
ber, be extremely careful--'' 

'' No need to tel1 us, guv'nor, '' said the 
1-ough voice. '' We're old hands at the game. 
There · you are look ! " 

A mat.ch flared, and Mr. Pycraft saw the 
group of men peering into a square, opened 
box. 

''Splendid!'' came Mr. Kingswood's de­
lighted voice. 

And soon the match went out; Mr. Py-­
craft's eager ears heard the ehin·k of money 
as it was _exchanged from o~e hand to 
another. 

"Yes ... very special job to-night,,, Mr. 
King~,,,.ood was saying. ''I think I ahall 
want you fellows to help . . . better come 
along.'' 

Before Mr. Pycraft could auite rea]ise it 

they had plunged i11to the wood; and 'When 
he plucked up enough cottrage to follow he 
only heard faint sounds of their progress deep 
in the undergrowth. He ventured to follow, 
but being as skilful i11 woodcraft as a cod­
fish, he was hopelessly lost within two 
minutes. And it too.k him practically half 
an hour to get out of the wood again. He 
was a very relieved man when he found 
himself out in the open. 

His disappointment at losing his quarry 
was tempered by his satisfaction at what he 
had overheard. So Mr. James Kingswood, 
accompanied by two palpable ruffians, waa 
going on some special job to-night I 

'' I'll get him!,, vowed the mean-spirited 
Form-muter. '' I'll not rest until I~ve dis­
covered this secret of hia and then I'll have 
him kicked out of the scflool. '' 

He went to bed in quite a genial mood. 

Surprising the Natives. 
''NOW'S your chance, Archie!'' 

'' Ha, ha, ha ! ,~ 
'' Let,s see if you can Jaet three 

rounds.'' 
'' Good old slacker I'! 
There were all sorts of good-natured com­

ments, 11ttered in loud voices, as Archie 
Glenthorne leapt into the ring with his 
seconds. The redou-btable Handforth was 
already in his own corner, and Church and 
McClure were attending him like nurees over 
a baby. 

Two or three days had passed-heotic, 
crowded days. Every morning Archie had 
been up at six; with the Kid he had been 
out running. He had put in w~arisome hours 
training in all its aspects wearisome hours 
during the first part of the period, but en­
joyable hours towarda the latter. For as 
Archie's muscles became more supple, 80 his 
\Voes vanished. He was now sound in wind 
and limb, and he was looking forward to 
this contest with supreme confidence. 

Handlorth. had been training, too. He 
had suddenly jumped to the conclusion that 
Archie meant business, and it had not needed 
the urgings of Church and McClure to spur 
him on. He had even consented-somewhat 
grudging,ly-to accept helpful tips from Kid 
Williams. 

The gy1n. was packed. Somehow or other 
every body belonging to the Remove and 
Fourth had managed to cram in. The h9ys 
surrounded the ring in a solid maa1; they 
overflowed on to the window-ledge1; they 
even spread to the overhead beama, where 
they perched like monkeys. 

Mr. Kingswood himself was acting as 
referee. This waa the first of the eliminat­
ing conteats. · 'llle winner would be matelled 
against the winner of another eliminating 
contest-and so it would go on until the 
final pair were left. · 

'' Don't forget, Handy-box I'' urged Churclt 
earnestly, just before the gong eounded. 
•• Don't try to fight, or you,11 get -nowhert. 
Bo:x ali the ti.me. Archie j.9 a dark· horae •. ' ' 
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cc Rats!'' said Handforth, who still couldn't 
:>elieve, eve11 for a second, that there was 
1r1y possibility of him losing. '' Haven't you 
1eard the chaps yelling? Archie won~t last 
~hr~e rou11ds. '' 

'' Mind yo11 last three rounds!'' said 
~lcClure significantly. 

Ile proved to be alas for Handforth 1-a 
Grue prophet. . 

With the sound of the gong the young 
ooxcrs leapt into the match with tl1at 011-

~husiasm and pep for which schoolboy con­
~ests are noted. There was no waste of time 
-no dilly-dallying. Archie a11d Handy went 
at it with an earnestness which was a de· 
light to the referee's ey~. 

'1,hud I Biff ! Thud I Tap! Thud-thud I 
With twinkling feet Archie almost made 

rings round the\l' clumsy, astonished, be­
wildered Handforth. His gloves, beating 
Ha11df?rth's gu~rd repeatedly, nipped in and 
nut w1tl1 amazing skill, and Handforth was 
tap~d on the chin, on the chest, here, there, 
and every~·here. 

And Handforth's own lunges were clumsy 
~nd elephantine in comparison. The specta­
tors, who had chiefly come here to lattgh, 
\\·ere soon murmuring with admiration. Even 
Lawrence him8elf was flt1shed with wonder. 

'' This man's a genius!" he muttered, nudg­
ing- Buster Boots. 

