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Boys 'of St. Frank’s.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.

THREE-HALFPENCE.

A Story of School Life and Detective
- Adventure at St. Frank's, introducing
+ - . NELSON LEE and NI!PPER and the
By theAuthor of ¢ The Lancashire Lad," ¢ The

- Secret of the North Tower,"” ¢ Missing from School,” etc.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1.
| ,LE;FT IN -THE COLD !

OMMY WATSON nodded. |
“ It certainly 1s a bit steep,”
he said thoughtfully.
“Steep!” 1 echoed. “1TI ecall
it absolutely the limit, my son! Just
think of it! - We're left behind—left in
the lurch! It's a  bit offside of the
guv'nor, and I'm disappointed in him:
I don't reckon 1t’s playing the game!”’
Sir Montie Tregellis-West adjusted
his pince-nez. | . 3

“ Dear old boy, it i3 frightfully pain-
ful to hear yvyou runnin’ down Mr. Lee,”
he said  reprovingly.. ¢ After all, it’s
only right to suppose that Mr. l.ee
knows best. I'm shockin'ly cut up about
1t myself, but it’s no good grumblin’.
There’s no sense in makin’ a fuss, be-
gad!” | |
~“ I'm not making a fuss, you ass; but
just think of all the facts,”” 1 -said
waimly., *“‘Just remember what has
been happening to-night. And if you
can say that the guv’nor has played the
game you ought to be boiled in o1l! Per-
sonally, I think that Mr. Lee has played
a dirty trick on us.”

‘“* Hear, hear!’” said Watson.

“ Really, Nipper boy!” protested Sir
Montie. -

We were all sitting in Study C, in the
Ancient House at St.. Frank’s. - It was
evening—late evening; in fact, nearly
bedtime. . And quite a number of sur-
Erlsmg and rather startling events had

appened since we had sat down to tea.

- The whole school was agog with ex-
citement, for Dick Goodwin, the new
boy in the Remove, had vanished.: He-
was missing from school. To tell the
exact truth, Goodwin had been kid-
napped. The boy from Lancashire had -
been seized by two .unknown men .and
spirited away, = ‘0 e s F T

“Think of all the facts,”” I repeated,
rising to my feet and pacing up and
down the study. * First of all the guv’-
nor vanished, That was last night.
When we got up this morning we found
that Mr. Lee was not in- the school, and
that he had been missing since mid-
night.” o :

¢ But we didn't think much of that,”
put in Watson. ¢ Mr. Lee had alread
told vou, Nipper, that he might go oi{'-
at a moment’s notice, and be away for
a day or two. KEven the Head wasn’t
alarmed.” |

I nodded. i >

“ That’s quite. right,”” I agreed.
“But I know that the guv’nor was
only wearing his slippers and was hat-
less, and that made me a bit uneasy.
As you know, I suspected that he had
met with a mishap of some sort.”

“ Well, you weren’t far wrong,’
Tommy. ' o

““ As it turns out, I wasn’t,” 1 said
grimly. ‘“ Well, this evening Pitt
brought fhe news that Goodwin had
met with a mishap on your jigger, Wat-
son.. You lent him-your bike to go out,
and the next thing we khew was that
Pitt and Grey had found "all sorts of
traces on the Bannington Road, prov-
ing that Goodwin had met with some

said
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sort of an adventure. Investigations
yroved quite conclusively that he had
seen dragged from his bicyele and
carted away somewhere——"

‘“ And my jigger as well!” said Wat-
son warmly.

** Well, that’s not Goodwin’s fault,”
I said. *“ I expect vou'll get your bike
back all right, Tommy. -%"ell, as you
know, we knew about that old mill, on
the edge of Bannington Moor. We'd
already had an adventure there, and
we reckoned that Goodwin had been
taken to the mill, and was being kept
a prisoner on the top floor. So we went
along there, not much more than an
Lour ago, to investigate matters.’” |

““ And we found Mr. Lee,” said Sir
Montie mildly.

* That’s just it,”” T said. *‘* We found
the guv'nor instead of Goodwin. Then
we discovercd that Mr. Lee had been
knocked down when he was in the Tri-
angle last night and carried off, in-
sensible, to this prison in the mill. He’s
been there all day, and hadn't any hope
of rescue until we turned up. We found
him by accident recally, becausc we went
to the mill to search for Goodwin.”

“A bit of a mix up, in fact,” re-
inarked Tommy Watson.

“*Yes; but that doesn’t make any dif-
ference to the fact that we rescued the
guv'nor,” I argued. ‘“ And it’s a )oliy
good thing we did, tco, because he was
collared by agents c¢f a big criminal
organisation, who intend to burgle Ban-
nisgton ‘Manor to-night. The guv’'nor
is Jaying all his plans, and he means to
collar the whole crowd red-handed—at
half-past twelve exactly. The guv’nor
is in Bannington now, fixing things up
with the police.” |

‘“ And we’'ve got to go to bed like—
itke zood little boys !’ said Tommy Wat-
son disgustedly. '

“ T call it jolly rotten,”” 1 eaid, with
feeling. ** After we've rescued the guv’-
nor, after we've made it possible for
him to round up this gang, he calmly
tells us that we’ve got to come back to
the school and go to bed in the ordin-
ary way.
that we should go ulong
with him and join in t

Tregellis-West smiled.

““ Well, after all, dear old fellow, X

don’t suppose Mr. Lece wants to be
bothered, with us,”” he said soothingly.
] don’t suppcse he would have ob-

to Bannington
e sport!”’

He simply ridiculed the idea }

jected to taking you only, but he didn’t
like to do that for fear of offendin’ us.”

“Oh, that’s rot!” I said. *“On a
special occasion of this sort there’s no
reason why we shouldn’t all be there.
We made it possible for Nelson Lee to
get on the track, and so I think we
deserved to be recognised.”

I was decidedly indignant, as a mat-
ler of fact. After all we had done, after
rescuing the guv’nor fram his priecn,
after making 1t possible for him to cap-
ture the gang, he had sent us back to
the school, to go to bed!

“ Well, what are we going to do about
i1?” asked Tommy Watson. '

‘““ Dear old boy, there is only one
thing that we can do,” said Tregellis-
West. *‘ We must go to bed, and wo
must wait until the mornin’. By that
time, perhaps, Mr. Lee will be back,
an’ we shall soon know all the facts.
There’s nothin’ to be gained by keepin'
up this argument, begad! Let’s take a
stroll out, an’ hear what the other fel-
lows are sayin’. It’'ll be bedtime in a
minute or two.”’

‘ Hold on, Montie!” I said as Tre-
gellis-West made for the door. *‘ I've
got somethinﬁ in my head, something 1
want to say.

‘“ ‘%n idea?’’ asked Watson eagerly,

€d es"’

“Good egg!’ said Tommy.
out, old son!’

‘““This coup of the guv’nor,” I said
slowly, ‘‘ 1s to came off at exactly half-
past twelve.” '

‘“ We know that, dear old fellow.”
said Sir Montie. * Mr. Lee is goin’ 1o -
sEring a surprise on the gang, or somec-
thin’. Anyhow, there will be some
frightful doin’s. There 1s no doubt on
that point. There’ll be a terrific lot of
oxcitement at half-past twelve. But we
shall be im bed then, old boy, an’ prob-
ably fast asleep.”

I shook my head.

“ That’s just where you’ve made a
mistake, Montie,”” I said. ‘‘ We sha’n’t
be in bed, and we sha’n’t be asleep! We
shall be in Bannington—on the spot!”’

‘“ Begad !”’

“ NMy—my only hat!” mottered Wat-
son. ‘‘ You—you mean—"

“] mean that we’re goin
bounds !’ I said grimly. ¢
t 2

“ Sneik off after lights out?”’

‘““ Exactly !”’ I said. * That's my
Tommy. At half-past eleven we’l

“Trot 1t

to break
e’re going

]
Peet
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up. and we'll slip out of the school, and

wc'll make for Bahnington. We can go

on our bicreles, and we shall arrive at

Bannington Manor well in time {o seo

all the fun. That’s my idea, anvhow.”
Sir Montie shook his head.

“T don't approve of 1it, old fellow—
I don't really!” he satd. ‘' It is fright-
fully wicked to break bounds after
lights out, begad! Besides, Mr. Lec
told us that we could not be there—and
if he sces us—well, there will be shockin'
trouble. An’ he’s bound to see us if
we are there.”

“You can leave it to me, Montie,”
T said. “ Tl take all the blame. It's
my idea, after all. And the guv'nor
won't punish us at all. Just vou sece!
I shall be able to wangle the thing
beautifully. But I'm not jolly well
gning to be left out in the cold—I can
tell you that. So we’ll take French
leave, and we’ll slip out at half-past
eleven. That will give us plenty of time
to get to Bannington betore the show
starts.”

“I'm game,”” said Tommy Watson
promptly. °

“ Well, dear old boys, it is quite use-
less for me to say anythin’ further.”
remarked Sir Montie, with a sigh. ¢ It
would be wise if we did not go upon
this adventure; it would be better if
we stayed 1n bed. But I must confess
that I am frightfully interested, an’ I
nmust also confess that I _am ready to
risk anythin’ if we can only be on the
scene when Mr. Lee brings off his sur-
prise. So, under all the circumstances,
dear boys, I think we will put all our
scruples aside an’ go off on this adven-
ture.”’

I grinned.

“ That's the style, Montie!” I said.
““In any case, it’s the guv’'nor’s faull,
He shouldn't have been so obsfinate.
He shiouldn’t have refused to let me go
with him. I'm jolly well going to show
him that I'm not going to be dished!
Aud you never know—we may be able
to lend a hand during the capture!”

It was decided, and when we left
Study C a minule or so later, we were
all feeling much more content. We had
decided to lcave our beds at eleven-
thirty and to venture out. And when
Nelson Lee brought off his surprise
attack on the gung at Bannington
Manor, we should be on the spot, watch-
mg and waiting, and ready tq lend a
hand if we were required. e

3

were not allowed {o thinkt much on
the subject once vie had left the privacy
of Study C, for oul in the passage, and
particularly in the lobby, crowds of
juniors were excitedly dizvussing the
disappearance of Dick Goodwin. ft wasg
the one topic of conversation through-
out the school. The juniors, in particu-
lar. were all agog. ’
Edward Oswald Handforth, as usual,
had a great deal to say. He was lay-
ing down the law, and he was tryiug
to make the other fellows listen to him-—
a somewhat difficult task. The leader
of Study D was not taken seriously,

‘* There's only one thing to be done,"
Handforth was saving in a loud voice.
““ There's only one possible thing to be
done. vou chaps. Search partics must
be organised at once—large search par-
ties. And they must be sent out in all
airections with lamps and all sorts of
thinga.  Goodwin has vanished; he's
been kidnapped, and so it's up to us lo
find him.”

‘““ Hear, hear!”
Clure loyally.

It was up to them to agree with

said Church and Me-

‘Hundforth, even 1if nobody else did.

“Tt's no good standing about doing
nothing !’ went on Handforth. ‘¢ That’s
a silly idea! What has been done so
far? What has been done? Think of
it! Nothing! Think of it!”

“ How can we think of nothing?”
asked Patl.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"

“I'm surprised at you, Pitt! You're
the chap who first made the discovery
that Goodwin had been kidnapped,”
sntd Handforth severely, * and now all
you can do is to make silly jokes!”

“My dear chap, I don't sce any
renson why I should get excited and
flustered,”” said Pitt  calmly. ¢ The
Hcad has already taken certain meas-
ures, He has informed the police, 1
believe. And, even 1f a search for
Dick Goodwin 1sn’t in progress, sharp
look-outs are certainly being kept 1
every direction.” -

Handforth snorted.

“Rot!” he said bluntly. ““ What’s the
good of keeping a look-out?”

“ Well, it might be of some good—-'

“ There's onlv one way, and that's the
wav I outhined just now,” said Hand-
forth. “ What we ought to do is to get
up search parties, and go out in every
direction, scouring the countryside. I'm
perfectly willing to lead one party.”
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" But 1s the party wil]inF to be led by
you?”’ asked Somerton mildly.

'« Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““ Cheap humour of this kind only
makes me more determined,’”’ said
‘Handforth grimly. *“I know what I'm
doing, and 1 know a lot of other things,
too. I intend to go to thc Head before
long, and I'm going to state the whole
ithing before him in a straightforward
manner. It won’t take him long to see
the reasonableness of my suggestions,
and he will at once adopt them.”

