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~ An absorbing Story of NELSON
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further adventures with ‘“JiM
THE PENMAN.”
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CHAPTER L
Jim the Penman’s Astounding Boast.

" chair, and selected a long black cigar from his heavy gold case.
He was spending a lazy hour in the lounge of the Wayfarers’ Clnh
in Piccadilly. Opposite to him, seated in a similar chair, was Sir Arthur
Barrimore, the well-known millionaire baronet. The pair had been chatting
for some little time, for both were members of the club, and often met.

Senor Alvarez was tall, slim, and dark. His' hair, thick and abundant,
fairly shone in the radiance of the electric lights; it was jet black, and
parted in the centre, and glistened like polished ebony. His dark, swarthy
face was rather distinguished, and adorned by a spear-pointed moustache
and a neat beard. On his nose rested a rimless pincenez, behind which his
keen, grey-black eyes regarded one with cool ease.

Although a Bpaniard, he spoke English perfectly, and with a smoothness
and grace which made his conversation attractive and likeable. Alvarea
had been a member of the Wayfarers’ Club for some little time, and wae
well esteemed by the majority of the other long-standing members.

Sir Arthur Barrimore was almost the antithesis of Senor Alvarez. He
was short, plump, and not even his greatest friend would have called him
distinguished. Sir Arthur was clean.shaven, and his face was plump, like
th> rest of his person. The little hair he possessed—the top of his head
was Dald—was fair and thin. And his age might have been anything from
forty to fifty-five,

But one cannot judge by appearances. Sir Arthur was a clever man, and
had something of a reputation as a wit. He was bluff and hearty by
nature, and a genuinely good sort all round. He made friends every-
where, and was greatly liked by all who came in contact with him.

He himeelf was rather reserved except to thqse he made friends with.
And it was in no way reserved with Senor Sebastien Alvarez. He met the
Spaniard frequently, and always enjoyed a chat with him.

““ Yes, perhaps it is a bit risky, ocean-travelling, these days, senor,”” said
Bir Arthur, in reply to a remark of the Spaniard's.  But, bless you, I
can’t be bothered with that. If am infernal German submarine hanpens ‘o

SENOR SEBASTIEN ALVAREZ leaned back in his luxurious padded
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spol my yacht—well, 1've a couple of pretty useful guns alcard. 1°]) give
the vermin as good as they give me, by Harry !”

Senor Alvarez smiled.

T am of neutral nationality,”” he said swodthly, *“ and so, perhaps, it
would not be well for me to express tco fine an opinion. But the German
cainpaign of ‘ frightfulness ’ does not seem to have upset your nerves, Sir
Arthur.”

** Upset my nerves!” Barrimore snorted. ‘“ I'm sailing from Gravesend
at dawn on g‘riday, Germans or no Germans! Be hanged {o them, I say!
Germany judges Great Britain from her own standpoint—and that’s why eﬁé
can’t understand why we, as a nation, treat her submarines and Zeppelins
with the scorn they deserve. I'm ready for the cocean-rats if they appear
while 1'mn at eea!” '

Sir Arthur jerked the ash off his cigar, and puhcd his cheeks out. And
his companion smiled quietly, and removed his pince-nez. These he com-
menced poliching with a silken handkcerchief.

" You ure bound for—Africa, I think you said?” he usked, polishing away.

" Yes. Cape Town,” was the baronet’s reply. ‘* Haven’t scen my yacht,
have you, Alvarez? She's a beauty, by Harry! I'll wager there’s not
another steamn yacht in an English port to-day that can compare with my
Ringdove. Not so large, mark you, but the best-appointed boat on the
eeas,”’

And Sir Arthur went off into a somewhat lengthy description of the
~.Y. I{.in%dove, to the Spaniard’s mild dismay, for he was already rather
hored. But Barrimore was now squarely seated upon his favourite hobby-
horse, for he was a keen’yachtsman. He described his vessel in all details—
her tounnage, passenger capacity, specd, and a score of other details of a
sunilar nature.

** And on IFriday morning, my dear scnor, I am starting off for South
Africa,”” exclaimed Sir Arthur. ** My wife and daughter, as you may know,
hive Leen in Cape Town for some little time, and I'm going out to fetch
'em back.”

** With o party, of courser”

“Well, not exactly a party,” was Barrimore’s reply. * About six alto-
gether—friends of mine, you know, just going for the cruise. But I shall
leave Gravesend quite by myself—except, of course, {or the captain and
crew.”’

* Indeed,”” said Alvarez politely. ‘‘ You are, I presume, picking up the
party al some South Coast port?”’

* That’s it-——Southampton,’”’ replied Sir Arthur. ‘ The yacht will just
lay off Southampton for a few hours, and my friends will come abcard there.
'hen we start straight off southward. But I suppose this is all rather a
bore, eh? Ilanged if I see why you should sit there listening to my
chatter!”” added Barrimore with a chuckle, ‘‘ But it's a good test of your
paticnce, by Harry!”

‘They both laughed, and Senor Alvarez rose to his feet—probably to
escape further details of his companion’s projected trip to South Africa. The
Npaniard was, to tell the truth, not in the least interested in either Sir
Arthur Barrimore or his yacht. And presently he sent to the cloak-room
for his coat and hat, and then lounged out into the big lobby, where he
ht o cigarette,

Sir Arthur Barrimore had gonc off to the reading-room to glance down
the lute edition of the ** Pall Mall.”” And as the Spanish gentleman left the
club Le breathed freely, and was rather glad to get out into the open air.

'I'he night was windy, but the stars overhecad were bright, and a touch of
froet was in the wir. Piccadilly was noisy with traffic, but decidedly gloomy

b
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Everything was dark and dismal,~and it was something of a venture to
cross the road. But Alvarez stepped off the pavement, dived into the
trafic, and arrived upon the other pavement as unconcernedly as though
1t were full daylight, |

Presently he turned into a quieter thoroughfare, and from this he
emerged upon a select square. Except for an occasional taxi the place was
deserted, and Alvarez strolled round the square until he came to a block
of expensive and highly exclusive flats.

He tossed his cigarette away, and entered the tiled lobby. It wids nst
yet late, and the lift attendant stiffened respectfully at the sight of the
Spaniard. Alvarez generally tipped him liberally, and therefore was
deserving of special attention.

‘“ Early to-night, sir,”” remarked the attendant, an elderly man, with one
arm half paralysed. ‘‘ Fine night, sir.”

"*Yes, Binns, very fine,”” replied Senor Alvarez.  Anyv visitors?"

‘“ Nobody’s been for you, sir.”’ '

““Very good.”

The Spaniard was taken up to his flat, which was sitnated on the secund
floor. It was quite small, but exccedingly well appointed, and just the
place for a bachelor. The accommodation cousisted otf a large dining-room
and a rather small smoking-room and one bedroom. Then there was the
bathroom and a tiny kitchen. But Alvarez kept no servants, and when he
dined at home had his meals sent in from a neighbouring restaurant.

He let himself into the flat, closed the door, and switched on the !:ght.
He intended soon to partake of supper at one of the famous West End
restaurants, but the hour was still a little early. -

In a few minutes the gas fire in the smoking-room was roaring cosily.
and the Spaniard threw himself into an easy chair and sat thoughtfully
smoking another cigarette. He was not left long in peace, however, for
very shortly afterwards Alvarez started up as he heard the faint raftle ¢t u
key in the.front door.

** Terress, I suppose,’”” muttered Alvarez, rising.

Ae he turned towards the door the latter opened, aud a squarely binlt
man in evening dress stood there. He waved his cigarette cheertully, strode
in, and closed the door hehind him.

*“ Thought I'd find you at home, old man,” he remarked. ¢ Well, how
gees it? Anything fresh on the boards?”

““ Not as yet, Terress,”” replied Alvarez. ‘“To tell you the truth, I'm
“infernally bored. You’ve just come in time to join me in a supper soine-
where. What’s brought you?”’

Godfrey Terress winked.

““I've got held of a little piece of information that’ll fairlv make your
mouth water,”’ he replied, seating himself. ‘“ You can’t do anythmg with
it, of course, but I couldn’t resist running round to tcll you. Ycu're a
surprising chap, Jim, but you can’t do impossibilities."’

‘“Then why the deuce do you come to me with them:' growled Senor
Sebastien Alvarez. ‘“ And don’t forget who I am, Terress. Your name’-
Thornton, but I never call you that now, do I? Well, I'm Senor Alvarez,
and it’s sheerly unnecessary for you to call me Jim.”'

'Terress laughed,

“ Rot!”” he exclaimed cheerfully.  Who in thunder can overhear ia thig
place? You may be senor all-the-rest-of-it to everybody elsc—and you cer-
tainly look the part—but to me you're Jim the Penman, as ever. There's
such a thing as carrying precaution to absurdity, myv dear chap.™

Alviarez leaned back.
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"*“ Have your own way,’’ he exclaimed lazily. ““ I don’t fecl up to arguing
Yo-night; Terress.- You always were an obstinate fellow. Well, let’s hear
vour news—whatever it is.”’ : :

" If Sir Arthur Barrimore had been prceent in the flat at that moment he
would have beén absolutely astounded. For the baronct bhad never had a
ficeting suspicion that Senor Alvarez was not what he professed to be.

~ But here, in the privacy of his own dwelling, Alvarez threw off all pre-
Yence. And his companion, seemingly a society gentleman calling kimself
Godfrey Terress, was none other than Richard Thornton, one of the smartest
crooks in London, )

And Thornton was a mere amatcur compared with the man he had
addressed as Jim. '

FFor the latter, although looking a Spaniard to the life, was really that
notorions forger, Douglas Jamecs Sutcliffe—koown to police, public, and
fame as Jim the Penman.

T'his was a surprising fact, indeed.

But Sutcliffie was a surprising man in every way. Nohody knew exactly
hiow many aliases he had. Even Nelson Lee, the world-famous criminologist.
had not yet probed the depths of Jim the Penman’s audacity: Yet the
great detective had had many encounters with Jim the Penman, and although
the latter had managed to elude capture time after time, his schemes had
suffered immeasurahly.

For some little time Scotland Yard had completely lost sight of him. Even
Nclson Lee himself believed that Sutcliffe had managed to slip out of the
country, finding it too hot for him. But Jim, on the countrary, was still in
England—was, in fact,»in the very heart of London “itself,

And he had established an identity for himself which completely covered
his own. Who would dream of connecting Senor Scbastien Alvarez, the
rich Spanish gentleman, with Sutcliffe, the forger?

Jim had never been a man to do things by halves. He was thorough ail
along the line—that was what made him so immune from the police. Having
cuce established a new identity he stuck to it—stuck to it closely, and
dropped his old habhits completely. For wecks past he had been Senor
Alvarez, both in public and in private. And it was for this reason that. he
objected to his confederate’s familiar use of his own Christian name.

The forger had many trusted men who would stand by him at a
moment’s notice. And (odfrey Terress—as he now called himstlf-—was his
most valued accomplice. Jim even allowed Terress to have in his possession
the key of this flat. '

The forger was ‘‘ waiting for something to turn up,” as he expressced it.
Ho had managed to get together quite a considerable quantity of cash.
There was no immediate hurry for him to commit frech villainies. But when
tho opportunity arrived he would not hesitate a moment, ,

" Yes, let me heat your news,’”’ repeated Jim the Penman, as he languidly
lay bBack. °“ Your opening remarks, my dear fellow, were not exactl
promising. You are going to make my mouth water, I understand?”’

““ That's it,”” agreed Terrees, lighting a fresh cigarette. ‘‘ Close upon a
million, Jim—a cool million! And you can’t touch a scrap of it! It’s as far
heyond your reach as the moon.”’ .

" Then why trouble to mention the matter at all?”

“ Oh, I'll just put it to you briefly,”” replied Terress: ‘‘You may as
well share my feeling of envy. 1 got the information from an.abeolutely
rchable:quarter—I'll go into delails later, if you wish. Mind you, it’s not
much of a secret ??

Lt \..MJ good Terzess, get to. the pointl!’) interjectoed.Jim protestingly,
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‘“ Well, have you ever heard of the Panello?"

“ No. What is it—a club, a restaurant, or a brand of cigar?"’

Terress laughed.

““It’s a ship,’”” he replied. ‘A comparatively small vessel of the Panell
Line, running between South American ports and Bristol. Well, at the
present moment she is on her way from South America, homeward hound.
She is following the usual route, and only left port this afternoon.”

Jim the Penman yawned.

““I am" not particularly interested in South American shipping,” he ex-
claimed. ‘“ What's your object in telling me all this, Terress? Is tha
vessel bringing some bloated Spanish-American millionaire?”’ ‘

““No. The ship is a millionaire itselff—or close upon,’” replied the other
with a chuckle. ‘“ This is where the mouth-watering business starts, old
man. Ostensibly, the Panello is bringing across a cargo of food products—
tinned meat, and all that sort of stuff. In reality, however, she carries a
large consignment of minerals, and platinum and silver. The platinum
alone is worth a fortune, and the whole lot is valued, I believe, at about
eight hundred thousand pounds.” '

Jim the Penman whistled softly.

- ““Phew! That’s a pretty high stake,”” he remarked. ¢ Easy stuff to scll.
too, provided one is careful. But as we don’t happen to be pirates, mny dear
Terress, I don’t see what we can do.”’

“It’s a pity it’s beyond our reach, all the same,” remarked the other
regretfully.. ““Just think of it, Jim—eight hundred thou'! The ship’s a
slow one, and will take two or three weeks on the voyage. Only a small
crew, too, and no guns aboard or any protection. You see, it's being kept a
dead secret that the rcal cargo consists of valuable minerals.”

‘“A dead secret-—eh?’’ remarked Jim pleasantly. ‘“ You're quite sure of
this, I suppose?"”

‘“ Positive.”

And Terress went into the facts concerning how he had learnad the private
information. Jim the Penman was quite satisfiecd; he knew that his accom-
plice had not made a mistake. The Panello was certainly bringing across to
England a consignment of minerals worth close upon a million.

‘“But I only mentioned it just for the sake of something to say,”” said
Terress. ‘‘It’s out of your line completely, Jim. You can’t torge an order
instructing the Shipowners to deliver the stuff at this flat, can you?”

Sutcliffe smiled, and pulled thoughtfully at the cigar he had just lit. His
companion had not seen it, but a sudden look of concentration had entered
Jim’s eyes—a look of intense eagerness and satisfaction.

‘““And now,’”’ went on Terress, ‘““ I’'m going to speak about

““Shut up! I’m thinking!”’ interjected Jim curtly.

Terress looked surprised, but made no attempt to speak again. He
watched the other curiously, however, and wondered what could be in Jim's
mind. Presently the forger rose to his feet, and paced up and down the
room with soft strides. He had removed his pince-nez and was mechanically
polishing them. ) _ |

For fully ten minutes not a word was spoken, and Jim continued his
perambulation without a pause. The intense expression was still Uﬁon his
face, and now and again his eyes seemed to flash, and he nodded to himself
continually. Finally, just when Terress was beginning to become restless,
Jim camo to a halt before him and blew out a cloud of fragrant cigar smoke.

““That stuff’s ours!”’ he announced calmly.

‘“Eh? What the deuce are you——" |

““ Audacity is the main feature in any big coup,”” went on Jim the Penman.

| 3 ]
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“You know that as well as I do, Terress. Almost anything can he done if
ono has the necessary amount of cool cheek.”

