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i EIGHO! this is gruesome work,”
exclaimed Bowden Soell, asheleaned
back in his old Victerian chair and placed

a coczine lozenge in his mouth,

A particularly atrocicus crime had been
commiitted that morning in the suburb
of Slough, and Snell] in his capacity of
graphist to the Howrly Finsh, had been sent
to procure # record of it, by means of the
Antegraph, then coming into gereral use
with the news offices.

He had the advantage of possessing a

ood instrument, and fve or %ix minutes

ﬁad been sufficient in which to abtain good
retrospective views of the crime, from the
first frown of the murderer to the last dying
throe of the victim,

Bowden Snell was now developing the
film in his room at the Flask office, and
the aerocar which bad brought him was
still outside the large bay window swinging
gently to and fro at its moorings in the

- spmmer breeza.

It was now sixteen o'clock, and the pic-
tures were needed for the seventeen o'clock
Cedition. ‘The murderer had been caught
»of course; a constable, equipped with the
- new collapsible wings, ha& swooped down
‘on the guiity ruffian ere he had reached
Windsor, whither he was making, doubtless
ith the intention of taking an amerocar
om the rank on Castle Hill.

Bowden Snell was not youn g, being over
f, and the more rapid methods of the
made it difficolt for him to compete

- Mo, gf —Hoveunen <. V.
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with younger men; but the Flash people
retained him chiefly because of his exten-
give knowledge of the great province of
London.

His films completed and despatched
tube to the lower offices, Bowden Smnell
mechanically pressed a bulton in the wall
beside him, and commenced to apply him-
gelf voraciously to the resulting salmon
cutlets. The apartment and its conveni-
ences were placed entirely at his disposal
lay the proprietors of the Flazk, and being
a lonely man—a widower in fact—Bowden
=nell made it almost his home.

He had scarcely eaten a mouthful when
the room was suddenly darkened by the
apparition of a second aerocar of strange
old-fashioned construction, which bumped
clumsily agrinst Soell’s own machine, and
ultimately drew up at the window.

Immediateiy a young man, clad in white
from head te [oot, leaped into the room.
His face was brown with exposore to the
sun, and ha looked anxious and travel-worn.

w Arbuthnot ! " exclaimed Bowden Snell,
“you here?  What on earth LA

““ Ah, how familiar it sounds to hear
one of your dear old-fashioned sayings,
Mr. Snell,” said the new-comer. '*On earth
indeed | when I haven't touched earth for
sixteen hours, Do give me a bite of some-
thing, for Heaven's sake; I'm amishing,”
and the young man looked longingly at the
salmon cutlets.

Still bewildered, the other turned to the
wall and burriedly pressed a number of
buttons.

“ Steady, I say; steady,” said the young
man, with a faint smile. * Hoast turkey,
cold salad, mushrooms, fried soles, Bur-
gundy—a bit of a mixture, eh? "
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Somewhat confused, the elder man
checked himself and turned from the
buttons.

# But how is it you are here 7 ' he asked.
“I thought you were in Japan, helping to
develop that part of the empire.!

] must talk and eat at the sama time,™
replied Arbuthnot. * Potatoes, stuffing,

and green peas, if you don't mind—thanks.
Snell, [ am in great trouble.”

Ir.

- A FOUMRG MAN GFRANG INTO THE ROOM;, LEAVING HIF AERDCAR
Qursine "

# Hum, it hasn't aMected your appetite,
at any rate," smd the other,

“ Perhaps not; but I can tell you the
air of the Ghauts is pretty keen, at least
1 found it so this moming as 1 came
through.”

# Well, don't hurry yourself; I'll go on
with my own luncheon,” said Snell, re-
seating himself,

“ All right,'’ replied Arbuthnot, with his
mouath full, “1 won't waste more time
than I can help. Listen: I took to I]apan
with me two telepathic instruments.”

“Ah, a lady's whim, ehf" suggested
Bowden Snell.