““ Oh, of course!” said Pitt promptly.
“That's a foregone conclusion.”

‘““ Rather!” grinned De Valcrie.

Handforth nodded.

“ When the Head hears my idea, he’ll
simply stare with admiration,” said
Handforth. “ He won’t be able to do
anything else, you know. The plan is
this: The Remove is to be divided into
{our portions, and these four portions
will be sent out in different directions.
The idea is to search the whole coun-
try, to examine every hole and corner,
every hedge, and every ditch through-
~out the district. There will be search
parties from the Fifth and Sixth, too.
As a matter of fact, the whole school
will be out on the job. Thereiore 1t's
quite obvious that Dick Goodwin must
be found before morning. Don’t you
t_lg(iink my scheme is absolutely splen-
cid?’

“I'm too dazed by it to say any-
thing,” exclaimed Pitt weakly.

“It’s amazing, Handy—absolutely
amazing !’ said the Hon. Douglas
Singleton. ‘ How do you think of these
things? How on earth do you manage
to do 1t, old man?”

“ 1 happen to have a keen brain,’
Handforth, with some importance.

** Keen?”’ repeated Singleton. *‘ My
dear chap, I'm afraid I can’t see where
the keenness comes in. There’s just one
question 1 should like to ask. Suppos-
ing Goodwin has been kidnapped, and
suppostng he has been taken away in a
motor-car to a spot fifty miles from
here? How are your search partics
going {o find hin?”

Handforth glared.

‘“ What rot!” he said. ¢ Just as if
Goodwin would be carted off for fifty
miles or more! That's arrant rubbish!
Gouodwin will remain in the district, of
course ! \Vh;y should he be taken out of
the distriet? _

Singletar shrugged his shoulders.

’

sald

captors generally want to

1 will be a waste of time.

! voice.

# Well, when a chap 18 kidnapped, his
get him as
far from harm as possible,” he ex-
claimed. ‘' That’s all! I don’t suppose
for a mmute that Goodwin 18 in this
disirict now, so any scarch parties sent
out to scour the countryside would be
rather a waste of time.”

‘“ You—you blithering idiot!” roared
Handforth. ¢ We'll soon see whether it
I'm going to
the Head now! I'm going to lay tho
whole thing before him, and when I
come back yvou'll have to buck up.
You’ll have to get yourselves ready fcr
making up the different partics.”

And Handforth strode off, his jaws
set grimly, and he meant what he said.
He was going straight to the Head’s
study, and he was going to tell Dr.
Stafford how to do the thing. Hand-
forth did not seem to realise that his
visit would not be welcome, and that
his wonderful scheme would probably
receive very scant attention. -

Meanwhile, in the lobby, the juniors
were grinning.

‘“ Poor old Handy!” chuckled Wat-
son. ‘“ What a marvelous chap he is
with his 1deas. I expect he'll come back
with sore hands, or with a whole pile
of lines to do. Anyhow, he'll get
scragged for his terrifi¢ nerve.”

** That’s pretty certain,”” said Piit.
‘“ But Handy doesn’t seem to rcalise it.
He goes blundering on, and somehow
he always manages to dodge serious
trouble.”

A figure appeared in the Ancient
House doorway. It was a thick-set
figure, with exceedingly bandy legs.
Mr. Josh Cuttle entered the lobby, and
he shook his head with an air of utter
migery and dejection. There was
nothing new about this. Mr. Cuttle
was always gloomy; he had never been
known {o smile. He had never been
known to utter a cheerful word since
his arrival at St. Frank’s. He was
gloom personified. But, for all that,
the juniors rather liked Mr. Cuttle, and
thﬁf certainly enjoyed hearing him
talk.

‘“ Hallo, Mr. Cuttle!’ said Pitt.
“What do you think of the latest
news?? |

Mr. Cuttle fixed his eyes upon Piit.

*“ There was bad news, and there' was
good news!” he exclaimed, in his gruff
‘““This was bad news, Master

Pitt. -This news was so bad that there
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ain't any telling how tremendously bad
it really 1s. Master Goodwin was ab:ent
from school—he was gore—he was in
the hands of willains! How do I know
he was in the hands of willains? Ask
me! Because there was nobody but wil-
lains who would take a boy away from
school. Things was in a bad way!”’
“And do you think Goodwin will
come back, Mr. Cutlle?"’ asked Watson.
‘““There was times when a man
couldn’t form no proper opinion!” said
Mr. Cuttle.
i{imes, young man,
nced to be

But there was no
worried. Even if Master

Goodwin i3 murdered by his captlors:
b B

‘“ Murdered!” gasped Owen major.
““ Do you think he'll be killed. then?”

Mr. Cuttle shook his head despon-
dently.

“ One was never ab'e to tell!” he sad.
““ When a boy was kidnapped., there
was terrible danger of something awful
happening. Something awful has hap-
pened—and Master Goodwin was miss-
ing. It was doubtful if he will ever be
saen again!’ ,

The juniors smiled to one another--
they knew what Cuttle was. He always
took an extremely gloomy aspect of
everything, and therefore his remark
was not at all surprising.

‘“ There’s no need to be quite so pessi-
mistic, Mr. Cuttle!” romarked Reginald
Pitt. ‘ Nobody exactly knows what has
happened to Goedwin yet, so there is no
s>nse 1in making surmises.’’

Mr. Cuttle shook his head.

““There was words which a man
don’t understand,’”” he said, in melan-
choly tones. ‘It was a dark night, and
likewise it was cold. There was awful
things happening on dark nights. Why
was there? Ask me! Because on dark
nights it was impossible for other people
to see Master Goodwin was missing,
and they believe won’t be found for—
weeks!”

‘“ What do yvou mean—for weeks®™
asked Watson.
Mr. Cuttle fixed his eves upon

Tommy Watson, and with a thoughtful,
far-away expression in them.

~ ““My words was plain, and my mean-
ing was clear!” he exclaimed, with just
a touch of relish in his voice. ** Weeks
was what I said—and weeks was what I
meant. And how do I know? Ask me!
When times has gone on, and when
Master Goodwin was given up, it was

““This was one of them

likely that some of you boys may come
across—bonea!”

‘““ Bones?'"' said Pitt, rather startled.

‘“ A skeleton!”” said Mr. Cuttle,
almost checrfully. ¢ The skeleton of
Master Goodwin! Down in the wood--
hid bv bushes and dcad leaves. Skele-
fons was rum things to come acro:s,
voung gents. There was a time when 1
come across one—once. Bul them times
was onlv seldom !’ said Mr. Cuttle, with
an sad shake of his head. * There was
very little in this life to cheer a man
up! It was a empty world!”’

“* Well, therc's rothing like being
merry and bright.” remarked Pitt drily.
I must say, Mr. Cuttle, that you're
cheerful this cevening! But, seriou:ly
speaking, what do vou think has hap-
pened to Gocdwin?”

Mr. C(Cuttle scratched  his  ruddy
whiskers.

** That was a question, Master Pitt”
he said. ¢ It was a question what n
man finds it difficult to answer. And
why was it difficult to answer? Ask me!

Because there ain't no hevidence.
Master Goodwin was took from his
bicvele, and there wasn't no more
known. But things mighl have hap-

pened ! ended Mr. Cultle darkly.

“ Things?" repeated Pitt.

“ All manner of things!” said Mr.
Cuttle, with a wise nod of his head.
“Mavbe Master Goodwin was not in-
sensible, and now he was lving cold and
stiff somewhere. Maybe Master Good-
win waa took off by kidnappers and
thrown into a prison. And he was there
now. unable to escape, starving, and
brutally treated by them willatns what
took him."”

Sir Montie Trogellis-West nodded.

“Well, it's ulways better to look on
the Dbright side! he remaried.
‘“ Begad! Poor old Goodwin must be
goin’ through an appallin’ time—if Mr.
Cuttle i1s anythin® of a prophet. Let's
hope he 1sn’t, dear old boys!™

** Rather!” said Pitt. ¢ I believe Mr.
C'utile must have had a terrible blow in
his youlh—an awful tragedy, or some-
thing—and 1l's made him melancholy
for the rest of his life!”

“ There was nothing in this world to
make a man happy!” eaid Mr. Cuttle.
“This world was wicked, and it was
bad.., Why was it bad? Ask me! BRe-
cause there wasn't enough cxciement
to make people smile. hete was the
murders that there used to be? Where
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was the cmmes which made the news-
papers interesting? There wasn't none
nowadays! I oughter have lived two
hundred year ago!’’

“ Why?’ asked De Valerie.

“ Them was the days of highway-
men "’ retorted Mr. Cuttle, with relish.
‘*“ Them was the days of pirates—it
wasnh't safe for no man {o be out after

LEE LIBRARY °

|

And, a few minutes later, the Rcmove
had paesed up into the dormitory.

Strangely enough. Mr, Cuttle was
passably right in his grim prediction,
for that night many strange and excit-
ing cveints were destined to take place!

dark—when it wasn’t safe for no ship |

to sail the hccean. Them was the days,
young gents! When men’s heads was
cut off afore you could wink a heye—
when swords was used every day of the
-week, and when men was hung by the
roadside! Which was a sight to cheer
one hup!”

‘“It’s a good thing you didn’t live 1n
those days, Mr. Cultle,” said Pitt. ‘I
cxpect you would have been a highway
robber, or a pirate, or someth:ing of that
sort. And then——"

‘* Hallo '™ interrupted
‘““ Here comes Handy!”

All the juniors turned and iooked at
Edward Oswald Handforth. who had
just appeared. Mr. Cuttle was forgotten
for the mo:tent. And the very expres-
sion on Handforth's face was eloquent

enonch, '

“Well?” T mquired. ¢ What did the
Hecad say?”’

The leader of Study D grunted.

“I'm fed up!” he said. ** I go to the
Head with a first-class idea—a really
rippine plan—and all he can do 1s to
pack me off, and tell me not to be
childish1”’

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ You—you cackling idiote—"’

“ Hﬂ., *hn’ hﬂ!" B

“TIm afraid your schemes arcn’t ap-
preciated by the Head, Hardy,” 1
chuckled. ¢ The best thing you can do
is {o leave this matter in the hands of
Dr. Stafford and the police. I don’t sup-

pose it will take them long to find out
what has becomec of Goodwin.”

‘“ Rot!" said Handforth. **If they'd

only take my advice——"’
Chang! Clang! .

“ Well, there goes the bell for bed!”
said Pitt. ‘“ We can’t stop here any
Jonger, Handy—we've got to get up
into 1he dormitory. Ggood-night, My,
Cuitle?’

Mr. Cuttle gruffly bade the
good-night, adding that it would be a
remarkable thing if the night passed
without scmething awful taking place.

Watsoi.

juniore -

F

CHAPTER Il
THE LIGHT IN THE WOOD,
‘"* ALF-PAST eleven!” T said
softly.
I was sitting up in bed, and
the Remove dormitory was
quiet and dark and still. Tommy Wat-

1son and Tregellis-West, by all appear-

ances. were fast asleep. I had told them
that they could rely upon me to awaken
them at half-past eleven. It was not
necessary for t{:m to worry themselves,

But now the time had come for action.

| We had just an hour to get to Banning-

ton, and to be at Banningten Manor in
time to witness Nelson Lee's coup. For
the guv'nor was determined to round
up the gang of criminals that very
night. He was, in fact, planning to
bring off a big surprise.

And I wanted to be on in that sccne.
I did not sec any reason why I should
be lcft out 1n the cold; there was to be
some cxcitement, and 1 might come in
useful, .

With that idea in mind, I slipped out
of bed, and was soon shaking Sir
Montie’s shoulder. He awoke at once,
blinked at me for a mometit or two, and
then smiled.

‘“ Dear old boy, what is the ideca of
this?”’ he inquired mildl;.

“Get up, my son!”’ sa:d, ‘““ You
know the arrangement.”

~ *“Nipper, dear fellow, you are dcpart-
ing from the arrangement—you are,
really!” protested Bir Montie. *‘ It was
agrecd that we should all start out at
half-past eleven. Isn't that so?”

* Of course!”’

““ Then what 18 the i1dea of starting
out now?’ asked Tregelhis-West. * The
lights have only been out five minutes,
so it can’t be more than twenty minutes
to ten—"" . .

. y son, you have been dead aslecp
—that’s certain?” I broka in. * It mayv
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interest you to know that the time is
now about twenty-seven minates to
twelve!”