‘“ What the thunder are vou driving at?”’

‘““ Just this,”” was Sutcliffe’s reply. ‘‘ The Panello is on its way to England
with a cargo valued at close upon a million. Well, my dear fellow, I
intend 1o lnot that ship and appropriate the cargo for ‘myself!”’

tiodfrey Terress stared at his chief in absolhite amazement.

“ You're— you're mad !’ he stuttered.

‘“Not at all. .T have merely stated the course I intend to adopt,”’ replied
Jim smoothly. ‘‘Surprising, no doubt, but I'm quite equal to the task.
I've told you I'm Eoing to do it, and I shall do it!”*

‘“ That sounds like an impossible hoast—"’

“It is a boast—but not an impossible one,’”’ declared Sutcliffe ecrisply.
““ From this minute onwards, Terress, you and I are going to be really busy !"

CHAPTER I1.
The First Move in the Game.

ELSON LEE chuckled.
N' The great detective and Nipper were seated in their cosy dining-
- room, partaking of breakfast. The fire blazed cheerfully, and the
cold winter sunlight streamed in at the window.

Nipper was glancing over the morning’s newspaper, and Lee opening his
Latch of correspondence. Both had been silent for some moments, but Nipper
Jooked up at the sound of that chuckle.

‘“ Where does the fun come in, guv’nor?’’ asked the lad.

‘“1 suppose, really, I ought to he pale and trembling.”’ said Nelson Lee
with a smile. *‘ By the end of the week, Nipper, I must prepare myself for
squalls.”’ :

L Why, what’s going to happen, sir?’’ asked Nipper, as he deftly cracked
the shell of his sccond egg.

‘“ Weli, according to this letter, I shall only be fit for the undertaker by
Saturday,”’ replied Lee genially. ““ Anonymous, of course, and written
abominably. 'Toss it in the fire, Nipper.”

Nipper took the scrap of notepaper and glanced at it.

" 8 , another threatening letter,”” he said. ‘‘ It’s a good thing the writers
of these things dou’t mean what they say, guv'nor. You'd have been dead
years ago if they were genuine.” i

And. Nipper, aeting upon instructions, tosscd the precious letter into the
fire bebind him, Then the pair went on with their breakfast quite uncon-
cernedly.

For K‘elson Lee to receive letters, threatening all manner of ghastly
revenge, was no uncommon happening. On an average, indead, the famous
delective received more than one every week. But as he never took the
nlightest notice of them, and as they never came to anything, no harm was
done, _

It was & part and parcel of Nelson Lee’s perilous calling that he should
Le the recipient of many anonymous threatening letters. Some perhaps
were seriously intended, for the detective’s life had been often attempted;
but Lee knew better than to take any notice of such communcatichs.

He helped himself to a second cup of coffee, and then slit open the flap
of another letter. This one was of a different nature, and Lee perused :t
‘with vonsiderabile interest. Then he passed it over to Nipper.

TecTyhin out extellend fYiend Rir Arthur Bavrimore,’? he commented. ‘1

Y. o VT IR W W ER WA et tee e - _ L A
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don’t know whether I shall go, Nipper. The idea of a run down the Channaf
attracts me, but it’s a question whether we can squeeze out time.”

Nipper read the letter with some eagerness., It was full of Sir Arthur’s
bluff personality. Lece knew the baronet fairly well—had met him at several
clubs—and had once visited him at his country seat. Yet they were not
cxactly personal friends, and Lee was somewhat surprised to receive this
letter, which was, in its way, an invitation. It ran:

'

““Mr. Dear Mr. Lee,—I don’t know whether you are in town, but I hope so0.
Perhaps you have seen in the papers that I am sailing for Cape Town on
Friday morning from Gravesend? (One can’t keep one’s own private affairs
out of the newspapers nowadays!) My yacht will call at Southampton to
pick up my party, so I shall sail from Gravesend quite alone.

‘“ There’s a little matter I should very much like to lay hefore your notice,
bhecause I’m sure you will be interested. Can’t put it in a letter, and haven’'t
time to call upon you. |

““This being so, what do you say to a little trip down the Channel with
me? I céould tell you all about it then, and the blow would do you good.
If you decide to accept this invitation, there’s not an atom of need for you
to communicate with me; in any case, I don’t think you could, for I shall be
all over the place until Thursday evening. So just manage to get to
Gravesend at ten o’clock on Thursday night, and I'll be ready to receive you,
Do your best to come,. for that little matter I referred to may be important—
especially to yourself. |

‘““And, by the way, bring Nipper. Most certainly bring Nipper. The
young beggar may as well have a blow, too.—Yours very sincerely,

' | ““ ARTHUR BARRIMORE.”

Nipper laid the letter down and looked up.

““Well, guv’'nor?’’ he asked brightly.

““Well, Nipper?’’ mimicked Nelson Lee.

““You don’t mean to say wou're going to ignore this?'' went on Nipper
anxiously. ‘“We could just do with that trip down the Channel, sir.
Besides, Sir Arthur says that he’s got something important to lay before
you. And he’s invited me, too. I shall go alone if you refuse, that’s all,
guv'nor!”’

Nelson Lec smiled.

‘““ My dear Nipper, I haven’t refused yet,”” he remarked. *°I merely ex-
pressed the opinion that we might not be able to squeeze the necessary timeo
out. I also said thatl the idea attracted me.”

‘“ No difficulty about finding the time,”” said Nipper. °‘ There’s nothing
particular on hand that I know of. And we shall only be away for one clear
day—from Thursday night to Friday night. And I’ve heard that Sir
'‘Arthur’s yacht is absolutely a scorcher, sir—a regular stunner!”’

““Run into the consulting-room and fetch my engagement-bock.”

Nipper quickly did as he was ordered, and Lee turned over the leaves of
the book as he sipped his coffee. '

‘“ Let me see—Thursday,”’ he exclaimed musingly. ‘° Nothing on Thursday
evening, Nipper, so we should be able to get there all right. But what
about Friday? I can’t miss appointments H'm'! There's only ono
appointment on Friday morning, it seems. Morley, of the Yard, promised to
come round.”

‘“Let him wait!”” replied Nipper cheerfully.

“I’'m afraid Mr. Morley will be compelled to,”” went ou Lec. ©* Portunately,
Friday seems to be a slack day. Oh, but we were going to call upon some
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friends in Chelsea on Thursday evening, Nipper—I have just rememhered
that.”

Nipper looked rather glum. :

“Oh, lor'! And I wanted to go over to Chelsea, too,”” he exclaimed.
‘““But we can easily 'phone them up and postpone. the visit until Friday
night. How’s that, sir? We've simply got to do that trip!”

Aud Nelson Lee laughed, and declared that the necessary time could be
found. Moreover, the detective was rather struck by the passage in Barri-
more’s letter which hinted at something of importance.

While Nelson Lee and Nipper were setting about their morning’s work, Lee
having finally decided to accept Sir Arthur’s invitation, one certain
yudividual was feeling bighly pleased with things all round, and himself in
particular.

That individual was Senor Sehastien Alvarez.

During the whole of the previous day Jim the Penman had been extremely
Lusy. The morning had becn spent in a way which an observer would have
described as the very cssence of laziness. But this was not the case,

The forger had, admittedly, spent fully three hours lounging in a huge
casy-chair hefore the fire, amoking innumerable cigarettes and forming guite
a rollection of cigarette-ends in the tiled fireplace. And all round his chair,
i a kind of semi-circle, were little grey-white patches of ash.

Nothwithstanding ap‘x-arances, im the Penman had been far from idle,
Il> had heen utterly oblivious to everything around him during those hours,
for. he had heen concentrating his astute mind uwpon the extraordinary
prohlem he had set for himself. Just as Nelson Lee often enough deliberately
«at down to huild up facts from a mass of theory and conjecture, so Jim the
I’enman deliberately sat down in order to plan out a whole set of connected
~chemes,

During the afternoon Jimn had been busy in another way. He had heen
visited by Mr. GGodfrey Terress, who had been out the whole of the morniny
wpon certain matters of business connected with Jim’s great plan.

To the forger’s satisfaction Terress had been successful, and had brought
mooch useiul information, and then Jim had seated himself at his desk, had
tiken pens and paper, and the reanlt was perfectly assured.

1’or, needless to ray, Jim the Penman had been indulging once more in
his favourite pastime. Certainly no other ferger in the world could eompare
with Sutcliffe in his own particular line. His forgeries were more than mere
copics—they were absolutely identical, in every penstroke, with the original
handwriting. The cleverest expert in {he world could never have detected
the fraud. :

And now, on the day following, Jim the Penman was feeling intensely
satiafied with himsclf. He had conceived the idea originally more or Jess in
a spirit of bravado. But the statemeut he had made to Terress was perfec:y
‘rue—-at least, Jim intended it to come true. Impossible though it seemed.
ho had formulated a remarkably clever scheme to possess himself of the
valuable mineral cargo of the Pancll liner, Pancllo.

It was auch a daring plot that even Terress, who was well-accustomed to
hi3d chief's methods, was staggered.

“You'll fail, Jim-—yon’ll fail as surc as you look like a Spaniard,’’ declared
Terress with conviction. *‘ Audacity can he carried a little too far, ard this
thing will end by the pair of us coming a most unholy cropper !’

Jim the Penman smiled serenely.

“I've often told you, my dear fellow, not to play the part of a wet
lanket.”” ho exclaimed. ““I think I am better able to judge whether this
thiag will go through successfully. Tt is a big game. I will admit; but a big

- e - —_-—— . I ) B 3
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game is just as easy to play as a small one, provided one of the player:
holds the trump card. I hold that card, Terress, and I'm going to use it.”

‘““But the expense >

‘*“ The expense is rather large, I grant you,”” confessed Sutcliffe. ‘' But it
happens that I have a somewhat large reserve fund. And it is never a waste
of money to outlay any sum provided a much larger onre is roped in. I
think you will admit the logic of that. And on this occasion I intend to
rope in—well, the Panello’s cargo.”’

Terress shrugged his shoulders. .

‘“Well, I've given up being surprised at you, Jim,’’ he exclaimed. ‘‘If
you pull this affair off I'll never express an opinion again. And I'm quite
ready to do anything you. wish, and to stick to you until we’re through- -
one way or the other.” ’

“Good man!” Jim refurned heartily. ° That’s the talk! We're going
into this business togethcr, and you can leave all the worrying to me, my
dear man.”’

The other chuckled.

“Yes, you're likely to do a lot of worrying, aren’'t you®’’ he asked.  But
I can’t help being scared when I think of all the details,”” he added. °‘ Just
consider the difficulties, Jim—just consider them!”

““I have been considering them all day,”” was the forger’s smiling reply.
““1 shall deal effectively with everybody who requires attention. The
different events will come so closely upon one another that failure is
practically impossible. And, what is most important, I have helpers whom 1
can trust.”’

Jim paused and lit a cigarette. |

““ And there's Lee,”” he added, looking up suddenly at Terress throngh
the flare of the match. ‘‘ There’s Nelson Lee. This plan of mine embraces
him and that youngster of his. He’'s getting accustomed to my forgeries,
but I'm quite positive that I shall catch him napping this time.”

““ Suppose he doesn’t choose to nap? Suppose he’s wide awake?"’

‘“ There is no necessity to overcome difficulties which do not exist,” was
Jim’s calm reply. °‘ Lee will fall into the trap—I know he will. And so will
Sir Arthur Barrimore, and the skipper and captain of his yacht. They’ll all
fall in, and, having oncc done so, the curtain will ring down, so far as they
are conceraned.”’

Godfrey Terress looked rather worried.

““You're a queer card, Jim,”’ he remarked candidl{'. ““Why the thunder
have you brought that infernal detective into it? You know as well as 1
do that Lee has been a thorn in your side fer months. There was no need
' for him to know a single thing of this affair, and once aboard the yacht we
should have been out to sea and beyond his reach. Yet, for some nnearthiy
reason, you actually plan to bring Lee along with us.”

‘“ Precisely.’’

¢ Well, I call it madness—sheer foolery,’' declared Terress. ‘If Lee w1z
‘on your track it wounld be a different thing—I'd say follow the course you -

lanned without hesitation. But you’ve actually gone out of your war -
gring Lee into it! After he's proved, moreover. that he’s one too many .

Ou"'—"",

d Jim the Penman was on the other like a flash.

‘““That's enough!” he rapped out curtly. ‘‘ This little game will prove
to you whether he’s one too many for me, my doubting Thomas! What you
have said is quite right—I’'ve gone out of my way to bring Lee and Nipp-r
into the affair. But where are your senses, Terress—where, in wonder's
nagie, ar¢ your senses:’’ -




10 THE NELSON LEE LIERARY

Jim slapped the back of his right hand into the palm of his left.

‘“ Nelson Lee has been a thorn in iny side,’”’ he continued. *‘ That’s what
gou say, isn’t it? He has been a confoundedly long thorn, too! It’s partly
on account of his activities that T was forced to adopt this present identity..
Well, I've never had such a chance as this to get even with Lee in a spot
where no help can come to him. Once he’s on board the Ringdove he’ll be
absolutely in my hands.” - |

““That’s true enough,”” admitied the other.

““Very well, then.”” Jim tossed his cigarette-end into the fireplace. ‘I
am playing a double game this trip, Terress. I mean to get rid of Nelson
Lee and Nipper and obtain a fortune which will last me all my life at
one blow!”’

Sutcliffe uttered the words with a tone of positive conviction in his voice,
and Godfrey Terress knew that the odds, heavy as they were, were all in

favour of Jim the Penman,
D e ———

CHAPTER III.
Tke Double Trap—Shanghaied—The Ringdove Sails.

IR ARTHUR BARRIMORE came to a halt on the promenade deck just

S where a shaft of subdued light escaped from the door of one of the

state-rooms. The haronet’s short, somewhat podgy figure was encased

in a huge navy-blue overcoat which reached almost to his feet. A peaked

cap was stuck upon his head at a somewhat rakish angle. Altogether, Sir
Arthur presented a guaint figure.

“H'm! Eight o'clock,”” he muarmured, glancing at his gold hunter
‘“ Fairly carly vet. but as I've got to turn out at dawn I shall make a point
of turning in in good time. Looks like being favourable weather, at all
events.”’

Sir Arthur was not particularly anxious about the weather. Anybody more
unlike a cailor would have been diflicult to find. In his yachting get-up he
looked more like a comedian than anything else. Btt, as a matter of fact,
Barrimore was an excellent sailor in every way. He rather liked rough
weather, and had nover been seasick in his life.

He passed along the deck, which was in almost total darkuess, and mounted
the bridge-ladder. As he reached the top a burly figure loomed out of the
blackness and pecred forward,

““Oh, it’s you, sir,”” said a rumbling voice.

“Yes, Farrow. Just come to smoke a cigar with you,”’ said Sir Artkur
vleasantly. “‘ Glad there’s no mist about. I detest sailing in a mist. By

arry, what a dark night, Farrow! Scarcely a sign of Tilbury and the
opposite shore to be seen.”

Barrimore lit his cigar, and gazed across the broad exnanse of the Thames
to the northern shore. The stars were hidden by thin clouds, and there was
no meon. The night, in consequence, was utterly black and impenetrable.

