


Creat Complete Tale Of Deteective

Adventure On Land Ind 11 Seag —

CHAPTER 1.

A Scientific Ally.
NELSON LEE, the famous detective, sat

in hiz sanctum in the Gray’s Inn Road
encrossed In something that stood on
the table before him—something that
looked like a cross between a telephone and
a wirelezs set. It was, In fact, a wireless

telephone. Nipper had a portable set, and
with this invention Nelson Lee and his young
assistant were able to communicate with one
another, wherever they happened to be.
The simple instrument represented the last
word in telenhonic achicvement, and in it
Lee knew himse'f to possess one of the most
valuable allies in the cause of justice which
scivnce had ever bestowed upon him.



NELSON LEE, The Famous Detective, And His Assistant NIPPER'

The sudden renewed activities of a notorious
Criminal Confederation wunder the ruthless
leadership of that master-crook, Oscar Dene,

provides yet another sensational ‘‘ case ’ for the famous detective, Nelson Lee.
Almost before they realise it, Nelson Lee and Nipper are plunged head-first into
a series of perilous adventures and sinister mysteries which tax their powers

to the uttermost !

This story is a typical ‘‘ Nelson Lee >’ Detective-Thriller !

1t was not until recently that Lec had found
time to interest himsclf deeply in the prob-
lem of wireless telephony, but when he had
the subject fascinated him. For weeks during
spare hours he had experimented in his
laboratory, setting off a separate space and
installing electric apparatus which had cost
him thousands.

There were great engincers and electricians
as well as chemists who were applying them-
selves to the same problem 1n 1ts broader
aspects. Lece set himself to modify and im-
prove existing instruments, to produce some-
thing Light and vortable, directly suited to the
requircments of the detective service.

For a long time he had worked without
success, until, as the result of a mazec of
mathematical deduction, he found the basis
of a valve which promised to catch and in-
tensify to audible sound the waves of ether
reproduced at the other end by a compara-
tively low power in transmitting.

That same evening he took his idea to a

man whose name was comparatively unknown
except to the initiated—a man who shunned
publicity, and cared not a snap for credit or
kudos—but whose uncanny knowledge of the
functions of wireless amounted to genius.

The result was the perfection in a fortnight
of the instrument which Lee and Nipper were
now testing practically for the first time, and
1t answered perfectly.

Carrying something no bigger than a school-
boy’s satchel, slung over his shoulder just as
casually, Nipper had spoken first from the
top of a bus while 1t waited in the maze of
traflic by the Mansion House. He had spoken
again from the summit of the famous Monu-
ment, by London Bridge, and his voice on
both occasions had been clear and perfectly
distinct.

Such an instrument, even with a limited
range of transmission, would be of invaluable
assistance to Nelson Lee i1n his life’s work.
No one appreciated more than he did the
immense possibilities 1t offered.
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Within the precincts of London, at any
rate, it rendered ume and space negligible
quantities. It eliminated barriers—it pene-
trated walls and passed through obstacles as
if they did not exist.

His thoughts turned as he drained his cup
to some ot those arch enemies against whom
this little wonder of telephony would now be
formally arrayed. There was the notorious
Criminal Confederation headed by the amaz-
ingly clever, ex-actor crook, Oscar Dene,
who, with his confederates, was hoodwinking
and puzzling the Secret Services of half a
dozen countries.

Only recently Nelson Lee had been at grips
with Oscar Dene, and—his gang, that con-
sisted of Manning, the scientist; Sandrez, the
Spanish murderer; old Jan van Duren, and
his beautiful daughter, Gloria van Duren.
Dene and his gang had escaped, but maybe,
next time, with the help of the wireless tele-
phone now on the table, the result might be
different.

On the instrument on the table a delicate
piece of metal flopped over on to a tiny
magnet, establishing the circuit between two
ordinary wet batteries, and a bell rang
sharply. Lee crossed to the table and assumed
the headgear.

‘“Hallo! Is that you, Nipper?”

“Yes. Can you hear me?”

“Quite well. Where are you
from?”’ |

‘““ At the moment 1 am leaning over the
parapet of Blackfriars Bridge. You are quite
plain. This is a great business, guv’nor.”

Nelson was about to reply when there came
in lower tones, not so distinct, another voice,
breaking in on their own.

“Keep to three thousand,” it said, *‘till
you strike the coast. Then bear east a bit
till you’re over, and come down till you follow
the coast. There's a nasty fog-bank on the
Havre route.” -

A voice said, *‘Right-ho! Thanks,” in a
matter-of-fact way, and there was silence
again, except for a very low musical buzzing,
broken occasionally by the dull crackle of dis-
tant atmospherics.

“That was HHendon speaking, guv’nor,” said
Nipper’s voice. “Giving a cross-Channel pilot
instructions, I suppose. I heard Croydon half
an hour ago.”

“Yes,” said Lee. ‘It sounds weird. I’d
like you to taxi out a bit now and test the
radius. I fancy we ought to work up to
fifteen miles without—er—just a minute. I'm
wanted.”

He turned as his housekeper entered, bear-
ing & card in her hand. '

“A lady to sce vou, sir,” she said.

‘““By apopintment ?” lLe~ asked, raising his
eyebrows. |

‘““No. But she says she won’t keep you
a moment. She’s quite a lady, sir. I told
her you was always busy. but——"

Lee nodded, frowning slightly,
tended his hand for the card.

speaking

and ex-
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It was the card of an aristocrat; not too
ornate, not too simple. The name upon it
was a name honoured in English history.

““Marjorie Cecil,” Lee read, and then,
glancing up: *“Did she state her business?”

“No, sir—except that it’s private and
urgent.”’ '

“H’m! Not collecting for anything?”’

‘““No, sir. She says sﬁe won’t keep you a

few minutes.”

““Then you'd better show her up, I suppose.
Hallo, Nipper!”

“Yes, guv’'nor?”

“I've got a vis.tor.
Blackfriars Bridge ?”

“Yes.”

““Then study the seagulls for ten minutes
—and don’t ring. F'm disconnecting.”

The clear assent came distinctly over the
tube, and Lee removed the headgear. Ior
a minute or so he bent almost lovingly over
the little instrument, disconnecting the bell
temporarily by lifting one of the zinc sticks
from a battery., From under the table he
took a metal cover and paused before plac-
ing it over the instrument.

A slight significant cough caused him to
slam down the cover and turn sharply—to see
the tal, almost statuesque figure of a girl
standing in the doorway. She raised her
veil slowly with a gloved hand, and her eyes
Jested on him placidly for a moment from
under lids which dropped strangely.

And recognition came to Nelson Lee in
the first instant of amazement. It was
Gloria—the adventuress—the inscrutable
accomplice of the elusive Oscar Dene—Gloria
van Duren!

You say you're on

CHAPTER 2.
Nipper Does Some Shadowing.
GLORIA VAN DUREN, daughter of

the old crook, Jan van Duren, actress,
adventuress and coquette, smiled -as
she saw the almost startled look which
flitted instantly across the features of the de-
tective, leaving them, a moment later, mask-
like and inexpressive.
There was a not unpleasing mockery in the
girl’s strange eyes as she smiled at him.

““You are astonished to see me, Mr. Lee?”
The detective was, but would not admit it.

“I am astonished at nothing in. these
times,”” he said. “Why have you come here?
You seem fond of taking risks.”

‘“ A little danger 18 the salt of life,” she
said. ‘“‘Besides, 1 am not entirely un-
chaperoned.”

‘““You mean that some of your leader’s gang
of cui-throats are standing guard outside ?”’

“You were always unsparing in your
description of my f{riends,”’ she said, quite
unmoved. And then, looking Lee straight in
the eyes, she added doubtfully: “1 am afraid
you are hopeless, Mr. Lee. You persist in
misunderstanding the motives of the Dene
Syndicate.™
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“] am under no 1llusions about any of
you,’’ Lee said sharply. ‘“The syndicate 1s
a gang of murderous outlaws, whom 1 would
give my life to stamp out, as 1 believe 1
told you once before. One can only have
pity and contempt. for any woman who mixes
with and helps such a gang of criminals——"

“Thank you, Mr. Lee!”’ she said sharply,
and with a hauteur which was almost ridicu-
lous, considering who she was. ‘1If you wish
to be insulting, please don’t particularise.”

Nelson Lee smiled, unmoved. He had once
nearly fallen under the influence of Gloria’s
subtle beauty—but never again.

‘“ Let us come to the point,”’ he said quietly.
‘“Why have you come here? Are you trying
to persuade me to join your gang, or do you

want my permission to carry out some
nefarious coup %’ | .
““No,” she said, wi¥h a smile. ‘‘It makes

little difference to our plans whether we have
your permit or not. I came more in the
capacity of a friend.”

“Then you came in an entirely false
capacity,” Lee said sharply, although he mar-
velled inwardly at her audacity.

‘“ Ah, but listen, Mr. Lee. You once saved
my life. In defeating the plans of Oscar
Dene, you will remember, you cause us, un-
wittingly, to be thrown from a boat into
a foaming river. Instcad of going after
Oscar, as you might have done, you preferred
to let him escape and to save my life. 1 do
not forget things like that, r. Lee. In
business, if I may say so, we are foes, but—
for what you did, I shall always think kindly
of you. I want you to accept this little
souvenir—this little present—as a thank offer-
ing. I think 1t’s unique.”

She handed Lee a quaint little talisman
beautifully carved in ebony in the form of
a boxing-glove, and laced with an inlay
of pearl and ivory. As Lee examined 1it, she
rose from the chair into which she had sunk
uninvited.

“It 1s, quite unique,’” murmured Lee.

“It is quite nice to find one point of agree-
ment between us,”’ she said banteringly.
“But I must be going. 1 promised to keep
you only a few minutes. You were about to
have a little music, I believe ?”’—glancing at
the table.

““ Music ?”’

“It is a gramophone, isn’t 1t?”

‘“ Possibly,” Lee said.

“May 1 see?’—stepping over.

‘““ Certainly not!” Lee said sharply—and
wishing devoutly he was rid of her.

‘“ Ah, something secret,” she said, with a
laugh. ““I1 am sorry I was curious, Mr.
Lee. It is the besetting sin of my sex—or
supposed to be. I will say good-bye, Mr.
Lee. You will probably not see me again for
a long time—perhaps not at all.”

The detective heaved a sigh of relief he
tock no pains to conceal, but she smiled with
amusement.

“I am going out of England for an in-
definite period,”’ she explained.

““To America?’ Lee queried.

““No; to the Continent. I have to be at
Waterloo at seven-thirty.”” She glanced at
her watch. “‘I inust be going now.”