,. You'll lick any chap the Remove can 
produce,'' retorted Boots. 

"You bet!" agreed Lawrence. ,. Bttt Archie 
is the Remove's man, or I'm a blind horse ! ., 

Tne Removites were soon cheering lustily; 
the Fourth-Formers, startled by Archie's dis• 
play, scarcely knew whether to be pleased 
or dismayed. But their confidence in Law­
rence was unshakable. 

'' You lost that round hopelessly, Handy!"' 
said Church in des~air, after the gong had 
sounded. '' What did we tell you? Uae your 
feet more I He'll win every point there is 
unless you change your ideas ! '' 

The trouble with Handforth was that he 
had only one set of ideas. In t·he second 
round he commenced fighting in earnest­
rather to Archie's surprise. He got in one 
right-hander '\Yhich rooked the noble junior 
on his heels. 

'' Oh, ratl1er ! '' said Archie aggressively. 
"If you're going in for that kind of stuff, 
old thing, right-ho I I mean to 881, now l\·e 
knov..,-what? '' 

Biff t Thud I CRASH I 
Handforth did not · even see those fists. 

He only knew that something-which felt 
remarkably like the hind hoof of a mule­
str11ck him on the left ear. Before he had 
recovered f roD) this shook, and before he 
could even begin to readjust his guard, 
another mule kicked him in the chest. And 
then -an elephant strtlck ·him witl1 such force 
on the chin that his interest -in t.he proceed• 
ings faded. 

·' One-two-three four--" 
He heard somebody count.ing He didr1,t 

know who it ,vas, or ,vhat the counting was 
for. He wa!i some,vl1ere ir1 the clouds, float-

ing, and in some extraordinary way he had 
lost the lower part of his face. At least, 
there was no feeling there--

'' Out!'' said the voice gently. 
'' Hurrah I'' 
'' Well done, Archie!'' 
Archie Glenthorne was considerably sur­

prised. He had not even known his own 
strength-for in giving Handforth one or two 
heft.y pt1nches, in response to Handforth's 
own onsla11ght, he had delivered a knock­
out I 

Archie Becomes Favourite I · 

E l)w ARD OSWALD HANDFORTH, 
having come out of his trance, received 
the sad news with bewildered horror. 

'' I've lost!'' he asked hoa.rsely. 
'' Archie's won?'' 

'' Afraid so, old. man~'' said Church gently. 
'' But-but how did it happen?" 
'' Most frightfully sorry, old scr~am, bu~ _I 

didn't absolutely mean it,'' apologised Arct_11e 
Glenthorne, coming over to · Handforth's 
corner. '' But you started biffini, and I 
started bifling, and in some extraordinary way 
my fist qeveloped an extr.a supply of horse• 
power.'' 

'' In other words, Hand-forth, you were 
beaten very decisively,'' said Mr. Kingswood, 
,vith a· smile. '' It really makes little differ­
ence because Glenthorne is so very superior 
to you on points that I should have awarded 
him the verdict, even if the contest had gone 
to the full time.'' 

'' Well I'm jiggered I'' said Handforth 
bleakly. 

With characteriatio sportsmanship he 
grabbed Archie's hand, and slapped him on 
the back. 

'' Jolly good, old son!'' he said enthuiastic­
ally. '' Congratters I Any chap who can' 
whaclc me is a giddy marvel 1'' 

'~a, ha, ha ! " 
The spectators yelled appreciatively 
''You're the man for the Remove!'' v.·ent 

on Handforth. '' 0£ course, I was a dotty 
chump to ever think that I could win the 
belt. This boxin_g__"stuff is no good to a hard 
hitter like nie I When I use my fists, I fight. 
I've no use for fancywork and pretty foot 
play.'' . 

Thus the burly junior consoled himself. 
'' You Fourth-Formers had better prepare 

yourselves for s shock I' he went on, address• 
ing Buster Boots, Corcoran, Christine, and 
that crowd. '' Lawrence is pepper, but our 
man is the whole giddy cruet! I never 
thot1ght Archie had it in him 1 '' 

'' Aren't you taking things too much for 
granted?'' asked Jack Grey, of the West 
Ho11se, with a grin. '' Archie's good-a lot 
better than I expected-but a West House 
fello,v is going to represent the R-emove in 
the final.'' 

Roars of laughter from the Ancient House 
section broke out. 

.''All right!'' yelled Grey. ''What about 
Reggie Pitt? He'll liclc Archie har1d'i down-
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and he's the Remove skipper, don't forget! 
Re1gie ia our man!'' _~ 

And most oI the Removite1 were inclined 
to agree· with this opinion-although Archie's 
performance, briel though it had been had 
slightly shaken their confidence. Kid Williams 
listened to everything with hie own inimit­
able grin. And more than once he took the 
liberty o~ radiating a sly wink in Mr. Kings­
,,.,ood's direction. . 