“ Something of my own idea as well,"”
replied the young man, a slight flush over-
spreading his handsome fce. * You ses,
ong couldo’t be running home hers to
England every few weeks,
and Ally and I theught it
would be nice to sit and
talk to each other some-
times, even though thou-
sands of miles of clouds
foated between us,”
Bowden Snell nod-
ded indulgently; and
Arbuthnot, leaning
back with a sigh, lit a
cigarette—he was a
steady young man,
and abstained [rom
drugs.,

# Now this morn-
ing a strange thing
= happened,” he con.
tinued. *You
must understand I
have one iostru-
ment upstairs and
the other down in my
gilting-room ; it isn't
always so easy to hit
the matk n Japam,
you know, owing to
the earthquakes, so
that when Ally missed
one with a message
the chances were that she
would hit the other."

i ] cpa,"
4 WWeall, [ was sitting down
having a smoke after the
day's work—aof course it was
evening there —when the
gignal of the instrument
clicked, and I instantly
placed my ear to it. ‘Lhen
I heard my dar—Ally's voice, 1 mean,
scemingly in preat distress, calling me,
saying, * Help, help, Jack!| [ am being
carried away,’ and then there wasad
sitence,”’

The young man paused, and passed @
trembling hand across hisdamp brow. He
want on— =

| rushed upstairs to the other iosiry-
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"THEY ROSZ OVER THE DOME OF BT, PATL'S AND SPED
IWAY TH AN EASTERLY DHRECTION.'"

ment, thinking that possibly it might be catching
what the other missed, but I heard nothing more,
rhnllgl1 I shouted continually."

“ Shouting’s never any good; only rattles the
mechanism,” said Bowden Soell. “Of course
you took the direction 7™

“*Yes, | thought of that," replied Arbuthnot.
It was due west, and two degrees from normal."

' T'wo degrees from normal, eh | "' repeated the
other, musingly. Then he took a serap of paper
from his pocket and made a few mapid calcula-
Liams, at the end of which he exclaimed—

** Hullo, she must have been in the air then."

* OF course,” answered the young men, * that
is how I worked it out; three hundred fest fram
the ground, and fifty miles south of Greenwich.”

“About that,” concurred Bowden Snell.
“Well, what are you going to do, and what dao
you want of me?’

1 thovght of you immediately," said Arbuth-
not, "and, placing a few food-pellets in my
pocket, 1 jumped en my machine and came
away justas I was, Luckily my aeracar, which
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is, as you see, one of the old-fashioned
ones— I can't afford a new one—was
charged, and I can tell you I made ber
rattle coming along over Thibet, Russia,
and Germany. Once I caught up the
daylight, yet it took me sixteen hours to
do the journey,” he concluded, apologeti-
cally.

Bowden Snell smiled grimly. Hethought
of the old days of his boyhood, when a
voyage from Japan was considersd a very
serions undertaking, occupying weeks of
wearisome crawling over land and water,

v And now,” cried the young man, jump-
ing up from his chair, * 1 have come to you,
my father's old friend, to ask you to help
ma. You know this great province of
L.ondon aswell asany man, and, MOregver,
your particular cccupation gives you im-
nense facilities for discovering what I want
to know."

« And that is? "

« 1 want to find Ally,” said Arbuthnot.
«71 am to blame for wasting time as | have,
but I was really famishing."

1 \What is she like, to begin with ? ™ asked
Bowden Snell.

s (Oh, I forgot; you have never seen
her, have you? " replied the young man.
“ Look,” and taking a small case from his
hreast-pocket be handed it to Smnell, who
said as he toolk it—

w] wae in Canada the afternoon you
brought her to my house remember, 50
that, as you say, 1 never have scen her,"
He then applied his eye to an aperture in
the case, and pressed a knob. Instantly a
faint ticking sound was heard, and the
holder started violently, ‘** Young man,
who is this girl? What is her name? "
he asked apitatedly as he returned the
CHSE.

“ Do vou know her? " said Arbuthnot
in surprise at the effect the vitograph bad
prodoced on his companion.  ** Her name
is Seine: at least—'"" and the young man
hesitated a moment—*that is the name
she poes by—Alexandra Seine. To tell you
the truth, her real mame is not known.
She was discovered in Paris when we en-
tered the city in '3o. Of course, she was
only a tiny child then, and as no clue to
her identity could be found, they christened
her Alexandra, after the then Dowager
Empress, and Seine after the river on the
banks of which she was found. An Eng-
lish la.r]F adopted her, and that's all her
history."

