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the Author of ‘‘ The
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AUTHOR'S NOTE.

Nelson Lee and Nipper are at St. I'rank’s Co
altentions of the murderous Chinese Secret Society, the Fu Chang
T'ong, whose hatred they have incurred.
school tn the characters of marter and pupil, Nelsun Lee and |
Nipper, nevertheless, find many opportunities to utilise their unique
detective ability in various mysterious and adcenturous cases.

llege, to escape the

Although living sn the |

CHAPTER 1L
(Set down by Nipper.)

IN WHICH TOMMY WATSON PAYS FOUR-

PENCE FOR SOMETHING HE DOXSN'T WANT !

' OOTBALL!”’ exclaimed Edward
F Oswald Handforth disgustadly.
“ A fat lot of football we shall
have in this rotten downpour!”’
“ It’s shockin’, dear fellow!”
“ Awful!”
‘ Too rotten for words!”’
“Just about the limit!”

There wasn’t a single dissentient
voice. Every member of the Ancient
House junior football - eleven agreed
with singular unanimity that the weather
was simply vile. 1 thought worse things
of it personally, but didn’t voice them.
But Handforth, who was never to bs sup-
pressed, continued his wail at great
length.

““ Never knew such beastly weather!”
he shouted, glaring round as though
somebody had disputed the statement.
‘““ For weeks past it's been freezing and
snowing, and we’ve had a fine lot of skat-
ing. But footer’s been forgotten. What
with the snow and frost, the game wasn’t
suitable. “And now, when the weather’s
turned mild again, I'm jiggered if it
doesn’t rain cats and dogs on the very
first day we arrange a match! It was
gloriously fine yesterday, too!”’

“ My dear chap, it’s no good growung
at me!”" I said cheerfully, finding that
Handforth was fixing his indignant eyes
upon me. ‘I amm’t responsible for the
weather, am 1?”

‘“ No; but you're responsible 1+ foot-
ball fixtures,”” declared Handiorth.
“ You're skipper of the team—ait!:ough
that’s sheer rot, on the face of 11! I'm
the ’(’:hap to lead the Fossils to victory

“ Fathead!”

It was raiber remarkable how that
word 1ssued from a dozen mouths at the
same time. But Edward Oswald Hand-
forth merely sniffed.

“ Oh, I'm used to tnis jealousy ' he
said bitterly. “ As I was saving. Ben-
nett’s respounsible for football ﬁxturus.
Why the dickens couldn’t he arvvange to
have this match on a fine day” Just like
his rot to choose a wet afternoon ??

“You silly ass!” I roared. ¢ This
match was fixed with Christine a4 week
ago! fHow were we to know what the
weather would be like this afternoon? If
you can’t talk seunsibly, Hundy, you’d
better dry up!”’

‘““ Dear fellow, that's impos.,”” said Si
Montie Tregelhs - West langnidly.
‘* Handforih can’t dry up, you know. He
runs on like the ripplin’ brook—on'y the
brook must be in l‘food, begad!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

It was a very half-hearted laugh, fov
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cverybody was feeling pretty nuscrable,
Handforth snorted us he tuwrned his
withering gaze upon Tregellis-West.

““ I suppose you think that’s funny?Y”
ha sneered. ’

** Dear boy, not at all!

*“I -am what?”’

** Funny, Handy boy,”’ satd Sir Montie
sweetly.

“I've heard it's always the fate of
great men to be sneered at,”” said Hand-
forth, shrugging his shoulders. ‘¢ That’s

why lgou sneer at e, I suppose.”

You are.”’

““ Fat lot of greatness in you!” grinned
Owen major. *‘ Perhaps you'’re right,
though,”” he added reflectively. ¢ Come
to think of it, you are great, Handy.”

Handforth nodded.

“ Glad to see somebody recognises it,”
he said pleasantly.

““ Your head’s great.” continued Owen
major. ‘ The chap’s call it a fat head,
but that’s a rude way of referring to 1t.
It's my opinion, Handforth, that its
greatness is because of a natural swellirg.
That's what you've got, old chap—
swelled head. It might be water on the
brain that’s causing i1t. Anyhow, you're
great.”

‘* Ha, ha, ha"’

Handiorth didn’t look quite so satisfied.

““I don’t want any of your rotten
cheek, Owen major!” he bawled. ¢ 1f
vou ain't careful I'll punch yor =illy
nose !”’

I grinned and turned to the doorway,
leaving Handforth and. Owen major to
wrangle it out between themselves. We
were all in the lobby of the Ancient
House. crowding vound the door.

The Triangle was deserted and dreary.
Rain was drenching down with pitiless
regularity. It drove across the Triangle
in shcets, and everything was soaking
and sodden. The rain had sturted on
Thursday, and had continued for howrs:
but on the Friday afternoon the sun had
shone with almost spring-like brilliaicy.
Everybody had felt happy.

But now, on the Saturday half-holiday.
black clouds had rolled up, and they were
delivering theinselves with unusual force.
I hadn’t seen it rain so bhard all the win-
ter. . By the iook*of things at present,
there wasn’t going to be any change for
months.

The River Siowe, which ran at ihe
bottom of the playing-fields. was already
rvorflowing its hanks 10 certaim ‘districts.
Some of  1ae  fellows—empreudly i

SCIliGl'S — Were ”nt‘li‘ :H"d\lJ
gravely:

Several years before a serious flocd had
occurred af St. Frauk's, and if the ratns
continued much longer there would pro-
bably be a repetition. And the thought
of the playing-fields being flooded wasn't
a pleasant one. But it was uo gocd
worrying over what might happen.

“It’s no good growling,” I remcrked
to my two study chums, 8ir Montie Tre-
gellis-West and Tommy Watson. ¢ There
are other half-holidays coming, and we
shall have plenty of chances of whackiui
the College House before the seasou’s
over. This rain’s only saved the Mouks
a defeat.”

‘“ Begad., that's onc way of lnokin’ at
it,”’ smiled Sir Montie. *“ Therc's nothin’
like lockin’ at the cheery side. What’s
the good of bein’ miserable? Just thirk
of the good this rain's doin’!”’

“Yes, to ducks!” grunted Wat:an.
‘“ Rain like this does a lot more harm
than good, Moutie. I reckon—— Ilalls!
What the dickens it

Something had suddenly buuiped iuto
Tommy’s back, and we turned from the
doorway. The ‘ samething ’’ was a foet-
ball, and Tommy glared.

‘““ What's the game?’ he demanded.
“ Who kicked that dirty thing at me?”

“ Sorry !’ chuckled Habbard, of the
Remove. ‘‘It’s not dirty, Watson—""

‘“ Look here! .YWow’d better not kick
that ball about in the lobby,> I inter-
rupted, frowning. *‘ Dash it al, there's
not room for footer here! Besides, #t's
against the rules, and you'll only have
a prefect down on you!”

“ Rats! We'll risk that,” said Halw
bard.

“If we can't have a pioper pawme,
there’s no harm in a bit of fun,” added
Owen major. * On un afternoon like
this the prefects will wink at us. Paes
it over, Hubby ! I'll bet you can’t dribble
like this!”’

Owen major got the ball, and gave an
exhibition of ¢ gribbling." Unfortun::t 'ly
he tripped on the mat, and the exhibition
ceased abruptly, amidst much laughter
Football in the lobby was not exactly
ideal ; but in less than a minute half the
tcam were engaged In an  exciting
scramble. :

I only made cne attempt to put a stop
to it. There war some excuse for the:
Removites on such a miserable aftey-
noen.  &ix Mopuie and® Temmy awl [
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stood well back, lboking on. If a prefect
came we should probably be given .ines
with the others, but wo had to risk that

The weather had made nearly every-
body irrftable and gloomy. Some fellows,
of course, were quite contont—fellows
such as Fullwood and Co. and Cecil de
Valerie. Just lately De Valerie lad
comne out of his shell, so to speak. Hu
had bheen very reserved and exolusive
durmg his first week or two at &t
Frank’s, and his unplessant manners iwed
caused the juniors to nickname him the
Rotter.

And now, as 1 had anticipated
along, he was chumming with the Nuts.
This afternoon he was probably helping
to make the smoke denser in Btudy A,
and joining in a game of banker or nap.
Fullwood and Co. considered themsels es
gay and manly; everybody else con-
sidered that they were rank outsiders.

In the lobbK the juniors were paying
attention to the wild scramble after the
football. Nobody paid any heed to ‘hp
hissing rain out in the Trangle. ¢ ]
nudged my chums after a while.

‘“ Let's go along to the study,” I seid
“1It's getting chilly here.”

* Just as you likc, dear boy,’
Sir Montie languidly.

We were about to move away when we
heard a footstep on the soaking gravel
outside, .and then a scraping of fget on
the stone steps. Just at that moment
however, Handforth charged like a bull
into the crowd of juniors. He trappel)
the football b{) sheer weight, bowhne
Hubbard and Owen major and Chur:h
over in the operation.

‘“ Watch me kick a goal!” roarcd
Handforth.

He* kicked hard, obviously with the
smiable intention of shooting the ball vat
into the Triangle. Then he would chuckle
while wmebo& went to fetch it. Hand-
forth’'s sense of humour was sometimes
rather curious. He quite overlooked the
fact that he would probably be pitched
out after the ball himself.

The leather shot from his foot and
whizzed towards the doorway. [ only
just dodged in time. But the next escond
there was a loud thud, followed by a
gusp. This, again, was followed by
sundry bumps on the stepes.

I turped round swiftly, and the othcrs
presse und the doorway. Sprawlin
on the stops was Mr. Jeremiah Mudford,
the local postman. Hc was simph

nl

agree-}

smnthered, and a smear on lus capn
showed where the footbull had hit hi.

“ Oh, my lor'!”” he gasped, sitting np
in a puddle. * What will you youn:
gents be hup to next? Took me fuir b,
surprise. Oh, my lor’!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You're mudd now, ain't you,
Muddy?’’ grinned Hubbard.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Your naume euits yon down to the
ground !’ chuckled Tommy Wats.n.
‘“ But it’s a bit rotten, you know. Ha i !
lortl’n' ought to be chucked out him:clt

“ Rats!" bawled Handforth. * Ry
was I to know that Muddy was just com
ing in? It was his own silly fault’ Like
bis cheek, anyhow, butting in just as |
was kicking a goal!”’

Considering the result of Handforth's
kick, this romark was not only unfechng
but moet uncalled for.

Mudford picked himself up and
grinned. He was a most good-tempered
hep in overy way, and, in consequencs.
the juniors took advangage of him. Other
postmen would probably have reported
the matter te the Housernaster.

“ Rogular young warmints—blowed it
ou ain't!”’ murmured Muddy. ‘* Not us
'm a-blamin’ of you, young gents! 1
allus says a boy can't hel f, an’ s0
it’s no good a-punishin’ J ‘ems. But I'm
rog’lar soaked, 1 aoi—reg’lar soaked!”

‘“ Novor mind, Muddy! We'l attend
to Handforth afterwarda !’ 1 chuckled.

“ Rats!”’ roared Handforth. ‘' It wys
Muddy's fault—" .

“I'm veal sorry if it was, younys
gents,”’ put in Mudford. ‘* But, sevin’
as I didn’t receive no warnin', 1 worn't

propared like.”’
it wasn't your fault,

“0Of course

Muddy,” 1 said. ‘' But these sccidents
will happen when fathends like Handfortl:
get playing Qbout. You’re early this
afternoon, ain't you?”’

“ Got any lettors for nie?"’ usked Teddy
Long, pushing his tubby form througn
tho crowd. ‘' I'm expecting two or shroc
remittunces——"’

‘¢ Sorry, Master Long, but thure ain’t
no letier for you.”

*“ Oh, rotten !’ - said the sneak of th-
Roemove. ‘T shall have to burrow ten
bob olf you, Hubby."”

Hubbard grinnmf

“If I had ten quid, ycu woulda't bae
ww anythang off me,”’ ho said caududly.
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' As it happens. I've got sevenpence
and a bent halfpenny.”

Mudford commenced  distributing
several letters to the fellows. Usually,
of course, he delivered them to a prefect
or a master. But on a half-holiday, when
the fellows were about, they took their
own leiters. Juniors who weren’t handy
had to wait until the usual distribution
later on.

‘“ Begad, one for me !’ said Sir Montie,
1aking a letter. *‘ It’s from my uncle, 1
suppose. Dear boys, we shall be able to
have shrimp paste for tea! What on
earth’s that you’ve got, Tommy?"

Mudford was handing Tommy Watson
-a bulky envelope of foolscap size.

‘“ I reckon this must be for you, Master

Watson,”” said the postman. & There
" ain’t any other young gent o’ your name
at St. Frank’s, is there?”

““ No, I'm the one and only!”’ grinned
Watson.

“ This 'ere letter ain’t addressed pro-
per, as you might say,” explained Mud-
ford. ‘It jest says ¢ Watson’; no
mitials, nor nothin’. An’ this ’ere letter
looks queer to me. somehow,”” he added,
[rowning at another. ¢ Sesme Younker,’
or summat like that. It seems to be
furrin’—"’

I grinned.
“ Why, that’s for Yakama,” I said. i
‘“ You there, Jappy?” l

The Japancse junior in the Remove.
Sessue Yakama, pushed forward, and
took his letter. I saw that Tommy

Watson was frowning at the long
envelope. -
‘* I say, Benny, what’s this funny-look-

g stamp here?”’ he asked.

““ Why,- there’s fourpence to pay on
that letter!” I said. * That’s the special
post-office maik, you know. The giddy
thing was posted without a stamp on it.
You've forgotten to collect fourpence,
Muddy !’ T added.

The postman looked almost scoved.

** There! I knew there was suminat !
e exclaimed. ¢ I'm that inuddled an’
flustered, I don’t know wot I'm a-doin’
of ! That'll be fourpence, Master Watson,
if yon don't mind. I'm real sarry,” he
added apologetically. It worn’t my
doin’, an’ if I don’t tuke the money |
-hall have to pay it—"

“ That’s all right!”’ said Watson, hand-
ing over a sizpence. *‘ Blow the change,
Muddy! T'ra blessed if T ean make out
what this thing is, Denny!  Let's go

[ R
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along to the study and squint at it
properly.”

We left the crowd, and passed along
the Remove passage until we came to
Study C. We went in and closed the
door. A cheerful fire was burning, and
the little apartment looked very cosy.

“It’s a fiver, dear fellows!”’ said Sir
Montie, with satisfaction. *¢‘ It’s a shock-
in'ly small amount, but we mustn't
grumble these hard times.” ,

““ Rats to your fiver!” growled Watson,
going over to the window. “ What do
you make of this? I can’t think where
it’s come from, or who sent it! Just
look at the scrawling Writinq, too!”’

We all.examined 'Tommy’s letter with
interest.

It was certainly a most unusual mis-
sive to receive. The envelope was a
foolscap one, and the contents seemed to
be somewhat bulky. But the most sur-
prising thing was the manner of the
address. It was simply marked: ‘“ Wat-
son, St. Frank’s,”” in a wretchedly pen-+
cilled scrawl. Just below . this, in blue
pencil, were the words: * St. Francis’s
College, Bellton.”

I frowned as I gazed at it. -

“ That last bit was added by the post-
office people,” I said. ¢ The letter was
insufficiently addreszed, and so they
shoved that on.. And what’s that up in
the corner?”’ .

I took the letter and examined it more
closely. It had been dropped in the mud
—not on the steps of the Ancient House
—for the mud was all dried. And with
dificulty I deciphered the words:
‘“ Please post.”’

‘“ That’'s  queer!”’ I
““ ¢ Please post’! Why couldn’t the
sender post it himself? Left i1t for a
clerk or somebody, I cxpect. It looks
like a business thing. And the clerk
must have forgotten to stamp it,” -

Tommy Watson scratched-his head.

‘““ But it was posted in Helmford,” he
said, looking at the postmark. ¢ That’s
only ten or twelve miles away! .I don’t
know a giddy soul in Helmford. I sup-
pose there can’t be a mistake?”’

““ The name is Watson right enough!”
I.said. ‘“ And you’re the only Watson
here, Tommy. There can’t be any
bloomer. Don’t you recognise the hand-
writing?”’

“ That scrawl!”’ said Tommy, wrink-
ling his brow. ‘‘Seems to be :a bhit
familiar somehow, but that may be only
fancy.”? : -

remarked.

-
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4Sir Montic yawned.

‘ Maf I make a suggestion?”’ he asked
languidly.

“Well?” /

““ Why not open it, Tommy boy?" said
Tregellis-West. ¢ That’ll stop all this
borin’ conjecture, won't it? PeoPle
generally open letters to see who they're
from, I believe. It’s quite a well-known
method, begad.”’

Tommy Watson grinned and slit the
envelope open.

CHAPTER 1I.
(Nipper continues.)
THE MYSTERIOUS PLANS—AND THE PARA-
GRAPH IN THE ‘‘SUJSEX TIMES.”
IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST
S and I looked on with interest while
Watson opened the mysterious
letter. We were naturally curious,
and we had no secrets from one another.

‘“ Well, I'm jiggered!” said Tommy
blankly.