The Kid was satisfied. More than .satisfied. 
Never had he t1·ained such a promising ·boxer. 
From the very first moment of his association 
,,·ith Archie GJenthome, the latter had sprung 
surprise after surprise. His energy was un­
bounded; his enthusiasm was tremendous. It 
,vas as though the noble junior, by slacking 
a11d loafing for months on end, stored up 
enormous reserves of cone,entrated ,.,im. And 
having had this glorious ''binge,'' as he him­
self termed it, he would probably rest on his 
lattrels and spend another term or two in 
gloriow idleness w1til something else cropped 
11p to start him off again. Archie was like 
that. 

N EXT morning Handforth startled his 
chum~ by ruthlessly pitching them out 
of bed on to the floor, at fi,·e a.m. 
It was a dull, grey, unsummery morn­

ing; but Handforth would not have cared if 
rain had been pouring down in torrents. 

''Come on, show a leg!'' he said crisply. 
An unnecessary injunction, since hie chums 

,,·ere showing iour. 
'' But-but it isn't time to ~et up!'' ejact1-. 

lated Church sleepily. '' The rising bell hasntt 
gone '' 

'' Bot.her the rising bell,'' interrupted Hand• 
forth. ''-It's five o'clock.'' 

'' Oh, crumbs!'' 
'' We're going to help Archie in his train­

ing,'' explained Handforth blandly. '' As I'm 
out of the runnin~, we might as well make 
sure that an Ancient House man gets into 
the final. Those West House chaps are too 
jolly cocky. We'll knock Pitt off his perch!'' 

Cht1rch and McClure admired t.h·eir leader's 
spirit, but they found it difficult to share his 
enthusiasm. 

''Mad, as usual!', said. McClure dourly. 
'' That's the worst of you, Handy, you can't 
do anything moderately. You al,vays go to 
one extreme 01' the other. Do you think Kid 
\Villiame wants ltB messing about? He's 
Archie's trainer-and he doesn't need any 
help.,, 

''Well, he's goir1g to get it, whether he 
needs it or 11ot, '' replied Hand forth. '' In 
any case, it's not so mttch help that we're 
going to give Archie-but support. En­
couragement. We'll _rally round him, and 
cheer him on.'' 

'£here was no help for it. Church and 
~IcClure had to get up. They were quite 
satisfied that Archie would be far better off 
,\·ithout Handfortl1's e1'cot1ragement, hut it 
'\\·as such a worthy object that the two juniors 
l1adn't the heart to resist their leader. Be­
sides, after what they had seen of Archie, 
they were inclined to mak·e him favourite. 

Thus, at five-fifteen, whilst the rest of the 
school 1lept, Handforth & <Jo. barged out into 
the Triangle. Ha~!d.forth had diacovered, to 
his astonishment, that Archie's bed-room was 
empty. Early as the Study D chums had 
been, the energetic Archie had forestalled 
them. 

'' Come on-in the gym, I erpect !1
' yelled 

Handfortb. 
'' Not so much noise, fathead!'' urged 

Church. '' Do you think everybody elae wants 
tc, be awakened at this hour?'' 

''Why not?'' retorted Handforth. ••By 
George! 1"here they are. Go it, Archie! 
Good man J'' 

Archie Glenthorne, in running togs, · accom­
panied by the Kid, similarly attired, had just 
come trotting through West Arch. The 
aristocratic junior eyed Handforth somewhat 
uncertainly. 

''Oh, rather!'' he said. ''I take it, oid 
fright, that you are rallying round 7'' 

Before Handf ortn could reply a head ap­
peared at one of the East House windows. 

''-Go a,,lay I'' said the h·ead ferociously. 
'' How dare.,. you make all t.his no~e at s11ch 
an hour? · How do l'OU think people ca11 
sleep?'' 

'' Sorry, Mr. Pycraft,'' said the Kid, glanc­
ing up. '' But Master Archie and me was 
quiet enough.. It's these young g~ts '' 

''I wasn't talking to you!'' interrupted Mr. 
Pycraft rttdely. ''-You had better not give" 
me any o·f your insolence, my man.,, 

Mr. Williams felt justifiably annoyed. Mr. 
Pycraft's. enappineBs was quite unwarra11ted. 
1 1he kid did not know-and it wouldn't have 
made any difference if he had know1l-that 
the weedy Form•master had spent such a rest­
less night that he had not dropped off J.Wtil 
dawn. And within a couple of hours Hand­
forth's voice had awakened him-and Mr. 
Pycraft oould never get to sleep again in such 
circumstances. 

'' Mak~g a big ft1Ss, ain't you?'' asked the 
Kid. ''But don't fret yourself-we're going. 
A11d I shouldn't advise you to talk rude to 
me any more, Mr. Pycraft, because there's fl 
limit to my tood nature. You're safe up 
there, but there'll come a time--'' 

'' Are you daring to threaten me!'' gasped 
Mr. Pycraft, horrified. 