Bowden Snell had been sitting with his
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face buried in hiz bands whilst the young
man had been speaking.

% Paris |—1g3o l—my little Violet—ean
it be ? ™" he cried disjointly; '* the very sama
smile —her very movements! "

« Your daughter | ™ exclaimed Arbuthnot
in amagement, momentarily forgetting the
urgency of his errand.

i Vee yes, Come here & moment,” and
the elder man led him to the far end of
the apartment, which was curtained off,
and there facing a blank white wall stood,
un a pedestal, a box-shaped machine some-
what resembling the old magic-lanterns
pictured in the Ewks of our boyhood. It
was evidently fixed there for film-testing
purposes.

Snell drew the curtains after them, and
they stood almost in darkness, Carefully
taking a small square sheet of gelatinous
substance from his pocket-book, he inserted
it in the instrument and pressed a knob at
the side. Instantly a bluish flame kindled
within, and on the blank wall appeared the
life-sized figure of a pretty woman dressed
in the late Victorian style—large sleeves,
curled hair, skirts reaching to the ankles
and all. Shesmiled bewitchingly, vet with
a slight touch of sadness, and held out her
arms towards the mute observers, her lips
moving at the same time: then she seemed
to step forward, and the vision faded.

wMy Ally to the life!™ exclaimed
Arbuthnot; “but how did you get her
graphilm? And in that queer costume!
Was it a masquerade? "

“ That was not * Ally,’ as you call her,™

lied Bowden Snell; it was her mother,
and my dear dead wife. If [ could have
inserted her wvoice-record at the same
time, I have no doubt it would have been
a further proof, but the cylinder is at
home.™
h.g“ Your wife ! ** cried Arbuthoot, * Can it

: i

i | gerved with the City Imperial Volun-
teers at the Siege of Parisin '10," replied
Bowden Snell as he carefully replaced the
film in his book, * My wife and child were
in Paris when the war brokecut. My wile
was killed by a chance shell; our bahe, it
seams, escaped.” Then, subduing his ema-
tion with an effort, he seized Arbuthnot
by the arm and exclaimed, © Come, coife,
let us find her: don't ask guestions Dow,
let us away!"

#Yee said Arbuthnot, * but whither?
We have no clue.”

i Let me thinle, let me think,” said Snell,
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passing his hand over his forehead; then, stepping quickly across the room, he
pressad a knob in the wall, causing a little shutter to |:ta,ll_

“What place? " asked '

a faint voice,

“Give me the whole
of East London, from
Greenwich to St, Paul's,"
replied Bowden Snell, “in
sections of sguare miles."

“It's rather dark," said
the wvoice, grumblingly,
“but I'll try.” it

" Come, Arbuthnot, you
had better look as well "
said Snell, motioning the
young man-to-his E.I-EE:-

The two men applied
their eyes to circuku
orifices in the wall, and
walled.

“D}o you see any-
thing " asked Arbuth.
not, presently.

* Maothing,"" replied the
other, “eonly the wusual
crowd of aerocars above
and athletes walking in
the streats below, t ig
almost too dark to dis.
cern faces, [ can sse no
car that 1s suspicious.
Stay! Ah, nol—only
some  air-sailors drinking
absinthe."

““What is to be done # "
exclaimed Arbuthnot, de-
spairingly,

“You there?™ called
Snell.

*Yes," cama the voice
in reply.

*Give me a line due
east of Greenwich straight
away to the sea."

"*Apparatus only
peEches  Swanley ;  line
broken down,'" came the
reply.

“%What a nuisancel
When will they perfect
these things? ' =said Ar-
buthnot, impatiently.

" (rive meas far as you
can then," cried Snell.

4 Right."

" Now then, keep your
EE open,’”” warned tha

Br man,

HLook!™ Arbuthmat

“'HE BROTVIED LUSTILY TO TRAVERS IN HIS CAR THE "MINUTE GoON.""™
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cried suddenly, * there she is!" and then
Snell clicked a switch on his lelt.

# I've checked it,"” he said,” in tones of
suppressed excitement. * You are sure it
ig she ? '

“ Quite,'" said Arbuthmot, agitatedly

“HE FICKED UP S0ME HALL-SHAPED OBJECT AND: 98
HURLED 1T AT HIS INTERRUPTERS.

