

















Tom and that other
doctor’s verdiet, and
he groaned.

DH.}'S of pnin had
been followed by the
slow process of mend-
ing, and now Jim
Conway was home
pgain, 1mpatient at
the enforced 1dleness
of convalescence, but
awaiting with little
heart the resumption
of his career on the
dirt-tracks. IFor ever
since he had known
that he was tempor-
arily out of the
game, he had realised
that he could never
make good the
resolve which had
been his greatest
match-winning 1n-
centive—the resolve
to carn enough to
send Tom abroad.

A week Dbefore he
was due to make
his bow before the
“fans 7’ at Buriord
Stadium again, some
of the boys called
to see him. Not
only did the party
contaln members of
the DBurford team,
but 1t included one or two riders from other
clubs, and among the latter was  Spark ”
Bronson.

Tom was out at the time, and his name
being mentioned, Jim took his visitors into
his confidence. e had brooded over the
business so long that he felt he must give
utterance to his thoughts, somehow, and
while his visitors listened in silence he told
them of the desperate condition of his brother’s
health.

“That crash had to come when I was
desperate to win cvery race,” he finished
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Davids over-did a broadside and came down in a smother of grit.
rider parted, and the machine, grinding on its side, thudded into the safety fence.
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bitterly, “ and the weeks I’ve had in hospital
have killed my chance of raising the money
I needed. I go back to the Speedway on
Saturday, but if I won every event from now
on until the end of the season I couldn’t make
that five hundred. It’s too late now; too
late now——"

It was in an awkward silence, which wasg
eloquent of sympathy, that the other riders
eventually took their leave, each one gripping
him mutely by the hand till * Spark *
Bronson moved forward to say good-hbye.

“ Keep your pecker up, kid,” he stated, in
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his loud, bluff voice. * You unever kuow
what might happen between now an’ the end
of the season. See you on Saturday, anyway.
I’'m ridin’ in the inter-track Captains’ Race
at Burford Stadium, an’ I mean to win
through to the Final. If you pull off your
heat you can have another shot at tryin’ to
beat me.”

Bronson departed on the heels of the
others, and Jim watched him go, a little
rattled for the moment by the man’s impudent
self-confidence and his crude attempt to com-
miserate with him over Tom. Then he fell
to thinking of his brother’s plight, and his
mind was in that groove when Tom arrived
hone.

Jim heard him go to the room he had
fitted out as a workshop, and he remained
there for quite a spell. When at length he
emerged he seemed unnaturally flushed, and
Jim noticed that he was carrying a small case
in his hand, something like a radio set.

“Well,” announced Tom, * here it 1s.”
Then, as Jim looked blank : * My latest in-
vention. You know, the television device.”

Jun had vague recollections of the night
Tom had tried to explain the principle of
the invention to him, and he watched his
vounger brother fix the apparatus below the
telephone in the hall and then substitute an
ear-piece of his own design.

““There you are,” he declared; * all ready
for the final test. Now all that remains for
me to do is to fix my own special-type trans-
mitter to another ’phone and get someone to
call up this number. Wait a bit, I've got
an idea. There’s a public call-box in the next
street. I'll slip into 1t, attach the television
transmitter and ring up the flat. You be here,
ready to answer, and when you hear my voice
look into the screen of the television box.”

Jim nodded, and, as excited as a youngster
with a new toy, Tom left the flat and hurried
to the public ’phone booth in the near-by
street. He found i1t empty, and covertly
substituted his transmitter for the regulation

instrument. Then he hifted the receiver and
save the number of the flat.

A few seconds later he heard Jim’s voice.

“ Hallo, Jim!” he called. * What’s the
verdict ¢ Can you see me 2 ”

(

At the other end of the wire Jim was staring
into the television set, and before his eyes a
miniature impression of his brother’s head
and shoulders took shape, hazy at first, but
egradually dawning clearer.

* Great Scott ! ”” he said. * It's marvellous !
[ can see you as plain as a photograph.”

“That’s all T wanted to know,” Tom
returned, and replaced the receiver. He was
on the point of removing the special trans-
mitter when to his consternation he saw a
man waiting outside the booth.

Tom had no wish to be accused of tampering
with Government property; so, deciding
that he would hang around until a more
favourable opportunity occurred of changing
the transmitters, he emerged from the call-
box.

The man who had been waiting took lis
place in it. IHe was a dapper individual
in a slouch hat. He shut the door and picked
up the receiver, while Tom moved off along
the streect.

Tom Conway’s transmitter differed very
little in outward appearance from the regula-
tion instrument, and, unsuspectingly, the man
called up the exchange and gave the number,
Burford 4460— the ’phone number of the
Conway flat.

In the hall-way of that flat Jim was
examining Tom’s invention interestedly when
the call came through. As he picked up the
ear-piece he heard a quiet, measured voice, a
volce that was oddly familiar.