Gravesend itself was merecly a subdued blur, and the wharves and docks
were deserfed and gloomy. Looking down upon the quay, Sir Arthur was
almost unable to distinguisn the forms of two sailors who happened to he

assing.

d Sir Erthur had come aboard only an hour or so before, and he was feeling
rather lonely. Ou the following day, of course, his party would come aboard
at Southampton—quite a small party, but composed of several close friends
and their families. Then, of course, the yacht would be gay enough. But
at preneut it seemed as though it were deserted, .
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The Ringdove would sail just after dawn. All the necessary formaiitics
had already been complied with, and there was nothing to do now but to
walt for daylight to come, and to then slip quietly down the river and so
in%o the open sea.

Captain Farrow, who stood beside the baromet, was a big brawny man,
getting on in years. But he was as strong as a horse. and a remarkably
cvmpetent navigator. The whole of the Ringdove’s crew were picked men,
and Sir Arthur really took a pride in them.

He stood chatting with the skipper for some little time, and it was whil»
the latter was referring to some little matter concerning the ship’s stores he
leaned over the bridge rail and looked down upon the darkened deck.

‘““ Somebody just come aboard, sir!”’ he exclaimed.

Sir Arthur himself could see this. A dim figure had mounted the gangwuv
and was standing rather undecidedly upon the deck.

““That you, Rivers?’ called the captain, mentioning the first officer’'s
name. :

““I've brought a letter for Sir Arthur Barrimore, sir,”” replied a respectful
voice. ‘‘I dunno whether Sir Arthur is aboard——" -

‘“1 am aboard,”’ interjected the baronet. ‘* Hold on a minute, my man.
I'll come down to you.”

In two or three moments he was standing on the deck beside a short, thick-
set man in blue reefers. It was too dark for Sir Arthur to see his companion
with any real distinctness, and so he led the way to the companion, and
they descended to the yacht’s magnificent saloon.

‘““Now let’s hear all about it,”” said Barrimore genially, seeing that the
stranger was apparently an officer from another vessel. ‘‘ Got a letter for
me, you say?”’

‘““Here i1t 1is, sir,”’ replied the other. ‘““From Cap’'n Dilworth, of the
Harrigail—moored just along the quay, sir. The cap'n told me to tell you
that it was very urgent, and he hopes you’ll come along straight away."

Sir Arthur took the letter with some surprise. |

“Come along straight away—eh?’’ he repeated, tearing open the lap.
“Upon my soul, what'’s the trouble? Never heard of Cap’n Dilworth,
although I seem to have seen the name of his ship. She’s a sailing vessel,
ian’t she?”’

‘““ That’s right, sir,”’ replied the man. ‘‘I'm the Harrigail's second mate.”

Sir Arthur Barrimore did not reply, for he was perusing the letter which he
had just removed from the envelope. When he had finished therc was u
curious expression oun his plump face.

‘“ Remarkable!”” he exclaimed. ‘ To tell you the truth, ny man, I can’t
gquite make Captain Dilworth’s letter out. It’s queer—dooced queer! All the
same, I'll come along with you now.”

He re-read the letter, which he still held. It was well written, and was
Yairly short:

‘“ Dear Sir,—You will forgive me, I am sure, for adaressing you. I am a
perfect stranger to you: but I feel it my duty—my duty as a sailor and a
ship’s captain—to put you in possession of cerfain facts which it is only
right you should know. o . o

““ The Ringdove, I understand, is sailing in the early morning. To-night,
therefore, is my only chance of secing you before you leave. For a reasou,
which will be obvious to you when we meet, I could not discuss this matter
aboard your own yacht. _ o .

““I cannot put anything definite into writing, for it concerns a maun
whom vou trust implicitly. For your own sat‘et.y duriu the.voyage to Cape
Town, I urge you to accompany the bearer of this note to the Harrigail. Ten.

-
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minules’ private conversation with we will epen your eyes to something
of which you arc at present in total ignorance--and which it is ¢scential
vou should know.—Yours respectfully,

* Bexyamin Dinworti (Captain).’?

It was certainly a puzzling commmunication. -

Nir Arthur was rather more than curious—he was anxious and worried.
Captain Dilworth’s note seemed to hint that he knew somecthing ¢f an uu-
savoury nature coucerning one of Barrimore’s own crew.

And, naturally enough, Sir Arthur decided to go straight away to- the
Harrigail and learn the simple truth. He hated hints and suggestions; ke
was a straightforward, blunt mau himself, and he liked others to be tho
same.

**IV’1l come to nothing!” he told himself grufly. ¢ Some idle gossip, I
cxpect.”” The baronet turned to the rcefer-clothed individual. *‘ ILead tho
way,”” he added aloud. ‘‘ We will go to your skipper at once.”

** Very good, sir.”

And the mnan respectfully salnted, and led the way up to the deck. In a
few minutes the pair were on the dark quay, making for a’spot some distance
further along, where the schoouer Harrigail lay at her moorings.

Sir Arthur remembered now that the Harrigail was a dirty, ill-fouund
vessel of comparatively small tonnage, and that she bore none too savoury a
reputation among honest sailormen. She was an ancient craft, and—-so Sir
Arthur had heard—not particularly safe. Captain Farrow himself had once
referred to the schooner as ‘* that rotten old coffin-ship just along the quay,”
and Sir Arthur was puzzled to think what her skipper’s letter could mean.
The Harrigail was a survivor of the old days, before steamn came into almost
reneral use, ‘

The second mate led the way acress the gangway, and Sir Arthur Barri-
morc found himeelf upon a grimy, untidy deck, which reeked of various
conglomerated unsavoury odours. _

The darkness was thick, but Sir Arthur felt, rather than eaw, that the
schooner was littered with gear and all manner of obstacles. A sailing vessel
just about to put to sea is never a model of tidiness, but the Harrigail appa-
rently broke the record for shecr, slovenly litter,

““ This way, sir,”” said the second mate.

Sir Arthur descended the noisomc companion ahead of his guide. A dim
light below guided him, and he saw, a moment later, that it camec from a
half-opcn door. The baronet hesitated for a moment.

““ That’s right, sir,”’ said the second mate, ‘‘ Straight in. Cap’n Dil-
worth’s in his cabin, waitin’ for you.”

- Oh, yes—quite e0,” said Sir Arthur, coughing a little. ‘ The air’s
somewhat thick, by Harry! Good gracious, what a really—cr—offensive
odour! Al, yes, so the captain is waiting for me!”’

In all truth, the atmosphere down here was morc than °‘thick.”” The
place simply stank of dirt and filth; and, among all the many revolting
smells, a strong suspicion of whisky assailed Sir Arthur’s nostrils.

This was greatly intcnsified a moment later. He entered the captain’s
cabin, and then aearly fell out backwards. The cabin avas small, untidy, and
altogether ‘‘ shuddery ’’—aus Sir Arthur described it. A dim lamp, slung
from a beam, cast a wecuk, unsteady light upon the scene, and the air was
filled with-the choking fumes of some surprisingly strong, rank tobacco.
And the emell of liquor was now overpowering.

* Good—gwod lLieavens !’ gasped Sir Arthur, | .

““ My nine’s a bit etrong, perhaps, ¢h”’ cxclaimed a rough, coarse voice,
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¥ Sorry, Sir Arthur, but it’s my ’bacca. Youw'll get used to it in a couple o’
shakes. Sit ye down, sir.”

The baronet did not feel inclined to eeat himself in that fearful apart-
ment. As he looked through the haze he saw a huge, towering figurc riso
from a locker on the other side of the table. Captain Dilworth was well over
eix feet in height, and proportionately broad. He must have possessed the
strength of a bull, and his face was bloated and coarse with incessant
whisky-drinking.

In a vague kind of way Sir Arthur found himself wondering how ou
carth this man could have penned such a well-written and accurately
punctuated letter as that which the second mate had brought. It had appa-
rently been written by a well-educated, refined man—and it was for that
rcason that Sir Arthur had come. Had he known Captain Dilworth’'s real
character he would certainly not have paid the visit. For surely a man such
aa this could not be relied upon?

Sir Arthur felt most uncomfortable and ‘‘ creepy.’”’ After the superb, well-
fitted, elecfricplly lit cabin and state-rooms of the Ringdove, this smelly,
filthy hole seemed to be absolutely unbearable. Lven as Sir Arthur gazed
at the dingy opposite wall of the cabin he saw a couple of cockroaches
ambling leisurely across one of the panels.

Barrimore shuddered. He did not know that close¢ Lehind him wa, a
stealthy figuré preparing to spring.

“ You—you have something to say to me, Captain—er—Dilworth?"" he
stammered, holding a handkerchief over his mouth. ¢ Surely—surely we
can speak on the quay——"’

Sir Arthur was not allowed to proceed further. He was standing half in
and half out of the doorway, and suddenly, to his intense amazement, he
felt a thick rope thrown over his head and drawn tight round his arms.
And as he was about to cry out a thick woollen pad smothered his utterance
and was tightened over his mouth and nostrils.

““ Number onc!"’ exclaimed Captain Dilworth, with a coarse oath. * Take
him below to the for’rard hold, Mansen.”

The second mate, who had performed the surprisc attack, pulled Sir Arthur
Barrimore roughly, and the baronet found himself dragged away to some
bluck portion of the schooner which was even more noisome than the
skipper’s cabin. |

But what could it mean? |

Sir Arthur had been made a prisoner, had been lured to this age-rotten
ship, and cast down, helpless and furious, into one of her holds.

Twenty minutes later another strange incident occurred. It was, in fact,
practically a repetition of the first. Captain Farrow was still promenading
the bridge of Sir Arthur’s steam yacht. He¢ was wondering, in fact, why
Barrimore had gone off, and where he had gone to. Rivers, the first officer,
presently came acrcss the gangway, chatting with the chief engineer. The
Ringdove’s wholc company was now on board ; the engine-room crowd for the
most part were sleeping, and only one or two deckhauds were awake. Thero
would be plenty of work on the morrow.

The captain came down from the bridge, and stood talking for a few
minutes with Rivers and the engineer. And it was while the three were
talking that there came the sound of running fect along the stone paving of
the quay.

'I‘h(l next moment a man hurried across the gangway, and almost collided
with Captain Rivers and his two companions in the semi-darkness. The new-
comer was Mansen, the second mate of the Harrigail.

“ Cap'n Farrow !”’ he exclaimed hoarsely. ‘I must see Cap'n——-

-~

i'
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I am Captain Farrow. What do you want?”’ exclaimed the skippuox
curtly. | |

‘“ Note from Sir Arthur Barrimore, sir—most urgent!”’

The man held out a rather small envelope, the flap of which was firmly
stuck down. Moving across to one of the deck cabins, tue captain entered,
and switched on a single electric light. Then he tore open the envelope, and

removed a single sheet of notepaper-—a piece of the yacht’s own die-stamp
notepaper,

**Captain larrow,’”’ the note abruptly started, ‘“come to the schooner
Harrigail immediately upon receipt of this note. Bring all officers and
men with you, with the cxception of Jenks in the engine-room and Barton
on deck. All others bring to the schooner. Vitally urgent. Explain when
you arrive. And, for the love of mercy, hurry yourself! Above all, say
nothing to any outsider. You will understand later,

““ ARTHUR BARRIMORE.’’

The captain took a long hreath. |

*“ Well, by hokey, this is durned queer!”’ he muttered, tipping his cap
ou onc side and scratching his iron-grey locks. ‘¢ Say, Rivers—Mac! Just
come in here. for a moment,”’

The first officer and ‘“ Mac ’’ the engineer entered the cabin, and Farrow
thowed them Sir Arthur’s note. They read it with surprised faces,

‘“ Seems to be urgent,’’ said Rivers. ‘‘ What will you do, 'sir?”’

““Why, there’s only one thing to bc done,”’ replied the skipper briskiy.
“* Sir Arthur’s the best owner I've ever sailed under, and I always obey
orders. It ain’t for me to ask questions—nor for you cither, Mr. Rivers.
My orders are clear—and I'm going to carry 'em out.”

" Man, I dinna like it,”’ said Mac slowly—his real name was McCaig. ““ I'll
hae ye know the Harrigail’s an cvil ship. An’ who ever heard the like of
this? * Bring all officers an’ men wi’ ye,” says Sir Arthuyr. Hoots, man, will
1t be a prayer-mcetin’ we're attendin’':’’

Captain Farrow set his peaked cap straight.

*“ Sir Arthur’s not a man to give queer orders unless there’s a queer reason
for them,’”” he said. ‘‘ The matter’s vitally urgent, and we’d better waste
no time. Mr. Rivers, see about the men for'rard. Mac, you rout out the
eagine-room crowd. And lively, both of you.”

It was their place to carry out the skipper’s orders, irrespective of their
own inclinations. And in less than five minwtes the officers and crew of
the Rimgdove were on the quay, ready to go to Sir Arthur Barrimore. Jenks
in the engine-room and Barton on deck werc the only men left aboard.

Jt was a surprising affair altogether.

Had Sir Arthur managed to send the message in order that his own escape
might be eflected? Or was this another move in a deeper game?

Headed by Captain Farrow, the party moved along the dark quay to the
spot where the old schooner lay, her masts and rigging faintly outlined
against the gloomy night sky. On the sailing-ship’s deck stood Captain
Dil‘worth, smoking a rank pipe. And not another soul was about.or in
s1ght. ,

** Sir Arthur's below,” said Dilworth, as Captain Farrow stepped aboard.
‘““‘This is a rum business, and no error.’ You're to go down to him—ail the
job lot of you. I daresay you’ll be put wise to the game-in lees than a
couple of shakes.’”’ :

_**1 hope 80,’’ said Farrow chortly.

¢ That's as’ may be,”” muitered the other skipper under his breath.

“One hy one the Ringdove's crew disappeared down the companion. And
* %¢ who were last to descend vaguely mnoticed. that,, seperal. dim farms
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were hovering about near by. And it strnck no one that this could possibly
be a trap. Who, indeed. would dream of a trap?

They went down into the bowels of the Harrigail, and did not return.

A few half-stifled cries seemed to come from below now and again, and
the sounds of several scuffe~. ‘I'hen, after ten minutes had paesed, all waa
?ﬂﬁnt. The dark night became even darker, and a soft rain commenced to
all. :

And two forms in heavy overcoats crossed the gangway on to theo
schooner’s deck. Captain Dilworth approached them.

‘““ No hitch?”’ asked a wofl, refined voice.

““ Not a sign of one, =ir.”’ replied the skipper. ‘ They're all below—S3ir
Arthur Barrimore included.”

“By James'!. What did T tell you, Terress—what did I tell you?’’ chuckled
the other man. ‘‘ There's nothing like audacity. No chance of our prisoners
getting free before morning, and scon after dawn the Harrigail sails——for
the Pacific.’”

‘“ You're a wonder, Alvarez!”” muttered Godfrey Terress, in an awed voice.
“ But we're not through yect, remember. There’s many a sli ”

“ Not if all details are attended to,” interjected Jim the Penman—for he
was one of the strangers. ‘“ Now, Dilworth, we had hetter get a hustls
on. The Ringdove’s crew has been shanghaied, but we've now got to scize
the' yacht  herself.”’

And that was the literal truth.

Sir Arthur Barrimore and his skipper and his crew had been shanghaied '

The plot, from beginning to cnd. was Jim ths Penman’s. But the master-
forger himself had taken no hand in it until this moment. He had taken
no active hand, that is. He had merely paved the way, and his paid con-
federates had performed the uctual work. And that work, amazing as it wax,
had been accomplished with astonishing cace. Notwithstanding the daring
nature of the whole plot, its carrying out was simplicity itsell,

The next move was equally as easy.