The cool audacity of the girl was amazing.
She disclosed her plans with the casua!l
manner of a week-end tripper.

“You are going to Southampton?”

queried.
‘““Yes,” she said. *‘‘Good-bye!”

She put out her hand, and Lee half-turned
away affecting not to see it. He had saved
her life because he could not stand by and
watch a girl drown. But that was in a case
now forgotten. He knew her to be
treacherous, deceitful and unscrupulous, and
one of a notorious gang of crooks, even if
he had no direct evidence strong enough
to have her arrested. For that reason, he
did not want to become too amiable with
her. He rang the bell.

““Good-bye!” he said. And then, as the
housekeeper came into the room. **Show
Miss Cecil downstairs, please!” ’

She passed out with a dazzling smile, sweep-
ing through the door with the perfect grace
and charm of the aristocrat whose name she
had assumed for the occasion. When she had
gone the detective threw himself down 1n
his chair, muttering angrily to himself.

‘“By Jupiter, she is a witch—a witch—
with the face of a beauty queen. She 1is
more dangerous than Oscar Dene himself.
What is the game now ?”’

He leaned upon the arm of his chair, Yest-
ing his head on one hand, his brows knit,
his eyes fixed thoughtfully upon the floor.
They wandered presently to the table, rest-
ing upon the small instrument in which she
had shown such a mocking interest. An idea
came suddenly, and Lee sprang up, fixing
the listeners to his ears and pressing a small
button on the transmitter.

He listened intently, pressing the button
intermittently. There came, after a minute’s
pause, a voice over the tube.

‘‘Hallo, guv’nor? Your ringing’s strong.
You there?”

“Yes. Is that you, young ’un?
Blackfriar’s Bridge ?”’

“Yes, guv’nor—and a bit fed up. There
are at least three policemen with their eyes
on me—besides the men on the fire float.
They think I’m waiting a chance to commit
suicide gracefully. @¥ Who was the visitor,
guv’nor ?”’

““GGloria van Duren,” Lee said steadily.

‘““Good gracious! What did she want?”

““That’s what I'm not sure of,” Lee said.
““Look here, young ’un. We’ve got an early
opportunity of putting this little apparatus
to practical use. I want you to get a taxi
straight away and cut along to Waterloo
Station.”

“Yes, guv’nor. What’s on?”’

““That I don’t know. Gloria tells me she
1s catching the seven-thirty train to South-
ampton this evening. She is leaving the
country, she says—going to the Continent.”’

“Why on earth did she tell you this,
guv’nor ?”’

he

Still on
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“I don’t know at all. She merely volun-
teered the information casually.” ‘

‘“Then she is probably lying—eh?”

‘“Most probably,” Lee said thoughtfully.
‘“‘But, on the other hand, young ’un, she
may not be.” .

Both the detective and Nipper knew the
mysterious ways of Oscar Dene and his
accomplices. It was impossible, sometimes,
to divine their motives. But there was one
characteristic, one trait in the make-up of
Oscar Dene, which was also reflected 1 the
strange personality of Gloria van Duren, and
which Lee knew well. This was the over-
wecning conceit of the man, the supremeo
confidence in his own infallibility. Despite
the perverted: use he made of 1t, the genius
of Dene could not be denied. And he had
the most common weakness of genius—a
rather trivial vanity.

Thus, there was nething which Dene liked
better than to give little evidences here and
there of his utter contempt for the police,
for Lee, for the forces, generally, of law and
order. On past occasions he had left clues
deliberately in order to lead on his pursuers
and make fools of them. Many a time he
had disclosed his intentions before a crime,
given the warrding even, and been specific
in his details, thus throwing down the
gauntlet to the police, challenging them and
giving them a‘good start, as 1t were, so0 as
to make the race more exciting.

‘““She may be speaking the truth, guv’nor.
One never knows,” Nipper’s voice said
through the valve-like amplifier of the ’phone.
“Do you want me to cut along to Waterloo
and keep an eye skinned?”’

“Yes,”” Lee said. “Get all the information
you can. Gloria is dressed perfectly as usuai.
She is wearing a small hat and a tailor-made
costume of brown—perfectly cut. When
you’re finished come straight back here. DI’ll
wait dinner till eight.”

“Right-ho, guv’nor!”’ the lad said, as :f
glad of the mission. ‘Then you'll cut out
the distance trial to-night?”

““Yes. 1 don’t think there’s any fear of
it not being a success. You’ll operate with
your batteries up to twenty miles, I fancy.
With the special accumulators we can cover
hundreds. But get along now. You’ve no
time to waste.”

Lee remained at the table with the head-
gear still on long after Nipper had departed
on his mission to the great terminus. His
hands gripped a little vulcanite handle, which
he turned slowly—the handle which manipu-
lated the direction and tuning of the instru-
ment,

There was something strange and eerie in
the items of conversation which he picked
up, which came through space from whence
he did not know, like voices from the other
world.

He was still experimenting -and tinkering
with the machine when there came from
below a deep bark of welcome from the
throat of Wolf. A female voice remarked
audibly that the arrival was '‘just in time,”

Astounding Story of Modern Pirates.

‘jest straining the greens.”
A minute later Nipper stepped into the
room, lifting a leather satchel from his
:h&ulder and placing it with care upon the
able.
“1 went to Waterloo, guv’nor,” he said.
“Any luck?”

“Yes. I watched the booking-oflice care-
fully. There is a paper stall quite close. I
gave a boy half-a-crown to borrow his hat
and let me serve his customers for half an
hour.”’ |

“Good! An excellent notion.
saw (Gloria 7"

‘““Yes; she bought a paper!”’

‘““Really? Which one?”.

‘““A financial paper. The ° Bullionist.’ ”

“Oh-h! Was she alone?”

““No,” Nipper said. “‘She was with an old
man, white haired, and rather tottery. I
fancy it was old man Van Duren.”

‘“Her father, perhaps,” Lee said thought-
fully.  “But it might have been Oscar
Dene.”

“If it was, then the disguise was perfect.
But she was with a clergyman, too, a proper
padre. He bought ¢ The Church Times,’ and
he was carrying an umbrella and a copy of
the Navy List!”

“And they booked for Southampton—or
Havre ?”

“No. They booked to Portsmouth. The
train goes at seven-fifty!”

Nelson Lee looked at Nipper from under
knitted brows.

“Portsmouth ?”” he exclaimed. “That’s
strange. They can’t get to the Continent
from there!”

“Yes they can,” Nipper said. “The
steamers are probably running trips over
to Cherbourg. It used to be a favourite
excursion from Southsea.”

The detective nodded.

“Yes; I had forgotten that. You
quite sure they booked to Portsmouth ?
it the Harbour?”

‘““No. Portsmouth Town.”

For some minutes I.ee mused in silence,
breaking a roll mechanically and toying with
his soup.

Suddenly he rose from the table and crossed
to the telephone proper, lifting the receiver
and asking for a number, which Nipper
knew to be that of Scotland Yard.

“Hallo! Is that the Yard? Can I speak
to Inspector Harker, please ?”’

There was a pause of a minute, and then

and that she was

And you

b

are
Was

I.ee spoke again. - -

“Is that you, Harker? I have an item of
news for you. At Waterloo Station this
evening Gloria van Duren, in company with
an old man, probably her father, and a man
dressed as a clergyman, booked tickets for
Portsmouth and joined the sevén-fifty train,
arriving at Portsmouth Town at ten p.m.”

““Ah-h!” exclaimed the Yard man quickly.

‘“Is that s0?”
Nelson Lee described the party just as
Nipper had done. Harker repeated the
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description in jerks as if he were writing it

down.
““Nothing happened, has there?’”’ he asked.

““Nothing particular—no. But I thought
you mmht Tike to get through to Portamouth
and

“Yes. yes. Many thanks for the tip. I’
get a couple of plain-clothes men on the

station. If possible, we’ll keep them under
observation while they are in Pompey.
What’s their game there‘7 Any 1dea?”’

““None at all,
down to see!”

“You may ?”

“Yes. By the way, don’t forget therc are
three stations at Portsmouth. There are
Fratton, and the Harbour, as well as the
Town.”

“Yes.
see to
Lee.

at present. But I may go

Right-ho! 1 guess
that. Thanks for the
Good-bye.”

Pompey will
information,
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Nipper’s head was jerked back-
wards by a smashing blow full
in the face. The young detec-
tive clawed the air, swayed,
and then plunged head first
from his perch one hundred
feet above the dry dock !

The detective put up the receiver, and
resumed “his dinner. It was some time
before he on]\e -

“Nipper,” he said presently, glancing
over at his assistant. “Youw're looking
a bit washed out. You could do with a
change. T think we’ll have a week
away, whiie things are fairly quiet, by

the sea.”

And Ninper's eves sparkled, for he had

been feeling a little Jdd(‘d of late.

“Where do you propose to go, guv’nor?”’
he asked.

“Southseca,” Lee said quietly.
of Portsmouth!”

b

“It’s a

CHAPTER 3.
Mysterious Attack!

MILE or more out from shore a small

boat tossed gently upon the Spit-

head, dragging on the anchor which

had been thrown out, vainly striving
to break free and move sea“alds on the swift
outward flowing tide.

A man, spare, but muscular, rose presently
in the boat, throwing a towel from his
shoulders, and ec¢lad 1n bathing costume.
alrecady wet from a previous dip.

““A last flip round, young ’un,”

un,” he said.
“before we pull in,

Come along!”

He stepped on to the low gunwale of the
boat, and with a quick spring cut the water
with hardly a splash. Nipper rose languidly
to a sitting position, and watched the otter-
like evolutions of Nelson Lee. For a few
minutes he would streak through the water
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with that lightning rapidity of his which
hardly disturbed the water, and then he would
disappear, appearing again unexpectedly some
twenty yards away. When Nelson Lee got
in the water he became almost amphibious,
distorting himself like a dolphin. |

Nipper glanced cver his shoulder towards
the droning of a fast launch which approached
from the direction of the harbour. The slim
bows were out of the water as i1t cut i1ts way
along, the low stern seemed to be flying
from a froth of angry water. As Nipper
watched, the boat turned a degree or two
to starboard and headed towards them, and
the lad glanced quickly towards the bobbing
head of Lee.

‘““Look out, guv’nor,” he shouted. ‘‘Motor-
boat in the offing.”

Lee’s head raised and he began to swim
leisurely back towards his own boat. Nipper’s
eyes were fixed upon the launch, which,
taking a straight course now with the tide,
was travelling at a speed not much less than
a mile a minute. A figure in oilskins and
goggles—like a racing motorist—crouched
down before the wheel, his masked face just
gbowing. Another shorter figure sat beside

im.