‘““ Begad!” said Sir Montie., *“ You're
joking, dear old boy!” :
- “ No, I'm not, you ass!"" I whispered.
‘ Buck up, and get vour clothes on! We
haven’t got any time to waste!”’

Montie was soon dressing, convinced
at last that the time was actually after
eleven-thirty. Tommy Watson did not
much care for the idea of the trip now,
but I was not having any of his non-
sense. The suggestion thal we should
give up the wgole project met with a
very cold response. It would have met
with a colder one—in the shape of the
water jug, if Tommy bad ngt jumped
out of bed with alacrity.

At last we were readv., and we stole
out of the dormitory, passed down the
atairs, and at length got to the bicycle
shed. Here we removed our machines.
wheeled them across {o the wall, and

- transferred them to the other side. We
did all this without being seen, and
without hardly making a sound. And

then we stood out in the lane, ready to
start on our journcy.

““ What about the lamps®’ whispered
Watson.

‘“We're not going to light them.” T
replied. ‘¢ It’s too risky, my son. We'll
chance it; I don’t suppose old Sparrow
15 about, anyhow, He's the only police-
man 1n the district, and there isn’t much
chance of us meeting him.”

“ Perhaps it will be safer to go with-
. out any light, old boyvs,” remarked
Montie.

We mounted our machines, and were
soon pedalling easy down the lare. We
did not go through the village. but
branched off. and passed along the little
lane which ultimately led into the Ban-
nington road.

It was rather uncomfortable, cvcling
along that narrow lane, for we had no
lights on our machines, and the surface
of the Toad was smothered with stones,
tuts, and all manper of obstacles. It
was a wonder that we didn’t suffer from
puncturcs and spills; but at last we
turned into the main road, and we were
gfad. Here the road surface was, al
least, perfectly smooth and clear—only
In one or two places were there patches
of mud.

“We're all serene,”” I remarked.
““We can buzz alon® now, my sons!™

I believe my iyres are all aul to
pieces!” grumnbled Tommy Wateon.

“ Well, 1it’'s not yvour bike, dear old
fellow !”" observed Sir Montie.

‘“ Yos, thatl's, one comnsolation!” siid
Watson, cheering up. *“It’'s Pitlt’s
jigaer. Goodwin took mine, and good-
ness knows where it 18 now! I don't
suppose P’itt will mind because I bor-
rowed his—without permission.’

We were now going along at a greatly
increased speed, and the road in front
of us was dark and deserted. We had
not passed a soul since leaving St
Frank's—and we were not likelv to ecn-
counter anyone during our trip to Ban-
nington. The country people retired
carlv. as a rule, and it was only on
Saturday nights that one or two laie
birds were to be met on the main roads.
Now, at nearly midnight, it was prac-
tically certain that. we should not sec a
sign of anv living person.

About halfway between DBellton and
Bannington we entered upon a stretch
of the road where the trees met over-
head. in a kind of natural arbour, and
here the road was thick with mud—half-
dried mud. 1 recognised the spol on the
instant. .

“ This 13 where Dick Goodwin was
thrown off his bicyvele.” I remarked, as
we pedalled along. ‘¢ Just about here,
vou chaps. The rotters who altacked
Goodwin conldn’t have chosen a better
spot. It's pitch dark. and, even though
Goodwin had leapt from his machine, it
was quite impossible for him to be pre-
pared for any attack.”

* Dear old boy. you are quile right,”

said Sir Montie. *‘‘I suppose 1it's no
good stopping to look for clues?”’

1 shook m3x head.

‘“* Not now., Montie,”” T said. “ We

haven't got too much 1ime to get to
Bannington—we can easily have a look
at the road here on.our way home. It's
just' possible that we may be able to
find one or two indications—oune never
knows,”’

“You're a frichtfully keen fellow,
Nipper, arnd vou might be able to see
somethin®  whicn  other people have
missed,” said Sir Montie. ¢ This place
has been searched, I know, but it necds
a trained detective on the job."

“ Tixactly!'” I agreed. “ And tho
guv'nor means to come back wilh us,
and he will probably make investiga-
tions on the spot. Of course, he doesn’t
know that we are goiag to Bannington,
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but he'll know soon after we get there,
and I am quite certain that he wil enter
ito thie affair with gusto. He pro-
mised to have a look for Goodwin as

soon as this burglary business was
through.” '

We cycled on, and were silent for a
short distance.

“ It'’s jolly queer about Goodwin!"’ re-
marked Watson, at length. * I wonder
what can bhave happened to hm? He
was pulled from hiis bicycle—we proved
that; but -where was he taken? What
has become of him, and why wae he
attacked at all?”’

“My dear chap, it's no good asking a
dozen questions!” I said. *‘* We all know
that Goodwin has a kind of mystery sur-
rounding him. He’s been a queer cus-
tomer ever since he arrived at St
Frank’s, at the beginning of the term.
In my opinion, he 1sn’t _far off!”

‘“‘ That’'s what -you said at first,”” re-
marked Watson. ‘“ And we went to that
old mill, only to find Mr. Lee irstead of
Goodwin. 1 don't believe the chap 1is
in the district at all—I think he’s been
taken miles and miles away!”

‘“ Wel, of course, there's no telling,”
I exclaimed.
I believe that Goodwin 1s fairly close—
he is being concealed on the moor, rro-
bably, or perhaps down in.one of the
caves, in the cliffs. It i1s really impos-
sible for us to—"’

I paused, and stared out across the
hedge, over the dark meadows.

‘“ What’s the matter, dear old boy?”’
asked Sir Montie.,

“ 1 thought I saw a light just now—
just a flash!” 1 said. ““ Over in that
spinney. Can't you see it, Montie?
‘That big clump of trees on the top of
the rise?”

“1 can see the trees, old boy,”
Sir Montie; ‘' but there
there—— Begad!”

Just for a second a Rash of light had
appeared—a flash which might have
come from an incautiouslv used electric
torch. Or it might even have been. the
striking of a match. In any case, it dis-
appeared almost as scon as it made
itsclf seen—and then came utter blank-
ness. The light had appeared from the
very centre of the hittle wood.

‘" That’s queer !’ I said slowly.

At the same time I applied mmy brakes,
and dismounted from my machine. The
others copied Imy example, and we stood

said
1s no hght

‘“ But, at the same time, i

there in the road, staring out across the
meadows towards the lhittle spinney.
The wind sighed coldly through the
trees overhead.

‘“ What’s the idea of this?”’ asked
Watson. ‘“ I thought we were in a hurry
to get to Bannington?”’

‘““Never mind about Bannington
now !’ I said briskly. ‘‘Look here, my
sons, I’'m suspicious of this!”

‘*‘ Suspicious ?”’

“Yes, I am!” I said grimly. ‘* What
is that light doing over therc—in the
wood ¥’

‘“Its
Tommy.

“We all know that that spinuey is
deserted,”” 1 went on. * There’s not a
house in the district—not even a cottage
for miles. We've explored all this coun-
try during half-holidays, when we have
been for rambles, and we know that the
spinney over there i3 as deserted as the
centre of Bannington Moor. Who the
dickens can be there, with a light? And
at midnight! 1 tell you, you chaps, 1t’s
qucer!”

‘“ Begad! Do—do you think that
Goodwin—-"

‘“My hat?’ said Watson.

“It’s rather unwise to think any-
thing,”” T said; “but we know that
Goodwin has disappeared, and I have
just been reckoning that he is not far
off. It’s more than possible that Good-
win has been taken into this wood. As
you can see, it’s quite close and handy to
the road—to the spot where he was
attacked. Don't you think it's likely
that his captors took him straigcht across
the fields, and concealed him in .that
wood 7"

‘* But what for?”’ asked Watson.

**In order to lie low—until an oppor-
tunity occurred to take the chap out of
the distriet,” I said. ¢ That’s how I
look at it, anyhow. And I mean to in-
vestigate (his matter at oncc—the Ban-
nington affair can wait.”

‘“ But if we waste any more time here,
Nipper, we shall be late for the show—

no good asking me!’ eaid

for Nelson ILee’s coup!’ said Sir
Montie. .
““ That doesn’t maltter,” I declared.

‘“ There’'s just a possibility—a bare
chance—that we might be able to get cn
Dick Goodwin's track, and it would be
perfectly ridiculous if we ignored it.

‘We've got to invesligate that wood at

once, s0 we'll get busy’’
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. * Anvthin' vou like. dear old bov!’ja yurd ahcad. We were compelled to

said Sir Montie. “I'm game! Just
give vour orders, and we'll carry them
out.”’

We had scen no recurrence of the
mysterious flash of light; but I knew the
cxact spot—I had it fixed in my mind’s
eye. And, after we had placed our
bicvcles securely in the dry ditch, where
they were concealed from the road, we
passed through the gap, and made our
WAY AacCross lﬁle first meadow.

On the other side of this we found
ourselves facing a ploughed field, and
we skirted round this until at length wo
were close upon the wood. It was only
a small clump of trees slanding almost
at the top of the rising slope. The trees
were rat{,ler densc—thick and close to-
gether., And there were masses of
undergrowth, too—rank weeds, bushes—
until the place was well-mgh 1mpene-
trablée. Nobody entered that wood from
the first day of the year to the last. It
was always descrted—it was always left
completely to itself. Then why had that
licht appecared amid the trees? What
could il mean, unless 1t was something
sinster?

Just beforec we got to the wood, I re-
membered something elsec—something
which added strength to my conviction
that the mysterious light was somehow
connected with Dick Goodwin’s disap-
pearance.

In the very cenlre of that spinney,
swrrounded by trees, thero stood an old
wooden hut. It was only a rough
shanty, with a thatched roof. It had
been lying deserted and useless for many
vears, and I suppose it had bcen used
at one time by a solitary wood-cutter.
In any case, 2t was unused now. I re-
membered that Sir Montie and Tommy
and I had once picnicked near that little
shanty.

Very cauliously T enlered the wood,
myv chums following in single file close
behind. And we moved carefully, pick-
1ng every footslep. And this was neces-
sary, for an incautious movement would
cause a pgreat deal of crackling noicge,
and that would certainly give the alarm
to the enemny—supposing, of courss, that
an enemy existed. -

We kept going, and at last 1T reckoned
that we were nearing the centre of the
wood,. and the htile hut would soon
come into sight.
intense ; it was, indeed, pitchy dark,
making it impossible for us (o sce even

The gloomn here was

pick our way—to feel our way, indeed.

And then, suddenly, after pushing
aside a clump of -bushes, I came to an
abrupt halt. There, right in f-ont of
me, was a gleam of light! It was so
close that T was practically taken Ly s:.r
prise. I had not expccted 1o sce It;
but I knew what 1t meant.

There, only about ten yards ahcad,
stood the little hut, and the light was
coming from the tiny window, which
was covered by a thick piece of sacking,
or a rug. One little crevice, however,
was not covered, and through this the
tinv gleam of light escaped.

There was somebody in the shanty!

‘““ For goodness’ eake be careful, you
chaps!”’ I breathed. ‘‘ Look! We're
practically—-"

‘“My only hat!” muttered Tommy
Watson, staring before him. '

““Be quiet, you ass—be quiet!” 1
hissed.

We all slood there, in a clump, watch-
ing. We hardly knew what to do now.
No sounds had come from the hut so
far, but we could not really tell. We
had only just come to a halt, and orr
own movements had effectually con-
ccaled all other noises from our cars.
But now we stood stock still, absolutely
silent.

We waited for a moment or two, ard
then a voice came to us.

¢“IUs no good, Naggs!” exclaimed
the voice. ‘“Tho kid won't say a
thing—he doesn’'t mean to.”

‘““ He'll say something later on-—don’t
you worry!l” exclaimed another voice.
“If ho won't speak here, he'll speak
when we get along to that o'd house.
We’'ve pot him now, and we're going to
carry out our plans. Nolhing 1is going
to stop me, I can tell you!”

I took a deep breath.

“Fine!” I whispered. ‘“ He's here,
you chaps—Goodwin’s here !’

There was absolutely no doubt on the
point. Mr. Naggs was the man who
had altempled to get hold of Dick Good-
win on one other occasion. He and his
confederate, named Colmore, had even
broken into St. Frank’s. Colmore, how-
cver, had been captured, and he was
now in the hands of the police. Bul
Mr. Naggs hdd escaped, and it was qnite
evident that he had secured anolher
helper. '

If there had bcen any doubt en the
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point, that doubt was dispelled a
moment later, for another voice came to
us—and this time it was the voice of

Dick Goodwin himself.

