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Meet
L',l-fl”{ LANIE, the Cowboy Kid, might
i

Kiki!

have =lept 1or a week had not Sheba

the tiger, who he was using as a

pilow, shipped awayv and let his head
down on the hard deck of the wrecked and
stranded Lacoma with a bump that made
imn <ee umpteen stars,

As he sat up and blinked his tired eyes he
heard rthe tiger roar, and knew there was
something wrong,  Yesterday a horde of
savages had atraeked the wreek, and when
he had dropped asleep becaunse he was too
Jdog-tired to carry on, he had bheen haunted
by the drumming of tom-toms somewhere on
the island., He half:expected to hear them
now, but Sheba's snarling roar was followed
by a whimpering squeal, and Loopy leapt to
his feet in o flash, He soon saw what the
fronble was.

The bhalf of the broken ship which had
been hurled by the waves slap into a palm
grove had emibedded itscif deep in the earth
in a :lanting position, and on the top of a
loping deck-house sat a nigger boy who was
as black az coal. Sheba the tiger was sitting
on the deck, looking up at him with her fine
white tecth bared and her whiskers bristling
bungrily., Ivery other second she let out a
voar, and her tail was swaying ominously.
The boy’s eyves, which looked as big as eggs,
wero rolling in tervor, and he was holding
up his spreading bare toes ont of reach of
the che-cat,
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| KING LOOPY.
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\ Hals off, chums,
! o bis Majesty
. King Loopy of
i Bangalloola!
| Hip-pip——Fun |
and thrills in this
breathlessly excil-
[! ing yari.
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l.oopy did not mind
having to deal with a

black boy mno bigger
than himself, but he
expected to sce tha

palm grove full of hos-

tile  savages, and he
tonok a good look around before he seized
sheba by the r'ojie which served as a coliar

and dragged her back.

Then he made a <ien to the black boy.

“Come down !’ he eried,

The black boy hesirated for a bit, rolled
over on to his hands, shivered as he looked
at Sheba, and finally set a leg over the edge
of the deek-hovse and tumbled down. Ha
wriggled away to the safe side of Loopy,

“Now,” said Loopv, “what's your name?
Who are you? And what are you doing
here?”

Loopy :poke like that because he had to,
never dreaming for a moment that the black
boy would understand and be able to answer,

But the funny-looking nigger, whose feet
were (wice as big as they ought to have
been, with hands to mateh, stretched his face
in an enormous grin and eclashed his teeth
as he said in a deep voice:

“Me Kiki”—he pronounced it kickey,
“Kecng Wangaloola, he send me. Savey
life—keepy bigz stripey cat—mighty strongey
whitey boy—Wangaloola makee whitey boy
keeng !”

At every word the black boy eclashed bhis
teeth together. "The words came in a rattle
from his throat, His hig eyes rolled in time
to his gestures as he pointed down the palm
grove, Loopy had no difficulty in making
out hiz meaning.

“So yon’re Kiki, are yon?°? gaid he.
they're going to make me King,

“ And
VWho's
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going to? The men I cut loose in the pulm
grove last night 17

“Yaas!” Kiki set his head on one side,
winked knowingly, and then stared in awe
at Sheba the tiger.

“Sheba,” said Loopy, letting the tiger go,
“make friends with our new pal.”

Sheba sidled up to Kiki, sat down, and held
out a paw. Kiki looked doubtful.

“Me rubey the nosey,” he said, wagginge

his head,

“All right,”” said Loopy. “Rub noses,
then, but don’t blame me if she swallows
}*DU.”

IKiki stretched out his head slowly,
cautiously, and the tiger closed its eyes as it
sat in the sun. Then the black boy solemnly
rubbed his nose akainst the tiger's, shivering
with fright all the while. When he found he
still had his head on his shoulders he started
to do a step dance up and down the deck,
which made Loopy decide to take him on as
dancing partner should he ever get away
from the island and start out in a vaudeville
show again, ,

Then Kiki streaked to the deck rail,
stretching his arm and pointing with his
finger,

“Keeng Wangaloola breeng the crown!™
he cried,

“All right,” answered Loopy. “But, I
say, where did yvou learn to speak English,
Kiki?”? = -

“Wunst,” gurgled the black boy, *sheep
come, seenk; one man saved, rest all eat up.
Leeve a long time, teecha me speek!”

d'”‘-‘]‘: see. And did the shipwrecked sailor

IB .5."

“He die. Too tough boil—too tough roast.
Keeng Wangaloola say heet him on head
too latey. Oughta hev keel heem before——"

“Crikey !” yelled Loopy, *‘They killed and
ate him, Sheba!”

Kiki nearly wagged his head off, and held
his stomach with his huge hands.

“No good,” he cried. “Makey beeg pain
—too tough!”

“And what was his name?” asked the
Cowboy Kid.

“Call heem Billee Dunn,” said Kiki, and
then, letting himself drop sheer down from
the deck level to the ground below, he
leapt into the air, waved his arms wildly,
and cut into the palm grove, where a moment
later he vanishcg)amnng the trees.

“Well, Sheba,” said Loopy, as he <troked
the tiger's ear, “that's a nice thing. They're
going to make me King of the Island, and
they eat up white men here. Seems to me
I'm lucky mn having you as my pal.”

The Coronation!

O0OPY awaited the coming of the
|| savages with mixed feelings of excite-
ment and apprchension,

It might have been an hour later
when he first heard the drone of horns and
tho thumping of drums. The sound came
from far away, but approached nearer every

“marched under a

minute, Then he heard the clash of cymbals,
and finally the procession appeared.

It was headed by a regiment of natives
who marched cight abreast, each with a
spear slanting on his right shoulder, .They

were followed by the band, horn blowers in

front, drummers next, and cymbalista last.
The horns were fashioned out of wood and
highly polished, the drums were so long
they almost touched the ground, und the
cymbals were made out of rounded shecets of
solid metal beaten into shape.

Then came more natives with plumed head-
dresses and whose bodies wero clothed in
many-hued garments. The King himself
canopy borne by four
stalwart pall-bearers. JFollowing him came
some more dignitarics—this bunch of men
carried baskets on their heads—and finally
another regiment of warriors, Kiki, the
black boy, was dancing in the front of the
procession. .

As they reached the ship's side they opencd
out and formed up in orderly array, the
basket bearers placing their burdens on the
ground and bowing their foreheads to the
carth.

The King stepped from under his ecanopy,
and, raising his right hand, started to talk
in an outlandish gf%hcrish, which sounded in
Loopy’s ecars something like this: Oo! Kiwi
hookaloo mangorada ah techabacha lareeda
em jeema. lLaka!  Laka! Ooocheroomba !
Only it didn’t stop at that, but went on for a
long while,

And all the time the black king—an enor-
mously fat man—was talking, Kiki was
making signs to Loopy to come down.

Sheba had her head thrust through the
twisted deck rail and was peering down at
the bunch of natives as if she would like to
cat them,

At a sign from the King the spearmen
marched away, put down their spears, and
came back without them,

Not until then did Loopy sling a rope over
the side of the vessel and elimb down it hand
over hand to the ground, while Sheba, with
a mighty leap, cleared the rail and dropped
full thirty-five feet to the ecarth. As the
tiger opened her mouth and uttered a roar
the natives scattered, only to .come back
again as Loopy sct his hand on the tiger's
head and signed to them that it was all
right, Next Kiki did a bit of talking to the
King, after which, at a word, the bearcrs
opened their baskets.

In a moment the ground was littered with
presents of all kinds, which included fruits
and nuts and jars of native wine, and ranged
from a broken pair of hob-nailed boots—a
relic, perhaps, of the unlucky sailor who had
taught the black boy, Kiki, English, and
had finished up by providing tough meat for
the cannibals, Loopy thought—to a Dbe-
jewelled crown which the King set solemnly
on Loopy’s head. the Cowboy Kid removing
his Stetson for the purpose.

It was the strangest crown Loopy had
ever seen. with a pair of horns branching
out from its metal base. The metal was pure
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gold, he supposed, for it was untarnished,
and 1t was studded with diamonds, emeralds,
and rubies,

Having crowned [oopy, a high priest
or some sort of dignitary wailed over the
Cowboy Kid for a good ten minutes, whilst
tho kneceling natives set up a monotonous
chant, And when all was over the King
made a sign te Kiki, who, sticking out his
big feet, wagged his funny black head and
sald : '

“You keeng of Bangalloola! Whow !” .

“Whow !"” roared tho King, lifting both
his hands above his head in a royal blessing.

“Whow !” roarced the assembled natives.

“Some of these chaps are the ones I cut
freo in the palm grove last night, Sheba,”
said Loopy, addressing himself to the she-cat,
“and they're evidently grateful. Still, I
think I'd better butt in with a bit of a noise
on my own account.”

Whipping hig revolvers out of their hol-
sters, Ec raised them above his head and let
fly all six chambers of cach with hghtning-
like rapidity. Evidently  the natives had
never heard a revolver before, and as they
saw the spits of flame and the pufis of smoke,
and heard the noise, they all flopped down
on the ‘ground, the King in front of Loopy.
Now wnen he was a tiny kid Loopy Lanc
had read ‘Robinson Crusoce,” and recalled
how, when Crusoe found and rescued
Friday, the grateful savage had set Crusoe’s
foot upon his head; and he reckoned if he
was to stay top’ dog’ as King of Bangalloola
lie had better put the late King in his proper
place. 2o he set his right foot on the back
of the King's head, successfully restraining
a desire to tickle Wangaloola’s head with the
spurs on his boot. 'The action worked liko
a charm, for the King raised his head and

kissed Loopy’s foot.
I Loopy began to get heartily sick of it,
for there was no peace. He made the
deck of the broken wreck his court, and
allowed nobedy to walk on it unless he sum-
moned them to an audrence. Sheba saw that
there were no intruders! Kiki, having been
adopted by King Loopy as his personal
servant, was always there, of course,

The ex-King, who scemed to do nothing
but cat all day, had rigged up a bungalow
village among the palms, and all the native
inhabitants of Bangalloola foregathered
in the neighbourhood. The soldiers or spear-
men had a eamp of their own., It was all
pretty sickening to Loopy Lane, for he
realised that for his royal position he was
virtnally a prisoner. Not only that, but he
could not sleep properly at night, for the
band would drum and strum and blow from
dark till dawn, owing to Kiki’s misinterpre-
tation of the royal orders.

“Tell "em to stop it, Kiki!” growled lheo
Cowboy Kid, who had just made himself

comfortable on deck and was feeling drowsy.
“No band.”

Attacked!
T was a great idea being King, but soon

"
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But “No” in Kiki's reading of the
English language meant ** Yes,” and, do what
he would, Loopy could not rid him of that
impression, and so the wretched band
drummed and strummed all night.

Loopy got so fed up with this that he was
seriously contemplating doing a bolt with
Sheba, when a native runner arrived with
tho news that an army of natives from the

biggest of the near-by islands had arrived in

a hundred canoes, and was marching to the
palm grove where the half of the wrecked
Lacoma lay.

In a moment there was panic in the
King's camp, The roval bungalow was
packed up, and the ex-King wvanished with
half his spearmen. Most of the others fol-
lowed suit, the band departing with them
after serenading Loopy with a mad Bangal-
loola kind of jazz for ten minutes, Dawn
revealed the fact that about thirty spearmen,
who were all shivering with fear, had hcen
left behind to take care of the new King.

Kiki did a lot of explaining while he
danced excitedly on the deck, with Sheba
the she-cat watching him hungrily. It
secemed that, just bofore ILoopy had been
flung upon this island by the storm, the
warriors from Potakeeta, a great island over
thirty miles away across the seas, had raided
the island, slain many of the inhabitants,
captured tho King and his chief officials, and
were about to stew and eat them in the
palm grove when Sheba the she-cat burst
upon the scene, Scared, the invading army
had followed the she-cat and attacked Loopy
on the ship, only to meet with utter defeat;
afterwards Loopy had freed the King and his
men, and as a reward had been made King
of Bangalloola. Now it seemed that the
warriors from Potakeecta, who had taken the
news home to their island, had returned
with reinforcements and were going to kill
and eat Loopy and his she-cat first, and
devour the ex-King of the Island afterwards,

“Crumbs!” said Loopy when he had
digested this bit of information. “We'll
have to gct ready for a rare old scrap,
Sheba. And I don’t suppose we'll get off zo
casily this time.”

He slept on the canting deck of the wreck
that night, nsing Sheba as a pillow, with the
stars twinkling above him, and the palms
swaying musically in a warm, tropical wind.
Kiki, who was nervons and shaking like a
jelly, kept closo to them.

“Whatever happens, Kiki,” said Loopy
as he loaded his revolvers with cartridges of
spreading shot instead of bullets—for he had
no proper cartridges—‘we've got to be pre-
pared.”

Laying a big stock whip beside him, he
walled for the dawn. While he waited
strange sounds echoed in the palm forest, He
heard distant cries, the swish of paddles in
a calm sea, and a murmur of voices dimmed
by the soft tumble of surf upon the reef,

Then the sky lightened, changing swiftly
from black to grey, from grey to blue, and
from blue to a golden radiance which almost
blinded him. And no sooner had the sun
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The Cowboy Kid roped in the savages, rolled them
along fo Sheba who, with a flick of her huge paw,
sent them whizzipg over the side of the boat.

risen than the forest was alive with war-
painted warriors, who came tearing towards
the ship from all directions.

With & how! of terror Kiki dived for the

gangway stairs and vanished from sight,
leaving the swing door open., And out of
the hold came wreaths of smoke, for the

wreck had never ceased to smoulder since it
had been thrown up high and dry. The
ILacoma had been wrecked by three explo-
sions at lone intervals, and there was still
explosive matter confined in the glowing
depths of her.

Loopy had only time to give a thought to
that before the natives reached the broken
hulk and began to seale it. They had
brought grappling irons, which they hurled
deftly over the ship's rails, and then, catch-
ing held of the rope, came up in a double
line.

Abandoning his crown, Loopy stuck on his
Stetson hat to shield his eves from the blind-
ing sun, and, stock whip in hand, waited by
the higher rail. The deck slanted below hin,
being on the tilt, and he waved Sheba to the
lower rail, near which the tiger sat on 1ts
haunches, watching and waiting with its
left forepaw raised.

Two rows of savages were scaling the steel
plates of the ship's slanting side. Others
were climbing up the exposed lower decks
and cargo holds of her broken end. Fach of
the climbers held a knife tightly gripped
in hig teeth, Their faces were hideously
painted, and these who waited for thsir turn

> A

LY . *
below encouraged the storming party with a
raucous war chant and began to dance.

Loopy bared his rounded forearms and
waited, his stock whip grasped in his rvight
hand. ' -

He could hardly believe that he had a
chance, even with Sheba to atd him, and he
was wondering how to counter the attack
when inspiration came to him,

It came just as the forcmost of Lhe
boarders stepped over the deck rail and,
with knife raised, rushed at hun. Loopy

lashed the heavy stock whip at him and
wound 1its thong round his middle. jerking
him off his feet on to the slanting deck with
a pull of the wrist. As the savage fell so
the thong unwound, and he rolled head over
heels down to where Sheba waited for him.
Loopy wateched breathlessly as Sheba ratsed
her Jleft paw to strike. Then he howlec
with laughter, for as the nigger bounced
near her the tiger did not tear him with her
claws, but gave his rolling body a flick with
her paw and sent him flying over the deck
rail to the ground some thirty feet below.
Loopy swung the thong of the whip round
the second savage with precisely the same
resull. The men who were scaling the wreck
halted with ceries of terror as they saw the
tiger bounce the second man over. Still the
attackers came on, however. Cleverly the
Jowboy Kid whipped the savages over with
his whip and sent them rolling down to
Sheba, who. in turn, patted them over tho

(Continued on page 43.)



THE TROUBLE TRIPLETS!

Wayside Entertainment!
s GUSH, but I'm hungry !”” groaned Sam

Trotble, patting his waistcoat

}mthuti{:a!]y and grinning feebly at

1s twin brother Posh., " My inside’s
so cmpty it's sort of flapping about like a
brace of kippers doing
the Charleston!”

“Hunegry and tired

added Nippy Trooble—
having lost, or mislaid,
his own name, Nippy
had adopted that of the
“Trouble Twins »’ since
joining them in their
wanderings — some -
what dismally, “But don’t mention kippers,
old man!”

““ And the shades of night are falling fast!”
sighed Posh, the third member of the triplets.
“Still, keep smiling!” he added with a
chirrup. “My eyes behold a village in the
ofling, messmates, with an inn, and soms
3-‘0!({35 outside on a bench, quaffing foaming
tankards of cider. We'll give an entertain-

says Posh.

i “ BOW WOWwW!?”»

That's 1he slarl of
a lot more lrouble for the Trouble
Triplets—and a lot wmore laughs

for you.

ment and thuswise carn the wherewithal for
grub and, perchance, shelter for the night!”’

As usual, Posh’s unbounding optimism
restored his fellow-wanderers’ cheerfulness,
and they stepped out bravely towards the
rural inn just outside the village.

With hopeful eyes on
the happy, contented-
looking  wyokels, ihe
Trouble Tripiets

~trudged, tired and
travel-stained, towards
the tavern, Nippy un-
tying the bandkerchief
in which he stored his
rather meagre conjur-
ing apparatus, Sam loosening his braces in
readiness for a juggling and acrobatic dis-
play, while Posh coughed and cleared his
throat in preparation for exercising his
wonderful ventriloquial powers.

As they reached the inn, mine host—who,
to judge by his nose and circumference, was
his own best customer—ocame out with a
hcavily-laden tray,
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Sighting the ihree dusty wanderers, he
reowled at them,

“’'Iire, vou tramps clear hoff I"" he ordered,
“T wants no dirty tramps ’'angin’ round my
'ouse "’

“Bow-wow!" replied the insulted Posh;
but he replied with his ventriloquial voice,
throwing it behind the innkecper's fat legs,
and  finishin up with a series of blood-
curdling snarls,

The effeet on the innkeeper was extra-
ordinary. He gave a convulsive leap, jerk-
ing’ the tray of glasses with their contents
over his own head,. while his prominent
twinmy butted 1nto the back of a burly,
bandy-legged farmer's son, who was in the
act of drinking from a full tankard.

Instead of quafling his cider in the ortho-
dox manner, the farmer's son, rather a
disgruntled-looking individual, emptied 1t 1n
a frothy flood over his rugged, honest
features.

“Haw, haw, haw!” laughed the yokels.
“That be funny-loike, that be!”

“Seems to me they wash in cider here!”
observed Posh, in surprise. * Let’s get busy
while the giddy audience is interested.”

“What-ho!” murmured Nippy, the con-
jurer. “Hallo, just look at the snails and
things in this spilt cider! No wonder that
gentleman refused to drink it—wonder to
me he washed his face in it! Look!”

One after another Nippy picked—or seemed
to pick—from the half-full tankard of cider,
first a large toad, then a few sunails, a whop-
ping blackbeetle and finally a mouse, pre-
tending to throw them away in disgust,

The eyes of the assembled countrymen
ncarly started from their heads.

“My heye!” cjaculated one hoursely. “1
allus perspected the cider at this ’ouse was

not clean-like! But toads and beetles—
groogh! No more cider ‘ere for me!
“Ugh! Nor for me, Garge!”’

Old Gargershuddered and emptied his cider
away, and the yokels followed his example in
digusted indignation,

By this time both mine host and the bandy-
legged farmer had recovered somewhat from
their unwanted baths, and wgre glaring at
cach other in speechless fury,

“You-—you clumsy idiot!” hooted the
farmer’s son at last, almost foaming at the
mouth with rage. ‘“ You did that on purpuss,
dang you!”