With his goggles splashed with spray, his
mind c'entreg only upon the speedometer of
the launch, it would be an easy matter for
the driver of the launch to miss the bobhbing
head of a solitary swimmer.

Nelson Lee was still some distance on the
port quarter of the open boat, and Nipper
rose and beckoned quickly.

‘“Move, guv’nor!’” he called.
not see you.”

Lee glanced over his shoulder, and seemed
to realise the possibility of danger, for he
began to swim swiftly, heading off on a
direct course, out of the line of the launch.

But, as he swam away, at a right angle
to the original wake of the racing craft, the
bows of the launch turned gradually a point
t» starboard, keeping Lee, it seemed, almost
directly ahead.  Lee moved even more
quickly. He was swimming desperately, but
still the launch headed him off, as if by
deliberate intent. '

Nippar watched, standing in the boat, his
face going a little pale, his eyes bright, and
fixed. Suddenly he made a trumpet of his
hands and let out a megaphonic roar.

‘“Look out there—swimmer ahead!”

But he knew, as soon as he had shouted,
that his voice must have been drowned in
the roar of the motor. He raised both arms
and waved frantically, but they appeared not
to see him.

“By Jupiter!” he cried.
him down!”’

As he stood now he could see the wake
behind the launch, and it showed distinctly
that the course of the boat had been slowly
curving to the starboard. It had swerved
now right off its original course, and was
cutting directly across the stern of the boat
in which the lad stood.

**She may

““They will run

The sharp bows, cleaving the water, were
heading with fatal accuracy—straight for the
head of the detective, as it bobbed and
dipped in the small troughs of the waves.
The mask-like goigled face appeared to be

peering ahead, oblivious.

It wanted now, it seemed, only a matter
of fifty yards before they swept down on
the helpless swimmer, and Lee leapt up in
the water, waving his arms and shouting the
alarm. None but a blind man could have
helped but see him. The shouts he gave
were easily audible above the dull roar of
the flying screw.

But the driver of the launch was immut-
able. He took not the slightest notice, but
deflected the course of the craft just sufficient
to bear down upon the detective. A hoarse
cry broke from the lips of Nipper as he
watched. In his agony of mind he danced,
almost throwing himself into the water.

HYou fooll You fiend!” he cried hoarsely.

His hands were gripped tightly as he stood
there, pathetically helpless, as it seemed that
Lee was. He watched the bobbing head of
the detective until it seemed that the bows
of the launch were upon him.

And then the racing, murderous craft swept
on, and in the place where a few moments
before Lee had been swimming in placid
water there was now a swirling wake of
maddened foam. And Nelson L.ee had dis-
appeared—mown down.

In his agony of mind Nipper beat the air
with his hands, shook his fist at the huddled
figures in the launch, whilst dry sobs broke
from him.

““It was intentional!
cried. ‘“You fiends!”

He stood upright in the swaying boat, a
strange, tense figure, his hand raised, his
fists clenched, his eyes fixed upon the fly-
ing craft, which had not abated its speed, but
which was turning now, veering round to the
port side.

The huddled figure of the man in oilskins
had remained as if carved in stone. He had
not even turned to look behind him. He
still crouched down, peering ahead, the nose
of the launch turning now to the original
direction, as if about to pass the small boat
on the seaward sidg.

But was it about to pass? The launch
came round steadily, until, as Nipper stood,
he saw 1t only—foreshortened in perspective—
heading straight for him. There was some-
thing simister, something deliberate and
murderous 1n the roar of the motor, - in the
way the launch bore down upon him at top
speed, and as he stood there the small boat

They meant 1t!”’ he

swung round slightly on the anchor,
presenting itself broadside on to the on-
slaught.

1n that instant, Nipper realised the truth
to the full. Lee had not been run down by
accident. It was deliberate and murderous,
done by swift and cold-blooded design. And
whoever this oilskinned assassin was in the
launch, he meant to make a double job of it
—a clean sweep.
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“It’s Oscar Dene! TI’ll swear it’s Dene,”
-the lad muttered. ‘“But, by——"

He leapt across the boat, and from the
pocket of Lee’s trousers he snatched the faith-
ful automatic which had served them both in
50 many emergencies. In an instant he
levelled it and fired—once, twice, threce times
in quick succession. But the speed of the
launch, the dip and roll of the small boat,
made accuracy almost impossible. On the
instant, too, the two men 1n the launch had
crouched down out of view. There was only
visible one hand, resting lightly upon the
wheel, keeping the course—-straight at him.

Nipper stood helpless. It was as if a
juggernaut were descending upon him from
which there was no escape. It was a matter
of seconds now.

Crack! Crack!

Once more the automatic spoke, the report
echoing out over the water, sharp and clear
above the furious droning of the launch.
Nipper stood with one foot drawn back upon
the side of the small boat, facing the rushing
bows of the motor-boat, as if in defiance. He
stuffed the automatic into his trousers-
pockets.

For a few moments he waited, erect, his
eyes fixed upon the approaching death. The
engine roared suddenly faster, the craft
scemed literally to leap at him, and in that
same instant Nipper sprang backwards with
a leap which set the small boat rocking
violently. ‘His head went down and his feet
came up over 1it, and then he cleaved the
water 1n an almost vertical dive—just as the
side of the small boat crumpled in like an
cggshell and the flying launch cleaved its
way through it, leaving in the froth of its
wake only a few pieces of wreckage to tell
the tale.

What followed after that seemed to Nipper
like an eternity. He cut the water and struck
down, down, the noise of a deafening roar
in his ears as the screw approached—a noise
which nearly split the drums of his ears. It
stunned him for a moment, and conscious-
ness began to drift. It seemed that death had
taken him by the hand and was dragging him
down into the dark regions, where the air
was becoming stifling and insufferable,

He beat and kicked and fought like a tiger
for his breath. His head swam, he could hear
the terrible thump, thump, of his own heart
—growing quicker and more frenzied—and
then the pent-up air burst from his lungs,
and he fought wildly to keep his head above
a swirling lather of foam.

He drew in a deep and grateful breath of
pure oxygen, and exhaled again. Then he
threw himself back upon the water, closing
his eyes, too exhausted almost to keep afloat.

It seemed to Nipper that the infernal roar
of the launch’s screw was still echoing in his
ears, growing farther away and gradually
more distant. Ide realised presently that the
noise he heard was not the echo of his own
fancy, but the actual droning of the
murderous craft. He rolled over, and,
treading water, raised his head and peered
shnve the level of the white foam.

He could follow the wake of the launch
directly ahead of him, like a path of white
blossom across a green and furrowed lawn.
The low-sct stern of the boat was receding
quickly. He saw the squat figure of a man
in the boat turning and peering behind him.

Nipper dropped down into the swirling con-
cealment of the froth, and a grim, ironic
smile sprang to his thin hps.

“You missed your fish this time, Oscar
Dene!” he muttered. “You’ve still got me
to reckon with—and, by Jupiter, you shall!”

Heo swam until he saw ahead of him a piece
of floating wreckage—a part of the dis-
membered boat in which he had been stand-
ing a few minutes ago. He made for this,
and reached i1t, and then there came to
Nipper one of the most glorious experiences
of his life.

A familiar voice came from close by,
s?eaking calmly, and in a tone which was
almost matter of fact.

““Give us a hand, young ’un. I’m tired,”
it said.

Nipper swung round, to see the rather grey
but smiling face of Nelson Lee peering across
the water from only a few yards away.

“You, guv’nor!” he cried in wild delight.

“Oh, thank Heaven—thank Heaven! 1—I
thought—"’
“1 was a goner—eh ?” Lee said. “‘So did

Il”

Lee caught hold of the wreckage and
looked over grimly.

“This 1s the worst score up till now we've
got to settle with Oscar Dene,”” he said
slowly.

“That’s what I was thinking, guv’nor. It
was Oscar right enough!”

“Yes,” Lee muttered. ‘““And a neat
scheme, too. He probably reckoned on run-
ning us down out here while we were both
in the boat. It would just be put down to
angther boating fatality—and there’s the
end.

“But it 1sn’t the end yet, by a long chalk!”
growled Nipper grimly.

“We're not out of the wood yet,” Lee
said, and he peered over at the distant shore,
receding swiftly as the tide carried them
mercilessly towards the open Channel.

"If we’re not picked up before dusk, then
the game 1is up, young ’un!” Lee said
grimly.

But for once in a while Nipper was the
confirmed optimist. He refused to be dis-
mayed, he would not even consent to re-
gard the worst in a sober, calculating manner.

“Can you break off that loose bit of spar,
guvnor?’ he said. “I’ve got a handker-
chief round my waist, and——  Hallo!
What's this packet looming up?”

Directly ahead of them a squat, long, and
powerful little vessel had come up over the
horizon, a faint stream of smoke issuing
from the two funnels. It was a formidable
vessel of its type, and upon the high fo’c’sle
just abaft the chain locker there were painted
the code and number of her—XO04.

Lee peered ahead, a gleam in his grey
eves.
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‘“She’s a new class destroyer, young ’un,”
he said. *‘‘One of the new type. Looks as if
we’re going to be run down again unless we
can give a shout.”

“She’ll come across our bows, I think,
gu’vnor,” Nipper said. “Give the word
when you think she’s close enough, and we’ll
shm']’i’: together. And I'll wave this gadget,
too ! )

Nipper's teeth were chattering as he
spoke, for the water, despite the warmth of
the day, had begun to chill him. But he
never for a moment allowed his spirits to
droop.

The swiftly-moving destroyer, one of the
most up-to-date afloat, came on, moving
obliquely across their bows to the leeward
of them, making considerably less noise than
the racing launch which

CIRCUS CYCLONES. A Whirlwind Tale of two Motor-bike Daredevils.

the crew gazing at them with a grin, as
though the affair was a joke. The com-
mander of the ship, a lieutenant-commander
in rank, descended from the bridge, and
there was a humorous twinkle in his blue
eyes as he surveyed them. He was clean-
shaven, and, like so many men of his class,
he looked younger than his years—hardly
more than a boy.

“Lucky we saw you,” he said laconically.
“You’d better come below. Fetch a couple
of blankets, petty officer.”

A hard-bitten, ruddy-faced P.O. turned to
one of the blucjackets and passed on the
order in the time-honoured Navy manner.
Lee and Nipper followed the officer down the
companion-ladder to the ward-room. Almost

immediately the ruddy-

had so nearly spelt doom

faced P.O. turned up with

for both of them.

They could see a figure
or two standing on the
fo’c’sle, and the head of
the officer on the bridge.
Lee calculated that it
would pass, at the nearest,

HERE YOU ARE,
 CHUMS!

