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A ROLLICKING NEW FEATURE INTRODUCING THREE NEW PALS —

Conkey, Whacky and Bob call
themselves the Three Terrors—
and they’re all thai. [Just ask
Puzzo the Dude, the nolorious
Chicago gunman, who cones up
against ‘em this week !

SR ANEEENERERENEFENERR SRR ENEEEREREEEREN

Sacked!
offered 10

§ HE dirty "ound! And 1 off

" buv bun a new hat an’ atl!”

Conkey King stood iresolute in

Half o "'ﬁr;- Alley, with hands in his

pochets,  These were about all he bad in his

pockets, ton, for 1t was onlv ten o LID{L on

Mouday morning, and Conk Liad got the most

noble order of the boot from the tank

butlder’s yard, having drveppea o red-hot rivet
on the foreman’s new bowler-hat.

The foreman bhad twrned nasty about it, for
the glowing rivet hml not only spoiled his
hat but had raised a blister on the top of
his cokernut as big as a pigeon’s egg.

He was o =ilent man, like one of those
dogs that hite without talking., He had just
taken Conk by the ear, and had chucked him
into Hall a Mo’ Alley, his sized thivteen boot
at~isting in the proceedings,

Conkey considered the matter. He was
stony brokio to the wide-o. His sole asseis
were five boblets, which he had lent to
Whacky Clark, who had squared up his
Aunt Eliza for arvears on his lodgmes,

It was half m the hope of -'-t-tnnrr back
his five bob from old Whacky and a thonsand-
fo-one  chance of pofting a job at Fushy’s
Pickle Waorks ihar Conk  twraed up th

The THREE TERRORS!

alley and followed the smell of boiled vinegar
and cabbage to its logical conclusion.

He was just getting up lLis courage to give
the gatcman and timekeeper the what-about-
it? when the gate swung open, and Whacky
Clark, with his pal, Bob Smith, showed in
the gatewayv behind Mr. IFugg, the foreman
of the labelling department,

At the =ight of Myr. KFugg's face,
kissed good-bye to his five bob.  The morn-
ing was bright and sunshiny, but Fuggo’s dial
was a3 hlﬂ.cf us soot with wrath and malice.

“1f you two young. K beggars don’t know
the ditference between pickled cabbage and
nckled onions, vou oughta be in un ’ome for

Conk

idiots !’ he snarled. “’Eut don't tell me!
You did it on purposc ! Fight  hundred
bottle o Red Cabbagn Labelled Onions!”

“You gave us out the labels, Mr. Fuge!”
protested Whaeky, "and when we tried to
tell you about 1t you -wenldn' listen. "Pold
us to get back to the lahelling bench, ov
you'd get us discharged !

My, Fugg elared at Whacky like a baited
bull, The fanlt had been his. and he know
it.

“URre! 'Op 16! he audered el onula
s And if T fd ;o0 bhaneiy’ rowd the

P ‘ e "
peiae, Bl o=t a nalvweeur 10 e

VM
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He stood aside, ready to give Whacky a
parting kick as he passed out. But Whacky
was wide-o to IFFugg's tricks,

He did a swift twrn and a ftwist, and
Fuggo, instead of kicking Whacky behind,
landed a left on the granite stop-biock at the
gate, He lifted his foot with a howl of pain,
and stood on one leg, nursing his toe.

Whacky turned and grinned.

“What's the idea, Fugg?” he asked.
“Practising a few new shots on yer corns?”

Mr Fugg slammed tho gate with a bang
as Conkey strolled across tlfm allev,

“What me old Conk!” said Whacky, by
way of greeting. “What you doing here at
this time of morning ?”

“Same as you,” said (lonk. “I'm paid off.
Dropped a hot rivet on the foreman’s crust,
and—it's Monday morning! Just ran me out
through the gate, and here I am. What's
your trouble?”

Whacky told him,

“I hate foremen!” he finished bitterly,

“Never mind, Whacky,” consoled Conkery.
“The day is yet voung, and we are all in the
same boat !”

Whacky brightened up. He thought very
highly of Conk, who was a lad of great
resource. . Bob was more gloomy. He was
wondering how he was to go home that night
and tell his old Uncle Harry that he had
slipped off the first rung of the ladder of
Fame,

“1 suppose vou haven’t got any money,
Whacky 77 said Conk delicately.

“I owe you five bob, Conlk. That's all the
money I've got,” replied Whacky.

“I've got ninepence,” said Bob.

sonkey thought for a moment,

“You give me your ninepence, Bob,"” said
e, “and I'll sell you that five bob that
Whacky owes me, Whacky will pay you

when his balloon goes up, and I'll use the

ninepence bést way [ can. That's threepence
each, and lots of lads have started the world
on less!”

Bob handed over tlie ninepence, and the
boys turned down along the canal bank.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Conk, “Here comes
old Sausage!”

A large policeman was coming along the
canal bank. The boys knew him well.
ITis name was Fryers, but the football fans
always called him “ Sauzage.”

The rozzer turned his eve on
inquiringly as they drew near.

“Hallo !’ said he., “What you boys doing
about at this time of day?"”

Conk grinned ruefully.

“We've joined the other million, ser-
ceant,” quoth he. “We've all got the push
within the last hour!”

“Quick workers!” said Sausage, rather
pleased at being called “sergeant,” *Watcher
been up to?”

The boys told him their story,
was sympathetic.

“Well, well!” he commented.

LR

the lads

Sausagoe

“We've all

got our troubles!
“What's yours, officer?” asked Conk.
“You get good money and nothing to do

but to walk about an' wait for your pension
to come along!”

“That's all you Lnow about 1t,” said
Sausage. Then he gave the three boys a
piercing glance, as if he was wondering if he
shoulds make confidenees. “Can you boys
keep a tight lip ?” he asked,

“Try us!” said Cenk.

“I've scen you mnosing about the town,”
continued the rozzer thoughtfully. “Do any
of you happen to have rubbed up against a
dark chap with the top of his left ear gone,
a gold crown on his right dorg tooth, and
answering to the name of Inrico Puzzolini,
otherwise Puzzo the Dude?™

“Seem to remember him,” said Conkey.
“What about him %"

“Well, 1f,_you sce him abont and let me
know, you can count on five bob,” said the
rozzer. ‘““But mind you, he's a dangerous
young feller., One of these Chicago gunmen,
hiding over here for a hclidav., It was him
that shot Al Farralone, the bootlegger, over
in Chicago.”

“Coo lummy ! said the bovs, delighted.

“They haven't asked us for him vet,” went
on Sausage. “These Italianos are very diffi-
cult to get hold of, slippery as banana-skins,
But if you sece him about, pass the words to
me, and it’s as good as five bob in your
kicks!”

Thoe boys were hoping fo hear more, but
Sausage seemed to think that he had told
them enough. He dried up suddenly.

“Use your eyes,” he warned, *“and not n
word !”

“Slit me throat!” Conkey assured him,
“We'll be silent as three corpses!”

“Nou will. if you muck about with that
there Puzzolini!” said the rozzer meaningly.
“He’s more dangerous than dyvnamite, All
you gotta do is to give me the wire!”

And he moved on, as if he were afraid of
saving any more.,

Conk looked bright.

““That’s as pood as our lunch,” said he.

“How 7" asked Bob, who could not sece
Lhow they were going to fill their tummies

from Puzzo the Dude unless it was with
bullets. '
“Leavo it to me!"” saig Conk, and he

quickened his step,

On the Trail!

HEY had got to Whiffles, the wireless
I[ shop in Market Row, when suddenly
Conkexr came to a stop. There was
his cousin Lil, dressed in her best
nursemaid’'s uniform, coming up the street,
looking as if she had run her face into a bus,
go swollen was it with teara,
Conkev stepped in front of her.
‘“UlNo, Lil! said he. “What's your
trouble #”
“Whoo—hoo !" wailed Lil. “We've lost
our dear little ba-aby, Master "Oward !”
“Coo lummy! Not dead!” said Conkey,
with real concern. “Lil! You ain't been
letting "im kiss that ole parrot down at
Murphy's seed stores? You know—that ome
wiv the raspberry top-knot that bites!”
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“No,” sobbed Lil. “DBa-aby’s not dead!
ITe’s been stolen—pram an’ all!”

“Ho!” said Conkey, and he scratched his
head., ""Look ’ere, Lial!” he added swiftly.
“You heen talkin’ to any fellers lately 77

“4 never talk to no fellers,” warded Tl
“ At least, only one or two. There's Towser
Biles, and Nutty, and Coughdrop Smiles!”

“Aw! Forget 'em!” said Conkey patiently.
“Thev ain’t kid snatchers, No, Lil. Who's
the other feller you been talkin’ to? Cough
up ’i1s name |’

“Well, there was an Italian chap,” she
admitted. “A  perfect gentleman.  He
admired baby.”

“Now you ave talkin’!” said Conk.

“What was he like 77

“He had a gold tooth,” wept Lil, “and a
chip outa his ear where a bullet took it off
in the war!”

“Tow old?’ asked Conk, controlling
excitement with difficulty.

“Twenty-two,” sighed Lil,

“Then he must have been fighting for his
country when ’e was eleven!” said Conk.
“And T sappose yveu got telling him about
Dr. Smithers, your employer, and what a lot
of dough he's got!”

Lil didn’t answer.

“That's it!” said Conk. “You go chuek-
ing your weight about, and you get your
baby pinched. YWhere did yon lose him 77

“ODutside Woolworth's,” sobbed Lil, turn-
ing on the tap again. “I jus’ popped in
‘or hali 2 minute, and when I eome out the
pram was gone! Whoo-hoo! I lost the dear
little ba-aby, and now I’ll lose my sitnafion !”

“Well, vou won't be the only one,” said
(‘fonk philosophically. “*But don’ worry, Lal.
\We'll slenth the kiddo and the chap that’s
vanched ! Tell me, Lil, did your chap
-l hot chestnuts and iee-creams? Tz he one
of iha Ttaban elique down Dagoes’ Alley 77

“No.” replied Lil. “He was a cinema
~tar,  Showed me s photo—all dressed up
in the movies, playing the part of a girlL”

“Hey 7 snapped Conk., “A girl?”

“"Ospital nurse. It was part of a spy
play—---" began Lal, '

“Kid, you've spilled a whole bibfull I eut
in Conk., *““Nuaff said! Come along, boys!
Don’t worry, Lil, we'll see you righted.”

Conk shot off, followed by Whacky and
Bob., He made straight for Okey Spiffiano’s
fricd fish and chip salcon, and shot 1n at thoe
door like a terrier afier a rabbit. Okey
was alone in his fine saloon, peeling spuds.

“What me old Oke!*” hatled Conkey.

“"Tln, Conka!’ said Okev. “What von
do dis time a morning? Why you no work ?”

Vo st oo anpomtmeents oxn'amed
Conkey frankly., “And we ain’t got no
moeney, and we've come to touch you on the
~oft for threo pork-pies.” .

Okey looked at (‘onk over his rlasses,

“Nothin’ doin’, Conkal” said he. “You
no hitea my ear’ole for t'ree porkapie!”

“All right, Okey,” said Conk ecasily. “Wao
won't make a song about it. Thought you
mieht on the off ¢hanee, as we are off into
vho eaninfry en a hit of a slenth joh.”

his

" You sleutha alla you likea, but no porka-
pic on da nodda!” replied Okey, trying 1o
cod himself that he would be adamant.

(Conk ‘llﬂdt_flﬂd.
“’Nuff said!” he answered. Then he
dropped his  voice, “Ray, Okey, hoy,”

he went on, “d’ya know a kiddo called
Puzzo the Dude 7”

Okey’'s olive face turned a sort of dirty
grey.

“Hush P sawd he,
dat fella 7"

And he went to the door of the spud palaco
and locked it and put the chain up. '

“Nothing much, except that we are sleuth-
mg him,” replied Conk. “We are the Throo
Tervors, we ave. Out with it, Okey! Yeu
got something yvour mind! Don't la
afraid !

“Conk,” satd Okey, “d’von know dat fellcr
13 a mos’ dangerous man ?”

“Suare thing!” agreed Conk,

“IHe eome and he blackmail
Okey. “I pay him money!”

“Then he must have blackmailed von
pretty hard,” eomunented Conkey., “Well, I
jus’ dropped in to tell you we was off to
get your compatrioto if we could, but we
had breakfast carly, and we are stony-
brokio !”

Okey was wrapping up three of the largest,
pork-pies the bovs had ever seens He shippedd
i some ltalian pastry as well,

“S'posa you get dat fella, you ecome hera
and I always give you a good fecd!” ho
prontised.
~“Raght I said Conk, making for the door
with the parcel of pork-pies under his arimn.
“The Three Terrors will sce yon throuch,
Oke!”

Outside was a furniture van, doing a move
to Conmington, twenty miles away. The
driver was a friend of Conk’s, and hoe soid
that they could ride behind with the manclo
and the garden-roller. In two seconds they
were on the lorry, and in three seconds they

“What do you know of

on

me,” zaud

~were off. Soon' they were buzzing through

the market-place and away to Connington,

“Keep your.eye open for a nursemaid o
a pram, boys !’ said Conk.

“Here's one!” pointed out DBob, alter a
while, _

“Is a nursemaid,”
it's not the kid.”

“Here's another ! said Whacky.

Again Conk had a squint; again he shoock
his napper. The lorry slipped along merrily,
and they saw no more nursemaids oy prams
for ten miles. They were getting into
wooded conntry, where the road van bhetween
steep banks covered with primroses.

Presently, as they wheezed and rattled up-
hill, Conk gave a start. Sitting by the road-
side, looking at the blistered heel of a rather
large foot, was a handsome, dark nurse. Shao
was perched on the deep bank amongst the
primroses of Hangman's Wood. Down
helow in the roadside was a pram with the
hood up. Conk could not see the baby, which
was covered by a rng nnder the hood, but
he had no difficuliy in recognising the pram.

agreed Conk, “but

|22



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 6

(cmL waited till they had turned the bend
of the hill. It was & stif hill, and it made

the old lorry cough like a sick shev It was
going slower and slower.
“Get ready to leave the ship, lads,” said

Conk, in a low wvoice. “That was Puzzo,
and he’s blistered hls heel beating it dl{mg
the road. One

C'onk dropped neatIy frnm the van, landing
on his feet, Whacky came down in the road

on his sternsheets, Bob landed on his ear
and bounced.
“Coo lummy [V exclaimed Conkev,

“Don’t make me laugh, boys! 1 gotia split

lip! Any bones broke?”

Whacky felt himself behind, and shook his
head rather ruefully, Bob rubbed himself
behind tho ear to see if he had fractured the
base of his skull.

“T think my old nut is all kiff,” he moaned.
“PBut what now "’

“To the woods,” said Conk.
to get on the upper ground
Slenth him hike Red Indians!”

The Three Terrors nipped into the woods,

“We want
above him.

which were thick here with lots of under-
growth., They slipped noiselessly from tree
to tree. Suddenly Conkey mtulmd his finger

with hLis lips,

S

Not a word!” he warned. “Wo

122

“Hush!
are getting near the quarry!

Gunman Conkey!
Puzzo the

HIE last approach towards
Dude was a masterpiece. Three Red

skins could not have done it better,

The notorious Italian gunman was
sitting atop of the bank, just in Front of the
Three Terrors, busy powdering up his nose,
for he had shoved the old pram along from
Clayborough at such a lick that he had per-
spired right through his elothes, and his
complexion had been washed off.

His large leather lady's-bag lay by his side.
He was just touching up an eyebrow in his
little glass when, down below in the pram,
the baby started wailing, Poor little Howard
Smithers had not had his eleven o'clock
bottle, and he was beginning to feel as il
all the sawdust had run out of him.

The gunman gave a snarl of anger, and
slipped down the bank--not to attend to
the baby’s wants, but to give him one that
would surprise him into silence. As bLe dis.
appeared over the bank, Conk slid forward
and grabbed the bag., Then he fell back into
the greenstuff,

Fugego landed out at Whaeky
with his foot, missed—and caught
himsell a hefty wallop against a
lump of granite !
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In the bag was a packet of fags, an un-
finished letter addrossed to Dr. Smithers, at
.Clayborough, a magazine pistol, a box of
face-powder, a return ticket to New York—
and some money. Conkey’s face beamed.

There was a howl from the poor little baby
down below as Puzzo the Dude snateched him
from his pram and gave him half a dozen
FFaseisti kisses, which smacked up the echoes
of the woods like the eracking of a whip.

“The dirty ’ound!” muttered Conk.
“Hear him towsing that poor haby? Noj;
the pistol is mine! If there’s any shootin’
doin’, T'm Sureshot WDick, o’ the Rocky
Mountains !

All the same, Conk held the pistol rather
donbtfully. He bad never'fired a pistol of
this sort before, Nor did he know that the
frigeer was eased to a haw-pull, Chicago
fashion, whero they shoot quick from the
side-pocket.

The baby’s wail died away, and the Three
Terrors heard Puzzo the Dude climbing up the
bank once more. Then, somehow or other,
the pistol went off. There was a flash and a
bang, and the bullet came near collecting
some more of Puzzo’'s ecar as he rolled over
and over and went sliding down the bank
again. :

Bang |

This time 1t was not Conkey’s pistol that
spoke. The flash was from the hand of the
spurtous nursemaid as he ran out into the
middle of the road, looking round him for
the police. The bullet cut tﬁirngh a branch
of laurel over Conkey’s head, and crowned
him with a wreath. Two inches lower, and
he would have needed it.

“T'll teach the dirty "ound to smack British
babies!” muttered Conk.

Bang, bang, bang! went the pistol in his
hand, going off almost of its own accord.
And Puzzo the Dude leaped into the air as
three bullets scored the tarred road at his
feet,

Then e turned and ran for his life. Those
three bullets had settled it. Puzzo decided
that it was no policeman who fired. The
shooting was too quick, and Three Shot
Harry, of Al Farrvalone’s gang, always had
the fault of shooting low. He decided that
Al Tarralone's gang had followed him to
England. Puzzo ran down the hill without
looking behind him, and when Whacky
climbed a tall fir-tree to see where he was,
he was still ypunning in the direction of
Clayborough.