He had pulled out the comter's, and
now held in his hand another toolscap
envelope of a slightly smaller size. It
was absolutely blank, and a heavy red
seal secured the flap.

‘““ Well, of all the rummy goes!"”’ went
on Tommy. ‘ What the dickens is this?”’

“ Ain’t there a letter, dear boy?”

Watson looked into the outer envelope
and shook his head. :

‘“ Nothing more!”” he replied. I say,
I wonder if this is a fat-headed practical
joke of somebody’s? One of those silly
Monks may have done it, just for a lark,
so that I should have to pay fourpence
for nothing!”’

I grinned.

¢“ That may be the explanation,”” I re-
plied. ‘‘ Bob Christine might have done
1t, but I can’t quite believe it, somehow.
Not much fun in it, anyway. And it’s a
rotten trick to post a letter without a
stamp on!”’

‘“ Christine’s idea of a jape, 1 suppose,”’
growled Watson. “ We shall find another
envelope inside this one, and then another
and another until we get to a scrap of
paper at the finish. I expect we shall find
some words like ¢ Ever been had? or
‘ Sold again!” Silly lot of rot, I call it!”’

Tommy was inclined to be grumpy, and
Sir Montie and I chuckled. '

‘“ Dear boy, why will you keep suppos-
in’ all these things?’’ asked Tregellis-West

|

|

called me

mildly.  “‘ You're ounly guessin’, an
Benny’s often told me that guessin’ is u
frightfully bad habit.”

Watson tore open the other flap, and
grinned rather sheepishly as he prepared
to take out another envelope. He was
cqutte sure that the thing was a joke of
some sort. But there was no other cover-
ing, and Tommy drew out some folded
sheets of thick, expensive paper.

‘““ Hallo! We were wrong, after all'"
he exclaimed. ¢ What the deuce "

He was unfolding the sheet:, and we
then saw that they were plans of some
sort, iIntricately executed drawings of
some machine or other. There was
nothing to show whom they belong to or
what tT‘.ey represented, and there was no
letter or wording of any sort.

“My hat! I'm blessed if I can wmnier-
stand 1t!”’ I exclaimed, rubbing my left
ear thoughtfully. “ It isn’t a joke—
that’s certain! Don’t you know anything
about these, Tommy? Can't you guess
who sent 'em?”’

Watson looked bewildered.

““My dear chap, I'm in a fog!’ he
declared. ‘‘ I don't believe they can ba
for me, after all. From Helmford, too!
[ don’t know anybody there, and I'm
jolly cerfain nobody knows me. Do you
think these plans are worth anything”"”’

‘“ All depends what they are,”” I re-
lied. ¢ They may be copies and value-
ess, or they may be worth hundreds of
quids.”’

‘“ Begad!”

“I'm not exaggerating,’”” I went on, as
my chums stared at me. * Look here,
Watson! As you're so uncertain about
this letter, there’s a chance that it was
meant for somebody else. We'd better
go along and see old Alvy about it.”

Watson nodded at once.

““ That’s a jolly good ideca!” he ex-
claimed heartily. “ I don’t want to keep
the rotten thing, I can tell you! Why,
I might get into trouble over it! Do you
think Mr. Alvington will be in his study
now?”’

‘“We can go and see, I
replied.

Vatson stuffed the plans back into thoir
cnvelope, and we left the study. My
chums, of course, knew that ** M.
Alvington ”’ was really Nelson Lee, and
that I was *“ Nipper.”” They had been let
into the secret long since, and bad kept
it faithfully, but, of course, they always
“ Bonnett ©°  through shceer

anyhow,”
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babit. Nelson Leo wae in his study when
wo arrived. He looked very cosy, mtting
Yefore the cheerful fire. r. 8tockdale,
lhed llousnr:mueriof t{:o College Hcmwi
had passed us in the passage, 0
assumed that he and the guv'nor had
been having a chat

“ Woll, hoys, what's the meaning of
this invasion®” smiled Nelson Lee as we
piled in. * Tho weather's upset four
plans, eh? Nover mind! are’ll be
some more filue weather before long.”

‘*“ 1 told Wnatson to come to you, sir, for
advice,” ] said. ' He's just received a
latter, and he dnesn't know who it’s from
or why it waa sent, He had to pay four-
pence on it, too!”

Nelson.Leo laughed.

** That's very unfortunate!” he re-
narked. ¢ I'l ﬁivo you any advice I
cah, Watann. Tell me all about it.”

Watson oxplained in a very few words,
and thcn handod the curious letter to
tho guv'nor. Lee took it and examined
the whole thing, exterior and interior,
with groat intrrest. He did not speak for
fully five minutes, and when at last he
looked up there was & keen light in his
~ycs,

'* Well, sir’"" asked Tommy, who had
Lacn growing impatient.

“ Haven't you any idea who this is

from, Watson?'' asked Nelson Leo
quioll .

“* No, sir."”

“Isn't tho bhandwriting familiar to
you?”’

*“*You mean *‘ Watsen, 8t. Frank’s,’
sir?”’ usked Tommy. ‘“ Well, it does seem
o Lit fumuliar, but | can’t say who wrote
it. 1 can’t quite axplain what 1 me
sir. It’s not exactly famihar, but yet
seem to have scen the handwniting
bofore.”’

‘* Iy other words, you can't place it1”’

“ That's right, sir.”

“1'm' It is very curious,”’ said Nelson
1o thoughtfully. * Theee plans, I may

tell you, appear to be of grcat value. But
I canuos, of course, be quite certain sbout
that. It is just possible that the ex-
lanation will coine by a lak:'fod. This
leuer was obviously despatched in a great
hurry. Indoed, if it were not too melo-
Jramatic, I might even suggest that the
Icttor was throwun from a window by
sumebody who was a prisoner within ; but
that explanation is ruther abmrd‘ and
wr most net serioudy cumsider it.’

‘““ If that had been the case, guv’nor,
the chap would have addressed it more
fully, wouldn't he?” I asked.

‘““ That depends upon how much time
he had at his disposal, young ’un,” re-
plied Lee. * But, as I said, I must not

encourage these wild ideas. However,
the affair is rather puzzling, and certainly
interesting. Can’t you thunk of anybody,
Watson?”’ '

Tommy scratched his head.

“ 1 think it must be a mistake, sir,”
he said at last.

‘“ Well, it is quite certain that dyou
know nothing, and we will therefore dro
the matter for the time being,’’ said Nel-
son Lee. ‘I think it is highly probable
that an explanation will turn up of its
own accord. In any case we had better
wait.”’

. ‘; And what shall I do with these plans,
oY 1 3

] was going to suggest that you
should leave them with me, Watson——"’

‘*Qh, thank you, sir}l’ said. Tommy
eagerly. *‘ I should like you to look after
them. They'd only worry me if 1 kept
’em in 8tudy C.” .

Nelson Lee nodded.

‘**I will take good care of them, my
boy,”’ he promised. *‘If you think of
anything further, however, or hear any
news, came to mo at once!”

Aund we left the guv’nor’'s study and

ave our thoughts to preparing tea.
nder the influence of that cheerful meal
we soon forgot the rain and the post-

ed foot Naturally we diseussed
ommy’s mysterious letter over the meal,
but decided at the finish to forget all

about it until something else turned up.

Thristine and Co. came over after tea,
and it was arranged that the House
match should be piyed on the following
Wednesdny afternoon. Christine was
rather glad, as a matier of fact, for he
wanted to get his team into better form.
It wasu’t long since the Ancient House
Eleven—my own team—had been the
laughing-stock of the school, but now the
C‘o ege House fellows were rather afraid
of us.

By bediime Tommy Wateon’s letter
had practically been forgotten. The next
day was Sunday, and it rained as hard
as ever, without a stop. Fellows began
to pull long faceu; for the prospect of a
flood at St. Frank’s wasn’t very alluring,
{imid“ would mainly affect the playing-

elds.

)n Mondesy; however, the rain‘stopped,
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althougl the sky was leaden. On Tues-
day the sun camc out for a while, but
the aftermoon set in wet and stormy. If
seemed as though another wet half-
holiday lay in store.

We had completely forgotten that
letter of Tommy’s by this time. He had
rcceived nothing further, and the matter
was as puzzling as ever. Our thoughts
now were mainly centred upon the
weather. '

There was much satisfaction when the
rising-bell went on Wednesday morning
The sun was shining in at the windows
clearly. The day was bright and cloud-
less, with no promise of further rain.

After morning lessons Montie and
Tommy and I adjourned to Study C.
Here we made final dispositions of the
team. There had been some talk of
leaving Hubbard out in order to make a
place for Sessue Yakama; but Hubbard
had kicked up such a fuss that I decided
to wait until the next match. Yakama
had shaped well at practice, but he hadn’t
played much football, and needed coach-
ang. Later on, I believed, he wcld turn
out to be a valuable man.

While we were talking the door opened
and Handforth looked in.

“ Thought I'd find you here!” he said,
nodding.

‘“ Don’t interrupt now,’”’ said Tommy,
waving his hand. ‘“ We're jast jawing
about the match, Handy. It might be
necessary to leave you out!” he added,
with a wink at me. “ If we can find a
better man——"" .

Edward Oswald Handforth glared.

*“ Leave me out!”’ he roared. ‘¢ Well,
Y jiggered! 1 suppose you want to
lose the match? I suppose you want to
give the game away to the Monks? Rats!
I ain’t going to be left out——"’

‘““Oh, don’t be an ass!” I
““ Tommy was only rotting!”’

Handforth snorted, but he looked re-
lieved.

‘ T should say he was rotting!” he ex-
claimed indignantly. ¢ It's not my nature
to boast, but I'll bet there’s not another
goalkeeper at St. Frank’s who can touch
my form! I wanted to show you some-
thing, Watson; but if you’re anxious to
act the goat, I'll go away again—"

““Oh, rot! What do you want?”’ asked
Tommy.

‘** There’s a paragraph in this paper,”
explained Handforth, holding up a
crimpled newspaper. '

‘* A good many paragraphs, I should

grinned.

| some cha

say.”” T remarked. ¢ What ubout ’ecim,
Handy?"”

““ It’s the ¢ Sussex Times ’—tlis morn-
ing’s,”” replied Edward Oswald. ¢ There's
named Watson mentioned
here, and I was wondering if he had any-
thing to do with the freak in this study.”

‘“ Look here——"" began Watson
warmly.

‘“ Benjamin Watson,”” went on Hand-
forth. *‘ He seems to have been getting
into trouble of some sort—scooting with
money or something!”

‘“ What!”’ roared Tommy.
look !”’

He grabbed the paper from the grin-
ning Handforth, and we all read the para-
graph together, Sir Montie and I lookinf;
over Watson’s shoulder. The paragraph
wasn’t so very long, but it was interest-
ing. It ran like this:

“THE MISSING ENGINEER.

““In spite of all the efforts of the
police, there is no further news to re-
port regarding the strange disappear-
ance of Mr. Benjamin Watson, of the
well-known firm of Marsden and Wat-
son, Limited, engincers, London. As
reported in our columns on Monday
last, Mr. Watson has been missing since
Friday of last week. It appears that
Mr. Watson was mctoring from the
South Coast to London on Friday even-
ing, and that the car was seen to pass
through Helmford. Since then nothing
whatever has been seen or heard of it.
Both Mr. Watson and his chauifeur
have completely disappeared, and reed-
less to say the motor-car has vanish~d
also. The local police have been very
busy, but have been unable to dis-
cover any clue. We ruay add that there
have been some rather wunpleasant
rumours gaining currency during  the
last day or two, the nature of which we
consider 1t unwise to publish. It is to
be hoped that this mystery will scon
be cleared up satisfactorily.”

. ““He ain’t one of your peeple, is he”
asked-Handforth curiously.

Watson had been staring at the paper
almost dazedly, but now he looked roun!
with excited eves.

‘“ He's—he’s my uncle!” he gasped.

“ Your uncle?”’ yelled Haundforih.

“ Yes—Uncle en'’ saild  Watson
huskily. ‘ What the dickens can have
happened to him?  I—I don’i understand
it, you chaps!”

H:ndforth stuck his chest out.

“ Let meo
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“1 thought I wasn’t wrong!”’ he ex-
claimed with satisfaction. *‘ It ain’t often
I’'m wrong, as everybody knows. Fancy
this chap turning out to be your uncle,
W?.’tson! IL.ooks a bit squiffy, doesn’t
it

‘“What do you mean?”’
Tommy fiercely.

i\ Handforth backed away a little.
- ** Oh, nothing—"

““ What do you mean by °‘squiffy 7"
roared Watson.

““Well, what about those rumours?”’
saxd Handforth, pointing to the paper.
‘“ They’re squiffy, ain’t they? It looks
to me as if your uncle’s been up to some
sort of game—— Oh, goodness! Yow!”’

Handforth let out a yell as Tommy
Watson’s fist smote him upon the chest
with terrific force. He disappeared
through the doorway backwards, and
Waison slammed the door, putting his
back agamst it.

Then he looked at us with wild, anxious
0\ OF,

demanded

said Tregellis-West,
it over calmly and col-

CHAPTER III.
WELSON LEE'S DEDUCTIONS—HE STARTS
OUT ON A TOUR OF INQUIRY.

TPPER and 8ir Montie regarded

N Tommy Watson with great in-

terest. A thump on the door

sounded, but the three juniors

took no notice of it. The loud voice of

‘Handforth sounded in the passage, but
roon died away.

‘“ Dear boys,"’

‘““let’s talk
lectedly,

Nipper nodded.

‘“ Is this chap really your uncle, Wat-
son?’’ he asked quictly.

“ Oh, my hat! What a question to
ask 1"’ panted Tommy Watson. “ Uncle
Ben is the junior partner of Messrs.
Marsden and Watson, Limited. And
he’s been missing since Friday! Great
Scott! What can have happened?”’

‘“It’s appallin’,’”” said Sir Montie
vaguely.

Nipper wrinkled his brow.

*“ Last I'riday cvening!”’ he muttered.
‘* And that Jetter arrived on Saturday
afternoon, Tommy! I'll bet there’s a
connection! That letter has got some-
thing to do with your unecle’s disappear-
ance.”’

“ Do you think so, Benny?
geally?”’ arked Montie mildly.

Do you

“My dear chap, it's practically
obvious!”’ declared Nipper. ** What
about that handwriting, Tommy? Was
it your uncle’s?”’

Watson stared. |

“ By Jove, that’s right!” he exclaimed
quickly. ¢ Of course! I knew the writ-
ing reminded me of somebody’s fist! It
was Uncle Ben’s, I'll Bet a quid! But
what does it mean? What the dickens
can we do?”’

Nipper moved towards the door.

“ What can we do?”’ he said crisply.
“ Why, we can go straight to the
guv’nor ! He'll know how to get to work.
(ome on! We shall just catch him
before the dinner-bell rings!”

The trio hurried out of the study, tak-
ing the newspaper with them. Hand-
forth had already spread the story. It
wasn’t to be supposed that he could keep
it quiet—and many Removites looked at
I\;ipper and Co. curiously as they hurried
along.

Inbthe lobby they ran right into Nelson
Lee.

‘“ Can we speak to you a moment, sir?”’
asked Nipper respectfully.

There were several other juniors within
hearing, which accounted for Nipper’s
unusual deference of tone.

The schoolmaster-detective nodded.

“ Come to my study, boyst’ he said,
walking on with rustling gown.

In less than a minute they were in
“ Old Alvy's ”’ cosy quarters. Lee closed
the door, and regarded his three visitors
with interest. S

‘“ What 1is it, Nipper?”’ he asked.
““You are excited over something, I
see.”’

Watson thrust the newspaper into Nel-
son I.ce’s hand, and the detective looked
over the paragraph keenly. After a few
moments he raised his eyes and then
thoughtfully lit a cigaretts.

‘ Most interesting,’”” he said slowly—
““ most interesting and instructive! What
do vou make of it, Nipper?”

‘“ Why, guv’nor, there’s a connection
between this affair and that rummy let-
ter I”’ replied Nipper promptly, ‘ Watson
says that the handwriting was his uncle’s,
He remembers it now. That-chap men-
tiom’z’d in the paper 13 Watson’s uncle

‘“ T gathered that the gentleman was a
relative of some sort,”” imterrupted Lee.
‘“ This paragraph throws a good deal of
light upon the whole matter. I am afraid,
Watson, that you must prepare yourself
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for a shock. 1t is fairly certain that your
uncle met with foul play on Friday even-
ing.”’

‘““ Foul
blankly.

“ There can be no other explanation,”
said Welson Lee. ““ Mr. Watson’s car was
_probably held up in the darkness by
robbers, who were attempting to gain
possessiorr of the plans which now repose
it my bureau.’”’

“Oh, my hat!’ said Watson, rather
dazedly.

‘“ Begad, like
really !”

“If you had had as much experience
of the world as I have, Montie, you would
know that events are happening almost
daily which eclipse the most sensational
fiction,” said Nelson Lee quietly. ‘ But
‘Jet me think for a few moments, boys.
It scems to me that this is a case which
requires careful attention.”