There were only two men on the Ringdove, and these were dealt with
quickly and effectively. In less than ten minutes they were with their
unfortunate brethren—in the Harrigail’s evil-smelling hold.

And Douglas James Sutcliffe and Godfrey Terress boarded the magnificent
yacht, and took possession. Captain Dilworth took command, and a special
crew, already in readiness, crossed the gangway. The chief engineer was a
capable man, but a blackguard, and Jim knew that he would prove efficient.
The crew themselves were not a particularly bright lot; but they had been
heavily bribed, and were of the type who cared little what they did provided
they werc well paid..

Jim had certainly prepared everything to the last tiny detail.

Dilworth. himself, althouch a drunkard and a scoundrel, was an ¢x-

erienced navigator, and quite capable of taking command of the Ringdove.
flia own ship, the schooner, would sail under the man who would have
been, in the ordinary course, the first mate. He held a master’s ‘‘ ticket,”
and could be trusted.

The law was being broken again and again; but Jim the Penman laughed
at the law, and went his own sweet way.

And this astounding outrage had been committed so methodically, so
quietly, that not a soul guessed at what was going on. Naturallj thore were
people in the wvicinity Qf the docks occasionally, and these had no hint of
the strange proceedings. It had all been accomplished as though nothing
out of the common had taken place.

And it had been made possible only by forgery.
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Jim the Penman had bhrought into play his wonderful genius. The letter
which bhad lured Sir Arthiar Barrimore to the Harrigail had heen a forgery .
{he letter which had lured Captain Farrow and his crew to the Harrigail
had been another forgery. And the letter which Nelson Lee had received
was as false as the other two.

For Jim intended playing a double game,

He meant to obtain possession of the valuable cargo which the steamship
Panello was bringing over from South America, and to rid himself of Nelgon
Ye and Nipper at the same time.

In the forged letter which Lee had received the detective had been asked to
arrive at Gravesend at about ten o’clock. And he had been told to bring
Nipper without fail. |

By ten o'clock Sir Arthur’'s steam yacht was in possession of Jim the
Penman and the forger’s own crew. No noise had been made—no unwelcome
attentions attracted. There was not a single man who guessed that every-
thing was not in perfect order aboard the Ringdove. By forgery Jim the
Penman had played the game so far with extraordinary success.

The formalities connected with the departure of the Ringdove had been
altended to and settled in every detail. Sir Arthur himself had seen to that.
So it was 1mpossible for any awkward questions to be asked, or fer any
unfortunate hitch to cccur. And, even if questions were acked by interfering
oflicials, nothing could have been discovered. Captain Dilworth was in com-
wand of the yacht.

The drizzling rain held up aftcr a short while, and 3s ten o’'clock was
striking two forms walked briskly along the guay to the yacht’'s gangway.

**Glad the rain’s stopped, guv’'nor,”” said one—the shorter of the two.
““ I expect it will be nice and cosy aboard the Ringdove. I wonder if Sir
Arthur will be waiting to greet us?”’

‘“ We shall soon see, Nipper,”” replied the other, tossing his cigarette end
away. ‘‘ She seems to be a fine vessel by what I can sce of her in this

loom.”’ -
© Nelson Lee paused quite near to the yacht, and Nipper came to a halt, too.
And as they stood there they talked in their normal voices. But the night
was so still that their voices carried quite a considerable distance.

And quite suddenly a voice came from the yacht’s deck.

“ Hallo! I scem to know those voices,”” came the words in Sir Arthur
Barrimore’s cheery tones. ‘“ By Harry! Bless me if it’s not Mr. Lee—Mr,
Nelson Lee. I'm right, eh?”’

““ Quite right, Sir Arthur,” replicd Nelson Lee agreeably. ¢ Come,

Nipper.”

'l‘ggy moved nearer to the gangway, and were met by a dim figure, whom
Lhey tcok to be Sir Arthur Barrimore. A minute later they had croesed
the deck, and were descending the noble stairway to the main saloon.

And once below—once out of sight and sound—Nelson Lee and Nipper were
in Jim thce Penman’s hands. They had walked clean into the trap, and
Sutcliffe’s men fell upon the uususpecting pair and overpowered them
before they-had the slightest chance of offering resistance.

Neleon Lee and Nipper were made prisoners, and cast into a dim chamber
far below in the bowels of the ship—a place badly lit and badly ventilated.
And there they were left, with a door closed upon them which was.both
locked and holted on the outside. And, to mmake assurance doubly sure, a
burly rufian was placed on guard outside, armed with a powerful automatic.
-~ 4oscape was impossible. All along the line Jim the Penman had been suc-
cessful in his.cunning plans. What he had accomplished had secmed a wild
dream at the commencement. Yet, in cold reality, the plan had been put into
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cxecution with the most surprising case. Sir Arthur Barrimore and his erow
had been shanghaied, the Ringdove had been seized, and Nelson Lee and
Nipper wero prisoners'

And soon after dawn the yacht sailed—an ocean pirato!

. CHAPTER 1V.
Mr. Nelson Lee 1s Wide Awake.

HE morning light was still comparatively weak as the Ringdove flowly
T slid down the wide Thames to the open sea.

From the shore the smart vessel appeared a merc blur in the haze.
And two figures stood upon the quay at Gravesend and watched. They wera
silent, and stood there shivering slightly in the chill morning air.

Strange things had happened during the hours of darkness which had
just passed, and one of the strangest of them all ia as yet unrecorded. It
would seem that Nelson Lee had been caught hopelessly napping —that he
had fallen into Jim the Penman’s trap with such easc that ]I:is astutenesa
might be questioned.

To all intents and purposes, certainly, Nelson Lee and Nipper had wolked
into danger unconsciously and unsuspectingly., Yet Nelson Lee was not such
a simpleton as he has been made to appear.

He and Nipper were on board the Ringdove, it bas been said--both of them
prisoners in a dim cabino, gnarded and watched.

But those two, standing on the deserted chxay, in the early light of the
winter’s morning, looked suspiciously like the great criminologiat and his
young assistant. How could that be? Nelson Iee was a clever man, but he
was not capable of being in two places at one and the same time, Neither,
for that matter, was Nipper.

And one of the figures on the quay spoke.

““ Well, I'm blowed if I can make it out, guv’'nor,” wcre the words.
‘““ Something seems to have gone wrong somewhere, doesn’t it?"’

‘““ Very wrong indeed, Nipper,”’ answered the other fignre. ‘° But we must
be patient, and wait until the yacht arrives at Southampton. As for
nabging Jim the Penman, however, I fancy we are foiled.”’

‘““ Rotten!"’ said Nipper disconsolately.

For, to tell the truth, the pair upoa the quay were Nelson Lee and Nipper
themselves! They had not been captured by Jim the Penman, and they were
not prigoners aboard the Ringdove,

What could be the explanation?

Had they escaped at the last moment? Had they got the better of their
captor gust before -the yacht sailed? Or could it be possible that the two
who had been captured were not Nelson I«ce and Nipper at all”

The latter was pcesible—for it was the explanation.

Sutcliffe fondly imagined that he had Nelson Lee and Nipper in his
power. On the contrary, he had trapped two harmless individuals who were
merely carrying out certain instructions. The great detective himself was
still at liberty—still free to pursue his investigations.

An elaborate deception had been engineered.

Jim the Penman had set a trap for Nelson Lee, and, by way of returning
the compliment, Nelson Lee had set a counter-trap for Jim! That was the
truth of the matter. But, somehow, things liad not gone quite right. There
was a hitch somewhere, but L.ee was not able to placc his finger upon 1t at
the moment. -

Tho Qetective had carried out the deception for a very definita reawos
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In a certain measure he had fallen into Sutcliffe’s trap—and was quite ready
to admit it. That letter, presumably from Sir Arthur Barrimore, had
given rise to no suspicions in Lee’s ‘mind. . Why, indeed, should he be sus-
picious? He had received letters {rom Sir Arthur before, and he knew
the handwriting; and there was nothing particularly strange in this com-
munication. The batonet had merely asked Lce and Nipper to go for a
sHort trip with him from Gravesend to Southampton. It was so obviously
senuine that, astute as Lee was, he never thought of a possible trap.

And undoubtedly he would have fallen into the cunning snare but for one
of those thousand-to-one chances which occur more frequently than people
nnagine. By pure accident he had run across Sir Arthur Barrimore at a
famouns restaurant the previous ecvening. And Lee had, of course, thanked
Sir Arthur {or his invitation. |

And then the shock had come. Barrimore denied all knowledge of the
letter! TFor one fleeting instant Lee suspected that the baronet had repented
of his generosity, and now wished to deny the whole thing. But Lee quickly
saw that he was doing Sir Arthur an injustice, and came to another and
more startling conclusion. . .

Since Barrimore had not written the letter it was obviously a forgery.
L.ec had taken Barrimore home with him, and had showed him the letter—to
the latter’'s amazement. It was his own handwriting in every detail and
in every stroke of the pen. -

Lee at once thought of his old enemy, Jim the Penman. The forger had
st o {rap, meaning to capture Lec and his assistant upon the dark Gravesend
¢qnay. The famous detectivée was well aware that Sutcliffe feared him, and
would go to almost any length to rid himself of his most bitter enemy.

And Lee was highly elated. Owing to that thousand to ove chance he
would be able to trap the trapper. Never for one instant did Nelson Lee
guess at the amazing extent of Jim the Penman’s plot.

The dctective was clever and far-seeing, he knew what a complete rogue
Suteliffe was; but, for all his shrewdness, he did not even form a wild
conjecture of the true state of affairs. And Nelson Lee was in no way to
blame for failing in this respect. He saw or thought he saw—the scheme,
and took measures accordingly.

He looked at the thing in this way—Jim the Penman, kinowing that Sir
Arthur was acquainted with Lee, had uscd the baronet’s name to entice Lee
down to Gravesehd with Nipper at ten o’clock at nmight, when the riverside
would be deserted and lonely. Jim would be waiting there, lurking near
ithe yacht, with several paid confederates probably. Then, when Lee and
Nipper arrived, these men would spring out and take the pair by surprise.
After that—well, the river could keep its secrets.

That was how Nelson Lee looked at it.

And it cannot be denied that it was a thoroughly sound and astute line of
rcasoning. 'Thero was not a single clue to guide Lee upon the actual course
of Jim’s scheme. Never for a second did the detective gacss that Sir Arthur
Barrimore and his crew were to he victimised as well.

Having hit upon the forger’s plan—as he thought—Nelson Lee set about
making preparations. He determined to turn the tables on Jim. On several
oceasions Lee had found it necessary to engage the services of a ‘“ double,”
and he knew where he could always lay his hand upon a man and a youth
who would be willing, for a limited period, to become Nelson Lee and
Nipper.

8!1 one famous occasion, when Jece had been fighting the now extinet
League «f the-Green Triangle, these two “ doubles” had been sent on a
jeurney purpesely. Green Triangle wen had foliowed them, and made them
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prisoners. The rcal Lee and Nipper. meanwhile, had travelled in guite
another direction.

And it struck the detective that this was eminently a time for the services
of the pair to be obtained. The man was named Meredith, and the youth
Hobson. They had been approached by Lee, and had willingly consented to
undertake the somewhat risky task of going to Gravesend.

During the evening, therefore, they had presented themselves at Gray's
Inn Road, and Nelsou Lee had used all his talent of disguise. Already the
correct height, build, and colour, this was not a difficult task. And
Meredith and Hobson had journeyed to Gravesend.

But they had not gone alone. Nelson Lee and Nipper, supporied by
Detective-inspector Morley, of Scotland Yard, had accompanicd them in the
same train, but not in the same compartment. It was Lee’s scheme to
shadow the ‘‘doubles’ and see exactly what happcned. Then, when Jim
the Penman struck, everything would be in readiness to surprise him and
take him prisoner.

From a concealed point of vantage Lee, Nipper, and Morley watched the
disgnised pair stroll along the quay to the Ringdove's gangway. The
detective, of course, expected them to be attacked at any moment.

But no attack came. The false Nelson Lee and Nipper were unmolested.
And they had been hailed from the yacht's deck by Sir Arthur Barrimore
himself. Lee had been rather annoyed and slightly amused.

For he had come to a quite erroneous conclusion. He supposed that the
‘voicer was really Sir Arthur’s, and that the latter had hailed the pair on
the quay under the impressiocn that they were Lee and Nipper; for Barrimore
knew nothing of the detective’s plans.

Thus it will be seen that both Nelson Lee and Jim the Penman were at
cross-purposes. For the forger, too, was deceived. He was uader the impres-
sion that he had got hold of his enemies—and did not know the truth cven
now !

This, then, was the position. Nelson Lec and his companions, watching
from a dark portion of the quay. saw Mecredith and Hobson board the yach!
and go below. That the couple had walked into a trap was a thought which
did not find a place in Lee’s mind. The criminologist would have bheen
amazed could he have known that Jim the Peunman was actually on board
the Ringdove at the time!

As it was it seemed that Jim had not turned up. and Lee and Morley
concluded that the forger had somehow got wind of the counter-trap and had
abandoned the whele project. Nevertheless, the trio did not leave their
hiding-place. There was a chance that the *“ doubles '’ would be attacked as
they came off the yacht.

But Meredith and Hobson didu’'t come oft'!

To Nelson Lee’s surprise, there was no sign of the pair. Dawn came, and
preparations were made for the yacht’s departure, and almost before Lec
realised it the Ringdove cast off ber moorings and slipped out into the river.

And Meredith and Hobson were still aboard! This was very puzzling, and
‘Nelson Lee scarcely knew what to make of it. Detective-inspector Morley
had gone off, in disgust, to report by ’phone to the Yard that the attempt to
capture the much-wanted forger had failed. I.re was surﬁ)riscd and annoyed
—annoyed at having been put to 3o much trouble for nothi

Ing.
But he was not suspicious—as yet.

He concluded, of course, that the disguized pair had been detained on
board the yacht by Sir Arthur Barrimore, Why thev had bren detained
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was 4 worrying question, and why they had not informed Sir Arthur of their

‘real identity was still more astonishing. For surely the baronet would

‘have sent for Lee himself if be had known that the detective was on the

quay, within a stone’s throw?

And now the Ringdove was merely o blur in the haze of the river. Nelson

lce and Nipper, weary and chilled by the long and useless vigil, stood upon
tho quay amrlmykéd at one auother.

‘“Rotten!"" <aid Nipper disconsolatsly, in answer to his master’s remark.
“I'm jiggered if I can get the hanyg of the game, guv'nor. Something's
gone wrong comewhere. Why didu't those two asses come ashore?”’

Nelson Lee :lirugged his shounlders.

‘“ My dear Nipper, I am not in the mood for riddles,’”’ he replied shortly.
“But—- ¥

“T do not intend to form any conjectures until T have had a few more
facts,”’ was the detective's interjection. * Probably the explanation will be
quite simple when we know it. The Ringdove is calling at Southampton
to-day, and therefore you will travel 1o Southampton after a hearty break-
fast, and meet Meredith and Hobson when they are sent ashore.”

**Ain't vou coming, sir?”’

‘““No. 1 do not feel inclined to waste any further time over the affair,”
1eplied Lee, walking away. ‘“ Come, we will rout out some breakfast some-
where. After that I shall return to London while you go to Southampton.

