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MAKE A CHUM OF THIS AMAZING NEW CHARACTER !

PRIMO THE TERRIBLE
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CHAP,.ER 1,
Primo Shows His Strengthl

$ OSH, but that fellow’s got some
(_‘ etrength I’ murttered Tim Murphy,

-J turning to the man who stood next

to him, and who happened to be the

cird oflicer of the steamer Kawanga, which

wa8 then ploughing its way through the Java
Sea, homeward bound,

“I’ll say he has!” was the third’s reply.

“'Phe strongest man in the world, I reckon.
But he’s a curious cuss, and rather ferocious,
00, if annoyed. A variety agent discovered
him in the backwoods of Australia, and is
taking Liiin 1o FEngland to aztonish the people
there, Primo the Terrible’s his name, and
e doesn’t know his own strength.’

Tim nodded and turned his attention again
‘0 Primo—a veritable gianr of a man, whose
muscles rippled like whipcord under the silken,
fanned <kin. A concert being held
i the Kawanga that evenirg, and someore
sad persuaded Primo, the strong man, to
Iive an ol

e had dhieady taken o

.nd et them {0

was

fie had

p !

Lifting two men in one hand ;
twisting thick bars of 1ron inlo
knots—Primo can do these things
as easy as winking! Read and
be thrilled by the stirring adven-
tures of ths young giant, chums.

No. 1.

The Idol of the Head-hunters !

i:p two men with one hand. Now he was
just completing the task of twisting a heavy
kedge anchor, which had taken the strength
of five men to carry down to him, into an
unrecognisable mass.

Tim Murphy could hardly take his eyes off
Primo. Never had he seen such a strong
giant, and Tim, who was an apprentice aboard
the Kawanga, had seen some ‘‘tough nuts”
in his time.

“Phew!” he whistled. ‘I reckon he could
drive a hole with hig fist through an inch

steel plate! If ever——"
(‘rash!
The Kawanega shuddered from stem to

stern, and a terrible grinding noise struck
npon the ears of the passengers. Then the
vessel gave a lurch and heeled over sicken-
ingly, sending everyone rolling over to the
side of the saloon, in-which the conecert had
taken place.

Instantly all was pandemonium. With one
accord the passengers rushed out on deck.

““ All hands to the boats!” came the order

froim the deck; and, shepherded by the ship’s

ot steel stanchions | ofliers, the passeneers were soon lined up

bifted ) o the

hnat deck.



THE NELSON

Tim forgot all about Primo the Terrible in
thhe hub-bub that ensued. The Kawanga, it
appeared, had struck a submerged derelict,
aud her bottom had almost been ripped out
of her, 1t would only be a matter of minutes
before she sunk, and the utmost despatch was
necessary if her passengers and crew were 1o

be taken away by the boats. |

Swiftly the work went on.  Boats were
filled and lowered, and before long Tim found
himself standing by the last boat. This boat
was the one to take the remainder of the
crew, and it was necessary that some men
should remain aboard and lower the boat,
trusting to luck to be able to slide down into
it before the vessel went under,

Timn had forgotten Primo the Terrible—but
Primo was to make himself evident before
Jung! The giant Australian had worked like
twenty men in getting away the other boats,
and, indeed, it had been largely due to his
exertions that they had managed to get clear
so quickly. Now, as he came up to the last
boat, he saw the crew waiting to lower her.

“Get info it!"” he orvdered.

““Passenaers first !’ cried the captain, who,
in accordance with the tradition of the sea,
wis standing by his vessel to the last.

Prime wasted no time, The next minute two
men found themselves picked. up as though
they had been feathers. When they collected:
together their scattered thoughts they found
{hey were in the boat, and that the rest of
the crew were being thrown in, two by two,
by the mighty man of strength!

Tim Murphy was one of them—and he
gasped as he saw Primo throw the captain
into the boat, and then, like child’s play, take
the falls of the boat, wrap them around his
arms, and commence to lower away. Primo
was staying behind on the sinking ship, and
carrying out the work of eight or ten men
i1 lowering the last boat

So suddenly had it all bappened that hardly
anvone realised the great feat of strength
which Primo, in the face of most deadly
danger, was managing, The next moment the
hoat took the water, and Primo threw oft the
falls, allowing the hoat to clear itself.

Then, with a sudden lurch, the Kawanga
slipped stern first into the waler, and the
vortex made tho boat spin around like a
straw in a mill-vace. And Tim DMurphy,
eazing upward, caught a last glimpse of
Primo the Terrible sinking with the Kawanga,

“Gosh! What a man!’ he gasped—and it
was all he could gasp, for the next moment
a mighty wave crashed over tho little boat,
picked up Tim Murphy, and swept him over-
board, carrying him down, down into the
vortex of the sinking Kawanga,

—

CHAPTER 2.
Out of the Frying-pan—-
OMETIHING—it seemed like a grip of
iron—grasped Tim Murphy by the back
of his neck. Then it scemed that he
was being torn in half as the vortex
tugwed to drag him down, and the grip on
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Lis neck tugged to drag him up! The grip
won! Like a cork from a bottle Tim was
plucked from the water, and he subsided in a
heap upon a heaving, volling plank of wood.

He scrambled to a sitting position. It was
almost pitch dark, bul he could just sce that
he was on a raft, and there was one other
person with him—a giautlike person who
towered above him.

“Feel all right ¥’ asked a deep voice, and
Tim rccognised it as the voice of Primo the
Terrible,

“Yes,” he answered,  “But what hap-
pened ? How did you get clear?”

“Ripped off a few hateh coamings and
lashed ’em together,” said Pritno, as though
the making of a substantial raft in a fow
minutes was a matter of no account. *°I
floated clear as the ship went down. Then
I saw you being dragged under, and thought
I may as well save you, too.”

“You tugged against the vortex of a sink-
ing ship!” gasped Tiu, My giddy annt!
Thoe third was right—you can’t know your
own strength.”

“Oh, I reckon I could tear a man in half,”
said Primo unconcerned!y,

He squatted down on the raft, and Tim
looked up at him.

“SBay, vou're the biggoest, strongest, and

the coolest fellow TI've ever met in my life,”

he said in awe. *“*You're an Aussie, aren’t
you ?"’

“I am,”” said Primo. “Never cven seen
the sea till that agent fellow offered to take
me to England and put me on the halls as

a strong man,”

Tim led him on to talk of hims=elf. ¢
gathered that Primo had been born in a
tiny village miles away from civilisation, and
he had grown un without realising that lhis
strength was supernormal. Some of his feats
were bloodthirsty, and made Tin’s blood rar
cold as he related them. Primo knew litth
of the world, and cared less. e had not been
particularly keen on the musie-hall tour, and,
indeed, he seemed just as happy stiting there
on the heavy raft as he would have been
anywhere,

They talked until the first flushes of dawn
came over the eastern horizon, and then, as
the light strengthened, Ui Murphy got te
his feet and looked around. Ilis heart sank
as he saw no signs of the boats from the
Kawanga, but it leaped again as he saw, some
ten miles away, the rugged outline of a well-
wooded island.

“Land!”’ he ervied, and then his Leart sank
once more. ‘I guess the wind's taking us
away from it, though.”

Primo gazed in the direction of the land.
Then, withont a word, he stripped himself
of his outer clothing, took up a length of
rope which was on the raft, and fastened it
about him.

“What are vou going to do?"” gasped Tim:
but Primo mercly looked at him, and then
dived overboard.

The next minute—fo Timm's inlense amazo-
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ment—he had started to strike out with
vigorous gtrokes for the distant shore, towing
the raft and Tim after him as though it had
been a toy-boat!

““Je—rusalem!”” gasped Tim, and subsided,

For hours Primo swam on, and he did not
stop until, at last, his feet grounded on the
sand of the island, and, as Tim scrambled
ashore, Primo picked up the raft bodily and
flung it on the beach.

““We may need it!”” was all he said.

Suddenly something whizzed through the
air and half-buried itself in the sand, Tim
looked down, and his face grew a trifle white
as he saw that it was a spear,

“Yes,”' he said, ““and we may need it
dashed soon. I forgot that some of these
islands are inhabited by head-hunters—and,
by the looks of it, we've
strunek a bunch of them!”’

The words were no sooner
out of his mouth than
another spear came from the
woods which fringed the
heach. Then a great cry
arose, and a mighty band of
natives dashed down the
beach, brandishing spears
and uttering war-cries!

CHAPTER 3.
King of the Rakatangans!

RIMO took a deep
P breath, and his eyes
flashed fire!

Then he took a
little run forward—to the
intense amazement of the

head-hunters, who had ex-
pected their very appearance
to strike terror into the
ficarts of the white men,
Two natives, evidently men
nf aecount in the tribe, were
leading the charge. They
did not lead it for long!

So quickly had Primo
moved that Lhﬁy dii{ not rea-
lise that he meant tc offer re-
sistance They struck out
with their spears a: Primo
advanced, but he dodged the
thrusts nimbly. Ther the two
shiefs found themselves seized
by their throats in a grip
that sent thelr senses reeling.

The next moment the air seemed to be full
of fAying legs and arms. The onrush of the
natives ceased abruptly, and  they gazed in
wonderment at the spectacle of two of their
chiefs being held upright, one in each of
Primo’s powerful arms. For a few seconds
he shook the helpless men in the air. Their
spears and shields dropped from their hands,
and their leopard-skin cloaks joined them.

Then, with a mighty heave, Primo sent
them flying through the air, over the heads
of the natives, who, with wild crics, broke,
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and made for the shelter of the forest, utterly
bewildered by the strength "of this strange
white man,

“After them!’ eried Primo. “I’ll teach
'em a lesson!”’
He made a spring forward, and Tim,

nothing loth, followed him. But in the forest
Tim was at a disadvantage. Primo erashed
on like a charging buffalo. Tim, however,
had not gone far before his foot caught in
a tangle of undergrowth, and he pitched

heavily to the ground.

What happened next he did not quite under-
stand. 1t seemed that hall a dozen hands
seized him, and he was dragged quickly
through the forest. Someone hit him on the
head with a club, and he lost consciousness,
but he knew that he was a helpless prisoner

in the hands of the head-hunters, who, with
their superior knowledge of the forest, were
hurrying away out of the reach of the for-
midable Primo. :

Primo had beaten off the natives attack—

but in doing so he had allowed Tim to fall
into the hands of the ¢nemy !

Tim recovered consciousness with a start.
He tried to stretch himself, and discovered
that he was bound hand and foot. Ile
furned his head, and tried to look around
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hitn, e was fving on a flut slab of stone, | knew nothing of the language of these strango
dind was inside & Lhiat, It was already vignt, | peopie, but there wiaz: no mistaking the aclions
and  through an opening in the roof the | of the witch-doclor, who pirouctted before
prooylight streamed in, Lighting up the hut. | the altar on which Tim lay.

dhe  moon  wos
rising. When ot
reached the idol and
bathed the :;'1i!111511f1'

ficure m ils rays, a

human Ecacriien
wonld boe offererd
arel the  saerifieo

wotthld he Tim!
The  watched i
Fascinated hovior,
The whole of the
ol was now bathed
in moonhight!  Tho
1.'.'1'T-“11-!;+:|1-1=|i' Spranes
Fosrweard., iz arm
wis ralzea, and a
keon Lntfe glittered
i 1!(‘ ]JI"!-if ii [}f:iil“]
for the stroke, T

i :'J-F.‘i[ ]1[5 l"::. 5=

Suddenly, even as
t o witeh-doctor
prepared  for thae
anwnward stenke,
there came a rend-
i noisc,
Cr—ecr—crack!
I"aseinated, 1 he
natives walehed.
The knife fell from
the hand of the
witeh-doelor, ani
ierror  filled his
ceves,  The idol had
split into {wo  dis
tinet parts; and as
it c¢crashed onn the
floor of the bLut, the
natives saw  that
vwhere the 1dnl hadd
previouasly  been,
there now  towered
the ficure of Primno
the Tervible, dressed
it the leopard skins
There came a crack, followed hy a  ©! _””-‘, defeated chiet
terrific crash. Tie huge stone idol ~ fains?  Primo huc
split in two—and inside was re-  Deen inside o the
vealed the ferocious figure of Primo  hollow idol; with bi-
the Terrible ! CNOUILONS strengti
hiethad burs: asnnde:
the hnee stone pod,

v the ravs of thoomoeon Tin saw that a “*T am I"rimoe!” he eried. “Primo!™
massive ol {towered above hin, and that ¢ “Wine Primo thie Terrible!” he went on,
the slab on which he lay was, evidently, a | and  Primo, with an  imperious gestnre,

sort of altar placed 1 [vond of the idol. motioned the natives to velease Ton,  Th:
The eonnd of droms avose, followed by a | was done.  Lhen hie ordered them to leawe
g = L . . !
chanting, and then a large wanber of natives | the hut,

filed 1t the hut and stood around. Their The tuiracle had happened, and Primo {ho
ranks paried, and ont of the head-hunters, | Terrible was now King of the {ribe whicl
who, to judge by his curious garb, was evi- | he was to learn were called the Rakatangans!
dently the witch-doetor of tae tribe, came | (Another entlenllivg story featuring Priv o,
forward and stood by Ting, (e wwmazing 3Mi-.r'u_-*,f|r;r'm-a-', will appror i

The nnise of the drumz ceasod, and the | newt weel's growd Free Giglt issue of thr
witch-doctor alone continued the chant. T | Neusey L)
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

Big air liners vamshing wnto space, never to be seen again ; no trace of wreckage—

no wonder the world 1s startled. Nelson Lee and bis young assistants are facea
with a gigantic task when 1hey set out to solve this baffling problem.

— e S S s o e ey S ik

e

PROLOGUI.

ORD DORRIMORLE, tho millionaire explorer, sportsman, big-garuo hunter, and glche.
I trotter, glanced at one of the indicators in the cockpit.
* Four thousand feet up,”” he rcmarked. * Well, nothing exciting has happencd
vet, Looks like being a fizzle”

His lordship was seated in the comfortable cockpit of his own private racing ’plane, Lord
Dorrimore was a famous pilot, in addition to his other accomplishments, and Le thought nothing
of a lone flight from England to Egypt or from Egypt to India,

At the present momient he was on his way to India, following she celebrated route of the
Indian Air Mail. He was somewhere between Bushire and Karachi, flying over wild, desolato
hill country., This particular 1esicn was one of the loneliest imaginable, where barren hills
dwindled away into the hazy distance, and where acrid, waterless plains swoltered in the glare
of the pitiless sun. )



—THRILLS, MYSTERY AND ADVENTURE !

The air was elear; the visibility was amazingly good. Owverlioad, the sky was deep blue,
without a trace of a cloud to be scen in any direction, Except for a slight huupiness, caused
by the heat and the drifting air currents, the weather was ideal for flying.

Lord Dorrimore’s' 'plane was a rakish, wicked-Jooking machine. Shie was well theattled dow i,
for the machine was ouly travelling at just over a hundred miles an hour—and this racer was
canahle of well over two hundred, all out.

But Dorrie—as he was affectionately known among his friend . —was accornmodatine his
pace to that of the great air liner some distance aliead of him. IHe could see the sun glintin
on the liner's all-inetal planes, She was flving steadily, and had been doing so for many houra,
Lord Dorrimore was keeping his distance in the rear, watching thoe great air liner constantly,

It was really curtosity which had prompted his lordship to undertake this trip. Ho waq
escorting the air liner on her flight from Bushire to Karachi—not beeause he hadl been asked
to do so by the authorities, but because it pleased him, He was wondering if this great three:
engined, all-metal wachine would sharve the fate of its predecessors. Tor, recently, two of theso
vast liners of the air bad mysteriously vanished,

The whole world was discussing the scnsational mystery,

ORD DORRIMORE had been greatly intrigued by the citldle. 1t Lad been mysterions
enough for one air liner to disappear, but the affair had become positively startling
when a second machine had followed the fate of the first, One liner might have got
into difficultics and fallen into the Persian Gulf or into the Arabian Sea, or perliaps

into the barren hill country inland. Bul search parties had failed to find any clue. Aeroplunes
had flown in all directiong, searching, No trace had ever been found. 1t was as though the
machines had been spirited completely away by some mystic force.

And this was not the only snag with which the searchers had to contend. Iach of those air
liners had sent out 8.0.8. mnessages—messages full of drama, full of dreal.

Suddenly, without warning, the call had arrived, throbbing over the air waves, An appeal
for help, vigorous at first, but flickering away rapidly. And then—silence,

There was somcething even horrible in those tragic appeals. They conjured up something
that was terrifying and fraught with horror, What dreadful rnenace was it that assailed theso
air liners ¥

They had left Bushire in the normal course of their duties. With tens of thousands of lettiers
aboard, and with passengers, they had flown off along that great lap of the journcy to India.
Everything had been in order—cengines running perfectly, full supplies of fuel, pilots in gouwl
trim. Then, after a while, those 85.0.8. messagos—followed by silence, The 'planes had goneo,
disappeared into nothingness, Never a trace of them had been seen again,
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The first disaster had caused a sensation, but it had been belioved that the machine had per-
haps developed trouble., Iven after the lapse of a week it had been hoped that some-
thing would be found of the wreckage,

But when the second machine had vanished, then the world had known that tbere was some-
thinﬁ different about these tragedies, Too much of a coincidence to suppose that the second
machine could have developed engine trouble and could have crashed down in a lonely plain
or on a barren hillside. There was something else at work here—some dreadful menace which
no man could name. -

metal liner—a sister vessel of tho ships that had disappeared—had been on the point
of departing for Karachi. And on the spur of the moment Dorrie had decided to escort
this big machine,

The pilot had scoffed at the suggestion, had laughingly told his lordship that any kind of
escort was unnecessary. The pilot had point-blank refused to believe that there could be any evil
influence at work. He held the opinion that both tho other machines had met with common-
place accidents, His confidence in his machine was supreme, and he did not doubt that he
would reach Karachi without incident. He had done the trip scores of times already, and, in
his opinion, there was absolutely nothing to fear,

Nevertheless, Lord Dorrimore was escorting the liner, and he was now beginning to believeo
that the pilot was right,

Many, many hours back he had eanght the last glimpse of the Persian Gulf. Both machines
wcre now flying over this wilderness land—where no human habitations were to bo seen, where
there was scarcely a blado of grass or a tree or a pateh of green,

Lord Dorrimore unwrapped a parcel of sandwiches and munched one of them. Flying was
liable to become monotonous, He was thirsty, too, and he réached for the thermos flask which
contained a supply of hot coffee. His 'plane was flying itself ; it was seldom necessary for him
;0 hrﬁndlﬁ tho controls unless Le was taking off or effecting a landing. Aloft, she looked after
1erself,

“1t’s an infernally queer business,” Dorrie told himself as he took a bite out of the sandwich,
“ Hanged if I can see how those machines could havo erashed without leaving any trace ! They
stick to the same route, and yet no wreckage has been found. Why did they fly off their course,
as they must have done 7 " :

This was a point which was puzzling all the experis. If those machines had, indeed, met
with disaster on the recognised route—the well-mapped-cut course—some trace would assuredly

have heen found.
“Hallo! What the 4

Lord Dorrimore stared, the uneaten half of a sandwich
dropping from his fingers. He was bewildered by what he
saw,

Ahead of him the sky was clear and cloudless, and the giant
all-metal machine was in plain view. DBut instead of flying on
serenely, as she had been doing, she was now mounting rapidly,

There was something extraordinary about this change.