‘““I dare say you think this is cham-
pion!"”’ said the Lancashire lad bitlerly.
“ But you won't get anything out of
me, you rogues. By guom! If vou think
I'm going to be forced to speak against
my will—="’

“ The best thing you can do, kid, is
to keep quiet!” interrupted Mr. Naggs.
‘“ Keep your mouth shut, and then you
won't come to no harm. We don’t want
any .of your nonsense, my lad!”

Nothing more was said, and we lis-
tcned for threc or four minutes in vain.
And during that time I had been think-
ing hard. I knew exactly what had hap-
pened. :

There were two men in that hut with
Goodwin—Mr. Naggs and another. It
was quite obvious to me that Goodwin
had bheen brought here into this wood
until his captors deemed it safe for them
to take their victim further afield. Mr.
Naggs had inrimated, indeed, that a
prison had been prepared for the boy.
But., fer the time being, he was being
held here, in this little hut, far in the
depths of the wood. The men probably
thought ihat it would be safer than
venturing upon the open road in the
comparative publicity of the evening.
They intended taking Goodwin away at
dead of night—when the roads wereo
deserted, and when their movements
would not be observed.

That, undoubtedly, was tho scheme.

And I was thrilled by .the whole
affair. By sheer accidemt—by a piece of
pure luck—we had got on the track of
Dick Goodwin. We had left the dormi-
tory in order to go to Bannington, and
now we were in a position to rescue
Goodwin at once, for I was grimly de-
terminod to make a desperate attempt
to get the I.ancashire boy away from his
captors. I knew that it could be done.
Thero were three of us—three strong
jundors—and there were two men. It
would be a big task; but. on the whole,
‘the luck was on our side. We should
attack by surprise, and it was just pos-
sible that we should he able to defeat
Mr, Naggs and his companion without
much difficulty. If it canre to a fight,
we should probahiy be beaten, for we
could not very well hope to win in a
battle with two nowerful men. strong as

L 1
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we were. Still, we were game enough
to make the attempt. ]

I whispered my plan to Sir Montie
and Tommy, and they at once agreed.
They were willing to do anything under
my leadership. .

‘“ We shall have to creep up quietly,””
I whispered; *‘ then, as soon as we get
to the door, we’ll burst in with a will—
the three of wus. Everything depends
upon quickness. If we're lucky, we shall
get Goodwin away at once.”

‘““ And what if we're unlucky?” asked
Watson.

‘““ Then we ehall have to fight for 1t—
and fight hard, too!” I said grimly.
“ Thesc men won't allow us to win 1f
they can possibly help it, so we've got
to go all out. Come on!” '

I knew very well that it wouid be
better to get to work at omce—without
wasting any time, and without thinking
too much of what we had to do.

But just then. as we were about to
move forward, T paused, for 1 had
heard something which caused me to
alter my plans. For the second I was
furious, but I knew that it would be
quite useless to give way to anger,

Throb! Throb!

Clearly and distinctly there came to
my cars the sound of the quiet throb-
bing of a motor-car engine. It came
nearer and nearer, until at length the
car itself could only have been twenty
or thirty yards away. Then the throb
ceased altogether, and tho door of the
little hut opened.

As it did so, the light was extin-
guished—probably a candle. I just
caught a glimpse of a man’s figure as
ho came out of the doorway, and then
there sounded a crackling of the bushes
near by. A moment later a man ap-
peared, gloomy and indistinct.

“That you, Ratsby?’ inquired My.
Naggs sharply.

“ Of course it’s me!”’ replied the new-
comer. ‘“Whoe else do you think it
would be at this time of night?”

‘‘“ Well, it’s just as well to be sure,”
satld Mr. Naggs. ‘““ We can’t be too
careful at this game. We've got the boy
here, and we’ve got to wasto no time
in getting him setraight into the car.”

‘*“ Oh, there’s no hurry!”’ said Ratsby.
‘““I want to come inside for a minute or
two. I grazed my hand on the blamed
radiator. It nceds binding up.”

The man entered the little hut, and
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Mr. Nages followed him in.
door was closcd once more. Then came
the tiny streak of light, proving that
the candlec had been illuminated. All
{hree mon were now with Dick Goodwin
1: that old shanty, and the motor-car
was left out in the open, alone.

““ Well, this is a nice mess:” I mut-
tered. “Just as wo were going to
rescue him, too!" '

‘““ Can't we have a shot at it?"” asked
Watson.

“ My dear chap, it would be abso-
lutely ridiculous to try!” I replicd.
““ There are threc men in therc now,
and we simply couldn’t hope to win.
They are powerful, brutal chaps, and wo
should be wiped up 1n less than five
minules. No, Tommy, we've got to
think of something else.”

“*But what eclse can we think of?”
asked Watson,

I couldn't answer at the moment—
simply because I didn’t know what kind
of an answer to give,

CHAIPTER III.

THE PUNCTURLD OIL TANK.

OMETHING had to bc donc—and
S quickly, too!
Within a very few. minules
those three men would come out
of the hut, and they would bring Dick
Goodwin with them. And the kid-
napped schoolboy would be taken
straight to the waiting motor-car, and
he would be driven right off into the
night. It would then be impossible for
us to follow—or, at any rate, even if we
did follow, we should have no chance
whatever of finding the ultimate des-
tination of the car,

‘“This 13 a bit of a teaser'’ I re-
marked thoughtfully. We've got lo do
something, my sons—and we’ve got to
be quick about it. But it's difficult to
decide what we can do.”

“ Dear old boy, you arc quite right—
you are, really!” observed Sir Montie
softly. “ We can't rescue Goodwin,
stmcg;l_v because there ain’t enough of us
to do Lhe job. And, onco the car starts,
it will go altogether too rapidly for us
to follow.”

*We might bo able to follow it:
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And tho  tracks on the road!” said Watsun bril-

hantly.

I shook my head.

‘“No good!’ 1 said shortly. “If I
remember right, there’s a liltle lane
leading fromn this spot up to the main
road, neur Bannington. It’s the main
road across the moor. Well, that road,
as you chaps know, i1s all tarred, and 1t
will be as dry as a billiard tabie, ard
won't show any marks at all.”

Watson scratched his head.

“Well, 1t seems that we arec done,”
he saxd. * And t(hat’s pretty rotter,
too. We've located Goodwin—here,
within a vard or two of us—and we can’t
rescue him! We shall have to stand by
and sce him taken away!”

“We shall!” I replied. * There's no
doubt about that; bul circumstances are
in our favour, I think, and, before we
do anything else, it would be advisable
{o have a look at that car.”

““Do yvou think we can conccal our-
sclves on 1t?"”’ said Watson eagerly.

“I think I might be able to,” I re-
plied. *‘ It’a impossible for us all to
try the trick—thdt would be disastrous,
Tommy. But let’s have a look at the
car, anyway.'’ .

We crept away through the trees,
and, although we went very slowly and
cautiously, we made some slight sounds
—the cracking of twigs, and so forth.
But, fortunately, ithe men within the
hut wcre not alarmed—they heard
nothing.

And, afler a short period of anxiety,
wo arrived at the edge of the wood, and
now we found ourselves in a meadow.
Running parallel with one hedgze was a
waggon track, which was generally vs~d

| by farm carts, and such like, and there.

standing without any light showing, wus
a big hooded motor-car.

““You fellows wait here!” T breathed.
“I'll creep near—there might be some-
body on guard.”

I did not give Tommy and Mont'e
time to protest. I left them, and crept
forward as silently as a shadow. and,
after a woment or two. I was right near
the car, It did not take me mcre than
two seconds to ascertain that it was
dcserted—that nobody had been left in
charge. Naggs and his men apparently
thought that they were quite safe and
unobserved.

I walked round to the back of the car,
and stared into the gloom.
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“Hist!” 1 whispered. “IU's ell
clear!”’

Sir Montie and - Tommy heard my
- words, and ‘they joined me a moment
* later, and there we stood at the back of
the car. 1 wns rather disappointed to
find that there was no carrier grating—
nothing, in fact, to which I could cling.
Ail thought of going with the car had
to be put aside.

‘“Well, it can’t be done,” I mur-
mured. ¢ We shall have to think of
something clse—and goodness knows
what. we can think of! Within a few
minutes this car will be going, and we
shall have to stand by and do nothing!"’

“ That will be frightfully gallin’, old
boy!”’ said Sir Montie,

. “It'll be rotten:” declared Watson
bluntly,

“It .will!?”” T agreed. * But surcly
there is something that we can do! If
we could only do something to make the
car leave a (rail, we should be O.K.
But all the tyred are plain—they 2rec nct
cven ribbed. This blessed car wouldn’t
lcave any tracks on even a muddy
road.” , .
_*Oh, we can’t do anything in thet
line "’ said Waltson.

But just at that moment I gave a
start. A daring idea had come to me—
an ides which, at first, took me fairly
by surprisc. And then, as I realised the
rossibilities of it, I turned to my chums
with gleaming eyes. .

‘“ A brain wave, you chaps!” I whis-
pered.

‘' Begad!” said. Mcntie. “ Did
hurt, dear old boy?’

** There’s no time for joking now, you
ass!” I whispered. ¢ Look at that can
of oil I’

Y] Eh ?”

“That can of cil, strapped to the
back!”” I went on. * Can’t yon see it?”’
My chume stared in the gloom.

“Do you mean this gallon can of
cngipe oil?”’ asked Watson., *‘ It’s—"
‘“Yos, of course,” 1 interrupted.
“ That cen is full—it's a spare supply. I
suppose. And 1t is packed right at the

back of the car, away from all observa-
tion.”

“ What of it, dcar old boy?’ asked
Montie. ‘“ How will that can of oil help

us?”
*“T have

1t

“In this way,” T repiicd.
got a pocket screwdriver on me, and it
won’t take me ono minute t0 jab a hole

LEE LIBRARY

through the bottom of the can—whcre it
can't be scen.”’ |

‘“ A—a hole!” said Watlson, staring.

“ Exactly.” ) .

‘¢ But what for, you lunatic?’’ muttered
Tominy. ‘‘ What's the idca of punctur-
ing that can of oil?” _

“I'll tell you afterwards,’” I said.
‘“ There's no time to drive sense 1nto your
densc head just now!"

I produced my pocket screwdriver.
And then, going down on my knees, I
fclt under the oil-can and gave a sharp
jab upwards. The point of the screw-
driver went through the thin tin at once,
making a small hole. And, as I placed
my hand there, I feit the oil dripping
out stcadily, and fairly rapidly. It was
not a continueous stream, but a very quick
succession of drops.

“Good!” 1 mutlered. * That's all
serene !’

‘“ But what on carth
‘“Come on, we'd better get away,” I
imterrupted. *‘ Those men may be here |
any moment, and if we're spctted the
whole game will be spoilt. e're gowg
straighl away, right across the meadows,

‘back to the Bannington Road.”

‘‘ Begad! What for?”

“To fetch our bicycles,” I replied
grimly. “I'll explain things as we go

| along.”

My chums were quite puzzled, but I

‘wourd not tell them anything unt:l we
had left the vicimity of the little wood.
And then, when we were plodding along
over one of the meadows I condescended
to explain,

““Can’t you understand what I have
done?’ I asked.
| *‘ Decar old fellow, we ain’t so brainy es
you are,’’ said Sir Montie. “ 1 am quito
sure that you have done somethin’ fright-
fully clever; but, I must say, it seems to
be a bit spiteful, too. Why do ycu want
to waste all their slpare oil ¥

““ A jolly mad idea, I call it!”’ grunted
Watsan,

“You idiots!"’ I chuckled. ‘Lock
here, I’ve made a hole in that galicn can
of oil, and tho oil is now drippig out in
a rapid sircam of drops. 91; will take
about an hour—perhaps an hour an a
half—for all that oil Lo drip away. And
Hu motor-car can travel a tremendous
Hdist.ance in an hour and a half—particu-
larly at night.”

* But—"" '

‘““ Wait a moment,” 1 went on. ‘‘ My
tdea 18 this: As soon as that car gets on
the main road—on the smooth, tarred

)

"
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road—Lhosec drops of oil will be distinctly
visible on the surface of the road. They
will be left there in one long sireami—a
drop every yard or so. Don’t you sce
the wheezo? The car will make a trail
for itself as it goecs along, unknown to
11s occupants.
come along at our leisure, following that
Car.