'' Look he1·e, sir, it was my fault!', broke 
in Hand.forth. •• Sorry if we disturbed you. 
Do11't blame Mr. Williams.'' 

'' Don't blame whom?'' asked Mr. Pycra.ft, 
with ex~gerated off enoe in his voioe. ·''Mister 
\\"illiam~, i11de·ed ! If I had my way, you 
boys wouldn't be allowed to associate with 
such a man,! I'm going to complain to the 
Headmaster--'• · 

''Go ahead!'' said the Kid, fll1shing. ''Go 
a11d complain t.o him now! .. Mr. Jim don't lie 
a•bed in the mornings! You'll find him up 
and abo11t. Go and talk to 'im !" 

And )tlr. Willia~, thoroughly disgusted, 
went off with Archie. Handf orth & Co. 
received something of a shock at least, Hand­
forth did. For when the burly Edward Oswald 
proposed that he should accompany Archie on 
the run, Mr. Williams grinned. 
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'' In them togs, young gent?'' he asked. 
''Eh?'' said Handforth, staring down at 

his lounge suit. 
'' Can't run in them things, air.'' 
'' That's what I thought,'' put in Church 

casually. ''-What a pity, Handy l We shall 
have to let· Archie and the Kid go off alone. 
Can't expect them to wait about while we 
change.'' 

'' Be reasonable,', added McClure. 
Handforth regarded his chums with deep 

• • susr1c1on. 
' You-you rotters !'' he said fi·ercely. '' Why 

didn't you remind me, when we were getting 
dressed? You knew jolly well that we oug.ht 
to have put on our runnin~ togs,'' 

'' Well, so-long, old tulips ! " said Archie. 
'' You don't expect the Kid and me to take 
root while you finish this dashed argument, 
do yo~?'' 

And off they went, leaving Handiforth & 
Co. n1ore or less stranded. 

Bt1t that little incident; trivial though it 
was, led to something big. 

Mr. Pycraft's Progress-and Archie's 

M R. Pycraf t decided to take Kid Wil­
liams at his word. There was no 
time like the present-and Mr. 

· Pycraft felt that he had full jttstifica­
tion for coznplaint. That wretched prize-

• fighter had bee11 insolent to him, had even 
threate11ed him. 

'' It is more tl1an flesh and blood can 
stand!'' muttered l\fr. Pycraft, as he dressed .. 

No doubt his sleepless 11ight had greatly 
added to his ill-temper. His very sleepless­
ness, however, had been occasioned by his 
hatred of Fighting Jim Kingswood. For 
hours he had tossed about, wondering how 
110 could strike the blow which would humble 
the headmaster in the dust. 

He ,vas afraid of Mr. Kingswood-and that 
very fear added fire and strength to his 
hatred .. 

\Vhen he emerged from the East House, 
well before six o'clock, he was irritated to 
see quite large numbers of juniors in the 
Triangle. 

'' Bal1·!,, said Mr, Pycraft disdainfully. '' Is 
this a school-or a boxer's training camp? 
All the boys have gone mad!'' 

'' Speaking to us, sir?" asked Buster Boots 
cheerily. '' Good-mo ming, Mr. Pycraf t ! ,, 

'' Wl1y are you up at t.his hour?'' snapped 
the Form-master. '' Do you think you'll be 
any_ good at lessons?'' 

He turned his gaze from Boots to Christine, 
and from Christine to Lawrence, and from 

. Lawrence to the other Four-th-Formers, who, 
in running-kit, were ready to start off on a 
cross-country trot. 

'' Your headmaster is responsi,ble for thia 
insanity!'' said Mr. Pyoraft sourly. ''Well, 
if any of you boys neglect your lessons to•day 
you will be detained after school. If the 
Head is content to see your studies going by 
the board, I am not!'' 

He stalked away. 
''Beast!'' rntirmured the ]fourth-Forn1cr.s. 

On the other side of the Triangle Vivian 
Travers had just emerged from the Anclent 
House, surrounded by a little gang of his 
own supporters. From the West House came 
Reggie Pitt, equally surrounded. Everybo~y 
was ''bitten.'' - Seldom indeed had the Junior 
School been so energetic. Mr. King~wood 
had positively inspired the h<!ys. ln<?1den t­
ally, their studies were not suffering 1n the 
least. Rather the contrary. 

''I \\,,on't put up with this sort of thing," 
muttered Mr. Pycraft, as he hurried towards 
the Head's HottSe. ''We Form-masters don't 
know whether we are on our l1eads or our 
heels. The entire school is disorganised. By 
Heaven! If only I .had some definite 001n­
plaint to lay before the Governors I'' 

His eye8 glittered at the very tbottght. 
Reaching the House, he found the Head's 
front door standing wide open. With his 
celebrated creep, he entered the h•ll. The 
study door was ajar, and Mr. Pycraft np· 
proached. 