The air liner was climbing at a phenomenal speed, mounting
higher and higher into the blue of the heavens. She was fairly
shooting upwards. Lord Dorrimore was dumbfounded,

He was certain that the lifting power of that air liner was
not capable of taking her up into the sky so rapidly. It was
almost as though the machine was being drawn upwards—
pulled by some mighty force, hidden and deadly,

I1is lordship clapped the wireless earphones to his head. Ie
was just in time to get the S.0.8. !

It came clearly—frantically, And he did not doubt that it
was being sent out by that air liner just ahead of him, in full
sight. There was something dreadful in this sitnation, Dorrie
could see the great machine, and she was flying perfectly, although mounting at such an extra-
ordinary speed, Yet she was certainly in no difficulties. And the 5.0.8. was being broadcast !

It became erratic, feeble, Then, abruptly, it died out completely. The situation was pre-
ciscly the same as in those other eases—only now Lord Dorrimore could see what was happening
to the third air liner. And he was more bewildered than ever,

Suddenly, as though some giant hand had seized the little racing 'plane, the nose was jerked
upwards, Lord Dorrimore was jammed back in his seat, and he felt, rather than heard, the
straining of the struts and planes, Never had his machine behaved in this way before. With.
out touching the controls, she had leapt nose first into the sky and was attempting to climb
crazily. Yet she should not be climbing at all—with the joy-stick in the position 1t was |

“ By the Lord Harry !’ cjaculated Dorrie hoarsely.

He clutched at the jlc-y-st.ir*l{. His machine was fairly leaping skywards, It seemed as
though he, too, was caught in that uncanny influence—that mysterious Force which was affecting

the great air liner. _ ' —— :
And now ho was aware of something else, something even more horrifying and startling than

thie rest,

LORD DORRIMORE had happened to be at the big aerodrome at Bushire when an all-
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A sort of paralvsis was creeping THE FIRST TOPPING FREE GIFT

over him, He did not know why

—-ho could not think of any poss-  for all readers of the NELsoN LEE 1s contained
ible cause—but his arms and his

loxs were lead.like, It was only 1 this issue. Instructions on how to work the
with the utmost difficulty that ho Boomerang Thrower will be found on page 15.

crasped the joy-stick. ~ And he  Apq don't forget that Two More of these

was aware, too, that the paralysis

was iucreu:-iing. H?i kiiow 1that splendid gifts are on the way @

very soon he would not havo

sufficient strength to keep control. A “Shoot-Straight > Indoor CATAPULT_
ﬁ}rlﬁpcrutoiy he reﬂclhml fr;:nrwl:wd, ) Next Week!

. just . il in reaching

o switch. o turued it, th A *Home-Jazz» KAZOO HUMMER—In a

engine ceased its purring beat, and Faﬂnight’s Time!

row only the whirring and hissing
of the propeller could be heard,

The racing 'plane hovered, staggered drunkeuly, and then her nose reluctantly came down,
She went off into a steep gliding descent which threatened to develop into an ugly spin, To
Lord Dorrimore’s infinite relief ho could feel the strength coming back into his limbs, That
awful numbness was vanishing, that paralysis had lost its hold.

For two thousand feet the little 'plane hurtled down, and by then Lord Dorrimore was com-
pletely himself, Ile was master of tho machine again, He brought her out of the steep descent
and switched on, The engine answered at once. DBut there was one fact which puzzled tho
silot peer tremendously, Most of his electrical instruments were at variance ; they no longer
rccorded truly,

Ho started climbing, leoking round cagerly. Bul the sky, in every direction, was blue and
speckless, The great allanotal liner had gone—vanished upwards into nothingness !

This was the most startling part of the amazing mystery.

That great machine, with her precious load of mails and her human freight, had vanished into
the infinite blue of the heavens ! She had not crashed, she had not come down out of control,
but she had been drawn upwards, and apparently out of the carth’s atmosplicre, by some
pppallingly powerful forcoe ! :

——— et

CHAPTER 1..
The Signals ol Distress.

i LY another wave-length,” said Nipper. _
E “ Anything you say, brother, although T doubt if wo shall be successful,” replied
William Napoleon Browne, * Much as I hate to admit it, I am beginning to believe

e that this wireless set of mine 1s only remarkable for its uselessness,”

The Detective Academy, in Gray’s Inn Road, was guict this evening., Only three members
of that valiant band were in, Nipper, Handforth, and Browne were sitting in the Common
Room experimenting with Browne's latest toy.

Nelson Lee, the famous detective, was out, busy on a minor case in which he needed no assist-
snce, Travers and Fullwood and Archic Glenthorne and all the other boys were out seeing
the sights of London,

In fact, things had been fairly slack at the Detective Academy during the past week or so.

Tho infamous League of the Greon Triangle was now only notable for its inactivity., Nelson
T.ce had recently dealt a stunning blow at the League, and Professor Cyrus Zingrave—the notorious
No. 1—was lying low. In fact, it was generally believed that the League of the Green Trianglo
would not become active again for many months,

The Detective Academy rather prided itself upon having been of much uso in the recent
“killing,” for a number of the boys had helped in the big move which had druwn the League’s
teeth. And now things were rather tame by comparison,

The academy was situated right next to Nelson Leo’s old chambers in Gray’s Tnn Road ; it
contained between twenty and thirty boys. Some of them were juniors, some scniors. They
wore all equal here, however. There were no Forms or ranks. All school work was done in
the privacy of the boys’ own studies—and, so far, Nelson Leo had founll that this system was
n great success, None of the fellows had shown any desive to shirk their school duties. They
veore on their honour, and they faithfully did their duty.

But they all felt that they were, first and foremost, budding detectives. They were keenest
on the lectures and lessons which would add to their skill in the art of erimo detection.

thing of a joke. He had built it himself. Tt was an experimental short-wave set, and
Browno had declared that he would be able to pick up Australin with the greoatest ol
ease. The set was not designed to roceive any of tho ordinary commonplace broad-
rusting stations,  Browne had beon unduly optimistic, however, So far the set had been a
decided failure,
“ Twiddle the knobs a bit,” &aid Hondforth, * Let’s sco if wo can’t got sowmething on another
wave-length, Here, let me have a go—--"

BBUWI&E"S wireless sot was o very special one--and, incidentally, it was becoming some-
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“ Oh, leave it to Browne, Handy ! ™ cut in Nipper hastily. “ You know he’s trying to pick
up the next 8.0.8. ecall”

And this, in fact, was true. None of them really expected to {ind S.0.8. messages coming
in at any odd moment. It might be days—weeks, it was to be hoped—before another guch
messago was sent out on the air. But, as Browne said, '‘ you nover knew.”” And there had
undoubtedly been some remarkable happenings on the Indian Air Mail route of late,

" There’'s something uncanny about those disappearances,” said Nipper musingly as he sat

back. * By.Jove! Three of those great air liners gone ! ‘Poof ! Vanished like a puff of smoke ! *’
- " And every one of them, brother, sent out the S.0.8. before poofing,” remarked Browne,
with a nod. ** Let me remind you also that, long as the route is between England and Indix,
it is only the machinoes on the section between Bushire and Karachi that are afifected. A singular
point—I might even say a significant point.”

'** Significant of what ? 7 asked Handforth,

“This menace, whatever it ig, is apparently localised,” replied Browne. ‘Tt has been sug-
gested, on the best scientific authority, that there is somo astronomical cause for these disappear
aneces,”’

** Astronomical cause ? 7’ said Nipper.

*“ It has even been hinted that there may be some celestial body—a comet, perchance, which
has slipped its anchor—which is attracting the aeroplanes to the blue.”

““That’s a bit thick,” said Handforth, shaking his head.

‘“ Not merely thick, Brother Handy, but turbid in the extreme,’
being a practical man, I cannot possibly accept such a thcorg.”

“"Then where have those threo great air liners gone to 7" asked Nipper.

“Ah! There we have the problem,” replied Browne, as he twiddled the knobs of the wireless
set. ‘It has been established to the satisfaction of the authorities that the machines did not
crash in the ordinary way, We Lave seen tho statement of no less a person than Lord Dorrimore
Lhimself that Machine No. 3, at least, shot straight towards Heaven and did not return.”

“ FFancy old Dorrie being mixed up in it ! " said Nipper absently. * Dorrie's a hard-headed
chap, too—he’s not likely to get any wild ideag. I understand he’s coming home soon.”

“ Flying home now, 1 believe,” nodded Browne. " I shall bo most interested to have a chat
with His Nibs when he blows in.”

All the pupils of the Dotective Academy knew Lord Dorrimore, of course. Ie was one of
their greatest friends. They had been on many an adventure with this millionaire peer. And
of late the newspapers had been full of Lord Dorrimore’s dramatic story,

“ Dorrio himself only just escaped the fluence,” said Handforth bluntly. * His machine was
nearly drawn into it, and when he looked round again the air liner had gone. What the dickens
can you make of it 7 It's so——so0 horribly mystitying. It's uncanny.”

Suddenly Browne held up his hand.

“Ono moment, brothers,” he murmured urgently. “Is it my vivid imagination, or do I
hear something %"

His fingers hovered over the control-knobhs 6f the set.  Nipper and Handforth listened intently.
A curious kind of murmur, short and jerky, was sounding from tho loud-speaker. Gently,
gingerly, Browne continued to manipulate the controls. And quite suddenly he tuned in tho
strango signals. Whereas they had formerly been vacgue and indistinet, they now became loud,
clear-cut, and pure.

The three boys stared at the loud speaker, and then stared at one another. There was soma-
thing extraordinarily weird about these sounds,

Thero seemod no question that they were caused by a human being. It was a human voice
-850 natural, so clear, that one might have supposed the owner of the voice to be in the very
PO,

“Ug-ug-pud-gud-ug ! V¥ came the voice, ** Zot-os-ug-ug-mit-mut-mot-mut. Ug-ug-zan-zog."”

It was utterly unintelligible. The strange vocal sounds were guttural and throaty. Yet
they were quite clear. There were no actual words used—nothing that could possibly be unders
stood.

“What the dickens is it 7" asked Iandiorth blankly. “ What have you tuned-in—Tim-
bactoo 77

“ Ug-ug-zog-zut,” said the loud speaker,

“ It isn’t any language at all,” whispered Nipper. * There’s no such lingo as that.”

“ Ting-ting | 7 :

A soft, silvery bell sounded---¢lear and pure. Tho boys could even hear a faint, half-checked
cough—a very human cough. Followed another series of the uncanny guttural utterances,
then again the silvery bell sounded, and atfter that silence.

“I'll make a note of this wave-length,” said Browne, dotting the figures down on paper.

* Well, that’s a rummy thing,"” said Nipper, scratching his head. ** Who could have been doing
that ¥ 1t must be a private broadeasting station of some kind—and a station that's not very
far off, eithor.” ~

“1 am inclined to agree with you, Brother Nipper,” said Brownoe.

* How do you know it can’t be very far off 1" asked Handforth, staring. ~ .

“ There were no atmospheries at all—not even a crackle,” said Nipper..  And if that private
station was abroad, or a long way off even in England, there would certainly have been some
interference.  But why should any private broadeasting station give out such a rigmarcle of
gibberisht

“A sort of rode, perhaps 7 mapmaured Drowne. -

' said Browne. “ In fact,
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With a bestial ery the hideous
dwarf launched himself for-
ward. His claw-like hands
: gripped the man rtound tha
e throat.

“Bul why ? And wlo wonld uncderstand such a codo 27 said Nipper, @ Let’s wait, ant
pechaps we'll hear somo mwore.”

'hey waited, interested and intrigued,

“Ting-ting.”  Again came thoe sound of tlut silvery bell.

“That must be tho station sicual 1™ breathed Browne,

i I_!_'g_”g__ P

It started again—_the same guttural vigmarvle, Thera was a predowminance of * ugs,” hut
there wore all sorts of other short, jerky syilubles,  There was no word that could bo distinguishod
as belonging to any languago,

“VUg-eat-zot-ul-ol--—— Ok|™

"Uhat last exclamaiion was long-dravwi-oul-—a stavtled, frightonad gasp, 10 the bovs had oo
any guestion in their minds about the hanan souves of the gutturcal sounds, thal question way
now answerad, L was & very distinet huinan voice which had eried out in such startled fear.

And uow there carne a new sound through the loud speaker—aven more dramatic and mys.
terious than the earlior sounds,  Gasps, prunts, and leavy, forceful breathing. There woro
two voices now—-two men breathing, There camo a clattor, too—a thud—and the heavy broathing
beeame noro and more pronounced.
©Great Beott 1Y ejaculated Handforth,  * They must be having a steuggie ! Can't yeu hear ?

o0

Fil

beay'ro fighting near the wmicrophone ! "
“Quiet ! " urged Nipper. ** Listen!” .
Their hearis were boating rapidly—their oves wora plowing with excitoweon!,  Aad then som.
thing happoned that made them all catch in thoir breaths,



12 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

A voico seunded from the lond speaker—-an English voice—strained, hoarse, and so feeble
that it indjcated that the speaker was nearly on the point of exhaustion. L

“Help! Help!” came the voice. ‘' If anybody hears this, come at once! Help ! Come to
Withers Lane, Romford., If anybody hears Ahhhhhhh ! *

The voice died away in a strange grunt, and thero was more heavy breathing,.

“Ug-ug 1" came those old sounds from the loud speaker—this time much hoarser.

There were only a few of them, then there was a sort of click, and the air became dead. That
mysterious station, whatever it was, had closed down.

—_— e B

CHAPTER 2.
The Mysterious Hunehback.

ILLTAM NAPOLEON BROWNE mopped his brow.
W “That, brothers, I venture to state, was vastly better than anything that the

B.B.C. has ever given ws,” ho romarked. ** Seldom have 1 been so moved.”
: “We've got to do something about it,” said Nipper, springing to his feet., ** What
a pity the guv'nor isn’t here !

*When will he get back 7" asked Handforth eagerly.

‘l‘ I don’t know-—it may not be until late,”” replicd Nipper. I can’t get in touch with him,
pithor,

“Can’t we go off to this Withers Lane, Romford, by ourselves ? " demanded Handforth.

“An excellent suggestion, Brother Handy,” approved Browne, beaming. *‘ Up, brothers !
To horse! Wo must away !

‘“ As far as I can recconstruet what happened, it was something like this,”” said Nipper keenly.
“ Somebody was at the microphone—making those rotten, ugly, guttural sounds. I can any
assume that they were a sort of code—a private lingo that can only be understood by others
in the same clan.”

‘*“ A secret society | ' ojaculated Handforth excitedly. “ That'a it 1"

“That's not impossible, either,” agreed Nipper. * Perhaps a criminal society of some kind
—with #s own broadeasting station. And that ‘ug-ug’ business is a special language, by which
orders are given. Something foreign, I should think, They muqt.sﬂave ot @ prisoner-—an
Englishman-—who broke his way into the broadcasting rcom and attacked tho fellow at the
microphone. ‘e heard the struggle.”

“ And the man managed te send out his appeal ! ” nodded Handforth. ‘ He even gave us
the address. Ie must have had an awful cesh, because he suddenly petered right out.”

“ A desperato chance, brothers,” said Browne. ' Our unknown friend must have known
that thero was very little possibility of his appeal being picked up. How many wireless sets are
there capable of tuning-in such a wave-length ? I would remind you that it was I who manu-
factured this set o

“ Remind us of it another time, Browno,” put in Nipper briskly. *“ We've got to get eii.
I'll leave a note for the guv'nor in case he comes in before we get back. It’'s only just about
eight o’cloek and he said ho might be in before ten or eleven. don’t suppose the others will
be back much before then, either. Browne, you’d better fetch your car round.”

“T am already on my way,"”’ replied Browne promptly.

"

minutes the three “ eub ” detectives were on their way towards Romford with Browne
himself at the wheel. _

Ho took the direct route. He drove out of Gray’s Inn Road, went down Holborn,
through tho City, and then straight through Fenchureh Street to Aldgate, and so on through
Whitechapel 'and Bow and Stratiord. .

It was the main road out to tke Eastern Counties, Romford, on the outskirts of the Metropolis,
was not far away. And at this time of the evening, when the heavy traffic was over, the trip
took little more than half an hour,

Browne pulled up at tho cross-roads, in the centre of Romford, where there was a pcliceman
on point duty.

“ Withers Lane ?" repeated the constable. ** Why, yes, it’s out Hornchurch way. Only a
sort of cart-track, which leads to the old Withers Farm. Not really a road at all.”

“Can you tell us how to get to it 1" asked Browne.

“I reckon 20,” replied the constable. ‘ Go along the main road as far as Gallows Corner.
You can’t mistake it—it’s the big crossing where the Southend arterial road goes over this one.
Big lights overhead, policeman on point duty, petrol stations, and_all that.”

“We know,” said Nipper.

“ Well, there’s a road just beyond that,” said the constable., * It goes off te the right. Leads
to Hormechurch. You take this for a bit, and before long you’ll como to & side-track.”

He gave precise direetions, and when the Morris-Oxford started off again, the three occupants
were feeling excited and tense. ' .

“I¢'s true, then | said Handforth breathlessly.  There is & Withers Lane! .And it leads
to an old, empty farm-honse | By George! This is heginning to look exciting !

BI{OWNE possessed his own car—a smart’ Morris-Oxford saloon. And in less than five
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“It's siganificant—that abandoned farmhouse,’
I mean a secrot broadcasting station, and all that,

might expect to find,

13

“The kind of place we

said Nipper grimly.
. Such a thing might

easily be concealed in an old, deserted farmhouse,”

They had no difficulty in f-:-llc:-win%It,hu l}:unsil:ablc's diroctions.
ornchurch,

went along the smaller road towards
track which lod off abruptly to the left.

They left the main road, and
And at length they came to that narrow cart-

“1 rather think, brothers, that we had better leave the car here,” suzgested Browne. ** Much

as I hate walking, when thero is & car to carry me, this is distinctly a time for discretion.

A car

approaching this old farmhouse might attract attention—unwelcome attention.”

“ You're right, Browne,” said Nipper.

just inside.

the lights out,

“ There's a meadow here—and we can loave the ear
Come on, Handy-——we'll open the gato.” :
It did not take them long to park the ear just inside the meadow,
Then they proceeded on foot down the rutty lanec.

It was left there, with all

It was a dark, chilly Fabruarﬁ evening, and thero were scarcely any stars to be seen overhead.

Tho sky was mostly overcast,

ut there was very little wind and no sign of rain.

Dimly, vaguely in the distanee, they could see a lonely, ramshackle building, half-hidden amidst

some trees, Not alight was showing anywhere.
abandoned farmhouse.

An unkempt, wild-eyed figure—a figure dressed in worn, tattered clothing.

I}T that farmhouse, gornebody was moving.

There was something even sinister in this isolated,

It paced up

and down a low-ceilinged attie, limping painfully.

“ At last—at last,” muttered the man.
The devils—the fiends !

* Has anybody heard ¥ 'Will any help come

I've beaten them at last!™

There was something exultant in his tone as he came to a halt in the middle of the attie, and

stood there with clenched fists.

e e e e e e o o b o i i i o e e i o i i e o i i o i e o ol o ol S e oae ome o

A WORD FROM YOUR EDITOR'!

Best Free Gifts of the Year!
’ I \HE first free gift is now in your hands,

chums: and I feel sure that you will
agree with that
“ goods.”

The boomerang-thrower will give readers
many hours of enjoyment; of that I am cer-
tain: as certain as I am that our next two
free pifts which arc to be presented with the
Nersox Lee will prove equally as popular.

A boomerang-thrower, a catapult, a Kazoo
hummer. These three articles were specially
chosen beecause they arve things which are the
envy of all boys, and which are certain to
vive their owners the maximum amount of
entertainment—all for nothing!