Down in the pram the baby, pleased with
the bangs, was erowing and laughing when
(Conk fetched him out to see if he was hurt.
He knew Conk, and cooed and punched
(‘onk’s nose hike a bantam-weight,

“He’s a nib, amm't he?” said Conk proudly,
“But we got to do something about feeding

him !’
“What about a hit of old Okey's pork-

pie 27 suggested Whaceky,

“Don’t talk silly, Whacky!” said Conk.
“Who ever heard of feeding babies on pork-
pic? If Puzzo’s running, we'll run the other
way. We've got money now !”

"'H{)W much?” asked BGIL

“Threo pound ten and a return ticket to
New York I’ said Conkey proudly. ““ And
look what tho dirty "ound was writing !”

ITo read out a typical blackmailer’s leiter
—the lettex threatening Dr. Smithers that
if he did not part with five hundred nickers
inside a week he’d get the baby’s car in a
registered letter, and after that his fingoers,
and theroe tho letter stopped.

“Coo limmy !” growled Conk. “I1 wish
I'd tickled that Tialiano with that gun! Dut
come on, boys! We'll push for the old

(iamekcepers’ Arms, at the top of the hill,
and get the kiddo some milk and sponge-
cakes. They won't upset his little portinan-
teau, and wo can wait for the empty lorry,
She’ll be back from Connington by two, and
Albert always stops there to water the ole
lorry.”

Conkey pushed the pram, and got chipped
unmermiyul y for his pains.

The Three Terrors tottered up to the top
of the hill, and treated themselves tﬂﬂginger-
beer with Puzzo’s money. They stuffed the
baby with milk and sponge-cakes in the tea-
garden till he squinted, and presently Albert
camc along with the empty lorry, and Conk
stood Albert a pint as he listened colemnly
to their story.

* Then they Ind the baby and the pram in
the lorry and covered them with straw. Tho
baby was now asleep, and Conk knew that
he would stay asleep till four o’clock. Then
the boys were hidden in the lorry, peeping
through a hele in the tarpaulin to sce il they
could see the spurious nurse going along the
road. There was no sign of Puzzo the Dude.

(Clayborough was reached, and the Three
Terrors immediately rosed round to Dr.
Smithers’ shack. They found him telephon-
ing, nearly wild with anxiety.

“Hallo! What do you young devils wanig?”
he roared at tho sight of the three boys,

‘“Please, sir,” said Conk, “we've got the
baby safe outside in the furnifure van.”

Mrs. Smithers, who had been having
hysteries and sal volatile, bounced out of the
drawing-room at the glad news, She threw
her arms round Conk and kissed him, and
satd that he was a noble bay.

And when Albert got the baby out of the
van, still sleeping in his pram after his feed
of millk and stale cakes, Mrs. Smithers nearly
kissed him, too. But Albert had had a it
of trouble with the old lorry, and his faro
was covered with oil and black streaks. So
sho gave Albert a quid, which he liked better,

“And what are you thinking of giving
these noble boys " asked Mrs, Smithers,

‘““I thought abeut ien bob between them,™
said the doctor,
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Bang, bang. bang ! went the pistol in Conkey's hand—and the disguised Puzzo leapt into
the air as three bullets scored the road at his feet.

“Nonsense ! exelaimed  Mrs.  Smithers,
“Do vou mean to tell me that my darling
baby i< only worth ten shillings? They shall
have three guincas ecach for bringing baby
home,*

“Lummy " groaned the doctor, looking a
bit Llue, “Why, that’s more than 1 get
fromx the Health Insurance!”

However, he weighed out three guineas
cach, and the boys took the money with
muttered thanks and sparkling cyes. At
that moment the doctor caught sight of the
pistol in Conkey’s pocket—for that bright
lad intended to keep it as a momento of his
dvoel with Puzzo—and mmmediately claimed
it.

“T'oo dangerous for a youngster like vou
to carry one of those things,” Dr. Smithers
said,

C'onkey reluctantly handed over the pop-
eun, The doctor took it, started fiddling
about with it, and then—bang! A large vasc
on the mantelpicee fell with a clatter into
the fireplace, Mrs, Smithers had some more
hysteries, and the doctor gnashed his teeth
nuntil they rattled, for he had prized that
vasoe,

“ Eustace,” sald the good lady when she
had recovered, “put that horrvible thing
away.”

Fustace obliged; he put the pistol in the
poi~on cupboard., Then the three boxs pushed

off, well content becanse Mys, Smithers Lad
whispered to Conk that Lil shouldu't be
sacked.

“Twelve Ofteen!” said Conk, eounting out
their money up a quiet allev. “That's not
so bad for our first day out of work. Now
we'll go and see Okey Spiffiano and kncoek
him for a fish-and-tater tea.”

They found Sausage eating hiz namesake
and maszh in the spud palace.

“There’s been a nice to-do since I
yvou this morning!” said the rozzer,

“Sure thing!” replied Conkey carelessiy,
“DBut we got back the baby all right. Puzzo
had got him—Puzzo dressed as a nursemaid.”

S

Sausage nearly fell off his chair in
astonishment,
“We'd ha’ got Puzzo,” put in Whack.

“but you said you'd sooner arrest him your-
self,” - v

“Who are vou,” asked Sausage. “to talk
about arresting one of the mos dangerous
criminals in the world “” :

“The Three Terrors!” replied Conkev,
grinning. “ And we'll have three big sausaoes
and mashed, an’ a coupla gallons of ten.
Sleuthin’s  tlharesty work. Sausage'll pay for
this lot. Okey."” added Conk. “He owes us
five bob! And don't forget—big helping-
for the Three Terrors!"

(The Three Terrors
chums. Oh, hoy!
and a laugh.)

3

next TWedneaday.
They'll give you a thrill
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A GRAND LONG COMPLETE FULL-OF-THRILLS MYSTERY AND

DETECTIVE YARN!

SEARLES BROOKS

-----------------------------------------------------

Banditls wilh armoured cars; gunnicn
holding up molorists and robbing banks.
A night of terror comes to England—
and Nelson Lee and his “cub”™ delec-
lives find themselves confronled with a
baffling myslery and involved in a whirl

of thrilling adventures!

.....................................................

CHAPTER 1.
The Held Upl

LSON LEE, peering through the
night over the top of the steering-

wheel of lhis powerful racer, eased

his foot slightly from the throttle.
A red light, some distance ahead, was waving
rhythmically to and fro.

“Sumelmd; in trouble, by ithe
it, guv'nor,” remarked Nipper,
sitting next to Lec.

“Well, T hope we shan't be detained,”
said the famous Gray’s Inn Road detective,
“We can’t afford the time, young 'un. We
mt}[c!”hr in Southampton hefore the Titania
saLls,

look of
who was

LY i
L e —
=

i il

There were two others in the big sports
roadster—two other members of Nelson Lee’s
celebrated Detective Academy. They were
Stanley Waldo and Ralph Leslie Fullwood.
They had not come on this trip because
there was anvthing particular for them to
do; but they had jumped at the prospect
of a fast ride through the southern countiecs
to the great sea-port. It was just after
10-30 p.m., and the ecarly April night was
quiet and mild. No stars were visible, and
the sky was moonless, Except for the
dazzlingly illuminated road ahead, the
countryside was enveloped in blackness,

Nelson Lee’s mission in Southampton was
a simple one. In his pocket he had a warrant
for the arrest of a faiaous international erook
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—a man who was sailing that night on the
Titania for New York, He was wanted for
a spectacular jewel robbery, and Nelson Lee
had been engaged on the case. If he made
the arrest to-night, as he hoped, he would
bring that particular case to a successful
conclusion,

Nelson Lee slowed down considerably as
he beheld the figure of & man in the middle
of the road. This man was waving a red
light; and on the grass border of the road,
close at hand, stood a big open car. As a
rule, Nelson Lee was ready enough to assist
a fellow motorist in distress, bur just now
the minutes were precious. Any considerable
delay might mean the failure of his mission.

Lee, as he looked ahead, saw something
elze, This was no motorist in distress, as
he had first thought., There was a barrier
right across the road—a scaffold pole, resting
on two trestles. The road itself was closed.

“There must have been an accident farther
along, guv'nor,” said Nipper, peering for-
ward through the windsereen, *1It’s funny,
though. The road seems clear enough.”

“There are some other men there—lurking
against the hedge, sir!” put in Waldo, from
the rear scaf, “And look! They're
maszked !’

Stanley Waldo's eves were uncannily keen.
Like his famous father, the Peril Experr,
all hi: senses were acute.

But he had only

Freed o,

T ie wa
#

A ac.

F

e
- o ff—""'t“

anticipated Nelson Lee by a spiit second;
for before he had got the words: out, lL.ee
himself had seen thoso masked men, He
had seen something else, too. The men were
carrying pistols in their hands!

It was a moment for quick thinking. Lec’s
car had slowed right down, and the man
with the red lamp was just ahcad. The
others now moved out from the hedges
menacingly., The whole thing was amazing
in its audaeity. A hold-up! These fellows
were modern highwaymen!

The idea occurred to Lee that the men
might be friends of the crook who was trying
to flee fromn England on the trans-Atlantic
liner. The next second, the detective dis-
missed this theory. He had laid his plans
too carefully for the international crook to
have got wind of the impending arrest.
These thoughts passed swiftly  through
Nelson Lee’'s mind., and now, with the car
nearly at a standstill, he determined upon
his course of action. The man with the red
lamp had just moved aside, and two others
were closing 1n,

“Hands up—and make it quick.’ came
a sharp command. .
In the same instant Nelson Lee put his

foot down hard on the throttle, and nioved
the gear-lever forward into second.

“Duck!” he shouted,

Z.00-00-00m !

The powerful racer leapt forward as though
released by the discharge of a dozen giani
rockets, The gears screamed and  the
exhaust boomed with a powerful, strident
note. The great fifty-horse-power engine
seemmed to emit a yell of defiance,

('rash !
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The car siruck the scatfold pole with
territic force, and Nelson Lee's 111_31111{:.1:1-3’1
for his companions to duck was timely, The
pole, splintercd and broken, shot into the
air, but before it could come down again
the car had passed underneath and was
racing away with a deep-throated roar,

Crack-crack-crack !

Revolver-shots rang out on the night air.
Every second Lee expeeted to hear the duller
report of an exploding tyre, but the bandits,
in their startled surprise, were firing wildly.

“All right, boys?’ sang out Lee.

“Yes, su"” they velled.

i Sﬂrr:,' I had to take the risk, but we’re in
a bit of a hurry,” went on Lce comp]neentl;

*“Let’s hope the radiator isn’'t damaged; the
bumpﬂr tm}k the full force of the blow, I

fancy.”
“It was wonderful, guv'nor!” panted
Nipper. By Jove! Faney trying to hold

us up like that!”

“You did the right thing, Chief!” declared
Fullwood. “They were trying their tricks
on the wrong man when they held you up!”

‘\1ppor was staring back along the road.

i ‘hm re not following,” he qaid breath-
lessly. “There’s no sign of them.’

Nelson Lee eased the car’s sp2ed.

“Job for you, Waldo,” he :waid briskly.
“Are you game ?”

“Game for anything, Chief,” repliecd Waldo
promptly.

“Good man!” said Lee. “Junp off, run
hack, and find out what's doing there,
Report to- me later—and be carveful.”

“0.K., Chief,” said Waldo briefly. -

His tralmng at the Detective Academy had »

faught him ta obey orders withour asking
questions. The car had now :lowed down
to about fifteen miles an hour, and Waldo,
with a quick leap, landed on the grass at
the roadside. Nelsan Lee had slipped the
clutch out, but his other foot was still pressed
on the throttlv so that the engine was
roaring as Ioudiy and as cvenly as cver,
“Good luck!” sang out Nipper.

The car increased its speed and was soon
<hooting along the dark road at over fifty
miles an hour.

TANLEY WALDO, alone on the dark
road, watched the rear light of
Nelson Lee’s car as 1t vanished
round the bend. He could hear the

powerful throbbing of the engine echoing
and reverberating on the nig ht air. This,
teo, gradually died away. “aidn was feeling
very bucked with himself. The Chief trusted
him to do this job single-hand °, and there
were armed bandits to face! It was a
remarkable proof of Nelson Lee’s confidence
i his young assistants,

The very brevity of Lee's order was a joy:

“Bun back—see what’s doing—report
later,” He trusted Waldo to look after him-
«olf, and to find his way back to head-
quarters. How he was to do so were details
which had not been worth mentioning.
Waldo’s task was to get back to the spot of

the hold-up as quickly as possible, and to
use his eyes and ears.

He ran swiftly. His common-sense told
him that the crooks would probably set
about making their departure; and ILee’s
car had sped the better part of a mile before
Waldo had dropped off. He rounded 2
gradual bend, and a gleam of satisfaction
came into his eyes as he beheld a red lighs

some distance down the main road. The
bandits were still there !

Waldo acted cautiously now. In the
gloomm he spotted a gate just ahead. Ho

took that gate in his stride, leaping over if
in an effortless way. Although the night was
nearly black, he could see that he was now in
a ploughed field. Waldo’s eyesight was like
that of a lynx.

Bordering the field there was a narrow
strip of grass which had not been touched by
tho plough, and Waldo kept to this. He ran
lightly and speedili;, and soon he found him-
self approaching the spot where the bandit
car wa3s standing. The hedge was high and
thick: and Walde’s movements, as he
approached, were absolutely silent, A pan-
ther on the trail could not have been more
cunning.

Nearly Killed me,” were the
first words that came to Walda’s ears. ¢ The
end of that infernal pole missed my head
by half an inch I

“The man was a fool,
with a savage inflection in 1t. “He tocok 2
big chance, driving on like that. Well, Jim,
vou’d better get the engine running.”

“Just what I was thinking.” said one of
the other men. “That bird will probably
give infurmation in the next fown, and we
shall have the police after us.’

Wauldo, cautiously parting a scetion of the
hedge, took a look at the scone, There wero
three of these bandits—men dressed in dark
overcoats and soft hats. And all three wein

" said another voice,

masked. Their ecar, standing on the side of
the road, clese at hand, was an open four-
seater.

At this particular point of the highway
some ninor repairs were in progroess, bt
only at the side of the road. The bandits harl
evidently chosen this spot because they had
found it casy to shift tEe scaffold-pole across

the road, so as to form a barrier. They had

utilised one of the red lanterns, too,
“Hold on!” came a sharp command,.

‘i 1 . : s
Don’'t start that engine vet., There's

another car coming from the directiorf of
London. Big lights—looks like a private ear.
Listen |

They ail listened. and on the night air
could be heard the fuint purr of the
approaching car,

“Rolls or a Daimler,” said the man who
was evidently in charge. “@Geoet ready, boys!
This won't take us more than five minutes,
and if we don't take some loof back to head-
aquarters with us the hoss will want to know
the reason why.”

Waldo felt his heart beating slightly
faster. Headquarters! The boss! 'Thesze

men, then, were merely a part of a big zang |
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CHAPTER 2
® The Modern Highwaymen!

HE car which approached was a luxuri-

iy ous limousine, and, in addition to the
chauffeur, it contained an elderly lady

and gentleman. Both were in evening-
dress, the lady wearing an expensive wrap,

“What's the trouble now,” growled the
man in evening-dress. ““What's Payne slow-
ing down for?”

“There seems to be a red light ahead,
dear,” said his companion.

“Huh! More road repairs, I suppose,”
grunted the other. “They talk about our
roads being improved, but, by gad, we have
to pay the penalty while the 1mprovements
are being made!"”

The car came to a standstill, and Payne,
the chauffeur, was amazed to see three
masked figures approaching,

“Hands up ! came a sharp command.

The chauffeur blinked. Ie was too sur-
prised to obey.

“Put up vour hands.” The command was
repeated more menacingly this time. “If
vou start any tricks we'll fill you full of
lead.”

“Well, I'm darned!”
amazed chauffeur.

He put his hands up. There was noliing
«lse for him to do. The bandits were all
armed, and it would have becen madness to
rosist, _

“Keep yvour gun on this fellow. Jim.”
suid the leader curtly. “You get round to
the other side, Charlie.”

The leader opened the rear door, and Lis
cves glistened as he beheld the occupants.
‘i here ought to be some good pickings heve.

“A thousand apologies, madam,” he said,
his voice becoming suave and polite. “The
same 1o vou, sir! I regret that I must
trontble you to step outside.™

“YWhat the How  dare
thundered the man in evening-droess,
are you? What is the idca of this
sonse

“John!”
robbers !

“Stuff and nonsense ! roared her husband.
“Fiddlesticks ! This is merely some senseless
joke 1”

“T am afraid I must disillusion you,” said
the man in the mask. “You will both kindly
step outside, and 1 shall require your valu-
ables. 1 would remind you that my time is
limited."”

“This is ountrageous!” ejaculated the old
gentleman., ““Do you know who I am, you
scoundrel? I am General Sir John Bran-
ston. How dare you? DIayne, drive on!
Do you hear me 7"

“One moment !” said the bandit, his voice
becoming grim. “Yf your chauffeur makes
any attempt to drive on, he will be shot down
at the wheel 1”

“Upon my soul!” pantegd Sir John, aghast.

ejaculated the

you?”
“Who

non-
“They're

sercamed the lady.

In spite of his anger. hie had noted the
menace in the other’s tone. For the first time
he realised that this hold-up was, indeed, tho
real thing,

ﬁlﬁ'OUNG WALDO, behind the hedge,
watched and listened with faseinated

interest. He could do nothing to help

the general, of course; he was alone
and he was unarmed. Indeed, if he was
rash enough to show himself, he would pro-
bably be shot down before he could move
a couple of yards.

The youngster possessed many  coxtra-
ordinary qualities. He inherited them from
his father., He was uncannily strong; he was
as swift as the wind; his hearing and eye-
sight were as acute as a forest animal’s.
Yet, in spite of these advantages, he knew
that he could do nothing against these three
armed highwaymen, Ivery fibre of his being
told him to spring out and to help this un-
fortunate lady and gentleman in their ex.
tremity, but his common sense held sway
overr his impulses. He could do far more
good by watching and waiting.