Even the servants had not yet made an 
appearance at this early hour-for it had 
not yet struck six. Mr. Pycraft entered tl1e 
study abruptly, and then came to a sudde11 
halt. 

Mr. Kingswood was at the desk, bending 
over something which lay on the blotting-pad. 
It was a little ormolu tray, but Mr. Pycraft 
had no chance of seeing what the tray con­
tained. For, with a smothered exclamation~ 
the Head swept the tray inoo a drawer and 
slammed the drawer in, locking it. 

'' I-er-am sorry, sir, if I startled yo11--'' 
began Mr. Pycr,ft. 

The headmaster's face was flushed, and he 
looked confused. His eyes blazed. 

''May I ask, Mr. Pycraft, why you creep 
into people's room?" he demanded angrily. 

'' Really, sir I I wasn't aware that I ,vas 
creeping!'' protested Mr. Pycraft. '' Neither 
could I anticipate that you would be engaged 
in some secretive occupation--,, 

''You had better be caref11l, Mr. Pycraft,"­
said the Head ominously. 

''I don't know what you mean.'' 
'' In my own study I can do just as I like­

withot1t aski11g your permission," went on 
Fighting Jim, now tully reco·vered from l1is 
confusion, and coldly angry. ''I was foolish 
enough to believe, Mr. Pycraft, that I was 
enjoying the privacy which, as the headmaster 
of this school, is my right-in my own 
House.'' 

They st.ood there, glaring at one another, 
and l\fr. Pycraft was quivering with sudden 
excitement. He felt that he had gained a 
point. 

'' I did not even know that yott were i11 

the room, sir,'' he said sneeringly. ''I a1n 
sorry if I startled you. Indeed, I apologise 
for interrupting your er-privacy.'' 

''You hate me, Mr. Pycraft, don't yott?'' 
asked the Head bluntly 

'' Well, really, sir .- ,, 
''I'm not a fool,'' continued Mr. Kir1ga­

wood. '' If you had the chance, Mr. P_ycraft, 
you would do me an injury. Well, what do 
you want? Once before I had to complain 
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because yot1 charged ir1to my study unir1vited, 
a11d ur1a11ou11ced. I cJ011't like your creepir1g 
Yr·ays, Mr. P)·craft. Sa_y what you war1t to 
tsa}·, a11d the11 get out.'' 

·.1V1r. Pycraft s\'.\~nllo,ved- }1a1·d. 
•• I have come to la)' a complai11t before 

you,,.. he said, })ale "'it h frigl1t a11cl ar1ger. 
'' A11otl1er con1plair1t?" ~aid the Head. 

'' l)on 't )'O\I ever do anythi11g but complain, 
i\lr .. Pycraft ?'' 

'· ~J 1hat ,, .. retched fello\\~, ,,:rilliams, has been 
iri~olent to 111e--'' 

·• Oh, \\;--il]ian1s ?" t)roke i11 tlie Heac1. '' If 
J'<Ju l1a ve a11:yt.hi11g to saj~ agai 11st \\i i llian1R, 
sa,y it ir1 his prese11ce. Corne to me later, 
A1r. P~ycraft. Co111e to n1e im1nediateJy after 
hrt·akfast, ,\-l1e11 \\7illia111s ,vill be here.'' 

' ' 1:1 t I, . --' ' ~u , rca J)', sir 
'' rfhnt's ali, l\Ir. f>)·craft," said the Head. 

u (~~ood-morning ! " 
u But I c)on't see,--" 
'' You ,\·ill oblige r11e by closi11g the door 

as you go Ol1t. '' 
A f iCr ~11cl1 a disn1i5,sal, there was r1othing 

1nore to ~ay. l\Ir. Pycraft closed tJ1e door 
,vith a slam. He fairly seethed as he strode 
hacl{ across Inner Court. Fighting Jim'~ 
directness ,vas n1ore than llr. Pycraft cottld 
cope with. He ,vas baffled. 

But v.·hat he J1a(l ~een ir1 the Heacl"s st11dv 
i11tl'igl1ed hirn. .,,~11at ,vas it that lfr. Kings­
\\'OOd had thrt\.St into that dra,,,er Eo hastily­
so guiltily? \VhJ· l1ad l1e been so confusecl? 

~ir. Pycraft ren1embered the l1eadn1aster's 
secret n1eeting ,vith q11estionable, disreputable 
chsracters in Bellton \\~ood. He had bar­
gained with them-he l1ad gone off ,vitl1 them 
or1 some noctl1rnal n1issior1. And now, this 
111orning, believing himself to be private, he 
had been poring over the contents of tl1at 
ormt1lu tray. .l\lr. Pycraft qt1ivered f1·om 
head to foot. '11here ,vasn't the slightest 
doubt that l\Ir. Kingsw·ood ,vas engaged in 
some t1nderhand traffic \\'hich co11ld only be 
conducted in secret. 