Nipper winked at his chums de-
lightedly. Anything in this line was just
what Nelson Lee revelled in. It was a
mystery, with some unusual ﬂoiws about
it.

play, sir!” gasped Tommy

it’s a story—it 1s,

There was silence in the study for
several minutes, except for occasional
whisperings between Nipper and the
other two boys. At last Nelson Lee rose
from his chair, and stood with his back
to the fire.

““ We will attempt to reconstruct what
happened on Friday evening,’”’ he said re-
flectively, as theugh speaking to himself.
“ First and foremost, we have the signifi-
cant fact that Mr. Watson’s car was last
seen passing through Helmford. If you
remcmber, boys, that letter was posted in
Helmford.” .

‘““ By George, so it was!’’ said Nipper,
r.odding. *

““ Well, we must now venture to em-
bark upon a little guesswork,’”’ continued
Nelson Lee. ‘A theory 1is, after all,
guesswork to a certain extent. It has
always heen my policy to avoid conjec-
ture, but sometimes it is necessary. In
this particular instance we have no other
alternative. Therefore, as I said, we will
make an effort to reconstruct what
occurred.”’

‘““ Begad, it's wonderful !”
Tregellis-West admiringly.

““ We know that your uncle’s car passed
safely through Helmford, Watson,’’ con-
tinued Lee. ‘“ What happened to it after
that? 1t has not been seen since, nor has
any trace of it been discovered. There

murmured

|
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must have been distinct tracks left by
the car upon the muddy roads, but the
torrential rain of Saturday naturally
obliterated them. Thus the police were
at a standstill. It 1s possible that the
motor-car finished its journey to London,
but very improbable. Somebody or other
would flave seen it in one of the big
towns which intervene between Helmford
and London. The inference is that the
car did not proceed very many miles
beyond Helmford itself.”

‘“ Then where is it, sir?”’ asked Watson
eagerly. ‘ And where’s my uncle?”’

‘““ We mustn’t be in too much of a
hurry, my boy,’’ said Nelson Lee. ‘ And
don’t forget that we are merely forming
a theory. 1 should suggest that the
motor-car was attacked upon the bleak
expanse of road beyond Helmford. Your
uncle was quite aware that his assailants
were bent upon securing the plans he car-
ried. We are assuming, of course, that
he did carry the plans. Mr. Watson
managed, someliow, to enclose them in an
outer envelope. This he dropped upon
the road in desperation, jotting the words
¢ Please post ’ 1n the corner.”

‘“You’ve got it, guv'nor!”’ declared
Nipper. ‘ Why, anybody might think
that you’d been present! Oh, but what
about the rain? Wouldn't that letter
have got soaked through in the ram?”

““ If my memory is not at fault, the
rain held up on Friday evening until well
into the night,”” replied Nelson Lee, rub-
bing his chin. ¢ Therefore, if the letter
had been picked up before midnight, it
was comparatively dry. But I am afraid
we are getting beyond our depth. Wo
are constructing a story upon our own
account. We are making the tale fit the
slim facts in our possession, and that
won’'t do, boys. We must stick to—"’

‘“ But 1t must be true, guv'nor!’
declared Nipper. ¢ There couldu’t be
any other explanation!”

His master smiled.

‘““ My dear boy, there could be a dozen
other explanations,”” he contradicted.
““ We have merely chosen the most .
obvious. The attackers, having fuled to
find the plans. apparently kidnapped Mr.
Watson and his chauffeur, and have been
holding them ever since. In that case,
Watson, vour uncle i1s imprisoncd some-
where not so very far from Helmford.™

Tommy Watson fairly danced with ex-
citement.

““ Can't—can’'t we rush oft, suw?” he

asked.
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‘“ Rush off to where?”’

““ J—I'm blessed if' I know!"’ confessed
Touuny, looking dismayed.

“ That’s just it, my boy—where to?”’
exclaimed Nelson Lee. ‘¢ We haven’t the
slightest cluc to your wuncle’s where-
abouts. We don’t even know for certain
that he has been kidnapped. Don’t make
the mistake of accepting this theory as
the literal truth. I may be quite off the
track.”

*“ But—but can’t we ’phone to the
police or—or something?’ asked Watson
vaguely.

“ The police, as this paper intimates,
have failed-in their search,”’ rephied ¢ Old
Alvy,”’ patting Watson gently on the
back. ¢ Perhaps, if I told the police all
1 knew, they would gain a clearer insight
into the case. But I am rather keen to
look into the matter on my own account.
i have a certain advantage over the
official police, Watson. You may rest
assured, in any case, that I will do my
utinost.”

““ When, sir?"’ asked Tommy,

““ Immediately !”’

““ This—this afternoon?’"

“ Why, of course!” smiled Lee. 1
will devote the whole afternoon to your
uncle’s cause, my boy. There, don’t look
so worried! I dare say the matter will
be cleared up very shortly. Try and dis-
miss the subject from your mind. You
may be content that everything possible
1s being done.”

““ Thank you, su,”’ said Tommy Wat-
son quietly. ‘“ You're—vou’'re splendid,
sir!  It’s marvellous. the way you've
invented all thaf stery !’

Nelson Lee laughed heartily.

‘“ Quite so, Watson—quite so he
chuelded. “ You used the correct word.
'The#ory was invented, and we mustn’t
assdfe that it fits in with the actual facts.
A egareful investigation will show us
where we are wrong. But isn’'t it some-
what curious that you should have
learned of your uncle’s disappearance
only this morning—and then by chance?”’

**1 don’t know, ‘sir,”” replied Watson
thoughtfully. ‘‘ I den’t suppose my pater
thought that I'd better know anything
about 1t. Besides, he’s right up in Scot-
land just now. Perhaps my people didn’t
want to worry me.”

This was, of course, quite probable, and
it was positively certain that Watson’s
people had no hope whatever of gaining
any assistance from the, junior member
of'dxégﬁml!_u who was at St. Frauk’s.:

|?}
-
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Watson had to be satisied with Nelson
Lee’s assurance that he would do his best,
and that he would do i1t at once. And :0
Nipper and Co. left the Housemaster's
study just as.the dinnecr-bell was boomning
out.

Nelson Lee lit another cigarette ®id
sank mto his armchair again. He had
quite forgotten dinner. He considered
the facts once more at length, and
decided that he would commence his in-
vestigation by making inquiries at Helm-
ford. It seemed that Helmford would
provide a starting-point.

‘““ Upon my soul, this 1s quite a

uzzle I’ mused the detective. ‘‘ I never

elieved that a public school would pro-
vide me with so many interesting cases.
It only goes to prove that there are pro-
blems of life to be unrayelled no matter
where one happens to be. And, upon
consideration, that is only natural.”

There was a tap at the door, and
Morrow, the head prefect, entered.

““ Oh, 1 thought that you were busy,
sir I”’ said Morrow, hesitating. ‘‘ Dinner’s
ready, sir] We're just starting the secona
course!”’

*“ Why, to be sure, Morrow,” smiled
Lee, jumping up.

He always made a point of dining in
the Big Hall, at the head of the Sixth-
Form table. Lee chuckled as he went to
his place, for it was very seldom he
missed grace. The mystery of Watson’s'
uncle, however, had gripped him.

After the meal was over, Lee returned
to his study and prepared for the after-
noon’s tour. Fortunately, the weather
was amiable. The sun shone, and the

sky was blue.

The problem as to how he should reach
Helmford was soon solved. Lee rang up
his friend, Dr. Brett, and secured the
latter’s car for the afternoon. The doctor
was a good fellow in every way, and Lee
often visited him for a game of billiards
or a chat.

Brett was quite unaware of his friend’s
real identity, and more than once the
detective had been inclined to let him
into the secret. At present, however, this
was not necesasary.

On ins way out, Lee paused at the
playing-ficlds, to wateh the activity con
Little Side. The House match betweein
the Monks and the Fossils had just
started. Nipper and Tommy Watson and
Tregellis-West were all pluying for their
ocwn side.

“ Tt is Just as well,”” Lee told himsclf.

2\
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¢ The game will make them forget this
affair, and by teatime I hope to have
something definite to tell them.”

The ground was somewhat sodden and
slippery, but the juniors did not mind a
little mud, and it was cquite certain that
by the time the game wae finished almost
every player would be smothered.

Lee was about to walk pn when he saw
that Nipper had trappefl the ball from
Clapson, of the ColYeg House. In a
second there was a yell from the Ancient
House juniors, and Nip*er streaked down
the field in fine style.

. Nelson Lee watched ‘with interest.

" It was quite a tense moment. The
game wasn't five minutes old, and-the
Monks’ goal was already in danger. The
opposing backs rushed at Nipper, but the
latter passed beautifiillly to Sir Montie.

For a moment it seemed as though
Tregellis-West would be beaten, for he
slipped upon a patch of mud. Just as the
ball was about to be wrested from him,
however, he passed it back to Nipper
with amazing neatness, cgnsi’-ring the
difliculty of the position.

And Nipper, without a breath, slammed
the ball towards the net. The goalie
made a frantic effort to save., His fist
touched the leather, but its muddy sur-
face slid over his knuckles, and the ball
dropped into the net.

# Goul!”

¢ Oh, good!”’

‘“ Hurrah!”

““ Well kicked, Bennett!”’

“ Goal !”’

The juniors were enthusiastic, and Nel-
son Lee felt something of a thrill. He
always enjoyed watching a game of foot-
ball, and it was particularly pleasant for
him to see his young assistant taking part
in the manly sport with such distinction.

“ Quite a good opening !’ he told him-
self. *‘ Nipper is benefiting greatly b
his stay at St. Frank’s. He could do wit
a year or two of it. H’'m! First blood
ta the Ancient Housc.
indeed!”

Lee would have remained under ordi-
nary circumstances, but there was more
important- work for him to perform, and
he left the school grounds and walked
briskly down to Dr. Brett's comfortable
dwelling near the village.

He found the worthy medico waiting
for him. The motor-car, a small two-
seater, was standing ready in the road.
And Nelson Lee, after expressing his

Very good

It

thauks, d.mppml into the driving seat arl
started out for Helmford.

He wondered how far his investigation
would lead him,

the Sussex

CHAPTER 1V,
AN OLD IRIEND—NELSON LEE MAKF3
INQUIRIES—ON THE ROAD TO MELHAVEN.
ETECTIVE-INSPECTOR LEN
D NARD, of Scotland Yard, fille:
his pipe thoughtfully.

“It’s a queer business, Kem-
ball,”’ he remarked, stuffing th~ tobacco
down with his first finger. ¢ If some
crooks have been at work, they've played
their game in a deucedly clever way.
But it’s my opinion that Watson himsell
is the crook.”

Inspector Kemball, of
police, grunted.

““ Well, we've done our best, Me. Len-
nard,’’ he aaid. ** I'll swear that the
man isn’t anywher in this vicinity. Thal
motor-car isn't within a hundred milet
of Helmford, I'm willing to wager 2
crown!”’

Lennard grinned.

““ T shouldn't be rash, if T were you,”
he said, lighting his pipe. *‘ Crowns are
too scarce nowadays to throw about,
Kemball. If I can’t get any further by
this evening, I shull toddle back to Lon-
don.”

‘““ I'm sorry, Mr. Leunard—"" _

“ My dear man, it's no good bei.g
sorry,”” said the Yard detective. *‘ I've
handled scores of failures before now.
We're not sleuths of fiction—we cun'c
always bring off triumphs . with a blare
of trumpets.”’ : _

In spite of his non-success, Detective-
Inspector Lennard was quite cheerful.
He had long since learned that it was
useleas being gloomy. He was one of the
most able men at Scotland Yard, and was
a personal friend of Nelson Leo’s. He
and the renowned criminologist had be=n
engaged on many cazes togcther.

The inspector had been sent down frum
London to investigate the strange disap-
pearance of Mr. Benjamin Watson.  H-
and Inspector Kemball were now sitting
before the fire in the latter’s othce, at
the Helmford police-station. It w3
early afternoon, and the sunhght v
streaming in at the window. o

“ Not a clue!” weit oa Detectivi-La-
spector Lennard musingly, ** We wirow

4



11

for a fact that the car passed through
this town, but we can’t trace # further.

That confounded rain did us a lot of

harm, Kemball. ]It washed the roads as
tlcan as a billiard-table,  Mr. Watson
was carrying valuable plans—unpatented
plane of u new machine of some rort—
and ] believe he bunked with 'em.”’

** That's rather improbable, ian’t it?”’

asked the local i ctor.
** Very likely; but it may be the
truth,”’ declared Lennard. *‘‘ As you

know, I interviewed Mr. Marsden, the
head of the firm, yesterday. He had
nothing but praise for his junior partner,
and almost ordered me out of s offive
when I let drop a hint that Mr. Watson
was arting on the crook.”

. Well| I must admit it’'s rather un-
plensant.”’

“Of course it's unpleasant—but men
have asuccumbed to temptation before to-
day,” said lecunard grimly. ‘ Theeo
plans were worth thousands—hundreds of
thousamls, And I know for a fact that
an American firmm was willing to I a
tremendous figure for them. Well‘,” 'm
forced to the conclusion that Mr. Watson
Jdisappeared  deliborately.  The wholo
thing, in fact, was a put-up job. By
this timoe Watson may be out of the
country,”’

** You don't think there’s been foul
play, then?"

“I'm almost suro there hasn'’t,”’ said
the Scotland Yard inspector, shaking his
head, *I'm going to run over to that
villuge now, Kcinball—it's five or aix
witles out, isn’t it? If I can’t pick up a
clue there, I'm gin to get on the even-
ing express for London. I'm fed-up with
. this mooching about."

And, a few minuter later, Deotective-
Inspecter Lennard left Holmford in a
trap. Ho was frankly of the opinion that
his mission would ga unsuccussful ; he
only went upon it af a matter of duty.

And, meanwhile, from» the opposite
Jdirection, Nelson was approaching
Helmford in his borrowed motor-car. He
muwdo no attempt to go to the police-
station, but pulled up in front of the
post-office, in the High Strect

Guing inside, Nelson Leeo inquired for
the postmaster, and that gentiecman, a
be whiskered little persan, with genial
manners, took him aside.

T am Mr. Alvington, of 8t. Frank’s,"
said leo; introducing In f. *“DIve
cou® lidro With regatt! to a Tetter which
was posted from this office on Saturduy

day morni

Simpson’s Groce

stam

more,”’
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morning last. It was a bul‘kvy pachage,
addressed to a junior nammed Watson—"’

‘““ Oh, to be sure!’’ exclaimed the po:st-
master. ‘1 remember the letter dis-
tinctly. It was insufficiently addressed,
Mr. Alvington, and I added the full namo
of the school myself. I hope it . arnved
safely 1"’ - )

** My presence here is proof of that,”’
smailed Lee. ‘‘ But can you give me &
few details? Was the letter dropped into
the box or handed across the counter?”

‘ Mr. Simpeon brought it in on Satur-

ng.”’
‘“ Ah! ltfr Simpson?”’
“You will find him just along the
High Street—he is the proprietor of
) Stores,”’ said tha post-

master. ‘* We had quite a littls chat
concerning that letter, my dear «ir. Mr.
Simpeon brought it in, saying that he

had found it upon the road. I examined

it, and advised him to post it in the usual

way, notwithstandin’z the fact that no
was aitached.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

‘ Then, perhaps, 1 had better go along

and see Mr. Simpeon,’’ bo said pleasantly.

‘“] am rzther anxious to obtain all the

information 1 can concerning that letter.”’

“T am afraid I cannot tell you much
‘ said the postmaster. *‘ Mr.
Sxmpson brought the letter in to me be-

cause he was rather puzzled as to what

he should do with it. I hope there has

been no mistake? It was mmtended for

St. Francis's College, was it not?”’

L: Oh, yes; there was no ervor,’”’ replied
o. A

And a couple of minutes later he left
the post-office and observed that Simp-
son’s Stores lay a little further down the
High BStreect, on the other side of the
road. Nelson Lee left the car outside the .
post-office and walked acroes.

There were several customers in the
shop, and the otaf was girl assist-
ants. From . what Nelton Lee could
gather they were attending to anything
aid everything except the customers’ re-
quirements; goesip scemed to be the
main occupation.

Nelson Lee stood in the centre of ithe
shop, ignored and deserted. He snupyled
slightly to himself, and walked to the
cash-desk. An attractive young lady was
sitting behind the glass, decply ymnrersed
in the pages of a novelette.

“Is Mr. Simpson available!™

3:‘.‘\QJ
Lee pleasantly,
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“ Sorry, sir. He’s out at present.”

‘“ Thank you.”

Lee turned towards the door rather
disappointed, for he had no wish to waste
tine. But the light from the doorway

vas suddenly obliterated, the space being
filled by a great many stcne of flesh and
blood.

Instinctively Nelson Lee knew that the
newcomer was Mr. Simpson himself. He
was somewhat short, but easily made up
for lack of height in other directions.
The grocer, indeed, was nearly as broad
as he was high.

“ Now, then, Miss Smith,”” he rapped
out sharply. ¢ See that this gentleman
is served at once—"’

“JI think I am addressing Mr. Simp-
'son?’”’ said the detective.

““ I am Mr. Simpson, certainly,” puffed
the fat man, with a slight air of im-
portance. ** What can I do for you,
sir?”’