“Out of the car—both of you!” said the
leader of the bandits. It pains me to be so
brusque, Lady Branston, but our time is
limited. You will be good cnough to hand
we vouyr jewels,”

The general puffed and snorted, but Lady
Branston was already out of the car: the
unfortunate lady was almost on the point of
collapse through sheer terror,

“Take them—take them!” she faltered.

With trembling fingers she removed her
diamond rings, her suFurb pearl necklace
and her emerald bracelet, Sir John him-
self did not yield such treasure; his pocket-
book was well stuffed with hotes, but the
amount could not have been more than fifty
or sixty pounds. Ile was also relieved of

the diamond studs which gleamed in his
shirt-front.

“You scoundrels!” he panted tuickly,
“You infernal rogues!”

“Calm yourself, sir,” interrupted the
masked man, “You are now free to go

vour way, -If vou will help Lady Branston
into the car——"

“You shall suffer for this!” burst out the
general, “By Tleaven! I'll have the police
on your track within the hour—and cvery |
highway in the Kingdom will be scoured
until you are found.™

“My dear sir, yvou don’t realise what you're
up against,” said the masked man, in a
mocking voice., “"This is to be a night of
action, and to-morrow's newspapers will
provide the great British public with a raro
sensation,”

The general was almost incoherent. Lady
Branston managed, somchow, to get back
into the car, and her husband followed. The
masked man obligingly closed the door, and
then he tapped the chauffeur on the shoulder
with the muzzle of his revolver.

“ All right—you drive an,” he said.
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Fhe limousine moved off, for one of the
bandits had removed the broken scalfold-
pole which had formed a barrier.

“In the ecar, Jim!” said the lcader

quickly, “Get the engine going.”

Jim ran to the car, and leapt into the
driving seat. The lunousine. by this time.
iad gathered speed,.

Thud-thud !

Two strange sounds came from the auto-
matic pistol in the leader’s hand. They
were not reports—just mufiled thuds. It
was a silenced weapon. And following those
sounds came others—from the lunousine,
Both the back tyres emitted a loud screech-
ing hiss as the air shot out. The limousine
swerved slightly, and came to a stop.

“They won’t give the alarm yet awhile,”
eaid the leader of the three bandits. “Ir
might be an hour before another car comes
along this road; but we're safe, anyhow.
Let her go, Jim.”

All three men were in the car now. It
was a powerful racing model.

“Pretty good haul,
ch ?” asked one of the
Imerl.

“You
leader.

bet!" said the
“KEven if we
don’t get any more
pmickings  to-night, we
<hall have done well.”
He spoke 1In a satis-

fied tone, aud e
orlanced  rearwards at
rthe smme time, notng

that the road was dark.
e had seen nothing of
ihe agile form which
had slipped through the

near-by hedge o few
moments ago; he saw
nothing  of the lithe

fierure which now clung
to the rear of the car.

Stanley  Waldo,  in
fact, had taken a big
rhance. Single-handed,
he could do nothing
against the bandits;
but he could go with
them and  find  out
whereo their lair was
situated. Nelson Lee

had ordered him to zet

busy, and Waldo was
carrying out those
orders,

There was no carrier attached to this car;
there was nothing at the rear except the
spring shackles, which projecied out some
distance, and the spare-wheel. With the
agility of a monkey, Waldo hooked his feet
round one of the spring shackles, stretched
himself out, and grasped the other shackle
with his hands. Ie pressed himself eclose
against the spare wheel, hanging low.

The ecar started off, her engine humiming
musically.  She pgathered speed, and the
headlizhts were switched on. Off she went
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into the ;|};_=_":'r'*_. ner three aceupants thorongn!y

sati=fivd with their recent hanl., And wirn
them. nn=nspected. went Waldo ! -
CHAPTER 3.
An Amazing Development!

ELSON LEE  was looking quietly
satisfied when he rejoined Nipper
and  Fullwood on  the dock at
Southampton. The  big  racing

roatdster was standing there, with Nippeéer

and Fullwood seated in it.

Towering close alongside was the mighty
bulk of the liner, Titania, a blaze of light
the

amd a bmstle of activiiry, She was an

point of sailing, and numbers of powerful
tugs were standing by, The last pangways
woere just being removed.

“ All serene, guv'nor?” asked Nipper,

Nelson Lee had not taken the two “cubsg ™
aboard with hun. He had been accom-
panied only by two plain-clothes oflicers of
the Southampton police force.

“It was quite simple, Nipper,” sald Lee
contentedly, " We surprised our man in his
cabin, and the handeuffs were on him before
he conld get his hand to his hip-pocket,”
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Undeterred by the bandiis,
Nelson Lee deliberately drove
on, and his car struck the
barrier with terrifie force.

“My hat! He's a gunman, then?”

“Ob, ves,” replied the great detective,
“QOur friend is a gunman all right! He
would have shot us dowp if he had had

half a chance. [[le was brought ashore brx
plain-clothes officers five minutes ago—and
by now, I should think, he 18 in a cell
Our task in Southampton iz done.”

“And that jewel case is done, too, sir,”
commented Nipper, with satisfaction.

"We'll get straight back to London.”
sald Nelson Lee, as he climbed into the
driving-seat, “I had originally intended
staying in_ Southampton for something to
cat; but in the eircumstances I fancy we
had better waste no time,”

Hlilﬁﬂﬂlﬂl'lﬂf
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o think-
Waldo,
you,
asked

You're
ing of
aren ¢
Chiet 7
Fullwood.

“Yes,” repligd
Nelzenr Lee, look-
inge thoughtful.
“Something  else,
too. The police, I
understand, have
had more than
one report of high-
waymen to-night.
These rogues of
the road  have
apparently been
% Vvery  busy. I
‘' doubt if we shall
sce  anything  of
Waldo to-night—
but there’s just a
chance. We shall
return by that
same road, any-
how, and Waldo
. knows this. He
il : might be waiting
- for ws at some
point.”

Two  minutes
luter they were
off. After thread-
ing their way out
of the maze of
docks, thev sped
out of Southamp-
ton and took the
main road back to
Tondon. It was
after midnight now, and as they were
approaching one of the smaller towns—a
place called Rutford—they were surprigsed
to see a motor-evelist come tearing round a
bend in an appalling!y reckless wav., Thero
was no light on his machine, and Nelson
Lee was compelled to swerve unpleasantly
clos¢ to the ditch, The motor-cvelist waved
one arm, and jammed on his brakes,

Lee and his companions were surprised to
see that the newcomer was a voung police
constuble. His tunic was onliv half buttoned,
and ho wore no helmet.

“I'd like to commandeer vour ecar, sirl”
he panted as he allowed his machine to
crash over and ran up.

“What's bappened ! asked Lee sharply,

“Robbers. sir—gunmen!” panted the con-

stable. “They've got an armoured car in
the market square—machine-guns—every-
thing! They're holding up the local bank 1™

“My only sainted aunt!” breathed Full-
wood.

“They've cut all the telephone wires, and
they're keeping everybody at bav with
machine-guns,” went on the policeman
breathlessly. *‘‘Never saw anything like it
in all my life!”
“How did you

manaze to get away,
then 27
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“I was asleep when the rew started, sir.
I dressed, ran out, but when I saw what was
happening I knew that I couldn’t do much
good,” explained the young officer. “So 1
Jodged back, got my old bike out, and shot
1gross to the main road by a footpath.”

“Well done,” said Lee approvingly.

“Your car’s better than my bike, sir,” went
on the constable. “W¢'ll drive to the next
town, if you don’t mind; perhaps we can
ret help.”

Nelson Lee shook his head.

“I’'m afraid we should be too late,” he
replied. *““No; I think you had better carry
on with vour original plan. T’ll drive into
the town——-7>

“Hold on, sir,” said the constable, his
voica hardening., “This 13 an urgent mattey.
The bank is being robbed. I’'m a police-
officer, and T commandeer this car in the
name of the law.”

“1 admire your zealous devotion to duty,”
said the great detective, ‘‘ My name, officer,
is Nelson Lee. I think vou can trust me to
handle ! _

“Mr. Nelson Lee, sir?”” broke in the con-
stable, his manner changing. *“Why, hang
it, I thought your face was a bit familiar ¢
He saluted. “1It's an honour to meet you,
Mr. Lee.” i

“You go ahead on your eycle—do the best
vou can,” said Lec. “I'lIl drive on and sce
what the bandits are doing.”

“Yes, sir,” said the constable, saluting
agaln.

He ran to his motor-cyele, picked it up,
and was in the saddle again within a few
ccconds,  The machine went spluttering and
roaring off into the darkness.

“*Sensible chap, sir,” commented Nipper.

1 shall make 1t my business to report his
admirable conduct to his superior officors,”
nodded Lee. *“Well, we'd better push on
and see what'’s doing. There appears to be
a good deal of excitement in Rutford.”

“I'll bet they're the same men who tried
to hold us up, sir !’ said ullwood.

“Men  belonging to the same gang,
perhaps—hbut not the actual men,” replied
Lee. *“There was mo armoured car when
we were held up.”

He switched off his lights, and proceeded
cautiously, the engine purring with such
smoothness that 1t was searcely audible.
Nipper and Fullwood peered cagerly forward
towards the little town, their hLearts racing
and thudding. :

On the outskirts of the town, Lee spotted
a narrow lane leading off to the right, He
turned into it, and the big racing car went
bumping and jolting over the uneven surface.
As he had expected, two other lanes branched
off some distance along, and he took one
of these—judging that 1t would lead towards
the centre of the town by a roundabout route.

Ho was right. The car passed down a
narrow, winding street, where quaint, old-
fashioned houses and shops overhung the
pavements. There was another sharp turn,
and then the market square lay ahead. Lee
brought his car to a standstill just inside
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the square, and he stopped the engine,
Nobody had noticed the arrival of this car:
for the attention of everybody was directed
towards a bank building on the other side
of the square.

There were two or three hundred people
in that open space, many of them only half-
dressed. The whole place was throbbing
and quivering with excitement. The uproar
was tremendous. All roumd the square, win-
dows were open and P%ple were leaning out.
The excited voices of hysterical women arose
above all other sounds.

“Extraordinary !” muttered Nelson Lee,
taking m the scene with one swift, compre-
hensive glance, \

Even he was amazed. He had never ex-
pected to witness a scene such as this in a

slecepy town. Nipper and Fullwood also
watched, fascinated.
The building on the other side of the

square was the loecal branch of a famous
bank—in fact, the Southern Bank, Limited.
Standing immediately in front of it was a
low-built, powerful-looking armoured car, It
was panted dark grey, and there was some-
thing wicked and menacing in its appear-
ance. At the rear there was a sort of turret,
and a machine-gun was mounted on this.
Behind the gun stood a man. Iis face was
concealed by a mask. He was training the
gun on the ecrowd., Standing on the stcps
of the bank were two other men—and these
held rifles to their shoulders. They, too,
were masked,

“An ugly business, by the look of it,”
remarked Loee, compressing his lips.
S Great Scott 17 breathed Nipper.
bad as Chicago !”

Lee nodded, He, too, had been reminded
of the desperate gunmen who occasionally
raid banks in the United States. 'That such
an order of things could happen in rural
England was a staggering shock.

“Can't something be done, sir?” asked
Fullwood breathlessly, ‘““They’re not going
to let these rogues do just as they like, are
they 7"

“T ean’t see any way of stopping them,
young 'un,” replied Lee.

“Can’t you do something, sir?”

“Not yet. Fullwood—later, perhaps.”™

Even as Nelson Lee was speaking the
sharp erack of a rifle rang out, and a man’s
hoarse cry instantly followed. Lee caught
sight of a police inspector; he had run for-
ward suddenly out of the ranks of the crowd,
The man fell and lay writhing on the ground,
Instantly a great tumult arose—an uproar
of anger and excitement. There were other
police in that erowd, but wisely they hung
back. They were not lacking in bravery
or in devotion to duty, but they were un-
armed, and the bandits had proved that they
were ruthless.

A voice sounded, and apparently a mega-
phone was being unsed, for the voice was
greatly amplified.

“ Better keep back !” it sounded. “We've
no quarrel with you cood people, but if vou

“1t's as

»
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make any sudden move towards us we'll use
this machine-gun. And that'll mean death !’

There was a hush—awed and breathless.

“Keep back, and you'll come to no harm !”
went on the voice through the megaphone.
“That police officer is only hit in the leg.
If this machine-gun starts into action, it’ll
distribute death like wildlire. Keep back
and you'll be safe!”

There were one or two angry shouts, but
nobody moved,

“Two of you can come forward.” added
the voice. * Fetch this oflicer and take him
back so that his leg can be attended to.
But only two, mind! We’'ll start this little
popgun if there’s any rush.”

Two policemen came forward out of the
crowd; the unfortunate inspector was lifted
and carried back, Just at that moment there
came the sound of a muffled explosion from
the interior of the bank building.

Boom-oom !

Many windows in that old market square
rattled, and there was a fresh chorus of
cxcited shouts.

“1 was expocting that,” murmured Lee.
“They've blown the safe open!”

A few minutes later, several figures
appeared in the shattered doorway of the
bank; they were masked like the others.
They were carrying bags and bundles.

“Looks like a rich haul,” mutfered Lee.

Thoe engine of the armoured car sprang
into life, roaring with terrific power. Power-
ful searchlights were switched on; the men
climbed into the interior, and a heavy stecl
door clanged.

(‘rack—crack—erack—crack !

A salvo of shots sounded, and there were

shricks and shouts from the crowd. DBut
those shots had boen fired into the air,
merely as a signal of departure. The

armoured car jerked forward, a great syren
screaming with devastating effect.  The
crowds ran, helterskelter, as the monster
bore down upon them.

“Now for it!" said Neison Lee. his voice
full of grim purpose. “This is what I have
been waiting for !

CHAPTER 4.
Vanished!

I1I; great detective touched the self-

]I starter butfon. and the powerful

engine of the racer purred into life.
Nelson Lee depressed the cluteh-pedal
and engaged the gears.

“You're going to give chase, guv'nor?”
asked Nipper eagerly,

“TI am curious to see what the next move
in this game will be,” replied Lee. “As 1
have no desire to commit suicide, however—
or to bring about the untimely decease of you
boys—I shall keep at a respectable distance
behind."”

The armoured car, gathering speed
rapidly, was shooting across the square,
taking the main road towards ILondon.
Nelson Lee spent an anxious minute. His

~had been applied.

car had no lights—he did not want to give
the crooks an inkling that he was following
vet, and he was afraid that the crowds would
get 1uto the way and thus delay the chase,
However, by skilful driving, Lee dodged
through before the good pcople of Rutford
could spread themselves over the road again,
The car was out on the open highway within
a few scconds. Then suddenly the dazzling
beam of a searchlight blazed into Nelson
Lee’'s eyes,

The cffect was blinding.

"My giddy aunt!” gasped Nipper. *1I
hadn’t expected that!”

“I was waiting for it,”’ said Lee calmly.

With a flick, he pulled a pair of goggles
down from his cap. No ordinary motorist
could have withstood that white, devastating
glare. Even an anti-dazzle shield would
have been ineffective. But those goggles of
Nelson Lee's were a speciality of his own—
a product of his private laboratory. Hoe
could see the road just as clearly as before,
and all the dazzle was taken out of that
blinding scarchlight.

On the armoured car, the man in the little
turret who was operating the searchlight
called down to his companions, in the body
of the vehicle,

“This blamed fool 18 following!” bhe
shouted,

“Let him follow!” came a defiant reply
fri-lgun the driver. “We'll soon shake him
off !

He opened the throttle, and the monster
engine with which this car was equipped
answered like some animal to which a spur
It leapt forward, pound-
ing and drumming over the smooth high-
wav.

“We've moving now!” said & man who
was sitting next to the driver.

“Look!”’ exclaimed the latter. *8ixty-
five—seventy—soventy-five !

“The Boss knew what he was doing when
he got hold of these buses,” put in one of
the other men. *“We can lick anything ov
the road! What's the haul, boys?”

“Don’t know yet. Pretty good, though—
something between eight and ten thousand.”

““Not bad for a country bank,"” said some-

body.
Tim man in the turret called down again:
“This fool's still on our tail. Let her
right out, Fred!"
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The driver cursed. The immensely power-
ful headlamps-—--they were really suarcgiighis
--revealed the road for nearly a mile ahead.
There was a curve not far off, and instead
of inereasing speed he would be obliged to
slacken.

“We're doing eighty!” he grated. *‘Let
the fellow have a taste of the machine-
gun!”

But Nelson Lee, at the wheel of the power-
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ful racer, was not bent upon }}recipimting‘
a fight.  Such folly would have meant
disaster. e contented himself with keeping

well in the rear, out of range of the machine-
guns and rifles,

It was thrilling—exhilarating—wildly ex-
citing.  Nipper and Fullwood, elinging to
their seats, felt their hearts thudding
tumultuously. This was the real thing! A
headlong chase through the darkness of tho
night—the glorious thrill of speed! Another
straight stretch loomed in front—a eclear
mile of open, deserted highway. Seventy—
seventy-five—eighty—eighty-five ! Fast .as
the armoured car went, Nelson Lee's racer
followed.

In the armoured
changing their tone.

"“We can’t do it, Fred!"” shouted the man
with the scarchlight. "“This bird is behind
all the time! Must be a Bentley—or a Sun-

car the erooks wore

beam.”

“We'll get him!” grated the driver.
“Got the machine-gun handy 7"’

|IYCS!}1

““All right, then--look out!” called the
driver. “I'm going to slow right down—

suddenly, dlang on, everybody! That fool
won't be prepared, and he'll come within
range |

“Tll get him!™
turret.

“Give him all you've got!” panted one
of the other men.

A sereech arosec as the armoured car's
brakes were applied. The vebicle rocked
and swayed as her speed was reduced. Tho
man with the machine-gun had his finger on
the automatie trigger,

Crackle-crackle-erackle !

The gun spat with vicious furv. Then the
man at the trigger eursed with rage. Tor
the following ear, instead of coming within
range, slackened irs speed in exactly the
same way as the fugitive.

“He’s wise to us!” snarled the man with
the gun.

He was right. Nelson Lee had been on
the loak-ont for saeh a wmancenvre from the
first. Ie had been rcady for instant action;
and when he had seen a spark or two fly-
ing from rthe rear wheels of the armoured
car, he had known what was in the wind.