“ Begad'”’

‘““ Well, my only Lopper!”’

Both my chums were rather stariled.

“Well?”” 1 said. ¢ Is that all you can
say?’

% Nipper, old fellow, il's absolulely
stunnin’!*' declared Sir Montie. “‘ It's a
rippin’ ideca. It's a top-hole wheeze.
Where do you get these brain waves, old
boy? How is it that you have these
marvellous flashes of genius?”’

““ Rubbish!” I interrupted cheerfully.
‘“It was only a flash of commonsense—
nothing more. I have simply provided
us with a clue which we can follow with-
out any trouble.”

““ By Jupiler!”’ said Watson admir-
ingly. ¢ The cluc of the oil trail. What
a wfleeze!"

They both praised me up o the skics.
But, after all, therc was nothing par-
ticularly cute in what I had done. Al-
mosl as soon as 1 had secn the can of oil,
the idea suggested 1itself to me.

IL was a way out of our difficulty—it
was a way in which we could follow the
car containing Goodwin. and we could
follow it to its destination. For I was
quite certain that these men would not
tuke the Lancashire boy very far away,
probably not more than twenty miles, at
the very most.

But, although the car would leave that,

trail for us to follow, 1t was nccessary
for us to waste no tume. The sooner we
got on the track the betier. And so we
hiarried across the meadows, and at length
we arrived on the Bannington Road
again. Our bicycles were still jn tho
ditch, just as we had left themn.

““Come on, my sons!”’ I said, panting.

"¢ There's no time to stop for breall.

v

We've got Lo hurry like the dickens!'*”’

‘““Right you are, decar old boy—any-
thing you like!” said Sir Montic.
* We're hot on the track, and we're go-
ing Lo do big things to-night. Begad! 1
can feel it in my bones, you know—1I ocaun,
really. Think of tho glory that will
cover our hcads to-marrow, when we
bring Dick Goodwin back, afier the police
have failed:"

THI

And we shall be able to

|0f the meadow in safetv.

OIL TRAIL I3

“Ye pods and littlic fishes!" said Wat-
sonn. ‘‘ It will be worth quids!'”

We soon had our jiggers through the
hedge. And. once in the meadow, we
mounted. and rode at a fairly rapid
speced. But it was necessary to be cauti-
ous, for there were many ruts aud
hillocks, and it would be quite casy io
haye a serious spill.

However, we reached the other side
v. And then we
were obliged to trundle our bicycles over
the ploughed ficld—riding was quile out
of the question. We were nearing the
{ml'thcr cnd of the ficld when I came to a
1ali,

“Wart a mnute!™ I said sharply,
“Tasten'!”
We all listened, and clearly on the

night air. borne by the wind, came tha
steady throbbing of a motorcar. It
grew famter and fainter, and finally dis-
appearcd.

‘“* They've gone!” I muttered. * Just
as I thoughr, and we shall be on the spot
within three minutes now.”

We were.

And wo found the little hut quite de-
serted. and the motor-car gone. 18 \Was
quite good—exactly as we had antici-
rated. I only stopped in the hut for
about a minute, looking round carefully
with the aid of my eleetric torch. But
there was nothing there which would
serve as a (Jue—nothing at all. The
men had not left a single article behind.

Then we went to the spot where the
motor-car had stood. All was dark, and
we could not sce the ground distinetly,
of course. However, this did not matter.
We knew that the car had followed the
waggon track until tho road was reached.
And so we weat this way., Finally, we
rcached the narrow road, the little lane
which ran from the village of Edgemore
to the Bannington main road. Thiz road,
naturally, was 1ot the one we had been
recently following—another main high-
way.

By the time we reached it we had our
bicycle lamps fully alight and showing a
brilliant beam upon the road. It was
(quite safe to have our lamps alight now,
for there was very little prospect of our
meeting anybody. And Goodwin’s cap-
tors, of course, were far ahead.

It was necessary for us to have the
light, in order to folow ihe oil trail. Aud
this was not at all difficult. It was in
fact, far simpler than I had antispated.

For there, on the road, we:e little drops
lof oil al regular intervals. At present
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they wcre only about a yard apart. But
a little further on the dreps of ol were
four or five foet apart. '

‘“ It scems to me that the supply is
giving out,”” said Watson. * An;how,
thie drops aren’t so close together.’

“ My dear fellow there 1s quite a
natural explanation of that,” I said.
“ The car gathered specd—that is all.
The faster it goes, the fewer the drops.
That's obvious.’’

“You think of everythin’, dear old
;)0 S said Sir Montie. ‘' It’s wonder-
u !’I -

We rode on rapidly. For there was
no nced for us to go slowly. The trail
was clear in front of us—a trail which I
_had seldom had the pleasure of followin
before. It was quite a dclight to know
that we were on a dead certaintw. As
long as we kept in view of those littlo
splashes of oil, we knew that the car had
passed along this way.

We did not enter Bannington at all.
The car had branched off just before
the town was reached, had passed round
geveral lanes, and had joined the main
road to Helmford right along. Helm-
ford was about cightcen miles distant,
and was on the main road to London.

Our task had not been so easy in the
little lanes—where the surface of the road
was stoney and slightly muddy. But by
going slowly we had made no mistake.
And when the Hcelmford Road was
reached, our task was again simple.

And so we went on, pedalling rapidly
and steadily. Mile after . mile was
covercd. Down hill and up hill we went
continuously, without a pause. We ha
forgotten all about the guv’nor and the
affair at Bannington Manor. That was
quite unimportant now. We were en-
gaged upon a task which was altogether
more to our liking. We were on the
tr::cl-lt of Diﬁk Goodwin. .

‘I say, this is getting a bit steep, you
know,”’ remarkedg“’atson, as we pl:lt Sc')ur
backs into 1t up a hill.

‘* What do you mcan—this gradient?”’

I inquired.

‘“ No, you ass:” said Watson. "1
mecan, it’s getting sericus, We've
travelled about ten miles, you know,
We are not so very far from Helmford.
And it must be past onc—getting on for
two, in fact. When the dickens are we
goin'f to get to the end of this trail?”

* There's no telling,’”’ 1 replied. ‘“We
may have to go right on through Helm-
ford, and then further on towards

London. But we're going to stick to this

19

' THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

trail until 1t gives out, or until we drop.
I'm determined upon that, ahyhow,
We're going right on, my sons!” |

“ Well, it’s the only thing we can do,
dear boy,” said Sir Montie. ‘* Now that
woe are on the track it would bo
ridiculous to give it up. But I should
enjoy tho adventure much better if 1

lhad an engine on my bicycle.”’

We reached the top of the hill, and
then went along a straight level stretch

| of lonely road. We knew it well, for we

had passed that way during the day-tin.e
on many occasions—sometimes when we
went by char-a-banc to Helmford Ccllege.

bent on football. And this stretch of
road was particularly lonely, even by day-

g |light. At night it was a gloomy, dismal

icce of country where not a soul was to
Ee seen—there werce no houses, and no
cottages. At least, only a few—one
dotted hcre, and one dotted there, at
isolated intervals,

And very soon we gassed one of these
houses—one that I had seen many a time.
It was a dilapidated old place, fairly
large. And 1t rl;ad been standing empty
for years, by the look of it. It stood some
little distance from the road, surrounded
by a big garden which was filled with
trces and rank weeds. And just near
the road a board announced to all in the
country that the property was for sale.
It had been for sale for many years, by
the look of it, and it would apparently
remain for sale for many further years; °
at all events, nobody seemed inclined to

buy it.

&'e passed this old place at a good
speed, and then continued on our way
down the straight, level road. But we
had not proceeded more than two hun-

| dred yards before 1 applied my brakes.

Sir Montie and Tommy shot ahead. And
by the time they had turned round I
had dismounted, and was examining the
surface of the road.

My chums wheeled their bicycles back
to the spot where I was standing.

‘““ What’s the idea of this?”’ asked
Tommy, wiping his brow.

‘“ Look !’ I said significantly.

I pointed to the road. It was smooth
and clear, and perfectly dry. -

‘‘ Well, what about it?”’ asked Tommy.
‘““T can’t see anything startling.’”’

“ It’'s not \'vhalt woi can slee, it's what
we can’t see!”’ I said gnmly., ‘W
are the spots of oil?” S d exe

i Bagad lll

The o1l trail, in fact, had vanished! .

We had been following it for so long
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thal we had not paid much attentlion lo
the road. Only here and thore, as we
pedalled along, wo saw the spots of oill—
and know that we were still on the right
trail. But soon after passing that old
house I had noticed that thc oil spots
were no longer visible.

*“* By jingo!’' I said gently.

1 turned round and looked back
along the brick road. I looked back to-
. wards that clump of trees and the gaunt
chimney pots of the old building.

“ Don’t you remembor?’ I went on.
‘“ Wo heard onc of the men saving that
(Goodwin was to be taken to an old
house? My sons, this is the place!
We've tracked the rotters to their den'!
Dick Goodwin 18 1n this old house!”

“* By jupiier!”” muttered Watson.

Both my chums knew that T was speak-
ing the truth. There could be no other
expianation. The motor-car obviously
had come along until it reached the gate-
way of the house, and had then turned
in. It was now concealed among the
trees, or probably it reposed in an old
outbuilding. And Mr. Naggs and his
two assistanls were wilth Dick Goodwin
in the house itself. It was necessary for
us to ynake immediate investigations.

- Out with the lights!” I whispered.
“ they might be scen!”

Our lamps were extinguished at once,
And then cautiously we made our way
back along the road until we arrived at
the dilapidated ramshackle gate. Here,
on my hands and knees, I examined the
ground which was fairly soft near the
gateway. Quite distinctly I could see
the marks of melor-car tyres, and they
Liad passed only recently. To thoroughly
clinch matters there were drops of oil,
too. The car had passed into the old
drive. :

“Good!””” T muttered. *““We'vo
tracked Dick Goodwin down, we've
reached the end of the trail!”

et Sl

CHAT'TER 1V.
THE RACE TO BANNINGTON.-

UCCESS!

S My plan had succeeded, and 1
was delighted and rather excited.
There was not the slightest doubt

about the matter. Dick Goodwin was

here—in this dilapidated old- building —
and lhas captors were there, too. The

very fact that they had comne here, and
had closed the old gate after them,

!
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proved thal they intended to remain.
They had reached the prison which had
been prepared for the schoolboy, and it
was rmost unlikely that they would ven-
ture out again. They probably assumed
that they would be quite safe there
during the night, and during the whole
of the next cﬁny, if nccessary.

““This i3 splendid!’ I muttered.
““ What do you think of it, you chaps?
We've tracked the car down, and we
know that Goodwin is here.”

““It’s simply amazing, old boy!’ said
Sir  Montie. ‘“The way you have
handled this case fills me with admiration
—it does. really! But will you let me
ask one question?”

‘““A dozen, if you'll be quick abont
it.”” I said.

““Well. Nipper. how are we going to
rescue (soodwin?’ asked Sir DMontie
mildly. *“ We couldn’t do it in the wood
because we were three boys against three
men. Well, the position is exactly the
same, 1t hasn't been 2ltered in the
slightest degrece. If we couldn’t rescue
Goodwin froin the old hut in the wood.

?

how can we rescue him from this
house?"”
“That’s a poser!” said Tommy
Watson.
“ My dear chaps, you don’t seem to

understand the game at all,”” I said.
“1I don’t .mean {0 rescue (Goodwin; I
don’t mean (o even try the thing. We
should fail ; 11 1sn't reasonable to supposo
that we should succeed.”
“Then what's the idea of coming?”’
‘“ Oh, haven't you got any scnse at all,
Tommy?’ I satd. *° We knew very well
that those men wouldn’t keep Goodwin
in the hut. It was only a temporary hid-
ing-place.  But this house 1s a permanent
one, and if we go away for two or three
hours we can he practically certain that
Goodwin will be hers when we return,
don’t you see? My plan is for us to race
back to Bannington as hard as we can
go, tell the guv'nor all about it, and he
will come back, and probably the police
will be with us, too. The whole thing
will be as simple as A B C. Naggs and
his friends will be collared, and Dick
Goodwin will be rescued.”
{l SO

“ Wonderful !”’ said Sir Montie.
that's the way you've planned 1t out,
dear fellow? There couldn’t be a belter
idea. Bul we shall be frightfully tired
to-morrow, begad! What with riding
oul hera and ridin’ back, and then comn’
out again ’
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‘‘“ Don’t worry about that!” 1 intler-
-rupted. *‘‘ We've only got to race back
to Bannington, and that won’t be such
& terrible task. We shall probably come
out”again the second time in a motor-
car.