““ T was advised to come to you by the
postmaster,’’ explained Nelson Lee. ‘‘It
appcars, Mr. Simpson, that you picked
up a letter in the roadway, and that you
took it into the post-office——"’

““ That i1s quite correct,”’ interrupted
the other. ¢ Well, sir, what of 1t? Did
I do wrong?”’

““ On the contrary, your action was
most intelligent and praiseworthy,’”’ said
Lee, with a smile. 1 am Mr. Alving-
ton, of St. I'rank’s College, and I should
!ike you to give me a few details con-
cerning that letter, if you would not con-
sider my request too impertinent.”’

Mr. Simpson laughed heartily.

““ My dear sir I'll tell you everything
you want to know’’ he exclaimed. ¢ So
the letter was for St. Frank’s? 1 thought
sc—I thought so, I found it upon the
road late on Friday night and took 1t to
the post-office on Saturday morning.”’

‘““So the postmaster 1nformed me,”’
nodded Lee. ‘¢ But can you tell me, Mr.
Simpson, how you found the letter? Can
you describe the exact circumstances?
The matter is rather important, other-
wise T should not have bothered you.”

‘““ Why, bless your life, there’s nothing
much to tell,’”’ declared the grocer. ¢ On
Friday evening I ran over to Mclhaven
in my trap, and didn’t return until rather
late. It was dark, and just as I was
coming round the double bend my mare
shied slightly. And then I saw, in the
lamplight, a white package lying on the
ground. I thought that it was merely a

I3

looked at it. Then I raw that the thingz
was a letter, and stuffed 1t into my
pocket.”’

‘““ And then?”

““Once 1 had reached home T ex-
amined the letter, and could make
nothing of it,”’ continued Mr. Sirap:zon.
““ The address sermed to Le shockingly
badly written. Well, 1n the morning,
before breakfast, I took it across to the
post-office.”’

“ Thank you, Mr. Simpson,”” said Lee.
‘“ The letter, I presume, was quite intact
when you found it?”’

“ Oh, quite.”

“You found nothing else upon the
road?”’

‘“ Nothing at all,”’ was the grocer’s re-
ply. “ Good gracious, what should I
find? I made no search, if that's what
you mecan. Is there something wrong,
Mr. Alvington. It was queer that the
letter should be lying upon the open road,
but I assumed that somebody dropped it
by accident.’’

““ That 18 quite possible, of course,”
said Nelson Lee, nodding. * Now., Mr.

Simpson, you referred to the double
bend?”’

‘“ Exactly. That i1s where I found the
letter.” -

‘““ How far 1s that spot from Helm-
ford?”’

‘“ Well, roughly, about three-and-a-hall
miles.”’

“ Can vou describe it to me?”’

¢¢ Clertainly,’”’ said Mr. Simpson. ¢‘ You
cannot mistake the spot, for the road
runs nearly straight all the way. Just
before the bend is reached the lane con-
tinzes straight on to another village, and
the Melhaven road turns abruptly to the
left, and then again to the right.”

““ Thank you very much, my dear sir,”
said Lee. ¢ The letter was for one of
my boys, and you must allow me to
thank yow, on his behalf, for havinz acted
so shrewdly. 1 assure you, he is very
grateful.”

‘““ Don’t mention it,”’ puffed Mr. Simp-

son. *“ Always ready to oblige, vou
know. It cost me very little trouble,
after all. A dishonest man might have

kept the letter, but I'm not one of that
sort. I saw that it was my plain duty
to put the thing into the post, and
I did so.””

A minute later Nelson Lee emarged
upon the High Street again.

He was feeling satisfied, in a measure.

pieco of paper at first, but got down an<l At least, he had obtained the iyforma-
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tion which was most important at the
moment. He was not very hopeful of
discovering much at the ‘* double bend.”
Several days had clapsed since the find-
ing of the letter. At the came time, 1t
was just possible that he might hit upon
@ clue. The police, of course, knew
nothing of Mr. Simpson’s find, and the
latter gentleman in no way connected 1t
with the disappearance of Mr. Watson.
Thus, in a measure, Lec had the ad-
vantage. There was not the slightest
doubt, in his mind, that the missing engi-
neor had met with foul play. It was,
rmoreover, safe to assume that the act of
violence had occurred at the double bend,
where thc letter had been dropned.

Of course, Mr. Watson might have
been conveyed a hundred miles away
after that incident; but this was not at
all hikely.

The road to Melhaven was narrow but
fairly straight, and Nelson Lee had no
great difficulty in locating the spot which
My. Simpson had described. He turned
the first bend and stopped the car,

‘he place was very deserted, not a
Liouse or a cottage being in sight. Trees
giew thickly on both sides of the lane,
and the detective rcahised that 1 was an
ideal spot for a hold-up.

But one point puzzled him, and he
frowned.

«« Mr. Wataon was travelling from the
Sonth Coast to London by the main
road,”” he murmured. * Why did he
make this detour—why did he come
through Heimford? The car must have
pone several miles out of its way.”

It was an important point, and one
that Lee did not overtook. He scarched
the lane thoroughly, examining the
Licdges and ditches with great care. But
he ﬁ)lmd nothing whatever; there was
no sign, no clue,

'The detective was not exactly disap:
pointed. He had anticipaied failure, and
therefore was prepared. It was a sheer
waste of time to remain on the spot; and
at Jast he determined to continue his way
te Melhaven itself.

But just as he was about to start the
engine of the car, he heard the sharp
beat of hoofs upon the road. A trap
was cvidently coming along the straight
strotoh, from: the direction of the neigh-
bouring village.

‘‘Yhe vehicle appeared iIn sight a
momet. later, and Nelson Lee eyed 1t
casuablly, . -Something familjar abous the

Bzwyd ol the driver, however, drew hislthing )’ interrupted Nclson Lee.

!

|
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attention Heo walked quickly to the
corner, and stood waiting.

And then Lee smiled with genuine
plcasure. .

“ Lennard!”’ he murmured to himself.”
* Detective-Inspector Lennard, of all
men! Well, upon my soul, this is most
surprising—and welcome.”’

Heo waved his hand cheerily, and the
trap came to a stop.
~ ‘“ Well, sir?’ asked the Scotland Yard
mspector curiously.:

“I am delighted to meet you, Len-
nard,”’ said Lee genially. ‘“ Man alive,
don’t you know me? Have I altered so
much——"

Detective-Inspector Lennard started.

‘““ Great Scott!” he ejaculated. ¢ It’s
Leel”

He jumped down in a moment, and
rushed forward with outstretched hand.

‘“ No, you’ve made a mistake, inspec-
tor,” smiled the detective. ‘* You've got
my name wrong—I'm Mr. Alvington, of
St. Frank’s!”’ i

CHAPTER V.

LEE'S ADVICE—THE GENIAL MR. DANBY—

NIPPER ISN'T HOODWINXED !
FFAHE pair shook hands warmly.

'* By George!’ laughed Detec- -

tive-Inspecior Lennard. *‘ Mr.

Alvington, of St. Frank's, eh?
It’s an infernally good disguise, Lee.
There's such a little of it that you’re
wearing nothing false. And yet you've
ch-*c'mgeg you look older and mwore
selate,

“I didn’t expect to find you on this
road, Lennard.”

', Well, you éan be quite certain that T
didn’t expect to find you,” deciared the
inspector. ‘“ Qh, you’ve got a car, I
see. Just out for a run, I suppose?”’

“Yes, in a way. But I was locking
into that affair of the missing Mr.
Watson——"’

** The deuce you were!”" exclaimed
Lennard, staring. ‘‘ I’ve been pottering
about over that business for a day or
two past. How 1u the name of wonder
did you come to get mixed up in 1t?’

‘““ Mr. Watson has a ncphew at St.
Frank’s,”® explained Lee.

“Upon my soul, you simply can't keep
out of these affalrs, Lec!”’ chuckled the
inspector. ‘* Why, if you were sent to
prison for a stretch, you'’d sit in your
cell unravelling the mysteries——"’

““ My dear man, don’t talk of such %



THE MYSTERY OF THE UNSTAMPED LETTER

don’t think I shall ever qualify for penal
servitude. I'm glad T met you, ILen-
nard. This i1s a quiet spot, and we can
have a little chat. What do you make
of this mystery?”’ |

Detecttve-Inspector
gerious.

“To be quite frank, I think that Wat-
son himself planned the whole game,”
he declared. ‘ He was carrying some
highly valuable documents, or plans, and
it’s my belief that he left his partner in
the lurch, and bunked.”

“Why have you come to that con-
clusion?”’

‘““Well, there’s no sign whatever of
foul play,” argued the inspector. ¢ The
whole thing has the appearance of a put-
up job. And Watson, don’t forget, had
a strong motive for disappearing. Again,
why did he come round these by-lanes
instead of eticking to the main road?”

Nelson Lee stroked his chin.

‘“Has 1t ever struck you that the
chauffeur may have been in league with
the crooks?’’ he asked. *‘ Supposing the
chauffeur had deliberately led his master
into a trap? Couldn’t he have left the
n}ain }'oa,d without Watson being aware
of it?

‘“It’s possible, of course,” admitted
the inspector. ‘ But why?”

“Why? In order to deliver the un-
fortunato man into a trap,’”’ replied Lee.
‘I may as well tell you, Lennard, that
vour_ theory 1is wrong—totally wrong.
Mr. Watson has not bunked., as you put

I.ennard bccame

it. He mebt with foul play—and I have
every reason to be{i)eve that the
treachery happened very near to this
spot.’’

Lennard stared.

‘““If I- didn’t know you so well, Lee,
I should be wild,”” he declared. ‘¢ How
the deuce do you manage it? I thought
you were a schoolmaster—and yet you
find time to investigate an affair like this.
And, hang it all, you speak as though
you're dealing with positive faots!”’

““So I am,” smiled Lee. * Just listen
for a few moments, and I'll tell you. I'm
not half so. smart as you give me credit
for being. To tell the truth, I was prac-
tically pitchforked into this business.”

Lee told his companion all about the
unstamped letter, and its contents, and
Lennard listecned with interest. He was
glad to learn that his theory was wrong,
and that there was some crooks to deal
with, after all. .

** Naturally, I'm rather.bowled over,”

I5

he admirted.  “ But it's gond to heae
that Watson isn’t a sconndrel himself.
Marsden. his partner, has bhnd faity n
him. Well, what's to be Jone now? We
secem to be at a dead end.”

Nelson [Lee nodded.

“We are,” he agreed. “ The unfor-
tunate man evidentiy threw the plans
out of the motor-car at the time of the
attack. And now, in all probability, he
1s being kept a prisoner—until he reveals
the whereabouts of the package. And it
18 my belief, Lennard, that we sha'n’t
have to search very far.”

““Well, I have scoured the whela dis-
triot, an1 I can’t find the alightest trace.”
said Lennard. ‘'‘I don’t feel inclined to
hang about indefinitely.”

‘““ There's no reason why you should.”
went on Nelson Lee. I advise yon to
remain in Helmford until the end of the
week. We may take it for grant<d, Len-
nard, that thero will be a fresh move
before long. Tho rascals who hive oot
hold of Mr. Watson won't remain at a
standstill. And, as soon as they aceh, we
shall be able to jump. The plar; are
quite safe—and thuot ia important. As
soon as I hit upon anything I'll rinx yon
up. If, on the other hand, you get wind
of fresh activity, you will ring me up.”

The pair discussed the matter at seme
length, and the arranzement was fixed.
Then Nelson I.eo went off in hiv-or,
rather, Brett’s—car, and Lennard fol-
lowed at a more leisurely pace in the
trap. Lee was nct quite satisfied. He
had done inuch, and yet nothing was
done!

He did not know that the mysterioua
crooks had already moved.

The naturo of this move was obacure
for the time being, however. It would
not be very lonz before events went
apace.

While Nnlson Tice was taking his leave
of Detective-Inspector Lennard, the
junior House match at St. Frank's was
drawing to a olose. The spectators and
tho players were all agreed that it wos
an Ancient Houwse victory.

The score stood at 3-2, and it wo#
very unlikely that the Monks would
equalise beforo the whistle blew. Bob
Christine and Co. had done their utmesr,
but Ninper’s team was in splendid form.

Within fivo minutes of the finich the
Collego House juniors tried desperately
to score. Again and again they brok»
throneh. and two goal-lkicks—awf: ard
difficult—were frustratei by the redoubt-
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able Handforth. Everybedy agreed that fand a groan went up as it was seen that
between the ' sticks ™™ Handforth was|the ball would pass over the cross-bar.
irreproachable. Nation, the goalkeeper, grinned as he

As Church and MeoClure remarked, | watched. But the next second he re-
their lcasder seemed to be all hands and | ceived the surprise of his life,
feot.  This description didn’t exactly ] The ball curved down unexpectedly,
ploase Handforth, whose hands and feet|caught by a gust of wind. It struck the
were somewhat large in proportion to the | cross-bar fairly, instead of passing over,
rest of his person. But there was no|and rebounded back into play. It fell
ddenying that thcy stood him in good|right at Tommmy Watson’s foot, and
stead. Tommy lost no time,

The game had a somewhat surprising} The ball was in the net in a twinkling,
finish. There was more excitement in|passing clean between Nation’s legs. The
the last four minutes than in all the pre- | expression on his face was almost comical
vious cighty-six. Clapson, of the (ollege | as he twisted round. But his remarks
House, beaded the ball into the Fossils’ | were drowned in the gacp of delight
net more by chance than anything else. | which went up from the Fossils.
Handforth shipped mn the act of making|  ** Goal!”

a desperate dive to save. And a mig‘htyl " * Well played, Watson!”’

roar went up from the Monks. And then the whistle blew.

*“ Goal!” Bob Christine looked rueful as Nipper

‘“Oh, jollv good!” clapped him on the back.

“ Equali-ed !’ panted Bob Christine,| ‘' Well, I thought we’d equalised,”
shaking Clanson’s hand as they ran up|zrunted Christine. ‘‘ My hat, that was
the field. ' That was ripptng, old son. | a smant piece of work. I'm blessed if you
We're safe now.” L ohaps don’t have all the luck!”

The game restarted, and there was just] *‘ My dear kid, it's not luck,” said
undor three minutes of play left. Nipper | Nipper sweetly. * We know how to
and his men were looking very gnm. |play, that’s all! Still, it was a jolly good
They felt that they had been robbed of | rame.”

a victory that had seemed certain, And| The teams went off the field in groups.
Nipper urged his men to do their utmout. | Nipper and Tommy Watson and Sir
There wasn't much hope of pulling the | Montie were together, and Tommy was
came out of the fire, however. glowing with delight. He was a good

Almost at once thc Fossils were away. | footballer, but somewhat steady, and not
The College Honse team, alrcady puffed, | addicted to brilliancy. It wasn’d often
constdered that the game waa over, and | ho kicked a goal. So he. was rather
thcy expeeted a minute or two of ding- | pleased with himself now.
dong play before the whistle went. ‘“ It wasn’t my goal, really,” he said

But the opposing forwards swept down | modestly. ‘‘ Farman kicked it—"
tho field in magnificent style. It was| ‘“ Rats! 1f you hadn’t been jolly
quite clear that they were bent on|cmart, Farmar’s kick would have been
making a determined effort to score an-{nothing,’”’ interrupted Nipper cheerfully.
other goal. Rir Montie had the leather, | ‘- You won the game for us, Tommy."””
and he tricked two of the half-backs in} It was a rippin’ kick,’”’ said Bir
suotession, anl went straight on. - Montie. *‘* Dear boy, you're gettin’ better

The peeition became too hot for him, | an’ better. I waa shockin'ly ‘afraid that
however, and he made a pass to Far-}vou’d be off colour this afternoon, owin’
man. 'The American jumor was off hke|to that beastly paragraph in the paper.
a_ flash. He dodged d‘m only back who | But bad news seems to buck you up, be-
stood in his path, and looked round|gad! When we have the next big

hastily. match, we shall have to make you be-
*“Kick!” roared Nipper, in despera-|lieve that your pater is dyin’, or some-
tion., +hin’ like that!”

There was no time for hesitation. It] Watson lost his smile.
was a long shot, but there was nothing “ Pd forgotten all about Uncle Ben,
else for it. The referee ahready had. the}as a matter of fzact,”” he said seriously.
whistle between his lips. ** I hope old Alvy finds out something this
Bang! zfternoon. Do you think he is back yet,
Justin B. Farman kicked with all his| Bennett?’?
strength.  The ball sailed from his foat,| ‘* Give him a chance,’’ said Nipper,
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‘““ My two assailants at once went to the rescue of their man while )} was
vocked inside the tonneau, and before the door opened | slippad the package
through the littis window at the back of the car.’’—(Sze page 29,)
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“ T don't suppose he'll return until after
ten, at the carliest. By Jupiter, I'm
hungsyv! Let's go and change quickly.’

They weren't long in the dormitory,
and when they camc out they bustled
along to Study C with the intention of
preparing a hearty meal. In the pas-
sage, however, they shw the porter, War-
ren, conduoting a stranger along.

“*0Ol4 on a minute, Master Watson,”’
sald Warren. *‘ There’s a gent come to
sce you. This 1s Master Watson, sir—
these ’cre young gents are ’is chums.”