“ but who is the man with her? I cannot
see.’’

“sreat Heavens] "Eagle Malvowley: 1
might have guessed it, the fiend ! cried
Bowden Snell.

“ Malvowley | "What, he that owns the
sacret castle in the Balkans?' gueried
Arbuthnot, breathlessly.

“The zame,” answered Bowden Snell:
“ he is beaning her thither, the villain. But
where are they ? We must follow at once.”

* I cannot understand,'' said Arbuthnot,
straining s eyes at the aperture, * thers
is open sea beneath, and yet the operator
said——"

““You there? *' came the voice.

“Well # " said Snell, quickly.

*The instrument iz a little out of order.
By mistake [ started you from she French
end ; you have checked it in mid-channel,”
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“That is all right, thank you,” =aid
Snell, “That explains it," he said, turn.
ing to his companion ; * but let us watch.
How is this—they seem stationary ? ™

% They are stationary,’’ cried Arbuthnot,
after a moment. *Come, let us away.”

Eowden Snell turned off the
knob and followed the younger
man to the window,

"My machine,” he
gaid  brefly, it 15 the
gwifter,"

Arbuthnot leaped in, and
Bowden 5Snell fol-
lowed him.,

With a2 whiz and
a fHutter they rose
through the cool
evening air and, after
soaring  undecidedly
over the ancient dome
of St. Paul's, sped
away in an easterly
direction,

The air was fairly
full of business cars,
which rose in shoals
from the
heart of the
province and
dropped In
varous sub-
urbs about
Essex, Suffolk, and
Kent.

Once away from the great
centre, however, gur travellers
were abie to put on full speed,
and in a few minutes the sil-
very gleam of the Channel appeared in
sight.

They searched the air with strained eyes
as they sped along ; bot, beyond the usual
Continental and Far East cars, they saw
nothing of consequence, )

As vﬁ]l::.r neared the sea they decided to
descend, and dropped lightly at the very
witer's edge, on a secluded beach between
Dover and Folkestone. They stepped out
on the yielding sand, and stood by the
rippling Waves. _ _

A hope full moon was just appeanng
above the horizon, and its pale beauty was
reflacted in touches of silver on the darken-
ing sea, Far above them a few asrocars
walted their wa¥ towards their vanous
destinations, and the alert customs oficers
in their crimson-painted machines Hitted
restlessly hither and thither.
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The two men stood silent for a few mo- But, with a shout of thanks, Bowden
ments, awed by the beauty and sclitude of Snell and Arbuthnot were already soaring
the scens. over the sea,

“We ara beaten,” bitterly exclaimed “He's just back from Baden Races—
Arbuthnot at last, lucky | saw him," muttered the former, as

“Wait,” said Bowden Snell as he nar-  he pulled out all the speed-bars.
rowly scanned an approaching car; " if I Arbuthnet was in a =tate of herce

am not pgreatl
mistaken tﬁ }'
im Travers nf the
finnte Guu. It
looks lLke s nia-
<hine; yes, it is.
Above there, Trn-
vers! " he shauted
Justily.

# Hello, Snell "
came the reply,
“ what's amiss? ™
and the car
swooped gracefully
to within a few
vards of their
heads, Travers
looking over the
side at his fellew
graphast.

' Have you seen
'Eagie bMalvowley
in your travelg?™
asked Saeil.

‘* Just  passed
him about half
‘way across,’’ was
the welcome an-
swer;, *“he bad
had a breakdown
— jammed lever,
1 fancy—and is
flutterng  about
like » wounded
gull.”

“ Anyone with
bim?"  shouted
Arbuthnot, as with
Snell he stepped
hastily aboard
their machine.