I wonder if we shall find Morley in the town? I am afraid his temper has
bren sorely tiied.”

It was cevtainly a disappointing finish to an affair which Lee had felt
(\l.!t} "‘n‘-‘l' -I-!‘n‘n"' :st ‘Ln -\gn‘n‘\:hﬂ .\‘. 1:-_ ‘LA n‘\ﬁ—-‘g‘-‘ A—-‘ _..fl__ - —A-J
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meal Nelson Lee 1eturned to London, feeling strangely uneasy. He did not

know why, but he felt that there was much more behind the Gravesend
incident than sppeared on the sarface,

But' the detective did not allow his thoughts to dwell on the subject for

long. Until Nipper had reported it was pointless to build up a structure
«f conjecture which would probably fall to pieces.

Nipper had gone off to Southamnton, where the Ringdove would call.
There was no question whatever about the yacht calling at the great south
voast port, for Nir Arthur’s party would be waiting there. And Nipper had
Lieen imstructed to go on hoard and see Sir Arthur personally, and he was
to bring Meredith and Hobson hack with him.

Wheu Lee got hack to London he had plenty of work to occupy his time.
It turned out to be a dull, windy day later on, and Lee was busy in his
laboratory making certain important experiments.

The short winter’s dzllj was almost drawing to a close when a telegram
arrived. It was from Nipper, and contained a piece of very startling in-
formation. Lee read it over twice, scarcely able to believe the message.

‘“ Nelson Lee, Gray’s Inn Road, London.
** Yacht Ringdove failed to call Southampton. Has been sighted heading
straight down Channel for open Atlantic. Sir Arthur’s party at wit’s end.
What shall I do? Reply G.P.0., Southampton.-—N1PPER."’

Nelson Lee pursed his lips and wrinkled his brow. The Ringdove had not
called at Southampton'! That was certainly an extraordinary development.
What could it mean? Why had Sir Arthur Barrimore left his party in the

lurch? Tlere seemed uo conceiyable rcason for such a strange act upon the
baronet's part, |
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figure preparing to spring.—(See page 13.) -
S N 3 = e

R ~—r Lo ot na




22 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

The deteetive at ence worded the following telegram:

““Nipper, G.P.0., Southampton.
““Get into wireless communication with Ringdove without delay. Ask
all nccessary questions; then report.—NEeLsox Ler.”

Lee knew that the Ringdove was fitted with the very latest wireless
apparatus, and it would therefore be a simple matter for Nipper to com-
municate directly with the yacht. -

During the evening, however, a second telegram arrived from Nipper which
was even more startling than the first. Somehow Nelson Lee half expected
it, for the first wire iad aroused his suspicions that something was radieally
wrong'. |

The telegram ran:

““Nelson Lee, Gray’s Inn Road, Londoz.
‘““Have failed to get in touch with Ringdove after scveral attempts.  Can
get no reply of any sort. Amnother ship reports by wireless, however, that
vacht is still on same course as previously reported. Am coming home.—
NipPER." |

Nelson Lee, who was in comsulting-room, tossed the telegram upon his
desk and sat back in his chair.

“Dear me! Extraordinary!”’ he muttered. °‘The yacht fails to eall at
Southampton, and refuses to answer with her wireless. There is something
terribly wrong. But what? What can have happened?”’

It was all extremely sinister; and Lee deliberately filled a pipe, sat down
in a big chair, and gave himself up to deep thought.

“Tirst of all, there's the strange incident at Gravesend,’”’ he told himself.
“ Why did not Jim the Penman turn up? Why did Meredith and the boy
go on board the yaciat? And why, above all, did they remain on board?
H'm! Rather a puzzle. Now just suppose, for the sake of argument, that
Jim the Pcnman himself had been on the yacht’s deck at the time. Hov
would that work out?”’ | .

I.ee blew a blue cloud of smoke into the air and wrinkled his brow.

‘“Well, to begin with, it would account for the forger’s non-appearance on
the quay,”” he went on musingly. ‘‘Secondly, it provides a very excellent
explanation for Meredith and the boy being called on board—and, by James,
that line of reasoning would make it clear why the pair did not come ashore
again. But there’s a corner to be negotiated first. It was Sir Arthur him-
self who spoke from the deck, and he "

Lée suddenly gave a start. |

‘“ Suppose that voicc had been Jim thc Penman s disguised?”’ he mnttered
tensely. ‘‘ At the time I noticed a certain hoarseness. Suppese Jim mistook
that pair for Nipper and myself—as he certainly would do? By Heaven,
that would account for the vessel not calling at Southampton, and -for not
answering the wireless!”

_ It was a startling enough thought. Neison Lee allowed his pipe to go out,
and sat before the fire engrossed in his ponderings. The firc was allowed to
die down before he made a move; then he rose to his feet and gianced at the
clock. There was a very dangerous light in his eyes now.

He had weighed every thought carefully and thoroughly, and had come
to one definite, positive conclusion. It was as astounding conclusion. As a
matter of fact, the great detective had practically hit tke nail upon its
hecad, Trom the very significant facts he had deduced almost precisely what
had happened,
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’But Ice was wrong in one particular. He was almost sure that Jim the
Penman ha-d seized the Ringdove, but he thought that Sir Arthur Barrimore
was a prisoner on the vessel himself. No amount of deduction would have
led him to the su{;posit-ion that Sir Arthur and his entire crew had beeu

ren

113)11;1.1 :aied and taken out of England on a dirty old schooner—bound for the
1 .

But one thing was firm in Lee’s brain. The forgery had not heen confined
to that one single letter. Jim the Penman, in fact, had been forging many
letters, and had thereby made himself master of the situation. The sur-
prising criminal had seized the ydcht, and was making for the open sea with
Neleon Lee and Nipper as prisoners—at least, he evidently thought that the
prisoners were the detective and his assistant.

‘Without the sli%htest delay Lee became tremendously busy. It was still
comparatively early in the evening, and he hurried out and soon learmed
that the yacht would be by this time well out to sea. But what could be
done in such a matter?

It was an extraordinary state of affaira. Although the detective was
practically sure that he could lay his finger upon Sutcliffe, the latter could
not.hl:'e' touched—he was out in the Atlantic, in command of a stolen steam
Yacht!

““ The Admiralty!” muttered Lee grimly. *“ They're the only people who
can deal with a matter such as this. I fancy they will give me their close
attention when I lay the facts before them. Something must be done, it
is certain. There is no telling what evil gamcs Jim the Penman will be up to
1{ hlcbi 'is allowed to run his own sweet way. He would not stick at piracy
itself I’

And so, without further ado, Nelson Lee taxied to the Adwmiralty. Aud,
in I2:8 than an hour, Leo was in close confabulation with two highly placed
gentlemren whose names were famous in the land.

And the result was far more satisfactory than Lec had dared to hope for.

He learned that a new type of submarine—an unusually large vesse!—
wae about to be tested on a long cruise in the Atlantic. It was to cominence
its voyage on the following Wednesday—four days hence. The submariue
wae fully capable of standing the roughest Atlantic weather, and conld cross
the Atlantic and return with still a larg2 stock of supplies on board. This
was not particularly urusual, for most of our submarines are fully capable
of such performances. But this vessel in particular was larger and faster.

To Nelson Lee’s keen satisfaction he was informed that, under the excep-
tional circumstances, the submarine’s commander would receive orders to
nt to sea from the base early the following morning. Thus no delay would
Lc caused, and the vessel would go in search of the fugitive yacht, and
bring its voyage to a sudden and abrupt conclusion,

And more.

Nelson Lec’s motive was sufficiently strong for the Admiralty to grant him
)ermission to accompany the submarine himself. And, to Nipper’s unboundad
zlelight when he heard the news, the lad was granted a similar favour,

The great detective had worked wonders indeed. By the following morn-
ing he and Nipper were aboard the submarine, and it had 3et out on iis
voyage in chase of the stolen Ringdove. But, speedy as Nclson Lee had
been, a considerable delay had been caunsed. Jim the Pemman was now well
out in the open Atlantic.

But neither Lee nor the Admiralty official. had any idea of the actnal
yesults which that submarine cruise was to hing forth! :
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CHAPTER V.
The Sinking of the Panello.

APTAIN BENJAMIN DILWORTH removed an evil-smelling pipe from
C his mouth, expectorated ncatly over the bridge-rail into the Atlantic,
and chuckled.

“I haven’t done much 1n steam before this, but this ship’s a clinker,
bogs ! he exclaimed with satisfaction. *‘ Mebbe you and I will get gaol for
this; but, if so, the excitement’s worth it. We’ll have a run for our money,
at all events!”’

“My dear man, there is really no necessity for you to talk of such an
unpleasant place as gaol,” remarked Jim the Penman, who was also upon
the Ringdove’s bridge. °‘ This project is going to be carried through without
& hitch. Why, the main difficulties were overcome at the outset. The rest
of the business will be accomplished with absolute ease.”’

“ I'm a bit worried over the Panelio job,”’ remarked the skipper. *° Sounds
easy, but transferring a cargo in mid-ocean is thundering difficult—and abso-
intely impossible if the sea happens to be choppy.”

‘“ According to our calculations we ought to hit the Panello this after-
noon,”” went on Jim. ‘‘ And the sea at present is uite smooth. For good-
ness’ sake, captain, don'’t anticipate difficulties that may never arise. Besides,
we have no intention of transferring the cargo—only a minor portion of it.
It’s piracy—rank piracy—but we ghall all make our fortunes, and detection
will be impossible once we're off with the loot.”

Sutcliffe spoke with every confidence. Not that Captain Dilworth required
cheering. He was quite content with the way things had gone, and had
learned to respect Lis employer very thoroughly.

The Ringdove was steaming along at a grand pace, and scarcely rolled to
the motion of the sea. The Atlantic was in an agreeable mood, and tho
winter sun shone down upon the water with delightful clearness. Not
another sail was within sight, for the yacht was well out of the usual track
of ships—was, in fact, making a short cut to head off the Panello on its
homeward voyage. .

In this latitude the temperature was, of course, much more agreeable and
summer-like than England. The day was quite warm, and the Ringdove
was looking her best.

Jim the Penman himself was uite content in his novel surroundings. He
pcesessed the happy faculty of being able to fit himself into any position with
the most perfect ease. And Captain Dilworth had proved to bhe a very
capable skipper, and a man who stuck at nothing. lle was ready cnough
to '* go the whole hog ’’ just as much as his employer chose.

And Sutcliffe’s good temper was partly owing to the fact that he had
at last, after many weary months, trapped his greatest cnemies—Nelson Lee
and Nipper. There was no escape for them now; he had them in his power,
and would wreak his own vengeance how and when he chcse.

I'or Jim the Penman had not discovered the truth'!

Although several days had passed, he was still under the impression that
the two prisoners below were Iee and Nipper. This was not at all surprising,
for they themselves had said no word to reveal the true state of affairs.

Jim was ahsolutely positive that the detective and his assistant had fallen
into the trap; therefore he had no reason to suspect the identity of the two
prisoners. He had, too, seen them. It is true that the cabin was emall and
dim and stuffly, and the forger had only seen them in a kind of half-light.

But it was sufficient to satisfy him. The time was yet to come for him
to inake the great discovery. "When he brought the captives on deck ha
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would certainly detect the fraud. Baut the hour was not yet ripe for the
carrying out of his plans.

Meredith and Hobson themselvcs were in a most unfortunate position.
They had certainly never bargained for asny such adventure as this! But
they were true to Nelson Lee, and would keep up the deception until the lae?
moment possible,

So far their hardships had not been exeeptionally heavy. They were con-
fined to the cabin, but were in no way starved, for fairly decent meals were
brought to them at regular intervals, As to where they were going, and
what was to become of them, they had not the slightest suspicion,

Both Meredith and the lad knew what had happened ; and they knew, more-
over, that it would not help them if they revealed the true state of affairs.
Indeed, Jim the Penman would probably be intensely furious, and would act
drastically. . Therefore, the pair kept up the deception, and determined to
do eo for as long as possible. Meredith thought, too, that by leaving Jim in
ignorance of the actual truth, Nelson Lee would Lbe well served. For theo
forger was now quite off his guard, while in all probahility Lee. himescit
was hot on the trail.

‘““ We shall get well paid for this, you may he sure, Billie,”” exclaime:]
Meredith. ““I know t.gat Mr. Lee won't allow us to suffer. There’s a
chance, of course, that we may be bowled out any minute. If we’re taken up
on deck we shall certainly bowled out. ‘The thing which puzzles me
is why we are being kept down here.”’

Jim the Penman had certainly a good reason for not dealing with hi-
prisoners immediately. He knew that escape for them was impossible, and
there was, therefore, no particular hurry. The forger vindictively dete:-
mined to make his enemies suffer terr‘ibf; hardships before he finally pnt
them out of their mizery.

Ag it happened, Jim referred to the captives as he stood upon the bmdge
with Captain Dilworth.

““ They can’t slip through my fingers this time!”’ said Jim with eatisfac-
tion. ‘‘ Both Nelson Lee and Nipper are doomed. Hitherto they haveo
wrecked many of my finest schemes; but they won't wreck this one.’”

‘““ What’s the good of waiting?”’ growled the skipper. ‘““If I was yon
I'd chuck the pair overside this very night!” .

Sutcliffe laughed.softly.

“Why? My dear fellow, why?” he asked, gently rubbing his hands. I
intend to make Nelson Lee rcalise that he 18 in my power—in my power
completely and absolutely. Before we touch land again they shall certainly
be thro'wn overside. But before they die they shall kuow that I am their
master!”’
~ 'The skipper looked at his companion rather queerly.

““ You don’t appear to like them two!’’ he said dryly. \

““If it comes to that, Dilworth, I rather admire my old friend Lee,”
was Jim’'s frank reply. ‘‘ He is the cleverest man who’s ever been up
against me, and at times I've thought that he’d get me. But be hasn’t--
I've got him! And the boy, too—the boy’s as smart a youugster as ever
stepge.”

““ Seems a pity to finish them of——"

““ A pity—a pity!”’ Jim laughed harshly. *‘Belicve me, captain, if I
didn’t have L¢e and Nipper safely under lock and key—under my cwn eye,
g0 to speak—I shouldn’t count much on bringing this venturo te a suc-
cessful comclusion, That proves to you what sort of a man this infernal
detective ia. And he’s now going to learn what sort of a man I am}”
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“ You don't seem to have given them much attention so far,”’ remarked
the skipper.

Sutcliffe shook his head, and paused to light a cigarette.

‘“ Not until the Panello has been looted,” he replied softly. ‘‘ After that
we shall make tracks southward, and I can deal with Lee and the boy at my
leisure. I shall tell them exactly what 1 have done, and then commence a
little preliminary treatment.”

““ I don’t quite catch on?”’ said the skipper.

“You will understand my methods in due course,”’ replied Jim easily.
““ Starvation is one of them—a little less food every meal, and no water at
all. By Jove! I'm going to make my prisoners cringe before me!”

That thought seemed to provide Jim with much pleasure, for he smoked
bis cigarette with more relish than before, and paced the bridge with an
expression of cheerful anticipation upon™ his face.

If Sir Arthur Barrimore had been- ablc_to eee the yacht at that moment
he would have felt inclined to weep. For the baronet had always prided
himself upon the magnificent neatness of the Ringdove. Now the vessel was
in a disgracefully slovenly condition.