Try Your hand
at thej simple

the blankets.

“Here, Put these round
ou. You’re a bit chilly,
dare say. What were
~you doing—bathing ?”’
‘““Not exactly,” said Lee.
“We were bathing from a

|

three hundred yards away. cq o small boat.”
Get ready for a shout, compehtl?n on “And you capsized—
young  ’un,” l;ef said the opposite page ! eh 1”
uietly. “Your life may “No; we were run
gepepd on your lungs this GRAND PRIZES down!”’
evening.’ _ . MUST BE Won! “What!?” Thoe
He waited, watching, lieutenant - commander
and then he glanced over stared at Lee 1ncredu-
at the lad. lously. “Run down—who
“Now !”’ the deuce ran you down?”

They bellowed out at the tops of their
voices. Lee’s voice, deep and stentorian,
Nipper’s tailing off into a half-maniacal
scream, which was, perhaps, more piercing
and effective than the detective’s, Im-
mediately Nipper trod water with all his
force, and waved his handkerchief frantically
above his head.

The next instant there came an answering
shout from the destroyer, followed by several
stentorian orders, and the imperative clang
of the bell as the navigation officer rang down
to the engine-room.

The X04 slowed up quickly and swung
round in a wide sweep, coming close uf() to
where Lee and Nipper clung to the wreckage
of their boat.

A bluejacket, clad only in trousers and a
flannel vest, stood ready with a lifebelt
attached to a rope as the destroyer came up.

“Hold on, therel We’re throwing you a
line,” cried the officer on the bridge.  Are
you all right?”

“Quite all right,”” Lee cried.

The lifebelt came swirling out towards
them, accurately thrown, and Lee and Nipper
seized it together. Several hands hauled on

the line and drew them into the now
stationary ship. A rope ladder was thrown
over.

A few minutes later, cold and cramped, but
quite cheerfnl, JT.ce and Nipper stood upon
the steel deck of the destroyer, several of

‘““ A motor-launch. Cut right through us.
That was the remains of the boat we were
hanging on to!”

“Jumping Josephs!” exclaimed the com-

mander. ‘‘Is that so? A launch cut through
you? And you mean that she didn’t pick
you up?”

““No,” said Lee, with a smile which puzzled
the officer.
“And why not, in Mike’s name?”

‘“Because she thought she’d sunk us. Dead
men tell no tales and claim no damages,”
Lee said. And the officer whistled as he
stared at him.

““The pig-dog!” he said. “I suppose yonu
didn’t notice the tally of this launch? T’ll
make a report of this. It’s murderous!”

‘““It was!” Lee said significantly.

The officer pursed his lips thoughtfully and
took a quick glance out of one of the ports.
A figure passed the door of the cabin, and
he called the man quickly., It was the
steward, and it was not long before the de-
tective and his assistant were partaking of
warming and welcome refreshment.

“I suppose your kit went down with the
boat—eh ?”’ the commander said.

“Yes. We had been bathing, unfortun-
ately,” the detective said.

“I must try to find you something. By
the way, what i1s your name?”

“ A famihiar one, rather. Lee—Nelson Lee.”

(Continued on page 12.)
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(Continued from page 10.)

““Not the detective?” exclaimed the officer
quickly.
~ “The same,” Lee said with a smile. “This
1s my assistant.”

The officer’s manner changed immediately.
He stared at them with renewed interest, and
his air of slight patronage and admonition
vanished like magie.

“Jumping Josephs! And somehow 1
thought your face was familiar. You were
pointed out to me once by a pal of mine
in town. Look here, Mr. Lee "—his blue
eyes grew suddenly serious—‘‘ this puts a new
complexion on things, you know. This
wasn’t foul play, was 1t?”

“Yes,” said Lee simply. “I think it
was!”

“My hat!

“There 1is probabl;‘l
must wait and see, Commander—er——

“Briggs — James Briggs — lieutenant-com-
mander. DBut I've got some civvies in my
cabin. I reckon thcy ought to fit you pase-
ably well.” He glanced through the port-
hole again. ‘*We’re running in now. Come
with me.”

He led the way out of the ward-room to
the beautifully appointed little cabin which
was his ‘“den” when he was not on deck.
He passed over to a chest of drawers—a fix-
ture—and, opening them quickly, threw out
several suits casually.

He had all the open-hearted, free-and-easy
manner of the born sailorman, and he hag
also that sheli of reserve, of snobbery, whic
keeps men at a distance until he l’Fy;as; seen
his social passports. The social status of a
man in a bathing costume is hard to per-
ceive, consequently, with the ingrained habit
of his class, Lieutenant-Commander Briggs
had beer circumspect.

Now, however, that he knew who Lee was,
he went almost to the extreme of amiable hos-

Then what will you do?”
very little to do. |

»

pitality.

“Climb into which of those you please,
Mr. Lee. Help yourself. And, if you want
anything, sing out. I’ve got to get up

topsides. We’re running in.”

From the wardrobe of Lieutenant-Com-
mander Briggs, of the XO04, they chose a
minimum of underclothes, some grey flannels
and two thick submarine sweaters of fine
wool, which was more effective from the
point of view of warmth than the thickest
overcoat.

This attire, moreover, whilst being quite
passable in a seaside town, dispensed with
the unpleasant trimmings of a collar and tie.
Lee stood erect and swung his arms and
Jimbs about in the narrow confines of the
cabin to stimulate a tardy circulation, for
their immersion had been a pretty long one.

He paused suddenly, and Y\Ti per followed
his eyes as Lee stared over at the little shelf
by the glass, whereon the commander had
arrayed a little collection of favourite photo-
graphs. Lee's eyes were fixed upon one
which bore pride of place in the centre of
them all—although it was only small.
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““What is it, guv’nor?”

Lee did not answer, ¥ He moved instead
with a quick step across the cabin and peered
eagerly at the photograph. In the strange
eyes, which seemed vividly to return his scru-
tiny from the mantel, there was an expres-
sion at once famihar and inscrutable, im-
parted by a slight droop to the eyelids. A
fascinating smile which held a suggestion of
mockery played about the exquisite lips of
the girl who had sat for the portrait.

Nipper had followed Lee, and now he
bent, peering over his shoulder. And an ex-
clamation of sheer amazement broke from his
lips in the same instant.

““Great Scott, guv’nor!” he gasped.
did that get here? It—it is Glorial”

But Nelson Lee had already taken the por-
trait from the shelf and was studying it
closely, his brows knit, and his mouth drawn
in a firm line.

It was Gloria van Duren! It was the girl
—the accomplice of Oscar Dene, whom Lee
had interviewed a few days previously. There
seemed to be ahout this beautiful adventuress
some subtle witchery which haunted them
wherever they found themselves!

‘“How

Auutiend o=

CHAPTER A4.
The Dockyard.

N the private room which Nelson Lee
and Nipper had engaged at the famous
Fleet Hotel, at Portsmouth, the detec-
tive, clad now in a suit of tweeds, sat

back in his easy-chair and surveyed Nipper
through a blue fxaze of tobacco smoke.

They had just been discussing their adven-
tures, and setting down what few facts were
in their possession. Gloria, with two dis-
guised accomplices, had travelled down from
Waterlon, but despite the men set by Inspec-
tor Harker at Fratton, and the Town and
Harbour stations, they had not been seen

again. But thcy might easily have changed
their disguises en route. They were all ex-
pert at such tricks. s

But one thing had been established beyond
all doubt. Somehow Gloria van Duren had
become engaged to Lieutenant-Commander
Briggs, of the X04. They could not tell
what the game was, but it was evidently
something big that Oscar Dene waa planning,
for on seeing the detective and his assistant
in the neighbourhood, he had deliberately
tried to sweep them from his path by mur-
dering them.

“It is instinct with us,” said Lee, * that
makes us look for trouble whenever a mem-
ber of Oscar’s gang turns up, and, you see,
young 'un, we’re dead right!”

He glanced up as the waiter entered the

room.
“You are wanted on the ’phone, sir,” he
said. )
“Who is #1™
‘““Harker is the name, sir,”
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I'he detective shot a quick glance at INipper
and passed into the small box containing the
hotel ’phone. He recognised the voice of
Harker at the other end.

‘““Hallo, Lee,” the Yard man said cheerily.
‘““‘Having a good time?”

“Excellent,” said Lee, smiling.

‘“‘Boating and bathing, eh?”

“Yes,” said Lee, smiling grimly. “We
had a nice long 'swim yesterday. There’s
. plenty dowr: here to relieve the monotony,”
“Good!” said the Yard man, not detecting
~the note of irony in Lee’s tone. *““Good!
You’ll feel better for the change, Lee. By
the way, I don’t want to worry you unduly,
but have you seen anything of our—our
friends ?” |

"Nothing to speak of,” Lee said vaguely.

‘““Have you seen them at all?”

“I’'m—well, not certain,” the
said.

“You have not even secen the girl ?”

&t NO !)’

“Then I thought I'd ring vou.
been seen by one of our own men.
holidays at

detective

She has

He is on
Waterlooville—over the Ports-

down Hills. You knoy the spot ?”

“Quite well,” said Lee. “Who is the
man ?”’

“Castor. His parents live thereabouts. He

rung through to-day to say he had seen a
girl whom he believes to be Gloria van Duren.
He knows her. You may remember he helped
us in a former case with Oscar Dene’s crowd.
He says she was with a naval officer.”

“Ah-h!” exclaimed Lee. ‘“ What rank ?”

“Lieutenant-Commander,” Harker said.
““Mind you, Castor might have been mistaken,
but I thought I'd just ring——

“Yes. Thanks. He isn’t mistaken. Give
my compliments to Castor, will you? It was
good of him!”

“How do you know he isn’t mistaken ?”
Harker asked quickly.

“Several reasons,” the detective <aid
shortly. “I’ll let you know later on, perhaps.
Nothing special at the Yard, I suppoge ?”

““No new cases. But some of the old ones
hanging fire, I wish you could spare time
to get busy on one or two. Still, we're not
worrying. So-long!”

Lee bade him good-bye, and put up the
receiver. He did not return to Nipper in
the small room they used as a private lounge.

Instead he passed through into the bed-
"room, and from the wardrobe withdrew a
small suitcase containing the clothes which
had been so kindly lent them by the com-
mander of the X04. He looked through into
the next room.

“ Nipper !>

“Yes, guv’'nor?”

“I don’t think TI’ll send this bag back to
the dockyard after all. We’'ll take 1t.”

" “Take 1t, guv’'nor? When ?”

“Now, young ’un. We may find Com-
mander Briggs aboard his packet. If not,
I’'ll leave a note for him. Are you ready ?”