** And do you propose to
now?”’ asked Watson.

‘“ Not for a minute or two,’” I rephed.
** We'll just have a scout round and see
f we can see any sign of the place being
mhabited. I'm quite satisfied that Good-
win i3 here, but we might as well have a
look.”

We left our bicycles against the hedge,
and then we slipped through a gap and
found ourselves in the .wilderness which
had once been a garden. Then, creep-
ing along, we made a detour until we
were at fhe back of the old building. At
first we could see nothing except black-
ness.

The old house wasg, indeed, half ruined.
Many of the windows were missing
altogether, and only black, yawning
cavities greeted our gaze. In one part
of the house half the roof was amssing.
1'les were off, and the rafters were
hanging down in dilapidation and decay.

** Cheerful looking place!” muttered
Watson, with a slight shiver. |

‘ Perhaps so. but it's just the place
they were looking for,”” I said. ¢ Who
would dream that Goodwin would be nn-
prisoned here? If we hadn’t got cn the
track in this way 1 don’t suppose the
police would ever have found the poor
chap. We've been lucky, and were
going to foliow up our success,”

We continued our examination, and
then at last we met with success. One
of the windows at the rear was very
heavily shuttered—we discovered this by
approaching fairly close to the building
—and when we got to a certain angle we
saw a tiny streak of light emerging
where the woodwork was erncked and
warped. That light was the first indica-
tion we had had that the old building
was inhabited.” But now there was no
‘doubt left. The very presence of that
light proved conclusively that Dick
(oodwin and his captors were here.

** That's enough!” 1 whispered.
‘* Now we'll buzz off hke the wind. The
quicker we are, the better. If we hurry
we shall be in Bannington well within
an hour.”

Sir Montie and Tomimy were excited.
and they did not mind the exertion at

start™ off

LEE LIBRARY

all, although Watson grumbled some-
what; but that was only his nature. He
Eenera.lly- grumbled at things, alt-houﬁh
e did not mean it. He was one of the
most willing fellows under the
really.

Within. five minutes we were mounted
on our bicycles and were  tearing
along the road, putting every ounce of
our energy into the pedalling, and niile
after mile was covered rapidly. We
went. tearing along, fairly racing with
every ounce of speed of which we were
capable. IJown hill we roared, reckless
of mishaps, and at length we came within
sight of the outskirts of Bannington.
We did not go into the town, for this
Wwas unnecessary.

" Bannington Manor, the home of Lord
Banningstowe, was situated just on the
outskirts, and not actually in the town.
| We were soon on our way to the big
mansion, although we were not
absolutely certain that Nelson Lee would
be there. We on}? knew that he had
planned to bring oft a big capture there;
but the time for that had already passed.

However, it wgs just as well to go there
at once. ‘ .

And we were not wrong,

For when we arrived at Bannington
' Maner we found everything there in a
state of uproar. Practically the whole
household was awake, and the big build-
ing was blazing with lignt from roof to
cellar. Servants were running about,
Lord Banningstowe himself was much
in evidence, and Nelson Lee was there.
;I‘he place simply swarmed with police,
0o0. _

- " Well, we've arrived too late to sce
the fun, but that doesn't matter much,”
I said. * We've done something a Jot
better than watch the capture of these

sun,

{ criminals.” - .
| Nelson Lee’s. plan had been entirely

 successful, and the gang which had

| planned to rob Bannington Manor had

been captured red-handed. There were
four men altoEether, and they were now
safely in the hands of the police.

Lord Banningstowe himself was very
delighted with the whole affair, and he .

| was extremely e(Fratf-:ful to Nelson Lee

for having acted so promptly and with
such effectiveness. Of course, Inspector
Jameson was there—he was, in fact, ex-
ceedingly pleased with himself. He
appeared to imagine that all the credit

of the capture was due to him, and yet,
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28 a matter of fact, he had only carried
out the suggestions which had been
given to him by Nelsomr Lee. But that
was just the inspector’s little way. tle
hated to think that Nelson Lee—a mereo
amateur, iu. his eyes—should be able to
:llo anything better {than the police could

o 1t.

We ran across Inspector Jameson
before we could find the guv'nor, and
the inspector stopped us as we were
going up the drive. He gazed at us
severely and frowned. i

‘““ What are you boys doing here?”’ he
demanded. ‘* Good gracious me! You
ought to be in bed, and I don’t expect
your Headmaster kméws anything about
this! I shall make it my duty to report
Vou—- .

** Keep your lair on, inspector!'’ I said
quickly. *‘ \WWe want to see Mr. Lee.”

‘“ Oh, indeed !’ said Jameson. ‘" You
want {o seec Mr. Lee, do you? I do not
suppose for a moment that Mr. Lee is
anxious to see you. Take my advice,
my boys, and get back to school as
quickly as you can.”

‘“ Look' here, inspeclor, vou don't
understand!”” 1 declared. ¢ There's
something important—something vital—
that we've got to speak to Mr. Lee
about. He will probably want you and
a good many policemen, 0o, later on.”

Inspector Jameson slared.

“1 don't want you to try any jokes
on me, young man'’ he said. ' And I
should hardly think that it would be
advisable to see Mr. Lee. He is your
Housemaster, and you will get inlo hot
waler if you are seen. But that makes
little  difference, because I intend to
report the matier to——""

** Oh, rats!” I said gruffly.

I pushed past the inspector, and Sir
Montie and Tommy followed me. Jame-
son was left there in the middle of the
path, starine after us wrathfully. He
called out something, but I look mno
. notice, for at that very moment I had
caught sight of the guv'nor. He was
strolling down the terrace in the act of
lighting a cigarette. He had just left
J.ord Banningstowe at the 1mpcsing
main entrance of the mansion.

**Guv'nor?”’ I shouted, running up.
‘“We've been looking for you!'”

. “Y¥verywhere, sir!’ panted Tommy

Watson.

Nelson Lee halted and looked at
severely.
o+ Oh, so you have been. looking for

us
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‘ What 1s

me'!"’ he exclaimed grimly.
I have no

the meaning of this, boys?

.doubt you are the ringleader, Nipper,

and I shall be very severe with you. I
distinctly told you that you were not to
come here to-night."”

I glared. |

‘““ And I distinctly told myself that T
should come, sir!"’ I retorted. * Of all
the nerve! We released you from that
old mill, and then you refuse 1o let us
come on this job with you. Rank in-
gratitude, that's what I call it!' And, in
any case, we arrived too late {o see the

(B8]

fun!

I thought I delected a slight {winklo
in Nelson Lee's eyes.

“Allow me to inform you, Nipper,
that you're decidedly cheeky!”’ he said.
"* You may regard me as your chief
when it comes teo deteclive work; but [
am your Housemaster at St. I‘rank’s, and
it was against my wish that you should
venture out to-night. If these escapades
of yours are noticed by the other boys,
they are ligble to put a wrong construc-
tion upon your actions. Therefore I do
nol wish you to—+"

“Oh, ring off, sir!” I protested.
“*There's no time to talk about these

things. We want your help and the help
of the police.”

“My bhelp?’ repealed Nelson Lce
sharply. ** What for?"

““To capture three rogues, sir,”’ I
replied. ** One of them is Mr. Naggs.
the rotier who broke into the Ancient
House one night last week. You
remember, don’'t you? That other
fellow—Colmore—was caplured at the
same time, but made his escape. Well,
I'can lead you to the place where he is
hiding with two other men. And thai's
not a?l '

 Dear me!
been busy on {our own, Nipper,

Nelson Lee. *° Well, go on!”

“I'm glad to see you've dropped that.
schoolmaster tone, guv'nor!’ I said
calmly. *“° And now prepare yourself for
a little surprise. We have found Good-
win, of the Remove.”

Nelson Lee did all
impressed.

“* You have found Goodwin—eh?”’ Le
exclaimed. * Well done, my Jad! That
13 certainly very excellent news. Aund
how did you manage Lo do the trick?”’

J gave a grunt.,

** It's never any good trying to surprise
vou, guvnor!’ I said disgustedly.

It appears that you have
" osaid

not seem at
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“ Every time I've got something special
to tell you, you simply stand there listen-
ing Lo it without moving a hair,
bit rotten, I think! You might look sur-
prised, anyhow !’

Nelson Lee chuckled.

“I'm awfully sorry, Nipper!' he
smiled. ‘‘ As a matter of fact, I am sur-

rised—and very pleased, too. You
Eave located Dick Goodwin, you say?
Where is he, and how did you get on the
track?”’ |

““ Goodwin 1s being held a prisoner by |{
Naggs and two other men,” 1 said
raplgly. ‘“* They are in an old house on
the Helmford road, about ten or twelve
miles from here. It's a jolly lonely spot,
and we followed Naggs’ motor-car there,
and we know that possibly the men
intend remaining in the house for the
night. All we've got to do 1s to go
gzlong with a batch of police and nab the
whole crowd, and bring Dick Goodwin
back to St. Frank’s with us.”

“Quite a nice litlle programnie,
Nipper!” said the guv'nor smoothly.
‘“ And now let me hear some details,
please. I should like to know how you
got on the track so promptly.”

It did not take me long to explain all
the details to Nelson Lee. Sir Montie
and Tommy chipped in now and again.
mainly to praise me for what I had
done. They declared that the idea of
knocking a hole in the oil-can was a
stunning one, and that I deserved a putty
medal for it.

Nelson Lee was delighted.

‘““ Splendid, Nipper!” he declared,
when I had finished. ‘I quite agree

Idea of yours regarding the dripping oil
was most effective. . I am pleased to find
that you retain your habit of acting with
skill and decision in an emergency. But
for that scheme of yours it would havei
bcen quite impossible to follow the
motor-car, and then we should never
ha:ve"known what had become of Gocd-
win,

*“ And what are you going to do, sir?"
I asked eagerly.

“ There is only one thing to be done,
Nipper, and that is.to get off to this old

use without a moment’s delay,” midl'
Nelson Lee crisply. *‘I will interview
Inspector Jameson now, and we shall
probably be ready -to start within
twenty minutes. We will go there at'
once and raid the place.”

with Tregellis-sWest and Watson that'

It’s a |

gy
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‘“ And—and shall we be able to comg,
sir?”’ put in Watson tentatively.

Nelson Lee stroked his chin.

‘* Well, boys, I ought not ta allow,
strictly speaking—you ought to be In
our beds,”’ he replied. ‘' But after you
ﬁavo done so much—after you have
brought this information along, I cannot
very well refuse to allow you to see the
game through. Yes, you may come
along and jom in the raid.”

I nearly fainted in Sir Montie’s arma.

‘“Oh, me!” I gasped. ‘“I'm over-
come! What marvellous generosity,
guv'nor—what wonderful kindness on
your part! It 1s almost too much for
me !’

“ You cheeky young rascal!’

“You condescend to let us come,
indeed !’ I exclaimed. ‘‘ My only hat!
I should think we will come, after we've
done everything! Woe found Dick Good-
win, and we’re qoing to take a hand in
his rescue! It's not hkely that we
should travel back to St. Frank’s now
before seeing the thing through! DBy the
way. guv’'nor, how did this affair pass
off 1’

‘** Excellently, Nipper,”’ replied Nelson
Lee. ‘' The scoundrels were fondly
imagining that I was safe within that
old mill. and they had no idea whatever
of a police raid. They were captured
red-handed, and now the gang is in the
hands of the police.”’ -

‘““Thanks to us, sir,”” I remarked
calmly. ‘' It seems to me that we're
doing all the work lately. We enabled
you to come herc and round up this
gang, and we’re inq to enable you to
rescue Dick Goodwin.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

‘“ Precisely, Nipper,”” he agreed.
““ When 1 come to look at these things
squarely, I begin to realise that I am
something of a nonentity. It is you who
are doing all the work; it is you who
must obtain all the credit. Perhaps it
would be just as well i you became the
detective and I your assistant.’’

Tommy Watson and 'Tregellis;Weet
grinned, and I grinned, too.