The crew were loafers and blackguards all, and therc were several men
short. But Jim cared nothing for appearances. So long as the Ringdove was
made to answer his purpose he was satisfied. Moreover, there was another
reagson why he cared not one jot for the yacht's appearance. During the
voyage, so far, Jim the Penman had been making clever plans and prepara-
tions—plans that would be put into execution the very hour after the
Panello had been encountered.

The forger was intensely pleased with the way everything had gone.

Heo ‘thought that his scheme had been entirely stccessful in every tiny
detail. And, indeed, it had been successful in every particular save one.
There was just that little mistake which had happened on the quay-side of
Gravesend. Jim the Penman had trapped the wrong Nelson Le¢ and Nipper
—the second edition of the pair, as 1t were.

And that little hitch was to make every difference in the world.

But at the present the prospects were rosy: the game had been played
with all the winning cards in Jim’s hands. He fondly immagined that he
held the trump, and it would perhaps be some little time before he found
he was sadly mistaken. | ’

Before sailing Jim’s confederate had made very definite inquiries regarding
the silver ship, Panello—now on its way from South America to Bristol.
According to all calculations the homeward-bound ship would be encountered
tbat very afternoon.

As a matter of fact, however, a faint blur or the horizon appeared even
as Jim the Penman and Captain Dilworth were talking. Godfrey Terress
came on deck at that moment, and very soon the trio were gazing at the
smoke smudge with growing interest. And Jim at once sent Terress below
1n order to send out a short range wireless message—a message which would
not reach any other vesel by accident..

If that smudge of smoke was caused by the Panello Jim would steer
straight for it; if, on the other hand, she was some other boat, then the
vacht would sheer right off without drawing close. In a few minutes, how-
ever, Terress reappeared with a flushed face and excited eyes.

“* She's the Panello right enough!”’ he exclaimed, ruaning up the bridge
ladder.

“Good!" said Jim. “ Now for a little excitement. We're flying the
British flag, and I fancy the Panello’s skipper will rcceive something of a

’
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h;rjil;ljo very zbortly, A modern pirate, by Jove! T rather like the idea
of it! '

And a modern pirate the Ringdove proved to he.

Soon afterwards the dingy lines of the silver ship were plainly to hae
seen. She was not much to look at, and ouly a small vessel at best. Her
speed was slow but sure, and she did a0t look wearth much.

And then a terrific crash sounded, and a shell went screaming across the
water. Jim had fired one of the guus which Sir Arthur had provided for his
yacht. The shell crossed the Panello’s hows, and the captain received the
shock of his life. What on earth could it mean? He was a British ship,
fiying the British flag—and a British ship had fired a shot across his-bows'

And it was soon seen that the Ringdove meani business. Jim the Penman
and a crew of his scoundrelly men put off in n boat and hoarded the prize,
Each man was armed with a rifle, and Jimn carried a heavy automatic.

The capture was surprisingly simple. No resistance was offered; indeed,
what would have hecu the uso of resistance? Jim genially informed the
captain of the silver ship that the vesael was covered iy two guns, and any
attempt to escape would be fatal.

And then the difficult task of traneferring the valuable cargo was
commenced, Jim having first wrecked the Panello's wireless. The consigu-
ment of platinum, silver, etc., was of immense value, but it did not occupy
such space. And the task of transferring it was not so difficult as wmight
be imagined.

It was only midday, too, and the sea was beautifully calm and the weather
favourable. This being so, other cargo was transferred also—by Jim's
rpecial order—and at last, when darknc:s was almest upon them, the job
was completed. '

And then Jim played the next card.

He curtly ordered thc Panello’s crew to take to the boats, and gave them
exactly fifteen minutes’ grace. Every mau on bhoard the unfortunate ship
boiled with fury. The captain himself almost wept with mortification.

But what could he do against this armed pirate? It was the niost
astounding adventure that had ever occurred on the high seas.

While the luckless crew were taking to their boats, Jim the Penman aund
his men returned to the Ringdove which was lying close by, looking her
best at that distance. And at the end of the prescribed time Jim acted.

The captain, officers, and crew of the doomed vessel had taken to the boats,
and wero alrecady some little distance away. The Panello was abandoned«-
joft to her fate. And that fate overtook her swiftly and dramatically.

Jim the Penman, in fact, took to German piracy methoda!

Tho Panello was shelled—shelled accurately and at short range. The
steel plates crumpled up like cardboard, and gaping holes appeared in the
ship’s side above tho water-line and below tgo water-line. After twemty
‘shells had been fired the Panello was a sinking wrock.
 Tho outrage was one of the most daring that had ever been committed; it
was a crime of the high seas which would be recorded in history. Bat Jim
the Penman had no objection to making history; ho rather likéd the idea
of 1t. . _ ;

Even while the hoom of the last report was still quivering on the still
evening air, the doomed ship was seen to take a heavy list to starboard.
She was down by the head also. |

And very shortly afterwards, with a final larch and a tremendous cloud
ol steam, the Panello slid down into her ocean grave,

. Hey crew, stranded .in the bouls, yerodafy 1918 weTH A thimer. . e
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lives had been taken, it was true, and not even a man was scratched—but
thero was no telling whether the unfortunate survivors would be picked up.

And as darkness settled down in grim earnest thc Ringdove—the pirate—
sped o southwards with its illgotten booty.

Py e——

CHAPTER VI .
The Quest of Submarine K 2—Fire at Sea—A Mid-Atlantic Mystery.

UBMATRINE K 2 glided swiftly along the surface of the calm Atlantic, a

S creamy wake streaming away behind her on the surface of the deep

grecn water, The K2 was one of the largest submarines in the British
Navy, and had a very wide radius. '

It was the day following the sinking of the small liner Panello, and
throughout the submarine’s voyage she had travelled upon the surface.

Her deck was rather larger than that of the usual British type, and she
had several new improvements and differences. Up till now no success had
been met with; several ships had been stopped and questioned, but nothing
had Leen secen of the fugitive Ringdove.

Her commander had thoroughly entered into the spirit of the quest, and
Nelson Lee had found him to be a splendid example of the true British bull-
dog breed. For Lieutenant-commander Esmond was a young fellow with
heaps of ‘“ grit *’ and a genuine love of adventure.

He was on deck at the present moment, and beside him were Nelson Lee
and Nipper. both looking bronzed and well. A large ship was in sight on
the horizon, and the submarine was steering directly towards it.

‘““I wonder whether we shall meet with any success this time, Mr. Lec?’’
remarked Eamond pleasantly. ‘‘ Rather a tricky game, you kuow, this. I
won’'t say it's like looking for a needlc in a haystack; but the Ringdove will
want somwe finding.”’

‘“The point which is worrying me is not whether we can find the yacht,
hut what her gamo is,”’ said Lec thoughtfully. ‘“ As I have told you before,
lieutenant, it i8 inconceivable that Jim the Penman eeized the yacht just
for the sake of killing Nipper and myself. There’'s some other reason—some
powerful motive."’

‘““I dare say we shall find out before long,”” was the commander’s reply.
‘““ Anyhow, we'll uestion this ship and do our best to get on to the trail.”

‘““She is British!”’ remarked Nipper, a few nmoments later, gazing at the
hig steamer through powerful binoculars. ‘‘Looke like a big cargo boat,
guv’'nor.”

Very shortly afterwards the submarine signalled that she required the other
steamer to stop. Accordingly the ship—which proved to be the Planet, of
Liverpool-- stopped her engines and became stationary. A boat at once put
off from theo KP:B carrying Lieutenant Esmond and Nelson Lee.

They were soon in conversation with the Planet’s skipper, a bluff, hearty
old man named Emery. He soon gave his visitors some interesting informa-
tion. When he heard the name of the yacht which was being sought after
e fhook his head wisely.

‘““I half cxpected womething of this kind, gentlemen,” he exclaimed.
““You're after the Ringdove—ch? A pirate, by thunder—that's what she
15! A slab-sided pirate, sir!”

" You have seen the yacht?’' asked Lee quickly.

“No, but I've heard enough about her.”’ replicd Captain Emery with a

\grrimn lock. ** You've come to the right place for information—to the very

1 B
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spot. For I'm carrying a whole lot of survivors from a ship which the Ring-
dove sank!”’ |

“ By James, so Sutcliffe has taken to rank piracy!” exclaimed Lee. *“ I had
suspicions that such was the case.”

““You'd better give us some more details, Captain Emery,”’ put in Lieu-
tcnant Esmond. ‘° We’'ll have to get on that brute’s track and collar him
hefore he can do any more harm. Perhaps, to save you the trouble, it would

he hetter if we questioned the skipper of the ship which was sent to the
bottom. What’s her name?’*

‘““The Panello, of Bristol.”?

And very soon Nelson Lee and Esmond were in conversation with the
captain and first officer of the ill-fated silver ship. In short, tense sentences
the skipper described how the Ringdove had been encountered, -and how
the valuable cargo had been transferred from one ship to the other.

‘“ Close upon a million, that stuff was worth!”’ said the ekipper savagely.
"*1f the lot had been sent to the bottom by a German submarime I should

have.been wild, I reckon. But a pirate—a Britisher, too! Great spikes!
It’s a wonder I haven’t had a fit before this!”
“ Your ship was sunk?” asked Lee.

““Ay! Sent on its last trip within twenty minutes!”’ was the heated reply.
‘“ Sunk by shell-fire, and simply riddled. And the dirty brutes went off
with theirloot and left me and my crew in the open boats!”’

*“*Scott! That chap’s got a nerve!” said Lieutenant Esmond half
admiringly. .

"“A nerve!” echoed Lee. “ My dear fellow, Sutcliffe is the most complete
rogue I have ever eicountered. There is absolutely no end to his resources.
And he has aundacity and cool cheek enough to steal the very Crown jewels
from the Tower of London if he had the chance. Jim the Penman i3 a

.criminal of many parts.”
The submarine commander looked grim.

‘““And he’s scooted off with platinum and silver and other stuff to the value
of a million!’ he exclaimed. ‘‘Well, Mr. Iee, it is up to me to find that
infernal yacht, and it’s up to you to get your man!”’

Having learned all the facts the pair took their departure, and the Planet
was allowed to resume its voyage.

Nelson Lec was elated at the news. He knew now. exactly why Jim the
Penman had stolen the yacht; the forger’s object, of course, had been to
gain possession of the Panello’s cargo. And he knew for a positive fact—

he bad only conjectured hitherto—that Sutcliffe was aboard the yacht in
person. -

And the chase was resumed. Following the instructions of Captain Avery,
the submarine set her course and sped away at full speed. There was a
possibility that Jim would attack other helpless craft, and it would be as
well to put an end to his career of piracy as soon as possible. :

Both Nelson Lee and Lieut.-Commander Esmond were keenly determined to
continue the chase until their object was achieved. Submarine K'2 was a
splendid craft, and, when travelling along the surface, as speedy and com-
fortable as any ordinary steamer—indeed, she could travel at an astonishing
pace if necessary. '

o was amazed at the extent of Jim’s piot. _

It was so daring, so astoundingly novel, that the great detective eounld not
help harbouring a sneaking admiration for the forger. Sutcliffe was clever
—-there was no denying that obvious fact. He was clever and thorough.

And he had been suceeasful! He had sent the Panello to the hottom _ax
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Lhad looted her cargo. Now he was steaming southwards, probably out of the
veual track of shlpq making for some prearranged destination.

* A spot on the South American coast, as likely as not,” ‘said Lee, dis-
russing the matter with Esmond. ‘‘ Some lonely place, where the stuff can
I concealed. And the Ringdove will possibly be blown up and sacrificed, in
order to destroy all trace. It is our tuck to capture the yacht befove Jim
can effect his purpose.”

“*If it's humanly possibly to capture it,” said the commander grimly,
“ we'll do it!”’

The weather, fortunately, was entirely favourable, and there was no
pruspect of a change And after.darkness had fallen the K 2 continued her
search, a sharp look-out being kept constantly.

And an incident occurred which settled another puzzling point in Nelson
Lce¢'s mind—an incident which, although not connected with the chase, was
Jirectly connected with the adventure as a whole. '

It was, to tell the truth, something in the nature of a coincidence.

Some hours after darkness had fallen word came from the Took-out t.hat a
strange glare was visible to the sou’-sou’-west. Nelson Lee, Nipper, acd
several of the submarine’s oflicers were at dinner, and Lee aud L1e11te11a11t
I’smond at once went on deck, Nipper following 1mmedla,t<,ly

The glare was now plainly wslble and scemed to cast a durid glow over
the whole horizon. And as the K 2 grew nearer, it was only too obvious
what was the cause of the orange-red light. )

““ Ship afire!”’ said IEsmond shortly. ‘“ Work for us here, I expect.”

‘“ She must be well alight, to make all that brilliant show,”” said Nippor,
in an awed voice. ‘‘Let’s hope nobody’s killed! My stars! I wonder i1
thig is Jim the Penman’s work, guv’nor?’’

Lee gripped the rail tightly. )

‘““1 was already Wondq.lmo' that, young ’un!”’ he said quietly. I think
it is more than probable. Once started on a career of plracy, Jim would stop
at nothing. But we must not be too husty

Very soon the unfortunate vessel was in sight. Through night-glasses Le>
saw that she was a fairly small sallmg-ehlp——probabl a schoomer. And
the fore-pari of the ship was simply a hlaze of towering fire. The stern, so.
far, was not even touched. If there were any human beings on board, thev
were not in any danger. But if the submarine had appeared on the scene
an hour later there would have been a different tale to tell.

‘“ The sea’s calm,”” said IEsmond. ‘* We’ll slip right under her stern, and
pick off any poor beggars who happen to be aboard. In all probability, how-
ever, the crew have taken to the boats long since.’

The submarine’s engines were slowed down conalderably a8 she drew near,
and presently they were etopped altogether. The sallmg-shlp Was now clear]v
visible—indeed, it was as bright as day And the vessel’s name could clearly
be seen as the stern came into view—Harrigail, London.

And several slsuts came to those on the K 2’s deck, as the submarine was
seen.

‘* Somehody aboard, then!” muttered the commander. °‘ Poor devils! I'll
bet they’re glad to see us!” -

The K 2 glided gently towards the stern of the Harrigail, and as she
drew level hneb were cast out to eager hands, and the submarine was made
fast. The cea was so calm that this course was quite easy.

‘“ Easy dces it!' roared Esmond, tipping his cap on one side. ‘‘ How

many ol you on that old hooker?”
A chorua of shoute unswered him. The heat was almost unbearable, and

)‘ag Hazrignt rolled p little. - Mvriads of sparks were flying skywards, and
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atoms of red-hot wood were falling on all eidcs, hissing angrily as they
Stm:ik the water. Aud the roar of the flames drowned almost every other
sound, .. '

Aund then Nelson Lee uttered a startled exclamation.

“ What is it, guv’nor?’’ asked Nipper, struck by his master’s tone.

““ Do you see, ﬁxpper?” ejaculated Lee in amazement. ‘‘Sir Arthur Barri.
more! Can it be possible? Great Heaven! Sir Arthur himself is on board
this burning vessel! I can scarcely believe my eyes !’

Nipper stared at the Harrigail’s stern with wide-open eyes. Yes, there
could be no mistake. Sir Arthur Barrimore’s well-known figure and face
was there. And the baronet saw Nipper and Lee at the same moment.