In a few moments they were outside the
hotel, and a taxi bore them quickly down by
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the tram route and around by the famous
yard, to the dockyard gates.

As they alighted and approached the gate
a stalwart policeman moved up to them. He
was a man who had been drafted from the
Metropolitan Police, and had a trained
memory for faces—one of the qualifications
of his post. He stared hard at the detective.
Then he muttered:

“Is 1t Mr. Lee, the detective ?”

“That’s so, constable. I’ve got a bag here

belonging to Commander Briggs. I want to
rcturn it.”

“Briggs, sir?” he said thoughifully.
“Briggs? Ah! You mean Lieutenant-

Commander Briggs of the destroyer XO04.
Don’t vou trouble, sir. TI'll drop it to one
of his hands as he is coming aboard.”

“No: I think I'll take it myself, thanks,
constable. Has the X04 shifted into dock
et 7
7% No. I don’t think she’s going, either,
sir. She’s still off the pontoon there, abaft
the jetty. Shall I get someone to——"

“No, thanks. We can find it,” the detec-
tive sald, and he moved forward, with Nipper
following, into the huge dockyard. They
crossed a line of rails, stepped carefully vver
a wire hawser or two, and came presently
to the jetty where a couple of destroyers were
berthed. Upon the bows of the farther one
they saw plainly the inscription: * X04.”

The tide was out, and Lee and Nipper
made their way down the wall-ladder, step-
ping over to the iron deck of the nearer cratt.
The patrol awaited them curiously.

“X04, sir? Yes. Do you want the skipper,
sir ?”’

“Yes. Lieutenant-Commander Briggs.”

“I believe I saw him go ashore, sir; But
you can inquire. I believe the licutenant 1s
aboard, sir.” .

Lee and Nipper stepped across the ship
and on to the X04, An officer, looking very
fed-up, was reclining in a deck-chair, smok-
ing, a book in his hand.

He rose as Lee stepped aboard. _

“Briggs ?” he said in reply to Lee’s inquiry.
“He’s ashore. But, no. I'm wrong. He
isn’t. He 1s on the Ulysses.”

“Is that the four-funnel battle-cruiser 7”

“Yes, the big fellow—in dry dock. You'd
pass her coming along from the main gates.
She's to be broken up.”

“ Finished with ?”

““That’'s it. Been a fine old packet in her
time, but her days are numbered, now.”

“Have they got some festivities aboard
her ?” Lee asked, for his keen eyes and ears
had missed nothing. “I heard the music of
a very fine string band aboard as I came by.”

“Yes, for sure. There’s a dance aboard her.
I was going myself, but I've got this con-
founded watch to do. Are you a friend of—
of Briggs ?”

“No,” Lee said.
But that is my misfortune,
a very good chap.”

“One of the best,” the lieutenant said.
“He’s a good fellow. DBetween you and me,

“Just an acqualntance.
I believe he 1is



14

he ought to be aboard now. We've got
special instructione to stand by. Something
special in the offing. But, of course, if any
Xord comes through 1 know where to find

mm.”

Lee nodded and smiled. :

“I’'ve just returned a bit of gear Com-
mander Briggs was good enough to lend us,”
Lee said. ‘‘We were run down a day or two
ago by a motor-launch in Spithead, and the
X04 picked us up. It was not a very pleasant
experience,”’

“Oh! You’re the couple?” the officer ex-
claimed, looking at them with added interest.
“Of course, Briggs told me! 1 have just
returned off a week’s leave. I was not aboard.
Gee, but it was not very pleasant for you.
I've been in the ‘ditch’ myself for three
hours—one Boxing Day morning—seo 1 know.
And you've returned the slops, eh? Right-o,
I’ll tell Briggs when he comes aboard—
which,” he added, with a wink, “won’t be
before the early hours.”

“Is he keen on dancing?” Lee asked,
smiling.

“He can't dance,” the lieutenant said,
laughing. ‘““ A rhinoceros 13 a faun campared
with him. He takes a partner round about
as gracefully as a porter takes a milk-churn.
But 1t 1sn’t only the dance he’s going for.”

**A epeccial attraction?” laughed Lee,
although Nipper could see how discreetly he
was pumping.

“Yes. He's taking a certain little craft in
tow. She’s been aboard to tea once or twice.
A perfect peach, Poor old Briggs 1s water-
logged and derelict—head over heels in love!
But he’ll survive 1t.”

‘“Sailors usually do,” laughed Lee, taking
his leave, and presently he and Nipper made
their way back up the iron ladder to the
quay, and threaded their way back towards
the huge dry dock, the colossal dimensions of
which gave one a proper conception of the
huge size of the ship which lay there.

The Ulysses stood, her keel resting upon
great timbers of oak, her balance maintained
by huge timbers and stays connecting, like
horizontal scaffolds, the sides of the ship with
the walls of the basin.

After long and trying service in war and
peace, the Ulysses was at last going out of
commission. She had already passed into the
hands of the dockyard maties, and there was
in progress a farewell dance—a few more
hours of merriment tinged with the sadness
of parting from that best of friends—an old
ship.

Nelson Lee noticed as he approached the
basin that the broad after-deck of the Ulysses
—a perfect place for a dance—had been freely
littered with pieces of old machinery and
various perquisites of the workmen. Thus,
perforce, the festivities: were being held on
the broad ‘ flat ” i1mmediately below, from
which the lights etreamed garishly, and every
now and then through one of the open ports
the detective and Nipper caught sight of a
piece of swiftly moving colour as one of the
dancers passed rhythmically by,
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“I guess if Gloria is here, guv’nor,” Nipper
muttered, “she will be moving among some
of the élite.”

“ Which she can do with perfect ease,” Lee
sald, pureing his lips as he paused by the
step of the gangway.

Against the dark background of super-
structure at the other end he saw the vague
watching shadow of the quartermaster.

“What are you going to do, guv'nor?”
Nipper asked.

Lee shrugged his shoulders, his own mind
not yet made up. Of all times, this was
assuredly the most unpropitious in which to
speak a few plain truths to the rather un-
balanced commander. But a certain curiosity
made Lee very disinclined to go away with-
out taking a certain modest peep, at least, at
the festivities. Yet he hardly knew what
pretext to use in order to get aboard.

For some minutes he stood silently, then he
turned to Nipper.

“Remain here a few minutes, young ’un.
I think I'll have a nose round.”

This was the sort of duty which Nipper
found it hardest of all to fulfil with a good
spirit. There was notlling he detested more
than the stagnation of mere waiting. He had
not even received the injunction to watch.
So he moved a little farther along, sank down
upon a bollard, and stared at the flitting
shadows as they passed an open port in the
vessel beyond.

Lee moved up the gangway,
quartemaster stepped forward.

““Is Lieutenant-Commander Briggs aboard
from theX(04?”

““Yes, sir. Are you his guest, sir?”

““No. I was wondering if I could see
him!” |

““Is 1t important, sir? If so, I'll send a
messenger down.”

““Don’t trouble to do that. I dare say I
can find him myself. I just wanted a word
with him. That was all. May I go down ?”

“Yes, sir. I dare say you can. Down
the second ’atch, sir. Turn astern when vou
get down, sir. It’s on the after gun flat.”

Nelson I.ee nodded his thanks and passed
below.

Meanwhile, Nipper remained and watched,
and waited, rather fed-up. For some minutes
after he had seen Lee’s figure pass up the
gangway and disappear he had sat silently
upon the bollard, lﬁ)is eyes fixed upon the
maze of motley which moved constantly
by the open porthole at which he gazed.

He could see enough colour and drapery
to know that the setting of the dance was not
lacking in picturesqueness. The naval man
1s a past-master at arranging jollifications,
at conjuring bright scenes of revelry by
ntight out of the limited articles of ships
stores,

“I guess Gloria is tripping around all right
in there,” the lad mused, ‘**with Commander
Briggs dangling on a ropes’ end. I'd like to
take a quiz at her. If she ain’t got up to
kill to-night, I reckon she never will be.”

and the
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He remained sitting on the bollard staring
thoughtfully. After a few minutes he voiced
his thoughts aloud.

“I would like to take a quiz at her,” he
murmured.

As the lad sat there the wish grew from
an idle curiosity into a positive desire. From
a positive desire it became soon enough a
minor craving. That illuminated port held
him fascinated. He wanted to peer through
it.

He rose to his feet and stepped to the
edge of the deck. A light hanging out above
the after gangway found a dim reflection in
the dark water a hundred feet below. The
eupporting stays showed faintly, like pro-
truding ribs from the ship.

One of these stays entered a socket in the
quayside three or four feet below the point
where Nipper stood. He followed it with
his eyes and saw that it met the ship’s side
a couple of feet below and a foot or so
for’ard of the porthole he had been watch-
ing.

“If I slithered along there,” he muttered
to himself, “I could take a good look at the
merriment.”’

Without further ado he leaned the suit-case
against the bollard and sat down upon the
edge of the dry dock. He lowered himself
cautiously until his feet rested upon the
scaffold, and then, gripping the stomework
with his fingers he stooped until he slid down
astride of the stay.

He glanced down into the depths below—
dark and forbidding, and for a moment he
wondered if he were not a prize fool for
taking the risk. But adventure and risk
were the breath of life to the lad.

In the darkness it was not easy to pre-
serve a sense of balance on the narrow scaf-
fold. He slid his way along, carefully cover-
ing the short distance to the ship’s side in
a few minutes. He was able to reach up and
clutch the open window of the port and pull
himself up.

The port was draped with bunting, which
he thrust a little aside, and he peered into
the flat, gazing at the same scene of rhythmic
merriment which Lee had gazed at. His
sharp cyes wandered round among the many
couples, scanning the faces of the ladies
especially.

He could not see the couple he was search-
ing for. His gaze wandered away over to-
wards the orchestra, and away from that to
the other end of the flat—and then the lad's
lips came together in tight compression.

He saw the figure of Gloria, her arm rest-
ing upon that of Lieutenant-Commander
Briggs, and their attitude was that of two
dancers who had paused for a moment to
exchange a few pleasantries with a friend.

This friend was Nelson Lee. The youngster
detected the tall, slim, well-knit figure stand-
ing back in the shadows. Nipper fixed his
eye upon the trio, and he saw Lee speak.
Then the girl laughed and drew her partner
gently, but firmly, back into the dance-room,
throwing a smiling glance over her shoulder
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at the detective, upon whose face was a
look of half grim, half of mockery.

““Hallo!”’ Nipper muttered. ‘“So he’s seen
them—both! I—I wonder what the guv’mor
has said to them ?”