“Of course 1 didn't, vou bandy-legged can
of watered milk !” howled mine host wrath-
fullv. “Weren't it that pest of a dorg of
yours as made me jump?” he added, glaring
about for the invisible dog. “The brute
nearly bit me the other night when you
brought ’im ’ere!”

“I ain’t brought no dorg, dang you!”

“You won’t bring no more agen, any-
way! You 'op it! Take your custom else-
where !” bawled the host.

“That I jolly well will!” vowed the
farmer’s son. ““Me drink vour blinking
rotten cider—no fear! Think I wants to
swaller frogs and snails and beetles——"

“Hey? Who says—"

“I seed ‘'em with my own eyes!” roared
the irate son of the soil. “That cider was
swarming with snails and things—".

“You bloomin’ liar!” howled the
keeper, insulted 1in his tenderest spot.
cider e

“"Wot's that—a bloomin’ liar, ham hi?”
The farmer's son fairly shook with rage as he
finished mopping his features and jammed
his hanky away. Then he took off his cout
and began to roll back his sleeves,

That was enough for the raging inn-
keeper. Being a retired pug, it was like a
red rag to a bull. Instantly he tucked his
stained apron round him, and shoved back
his own sleeves, revealing a pair of huge
arms and fists,

The two combatants began to dance round
each other, and Posh frowned. This was bad
for business. A sudden brain-wave occurred
to him as he sighted the farmer’s son's
ancient nag browsing near a tree just by the
horse-trough. Next moment a deep, husky
voice came from the horse.

“None of that, boss! I'll tell your father
when we gets home! T'm ashamed of you,
fichtin” in publie, Joe Jenks!”

There was a sudden silence. The vokels
went white, and the two would-be warriors
blinked open-mouthed at the speaking horse,

“G-good lor’'!” gasped Joe Jenks. “*Was
—was that old Bess a-speakin’ to met"
“Of course it was!” snorted the old nag.

“Come along home this minute, Joe!”

The old mare happened to be looking at
the farmer’s son at the moment, but the
illusion was spoilt for just then Joe Jenks
caught sight of a dilapidated gentleman with
a patch over one eve, whose whole appcear-
ance suggested one accustomed to living by
ingenuity rather than work, skulking round
behind the horse,

“Tt weren't old DBess at all!” ejaculated
Joe, in great velief. “It were that bloomin’
tramp! IHow dare you talk to me, you——"

“It weren't me, strike me pink!” gasped
the tramp, edging aside guiltily, e ¢
weren't i

“Of course i1t weren't!"” assented old Bess,
and, having finished drinking at the trough,
old Bess gave a playful flick with her hind
heels, just catehing the tramp in the tummy
and depositing him in the horse-trough,
Then she trotted over to her master, evi-
dently taking his sudden attention as an
order to advance.

Tt was enough for Joe Jenks, The farmer’s
son gave a fearful how! and bolted for bis
life. leaving his eoat lving by the treo.
was followed instantly by the frightened
vokels, as they stampeded with vells ol
alarm, A talking horse was too much for
them !

“Oh., erikey!” groaned Posh.
done it—there goes our andienee !

“And here comes a bobby !" gazped Sam.

inn-

iEhIF

“That's

nearly weeping with merriment.  “Iark ut
the tramp !’
The tramp serambled from the horse-

trough, vyelling wrathfully; but he stopped
as he sighted the man in blue advancing
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with ponderous strides. With water dripping
from his garments, he hastily made himself
scarce.

“*Here, what's all this?” demanded the
constable. ““ Mister Bloggs—"’
“Blowed 1if I knows!”

gasped the still
astounded and bewildered innﬁeeper, mop-
ping a heated brow and glaring suspiciously
at the laughing Trouble Triplets, **This ’ere
‘ouse seems suddenly bewitched, though it's
my belief asz ‘ow them bloomin’ kids
there &

He got no further, for just then old Bess
butted him in the rear, sending him with a
terrific jolt full into the ample embrace of
the constable, who collapsed backwards with
a startled howl into the horse-trough.

Splash !

“Well, our audience has gone, and it's
time we went, too!” choked Posh. “Who'd
have thought it !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And, yelling with laughter, the Trouble
Triplets made themselves scarce, thus follow-
ing the wise example of the tramp.

Honest Alf!
“HALLOI here comes that giddy tramp

again!”’

Posh Trooble chuckled as
glanced along the dusty road.

Dusk was falling rapidly, and it was an
hour since the wanderers had shaken the
dust of the village from their feet. In that
time they had not travelled far, however,
for they had had a bit of luck in getting a
job of chopping wood from a kindly-disposed
cotiager just the far side of the village.

As payment the cottager had given them
a whacking package of bread-and-cheese,
and they were just starting work on the feed
with voracious appetites when the patch-eyed
tramp hove in sight again.

e paused and eyed the three seated on
the bank at the side of the road,

“Warm day, lads!” he ventured, with one
glittering orb fixed on the bread-and-cheese,

“It 1s, old sport!” agrecd Posh.

The tramp was obvicusly very hungry,
and Posh felt rather sorry for the dilapidated
gentleman—especially as he was responsible
for the man's unexpected half-wash in the
horse-trough. Ile whispered to his chums,
and, as they nodded, he called out: “Care
10 join us with the grub?”

“By hokey, you've said it!” sighed the
dingy gentleman, seating himself on the
'uan%:. *Ain’t ’ad a bite this day, I ain’t—
strike me pink if I ain’t!”

“Here you are, then, old sport!” said
P’osh, and he handed over a chunk of bread
and a slice of cheese, while his two pals did
likewise.

- “Not a bloomin’ bite!” went on the tram
affably. “’Ard lines—’ard lines!”™ he mused.
“’Iire’'s me with money in me pocket and I
can’t buy a bite of grub or a drirk!”

“Why not?” demanded Sam, staring.
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“Why not?” exclaimed the tramp huskily.
“Why not, hindeed! ’Ere’s me, Honest Alf
Snooks, daren’t go into no shop and arsk
for grub. ’'Cos why? -’Cos if I shows me
ten-bob note they’ll call in a bloomin’ copper.
They’d conspect me of stealin’ it—me, mind
you, what's called Honest Alf! And the
copper would want to know where I'd got
it from| It’s ’ard—cruel ’ard!”

The Trouble Triplets said nothing. '

“Cruel ’ard!” said Honest Alf. * Now, if
I was to ask one of you gents if you could
change a ten-bob note, I know you wouldn't
conspect a man—bein’ kind-hearted gents,
like, you'd change it and trust a man’s face.”’

And he eyed the chums a trifle anxiously.

Posh chuckled.

“Sorry, old nut,” he explained, “but we
haven't @ bean between us!’’

““Not a brass farthing!”’ assented Nippy
cheerfully.  ““Here’s that bobby comin’
again—better ask him, old seout!”

“Eh? What bobby?”’ ejaculated Posh,
“He glanced back along the road and
sighted a constable racing along on a bicycle
towards them,

“(xosh, it’s the same bobby!”’ snapped
Posh. “ After us, I bet! Come on!”’

Luckily the constable hadn’t seen them,
and they scudded round the corner, dived
through a gap in the hedge, and slipped back
along 1t. not wanting to lose sight of their
bread-and-cheese.  'I'hrough the hedge they
spotted the bobby dismount and address
Honest Alf, who looked ready to bolt himself.

““Seen three kids along this road, mate?"
asked the constable,

“Three—three kids?” gasped Honest Alf.

“Yes—I'm arter them!” ecxplained the
bobby briefly. *“Joe Jenks, from the farm
vonder, had a bit of trouble at the Black

- DBull and left ’is coat behind. When he got

back for 1t he found as his gold watch and
a wallet with nstes in ’ad gone. Them kids
must 'a’ took 'em |

Honest Alf fairly panted with relief as ho
pointed round the bend.

“I seed 'em!” he said huskily. “They'vo
jest 'opped it You'll nab ’em nicely,
hofficer 1" -

“The ungrateful rotter!” breathed Posh,
as the constable mounted his bike and raced
away,

Having no desire to fall into the hands of
the Law, the Trouble Triplets took to their
heels across two fields until, sighting a barn,
they went inside, closed the door, and took
refuge in the loft.

Darkness was falling now, and scarcely
had they settled down for the night when
they heard stealthy footsteps in the barn
below. Looking down through the trap-
door, they siehted the dim figure of Honest
Alf. Little dreaming that three pairs of
sharp eyes were watching, Honest Alf it
a black clay pipe, and then by the light of
his match began to gloat over & gold watch
that he drew from his pocket.

“The thieving rotter!” breathed Posh,
“That’'s Joe Jenks' watch for a—— Oh,
my—— Yarroooop |’* =
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Posh ended with a wild yell of alarm as he
suddenly overbalanced, and Sam, who -was
leaning over his shoulder, followed his
example, :

Together they nose-dived through the trap-
door, and, amidst a shower of hay, dropped
plump on top of Honest Alf, i\'irp}*, not
to be outdone, followed them gracefully. The
tramp gave a fiendish howl, and next
moment all four were mixed up m a
struggling, velling heap in the dark barn,

Just then hasty footsteps and voices
sounded outside. The door opened wide, re-
vealing Joe Jenks, a farm-hand, and the
constable.

“T told you so!” vyelled the farm-hand ex-
citedly. “I sced them kids come in here,
and that there tramp, too!”

“It's them!” said the constable grimly,
“Here, stop that, and come along wi’ me,
me lads!’

He hooked a hand in Posh’s collar and
made another grab at Sam. Ionest Alf was
just sneaking out when Nippy dodged for-
ward and collared him.

“Hold on!" he gasped. *‘This is the chap
who pinched the things! Look, he’s got the
watch in his dirty paw now, and he’s got
the wallet in his pocket, I bet!"

“ls that so?’ snorted the constalle.
“Here, my man, let’s have a look at you!”

And he rammed a hand into Honest Alf’s
inner pocket, bringing to light a leather
wallet which proved to holdd several ten-
shilling notes,
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Triplets hurtled down through the loft and fell
in a heap on top of the tramp.

“And I thought themn kids had took ’em!”
gasped Joe Jenks, g.ving the {riplets a
grateful look. “Good for you, kids! 1
s'pose vou tracked him down i

“"Sort of did!” assented Posh solemnly,
“And then we fell on him. Ile wanted to pay
for our bread and cheese, and now,” he
added with a groan. “I s'pose he's pinched
it and scoffed the lot!”

“Taken your grub, too, has he?” snorted
Joe Jenks. “Regular bad ’un, and no error!
[ owe vou kids summut for this—"'

“You ocan pay us back by allowing us to

sleep in vour barn, Mister Jenks!’ said
Posh hopefully. -
“That 1 will, and welcome!” said the

farmer’s son heartily, ““And, what’s more,
I'll see you have some supper, and some
breakfast in the morning afore you goes on!

He did. Five minutes after Honest Alf
had been escorted off to the village lock-up,
the farm-hand returned with a broad grin,
a big jug of steaming cocoa, and a plate
piled high with ham and cheese sandwiches.

“Well, our giddy entertainment was a
success after all, chaps!” quoth Posh, when
the last sandwich had vanished. “What say

yvion'?'?
Sam and Nippy, both nearly asleep,
vawned their agreement.

THE END.

(More about the Trouble Triplels neal
Wednesday. Amusing ? You've said it,
Next week™s yarn is a perfect scream !)
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NELSON LEE and

NIPPER investigate
the mystery of

CHAPTER 1.
The Haunted Room!

¢ WADDLE!"? snorted Admiral Groegory
]l Herbert, his short-clipped, iron-grey
hailr sceming to bristle.
twaddle! I never heard such non-

sencse in all my life! Taunted, indeed !
“You're very ifrank, Gregory,” said Lord

Welleston dryly.

“I’'m your brother, aren’t 1?

“Arrant

I can be as

frank as T hike!” retorted the admiral.
“And when you tell me that this bed-room
is haunted, and that anybody who sleeps in
it 15 liable to sudden death—well, I think
yvou're hecoming senile.”?

One of the other men who were listening
to this heated conversation, laughed,

“Don't you think we’d hetter change the
subject 77 he snggested dryly, “ What abong
that fellow who started filying across ithe
Atlantie yesterday? Do you think he’ll—-"2



“Sorry, Cope, but von ean't put me oft like
that,” interrupted Admiral Herbert, e
want to hear more about this haunted room
—this Monk’s Chamber, TI've known about
it for vears, of course, but I'm hanged if I
suspected that there was any danger attached
to it. I thought it was locked up because 1t
was damp, or some trifling reason of that
kind.” '

Lord Welleston, in spite of the smile on
his face, had a grave look in his eves. He
was an elderly man, greyv-haired and bent-
shouldered. His brother, the admiral, was
some ten years vounger, and looked only
middle-aged. There were several other men
lonnging in the easy chairs, or standing about
the roon.

[t was practically eleven p.m., and Welles-
ton Hall was quiet, The ladies had retired.
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ROBERT W.
COMRADE.

A bbb ibbdiha
Weird and amazing is
the mystery of 1his
haunted room. Men
sleep in it and are
Jound dead. No solu-
tion ; bajfling. Nclson
Lee sleeps in if; and
then——17
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and the gentlemen ol the
house party had accepted
their host’s invitation to
indulge in a final drink
before gomg up to thetr
rO0INS.

Exactly how the subject

of the Monk’s Chamber
cropped up nobody could
remember. Lord Welles.
ton was frankly unwilling
to talk, but the admiral,
i his  wsnal  boisterous,
almo st domineering
manner, insisted Hpon
keeping to the subject.
The other men were mildly
amused ; they werae
voungsters, for the most

part, and it rather tickied
them to sce these elderly

brothers engaged in this

duel,
: “ After all, pater, Uncie
F Civegory is justified in ask-

ing one or two questions,”
romarked the Hon. Clarence Herbert, as he
festooned his long limbs over the edge of the
desk. *“And if it comnes to that, I'm hanged
if T know much about this Monk’s Chamber,
What exactly #¢ the history of 1t%"

“I'd rather not discuss the
Clarence,”’ said his father.

“There  you go again!” snapped the
admiral. “Always trying to shelve the whole
iufernal business! I know that one of your
guests died in that room some years ago, but
I'm hanged if I can see the reason for all
this mystery.”

“Hilda prefers the whole matter to be—
well. undiscussea.”

“Hilda isn't here.” retorted the admiral.
“ And, with all dvue respects to my sister-in-
law, it's my opinion she's interested herself
far ton wnuch, of late wears, in spiritualism

matier,
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and psychic research and such-like nonsense,
By gad! That must be the reason for all this
secrecy, eh?”

“"You're a sceptie, Gregory—and always
have  been,”” replied ord  Welleston,
“Heaven knows, I'm not going to try to
convert you! You were always too much
of a hard nut for me to crack, anyhow, I'll
merely tell you that Sir Pickering has ex-
annuned that room, and it is his considered
opinion that it is charged with menace.”

“Charged with fiddlesticks!” retorted the
admiral blimtly. “We're getting down to it
now! 8o Sir Pickering Brett has put these
ideas into your head? I know he's a clever
fellow, but his views on the occult are
fantastic.”

““I shouldn’t like you to abuse my oldest
friend, Gregory,” said his lordship quietly,
“Sir Pickering 1s a great thinker—in many
ways, a genius, He has studied the subject of
psychie research for thirty-five or forty years,
and, frankly, 1 value his opinion more than
I do yours. You're a confirmed agnostic
on the subject of oceult research, and that, I
think, bars you out.” :

“Nothing of the sort,” said the admiral.
“I'm certainly a disbeliever, but I've still
got my common sense. And when you tell
me that this Monk’s Chamber is haunted
by an evil spirit, I simply don’t believe it,
FFor years you've tabooed all talk about this
room, It's time we knew more about it.”

Lord Welleston sighed,

" My dear Gregory, yon're making a most
ridiculous fuss over nothing,” he said im-
patiently. *'The Monk’s Chamber is merely
an ordinary-looking bed-room, 1t stands by
itself at the end of the East wing, and is,
indeed, completely isolated from: all the
other bed-rooms. It has been locked up for
the last fifteen years.”

““Has anything ever heen seenm in the
Monk’s Chamber? Any phantom?” asked
the admiral,

-iND.J‘J‘

“Any uncanny sounds heard ?’?

“Not that I'm aware of.”

“And yet you maintain that the room is
haunted !” ejaculated the admiral ineredu-
lously., “My dear Arthur, yow're almost
funny! And why is this room ecalled the
Monk's Chamber? Can you tell me that?”

“You know as well as I do that Welleston
Hall stands on the site of a monastery—in
fact, part of the original building is incor-
porated in this one,” replied Lord Welleston,
“The East Wing is the oldest relie, and that
particular room, I believe, was at one timo
nsed as the Abbot’s bed-chamber.”

“Just as I thought!” said the admiral,
“A whole tissue of legend and rumour and
fanciful superstition! Well, I'm going to

sleep in this so-called haunted room—and I'm
going to sleep there to-night 1"
CHANGE came over tihe quiet,
artistially-illuminated old library.
Tho atmesphere became more tense;
men  put down their glasses, and
ceased smoking their cigars or cigarettes. All
eves were turned upon Lord Welleston,
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There was very little change in him, exeept
that his expression had become mecre set.

“"You're not going to do that, Gregory,”
Lhe said quietly. “I forbid it.”

" Afraid I shall be found dead in the morn-
ing ?” asked the old sailor, with a snort.
“Nobody need know—except us. Hang it,
Arthur, it’s up to you to agree. I want to
prove that these ideas of yours are pre-
posterous.”™ :

“They are not preposterous,”” said his lord-
ship, almost harshly. *‘ Brett was down here
only last weck; he examined that room; ho
gave it as his solemn, considered opinion
that it contains a ghastly menace. A spirit
haunts the Monk’s Chamber——an elemental.
That is to say, an evil spirit which is
capable of assuming tangible form."”

“Tangible rubbish ! growled the admiral
impatiently. “You’re getting worse and
virse, Arthur! In fact, after this, I’m more
determined than ever. I'mm going to sleep
in that room to-night.”

“Good man!” grinned Ponsonby Cope.
“Looks as if we're going to get a bit of
excitement out of this party, after all.”

“I didn’t ask you to interfere!” snapped
Lord Welleston angrily. “If you’'re not satis-
fied with my hospitality, Ponsonby, you can
go! I didn’t invite you here to give you any
thrills or excitement.”

Cope cynically shrugged his shoulders.

“1 suppose can counsider myself duly
told off, eh?” he said, with a trace of a
sneer in his voice. ‘“That’s good enough for
me, uncle! I'm off to bed.”

He lounged out of the library, and Lord
Welleston breathed more’ freely.

“It’s no good—I don’t like Ponsonby—
never did,” he muttered. “He's too in-
fernally self-possessed, too much of a rake.
I'm sorry I invited him here.”

“Ie’s our only nephew, so we must put

up with him.” said the admiral. *“ Now, if
you'll show me this Abbot’s Chamber, I'll
O

~ The door opened again, and Cope looked
in,

“Just occurred to me,” he remarked.
“I'll bet you a hundred, level money, Uncle
Gregory, that you don’t stick the night out
in the Monk's Chamber.,”

“Done " boomed the admiral. “You reck-
less young idiot! I'll take that hundred
pounds at breakfast-time to-morrow.”

Cope chuckled, and vanished again.

“You shonldn’t have done that, Gregory,”
said Lord Welleston.  “Ponsonby knows
more abont that room than you do. He was
down here some weeks ago, and he spent a
lot of his time in the chamber with Sir
Pickering Brett. He professes to scorn the
occult, but T think it is just a pose.”

“All the more reason for me to show him
up and take Lis hundred pounds,” retorted
Admiral Ierbert. *“Now, then, let’s have
no more of this haggling. I'm not a child,
Arthur, and T tell you I'm going to sleep
in that room to-night.’>
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He was absolutely insistent, and in despair
Lord Woelleston finally gave way to him.
Thereupon the small company Ieft the
library, and precceded towards the east
wing to have a look at the remarkable bed-
room which had invoked all this discussion.