" Neleon Lee!”’ he shouted. ‘Upon my soul! You here, of all people,
by Harry! Thank Heaven, you’ve come in time!”’

It was an amazing discovery. How on earth Sir Arthur could have got
aboard this sailing-vessel was a puzzle which Lee made no attempt to solve.
Barrimore himself would doubtlees explain matters when the right time
came. At present there was other worE to Le done.

As quickly as possible the unfortunate survivors of the Harrigail were
taken off the vessel and stowed away on the submarine temporarily. The
rescue work was not very difficult, for the sea was in a good humour.

But the ship was burning with terrible fury, and it was obvious that in a
very short time it would be uninhabitable. And -after the last man had been
taken off, the K 2 cast off and went away from,the danger zone to a spot
some little distance off. There the K 2 came to a stop, and the end of the
Harrigail was watched.

Very soon the ship was blazing from stem to stern, and was one towering
mass of flames. It was an impressive sight, and but for the fact that the
schooner was an old vessel, it would have been a pitiful one. For there is
no ehz;dder spectacle than that of a brave old sailing-ship going to her doom
by fire,

yThe end came suddenly.

The schooner seemed to fall {o pieces at one blow. The air was filled with
millions of lurid sparks and flying, red-hot debris. It was like the finish
of a tremendous firework display—and was blotted out as abruptly.

There was just that oae final terrific blaze, and then comparative dark-
ncess—for only a few odd picces of debris remained on the surface, glowing
angrily. The “ show’’ was over, and then Nelson Lee went below and found
Sir Arthur Barrimore rcady for bim.

Lee was not very surprised to hear the baronet’s story—for he had alreadyr
deduced the facts. Sir Arthur, Captain Farrow, and the other members of
the Ringdove’s crew had passed tﬁrough a trying time; but, fortunately,
they were really none the worse for their experience.

They had all been kept prisoners in one of the schooner’s holds unt:l the
vessel was out in the open eea. Then they had been allowed their liberty:
but the Harrigail’s skipper and officers had kept a strict watch, and had
kept everybody busy.

And then, when the position seemed to be quite hopeless, there had been
an alarm of fire. The schooner’s crew had become panic-stricken, and the
captain and officers were more than half drunk. They had been as scared as
the riff-raff crew, and made scarcely any attempt to quell the fire.

As a result, the flames had spread until they had gained a firm hold.
Captain Farrow was positive that if proper measures had been taken at first,
the firc would have heen suppressed.

Officers and men, led by the skipper, had launched all the boats, and had .
put off from the schooner. Farrow, ably assisted by Rivers. the Ringdses'K
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first ofticer, had attempted to scize two of the boats, but had been pre-
vented. The schooner’s captain sed a revolver, and he would un-
doubtedly have used it with deadly purpose. -

So tho shanghaied crew of the Ringdove were forced to remain on board
the schooner, and watch the boats clear awai. Everybody had been ex-
trcmely busy on two great rafts when the K 2 had come to the rescue.

It was a startling atory, but Lee was very pleased to know that Sir Arthur
snd his men were alive and well. The baronet, however, was si:;‘fl furions
vwhen ho learned that Jim the Penman had eeized the yacht, iad been
practising modern piracy.

Barrimore was mollificd. more or less, when it was made clear to him that
{ho submarine had heen sent ont by the British Admiralty to scour the
Allantic for the pirate.

He offcred Nelson Iee any fee if the latter would positively promise to

Lring the Ringdove safely back to port. The detective, however, could not
mako any such promise. He could only assure Sir Arthur that he would do
his utmoat. It rcally rested with Lieutenant-Commander Esmond—for he
was in sole chargo of the submarine’s operations. Lec himsed was only
there to arrost Sutcliffe when the time came.
" ‘T'he K 2 was naturslly badly overcrowded ; but relief came with dawn. A
large homoward-bound liner was encountered, and this vessel had ample
sccommodation for the whole erowd. Sir Arthur’s final injunctions were to
" recapture the yacht, and bring home that unmitigated scoundrel!”’

And from that moment® the submarine commenced its search. The
veasol's quest waa definite and certain. She had to locate the steam yacht
Ringdove, formally take her prisoner, and escort her back to England,
together with ber vagabond crew.

lut from that henr a time of worry and anxiety commenced. |

Nelson Jce and Esmond were very hopeful of striking the yacht's trail
during that day. They kvew very well that her speed was very much leas
than that attained by the submarine. The K 2, once directly on her track,
vould bo able to overhaul the yacht rapidly.

And, counsidering the amount of shipﬁing upon the hiih seas, it was
practically vortain that the yacht wonld have been sighted by many veasels.
By questioning homeward bhound and outward hound ships, Lieutenant
lismond was confident that be would very soon hit the pirate’s trail.

RBut nothing but disappointment followed.

Thoe dax passed fruitlersly. Ships were encounterced, stopped, and interro-
pated.  But they knew nothing of a yucht urswering to the description
supplied. No ship had scen anything ot her.

And the ncxt day wons precisely the same. The day after that showed no
change: nnd hy that time Nelson Lee had hecome grim and almoet despair-
img. It was practically certain now that the Ringdove had suncceeded in
cacaping - carrying with it Jim the Peuman and his valunable spoils.

It was not ounly %alling, Lut really ecrious,

And how could the yacht have possibly madec its escape? The K2 had
alrendy outstripped it—or should have donc. And there secmed absolutcly
no avonue through which the Ringdove could have slipped. Every ship
mct was cgleationed. but the result was the same in every case.

‘The yacht had not been seen’

What had happened? The vessel bad absolutely disappearcd—disappeared
in mid-Atlantic. It was a mystery which was incapable of being solved by
the ordinary methods. Nelson Lee felt him-elf strangely helpless, and grew
" restle. s and unpoatient.

\ Had the Ringdore been sent to the bottom® Or had it met with an accy-

B
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dent? Lee knew well enough that one of many things conld have happened.

Derelicts are sometimes encountered in mid-ocean; they lic just geneath,

::jl:)e surface, unseen death-traps, rcady to secnd any hapless vessel to the
ttom.

It was more than possible—although not prohable—that the yacht had met
with this fate. S ing through the night with a bad look-out, she may
have collided with one of these ocean traps, and stove her plates in so
disastrously that the end came within a minute. Just one crash, and then
the plunge—the plunge into eternity.

There really .seemed no other explanation to the mystery. Nelson ILee
counld not believe that the yacht had given the submarine the slip. And it
was the total absence of news regarding the Ringdove which made Lee
uneasy. If she had still been afloat, surely some veasel or other would have
spoken of her?

The task of ‘interrogating passing shipping grew wearisome and
monotonous. The ansWer was the same with every vessel encountered. Buf\
then, just when hope seemed ahsolutely dcad, came news—news which
seemed like the breath of life.

It was several days after the incident of the burning schooner, and Lee
was feeling more than impatient. Nipper frankly announced to all and
sundry that he was ‘“ fed-up to the giddy neck!”’

But Nipper was only fed-up with the non-success of the project. As to
the trip itself, he was enjoying himself immensely. But, naturally, it would
have pleased him beyond measure it the Ringdove had been laid by the heels.
It seemed to Nipper something like a slight and an insult to the British
Navy that Jim tho Penman had given ‘one of Britain’s most powerful sub- .
marines the slip. .

And then came the hoped-for news.

A fairly small, dingy-looking tramp-steamer hove into view one somewhat
hazy afternoon. She was travelling in the same direction as the submarine,
and the latter soon overhauled her. Nearer, those on the K2 saw that the
tramp had appcrently been repainted recently, and was therefore looking
just a little smart in spite of her general air o{dinginess.

Tho American flag fluttered aloft, and on her hows, in white letters, was
the name—William K. Martiny of Boston.

She proved to be a grain ship, and was hound for London. TUpon receiving
the signal she at once stopped, and the submarine slid close alongside. Mary
curious eyes were gazing down upon the K2, and a burly man on the bridge,
in a greasy peaked cap declared himself to he the skipper.

““ Where are you hound for?'’ called Lieutenant Esmond.

‘“ London,’”” came the reply promptly.

‘““ Where from?”’

‘“ Rio, I guess. Went from Boston down to Rio with a general cargs, aud
exchanged it for grain. I'm now bound for Engiland. But I calculate
you're a whole heap inquisitive, mister. Say, you ain’t -by any chance
mistook that flag above for a German one, have yon? I'm American, and
don’t you forget it !”

Nelson l.ee smiled, and Esmond went on:

“I merely wish to ask you a certain question, captain. I'm not after
Germans this trip. I'm on the trail of a steam yacht, painted cream and
amber, named the Ringdove. If you have scen her—-—"

** Waal, gee! 1 guess that’s sure curions!” exclaimed the burly skipper,
spitting into the Atlantic. ‘ The Ringllove? Say, stranger, I passed not a
cable’s length away from tbat same dog-gone craft as you mentien. Steamin”
full apeed ahead slie war, and makin’ dve ssuth.” S
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Both Nelson Lee and Esmond became eager and interested on the second.
At last they were hearing news of the runaway pirate! The William K.
Martin had passed the yacht that very morning, it proved—scarcely more
that six hours previously. )

Nelson Lee was highly elated. and all his old hones were revived. Esmond
obtained the exact latitnde where the American ship had encountered the
yacht, and the approximate course of the latter.

The Yankce was then allowed to proceed, and the submarine went on il3
way with every ounce of speed it was capable of. The trail was hot now.
The American captain’s irformation was not vague nor uncertain—it was a
{)osit.ive statement. By dead reckoning the Ringdove ought to be overhauled
refore dark..

But again only disappointment followed.

The mystery, instead of being cleared up, became deeper. All through the
night the KX 2 searched the seas, and dawn came to find her still unsuccessful.
Three other ships were met—one British, one Dwtch, and one French.
Although they were in the same latitude as the Ringdove ought to have been
1n they had seen nothing of the yacht.

During the morning the K2 searched round in a wide radius; buft the
tale was the same as before. The Ringdove had utterly and completely dis-
appcared. Nelson Lee, furious and impotent, was baffled.

Jim the Penman had beaten him!

CHAPTER VII.
The Trick—Nelson Lee Hits the Truth--Conclusion.

ELSON LEE stood upon the deck of the K2, gripping the rail, and
N staring unseeingly across the great expanse of water. The sun shone
down with considerable heat, and the sea sparkled delightfully.

Nipper was beside his master, but the lad knew better than to talk. He
could sce that Lee was very deeply engrossed in his own thoughts, and was
uot to be disturbed. There was a frown upon the great detective’s brows—
a frown of worry and perplexity. |

But suddenly he smote the rail fiercely with his bare fist.

“By James!"’ he exclaimed tensely. ‘I wonder—I wonder!”’

““ Not much good wondering, guv’'nor,”” remarked Nipper gloomily, feeling
that it was permissable to speak. ‘ We’'re on a dead trail this time, with a
rotten blank wall in front of us.”’

Lee gripped his young companion’s arm.

“* Nipper "’—the words came slowly and with strange grimness—‘* Nipper,
I Lelieve I have hit upon the explanation. We must consider all the facts,
and be guided by what they tell us. And the facts are singularly signifi-
cant.” :

‘“ Blessed if T can sce what you mean, sir.”

Lee turndd, and beckoned to Lieutenant Esmond, who was also on deck.
There was something in the detective’s expression which caused Esmond to
look at him curiously.

‘“ An explanation of this puzzling business has suddenly come to me,’”’ said
Tee. ““1I am not sure that I am right, of course, but I think you will agree
v.ith me that my theory should be put to the test.”

‘“Anything you like, Mr. Lee,”” said the commander. ‘ I'm just about
. tired of this fruitless game.”

v Well, to put it to you straight away, I have come to one conclusion,™
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¢aid Nelson Lee quietly. ““I am firm!y convinced that the American graia
ship, the William K. Martin, is the vessel we are seeking.”

““ What the—-—"" -

“ Pray don’t misunderstand me,’”” Lee went on. ‘* We are afler the Ring-
;Ilove,li‘[!know. Well, I believe that that old Yankee tramp is the Ringdove |

erself |’

“ My—my stars!” gasped Nirper blankly.

.“ Oh, but that’s a hit too tall, Mr. Lee,” protested the lieutenant. ‘“The
Ringdove has two funnels, and that old tramp only had one. Besides, she

was a dirty black, and her super-strncture was quite different to that of
a pleasure yacht.”

Lee nodded.

“* But it was also different to that of a cargo tramp,’’ he replied pointedly.
I noticed something qucer about the cut of the vessel at the time, but I
did not think twice about the matter. And one of the Ringdove’s funnels
was merely a dummy one, and could easily have heen removed. Dummy
funnels are, of course, quite common. Even the removal of that wonld make
a striking difference in the appearance of a vessel. And many days have
passed—suflicient time for Jim the Penman to have set all hands at repaint-
ing the hu]l of the yacht. It is my opinion that the Ringdove had heen

altered in appearance in order to escape dotection. She has changed her
name, and flies the American flag.”

Lieutenaut IEsmond thoughtfully scratched his head.

“But it’s a bit thick, all the same,”” he objected. “To he quite frank.
Mr. Lee, it doesu’t seem quite good enough for me. And what led you to
come to such an extraordinary conclusion?"’

‘“ Merely a direct line of reasomning,” was the detective's reply. *‘ Now,
just look at the facts as we know them. We cquestioned ship after ship
without result. Then we came upon the William K. Martin. Promptly, and
without hesitation, her skipper informs us that he had sighted the yacht.
Yet, after foHowing his instructions we find no sign of our quarry. And

other ships who ought to have passed it.declare that they have scen nothing.
What does it all point to, my dear fellow?” ‘

“It is certainly guéer,”” admitted Esmond,

“Significant !”” replied Lee. ‘“That American tramp was the only ship
which put us on the track—and that track proved to he a false one. In m
opinion tho William K. Martin is actually the ship we are after, cleverly
disguised. We will take it for granted that my supposition is correct.
Weﬁl‘: what would her skipper do upon being questioned by a submarine?
He did the first thing that came to his mind, and sent us off on a fool’s
errand. And there is another peint. That grain ship was oom?léte‘]‘y out of
her ocourse if. she were actually travelling from Rio to London.”

‘“ Guv’nor,”” said Nipper excitedly, ‘‘I believe you’ve hit it !"*

. ‘I won’t go so far as to say that, young 'un; but I certainly hope for the
best,”’ replied Lee. ‘‘ And I want you, lieutenant, to hasten back with all
speed you can until we come across the Martin,” | '

“I'll do it,” replied Esmond promptly.

And within five minutes the submarine was set upon a new course and was
going all-out. During the last two days the weather had been somewhat
threatening, and it seemed as though a rowksgh spell was in store. But now
the glass was rising again, and there was every prospect of a-continnance ol
the fine weather. . . .

Esmond declared that they would overhaul the grain ship soon aftee-dawn
the following morning; but, to everybody's surpris, the dingy tramp hove in
sight during” the late--aftermoon of the' yame  duy, v Thim oo iteetfs s
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strangely siguificant, for it proved that the Yankee must have changed his
conrse very considerably.

““ This ecems to support your thcory, anyhow,” commented the commander
grimly, as he gazed at the ship through his binoculars. * She told us she
was bound for London—yect she’s now running sou’-sou’-west. If she wants
to gt to London by that course she’ll have to travel round the whole
world.”’