’

* Oh, chuck it, guv'nor?’ I said.
“Let’s get busy on this job. I'm
absolutely help without you, you

know that. I may be handy now and
again, but I conldn’t wangle things the
same as you do." |
A minute later Nelson Lee left us,
and he was soon in closo conversation
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with Inspector Jameson. And then,

after a little delay, two motor<cars were

got ready. The mspector did not seem
particularly impressed with the story
that I had told; he seemed to doubt its
truthfulness. It was only because of
Nelson Lee’s insistence that Jameson
consenled to go on the trip.

““ T hope the boys have told you right,
that's all, sir,”’ said the mspector at last.
““ If we have been taken on a fool's
errand, I shall make il iny duty to——"

¢ Come, inspector, wait until this
cffort has met with failure before you

start ullering  threals!" interrupted
Nelson Lee. * There is no {ime to be
wasied. The sooner we get off the

betier. We arc taking a dozen men, 1
understand ?”’ |

“Yes, sir,”’ said the inspeclor gruffly.
“ That is the number you suggested.”

Five minutes later the two molor ears
were bowling along the dark road in
the direction of Helmford. Sir Montie
and Tommy and I were in the lcading
car, with Nelson Lee. And we were all
fairly excited.

We knew very well that this was no
fool's errand. we knew that there would
be a junclure at the end of it. And we
should rescue Dick Goodwin from his
cnomv. 1 felt extremely pleased with
myself that night, and I was delighted
when T realised how smoothly everything
was going.

When we got within a mile - of the
old housec all the lights of the motor-
cars were cxtinguished, and then we
conlinucd our trip cautiously. Six or
seven hundred Eards from the hali-
ruined building the cars came to a halt,
and they were left on the grass besido
the road, with ono man in charge.

Nelson Lee, accompanied by Inspector
Jameson, was leading the way on foot.
I followed closely Dbchind, with my
chums. And the policemen marched
along in the rear.

It would never have done {o have
taken the motor-cars straight up to the
house, for Mr. Naggs and his confeder-
ates would have hecard the engines, and
they would have laken alarm,

It was Nelson Lee, of course, who
planned the raid. He placed men in dif-
ferent positions, and very soon the whole
house was surrounded. There was not a
single portion that was not under obser-
vation, '

And then Nelson Lee and the inspec

T
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tor wilh three other men moved on to
the house with the intention of breaking -
in boldly.

There was very little chance of the
three rascals escaping. The precau-
tions were too stnct. ,

Nelson Lec went straight to the front
door {o begin with, and he grasped the
handle and pushed. To lis surprise tho
door opencd, without any trouble what-
ever. I wag surprised, too, for I was
just behind with my chums. And I
gave them rather a significant look.

“Did you see {hat?’ I whispered.
“The door 1sn't even locked!”

- “1It's rather strange, dear old boy—it
i3, really!” murmured Sir Mont'e,

Nelson I.ec and the inspeclor passed
inside. And when they stood 1n the hall
they remained absolulely silent and
motionless—listening.

But the only sounds that came o their
cars were quile natural sounds. The
sighing of the wind in the trees outside,
the ticking of one or two watches, the
scraping of a branch against a window
pane, somewhecre.

It scemed that the old house was abso-
lutely deserted.

The nspector
smirk.

“Just as T thought!” he exclaimed
nastily. ““ A wild goose chase—that’s
what it 13, Mr. Lee! If I'd have known
I wouldn't have come——"
~“ We have not searched the houso yet,
inspector’’”  nterrupted Nelson Lee
curtly.

“They were at the back, sir!”’ I whis-
pered. ‘ At the back, on the ground
floor.”’ :

But 1t waz not long before we knew
the truth. The house was searched fro:n
roof to cellur, and every room was cx-
am:ned —every cupboard was entered.
~ But there was not a soul in the build
imng. - X
In blunt truth, the birds had flown.
During our absence, during our hurried
trip to Bannington, Mr. Naggs and his
companions had gone, taking Dick Gocd-
win with them. I was greatly disap-
poinled. for I had cxpected something
very different.

Jameson, of course. was quite ready to
lib:;-lic_w‘e that we had attempted to fool

im,

But Nclson TRe soon pul a stopper lo
this kind of talk. For there were many
indications in the old house which proved

gave Aan CXpressive
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absolutely  conclusive—that the place
had been very recently occupied.

What was to be done now? What had
become of Dick Goodwin?

L ]

CHAPTER V.

WHAT HAPPENED TO DICK GOODWIN.
“ Y gum?!”’

B The Lanceshire boy stood in
the centre of the room, and
his fists were clenched. He was

a prisoner, and he knew that there
would be no escape for him.

He did not know where he was except
for the fact that this house was an old,
tumbled-down one. and that it was =itu-
ated in an extremely lonely part of the
country.

Goodwin, of course, was in the old
houwse on the Helmford road. And,
although he did not know 1t, at that
very moment Tommy Watson and Tre-
fcllis-West. and I were setting off for
Jannington, to give our mformation to
Nelson lL.ce. While we were racing
away o tell our story, Goodwin was
imprisoned in onc of the rooms, high
up in the house.

He had been taken there almost at
once, and the door had been locked upon
-hm. It was a strong door, and two
vough bolts had becn fitted outside—so
that it was quite impossible for the
youthful prisoner to make his escape.

He had been left without any hght,
but this did not matter at all. The rooin
was bare except for a deal tzble and a
kitchen chair. There was no bed for
Uoodwin to lay upon—nothing but bare
boards and bare walls. Tﬁe cetling
overhead was m a bad condition, part
of it being broken away, and the lathes

showing.
“By gum!’ said Goodwin again.
' I am that:”

“I'm in a rare fix now!

He had no idea of the time, and he
was aware of the fact that he felt vaguely
hungry. This did not concern him
much. All he wanted was his freedom
—~for he knew what these men were—at
least, he was almost certain. And he
knew what they were after. .

He had not been lcft alone for long,
gnd now he walked round the room,

rather helplessly. He had already felt|on the table, and t

e
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Even if he were quito alone in the
house he could not do this, for he did
not possess suffiaent strength. And
it would be no good using the chair as
a battering ram, for the noise would
instantly bring up his captors.

He went to the window, and found
that it looked straight down upon a
aved pathway. The wall was quite
Eare, thera being no creeper, and not
even a pipe. To drop from the window
would mean death, probably, and cer-
tainly grave injury.

Dick Goodwin considered that it would
ke better to remain a captive than to
risk his life in making a jump.

He was just abont to move awey from
the window when he heard a sound upon

the stairs outside.

He tnrned round and waited. A
moment later a streak of light appeared
under the door. The two belts were
shot back, and a man entered. carrying
a candle. That inan was Mr. Naggs.
aind in his other hand he held a plute?:l
of sandwiches. |

‘““Well, young man. I've brought some
food for you,” he remarked. ‘' I dare
[ say fon’rc feehng a bit hungry, and
ycu'll have these sandwiches if you only
tagree to what I want. You’ll also have
a comfortable little bed—it vell bo
brought up soon.”

Goodwin meade no reply. _
~ *“*Sulky, eh?” went on Mr. Naggs,
lighting a cigarette. ‘‘ Well, that won't
help you, my lad. It's no good being
sulky, and it’s no use trying to be obsti-
nate. The best thing you ean do is to

pay attention to what 1 say.”
*“I don't want to speak at all!’ said
Gooldwin quietly. ““ Ay, and I'm not

going to say anything, either!”

‘“ You mean to say that you are stub-
born 7’ asked Mr. Naggs.

“1 am that!'”

““Well, T don’t suppose you will be
stubborn for long,’”’ the man said plea-
santly. ‘“ Look here, Goodwin, why
can’t you behave like a sensiblec boy?
Why can’t you realise that you are com-
plctely in my power, and that any resist-
ance on your part will be useless? You
might just as well speak now as later on
~because 1t’s quile certain that you will

speak.’”’
The man cset the

7

late of sandwiches,
en he sat on ono

the door, and he knew that it would be| corner of the latter.

unpossible for him to break it down.

‘“ Now, look here, bey, this is what I



want.”” he said. ¢ For somo litile lime
past you have been engaged upon some
plans—plans of a machine: you know
exiactly what I mean. Well, what you
have to do is to tell me where thosc
sccrel plans are hidden—and to give
them up to me"’

““Nay, I'll never do that,” said Good-
win, shaking his head. _
~ “Oh, yes you will,” said Mr. Naggs.
““You don’t know the position, my led.
Unless you do as I say—unless you tell
me where those plans are. you will re-
ceive no food. You will be allowed to
sturve—uniil you submil.” .

““ It won't make any difference,”” said
Goodwin quietly. “I shall never tell
you anylhing!'”

¢“T think vou will,” said Mr. Naggs
grimly. * After you have been starved
—and you do mot prove submissive,
vou will be placed on board a sailing
vessel, and vyou will be removed to the
olher side of the world. In short, you
will be kept a prisoner for months—and
you will never return to England!”

“By gum!” said Dick Goodwin.

¢ That's made you think, ain’t 1t*”
went on Mr. Naggs savagely. ¢ Well,
you'd betler think a bit more. If you'll
only speak at once, you will be released
before the morning—you will be taken
straight back to St. Frank's.”

“You are wasting time,” said Good-

win. “I will never say a word!”’
“You obstinate young puppy!’
snapped Naggs. ‘““I'll soon show you

whether—— But it's no good getling
cross, there's no sense in losing my tem-
pcr. You'll probably be in a different
frame of mind aftcr you have been 1
captivity for a day or two—or a week
or two. It doesn't matlter lo me. I'm
in no particular hurry.”

* Mr. Naggs seized the plate of sand-
wiches and the candle.

“T'll leave you now—and come back
when you're in a bit betler mood!”’ he
said. You won't have a bite to eat—or
a drop to drink, unilil you consent to
spcak. Starvation is a: very good way
of making people say things tﬁcy don’t
want to say!”

Naggs walked towards the door,
passed outside, and then the bolts were
ngain shot. Goodwin was left alone,
and he had an uneasy feeling within
him that Mr. Naggs had been speaking
the absolute truth—he meaut every word
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he had said. Goodwin was {o be starved
until he grew submissive

But the Lancashire lad was not a
meek and mild junior, he did not be-
lieve in accepting the position just as
1t was. He was a boy of action, an:d
he proved that very shortly afterwards.

If only he could escape—that was
what he wauted. But how? How was
it possible to escape, when he was en-
trapped at the top of this high building,
with a locked door, and with a window
that was high from the ground?

‘“Ay, but it’'s a problem!” muttered
Goodwin. ¢ But there must be some
way oul—there must be, that!”

He had looked up at the ceiling while
the light was in the room, but he had
realised that it was impossible for hin
to do auything in that directien. There
only rcmained one way—and that was
by way of the window. This seemed
hopeless enough, certainly. But Good-
win was not accepting defeat yet. IHe
went {o the window and opened it. Then
he leaned out and stared down upon
the ground.

Immedialely below him was a paved
yard, with a path. It was impossible
lo jump down there. Further along,
right at the corner of the building, there
was an old haystack, which had been
{n'obubly standing there for years. It
1ad been partially used, for thc top
was quite level. If only that haystack
had been bencath the window Dick
(xoodwin would have risked a jump. For
he was quite certain that he would not
hurt himself much by leaping down in
that way. But the haystack was alto-
gether beyond reach—it was yards and
yards away. The most expert profes.
sional jumper in the world would not be
able Lo reach it from the window.

But then. a3 Goodwin was looking, Le
caught his breath in sharply.

“*By gum!” lLe muttered.

For he 'had seen somecthing that
thrilled him. From the very corner of
the building it would be possible to
make the jump—to take a leap out-
\\;urﬂs, and to land on top of the hay-
stack.

And there, quite distinctly, Goodwin
could sce a narrow ledge round the
building. It lay immediately beneath
his window, and went parallel with the
wall to the corner, But it was-only a
narrow ledge, barely more than six
inches. Would it bo worth while to risk
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his life by walking along that ledge?
Would be be able to do it in safety?

Dick Geodwin did not wait to ask him-
celf any questions. He did not consider
the danger. All he wanted was to get
out as quiokly as he possibly could, and
here was a chance—waiting for him to
seize !

He did not waste a moment.