CHAPTER 2.
Tragedy!
HEE Monk's Chamber
]I proved to be a
sombre, depressing-
looking  bed-room.
Although Welleston Hall
was wired throughout,
and provided with its own

clectric light, this one bed-

room had been left
unprovided.

Everything connected
with 1t was drab. The

carpet was old and faded;
the tapestries which hung

upon the walls were of
exquisite quality  and
probably worth a lot of

money, but they gave one
the impression of unfriend-
liness; the furniture was
antique and stiff, the old-
fashioned four-poster being particularly ugly.
Iii every aspect the room was cheerless.

Lord Welleston had set light to the two
candles on the mantelpiece, and this dim
radiance, after the soft glow in the library,
seemed particularly eerie. The room struck
a chill into everybody.

“By Jovel You're welcome to it, uncle,”
said the Hon. Clarence, with a shiver,

“I wish you’d forsake this absurd idca,
Gregory,” said Lord Welleston.

It was unwise of him. His brother, an
exceedingly obstinate man, was all the more
determined to carry on with his project,

“Think I'm frightoned by this place?” he
asked. ““What’s the matter with the bed-
room? You're allowing your imagination
to get the better of you, Clarence ! ;

“Why not leave it until to-morrow
night 77 asked Lord Welleston. “The place
1s damp, Gregory. Cuan’t vou feel the chill
in the air? I'll have a fire lit to-morrow,
i:ind [Eﬂ:l:("! room can be thoroughly aired and
ricd,

“And to-morrow you'll try to persuade me

to give up the idea, ch?” retorted his
brother.  "“Oh, no! I've made up my
mind.”

“But the bed might be damp——"

“Clarence, my boy, just dash to my bed-
room and bring my own sheets and blankets,
will  you?” asked the adiniral briskly.
““That point’s soon settled, Arthur. As for
tho chill, that can be remedied, too.”

He strode forward, bent over the quaint
old fireplace, and chuckled. The fire was
laid in readiness—as it had been apparently
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for fiftcen vears. Lord Welleston bit his lip,
but said nothing. The fire was slow in get- ~
ting under way after the admiral put a
match to 1t; but after one or two bursts of
smoke into the room the chimney cleared
itself, and the wood began to crackle.

“Better already,” smiled the admiral.
“What about some more candles? Plenty of
light and a cheerful fire and we’ll be com-
fortable enough. 1I'll guarantee, Arthur,
that I sleep like a top.”

Lord Welleston shrugged his shoulders.

“All I hope is that
nothing tragic comes of
this,” he said, with con-
cern. “‘It's all very well
for you to grin, Gregory.
I'm serious. Promise me
that yvou’ll eall for help at
the first sign of anything—
unusual.”

“I'll do more than that,”
smiled his brother. “If I
really do see a ghost, or
become aware of anything
occult in this recom. I'll
lecave it at once and go
back to my own bed-room.”

“1f yonr do that you'll

lose your bet, uncle,”
grinned the  Hon.
Clarence.

“By gad. ves!” said the
admiral. “But, as nothing will happen, what
does it matter? While you’re fetching those
blankets and thinge you might bring my

pyjamas, there’s a good fellow., And my
dressing-gown.”

“I shan't tell Hilda about this,” said
Lord " Welleston, after Clarence and the

others had gone. “Upon my word, Gregory,
I'm sorry you're so pigheaded——"

“Don’t start all over again,” interrupted
his brother. “ As for Hilda, it’s just as well
that she should know nothing. I don’t want
her bothering about here in the middle of
the night, besceching me to come out.
We'll tell her at breakfast.” ’

Even Lord Welleston was beginning to
feel more comfortable five minutes later.
The Hon. Clarence had returned with a vast
bundle of pillows and shcets and blankets,
Another four candles were burning, and the
fire was blazing up into a cheerful, radiant
glow. Coals were piled on, and the chill of
the room had already given place to a soft
warmth. The Monk’s Chaniber was con-
verted. Its sinister appearance was no more,

“T'll come along and give vou a call at
seven o'clock sharp, " promised

uncle ! |
Clarence. “Would you like a cup of tea?”

f'Dor;’t- be a young idiot,” retorted the
sailor. “Tea, indeed! What do you take

me for—an old woman?"

“How about a tot of grog, then?"” grinned
Clarence.

They departed, and Clarence, at all events,
felt no qualms whatever about his unele's
security in the Monk’s Chamber.
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'YET the Hon. Clarence did not sleep as

soundly as usual,
Perbaps the thing was on his mind,.
When six o’clock came the young man
decided that it would be a bright schene to
go along and see how his uncle had fared,
He ncedn’t necessarily awaken him.

It was a perfectly glorious carly summer’s
morning.  Yesterday there had been dark
‘clouds, and the temiperature had been low,
but now the sun was shining and the birds
were singing.

The Hon. Clarence draped a bath-robe
round his tall figure, lit a cigarctte, and
sallied forth. The great country mansion
was only just awakening; some of the
domestics were heginning to stir, But in
this part of the house—where Clarence
wandered—everything was still quiet.

He peeped into the Monk’s Chamber
cautiously, The fire was out, the curtains
were drawn, and only a dim light trickled
in. The air scemed warm and stuffy after
the freshness of the corridor. Admiral
Herbert was apparently sound asleep.

‘““ Better not rouse the old chap as early as
this,” murmured Clarence. ‘““What an 1diot
I am——-" _

His thoughts ended abruptly. His eyes
were more accustomed to the gloom by now.
And it seemed to him that there was some-
thing unnaturally rigid about the figure
beneath the bedelothes. It was absurd, of
course, but——  He tip-toed forward. It
would be just as well to satisfy himself.
Then, as Clarence came near to the bed, his
heart nearly stopped beating.

“Great Heavens 2 he muttered, horrified,

He did not nced telling that Admiral
Gregory was dead. The old man’s face was
distorted with terror; it was waxen iIn its
whiteness; and the eyes were staring straight
upwards, fixedly and glassily. His hands
were just outside the bedelothes, and they
were half-clenched ; even in death he secemed
to be warding off some terrible danger.

Clarence gripped himself hard. A feeling
of unaccountable fear came over him: he
looked round at this sombre room as though
expecting' some monstrous thing of evil to
leap cut upon him.

He touched nothing, but turned to the
door, reached 1it, and got out into the cor-
ridor once again. QOut there he felt better:
he could breathe more freelv. What should
he do? His mother and father would be
gricf-stricken.  And then there were the
guests

A figure appcared at the other end of the
corridor, and Clarence glanced up sharply.
Lord Welleston was coming along, attired
in his bath robe. He, too, it scemed, was
anxious concerning the admiral.

“Clarence,” said his lordship shfrply as
he came along, “what are vou doing here?
How 18 your Uncle Gregory 7"

Clarence faced his father and took him
by the arm.

“Better not go in, pater,” he said quietly,
“Something’s happened.” '

“Clarence! You don’'t mean——’

?
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“Looks like it, pater,” nbddded Clarence.
“It'’s horrible! I've only been here two
minutes myself——"

He got no further. for Lord Welleston had
pushed past him. Clarenco stood out in the
corridor, waiting, His father came out a
minute later, his shoulders bowed down, his
face ghastly. Duving this brief period he
scemed to have aged ten years,

“I warned him!” he was muttering tremu-
lously. “Didn’t I, Clarence? Warned
him! What are we to do? Poor, poor
Gregory! If only he had heeded ”

“Steady, pater,” said Clarence quietly,
“We've got to keep our heads, you know,
There are all the guests to think of. We
maust send for a doctor at once—and the
police, too.”

“Police 7"’ asked his father, horrified.

“I'm afraid so. The police will have to
be informed, anyhow, whether they come or
not,” replied the young man. *“ You’'d better
leave everything to me. I'll get busy on the
telephone, and I'll send some wires, too.”

“Yes, ves,” said Lord Welleston, *Send
a telegram to Brett! Send it at once! Urge
Sir Pickering to come down immediately ! If
there is one man in this world who can solve
this mystery, it is Sir Pickering Brett!”

But the Hon. Clarence had his own ideas
on that point, and when he sent the telegram
off e included another, and that other one
was addressed to Mr. Nelson Lee, the
celebrated criminciogist, of Gray's Inn Road.

NELSGN LEE only took Nipper down

with him. This didn’t seem to be a
case where a number of his cubs
would prove useful. They travelled
in the Rolls-Royce Special, and arrived at

‘the fine old Surrey mansion soon after nine

o'clock; in fact, before breakfast was over.

The Monk’s Chamber was now in the pos-
sesstion of a police-inspector and a constable.
Nelson Lee was fortunate enough to run
into the doctor in the hall, just after Clarence
had come out to welcome him.

“This 1s Dr. Melford,” said the Hon.
Clarence. “'The police don’t scem to make
much of the affair, and we're hoping that
they’'ll soon clear cut. I mean, it’s a bit
frightful having police on the premises,”

““Any more f{rightful than having detec-
tives 77 asked Netson Lee dryly.

“Oh, well, you're different, Mr, Lee,”
replied the Hon, Clarence, “I'm a great pal
of Bertie Glenthorne, the air chap, and I
know that Bertie's brother is—or was—with
yvour academy. Sort of family {riends, as
you might say.”

: ]]])r. Meclford was looking at Lee thought-
ully.

“I appreciate Clarence’s enthusiasm, of
course, but I'm really afraid he's brought you
down here on a wild-poose chase, Mr. Lee,”
he said. “My examination of Admiral Her-
bert lecaves no doubt whatever in my mind
that he died a natural death. There’ll beo
an inquest, of course, but the result is a
forecone conclusion.™
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“I'm szorry if I've been too bhasty,” said
Clarence. “DBut what with ilis talk about
ghosts and all that T thought I'd better get
an cxpert on the job.”

“I think I'm the only expert needed,” re-
plied the doctor. *“There’s no sign of foul
play whatever. There's little doubt that the
admiral’s heart was affected, and his arteries
were considerably hardened.”

-

—
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“You think he might have died of fright "
a.‘ik{’.ﬂl IJUE.

“Well, of shock, anyway,” said Dr. Mel-
ford. *“And when I say shock, I mean in
the sense that he knew that the Monk's
Chamber was a room of evil repute, It was all
very well for him to be blustering and to
make a show of bravade in front of a crowd,
but when he was alone in that room, with
the whole night facing him, it was different.”

“What do you think happened, then?"”
asked Clarence,

“We can, of course, only make the wildest
guess,” sald the doctor. “Probably wour
uncle went to sleep. Something may have
awakened him—a falling coal from the fire,
or possibly a rat in the wainscoting. He
awolke with a start, remembering where he
was., The f{lickering of the fire may have
created grotesque shadows., Just a question
of the subconscious mind. Undoubtedly the
admiral received a big fright, and died on
the spot. But there’s absolutely nothing to
prove that there was any occult manifesta-
fim}. I'm a materialist, and refuse to belicve
it !

“Mayv I see the body ?" asked Lee.

“(Certainly, I'll take vou up.”

“'fell vour parents I'll be with them very
shortly, Mr., Herbert,” said Nelson Lee. “1

Nipper heard a ery and, look-
ing up, he saw a hand appear
out of the window—only to
vanish almost immediately.

-
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think I'd better get this unpleasant business
over at the start. Oh, and by the way,” he
added, indicating a trunk or two in the
hall, “why these?”

“Some of the guests getting ready to go,
I suppose,” said Clarence.

“The house party i1s breaking up?”

‘“Well, hang it, aiter what’s happened—"

“I shall advise your father to urge hig
guests to remain,” interrupted Lee. “ You
might give him a hint to that effect befare I
come.,”

The Hon. Clarence opened his eyes wider.

“Great Scott!” he ejaculated, lowering his
voice. “ You don’t suspect——"

“I've only just arrived, Mr. Herbert, and
I don’t suspect anybody,” broke in the great
detective, his voice crisp and concise., **Or,
to be more accurate, I suspect everybody.
With all deference to you, Dr. Melford, I
must satisfy myself that this is genuinely a
case of natural death. If it ig, all well and
cood; if 1t isn’t, then somebody in this houso
must be responsible,”

“Gad!” muttered Clarence.
nasty posstbility.”

The doector was inclined to be a bit stand-
offish for a while. Nelson Lee’s suggestion
"had rather offended him. It was all the more
impudent on Lee’s part because he was a
mere layman. Dr. Melford wasn’t aware of
the fact that the great Gray’s Inn Road
criminologist was entitled to place several
letters after his name, and that he was, in
fact, a fullv-qualified medical man.

The body had been removed to the
admiral’s own bed-room, and Nelson Lee
made a wvery thorough, careful examination.
When he eame out Nipper looked at him
closely, but his face was as inscrutable as

“That’'s a

ever. Dr. Melford, however, was not looking
anything like so calm and confident as
formerly. :
“Well, guv'nor?” asked Nipper cagerly.
“We stay, young "un,” was all Nelson Lee
veplied.

— f—
L]

CHAPTER 3.
The Challenge!

ADY WELLESTON was in a state of
partial collapse when Nelson Lee was
mtroduced to her. Her husband was
only in a little better condition, The

iragic death of Lord Welleston's brother in
such peculiar circumstances had bowled them
both over. .

“I fancy we owe you an apology for drag-
ring you down here, Mr. Lee,” said his
ordship wearily, “It was my son’s doing;
e sent for you on” his own initiative. I am
delighted to have you in my house, of course,
and it is good to have somebody capable and
rchiable by m;.r’side. I hope you will remain

—as my guest.’

“I tgank you, Lord Welleston, but there i3
vet a possibility that I may be required in
my pmfes.siﬂna? capacity,” said Nelson Leo
gquietly, “'There are certain features of this
case which are distinetly unusual. In the
first place, I do not agree with Dr. Melford’s
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opinion. Your brother did not die of fright.”

“If it comes to that, I am just as certain
of it as you are,” replied Lord Welleston.
“My poor brother was killed by that
diabolical presence which haunts the Monk’s
Chamber }!”

Ponsonby Cope, who was lounging in an
easy-chair, rose to his feet.

“If I'm allowed to join in this discussion,
I'd like to say that I regard the whole ghost
yarn as so much poppycock,” he said, with
more than a touch of contempt in his voice.
“*No offence to you, uncle—or to you either,
aunt. But I sunply don’t believe it. The
Monk’s Chamber is no more haunted than
this library i1s!”

Lord Welleston tightened his lips as he
glanced at his nephew,

“I didn’t ask for your opinion, Ponsonby,
and ncither do I ask for your comments,” he
sald coldly. “Your attitude sinco this
tragedy was revealed has been grossly un-
S}’lﬂ%&l-llﬂilﬂ. I'm not at all pleased with
yvou,

“I'm sorry about that,” said Cope. “But,
after all, 'm not far fram forty, my dear
uncle, and I think I’'m entitled to my own
opinion. I don’t quite see why I should be
bottled up and snubbed e

“Let the matter drop,” broke in his uncle,
“Heaven knows we don’t want any un-
pleasantness. DBut when you urge my own
son to sleap in that same room I feel that my
only courso is to order you out of the
house !

Cope smiled, and gave Lee a sly wink.

“I don’t sce anything wrong in that,
uncle,” he protested. “Clarence is just as
unbelieving as I am, and I merely sugpested
that it would be a good way of putting an
end to all thesc wild stories of hauntings if
he slept in that room himself.”

“An outrageous suggestion,” said Lady
Welleston indignantly.

“But T gnly proposed that after Clarenco
had forbidden me to sleep in it,” continued
Ponsonby Cope, with justifiable warmth.
“Both of us are strong, healthy men, and
there’s not a chance in a thousand that we
should dic of heart failure like Unecle Gregory.
And you must admit that it wouwld scotch,
once and for all, these stories about the room
being haunted:”

“1f Clarence or you slept in that room
vou would die, too,” declared Lord Welles-
ton harshly. “We'll drop the subject, As
for your statement, Mr. Lee, that my brother
did not die of fright, I should like to know
your exact meaning. Do you agree with mo
that he was killed by occult means?”

"I would prefer not to commit myself to
any definite opinion just yet, Lord Welles-
ton,” replied Lee. "With your permission, 1
will go to this chamber and examine it.”

ELSON LEE'S investigations in thoe
Monk's Chambeg were apparently
futile,

The roora was deveid of any secret
devices. Nelson Lee, being an investigator,
was compelled te look at the mysterious
death from every angle; and 1t would have
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been absurd to dismiss the theory that the
admiral had been murdered.

There was no evidence of such a crime,
however. Lee and Nipper tested the walls,
the floor, the cetling, and every inch of
the roomn. Nothing had been tampered with,
The Monk's Chamber stood in an isolated
position; hidden passages were impossible,
since the room formed‘a jutting wing, with
outer walls on three sides and a corridor
along the fourth. There were two windows
in the chamber, The fireplace was exactly
opposite the door. . Overhead there was
nothing but the roof, while underneath there
was the butler’s pantry and a store-room—
both of which were not nowadays used.
There was no trace of a trapdoor.

“1f somebody entered the room during the
night—which 1 only regard as a slender possi-
bility—he must have done so either by the
door of one of the windows,’”' said Nelson
Lee. “We can dismiss the windows because
there are Hower-beds immediately beneath,
and they arve exceedingly wide. They don’t
reveal a trace of any footprint or dis-
turbance, and 1t is certain that no ladder
was placed against the wall.”

“What about the door, guv'nor?” asked
Nipper.

“1f somebody entered by the door, and
Admiral Herbert was murdered, that some-
body must be a member of the housechold,
or a guest,” continued Lee, *““unless, of
course, an outsider broke in, like an ordinary
burglar—which 1s very unlikely.”

“You're keeping something back, guv'nor,””
said Nipper. “ You know jolly well that the
poor old chap was murdered.”

=1 11"

“You say he didn't die of heart failure in
the ordinary way?”

“He didn't die of fright, if that is what
you mean,” replied Lee. ‘““Remember the
character of tlys man. He wasn’t a quiet,
superstitious country gentleman—but a
hardened sailor; a man who had sailed to
every part of the world, who had spent his
life afloat, and had proved his sterling

courage in more than one naval battle. Is
that the kind of man to die of fright,
Nipper ?”

“He wouldn't do 1it, guv'nor,” agreed

Nipper. “But if you don’t admit the
possibility of a ghost, what’s the explana.
tion 7"’

“If we are patient—if we display caution
and lie low—we might make a few dis-
coveries,” replied Lee smoothly. “We're
Lord Welleston’s guests, young 'un, Don’t
forget that. We came as investigators, but
we remain as guests.”

“What do you think of that chap Cope?”
asked Nipper, lowering his voice. * He
strikes me as being several kinds of a rotter,
And don't forget that he advised the Hon,
Clarence to sleep in this room.”

“What of 1?7’ asked Lee innocently.
“Come off 1if, -guv’'nor!” said Nipper.
“Now that the admiral’s gone, Cope will
inherit the title if Clarence pops off, too.
Tt's a certainty that the old boy wouldn’t
stand the shock of losing his son—and I
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fancy that Lady Welleston would crack uE,
too. It's horrible, but I can’t help think-
Iltg___!!

“"The less vou think in that direction, the
better,”’ broke in Lee admonishingly. “My
dear young ass, it's only a wild theory—and
we'd better leave theories alone. 1 don’t
care for Cope myself—he’s the type of man
I instinctively distrust—but there's a wide
gap between a ead and a murderer.”

the

HE next event of interest was
u arrival of Sir Pickering Brett. e
proved to be an extraordinary per-
sonality.

Nelson Lee had never met him person-
ally, although he had once or twice heard
him lecturing. He was a very famous man—
not so much a spiritualist as an investigator
of occult phenomena. He was regarded as
one of the greatest experts on such subjects
in the world.