They regarded the stranger with in-

terest. He was a smallish man, but
looked as though he had plenty of
strength., He was brisk in his manner,

and hws smile was genial and open.

** Ah, Master Watson, I have found you
easily,” exclaimed the visitor, shaking
hands with Tommy. ‘‘ My name i1s Mr.
Danby, and I have come on a some-
what important mission. If possible, I
should like to have a few words with you
in private.”

“ Er—certainly, sir!” stammered Wat-
~on, who wasn't used to receiving visi-
tors. ‘* This is our -study, if you'll come
in, sir. It doesn’t matter about these
chaps, does it? They're my chums, and
we don’t have any sccrets.”

““I would prefer to speak to you alone,
my boy,”” said Mr. Danby, as he entered
Study C. ‘““ My business is rather in-
timate——"’

** About—about Uncle Ben?”
Watson eagerly.

“ Yos—exuctly,” replied Mr. Danby,
‘““ about your Uncle Ben.”

““ Call us when vou're ready, dear fel-
low,” said Montie, from the door.
““Benny and I will trot along to another
study——""

““ Oh, rot!” interjected Tommy. ‘ You
two chaps had better come in. If it's
only about Uncle Ben it doesn’t matter
a jot. I'd rather have them here, gir,”
added Watson to his visitor,

‘“ As you like, my boy—as you like.”

They entored the study, and closed the
dcor. Mr. Danby, who was dressed with
immaculate neatness, brushed a chair
with the corner of his handkerchief, and
seated himself.

. Now, Watson, T have come to you
on behalf of your uncle——"’

*“* But Uncle Ben’s missing, ain’t he?”
aslked Watson breathlessly.

** Tut-tut! Nothing of ‘the kind—no-

said
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thing of the kind,” laughed the stranger,
“ T suppose you have been reading that
absurd paragraph in the local paper?
Your uncle, . Mr. Benjamin Watson,
morely met with a slight accident, my
boy. He 1s quite welf,' except for a
sprained ankle, and he has sent me here
to see you.”’
Watson breathed a sigh of relief.

“ By jingo. that's fine!” he exclaimed.
‘“ Fancy the idiots putting that repert in
the paper!”

“Of course, it was absurd,” said Mr.
Danby, producing a card, and laying it
upgn the table. ‘“ This is your uncle’s
card, Watson—I broucht it as a mere
formality, because we are strangers,.
Now, while travelling to London, Mr.
Watson remembered that he was near
St. Frank’s. It reminded him of you,
my lad, and he jotted your nime upon
a package so-that he could not overlook
the fact later. You cee, he intended
writing to you, enclosing a little present
—a tip, 1 suppose you would call it. I
have brought it for you.”

Tommy Watson grinned.

‘“ That's jolly good of Uncle Ben, sir,”
he exclaimed, noticing two or threo
pound noles in the other’s hand. ‘ So
that’s what the writing was? It wag just
a jotting to jog my uncle’s memory?”’

‘ Merely that, and nothing more,”
smiled Mr. Danby. ““ Unfortunately,
Mr. Watson dropped the package when
the acoident happened—it was merely a
skid. Somebody, apparently, picked up
the package, and put it in the post. You,
1 have reason to believe, received it.”’

“Of course I did, sir,” said Watson
promptly. ‘‘ I suppose you want to tuke
b back with you?”

Mr. Danby nodded, and smiled.

‘“ That was the object of mv coming,"”
he replied. ‘“ Have you the package
here?”’

“ Weell, not exactly here, sir—"’

‘“ Indeed!”” said Mr. Danby quickly.
“ Then where is it?”’

““ It seemed to me that there was some-
thing queer about it, and so I asked Mnr.
Alvington, onr Housemaster, to lonk
after it,”” saild Tommy. * He's got it
locked in his bureau now. I'll buzz offt
and fetch it, if you like.”

‘“ Please do, my Dboy—please do!”
smiled the visitor. ““ I am in a hurry to
get back to the station, for the trains
are none too frequent down here. Thig
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eveping, probably, your uncle will write
to you personally. He intimated, indeed,
“that he would visit you some time next
week.’’

‘““'That’ll be ripping!’’ said Watson

gladly. * You'll thank him for thia tip,
won’t you? I’ll just pop along and ges
that package now.”
_ Tommy rose to his feet, his eyes shin-
mg with relief, and moved towards the
door. Nipper got up from his chair and
yawned. .

“Tll come with
said careleesly. ¢
the eggs back for tea, too. Perhaps Mr.
Danby will stay and have grub with us?”’

The visitor smilingly shook his head.

* Oh, dear, no!’ he exclaimed. ‘1
really cannot spare the time, my boys.
Thank you all the same. It 18 very
generous of you!”

Tommy Watson and Nipper left the
study, and Sir Montie adjusted his
pince-nez, and commenced giving the
stranger a general outline of the school.
Outside, in the passage, Nipper and
Watson hurried away.

‘“ Fancy that paragraph turning
to be wrong!” said Tommy, with a
chuckle. ‘ Why, Uncle Ben’s only
sprained his giddy ankle! Hallo! Where
are you off to? That’s not the way to
old Alvy’s study——"’

‘* Come in here a minute!’’ exclaimed
Nipper briskly,

He lod his wondering chum into tho
cloakroom, which was empty and
deserted. They retired to the far comer,
and then Nipper turned. His eyes were
shining with excitement and eagerness.

*“ You fathcad !”’ he whispered tensely.
“ Bh? What the—"’

*“ You slow-witted chump !”’ hissed Nip-

er. * Thank goodness I was handy'!
ou’d have given that chap those plans

ou if yon like,”’ he

out

** Of course I should!”’ exclaimed Wat-
son, staring. ‘‘ Well, what of it? Hasn’t

he come from my uncle? Why, he
brought Uncle Ben's card—"

“ Oh, you potly idiot!”" exclaimed
Nipper sharply. ‘‘ The man’s a fraud!”’

“ A— fuf-fuf-fraud !’ stuttered Tommy
Watson. ‘

‘“ A beastly crook!”” went on Nipper.
“ Don’t you spot the wheeze? He’s one
of the gang, come hero to get hold of
thowe plans! His yaru’s plausible enough,
aid you swallowed it wholae 1’

e might as well bring |
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Tommy Watson was speccilese,
‘ The wlwlo thing wns palpably fulse,

‘in spite of its plausibility,”” went on

‘“ The rotter didn’t deceive ine
It’s a trick, Tommy-—a clever
We've got to diddle him some-

Nipper.
so rasily !
trick |
how!"

¢ I—I don't belicve it!"’ burst out W.' -
son indignantly. ' You're a fathead,
Benny ! Didn’t Mr. Danby say he'd come
from my uncle?”’

Nipper snorted.

‘* What does that matter?”’ ho
demanded. ‘' Have you seen lim
before?”

‘““ No,”’” admitted Tommy.

‘“ Have you heard of himy before?”’
‘* Nun-no.”

“ Did he hrinF a letter from your uncle
—the most likely thing?”

‘Great Scott "’ gasped Tommy. “ Do
~—do you think—-"

“Think! Why, it doesn't necd any
thinking I’ ¢ut in Nipper. *‘* This Danby
chap is one of the gung who kidnupped
your uncle. Tlxat’Faragmph in the paper
was dead right! These rotters are keep-
ing Mr. Watson a prisoner, and I expect
they’ve forced him to say where the
plans werc sent to. That's why the
man’s come here. My only hat! And
you  were going to decliver the package
up ¥’

“I—=1 didn’t know!"” said Watson, in
dismay.

“ Well, we've got to dish the bounder
somehow !”’ said Nipper grimly. ‘' Look
here! The guv’'nor hasn’t come homo
‘:t. and 1 want to tell him all about i

fore Danby goes away. We shall have
to go back to the study and say that the
Housemaster is away, and thut we shall
have to wait until he comes back. Thas's
true, anyhow. We'll detain the ratter to
tea, and then I'Nl ask pld Alvy’s advice.”’

‘“ Can’t we show him up now?”’ ashed
Watson.

‘“ Not likely! We might go and spe.il
everything,”” was Nipper’'s prompt repiy.
*“ No; the guv’nor’s the chap te doul with
this, Tommy. He'll know wiiat to do.
We'll go and tell Danby chas he's got
to wait. And, for goodness’ sake, don't
giva the show away by your manner or
expresaiun !’’

*“ Trust me!’ said Tommy Watson,
taking a deep breath.

Aud the pair durried back to Study C.
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CHAPTER VI
(Set down by Nipper.)

IN YWHICH MR. DANBY IS DETAINED UNTIL
L1l GUV'NOR ARRIVES—AND THEN I GET
BUSY !

OMMY WATSON was rather dis-

I maved by my statements. This

wasn’t surprising, for he had swal-

lowed Danby’s yarn in one gulp,
so to speak. But I didn’t swallow 1t. 1
had scented trickery at the very start.

Of course, I didn’t blame Tommy 1n
the least. He wasn’t experienced; he
didn't know criminals as I knew them.
And if any tale was a faked one, Mr.
Danby’s was. It simply couldn’t be
accepted.

He and his precious confederates—sup-
posing there were any—had been under
the impression that they had to deal with
junior schoolboys, and, perhaps, a school-
master. I dare say the story would have
been received unsuspiciously in those cir-
cumstances. But I wasn’t an ordinary
schoolboy—and I'm not boasting when I
say that. A chap can’t help having ex-
parience, can he?

Poor old Tommy Watson would have
been diddled beautifully if he had been
left alone. I didn’t suspect that Danby
was a fraud—I knew it.

If Mr. Watson had really been safe, he
wouldn’t have sent a perfect stranger to
St. IFrank’s, armed merely with his card.
He would have written, too. And this
visit would have been made on the Mon-
day—not to-day. I could see quite easily
that the crocks had wrested the truth
from their prisoner after days of waiting.

All this flashed into my mind at once,
and I couldn’t explain to Tommy everf-
tiing I thought. But I had thoroughly
convinced him of the fraudulent nature
of his precious visitor’s yarn.

At first T was afraid that Watson would
give the game away. But he had-assured
me so seriously that he wouldn’t that I
believed him; and when we got to Study
C again, he was looking as cheerful as
ever. If Watson was casily hoodwinked,
he could certainly act all right.

We entered the study, and Mr. Danby
roze from his chair.

“ You have brought the package?”’ he

asked pleasantly.
“Sorry, sir,”’
ran't be did!”’
“ Can’t be did—I mean done?’’ he said
sgharply. ‘“ What do you mean?”’

replied Tommy—* it
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“ Well you see, sir, the Housemaster’s
away just at presen!;, and the package is
locked in his study,” explained Watson
cheerfully. ‘I dare say he’ll be back
ll:.@fore long, and then I'll buzz along to

im.”

Mr. Danby looked at his watch.

““ It 1s very annoying,”’ he said, some-
what irritably, ‘ but 1 see that you are
not to blame, Watson. How long do you
think your Housemaster will be before
he returns?’’ \

““ Might be half an hour, or more,”’ re-
plied Watson vaguely. ‘“I say, I'm jolly
glad to hear that Uncle Ben is safe! I'd
been sthinking all sorts of queer things,
sir.  You’ll thank him for that tip, won't
you?”’

“I think vou entrusted me with that
message once before,”’ smiled Mr. Danby.
“Yes, I will certainly tell your uncle
what you say. Now, you mustn’t let me
interrupt you. I would prefer to remam
here until I take my leave from the
school.”’ -

‘ I'm not surprised at that !’ I thought.
““You don’t want to wagder about and
be questioned, do you? What a sauce
the chap’s got!”’

I was rather pleased with Temmy. He
had kept up the pretence splendidly, and

Mr. Danby hadn’t a suspicion. Nontie,
of course, knew nothing. He lay back
in his chair with languid ease. A

thoughtful expression in his eyes gave
me the idea that he had an inkling of
Danby’s ruse.

“ It you're going to remain In the
study, sir, perhaps you’d honour us by
having tea?’ I said, bustling about.
“We’ll give you a decent feed—boiled
eggs or sardines, or both, if you like.”

Mr. Danby laughed.

““ Dear, dear! Such extravagance in
war-time !”’ he exclaimed, his eycs twink-
ling. ¢ Thank you, boys! 1 will cer-
tainly have some tea with you. It is not
really necessary for me to Bother the
Headmaster with a formal visit.”’

The man did it jolly well. I saw
Tommy glance at me ialf doubtfully.
The silly ass was beginning to believe in
Danby again! But a clever scoundrel
can always make himself highly affable
when he likes. Criminals aren’t always
fellows of the ‘‘ Bill Sykes’ type, a:
some people scem to believe. The tricki
est crooks of all are those with smootk
tongues and gentlemanly manners.
~ We weren’t long in getting tea ready.
Sir Montic helped us nobly, for bhe
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actually laid the cloth and set the cups
and saucers out! This was a most un-
usual thing for Montie to do, for he was
usually a frightful slecker when it came
to getting tea ready. But he felt that
he was compelled to do something now,
under the eyes of a guest.

Several {ellows looked in—some of them
burst in—but they soon retired when they
saw that we were entertaining a gentle-
man to tea. I distinctly heard Handforth
speculating with his chums as to who the
‘“ funny-looking old merchant "’ could be.
Handforth never took the slightest
trouble to lower his voice. '

Mr. Danby made himself very pleasant
during the meal, but he took good care
to steer the canversation clear of Wat-
son’s uncle. He had come to St. Frank’s
expecting to leave within a few minutes.
A prolonged visit like this would prove
awkward if there were many questions
asked.

Tommy, liowever, scarcely mentioned
his Uncle Ben. He was very tactful, and
I could have patted him on the back.
My. Danby thought that he was merely
walting for the rcturn of the House-
master, so that he could get the package.

Just before the meal was over,
decided to hurry to the guv’nor’s study.
If possible, I wanted to have a word
with Nelson Lee on the quiet. But I had
to be careful not to arouse Danby’s
suspicions.

Fortunately Yakama, the Japanese
boy, helped ne just at the right moment.
He had shared Study C with us during
s first week or two at St. Frank’s, but
had since shifted into Study I, with Kemp
and another chap.

Yakama knocked
entered.

““I am wishful of having a brief con-
versation with you, Bennett,”’ he began,
in his soft voice. *‘ Oh, a thousand par-
dons for interrupting—"’

““ That's all right, Jappy!” I said.
$¢ Anything you want?”

“ It is really of insufficient importance
to warrant your incornmoding yourself in
the most infinitesimal degree,” smiled
Yakuma, bringing out a string of long
words, as usual. ¢‘ Please, -Bennett, do
not take anv notice of rrh_,r stupendous

rudeness—"’

‘““ Rats!” I grinned.

Yakama's interruption was just what I
“wanted. I rose };om my place, and
moved towards the door, murmuring an
apology to Mr. Danby. He nodded smil-

on the déor ani

a1l

mgly, and I left the study with Sezue
Yakama. The Japanese boy had quite
a pained expression upon his nearly por-
petually smiling face.

““I am of the deep sorrow, Bennett,”
he exclaimed. ‘' It i1s the greatest rude-
ness on my part to obtrude myseff——""

‘“ My dear chap, I was anxious to cotue
out,”’ { intesrupted. *‘ Did you want to
speak to me about anything important?”’

Yakama shook his head.

“] was merely concerning my mind
with unnecessary thoughts of the magnifi-
cent game of football,”” he explained.
“1 am of the anxious wish that you
should give me the tremendous instrac-
tions, for I am vainglorious ennugh to
believe that T may shape satisfactorily at
the wondrous and beantiful gome.”

1 couldn’t help chuckling.

““ Oh, that’ll do any time!” I said
briskly. ‘‘ As a matter of fact, Jappy, I
think you’ll turn out to be a jolly goud

layer. If you work bard at practice

uring the next week or two, I'll play you
in & House match before long.”

Jappy’s eyes shene.

“You are the kind skipper,” he said
warmly. ‘‘ Indecd, Bennett, I find it

I | impossible to express my gratitude—"

“ Then, my dear chap, don’t try,” I
said. ““P'm in a bit of a hurry, but Tl
talk to you about this later on. Sorry 1
can’t stop now.” -

And I passed down the passage with-
out giving Yakama tune to enter upon
another flow of elegant language. Once
he started, there was no telling when he
would stop.

I buzzed along to Nelson Lee’s study,
but found it locked.

‘““Rats!” I grunted. *‘ Not back yet!”’

I was disappointed, for this would have
been a splendid chance to have a few
words with the guv’'nor. I walked slowly
into the lobby, and had a look into tho
Triangle. It was ruther fortunate I did.
for just at that minute I saw the guv’nor
stride briskly in through the gate.

“ Good !’ I murmured to myself.

It was practically dark outside, but 1
nad seen Nelson Lee’s figure beneath the
light of the lamp whiech hung m the
centre of the wrought-iron arch. The
'Friangle was dJeserted, and [ quickly
crossed over.

““Well, Bennett, what is 1t asked
Lee, aa I halted before him.

‘“ Are we private here, sir’’ I breathed
quickly.

Something in my voice tebd hing that I
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nceded him urgently. He glanced round
and drew me out into the very centre of
the Triangle.  There, surrounded by
space, we could converse without any
fear of anybody overhearng.