“Is that Jim Conway ? Good. Listen,
Conway! I'm making you another ofler,
and I think you’'ll accept— for your brother s
sake. How about five hundred pounds—if
you lose on Saturday ? ”

Jim started. The man at the other end
of the wire was the mysterious stranger who
bad tried to bribe him just before the race
for the Silver Helmet; and the truth had
scarcely flashed on him when, half by
chance, his glance wandered to the television
set.

IIe saw a face, the face of a rakish-looking
individual in a soft hat, and suddenly he
remembered where he had encountered it

before—below the leadlines of an evening
newspaper.
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The man was ** Carnation © Clancy, mter:
national eracksman and swindler !

“I've had five hundred pounds placed
in the hands of a solicitor,” the voice of
Clancy went on.  ““ I'll give you his name and
address, but you needn’t ask him for mine.
He doesn’t know it. Now, that five hundred
will be handed to vou if you do as I've asked.
You can go to this lawyer between now and
Saturday and verify what I've said——"

He spelled out a name and address.

“You've got that 2" he went on. “ And
ret this, too, Conway. I'm taking no risks;
that’s why I'm making this offer. But
I warn vou, if you win through your first heat,
I'll see that something is done to prevent your
winning the Final. I've got men in my pay,
like a certain party who brought you down
in tlie race for the Silver Helmet.”

Steele! The name leaped to Jim's mind.
So Stecle had been hired by Clancy !

“What's your game?!” the youngster
asked unsteadily.

“I'll tell you this much,” was the answer.
“I'm gambling against you. If you lose, I
collect ten thousand in private bets—and you
get a cut-out of five hundred to send your
brother abroad. What’s your answer ? ™

Jim’s face was haggard. IHe thought of
Tom, and what this ofler meant to Azm. He
knew that he should turn down the bribe and
notily the police, but his brother’s life was at
stake. This was his one chance to raise
enough to save him, and kinship grappled with
conscience.

““ Give me time,” he said in a strangled voice.

At the other end of the wire, standing with
lips close to the mouth-picce, ** Carnation "
Clancy drew in his breatb.

“ All right, Conway,” he murmured. “ But
remember what T told vou—about the men

in my pay.”’

The front wheel of Jim's
bike crashed into the
tank of the other machine,
and Jim plunged headiong
over the handle - bars.



Clancy hung up and slipped out of the booth
hurriedly. His back was hardly turned before
Tom Conway entered the call-box, changed
the transmitters, and hastened along the
street. At a corner fifty yards away he
saw the man in the slouch hat in company
with another individual, but paid no particu-
lar heed to either of them until, as they were
on the point of entering a taxi, he recognised
one of them as “ Spark ” Bronson.

About that same time, Jim Conway was
razing nmuserably into the television set, from
which the face of * Carnation ” Clancy had
faded like something seen in a dream.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
The Captains’ Race

HE stands at the Burford Stadium were
packed, and there was a fluttering of
programmes as Ivent No. 10 was regis-
tered on the indicator. It was the second
heat of the Captains’ Race, and Jim Conway
was one of the entrants.

The crowd knew nothing of the story behind
the contest. They knew nothing of Jim’s
thoughts. But down in the pits the Burford
ace was stammering out a few broken words
to his brother Tom, who had insisted on coming
along to watch the afternoon’s sport.

“Tom,” Jim panted, “ I can’t ride crooked
—not even for your sake. I've got to go in
there and—win. Try to understand, old son.
It goes against the grain to take a bribe i

““ What the dickens are you talking about?
Tom demanded.

Jim told him all; broke the dread news to
him concerming the state of his health, and
gave an account of his televised conversation
with “ Carnation ” Clancy over the ’phone.
When he had finished there was a stark silence,
during which Tom stood like one in a trance,
for it was as if he had heard a death-sentence
passed upon him. Then he straightened up,
and the expression on his face was magni-
ficently courageous.

“ There goes the bell, Jim,” he said quietly.
“ Go in—and win ! ”’

Jim turned blindly, and with a lump in
his throat, wheeled his bike across the ramp.

Tom watched him thoughtfully from his
privileged vantage-point, and was only aroused

(

from his gloomy reflections when someone
brushed against him 1n passing.

The someone was *“ Spark ” Bronson, just
off the track after winning the first heat ol
the Captains’ Race and qualifying for the
Final. As he caught sight of him, Tom
instantly recalled his acquaintance with the
man who had turned out to be ** Carnation ™
Clancy.

Steele had been in Clancy’s pay. Was
Bronson one of the swindler's hirehings as
well ?

Jim was out on the track, beyond recall,
but when he returned to the pits, having
won his heat fairly comfortably, Tom put
him wise to Bronson’s connection with the
international crook.

Jim’s eyes hardened.

“Bronson’s in the Final, eh ?” he said
grimly. “Then I'm going all out to beat
him. I owe it to every Burford ‘ fan’ who's
pald money to come through the turnstiles.
But in the meantime, Tom, you get in touch
with Scotland Yard and tell them you think
” . . 3 * - Y y 47
you can put them on to ¢ Carnation ’ Clancy.