He was a small, weedy, middle-aged man,
somewhat younger than he really looked.
His frame gave a hint of wiriness, and his
ill-assorted clothing hung upon it loosely.
But it was his head which attracted the
most attention. His head was necarly bald,
and his forehead was ecnormously hign,
bulging outwards over his deep-set eyes, One
felt, upon meeting him, that here was a
great mind—a masterly personality, Iis
voice was as surprising as the rest of him;
for instead of being deep, as one might havo
supposed, it was thin and reedy.

“I warned you, my dear Welleston—I
warned you,”” he said, after the greetings
were over., ‘‘My previous investigations con-
vinced me that the Monk’s Chamber 1is
definitely haunted by a dangerous and
vindictive elemental. This Thing resented
your brother’s intrusion, and killed him.”

“I'd like to put you alone with Mr. Les
for an hour or two, Brett,”’ said his lordship.
“Mr. Lee is no believer in the oceult,”

“No?" said Sir Pickering, gazing at
Nelson Lee coldly. “What is he doing here?
I always understood that ne was a detective ?
This is not an inquiry in which he should
be meddling.”

“My dear Pickering!”
ship.

“If I offend Mr. Lee, I can't help it—I'm
a blunt man,” retorted Sir Pickering. “ Men
of Mr. Lee’s type do more harm than good.
They laugh and scoff at genuine phenomnena,
and bring ridicule upon a great science, 1
might as well say at once that Mr. Lce and
I will not be friends.”

Nelson Lee laughed,

“Because we hold different opinions, Sir
Pickering, there is no reason why we should
be at loggerheads,”” he said dryly. "You
do me an injustice when you suggest that I
scoff at a great science. I will admit that
I have an open mind on such mattern, and
if you can succeed in convincing me thas
yvour own point of view is correct, I skall bo
a ready convert,”

Nelson Lee, Nipper, Lord Welleston and
the Hon, Clarence accompanied Sir Picker-
ing to the Monk's Chamber. 8ir Pickering

protested his lord-
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entered and then halted abruptly, an expres-

sion of acute tensim_l on his face.
“I feel it 1" he eaid, in a whisper,

here—in the air. This room is full of stark
danger. 1 have investigated too many cases

of this kind not to know.”

“But not danger in broad
daylight 7" asked Nelson Lee.

“Danger always,” retorted
the other sharply., *“It is a
fatal and idiotic mistake to
assume that a haunted room is
only dangerous at midnight,
and during the hours of dark-
ness. This room is the lurk-
ing placo of a poltergeist—in
other words, a spirit which 1s
capable of materialisation at
any moment., Do not dare to
¢ross the threshold.”

“Mad as a hatter!” mur-
mured the Hon. Clarence 1uto
Nipper's ear.

“Ho gives one a
creepy  feeling down
the spine, all the
same.”  whispered
Nipper,

Lord Welleston had
hastily retired beyvond
the threshold, and they
now watched while
Sir Pickering moved
about  on tiptoe, as
thoneY;, fearful of dis-
tiihing some hidden
presence,

“You had better come out,
said his lordship. “If it is dangerous for us,
1t 13 equally dangerous for you.”

“I am in no danger—and you would be
iu no danger, Welleston,” said
curtly,  “This elemental spirit

|

I

Pickering,”

the other
ig

antagonistie towards its encmics,

powerless against us. Those who disbelieve
—such as your brother—are inevitably
doomed. They may come into this room a
hundred times and ecscape. The poltergeist
does not always strike. DBut when he does
strike, death 1is certain.”

A laugh came fromn the corridor, and Si¢
Pickering swung round, excited and angry.

“Who was that?” he demanded. “Who 18
daring to jeer at me?”

“Not at all, my dear sir,”’ said Ponsonby
Cope, lounging into the deorway. *'1 was
only amused, I wouldn’t dream of jeering.’”
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“Stay out ! commanded the occult expert.
This room is full of danger.”

“I'd like to sleep in 1t to-might, all the
same,” said Cope, “Surely I can take the
risk if T want to? Or what about you,
Clarence? Supposing we sleep in it together?

TR

——

—

——
—
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tall, isn't it? Enough to test anyone's

courage,”’ _
The Hon. Clarence clenched his fists; his

fresh voung  face became suffused with
colour,
“You infernal ead, Ponsonby!” lLe

shouted. " Are vou trving to goad me? I
will sleep in this room to-night—and alone,
ton.” :

“Good man!” chuckled Cope. “No
offence at all—I was only hoping to get you
up to the scratch. I'm as keen as you are
on proving that this ghost varn 1z a lot of
bunkum.”

He strolled away chuckling. And Nipper
gave a quick glance at Nelson Lee. Cope
had succeeded in  egging on the Hon,
Clarenee to follow the example of Admiral
Herbert ! There was  something grimly
sienificant 1n that fact,

Nipper and Nelson Lee rushed into

the room, Lying on the floor were
: the inert figures of Ponsonhy Cope
! and Sir Pickering Brett.

L

Os vou alone? It docsn’t maticr a bit—as
long as gve prove our point,”
The Hon. Clavence looked uncomfortable.

“Better drop the subject, ’ons, old man,”
he said.

“Hallo! settine the wind up?” asked
Cope, with a sneer.

“No, confound wvoun, I'm not!” retorted
Clarence,

“Sounds like it, old boy: anyhow, I'll

guarantee that vou wouldn’t sleep in this
room to-night, all by yourself,” drawled
Ponzonby Cope. **And, alter &, it is a bit

—————

CHAPTER 4.
What Happened to Clarence!

64 OU won't allow this, Welleston?”
asked Sir Pickering DBrett shavply.

Lord Welleston looked helpless as
he shrugged his shoulders.

“What can I do?” he asked wearily.
“T'hese youngsters rule us nowadays, Picker-
ing. I haven't the strength to protest. But,
by gad, I do protest!” he added, with sud-
den fire. “Clarence, you shan’'t be such a
young fool 1"
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There was a determined look in the young
man’s eyes.

“I-.Iv delightful cousin has dared me,
pater,” he replied. “I've never turned
down a_dare in my life—not at St. Frank’s

or at Oxford. I’ll sleep in this room to-
night, and I’ll sleep alone. And frankly,
pater, I’'m glad of the upmmtumtv, beecause
| lmﬂ.r*nt the slightest sympathy with you in
your ‘ghost’ theories,”

“Young man, you don’t know what you
arce doing ” said Sir Pickering Brett harshly.

“I forbid ycu to sleep——"

“I'm sorrv, Sir Pickerine,” interrupted
the Hon., Clarcnce, looking determined.
“AMay 1 remind you that you are a guest
in thiz house? What you forbid, or do not
forbid. is of no interest to me. You forgot
yoursclf !

e strode down the
15[]1(1[[1"’ breathed hard.
‘All our tempers are on edge, Pickering,”

Lord Welleston mmmnfmmbh l’m

1y

corridor, and Sir

.J,Id
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sure I don’t know what to do.
d?tormtned 4

"Let him ﬁleep in this room—and you will
have no heir,” said Sir Pickering, with con-
viction. *‘It 13 madness| Heavens! What
folly 1”

Nelson Lee, who had taken no part in this
cconversation—although he had missed
nothing—took Lord Welleston by the arm
and led him back to the library.

“Do your best for me, Mr. Lee,” pleaded
the old peer. “Get Clarence by himself and
tu]k”io him., This thing must be stopped

The boy 1is

“On the contrary, I shall do everything in
my power to further it 1” interrupted Lee.

IIis lordship halted and stared at Lec im
amazement,

"1 don’t understand !” he exclaimed,

“Let me tell you at once, Lord Welleston,
that the menace of the Monk’s Chamber is
not occult,” said Nelson Lee deliberately.
“If I can induce Clarenco to let me slecp
with him, all well and good. I had intended
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spending the night alone 1n the Monk's
Chamber, but after what has happened that
is impossible—and perhaps it is better that
Clarence should do this thing by himself,”

“Ile 1s my only son,” muitcred the old
man. "I am {rightened, Mr. Leo!"

It was significant that Lord Welleston, in
his agitation, should turn to Nelson Lee for
advice and support. 8ir Pickering Brett was
a friend of twenty years’ standing; but
Lee’s personality was the greater in spite
of Brett’'s eminence.

“As regards being frightened, you can
make your mind ecasy at once,” said the
dctective gently. “I would like this to bo
strictly between ourselves, Lord Welleston;
but vou can rest assured that your son will
be fully protected to-night, I shall take such
measures as will safeguard him from any
danger.”

Lord Welleston eclasped Lee’s hand;
assurance was cnough.

“I may tell Hilda-——Lady Welleston?” he
asked cagcerly.

"Of course,” agreed Lee. "But I should
like all the guests io believe that Clarence is
duplicating your brother’'s escapade of last
night. Leave this to me, and I guarantce
that your son will come to no harm.”

TIIE rest of the day passed quietly. The

the

guests, at Lord Welleston’s request,

remained at the Hall. Most of them

went out for the day, and Lord and
Lady Welleston kept very much to them-
selves. Ponsonby Cope lounged in a ham-
mock all the afternoon, reading. Nipper
found time hanging heavily on his hands,
for Nelson Lee secemed content to movo
quictly about, apparently doing nothing.

Sir Pickering Brett scarcely moved out of
the Monk’s Chamber. He was making care-
ful investigations, and his sincerity could
not be doubted. Ie was a confirmed
devotee of the oceult, and it wasn’t often
that he came across an authenticated case of
an active elemental.

He was much in evidence when Clarence
prepared to 'spend the night in the fatal
room. Ponsonby Cope was there, too. If
ihere had been any ill-feeling, it was now
patched up. Clarence was determined, and
ne was being allowed to have his own way,
e refused all offers of company.

“You will, at least, permit me to tako
certain safeguards?” asked Sir Pickering
eagerly. “If you are so foolhardy about thig
thing. let me take one or two simple steps
which will help to proteet you from the evil
spueat.”’

1“0}1 " said Clarence. "“So there are wayvs
of beating these Johnnies 7"

“1 regret your flippancy, Clarenee,” .said
Sir Pickering sternly. ‘I propose that we
move the bed into the middle of the room.
I will then chalk a pentacle on the floor
around the bed, and that will ward off the
clemental’s attack.”

“A challk mark?” asked Clarence, staring.

21

"My boy, vou don't understand theza
things,” said the other. * It is not the chalk
mark—but the pentacle itself which will pro-

tect vou, In this instance, however, I doubt
the cllicacy of such a measure.”

“So do I—very much,” murmured
Clarence.

“This elemental is the most active I have
ever cucountered; its power 1s entirely evil,”
said Sir Pickering. “However, if [ draw
this five-pointed star with care, and take
other precautions, I think you may be safe.
I have taken the liberty of bringing somc
gariic, and if I smudge this round the floor,
just within the pentacle, the protection will
be much stronger.”

“TI1 bet it will!” said Clarence. " Any
ghost that could get past a barrage of garlie
1s worth fighting. But what about me, in
the middle? Am 1 supposed to use a
clothes-peg on my nese?”

“Ioolish boy !"” said Sir Pickering angrily.
“Why will you persist in treating these sub-
jects so jocularly ¥ Do you not realise that
vou are ip danger—stark danger? Let mo
make this pentacle. Within it T will mark
a circle, and then I will make the Second
Sign of the Saaamaaa Ritual.”

“If it's all the same to you, old boy,” I'd
much rather do without all these fixings,”
said Clarence gently. “I think we ean par-
ticularly say good-bye to the garlie.”

The Monk's Chamber was looking more
cheerful to-night, A powerful lamp had
been provided, and the fire was burning
merrily. One windew was shightly open, and
altogether a less haunted chamber could not
have been imaginad.

Sir Pickering was not enly disgusted, but
alarmed. He talked darkly about the evil
that would follow Clarence’s »refusal to
accept his help. His sincere belief in his
own [antastic protective measures was touch-
INng,

“1 am deeply offended, Mr. Lee,” said the
occult expert. “Why do they ridicule me?
You, too! I beliecve you are just as bad!”

“Gentlemen of your belief are generally
scoffied at, Sir Pickering,” said Lee gently.
“And, really, I fancy that we need to afford
Clarence grcater protection than your five-
pointed star. If vou are earnestly anxious
to help, T should like vou to keep watch in
this corridor.”

“Nothing sball shift me!” vowed Sir
Pickering.  ““Clarence has been foolish

enough to lock himself in, and that alone 13
alarming.”

“Cope will keep you company,” said Lee.
“At the first sign of any di.turbance within
the haunted chamber I want you to shout—
loudly.”

“"You may rely upon me,” promised the
other.

“Unless we both fall asleep,” put in
Ponsonby Cope, with a yawn. *‘Personally,
I think that Clarence will spend an entirely
peaceful night.”

{Continued on pnge 21.)
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truder to enter that room

4

THE ROOM CF DEATH!

(Continued from page 21.)
THE Hon. Clarence was well guarded,

at all events, In addition to the two

men  in the corridor, two other

watchers were outside—one bencath

cither window. Nelson Lee and Nipper were
on the job.

It was now impossible for any human in-

obscrved. If Ponsonby Cope had any evil
designs, the presence of Sir Pickering Brett
would keep them in check.

Nothing happened until well after mid-
night. By this time the rest of Welleston
Hall was sound asleep, and everything was
quict. The light had gone out in the
Monk’s Chamber; only the flickering of the
firc could be scen from outside. And then,
suddenly, at about twelve-thirty, Nelson Lee
stiffened. Standing motionless beneath the
slight!y open window, he had heard some-
thing, A low, gurgling cry—so low that
Nipper heard nothing of it. But it was
cnough for Lee.

“Come, Nipper ! he muttered tensely as
he ran round. ,

Nipper followed, stdrtled. They raced in
through a side door, and tore upstairs. Sir
Pickering and Cope were standing at the
angle of the corridor, near a light, talking
in low voices. They looked round sharply as
Lec and Nipper came running up.

“Did vou hear?” asked Lec sharply.

“Hear? We heard nothing,” rephed Sir
Pickering. “CGood heavens! You don’t
nican ik

Nelson Lee did not wait. Reaching the
door *of the Monk’s Chamber. he tapped on
it. He knocked harder. There was no
ANIWOr,

“This is appalling!” panted Donsonby

Cope, his face twitching., ‘““Nothing can have
happened to Clarence! We've been here all
the time. What are we going to do? The
door 1s locked on the inside!”

A startled look came into his eyes as he saw
what Lee was doing. The detective had pro-
duced a pair of slender, long-pointed pliers,
Quick as thought he inserted them into the
Levhole, With sure touch he found the key,
and with one twist of the pliers he turned it.

* Keep " he muttered as he flung

baek !
apen the door.

iz eleetriec torch flashed into the dim,
fire-lit apartment, and there, on the floor
beside the bed, lav the contorted, mofionless
(iznire of the Hon, Clarence Herbert !

——a

CHAPTER 5.
The Mystery Deepens!

HALI-CHOKING
Ponsonby Cope.
“It's got him!” he gasped, hLorrified.

“(larence is dead!”

“How do vou know that?"” demanded Lee
sharply.

cry came from

without being -
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“kEh? I—l-—-—-
cjaculated Cope.

Lee did not delav., He entered the haunted
room, and in three strides he was bending
over Clarence’s still figure. But before Lee
could touch it he experienced a scnsation of
shock. He looked up suddenly, ineredulously.
ﬁgme appallingly strong influence_had gripped
1im.

The.room scemed to be charged with some
uncanny force. Tt was unutterably horrible,
It was invisible, intangible, and yet it gripped
Lee like a vice. Something was affecting his
very brain, and he imagined he could see
horrid shapes in the shadowy corners. With
a supreme effort, he scized Clarence, rose to
his feet, and strode out of the room,

“Lock the door, Nipper!” he said thickly.
“Put the key in your pocket.”

“But, Mr. Lee——" began Sir Pickering.

“1 am beginning to believe that your fears
were right, Sir Pickering,” snapped Leec.
“This room 1s ghastly! The second vietim
within twenty-four hours!”

“Clarence 1s~-dead ?"" asked Cope hoarsely,

“Dead—yes!” retorted Lee, his voice full
of reproach and sorrow. “T was one minute
too late! This will kill Lady Welleston !”

With the body in his arms, Lee hastened
away, leaving Nipper to follow with the key.
Lee went straight to Clarence's own room,
and by the time he had laid the still figure
on the bed Wipper had arrived--with Lord
and Lady Welleston at his heecls.

“What has happened 7"’ asked her ladyship
faintly. “Oh., Mr. Lee——"

“Clarence is dead!” broke in the old pecr
harshly. “Fools! What fools we were to
permit this! TFirst my brother—mow wmy son!
What curse 1s on this house 7

His voice was raised in anguish, and out in
the corridor several of the guests, aroused
by the ecommotion, heard. Nelson Lee
glanced at the half-open door, and he quickly
gave a sign to Nipper.

“Guard it. young ’‘un.”
“Keep outside, and do
approach.”

“0.K., Chick,”
vanished.

“Lady Welleston, take this calmly,” said
the detective, as cool as ice.  “I have deliber-
ately taken steps to give out a false impres-
sion, Your son iz not dead—and within five
minutes I'll have him awake!”

“Oh!” cried Lady Welleston.

The shock was considerable and she half
swooned. While her husband was attending
to her, Nelson Lee gave his whole atten-
tion to the Hon. Clarence. He whipped out
a research case from under the bed, sclected
a tiny hypodermie syringe, and plunged the
needle into Clavence’s arm. Ho bLfted the
voung man's eyvelids and then he felt his
pulse. Clarence’s face was waxen white, but
gradually a trace of colour began to return.
Within five minutes he stirred and his eves
opened, By this time his mother had re.
covered, and her erv of jov was stifled at
its inception by a warning gesture from Lee.

at  him!”

Byt look

he murmured.
not let anybody

whispered Nipper as he
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“T don't understand,” whispered her lady-
ship. “Why are you acting like this, Mr.
Lece 1” )

“ Because there is a murderous enemy in
this house !” replied the detective grimly. “It
- must be thought by all your guests that
Clarenco is dead. Only by this deception

can 1 capture the assassin of Admiral
Herbert.”

“ Assassin I ejaculated Lord Welleston,
« " Good heavens! Then—then there is no

ghost? It was no easc of heart failure?
What are you saying, Mr. Lee 7

“Tor the moment I ean say nothing more,”
replied NelsonLee, “1 can only tell you that
it is essential that your sen should be thoughs
dead Ly everybody else in this house. I
promise you, however, that the ordeal will
not be of long duration.”

A feeble protest came {rom the bed.

“I say! What's all this rummy business ?”
asked  the Hon, Clarenea  plaintively,
“Where am I? What'’s happened 7"

“It is for you to tell us your own expoeri-
ence, Clarence,” said Lee, sitting on the edge
cf the bed. *How do you feel now

“Sort of shaky and as weak as a rat.”

“That will quickly pass,” promised Lee.
“A few hours’ sleep will restore you com-
pletely,  You have had a nasty experience

i

“The Monk’s Chamber ! interrupted Clar-
ence, wih sudden horror. “I remembeor
now! Gadl I've been thinking it was a
~dream, but it must bhave really happened. I
was in the Monk’s Chamber, wasn’t 1?7 Mr,
IL.ce. that room 43 haunted !”’

“What makes youn so sure?”

“I'll tell you,” said Clarence, his cyes full
of sudden fear. “T was sceptical at first—I
regarded the whole thing as superstitious
nonsense. Everything was all right when 1
put the light out. Theo fire was cheerful,
and I ecalmly went off to sleep. Then, I
helieve, T woke up.”

“You only believe?” put in his father.