He pecered through the port watching as
the couple moved round on the flank of the
dancers and came towards him. Looking
from the outer darkness he could see their
faces in every detail.

““I wonder if the guv’nor has put the
commander wise about her?” he muttered.
“Don’t look as if he had. Briggs wouldn’t
be smiling quite so much like a Cheshire cat
if he had any idea that Gloria was—Gloria
van Duren!”

He watched the young commander as he
led the girl over towards the port, and for
a moment, as they stopped and he glanced
up, Nipper shrank back, for the officer
seemed to be staring straight at him.

“My Christian uncle,” he muttered.
hope he hasn’t spotted me!”

But the naval commander had not seen.
He merely indicated an easy-chair for his
partner and sank into another beside her,
under the porthole, half secluded by a broad
palm, the leaves of which formed slats, as
it were, through which Nipper had peered
a moment before.

The lad edged forward farther along the
stay, craning his neck to peer easier into
the port. He did not see a crouching figure
steal silently up the quayside, and with the
agility of a cat lower itself to the very stay
upon which he stood.

He was too engrossed with the scene of
revelry inside to glance about him—thougn
had he done so it is doubtful whether ie
would have seen the figure now—crouching
like the sinister shape of an animal—at the
end of the scaffold—a shadow hardly visible
against the deep black of the quayside.

Nipper craned his neck and peered farther
into the port. Beyond he could still see tha
vague figure of e standing. Below, he
could still see the slight movement of a
fan as it moved backwards and forwards.

Suddenly, as a hush came in the orchestra,
the sound of a name came up to him dis-
tinctly, and he stiffened, listening.

“J.ee 18 his name. Of course, T don’t
know anything about him except that he is
a wonderful fellow professionally.”

“I always think it takes a thief to catch a
thief,”” the glrl said with conviction.

““You mean the detective 1s as bad as the
criminal ?”’ he laughed.

‘““Worse, sometimes,” she sald vehemently.

“Yes, but they’re necessary sort of fellows,
old girl. Anyway, I'm sorry I introduced
him to you. You see, it was almost impos-
sible not to. I was speaking to him when
you came and claimed me, and it would have
been so infernally rude to——"

“Of course, Jimmy, don’t think I mind in
the least,” she said quickly. “It is not you
I am finding fault with. I judge a great deal
by first impressions. And, in my opinion,

C‘I
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Mr. Lee had the face of a cad. I would not
trust him if I were you.”

“A cad?” exclaimed Briggs, genuinely
surprised. ‘“Fancy that! He never strucs
me that way.”

“I have made a study of certain types of
men—and cads,"” the girl added signiﬁcan»tly.
“I have a certain faculty for reading faces.
I said this man—this detective—is a cad. 3o
he is. He is the worst kind of a cad—a black-
mailer.”

“A what?” cried Briggs quickly.

‘“ A blackmailer,’’ she sald quietly, and the
expression upon the face of Nipper became

more wry than ever.
‘““A blackmailer? Is that so? The pig-
dog! But how do you know, old lady?”
‘I don’t know,” she eaid, with a woman’'s
artlessness. ‘“‘How can I know if I have

never seen the man before? But I tell you,
Jimmy, I study faces.
face! That’s all.”

“H’m!” The young lieutenant-commander
looked scrious and stroked his chin, daccept-
ing as a proved fact a statement which, in
his normal mind, he would have wanted proof
before accepting.

The band struck up again in the merry
cadence of a popular fox-trot, drowning, for
Nipper’s ears, any further conversation. Bus
he had heard enough.

““So that’s the way she is poisoning Briggs
mind against us,’”” he muttered to himself.
“So long as we know——"

He stopped. The clutch of his fingers
tightened automatically upon the window of
the port. A sudden, iron-like grip had come
silently and without warning upon his ankle,
dragging him down as he stood there.

The lad did not ery out; he seldom did
in an emergency. But a swift and terrible
vision came to him of the death which lay
a hundred feet below. In a flash he pictured
himself pitching down headlong, crashing
mercilessly from stay to stay till he plunged
smashed and broken, into the brackish water
at the bottom of the dock.

A cold chill ran down his spine; he had
to fight against a numbing of the joints—a
sudden unnerving which left him moment-
arily powerless, impotent.

And then his nerve returned, his will o
fight—the tiger spirit which never failed the
lad. He allowed his foot to go slowly.
crouching as he lowered it—and then sud-
denly he kicked—kicked like a mule.

A snarl came from below, the first indica-
tion by any sound of his assailant. He stood
upon one leg—the other kicking in the air.
And then, swiftly and murderously, the other
leg of Nipper's was swept from under him.
He gasped as he fell, tearing at the lip of
the port—but failing to grasp it. He came
down astride the stay and swung round
quickly, just as a small figure leapt upon him
like a tiger. He felt a pair of sinuous hands
tighten about his throat.

“Now, you die!” a voice hissed in broken
English, and even in the fleeting terror of
that moment it flached in upon the mind of

I know his type ol
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the lad who his assailant was., It was
Sandrez, the Spanish thug, the accomplice of
Oscar Dene. He had, perhaps, been the
secret bodyguard of Gloria—the silent
watcher!

Seated astride the narrow scaffold, Nipper
clung with his thighs as he had never even
clung to the flanks of a bucking horse. The
fiendish nails of the murderous Spaniard bis
into his throat. He was forced back against
the ship’s side, and for this he was glad.
Had he not had this support he would have
fallen. He could not have saved himself.

He lay back against the steel plates, and
then, holding his breath, he shot out his
hand and seized the rather Semitic nose of his
assallant. He gripped the protuberance like
a vice, and, with the base of the thumb
pressing underneath it he thrust it back with
all his energy.

A stifled scream of sheer agony broke from
the lips of the Spaniard; his hold upon
Nipper’s throat relaxed noticeably. And, in
the moment of relaxation the lad exerted
what reserve of energy he had kept in hand.
He put all his weight into a final thrust, and
the Spaniard reeled back, unable to resist, to
endure the agonies of the ju-jitsu hold.

Sandrez shook his head wildly to shake off
the hold, and Nipper leaned forward, forget-
ting for a moment the peril of his position
upon the scaffold. But he remembered a
moment later as the Spaniard shook him
free and he pitched forward, closing with
him, fighting like a man demented. It was
like two drunken men fighting upon the
girder of a skyscraper. It was only a ques-
tion of moments before one came crashing
to his doom.

As Nipper fell forward he met a smash-
ing blow 1n the face from the Spaniard. A
}mlzln,rse laugh broke from Sandrez as Nipper
ell.

The youngster’s foot slipped outwards; he
swayed, and then, with a low gasp, he fell,
plunging feet downwards—down with ever-
increasing momentum—down into the abyss.

No scream or cry broke the hollow silence
of the basin, There came only a low,
diabolical laugh from the beam above, as a
panther-like figure darted along, hauled him-
self up on to the quay, and was lost in the
shadows !

CHAPTER 5.
The Folly of Commander Briggs.

ROPPED up by pillows, his face still
white as alabaster, but with something
of the old mischievous brightness re-
turning to his eyes, Nipper lay in the

Fleet Hotel.

A doctor had diagnosed his case as one
of violent shock and minor concussion, and
upon hearing, more or less, what had hap-
pened to the young lad, he informed Nipper
that he had no logical right to be alive.
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For anyone to escape death in such a fall
‘'was almost unbelievable, but as it happened,
he had fallen on an enormous heap of wood
shair{ings and rubbish at the bottom of the
dock,

Nelson Lee had missed himn when he had lefr
the Ulysses. He had found the suit-case, and
sensing danger had looked around and found
feet marks on the stay—not only Nipper’s
marks but also the marks left by a small pair
of feet—marks he had seen betore—the trail
left by Sandrez, Oscar Dene’s hired Spanish
murderer.
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senger entered, bearing a card. Lec glanced
at 1t and handed it to Nipper. The lad
looked rather astonished. -

‘“Lieutenant-Commander Briggs,
Were you expecting him?”’

“T was not sure.”’

“You had asked him to call.”

“Yes. But after what you told me this
morning about the conversation you over-
heard ”?

“You mean Gloria saying you werc a black-
maller 7"’

““Yes.

guv’nor,

After that I hardly expected him
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‘“ Now call up the Admiralty,”

Let me warn you, I can understand morse, so be

careful ! >

It had been casy after that to guess what
had happened, and a search-party armed with
clectric torches had soon found the un-
conscious lad.

Nipper had been scared enough at the
time. He admitted that. But he had
cheated death once more, and could now
lauzgh at his own folly in taking such a risk.

As for Nelson Lee, all he had to report to
Nipper was that Gloria van Duren was posing
as a charming young lady named Miss Poppy
Dulieu, and that she had pretended not to
recognise the famous detective, having
treated him as if she had never set eyes ou
him before in her life.

And now Lee had written to the coin-
mander asking him to call at the hotel to
hear something of advantage to himself.
Briggs had to be warned of his lady friend.

There camnc a tap on the door of the bed-
room at that moment, and an hotel mes-

to accept my invitation. He might have con-
sidered me an undesirable acquaintance.”

““And he is here!” muttered Nipper, glanc-
ing at the card.

“Yes,” sard Liee; and then, looking over
at the messenger: **Show Commander Briggs
up, please.”

After what had transpired last night Lee
had decided that, by hook or by crook, the
commander of the X04 should know the
truth. 1f it were only to return the Kkind-
ness he had shown them, it was Lee’s duty
to warn him against this girl, under whose
spell he had fallen. |

That was why Lece had sent an urgent
message through to the X04 that morning.
But it was a thankless duty—the sort of duty
which Leec relished least of all among those
which fell upon his broad shoulders.

Meanwhile, Gloria had been lyving to the
commander about Lee, so that the dctec-
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tive’s credentials had already been seriously
discredited.

And there was some reflection of this on
the face of Commander Briggs when he
enterecd the bed-room. The air of gemial
good-fellowship had entirely disappeared; his
manner was coldty formal.

When Lee offered him his hand he took
it with an obvious reluctance, and dropped
it with an equally obvious haste. At Nipper
in the sick bed he merely nodded curtly.

Evidently the soft-spoken calumny of
'“Miss Poppy Dulieu,” one more romantic
assumed name of the adventuress—had had
its effect.

“You wish to see me urgently, Mr. Lee,
I believe,” the young officer said quickly.
**I am rather in haste. If you could hurry
through as soon as possible—"’

It was a very near approach to a snub,
but Lee preferred to ignore it. His manner
towards the young officer was formal and
earnest.