“They're trying to trap us, boys,” =aid
Lee. “But we weren't born vesterday, ch?”

“Rupposing they stop altogether, cuvnor ?”
asked Nipper breathlessly.

“Then we shall stap, too,” replied Lee.
“They can't get us, young "nn. If we have
to stop, we'll stop out of range--and before

ceald the man in the
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they can take any sort of aotion we can he
well away.”
He increased speed as he spoke, for the

bandite were again racing awnﬂ into the
night, cursing at the failure of their dodge.
Once again the wild chase continued.

Through sleeping hamlets, over bridges,
round curves—sonictimes with two wheels
almeost feaving the road-—on through a town,
thundering ® and roaring, to the startled
amazement of more than one night-duty eon-
stable.  Occasionally a lorry would be mei,

and the armoured car, its syren screaming,

would charge past. More than one sleepy
lorry driver-—more than one late private
motorist—received the fright of his life.

And still the chase went on, with Nelson Lee
clinging grimly and relentlessly to the
“tail 7 of the fugitive bandits.

Twice the bandits had left the main high-
way, taking to secondary roads; but they
had been nnable to shake off this unexpected
pursuer. They hdd left Rutford in triumph,
but by now they were filled with alarm.
They had believed that their ecar was
r?;u}l;i?lﬂ of outdistancing anything on the
road !

“They’ve doubled back!” said Lee, after
a series of nerve-shattering twists and bends
had been negotiated at high speed.
“They’re on the main road again by now- -
and going over the same stretch of highway
as before——"

He broke off, staring intently ahead. The
fugitives had disappeared round a gradia!
bend, several hundred yards ahead. At the
‘same moment the searchlight had snapped
out, More than this; the armoured car's
headlights had gone, too. The vehicle was
now lost to sight.

“Is 1t a trap, guv'nor?"” asked
tonsely,

“It. looks tricky,” admitted Lee.

He had half an idea that the crooks had
stannd Just  round the bend—perhaps
dodging intoe some tiny by-wav, ready o
ambush the pursuing car when it arrived,
Nelson Lee was not to be caught so easilv,
He reduced speed, and his own hrilliant head-

Nipper

lamps  revealed the road with  dazzling
clarity
['he Lend was reached, and the racing

roadster ghded round.,  Another long stretehy,
straight and level, came within sighs, There
was ntterly no sign of the armoured car.
The hedges were short, and on either :zido
of the road there were high, grassy banks.
It was impossible for that grey monster to o
conesaled ; there was not a side road, not a
gateway. not a backwater of any description.

“Queer ! muttered Lee, fully on the
alert.

He increased speed.  His eyes were intent
upon  the roadsides and the hedges, but

unothing happened ‘The fugitive ecar seemoed
to have vamshed into thin air. A signpos:
appearcd, and a small lane led off to the lefr,
With a sndden decision, Lee trod bard on
the foot throttle The racer leapt forward.

It shot past that zide road like a rocker,
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The bandits drove away, little suspect-
ing that Stanley Waldo was clinging on
to the back of their car.

Loee velling to the Loys to duck low. But no
stream of machinc-gun bullets spattered out.

The armoured car was not lurking there.
Half a mile further on there was aunother
side road—this time to the right Again

Nelson Lee charged on at full speed, taking

the risk. And again there was the same
result. Then houses loomed up ahead—street
lamps—pavewments Another town had been
reached,

“Police I ejaculated Nipper suddenly.

Lee had already seen. A cordon of police
officers stood in the road. and Nelson Lee
could that they were ready to jump

A0
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The detective slowed down and came
to a standstill.  Instantly the police made
a rush,

“Steady, inspector !” said Nelson Lee, as
a big, broad-shouldered police inspector
leapt upon the footboard and placed a l]ll.",*ﬂ\’j.‘
hand on his shoulder. “I don’t think you
want to arrest me, do you?”

The inspector’s face was pale and drawn.

“Who are you?” he rapped out. “We're
looking for "”
“Bandits,” said Lee, nodding, “1 know,

But my name i1s Nelson Lee
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“Why, of course—1 recognise you
sir 1" said the inspector with relief.

Lee admired the pluck of these polico
officers. Believing this car to contain armed
bandits, they had nevertheless leapt at it in
order to perform their duty.

“It’'s a regular nightmare, Mr. Lee!”
ejaculated the inspector. ““Bank robbery
at  Rutford—another one at Darrow—
motorists held up and robbed in a score of
places—and Heaven only knows what else!
We’'ve had reports from all guarters. Surrey
and Sussex and Kent are full of bandits, by
the look of things!”

“I've been following an armoured ecar
from Rutford,” =aid Lee quickly., “We
got there while the raid was in progress—
couldn’t do anything against theose armed
bandits-——but we followed. We've been
chasing the beggars for miles.”

“Gave you the slip, did they, sir?”

“1 can’t understand it,” said Lee, frown-
ing, ‘‘Has any armoured car come through
here 1"

“We’'ve scen no sign of it,” replied the
inspector, shaking hisie‘ad.

“How long have you had this
across the road?”

“Tor the past half-hour.”

“And no armoured car came this way!”
said Lee, pursing his lips. “That's in-
We didn't lose
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fernally funny, inspector |
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An important person was being taken
On coming

round the hospital by a nurse,

into one ward the man asked what kind of
The nurse replied

patients were kept there.
that it was a ward for
motor-maniacs,

““ But there is no one in
the beds!” said the im-
portant one.

“No,” replied the
nurse ; “‘at present they
are all under their beds
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sight of it for a minute until they put the
lights ont. T expected an ambush, but there
wasn't one.”

““Must have dodged up a side road,” said
the inspeector.

“That’s all T can think,” nodded Nel:on
Lee with considerable annoyance. “ (on-
found them! I didn't think they would be
able to elude me like that. T'm going back
to make sure.”

“Any objection if I come with vou, sivi”
asked the inspector,

“Not at all—jump aboard,” said Loe.
“Thore’s room for one of your men, too.”

The inspector and a constable jumped on,
and a sergeant was left in charge. Lee re-
versed, turned the car round, and sped baclk
along that stretch of road in which the
bandits had disappeared. They came o
the first side road, and Nelson Lee stopped.
One glance up the narrow lane was sufficieirt.
The surface was gravelly and damp. Thero
were no tyre marks visible, as there would
have been had the fugitive car passed tha:
way,

“They didn’t come up here, sir,” =aid
the inspector. “And they couldn’t have
turned off at any other place, because theic's
no road—not even a farm track.”

“You're right—there is nothing,”
Lee. “We'l
road.”

agreed
carry on to the next side
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acquainted with the position.

* It's not petrol you want,” he sniffed, eycing
the very small car, ** Yonu
want a new flint ! "
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They drove on, keeping their eyes open.
The lodge gates of a big country house came
within sight, and they were closed.

“Couldu’t have dodged up there, sir,” said
the inspector, as he noticed Nelson Lee’s
glance. “That’'s Hale Manor—Sir Bertram
¥leming's place. Wouldn’'t be any good
the crooks dodging up that drive, even if
the gates had been open. It only leads to a
house,” ‘

“No chance there, then,” said Lee,
nodding,  “Well, what about this next
road "

He brought the racer to a standstill aguin,
This second lane proved as unenlightening
as the first, There were tyre marks, true
enough, but they were small and a day or
two old, Probably some commercial ear had
been along there recently. That armoured
car belonging to the bandits had certainly
not passed that wayv. Lee drove on until he
arrived at the spot where he had been when
the bandits lights had been switched off.

“It'z=—it's uncanny, guv'nor.” said Nipper,
staring. “Those crooks disappeared some-
where between here and the town, but how
could thev have disappeared? They didn't
go down either of those side roads, and
there's only one private house.”

“With a drive and a lodge.,” put in the
inspector. ““If the beggars had tried to got
up that drive the lodge-keeper would have
been awakened. There's nowhere. Are vou
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sure, Mr. Lee, that this is the place?
Couldn’t the bandits have put their lights
out a mile or two farther back "

“No—this is the place,” replied Lee. “I
don't mind admitting that I am exccedingly
puzzled.”

He was
baffled |

IHow had that bandit car got away?

morce than puzzled—he was

P —

CHAPTER b.
The Next Move!

T was some time between three and four

I when Nelson Lee's powerful racer drove
into London,

“What now, sir?” ocked Nipper, as

I.ee brought the racer to a :!tandati]rl) in the

earlv morning quietness of Gray’s Inn Road.

“Bed, voung 'un,” replied Lee promptly.

“We must get some sleep; ecan't work
efficiently without sleep, vou know. You
two boys had better get straight in. No
need for you to wait for me. T'll put the
car up.” ;
The racer was purring quietly., The

bandits had been wrong in setting her down
as a Bentley or a Sunbeam. Actually,
Nelson Lec’s famous car was a Rolls-Royce
Special, Her engine was really of an aero
type, specially adapted for road use. On
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the track, this car could toucn the hundred-
and-fifty-mile-an-hour mark with ease,
When Nipper and Fullwood got into the
Detective Academy, they found most of the
“cubs ” awake. Fenton and Morrow and
Biggleswade, the senior scholars of this most
Jnovel  academy, were all fully dressed.
Browne and Handforth and Glenthorne and
Travers. and the rest, were mostly in
pylamas and dressing-gowns. They were all
collected in the big Common-room of the
academy—a most comfortable apartment
this, with a soft carpet on the floor, lounge-
chairs dotted here and there, and with
writing-tables and handy reading-lamps.

“Hallo, by George! Here they are!”
sang out Handforth eagerly, as the pair
entered. ““Now we shall hear something ex-
citing. It's been very interesting talking
about St. Frank's—we're all pleased to hear
that the old school is being rcbuilt and will
be finished shortly, but——"*

«eh ?

LEE LIBRARY

“"Has Waldo come back?” interrupted
Nipper, looking quickly round the room.

“No,” replied I'enton, puzzled. “We
thought he was with you.”

“He was—but he went off on a special
job.” replied Nipper. ““He hasn’t got back,
That looks bad.”

William Napoleon Browne came over and
placed a hand on Nipper’s shoulder.

“Without wishing to appear over-inquisi-
tive, brother, may we ask exactly what has
been happening?” he inquired. “We have
heard, on unimpeachable authority, that
various manceuvres of a hectic character
have been taking place over the countryside
during the night.”

“Manceuvres I’ echoed Nipper. “There's
been the very dickens! Bandits—hold-ups—
bank robberies! How did you know i

“Mr. Lennard, of the Yard, ’phoned up
once,” explained Fenton, “and, when he
told us what was happening, we thought
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wo'd like to keep in touch with things. But
we're still pretty puzzled.” .

“No morve puzzled than the guvinor is,”
said Nipper., “By Jove! We've had a
thrilling time! If you can picture Rutford
as a sort of miniature Chicago, yvou'll get an
idea of what has been happening.”

Ho gave a few brief details, and all the

voung detectives  listened eagerly and
breathlessly. _
“Alas! Tt was ever thus!?’ sighed Browne,

dolefully shaking his head. “Whenever there
is something particularly juicy afoot, I am

[N}

left out of 1t!

“You chaps get all the fat!” said Edward
Oswald Handforth, with a grunt.

“Never mind that,” retorted Nipper.
“Wlhat about Waldo? I'm worried—dashed
worried,”

The door opened, and Nelson Lee entered.
When he learned that Waldo bhad not re-
turned, he was not perturbed.

“Well, there's nothing more we can do
now,” he said. “ You boys had better ger
to bed again—you were a crowd of young
a:cs to disturb vour sleep, in any case.”

“What about Waldo, sir?"” asked Nipper.

“He'll turn up—probably later in the
morning,” replied Lee confidently.

‘. il when Nipper got up at half-pasi

cight, after three or four hours sleep,
there was still no sign of Stanley
Waldo. He had nor returned, and
no word had come from him. It was this
latter fact which caused Nelson Lee an n-
ward qualm of uncasiness, Even if Waldo
had been held up somewhere in the country,
Lie could, at least, have telephoned.

“\What are vou going te do, guvnor?”
a-xed Nipper.

He had found Nelson Lee in s private
sitting-room, leading oul of tho consulting-
roomn. The great detective had just finished
a snack of breakfast, and. although he had
had only a brief sleep, he was looking fresh
and alerr,

“Abour Waldo ?” he asked.
o
“I'mn afraid that he's got into a mess, sir,

“We'll give him a chance, young 'un,
replied Lee. “When I put one of you cubs
on to a special duty, T trust him. In all
probability, Waldo is doing his job, and he
will report in due course. Have a look at
this.”

Lee indicated a morning nowspaper, and
Nipper picked it up. Across the front page,
in huge headlines, were the words:

“ Amazing Series of Hold-Ulps in Southern
Countics V' — “ AModern Highwaymen Make
Rich Haul "—“1I.8, Methods in England.”

“This 1z staggering, guv'nor!” =aid Nipper,
taking a deep breath, “That armoured car
we chased scems to have made three or four
raids on banks! Tt says here that at least
five banks were openly entered and robbed-—-
and the same methiods were used every time,
An armoured car, and bandits with machine.

rha

guns |

v} .

“Nothing—

¥
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“Perhaps there was than
amourced ear, Nipper.”

“Phew! It's a stupendous gang, then!™
ejaculated  Nipper.  “And look at this!
Between forty and fifty motorists held up
and robbed of all their valuables! My only
sainted aunt! What a night!”

“We only saw a fringe of it,” nodded Lee.
“These erooks were operating, 1t seems, over

niore ont

a wide arca between the hours of midnight
and four a.m.”

“And the police have done nothing !’
mented Nipper, with a =niff.

“Steady, old man! Give them a chance!”
protested Nelson Lee.  “The police were
taken completely by surprise, and, naturally,
they could not do a great deal. When they
arc caught napping a second time, it will
be for us to eriticise them.”

Zing-zing !

The telephone twin-bells rang sharply, and
Lee lifted the receiver from its hook,

“Waldo!” muttered Nipper cagerly.

“Yes, this is the number you require,
madam,” said Lee. “ Yes—speaking,”

“Clan yvou come at onec, Mr. Lee?” ecameo
a ludy's agitated voice, “I am Lady Wrox-
ton, of Wroxton Park, Bucks. Perhaps you
have heard of the dreadful things that have
been happening during the night 7"’

“Yes, madam, I am aware of what has
been taking place.”

“ My husband, Lord Wroxton, was held up
oulside our lodge gates late last night, My,
' said the lady agitatedly. “He resisted

' com-

.lJ'E'Q.
the dreadful bandits, and he was shot dead.”

“I am indeed grieved to hear this,” said
Lee gravely.

“I want yvou so much to come, Mr. Lee!”
pleaded Lady Wroxton, “Some very valu-
able papers were stolen from my poor hus-
band, and it is imperative—vital—that they
should be recovered. I cannot possibly give
vou the details over the telephone.”

“But surely the police—"

“The police are useless!” interrupted the
lady. “1I am tired of them, Mr. Lee! Ther
can do nothing but azk inane questions.”

“lven if T come, I am afraid there is verw

littlo that T can do,” demurred Lee. I
really think that the police——"
“No, no!” interrupted Lady Wroxton.

“I want you, Mr., Lee! There i1s something
of paramount importance which I must tell
vou, and which I cannot tell yon over the
telephone. Please, please come!”

Her tone was half-hysterical, and, in the
circumstances, perhaps this was not to be
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wondered at., Nelson Lee could deal very
cffectively with hysterical women when he
had them face to face; but 1t was more
difficult over the telephone,

“You say that Wroxton Park is in Buck-
inghamshire 7"’ he asked, as though playing
for time,

“Yes—Bucks.”

“Buckinghamshire 7"

“Of course—Buckinghamshire,” came Lady
Wroxton’s impatient voice. “You can name
any fee you choose, Mr. Lee. I have ihe
utmost faith in your ability, and, as I have
said, this matter is terribly wvital.”

Nelson Lee made up his mind.

“Very well, Lady Wroxton, I will come,”
'e promised.

“At once?”

“Yes, at once,” replied Lee. “I will leave
without a moment’s unnecessary delay.”

“Qh, this i3 good of you, and T am =o

grateful,” came Lady Wroxton’s voice.
“But don’t come by train, Mr. Lee—the

service 18 poor. You will get here much
oefter 1f you use your car.”

“T should not think of coming in any other
way,” answered Nelson Lee dryly. “Expect
me within the hour, Ladv Wroxton.”

He hung up the re-
ceiver, and found Nipper

looking at him  with
GNXIOUS eyes,
“What's the idea,

cuvinor ?”  asked Nipper.
“What about Waldo 1"

“I will admit that T am
just a little anxious con-
cerning Waldo, but we
must continue to carry
on, young ’un,” said Lce.
“And it 18 highly possible
that I shall be able to pick

police officer, 1f T wusn't afraid of sullying
the ears of any gl operator who happens to
be listening in, I could fire off a supply of
language that would surprise you!"

“You sound rather peeved, Lennard.”

“Just you watch the newspapers,” said the
chief inspector sourly. “Scotland Yard's
going to get it in the neck over this—and
even the Government won't escape eriticism.
But I'd like to know, by all ihat’s infernal,
how we could prepare ourselves for such a
game ? 1 understand that you were in the
thick of things last night?"

“Pretty well,” said Lee. “Later

on,

Nelson Lee muttered
a choking ery and
collapsed. Next
moment the section
of concrete on which
the detective lay
comenced slowly and
silently to drop away !

up something useful at
Wroxton Park. The ban-
aits were there last night
—they  murdered TLord
Wroxton—and it will be
straonge if they have not
left a2 single clue,”

He lifted the receiver
again, and was soon in
touch with Scotland Yard.

He requested to be put
through to the office of
Chief Detective - inspector
ILennard, and he soon
Leard the bluff inspector’s
voice.

“QOh, hallo, Lee!”
Lennard eagerly.
been trying to
touch with you.
yvou think of
Wallace stuff ?”

said
“I've
get In
What do
this Edgar

“It’'s bad business, old
man.”
“Bad business!” echoed

the chief inspector bitterly.
“It’s rotten! If I wasn’t a
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Lennard, 1I'd like to have a chat with you;
just at the moment.I'm off down to Wroxton
Park.”