Tom slipped away. Before Event 12 had
been run oftf he was back.

“ They’re sending a couple of plain clothes
men down rigcht away,” he announced.
“They’ll be here before the end of the
meeting.”’

The detectives had not arrived, however,
when the bell called the competitors to the
starting-line for Event 21, the TFinal of the
Captains’ Race. There were four riders in
the contest—Jim, Bronson and two otlicrs,
Melville and Shipton by name.

Taking up their positions, they were pushed
off by the attendants. The luck of the draw
had given Jim the inside position, and from
the flying start he dashed into the lead and
stormed over the straight for the first corner.
But Bronson was hard bechind him, and he
was still close on the tail of the Burford
captain’s speed-iron when they rocked out of
the bend on to the back straight.

I'ierce cornering on the second curve brought
no change in the positions of the riders, and
Jim was still a shade in advance of Bronson
when he crossed the line for lap two and
stormed on to the first bend again.
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He swerved into
1t recklessly and
shifted the cindersin
a wicked shide. Then
Bronson slashed
abreast of him 1n
breal - neck  stvle,
holding him till the
sweep of the corner
was  passed, when
Jim  Jooked like
pulling ahcad once
more.

The toe of Bron-
son’s heavy field-
boot was poised over
the track surface.
The bikes were verv
close, and about
them rose a cloud
of grit. Under cover
of the dirt - haze
Bronson jabbed with

his foot, and his
steel plate caught

the rim of Jim’s front
wheel and kicked it
out of his control.

The wheel wrenched
violently sideways,
and in the same
imstant Bronson
pulled out to avoid
collision. Jim, scrab-
bling  desperately,
felt the pad on his
left knce scrape the
ground, while his toe
ripped through the cinders. On his right-
hand he saw Bronson forge past him to take
the lead, and a moment later Melville and
Shipton had swaved round the Burford ace’s
skidding bike as well.

It was by main strength that Jim regained
control, and when he opened up along the
back straight his jaw was set in determination.
It was clear that no one but himself had seen
Bronson’s foul, and he did not intend to
whine an appeal to the judges. But he was
more determined now to beat the man 1n
spite of dirty riding.

(

The handle.bars were jerked out of Bronson’s hands as his front wheel grazed Jim’s
back wheel, and he came down with a crash.

He felt certain now that Bronson was hand-
in-glove with Clancy, and he suddenly realised
that it must have been from Bronson that the
swindler had heard of Tom’s health.

Jim’s speed-iron fairly roared as he whipped
the throttle hard round. He was five yards
behind Melville and Shipton when he entered
the sccond bend, but he was scarcely a couple
of lengths in arrears during the spurt along the
front straight. Up at the first curve again he
saw his chance and bored between them to
rain second place.

Bronson was several lengths ahead of him,
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but Jim reduced the lead on the next corner,
and the crowd was yelling for the Burford
youngster when the line was crossed for the
final lap. .

On the bend at the end of the front straight
his tank was peppered by the cinders from
Brouson’s back wheel, so close was he to the
leader. In the race over the back straight
there were only inches between them. With
the last bend opening out before him Jim
hurled his speed-iron for the curve at full
throttle. _

The tail of bis bike ripped through the grit,
and he was forging almost level when Bronson
swung wide in an attempt to check him. But
Jim had a trick to meet Bronson’s. Ie swung
wider still and raked his way round the other
hike to take the lead. As he was passing he
felt Bronson’s front wheel graze the back
wheel of his own speed-iron.

The handle-bars jerked out of his grasp,
Bronson came down with a smashing crash.
As he lay there, groaning, he heard Jim’s bike
storm on along the home stretch to carry bim
triumphant across the line.

A doctor might have pronounced Bronson’s
injuries trivial, and diagnosed him to be
suffering mainly from shock, when he limped
into the pits. At any rate, there was no

question about the shock he received when
he found himself arrested by two Scotland
Yard men !

It was in a moody silence that Jim and Tom
Conway made their way back to their flat
after tea, and though Tom once or twice
tried to affect a light-hearted air, he made a
miserable show.  Neither he nor Jim could
forget that, by the time the winter was over,
he would in all probability be done with life.

So lost were they in their tragic thoughts
that they reached the door of their flat
without noticing a man who stood beside it.
Not until the man spoke were they aware of
his presence. They looked up, then, and
recognised one of the Scotland Yard men.

" Bronson owned up,” the detective told
them, ** and gave away Clancy’s hiding-place,
so yvour mmformation has led to the ‘ wanted’
man's capture and the discovery of the
Thorndike jewels, which were missed some
weeks back. I may say there was a reward
offered at the time, and it still holds.”

“ Reward ? 7 Jim echoed.

*“ Mr. Thorndike,” the detective went on—
* Mr. Julian Thorndike, the millionaire, has
asked me to tell you that his cheque for a
thousand pounds is already in the post.”
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