“ Well, Nipper, what 1is asked
Nelson Lec quietly.

“ First of all, guv’'nor, have you found
out anything?”’ I asked.

*“ Very little,”” he replied. ¢ But
have you stopped me just because you
are curious, Nipper?”’

‘“ No, of course not, sir,”’ I exclaimed.
¢ I've got a reason for asking.”

“ I have found out nothing beyond ths
fact that the plans were dropped at a
spot on the road somewherc Dbetween
Helmford anl the village of Melhaven,”
satd Nelion Lee. I met Detective-
Inspector Lennard——"

“Great Cecar! Old Lennard!”
gasped.

‘“ None other,” laughed the guv’nor.
““ We had a chat,” young ’un, and both
agreed that we were at a loose end. That
is all, except for details—"

“ Well, we necda’t go into them, guv’-

1it1"”’

1

nor,”” I cut in. “* And that loose end
isn’t loose any longer. The rotters who
kiduapped Mr. Watson have made a

move, and if we're up to snuff we can
nab the whole c¢rowd!”

Nelson Lee regarded me keenly.

““ Come along—out with the story
he said crisply.

And, as briefly as pessible, I explained
how Mr. Danby had come, and how I had
been suspicious of his story.  When I
had finished, Nelson Lec patted me on
the buack, and chuckled softly.

‘¢ Splendid, Nipper—splendid!’’ he said
in a low voice. “ You have done ex-
ceedingly well—far botter than I. By
James! I told Lennard that there would
soon be a move made, but I hardly ex-
pected it to be so early as this.”

“You think I'm right, guv’nor!” I
asked rather anxiously. ¢ This chap isn’t
genuine, 18 he?”’

“ Genuine?”' Nelson Lee laughed.
“ My dear lad, you have been very
shrewd. Danby is merely an emissary of
tho gang—I1 cay ‘ gang’ for want of a
bettor expression.  We really don’t know
who theso c¢riminals are. It is an 1mpu-
dent attempt to get those plans away
from us. Needless to say, Nipper; the
attempt will fail.”

“ But cau't we do something, sir?”’

“ We can do quite a 18t,¥ replied Lee.
“ At Jeast, you can. This visit of

'H

|

|
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Danby’s provides us with the very open-
ing we were looking for. Upon my soul,
the enemy has made a very grave
blunder by coming here. All the better,
Nipper—all the better! I'here is only
one thing to be done.”

‘“ And what’s that, sir?”’

““I haven’t gone indoors yet, have 17’
asked the detective.

““ Gone indoors?”’ I repcated, puzzled.
“ Of eourse vou haven’t, guv’'nor.”

““ Then you will be telling the perfect
truth if you go back to Study C and
tell Mr. Danby that your Housemaster
has not come in,” saild Lee calmly. <1
shouldn’t like you to resort to fabrica-
tion, young 'un—even in a good cause.
One lie generally leads to another. Tell
Danby that I haven't come in, and that
you don’t know when I shall. I intend
to walk about outside for some little
time, and you needn’t ask me when 1
shall go indoors.”’

I grinned.

‘““1 sce, guv'nor,”’ I said.
“Tell Mr. Danb
suggest that it wouﬁi be futile for him
to wait,”” went on Nelson Lee. *‘ Re-
quest hiln to come again in the morning
—or some time to-morrow, at all

events.”’ |

““ But I don’t see the point——

““ You will if you give me time to get
to it, you impatient young rascal. As
soon as Mr. Danby goes—and that will

robably be at once—you must follow

im,"”’ said the guv’nor grimly. ¢ Fol-
low him, Nipper, and stick tb him like a
leech. Don’t let him become aware of
your intentions—— But I needn’t warn
vou as to that point. You have done
quite a lot of shadowing at different
times, eh?”’

‘“ Rather, sir!
to London?”’

‘““ Stick to hiun just the same,” said Lce.
“In a timé like this we must adopt bold
measures. But I don’t believe you will
have to go to London, my boy. In any
case, as soon as you track the man to
his destination, and satisfy yourself that
it really is his destination, go to the
nearest ’phone, and ring me up. I will
sce about informing Lennard, and after

[ woll?l’
what 1 said, and

But supposing he goes

that—— Well, that 1s sufficient for the
present.”’

““ Right, sir!” I said promptly. * You
can trust me!”’

I didn't wait another minute. I had

got my instructions, and that wae all that
mattered. I went back into the Ancient



TITE MYSTERY OF THE UNSTAMPED LETTER

House, and the guv'nor passed out
through the gates again. Going through
the lobby I happened to pass Conroy
major of the Sixth—a prefect. Aun idea
struck me, and I hailed him.

“I say, Conroy, where's Mr. Alving- |and bring the package with you.

ton?’ I asked.
““Qut, I think”
¢“ Why?"
““Do you know when he'll be back?”’

‘“ Haven’t the slightest idea, kid,’’ said §

Conroy major. *‘ Might be an hour,
might be two. I'm net responsible for
'Mr.. ’Alvington’s movements, you young
ass!’ :

‘“ All right, keep your hair on.” 1 said,
as I went into the Remove passage. Con-
roy couldn’t have given me better
answers. I went into Study C fully
armed, so to speak. Montie and Tommy
and Mr. Danby were still at the tuble.

“ What did young Jappy want?’ asked
Watson casually.

“Oh! I'd forgotten that,’”' I said.
““ Only about the football, Tommy. But
I say, Mr. Danby, I'm awfully sorry,

l,.

but I don’t think 1t'll be any good your
waiting——"",

“Eh?”’ said the man, starting to his
feet, and revealing, just for a flash, his
- true character. ‘ What? Don’t be fool-
ish, boy! I intend to remain here until

I receive that letter!”’

‘“ You see, sir, Mr. Alvin
come in yet,”’ I said truthfully.
don’t exactly know when he will, ecither.
I just asked Conrov—he’s s prefect—and
he told me that the Housemaster might
be an hour, or he might be two hours.
It’s rotten, Mr. Alvington being out this
evening.”’

Our visitor snapped his fingers im-
patiently. :

‘* It i3 absurdly exasperating!”’ he ex-
claimed, restraining his anger with dif-
feulty.

““Tf you had written beforehand, 1t
‘would have been all right,”” I remarked.
- ¢ But Watson didn’t know anything
about it, and he didn’t like to keep that
letter in the study—studies ain’t exactly
private, you know, sir.”

Mr. Danby nodded.

““ You are quite right, my boy—quite
right,”’ he said, changing his tone. ¢ But
it 1s most annoying, all the same. I will
come again to-morrow afternoon—and

on hasn't

then, perhaps, you will have everything }

Or,
meet m
R I

better still, could

‘ready.
e, Watson?”

APYGNEC 1O

you

<3

- Meet you, st asked Tommy wou-
deringly.
“ Exactly. It will be an excellent

satd the prefect.}

861.

plan,”’ said the man. - Meet me at tho
station, \Watson, at five o'clock exavtly, -
Will
you promise me that?"’

““ Yes, str—of course, sir,”” said poor
Tommy, not knowing what else tn
answer, *

““ Then I will be off at once.™

And Mr. Danby picked up his hat
and stick and gloves, and bade us all a
very cheerv good-night. His manner
was now so genial and open that it was
dufficult to believe that he was anything
other than he seemed. Tommv offered
to see him to the deor, but he shcok his
head.

““ No, no!” he exclaimed. * There is
no necessity for you to disturb yourself,
my boy. I can make my wuav out quite
easily, thank vou.”

He passed out, and shut the door.
 Tommy Watson locked at me in a scared
kind of way.

““ Was that right about old Alvy:™ he
asked, in a breathless whisper.

““T haven’t got time to say more than
a dozen words!” 1 exclaimed sharply.
““ I'm gotng to follow that chap, wherever
hg goes! Sec” He'll lead ma right to
the hiding-place of Mr. Watszon."’

“ But—but—"'

“Can’t stop!” I said, with my hand
on the door-knob. I'll tell you all about
it when I come back. I've got to get
on the trail, my sons! And don’t forget
—not a word to a giddy soul. If any-
body asks where I am, let ’em ask'"’

And, with that very brief explanation,
I alipped out of the study, and pelted
to the cloak-roonmr. Here I grabbed my
overcoat and cap, and emerged from the
Ancient House just in time to see Mr.
Danby passing out of the gateway.

I wasz faivly on the track’

CHAPTER VII.
(N spper continues. )}
IN WHICH I RECEIVE A BIC SURPRISE,
AND THEN CARRY OUT MY INSTRCCTIONS
WITH ENTIRE SUCCESS.
ELLTON STATION wae looking
as dim and dreary as ever,
1 I had arrived twenty minutes
| earlier, having shadowed Mr.
Danby easily from the scheol. A train

i

L was almost due mew, and I needéd ao

t '!so-'
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telling that my quarry was waiting for
3.
a truin, I beliove.

Danby was in the booking-office, pacin%
up and down, smoking a cigarette,
could seo him distinctly froin the goods-
yvard gate, whero 1 was crouching in the
darkness. It was necessary for me to be
jolly cautious. .

I had heard Mr. Danby take a ticket
for Mclhaven. That was the place the
guv'nor had mentionod, and 1 knew it
wasn't far off—only a little way beyond
Helmford. ! was glad of this, because 1
wasn't anxious to go flying to London.

The train camo 1in, and I ventured to
leave my place of concealment, and hop
over the gate. It only took me a couple

of tickas to reach the end of the platform. |.

It would have been unwise for me to
havo tuken o ticket, for Dadby might
have spotted me doing so—and that
would have * put the lid on it,” s0 to
spoak.

There wus an empty third-class com-

rtment right in front of me, and 1
mpped into it in a flash. There was no
nead for me to sce if Mr. Danby had
ontercd the train; he had booked for
Methaven, and that was good enough.
But, us a matter of fact, I did see him.

And just as the train was about to
otart, 1 got a eurprise of the double-
barrellod varietv. There was a sudden
rush and scamper from the gravel plat-
formn. 'T'he door was torn open, and two
panting forma bundled in,

‘They belonged to Tommy Watson and
Sir Moutio Tregellis-West !

As | gusped, tho train started moving
out of the station. My two chums
looked nt me almost defiantly as they
tlopped on to the opposite scat.

‘“ Begad! We've done it, dear boy!”’
panted Sir Montie triumphantly.
‘* Rathor!”  said Tommy

straightening his collar.

I glured at them.

** What the—what the dickens do you
mean by this?”’ T demanded hotly. ** You
nilly assos, I didn't tell you to come after
e

Sie Montie held up his hand.

““ Benny loy, we ain't actin’ under
your arders,” he said mildly. ‘“1 sup-
pose we can go where we like, can’t we?
Tommy and 1 thought that a train
journey would do us good, begad!”’

“ You—youn followed me !’ I growled.

“Of course, wo id!” exclaimed
Tommy warmly, * My bit}: Do you

Watson,

People generally wait at stations for
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think we were going to stay behind? A
fine thing, ain’t it? It’s'my vncle who’s
in danger, and I ain't even allowed to
join in the search for him!”

‘“ But you don’t understand,”’ 1 began.

““ Dear fellow, we understand every-
thin',”” said 8Sir Montie sercnely. ¢ It’s
no good your bein’ wild, or frownin' at
us. We're here—an’ we're goin’ to stick
to you like glue—we are, really!”

‘¢ Like your giddy cheek!”’ went on
Tommy Watson. ¢ Thought you'd leave
us out in the cold, didn’t you? Well,
that game won’'t work, my son. If
there's any excitement going, Montie and
I are going to be in it. Why, you might
get into a hole, or something!”’

I couldn’t help grinning.

‘ T suppose you followed me?’’ I asked,
calming down.

““ That’s it, dear boy,” nodded Tre-
gellis-West.  ‘* You see, your cxplana-
tion was so frightfully hurried that we
couldn’t understand you. But we knew
thut you were goin’ after that Danby
chap. So we alipped out and kept yvou
in sight. It was a shockin’ surprise for
us to see you gct into the train, but we
weren’t goin’ to be done, Benny. Not
likely, begad!”’

‘““ Where are we off to?”’ asked Tominy.
‘*‘ London?”’

“No, as8!” I replied. * Only Mel-
haven.”’

‘“ Whero's that?”’

‘“ A little place on the other side of
Helmford,” I explaimed. ‘¢ That's where
Danby booked to. Well, I must say
that you're a couple of bounders. And
do you really mean to.tell me that you
shnadowed me all the way from tho
school "’ |

Sir Montiec nodded larnguidly.

‘““ We turned ourselves into sleuths,
dear boy,”’ he explained. *‘ Rather ex-
citin’, ain’t 1t?  An’ you didn’t know
anythin’ about it, begad! It’s rippin’
sport.”’

I looked at them half-amusedly. They
were still somewhat defiant in their man-
ner—as though they were expecting me
to bundle them out of the carrlage, neck
and crop. They fully reeognized me as
their leader, and it was very seldom
they kicked over the traces.

“You did it jolly well,”’ I said ad-
miringly. “I didu't know anything
about it unul vou bundled into this ¢com-
l.mrtnwut. You're a couple of futheads,
»ut I'm glad you've come along.”

‘** That’s all right, thew,’’ =said Mouue,
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with relief. “It would be awfully
painin’ if you disapproved, Benny.”
“ Rats!”” I grinned. ¢ You were ex-
Eectmg a row, weren’t you? It’s no good
aving one, even if I wanted to. But
ou’ll have to be jolly careful, my sons.
here’s a lot more chance of being

spotted—-"

“I’ve been thinkin' of that,’”” inter-
rupted Montie. ‘“* When we get out,
Benny, Tommry an’ I will have to wait
until you’ve gone on ahead. Then we’ll
follow as we did before. We took the
rrecaution to put on plain caps, instead
of the school colours; they amn’t s=o
noticeable.’

I nodded approvingly.

“ Good idea,” 1 said. * Well, ¥ don't
ree that 1t’ll make such difference, and if
you're careful when we restart the
shadowing, it’ll be O.K. I suppose you
want to hear what the guv'nor and 1
arranged?”’

‘** Of course we do,”’ said Tommy Wat-
gon. ‘‘ Choke it up, Benny§”’

I wasn’t quite so drastic as all that,
but I told my chums whkat the game
was. As I had suspected, Montie had
had a suspicion all the time. Tregellis-
West, in spite of his habitual langour,
was a8 keen as mustard, But, as he ex-
plained, he knew that 1 was quite on
the alert, and trusted to me.

““You see, that visit of Danhy’s was a
falso move,”” 1 declared. ‘ He thought
that he onl{ had silly schoolboys to deal
with,.and that he could hoodwink ’em as
earily as He hoodwinked
. Tommy—

Watson snorted.

‘“ Are you calling me a silly school-
boy?’’ he demanded hotlf.

“ Well, you acted jolly thoughtlessly.
anyhow,” I replied. *‘ Why, if you'd
been by yourself, Danby would have gone
off in trtumph. He would have pinched
the plans, and nothing more would have
been seen of him. And thecy may be
worth a million, for all we know.”

Tommy looked rather startled.

“ Blessed if you ain’t right, Benny |”
he admitted. “ I was a silly fathead,
wasn’t 17"’

*“ You were !’ I agreed emphatically.

‘“ Begad, silly ain’t the word, Tommy I’

‘ Well, you needn’t rub it in !’ growled
Watson. ** Thank goodness you were on
the scene, Bennett! As it’s turned out,
we stand a jollf good chance of finding
out where Uncle Ben 15, and the plans

’z}nyt.hing.
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Why, we hold all
““ And

are safe all the time.
tha trump cards!”’
“ Of course we do!’ 1 agreed.

if wo play ’em properly, the game’s ours.
Any slip, though, may mean disaster.
‘That’s why you chaps have got to be jolly

areful. Darby will be wary, and if he
has a hint that he 13 being followed he’ll
lcad us a fool’s dance, and leave us
stranded at the finish.”

Sir Montie snmled.

“ We ain’t fools, an’ so we ain't goin’
to ba led a giddy dance!” he exclaimed.

“ Begad, we’re at Bannin’ton already.

Keep your head in, Tommy, old boy.”

The train had pulled up at Banning-
ton. As it did so, I took off my cap and
peeped cautiously out of the window, just
round the edge of the door. There was
no sign of Mr. Danby, and only a few
people got in or out.

There were fwo more stops before
Helmford, and Melhaven came just
afterwards. As the train drew up, I was
glad to see that the station was very
dimly lighted. We had no tickets, but
that couldn’t be helped. . |

“ There’s only a low wall just here,”
I said, as the train pulled up. ¢ We shall
have to bunk over that and trust to luck
to see us through.”

‘“But we’ve got to pay our fares,

Benny!”” protested Montie. *‘ Good
gracious§ We can’t swindle the railway
company—""

‘““ Do you think we’re going to waste
time by paying up?”’ I hissed. *‘ That'll
do afterwards, Montie. We can pay when
we take the train home.”

“ Oh, I see, dear fellow "’

We slipped out, and were over the
wall in no time. By a piece of good luck
the guard was pulling a hamper out of
the van, and had his back towards us.
Once over the wall, we crouched down
and waited.