“Then vou might meet me there,” said the
chief inspector. *“I have an idea that I shall
be shot off on that affair. Those blighting
bandits murdered Lord Wroxton, and there's
the devil to pay. I think he resisted, or
something.”

“Just a minute,

Lennard,” s=aid Lee,

turning away from the. ’phone and looking
and

at Nipper. “Buzz round, young ’un,
fetch the car.”

“0.K., Chief!” said Nipper briefly.

=
=
=

=
.

—
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HEN he got back, Nelson Lee had
finished his chat over the ’phone
with Chief Inspector Lennard, and

e was looking brisk and alert.
“Am 1 coming, guv'nor?” asked Nipper

cagerly. ‘ .
“ Afrald not; there’s nothing you could
do,”” replied Nelson Lee. ““Stay here,

Nipper, and keep eve on things in
general.”
“If Waldo turns up, shall I ’'phone you ?”
“If he turns up there'll be no need—and if
he doesn’t turn up it would bé just as point-
less to 'phone,” said Nelson Lee, as he pre-
pared to go. “I don’t
suppose I shall be away

| very long; I can soon deal

your

vith this muatter, and if I

pick up a few clues, all the
better.”

He hurried down, leapt
into his waiting car, and
the latter was soon thread-
ing its way through the
busy trafliec of Gray’s Inn
Road.

Two minutes after he
had gone, a man, loung-«
ing about on the other side
of the street, went into a

public telephone box and
zave a number on  the
Harrow exchange. He was

soon through.

“That you, Smallpox?”?
he asked, when he heard a

voice,

“Yes, Measles,” replied
the wvoice. “What’s the
wire 7"

“*L' has just gone, so
yvou’d belter be ready.”

Without another word
he hung up the receiver
and left the box, an ugly
smile on his face!

e e

CHAPTER 6.

The Trap!
HIEE  April morning
1’ was  sunny an d
bright as Nelson
Lee drove out of
London. It wuas a real
spring day, with a crisp

blue sky flecked with little
white fleecy clouds. It was
a day which made one feel
cood to be alive.

Once beyond the out-
skirts of the great metro-
rolis, Lee put on speed.
Not that he drove
furiously ; he seldom
allowed the Rolls-Royce
Special to go beyond the
forty-miles-an-hour mark—
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and this, for such a car, was a crawl. He
had passed Rickmansworth, and was on the
stretch of voad which led towards Chesham.
Wroxton Park was not many miles further
on, picturesquely situated in the Chilterns.
I Lec came to a spot where there was a
fairly long length of clear road ahcad. Be-
hind him sounded the rancous note of an
cleetrie hooter. Ile drew farther over to the
near side of the road, glancing into his rear
mirror as he did so. e could see a power-
ful open car overtaking him., 1le <hid not
glance round, but merely beckoned toe car
on with the I‘QLU"II]SEd hand-signal.

And now the great deteetive's lips were
sct in a thin line. He watched his rear
mirror intently—knowing perfectly well that
his very life depended upon his quickness of
action. A steely glitter entered his eyes as
he beheld the big open car drawing nearer;
and now he saw two men standing up in the

rear scats. Both of these men held auto-
matic pistols in thelr bands.
“Good !” muttered ILee. “Exactly as I

cxpected!  DBut you've made a mistake,
friends—I'm mnot caught napping,
hoped 1"

With a sudden swerve, e went from one
side of the road to the other, right in the
path of the overtaking car, just as it was
on the point of commencing to shoot past.
It was a risky thing to do—but Nelson
Lee's nerves were of steel, That swerve of
his had the immediate effect he desiced ; the
overtaking car was compelled to swerve, too,
and the driver jamummed on his brakes until
the wheels locked and shricked. Incidentally,
the aim of those two gummnen was utterly
destroyed.

In a flash, Nelson Lee turned, his own gun

his hand.

C'rack-crack !

Two shots he fired as he swung round in
hiz seat and took aun, and never had he
been cooler-—never had he been move deadly.

my
vou

i3

Both those bulleis took effect. The two front
tyres of the bandit car bursi in quick
suecession. Yelling with sudden alarm, the
:lrner nearly lost control. The car, sway-

ing dizzily, and skidding from side to side,
1hungod on to the grassy side of the roud.
At the same moment Nelson Lee ].munm:i
his own brakes on, vaulted to the road in
one eclear leap before the ear had stopped.
and then ran swiftly back. Ile reached the
other car before it finished its violent jolt-
Ing.

“Hands np " he commanded sharply,

The surprisc was absolute. That other
car contained the driver and the two gun-
mm -
men.  These latter were looking startled,
dismayed, even scared. One of them
attempted to take aim.
Crack !

Lee’s automatic s'pa and a shriek arose
from the man s weapon went flying,
and he clutched -at his arm.

“I warned you, my friend!” rapped out
Nclson Lee. “Hands up—all of vou! And
keep them up!™
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“He’s got the drop on us, boys!
the driver, shooting his hands into the air.

A pmwrful saloon car came humming
along the road from the direction of Rick-
mansworth. It pulled up smartly, and out
tumbled Chief L}vtoctn{, -inspector Lennard
and five men of the Flying Squad.

“iHere they are, Lennard,” said Lee,
without turning his head. *Botter get tho
handcuffs on them without delay.”

“You said a mouthful,” grinned

gasped

the

chief inspector,
MINUTE later the three crooks were

A handcuffed, and, very crestfallen,
they were Dbundled into the police
saloon.

“That was smirt work, Lee,”” said
Yard man admiringly. “By gilory!
needed a tidy nerve, too!”

“Not so much,” replied Lee, making
light of his achievement. “1I had the advant-
age of them; I kuwew they were coming,
and I was prepared. Well, we've got three
of the gang now, Lennard, and it's just
possible that you might be able to get some-
thing out of them.”

“We'll try!” said the Yard man grimiy.

“It'll be sounething for the newspapers,
too,” said Lee, with a twinkle in his eves.
“Scotland Yard hasn’t been so slow, after

the
You

all, eh? Three of the bandits arrested
alrveady !
“Yes—by you!"

“My (ll.-dl‘ chap, don’t bring me into it.”
satd Lee. “You can bave the credit of this
——and weleome.™

“You're a sportsman, Lee,” said the Yard
man gratefullv., *“Why on earth were you
so sure that this was a4 trap to 'get’ you?”

“Merely a matter 'of reasoning,” replied
the famous cerimmnologist.  “I figured that
the bandits had recoguised my ecar last
night; thev knew that it was I who chased
thoem so relentiessiv. I gave fhem a very
uncomfortalile time; and, between vou and
me, I bhelieve I nearly ran them to ecarth.
Naturally, they concentrated their attention
this morning upon putting me out of the
way. They didn't want a repetition of
thar chase.”

“Yes, I see,” nodded Lennazd.

“I wasn'ty actually suspiciouz of the
'phone call at first,” went on Lee, “but it
struck me as rather peculiar that Lady
Wroxton should desire myv aid, and the
story of a vitally private matter was not
very convineing. It also happens that I have
m{‘-t Lady Wroxton, and, although women’s
voices are none too distinguishable over the
teleplione, I fancied there was a false note
in that voice. And when I made the ladys
repecat the word ‘ Buckinghamshire’' I waa
cqn':li:‘a,ced that there was something 1n the
wind.’

"

L

“The word ‘Buckinghamshire " ? re-
peated Lennard curiously.
“It is a very useful thing. old man, to

remember mmpnratn*ﬁlr unimportant trifles.
I recalled that Lady Wroxton has a way of
referring to her home county as Bucking-
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hamshire, with quite uunccessary emphasis
on the ‘ham.” The lady on the telephone
did not use that emphasis.”

“You’re a caution!” declared Lennard,

with a whistlee. “You're quite right,
though—that little idiosyncrasy of Lady
Wroxton's was certainly worth remember-

ing. Youn knew, at once, that this woman
was a fake.”

“So I was on the look-out for something
exciting along this road,” said Lee. “That
was why—after I had sent Nipper for the
car—]1 requested vou to come along with a
few of your Flying Squad men.”

“We've had you in sight ever since you
left Harrow,” said the chief inspector.

They walked across to the bandit’s car,
and Nelson Lee examined it with interest.

It was a powerful open four-seater—a
Graham-Paige.
“Stolen, I'll bet!” commented Lennard.

“False numbers, of course. Anyhow, we'll
soon make certain. By Jove, this is round
one to you, Lee, all right!”

Nelson Lee did not appear to be listening.
He was lookin thmugﬂtt.ful!y at the offside
front wing of the bandit car.

“What is 1t?" asked Lennard.

Lee pointed, and the Yard man ecould see
a long scrateh on the outer edge of the
wing, as though the ear, in emerging from
a narrow gateway, had scraped against a
~all or a fenece, ,

“What rabout 1t ?"” asked Lennard.

“This iz new, old man-—it was probably
done during the night,”

“Supposing it was?”

“It might be useful, that’s all,” replied
IL.ece. "T've no doubt that this car was used,
among others, 1n the reeent series of hold-
ups. I'm glad I noticed this, Lennard.”

“Well, personally, I can’t sce how it will
help us,” said the chief inspector. “That
scratch might have been made anywhere, by
anvthing.”

“Tt might, of course,” agreed Lee. “Yet
1 fancy that there's a elue here,”

He took a small metal box from his pecket,
opened his pen-knife, and carefully seraped
some tiny flakes of greenish paint from the
damaged wing. In his eyes there was an
expression of keen satisfaction.

“Aren’t you going to look at that stuff
through your magnifying lens?” asked
Lennard, with a grin,
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“No mneed to, old man,” replied Nelson
Lea, "I really believe that this unexpected
clue is going to lead me to the trail—and,
what 18 more, the trail is a hot one.”

—_

CHAPTER V7.
Startling Discoveries!

RAMSHACKLE old Ford pottered

and wheezed along a main road in

Sussex. The engine spluttered badly;

and now and again it promised to
peter out altogether.

““It’s no bloomin' good, AIlf!"” said the
man at the wheel, shifting his chew of
tobacco from one side of his mouth to the
other. *““Unless this old bag-o’-tricks gets
a move on, we shall lose our ship 1"

“We'll get there, mate,” said the other.
“These ‘cre Fords make a bit o' fuss some-
times, but it’s surprisin’ what you can get
out of 'em.”

The two men in the ear
attived. They work greasy peaked caps,
blue jerseys and reefer coats. They were,
apparently, merchant scamen on their way
to Southampton or Portsmouth, Fhe man
who was driving was eclderly, his face
wrinkled and the colour of mahogany. A
grizzled beard adorned his chin, and his
evebrows were thick and bushy. The other
man was younger, but of very much the same
type. . He sat next to the driver, and when
he spoke his voice was low.

“TIs it really necessary for us to keep up
this sort of talk while we're on the open
road like this, Chief?’”’ he asked. *‘I mean,
nobody can possibly hear s o8

“You mustn’t take anything for granted,
Fenton,” interrupted the man with the
grizzled beard. ““This game is too risky for
us to take any chances. Your name is Bert
Higgins, and mine s Alf Roberts. Under-
stand?  We've got to talk like a pair of
uneducated sailor men.,”

“Right-ho, mate—you know best, I
s'pose,” replied Fenton, changing his voice
cleverly.

were  roughly

Nelson Lee had certainly excelled himself ;
coldom had he achieved such brilliant success
i any disguise. It was practically impos-
sible to deteet any flaw in his make-up, or

in Fenton’s, They looked a pair of rough
sailor men to the lifo.
There was an excellent reason for these

precautions on Lee's part. Ile was con-
centrating his attentions upon that stretch
of road which he had gone over during the
night—the streteh where the armoured ear
had so mysfteriously vanished. Lee was con-
vinced that the secret of the riddle lay herve.

A night investigation would have been
diffienlt, if not impracticable. .No doubt the
crooks had a look-out-—and suspicions would
immediately be aroused at the sight of any-
thiﬂg unusual, The same ﬂpplled to Ih'E
dayvtime, Lee could hardly come along
openly and examine this three or four mile
stretch of road,
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But who would =uspeet these two sailors
in their decrepit old Ford? It was easy

cnough for Lee, at the driving-wheel, to
cause the ancient engine to splutter and
choke, and ncc*l.smrmi];, to peter out. And,

mtlmngh the «countryside seemed utterly de-
serted, Lee acted as though a spy lay con-
ccaled at every vard. He was not going
to give the crooks the slightest opportunity
to “twig ” this game.

For, truth to tell, Nelson Lee was anxious.
He was concerned about Waldo., And what
was the meaning behind that attempt to
murder him? The bandits had tried to
trick him, and it was only because of Lee's
brilliance that he had turned the tables on
his encmies. But they must have Anown
that he was het on their trail. How?
Merely because he had chased that armoured
car during the night ?

Lee hardly thought so. There was some-
thing else. Waldo, in carrving out his
orders had probably fallen into the hands of
the encmy; and his capture had told the
bandits that Nelson Lee was interested in
them. So they had tried to get him ‘out of
the wav,

All this boiled down to the one definite con-
clusion that Stanley Waldo wus a prisoner in
the hands of these desperate bandits, It
was Lee's plain duty to use everv ounce of
his cnergy to rescuc this “eub ” who had
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et with disaster in the course of doing his
job,

TRHE old Ford rattled along the road in
il a succession  of jolts and spnrts,
Suddenly the engine spluttered noisily

and finally petered ont. Nelson Lee
climbed out of the car and began tinkering
about with the carburetter. At least, so it

scemed ; aetually, the detective was using
his ¢ves. At every stop he scanned the
grassy banks on the roadside: he was on

the look-out for any tell-tale nmrk, any clue
that would bring enlightenment to hun.
They were in the middle of that “myvstery
stretch 7 now. Having made some adjust-
ments, Lee gave the starting-handle a wind,
and the engine qpluttered into life.
“"Op in. Bert! We're off agin'!

They both jumped on to the shaking
vehiele, and it jolted forward for another ten
or fifteen vards. Then, with a wheezy sigh,
the engine again gave up the ghost.

“We'd best walk, an’ done with
growled Lee in a savage voice,

He jumped out and walked round to the
front of the car—his eyes scanning the road-
side as usual. And this time a sudden hard
glint came into them. However. he did not
even turn his head; he raised the rusty
bonnet and stared at the engine,

“I'm fed up with this, Bert!” he declared.
“We'll "ave this blinkin® carburetter off.”
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There was an excellent reason for them
to play their parts now. They were nearly
cpposite the lodge gates of Hale Manor, and
the lodgekeeper, standing at the door of his
picturesque little house, was watching them
with some curiosity,

It only took Lee a few moments to detach
n portion of the earburetter. This he took
to the grassy side of the road, and bent
down, apparently tinkering with the thing.
Actually he was looking closely at a little
patch of soil near the grassy hank, under the
hedge.

Lee was looking at a faint footprint. The
hedge, just atv this point, was slightly
damaged, many of the twigs being broken.
The fresh young leaves, just springing into
life, were drooping here and there, There
were indications that somebody had stepped
on io the grass border here, and had tried
to push his way through the hedge. And
that footprint, as Lee could see at the first
glance, was onc of Waldo’s |

Lee had a memory for small things. He
had noticed, the previous night, that Waldo
had Dbeen wearing a pair of stout brown
shoes; and those shoes were fitted with
crepe-rubber  soles.  This impression had
been made with such a sole! Waldo had a
habit of wearing the toes of his shoes ex-
tensively, as Lee remembered, and he could
sce that this impression on the soft earth
showed no sign of the toe. Without question,
Waldo had been here—Waldo had run across
the road, had attempted to push his way
through the hedge Lee’s heart suddenly
beat faster. He had =een something else.
Two or three little brownish spots in the
grass, near the footprints, '

“Got a bit o stick, mate?” he asked,
glaneing at Fenton.  “‘All right, don't
hother! ‘This'll do.”

He reached over towards the hedge, his
eves alert.  He recognised those brownish
spots. They were spots of blood! It was a
grim discovery, and Lec's anxiety for Waldo
increased, The boy must have been wounded
—perhaps he had been captured at this spot,
hefore he could force his way through the
hedge. The need for action was more 1m-
perative than ever. Lee suddenly woved
across the road diagonally towards the gates
of Hale Manor,

“Shan't be a jiff, Bert,” he called back
over his shoulder. * Mebbe this feller will
be able to lend us a bit o’ wire.”

As he approached the lodge gates his eyes
wero noting every detail. He scrutinised the
g}a'tes, the pillars, the lodge itself—every-
thing.

"‘ﬁ-’u’rn avin’ a bit o’ trouble, mate,” he
saild to the watching lodge-keeper. “I
s'pose vou ain't got a bit o’ wire you could
lend us? This ’ere thing scems to be bunged
up, an’ we’re in a blamed 'urry.” :

The lodge-keeper stirred himself.

“Bit of wire?’ he repeated. “I don’t
know as I've got any handy. Still, I'll have
a look.”

He entered his lodge, and Lee, fumbling
in hiz pocket, prodnced a little box. He
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opened it, then leaned against the gates,
scarching in the box and grunting.

“No  bloomin’ ood,” he muttered.
“Thought I ’ad a pin, but I ain’t.”

He put the box away again, and gazed
casually up the drive, the surface of which
was concrete. Then the lodge-keeper came
back.

“This do?" he asked, holding out a small
picce of thin, rusty wire, |

“Matey, you've saved us!” said Lee, with
a nod. *““Just the very thing!”

He tock the wire, thanked the lodge-kecper
again, and went back to the old IFord, He
tinkered for a while with the carburettoer,
fixed it on again, and then wound the engine.
She answered at once, roaring triumphantly.

“There you are, Bert!” roared Lee.
“Who sez I ain’t a mcchanic?”

“Yes, but 'ow long will it keep goin' 7"
retorted Fenton. *“Best jump in quick.”

Nelson Lee did so, and he jammed in the
gear, 'The Iford screamed and rattled, and
continued on her way; within a hundred
yards Lee got her into top, aud she was
soon making a good speed.

“Looks as though we'll do it, mate,” he
said, glancing at Fenton and wiiking.