'' These facts, alone, might be sufficient to 
place before the Go,rernors," mtlttered 1\ilr. 
l>ycraft feverishly. '' By Heaven! I have a 
n1ind to writf:I a letter to Sir Johr. B1·ent 
to-day! Thi8 man is a menace to the very 
sanctity of the school ! '' . 

But he did not ,vrite-yet.. He ,vished to 
1nake a·bsolutely sure. He ,vanted to obtain 
definite evidence. A11d an idea had come to 
him-an idea which ,vas characteristic of the 
lnan. 

If only he oot1ld get one glimpse into that 
locked drawer he would discover Jim Kings­
wood's secret-and he ¥lou1d have Jim Kings,. 
wood in the hollow of his hand ! 

RESULT 
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. 
2 FIRST PRIZES 

of 

£2 Caskets of Finest Chocolates and 24 Stamps 
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£11s. Caskets of Finest Chocolates & 24 Stamps 
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. JA~IES A. WILKINRO~. 16. Lee~ Street, 
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t lb. Boxes of '' King George'' Chocolates and 
24 Stamps 

FIPA.XK BlJRCH. 8. Spring Lane, Woodside, 
South Norwood. S.E.25. EILEEX ll. FULLER. 
1. Hill Crc111t. Beacham, n(~ar King's LJlltL 
.. \LICE OREBNH.ALGH. 25,. Elmwood Gro'Ye, 
Bolton. L1Pc11. B. HOPIINS. 279, Stone 
House. Two-Gates Road. Xettl.-:brook, Ta.•­
,vortb. J. S. llORJl.18. 17. Heath Road, 
Uttoxcter. VIVIAN l'l~EVE, 7, Bul~·ark Row. 
D('al. Kent. VIOLET .RADLEY, 44. Fair Street, 
Stepney, London1 E.1. PEGGY RISDON, Oak-

- dene. Davenham ATenue, Northwood, )(i.;dle­
se~. JENNIE ROBERTSON. 1. Benjimen Road. 
Roschill-on-Tyne. ALEC WILLIAMS. 8, Court 
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T HREE days elapsed, ho,vever, before the 
Fcrm-maeter's opportt1nity presented 
itself. And during those three days bis 
suspicion., had increased ; they had fed 

upon themselves un~il he had come to regard 
Mr. Kingswood as a sinister criminal. He 

(Oontin·ued on page 44.) 
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child to eat Cadbury '1 Chooola.te1.'' These alaa aa,e 
been desoatched to winner,. 
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THE KINGSWOOD BELT! 
sa\v so111et.l1i11g sll:-,IJici()t1s~ so111etl1i11g signifi­
c·a11t '.' i11 ever.)~ O_lle of 1\11'. I~i11g~.=~,,·ood's 1110,~e­
r11e11ts. 

Aru.l ,vl1cr1 a 111a11 is \Yatcl1ing a11otl1er 111ar1, 
a~ :\Ir. l)VCTaft ,,·as ,vatcl1iug the I-lead, J1e 
·,.~-tnnot l1~~tJ) 11otit'.·i11g· all ·sorts of strange 
things. r~rl1e S(__·l1,)ol, as a ,,·hole, regarclecl 
1'') r. J~ings\Y(>otl as a. s11ort~n1a11 ancl a gentlc­
n1J 11. Nouocl:y to<)k a11y 1H)_ticc ,vhe11 ~Ir. 
J{i11~~,vood ,vent out for lor1g cot111t.r.Y 
l'a ru't~ lc3·. 1-~re __ i 11 ,. ,1 r ia lJlj· ,\·e11 t: - off alo11c, a 11cl 
ju~t as i11Ya-i·i(1i~1~·~ lie })l1111g .. '"\d · into ,v<Joclell, 
:-~1(·rct r>1nces, l ,·a·11isl1ing i11 !11}·F-ter:y ... 

-, ,t • ~· - • I. 

l\lt,an,Yl1iic, ·111att,~rs "\Yt:re p1·ogrtls:=:i11g ,vit.h 
the 'jt111iors. ··- ThPre 11.atl l)ec\11 anotlier Elimin­
otin,s.;- l'ontest-11cggie l>itt versus v-riviar1 
'l.,ra \~t,r.~. · ., . 