The exit of the booking-hall was just
wisible, with a lamp over the doorway.
The night wasn’t exactly dark, but misty
and gloomy. Mr. Danby came striding
out, and made off across the station-yard
at a brisk pace. '

*“ You chaps stop here until I'm nearly
out of sight, and then follow,” I wins-
pered. ‘' Come singly—one behind the
other. If you dou’t, you might jaw—
and sounds carry at night.”’

I left my chums as I spoke, and fol-
lowed in the track of Mr. Danby. He
was quite unsuspicious, and did not tum
his head once. He waa smoking. and 1
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caneht an occasional whiff. He did not
ro through the village itself, but struck
oftf up a side lane, which had high hedges
cn either side.
It was one of the easiest shadowing
jobs I had ever done, and I must admit
that Sir Montie and Tommy did their
parts well. 1 only caught a glimpse of
them now and again, and it was quite
certain that Danby saw nothing at all.

I was glad that my chums had come.
I Ladn’t been exactly comfortable in
leaving them out of it, but at the time
no arrangement could bo made. They
had acted on their own account, how-
ever.

The walk wasn’t a very long one, and
fortunately we didn’t pass anybody on

|

the way. Of course, it wasn’t late—only
just after seven; but in this quiet dis-
trict the country folk were i1n their cot-
tages, snug for the night.

At last, Mr. Danby suddenly dis-
appeared.

I paused and listened. The sound of
a creaking gate came to my ear, and I
crept forward quickly and cautiously. |
'Tucked away between heavy trees there
was a ramshackle wooden gate, with the
dim outline of a house beyond. All the
windows were dark, and the building
scemed to be totally deserted.

My quarry was quite near the house,
and I faintly "heard the rattle of a key.
This was followed by the sound of a
softly closing door, and bolts were shot
lhome. Then dead silence followed.

** That’s good enough!”’ I told myself
zrimly. ‘“ Mr. Watson’s here, as sure as
a gun! Danby’s gone in, and bolted
himself up. He wouldn’t have shot those
bolis if he’d only been making a chance
call. Now, the next move is to ring up
the guv’nor. By jingo, I didn’t think
I should be so successful as this!”’

It had been dead easy ell along. In

a few minutes Montie camz up very
cautiously, and just behind him crept
Tommy.

““ Come on!’ I whispered. ¢ It’s zll
safe!”’

“ Begad, T was getting in a fog, dear
boy !”’

“ He’s gone in here,” I went on.
““'This place seems to be an old farm-
house, and it looks -empty. I'll bet a
quid that your uncle’s here,
It's just the kind of place where a
prisonzr could be kept.”

““ Shali—shali we break' in
Tomimy excitedly

9;!

asked

|

Watson! |
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“ No, you fathead! I'm going to ring
up the guv’'nor from the station,” was
my whispered answer. ¢ You two chaps
stay here, and keep your eyes open. If
anything happens whilo I'm away, do as
you think best; but don’t act rashly.”

I didn’t wait for them to put all sqrts
of questions, but started back along the
lane at a sharp trot. Within ten minutes
I was back at the station, and I found it
dark and deserted. By hammering at
the booking-office door, however, I soon
discovered a uniformed individual with
whiskers, who turned out to be the
stution-master.

““ Have you got a telephone here?”’ 1
asked breathlessly.

‘““ Yes, but it’'s not for schoolboys to
use!” repliad the man, eyeing me with
an air of suspicion. ‘* What’s tiie matter,
youngster?’’

‘““ I haven’t got time to explain fully,”
I went on, ‘“ but it’s important. Can you
tell me anything about an old farm along
this side road—a place standing back
from the road?”’

‘““ The Elms Farm, you mean?’ said
the station-master. ‘‘ Why, yes! That
place belongs to the Rogers’ family.
They’ve been in London for some time.
The farm is to let furnished, but it's
locked up now.”

I whistled to myself.

““I must. use that ’phone!” I said

urgently. ¢ Look here! I'm from St.
Frank’s, and I want to ring up the

Housemaster. He'll explain everything
when he comes along. It’s important—
really !"’

The station-master allowed me to uss
the telephone after a little demur. 1
hadn’t mentioned anything to him about
the kidnapping, realising that he would
omy suspect a joke if I did so, and in
less than a couple of minutes I was
talking to Nelson Lee. '

“JIs that you, sir?”’ I asked. “‘It’s
O K! I know the place.”

‘“ Splendid, Nipper!”’
Lee’s voice. ¢ Well?” |

“ Come to the Elms Farm, Melhaven,”
I said, bearing in mind that the station-
master was listening. ‘“ Anybody will
tell you how to reach it once you get to
the viilage. TI’ll be waiting there.”’

““ Right. my boy!"’ said the guv'nor
crisply. *“ You may expect Detective-
Inspector Lennard and myself in about
an honur's time—possibly under.”

Five minutes later, I was, hurrying

came Nelson
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back to 3ir Montie and Tommy. Events
were moving rapidly, and it seemed as
though a climax would come at once.

however,

CLEAR !

N
again, the Bellton medico being
Detective-Inspector Lennard to be ready
‘“ Ah, Mr. Alvington, this i3 very good
tor, with the faintest suspicion of a
Nelson Lee smiled. Lennard could
Inspector Kemball, was
Alvington’s help is valuable, I will admit,

CHAPTER VIII.
THB ATTACK-—MR. WATSOR'S RESCUE—ALL
ELSON LEE pulled up in front of
the police-station at Helmford.
He had borrowed Dr. Brett’s car

a very good-natured man.

The detective had hurried from S8t.
Frank’s, having previously ‘phoned to
- with several constables. And now, as
Lee entered the police-station, he found
everything waiting.
of vou, I'm sure! You are taking quite
a large amount of trouble over thio
affair,”” sald the Scotland Yard inspec-
wink. ‘‘Indeed, T feel somewhat small,
for you have been succeseful while the
official police have failed!”
afford to speak in that tone, for he knew
that the new-comer was Nelson Lee, and
not a schoolmaster.
rather indignant. .

‘“ Excuse me, Mr. Lennard, the police
have not failed,”” he said coldly. ‘¢ Mr.
but he would have been quite useless
alone. And, even now, we may be going

on a fool’s errand.”

*“ Good gracious me!”’ cried Lennard.
‘““ We don’t want to quarrel, do we?
Personally I have an idea that we shall
be successful. And we sha'n’t do any
good by squabbling here, Kemball.”

This was a gentle thrust at the local
inspector, and he made no reply. The
party prepared itself for departure.
Three brawny constables formed tha
other members, and a start was made at
onco. -

Nelson Lee and Lennard went in the
doctor’s car, while the police followed in
a biyg six-seater. As Lennard said, it was
necessary to have a certain amount of
epare room for the prisoners.

The journey was only a comparatively

~short one, and Melhaven was reached
m good time. It wasn’t neccssary to ask
dircetions, for the camstables knew - the

3
.

district by heart. At tho stutinn. how-
ever, the cars were left behind, and the
party procceded on foot.

Before tho te of Elms Farm wua
reached a slight figure came running
long, and it turned out to be Nipper.
8ir Montie and Watson were still waiting
t the farm.

“ You’ve been quick, sir,”” whispered
Nipper. ‘‘ Watson and Tregellis-West
e bhere, you know. We've located the
place, and Danby’s there now.”

Inspector Kemball growled.

‘“ Schoolboys!” he exclaimed. “ Bali!
We’re being made fools of —"' |

‘*“ Schoolboys are not always fools, in-
gpector,”’ said Nelson Lee quietly. * If
you will wait in patience for a short
while, you may have cause to thank thesa
boys for what they have done.”

“T hope s0—1 recally hope so!” said
Kemball soutly.

For the sake of appcarances, Detec-
tive-Inspector Lennard took the lead. Ho
gave all tho orders and directed the
operations. Lee, however, knew that tle
Scotland Yard man svas well capable of
dealing with an affair of this kind.

The constables were posted in different
parts of the farm grounda. Sir Montie
and Tommy Watson followed the othera
to the rear of the house, but remsined
outside. They were to give the alarn: in
case of any dash at that quarter.

A rear window presented no difficulty.
It was that of a rear scullery, and Lee
and the Scotland Yaurd inspector and
Nipper slipped through. Kemball had
remained at the front door.

The itruders found themselves in a
large, stone-floored apartment. They
crept forward cautiously, for they had no
idea how many men they had to dcal
with, or where they were situated. Once
in a long passage, however, a chink of
ight was visible from beneath a door-
way. . .

‘““That’s queer!”’ murmured Iennard.
‘““ There's no light showing outside !”

‘“ Shutters{’”” whispered Lee. * Didn’t
ou sec them? Shutters outside, and a
eavy curtain within, probably. Thia
lace 1s supposed to be empty, aud a
ight would ﬁzvo given the game awav,
We'll make a bold dash, Lennard.”

And, without any further ado, thev
hurried forward and burst the door open.
The =cene withm the room was a steange
one.

A shaded lamp stood upen the tuble
and an oil-stove warmed:the apartmert
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comfortably, and seuted at the table were
threr men. They weore in the act of play-
ing cards, and the air waa blue with cigar
and cigarette smokae.

Al three started to their feet with rage
and dismay. One of them, Nipper saw at
u glance, was the genial Mr. Danby. At
tha same second the man saw Nipper, and
his faoe contorted itself with rage.

““ By Heaven, so—so you followed
me!” he snarled. * This is a trap! The
prlice are here!”

“ Txactly I”’ cut in Detective-Inaspector
leunard pleasantly. ‘1 am sorry to
interrupt, but these little things will
happen, you know. I should advise you
ull to act sensibly. The farm is sur-
rounded—"'

‘““ It's a lie!” rapped owt one of the
nther mon. * I guess wo're being bluffed,
Danby ! These guys ain’t police, and we’il
sson make hash of ‘'em! Behoolmasters—
that's what they are!”

Beforo lennard or Nelson lLee could
Jdeny the statement, the surprised men
sushed the table aside and made a dash.
ho inapector attempted to slam the door,
but it had jammed, and he only succeeded
in putting himself at a disadvantage. He
received a heavy blow on the jaw, and
fell sprawling.

But J.e and Nipper wero ﬁghti%
fury with the two bigger men, Nipper
elling for assistance as he struggled.
)anby, with a choking cry, leapt over
{.cnnard’'s prostrate form, and was out
in the passage in a second.

l.eo was dealing with the man who had
knocked Lennard down, sand it was casy
Lo sec how the tussle would end. Nipper,
on the other hand, had his hands over-
full, and there could be but one result
anless help came quickly.

Help did como. Lennard ataggerod to
his fcet. gave a roar like a bull, and

like

charged in. Nipper, gasping, retired,
Pruised and half-dazed. we fight con-
tinued  desperately for another two

minutod, and then, with a rush, Inspoctor
Kemball burst in with a comstable.

‘The prisoners wero handcuffed at once.

*“One of the brutes managed to ship
away while I was down!" snapped Lun.
aurd irritably. * Did you see anything of
hitn, Kemball?”

'* Nothing,"” pented the Helmford in.
spectar, ' Good gracious me, Me.
Alvington was right! I muet apologise
to him——" s

“* Haug apoligicing!” smapped Len-
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mard. “ We don't want to lose that fel-

low !’

‘He dashed out, Neclson Lee following

im.

_Meanwhile Sir Montie and Tommy had
listoned with cxcitement and impatience
to the sounds from within. They weie
at the scullery window, and they put
their hoads in eagerly. .

‘“Begad! Shall we get through?”
whnrvod Tregellis-West.

“I'm & good mind to. Look out!"”
hisnod Watson. ‘‘ Somebody’s coming!”

They crouohed down, one on either
sidn of the window. -And, gazing up,
they saw the soared face of Danby loot-
ing out. “Finding everything quict, he
scrambled through, head first.

‘ This is whore we come in, ain’t it?"’
said 8ir Montie calmly. * Tommy, dear
boy, lend a hand. This is excitin'--
what "’

Danby was clutched fiercely as he tum-
blrd out into the open. The next second
he was on his back, with SBir Mcntie sit-
ting on his chest, holding his hands, and
Tommy on his feot.

“lot me go, you young scoundrels—
let me go!” snarled Danby. “‘I will give
you five pounds——"

T3 HQ'!

“ Begad!"' gasped Montie.
trying to bribe us! Shockin’!”

The prisoner rosorted to threats—which
were obviously hollow. This failing, he
commenced sweoaring violently. But
Tregellis- West dealt with this promptly
by jamming his cap over Danby’s mouth.
Only gurgles now sounded.

And Nelson Loe and Detective' Len-
nard, hurryin'F out, found the situation
unchanged. The captive was thoroughly
exhausted, and he was handcuffed with-
out the s{ightest difficulty. Wateon and
8ir Montie glowed with triumph. They
folt that they had justified themsclvca.

Five nminutes later the three prisoners
wero marched away in a group by the
victorious Inspector Kemball and his
mon., There was no credit duc to
Kemball, but he took nearly all of .
He hadn't had a case like this for twenty
)';-ars, and, naturally, he made the most
of it.

Nelson Lee and the others straightened
themaclves in the sitting-room. .

‘** Successful so far,”’ remarked ILee.
** But what of your uncle, Watson? A
scach of the house will probably en-
lighten ws.”’

It did.
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In an upstairs roomn, which was locked
and shuttered, Mr. Benjamin Watson was
found—quitc unharmed, though pale and
thin with worry. In another room was
the chauffeur; and, outeide, in one of the
descrted barns, was Mr. Watson’s motor-
car. v
The rescued engineer was overjoyed.

“I don’t know who I have to thank
for this splendid unight’s work,” he ex-
" elaimed fervently. * But I am extremely
%rateful. I feared tho worst, Tom.
Thank Heaven everything has turned out
satisfactorily.”

Mr. Watson was a bluff, hearty man
by nature. His reecue had bucked him
up amazingly, and he lost no time in tell-
ing his story.

** The plans,” he declared, * are those
of a wonderful new paper-making
machine—a machine which promises to
revolutionisc the whole industry. I
necdn’t go into details, for they would
only be tcchnical and tedious. I may
say, however, that the machine is at
present unpatented, vr protected in any
way. It 13 worth, I believe, a fortune
—indeed, there is no doubt about that
point,”

Mir. Watson went on to explain that
a powerful paper-manufacturing corpora-
tion, of Cﬁicago, had sent agents to
London to purchase sole rights in the
new machine. before patents were taken
owt. Mcsars. Marsden and Watson, how-
ever, had made all their arrangements,
and point-blank refused the offer. They
were all the more emphatic because they
learned that tho corporation was owned
anl controlled by German-Americans.
By a system of spying, agents had
learned of Mr. Wateon’s plane.

Mr. Watson’s car had been st
on the main road while he was travelli
to London, A man had shown a :23
Lhght, and had told the chauffeur that a
scrious aocident had occurred higher up,
and that the road was blockedd, He had
given the chauffeur directions to pass
through Helmford and Melhaven, and
to join the main road further on,

“The scoundrel was ono of the gang,
of course,” said Mr. Watson .wrathfully.
‘** He must have been informed as to the
approximate time of my journey, and he
kiiew the descrintion of my car. Thus
he made no mistake. My chauffeur wae

‘more fully if I had had th: time.

not to blamo in the lesst. How could
he know that a trick was being plaved?
In consequence, I was led directly 1uto
tho trap, and, near this village, my car
was stopped by the three scoundrels ani [
was attacked.

“ Two men entered the tonneau—whick
i8 closed in—and a third ‘dealt with Per-
kins, the chauffeur. He’s ouly a little
chap, but he proved a big handful..
While I was being overpowcered, Perking
managed to get free. ¥ two assailamts
at once went to the rescue, locking me in
tho interior of the limousine. And it was
during that short interval that [ con-
ceived a wild, hasty plan. I Mow believo
that Providence led me to take thut
courge, for my rescue has becn brought
about because of it.

“ Well, T had just about one minute,
and I was in total darkness. Takinz the
plans from my pocket, I scruwled ¢ Wat-
son, St. Frank's,” upon the outer envelope
—they were in two, for safety’s sake.
I added, * Blease Post,” in the corner. It
was my intention to write the a-dd;}css

us
I was not allowed to do so. Perkins had
been recaptured, and I was once moie
attacked. Before the door opened,
however, I shppcd the package through
the little window at the back of the
car, trusiing that & would unot be
noticed upon the ground by my a-»-
sailants.” o

** But why did you direct the lctter (o
me, uncle?”’ asked Tommy.

‘* Well, as a matter of fact, I was con-
fused,”” admitted Mr. Watson. I hail
been thinking of you, Tom.”

“ But how did the men know the plans
were at St. Frank’s?”

‘““ I can only imagine that I have beeu
talking in my sleep,’”’ said the rescued
man., ‘It 8 a habit of mine to do so
when extremely worried. From m>
mutterings the men probably gathered
the truth, and—well, I think you kncw
ﬂ’fhe resk. ] am very grateful to soa

And so the affair was cleared up in a
most salisfactory way. .

And, the next day, Mr. Watcon paid
his nephew a visit at St. Frank's, and
took possession of the plans from Nelwoiu
Lee.

S0 everything waes all serene.

THR END.

o —— e m— =

NEXT WEEK!—(See p. i of cover.) -
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BEGIN OUR NEW SERIAL TO-DAY!