*“Couldn't see;
too dark,” rephed
Travers, as he re-
surried his progress
Londonwards.
** Anything special
on?™ he called
back, *II s0, te-
lepath us at the

omce, thﬂ'l:‘.-"b'v i THR BBNE FELIL. VACK OX MALVOWLEL S OWN CAE, SCATTHERING THE MACHINE
geed fellow. INTO A MILLION FRAGMENTS.
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excitement ; he peered anxiously forward,
and at length his bloodshot eyes detected
a fluttering objeck between himself and the
full-orbed maocon,

Mutely he grasped Snell's arm and
pointed. _

w1 see,” said the other, laconically ; and
with a skilfully executed upward swoop
he guided the machine to within a dozen
yards of the apparently uncontrollable
fugitive car, in which a tall, shght man "|"-':l|:|'l
a dark, saturnine countenance was uttering
vicious oaths, and spitefully hammering at
some part of the machinery.

Arbuthnot jumped recklessly on to the
high platiorm of their car, and with a
gasp of mingled fear and relief !::eha]-:l the
beloved object of his search lying on the
bottom of the other machine, to all appear.
ance lifeless.

Malrowley was 50 anEErImEE.l::J in his task
that he had not noticed the approach of
his pursuers, but a fierce hail from Arbuth-
not causaed him to leap up.

With an execration he picked up some
ball-shaped cbject and hurled it at his
interrupters, but in his sudden surprise he
missed his aum.

Bowden Snell hastily seized a lever and
drew it baclk with a jerk. The car rose
vertically some filty feet above Mal-
vowley's, -

+ Wippite bomb,” said Snell, with a
white face, s the missile struck the water
below and burst with the soft seductive
whirr of that deadly explosive.

“ You are helpless, Malvowley," cried
Arbuthnot, * Hand over Miss Seine at
once.”

i Come and take her,' yelled Malvow-
ley, defiantly ; “ I won’t miss you a second
time,” and he seemed to apply himself
again to the task of repairing his gear,

U We must boaed him,'’ said Soell ; it is
our only chance. Ifheonce gets his machine
in band again he will be the other side of
Europe in five minutes, She's o racer,
built foer the America Cup Race of last
year. 1 will swoop close to him, and you
must leap for it.”

I try i, said Arbuthnot, desperately.
« If 1 miss, you must descend on the chance
of picking me wp.™

“ Now, then" cried Snell, as they swept
down.

With a fast-beating heart Arbuthnot
hurled himsell into the car, knocking the
gurprised Malvowley into a corner, whers
he lay momentarily stunned,
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With lightning movements the young
man seized the unconscious girl in his
arms and passed her over to Bowden Siell,
who, pale as death, stood ready to receive
her, Arbuthnot had scarcely time to leap
back after when Malvowley recovered him-
gelf, and, with horrible ocaths, roshed to
the side of his car.

“ Curse youl™ he shrieked, * I'll wreck
you; I'll send you all to etermty "

" Up—up—quick ! " shouted Arbuthnot,
“another bomb | ™

They rose with sickening speed, and
Malvowley, foaming with demonizcal raF%'E,
hurled another deadly missile up afrer
them, putting all his strength inte the
attempt.

They were too quick, however, and the
bomb fell back again on Malvowley's own
car, exploding on the contact, and scatter-
ing the machine and its unbappy occupant
into a million [ragments.

Some of the wreckage struck the victors
a5 they still soared upwards, but they were
rising too rapidly to suffer any imjury.
When at last, pale and trembling, they
found courage to look down, only a few
pieces of foating wood and aluminium far
below remained as witnesses of "Eagle
Malvowley's fearlul end. To their great
joy, Snell and Arbuthnot discovered that
the rescued girl bad merely fainted, and
in & short time the keen upper air révived
her.

It appeared that Malvowley had swooped
unexpectedly down upon her as she wasg
walking on a lonely road near Reading,
and despite her eries had carried her off,
She had retained presence of mind enough
to note the sun's position and rapidly m
the mental calcolation necessary in order
to obtain her lover's exact direction; she
then telepathed, but ere many thoughts
had left her brain, her captor had sus-
pected something, and brutally flung her
into the bottom of the car.

Having telepathed to allay the natural
anxiety of her guardian at Reading, they
sped back to Snell’s private house at Bex-
ley. The happy girl smilingly caressed
her lover's hand, and leaning her head
against her newly-found father's shoulder,
said brnghtly — '

“ Rescued maiden; long-lost daoghter.
It seems like one of the old-fashioned
novels, doesn't it #

“ Romance is never old-fashioned, my
dear; it is for all time,” smid
Snell.