The NeLsoy LEE has always been famed
for its excellent free gifts, for presenting to
its readers just what they like. Once again
the Old Paper has hived up to that rc'putati@n
by giving away the best free gifts of the year!

me it's the real

All the Ragel

ND now hat wyou've got your
A- boomerang-thrower, it’s no: hard to
guess that you're looking forward
with keen anticipation to next week’s

free mift—the indoor catapult,

I know that when I was a boy one of my
most treasured possessions was a catapult., I
remember very vividly the great times I had.
My pals and I all owned one of these
“weapons,” and we used to have shooting
contests, Yes: we had some great sport,
sceing who could score the most bullseyes
on a paper turget., And the boy of to-day
is just as keen on his catapult, Next week’s

topping free gift, therefore, is sure to be

““all the rage ” with readers,

The Office-Loy's Opinion!

INC‘IDENTALLY, an amusing thing

happencd the other day when 1 was ex-

amining one of these indoor catapults

which will be presented with the NELSON
LLEE next week, 1 was giving it a try-eut in
the Editorial sanctum. I had screwed up a
sheet of paper for a pellet, and, after taking
carcful aim for my hat, which was hanpging
on a peg near the door, I relecased the clastic.
Tho pellet whizzed straight for the target—
a bullseve—and then ricochetted on to the
nose of the inoffensive office-boy who had just
entered at that moment. The said lad looked
very startled. I felt that the dignity of the
E.(Iiitcrr of the Old Paver had suffered a severe
101t.

Hastily I explained tho circumstances—that
I was just trying-out one of the catapults
which were te¢ be given away in the Newsown
Lec—and the office-boy was soon interested,
especially when I gave him the catapult and
asked him to have a few shots himself. His
verdict after a minute or so was:
“Gee, it's ripping! I puress the readers

will love this!”

Tell Your Palsl

"M certain that that remark just hits thoe
I mark. Look out, chums, for your free
catapult in next wecek’s bumper issue of
the Old Paper. Order your copy IN
ADVANCE to make sure of securing it—and
don’t forget to tell all your pals about these

magnificent freo gifts.

THE EDITOR.
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It was a small attic, and there was no window, Not even a skylight, Nothing but the bare
roof overhead, with the quaint, uneven, heavy old beams. Underfoot there was the crazy naken
floor, No furniture of any kind—nothing but dust and grime. And in one spot a trap-door ;
and this was bolted on the under-side,

Few would have recognised in this gaunt figure with the unshaven chin the formerly smart,
well:set-up, immaculate Mr. Robert Harding.

The name was not only familiar in the engineering world—for Mr. Robert Harding was an
engineer of outstanding merit ; his inventive genius had given many marvels to the world—
perticularly in that type of engineering which concerned saeronautics, Mr. Harding was a
scientist, too, an experimenter of world-wide fame. Many of the intricate instruments on
Britan’s gigantic airships were the inventions of Mr. Robert Harding.

His name was familiar to the public in general because he had vanished some weeks oarlier.
Omne day he had walked out of his laboratory in Bayswater, and he had never been seen again.

His disappearance had been all the more remarkable bocause he had been engaged on some of .
the most important exfmriments of his whole career—experiments that he had boen very secretive
about—experiments that he deelarsd $0 be revolutionary. It had been whispered that Mr,
Harding’s brain had given way under the sirain, and that he had destroyed himself.

Rivers had been watched-—even ponds and lakes had been dragged. His description was
circulated throughout the length and breadth of the British Isles, and he was watched for on the
Continent, and in the United States, too. But nothing had been seen of him since he had walked
out of his laboratory on that eventful day.

Yet here he was—a prisoner in this grim, dingy attic of the old farmhouse—almost within ear-
shot of the hum and bustle of the great Metropolis ! _

If there had been any light in that attic it would have been seen that Mr. Harding was a sorry
gight. Blood was streaming from an ugly gash on the side of his head ; it had dried on his cheek.
His nose was badly bruised, his right ear pufiy and swollen. There was a cut at the corner of
his lip, and his hands wore torn and battered. But he seemed not to care for these injuries of
his. He paid no attention to them.

' Surely, surely, out of all the millions of listeners, somebody must have picked up my mes-
sage ? 7 he muttered hoarsely. * How long shall 1 be kept in suspense 7 When shall I know? *’

is state of mind was pitigul. Heo was fraught with anxiety.

He knew more about wireless, perhaps, than many wireless oxperts. And he khew that the
miniature broadeasting station in the farmhouse was of a very special type. He knew that it
was a short-wave station—and it was doubtful, therefore, if anybody bus enthusiastic experi-
menters had picked up that message of his. Yet, as he argued, out of all the enthusiasts in the
United Kingdom, one or two, at least, must have heard him.

Would they take heed ! Would they come—or would they inform the police ?

UDDENLY Mr. Harding became alert. He had heard a creak., He fastened his gaze upon
S the spot where he knew the trap-door to be. He heard a bolt shot, and the flap of the trap-
door was suddenly thrust back. A lantern, giving forth a dim, flickering light, was pushed
up on to the uneven boards of tho attic floor. .
Then a grotesque figure appeared. 1t climbed up into the attic very much after the style of a
at gorilla—bounding up in one leap. And there it crouched, at the edge of the trap-door, juss
inside the attic.

Mr. Harding recoiled, horror in his eyes—repulsion in his expression.

*“*You again ! he panted.

The figure of the newcomer was hideous—revolting. It was the figure of a man dressed in
black—dingy, sombre blaek-—with a eurious, cape-liko cloak festooned about the shoulders. The
thing was human —but so grotesque and bizarre that one might have been excused for mistaking
it for something HHEernatm'Hl.

A dwarf—a hunchback-—a misshapen thing that was foul to look upon. The face was brown
—deep mahogany colour. The nose was broad and flat, something like an animal’s. The mouth,
just beneath, was marred by the yellow fangs that half stood out from the evil lips.

And there were the eyes—black, piercing, almost semi-luminous. The eyes, indeed, were the
most terrifying part of this fearsome face. They were surmounted by great shaggy brows, and
the{y burned and sinouldered in their hollow depths.

“T understand, Mr. Harding, that you have been extremely rash.”

The voice, commg from that hideous dwarf, was all the more surprising because of its cultured
tone. It was soft and gentle, and the English was perfect.

“You devil | " panted Mr. Marding, backing away. " Don’t come near me-—don't stare ab
me like that ! Keep your eyes off me, you foul thing ! ™

The dwarf advanced with a rolling, animal-like gait. Iis eyes were fixed upon thoso of Mr.
Harding—burning, glowing. Try as he would the unhappy prisoner could not wrest his own gazo
ﬁwn}r{i There was something hypnotic—something utterly and devastatingly devilish about that

orrid gaze.

" Yﬂﬁ are a rash man, Mr. Harding—a foolish man,” said the dwarf softly. * It will be neces-
sary for me to remove you from this house. 1 can take no chances. And your new quarters, I
fear, will be less intaeresting."

" IKeop away from me ! ” whispered Mr, Harding., * I defeated your accursed ghouls. Yes,
I tricked them and got dowm.”

“ But you could not get out into the open, eh 1”
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How To Work Your
BOOMERANG THROWER

This week's Free Gift is easy to work,
and the results are highly effective.

Take your boomerang thrower and
bend over the top, so as to form a
platform. Now pull down the trigger
with your thumb ; bend the tips of the
boomerang downwards, and then place
in the position indicated on the platrorm.
(See picture alongside.) Release the
trigger, and the boomerang will fly for
some yards, curl gracefully and return
to you.

Don't forget, chums, that there will be
Another Grand Free Gift Next Week—

A " Shoot-Straight "' Indoor
CATAPULT.

Don’t miss it—And Tell Your Pals!

“ 1 couldn’t'get out—but I surprised the man who was uttering those ridiculous guttura
sounds into the microphone,” said Mr. Harding fiercely. 1 spoke into the microphone—do
vou understand ¢ I was heard—and people will heed | They will get tne out of your clutches,
you monster { "

The dwarf laughed sofitly. _

“There is no hope for you, my friend,” he said mockingly., * Nobody will have heard your
appeal—for there is nobody who would listen in on that particular wave-longth.”

“They will come ! " shouted Mr. Harding hoarsely. * I know it—and then you will get your
deserts 1"

CHAPTER 2.
The Devilry of Dacea !

The engineer only knew him by this name—Dacca. ¥or weelis Mre. Harding had lived
this nightmare. o had known that he was in the power of this misshapen brown mau.
Yet who Dacea was, and what evil power ho represented, Mr, Harding did not know.
“You have tortured moenough !’ said the unhappy man. * My wounds are not yet healed —
the wounds mado by your foul instruments o

“Let us not talk of the past, my friend,” said Dacea softly. * You were obstinate—and I
dosired you to spealk, ISven now it seoms that your spirit is not broken.”

“They will come for me—and yvou will be destroyed as you deserve ! " panted Mr. Harding.

* Nobody will come,” peplied the hunchback. * And even if they do come they will [l
nothing. ¥or within an hour you will bo gone from this place.”

“Wherever you take mo, whatever you do with me, I shall lift no finger to help vou,” declarecl
tho engineer, trying in vain to get away from those burning eyes. “ You have kept me a prisonor
for weeks, but I will die before I lift another finger to help you. You have stolen my secret »

“One of your socrets, Mr. Harding,” interrupted the dwarf. *“ Only ono of your sccrots.
You are a clever man —indeed, a genius—and I have nat yet finished with your brains.”

DACCA. the Dwarf, did not take his eyes from Mr, Harding's face.
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“ Fool—fool ! " shouted the other, backing away, half-hysterical with pain and wcakness.
“ Do you think that you have so completely triumphed, then ¥ What of my plans—my docu-
ments ? By this time the Air Minister will have examined them-—will have——-"

“The Air Minister ! ' broke in the dwarf sharply. * You have never spoken of this before.”

Mr. Harding suddenly laughed outright—a horrid, wild laugh.

“®No ?” ho said mockingly. ‘ Perhaps I haven’t. I have kept that to myself, you dovil !
You didn't know that the designs, complete in every detail, of my revolutionary invention were
in tho hands of the Air Minister, did yvou 7 1 submitted thom only a couple of days before
you seized me in your filthy clutehos.”

Suddenly, with a hoarse ery, the dwarf projected himself forward. He rose into the air like
somo animal, and his claw-like hands fastened themselves round Mr. Harding’s throat, The
unfortunate man was borno to the floor, and he landed with a dull crash. Tho dwarf squatted
upon him, his claw-like hands still at Mr. Harding’'s throat.

“You are lying ! " he snarled, his sofy voice changed utterly, and now becoming harsh and
terrifying. ‘' You are trying to bluff me!”

= quu will see | " gurgled Mr. Harding. ' The air Minister has had my plans for weeks, I tell
you! By now my invention will have been tested. It is not yours, as you think.”

Dacen suddenly stood back, his evil face convulsed, making it even more hideous.

“The Air Ministry ! ™ he said. * These Government departments are slow——lethargic. The
do not deal promptly with such matters. Perhaps those plans have not yet been eyen touched.
As for you, my friend, I have decided what shall be done. You are too dangerous to keep alive.”

“You will murder me, then ?" asked Mr. Harding wearily. * Well, get it over! Death will
be preferable to this ghastly torture. 1 am ready. Kill me, if you will.”

motionless and silent.
The three young detectives eould muke nothing of the farmhouse. Not a light was
showing anywhere ; and there seemed little doubt that the ramshackle old place was
dqse;*te-d and empty. Yet the boys remembered those dramatic words they had heard over the
wireless,

*“ Looks like a frost to me,”’ murmured Handforth, at length.

“It's too early to decide yet, Handy,” whispered Nipper. ' We'd better force an entry, I
think. But we shall have to be careful about it——"

** Hush ! " eame.a soft breath from Browne. ‘' Listen, brothers ™

They all stoond tense and alert.

“IDid you hear something 7" breathed Nipper.

“ Unless 1 am mistaken, the cat-like purr of an automobile,” replied Browrie.

He parted the hedge slightly and Nipper and Handforth, peering eagerly through, caught a
%Iimpse. of a big closed car gliding off almost silently. It was carrving no lights. It seomed to

e running over a meadow rather than along a road. Perhaps it was using a cart-track. The
car wns only in sight for a few seconds, and then it disappeared.

“ Signifieant, brothers-——not to say ugly,” whispered Browne. * That car came from the
direction of the farm. Why should expensive saloons lurk in the vicinity of deserted, ramshaekle
farmhouses ? "

- It:; a good thing we didn't advance sooner,” said Nipper grimly. * We might have been
spotted.™

P A good thing ! ™ echoed Handforth. " You ass! We ought to have gone long ago! We
might have seen who used the car. The birds have flown' We're too late !

““Perhaps not, Handy,"” said Nipper. * That voice over the wireless asked for help. There
must be a prisoner in this old farmhouse—and the mere fact that the car has left does not prove
that the prisoner has been taken away. We'd better do some investigating.”

““ And the sooner we get at it, the sooner we shall know the full truth,"” declared Edward Oswald.

He wanted to hurry off straight away, but Browne and Nipper were more cautions. They
were disposed to wait for some minutes. It was impossible for them to follow the mysterious
car now, 80 it was just as well o keep under cover for some little time longer.

OUTS[DE, in the darkness, three figures stood in the shelter of a high blackthorn hedge,

HAT mysterious car did not go far. Less than half-a-mile from the farmhouse, long before

I the main road was reached, tho saloon came to a halt. It stood there without lights.

Dacea, the dwarf, sat in the rear, staring out across the bleak, dark countryside in the

direction of the old farmhouse. It was as though the evil hunchback was waiting for
something to happen.

i T ELL, we'd better make a move now,” said Nipper in & low voice.
‘“ About time,” growled Handforth, who was always impatient.
They left the cover of the blackthorn hedge, and cautiously moved forward in
the direction of the farmhouse. :
“Don’t you think we had better spread out ! asked Browne. ‘It might be more advan-
tageous "
He was interrupted in a dramatie, unexpected manner.
Woooooosh-boooom !
They stood aghast. Even as their ears drummed and roared to the unexpected shock of that
explosion, their eyes took in the lurid, purplish flash which split the darkness ahead. That flash
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had come from the lower norl
disintezrating,
Most of 1t woent skivwards, scatieriuge i evory direclion-—-beams, el of wall, chimney-stacks
—evorything flying sliywards and spreading out in an appulling cascade ob debris,
Then—swoooosh !

won of the farmhouze—and now they could seo the building literall:

A mighty wavo of wind roarad upon the three bovi, and they were nearly bowled over. Tt
was almost simultanenus—the roar of tho explosion, the flish, and the wave of disturbed air.
Thav staggered, but quickly recovered.

“That appeal over the swireless

was genuine ! shonted Nipper, Lis yvaice gounding thin and
weak in his own ears. U They've destroyved the farmhwuse rather than ri-k discovery !'™
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The butler recoiled in horror. Lying on the floor was the still body of the Balghanistan Ambassador !

Browne seized IHandforth's arm and bent close to him,

** A good thing, Brother Handy, that we delayed our approach,” he said. ™ In the detective
business it pays ono to be cautious.”

*“ By George ! gasped Handforth., * We might have been blown up ! DBut how the diclkens
were wo to guess that anything awful like this would happen ? ™

They listenod, half-dazed, as they heard the crash and thud of the falling debris.
ceeding it, there was a moment of dead silence,.
lurid, startling, and ever-increasing.

“'hat explosion has caused a fire,” said Nipper.
danger now. We'll run up and get a closer look.”

They could now hear the crackle and roar of the flames. The {ire was burning with devastating
rapidity. The boys ran up, and when they wore at fairly closo quarters they paused, and looked
at the scene with awe-struck eves. The farmhouse was practically: gone—-the roof had been

i And, suc-
From the ruins of the farmhiouse came a glare—

“Como on! I don’t think there's any
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blown completely off, and parts of the walls were missing, And inside the shell that remained
a raging fire was gathering strength. The flames were licking up with frightful, fearsome intensity.

“We're too late to do anything, I'm afraid,” said Nipper, shaking his head. *“ If there had
heen anybody alive in that building, he must be dead by now. Mold on!"” he added, becoming
tense. ' What’s that ? Can’t you hear something ? Listen ! "

Apart from the roar of the flames, they fancied they could hear moans—the pitiful sounds of a
human being in dire distress. And, extraordinarily enough, these sounds seemed to come from
above—f{rom out of the atmosphere.

“What on carth can it mean ? " asked Handforth, with a gulp. “ It—it’s uncanny ! TI've
never heard o

“Look ! " shouted Nipper, pointing. “ Up there! Right in the tree-top! Isn’t there a
figure~caught in the branches ? ™

“ As I live, brother, you are right ! " said Browne. *“ Come! I do not approve of monkey-
tricks, as a rule, but this is essentially a timeo for them !”

And the trio certainly did act like monkeys as they swarmed up that tall elm. It stood
some little distance from the famnhouse, well clear of the blaze. And there, as Nipper had said,
caught in the topmost branches, was a human figure.

It was incredible that there could be any life in that man. For, unquestionably, he had been
blown skywards in the explosion—and, instead of falling to earth, he had caught in that iree-top.

This was literally the truth.

The unfortunate Mr. Harding, trapped in the attic, had been blown skywards in the explosion.
He had not received the full force of the shock, for the entire top of the building had been blown
off. By o miracle, Mr. Harding had landed in that tree-top.

The boys found him sprawling amid a tangle of broken branches. He was in o bad way. He
wag bleeding from numerous gashes on his legs and arms, and he was unconscious. Even his
moans had now ceased—but he was breathing heavily.

“ Gently—gently,” said Nipluer. *“1It’ll be a job to get him down, but we’ve got to do it.”

“This must be the prisoner ! "’ gasped Handforth. * The fiends ! Those crooks must have left
him in the house, and he was blown up——-"

* Never mind theories now, Handy-—let’s confine ourselves to work,” broke in Nipper, * Come
on ! You tako his shoulders, Browne. Can you manage it ¥ Good man! Now then—ecasy
does it ! "

e e e e e e o e e e i e e e e e o o o i o o . e S

“Why, what's the matter 1" inquired
the publisher of the loecal paper.

‘* Well, look here, in this advertise-
ment of our dedicious tinned meats
from the best Colonial houses, you've
made houses read horses!”

Jokes f:'um ra:de?t wlﬁnted fgr 1;ﬂlis feature. IIITi Fi}il A Jolt for Jackson !

know of a good rib tickler send it along now—and win ; . .
a prize ! A handsome watch will be awarded each ta.i%:fa {;ﬁ; p-]'&;nkﬁmnsaidm?.mhed into his
week to the sender of the best joke ; all other readers gt ; .
whose efforts are published will receive a pocket I've brought back these trousers, Mr.
wallet or a penknife. Address your jokes to: Jomes. I want you to re-scat them.
““Smilers,” Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite I sit & lot, you know.

Street, London, E.C.4, “Very good,” said Mr. Jones, “and
if you bring back that bill I sent you
Nasty ! some time ago, I will be pleased to receipt that

A schoolmaster was giving his pupils a lesson | also. I stand a lot, you know ! ™
on the uirr;:uhli.tinn of the b?ﬂﬂd. 4
“If I stand on my head,” he said, by way of ’
illustration, “ the blood rushes to m hgad, Tommy’s Triumph !
doesn’t it 7”7 Nobody contradicted him, Tommy, the office-boy, burst into his bosx's
“Now,” he continued, *“ whon I stand on my | room, and cried out : :
feet, why doesn’t the blood rush into my feet 27 ] * Guv’'nor, I want the afternoon off to sec a
There was silence for a moment, football match ! ™
then a daring youth, jumping to - “ That is not the way to ask for
his feet, cried : leave ! admonished the “ guv’nor.”
“Because your feet ain’'t empty, “You sit down at my desk, and I']l
gir 1" show you the way to do it !
Accordingly, the small office-hoy
sat in the chair, and the hoss left
tho room. After a short pause,
there was a knock at the door.
“Come in!" said the office-boyv,
and the boss walled in.