Fenton was puzzled. He could not sve
why Iee was going off in this fashion.
FFentan --had understood that the game was
to stop every two or three hundred yards,

retending that the engine was causing ever-
asting trouble. Yet Lee drove right through
the next town, continued onwards, and tho
Ford was soon bowling througl the open
country again, '

“What's the idea, sir?"”’ asked Fenton, in
a low voice,

“Pon't talk—I
Lee briefly.

Horsham was only a few miles further on,
and Lee =aid nothing until he drove the car
into a hotel yard in the town, A stoutish,
farmer-like man came out into the vard as
T.ee and Fenton were climbing out of the
old car.

“Fvenin’ Mr. Bodley,” said Lee, touching
his forelock.

“Well, this is a pleasant
man,”’ said Mr. Bodley.
have a drink."”

Lee and Fenton went in, and the pro-
prictor led the way down a passage and
opened a door,

“Everything's ready, Mr. Lee,” he said
cheerfully. “By gum! If you hadn’t told
me what to expeet I should never havo
known you, sir,”

“You're a good fellow, Bodley,” said Lee,
with approval, )

They went into the room, and the door
was closed. Fenton’s eyes were wide open.

“Well I'm jiggered!” he ejaculated. “So
you arranged to come here, Chief?”

“A man who sets out on a task without
making as many arrangements in advance
as possible 13 asl-:mg[ for trouble,” replied
Lee. “Yes, Fenton, I fixed this up. We can
have food Messre. Bert

1
L]

want to think,” replied

meeting, my

“Come inside and

SOme here—and
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Higgins and Alf Roberts arc no more. As
soon as darkness comes, we've got to get
busy. At least, I have.”

“What do you mean, sir?” asked Fenton,
etaring. “We've discovered nothing.”

“Nothing ?"" retorted Nelson Lce, his eyes
agleam. ““My dear fellow, we've discovered
the vital point. Hale Manor, the residence
of Sir Bertram Fleming, 15 the centre of this
myvstery—it is hcadquarters of the bandit

gang!”

Fenton's jaw sagged.

“ But—but—"" he¢ began.

“It is the only possible place,” *interrupted
Lee grimly. “A concrete drive, ¢h? Why?
Answer me that, Fenton! Why a concrete
drive ? Because conerete leaves no marks—
no tell-tale tyre prints!”

“By Jove! T noticed the concrete drive,
but I didn't think it was significant.”

““Perhaps you didn't see one of Walda's

footprints mnear the roadside—and some
spots of blood ?" eaid Lee, in a hard voiee,
“I'm worried, Ienton: infernally worried.

I've got to get back to Hale Manor and
start my investigations as soon as darknoess

falls. Threo bandits were captured this
morning, Fenton—ineluding a car. There

was some greenish paint on one wing of that
car. That paint exactly tallies with the
paint on the lodge gates of Hale Manor.”

“How do you know, zir? T didn't sec vou
comparing——""

“1 didn't do it quite so elum:ily as that,
I hope.” said Lee. “But I did compare
the paint, Fenton—when I leaned against the
gates. That capfured Graham-Paige came
through that gateway last night. and pre~
sumably one of the gates swung ito on it
by accident. A irifle—but in many Instances
trifles are of paramount importance.”

Fenton's eyes opened wider.

“Then vou suspected Hale TLodge before
vou started on this trip, Chief?” he asked,

“I did,” replied Lee. “1I remembered the
colour of thosze gates—and I felt that I had
a clue as soon as I saw that paint on the
wing of the captured car. Did you notice
the hinges of those gates,. Fenion? Inor-
mous hinges, elaborate. ornamental affairs,
I'll warrant they are cleetrically controlled.
Did wou nolice the peculiar construction
of the lodge? An enormous chimney with
ornamental slots near the top. Significant.
voung ‘un! Oh, yes! Hale Manor, I feel

sure, contains many scerets!”

i
iy

CHAPTER 8.
The Mystery Explained!

SHADOW moved amidst the bushes
~in the gardens of Hale Manor.

It was dark now, although the

evening wad voung. The fine old

house showed lights here and there. and it

appeared to be everything that a gentle-

man's country house should be. At the back

THE NELSON LEFE LIBRARY

of the house there was a low range of out-
buildings—garages, stables, tool-sheds, and
so forth.

The shadowy figure among the bushes
moved forward with the silence of a forest
creature, Nelson Lee was alone. He knew
that this investigation was going to be a
ticklish  business—a perilous business—and
he had deemed it advisable to do the job
single-banded. He crouched low, dodging
across a lawn, So far as he had been able
to discover, there were no precautions being
taken here; nobody scemed to be on guard.
Yet, if things were as he beNeved, Hale
Manor was very different from the innocent
country house it pretended to be.

Lee reached the end of the outbuildings,
and he crept along the wall. He found a

window, deftly opened it and slithered
through. e was in a disused stable. He
crept forward in the darkness, feeling his

way carcfully, He ventured to pull out a
small eleetrie torch, the bulb of which was
almost completely covered with a  shield.
Only a tiny beam of light was allowed to
escape: but it was sufficient for Lee's neecds.

He found a door, and this led into an ad-:

joining garage. A luxurious saloon stood
there, .ce quickly found that there was
nothing suspicious in this car. Furthermore,

the dry nature of the i(yvrez convinced Lee
that the saloon had not been used for two
or three days,

Lee spent half an hour in that range of
outbuildings. He found no other ecar: he
found nothing whatever suspicious, Lec wis
a little disappointed, vet he wasn't surprised.
He had certainly not expected to find the
armoured cars and the other fast antomobiles
which the bandits had used in these ou:-
buildings. Then where were they?

Lee erept through the grounds again, and
he frowned when he noticed that the houso
was entirely surrounded by gravel, There
were terraces and drives; but the concrete
had not come as far as this. The concrete
surface only reached to the bend of the drive.
The gravel itself showed no tvre marks.
Lee paused amid some bushes at the point of
the drive where the conerete changed to
gravel, X

"Let me think this out,” he told himself.
“Am I wrong about this concrete? A
bandit ecar, closely chased, might turn into
this drive and leave no tracks. Buat what if
the pursuer turned in, teo? Tho fugitive
car would certainly leave tracks on the
gravel, thus giving the whole game awax.
And what could become of the car after

wards, in any case? H'm! This is a
puzzle !

An idea ecame to him.

“Unless—unless  the ecar somechow  dis-

appears between the lodge gates and this
point—where the conerete ends,” he went on
tensely,  “But how? How could any car
vanish By James! 1 wonder if—"
Another idea had come to him—a startling
one this time. With a cautious glance up
and down the drive, he moved out on to the
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Nipper sprang to the maechine gun
on the armoured car, while the other
““cub ** detectives, with rifles to
their shoulders, faced the bandits !
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He went down on his hands and
knees, progressing forward slowly.

cancrete,

“Imbeeile!” he muttered. “Why didn’t
I think of this before? Where's my
memory? There are quarries in this dis-
trict—chalk quarries, fer the most part.
Surely there must be some connection? And
there’s a reason for this drive being covered
with conerete.”

Slowly he crawled on, examining every
crack and erevice. And now, as he paused
in the silence of the still evening, he fancied
that a faint, clusive throbbing had come to
his ears. A possible explanation occurred
to him. He went flat down, and laid his
car against the cold conerete, Thud-thud-

thud! He heard the sound distinetly now.
From somewhere below come a throbbing,
like the regular beating of an engine.

“TI'm right!" he breathed.

Continuing his crawl, he saw that the
concrete was laid in big sections, the cdges
of these sections being filled in with pitch,
or some such substance. Lee had progressed
two-thirds of the way towards the lodge
gate when a tiny sigh of satisfaction escaped
him. He was not daring to use his electrie
torch, but his eyes had grown accustomed to
the gloom by now. He could not see dis-
tinetly, but he could feel; and here, at this
point, theve was a little crack extending
all along one of the concrete scctions,
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o stood up, meamng to walk across to
the further end of this section, but at that
moment & curiously-muftled thud sounded
from the direction of the lodge. Nelson
Lee uttered a choking, gurgling ery, and
pitched over. A moment later an extra-
ordinary thing happened. That section of
concrete upon which Nelson Lee was lying
commenced slowly and silently to drop
sway |

A man came running out from the lodge,
and he stood on the edge of the newis-
revealed shaft. Then he ran back again to
the lodge and did an astonishing thing. e
pulled the fireplace out of position and
quickly climbed an 4ron ladder which led
right up through the great chimney! Near
the top he halted, and pressed a bell-push.
He took a small telephone receiver from its
hook.

“Lift coming down!” he panted, as he
heard a voice. ““Somebody prowling about,
and I plugged him.  He's on the hift. Get

him!”

A‘ into the bowels of the earth. So that
_ was the explanation! One section of

this concrete drive was, in reality, the floor

of a cunningly-concealed lift.

Lee, sprawling there just as he had fallen,
was glowing with inward excitement. When
he had remembered the old quarries, it had
occurred to him that these quarries might
cextend right beneaih the grounds of Hale
Lodge; and it was then that the possibility
of a lift had oceurred to him.

He was in no way injured-—the bullet had
gone several inches wide in the darkness—
but, recognising the familiar thud of a
silenced automatic pistol, he had instantly
dropped. A second bullet might not have
been so unsuccessful !

Lee knew that he was in a tighi corner,
and that some exciting things were liable
to happen within the next few minutes. The
lift suddenly came to a great opening,
where lights were. gleaming. The detective
saw a number of men waiting. [He held
himself ready, and just as the lift bumped
slightly, indicating that it. had got to the
bottom. he leapt to his feet, a revolver in
his hand,

LIFT!
Nelson Lee.was being taken down

“Hands up—everybody!” he snapped,
“Quickly, now!”

“It's Nelson Lce!” gasped a startled
voice.

Several of the men flung their hands up.
There was something very grim and relent-
less in Nelson Lee's manner.

“T'l] shoot the first man who makes the

slightest move!” continued Lee. “Keep
yvour hands up, and move back—=——"

Crash |

Ho broke off. Something had come

hurlting down the. shaft. Up above, the
lodge-keeper, seeing what was happening,
had thrown down an ornamental flower-pot.
It struck Nelson Lee on the shoulder,
glanced off, and shivered to fragments on
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tho concrete lift floor. Lee’s shoulder felt
as though a sledge-hammer had struck it;
his arm drooped slightly, and a spasm of
pain shot through his face. The next instant
two of the men flung themselves forward,
grabbed his legs and pulled him over.

“The gun—get the gun!” panted one of
the men hoarsely.

Within a minute Nelson Lec was captured,
and ropes were bound round his arms and
body.

“Yes, it's Lee!” said one of the emen—
it was the man who had been driving the
armoured car the previous night. * He's
the blighter who chased us. The Boss said

he was dangerous, didn't he?”

“"We'd better take him straight to the
Boss now,” said one of the other men.

Nelson Lee was quite calm, although hec
was looking very crestfallen. This adven-
ture had started so promisingly—and now it
had ended in failure!

He found himself in a great cavern., Tho
roof was not very lofty, and it appeared to
be chalky; it extended widely in all
directions, with many tunnels and side caves.
Electric lights were glowing in various
places. Cars were standing about, two of
them being armoured cars. A soft thudding
noise from the distance told of an oil-
engine which probably drove a dynamo and
generator. There were great work benches
and stacks of spare tyres and other parts,
This place, in fact, was a regular repair
depot-—a secret service station.

There were eight or nine men in all, and
most of them were attired in mechanics’
overalls. Two or three, by their talk, were
Americans; the others were a hard-bitten
looking lot,

Leo was propelled along by two of the men.
He was led up a narrow, chalky tunnel for
some distance, and then a wooden door wus
pulled open. Lee found bimself thrust into
another lifr; this time a tiny one, only Jarge
enough to accommodate the three of them,
It commenced ascending.

The top was soon recached, another door
slid open, and Lee found himself in a beauti-
fullv-appointed library, where a refined-
looking, grey-haired @man was seated at a
desk Yet directly Lee looked at this man
he saw thio hard, cruel lines at the corners
of his mouth; Lee saw his pale, flat blue
eyes. In spite of his evening dress, and his
refined looks, Lee recognised the unmistak-
able stamp of the criminal.

“Sir Bertram Fleming, I think?” asked
Lee smoothly,

“Bring him here, boys,” said Sir
Bertram, with a motion of his hand. " This
is o good piece of work. I exceedingly
regret, Mr. Nelson Lee, that you should
have been so foolish as to interfere with my
affairs. You recalise, I hope, that vou have
placed yourself in a very dangerous position ?
In the circumstances, you will understand
that 4 cannot possibly allow you to live?”

“At least, you are quite frank about it,”

saitd Lee.



“Better do the job at once, hadn’t we,
Boss 7”7 asked one of the men 1n an anxious
voice. “It’'ll be easy enough. There’s a big
pit down in that part of the quarry we've
never used. Wae could drop hum down, and
he’ll never be seem again—and while we’re
at it we could put that boy with him,”

Nelson Lee’s heart beat faster. So Waldo
was still safe!

“Yes, the boy 18 no longer of any use to
us,” said Sir Bertram., '‘I hoped to use him
as a means of stopping your activities, Mr.
Lee. No doubt you came here to-night to
find out what had happened to your young
friend 7%

“1 came here mainly to discover what I

have discovered,” replied
Nelson Lee., “Unhappily, 1
blundered.”

“It is a blunder which will
have very unpleasant resulis,”
said the DBoss. “Take him
away, boyvs, and put him with
the youngster. Don’t do any-
thing else at present. Keep
him bound wup, however, and
make sure that—"

“Why not finish it straight

out, Boss?" asked one of the
men, “I'm scared of this
fellow.” :
“Do as I order,” retorted
Sir Bertram sharply. “We must not take

any risks just now. Lee may have brought
some of his infernal cubs with him; even
at this minute they may be lurking out in
the grounds. We've got to make a thorough
search—and =atisfy ourselves that there is
no further danger.” .

Sir Bertram spoke quictly and ecalmly;
but his  eves were burning with hatred.
There was an expression of apprehension in
them, too. Ile could not disguise the fact
that he was intensely alarmed,

ELSON LEE was taken down the little
N lift again, pushed along a tunnel,
and finally thruss into a cave, the
entrance of which was protected by
a strong wooden door,
“Chief ! cjaenlated
voice,

“T'm sorry I’ve come in this way, Waldo,”
said Nelson Lee. “I join you as a prisoner.”

Stanley Waldo was sitting with his back
to the rock wall, his arms bound behind him.

“I'm afraid I made an awful mess of
things, sir,” he confessed. “I managed to
cling on behind that bandit ecar, and it
brought me here, I nearly had a fit when
the ecar started coming down the lift shaft.
You know about that lift which is part of
the ;}{}I‘lﬂ'ﬂtﬂ drive, I suppose, sir?”

i EE.}J

“I jumped off just in time, sir, clung to
the edge of the shaft, and pulled myself
up,” continued Waldo. “I thought I'd
done something pretty good, but as I was
moving away in the flnriness somebody shot
mn'.—’

an cager, excited
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“As I expected,” muttered Lea. ““You
did well, young ’un; you weren’t to know
that there would be a lurking assassin.”

“He only got me in the leg, sir, and it’s
nothing but a flesh wound,” continued
Waldo. *“I ran out into the road, but two
men came after me and collared me as I
was trying to get through the hedge. They
brought me back, and they've kept me a
prisoner hike this ever since.”

Nelson Lee did not seem to be paying any
attention., He was sitting there in the darks
ness, listening. It was almeost as though he
was waiting for something to happen.

—y St

CHAPTER 9.
Brave, The Academy!

HERE lLad been plenty of

ﬂ reason for Sir Bertram

Fleming's fears,

Nelson Lee, although
a prisoner, was far from beaten.
He had been prepared for cap-
ture, and he had made eareful
advance preparations. In the
darkness of the Hale Manor
drive lurked a sccond figure—
the figure of Ildgar Fenton!

Fenton had received strict
. mstructions to remain in the
backgroimd; it was his job to keep Nelson
Lee mosight, but to take no action what-
socver unless Lee needed help. Thus,
IFenton had heard that muffled thud of the
sitlenced pistol; he had heard Nelson lLec's
gasping ecry, and he had scen the detec-
nve fall. Even in these dramatic circumn-
stances, Fenton had not acted rashly. Ile
waited, hiding behind a clump of bushes;
and, a minute or two afterwards, he was
glad that he had waited.

Like a shadow, he moved silently forward,
staring in amazement at the great black gap
which had appeared in the white concrete
of the drive. Then he heard Lee’s voice,
floating up from the mysterious abyss of the
lift shaft.

“Hands up!” came Lee’s crisp, clear tones.

Fenton’s heart leapt with relief. Good old
Chief! So he wasn’t badly hurt, after all}

Fenton had been warned in advance that
Nelson Lee might be captured, and he knew,
by glancing at the luminous dial of his watch,
that the moment was rapidly approaching
when other things migh! be expected to
happen. In fact, everything secemed to be
working out with clockwork-like precision.

IFenton ventured to creep.a. foot or so
closer—and then he caught - in his breath.
He saw a dim figure standing on the edge
of the shaft; there came a shattering crash, -
a series of shouts, @ veritable confusion of
sounds, Kdgar Fenton now acted with com-
mendable promptitude. He saw the man—
evidently the lodge-keeper—moving back to-
wards the lodge; saw, too, the concrete lift
floor silently coming into place again.

Nelson Lee was down there—probably in
great peril. Fenton had a responsible task;
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he had been placed on this job so that he
could see exactly what happened to Lee, and
now it wae his task to get things moving.
As a preliminary, Fenton ran lightly for-
ward, gave a sudden, tremendous leap, and
landed fairly and squarely on the shoulders
of the lodge-keever.

Crash !