“Tt’'s all so vague—so unrecal,” replied
Clarence. “I awoke with an extraordinary
sensation of horror en me. There were
fiendish figures dancing np and down in the
room—one particularly horrible Then they
attacked me, and I believe T tried to shout.”

“Do you remember getting out of bed?”
asked Nelson Lee.

“No, T don't think—— VYet I bhelieve T
do,” said Clarence slowly. “Yes, I jumped
up to ward off these attacks But I can’t
remember anything after that. Did some-
hody come in and take me out 77

“Mr, Lee was there,” said Lord Welles-
ton.

“T was ontside—beneath the window,”
explained Nelson Lee. “There were two
other watchers in the corridor; they heard
nothing, but that is ecasily explained. They
were talking, and they were some distance
from the door. If I had not heard that faint
ery there would certainly have been a second
iragedy.”

TLord Welleston looked at Lee sharply.

“You were expecting that ery ?” he asked.

25

“1 was,” agreed Lee quietly. ““And, vou
sce, if no watch had been kept, Clarence
would have becn found im just the same
way as your brother was found., There would
have been no clue, KEven as things are,
Clarence would have died but for m Frompt
measures. Let mo repeat, Lord Vgc leston,
that you have an implacable enemy in your
midst. It must be given out that Clarence
1S d;*nc}—t—hut he died in the same way as his
uncile,’

N the morning thero
approaching a panie. Consternation
reigned among the guests. Some of
them were beginning to fear that tho

“ghost ” would extend its influence.

At Lee's suggestion, the host and hosiess
advised the majority of the guests to leave.
Their departure was move like a flight. Cars
were rolling away continuously, and through-
out all the bustle the shadow of tragedy hung
over the old mansion. Neither Lord nor
I.ady Welleston appeared. It was given out
that they were stricken down, His lordship.
in fact, had apparently had a stroke, and
when Dr. Melford came downstairs, aftcr
visiting the patient, he was looking grave.

Only a few guests now remained, and thesze
were staying on—ILee and Nipper, Sir Picker-
ing Brett, Ponsonby Cope, and perhaps half
a dozen others, most of these being distant
relatives, who felt impelled to remain to
attend the double funeral.

“T am afraid this will be the end of Lord
Welleston,” said the doctor sadly. “I very
much doubt if he will recover from this appal-
ling blow,”

“Tt's too awful!” said Cope huskily.
“First my uncle—now my cousin! You're
not tellinF me, doctor, that Uncle Arthnr will
go, too?’

“T'm afraid so. And there can be litile
doubt that Lady Welleston will not survive
a month beyond his lordship,” said the doctor
gravely. “A shocking tragedy—the worst in
my experience. Literally, it will be tho
wiping out of a whole family!”

Sir Pickering Drett pressed his hands to
his temples.

“And it could all have been avoided,” he
groaned. ‘“Byv heaven, this vile spirit shall
be laid! T will not leave this house until I
have exorcised it! It shall take no more

rx3

precious lives!

l"]‘HE police were there, of course, hut

was something

their wvisit was only formal. After

the doctor’s pronouncement that Clar-

ence had died a natural death—that is
to say, from heart failure—there was little
they could do. They did not, of course,
accept the evil spirit theory. In their view
it was a plain case of Clarence baving been
frightened to death,

Nelson Lee talked privately with the polico
inspector, and he succeeded In inducing that
worthy to leave the case entirely in his
hands, ~

Nipper was more or less bewildered,
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“1 haven't been able to get a word with
rou vet, guv'nor,” he said, as he caught Lee
lene for a minute on the terrace. ' How
Aid he do 1t?”

“What, exactly, do you mean?”’

“Look here, guv'nor, this isn't playing
faiv!” protested Nipper. “You know as
well as 1 do that Cope tried teo murder
Clarenee. If he didn't, why have vou
spoofed him, and evervbody else, into believ-
v that Clarenee is dead 77

“ITush:.” warned Lece.

“We've alone, sir, and I don't sce why
vou shouldn’t be frank with me,” went an
Nipper. I suppose you're waiting to get
vour cvidenee?  Cope must think he's on
?'n-}ac:1; now. With Clarenze decad, he's the
el

“That's true cnough,” agieed Lee.

“Aund as soon as Lord Welleston pegs out
he'll inhierit the title and estates,” continuced
Nipper, “I've never heard of a niore
ficndish plot. Can’t you get enough evi-
dence to have him arrested #°

Noeleon Lee shook his head,

“That's the whele trouble in this case,
voung ‘un,” he replied slowly.  “Getting
the evidence 13 one of the stuinbling blocks.
Our criminal 15 a very cunning fellow.,  But
[ am hoveful that I shall meet with sueccess
to-night.”

Later Lee surprised everyhody by announe-
ing that he intended to spend the night in
the haunted chamber. In spite of what had

THE NFLSON LEF LIBDRARY

happened he was willing lo take the risk,
Sir Pickering was nearly frantic.

“But it 1s madness—suicide!” he pro-
tested., “*You mustn’'t do it, Mr, Lee, 'L'his
13 a plain case of an elemental haunting,
and you arc insane to supposc that you carl
discover some material explanation, If you
¢leep in that room to-night, vou'll go to your
death! I warn vou of that in advance.”

“My mind is miade up, Sir Pickering,”
said Nelson Lee decisively.

Sir Pickering went off, agitated and wor-
ried,

Nipper spent most of his time watching
Cope; not that th@re was anything suspicious
in Cope’'s movewments,  He was taking the
whole affair with his usual cynical indiffer-
ence. He even professed himself wholly con-
verted to Sir Pickering's theory.

“Hang it all, there's no sense in sticking
ount any longer,” he said. “I was as scep-
tical as anybody at first—but after two
deaths I'm rcady to change my mind, |
could believe that Uncle Gregory died from
fright, but Clarence was so much youngee
and stronger. The rcom must be really
haunted!”

He manifested a great interest in the
Monk's Chamber, and even accepted Sir
Pickering's mvitation to help in a fresh in-
vestigation.  Lee knew nothing of this, for
he had taken the car. and had told Nipper
itbat he would be absen!t for at least an hour.
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Jokes from readers wanted for this feature !
know of a good rib tickler send it along now —and win

a prize !
or a penknife.

IMPOSSIBLE !

Mrs. Butterworth (to Jane):
dirty, Jane.”

Jane : “ It didn't ourht to be, ma’am, for
the last thing I cut with it was a bar of soap !

(S. Lowe, 18, Station Road, Ironville, Codnor
FPuark, Notts, has been awarded a penknife.)

WORTH WATCHING !

The old lady up from the country was being
shown round London by her niece. She had
heard vaguely about the wonders of the great
city, but she hnd never realised what they were
like in fact. Presently, they came to a huge
building in the Strand.

“Whatever is that
breathlessly.

“That’s the new idea from America,” ex-

“This Lknife is

ploce 2" she asked

A handsome watch will be awarded each
week to the sender of the best joke ; all other readers
whose efforts are published will receive a pocket wallet
Address your jokes to : *' Smilers, ** ¢ s
Welson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Strect, London, E.C.4.

plained her niece. “ 1t is called a sky.
scraper.” : -
The old lady stared up at the buillding
in amazement.
*“1 would love to see it working,” she
said, '
(J. Lamb, 38, Front Strect, Conselt, has

been cwarded a pocket wallet.)

TOO TRUE!

The schoolmaster was showing his
pupils round the picture gallery.

“This,” he snicﬁ pointing to a painting,
the work of that gonius, Joshia
Roynolds, Why,"” he added enthusiastic-
ally, * with one stroke Reynolds g¢ould
change a smiling face to a frowning one.”

“That’s nothing remarkable,” said a small
boy. ‘ So can iny mother!” ;

(L. G. lIlowe, Kimberley Coltage, Timsbury
Road, Farmborouyh, nr, Bath, has Lecn awarded
a pocket wallet,)

If you

TEMPTING !

The angler was decply intent on his float
when tho tromp, whose intorest had been
captured by the promising appearanco of the
gportsman’s lunch basket, approached.

“1 ain’t 'ad a bite all day, sir,” rumbled
the vacrant.

“ Wrong bait, T expoct,” said the fishcrman
absent-mindedly. “Try a worm!"”

H. H. Frost, 38, Capri Road, Addiscombe,
Surrey, has been awarded a penknife.)
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Nipper had no particular instructions, and
he couldn’t very well butt in on the mves-
tigations which Sir Pickering and his latest
¢onvert were conducting in the fatal room.
. “"Mr. Lee is extremely rash in his decision
to sleep 1in thts room to-night,” said the
occult expert, *‘IHo is a materialist, and I
am afraid no argument of mine will pre-
vail against him.”

“But he’s hardly likely to share the fate
of the others, surely?’ asked Cope. it
mean, Mr., Lee is a pretty usefuf sort of
c¢hap, and he’ll be well on his guard.”

“Foolish boy!” retorted Sir Pickering im-
patiently.  “Mr. Ice’s usefulness, as you
call 1t, will not avail him against this super-
unormal Presence. No matter how much ho
is on his guard he cannot possibly fight
the forces of evil which this room contains,
Even you and I are not safe.”

“"ln broad daylight?’”’ asked Cope sceptic-
allv,

“IHHow many more times must I say that
the hour is of no importance—or very little,,
at all events?” repiited the other. “It is
true that these elementals have greater power
at night, but they are dangerous, too, at

high noon. Before we commence this in-
vestigation thoroughly, we will safeguard
ourselves,”

“*Not at all 2 bad idea,”” agreed Cope.

He watched with a eynical sort of interest
while Sir Pickering chalked a big circlo in
the middle of the ecarpet. Then he teok a
bunch of garlic—which apparently had some

mysterious pewer over the supernatural—
and smudged it all round the chalk cirele.
After that he drew tho pentacle, with the
defensive stars just touching the circle.

“Now we will make the Five Signs of the
Saaamaaa Rrtual,” murmurced Brett, as
though specaking to himself. “There are
really Eight BSigns, but during daylight I
think bhg five will be a fully protective
measure,

“But surely this—er—jiggery-pokery won't
protect us from un;,'tllling'f” asked Cope
dubiously.

Sir Pickering looked round angrily,

“What do you mecan—*jiggery-pokery *?7”
he demanded.

“Borry!” saxd Ponsonby Cope, with haste,
“You know best, of course, but it does secm
to me a lot of—well, nonsense. No offence,
Sir Pickering.”

“You will be well advised, young man,
to treat this subject with greater gravity,”
retorted Sir Pickering. ‘“And let me ex-
plain that—— No, no! Step back!” he
added with sudden alarm. " Good heavens,
bov, what are you doing?”

“Nothing !” gasped Cope, startled.

“You were steppiug bevond the Defence!”
snapped the other, “While vou remain
within the pentacle, we are protected, It
i1s my intention to recite the Ritual. Bw
that means this poltergeist, or anvthing of
that sort, may be induced to manifest itselt,

I am hopeful of deslroying it, once and for
ally
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OPTIMISTIC !

A salesman called on an old-
fushioned farmer and after
much explanatiom and per-
suasion booked an order for a
tractor. In due course it was
delivered, and shortly after-
wards the =salesman called
again, expecting paymoent.

“Well,” he said, * can you
pay me for the tractor ?”

“Pay for the tractor ?™
asked tho farmer in astonish-
ment. * Why, man, you told
~me that in three weeks the

A BAD MISTAKE'!

THIS JOKE
WINS A WATCH'!

A PROBLEM !

Yokel : * How fast will your
car go, mister 2" _

Owner : “ Sixty miles per
hour if I care to push it.”

Yokel : * And how many if
we both shove 2"

(5. Fletcher, 200, Ilelcher
Street, Bolton, has been awarded
a penknife.)

NOT HIS FAULT!

R.AF, official: “ Do you
know anyvthing about an aero-

tractor would pay for itself ! ™ Old gent : “Dear, dearg; plane  which dropped neax
(C, Sinfield, 2, Bungalow,  What are you crying for ? here 17 | ;
Bitton IRoad, Keynsham, nr. Small boy: “I’ve heen Small boy (holding up cata-
Bristol, has been awarded @ playing truant, and I've  pult and trembling): ™ No.o,
pocket wallet.) just remembered it’s sir,  I've only been sbooting

19
TAKING IT EASY ! Saturday !

The boys were in the ggl;m-
nasium, and the master had
told them to lio on their backs
and kick their legs in the air as
if they were pedalling a bicycle.
of the boys stoppeds .

“Why have you stopped, Green?’ de-
manded the master sternly. '

‘“Well, I'm feeling a bit tired go 1'm free-
wheeling,” came the reply.

(P. Gauntlet, 20, South Park Road, S.1¥. 19,
has becn awarded a poclet wallet.)

Suddenly one

{Albert Ellis, 30, Walgrove
Avenue, Boythorpe, Chester-
field, has been awarded a
handsome watch.)

at sparrers

(F., R. Pedley, 1, Portland
Place, Ashbourne Road, Leel,
Staffs, -has becn awarded a-
pocket wallet, )

THE NEW ARITHMETIC !

Teacher : * Johunny, if your father could
save half-a-crown a week for four weeks,
what would he have 7"

Modern child (promptly)t “ A five-valve set,
a new suit and a lot more furniture.”

(J. Martin, The Cottages, Castle H Tnsivick,
has been awarded a pocket wellet.)
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“Oh, I see,” said Cope, although he was
far from seeing.

“Mr. Lee i1s determined to commit suicide
to-night,” continued Sir Pickering grimly,
“If T can render this room safe before then
another useful life will be saved from de-
struction. Two have gone—needlessly.
There has been cnough of this appalling
slaughter.”

Ponsonby Cope waited and watched, fas-
cinated in spite of himself.

——— e —

CHAPTER 6.
Another Startling Development!
NIPPER was strolling alonﬁ the terrace

in the sunshine when he heard a

‘l'h!"!l'i-‘l11:'."II'I‘L t‘ﬁ‘llhfq r'ﬂf'\'l"l"l Ffata¥a J"‘\F }l‘ll‘! IR aTATSY
FYAevlliliki OWFALILE LEWILEY VI Vi VMY l-i{-'l-l"\-r'l

windows. It was a sort of bhalf-
scream, half-gurgle. He looked up sharply,
and saw that the window of the Monk’s
Chamber was half-open. The cry had come
from that window! Next moment a fran-
tically waving hand appeared—only to
vanish almost immediately.

“What the dickens is happening now?"
he muttered, frowning.

He started moving towards the front of
the hiouse, and at the same time he noticed
Nelson Lee's Rolls-Royvee Special gliding up
the drive. Nipper ran up, and leapt upon
the running-board.

“Glad you’ve got back, guv’'nor,” he said
urgently, “Sir Pickering and Cope are in
the haunted room i

“Cope?"” interrupted Lee, with sharp in.
quiry. “I expected Sir Pickering to potter
about in there, but Cope should not have
How long have they been there?’ he
asked quiekly.

“Getting on for half an hour, guv'nor—
and just now a rummy sort of ery attracted
me, and I saw a hand appcar out of the
window,” said Nipper. ‘I was dashing in-
doors when T spotted wyou.”

“Come!"” shouted Lee, his voice charged
with alarm,

Nipper was astonished. He had not ex-
pected that Lee would receive the news with
such a displav of perturbation. They raced
indoors, ran upstairs to the East wing, and
Emu flung open the deor of the Monk’s Chum-
Wrr.

“This is appalling!” he said hoarsely.

One look was cnough, Sir Pickering
Brett was sprawling on the floor, half within
and half outside that Defence. His face was
contorted, and his eves were wide open.
Well beyond the Delfence lay Ponsonby Cope,
and the attitude of the two men suggested
that the elder had been in the aet of guard-
ing the youngster when they were both struck
down. The room, except for the chalk
marks, was normal. The window stood half-
open, and the warm sunshine was streaming
T

“Help me. voung 'un,” said Lee quickly.
“You take his fwg_." . ’
_They carriecd Cope outside into the cor-
ridor. Then they returned to the Monk’s
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Chamber, and carried out Sir Pickering
DBrett. Lee closed the door, locked it, and
?ut the key in his pocket., His eyes were
ull of fury, but he remained as cool as ice.
He bent over Cope, felt his pulse, raised his
eyelids, and took other measures. At last
he looked up.

“This man is dead, Nipper!” said the
great detective.

“Cope—dead!” gasped Nipper. “Then—
then that proves that he didn’t I mean,
we were all wrong!”

“You were wrong, perhaps—and I've been
careless,” retorted Lee bitterly, ‘“Heavens!
If T had suspected for a moment that any
danger could have come in broad dayvlight,
I would never have left the premises. Our
murderer 1s more desperate—more brazenly
daring—than I suspected. This is a ghastly

dovelonment Ninner "
development, Nipper.

“But who's the criminal, sir?” asked Nip-
per, bewildered.

“ By to-night I hope you will know.”

“And 5ic Pickering?” went on Nipper.
“Is he dead, too? I say, this is getting a
hi1f: too thick, guv'nor! Nobody seems to be
safo |

“1 fancy that Sir Pickering has just
escaped,’’ replied Lee. " With careful treat
ment, we may be able to pull him round.”

Nipper felt hot and shivery in turns.
This thing was beginning to scare him.
Could that Monk's Chamber be really
haunted? Was there actually some super-
natural Foree in there, after all?

Ponsonoy Cope was dead:; and his death
proved beyond doubt that he had not had
any hand in the killing of Admiral Gregory
IHerbert or in the attempted kiiling of the
Hon. Clarence. Nipper found himself
baflled. Who was the assassin?

TW’O hours later Sir Pickering Brett was

sufficiently recovered to give a partial

account of what had happened., By

this time Lord and Lady Welleston
had been informed, and they were freshly
hortified. But they made no appearance.
Nelson Lee was rigidly keeping up the story
that they were both prostrated. The IHon.
(larence knew, too, and he chafed abomin-
ably at being l-:e]pt hidden away. There were
others present, however,

Sir Pickering was lying among a pile of
cushions on the library couch. Nelson Lee
was sitting near him. A police-constable
stood by tne door, and an inspector, note-
book ready, was taking all particulars,

“This thing 1s so'serious, Mr. Lee, that the
chief constable has already telephoned to
Scotland Yard, and action is being taken,”
the inspector was saving, “The death of
Mr. Cope carries this thing beyond the range
of mere coincidence.”

“Perhaps Sir Pickering will help us?”

sug%{;sted Lee gently, . ot
i Q! sk C 1r

What can
Pickering, in anguish. “When will you
realise that this 1s not an affair in which
the police can be of any use?”
“Unfortunately, Sir Pickering, the police
take a more materialistic view of these
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not myvsteriogs—so
11311‘:1.‘& don't cxeite yoursell.”
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miyvsterious deatls,
e declare that they

*They are not!” smapped Sir Pickering.
“I expected them—I gave full warning "

“Just a minute, sir,” intevrupted the m-
spector,  “Weren't you in this reom when
Mr. Cope was killed ?*?

"I do not blame :mmyself for that
man's death,” replied the other. " Wh
was with me, he was safe. I toek everw
nossible precaution, But Le stepped out of
the Defence at the very moment the elemental

L
wianifested 1tsedf, 1lis death was mevitable.
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The man made to rush

across to the window, but

Nelson Lee barred his way

and held him in a vice-
like grip.

)

; i ce
\ llf i.]:;‘ll
;".'il’:! 'f[ ;
l,if lyi

I tried fo save him, [
even left the peutacle

selfl—and by so  domg

4 ¥ o |
nearly  shared los fate,
Had 1 :-‘iv}‘p{‘d out com

]~Ir.*t:_'1!:~', N0 power on cirtn
could have saved me.”’

The iu:-}u_mrm- IJL[:'H_‘:[ s
lips, and looked dublous,

“You seriously say, St Pickering, :
Ar. Cope was killed by a—a ghost?” he
asked, *Didn't you tell us, some time ago.
that a believer such as yourself stood in no
danger? llow 1s 1L that you were nearly
killed? Without wizhing to offend vou, =i,
I believe that there's some enemy ot work
in this house.”