————

A Slight Mistake !

“What do you mean by this,
sir 7" demanded the angry adver-
tiser,
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T last they got that poor, battered body to the ground. Foot by foot they lowered him
A through the branches of the elm tree. They were taking no notice of the fire—although
the farmhouse was bu ning with a mighty roar that sounded like a gigantic furnace, The

whole sceno was brilliantly illuminated by the yellow glare,

“He's in a bad way,” panted Nipper, as they bent over the injured man,

“ Better rush him to the hospital, hadn’t we 7" asked Handlorth,

“ The sooner the better,” nodded Nipper. ** Now, if we lift him gently—— Hallo! I believe
Le's coming round ! Weo'd better get some water——"

He broke off as Mr. Harding stirred slightly. The man’s eyes fluttered, and then opened.
He looked round him dazedly, his mind too stunned and battered to take in the situation yet.
It was obvious that he did not know where he was, or what had happened. But it was equally
obvious that thore was something on his mind—somothing of vital urgency. *

“Their wminster ! "' he breathed hoarsely, * Their minstor!”

“What does ho mean ? "7 asked Handforth.

“Go—go ! " croaked the wounded man. “ Warn him! Quickly! Warn him!"”

“ Warm whom " asked Nipper.

“The air—the air "

Abruptly, Mr. Harding ccased speaking. His whole body had quivered, as though from some
sudden shock., For a singlo instant a light of deadly fear had come into his eyes as hg had glancod
past Nipper's shoulder.

Nipper looked round quickly, and a choking ery came into his throat.

“Look ! " he shouted,

The others spun round. Just for an instant they caught sight of the figure of the brown hunch.
back—a figure with a loose cloak hanging over its misshapen shioulders ; they saw the hidcous
faco with the ugly fangs. They wero all horrified,

Yet they ran swiftly towards the bushes where the hunchback had disappeared. They toro
through. There was nothing. Search as they would, they could find absolutely no sign of that
dreadful apparition. 4

“ Gireat gcﬂtt-! " panted Handforth at last, ** Did—did you really see it ?”

“You are to be forgiven, brother, in assuming that we only caught sight of a phantom,” said
Browne shakily. * May I never seo another such sight !”

“It was a human fizuro—a real figure | said Nipper sharply. ‘“ A horrible-looking dwarf,
or hunchback ! And there's something else, you chaps! I believe that i

I I i i o sl Sne o e o i o e b o e o o e o L o e o

Obeying Orders !

A darkie in the American army was doing
“sentry go" for the first time in his life,
Suddenly a dark form approached him.

“Halt!™ ho cried in a threatening voice.
“Who are you "

“The officer of the day !"” came the reply.

“ Advance ! " eried the sentry.

The “0.D."” advanced, but before he had
taken many steps, the dusky sentry again eried :
“ Please, sir, can I have the afternoon off} “ Halt!"

e IF}Dtb&}l mﬂ:t{rh? P B “This is tho second time wvou have halted
- Gnrfnmly! ' eried th::-. office-boy. And [ me,” cried tho officer, * What are you going

here's sixpence to spend ! " b s sk 47 :
The boss smiled and gave Tommy permission

(411 = - » " -
for leave—and the sixponce. Never mind what Al's gonna do next.

Mah orders is to call * flalt !’ three times, den
gshoot ! ”

Two Points of View !

Mother: “Johnny, I am ashamed of you !
Fancy dusting your chair in Mrs. Jones’ before
sitting down ! Little Willie was watching you,
~ and is sure to tell his mother.”

! Johnny: *“Yes, I knew ho was; but I'm
' too old a fish to be caught with a bent pin ! ”

Pity Poor Pat !
. Mike: *Faith, Pat, and how do you tell
those twins apart "

Pat: ““Sure, 'tis aisy enough, Mike. Oi
stick me finger in Dennis’ mouth, and if he
bites Ol know it's Patrick !
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He broke off, and ran swiftly back towards Mr. Harding., There had been something significant
in the way Mr. Harding had abruptly cecased his utterance—there had been something suggestivo,
too, in that violent quiver of the wounded body.

“ Good heavens ! gnsped Nipper. horrified, ,

He had turned Mr. Harding cver—and there, in the centre of the forehead, was a bullet
wound, Mr. Harding had been shot even as e had been uttempting to make his warning clear,

Dacca the dwarf had taken no chances ! From the cover of the bushes he had fired at Mr.
;Em*dmg,, using a silonced pistol !

——— e W—

CHAPTER 4.
Nelson Lee On the Case !}

THE three boys were horrified and staggered.
“ Murdored—even while we were bending over him !™ said Nipper. * We might
Im.v& been murdered just as easily, you chaps! If I hadn’t seen that look in this poor
man’s eyes, and if we hadn’t jumped round when we did, I expect we should have becn
slmt down, too.”
* Phew | whistled Handforth, glancing uneasily over his shoulder,

“And we failed to understand what this poor soul was
trying to tell us,” said Browne, with rcgret,

“T'm not so sure,” said Nipper keenly, “He told us to
warn somebody. And he said ‘ the air—the air.’

I expect he was asking for air,” suggested Handforth,

And he said, at first, something that sounded like ' their
minster,” didn’t he 77 went on Nipper. “ I'm wondering—-
By Jove! I've gotit! He was clearer the seeond time, whm]
Lie said ‘ the air,” He meant the Air Minister ! ”

““Their minster "—the Air Minister,” said Browne softly.
“ Brother Nipper, go to the top of the class! Undoubtedly
you have solved the problem, This poor man was trying to
tell us to.warn the Air Minister.”

“Come on—we’ll carry him to the ecar, and take him
straight into Romford,” said Nipper briskly. ** We'll give him
over to the police, and they‘ll put him in the mortuary, | expect
——until he can be identified. Then we'll rush back to London,
and tell the guv'nor. He’ll be home by now, I expect.”

They felt they could do nothing further on the scene of the
tragedy. The boys had a quick look round, in case there were
any other victims of the explosion, but they could see nobody. It was impossible to approach
the burning farmhouse very closely, The flames were now tremendous.

It did not need much imagination to guess that the mysterious hunchback had been making
his escape in the big saloon car. Doubtless he had spotted the three boys, and had consequently
stopped. The whele matter was a complete mystery.

At first they quite refused 1o believe it—and it was not until they went outside, to the
waiting Morris-Oxford car, and found the dead body, that they were convineed, After
that there was a lot of questioning and Nipper and Browne and Handforth were required

to make statements.
" Well, it’s a queer business,” said the inspector, when he had heard everything.
Just then the sergeant came in, and saluted. He was Jooking rather excited.
" Anything fresh * " asked his superior.
" I think so, sir,” said the sergeant. ' I believe we've identified the body. It’s Mr. Harding.”

“ Robert Harding 7" ejanculated the inspector, with a stare. * Harding, of Bayswater—
uim s been missing for several weeks 27
“* He's the man, sir.’
“ Well, I'm hanged | 7" declared the inspector, with a whistle, * This is more important than
I thought. So Mr. Hnnimg didn’t disappear in the ordinary way ? IHe must have been kidnapped
—and kept a prisoncy in this old farmhouse.”

It was getting on for eleven o’clock before Nipper and his coinpanions were  allowed to leave,
They had signed their statements, and they had expressed their willingness to help thﬂ police in
every possible way, should they be called upon,

* I thought we were never going to lm out of that giddy police station,” said IInndfurtll, as they
returned Londonwards in thie Morris-Oxford. * It's a wonder they didn’t clap us into the cells,
on suspicion ! ” o

“ I must confess, brothers, that T could alveady feel the steel bracelets round my wrists,” said
Browne, “ lio1tunutel3f wo have excellent mmlentm!s, and I now fancy we are in no d.,mger of
heing embroiled in this unfortunate tragedy.”

“ What about the Air Minister 7 7 asked Handforth. "

" They tried to get him on the plmno but lie’s out,” said Nipper, * Tll {ell the guv'nor about
1t when we get home, Can’t you go a bit faster, Browne ?°

rI\llﬁ Romford police were x'cri; startled when they heard the yarn.



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 21

' aaid

“I would point out that the indicator is already registering forty-five miles an hour,’
Browne reproachfully, * Would you have me become a public danger %™

Ho drove brilliantly, and by eleven-fifteen the ear came to a halt outside the Detective Academy
in Gray's Inn Road. Nipper was the first to tumble ouf, and he dashed straight into Nelson
Lee’s chambers, and ran upstairs, To his satisfaction, he found Nelson Lee in his consulting-
room, alone,

“ Well done, young "uns,” said Lee briefly.

“You've—heard, eir ¥’ panted Nipper.

“The Romford police have telephoned me—and I understand that Scotland Yard has beon
informed,” said Lee, nodding. ‘* However, you had better give me all the details, Nipper. This
affair looks like being unusual.” - :

“ Unusual ! " echoed Nipper. * It's one of the rummiest mysteries we've ever tackled, guv’nor!™

Browne and Handforth had come up by this time, and they had contributed their
share to the story.
“You are quite sure about this hunchback ? " asked Lee, at length,

“ (Certain, sir.”

“ What you saw was actually a dwarf—a brown-skinnod man, dressed in a kind of cloak, with
a decided hump 7 "

“Yes, guv'nor,"

“You don’t think that the man was an ordinary crook in disguise ? " asked Lee.

“ There was nothing ordinary about him, sir,” said Nipper, shaking his head, ** He was tha
queerest creature I have ever set eyes on, The pity is wo couldn’t get a longer look at hinmi.  He
was off in a flash, He gavo one bound which took him right over the hedge. More like an auimal
than a human being.” '

Lee was silent again for some moments,

“ And those wireless signals you heard ?” he asked suddenly. * You have deseribed them a3
guttural utterances. Don't you think it possible that a language was being spoken ?

“ No, it wasn't a language, guv'nor,” replied Nipper. * Or, if it was, it was a lingo that
none of us has ever heard of.”

Lee rose to his feot. '

“Well, boys, you've done well, and you had better go to bed,” ho said. * The Air Ministor
has been informed of the tragedy by this timo, I expect, but I shall go round to see him, never-
thieless. The wrgont nature of my business will be sufficient excuse for my late call,”

“ But where does the Air Minister come in, sir ? 7 asked Handforth. ** How can he be mixed
up in this strange business ? " |

“ At first sight, Handforth, there srems to be no connection—but there is, really, o very closo
connection,’” said Nelson Lee. ** Just before Mr. Harding disappeared he was engaged on soma
sceret experiments connected with aeroplanes, His genius had always been more or less directed
on aeronautical lines.”

‘““ A singular coincidence, brothers—or is it moro than a coincidence ? 7 asked DBrowne slowly.
“IWhile our thoughts were on the missing air liners—while wo were tryving to pick up an 8.0.5.
call—we get this appeal from the missing Mr. Harding. And he was an acronautical expert ! "

“ It certainly seerns rummy,”’ remarked Nipper,

“ Added to that, we have the further singular fact that Mr. Harding was shot dead by a brown.
skinned man,” continued Browne. * And these air liners have disappeared between Bushire
and Karachi, a country that is inhabited by brown-skinned men, Can there be any connection 7 ™

Nelson Lee was looking grim.,

“1I think there can, Browne,” he replied quictly. ‘‘ And for that very reason I must go aad
gseo Lord Dovercourt without delay. I am convinced that there is somothing huge behind all
this—somo wvast conspiracy. Something, perhaps, that is bigger than anything we have yet
imagined. Not an hour ago the news came through that still another air liner had vanished over
the wild hill country of Balghanistan,”

“ Another ! ” said Nipper, taking a deep breath. *“ By Jove! It's getting terrible ! "

The telephone bell rang, and Lee drew it towards him and placed the receiver to his ear,

“Hallo ¥ he said. ** Whoisit ?”

“ Ah, the sleuth himself | came a cheery voice. * IIallo, Lee, you old son-of-a-gun! Ilow

oes it t
it Very fit, thank you, Dorrie,” said Lee, smiling. * Where are you speaking from 2 ”

“ Croydon Aerodrome—just blew in.”

“ At this time of the evening t

“Why not " acked Dorrie. ** Beacon lights all the way across from Paris, and all that. T'm
in o hurry, and I'm coming straight to your chambers. Thought I'd ring you up beforehand, and
give you a warning."

; Nipper and Handforth and Browne were listening eagerly. Nelson Lee's remark had given them
the clue.

“ Come along by all means, Dorric—but I may not be in when you get lLere,” said Lee.

“What rubbish { " said his lordship. * You've got to be in! Man alive, I want to talk to
vou about the mysterious disappearances of those air liners. I've just flown from India, and ——"

: (Continued on page 24.)

WHEN Nelson Lee had lLeard the details he sat for some moments in thoughtfal silence.
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EAD CYCLES and

Now then, lads, here's a really stunning effer for you! Just think of it—six first-class bicycles,
all ready for the road! And then there are twelve tickets for the Wembley Cup Final—which
every boy wants to see ! These are the grand prizes we offer you, so come along, dont miss this
opportunity whatever you do !

his is what you have to do to win one of the prizes. In the goal which you see here are eight
circles, and in each of them is d picture-puzzle representing the name of a well-known footballer.
For instance, take the first puzzﬁ‘,. Clesrly, the answer 1s COCK, a player well known to you,
and we have filled in the answer for you on the entry form. Easy, isn'tit? Now see if you can
solve the other seven puzzles in the same way.

To make the contest absolutely fair and equal for everybody, we give below a list of footballers’
names which contains the answers to all this week's puzzles. :

As you find the answers, write them IN INK, against the corresponding numbers on the entry
form given here, which you should then sign, also in ink. Now cut out the coupon and keep it by
you until next week, when the second set of puzzles and the list of names belonging to them will
appear.

pli"hc competition will last for four weeks only, and with the final set we shall give you full in-
structions for the sending in of your entries.

Read the Competition Rules on Page 27, carefully

\You can Find the ————— ¢ Who Kicked Them ? " ===
Answers HERE'! FREE ENTRY FORM No. 1.
ADCOCK FARRELL PEARSON 1 COCKX
ANDREWS FOMYTH PRIGE ....................................................................

FORWARD
BACON RANKIN B s s bl B v
BALL GOMM READMAN
BARCLAY GRAHAM RHODES .
BARRETT RICHES B s s e E R L R
BEDFORD HALLIDAY RITCHIE
BISHOP | HAMMOND ROWLEY .
BOWEN HARTLEY RUFFELL B e e e T m—
BRAIN HEROD ;
BROADBENT HINE SMEATON | |
BROWN HUGHES SORRELL I & cevvaninann T LT

STORER 1

EABLE JACK | * |
CAMPBELL JOHN TAYLOR 6 . RO TR Y § e e
CHANDLER THACEERAY
COATES * KEENOR THOMSON B
UOCK mHE LA ] @ 8 % B @ R B8 s ® R R s F A OE FE W
COOK VALLANCE
CRAIG LANE 8
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DEACOY  mn  gEm
DIMMOCK MILLS WELLS Competitor’s
DOMINY MORT WILSON N
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S. O. S.
(Continued from page 21.)

“I know,” interrupted Lee. “1 can’t explain everything on the telephone, but T must s20
[.ord Dovercourt—the Air Minister—at once. I daresay I shall be back in about sn hour, So
yvou won't have to wait for moe long.”

“ All right—make it as speedy as you can,"” said Lord Dorrimnora, * So long, old man—until wo
e 5‘4 £

Leo hung up, and Lo found the boys looking at him with eager eves,

*1s Dorrie ¢ umm;, here, sir 7 7' asked ‘\quw
*Yes—at once,”’ mphcd Lee. *" Perhaps you had better wait until he arrives—szo that you can
keep hitu fully occupied until I get back.”
] eyt lated Handforth. * It'll | are treat to see old Dorrie again.’
Crood o ejnculated Handforth e a rare treat to zee old Dorrie again.

There was a lot of exeiterment in the lu r Common Room of the Detectiveo Academy when Nigp pﬂ-
.-a.1£ Handforth and Browne went in, soon afterwards, Reggio Pitt aud Fullwood and lmka st
il Waldo and Fenton and all the others had comne in {lurmx_; the latter part of the evening ;
ld tl mv werp azog to know all the latest deteils.
S0 Nipper and the others were kept very busy, relating their adventuzes

11

e lt
CHAPTER 5. (T
The Man of Mystery ! ’ ’

ORD DOVERCOURT,
i tall, dignified, and wor. 1
ried, paced up and down
his comfortuble library.
Lr.-r{i Dovercourt’s town < .
house was situated in Devon- |
shire "‘ﬁtt‘rmt, in close proximity
tn Regent’s Parle. 1t was after
cleven o'clock, and the Air Min-
1ster was alone, &

—

*Poor Harding ! he mut. ' |
fered, with o frown, 1 am
conpletely mystified over the : J
vhole strange business,” t

His lordship had been in- . | 1
formed of the tragedy only a e ——— i
short while earlier, and he was T -
very  disturbed.  Thero were _— o —
crhier worries on his mind, too. = i
Flo had just tearned of the latest
air disaster —the disappearance e
of vet another Indian Air Mail g =
liner.

But, grave thiough tho latest
news from the Iast was, Lord (}
Dovercourt felt fue more cone
verned over the terrible fate of
Mr. Robert Hurding, It was
so much nearer—and the rmys- o
tery of Mr. Harding's death was [ =
intriguing  and  baffling. The B
story rcallv sounded incredible,

First of all Mr. Harvding had
heent Lidnapped and held a
prisoner—then he  had been
blowrn up in the explosion—and
afierwards Lo had been shot through the head.

“I cannot eredit it !"" said the Air Minister bluntly. * These boys must have drawn upon
their imaginatious, A dwarf, too—a hunchback., Preposterous ! I shall be very ghud when Me.
Lee arrives,"

Nelson Lee Lad 'plioned th:rr:-ugh. telling Lord Dovercourt of his proposed call.

“Yet it's very significant,” muttered his lordship. * Mr. Lee a3surea rae that the whole siory
is authentie. And if Mr. Lee believes it, there must be some truth iu it. Extraordinary !"

Heo paced up and down restlessly, his face haggard with worey and anxiety, The Air Minister,
indeed, hiad been having a groat deal of worry of lato.

Hia department of the Government was directly concerned with the mystery of the missing
niv liners. The Air Ministry had been bitterly criticised by many newspapers; yet, in all con.
acivnce, Lovd Dovercourt had dono everything within his power, Royal Air Force machines—

e

e

N
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seouts, bombers, and other {ypes—had been sent to Bushire and Karachi. Air liners Lad been
e-corted, and Lorl Dovercourt had believed that the disasters had ended.
Yet news had just arrived that another Air Mail liner had vanished ! Details were to follow.
Now thero was this mysterious affair of Mr, Robert Harding—and he had been engaged on
koine work conneeted with the acroplanes, too. What could be the nature of Mr. Ilarding's
warning 2 Why had he told those boys to ** warn the Air Minister 7 »

Lord Dovercourt thought of something, and he paused in his restless pacing. Then he pulled
some keys out of his pocket, and went over to a big safe on the other side of the library. Ho swung
the door open, and pulled out w big drawer. There were many documents here, some of them
senled, others tied with tape,
He selected a long, official-
looking envelope, which had
senls at top and bottom.