In the Grip & Huns.

A Magnificent Tale of Thrilling Experiences in Germany.

TI1IE NELSON LLE LIBRAKY

Ny

By CLEMENT HALE.

NOTE.—-As the title «“ Inthe Hands of the Huns *’ has alrcady been used, we
are altering the name of our Scrial to the above.

The Chicf Characters in this Story are :

Grorake GrAY and his brother JAOK, who
arc the KEnglish Staff of the Berlin Rovers,
a fuotball club in Germany.

O r1ro BrACK 79 a scoundrelly German member
of the tram. DBut another German, named

Carn HorrMmaN, s friendly, and adviscs the
Inglishmen to leave Qermany, which
they refuse todo. The Grays are betrayed
the next night ®y thedr larndlord Kutz.
They manage to leave the house, but are

surrounded by a hostile crowd. Luckily |

the American Ambazrsad.)r takes them in
his car to the Embassy, and gets them
passposts, The next morning they go to
the station. When half-way to the fronticr
they arc ordered to detrain at ¢ way-side
station. Herc their papers are examined,
and they are dctasned for scveral hours.
They arc then told that they are under
arrest as spics, and are marched off
under a guard to prison,

(Now read on).

EE——

IN A GERMAN PRISON.

EORGE GRAY’S feelings, when
G ho at last found himself bolted
and locked in a prison cell, can

be thun de-

better imagined

acribed.

Not till then did the real seriousness of |

his situation dawn upon him, and oven
then he could not hei)p but think that a
loophole of escape might be found
through which ho and his brother could
l)uss to freedomn when at last thoy were
yrought before their accusers—if there
happened to bo any.

His cell he found, on examining it
closely, was fuintly tlluminated, so faintly
that at first ho could not mauke out his
surroundings.

But us s eyes grow acoustorned to the
darkness he made out a wooden bed built

against the stone wall, with a seat set at
right angles to it, and forming part of it,
agaiust the end wall opposite tne door.
The cell was narrow, deep, and lofty. It
was tolerably warm, and constructed on
much the same plan as the cells at our
English police stations.

There was neither mattress nor pillow
%o the wooden bed, but George Gray
didn’t mind.

He was in no mood to sleep, and after
the cell door had closed upon him he
sat down on the edze of the bench and,
liqrpl'{-ing his head in his hands, tried to
think,

If only they hadn't taken Jack from
him. If only they had left them togecther
so that they could discuss the situation.

But George was alone. His youngest
brother, though he occupied the adjoin-
ing cell, was as effectually removed from
communication as if he had been taken to
another prison.

To wheat fatal caprice did they owe
their arrest and imprisonment ?

It was an outrage. Yet for the life of
him George could not see how he could
obtain redress. From his knowledge of
German character he was aware that the
authorities would not have gone to such
lengths unless they were sure of their
ground.

Perhaps war between Britain and
Germany had already broken out! The
first shots even might have been fired.
And in that case here were he and his
brother Jack, to say nothing of hundreds
of other Englishmen of military age, who
would be only too glad to fight the
Empire’s enemies, cooped up in Germuny
with as much chance of escaping as a

snared rabbait,
The thought maddened him and, rising,

hlne paced up and down the cell, up and

down, up aud down, until his brain grew
dizzy and his muscles tired,
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And as he paced a sentry posted in the
corridor snapped the shutter of the peep-
hole open and cursed him.

“Why didn’t he go to sleep? Why
make that clatter? - The devil of an
Englishman had better be quiet, or——'’

George replied to the threat with a
mocking laugh.

The shutter snapped to, and he was
once more alone. Then, as his hand
strayed to his pocket, a glad cry leapt to
his lips, for he found that he had his
cigarettoe case upon him. Good luck!'!
I1e ‘selected and lit a weed, and as he
prff~d the fragrant smoke he fclt better.

When he had finished the cigarette he
threw himself down upon the wooden
nianks and tried to sleep. It was use-
lezs, for his brain was far too active. So
up he got again, and in defiance of the
girumbling sentry. whose curses reached
him now and again, he renewed his walk
-up and down.

Presently he heard a faint, a very faint
tapping upon the wall of his cell. He

stobped and listened. It was repeated, |

and his heart leapt.

His brother Jack was trying to com-
municate with him.

He instantly replied to the tapping,
and so they kept their inter-communica-
tion up, finding solace in the primitive
amusement until the sentry opened the
cell door and loudly ordered him to stop.

“IT you do that again,”” bhe stormed,
““ you will be removed to another cell.”

George glanced at the open door. He
would have been tempted, had the fellow
been alone, to have made a dash for
liberty, though the guard was armed, and
have chanced the consequences. But
behind the sentry he saw several other
uniformed and armed figures, and he
knew that there was uo chauce.

The fellow then sniffed the
inquiringly. "

““ You haf bin smokin’,” he cried.

(reorge admitted that it was so.

“* You can't blame me,” said he.

“ Al tobacco must be confiscated.
Prisoners are not allowed to smoke.”

air

George, with a grim smile, produced

the silver cigarctte case, opened it, and
held it out to the German.

.  Perhaps you'd like one?”” said he.
- *“ Ach,”” ejaculated the uniformed
bully. Ile thereupon selecied a cigarette,

handed the case round among the others,
and Gnally spapped it together and thrust
it.¢nto his pocket.

“ I owill tgke cace of 1. he. growled.
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““ And mind-—no rupping on se walls.”’

“You mean hound,” cried Geoige,
glaring at hirn, and the fellow laughed.

He then withdrew, Langed the door to,
locked and bolted it as before. andl
George was once more alone, but without
the means of steadying his nerves,
which were getting more jumpy than
ever.

Oh! If only he had tho opportunity of
meeting the tﬂieving seutry face to face,
man to man, with bis hands free? What
a mess he’'d make of him.

But he was a prisoner. He knew wnat
he would not have the slightest chance
ofufioing anything that might please hiu-
self.

He'd just got to grin and bear it until
he was a free man—and then he promised
hinself that he wonld make it hot feor
this rascal and others who had exceeded
their authority.

———— —

BEFORE THE MILITARY COURT.
THAT night seemed never-ending.

And at intervals George Grav
could hear gates clanging, und
locks being turned, bolts beiny

shot, and voices echoing along the stov
passages and corridors of the prison.

Now and then he thought, though he
could not be sure, that he heard English
voices speaking, some of them raised in
protest.

It was not unlikei:, for he kuew thas
he and Jack would not be the only unfor-
tunates to suffer the ndignity of arrest
that night.

At last a grey light begun to filier
through a grating set high in the cell.
and to find 1ts wav through crannies and
chinks the eye could not discover.

And as the day broke George heard
noises in the streets of the town whose
name even was unknown to him.

Curiously enough, owing to the excite-
ment of théir broken journey, he had not
noticed the hame of the railway junction
at which they had been stranded.

He could hear electric trams clattering
along, the sizz of the metal wheel upon
the overhead wire; he couid hear the
rumble of heavy carts and wagons, the
hooting of motor horns; and with all the
medley of sound came the hum of voices,
which increased as the day lengthened.

TRen the banging of the doors of the
prison_increased in violence, and he heara
the tramp of heavy feet. the ring-of harsh
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German commands, until he knew that
the bustle and excitement was altogether
anusnal. .
Next he became conscious of a gnawing
pain in hiz interior, a kind of sinking
feeling altogether new to him, and he
remembered the length of his fast.

He was dying for food. And poor
Jack—it must be much worse for him.

At length the cell door was opened, and
a man appeared, pushing a truck or
trolley, on which were placed steaming
basins of coffee and huge hunches of
bread and butter.

His portion was handed in and the cell
door closed.

The coffee was fragrant enough but
thin, and there was plenty of the rough
food. George did not care a lot for the
‘dark German bread, but he ate 1t this
time with a relish he had never known,
swallowed the coffee, and felt better
after 1t.-

It might have becen an hour later—
perhaps two hours—when he heard men
tramping along the corridor. They
stopped outside his cell. The door was
again unlocked and unbolted and opened.

Qutside he saw an armed patrol in
command of an officer. who curtly
ordered him to ‘* Fall in.”

He rose and made towards the door.

‘““Where are you taking me?’ he
asked.

“ That is riot your business—

‘““ Donder—fall in.”

‘.But'—_'”

George stepped out into the corridor.
He saw armed guards at each end of it,
their fixed oayonets flashing as they
moved.

“What have you done with my
brother? 1 shall not go without him.”

The officer gave an order, arnd one of
the soldiers drove his knee into George's
back, mmpelling hin forward.

‘* Silence.””

The impulse {0 hurl himsclf at the
officer aid strike him down was stroug
within him, but George mastered himself
with an effort.

He was in the hands of the Philistines.
IHe could do nothing.

Then, to his great delight and intenso
relief, he saw the door of the adjoinin
ell thrown open, and his brother steppeg
into view,

How George smiled when he saw him,
and how Jack smiled back.

Joor lad, his face was very white, and
there were dark circles round his eyes,
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aud his lips drooped sadly in a way that
veorge had 1.ever seen before,

“ George—Goeorge,” cried the yvounger
brother, leaping forward, but a :trong
hand caught him by the shoulder and he
was hurled :way, to be spun round and
set in position among the guards some
paces in front of George.

“Oh!” excluimed the boy, hisx lips
trembling, the tears sturting to his eyes.
‘““ You brutes—"’

“* Never mind, Jack.” cried Ceorge
stoutly. *‘ Our turn will come some day.
And, at any rate, we're not oing to be
cowed by a iot of German buﬁios. '

Jack turned his head and smiled
faintly.

“I'm not alraid, George.” he ex-
claimed. ‘" Only 1it's so unfair, g0 un-
just—_"’,

‘“ March!” ordered the ofticer, and
they were impelled onward at that brisk
sweeping rate the German armies favour.

Whither were they being taken, and
what was to come?

As they passed from one corridor to
another, George mared about him with
an Interest and curiosity he in no way
attempted to conceal.

The prison was substantially built,
Some parts of it looked to be very old.

Soldiers were everywhore.

As he peeped through an open door-
way into a parade ground beyond,
George saw that it was choked with
soldiers, all armed to the teeth, who were
being drilled by their com anding
officer and his subordinates. :

They were all intent on the work in
hand, and they were doing it thoroughly.

From the streets came an echoing
murniur, as of a sea.breaking on a dis-
tant coust. It was the hum of many
voicea.

Presently the vowes rose in a hoarse
guttural cheer, a cheer which had the
ring of war frenzy in it, and the Grays
knew that it was hcre the same as 1n
Berlin. The people were war mad.

The dectested hydra head of Prussian
mililarisin reared ‘itself here, as in everv
other part of the German Empire, and
it came to the sturdy English footballer
then as an inspiration that there would
be no peace in the world until it had
been stamped upcn and killed for ald
time.

But who was to do it? What nation
was strong enough? Not Russia! Nor
France; norv any of the cmaller States

(Continued on p. iii of caver.)
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that were being involved in the ternible
catastrophe that had fallen upon Europe
hko a blight.

What nation, then*—and he answered
himeelf, Great Britain, with the assst-
ance of her great Empire overscas

The thought comforted him. He
marched with head erect and shoulders
squared, and the loock he gave his
brother braced the less-determined lad to
face the ordeal in front of them.

At last they turned into a great room,
in which many uniformed officiala, most
of them army men, were scated,

The guard closed ronnd the door, and
ranged alongside the prisoners, who were
told to take their place in front of the
table at which the officers were aitting.

The commander fRashed a searching
glance at them, pointed to the spot he
wished themn to occupy. and then ignored
their very existence Yor some minutes,
whilo he couversed with his subhordinates
and studied the papers which lay in front
and were piled on each side of hin.

At last {:c thundered :

‘““ What are the prironers’ namee?”’

“ George and John Gray, your Ex-
celleney,”’ came the answer.

“ Ach, yes, to be sure.” o

The commandant, or president of thia
military tribhunal or court, lcant forward,
his forearine set upon the table, s
square-jawed and rather striking fuoe
raised to meet the glance that George
thrust at him.

‘“ According to information we have
receivel here,”’ maid the German offtcer,
noddiuy at a paper that-lay before him,
““you and your brother are KEnghsh
spies. \What have you to say?"”’
hn(}eorgo coloured to the roots of his

ir.

‘“Say! Say!” he stormed, and bis
voice trembled with indignation. ** Why,
that it’s a lie. We are English foot.
ballers. Wo came to Berlin two years
ago to carry out our duties as instruc-
tors und trainers of the Berlin Rovers.
We have many German friends in Berlin,
Our record is well known.”
h"l'he officer tapped the papers befors

im,

‘“ All _that is mentioned here,” he de-
clared. “ But it is stated, too, that vou
and your brother abusod your position
of trust to on the military prepara-
tions of the Fatherland. ]:\n-d wl:yo show
no mercy upon spres canght 1n the very
aol, cspecially at o :'?me when the
Eapire is at war.”

OF THE HUNS it

ORDERED TO BE INTERNED.
THE worda were spoken in o level

vowce, withont the ightest trace
of emotion. They hit home. And
the otern, stoely oves of the
speaker probed inte (George Giray's sonl,

“Whoever declares that I and my
brother aro apies, sir,”" he aid bitterly,
“lies! 1 thoucht we hid none bug
fricnds in Berlin until the athee day;
then [ discovered that we hid rnemies. '’

" Ah, ¢an you namo them""

It tho voire betrayed an awakening
imerest, the impassive [ace betrayed no
signy. It waa like a mask.

“ Yea, One of them s Otto Rrack. He
belongrd to the Berlin Rovers.”

' ll.e is now Y Lieutenant n  the
Prussian Army. His word s to be be-
heved.”

“You may think so. «dr -1 do not.
He's a coward, unl a cad | might go
further and call him a blackguard —

“ You must not inault a4 German mih.
tary officer. Your other fnemes, CcoOme,
come: - —'

'\ man named Ku’z. Ho waa our
landlord. We'd alwaye treated him webl,
Yet on the eve of our depurture from
Beriin, though we trustal him, hea would
have betrayed us  to the police had we
not been sharp enough e cseape hun ™’

The words had no soner left his lips
than George Grav reabised what & e
take he'd made. The steely eves ghinted,
and tho officers of lower rank econferred
hastily together, wodding at the two
PrWONCES 1D A Meaning way.

“*Why should Kiit: betray you ani
your brother to the Berlin pul'uee? Surely
if you had committed no oftfence or ¢crine
it would have been impomible?”’

(seorgn coloured, but did not amawer.

‘**Shall I tel! you why®> It was foc
striking and attempting to loll a German
officer in a onfo. Can you deny it

Ah, that unfortunate incident! Was
# to be for ever brought ugainst him
and his brother Jack?

“T admu it, sir,”” said George hastuly,
‘“But it was the man’s own fauls. Bruck,
in order to be revenged an e, denaunced
us as spies in the open cala. The officer
drew his sword, and tried to cup e
brother down What we did was 1n sl

defence.”’
The reply was written down at lenyth.

“Anrd pow—wuh regard to othor

(Contiaued everiesl)
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evidence—vour  luggage, taken from developed. Were those bought and re-
vour lodgings, was founl upon investiga- | tained by you for the sake of harmlcss
tion to rontain many maps, plans, and amusement?’’

photographs collected in  all parts of | ** Decidedly!”

Germany. The photographs included]|  * Ah!"

many  placee  of military  importance, | ‘' Caineras =gre common enough in
Mome were of the great docks of Ham-|theso days!’ tiashed "George, * Every-
burg:. Some were of Kiel. There was|body uses them.”

hardly one that had not some import-] * Maybe. They are dangerous in the
atee  to a  country at war with | hands of a spy.”

Germany.," “'I tell you I am no spy!"’ thundered
Gieorge started, and his ehenks paled. George, exasporated b.Y ‘the phlegmatic
“Ah' You look gnilty at that!” calm of the inquisitdr,

“ | am gwiy of nothing, sir. The|. A pause, a glance at the papers, and
photographe were bought by my brother fat the passports which had been taken
andd  mveeil,  guite  innocently, as’ wé from them overnight, and the following

visited any particnlar town or place of ﬂuf‘ﬂtltl-ﬂ was put: ]
interrmt Just the same as you would] ** Why did you go to the {}mer-!can
purchase photographe of placos if you An}lgassador for your passports?
visited Fngland, or Wales, ar Scotland, worge explained the circumstances
or Ireland.  Albums rmamimng“aimilarf"“g"‘)} o e o
hotographa are to be found in every| It is plain enough to me, said the
!mmo in the world almost. There must | Prussian, thumping the table, ‘‘ that you
be thousands of them available to the|would never have got what you wanted
British  authoritus, if  they  wanted | from your British Ambassador, and as
them | time was pressing; and you had urgent
The commandant amiled grimly, ’?““")"’, for, escaping the country before
“Acrh' he muttered. and then, with |3 was t.oo‘_late. thereforo.you acted as
a pull at hie moustache, added, -** There | YOU did. Fortunately we, in the Fa@her-
“were Also two camoras found among the land, h':'we our eyes open, and know how
luggnice, and many films, both used and | to act.
unused, som» of them not having been (To be continued.)
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