“A relentless enemy,” agreed Siv Pickering
eravely, " But not an enemy that you can
arrest and put into the dock. As for my
own danger, even I have no ill'(:iw".j{m whoen
a foul thing such as this clemental las
materialised and i1s actually present.”

LiYT
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“Did yeu see anything—or hear any-
thing 7" asked the inspector.

“I saw the eclemental materialise,” replied

the other dreamily. ““I had almost finished
reeiting the Saaamaaa Ritual, and gradually
a grotesque, horrific shape materialised
near the bed. Cope was frightened, and he
gave a strangled ery; he tried to get to
the door, but the Thing was on him in a
flash. I half-stepped beyond the Defence,
and then that vile monster scemed to
envelop me. I knew no more until I awoke
on this couch. ” '

The inspector grunted, and mnade some
notes.

T\\'EN‘I'Y minutes later, Chief Detective-
inspector Lennard, of Scotland Yard,
arrived. He listened with frank dis-
belief as the local inspector outlined

the detauls,

“An infernally funny business,
mented at length,

Nelson Lee had very little to say to the
Chief inspector when they met.

“But for Cope’s death, you wouldn’t have
been called in, Lennard,” fm,-deeiured. “ And
Eir:::pﬂ's death was absolutely a bolt from the

ue.l!

“You don’t believe this ghost yarn, I
suppose 7"

“1 don’t.”

“You think these men were murdered?”

"Unquestionably they were murdered—
brutally and foully,” said Nelson Lee, “And
to-night, Lennard, we’ll have the murderer.

P

That much 1 can definitely promise you!

" But you're not saying anything in the
meantime 7’

he com-

“Until I can give you definite evidence, T

prefer to keep silent,” replied the great de-
tective, ‘I am going to spend the night in
the haunted iroom myself with Nipper and
Sir  Pickering Brett—he implored me to let
him do so, and I have agreed—and I can
fiﬂfu(i}r predict that none of us shall be fouud
ead !”

CHAPTER 7.

Exposed!
NELSON LEE, Nipper and Sir Picker-

ing entered the Monk's Chamber

SO0 -uftu_r eleven _p.m., and they
took their seats in three of the

chairs, Sir Fickering being granted the easy
one. But he was restless, and hardly
remained still for a minute.

“Tell me,” he said bluntly,
your theory, Mr, Lee?”

“Briefly, I am convinced that a deadly
enemy of the Welleston family is at work
in this house,” replied Nelson Lee. “That
enemy meither desires your death nor mine,
and for that reason we are safe. You will
have noticed that only members of the
Welleston family have died.”

"By Heaven! That’s true,’
Pickering, frowning.

“What is

)

muttered Sir
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“Cope, the last to go. was the heir,” con-
tinued Lee. “His death leaves no heir at
all. And if Lord Welleston dies because of
this shock—as ho may very well do—therg
will be no male representative of the family
in existence,”

“Appalling.”

“When I say that Lord Welleston may dic,
I need hardly add that Lady Welleston
might not long survive him,” continued Lee
sombrely. " Indeed, there i1s some justifica-
tim}’ for thinking that she will be the first to
go.

“I am afraxd you are right,” said Sir
Pickering. “Her sou’s death has been a
terrible blow to her.”

“*And my own safety is not, perhaps, so
certain as I just intimated,” went on Lee
slowly, “This secret enemy knows, perhaps,
that 1 have not revealed my suspicions, If
he could eftace me, so much the better.”

Sir Pickering looked at him strangely.

"Yes, I sce—I sce,” he muttered. *'So
much the better! Quite so!”

He went and sat down. Nelson Lee moved
across te the fireplace and piled on some
more coal. It was another chilly night, with
a cold wind blowing., Yet Nipper thought it
remarkable that Lee, who was a great be-
liever in fresh air, should have tightly closed
the windows and drawn the curtains. It
was all the more remarkable that he should
pile the fire higher and higher.

“It's getting pretty hot in here, guv'nor!”
protested Nipper at length.

Lee 'glanced at his watch.

“Nearly midnight,” he commented. “ Hot,
Nipper? Yes, it 1s inclined to be stuffy.
We'll tuks off our dressing-gowns.”

Sir Pickering was looking anxious and
worried. Ie rose unsteadily to his feet and
moved across to the door.

“On second thoughts, Mr, Lee, I prefer
not to remain.” he said. “Since you are
opposed to my own methods of protection,
it 1s idle for me to stay here. That being so,
I will bid you good-night—and may Heaven
preserve you from your own folly.”

Lee smiled.

“l am swre yvou won't desert us like that,
Sir Pickering,” he replied. “‘T'm afraid the
door is locked, and I do not feel mnclined to
unlock it. I have every recason to believe
that the enemy will soon make himself
known. The temperature is getting hotter
very rapidly.”

“The temperature.!” gasped Sir Pickering,

Perspiration was streaming down his face
alrecady, but the very mention of the word
“temperature 7’ had a startling cffect upon
him. Panie leapt into his eyes. He ran to
the door and tore at the handle. |

“Open this door!” he croaked. “liow
dare you keep me here against my will? [
insist upon being allowed to go!”

“Very soon, gir Pickering—but not yet,”
sald Lee quietly.

Nipper suddenly gave a strange cry.

“Guv'nor,” he ejaculated, “I—I1 can sce
things "

“See things?” repeated Lee sharply,
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“Yes, sir!” ga.sged Nipper. “Every-
thing’s swimming before my eyes, and I
fancy I can sec horrible shapes! There's one
over in that corner,” he gdded, pointing.
;' Look | It’s coming ovar t'.ﬁis way 4

“Steady, young ’un,” broke in Lee.
“Here, put this on.” '

. He whipped out a curious little contrivance
from tho pocket of his dressing-gown, which
he had hung over a chair. Nipper took it
in a dazed way. He saw that the thing was
a special kind of gas-mask, which fitted over
the mouth and nostrils, Dimly he now knew
where Nelson Lee had been when he made
that trip in the Rolls.
“Put 1t on,” ordered the detective,

Nipper did so, and Lee himself donned a
sccond mask. The mouthpiece was not
closely-fitting, but bulged out well over the
lower part of the jaw. Nipper was aware
of a curiously aromatic odour, and he felt a
tingling sensation in his lungs when he
breathed through the gauze.

“What—what does this mean?” croaked
Sir Pickering, ;

He stared at the two figures—and they
looked grotesque enough now in their masks,
Nelson Lee spoke; it was quite possible for
him to do so through the mask, and although
his voice sounded muffled, it was perfectly
clear.

“I regret, Sir Pickering, that there is no
mask for you,” he said, with a curiously
satisfied note in his voice. I also regret
that I cannot open the door of this room.
And it is getting uncomfortably hot.”

“There 1s the window!” shouted Sir
Pickering madly.

He was about to dash across, but Lee
stepped in his way and held him in a vice-
like grip. ;

““No, my [riend—you stay here!” he said
grimly.

Sir Pickering uttered a wild scream.

“You—£inow?'”’ he asked, in a whisper.

“Yes, I know—and this little scene 1s the
result,” said Nelson Lee.. "It was very
clever of you, Sir Pickering, to urge that
vou shoul keep this wigil with us; very
disarming. But you’ve failed.”

“Open. the door!” shrieked Sir Pickering.
“This will kill me !”

“You have yet several minutes,” said the
detective. " Your only chance of life now
is a full confession.”

“Confession !” panted the other, "I don’t
know what you mean!”

“By your cunning devices you murdered
Admiral Herbert——and by more - direct
methods you murdered Ponsonby Cope,”
came Nelson Lee’s relentless voice, con-
fession from you, Sir Pickering, will lead
me to open the door immediately.”

“You’re mad—mad!” sereamed the
trapped man. “Open the window! Let me
have air! I’m choking! My brain is burn-
ing like a furnace! Let me have air!”

*After your confession youn shall have all
the air you desire,” retorted Lee.

[1]
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With a supreme effort Sir Pickering con-
trolled himself. He suddenly gave a wild,
maniacal laugh

“Of what use is my confession to you?” he
jeered. “‘It is only your word against mine
—and I am not afraid of the outcome. ' Yes,
1 killed Gregory Herbert—and I killed
Clarence, too! 1 killed Ponsonby Cope—""

The door was flung open, and Chief In-
spector Lennard strode in,

“That’s good enough, Lece!”
crisply.

" Better use
Nelson Lee.
murderer,

he sad
strong handcuffs,” advised
“This man is not merely a
Lennard, but a homicidal

" maniac!”

It required three police officers to hold the
frenzied wretch, but he was fnally hand-
cuffed and dragged out.

ORD WELLESTON looked at Leo in
H wonder and admiration.
“How did you discover this thing,
Mr. Lee?” he asked.

It was a family conference in the library.
Lord and Lady Welleston were present with
the Hon. Clarence. Lee and Nipper were
there, of course, and Lennard, of the Yard,
was also in evidence,

“I suspected Sir Pickering at once,” ad-
mitted Lee.  “* At least, as soon as I learned
that he had previously spent some days at
the Hall ‘' investigating ’ the haunted room.
Sir Pickering was the one man who had had
access to that room—and therefore the one
man who could have made preparations.”

“But what preparations?” asked the Hon.
Clarence.

“It so happens that T have a slight reputa.
tion as a poison expert,” continued Lee
quietly. *“1 bave made a lifelong study of
potsons—-—-"’

“There’s no man in Europe to equal Mr.
Lee on the subject, my lord,” put in Lennard
gruffly. "If ever we are in trouble at the
Yard we generally go to him on questions
of poison—and he hasn’t failed us yet.”

“X suspected that Admiral Herbert had
been murdered,” went on Lee. ““The next
point to solve was—how? I recogmsed a
curious dilation of his eyes which put me on
the right track. The particular poison em-
ployed was an Eastern drug known as Agyar-
Agyvar, and the great peculiarity about this
drug is that it is innocuous in any ordinary
temperature, but vapourises and becomes
deadl{) above seventy degrees. This poison
can be soaked into a handkerchief, for
example, and, being odourless and colourless,
its presence 1s entirely unsuspected. But if

that handkerchief is warmed the poison
immediately emerges 1in  the form of
vapour.”

“Horrible I” commented Lord Welleston.

“ Another point which convinced me that 1
was on the right track is that this drug
causes its victims to have grotesque hallu-
cinations,” said Nelson Lee. “Men
who have escaped from it—and it is by no
mecans deadly unless prolonged breathing

(Continued on pane 44.)
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CHAPTER 1.
Handforth’s Wheeze!

said McClure.
“The afternoon!”
forth in disgust.
ing for a week!”

“][T'S set 1n for the afternoon, I'm afraid,”

snorted Hand-
“It looks like rain-

A wet afternoon such as this was an
excellent opportunity—but ideas wouldn't
come, :
“Who's .that funny-looking merchant who
keeps dodging across to the gates and look-
ing down the road ?”’ asked Handy irritably.
“Does he worry you?” asked Church. *“If
so, you had better go and tell him so0.”

“There's a blue spot over there beyond  The man in question was at the gates
the gym.,” remarked Church, pointing. now. He was a smallish, middle-aged in-
“That’s only there to dividual, with a droop-
fool us!” retorted Hand- - ing, straggly moustacha,
forth. “Why must it R-I'-I'-lp ! Bang! Crash ! He was wearing a white
rain on half-holidays? apron under his overcoat.

What are we going to do
with ourselves this after-
noon? No cricket—ao
boating — no  motoring !
We're diddled!”

The weather was cer-
tainly unkind. The sky
Was grey  over S,
Frank'’s, and rain was
falling with that steady persistence which
has such a depressing effect. The indications
wero that 1t would keep on like this for
hours,

Handforth & Co. were not the only juniors
who were fed up. Kirby Keeble Parking-
ton and his celebrated Carlton Gang were
in Study C, wondering what kind of jape
they could get up against the Old Timers,

E. O. Handforth’s trying bis

hand al paper-hanging.

screamingly-funny school yarn
writfen by

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

“Only one of the men
from the new building,"
said Church “A
. painter, I expect.”

“Yes, but what's kis
idea in dodging out of
the rates every now and
again?”

Handforth  was  in-
terested. Usually he would not have given
this man a second glance; but as there was
nothing else to do he followed the workman’s
movements with close attention, Over on the
other side of the Triangle the Modein
House was nearly completed; the Kast House
was still festooned with scaffolding, and it
would be many a week before it would be
habitable.

A
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" "I1i!” sang out IHandforth suddenly,

The man with the dreooping moustache was
on his way back. At Handforth’s call he
came over to the Ancient House and
mounted the steps.  He was a sad-eyed,
elancholy-looking man,

“Can we do something 7 asked IHandforth.
““\What’s the trouble?”

“*Ain’t exactly any trouble, young gent,”
eaid the other. ““The fact is, the young rip
ain’t turned up yet.”
~ “Young rip?” repeated Handforth.

“My mate.”

“Oh, I see! Your mate? Then you
must be a plumber?” asked Edward Oswald.
“1 thought that Ebenezer Skeets was the
plumber."” '

“Oh, him?” said the man. “I'm Sam
Smithers, but I ain’t no plumber. Not likely!
I'm a paper-banger. QOught to be starting
work on one o’ them rooms over there,” he
added, jerking a stubby thumb over his
shoulder, ‘“But I can't get properly started
without my mate.”

“Well, I'm a bit of a hand at paper-hang-
ing,” said Handforth brightly. “What about
it?  I'll help until your mate comes along,
if you like,”

Mr. Sam Smithers regarded him dubiously.

“Thanks all the same, young gent, but it
don’t really matter,” he =aid, with some
haste, ‘“‘You might get paste over your
nice new clothes. My old mate left me for
another job, and I don’t know what this
new kid is like. Youngster named Bob
Wash.”

“That’'s a funny name,” said Handforth,
staring,

“Which ain’t my fault,” protested Mr.
Smithers. “I didn't give him his name,
did I? DBob Wash was what the agency
told me, and I don’t see no reason to doubt
them.”

“And vou’ve never seen this chap?” asked
ITandforth, with a sudden gleam 1in his eye.

“Never. But when I do see him I'll give
him the length of my tongue,” said Mr.
Smithers darkly. “He won’t be much good
if he can’t be on time on the first afternoon.
But there! I'm allus having trouble with
my mates.”

tHe wandered away towards the Modern
House disconsolately, Chureh and McClure
were relieved. They had been fearing that
he would accept Handlorth’s offer.

“ A wheeze, my sons—a Filt—edged wheeze |”
eaid Handforth breathlessly,

“Eh? Look here, Handy——"
Chureh.

“Why shouldn’t I give this chap a hand!”
demanded Edward Oswald. “It won't take
me five minutes to disguise myself.”

“"Disguise yourself?” gasped McClure,

“Of course!” said Handforth, “Then I'll
go across to the AModern House, and intro-
duce myself to Smithers as Bob Wash, He’s
never scen the ﬁhﬂ% so he ecan’t possibly
twig me, Then I'll help him with the paper-
hanging. I believe in deing a good turn!”

His chums stared at him in dismay.

“A good turn?” repeated McClure, * Why,
you ass, you'll be doing the very opposite!

began

o
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You'll mess everything up—vou'll proball
get Smithers sacked!”g il . "

“Rats!” said Handforth. *“I can paper
a room as good as anybody, Come on!
You chaps had better lend me a hand in dis-
guising myself.”

Church and MeClure exchanged pglances.
There was no help for it. When Edward
Oswald Handforth made up his mind, he
was like a mule. Nothing short of dyna-
mite would shift him. But, after all, why
worry? It was a wet afternoon, and Hand-
forth in the guise of Bob Wash would prob-
ably be a scream!

CHAPTER 2.
Lending a Hand!

66 OW’S that?” asked Handforth tri-

H umphantly.

“Wonderful!” said Chureh
weak voice.

McClure was too dazed to make any audi-
ble reply. They gazed at Handforth fas-
cinatedly. Ilow on earth lLe imagined that
he would ever fool Mr. Smithers was beyond
their comprehension,

He had donned an ancient tweed suit,
and in licu of a_ collar he was wearing =
knotted scarf. He had apﬂm%riutcd an
apron from the boot-boy, and he had ruffled
his hair—not a difficult task this, as his hair

in a

was seldom in any other condition. There
were smudges on his face, and a pair of
huge horn-rimmed glases—borrowed from

the Dramatic Society’s props—rested on his
nose,

“Well, T’d best get across to my work,
mates,” said Handforth, in a thick, forced
voice. ‘‘No good wasting time ‘ere.”

“Great  Scott!”  cjaculated  Chureh,
“What's wrong?”

“What do you mean—what’s wrong?”

“I thought you were choking, old man.”

“You silly fathead! I was only dis-
guising my voice.”

“Eh? Oh, sorry!” said Church hastily,
“My mistake|”

Handforth gave him a withering glance
and strode out of the doorway. Downstairs
in the lobby he came across a group of Re-
movites. They regarded him curiously at
first, and then with concentrated interest.

“Excuse me, young shavers, but which
"Ouse 1s the Modern House?” asked Hand-
forth, as he joined them. “You see, I'm
looking for a per-anger. I'm 'is mate,
My name’s Bob Wash, and—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you laughing at
Handforth suspiciously.

“Well, well! So our poor old Handy
imagines that he's disguised himself,” said
Vivian Travers, shaking his head,

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“You rotters!” roared Handforih indig-
nantly. “You don't recognise me, do
you?” )

“Ha, ha. halY

He strode out into the rain, and it was
left for Church and McClure to explain the

oy
H

demanded
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sttuation to the crowd., Evidently Hand-
forth i1ntended to carry on with his scheme
in spite of this initial set-back.

“It's worth watching, dear old fellows,’
said Travers nheerfu[sfy. “Supposing wo
stcal across and watch the fun?”

TYal

wood idea,” grinned Harry Gresham.

ANDFORTH found Mr. Smithers in

H oune of the back rooms of the nearly-
; completed Modern House.  There

were rolls of paper on the floor, a
big trestle table, steps, and all the para-
phernalia of the paper-hanger’s art. Mr.
Smithers glanced round and looked at the
new arrival through his steel-rimmed spec-
tacles.

“Well, I'm ’cre,” said Handforth.

“About time, too!” retorted Mr., Smithers
sternly, “You're Beb Wash, I suppose?
What's the idea of turning up at this time?
I! thought you was to be here at two o'clock
sharp 7"

“I--I was delaved a bit, sir,” said Iand-
forth hurriedly.

He was delighted to find that Mr.
Smithers accepted him as Bob Wash without
question.  As a matter of faet, the paper-
hanger was unfamiliar with Handforth, and
he was a bit short-sighted, too. The arrival
of a youungster in an apron was enough,

“Well, mow you're here, we'd better get
to work,” said Mr. Smithers. “I want to
get this room finished to-day. There's a
lot to be done. You’d best be starting on
this pasting.”

““Rather!” agreed Handforth eagerly. *'1
~—I mean, yes, sic!”

FHe seized the paste-brush with enthusiasm,
slopped 1t into the pail, and withdrew it
with such energy that a huge blob of paste
flew off the brush and struck Mr. Smithers
in the neck.

“Here, mind what you're doing, me lad !"”
he protested,

“Sorry, sir!” gasped Handforth.

He started in earnest. Pasting wallpaper

]

was great fun. Unfortunately, it wasn't
so easy as it loocked. Handforth pasted a
ortion of the paper all right, but when

e turned it back and pulled the cumber-
somne sheet along, it got folded in the wrong
place. He struggled valiantly to get it
straight, and there was an ominious sound
of rending.