.,.,'- • -- ,,JJ/la /=-=-. '· 'I. • • r ., . - .. 
- A g·reat l1c)xir1g 1natl·l1-011e ,vl1ich ,vou1cl 
!) e J ("J n g · 1·<in1 l'tn lie rc•cl b )t t }1 e .l\ue i e11 t llou se 
ft·l~D\Y~.·· rl.,licre }1n<l. bee11 vcrv lrttle to ch,Jose - ~ 

l H_-. t \ v t? c r!_ t he \ \ 7 est Ho 11 s e j u 11 i or a !1 d t he 
Ar1c~enf _llou·sc I jti11ior; l)tlt ~llitt '.VOil the 
111at.~11 0?1 1Joi11t.s. - I-le ,vas a shade tt1aia better 
(Jf tl1e t,,·o-m11cl1 t() the gleef11l satisfaction 
of the \\fe!3t liou~e section: , 

,-,;, . 

''\\"T 11 - ' 11 · 1 • ·1· - '' .d J k e ' it~ :1 J)1HIIl-sa1 111g Il{>W, -; Sal ac. 
c:re!' l1arll)ilJt, after tl1e 111atf']1 . . ''Reggie 
111et:' t ;_; J_.,a \\. re nee i 11 the fi nn l." 

. 

GROSE'S, Ludgate Cir~~s, LONDON. 
SPECIAL 18-PANEL FOOTBALLS. 

(ll,~11tlrtli1},1 J/1 r! 1:.'1 Si:e.1 
Co"· hill e C:1 st''.-; 5 / 8 

~\,·i-th ~pur 1,lad,Jer. Pach 

FOOTBALl KNIC!<ERS 
~av r or ,,. hit t~ 1 O / 6 

S\-.·a n~do,,·n l:n0d doz. 

- - . 
' . ' 

:;o 

I 
S,-n,/ fv;• -/l!H.<.fJ·otnl . : r,. 

•.. . -----..-- ... (' 't ,!Hun,-. ]>,,,",._ J,',.,.,, ·:d. .. . 
GEO. GROSE & CO., s,-New Bridge Street, Londcn, EC:4 

BE "'"' TALL Your !IC'L~ht inc-rr·asr·d in i4 dn.'°i:,;· 
111 01· 1'l1)Hl'.\" Uar-k. CnH)J)1(•te Course•. 

5 t-. ·- Il,,r,klet -.'9flan JH·irri tr·ly .-STEBBI?lG SYSTEM~ 
28. Dea11 Road, LONDON,· N~"\11.2. · 

THE "BRITANNIA" AIR PISTOL. 
Ill--•· -~~.-i11111 A British Proc_11·1eed v.·canon upholtl­

iug an ·th~ tradllions oi BRITISII 
. \V<>HKMANSIIIP. Positively tt1e 

1110:~t.~ a.<'curate MACl!ll\J•>).[ADE 11istol eVC'f' 
. urod11c(•d at· thc;pricc. ·IlcHutifully flnisbcd. 

Shoots ,vith gr('at. force =-and penetration. b{·ing 
1ua<lc t<11tirl'ly· of BEST.STEEL. It Vt·ill "·car tor 
•t'[•t". - Unri,~alletl .. fur indoor and outdoor u~l'. 

Ta rgct H JHl Rn t Shooting. . : -
l'i~c<r, g11n • hlucJ 8.16 'eaeh. · With supulv of 
PrH·t:•. _ plated, .•.• :·9! • . eaeh ·- Darts and Slug~. 

~P1ul tnr ltsr of <:1111s, ct·c .• post fr<-~. frn1ra ,,,e ntal.er. 
FRANK CLARKE, 39j4l·,. Lower Loveday St., 

, .- BIR:MJ.NGHAM. ,. · --
BE ·TALLER I It1crc"a·s~d iny o"·n iu..1ight to tift. 

3:nns. 'fr(•at1nc·nt- £2.2s.-Dc.tai1s 
• 2Ad. st:in1p.-.A. Il. M. ROSS. 

Ileight Spr·cialist, SC.ARB9~ouqrr. ENOL~ND,. , .. 

·Blus-HINC· SHYNESS.-For FREE varlicn-. · - - - In rx · · si1nplc · ho1nc~ curo '\\Trite 
. . _ . . .. ' Mr. HUGHES. 26, Bart St., 

LONDON, W .c, 1... . -~--. .- · 
, I• _- • Io-

Be sure to mention THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 
when communicating with advertisers. 

"l{at.:~ !n said Ha11clforth. '' \~1hnt al-,out 
1-\rel1ic? l1 itt's got to lJeat ... ~rc}1ie J·et !, ' 

'' ~I.Y 11ocJr ass, tl1at. ,,·011't. l)e a rnat~l1 at 
all-it.'li be a co111ic i11terl11cle !':.: _sai<l . Grey 
1, i 11 d J .Y. · • .; • ►• • ,_ • "'_-. 

n It t the .i\ I 1 Ci e JI t. I IO ll se j H 11 i u l '6' In ll C 11 t t) 

tl1eir a,,·11 sttrpri~e, ,.,·ere 110,v J)i1111ing "their 
faith or1 tl1e or1ee (les11isecl Arcl1ie c;lt-11fl1t1r11e. 
1-\rchie had l,econ1c their l1ot fa\·t)uriie. Tl1ev 
,Yere relying u1)011 l1i111 to lick lleggie l")itf. 
If he cli(l so, he \Yotdtl ine\·ital>lv 1J·e Jl1atcl1etl 
;1gainst }:i-11cst l..1a\vre11ce, tl1e 111ilJeater1 
eh a 1111 •ion. 