“I should not have brought you hers,
Commander Briggs, if the matter had not
been serious—and urgent. You remember,
when you picked up my assistant and 1 from
the water that I related how we had been
deliberately rammed by a fast launch. The
launch came upon me while I was swimming,
and did its best to put me under. After
that it charged on the small boat in which
my assistant was, and cut it through. He

escaped narrowly with his life, as 1 did. [t
was murder — deliberate, cold-blooded
murder.”’

“Yes,” said the commander quickly. *“I—

I remember, of course. 1 did what—what
what was necessary. I logged the matter
fully, and I made a special report to the
C.-in-C. The powers rung me up afterwards,
and I had to go down to the flag captain.
I told him exactly what you told me, and
he pooh-poohed it. ‘* Nonsense,” ho s3uid.
‘* Rubbish! Launches don’t charge down small
boats for thc purpose. Some fool probably
lost control. That’s the size of it. Like cows
with a musket. One Brixton pirate ramming
another, and the fool didn’t stop because he
didn’t know how to. ‘‘Lucky you picked ’em
up, Briggs.” That was all I got out of 1t,
Mr. Lee. 1 think they thought 1 was a bit
gullible to make such a report!” And he
added, rather cuttingly: ‘‘Perhaps 1 was!”

Lee flushed a little under the gibe. Know-
ing what he did, 1t trited his patience to the
utmost to endure the thinly-veiled insult of
this officer. The detective and Nipper had
had too much experience themselves of the
type of amateur vachtsmen, popularily known
as the ‘‘Brixton pirate,”’ to wish to be classed
in the same category.

““In the matter of gullibility, Commander
Briggs,”’ he said meaningly, “there are some
naval ofhcers who have a distinet gift that

way.”’
“What do you mean?” DBriggs said
quickly.
“They will swallow most things—except

the truth,” Lee zaid.
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““I haven’t time to listen to generalisations
about the Navy, Mr. Lee. Pecrhaps you will
come to the point.”

“Wilhingly, since it was you who strayed
from it. Despite the C.-in-C. and the flag-
captain and all the officals in this historo
port, Commander Briggs,” Lee said quietly.
“1 assert once again that two desperadoes in
a motor-launch made a deliberate attempt to
murder my assistant and myself the other
evening. [ have a very fair suspicion who
they were.”

“Ah, you have?”

“Yes. One of them was a man named
Oscar Dene. Have you heard of him ?”

“I believe 1 have—a stealer of

secrets.”

“Exactly. He 1s acknowledged by the
police of two continents to be the most
dangerous criminal in the world,” Lee said
quictly. “He 18 the master-mind of a
syndicate which has had no equals in the
annals of crime.”

The naval ofticer smiled a little sceptically.

“This sounds like a detective story, Mr.

State

Lee!”
“So 1t 1s,” Lee said grimly, “in many
ways. If you want confirmation, Scotland

Yard or the C.I.D. will give it you.”

“I don’t doubt your word, but »

“It 1s more or less immaterial to me what
you believe or dishelieve,”” Lee said shortly.

1
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“I think it is my duty to give you a state-
ment of fact. After that ’—he shrugged his
shoulders—“the responsibility rests with you.”

“But supposing this is Oscar Dene—or
whatever you call him—how does 1t affect
me ?” he demanded. “I am not a police-
man.”’

“No. But you have a duty to the State
higher than that.”

“But what are you driving at?” the
officer said rather irritably.

Lee jerked his thumb towards his assistant
in the bed.

“You sce Nipper there?”

€< YCS.,’

“You are not aware that while I was specak-
ing to you last night on the Ulysses, he was
murderously assaulted and thrown into the
dry-dock ?”’

“What? Your assistant? DLast night?”
Commander Briggs exclaimed, staring over
at Nipper’s pallid features.

“During the few minutes I was speaking to

you and Miss—er—Miss Dulieu!”
“He was thrown into the dock? Who
gang, the

by ?”
“He f{fell

“By a member of the same
Oscar Dene Syndicate,” Lee said. > fe
to the bottom of the basin In

from the to

which the Ulysses 15 lying. He had a
iniraculous escape from death!” . .
The naval officer stared at Nipper In-

NIPPER RETURNS TO
ST. FRANK’S!

GREAT NEW SERIES OF

SCHOOL AND DETECTIVE

STORIES STARTS NEXT
WELK

Why does Nipper suddenly leave
Gray’s Inn Road and return to
St. Frank’s as a schoolboy? Why
does Nelson Lee suddenly dis-
appear from the country?

These sensational questions are
answered in next week’s Grand
Long Complete Story.

“THE FELLOWSHIP
-OF FEAR!”

By E. S. BROOKS

1 young commander.

19

credulously. Then once more he turned to
Lee, slightly puzzled, more than a little
irritable.

“This 1s very strange—damnable! But it’s
a matter for tﬁe dock policeman—the proper
authorities. I completely fail to see how it
can affect me.” ’

“It does, in this respect,”’ Lee said quietly.
“Its affects you seriously to be com-
promised.”’

“Compromised ?”’ he cried angrily. “I
don’t follow you.”

“You are prepared for a shock?”’ Lee
asked.
~ "Go on! What are you driving at? Mouth
1t out——-"

“Kindly be civil, Mr. Briggs. You don’t
imagine I get any pleasure out of this? 1
refer to this lady with whom you are on
such terms of friendship.”

The face of the young officer changed
colour. He went very pale, and his eyes
blazed dangerously as %e gazed at Lee. But
the detective’s expression remained grim and
earnest.

“Do you refer to my fiancée ?”

“'&Tes.”

“Miss Dulieu ?”’

“NG. Certainly not!” Lee said. “In the
capacity of a dctective, I cannot accept an
alias.- I refer to Miss Gloria van Duren, a

dangerous criminal and adventuress,
Commander Briggs. The chief and most
valued accomplice of the arch-criminal,

Oscar Dene!”

The naval oflicer stared at Lee, and he. was
too much aghast to be suddenly angry. He
laughed bitterly, ironically.

“You are a fool, man!”’ he cried.
are drunk—drunk!”

““Perhaps 1 am as drunk as you are gentle-
manly,” Lee said' caustically. “I’ll trouble
you not to be abusive.” -

“But you are mad, man! You can’t know
what you’re saying. Poppy an adventuress—
the criminal accomplice of a murderer! 1t is
silly—just that! Imbecile!”

“So it may appear to you in your present
state of mental balance,”” Lee said dryly.
“I can only repeat what I say. She is a
dangerous character.”

The young officer threw back his head and
laughed raucously. Then his face became
serious; his eyes blazed anger.

“You lie! You lie! This is blackmail!”
the officer cried.

He seemed to have been waiting, hoping
for this. His faith—his blind faith in the girl
who had captivated him—-clutched eagerly at
thls straw—this straw of blackmail. Lee
smiled grimly.

“Please refrain from being a fool,” he
muttered. “I have no sentiment in this
matter. You cannot expect me to have. 1
am simply making a statement of fact. If
you want proof of that statement, then send
to Scotland Yard the portrait you have in
the middle of your mantel in your cabin, and
ask them to identify it.”

Anger, wild fury, blazed in the eyes of the
He took a step forward,

“You
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his fists clenched, his teeth hard together.
Lee had, perforce, wounded his pride as it
had never before becn hurt.

“By Jupiter!” he muttered between his
tﬁgt}'l. “I have a mind to thrash you for
this!”

“It will be in your best interest not to try
anything so silly,” Lee said earnestly.

Lieutenant-Commander Briggs glared at
him and then at the lad in the bed. Then,
almost speechless with rage, he swung out
of the room and stamped down the stairs of
the hotel. '

Lee glanced over at Nipper and shrugged
his shoulders, smiling rather grimly.

“] somehow feared that he would take it
like that,”” he said. "‘He 138 a decent fellow,
but a fool. Heaven help you, young ’un, if
ever you fall in love. When Cupid comes in
at the door, common sense does a fox-trot up
the chimney.”

Nipper smiled.

“It seems to me that Mr. Briggs has been
too well primed with lies to believe anything
you told him, guv’nor.”

"It is not diflicult to disbelieve anything
which you dearly want to be untrue,” Lee
said. ‘““But what I have told Briggs may
bear fruit. It will make him rather restless,
anyhow.”’

He moved over to the window, and gazed
thoughtfully down into the street, watching
the passers-by  absently. He turned
presently. |

“I'd like to get some clue as to Dene’s
motive in all this,” he muttered.

“In trying to kill us?” Nipper queried.

‘““No. That 1s merely because he finds our
presence here a bit awkward. I mean that
I'd like to see through this game he has set
Gloria to Elay.”

“With Comimander Briggs?”

“Yes. There 1s some deep-laid scheme in
which Briggs probably will be the principal
dupe,” Lee said. .

Nipper gazed thoughtfully towards the
window.

“Is he a chap with dJarge means, guv’nor?”

he asked presently,

“No. I have made a few inquiries. 1
believe he has about two hundred a year on
top of his pay. That is not enough to attract
Oscar Dene and Gloria.”

“Good lor’, no!”

“I can get no clue at all.
am going up to town.”

“To town? When?”

“Now. It will take me two hours,
more, in the car.”

“ And I’ve got to lic here like an idiot?”

‘“No, hke a wise man.”

'I("he lad made a comical grimace.
said:

“Where are you going, guv’nor?”

“To the Admiralty—to see Jeannod.”

Apparently LLee had made up his mind
swiftly 1n these few minutes of gazing out
of the window. Now, his mind made up, he
acted quickly.

In a few minntes his big car was brought
round from the carage, and less than fifteen

That is why 1

not

Then he
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minutes later he was speeding out along the
London Road, through the North End and
Cosham, over the famous gun-lined hills of
Portsdown, through Petersfield and Hasle-
mere, on to Guildford, and the metropolis.

While others were kept waiting—chivvied
here and there by pensioners and porters—
Lee’s card secured him entry without delay
to the small ofice where sat the man with
whom Lee had been to school—a rather
wizened, inscrutable-faced little man, who
carrited more State secrets in his large bald
head than many a Cabinet Minister.

For a man of his knowledge and vre-
sponsibility he had the faculty of looking
blandly i1nnocent of everything, and the look
he directed at Lee was almost inane.

“Well, Lee, old fellow,” "he said, “what

trouble are you making for yourself now ?”

“I’m busy trying to save some for your
people, Jeannod,” the detective said with a
smile.

*“Good—good ! Sit down. Now, what
18 187”7
“l want you to do me a special favour,”

Lee said, and the little man put up both
hands in protest. \

‘““ Impossible ! And then he
smiled slowly.

“I want a little information—inside,”’
said in a low tone.

“I am bound to secrecy,” said Jeannod
firmly.

“So am 1,” said Lee. ‘“I am just angling
round on what may be a big catch, Jeannod.
There are a few items of information I think
you could supply me with.”