“What do you think you're doing?” de-
manded Mr, Smithers impatiently, *“[et’s
rlnme and have a look at that, Why, what
t_ 1(} L

Iis speech gave place to a fiendish yell.
He had trodden on the paste-brush, which
Handforth had carelessly dropped to the
floor before straightening the paper. The
paste-brush converted itself into an imitation
skate; and Mr. Smithers, with one leg high
in the air, skidded from one side of the room
to the other.

This wasn’t the worst. He crashed against
a wall, rebounded, and sat down on the end
of the trestle table. The table reared up,
toppled  over, and thudded on to Mr.

THFE NEILSON LEE LIBRARY

Smithers with considersble foree; and the
great sheet of ?usted wallpaper enveloped
him in a wet, clinging embrace,

“My only sainted aunt!”
forth.

“Great stuff, this!” remarked Travers,
from the window, ‘“Watching these paper-
hangers at work is an education, dear old
fellows.”

“Ha; bn, ha!”

''ne other juniors at the window howled
with laughter. Handforth gave them one
look and attempted to “shoo” them away.
Then he dashed to Mr. Smithers’ rescue.

“Sorry, sir!” he panted.  “Don’'t know
'ow that ’appened.”

“1I do!” growled the paper-hanger fero-
ciously. ”ti'ml young idjit! I'm hurt!
What do you mean by leavin' the paste-
vrush on the floor? The pail’s the place for
the paste-brush—not the floor!  Ruined
four or five yards o' wallpaper, you ’'avel
And me half-dead, too!”

He picked himself up, groaning, and be-
tween themn they got the table straight again.
Handforth was full of energy. "The 'other
fellows might regard this as a joke, but
Handy was in real carnest. Ho actually be-
lieved that he was lending the paper-hanger
a hand,

“I s'pose I'd best show yvou how to do it,”
growled Mr. Smithers. *“Can’t understand
why you was sent. You're worse than Ted
Slugg was!”

He demonstrated. With the skill of long
practice he pasted another cut length of
wallpaper. Handforth watched intently. It
looked easy enough.

“Now you can ‘and it up to me,” said Mr,
Smithers, as he mounted the steps. ‘‘And
while I'm busy on this strip vou can paste
the next. An’ no more droppin’ the brush
on the floor, me lad!”

““Yes, sir! I mean, no, sir.”

Handforth seized the pasted paper, and
he coughed.loudly in order to cover up thae
rending tear as he grabbed too hurriedly.
At last he gotl it off the table, and it clung
to his chest like sticking-plaster. e for-
got all about the pail, and there was a ter-
rific clatter as he stumbled over it, reeled
against the steps—and the audience were
provided with another free show.

Mr. Smithers repeated his fiendish yell,
and this time he excelled himself, Tha
steps collapsed, Mr. Smithers bumped to the
floor, and his face completely wvanished in
the paste-pail.

In the guise of Bob Wash, Handforth

was a washout! :

gasped Hand-

CHAPTER 3.

K.K. On the Warpath!

T took Mr, Smithers about five minutes
before he could recover himself suf-
ficiently to speak. And when he did
speak he proved that he had a surpris-

ingly eloquent command of the English
f[anguage.
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Mr. Smithers paused at last.

“You can clear out!” he concluded
hoarsely. ‘‘You’re no more good than a
monkey! Ted Slugg was bad enough, but
you »  TIle stared at Handforth at close

quarters. A sudden light of recognition
came into his eyes. ‘“Why, you’re the young

gent who spoke to me not long ago!” he
“You ain’t Bob Wash at all!”

ejaculated,

“Eh? I—I— Well, as a matter of fact,
no,”” confessed MHandforth lamely. *You
see, Bob Wash didn’t turn up, so I thought

“Thought you'd have a game with me,
¢h?”? snorted Mr. Smithers. *““You young
rip! It may be funny to you, but I've got
my work to do.”

“1 know!” gasped Handlorth.
I've been trying to help.”

“Well, the less help you ean give me, the
cquicker I shall get on,” retorled Mr.
Smithers gruffly. “I’ve finished! I ecan’t
do no more work to-day—not without a
mate, any’ow. I allus said you schoolboys
was worse than a pack of himps. I knew
something would happen if I came to work
in this school 1"

“Hoenestly,

said Jimmy Potts, licking his lips,

,;ﬂ;

30

He refused to listen to Handiorth's frantie
explanaticne.  Having wiped himself down,
the paper-hanger bundled on his overcoat,
and took his departure.

“That’s what you get for making an ass
of yourself, Iandy,” said Church, ‘“Detter

o and get yourself cleaned up. There's a
etter here for you—frem your pater, There's
probably some cash in it,"” he added casually.

Handforth brightencd up

“That'll be useful,” he said, “RWe'ro
broke. I was expecting that letter ihis
morning. Open 1t and see if thcre's any
money. I'm too pastey.”

Church obliged, and there was a gener:l
gathering round of juniors as three grecnish
bank notes came into view,

“Three quid, eh?”-said Handforth, his
T 1 1

good-humour fulhr restored. i old

pater ! He's come up to the seratcfi! This'tl

mean some of Mrs. Hake’s special mcat-pies

for tea!” .
“They’re fresh this afiernoon, ITandy,”

78 Handicrth

, swpped
" into the pail of paste,
skidded, and sat down
with a terrific hump.
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“We’ll have a spread,” declared Hand-
forth, who not only possessed a forgiving
nature, but was the soul of generosity,
“What price a big feed? I'm flush, so Il
stand treat!” _

“Good old Handy!” grinned Travers.
“You may not be much of a paper-hanger,
but, by Samson, you’re a sportsman.”

“Who's not much of a paper-hanger?” re-
torted Handforth, “I1l show you!”

“Don’t!” pleaded McClure. “MHaven't you
shown us enough?”

“It’s my duty,” said Handforth firmly.
“Poor old Smithers has gone off in a hug,
and it’s up to me to make things right,
When he comes back, I'll have this room
compietely papered—just to show him that I
can do it!”
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K. PARKINGTON witnessed the
departure of the disgruntled Mr.
@ Smithers, He also witnesscd some-

thing clse. He and Decks and
Gotin—known as the Red-Hot Trio of Study
C—were lounging in the Ancient House door-
way, hoping that the rain would stop.
Most of the Old-Timers were either in

their studies, or watching Handforth’s efforts.

So K. K. & Co were the sole witnesses of
the mcident in the gateway, Mr. Smithers,
in fact, had met a bright-loocking young
fellow who had arrived on a bicycle, After
a brief talk they both wanished.

“There ought to be some way of spoofing
those asses,” K. K, wes saying, as ﬂa ran
his fingers through his mop of red hair,
“We kuow Handy’s been trying to fool that
pmper-hanger—and he's failed.”

“That young chap who just came up must
be Boly Wash, the mate,” said Deeks.

“Yes, and they've both gone off,” nodded
Parkingion. “Looks as if Smithers is call-
ing it a day. That’s a pity, because we
might have wangled something.”

The Red-Hots and the Old-Timers,
although perfectly friendly in a general way,
were dengly rivals. They spent the bulk of
their leisure hours in contriving japes against
one another. Daines came running up, look-
ing excited. Baines was one of the Carl-
ton Gang, and K. K. eyed him with interest.

“Heard the latest?” asked Baines breath-
lessly. “That ass, Handy, has decided to
do that paper-hanging job himself! He's
upset old Smuthers, and he reckons it's up
to him to put things right.”

“Poor chap!” said K. K sadly. “Doocs he
really imagine that he can put things right?
Handvman Handy, what?”

“Ha, ha, ha!'” '
A sudden keen leok ecame inte K, K.'s
eves.

“By Jove! A wheeze!” he said tensely.
“I've just thought of it! No one spotted
Bob Wash except us. My sons, Handy failed
in the charvacter of Bob Wash—but what
about vour humble?”

“You?’ ejaculated Deeks. *‘But—how ?"

‘Fasy, sweetheart,” grinned K. K.
“Iandy doesn’t know that this giddy Wash
merchant has been and gone—and when I
turn up, suitably transformed, he won't sus-
peet a thing!  And Pl give him a hand
with the paper-hanging!”

“Oh, my only Aunt Jane!” gurgled Goffin.
“What a chance! 1 can imagine what sort
of a hand vou'll lend him!”

“That,” replied K, K., ““is just the point.”

— iy

CHAPTER 4.
The Spoofer Spoofed!

IVIAN TRAVERS was the first to spot

\f the newcomer as he cycled into tho

Triangle, Ie was a young fellow

in a mackintosh, with a big tweed

cap, several sizes too large for him, com:
pletely enveloping his head.

He dismounted, leoked round, and then

approached the East House, where a num-

ber of workmen were engaged in plastering,
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and other such building tasks that could be
performed under cover. After a moment
the new arrival came along towards the
Modern House.

“Just a minute, young gents,” he said,
glancing at the group of Old-Timers. “Do
you 'appen to know where old Sam Smithers
1s workin’ ?"

. “Bob Wash ! cjuculated the Old-Timers
in one voice,

“That's  funny!” said the
“How do you know my name’"

Without doubt, K. K.’s make-up was effec-
tive, Unfastening his mackintosh he revealed
sotled overalls  His face was ruddy, and a
bit smudgy. A small moustache adorned
his upper lip—and he looked at least cigh-
teen. His voice was cleverly disguised; two
pads of cotton-wool in the nostrils so altered
the shape of his nose that his own mother
;u‘puld Eavc had difficulty 1n recognising
1m.

“You want Sam Smithers, do you?" said
Travers thoughtfully., **Now, let me sce.
Where's Sam Smithers?” he added, turning

¥

newcﬂmﬂn;l

to Jimmy Potts and winking. ““Perhaps
vou’d better run along and see.”

“All right,” agreed Jimmy.

“On second thoughts, 1I'll go,” added
Travers., *‘Keep this chap here until I come
back

The laiter words were uttered in a mere
whisper as he passed Jimmy Potts, but
Jimmy hnard-—-ufthmugh he didn't under-
stand, Travers hurried into the building,

and found Handforth arguing hotly with
Chureh and MeClure, The astute Travers,
it must be admitied, had been spoofed up to
the eyes by K. K.

“It's no good—I've made up my mind!”
[landforth was saving. *“If you chaps won't
help, T'll jolly well do the paper-hanging
myself ™

“Nao need to, old man,” said Travers.
“You've got a helper, Bob Wash has juss
turned up—and he’s  looking for Mr,
Smithers.”

“Oh, myv hat!” cjaculated Handforth, in
dismay. “That's done it!”

“I should think 1t has,” agreed Travers. &
“This chap’'s a proper paper-hangers’ mate,
and he's bound to eut up rusty when he finds
vou on the job. IMe's never scen Smithérs,
of course, but I don't quite see how we can
turn that to account,” he added casually.

“Never scen Smithers?” breathed Hand-
forth. “By George! That gives me an
idea !

“Really ?” said Travers innocently.

“Where's this chap, Bob Wash?’ de-
manded Handforth, “ Keep him back for a
bit—dctain him—take him to the tuck-shop
and treat him—anything vou like! Give mo
five minutes, and I'll be ready for him!"

“What the dickens is the idea mnow?”
asked McClure blankly,

“Why, you ass, I shan’t be able to do,
this job at all if Bob Wash finds out who I~
really am!" said Handforth. “He'll refuse
to work, or something.”

“T  wouldn't blame
Church,

i

him,” commented
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“But if he finds Smithers here—or some-
body he takes for Smithers—it’ll be all
serene,” continued Handforth triumphantly.
“You'd better come and help, Church—you,
too, Mac! I'm going to disguise myself
as Smithers.”

“Help!” gurgled Church. “I always
thought he was mad—and now I know it!”

T the end of five minutes Edward
Oswald was transformed. He was
thoroughly satisfied as he surveyed
himself in the mirror., Church and

McClure weren’t, but as he did not wvalue
their opinion they refrained from giving
it. Perhaps it was just as well to let Handy
go his own road; he’d soon be disillusiohed,

He cut an extraordinary figure. The suit,
to begin with, was several sizes too large
for him, The baggy trousers lay in fes-
toons round his ankles. His whiskers were
black and fuzzy, and he looked more like a
comic-picture anarchist than anything else.

“Come on!” he said briskly. “We've
been too long already.”

They hurried down, and the crowd of
Old-Timers, waiting in the lobby, gave forth
a prolonged yell of merriment.

“Shut up, you fatheads!” hissed Hand-
forth. *“You'll bave old Pieface on my
track!”

“What does it matter?’ asked Trotwood.
*You're disguised, aren’t you?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“It’s all right—Travers has got Bob Wash
in the tuck-shop,” said Gresham. ‘You'd
better pop across to the Modern House quick.
Potts 1s on the look-out, and he'll give
Travers the wire.”
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Looking through the window, the juniors
shrieked with laughter. Handforth’s ideas
on paper-hanging were weird and wonderful!

“Good eggl” said Handforth, dashing
out.

The Carlton Gang, casually lounging in
the gymnasium, missed nothing. The jape
was going far better than they had expected,
Handforth was disguised, too, and the fun
promised to be hectic.

“We can’t miss this, my lads,” said Jep
sou, grinning widely. *‘All those Old-Timers
are going over, so we might as well join
'em 17

Thus, by the time Handforth had removed
his coat and had rolled up his sleeves, the
passage was filled with watching juniors,
and another crowd stood outside the window,
carcless of the rain,

“Go it, Smithers!”
“Do your stuft!”

“You young rips ’ad best clear hout!”
said Handforth in a thick veice—putting in
a bit of rehearsal work, “I don’t want none
o’ vour sauce!”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Tt won’t last long—but it'll he funny
while 1t does last!” murmured Brent. *“ Look
out! Here comes the matel!”

grinned  Singleton.

CHAPTER 5.
Handy the Paper-Hanger!

IRBY KEEBLE PARKINGTON had

K the utmost difficulty in keeping his

face straight when he first caught

sight of the imitation Mr. Smithers.

e had expected something funny, but this
almost knocked him off his feet.

“Ho!"” said Handforth, pazing at the new

arrival in a ferocious way. *‘You're Bob

Wash, I suppose?”
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“Yes, sir, please, sir,”

“Well, what do you mean by turnin’ up
in the middle o' the afternoon like this?”
demanded Handforth. ‘‘Take your coat off,
an’ get to work! We've got to have this
room papered before tea-time,”

“Yes, sir,” said K, K. humbly,

A vacuous expression had come over his
face.  The watching juniors were rather
staggered. Astoundingly enough, Bob Wash
had accepted the disguised Handforth as tho
geunine article! Thev could only coneclude
that he was short-sighted—or else as brain-
less as a turnip.

“It ain’t all my fault, sir,” said K, K.
“Some o' the young gents kept me in the
tuck-shop, an’ before that I was—"

“Never mind,” broke in Handforth
sharply, “I don't want to ’ear no ex-
cuses. You've come ‘ere to work., I'm the
paper-hanger, and you're my mate. Under-
stand?  And the sooner we start on the
job, the sooner we’ll be finished.”

“Yes, sir,” said K. K, meekly. ‘““Where
do we start, sir? Will you do the pastin’,
or shall 1"

“You will,” retorted Handforth. “'And
me these scissors!”

He lugged one of the rolls of paper on to
the table, and held out his hand. K. K,
obligingly put the paste-brush into it, and
Handforth jumped as he felt the wet, sticky
mass in his fingers, ‘

““Paste-brush, sir,” said K, K. brightly.

“I don’t want the paste-brush, you fat-
head!” roared Handforth, throwing 1t on
the floor. “'I asked you for the scissors!”

“Sorry, sir! Here you are, sir.”

He bent over and moved the pail neaver
to Handforth, and the next second the pail
was over. Handforth. stepped into the
paste, skidded, and sat down with a terrific
bump. A yell of laughter went up from the
onlookers-—particularly fromm the Carlton
{}an%. Their end of this joke was much
the {unnier,

“Shouldn’t do that it I were you, sir,”
~said K, K. gravely, “Might injure the
spine—an’ besides, I shall ’ave to make some
move paste.”

; I{]nndforth picked himself up, breathing
1nnra,

“You—you dense chunk of cauliflower!”
he panted. “I told you to hand me the
seissors, didn’t 1?  What do you think you're
playving at?”

“Plaving, sir?” rcpeated the mate. “I
thought we was workin!”

“All right—we’re workin’!” said Hand-
forth thickly. “Put this paste back in the
pail:  Don't bother about the scissors—

I'll get them myself!”

K. K. was thoroughly enjoying himself,
This was unquestionably his alternoon ont—
and 1t would be a jape up to the Red-Hots.

ITe industriously cleaned up the sticky
mess.  Some of the paste he got back into
the pail by means of the brush, and the rest

he wiped up. Handforth gave a sudden
start as he noticed what his assistant was
dning.
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“What's that you've got there?” he asked,
forgetting to disguise his voice. “ You silly
ass! What are you wiping up that paste
with " .

“Old bit of rag. sir.,” said K. K. brightly.

“Old bit o rag!” howled Handforth.
“That's my coat!”

“Why, so it is, sir,” said the mate, a
feeble grin coming over his features. “That’s
funny, sir! TFaney me not scein’ it was a
coat.”

He flung it into a corner, and then got to
work in earnest. Swiftly, skilfully, he pasted
a huge strip of wallpaper. i

“You'd best get on the steps ready, sir,”
he chirruped. **Shan't be a tick now, sir.
It won't take us long to finish this room,
I'll bet.”

Handforth gol on the steps, and in some
miraculous manner he managed to hold the
length of pasted paper until he was at the
top. He leaned forward towards the wall,
and the watchers held their breath.

“Is it straight?” asked Handforth. _

“Lovely, sir,” said K. K. “Bung 1t
straight on, sir.”

The steps, resting on the slippery
commenced to skid.

“Hi! Hold 'em!” roared Handforth.

“Yes, sir!” said the mate, leaping for-
ward, -

His idea of holding the steps was unique,
He clutched at them, and they skidded vio-
lently. Handforth groped wildly at the air,
and caught the top of the wallpaper. He
collapsed to the floor, with the paper fes-
tooned all round him in shreds and tatters.

“Afraid it won't do, sir,” said K. K,
shaking his head. “That bit up there is on
the skew. DI'raps vou'd best let me do the
'angin’ *"

“Hangin'?” gurgled Handforth, struggling
io his feet, “If I ’ad my way, I'd have you
drawn and quartered, too. Gi'me that paste-
brush! An’ if you can’t ’elp any better than
this, I'll give you the sack!”

HOW' it was done the watching juniors

floor,

hardly knew, but at the end of hall

an hour the room was at least half-

papered. Even HHandforth wasn't
uite satisfied, but as Bob Wash seemed to
think that everything was going swimmingly,
it didn’t matter, After all, Bob Wash was a
professional paper-hanger’s mate.

There wasn't one strip true. The pattern
was at sixes and sevens, and at least two of
the strips were upside down. They reposed
on the wall, slanting this way and that, with
great jagged tears in some and air bubbles
in others.

“Cave!” went up a sudden shout.

Handforth twirled round, and was just in
time to see Mr. Sam Smithers entering the
doorway. Bob Wash was with him. They
both stood there and gaped, Indeed, Mr,
Smithers nearly collapsed. His jaw sagged,
and he turned pale.

“I think,” murmured K. K.,
retire now. Cheerio, Handy!”

He pulled off his big cap, revealing his
mop of red hair. Handforth's eves nearlv

“that I will
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bulged out of his head, and a wild yell of
indignation arose from the Old-Timers,

“I’s K, K.1” roared Travers, “Upon
my Samson! Spoofed | No wonder he
-accepted Handy without a blink!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled the Carlton Gang.

‘““Fre, ‘old on!” said Mr, Smithers darkly.
“This is what ’appens when a man goes
“ddlown to order some materials! Look at
tall this, Bob! Look at what these young
rips ’ave been doin’ while my back’s bin
turned "

“But I’ve been helping you!” snorted
ITandforth indignantly.