“ Harding's  specifications
for anti-aireraft deviece,” weroe
the words neatly typewritten
on the face of the big enve-
lope. There was a date, too,
and Lord Dovercourt remem-
bered that this sealed envelopo
had been in his safo for somo
weeks. Owing to a heavy pres-
sure of engagements he had
not, however, been able to
give the matter any attention.

“I must examine these with-
out further delay,” he told
himself. *“ A pity I didn't look
at them sooner. But poor
Harding's disappearance———
Yea? Whoisit ?”

There had been a tap on the
door, and now a dignified
fipure appeared. It was Lord
Dovercourt’s butler.

“ Well, Benson t "

** A gentleman to see you,
«ir, and he craves your indul-
genee for the lateness of the
hour," said the butler, advanc-
ing with a tray.

Lord Dovercourt toolk the
card, and compressed his lips
a3 he read the inseription :
**Sir Akbar Laldhi.” A string
of impressive-looking letters
followed the name,

*“ Certainly,” said Lord
Dovercourt. glancing up.
“ Ask Sir Akbar to come in at
once, Benson.”

& l{:}l

-

BNPARY

.

The police constable shone

his lantern at Nelson Lee The butler disappeared, and
suspiciously. ** Better come  his lordship frowned with n
down !’ he sald grimly, puzzled air. He wasn’t alto-

zether surprised at this call,
Sir Akbar Laldhi was  the
Ambassador for Bulgluu.istan,
that wvast country on the
horders of India. Balghanistan
was, more or less, a buller State—-a most important country, And at the present moment
Balghanistan was very much ;n the public eye.

Sir Laldhi was ushered in—a tall, stately, impressive, handsome wan., He wasg in spotless oven.
ing dress, and there was something dignified and noble in his bearing. Sir Akbar was only slightly
hrown, and it was hard to realise that he was a pure-blooded Orviental. His knglish, when he
spoke, was perfect, .

“ Forgive me, Lord Dovercourt, for disturbing you at sueh an unreasonable hour,” s:id Siv
Akbar earnestly. " but cirenmstances are so urgeunt that I am sure that you will '

* Please say no more, Sir Akbar,” interrupted Lord Dovercourt., T quite understand, You
have been informed, no doubt, of the latest disaster 77

“ T am more perturbed than 1 can possibly express,” said Sir Akbar gravely. * Another wir
liner has vanished ! And you can imugine wmy concorn, Lord Dovercourt, when you remember
that all these machines bave disappesred whilst flying over Balghanistan—my own territory,
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I feel responsible. Yet I can assure you that my CGovernment has done everything within its
vower to solve this remarkable mystery.”

Lord Dovercourt was silent. Whilst there had been no breaking off of diplomatie relations
between Great Britain and Balghanistan, it was an open secret that there was a strained feeling
in the air. The Ameer of Balghanistan was—{rankly—not friendly towards Britain. And during
this present trouble the Ameer had remained in the background. He had dono little or nothing
to help the British authorities. Not that Sir Akbar Laldhi, who was thoroughly English in his
ideas and in his inclinations, could be held in any way responsible for the Ameer's lack of interest.

“ This whole matter has become so urgent that I could not rest,” continued Sir Akbar, 1
was hoping that you would be able to supply me with fuller details, Lord Dovercourt. How was
this acroplane sent to disaster ? What nFtim escorting machines 1 *'

“ Unfortunately, Sic Akbar, I have had no details myself,” said Lord Dovercourt. “To-
morrow, perhaps, I shall be in a better position to grant your request. I ecan, of course, easily
understand your anxioty. It i3 a very bad business. And 1it's all so mystifying.”

" It has been established beyond all question that not one of these missing aeroplancs has
landed or crashed in Balghanistan territory,” said Sir Akbar. * Everything has been done, a°
vou koow, Lord Dovercourt, to solve this riddle. British aeroplancs have had free access ove:
Balghanistan territory, and they have been absolutely ™

He suddenly broke off, and sat tense in his chair, as though listening.

“ What is it ¥ 7’ asked Lord Dovercourt curiously.

* 1 fancied I saw a slight movement—but wait ! ” whispered Sir Akbar.

To Lord Dovercourt’s amazement, his visitor padded across the library towards the heavy
curtains which concealed the big window recess. They were closely drawn, and his lordshiy
was startled at the suggestion that anybody might be hiding behind themi. Sir Akbar whiskec
ono of the curtains aside, and an ejaculation of horror escaped him.

“Good Heavens !" he panted. ** What infernal fiend——— Keep back, Lord Dovercourt ! ™

Suddenly, Sir Akbar seemned to be drawn behind the curtains, and thoe curtains themselves shook
out in billows, Gasps and grunts came out into the library.

" Sir Akbar ! shouted Lord Dovercourt. “ What is it * Upon my soul! What in the name

of

He broke off, hesitated a few moments end then strode towards the swaying curtains. Before
he could reach them, however, thoy parted and into the room stepped a hideous, hunchbacked
figure—I’arca the Dwarf! Of Sir Akbar there was no sign. Lord Dovercourt backed away,
bewildcred, horrified, aghast.

" Make no outery, my friond,” said Dacca tensely. * If you utter one sound, you will share the
fate of Sir Akbar Laldhi!" '

“ Who—who are you ? What have you dono to Sir Akbar ? ” panted his lordship hoarsely.

He was an ordinarily brave man, but in this moment he fairly shook with apprehension. Thera
was something so diabolical—so demoniac—about this hideous dwarf. And the eves! Dacca's
eyes were burning evilly in their hollows, and they were fixed upon Lord Dovercourt’'s own eyes
in & baleful glare. Indeed, there was something hypnotic in their depths, Try as he would, Lord
Dovercourt could not shift his own gaze. He was held-——he was fascinated.

“Your life, my friend, depends upon your common sense,” said Dacca softly. * Make no
outery, Do so, and you will diz. I am here for one purpose—and one purpose alone,”

Lord Dovercourt attempted to shout, but no sound would come. He was paralysed with horror
—he was helpless under the gaze of those horrible, hypnotic eyves.

“Yo i will give me the Harding papers ! " said Dacea, advancing, and holding out a claw-like
hand. ** Do you understand, Lord Dovercourt ? The Harding papers ! ”

A choking cry sounded in the Air Minister's throat.

“No! You shall not have them ! he panted, his own will conquering for a brief second,

Simultaneously, he glanced at the desk—his gaze rested upon the gealed envelope. Without
shifting his own eyes, Dacca saw. He moved forward, seized the envelope, and a hideous chuckle
escaped his ugly, misshapen mouth.

“ Sealed ! " he said gloatingly. ** So you have not examined them yet, my noble lord ?”

“ Let me have them ! " panted the Air Minister. * Those papers are vital ! They have not yot
been "

“ Enough ! " interrupted Dacca. * You have told me all I need to know ! ”

At the same moment, Dacca leapt forward. It was an animal-like spring, and so unexpected
that Lord Doyvercourt was not ready for it. The dwarf landed fully upon the Air Minister's chest,
and Lord Dovercourt went staggering backwards, to fall with a crash to the carpot. Dacea’s elaw.
like fingers closed round his lordship’s throat. '

“ T could kill you ! " he gloated. “But I won't ! I could kill you as I killed Harding, my friend !’

The grip tightened round the unfortunate peer's throat, and strange lights blazed and glowed in
front of his eyes. His genses reeled.

& hoarse, wild cry., He believed that only two seconds had elapsed, and that Dacca was
still there. DBut he was wrong. Except for himself, the library was emnpty.
“ Help—help ! " eroaked Lord Dovercourt. ** Benson—Benson | Help ! "
He tried to stagger to his feet. He was feeling dizzy and weak, however, and he fell,
The door burst open, and Benson came in, looking startled and frightened.
‘{‘113 anything the matter Ob, my lord ! " ke gasped, in horror. * Are you hurt, my
lord ¢ "

IT was only two minutes later when Lord Dovercourt recovered Lis sonses, and he sat up with
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“The dwarf ! croaked tho Air Minister. * Have you seen the dwart 7

Benson stared in blank bewilderment,

“The dwarf, my lord ?” he repeated, as though he doubted his master’s sanity

* Never mind—help Sir Akbar ! " panted Lord Dovercourt. ‘ He’s there—behind the curtains !
Help Sir Akbar ! ”

“ But—Dbut——"" bogan the bewildered butler. \

“ The curtains—behind the curtains ! " insisted his Jordship.

The butler hurried across the room reluctantly—ifor all his instinots urged him to help Lord
Dovercourt. However, the Jatter was so insistent that Benson was compelled to obey.

He pulled the curtains aside, and then recoiled.

Lying on the floor, his evening dress disarranged, was the sprawling body of Sir Akbar Laldhi,
the Balghanistan Ambassador. His white shirt front was crumpled and creased, his collar was
unfastened, and his hair was in disorder.

“ He's dead, my lord—he's dead ! faltered the butler.

“Dead | " repeated Lord Dovercourt, horrified.

-He managed to get to his feet, and he staggered over to the butler's side, And at that very
moment Sir Akbar stirred slightly, and his eyelids fluttered.

“You're a fool, Benson !” gnapped the Air Minister. ‘" Look! Sir Akbar is alive—he is
recovering consciousness ! Here, help me! We will carry him on to the couch.”
Although Lord Dovercourt was in no fit state to exert himself, he took Sir Akbar’s feet and

——— e = e e
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the butler took Sir Akbar's shoulders. Together, they lifted him on to the big comfortable
couch.

“There! That will do!” said Lord Dovercourt. ‘“ Now, Benson, bring some water. First
of all, though, pour out a little brandy.”

““ Some for yourself, too, my lord 7’ asked Benson, who was now beginning to recover a little
of his normal dignity.

“Yes—vyes ! can do with some.” |

The butler hastened to a hidden cabinet, and poured out two stiff tots of neat brandy. Lord
Dovercourt gulped his down at once, and he held the other glass to Sir Akbar’s lips,

“ Thank you—thank you!” breathed Sir Akbar. “ 1 am desolated, Lord Dovercourt, that
this unhappy event should have occurred in your house.”

“ Never mind that, my dear sir,” said his lordship. ** We have both had an appalling experi-
ence. [ really think I had better summon a doctor——"

“No, no! Do not do that !’ urged Sir Akbar. “‘ Wo cannot afford to have any publicity.
Lot us, at all costs, keep this unfortunate affair private.”

He fingered his throat tenderly, and Lord Dovercourt could see the ugly marks which had been
obviously caused by the dreadful hunchback’s claw-like fingers,

At this interesting moment a ring sounded somewhere within the mansion,

“ Who is that—at this time of night ? >’ asked Lord Dovercourt impatiently. * Benson, you
must not admit—— But one moment !”
His lordship paused, remembering that Nelson Lee was due. He suddenly nodded.

“ See who it is, Benson,” he ordered. *‘ If the caller is Mr, Nelson Lee, admit him. 1f it is any.
hody else, say that I have retired.”

Sir Akbar looked mildly interested.

“ Mr. Nelson Lee ? " he repeated. *‘Splendid! Ilis arrival is most timely.”
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CHAPTER 6.
Nelson Lee Js Puzzled !

to be opened,
The rain was pouring down in torrents now, and there was shelter in this porchway,
A suddon gharp shower had come on ten rginutes earlier, and it was still at its height.

Benson opened the door, and he regarded the visitor anxiously.

“1 have an appointment with Lord Dovercourt,” said Lee, presenting his card,

“Come in, sir—como in ! said the butler, glanecing at the card.  Qh, Mr. Lee, I'in glad
vou're here ! What a pity you didn’'t come & few minutes ago.”

“ Has something happened ? " asked Lee sharply.

“ Yes, sir—somcthing dreadiul ! roplied the butler. * My master has been attacked

“Take me to him at once,” interrupted ILee,

Ile was deeply concerned. Remembering Nipper's story—remembering how Mr. Harding
had zasped out a last word that the Air Minister sLuuld be warned—ULee feared the worst, He
was relieved, therefore, when lie was usghered into the library, to find Dovercourt dishevelled
and pale, but otherwise unharmed,

“You are very welcome, Mr. Lee,” said his lordship, as he warmly shook hands. T have been
ettacked—and robbed. This gentleman is Sir Akbar Laldhi, the Dalghanistan Ambassador.”

Nelszon Lee bowed, and Sir Akbar inelined his head.

“You must pardon me for noglecting to rize, Mr. Lee,” said the Ambassador gently. “ 1
am unfortunately indigposed,”

“ May I know what has happened ? * asked Nelson Lee, looking from ene to the other.

“ ('ertainly,” replied Lord Dovercourt. * While I should hesitato to fell this story to tho
police, T am satisfied, Mr. Lee, that you will be disereet. I will tell you exactly what occwrred.”

He did so. He explained how Sir Akbar had suddenly noticed something moving behind
the curtains—althouzh lLord Dovercourt himself had seen nothing. He teld how Sir Akbar
had been attacked, i

“ 1 was taken utterly by surprise,” put in the Ambassador, at this point. “ No soconer was
I behind those curtains than a pair of elaw-like hands clutched at my throat. I was drawn
torward, half-throttled. I tried to ery out, but I was held as though in a vice. After that, I am
afreid, I remember nothing.”

“ Before 1 could reach Sir Akbar’s side—before I could help him—the curtains parted, and
the most hideous figure 1 have ever set eyes on came into the room,” said Lord Dovercourt huskily.
“1 was staggered—horrified. A hunchbacl, Mr.
Lee—a vile, venomous-looking dwarf, with ap-
pallingly baleful eyes. Please do not imagine that
I am exaggerating—that 1 have allowed my senso
of propartion to desert me. In all seriousness, I
tell you that this dwarf was utterly Satanie.”

“ I am quite prepared to accept your word,"” said
Nolson Lee quietly. ““Io you know of any par-
ticular reason for the attack ?”

“ There was a very definite reason,” replied Lord
Dovercourt.  ““This man—if he can be called a
man—demanded ccrtain papers. To be exact, the
specifications of an anti-aircraft invention which
Mr. Robert Harding left in my charge some' sweeks
Hcru.ll

“Nelson Lee looked keen.

“ Mr. Robert Harding ?” he repcated. * The
man who was murdered mnear Romford this
evening ! "

11 YES.!I

“ And this dwarf is obviously the same hideous
figure that three of my boys saw near the spot
where Mr. Harding was murdered,” nodded Nelson
Lee. *“ Do I understand, Lord Dovercourt, that
. you had not examined those specifications #

" The envelope was soaled—just as it had been when I first put it into my safe,” said the
Air Minister. ™ I had intended examining those papers some time ago, but I have been so full
of engagements that I have had very little time.”

* Then, actually, you know nothing whatever about Mr. Harding’s anti-aircraft device "

“1 am nfrﬂid that is s0,” admitted Lord Dovercourt reluctantly.

“ And this hunchbaclk took that sealed package ? " asked Lee.

“ That is so0,”

" Which way did the thief go when ho escaped 7"

“I cannot tell you,” replied his lordship. “ I was nearly choked into unconsciousness, and

for a period I was quite incapable of knowing anything. But I doubt if this hunchiback walked
out 11 the ordinary way.”

NELSO?{ LEE stood in the porch of Lord Dovercourt’s mansion, waiting tor the door
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Lee glanced across at the heavy curtains, and
then he walked to the window Pulling the curs
tains aside, he pursed his lips. The window was
open, and a little rain was driving in. He looked
out, and “found a narrow street was immediately
beneath. The windows on this side of the house all
overlooked this street. By loaping down, one could
easily reach the pavement.

“¥You say that the scaled envelope contained a
gecret, device for dealing with enemy aeroplanes in
wartime ? »’ asked Lee slowly.

“1 believe so—although % cannot be absolutely
certain.”

“You have no copies of those specifications ?

“ None.”

“It is a pity,” said Lee. * There can be no doubt that the dwarf heard of the plans from
Mr. Harding himself, and he lost no time in eoming here to take possession of them.”

“ The wretched creature must have been hiding in this room,” said Lord Dovercourt huskily.
“ He was skulking behind those curtains,”

* That seems fairly obvious,” agreed Nelson Lee. He was thoughtful for a few minutes. Then :
“ Were you alone for any time before Sir Akbar arrived 7" he asked suddenly.

“ For about fifteen minutes, I should think,” replied Lord Dovercourt. “ And that creaturo
must have been hiding behind those curtains all the time.”

“That is why I am puzzled,” said Lee slowly. ‘* Why did he not attack you when you were
alone 7"

The Air Minister started.

“ That is certainly a point,” he said, in astonishment. “I took the é)apers from the safe—
and I was quite alone at the time. Why should this dwarf wait until Sir Akbar arrived—and
thus give himself double work ¥ Why sheuld he have risked failure when he could bave been
practically certain of success ? 7

Sir Akbar offered a suggestion. A

“ Do you not think it possible that this dwarf knew of my intended visit ?”’ he asked. * How
he knew I cannot imagine—but, at least, it offers a solution to the httle problem.”

“ How so, Sir Akbar 1" asked the Air Minister.

“If this hideous man was expecting me, he naturally delayed aoction,” replied Sir Akbar,
“ He did not want to be interrupted in the middle of his work. So he waited—and it was his
intention, no doubt, to wait until I had departed. But, as it happened, I chanced to see a slight
movement of the curtains, and thus the man was compelled to act then and there.”

*“ Of course—of course,” said Lord Dovercourt. * That is obviously the explanation, Mr. Lee.”

Nelson Lee nodded thoughtfully without hesitation.

ENSON was brought in and closely questioned.

B He declared, with positive assurance, that the dwarf had not escaped through the
hall. Benson had been within sight of the hall during the wholé time of Sir Akbar’s
visit, and he would have known at once if the dwarf had passed through that way. There

seemed little doubt, therefore, that the dwarf had made his escape by means of the window, as

Lee had first surmised.

* I want you to use your best efforts, Mr. Lee,” said the Air Minister earnestly. * At all costs,
those Harding specifications must be recovered; I urge you to accept this commission.”

*“ I accept it gladly—since I was already interested in this mysterious dwarf before I came here,”
replied Lee. * But I really think, Dord Dovercourt, that the police had better be informed, If
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precautions are taken, the police will use discrotion, and the newspapers will not get hold of the
storv. And, of course, Sir Akbar’s name will not bo mentioned at all.”

“You aro very generous—and I am grateful,” said Sic Akbar, rising to his feet. * Owing to
my position, I must cortainly ask vou to keep my name ontirely out of this unhappy misadven-
ture. No, no! Please do not help me. I am much better now. And I should take it as an
Lonour if you will permit me to depart.”

They shook hends, and Sir Akbar took his departure.

Lee, eftor the Balglunistan Ambassador had gone.
“F rsmklv I was rather surprised at Sir Akbar’s visit myself,” replied Lord Dover-
court, Hu had heard of the latest air-mail outrage, and he was anxious to confer

64 MAT I know why Sir Akbar Laldhi visited you at such a Iar.e. hour ? " asked Nelson

W it‘l me.'
* And I*e had not been here long before the incident of the dwarf took place ? "

“Sir Akbar had scarcely mentioned the recason for his call The Air Minister suddenly
raused, and looked at Leo with startled eyes. *“ Good heavens ! You aro not suggesting, Mr.
Lee, that Sir Akbar could bo in any way connected with this wretched business 17

‘T am suggesting nothing,” rophﬂd Lae

“ Beeauso the idea is prepuatvmus, continued the Air Minister, “ Sir Akbar's eredentials
nre absolutely above suspicion. Moreover, as an Ambassador he is, as you know, immuﬁe from
iy proseention, No man of honour would take advantage of his pumtmu like that.”