They both went over, but they were upon
their feet again within  ten seconds, tho
lodge-keeper startled and shiaken. IFenton's
fist came round, with al! the force of his
shoulder behind it. It was a terrific blow,
and it caught the man on the point of the
chin. The fellow was nearly lifted from his
fcet, and he went clean over, turned a somer-
sault, and lay still. IEdgar Fenton had been
the champion scnior boxer during his St
Frank’s days! |

He knelt down beside the fallen man,
pulled out a scarf, and bound it round the
fellow’s face. Then he took out some stout
cord and trussed up his prisoner, rolling
him behind the bushes,

Fenton glanced at his watch again, and
ran quickly out into the main road, looking
towards London. There was no sign of any
trallic. He hesitated a moment, and then heo
van 1nto the open door of the lodge and took
a quick look round. He was startled to sce
the fireplace out of position—hanging
forward, like a door.

“So that’s it!” muttered Fenton.

There was nobody clse here—no other men,
He went over to the fivreplace, and found
the iron ladder which led upwards, Quickly
he climbed it. And now he understood. Up
here, fitted into the side of this false chim-
neyv, there were some clectrie switches,
There was a telephone, too. Fenton had no
doubt that one of those switches operated
the eleetrie lift, and that another worked the
lodge gatces.

“*This place is a look-out tower !” he mut-
tered. “By Jove! This organisation secimns
to be pretty complete! I'll bet there's a
system of signalling. The look-out man secs
a car coming along, and if he gets the right
signal he whips open the gate. The car
drives through, the gates are closed like
hightning, and then the ear descends on the
lift., And there's this wateher up here all
the time, hidden and unscen, kceping his
eye on things in general.”

Suddenly Fenton stiffened; he heard the
far-away purring of a ecar, and when he
peeped through one of the gpy-holes in tho
side of the chimpey he saw some headlights
mn the distance. He nearly fell down that
iron ladder; he ran ont, and arrived in the
road just in time. The wvehicle which was
approaching was showing unusual lights, in
so far as one of them was ordinarily white,
whilst the other was distinctly bluish.

Fenton ran out into the road, waving his
arms. A charabanc drove up—one of those
modern monsters, capable of high speed and
luxurious in every detail. A ecrowd of
figures tumbled out. They were all in smart
khaki uniform, and each one carried a rifle.

“YWhat's the idea of the uniform®"” asked
Fenton in astont:lanent.
“My wheeze!” said Nippoer. “Thoughs

we might as well shove our cadet things on
—more impressive. Well?  Anything hap-
pened 17

“Good man!” said Fenton with approval.
“That cadet idea is fine, Comie along—all
of you!”

It was Nelson Lee's Detective Academy
which had arrived. Every man-jack ! Hand-
forth, Travers, Rezgie Pitt, Archie Glen-
thorne, Church, MecClure, Forrest, Browne,
Handforth minor, and the others.

“No time to tell you much,” said Fenton,

T i bixr o
addressing them all. “You arrived here on
the stroke of time.”

“Chicf's orders,” put in Nipper. “If we
received no signal we were to drive straight »
past, just as tlgugh we were an ordinary
party; then, after ten minutes, we were to
drive back and repeat the manceuvre.”

“Yes, I know that,”” said Fenton 1im-
patiently. “Well, as it happens, you're
wanted now. The Chief has been collared 1"

“What !"” went up a chorus.

“There’s a secret lift here. leading down
to a cavern, I believe,” continued Fenton.
“There’s only one thing for us to do—and
that is to rush the place. Are you game?”

“Rather!™

Fenton turned and ran up the concreto

drive. The others all followed, excited and
eager. =
“Qtand here—wait!"” ordered Fenton.

“I'm going to operate the lift. I don'r
exactly know where it 15, but you'll see 1t
directly it starts moving. Jump on, and go
ddwn with it. I can’t come with you, worse
luck, but I'll stay out here and keep my eyo
on things.”

He ran into the lodge, and a few moments
later a part of the drive slowly began to
sink. The “cubs ” leapt on, gripping their
rifles,

“Quict, now!” urged Nipper. “We want
to take these crook: by surprize! And be
ready for trouble, you chaps; they’re gun-
men, and they'll shoot.”

“We're ready for anything!” said Hand-
forth aggressively.

The Lift slowly descended: 1t reached the
bottom, and with a rush the eub detectives
ran out. They found themselves in a great
cavern. Four or five men were standing over
by a bench, nor far awav; two others were
working on a car. All stared in blank amaze-
ment as the uniformed figures appeared.

“Hands up!” shouted Morrow.

The cadets spread out and placed their
rifles to their shoulders, In the same
moment, Nipper leapt forward. reached a
machine-gun on one of the armourcd cars,”
and gripped the trigger.

“Better surrender!” he snapped.
got you all covered!”

The bandits were staggered: they were
taken completely by surprise. Although they
had heard the lift descending, *hey had
suspected no raid. On or {wo of the men put

“We've
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their hands up, and before the others could
ddo anything a number of the cadets had
riun forward and were whipping the revolvers
out of the men’s pockets..

“Get back there—into that corner!”
ordered Morrow. ‘““Keep your hands up,
and don’t start any tricks!”

The men obeyed, realising that resistance

was useless,
“This way, boys!” sounded a familiar
voice,

“The Chief!” went up the ery.
Willy Handforth ran up a passa« , found
a door, and shot back the bolts,

-

“Good man, Willy!"” came Lee's voice.
“(iet your knife out—ent these ropes!”

“0.K., Chief!” zaid Willy.

He sliced the ropes neatly, and then did
tne same service for Waldo. Lee sprang out,
took in the situation at a glance. and nodded
approvingly.

“Well, we took a big risk—but the end has
justificd the means,” he said. “If T hadn’t
been able to rely upon you boys to turn up
as ordered, T wouldn’t have dared to invite
capture as T did. Do you think vou can
hold these men as they are, “lorrow ?”

“Yes, Chief,” replied Morrow. “Leave
them to me.”

 — e
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“Right,” said Lee. “Nipper—Handforih!
I want you two with me.”

They sprang to attention, and f{ollowed the
great detective up the passage towards the
little private lift. It was Lee's intention
to go straight up and capture Sir Bertram
Fleming at once. He was saved the journey.
For, as he arrived at the lift, the door opened
and Sir Bertram himself appeared. The
latter evidently had no idea of what was in
the wind, for he took a half-step backwar’s,
his face expressive of amazement and con-
sternation,

“The game’s up, my friend,” said Lee.

He leapt forward, hut the other, recover-
ing from his amazement, was quicker., He
jumped backwards into the lift, attempting
to close the door as he did so. The detee-
tive’s foot snaked out just in time to pre-
vent it closing completely.

With a scream of rage Sir Bertram’s hand
flew to his pocket. He tried to withdraw
his revolver, but Nelson Lee kicked out,
striking the other’s wrist. The bandit
leader uttered a cry of pain; the revolver
fell helplessly from his half-paralysed hand
and clattered to the ground.

The detective made to grab his opponent,
but Sir Bertram wasn't finished yvet. He

(Continued on page 35.)
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must have known that escape was impos-
sible, but in his rage he knew no other
thought than to get at grips with this man
who had hounded him down.

He launched himself forward savagely at
Lee, and then began a fierce fight. Outside
the lift hovered Nipper and Handforth, who,
owing to the confined space, were unable
to assist their chief. They just watched,
awalting their opportunity to pounce.

Kicking, clawing, scratching, Sir Bertram
fought like a madman. Nelson Lee, how-
cver, remained cool. ' Cleverly he held oft
his antagonist as much as possible, and then,
scoing his chance, his right fist suddenly
came round in a terrific swing, The bandit
leader stopped it with his jaw. With a cry
of pain he staggerced backwards, to crash to
the floor. Immediately Nipper and Hand-
forth rushed up, and before the man could
recover they had grabbed him,  Sir Ber-
tram was beaten—and he knew it.  When

he picked himself up, held in a vice-like

grip by his young captors, he was nearly
foaming at the mouth with rage.

Then eame another surprise. Out of thd
main lift shaft which led down from the
drive poured a number of keen-looking men,
with Chicf Detective-inspector Lennard at
their head. A section of Scotland Yard’s
flving squad had arrived.

“(3lad to see you, Lennard,” called Nelson
Lee. “Here are vour men—including L‘I:m
leader,”

The chief inspector took in the sitnation at
a glance, and an expression of disgust came
over his face,

“Well, T'll be dithered!” he roared. “The
fn’s all over! Hanged if these young cubs
haven't robbed us of our entertainment!

“Well, what does it matter?” asked Lece,
“PDon’'t worry, Lennard; my voungsters may
have done the work, but I'll warrant the
newspapers will give the eredit to Scotland
Yard., I expected yvou fo get here first, but
once again my menagerie—-as you have some-

times disrespectfully  ecalled 1t—-has beaten
you by a short head!”
CLEAN sweep was made. Every
bandit was arrested and taken oft,

and when Sir Bertram Ileming's
antecedents were gone 1mnto, no
rocord could be found of any title. The
“8Sir,” without doubt, had been added by
Mr. Bertram IFleming for effeet.  Fleming
was a man who had onece been the leader
of a holdnp gang in Canada, and it was
certain that he had operated in the United
States.  He had attempted to bring the
American gunmen methods into Kngland,
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He had nearly succeeded, too. DBefore
starting operations he had had everything

perfectly organised, and 'ut for Nelson Lee's
chase on that first night, the police might
have been completely baffled. 'The gang, of
couree, would 'ljzm.ve laid low for weeks—
perhaps for a month or two. Then suddenly,
when the scare had died down, they would
make another daring raid over the country-
eide, holding up motorists, robbing banks,
and flying back to their sceret retreat,

Owing to Nelson Lee and his “ cubs,” how-

ever, this elaborate plan had never been able
to materialise. The Night Raiders were no
more !

THE END.

(There will be another stirring, long, com-
plete yarn about Nelson Lee and his “cub "
detectives next Wednesday, Look out for the
title: “Without Trace!”)
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AN ENTHRALLING SERIES OF STORIES FEATURING AN AMAZING NEW CHARACTER

Ready For Battle!

L T last!”
A Drawing himself up to

his full
height, Thurston Kyle, scientist
flung back his head and laughed-—
bitterly, exultantly, His latest, greatest in-
vention was finished at last!

Save for his young assistant, Snub Hawkins,
he was alone in his magnificent laboratory
and workshop. Stepping through a French
window on to a low veranda, he stood with
folded arms, looking down on the twinkling
lights of the pgreat city below. Thurston
Kyle’s rambling house stood on a hill in one
of the highest parts of London, and his work-
shop was under the roof., From where heo
stood he could see cars and trains, all the
inventions of this modern age of hurry—and
a mocking smile curved his lips at the sight,

Snub IHawkins walched him with fascinated
eves—this grim, sombre figure, clothed from
head to toe in supple black leather, fitting
o close that every ripple of the fine muscles
showed beneath.

The great invention was already strapped to
his  muaster’s  shoulders—two great wings,
curved and feathered like those of a hawl,
with slender control straps fitted to the fiver's
thighs and elbows. Between his ehoulder-
blades lay the flat, beautifully-made dry bat-
tery that drove the mighty wings.

Episode 1.—THE WINGED AVENGER!'
1o wrech the night express—ibal's the
obyect of the Benlon Gang. _
have rechoned without the Night Hawh !
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It was the last word in man's conquest of

th% air, The perfect bird-man had arvived!
or months Kyle had laboured, forging the
light strong metal—the composition of which
was a secret—into the exact pattern of every
frather in a bird’s wing, fitting them together
and covering each with oiled silk,

Now, as he stood poised on the veranda
rail above the lighted city, he was no longer
a man, He was King of the Air, a sinewy,
ominous bird of prev, streiching his greas
pinions before taking flighr.

Timdly, reached out
Kvyle’s arm.

“Will—will you be all right, sir?” he ven.
tured breathlessly; and Thurston IKyvle twrned
his plercing eves on hum at the woids,

He nodded lightiy,

“1 s<hall be all right, Snub!
not fail!"’

“Main’t that, sir. T know thev're O.K,
But—but are vou goiug on that other busi-
ness with ’em?”’

Kvle's face hardened,

“I am. I shall test the wings thoroughly,
and then—"" e saw the concern in tho
bov's eves, and smiled again. ‘“*Never fear,
lad, 1 &hall win, Fovr years I have been
fiehtine the DBenton gang—the greatess
eriminal band in Britain, Snub—anud the meun
who killed my fathey!™

Snub and touched

My wings will
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His loug, pliant hands tightened,

“They know I am fighting them! They
hove defied all my efforts, hidden themselves
behind high walls, electrified feuces, gone
armied with revolvers. To-night, a party of
ther will endeavonr to hold up the North-
Kastern express at midnight and rob the
mails, But, Snub —he laughed again in a
tone that made Snub’s blood tingle—"1 shall
be: there. And then we :=hall seo if theiv
guns and electric wires are proof against-—
my wings!”’

Next moment he was gone.

Running to *he veranda, Snub was just in
time to sce him swoop silently towards the
ground. Tike a great shadow, he flattened
out, the curved wings flapped, then remained
rgid as the flyer banked steeply and began
to throw himself about in the air like a
bird at play, darting, climbing and wheeling,

Snub’s fingers gripped the rail until his
knnckles whitened, Ten feet above him,
Thurston Kyle hovered in the air, satisfied.
Out of the darkness came a short, hard. laugh
of victory; then like an arrow from a bow
he shot upwards, over the house roof and
away.

His first headlong dive sent him gliding at
terrific speed ont and across the city, invisible
in his black clothes against the darkness.
.'L'he tall figure of Lord Nelson on his column
lovimed up, and Kyle flicked round it sharply,
etuidlying the millions of lights below before
setthing down to a long steady flight.

Attracted by the dark gleam of the Thames,
he sank, sailing smoothly over the tall masts
of the shipping by London Bridge. Suddenly,
a shrill screamn rang out. Glancing over his
shoulder, he saw a man hurl himself crazily
over the high parapet of the bridge and drop
rwiftly towards the moving waters,

Turning in his own length, Thurston Kyle
swept to eut him off. It was a race, the
falling man against the power of his wings.
Tho wings won., A fraction of time before
the man’s body touched the waves, Kyle
skimmed above him, caught him up in his
powerful arms and whizzed beneath the arch
of the bridge.

A moment later a dazed and fainting man
was deposited in a heap on an Embankment
geat, and Thurston Kyle’s fierce laugh rang
out as he soared into the air once more, On
the round dome of St. Paul’s he rested for a
while, preening his feathers and tightening
the controls. _

Away to the north a red glare was staining
the sky. Ie gazed at it thoughtfully. There
was something sinister about the glow, and
taking off, Kyle winged towards it speedily.

As he drew near the brazen clamour of fire
bells floated up to him, and far below he
could see erowds of people rushing along the
streets. A great oil warehouse had exploded
into flames, and the fire had already spread
to the neighbouring houses.

fTovering above, unseen, Thurston Kyle
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watched the frantic efforls of the fire-fighters.
Beaten back hy the terrible heat and clonds
of rolling smok~, they were powerless to enter
the buildings, although scores of hosepipes
vlayed on the flames,

Then it was that a united ery of horror
arose from the anxious crowd of onlookers,
On ghe roof of one of the taller houses three

wamen appeaved, throwimmg ont appealing
arms to the defeated firemon, Half suffo-

cated witih smoke, one fell limply against a
chimney stack, but the others continued to
run wildly about, their eries shrilling through
the tumult in the street.

Drawing down the vizor of his black flying
helmet till only his eyes showed like slits,
Thurston Kyle smashed through the oily
clonds in one glorious plunge. Iis strong
arms fhicked the two distracted women off
their feel, and he glided with them over the
roofs 1o safety, Setting them down, he
hanked, flew high and began his second flight
through the billowing smoke in wide graceful
spirals.
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On the roof all was flame and dense, chok-
ing fumes now, The woman had come out
of her stupor and lay cowering againsf a
parapet. Witk difficulty, Kyle saw her
through the smoke, winged towards her, and
caught her up just as the slates benecath
crumpled into an inferno of fire.

(ireat orange tongues shot into the air as
he wheeled and flung himself about reck-
lessly to escape being singed. With safety in
sight, the fear-stricken woman in his arms
began to struggle, und, taken by surprise, his
arms relaxed their grip for a second.

Insiantly his burden slipped from him and
fell, turning over and over in the air, She
was falling into a great well formed by the
tall buildings, but although there was danger
of emashing his wings in the narrow space,
Thurston Kyle did not hesitate.

Dropping through the air like a stone, he
ranged alongside and caught her again, his
wings brushing the walls of a house as he
turned aside to save them from disaster.
Then, clutching the woman firmly this time,
he darted up again high into the air,

The cries of the rescued women had already
been heard, and other roofe began to swarmn
with men. One of them saw Thurston Kyle
when lie lew over their heads with the woman
safe in his arms, and poinied excitedly.

“A night hawk!" he cried, so loud that
Kyle heard the. words, and his cold eyes
glittered.

Without a word he set the swooning woman

down in safety, then, with long, steady
drives of his wings, flew back across London,
across the brilliant streets and lighted houses,
alone and free in the starlit sky.  “ :

“The Night Hawk!' he cried, with the
man’s startled ery still ringing in his ears.
“Thurston Kyle, the Night Hawk!” The
emile faded from his masterful face, leaving
it as white and as eold as marble. “‘And
like a night hawk I swoop upon my
enemics!"”" he added triumphantly, shooting
ferward as he inercased the speed of his black
wings. ¢

sl

The Terror of the Sky!

ITE. lights of TLondon were left behind

II by the Night Hawk. Presently, be-

neath him, bright streets gave pluce

to dark fields, then the fields melted
into the lonelv salt marshes of the coast. 1lle
was nearing the sea; the wind beat against
him, strong and fresh.

Turning inland again, he picked up his
bearings and sank lower, following a railway
track, the metals of which gleamed faintly
in the starlight A glance at the luminous
dial of his watch, ghowed Kyle he had little
time to spare. }klread}', far across the flat
country, he could see a tiny thread of light
meving towards him rapidly—the midnight
express, cacrying hundreds of passengers and
the mail-bags to London!

Silent on outspread wings, the Night Hawk
coasted along the vailway until his keen eves
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picked out the enemies he was looking for,
hiding in ambush on the top of a deep cut-
ting. Twenty yards away on the road, two
long grey racing cars stood in the shadow
of some trees, and the men lay in the long
grass ready to pounce,

With eyes intent on the coming train, not
one of them saw the Night Hawk floating
above them like an angel of destruction. A
tiny blur on the shining metals attracted lis
attention, and hc sneered as he saw through
their plans.