“J shall ’ave to see your ’eadmaster about
othis, young gent, I'm afraid,” said Mr.
Smithers, gazing sternly at Edward Oswald.
“Playin’ these tricks—disguisin’ yourself,
an’ meddling w1’ my materials! Of course,
1f you pay for the damage o

39

He paused significantly,
““Oh, rather,” said Handtorth, with a gulp.
“Tor goodness’ sake don’t tell the Head!
How much will 1t cost to put things right "

“Well, supposin’ we say two quid?”

“Good egg!” said Handiorth, *1've got
three quid, so—"

“And a quid for my mate!” added Mr.
Smithers firmly,

So the dismayed Handferth was obliged
to pay up, and it made matters no better
when he was seized by his disappointed
would-be guests and bumped in every puddle
in the Triangle.

THE END.

(The Carlton Gang has scored heavily
this time—Dbut just wait uniil next weel:.
Handy's hot on the warpath! Look out for
this amusing yarn, entitled: ‘' Boys of
the Rald Brigade !l )
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A FULL OF THRILLS INSTALMENT OF OUR POPULAR MOTOR - RACING SERIAL !

THE IR

ON SPEEDMANT!

By ALFRED EDGAR
N ~

Y ;
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Crash!

IM'S wheel slammed over. Ile himself
was shding, but he missed the car’s blue
tail. He saw Stargie do the same thing,

: mis¢ in the same way, then the two

had left the corner and th: gasping crowds

behind.

Neck and neck they went down the road.
The cars were matched, speed for speed.
Neither gave the other an inch. TRey were
far In front of the resr.

to ‘meet himn, with everything blurred at its
edges. His gaze was focused far ahead, to
where it bent by white-walled houses. ¥rom
the tail of his eye he could see Stargie, dead
level with him.

The man's head was thrust a little side-
ways, while he peered around the edge of
his wind-shield, his gauntleted hands black
against the kicking steering-wheel, flinging
his machine on in a desperate effort to get

ahead.

Every record had gone , : The rival cars made a
by the board, and no fi'm Ross burﬂmg t’IZGHg at n}‘;n.d thunder of_suuradhon
road race had seen such - ~ . : the morning air. ‘hey
speed a8 they  were ler ”ﬁﬁ Spf.’(;'d. Stargie fdg?ﬂg slung dust gehind tlw:n},
ﬁl’H_iH}.;‘ ll])! nearer @ wai‘ﬁ’l bybs azﬂf{}bi and stones ﬂlﬂ!\.{"d like
Side by side, engines e bullets, popping from the
screaming, exhausta IOISC]JIII_E. NE’-#E?’L’T, nearer ——!  spinning tyres.
spanging like machine- The machines weaved
guns, they went on + under their speed,
with throttles kicked wide open, leaving tails waggmg as they jumped from little

behind them the smoking wreck of the blue
car, whirh was still smashing itself to a stop
hehind them.

Jim saw the road opening wide and
strzight in front of him, and he thrust at the
throttle pedal until it was flat down on the
foot-grid, giving every last fraction of power
to his leaping machine,

His face was set, and his eyes were nar-
rowed behind his goegles. The road streamed

bumps and pot-holes, The wafching crowds
of spectators craned to see them come, and
then hastily backed farther away as they
hurtled towards them,

Now and again a bump would send Jim
to the very cdge of the road, where his
tyres nipped the grass and skated dust high
and wide. Then he would lurch towurds
Stargie, with death waiting for them 1if their
wheels should lock.
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INO racing machines had ever travelled
faster down that road. The crowd had ex-
pected the first lap of the Irish Grand Prix
to be desperate, but not so desperate as this.
Three . cars lay wrecked behind these two
leaders—and these two could not go on very
far like this,

One must crash, that was inevitable!

The white-walled houses swooped to meet
Jim. He saw the road where it curved, and
he went into the kend without slowing.

Both cars skidded. Their tails slung round
until the machines were sliding at an angle,
juddering and quaking and booming, both
drivers fighting against the skid, battling
over the wheel until the bend eased off and
the machines came straight.

A quarter of a mile ahead Jim saw another
bend. It was the last on the course. Beyond
it was the grandstand straightaway, two
miles long. On that straight, if at all, he
could get in front of Stargie.

Jim knew that he would have to slow for
the bend, but he wouldn’t do it until the last
poseible moment, :

Ho saw a long sandbank and the raw,
yvellow wood of a palisade there, with the
faces of =spectators above it, and trees behind.
Every nerve tensed as he timed his approach
to the corner. He was almost on it when he
cut out and reached for the brakes.

He crashed them on, and in that moment
Stargie’s car lurched towards him.

They were into the turn then., Instantly
Jim slung his steering over to miss the
other machine, His front. wheels locked at
an angle for a moment—and in that moment
Stargie twitched his own steering.

His Ace sremed to jump at the low-built
green car. Clearly Jim saw the hub-cap of
one of Stargie’s front wheels touch his own
tyre.

The nickeled hub-cap was spinning at a
terrific rate, its glittering bosses whirling
like steel knives as they snapped against the
rubber.

The i1mpact lasted only for the fraction
of a second, but the force behind it was
enormous. The steering was knocked from
Jim’s hand, and the tyre burst.

“He saw the torn rubber shoot out from the
rim. He saw Stargie’s Ace leap ahead, and
then hig own car was whirling on the road.

A palisade came at him, looking like a
yellow wall, and he felt the tail of the
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Ross-Ryan hit it. Wood sprayed out like
water all around him, and the back of the
car bucked high. )

In that instant—while the corner, the
crowd, the fences and the trees whirled -
dizzily about him—even while he fought to
regain control—Jim knew that Lon BStargre
had played the same trick as he had played
on Jim’s father vears before.

That touch had been deliberate. It was
meant to wreck the machine which was
challenging him so gamely. :

With his Ross-Ryan half off tho ground,
Jim had a glimpse of Stargie skidding the
corner, Clearly he saw the lamed front
wheel break off at the stub axle and bounce
away, then his machine was heeling on to
its side, and he saw Joe slung out!

Jim flung himself down into the cockpit,
ducked until he had the steering-wheel
above his shoulder, and then braced himself
for the crash.

He felt the car hit the road sideways.
Thero was a mad, elattering crash. The
car slid on in a welter of strident sound,
leaping and shuddering and spinning.

It seemed to Jim that it was an age
before there came one last colossal impact
which made his brain reel, then the car

stopped !

Third Time—Unlucky!

IM lay huddled in the cockpit. Hot oil-
fumes and the reek of spilled petrol
flooded his nostrils, but everything was
strangely silent after the uproar,

He did not feel hurt, only half-stunned, and
he tried to resist when hands reached at
him and began to drag him out. He had
a glimpse of flame beyond the foot-grid,
then saw the stream of chemicals from a firve-
extinguisher come and blot it out.

The hands continued to drag at him, then
he found himself lifted from the car.

“T'm—all right!” he gasped. “I'm all
right!”’ :
Blurred faces came all around. Beyond

them he saw yards of smashed fencing and
people running forward. Then he saw the
car.

Broken wood was plastered over the shat-
tered radiator. The engine cover had been
ripped clean away, revealing tho engine be-
neath. Jim saw enough to tell him that the
car was completely wrecked, then everything

JOE COOPER, Jim's chum
LON STARGIE, the crach speedman of Ace

Irish Grand Priz.
Engineering Company, builds anot
first lap i3 terrific.
a blue Delage in the lead,

HOW THE STORY STARTED.
JIM ROSS, iron-nerved, daring, is @ born racing driver, .
STEVE ROSS, has just completed building a special racing car known as the Ross Eight, and
they take it down to Brooklands for a big race.
who acts as mechanic.
Motors,
discovers to his cost during the race, Jim is winning, and then the Ace speedman deliberately
makes him crash., After the race Jim vows he wiil gets his own back against Stargie in the
The Ross Eight having been wrecked, Mr. Ryan, owner of the Ryan
ger car for the brothers.
Within a few minutes two cars crash.
{ They are hurtling round a hairpin bend, when the latter car
skids right across the track—full into the path of the other two machines!

(Now read on.)

His brother,

They.are accompanied by
Jim realises that his most dangerous rival is
Stargie is unscrupulous, too—as Jim

The day of the race comies. The
This leaves Jim and Stargie and
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started to spin as the shock of the crash
ﬁrippud him, and what followed was very
azy.

When, finally, he did come round properly,
he found himself in a tent back at his own
racing camp. Steve and Mr. Ryan were
there with a doctor and two ambulance
men, and Jim heard the doctor saying to
Steve:

“It's just shock that’s knocked him out,
there’s no other damage. It’s a marvel
about that other boy; he was pitched on
to a sandbank and slid along it with his
fall broken—got up with hardly a scratch.
This youngster here may be a bit shaky, but
a rest will soon put him right!”

“Will he have lost his nerve?” Mr. Ryan
asked quietly.

“I hope not,” the doctor said. = ““You
can never tell, It's Hallo!”

He looked down at the stretcher, and saw
that Jim’s eyes were opened. The doctor
gasped when Jim tried to.sit up, one of
the ambulance men helping him,

Jim grinned round at them, gulped a little,
then asked:

“ How's the car, Steve?”

“PDon’t worry about that.

“¥ine!” Jim swung his legs off the
stretcher, grabbed Steve's arm, and came
upright, For a moment the tent scemed
to swing around, then it steadied and bhe
smiled again. “Fine!” he repeated. “Sorry
I—sorry I came a cropper, Mr. Ryan.”

“That’s all right, boy—if you're all right!
Joe’s not tcuched.”

Jim felt Steve’s arm come round his
shoulder, .and his brother was pgasping In
relief. The doctor stood staring at Jim,
then he said quietly:

“You've got plenty of pluck, son,” and
he smiled at Jim. “Listen, now: don’t try
and over-do it, you understand me? You
- ought to rest quietly for the remainder of
the day, but 1 know you don’t want to do
that. Just take things easily, and you'll
be right as rain by the evening. You've
no pain anywhere, have you?”

“Not a mite,” and Jim tried to make his
voice cheerful, but actually he was feeling
very groggy.

The doctor knew it, and he admired Jim’s
pluck in fighting against it. He shook hands
with the boy speedman, then left the tent.
Jim moved out into the sunshine, and in
the distance he heard cars still hurling them-
selves *around the course, :

“How long has the race to go, Steve?”
he asked. ‘“Was I knocked out for long?”

““A good while,” his brother answered.
“Stargie’s still leading——"

“Where’s the car?” Jim cut in.

“Joe’s bringing 1t in,” Mr. Ryan told him
quietly. “It’s knocked about a good bit,
Jim, but 1 think we can get it running
again—but it’ll never do for anything other
than a practice car. If yon want to drive
any more after this, it'll mean building a
new racer.

How are you?”
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Heo stared at Jim for a long moment, then
made his tone off-handed as he said:

“You'll be finished with speed work after
that crash, ¢h?”

“No,” Jim said blun¥'y.

He was sitting on a packing-case, and to
him came memory of Stargie’s wheel-hub
shattering his tyre. He knew it had been
done deliberately. He was sure that Stargie
had tried to play the trick which had killed
Jim's father.

““No,"” he said again. "“You bet I'm not
finished! We started out to make my dad’s
racing design famous—and we’ll do it!”

“Except that we haven’t money enough to
build another car,” Steve cut in, and there
was a kind of gulp in his voice.

“Don’t let the money worry you,” DMr.
Ryan said. *“I’ll build the car, and pay for
everything., Because, you see, I want lLon
Stargie licked, just as much as you fellows
do! I know what happened to ‘ Big’ Ross
on the Sarles circuit—and Stargie did the
same thing to Jim just now.,”

Before gim could make any comment, the
lorry which had gone to fetch the wrecked
racer drove up. Joe fairly flung himself
from the scat beside the driver, his eyes
shining as he dashed at the group.

“Good !” he gasped, as he saw Jim, and
leaped at him to grip his fist. “Everybody
said you were jolly well dead, 1 fell soft
—on a sandbank! You’re not hurt?”

“I feel a bit wobbly,” Jim grinned.
“How’s the race going?”

“Stargie’s two clear laps in front, and has
only got five more to do to win,” Joe
answered.

“Then he’ll win,” Mr. Ryan said grimly.

“]1 hope he does,” Jim toid them. ““He’s
had to drive hard for it! He may be a
rotter, but he’s a thundering fine driver.”

His chum stared at him, then said quickly:

“And you’ll prove you're a better one
when you lick him, Jim. And you'll lick
him in the French Grand Prix, won’t you
—that’s the next big race, isn’t it?"”

“1f Jim will drive, we'll have a car in
it,” Mr. Ryan said. “Well, d'you feel fit
enough to ride down to the- grand-
stands and see the finish, Jim?"”

“Yes, the boy answered, and Joe tucked
a hand under his arm to support his shock-
weakened legs as he moved towards Mr.
Ryan’s car. ‘

n a little while they were down at the
finishing-point, in time to see the black-and-
white winner’s flag slash on the air as Lon
i‘“:_‘.targie brought his victorious Ace across the
ine.

“That's twice he’s licked us,” Jim said
slowly. “But the third time he’ll be un- .
lucky 1"

(Third time unlucky for Stargie—thus
vores Jim, and he means it! In the French
Grand Prix the young speedmaen is going
all out to win. Win or bust—that’s Jimi'’s
motfto now. More rousing chapters of
whis exciting serial next week. chums!)
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THE COWBOY KID & CO.

(Continued from page 5.)

cide with mighty sweeps of her right paw.
The tiger had been taught to play atr-ball by
Professor Lorenzo in precizely this manner,
and loved doing it.

' Hearing the eries of the routed savages,
“Kiki looked out of the companiop-way door,
and his black face registered a tremendous
QErin,

v But Loopy's right arm was liring, and the
day rmright have gone against bim yet had
inot.  a rumble from below shaken the
~Lacoma's deck, foretelling the explosion
which oceurred a mement later,

.. Bang! Gases imprisonced in the hold for
~davs suddenly blew: the whole end out of
tho stranded wreck, faking with it every
one of the savages who were clinging to it,
o their black figures soared in the aiv
camidst a cloud of debris, the rest of the
storming party =lid down the iron plates to
_safety and never stopped running.
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Canght by the force of the explosion, Loopy
took a eatherine wheel over the end of the
~hip and landed on soft grass, dazed. As soon
as he had recovered sufficiently to szee and
ur.derstand, he found himself alone. .

Presently Sheba the she-cat joined him.
Then came Kiki, limping badly, with his
black face extended in a hnge grin, Apart
from him there was not a soul in zight, for
the savages had taken the wounded -~with
thert in their panie-stricken flight.

Kiki held the bejewelled and horned crown
in his big black hands, and thiz he solemnly
placed on Voopy's head.

“Masza Loopy., Kedng!”
ccstasy of hero worship,

TIIE EXD.

he cried 1n an

(The Cowboy Kid is sure some guy. isn’t
lie 7 And now that he's king of Bangalloola
—well, you can guess that he’s going to
male things hunie! There will be another
rousing complete yarn featuring Loopy
and his pet tiger, Sheba, next weeli—don’t
neiss it !) '
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“I guess I'm going

to count three...

99

“.S&}', }'Gu'ye'gui a nerve for a schoolmaster guy!™ . . . The Head of Crey-
friars was sitting in his chair, and Slick Flick, the notorious Chicago gunman, was
bending over him, with a pistol levelled at his face. I guess I'm going to count
three,” said Slick menacingly. ** If you ain't doing what I want when I've counted
'em this school will sure want a noo headmaster !

e RN Lo g

Then Harry Wharton came in. What's Slick Flick doing at Greyfriars ? What
possible object can a Chicago gunman have at the peaceful old English school in
Kent? These questions are vividly answered in the nerve-tingling school and ad-

venture story of Harry Wharton & Co. told by FRANK RICHARDS in this week's

‘The MAGNET
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Buy a Copy
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THE ROOM OF DFJATH “As for the rvest, you can mmagine it for

3 : vourself,”  concluded . Lee. ““Sir Pickering
- (Cantinued from puage 5l kopew that he would be urged to come down,
of the vapour is maintained—bave told of and he was certain that he would be able to
the uightmare-like shapes  that Ravy CRELURCT the ﬂ]‘}]i“;ﬂﬂtlb"'- Natural dt'ﬂt}}i:'r.ﬂf
appeared before their eyes.  Actually, of Clarcnee and poor Cope, 1Iie thought he had
cours®yan ophie affection caused by the drug, "’lfﬂﬂjﬁd*fd' I have no doubt that he killed
1 examined the Monk's Chamber very carc- Lope by forcing a heated handkerchief, "
fully and soon found that the tapestrics were recking “'”}j‘ the drug, over his mouth,
lir-wag:. soaked 1n the poison!™ | Naturally, Bir Pickering was also affected
“Good Heavens ! gaid his lordship. *Sir by the fumes, but he wanted this to happen
Pickering's doing ?” : to divert suspicien from himself, e knew
“Of eourse,” said Lee, | “Ordinarily that that R his case the results would net he
room was harmless. Now, here’s the signi-. fﬁlffﬂ- _ L . ) :
ficant feature of this affair. Sir Pickering . But  why " all this fendish plotting
Brott was one of your oldest friends, Lord ﬂ-‘i‘:ﬂi‘ll Lord Welleston. e
Welleston, Ile know of the. house party fﬂﬂ'lmlﬁl_‘;’ he was anbicipating that yon
that you were preparing—and he took care and Lady Welleston would soon dic—and if
to have a lecture elsewhere so that he cduld Clarence had been killed I .dare say  his
uot. be present.  But he knew that your “-"-‘*—,U”*I’U{}‘" would have been 1'13_-‘5’-:!}.” sald Loee
Lrother would be -here. Perhaps you have quictly, T rather .t.l,unk that Sir Pickering
mentroned to Sir Pickering that your brother figures in your will 77 " .
wis suseeptible to cold 17 ‘By Heaven! He does,” exclaimed Lord
MY have.” Welleston, “And but for you, Mr, Lee, T
_ “FHeo therefore made a fairly safe assump- should have been completely hoodwinked by
fion that if Admiral Herbert slopt in the this diabolical scoundrel™ =~
haunted room he waotlld have a ﬁl‘f‘,”'Eﬂid' “1 am GDII\"IIIE'H}(]_ ﬂl-ﬂ.t Sir PlL‘ki.‘I‘.‘iIlg 1%
Nelson Lee, ““Another point: he knew that euite mm]——-amd‘fhett lm. ]lElH' been hovering
the adnural was a grm;t sf_rgf'fr_vr as 1-{3gﬂr(]5 0Ll ’[}1{3 hﬂ}:d{?‘t"ill]_ﬂ' of lIIE:EIJli}' for }‘UEIJ".‘-}.”
ghosts. It was more than likely that he covcinded the greal deteotive, .
would insist upon spending a night in the - Nelson Liee’s shot proved to be a hull's-eye.
haunted room. If so, he would die. In the Sir Pickering’ Brett never stood his tvial, foi
morning the firs would be out, the tempera- flu-_.-:lmﬂ,’.nf discovery converted him into a
ture dowi. and there would be nothing to Yaving maniac, and he hdd to be removed to

indicate how death had been caused.” . . a eriminul lunatic asylum,
i R i ' 4 o “
As a matter of fuct, Lee afterwards learned ' es . THE. END, -
thut Sir Pickering had met Admiral Ilerbert (Anoether corking long complele yarn

in a London c¢lub, and at that meeting the feafuring Nelson Lee and Nipper next week,
admiral had boasted that he would spend the entifled :  ** The Man from * Mars ’!'"
night in the haunted roomi—egged on, no Breathlessty exciting and thrilling —malke
doubt, by 8Sir Pickering limself, ' sure you read this stunning storvy, chums !)
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