"I understand that the dwarf was brown—in fact, an Asiatic ?

“ Certainly,” agreed Lord Dovercourt. * Unguestionably the man was brown—a native of
the Far East. Sir Akbar is also an Easterner, but you must not assume——"

“ Pardon me, Lord Dovercourt, but T am assuming nothing,® interrupted Tee.

* Nevortheless, you are hinting that there might be some sort of connection between this thief
nid Sir Akbar,"” said the Air Minister, in a worried voice. “* For heaven's sake, Mr. Lee, abandon
that line of reasoning at once! OQur relations with Balghanistan are none too amicable. aud
there must be no suggestion of anything that is likely to cause hostility.”

L1

mysterious dwarf were probably men of the same nationality. It may have been a

coincidenco, but it was strikingly significant nevertheless,

And those Marding plans—designs for an anti-aircraft device. They had been stolen
frem the Air Minister while the Ambasszador for Balghanistan had been in the room !

To add to the remarkable train of circumstances, the Air Minister himself was worried jusk
now over the baflling disappearance of Indian Air Mail liners whilst flying over Balghanistan
territory.

There must be some connection here—all this was mucl: more than coincidence,

L.ee soon found that there was very little more to be diszovered in Lord Dovercourt’s house,
The butler had nothing to tell. He had admitted Sir Akbar, and he had seen or heard nothing
else until his master had called for help. Then he had found Lord Dovercourt on the floor, dis-
hevelled and half-fainting ; and he had found Sir Akbar Laldhi unconscious behind the curtains,
Iienson had seen nothing of the hideous dwarf.

Nelson Lee assured the Minister that he would do everything within his power to recover the
stolen documents ; he further gave his assurance that he would give the necessary information
to Scotland Yard,

He took'his departure soon afterswards, and as the rain had now ceased he decided to walk
as far as Regent Street, at least. He would be able to get a taxi, no doubt, at Oxford Circus.

Before leaving the vieinity of tho Air Minister’s house, however, he went down that narrow,
deserted sido street,  The library window was rather high, the sill being at least six feet from the
pavement level. "There were some ornamental iron bars at the top of the sill, but no bars across
the window itself. The ecurtains were drawn and only a tiny chinlt of light could be seen,

Lee stood there for some moments, looking down at the wet pavement. He grasped the window-
sill and pulled himsell up.

“ Now, tlien ! ' gaid a sudden voice. ** What do you think you're doing ?

A pnlmo congtable, wearing rubber-soled shoes, had come along lmexpected]}

And he stoed looking up at Nelson Lee squmwualy the light from his lantern flashing on the
deteetive's face,

* Better come down ! ™ said the policeman, grimly. “ And no monkey-triuks, mind ! "

Nelson Leo dropped.

“Its all right, constable,” he said, “ I've only just left Lord Dovercourt—this is his house, a4
vou may know t "'

“1I know it all right, ” gaid the constable, * 8o you've just left him, have you ? That'’s not
good enough for mo——-"

He broke off as the library window suddenly opened. Lord Dovercourt looked out—no doubt
Le hzul heard tho voices outside—and ho was astonished when he saw the policoman’s hand on
l.ee’s shoulder,

* What are you doing, officer ? 7 he asked sharply. “ That gentleman is Mr. Nelson Lee.”

The puhcaman removed hiz hand as though Lee’s shoulder had become red-hot,”

“ Sorry, sir ! " ho apologised hastily, I didn’t know—--"

R ELSON LEL was struck by the significance of the fact that Sir Akbar Laldhi and the
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“You were doing
your duty, constable,
and you had every
roason for doubting my
word, [ was just hav-
inrg a look at the wine
dow-sill, Lord Dover-
court. Sorry if we dis-
turbed you.”

“ Not at all!” said
his  lordship. “* Now
that the constable is
here, perhaps you had
bettor tell him to keep
his eyes well open to-
night 7 "

" I shall certainly do
go,”’ said Lee, nodding.

Lord Dovercourt soon
closed the window, and
Lee turned to the police-
man with a smile,

** There's beensa rob-
bery 1 he explained.
“Some important
papers were stolen from
Lord Dovercourt about
half-an-hour ago. 'The
thief probably entered
by this window and
escaped by the samo
means,”’

** Not half-an - hour A
ago, sir!’' said the con- 1’”’ "l I 2 :
stable promptly. bl ! gk ﬂl i o

i r i N m : -

No ? Why are you ”IH"I"I, :
50 cortain (il | SR | "" _sﬁ‘::,.g,

The officer turned and VW _ \\f,l
pointed up the street to - O, bl B '..'.":".,.
a deep doorway, some . T o Lt
yards distant. The hideous

* It was ruining then, hunchbacked
siv, and [ was sheltering dwarf leaped
in that doorway,” he c¢lean over the
explained. “Iwasthere Wall in one jump.
for close on forty ' Alter him [™
minutes,” shouted  Church

“You didn't seeo a excitedly.
small, hunchbacked
man—a kind of dwarf 27

“I saw nobody, sir,”

replied the constabloe.
* 1 was keeping my eyes open, too, because I was on the look-out for the inspoctor,” he added
confidentially. ** I didn’t leave the doorway until about ten minutes ago, when the rain stopped,
And T'll swear that nobody got in or out of that window while 1 was about. I couldn’t have
helped seeing.”

“H'm! Very interesting ! 7 commented Lee. ‘* Well, perhaps the thief ezcaped by some other
moans. You'd better keep an eye on this house to-night, constable,”

“ I will, Mr, Lee,” said the officer. ** Sorry if I was rough with you just now. I'd no idea wlho
you were, sir.”’

When Nelson Lee walked away, after bidding the constable good-night, there was a curious
light in his eyoes.

“The dwarf did not escape through the house, and he did not escape by the window ! lLe
muttered., ** What, then, became of him ? Quite an interesting little problem !

’i?i‘lu :f",t"

|
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The Unscen Menace !

WO minutes later Nelson Lee turned quickly into an empty doorway and locked back.

. I He was just in time to see a shadowy figure vanishing like o streak of lightning. ITe
even fancied that he saw two shadowy firures, some distance in the rear. But he coull
not be quite sure, : :

“H"'n! This looks promizing ! * he told himself.
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Almost ag soon as he had started walking away from Lord Dovercourt's houge in Devonshire
Strect, he had felt certain that he was being shadowed. Yet, try as he would, ho could not catch
o glimpse of the mysterious enemy.

Nelson Lee exporienced an uncomiortable feeling, used though he was to this sort of thing. He
had not forgotten tho cold-blooded murder of Robert Harding. That unfortunate gentleman had
been blown up first of all, and then, as he had survived that dreadful ordeal, he had been shot
through tho brain. His encmies were ruthless. Lee suspected that those samo encmies might Le
now trailing him. He half-wondered if he would suddenly feel the deadly iinpact of a bullet in his
baelk.

The detective deliberately turned down one of the quiet streets in the neighbourhood of Langham
I'lace. It would lead him out somewhere in the vicinity of Oxford Circus. Again he attemptoed to
cateh a glimpse of his shadowers, but he failed.

And then something happened that was remarkable for its unexpectendess and its bizarre
naturo.

high wall, with some stunted, close-clipped trees showing just beyond —probably the back
of a garden. There was a street-lamp twenty yards ahcad, but just here, whero Leo was,
the light was not particularly good.

Something biack and shapeless suddenly skimmed over the top of the wall in a single clean
Jcap—in a movement, indeed, that was almost like flying. The {igure alighted on the pavement
just in front of Nelson Leo.

1t was like a magician’s trick, so mysteriously had this apparition come out of nothingness,
Nelson Lee caught his breath in sharply, his right hand going round towards his hip-pocket. DLu$
Le was at a disadvantago, for he was wearing his overcoat, and the overcoat was buttoned.

What he saw caused bim a moment of repulsion. A dwarf—an animal-like hunchback—with a
brown, evil face. The burning eyves were fixed upon Lee’s own countenance, and he could see the
yellowish fangs as the creature bared its thin, cruel lips. Iestooned over its shoulders was a lon
black cloak., It was the dwarf—the murderer of Robert Harding—the vile creature which ha
rohbed Lord Dovercourt !

“* No, Mr. Neleon Lee, I cannot porinit you to get at vour pistol ! ¥ caune a tense, vibrant voice.
“ It seems that vou intend to make vourself a nuisanco—and that is a thing I do not allow.”

As he was speaking, Dacca the dwarf projected himself forward. Thero was something bestial
in his agility. His claw-like hands came out of the felds of his cloak, and they reached for Nelson
Lee's throat. |

The detective half-turned, realising his danger—but he was a shade too late. Those clutching
fingers reached his throat, and gripped hard. In spite of Lee’s efforts he was borne back until he
crashed to the pavement, Dacea sprawled over him, like some evil monstrosity,

“Fool ! " snarled Dacca. * Iool to think that you could in.
terfere in my affairs and live.”

The strength of the creature was phenomenal, startling.
Although Nelson Lee was a powerful man, and althiough he now
fought with every ounce of his encergy, he was like a child in the
grasp of this foe ! The grip round his throat tightenod. He felt
the life being choled out of him.

NELS(JN LIEIL was walking on the feft-hand side of the road, and here there was a fairly

He and Willy Handforth were creuching in a doore
way, thirty yards in the rear.  Still farther back
Reggie Pitt and Stanley Waldo wero hiding, And on
tho other side of the s‘rcet there wers two more—Church and
MeClure.
All six of them, in short, had been shadowing Nelson Lep !
These, then, were those mystcricus shadowers whom Leo
had suspected rather than detected. 1t had been Ninper's
iden. Knowing that Nelson Lee had gone to the Air blinis-
ter’'s house in Devonshire Street, Nipper had sugeested that &
) few of the “cub’ detectives should place themselves Landy.
There was a possibility of danger—and Nipper had wanted to be on the safe side.
“Mr. Lee’s down—there's somebody erouching over himm |7 exclaimed Willy., * Come on'!
We can’t wait here ! We'd better reveal ourselves now ! 7
*They left their doorway, and ran at top speed along the pavement. Dacea saw thein coming—
he heard them first, and looked up. His hideous face became distorled with appalling rage.
* It’s the dwarf | " gasped Nipper, as he ran. * Look ! Buck up, you chaps ! I'o the rescue ! ™

Pitt and Waldo and thoe otliers came rushing up at the double. Perhaps it seemed to Dacca that
the whole street had become alive with running figures. At all events, he must have known that
hef{m in considerable danger, He could not risk capturo. He dropped Lee abruptly, spun round,
and leapt.

“Look ! ™ yelled Pitt. “ Oh, my only sainted aunt !

They all saw Dacca as he leapt. It was a sight to be remembered. Tle dwarf rose up into the
air as though Lo possessed tho lirabs of a kangaroo, Up he went, soaring high, to leap cloan over
the wall in one jump.

. SOMETHING‘"S wrong ! ” said Nipper, hoarsely.
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“ After him ! "' shouted Church excitedly.

Waldo nearly imitated Dacea’s leap. IFFor Waldo—son of the famous Peril Expert —was some-
thing of & wonder himseif. His leap tock him to the top of the wall, and he guickly recovered his
balance. He saw a garden, well-kept and neatly laid out. and although the gloom was deep,
Waldo’s phenomenally keen eyes saw a black figure moving some distance away, near the house,
It rose for a moment as it topped a low wall, and then disappeared completely.

““ He’s gone ! ” panted Waldo, looking down at the others. ** He must have run like a hare.”

“ Guv'nor ! " panted Nipper, as he bent anxiously over Nelson Lee. * Ol the fiend ! Look at
these horrible marks on the guv'nor’s throat ! ”

Nelson Lee was fighting his way back to consciousness. His face, a moment earlier, had been
nearly purple, but now he was recovering. ~

“ Thank you, boys ! ”” he muttered, his voice hoarse and weak. “* You have taught me a lesson.”

“But we did nothing, sir!”" said Reggie Pitt. “ We've failed. That hunchback man got
away ! "’

““ You would have been magicians if you had captured him,” said Nelson Lee. “ So you are
the shadowers 1 glimpsed, are you ? Well done, boys! It is a mercy you decided 10 wateh over
e in this way ! ”

““We'd no idea we should be so useful, guv’nor,” said Nipper thankfully., ‘' And T rather think
we surprised that dwarf as much as we surprised you. You don’t actually mean to say that he was
strangling you, do you 7"

** I had nearly lest consciousness when you came ‘LIF,” replied Lee, gravely., " That vile thing
yossesses the strength of a dozen men. I have never known anything hke it. Make no mistake,
E{}}'E, we are up against a deadly enemy this time—{far more deaddy than Professor Zingrave and all

his myrmidons of the Green Triangle ! "

iy

CHAPTER 8.
Nelson Lee’s Theory !

HEN they got Lome—aiter no- further misadventures—Nelson Lee, accompanied by
W Nipper, went into his own chambers, . _

They found Lord Dorrimdre sprawling in Nelson Lee’s easiest chair. He was loci:-

ing bronzed and healthy, ¥ shook hands warmly with Tee, and clapped Nipper «n

the hack.
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“Gad! It’s good vo sco you again ! he said, I wish you could spare timoe {o comoe out to
Indin, Lee. Thero’s a pretty little problem there, waiting for someboedy to solve,”

“1 may go to India vet,” said Lee grimly.

“Do vou mean that ¥ " asked the sporting peer. “I can assure yvou that —— Good glory !
W Liat’s happened to your neck, Lee * What on earth have you been doing ¥ "

“If it hadn't been for Nipper and some of the other boys I should have been derd long before
now,"” replied Lee quietly. ** 1'vo had a rather nasty oxperience, Dorrie."”

He gave the details, and Lord Dorrvimore listened in astonishment.

“Well, you're not the only one who's had a runmuny adventure,” said his lordship, when the
detective bad finished., * This affair out in the Eas! s uncanny enough, I can give you my word !
If 1 waso't o level-headed man I'd swear that there was some doviley afoot—some sort of super-
naturnl power, I saw one of those air liners vanish before my very eyes ! And it was as much
as 1 could do Lo kKeep my own machine out of the fatal zona.”

ITe went into a graphic deseription of his exporience, and Nelson Leo and Nipper listenod with
fnscinated intorest.

suddenly seen the machine climbing higher and higher into the infinite blue of the slky.
Then he told how the nose of his own machine had beon jerked upwards, and how that
dreadful paralysis had commensed {0 creep over him.

“T could do nothing ! he declared. “* At least, that was my firat feeling. Tiven now I don't
kuow how 1 managed to switch off the engine. But it was that which saved my life. Within
nitother few sccondsg 1 should have been so completely paralysed that I could not even havo
reached thie switeh, or moved the joy-stick in any direction.”

“ Have you flown between Karachi and Bushive since then %7 -

“1 flow back,” replied Lord Dorrimore. * Nothing happencd. Tho journey was quite un-
eventful”

DUHHIE save all the delails-<lie told Lhow ho hLad followed that air liner, and how lLe Lad

“ And what kind of country is il——I mean, at this spot where vou met with this slrange ex*
perience ? " asked Lee, * What is the nature of tho country at that particular place ¥ "

“Ihils, for the most part —barren, blealk, sunburned hills,” replied Dorrie. " An ugly placa
-—a wilderness where there are no villages or towns, and where there 1s oven a scarcity of animat
life, lvery inch of that country has been searched for wreckage, but none has ever been found,
All those machines have vanished shywerds. They have gone up, never to return,”

“The latter part of your statemeut 1s a pure asswunption, Dorrie,” said Nelson Lee, " They
have not returned to their usual bases, but it is incredibje to suppoze that they have never returned
again to carth,”

“ If they had roturned to earth, where did they come down @

“ Porhaps somewhere in the interior of Balghanistan,"

“But why ¥ asked Dorrie. ** Why =liould they como down in Balghanistan ¥ And if tLis i3
the fact, why have not the Balghanistan authorities given us any wformation * "

“It’s a very mysterious business, Dorrie —and I, for one, do not eredit the scientific theory,”
sail Nelson Lee quictly., * I do not beliove for a moment that there is some phenomenal upheaval
in the heavens which is causing the machines to be attracted away from the earth. That theory
is fantastie. I have another one.”

““ Of courso you have,” agreed Dorrie. “ I kneow you'd have a theory-—and I'll bet it’s a good
Dr!r"*‘,

“I have already told you about this dwarf—this hunch back who murdered Robert Harding,
tlhe invontor,” said Nelson Lee. ** Well, it is my belief that this dwarf i3 the head of an organisa-
tion——or, at least, an important unit of the organisation, Mr. Harding was scized by these people,
and hig secret was forced from him.”

““ Iis secret ?  What secrot 77

“ A revolutionary method of dealing with enemy aircraft in war tiine,” replied Lee. * The
Air Minister has admitted that Harding presented specifications of such a device, 1t is signilicant
that Mr. Harding should havo been kidnapped at just about the timno when he had comnpleted
his experiments, and had submitted his plans.”

** And you think that the process has alrecady been put into operation ? "

“ Doosn't it look liko it 2 " asked Lee. * These people, with tho dwarf at the Liead of them,
have been putting Harding's invention to the test. But as there 1s no war, they have been preying
upon harmless air vail liners. These men-are undoubtedly enemies of England—of the Dritish
Ermpire. Aud they have Mr. Harding's secret entirely to themselves, for there -are no duplicates
of the plans. That is the really grave point, Harding is dead, and it is doubtful if a thorough
search of his cffects will bear any fruit. The outlook is certainly serious.”

Lord Dorrirnore looked hard at Nelson Lee.

“You are thinking of somothing else, old man,” he said keenly, * You are almost suggesting
that there is somo world-wide plot afoot—seme diabolical schome [or wiping out England, What,
exactly, do you mean t :

“ I would rather not say just now, Dorrie, ” roplied Lee quiotly. *‘I will admit that I havoe somna
startling thoughts in my head—but they are so vague, 8o indefinite, that it would hardly be fair

for me to give voice to them. Yot I will confess that I suspoct these mysterious enemies are plot.
ting againsi the security of the Empire.” :
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“ And who are they ? ” asked Dorrie bluntly. ““Indians ? Chinese ? Russians, perhaps ¢
“ My attention is centred upon Balghanistan,' replied Lee grimly.

“ Well, if there’s going to be any scmppingr—u war, or anything like that—I want o be in it,”
declared Lord Dorrimore enthusiastically, * Things have beon pretty slow for me of late, and 1'm
gotting a bit stagnated. I want something——-"

He was interrupted by the sudden appearance of Handforth,

“ Mr, Lee !  gasped Edward Oswald.

Handforth had burst in, and his face was excited and flushed,

© *“Well 1 asked Lee sharply. ““ What igit 7"

“ Browne's wireless set again, sir !’ shouted Handforth, * Those same gultural sounds !
Browne’s pieked 'em up 1 ¥

“T'll come,” said Lee promptly.

Ife sprang to his feet, and ran to the door.

“ By the Lord Harry | What’s all this 1 asked Dorrie, staring.

“ Don’t you remember ? ' panted Nipper. ‘“ We were listening to Browne’s wireless set—
listening to those guttural sounds—when wo heard Mr. Harding’s qunal for help! But I can'i
understand it ! I thought that the secret wircless station was burned down with the farmhouse !
There must be another one ! "

“I'm in on this,”” said his lordship briskly.

a communicating door into the Detective Academy, And within a minute thoy were in
the Common Room, where the young deteetives were gathered round the amateur wire-
less set, -

“ Ug-ug-ug ! ™ the loud speaker was saying, clearly and distinetly, * Zat-zot-zid-zad ! Ug-ug ! ™

Lee was listening intently,

“ T faney it must be a secret code of some kind,” he said in a low voice. ‘ There is another
private broadeasting station, Dorrie. The one at Romford was destroyed. And yet, within a few
hours, these people have got another one working—sending out those secret signals. In Heaven's
name, what can this grim mystery mean 7"

Abruptly the guttural sounds ceased. But before any of the boys could make any comment
other sounds came,

“ Listen ! ” urged Lord Dorrimore, his face alight with consternation. “The S.0.8.! Yes!
It's another of those aeroplanes ! It's sending out the distress call |

‘They 2ll stood there, fascinated, horrified.