The tiny object was a bomb fixed to tle
lines—it conld be nothing else! The rushing,
roaring train, striking it, would explode into a
bedlam of crashing coaches, rending steel and
splintered woodwork.

Lives would be lost; but the men crouching
in the grass would care little for that! In
the midst of the confusion and panie, they
would storm the mail coach, take the bags
and make their escape in the hlidden cars,
The deaths of innocent passengers would
matler nothing to the merbers of the Benton
gange-the gang Thurston Kyle had long agn
sworn to exterminate !

Softly as a falling feather, he swung down
the track wuntil he reached the Dbombh.
Already the trom was in full sight. the metals
throbbing and murmuring as the monster
rushed towards destruction,

Bending, the Night Hawk began guickly to
detach the infernal machine. From the sur-
rounding gloom a figure darted to the line.
cursing in bewildered anger. A shot rang
out, the bullet singing past Kyle’s head. i
hand streaked downwards, a thin jet of scarlet
spurted from his hip in answer, and thoe
villain stumbled forward heavily,

There were shouts and cries—ihe rushi of
feet down the prassy bank—and then the traiu
was upon them all, thundering and swaying
as it flew over the lines at top speed, the men
in the lighted cab above knowing nothing of
the peril that had Iurked beneath them,

With the bomb safe in his hands, the Night
Hawk hucled himeelf on frantic wings from
beneath the very buffers of the express, the
voriex cauvsed by its passing throwing himn
out of control for a brief, palpitating second.

By a desperate effort he straightened out
and drew cleay, smiling sardonically as the
train passed beneath him, flowing on its
journey with its sleeping passengers, wha
were blissfully unconseious of their narrow
escape from death.

Motionless in the air, Thurston Kyle
watched the scene in the dim light below.
Consternation and panic reigned among his
foes, some of whom bent beside the limp
ficure he had shot, while others stood on tha
lines and watched the disappearing traiun
open-monthed,

Before they could move. another man ap-
peared on the top of the ecutting, standing
silhouetted against the stars while he sereamed
at them for fools.

The Night FHawk’s eves seemed (o flame
through the slits in his mask., Slashing down-
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wards through the air, he pounred The
leader of the gang had an instant’s vision of
a huge and terrible bird above him, glaring
down with faintly green eyes; then a steel
talon eclamped around his throat and lifted
himn off the ground.

When at last he pitched silently among his
terrified men, he was dead. From the dark
sky above them came & shrill, mocking laugh.

At that the would-be train- wreckers became
terror-stricken.  Feverishly they
clawed their way out of the am-
bush, pelting for the cars—and
Pnrapn‘

Again and again that awful
langh rang ont, and twice the
Night Hawk atruck so that two
more men fell in huddled heaps
—and stayed where they fell!

Only three of the gang reached
the ears—three men whose cves
were wide and glazed with terror,
Hurling themselves into the first
vehicle, they switched on the
headlights, reckless of discovery
by the police =0 long as they
could see and got away from the
terrible menace cruising above
them like some awful avenging
human bird of prey.

" -* f?%"'f/ Like a human bird of prey,
the Night Hawk launched
h!msall at the terrifled man !

lowed by a thunderclap,  After that, an
._, awful silence——

i—f‘" Three hundred feet above, flying upwards
in spirals, Thurston Kyle wheeled and turned.
He had trinmphed. His great invention was
perfect, and the first step in his new campaign
had been taken,

One of the leaders of the widespread gang,
together with six of the rank and file, had

in the first glare of the lights they saw gone to their doom, Not one had gl:mpcﬂd
him—floating down from the darkness into their flying foe—until the end!
the brilliant rays like a nightmare from ““S0 perish all the Benton gang, one by ona
another world. —and Silas Benton last of all!”

Trembling and horror-stricken, the men And, alone in the starlit sky, his wide wings
cowered back in the car, too shaken to reach bearing him homewards, Thurston Kyle, the
for their weapons. Then Thurston Kyle’s Night Hawk, hughm] aloud in scornful
right arm moved quickly forward, and the triumph. *
bomb he had snatched from bene&th the
wheels of the express train curved down  (“Phrilling, isn’t it, chums? Well, ncxt
among them! weekh’s yarn featuring this Night Hawkh i3

The world rocked. Treee, hedges and fields even wmore exciting—make sure you don't
shone for a second in a great vivid flash, fol- miss reading it!)

'j r.-,-"f—'
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ALL THE THRILLS OF MOTOR-RACING IN THIS WEEK’S STIRRING INSTALMENT OF—

THE IRON SPEEDMAN!

By

75
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The Crashl
4’ M poing to kunock Sniff’s head off!”
][ repeated Jim, and his eyes were glit-
tering, whilo. his jaw stuck out,
“That's all the proof I want! He fired
our hangpar——"

“ID’vou went to get chucked out of the
race 7" asked Joo coolly. * Because if you
start a fight on the starting-line here, thatl’s
what’ll happen. You can’t go and punch a

Py

“He can grin Jim muttered. “But
we're not licked yet! I'll show him how to
travel when that flag drops.”

“I thought you'd get an idea like that,”
Joe called above the vibrant roar of theirv
engine. ‘“Don’t you be a fool! You let
Stargie make the pace, and just follow.
There's no sense in going all-out: right at
the beginning of the race. You might bust
something straight off, and what good will

}}J?}ukc:kl in the coye Inn that do?” -
rooklands — not when : “TI'll have to go fast
t}l;mm‘s about ten T he b-rg race al Brooklands ! to get away from this
thousand people watchin’, , - buneh,” Jim told him.
anywav. You simmer j”‘”’ and JOE? hurtli ng “There’'s nearly thirty
dﬂﬁ:[l!” _ : R round the lrach—Ito t’f(,'f{}."l'? cars in the race, and
Jim slid nto  his d theyv'll all fight like any-
narrow seat, with Joe thing for the first couple
dragging on his' arm; both bent forward to of laps.”
glare towards Lon Stargie’s car. They saw “Then settle down when they've sorted
Sniff say something to the driver and grin themselves out,” Joe counselled, * Hallo,

as he climbed into the cockpit, then Stargic
himself glanced at the chums.

The man'’s dark face was set, and there
was the pghost of a smile about the corners
of his thin lips. He. looked full into Jim’s
eyes for just a moment, then turned his gaze
to where the atarter stood.

he’s lifted the flag!”

The starter’s arm went up, and lis red
flag made a splash of colour against the
patchy grey of the track where it curved
for the banking ahead.

With the first movement of his arm drivers
rovved up their engines, and azure smoke
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etammered out from the spanging exhausts.

“"Don’t {orget—drive with your head as
well as your feet!” Joe yelled through the
“ndden uproar.

Jim nodded, then pulled his goggles down
aover his eves and kicked out the cluteh as
he slipped into gear. Ilis gaze was riveted
to the flag, he saw it twitch—4hen slash
down!

Instantly every car on the starting-lines
leaped forward, wheels spinning, tyres serab-
bling on the conerete. The leading German
machines went off as though they had been
shot from guns. Stargie’s Ace fairly hurtled
itself ahead—and the Ross-Eight went away
like a silver arrow pitched by some colossal
bow. _

Full between two of the cars in front Jim
flung it, ripping past the green machines
with his wheel-hubs all but touching theirs.

He cleared the row with Stargie moving
ncar him, and together they went in chase
of the German cars, packed in a solid group
in front with an Italian and a Frenchman
~hallenging them.

Jim changed up. The Ross-Eight scemed
to enrge as it felt the chiange of gear and
left Stargie behind. Joo yelled, eyes alight
as the car gathered speed and the wagging
tails of the white machines slid back to them.
The steep banking rose high, and the car
rilted as it climbed it. :

“Ut’wan—pass em!” Joe fairly howled the
words, all his previous adviece forgotten g
he felt the powerfilled smirging of the mag-
nificenf, machine.

Iligh on the banking swept the Ross-
wight, and the air became filled with the
onorons. roaving of the other cars. They
drew level with the Germans: then, at their
other side, Stargie and an Ttalian car sud-
denly vipped into the lead. One of the four
white machines came ont of the buach, and a
moment after the group of leading cars weve
together, tearing beneath the bridge across
the track, with the railway straight opening
up in front,

Sfargie and one of the Cernmans were now
im the lead. Jim was just half a length
behind them, with a French cay on his tail
and a flaming red Italian to his left.

Back of them came the rest of the
machines, stringing out, wheels stamping the
conercte, driver’s heads nodding, tyres kick-
ing from the bumps—all striving to ecatch
thoze who had wone ahead.
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Jim snapped into top gear and felt the
car buck as it started the dive off the bank-
ing to the flat. He ripped level with rhe
trerman, saw the car’s long, narrow matru-
ment board, ite big dials, the driver’s square-
cus jowl and knotted hands,

The man glanced at him, gave his engine
more throwtle and pulled ahead. The Italian
car suddenly shot in front of them all, howl-
ing like a tornado travelling through a
ravine, streaking like a red demon,

Down the straight the machines went, and
to the spectators they seemed so close that
they appeared to be touching one another.
Stargie and the German spurted and fetehed
the Italian back, then Joe saw that Jim
was pulling wide as the turn on to the By-
fleet banking whipped up in front.

He pulled out, stamping the throitle full
open, and when the others slowed to take
the turn in safety Jim let the Ross-Eight wo
its limit. Joe saw his teeth clench as he

forced the steering. over., He heard ihe
scrabbling serecam  of the tyres as they
struggled for grip on the concrete. They

flashed past the other cars and took the lead
—and tor the fraction of a second Joe thought
they were going to shool straight oft the
track!

An instant later and they were safe on the
banking. but so close to irs upper edge thui
the oftf-side wheels seemed to be riding thin

air, although they were three inches from the

top of the conevete,

Round the bauking they dived, the other
cars behind cominug up lhike a quartetre of
coloured avencers, These four machines were
the pace-makers for their teams; their object
wias to iry and go so fast that rivals would
evack up endeavouring to hold the same
aneed,

These dvivers, men who had learned the
gome in Continental road races, believed
that they could force the Ross-Eight to a
greater speed than the engine would be able
to stand, It didn’t matter what happened to
themselves; if they could force Jim to go
fast enongh and smash his engine, the other
cars in their teams conld fight the race ant
at a less cracking pace,

Stargio grinned when he saw Jim take the

lead. [Te wanted nothing better. A few
laps like this, and the Ross-Eight wonld
3’!

“blow up _
They came ltke hounds after a silver fox,
exhansts baying, engines howling, while over

are accompanied by

realiscs that his wiost dangerous rival is

the car uses. The car itself i3 unharmed,

Stargie’s weehanie
Setip8, aned starts ta clinih out of the car,

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

JIM ROSS, ivon-nerved, daring, is a born racing driver,
STEVE ROSS, kas just completed building a special rvacing car known as the Rosa Eight, aud
they tulie it down to Brooklands for a big race, which is due to be run in a few days.

JOE COOPER, Jim's chum, iwho acts as mechanire,

LON STARGIE, the crack speedman of Ace Motors.

into the kangar contuining the Rosa Eight and sets fire to the ting of special petrol which
Next morning, when the competitors are on the
starting-tine just before the race i3 due to coimvence, Jim learng thot it wasz Saiff Dir,
who =et fire to the petrol.

(Now read on.)

His brother,
Thovu
Jim is to drive the ecar in the race, and he -

On the aight before the race a figure erecps

“I'm going to knock his head off! ' Jiu
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in the paddock and enclosures the crowd
gasped at the mad speed of the machines,
while the slower ecars, stringing out behind,
drew farther and farther away.

“Stick it—you’ve got ’em all beat!” Joe’s
eves were glowing as he howled the words
through the thunder in which the car moved.

The end of the banking came, and they
leaped from it, sliding to the flat at 110
m.p.h. They saw the starting line again,
and finished the first lap thirty vards in the
lead, with Joe craning to sce if Steve had
arrived yet. But the Ross pit was empty.

“8he's going well, even if we have got
dud petrol!” he yelled. Then he turned to
laaII:" bebhind. “Step on it, they're closing
up

He was right. As they hurtled towards
the next bgnked section, just past the end
of the lap, the machines behind started to
gain ground.

Jim jammed his foot at the throttle-pedal,
but it was wide open all ready. He could
give his engine no more power.

The others crept up. The German car
pushed its white nose along the Ross' silver
flank, and Lon Stargie’s Ace came up at
the other side, drawing level as the machines
heeled to the banking.

“Step on it 1” Joe anled again.

“I am!” Jim shouted the words through
the smashing thunder of the other machines,
as the footbridge slashed away overhead.
“It's the dud juice !”

That first lap had warmed tho other cars
up. The drivers were showing what they
could really do now. But the Ross-Eight
was moving at the limit its dud petrol would
allow, and when Joe peered at the speed-
ometer he saw that they were now shift-
ing at just a shade above 120 m.p.h.

Bunched again, they went down the rail-
way straight, and once more Jim pulled the
car out. He knew that the only way ho
could now keep with the leaders was to
take chances—and he took a big one when
he went 1nto Lthe curve.

The car wecaved like a restive horse, tear-
ing its tyres on the concrete and sliding to
the banking in a screeching half-skid that
took 1t to the top, with Jim still fighting
for control.

Grit, concrete fragments and dust flew out
as the tyres bit against the very lip of
the banking. Joo could fecel the whole car
quaking as it tried to go over the edge,
then Jim had drawn it down to safety, and
was hurtling along two yards in front of
Stargie and the German,

At 125 m.p.h. the three leaders slung
round the banking, with the Frenchman and
the Italian on their tails, their radiator
shields plastered with the tiny stones and
the dust which the leaders tore from the
track and slung behind.

Past the hangars they went, and Jim
braced himself to take the jump from the
banking to the flat for the IF'ork. He tensed
in his seat, every musele taut and his foot
driven hard down on the throttle pedal.

LELE LIBRARY

His speed carried him wide. His outer
wheels skimmed across the black safety line,
drawn on the track to mark the limit to
which a car can ride if it i3 to get round
the bend.

The Ross-Eight was juddering under its
speed, then it came off the banking in a mad
leap. The spinning wheels screamed round
as it left the track and jumped high. The
lecap appeared to last an age, then the tyres
thudded to the track again, the car hecaved
on its springs—and skidded !

The tail slid outwards, Joe saw the cor-
rugated iron fence by the track’s edge swoop
at them, and he yclled as the machine
lurched. .

The tyres slid to the grass. The tail went
further out, and the fencing dissolved as it
was struck | ; _

A mad shower of dcbris flew high, Jim
was raised iw his seat as he battled to hold
the car. More of the fencing was torn out.
Rusted sheets of corrugated iron and slivers
of woodwork skated on the air. A rear
tvre burst and sent its blackened fragments
out like a sprav, then the car lurched back
and skidded the othier way—full across the
track ! .

Joe had a glimpse of the white German
car smashing at them. IXle saw the driver’s
mouth come open as he shouted, saw his
hands shift as he flung the stecring-wheel
over, to miss the Ross-Eight by a hair's
breadth as it slid onwards," spinning round
and round. .

Another tyre burst. The machine lurched
violently, a?l but turned over, then scttled
back, s?iding on, with debris tumbling all
about it, to come to a grinding, crunching
halt in the middle of the concrete—with a
wildly-howling pack of machines hurtling
off the banking and plunging like wolves
down on the disabled machine ! _

Only then did Joc sce that Jim was
slumped back in his seat, a great gash across
the front of his helinet and blood on his
forehead !

Joe at the Wheel!
ITH two tvres burst, with its tail dented
\/V and with bitrz of wood jammed

through its broken radiator guard,

the Ross Kight stood athwart the
centro of DBrooklands track, A score and
more racing machines, hurtling off the
Byfleet Banking, came headlong {for the
lamed car, .

Joe heard the wild, trinmphant howls of
the Ace and the big white German machino
as they rocketed away, and he heard the
rising screech of the cars hurtling up from
behind—then he forgot them all as he bent
over Jim,

The young driver's erash helmet. was
gashed across the fromt, and a thin tricklo
of blood ran down from his forchead, across
the temple to his cheek, Xle was slumped
back against the squab, unconscious—~
although his last act had been to fight the
machine away from the broken fence to the
safety of the concrete,
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“Jim1” Joe shook him, yelling through
the roar of the approaching cars, but his
chum did not respond.

Joe twisted in his seat, then pitched him-
self over the side of the car. 'The bunch
of cars coming at him split to pass the dis-
abled Ross-Eight. Two went by, bellowing
at a two-miles-a-minute liek, slashing grit
and stones at him as he raced around the
tail of the machine, put the gear lever in
neutral, and then tried to shove the car
forward.

But two of its wheels carried only the
shreds of burst tyres. The bared steel rims
grated on the concrete, providing resistance
too great for Joe to overcome. He ran
.around and dragged tl . starting handle
from under his scat, then jumped tu the
front to restart the stalled engine.

Cars wereé whirling past him now, their
tyres spurning the debris of the fence which
ti'm crash had slewed across the track.
Officials and first-aid wen were running out
from the pifs at the I'ork, and the great
crowd was staring breathlessly.

It taxed all Joe’s sirengtih to swing the
mighty engine, but he got it running. Some-
how, he dragged Jim's slack figure from
behind the wgeﬁl, then slid into ﬁm cockpit
himself

He sent the lamed Ross forward, bare
wheel-rims sereeching and grinding against
the conerete as he drove on towards the
Fork and the line of replenishment pits
beyvond p

(Wl the Ross Kight have to withdrew from
the race? You'll know when you rcad next

week's instaluent of this erciting scrial.)

UT a piece of Wrigley’s Chewing
Gum in the mouth — there’s
nothing like it to *“ steady ’ you. The
pure, cool flavour refreshes you—
keeps you alive and alert.

A delightful sweeq, Wrigley’s “after
every meal ” also aids digestion and
cleanses the teeth.

In two flavours—P.K., a pure pep-
permint flavour—and Spearmint, a
pure mint leaf flavour. Only 1d. a
packet, but the finest quality money
can buy. The flavour lasts.

British Made
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