‘“But, my dear Lee!l”

“Look here,” Lee said, with a smile. "If
I go and feich the Chief Commissioner, and
he brings along the First Lord, would you
be disposed to part with the information?”’

“Yes, yes! Carry on! I am only joking,
old fellow. I know you are as safte as the
bank. But it’s always better for me to have
these things officially.”

“Quite. 1 appreciate that,” Lee said. *‘ But
I want it all unofficially—just at present.
There may be nothing in it.”

“What is 1t?”

“It concerns a
X04, of Portsmouth.
special about her?”

““What do you mean—anything special ?2”’

‘““Has she carried any important dispatches,
or is she going to—or anything like that ?”’
Lee asked.

Jeannod looked at Lee blandly through his
spectacles. His expression did not alter, but
he leaned a little closer to the detective.

““Who’s been talking to you about the
X041?”

““Not a soul, Jeannod.”

‘““Then why this question ?”

“Because Nipper and I were picked up by
her during this week,” he said, ‘“‘and my
curiosity has been aroused.”

The ghost of a smile flitted across the face
of Jeannod.

Impossible!”’

Lee

destroyer—the
there anything

certain
Is
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“T see,” he muttered, “you are not going
to give away any details yet—eh 7"’

“I prefer not to for the moment, Jeannie,”
Lee said, calling him by the nickname he had
always held at school. “I just wanted to
know whether——”

“Yes. Well, between you and me and the
post. Lee, your surmise 1s correct. . The X043
13 being sent across to Hamburg in a day
or two on a special commission.”

“Very special 7

“Of very great importance,” the other
emphasised, and Lee tapped reflectively with
his fingers upon the desk for some moments.

“Am I too” much out of order in asking
what this commission is, Jeannie? I need
not assure you that it is in the interests of
the State that I want to know.”

Jeannod shrugged his shoulders and pouted.
It was rather a big thing to ask.

“I don’t mind telling you, Jeannie,” Lec
added, ‘“‘that I will have this information
if T have to ask the Chief Commissioner to
gﬁp fthe First Lord and sce the Home Oflice
chief—"’

Jeannod smiled enigmatically. He paused
thoughtfully for a moment; then he leaned
farther forward still. He muttered one
word. .

“Bullion!” he whispered, and Lee sprang
up from his chair like a man stung.

“Vale of Jchos! Is that so?’’ he cried.

“Yes. What’s the matter, Lee?”

‘““Nothing, yet,” the detective said. * You
are certain of this, Jeannod ?”

‘“Quite,” said the other in a low tone. "It
was decided some time ago. But, naturally,
we’ve had to take extreme care.”

And the detective nodded grimly as he
stood, his hands behind him, his eyes fixed
thoughtfully on the traffic which passed
slowly along the historic Whitehall.

He was thinking rapidly. He had no need
to seek further for the motives that lay be-
hind the extraordinary activities of Oscar
Dene and Gloria van Duren. This matter of
the bullion shipment might have been kept
very secrct, but somchow the arch-criminal
had heard of it, and was laying his plans
to steal the cargo from under the nose of
the British Navy!

Lee suddenly turned and sat down close to
Jeannod. They conversed for some time
almost in whispers. Lee told all he knew,
and made suggestions.

“I should like Nipper to be aboard the
X04 when she sails,” he said eventually,
“with a chart of the fixed course, so that if
the destroyer deviates from that course I
shall know at once.”

‘“But how could Nipper communicate with
you from the destroyer without the help of
the wireless rating and the skipper?’” asked
Jeannod.

“Leave that to me,” replied Lee. *“I
want a free hand in this, Jeannie, and I
don’t want the officers of the X04 to know
what 1s going on. Believe me, my way is
better for ali concerned.”
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And, in the end, Lece got his way, and
Jeannod pulled the wires behind the scenes
in the Admiralty to some purpose!

CHAPTER 6.
On Board the XO04.

HE victualling petty officer of the
X04 sat on one of the bins in the
small store-room where he reigned
supreme, and he eyed Nipper with

a look which was half quizzical, half sus-
picious.
"The V.P.O. was a comparatively young
man, but he was old in stewardship, having
graduated for that distinction in Greenwich
School—the cradle of the lower deck.
°*“Look hecre,” he said, ‘““how often is a
mess allowed to put their traps up for sur-
vey, cockie?”’ ~
‘““What sort of traps?’’ asked Nipper, with
a smile, for he was not familiar with nau-
tical parlance. ‘‘Rat-traps?”

.“No. Nor potato traps,” grinned the
V.P.O. “Don’t you know that, in the Navy,
plates and spoons and knives and forks and
kettles and fannies, and all that lot are
called mess traps?”

“I’'m afraid I don’t,” said Nipper, who
was never backward in admitting his ignor-
ance—realising that 1t was the best way to
avold remaining ignorant. .

‘““And what do you issue if you run short
of bread when you’re at sea?’” the secnior
asked, with knitted brews.

“Heaven knows,” muttered Nipper, smil-
ing. “I suppose you—you have to go with-

out ?”

“Do you?” exclaimed the steward. *‘‘You
try it—with this ship’s company, my boy—
and see what happens. They'll have you
before the old man in once. Biscuit, thﬁt_’s
is-

what you issue in lieu of bread, cockie.
cuit. Bee-eye-double-skay-i-double-t—biscuit!’’

““Oh-h!”’ exclaimed Nipper, to whom the
theory of Navy rationing was a closed book,
and the V.P.O. eyed him narrowly.

“Look here,” he said presently. "I can
seec you don’t know anything about this job,
my lad, and I can’t quite reckon out why
you’ve been put *aboard. It’s something
special, ain’t it?”

“They gave you instructions, didn’t they ?”

“Oh, yes! Called me into barracks just
when 1 was getting victualled up. Had to
sit up till the early hours last night checking
my stores. I've got my orders. I've got
to carry on with you best I can and kecep
mum. I can do all that all right if you
can.,’’

““‘How do you mean?’’ Nipper asked.

““What I says, cockie. There’s one or two
little things you may see aboard this packet
in this store which you’ve got to shut your
eyes to. I mean, you don’t want to open your
gate about it. Get me? Look innocent,
and if anyone asks any questions, act green.
That’s the best way. I don’t want to go
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blowing it round the ship that you know as
much about this work as I know about snipe
shooting, and you want to keep yourself to
yourself—see ? That’s the best way to wangle
it—get me 1’

Nipper smiled and intimated that he had
“got him,” and the V.P.O. emitted a halt
sigh of satisfaction and began to make up
that supremest of Naval documents, the
rum book.

Within half an hour the X04 was due to put
off, and the various units of the ship’s com-
pany were busy to a man, from the engine-
room to the galley. Steam in
the powerful, oil-heated boilers
had been brought up to the
necessary gauge. The first
lieutenant, who was also the

navigator, was studying a
map carefully in the chart-
house.

He looked up presently as,
from the corner of his eyes,
he caught the futter of a
cotton dress, and a girlish
figure stepped from the quay
on to the iron deck of the
destroyer. He rose imme-
diately, saluting as he came
out.

The commander of the X04
stood there, a little unsteadily,
his face almost ashen In 1ts
pallor. ‘Gloria—for it was she
—had her arm linked in his,
and he seemed to lean upon
her somewhat for support.

“Jimmy—Jimmy, it isn’t
right,” the first lieutenant
heard her whisper in a tense
voice, and he shot a quick,
searching glance at his com-
mander.

He had never seen Lieu-
tenant Commander Briggs the
worse for drink, although they
had been together on many a
festive occasion. He was not
the man to forget himself in
the company of a lady—still
less to come on duty In-
toxicated.

But he seemed to eway now as he stood,
and the navigator stepped forward quickly.

““Can I help you, sir? What is the matter ?”

The girl Gloria directed a glance of melt-
ing appeal at him.

“Commander Briggs is ill,”” she said. “He
was taken ill on the way down to the ship.
I insisted upon coming all the way with him.”

“I—1 am all right. It 1s nothing,” Briggs
sald, Ythough with an effort.

‘“But you are not, Jimmy. He is not!” she
ried, turning to the navigator. ‘“He ie not
it to go to sea.”

But Commander Brigge seemed to pull
himself together with an effort, and he turned
to Gloria, bending over her affectionately,
taking her oval face for a moment between
his two hauds.
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“Don’t you worry, little woman. I shall
ke right as rain in an hour or two. I will
get below and- lie down for a bit. Good-bye,

old gir|!”

1t was with a certain naive simplicity that
he kissed her on the cheek before his tellow-
oflicer, and he stood watching while the navi-
gator cscorted her, reluctant, from the ship
to the dockside. He remained standing,
gazing and waving his hand, as she turned,
and, with a rather wistful smile, disappeared
across a bridge back towards the gate. Then
the commander of the X04 swaved so much

that he would have fallen had not his senior
lieutenant caught him and supported him.

»

“You're really ill, sir.” For now he knew
positively that it was not alcohol.

“Yes; I feel rotten, putrid, old chap. Just
help me below. Perhaps I shall feel better
after a bit. I would not let on to—to Poppy
all how 1 felt. The girl would have worried
unduly,”

‘“But—but 1f you feel like this, you ought
not to go afloat.” :

‘““1I would not, had I been taken ill earlier.
I can’t now, old chap. I dare not. TI’ll see
it through if I have to give orders from my
bunk, Juet let me lean on you, old chap.
Thanks.”

The navigator escorted him down to his
cabin, and when the X04 put out from its
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berth and slipped swiftly through the deep
but narrow entrance of the famous harbour,
1t was with her commander lying like a dying
man, flat upon his bunk.

Out i1n the channel the high bows were
turned eastward, when the navigator, having
set his course and entrusted the wheel to the
cog§\vain, came swiftly below to the steward’s
cabin.

He looked sharply at Nipper, who was busy
with a hammer and cold chisel opening a case
of milk.

the thin line from the destroyer.

moment he felt he would be torn from
the line, but he set his teeth and fought
D) against the wash.

“What rating is this, steward ?” he asked
quickly.

“Victualling assistant, sir.”

“1 did not know we had applied for one.
We don’t bear two victualling ratings on this

ship.”
“No, sir; we didn’t apply,” said the V.P.O.
glibly. ‘““Supernoomary rating, sir. Put

aboard by the purser-in-chief at the depot.
Special instruction.”

“H'm,” muttered the navigator. ‘I don’t
know what he’ll find to do here. By the way,
Commander Briggs is ill, Smith.”

“Tll, sir?>

““Yes; very unwell. What medical comforts
do you carry ?7”
~ “The usual, sir—port