These wireless signals were faint, and there were many atmospherics—indicating that the
signals were coming from a great distance, Out there, somewhere over wild Balghanistan, another
1ll-fated air liner was sending out the distress call to the world. Already the signals were becoming
faint, and soon they ceased altogether.

* Another one gone !  muttered Dorrie huskily,

Nelson Lee clenched his fists,

“There's something devilish about this, Dorrie ! "' he said, taking his lordship on one side.
“I'hat aeroplane sent out its 5.0,5. on the same wave-length as that secret code. Doesn’t it
suggest something to you 7

“ I don't understand, old man.™

“You tell me :}hat you were nearly paralysed just bofore you switched off "

“ Yes but—— i

“ How do we know that the pilots of these other missinz "planes were not similarly paralysed ? 7
asked Lee tensely. * In that case, how could they send out any distress signals 7 Ian’t it possible
tn:unt. th;s-,u signals are coming, not from the vietims, but from the unknown Force which is des!roy-

them 7 "

g Ye gods ! I've never thought of anything like that ! ' said Dorrie blankly.

"“"T'he use of this same wave-length | 7 continued Lee. ** Here is thia dwarf—known to be mixed
ap with this sceret broadcasting station, and with] these guttural code signals—in l.ondon, By
tuning in on this wave-length, he can tell just when a maching is going to 1ts doom. He can be
kept constantly informed,”

[.ord Dorrimore made a helpless gesture.

““It's bevond me,” he confessed.

“ The whole affair is something of an enigma,” said Nelson Lee. * But T am already inclined
to the theory that the dwarf and Sir Akbar are one and the same—~—" '

‘““ Impossible ! ’ broke in Lord Dorrimore,

Nelson Leoe smiled, _

“You think so T Well, well, wo shall see ! ”

HE and Nipper followed Nelson Lee. They went out of Lee’s chambers, and passed through

THE END

Is Nelson Lee’s startling theory right 7 On no account nust you migs reading the
neaxt story in this amazing series, chums. I’'s entitled, ‘" The House of Pattering Feet ] 7
and is one long thrill from start to finish. And don’t forget that there's another grand
Free Gift awcaiting you next Wednesday !
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TUBBY AND SLIM!

Neither Tubby nor Slim kiow the
first thing aboul flying an acroplane,
yet that does nol siop ‘em going up
i one. Needless 1o say, they come

Aerial Antics!

17! Plop!

a cropper—many croppers, in fact !
Bertie Bootle's cherubie smile was
still in evidence as he cheerfully |

wiped the remains of a well-aimed

snowball from his fsce,

“Jolly good suot!”
brother Benny,

A Febrouarvy fall of snow had enticed them
into a mcadow close to their home, and the
mnocent recreation of snowballing had kept
tnem out of mischicf for at least a couple of
hours—a thing almost unhcard of as far as
they were concernad.,

They were rather curious lads, these fwo.
The one thing in commoun which the brothers
possessed 1in a superiative degree was thoe apli-
tude of getting into the most fearsome scrapes
imaginable and the ingenuity for getiing out
of them again, _

Benny Bootle, the taller and elder of the
two, was of an ungainly build, his tubby body
surmounting a pair Gi} long thin legs which
were capable of remarkable speed when set
in motion, His full moon face, topped with
an untidy thatelr of hair, completed a picture
which radiated a jollity which was seldomn

he remurked to lis

absent from his nature.

His brother, Bertic Bootle, was as thin as
a rake; so thin, in fact, that you would almost

mark him absent if he stood sideways. 1lis
childlike and innocent expression, however,
had led many people into underestimating his
powers of performing impish pranks until ic
was too late and the mischief wus done.

Another snowball whizzed, and then a buz-
zing roar, gradually increasing in volume,
caused the two brothers to stop the game
and glance up to where a small acroplane was
fiying overhead.

*It's coming down, I believe,” yelled Benny.

He was right. The machine landed about
a couple of hundred yards off and taxicd
rather bumpily to a standstill.

The two boys started to run towavds the
'plane, and the much begoggled pilot stood
up and gesticulated to them.

“Aunything wrong?” chirped DBertie.

“No, nothing wrong, youngsters!” yeplied
the pilot, stepping out of the machine. “1
havo an urgent call to make on Colonel
Sguint. 1le lives close at hand, doesn’t he ?”’

“Just over the other side of that road,”
they answered, pointing to the red roof of a
house which ghowed above the tree-lops
bardering the meadow,
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“Very welll Now, if you will stay along 1
side of my aeroplane and seoc that nobody
touches it, T will give you a shilling.”

“We're on!” exclaimed the two lads.

The pilot nodded, and then strode away
across the field to Colonel Squint’s abode.

“I reckon he’s a detective,” said Bertie.
“He’s come about those papers the colonel
had stolen from him."

“Very likely,” rcmarked his brother, with
his interest focused on the aeroplane.

The boys had not troubled to tell the
stranger that Colonel Squint was their
guardian; he might have mentioned the fact
to the colonel that his wards were minding
the ’plane, and that would certainly have
upset their plans.

“Know anything about aeroplanes, Slim?”
asked Tubby of his brother, one of whose
hobbies was tinkering about with odd bits ol
metal and springs, out of which he would
conjure the weirdest of mechanical con-
trivances,

““No, nothing!” said Slim, wriggling his
thin body in an ecstasy of anmcipation. *‘But
now is the time to learn, Tubby.”

“Iet’s noso about,” said the other tersely.

They nosed about, climbing up into the
cockpit and studying the control hoard.

“What about a little flutter?’ suggested
Tubby. “Think you could fly the jigger?”

“Sure thing! What about waiting until
the pilot chap returns and forks out the bob?
Might as weFl have that first. Then trip him
up and off we go.” :

Tubby gazed at his brother with admira-
tion, -

“You do get the right ideas, Slim,” ke
chortled. ““Hallo! Here he comes! Get awa)
from the machine and prepare to receive our
reward.”’

The two boys seolemnly paraded round the
machine for the benefit of the owner, and
he appeared satisfied that his promise of a
shilling had caused them zealously to fulfil
their job. He was so pleased with them,
indeed, that he inereased the amount of their
payment to two shillings, which sum was
gratefully received by the brothers.

The stranger then switched on and swung
the propeller preparatory to resuming his
flight, and then, as he came round to thc
side, he suddenly received a shove [rom
Slim and took a backward toss over the body
of Tubby, who had stooped down behind him

He was then made quite aware of the
duplicity of the two youthe, for he was rolled
face downwards and eat upon by Slim whilc
Tubby climbed into the cockpit.

The propeller was roaring in fine style
when, at a signal from Tubby, Slim bounded
off the back of the prostrate man and took a
flying leap into the cockpit, cliding his thir
body on to Tubby’s lap.

Then, bhefore the astounded owner could
scramble to his feet, the machine jerked for-
ward with a suddenness that banged Slim’s
head on his brother’s nose.

“Hi! Steady, ass!” gasped Tubby, his eyes
full of tears from the Toree of the impact,
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Then he forgot the bang, for they were in
the air, both cheering madly., The momout
after, however, the cheers stopped, for the
'plane descended to earth again and raced
along the ground with an eccentiic gait
caused through the buckling of one of the

wheels,
“look out, fathead!” yelled T'ubby.

“You'll be into that fence in a minnte.”

Slim looked up from the eontrol hoard
which was engaging most of his attention,
and unconsciously moved the joy-stick over
so that the jigger staggered round in a small
circle. Andp then they caught sight of the
scandalised owner of the aeroplane, loping
along towards them and waving his arms with
a fury not to be mistaken even at that
distance.

The boys shouted ironical greetings to him
as Slim, by an unsure touch, again caused
them to take te the air, this time to stay, and
they maintained an undulating course varying
trom about a dozen to twenty feet from the
ground.

Feeling now more sure of himsclf, Slim
started experimenting with the result that
they zoomed upward and then glided unevenly
round the meadow above the toups of the
trees,

“This is great,”” bellowed Tubby.
fly over the town,”

Slim turned his head and a smile of sheer
delight decorated his babyish face.

“(rood idea !’ he bawled with glee. * We’ll
pe able to land in the school grounds.” He

“T.et's

referred to the Grammar School in the town
which they attended as day boarders.

No sooner thought of than attempted, and,
mounting still higher to get his bearings,
of Tumbledown, about half a mile distant.

Trouble at the Town Halll
ll\a’ half a minute the outskirts of the town
see the people on the sidewalks gazing
up at them, Shm thought that there
would be more fun if they took a nearer
view of the townsfolk, and, with a preliminary
feet of the roadway and swooshed up the
High Street, actually flying between the
-hops and houses on either side of the road.

Spoiting their old enemy the police con-
dropped still lower and whizzed towards hiu.
His startled amazement at this procedure was
so great that he mechanically threw up his
offensive horse a smack in the face with thao
back of his gloved hand. The insulted beast .
promptly reared up on his- hind legs and
pawed the air like a boxing kangaroo, one
sending it through the windscreen of a motor-
car, to the chauffeur’s great annoyance.

All this took place in a few seconds, and
the intrepid airmen were quickly past the

slim headed the 'plane for the little town

were reached and the two boys could
cirecuit, he swooped down to within tweniy
stable regulating the seanty traffic, they
arm to stop their progress, catching an iu-
hoof swiping off the policeman’s helmet and
crogs roads and nearing the town hall, Heve
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again they were fated to cause more excite
ment than would normally have been the
case, for, at this precise momeunt, the mayor

and town councillors were issuing forth in
full robes from s=ome function or another,

preceeded by a pompons mace-bearer, his
svmbol of office sloped over his shoulder.

At the aeroplane’s approach a mighty ehout
woent up from the mayor and his corpora-
tion. "The maece-bearer 1n his fright let go
the handle of his mace, and the heavy end
al onece descended- with a thud on the head
of the mayor and knocked him out. The
member of the corporation immediately fol-
lowing him tripped over the fallen figurve,
and those behind him, stwnbling oune alter
the other across the man in front, finally

ornaniented the town hall steps with a
otgantic heap of struggling councillors.  Legs

and arms waved; robes were torn to shreds
and cocked bats of office were squashed to
the thinvess of paucakes.

Slim and Tubby did not stop to view the
~onsequences of their unorthodox appearvance,
for, on seeing the confusion which they had
causged, their chief hope was that owing to
the suddeuncss of the ocurrence they had
ceeaped recoguition,

To further ensure this, Bertie manipulated
one of the controls, witih the 1dea of sending
the machine full speed ahicad, Unfortunately
Slim made a slight error. The "plane stavted
whizzing round in a civele and then:

Crash!

It jolted their teeth and made their heads
buzz; a third passenger joined them. This
passenger was the stone figure of Justice
which had lately been perched on a pinnacle
at. the top of the town hall bwilding, and
who now lay across the eockpit incounsiderately
pushing her feet into the propeller,

Fortunately this part of the town hall roo's

was flat and the acroplaue, minus propeller,
flopped down the few remaining feet and
~ume to an abrupt standstill against the
~oping.  Slim shot out of the cockpit and
took a dive down one of the chimnevs, and
luckily for him the room from which it came
was on the top floor. He tumbled out of the
zrate into the room, bringing a cloud of soot
with him, and standing up, a grimy figure,
he took stock of his surroundings.

‘The room was cmpty, and he male for the
door with the intention of mounting to the
roof to find out what had become of Tubby.
On the table was a thick envelope addressed
to Colonel Squint, his guardian, and he picked
the packet up and slid it into his pocket with
the object of saving the post office the job of
delivering it.

"Mounting a short flicht of etairs he came
to a landing above which was a skylight, and
looking up saw his brother’s face peering in
at him. He signalled to Tubby, who lifted
the skylight and dropped down beside him.

“Hallo, nigger!’ said Tubby, *“You all
right 77

“Fine!” replied Slim, “Iow did you
come off 7"

Tubby's moon face was split with a smile
veaclung from ear to ear.

¥
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“I was wedeed in a hil,” he said, “hat
when 1 stood up the whole machine fell to
picces, s0 1 simply etepped oul, and there vou
are.”

“Well!” yvawned Shim, wiping some of the
coot from his face, “‘that’s that! Jolly good
sport, aviation; don’t you think so, Tubby *"”

“Pest 've.enjoyed for a long time,”” agrecd

Tubby. “And now, what about getting back
to tea?”
“Yes! Thut's the next thivg.” Slim held

up his hand. *“Listen! Lot of excitemoent
coing on down below by the sound of it
We ehall have to ook slippy. old man. clse
they’ll be coming up and catcliing us.””

The two lads then jumped astride the
bamisters and slid down fwo or three flights
of stairts. The confuzed sound of many voices
was now much louder, aird they gathered tha!
a scarch warty was coming upstairs at the
double.

“Along this corridor,” hissed Slim softly,
and they ran silently for twenty yards and,
risking disclosure, cpened tue door of oune of
the many rooms. Thelr luck ztill held; the
room was cmpty,

Tubby walked over fo a cuphoard and
opened the door.
“My hat!” he exclaimed jubilantly. * Look

here, Slin!" .

Slim looked, and szaw, hung upon pegs in
the cupboard, two or tiivee sets of robes such
as were worn by the members of the corpora-
tion.

“Hee the idea,”” coulinned Tubby, “We'll
got mto these and join in the chase for our-
selves. When we get near the doors we can
clip away.”

Without wasting any more time, for it wus
now very precious if they were to escape, the
brothers douned each a set of the pgold-
braided, fur-collared robes. Then they put
on the triangular, feathered hats, and sallied
forth with scme confidence,

By the sound of it, the pursuing party was
searching the rooms floor by floor. Ouwr two
friends proceeded leisurely down the mam
staircase and were fortified in the merit of
their disguise by the deference shown them
by one of the house servants whom they
I.HISEE(L

Good fortune guided them to a small door
leading out into a strect at the side of tho
town hall, and to their delight they saw a
taxi standing at the kerb a tew paces away.
. Beukﬂniuf;_thu driver, they bundled quickly
into the vehicle, and Tubby gruflly gave the
address of a well-known mansion somne few
miles away past their home.

_The man touched his hat and off they went,

sitting back to avoid discovery as the car
clanked through the throng of townsfolk who
were pgathered, chattering and speculating,
outside the scene of the foreed landing.
Once at the edge of the town, they slipped oft
their robes #nd Tubby, lifting tjm speaking
tube, ordered the chauffeur not to drive too
quickly as it was bad for their nerves.

At an agreed spot, Tubby then slithered
through the cab window farthest from tho
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The constable caught the inoffensive horse a smack in the face with his hand, and the insulted animal

reared up like a

driver, and dropped off quictly on to the
grassy bank at the side of the road. Sliu
immediately followed suit, "and the taxi
driver was left with two sets of aldermanic
robes and hats as his sole passengers

After a peep through the hedge to see that
the coast was clear, the two brothers boldly
crossed the meadow towards their home.

They managed to get through the front
door and that was all, for the voice of their
guardian, Colonel Squint, boomed out at
them.

“Come in here, you two,” he rasped, and
into his presence they perforce had to go.

And then they got the slating of their lives.
From the stuttering and snorting colonel they
managed to gather that the owner of the
aeroplane had followed after them into the
town, had learned of the destruction of his
méchine, had suffered from about fifty pink
fitse and had finally reported them to their
guardian,

They also were given to understand that
the colonel had offered to reimburse the pilot
for the loss of his aeroplane, and had pre-
vailled npon him to take no further action in
the matter, leaving the punishment of the
boys in their guardian’s hands.

“Thank goodness,” concluded the colonel,
having exhausted lus indignation, “I shall be
going back to India shortly. 1 shall then be
able to enjoy a quiet holiday hunting tigers
and other wild animals instcad of heing re-
gponsible for two untamed, irresponsible, mad-
headed monkeys like you!”

“I have, therefore, decided that you two
will be sent right off to a boarding-school. 1

hoxing kangaroo.

have chosen one in Sussex called St. Fluke’s,
and the principal, Doctor Flybynight, has
agreed to keep a very striet watch on your
doings, I can tell you. Now, get upstairs and
start packing. You will start for St. Fluke's
to-morrow morning.”’

This was a blow to the lade, and with down-
cast faces they turned to leave the colonel’s
room. Shim thrust his hands deep into his
pockets disconsolately, and felt the letter
which he had picked up from the table after
his fall down the chimney at the town hall.

“Here's a letter for you, sir. 1 picked it
up at the town hall.” He offered the packet
to his guardian, whose cyecs goggled.

“Why, bless my soul! Those are my miss-
ing papers which were stolen. I'll wager that
was the work of my enemy, Councillor Mug-
wump. But I have no proof. Thank good-
ness yvou picked them up, my boy; it has
saved me a lot of worry.”

Shm was quick to seize the opportunity.

“Do you think, sir,” he said boldly, *that,
as we have reccwerecf your papers, we might
in the circumstances postpone our attendance
at St. Fluke’s until you actually go back to
India 7"

“Well-—er—huh! Perhaps I shall change
my mind and not send you off to-morrow. I’ll
think it over. You need not commenee pack-
ing until I tell you—er—ggrrr!”

And with artful winks at each other, Shim
and Tubby went in to their belated tea.

(Tubby and Slim will keep you in fits of
laughter next week—don’t mizg the next story

in this amusing sertes.)



40 ‘
OP_EHING. LIHSTALMENT OF A GRAND NEW MOTOR-RACING SERIAL!

THE IRON SPEEDMAN

By ALFRED EDGAR
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Hurtling between two lorries at a hundred miles an hour, with merc
1nches to spare—ithat’s just the sort of thing Jim Ross delights in doing !
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Chapter 1,
The Challenge!

Nk atternoon guict of drowsy little Woedburn village was abruptly shattered by tlio
approach of what sounded like a sheet-iron thunderbolt travelling at speed.
Windows flew up and folk raun to cottage doors, Sheep on the village green
statmpeded past the water-treugh, and sleeping dogs wakened with hoarse barking.
'The village policeman, lounging at tho back of the Woodburn Avms, almost choked himself
i his effort to finish his free drink and «till be in time to witness what appeared to be
the coming end of the world,

When the entire village had been ronsed, when pigs were grunting in terror in their
stics, and every horse in hearing was shying, a car hurtled around the bend beyond the
green,  Its spinning rear wheels raised a streaking dust-cloud, aund sunlight shone blindingly
cn polished aluminium,

IFlame spurted from the [at copper exhavst pipe, accompanied by the sound as of a qnick-
fiving battery in action, Through the mad uproar of the high-powered engine shrilled the
screech of a supercharger, and behind the Iiti{cz wind-sereen huddied two goggled figures,

““It's only young Jim Ross—the varmint!” grunted the policeinan, then choked as tuc
machine tore past him, slashing dust and small stones over his unifora. .

“Bit noisy, 1sn't she ?”" Jim Ross yelled to his compuanion, as he eased the steering over
and hall-skidded past the local baker's eart: the aged horse between the shafts was rearing
like a two-year-old and trying to block the road.

“Yes,"che ik a bit,” agreed Joe Cooper, and he rubbed a ciot of oil from his cheek as Lo
braced himself anew in the bouncing cockpit, *Goes all right, though!”