.i\rchie's lJl'0g!·2ss, in fact. ,Yas a ki11cl c>f 
r?in e cla vis' ,vontier ii 1 t l1c Rc111ove. N eYer 

4-

f or a r1'}j11ute hafl tl1e for111er t31ac·J..:er's e11-
tl111siasr11 ,,·i1t11:1<l. r\ncl J(irl \\7jJlian1s fou11cl it 
_Ilecessar_y t(1 rer-lres~ "".\rel1ie. rather iha11 urge 
hi111. ....\ucl St!c:h \\"as the T(icl's 01J'ii111is111· tl1at 
]1~ co111n1unicatecl it to .. the .)Jo,·s the.nisel,·L'f;. ... .. 
Even the lfo11rtl1-For1i1el's, for ... tl1e first tin1e, 
-.,,Yere J)egirii1i11g to'' re~arcl .F~.\1·cl1ic se1·io-llsly. 
~ 0 t ~ th at an y· 0 n e Of t ~ e rn. 11 ;_!·s1 . ~-h C .... s ~ i g· l l t e ~ t 
s11adc>,v of cloulJt. Ernest T~a \Yrc11ce ,Yas tl1e1r 
rnar1-n!1d he ,,·as t1nconc1l1e-rable. · · · 

( Tl,e-re ,;s re,,•f,,inly ,,. s1,1·1, .. ,,.isc i11. .lii#ore 
for Ilic • 1-~cl1ool in f 11(• 11e~r# , .. ,,.,,.n.tl ·of ... -,,,e 
Ii-i,,y.,,rroo(l ll(1 ll. "!\~e~rt ·1ret;I~ ~-~-- cl1a1Jf<1 1·•s r,f 
tl1is fJ•·e,,t srl,o,,l f(rlc are full of set·1sat·iotlal 
a,l1:•e-,•t1,,~es .) •-

BLU SH·I NC Shyness. ''Nerves,,, s~if-consclou1ne11, 
· ·Worry Ha.bit. Unreasonable Fears, etc. 

. . • , cured or money back ! Ct>mplete Ccrurse 
5/-, Dctails.-L. A. Stebbing, 28, Dea.n Road, London. N. w. 2 . 

•• ... I • 

AGENTS WANTED _to sell PRIV~TE. qHRIST 
MAS CARDS. 1\[ng111ncet1J c~•llc.-et1on ot l>t·aut1ful"C:fl'd~ 
~nHlJJh• Bnok frer-. ll1ghl'St cou1u1~ss!oll. ~ Yal4nl>le prizc:s: 
.Apply D•·11tou J.trl., l)(•pt. I>. 29, .Al'er111g-ton .. , .. : .,_. 

STOP STAMMERING T -~ C~re_·. yourself. as 
• I d1d. Particu­

lars Free.-FRANK B. HUGHES. 26. Hart St .• 
__LONDON. W.C.l. · 

••••••••••••A••••••~ 
◄ - ► :-1 All applicatlons for Adv~rtisement Space:; ► 
~ in this publication should be addressed ► 

~ ◄ t~ .!~e · Advertisement Manager, '' The ► 
◄ Nelson Lee Library," The Fleet way : 
◄ House, Farringdon Street, London; E.C.4. ► 
◄ '-
• • • T • ~ • • • T • v • ~ • • T?. ~ 

l)ri11tC'd. :tnc.1 pulJ]i.shf'd r·Yc·ry \Vednr:sday by t11c Propr.irtors, The A1nalg~mc\t<'d Pr0ss, J.td .. Thf' FIC'f'l\vay Ho.tt;~~. 
},~irri11gclo11 Strpf•t, London. E.fl.4. Advf•rti~c-111c•nt Offir·es: The 1-,lf'f't\\·ay Ilot1xe. Farri11gdun Strc-Pt, l~.Q-4. 
Rf•gist◄ -rC'd for tran~tnist,;ion uy (\.r111adia11 n1agnzinf' post: Sfihscriptio.n· Ratf•~: Inl:l11d and ... a\bro,1d. 11/- pc-r nnnun1: 
5,1 6 ro1· six 1nonll1s. Sole Agc·nts for Australra a11<l x·r\-.· Zf•:ll:n1d: Ml'sm·~. Gordon & Gotch, Lld.; and fol' South 

· , . · . Afric-n : Cl·Ht ral ::Ke,,·s .A5rency: Ltd. . . 
New Series No. 139. · s.a. September 17th 1 1932. 
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