A signal wae immediately flown, ordering the tramp to come to a stop. For
some few minutes there was no response—the vessel kept straight on her
course. Then it was observed that her engines had been reve , and that
she was slowly coming to a stop. .

‘The submarine slid alongside, and Esmond curtly ordered the gangway to
e lowered. The aea being calm, it was poasible for the K 2 to lie quietly
beside 0dﬂw other vesscl. The American skipper was looking eomewhat
nlarmed.

But he offered no objection to a party boarding his ship. Eemond did the
thing thoroughly, and two dozen armed bluejackets were sent on the
tramp’y dock, and formally secized the veasel. The lieuterant himself, with
another officer and Nelson Lee, faced the burly skipper,

““Your name?’’ said Esmond suddenly.

‘“ Say, theso are queer methods for the British Navy, ain’t they?’’ grated
the captain harshly. ‘‘ My name’s Staunton—Mike J. Staunton, I guess.
Aud what do you call this fool game?”

‘“ We encountered you yesterday, ard you gave us some false information,”’
was Esmmond’s reply. ‘“ Now, captain, I advise you to tell the absolute truth.
We suxpect you of being the steam yacht Ringdove.”

‘“ Ho, ho!"’ roarod the skipper. * Waal, gee! I sure guess that’s real
fupny. Me a yacht! Say, stranger, you're jokin’, I guess? I've got my
papers, and I'll ehow ‘em to you with the greatest of pleasure.’”

** Show them, then !’ unid Eamend brietly.

(‘aptain Staunton turned and went below. The prompt way in which he
had offered to show his papers rather disconcerted Lee and Esmond. For a
shipmaster values his papers more thau anything else. Without them he is

absolutely lost,

In a few minutes Staunton returnced and handed his papers over to be
cxnmined, Both Lee and the licutenant looked through them thoroughly.
But they were in perfeot order—every statement of the skipper’s was borne
out. He was bLound from Rio to London, with a cargo matnly consisting of
grain,

The papers were returned, and the skipper received them with a smug
arin. Nelson Lee did not fail to sce it, and it struck him that there was
something teéiumphant about that grin.

‘“I am sorry, captain,’” said Esmond politely. “ I have made a mistakg,
aud I own it. Mr. Lee, we had better let this ship coitinue its: journey
without further trouble. Captain Staunton’s papers are proof positive that
your thcory was wrong.”’

Nelson Le¢ looked very grim.

** For myeclf, I am not eatisfied!”’ he exclaimed. ¢ The papers are in
perfect order: but you scemm to forget, lieutenant, who we are after. Xor
all we know, these pape~s ure forgeries from beginning to end—Jim the Pen-
man is yuite capable of it.”

The skipper swore furiously.

" ** Say, clear off my ship!” {o roared.
* One woment " interjected Femond, not liking Staunton’s tone. ‘“ Have
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You any objection to this vessel bein;
order, a3 you claim, you can have no objection.” |

““Waal,.I have!” snarled the skipper. ‘‘I've as much right to the séa
as you have, you dog-gone Britisher! You ain’t goin’ to scarch my ship,
I guess——'"’ ' . .

** That is just where you’re mistaken, my dear captain,”’ interjected
Esmond, with delightful coolness. ‘‘ You will consider yourself quite cut of
this picture for the present, Captain Staunton. I don’t like your manner.
IT you had remained civil all would have been well. But you’re up against
the British Navy now—and this ship is going to be searched !”’ |

““ Tarnation lightning!” roared- the captain. ‘‘ If you touch me——"’

The submarine commander wasted neither words nor time with the
infuriated skipper. He gave his orders as though the latter did mot exist.
And in less than five mimites the ship was being thoroughly searched by
h}l)uejackgts, each party headed by an officer—except one, wﬁich Lee tcok
charge of, - |

The detective was positive now that he was actually on board the Rirg-
dove. And, once below, the fact was clear. The yacht was disguizsed out-
wardly, but unchanged below decks. Astute as Sutcliffe was, he had relied
upon the forged papers to obviate any search. B

‘Ten minutes afterwards the fact was absolutely established that the vessel
was Sir Arthur Barrimore’s steam yacht. And Nelson Lee appeared upon tke
deck with a man and a youth in civilian clothing. They were Meredith and
Hobson, and both were pale, haggard, but quite cheertul.

And with them was Douglas James Sutcliffe, handcuffed and cynical, But
in his eyes there was an expression like that of a caged tiger. He had
failed again! He had failed just when he had told himself that all danger
was passed. It seemed to he the ordering of faute that Nelson Lee should feil-
his schemes at the eleventh hour, . _

*“ You've bheaten me, Lee!” exclaimed Jim the Penman, with the utmost
cooluess. “ You've beaten me on the last lap! Well, I'm keeping my
temper-——but it's all being stored up for you. [I'll get yoiui.one day, it I
) live ;”

g eearched? If everything is in perfees

'« L § r A | b | n | €

And thus did Jim the Penman's career as an ocean pirate igmominiously
cnd. ' ’ -

It was learned that Nelson Lee’s surmises were correct in almost every
detail. With consummate cleverness Jim the Penman had forged papers
wliich seemed to positively prove that the vessel was the William K.
Martin, of Boston, travelling to London with grain. Ordinarily, these papers
would certainly have passed muster. o

And the Ringdove had been faked up. Her dummy funnel had been
scrapped, and several of the deck state-rooms completely demolished and the
others re-formed. And the paint work had bheen gane over from stem to
stern. All hands bad bheen engaged upon the task for several’days, while the
yacht had been eruising in unfrequented waters. ; T

Jim the Penman had carried out his amazingly clever plan with masterful
completeneas. But the forger had received the shock of his life when the
submarine had appeared for the first time. Ior he had seen that Neison
Lee and Nipper were aboard. He then knew that his prisoners belew were
--hke his own documents—iorgeries! And the master-criminal had realised
that the game was practically up. T e

Captain Staunton was, of cours2, none other than, the DHurly xuffian,
Benjamin Dilworth. IIe had heen cuarefully primed-hy Jim. but hadAfailed
to sustain his. part at the critical moment. | o



-5

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ‘

Sulcliffe coolly informed Lee thet Dilworth was responsible for the
Yailure. Ii he had not made the mistake of saying that the Ringdove had
been sighted, the ‘‘ grain ship ' itself would never have been suspected.
T'he forger added that he had intended making for a certain small island,

-

and depositing the cargo there —to be picked up later by another ship.
Tha scheme had cost Jim a pretty penny. He had made a bold bid, and

had failed.

~ | | . . d [} .

But Suatcliffe did not allow himeelf to be taken to Engiland a prisoner.
Hce was placed in a cabin, and o hiucjacket was stationed outside with a
loaded carbine. There was o cscope tor him, He was not even allowed the
froc run of the ship. Lee knew the rocrger too well to grant him that
favour.

But when Nelson Lee entered the cabin some time after dark—while the
yacht was being escorted homce by the submarine—the detective discovered

that the cabin was empty!

-

Jim the Penman had vanished—and t'.c porthole was open'

Iee was furiouse. He had uvever anticinated that Jim the Pexnman would |
commit suicide. Yet surely the forger nad done so? He had plunged into
the sea to his doom, |

Later, however, while talking with Ninper, Nelson Lee was rather dubious.

N1 p

per had reminded the detcctive thut a big liner had passed fairly close

soon after dark. It was quite on the vards that Jim had leapt into the sea
in 'sheer desperation, trusting to be picked up.

The yacht's wireless had been smashed, and se it was impossible feor
Nelson Lee to make inquiries. But the chances were ten to one against Jim
the Penman having escaped. The uacertainty of the affair, however, rather
annoyed Nelson Lee. The caze had boen entirely successful—but had Jim the
Penman escaped?

Only time wouly show,

THE END,

- - — —
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By FENTON ASH

=

You can begin this Story to-day !

ALEc MackAy, the lero of our story, with CrLive LOWTHER, an old chum,
Dr. Campbell, and BEx GROVE, a hearty old * sea dog,” are comrades in an
expedstion o the South Seas in search of a supposed tregsure ssland.

They meet with many adventures. One day, Alec and Clive are lost m a
rocky and cavernous part of the island. They sit doyn o talk matiers over,
but itmmediately become the targets of a troop of huge apes, who throw pebbles
at them from the racks above. Alec examines one of the slones and finds it o
be one of those for which the party is searching !

They fall in ‘with a party of blacks led by a stalwart native nanicd OLTRA, ansi
an Irishman—one PETE STORBIN, who soon become firm friends with k.
Ireasure seekers. One wnight, Alec, whilst enjoying @ mwvonlight bathe, -
atlacked by a shark, and his rescue scems iinpossible,

(NVow read this week’s thrilling instalment.)

To the Rescue !

UT what could the occupants do, even if they reached him first>

B Directly they tried to pull him on board, the horrible monster would

scc that 1t was about to lose its prey, and would dash forward an
geize him. |

These thoughts passed through Alec’s mind in a flash, and they held out
no hope to him. But ke did not; tkerefore, give in. He continued swimming
doggedly and strongly, and the great shark came on behind, in no paxi-
cular hurry, as it seemed, vet drawing up surely at every yard. -

‘The cances were drawing up, too. As they came on, Alec saw that, in
the how of the first one, two natives werc standing up, Tho moonlight
gleamed on something in their hands, and they cigned to him to turn tn
one side.

It seemed to him a useless thing to deo, but he oheyed. He turncd off in
the direction that they had indicated. This touk him out of the direct
line to the leading eraft, and more in the way of the one which was a little
behind.

Suddenly the two standing up in the first canoe threw themselves into
the water. With a great spurt they flashed past him, and though he could
uot see, he knew that they had interposed themselves between him and hix
dread e¢nemy. o

The leading canoe followed, and shot past him, too, tlien a mament or two
later the other one was beside him. Friendly arms, dark of skin but strong
of muscle, gripped him, and lifted him bodily out of the watcr, and laid
him at the bottom of the canoe. .

There he lay for a few seconds, panting and exhausted, but safe and
thankful. 'Then the thought of the two who had tlhrown them=ehes hetween
him and the monster of the scas made him try to get up in order to Jo
what he could to assist them --if, indeed, snch a thing were possible,
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'Uo his intease surprise, he fouiad that the people in the two caroes were
shouting and actually laughing, as though, in place of a tragedy, there
was nothing more going on than a swimming exhibition by the natives
who had jumped overboard.

The two first to leap overboard had been joined by several more, and the
cances, inslead of going on to aid them, were backing, just as if their only
1dea was to leave plenty of room for the performance.

And that, in fact, was what was happening. The natives who were
uow in the water were armed with long knives, and with them they were
boldly attacking the great fish.

1t is, of course, pretty generally known that the shark, owing to the pocu-
liar position of its terrible mouth, cannot seize its prey without first turning
on its back. This fact is taken advantage of by the natives in these scas
to enable them to boldly fight it in its own element,

So agile are they in the water, so rapid their movements, o lightning-
like their twists and turns and dives, that the big fish is slow and unwieldy
by comparison. They rush at it or dive under it, stab it with their long
knives, and dart away again to a cafe distance ere it can turn over to
sevze them.,

Thus they worry and exhaust the great fich, and wear it down, much as
a pack of wolves will wear down such fierce, powerful beasts as buffaloes
and other large animals. The chief danger to thein lies in a chance blow
ircm the creature’s furious, lashing tail. But so expert do they become 1u
this form of spcrt—so they regard it—that it is not often an accident
happens.

By this time several other canoes had come up, and the occupants ranged
themselves round in a semi-circle, that they might all have a view of
the fight.

One of these canoes hrought Clive and Storbin. Alec changed into it, and
{the two chums watched the proceedings with fascinated interest and amaze-
ment.

For a while, indeed, there was little to be made out beyond the commo-
tion in the water caused by the fierce rushes and struggles of the shark.

(‘olumns of water and spray were sent flying into the air, with sounds
like the beating of waves unon the shore, varied with a resounding crash
as the mighty tail flashed above the surface and struck the water on its
return,

1t was an exciting scene, rendered weira and fantastic by the mooubeams.
'These, glancing upon the seething turmoil of water around the big fish,
turned it to masees of glittering silver, from which showers of sparkling

diamonds kept shooting upwards in all directions.

Gradually the struggles of the monster grow feebler. The water took
on a darker and darker hue, till it turned to a lurid red. and the glistening
diamons of spray chianged to rubies.
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.Scon it could be scen that the shark was conquered, and it was not ]ong
before it,_floated motionless on the surface.

Then ropes were brought, and the carcase was towed to the shore, and
hauled up on the beach, amid the excited rejoicings of the victors.

(*live and Alec gazed in silent awe at its huge prepertions, whil~ the
nilll;es made their preparations for cutting it up and feastmg o the
ﬂes

* Where are the two brave fellows who came to my aid and ~o bravely
threw themselves into the water -between me and that awful brufe? Alec
asked, suddenly rousing up.

- I 'have asked Storbin about them,” Clive answered, ‘“and he told me
who they were.”’

** We must go with him and find them. I want to thank them and make
them some recompense, though whatever I can offer seems poor enough in
comparison with what they have done for me. But for their moble, uneelfish’
intervention,”” he added with a shudder, ‘I should now be inside t‘he maw
of this grisly brute.”

““ Sure,” said Storbin, ‘“it’s plazed they’ll be t’ see ye, and t' hecar a
koind wurd from ye; but if ye’ll tak’ me advoxce, ye won’'t offer thim
unythin’ in the way of a prisint >

" Eh? Why not?”’ Alec asked in surprise.

‘! Becaze,” returned Storbin slowly, “ it's sore hurt an’ offended they'd
be. They’re quite contint at having done ye a good turn in return for
phwat ye did for thim.”

' How do you megn? I don’t understand. Who are they, thenZ” Al'ec
queried, perplexed.

‘“I'neir names be Menga and Kalma, an’ they're two av the poor bhoys
ye helped t’ get cut av the clutches av Diego—the pirate’'s gang .

Oltra and his people stayed on for several days The natives made friends
with the doctor’s party, and initiated many of them besides Clive and Alec
into the mysteries of thefr methods of fishing, as well as swimming and
other accompliskments. .- :

With their king himself, and his henchman Storbin, Dr. Campbell had
daily talks.. The latter was glad of the information they were able to
impart, and anxious to gain from them as much as possible. He. had alsc
another important object in view:

The revelation of the existence on_the other side of the island of a depot
or settlement, and of men of the character of Pedro, Diego, and his gaung of
de yeradoes and cut-throats, had filled the doctor with serious uneasiness.

this was increased by the further debails and particulars Storbin was
able to give him of their capacity for mischief. |

So far as the yacht was concerned, the doctor had come provided with
all reasonable means of defence. She was, indeed, Storbint learned, better
fitted in fhis respect and better armed than he had thought likely. But
there were not enough fichting men to enable the leader to contemp ate
without anxiety the prospect of serious hostilities with Diego and his Land
of desperadoes.

As to Diego’s vessel, the Hawk, Storbin thought she might be nominally
much the same kind of ship as the doctor’s yvacht, that 1s to say, a steam
schooner; nor was there, perhaps, much difference in actual tonnage; but
the Hawk was better fitted for fichting and rough work generally. And
the men with whom she was manned were, of course, net only more
numerqus, but more accustomed to fighting than the crew of the Valda.

(Another thrilling instalment of this grand yarn next week.)
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