“Steve said it ought to do a hundred ! Jim yelled. “T'll step on 1t properly when we
get on the Great North Road—she's only doin’ about eighty miles an hour now !”
“A mere erawl!” grinned Joe.  “ Wateh ont for those cows!”

From a farm-yard gate just outside the village a herd of a dozen cows snddenly ambled
on to the road, spreading across it, Jim's eyes narrowed as the big car rocked down at
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them. He pulled to the side of the road, timed the movement of the animals, and then
was on them, with his near-side wheels skimming the ditch and the other side of the car

missing a pair of wicked-looking horns by less than six inches. A movement of the wheel,
and they were in the centre of the road again.

Ordinarily, travelling past a herd of cows at eighty miles an hour would have been
thoroughly reckless driving, If anyone else had been at the wheel, Joe Cooper would
have resigned himself to waking up in hospital. But he knew that Jim could place the
wheels of a speeding car to split inches, could skid round a sixpence, and always kept his
head In emergencies, =

If anybody but Jim Ross had come through the village at so fierce a speed, the local
policeinan would have roused the county to catch him. As it was Jim, however, the
constable only grunted, while everybody else just smiled and went back to their work, or
gshouted angrily at their dogs for making o much noise,

They all knew Jim Ross, of Ross's Garage at the end of the hamlet, and almost everybody
liked him, He and his elder brother, Steve, had been left the garage by their father—
“Big ” Ross—who had been killed in a motor-racing crash,

In his day, Big Ross had been a famous speedman, with steely nerve and supreme daring.
Jim took after his father. He was absolutely fearless, without being reckless; he loved
cars and he regarded sixty miles an hour as a perfectly natural gait at which to get about
the country. He would not admit that he was going fast until his speed approached
somewhere around 100 m.p.h,

But Jim could not be trusted with a job in the garage, because he would be just as
likely to use a sledge-hammer to try a,ncf set the points of a sparking plug as anything
m;sn; spl;tirhng points being rather tricky and necessitating accuracy to within thousandths,
of an inch.

Jim was strong and hefty for all his youth, full of energy. In his vigour, he had com-
pletely wrecked a petrol pump.

. He and lean, oily, grimy Joe Cooper were chums, Joe was head mechanic at the garage;
in fact, he was the only mechanio. He was always cheerful, and he was brainy in his way.
The first thing Joe would think of when faced, say, with a leaky radiator, would be to plug
the leak with soap or chewing gum, while Jim would stand by marvelling at his chum’s
smartness,

Steve Ross was much older, and he had inherited his father’s cleverness, where Jim had

inherited his dad’s strength and courage. Both the boys had a great admiration for Steve.
'o them, he could do absolutely no wrong.

The aluminium car which Jim was now driving was an Arvin. It was a flash, showy
model, but its owner had never been able to get more than 70 m.p.h. out of it. He had
asked Steve to overhaul it and tune it up for him, Jim had brought the car out to test
it, and his brother had said that the machine should now do 100 m.p.h. on the open road.

“Steve’s put some stuff into this old tub!” Jim yelled, when the cows had vanished
behind them, and the stout telegraph posts which marked the Great North Road showed
ahead.

“Wonder if he'll do any good with the racing car?” Joe asked abruptly,

“He'll make it so fast nobody’ll be able to hold it!” Jim told him,

The racing machine referred to was a car known as the Ross-Fight, and it had been
built by Jim’'s father. He was still perfecting it when he died, and it was the ambition
of the brothers to make the machine all that Big Ross had meant it to be. Steve was

even now getting it ready for a five hundred miles race at Brooklands, in which he himself
was to drive the car,

“8it tight!” Jim called suddenly, as he sighted the point at which the by-road they
were following intersected the main highway. “I'm goin’ to try the brakes!”

He sent the biE Arvin on at more than eighty miles an hour. The majn road appeared
to lcap to meet them. Joe clung to the side of the car, and in the moment that it seemed
as though the Arvin must dash full across the broad highway, Jim reached for the foot-
brake, :

There ecame the harsh screech of brake-shoes in their drums. The machine wagged its
tall and slowed like magic, with the muscles of Jim's leg putting a four hundred pounds

pressure on the pedal and bringing the machine to a dum!ms1 stop on the very rim of the
Great North Road,

“Not so dusty!” he commented. “It's a——" He broke off.

Through the noisy beat of the Arvin’s engine they heard the fierce boom of another car.
Both recognised the bellow of a racing exhaust, and they craned forward to look.

_ A machine was flinging itself down the centre of the famous highway, It was a Super-
Sports Ace, out on its final tests, and behind the wheel was the helmeted, goggled figure
of the head tester of the Ace Motor Works. Both recognised him.

“That’s ‘ Sniff > Dix ! Joe bawled. “Put it across him, Jim!”

‘The red-painted machine ripped past them. As it went, Jim kicked the Arvin’s throttle
wide open and sent his car bellowing in pursuit,
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Chapter 2,

Rivals of the Road!

HIT Arvia was one of the noisiest cars ever made, but Jima knew all about making it
I go. Ho sereamed to the peak of second gear, then slid into third, and almost pushell
his foot through the floorboards in his cffort to open the throttle wider.

With everything on the car howling in protest he made & sixty-five miles an hour
change into top gear, and gettlpd behind the wheel as he peered ahcad at the smooth,
low-hung tail of the semi-racing machine ahead of him,

“Whack her up, Jim! Joe lcaned towards him and bawled the words. “ New's tho
clance to show Sniff he isn't so hot as he thinks!”

Neither of them liked Sniff Dix, He happened to be racing mechanic for a erack
speedman named Lon Stargie, Ace Motors' star driver. Decause of this, Sniff regarded
fcllows who worked in poky little country garages as of no importance whatever.

It amused the chums to bring a fairly fast car from the garage and annoy Sniff with it
when the head tester was out with some Ace saloon model that couldn't do more than
about seventy miles an hour. The two would pass him, then look back and laugh at him—
just as Sniff did when their positions were reversed,

Both knew that when bhe was mounted on a Super-Sports Grand Prix model Ace—as he
was now—Snift regarded himself as king of the Great North Road. That anything clse
could possibly eatch and pass him was unbelievable, and ho got the shock of his life when
Lis rear view mirror showed him the shining nose of the Arvin coming up.

“He's seen us—he's stepping on it ! Jim gasped as he saw the Ace start to shift faster—
but. still the Arvin crept up,

. Joe bent to peer at the speedometer. The quivering needle was flicking at 95 m.p.h. and
still rising. They were fifty yards behind the other car then, and the broad stretch of the
most famous road in England showed wide and straight in front with nothing on it.

Jim was half deafened by the mad roaring of the car he drove, and the specdomecter
needle surged to just 100 miles an hour as the Ace ahcad recached the limit of its speed—
while the old Arvin went still faster!

“Steve must ha' put a couple more engines in this, from the way she’s shiftin’ I” Joo
craned up and shouted the words. “We're doin’ a hundred an’ five!”

“When we touch a hundred and ten we'll probably fly off the road!” Jim answered,
“She’s beginning to wobble now !”

He could feel the front wheels wobbling under the speed, kicking back through tho
steering wheel, The machine lurched and he fought to hold it, then they were clattering
at the red Acce's tail,

Jim saw Bnift Dix glance at them, his eyves glaring behind his goggles, His teeth wero
aritted and his lips parted as he recognised Joe's cheery grin,

The roaring Arvin came level. Jim saw tho cockpit of the other machine, its instrument
board loaded with dials and gauges. As they travelled past, he saw Sniff bending, cursing
as he tried to find yet more speed in his Ace,

The si[velr}' Arvin went past his enginec-cover, with its broad straps, drew ahcad and left
hiin behind,

“Walked past him!” Joe yelled. “That’s the way to do it, Jim! Wobblin' a bit now,
am’t she ?”

“Yes!” Jim gasped the words. It was faking all his strength to liold the machine and
prevent it shooting over the side of the road. A glance at the speedometer told him that
they were doing more than 105 m.p.h.; then, as he focused his gaze oun the read ahcad onco
more, his heart almost stopped.

A five-ton lorry, loaded with bricks, had come out of a lanc and was crossing the highway
to a turning opposite. And behind the first lorry was another!

Jim stuck one hand over the side of the ecarvin a quick signal for Dix to slow down,
then stamped on the throttle pedal in a desperate cffort to cut through the opening between
the two vehieles before they both blocked the road.

He heard Joe shout, then he piled all his strength to his hands, foreing the steering
steady. The fraction of a second later they went between the {wo machines like a shot
from a gun. Jim had a glimpse of the flapping tailboard of one, and the massive radiator
of the other, with a startled driver almost falling off the lorry—then they were clear,

Jim eased the throttle, reached for the brake-pedal, and slowed as he glanced back. He
cxpected to sec Sniff come between the two huge lorries, but as Jim had got through with
only about an inch to spare on either side of the Arvin, Sniff elected to go around the
tail of the second machine as it clecared the mouth of the lane.

He didn't get round.

The startled eyes of Jim and Joe saw a red meteor strike the hedge behind the lorry
and go through in a perfeet hurricane of flying earth, branches, and lcaves, A thick
telegraph pole shuddered as the Ace hit it, beyond the hedge, then lcaned majestically
backwards and came down with the sun gleaming on its copper wires as they snapped
and went flying.

The two watching boys saw the ear jump high, then there was another erash and a
hmge fount of dust. After that, as the Arvin stopped, the chums heard only the solemn
rimbling of the five-ton lorries as they continued unheeding on their wav.
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The A¢e maohine was a eomplete wreok. (

‘“ That’s the first time I've ever scen

anybody use s oar to knoek down a tele-

graph gt_;lﬁ { "* sgommented Joe, as he and
- m watched interestedly.

Jgiin and Joe jumped from their car and ran back along the road, while the telegraph
pole sank across the top of the hedge, its fat white insnlators shining through the broken
wire that now coiled about them, The two scrambled over the grass towards it and peered
through the depression whioh the black pole made in the bushes,

They saw the ace on ita side, with Smiff Dix just getring to his feet as he clawed himgell
from the cockpit. One front wheel had gone, the engine cover was off, and the car’s tail
was crushed almost flat. A rear tyre had burst and 1he machine was smothered with dirt.
bits of bushes and oil.

I'rom the dead engine a Plumn of smoke wreathed npwards,

“That’s the first time I've ever secn anybody use a car fo knock down a telegraph
pole,” commented Joe interestedly.

The boys climbed through the hedge and went ¢ver 1he meadow towards the wreckage.
Sniff Dix saw them coming, and his eves ghittered.

“This is your fault!” He had a rasping, snarling voice, and he habitually spoke fromw
between his teeth,

“My fault?” repeated Jim in surprise. “How do vou make that ont?”

“You did it deliberately |” Sniff added, and pointed a blackened finger at Jim,

“Did what deliberately 7’ asked Jim, more than ever surpricsed at the other’s aceusations.

“Led me into this smash!” Sniff Dix spoke passionately. Tt was obvions that a terrible
anger consumed him. He realised that Jim had "bested” him all ends up, and Sniff
didn’t- like that at any time, 'The fact that a mere youngster had done it only served to
increase his anger. “Yes, you did it on purpose—and I'm going o teach you a lesson,
my lad!” :

The man advanced ihreateningly, his fists clenched, He thonght he would be able to
deal with this youngster casily enough. '

Jim’s eyes hardened. He wasn’t going io be spoken to and acensed in ihis fashion. His
own fists bunched, TTe wasn’t afraid of Dix, anyway! b T

And so the two faced one another. A fight seemed imminent!

Jﬂ"_!l fine gerial, isn’t it, chums ? Trust Alfred Edgar to provide the ** goods.” The
next instalment of this grand motov-racing yarn is cven morve exciting—youw’ll followo
the stirring adventures of Jimm and Joe with breathless interest. Order your next week’s
ropy of the Old Paper now—and renmember it contains a Free Catapult for yow!
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CORRESPONDENTS
WANTED

E R - e e e i i S e e e

Arehie D, Luke, 8, Paradise Place, Plymouth,
wants to hear from all readers who are inlerested
i the Alpha Currespondence Club.

Jumes  Willinm Pendry, Dursicy,
Avenue, Guildford, wvwants N.L.L.. old series,
Nos, 112, 4485, 0%, 498, 801, o6+, also Nus 14, 25,
51, 80, 91, new serics, and the issue containing
“The Harror of Bellton Woodl™

Albert MeCartney, 2, Beit Street., Donezall
toad, Belfast, wants to hoar from teaders Keen
on the pilano,

FHomy  MeDougall, 16, Kingsthorpe TRoud,
Sydenliun, Londen, S.E.25, wants N.L.L., Nos, 1.
2.8, new syries,

Matthew H. Clanachaun, 9, Cunninghame
Fast Kilhride by Glasgow, offers copivs of
N.L.L., hotween Nos. 87 and 184, new series,

Miss Hazel P. Thompsen, ¢/o Training Schooi,
250, Mount  Alexander Rond, Flemington W.I,
Vietorvia, Australia, wants girl correspopdents in
Canada, Japan, Afriea, and Amerien, ages 18320,

Dunsdon

Toad,
the

“Miss Doris Mobbs, Wilton Works, 70, shepperton’

toad, Islineton, London, N.1, desires girl corve
spondents ovelsens, ages 16—17, . = .5
Vrederiek Willinms, Jun., &, Casino Avenue,

Merne Hill, Lordon, S.E.24, wants corpespoiddents,
ases 16---17. -
G. Edmonds, 118, Adlisen ;
London, N.8, offers N.L.L.. Nus, 1-110, new series,
Juiius N, Harris, © Luctonia,” The Walk,
Merthyr Tydfi), Ghon., South Wales, wants
Dr. Karnak atd William K. swmith sorics,
be in gomd condition, . °° . o
b Gaedda, St James's Ree, 70, Little Pulbeney
Strect, London, W.1, wizhis to corivspomd with
readers in Soeuth Afriea, New Zealund, and Tmdia;
any sihjeet, cespecially cricket and  swimming.
Geovae 1. Bramtey. Rasome Sanatorinm, Mans.
fields, Not1s, wishes to ecorrespond with rauders in
Hacknall, espeeindlly with €. Best, of 1, Vietoria
Strect 3 also with stamp colieetors, -
Juolu Caras, 12, Carr Streel, Fordsharg,
Johanueslureg, South Africa, wants {o lhear fram
reiders, '
Witlisim E, Jennings, 87, Linden Road, Thiriam
Natal, South Africa, wishes to hear from readers,
L. G. Alexander, 2, Fairview, Cantorbury Road,
Sittinghourne, IKent, wants ecopics. of the. N.IsL.
which coutained the storics introducing the Moor
View School girls and Lord Dorrimore; also issis
entitled “ The Rad of Tren™ *The Ivory Seckers,”
and “ Petticoat ltule at St Frank's,”
Albert "Barrow, 31, Upper Park Street, #Woipss
bury, London, M., wants to heav from readors in
his district; he has bhaek muubers of the N.L.L.,
new serics, for disposal, o

Yoad,

Road, llarringay,

N =t

Norman  Sealey, 251, Northumberland
Southampton, wounld like to eorrespond  with
readers anywhere, any subjecet, - i

R.” L. " Page, €1, Nelson  Sgmare, Blaekiriars,

London, S.E.1, wishes to eortespond with readers
overseas, especially in Japan and South Afrien, on
the subject of stamps. '

L. Alexander, 15, Burlington Road, Gunnershny,
London, W.4, wants the *‘Schoolboy Magician
series, s - .

Leo, Challener, 13a, England Strect, Brieshton-le.
Sands, N.S.W., Australia, wants to hear from
stamp colleetors,

i N e .

THE NELSON LEE LIBE.IRY

Svil. G. Thorntan, Box 155, Longreach. -Quei ne.
Lared, Australia, wishes to corvespond with senfop
mtthers of the Bt. Franks League only. Keen
on =timps amnd photography., )

J. W, Bouchir, 18, Horsman Streetf,
Strect, Camberwell, London, §.E.5
Nos, =400, far sale, Write first,

Edwin J. Jones, 103, Jakoman
Hil Birmingham, olfers most of
strivs, half price.

E. sturgeon, 10, Grace Road. Sparkhronk,
mingham, offers N.L.L.. new zeries, Nos. 1-10<,

S, M, kaszin, 8, Puthurmanai Street, Noware,
810, South India, wishes to correspond with
reivders; keen on stamps, .

Lim Chung Haid, 13, Manila Street, Medan, Deli,
Stjimatra, wishes to correspond with rumders HEIAE
where, '

F. Mar<hall, 14, Durnford Street, New Bas®oal,
Noftingham, offcrs old

Grosvonar
s NEL.,

voad, annnn
}"]‘lllll lil."':lr

Bir-

_ 11T o . wmd new
SETIES,

Thamys B Litt] john, 40, Bridge Street. New
Bradwell. near Wolverten, Bucks, wishies  fo

correspoid with readers keen on sport, cspeeially
toothall, boxing, ericket, and swimming ; he is also
mtere~tad in ecicarette eards.

%

“ALL BRITISH"
BUXER BY(}SI.E.

Guaranteed {or ever

55,- Usual

recatl
£4.4.,
Frame Reynolds or
Ancles & TPollock
Tubir.s.
Genuine Clinchey
¥ | S Cord Tyres
Depesit 10°- and 12 monthly

= % purn | @ i
GEO. GROSE & Co., payments of 4111,

Write tor gy

complete
Hst. -

the |

4, New Bridao 5., London. E.C.4,

T e S ———

HE(GHT INCREASED 20 5 'ns. g5/

The Alan System

Guarauntee Success within 21 Davs or COM- I
Caxhi Refvuded, in Full, send 1°.0.5 6 N*W, - | PLETE

of " gtamp for pirticwlurs,-A, K, ALAN, COURSE

tDept. B 12-z1, Oxtord Strcet, London- W.1,

=

MAGIC TRICKS, ¢te—Parcels. 28, B/E  YVentti'o
quist’s Instrmnent, Invicitle, Imiiate Birds, Priee 54,
cach, 4 tor 1.---T. W, HARRISON, 239, Penton-
ville Roaa, London, N.1. “

FREE PASSACES o Ontario, Canada,
lenrnert. nge 15 to 19 ‘Eﬁ;ﬂ}.“f”_fﬂ*&,rf"ﬁ R[TH

GOVERNMENT, 346, STRAND, LONDON.,

FREE F“H ] Yentrilogiists” -Tusirumeits  given

a FREE toall sending Td, (PO
latest Maeie Trick amd Tist, (Larg Parvvls 2 6, 5 -.)
P.T. THOMPSON CO., Colwyn Bay, N. Wales;,

BE TALLER!

F
FREE 1o applicants for enur Approvals: 75 differert

Stamps. Duplicate Book., Porforation Gange,
1008 tamp Mounts, Send 2stampsforpostage (ahrond dd.),
R. WILKINSON, Trinity Str. (W.), Llandudno,

Stop Stammering! "7 %"
ticeulars FREE.—FRANK B. HUGHES, . T,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.

Complete

= Coulree.
HEIGHTINCREASED 5/
GUARANTEED One Month,
2.5 =, wirhnut applianess ~«drngs-=dicling.
THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER FAILS,
Complite Course 5/= post free, or further
partics, qgtamp, P, A. CLIVE, Harrock
House, COLWYN BAY. (Est, 1908.)

Increased my own height 1o
611, 3%ing, STAMD brines FREE
DETAILS. — ROSS, Heiﬁht
Specialist, Scarborough,

! Cureg yourssl

- —

——
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