Lafting his feet out of the window, he
loweréd himself down until he was stand-
ing upon the ledge. Then, pressing
his back to the wall, he edged his way
slowly along. It was a difficult task—a
perilous enterprise,

But - Goodwin’s nerves were steady,
and his eye was good. Inch by inch he
edged his way along that narrow stone
ledge. But it still seemed & terrible
way to the corner. B

Goodwin refrained from looking down
while he was walking along that ledge.
He was quite sure of himself. and he
knew that he would not turn giddy, but
it was just as well to take no chances
whatever. He kept his gaze fixed upon
the corner of the house wherc the ledge
came to an cnd. That was his destina-
tion.

At one place he fancied the stonework
crumbled beneath his feet, and he ex-
pected to go plunging down to death—
the next seecond. But, somehow or
other, he passed the danger, and, at
length, he reached his objective.

He stood at the extreme corner of the
building, and now he gazed down. It
was impossible to go farther, for the
ledge did not extend right round the
house—only upon this one face. And
Goodwin, as he stood there, knew that
there were two ways for him,

Either he could take the leap, and
chance whether he injured himself by
falling on the haystack—either that, or
he could go back and re-enter his prison.
It was one or the other. There was no
alternative.

And it did not take the Lancashire
lad any more than one second to decide.
In fact, he had decided already—right
from the very start. Never would be
remain in that prison—never would he
willingly be in the hands of Mr. Naggs
and the other scoundrel,

Goodwin would rather risk
than remain a prisoner.
He looked down.

The night was very gloomy, but, by
@is time, Dick’s eyes had grown accus-

injury
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tomed to the semi-darkness. He could
distinctly see the top of the haystack
below him, and some little distance out.
It would be necessary for him to take
a clean, powerful spring, in order to
reach the haystack.- Otherwise he
would fall short, and would crash down
upon the hard ground. |

The wind wasg whistling somewhat
throvgh the trees, but there were no
other sounds. It seemed to him as
though the old ‘house was absolutely and
utterly deserted. He could hardly be-
lieve that Naggs and his confederate
were somewhere below.

‘“ Ay, I must make haste!”’ muttered
Goodwint. -

He realised that Mr. Naggs might come
up into that attic at any moment, and,
finding the boy gone, would naturally
rush straight to the window. And if he
saw Goodwin taking his plunge down-
wards, it would not be long befere the
lnd was recaptured. So Dick clenched
his fists, and took a dcep, decp breath.

He tightened his muscles, and crouched
there ready for the great spring. Then, -
with a little gasp, he looked outwards.

It was a magnificent jump. :

Down Goodwin went—down and out-
wards. It seemed to him, during those
flceting moments, that he ‘was going
down to certain death. Now that he
had started upon his perilous venture
the lad redlised that there twas more
danger than he had first thought.

Down he went, and then—

Thud !

- He struck the top of the stack, ,stag-
gered, and sprawled over. He lay there
in a heap, silent and motionless. One
leg was tucked under him, and his arms
were outstretched as he lay face down-
wards. As a matter of fact, he was
dazed and half-stunned; he hardly knew
where he was, or what had happened.

But Dick Goodwin was not injured.
The force of the blow, as he struck the
hay, knocked hiin sideways, in a manncr
of speaking; but, except for one or two
bruises, and a general stiffness, he was
unharmed,. '

And he laf there, . recovering, fer-
vently thankful that he was safe. All he
had to do now was to slip to the ground,
make his way through the traes and
out into the main road. In such a dark-
ness .as this it would be qurte an easy
matter for him to elude his parsuers—

8 ing that there was a pursuit, i
“Bevera!

minutes elgpsed. and then
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Goodwin moved. He sat up, and felt
himsclf gingerly. His head was throb-
bing, and his heart was beating with
great rapidity. He stood up, and he
knew that he had come to no real harm;
but, just as he was about to make a
move towards the edge of the haystack,
he heard a shout—a shout from the
upper window.,

Dick Goodwin caught his breath 1in,
flung himself down, and crouched there,
concealed among the hay—for he pulled
a great deal of it over him. He was
hidden, and ho knew that it was his best
course to remain there, silent and
molionless. 1f he moved out now, he
would probably be seen, and that would
mean recapturo. So Dick remained
there.

Meanwhile, up in the attic, Mr. Naggs
had appearcd. He had gone up into
the room, in order to question Dick
Goodwin further; but, as soon as he had
opened the door, he paused, and then
uttered a ficrce oath.

Dashing into the apartment, he looked
round, holding the candle high, The
room was cmpty—absolutely
The prisoner had gone!

“Well, I'm RNanged!” snarled Mr.
Nagegs. * Where the thunder——"'

He paused, for he had just caught
sicht of the open window., &.‘here \WAS a
kind of sickening fecling at his heart
as the man rushed across to the window,
for he believed that Goodwin had
thrown himself out—and Mr. Naggs

knew what that would mean.

He lcaned out, but could sce nothing
in the gloom—after having stared ai
the candle at close quarters. Everything
was pitchy blackness outside. No sound
came 1o his ears, except the slight
whistling and rustling of the wind,

‘“ Good heavens!” ea.d Mr. Nugygs
hoarsely.

He turned, stared out of (he room,
and then went down the stairs threce at
a time. Just as he got to the bottom,
a door opcned, and a second man ap-
pearcd. He looked at Mr. Naggs in
some surprise.

“ Anything the malter?”’ he asked
sharply.

Mr. MNaggs took a deep breath.

‘““The matter!' he shouted. ¢ The
boy i gone!” :

‘““ Gone?"”

““Yus; the attio 18 empty—"’
=4 But — bus that’s impossible !”’

LEL
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gasped the other man. ‘“ Those lwo
bolts on the door——"

‘““ He jumped out of the window, you
fool "’ shouted Naggs.

‘““ By thunder!’ said the other man.
“He jumped out of the window! Why,
the boy must be lying there—decad!
Either dead, or fatally injured! It’s a
terrible drop, Naggs, and he couldn’t
possibly have landed safely! This will
mean an inquest, and inquiries—we
might even be arrested for murder——'

‘“ Oh, keep your mouth shut!’ snarled
Nagys harsﬁly. ““ There's no need to
got into a panic! We'll rush outside at
once, and pick the boy up—he must be
there!”’

The olher man entered the room,
scized a storm lantern, and a moment
later he and Naggs were making the:r
way out of the back door. They hurried
round, until at length they stood right
beneath the atlic window. They were
in tho paved vard, and they looked
tound them apprehensively, and with a
dull feeling of terror in their hearts.

But there was no sign of Dick
Goodwin.

The men looked round; they went
from corner to corner of the yard. But
the missing boy was not there; he had
vanished—he had vanished as though
into thin air! And at last both the men

came to a hult, and stared al one
another. :

‘‘He's gone—gono!”’ multered Mr.
Naggs. ‘“ Great guns! What can it

mean, Williss? He must have jumped
out of tho window—there was no other
way! But he's gone—he must have
landed safely——"" -,

““ That's impossible!”’ inlerrupted the
other man. *‘‘ Why, such a drop as this
would smash anybody's legs—and their
ribs and arms and head, too! The bov
18 either up there still, hiding, or he’s
got to the ground in some other wav."

The rascals were more startled than
they cared to admit. and Dick Goodwin,
on the top of the haystack, had heard
every word that was uttered. He knew
that Mr. Naggs and the other man were
puzzled regarding his disappearance,
and he did not think 1t mnecessary (o
make Aany movement in order to en-
lighten the rascals. He crouched therve,
breathing rapidly, and hoping against
hope that he would not be discovered.

“We'd better look round again!'’’
said Williss. ‘* The bov must be hecere,
Naggs—there’s no otlher way for it.
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"He couldn’t vanish into thin air, like a | bolt the door behind me! Everything is

ghost. We must have missed Iim—
rhaps he’s in one of these Lushes.

e took a good lecap outwards, I dare
say, and—"

‘““Bring the lamp!” snapped Mr.
Naggs.

Again the two men searched the yard
—this time more thoroughly. They
loocked in every bush, in every corner,
and they even went outside the yard
itself, and searched among the weeds
and shrubs near by. But their efforts
were fruitless; they found no sign what-
ever of Dick Goodwin.

‘“It's a mystery—a blamed mystery!”’
said Williss, at last. ‘I tell you, Naggs,
you must have made a mistake. The
boy was probably in the room all the
time—"'

“ You._ infernal fool raved Naggs.
‘“How could he be there? You know
as well as T do that there was no cover—
nothing .to conceal him; only a bare
table and a chair. How could he con-
ceal himself there?”’

‘“ He might have been behind the
door when- you went in.”

‘ Nonsensc -— absolute
snapped Naggs. ‘“ He wasn’t there—I
lookgd. And the window was wide
open, I tell you. He jumped out of the
window."”’

‘“ By George!”’ said Williss, taking a
quick breath. “I've just thought of
something! Don’t you think it’s pos-
sible that he was only just outside the
window, Naggs? There's a little ledge
up there, you know, and he might have
crouched along it, just out of your
reach. And when you looked out into
tho pitch darkness, you couldn’t ece any-
thirig—you didn’t consider the possi-
bility of the boy being there, close to
you, crouching under the window sill.”

Mr. Naggs thumped his thigh.

‘“*That might be the explanation
he declared. *‘ We'll go in at once—
we'll investigate this!”

“Did you leave the door unbolted?”

£ Yes-l’

‘“ Then, by this time, the boy has got
through the house, and has probably
disappeared through the front door!”
said Willizs. * You oughtn’t to have
left that door open, you know—-"
"**Oh, bo quict!” snarled Naggs.
‘““How was I to know? I thought ie
was gone—I thought he'd killed hrnself
out of the window—and I didn’t stop to

'"

rubbijsh !”’

"’

i

messed up, and, unless we're very care-
ful, we shall be in a deuce of a hole.
Come on! Let’s examine the window,
and we might be able to dizcover some-
thing !”

A moment lalter the two men re-
entcred the house, and Dick Goodwin
breathed a sigh of relief. So far he was
safe—so far the rascals had not thought
of the actual truth. But Goodwin did
not move—yet.

Mr. Naggs and Williss hurried up-
stairs as fast as their legs would carry
them, and, when they arrived in the
attic, they commenced a -svstematic
search; but this proved to be of no
avail,

They came to the one possible con-
clusion that Dick Goodwin had made
his escape by means of the window.
That was quite obvious, since there was
no other method which could have been
implied.

Naggs leaned out, holding the lantern
downwards. The light was rather
bright, and it brought up the wall and
that little ledge in sharp relief. .

Dick Goodwin, below on the haystack,
had been just about to make a move.
But he remained perfectly still now—
there was a chance of his being seen. It
secemed that he would not have any
opportunity of getting down from that
stack.

Ho waited, with great anxiety, and
at last the lantern was withdrawn into
the room again, and the window became
dark. Naggs and Williss had left the
apartment, and werc ecven then on their
\\'a}lxh downstairs.

¢ two men came out into the yard,
and once more they began a scarch—
knowing all the time that it would be
quite useless. But there was nothing
else for them to do. The mystery was

absolutely unsolvable to them. They
could not understand what had hap-
pened; they could not imagine how

Dick Goodwin had gained his freedon.

The boy waited there—so clcse to
them, and yet hidden.

And while he was wondering how
much longer he would be compelled to
wait, the third man of the little party
suddenly came up. He had appeared
from another portion of the old build-
ings, and he came along in a hurry.

“I'm glad you are hcre, Nagqs!” he
exclaimed, in urgent tones. ‘'‘I've.got
something of importance to tell you!”
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CHAPTER VI.

NETSON LEE’S CONFIDENCE.

R. NAGGS looked at the new-
M comer grimly,
) § ““ Qomething of imporiance.
ch?”’ he repeated. ‘“ Well, 1
don't want to hear it. I've got quite
cnough trouble as il is, witheut lListen-
ing to any more. You know what hap-
pened, don’'t you?”’

“* Do vou mean about the oil—'

“ Curse the oil!” snapped Naggs.
“ The boy’s gone!”

The newcomer started.

““ Gone?”’ he echoed. * Do—do you
mean that he has escaped?”

** 1f he hadn't escaped he wouldn't
be gone!" snapped Naggs harshly,  Of
course he has escaped—only the deuce
knows how! I put him up in that attic,
and bolted the door on him; but he's
gone now—he must have jumped out of
the window!”

The other man shook his head.

“ On to this paved pathway—inio this
vard?’ he inaquired. ‘° Thal's impos-
sible, Nagas! The boy couldn’t have
done that without killing himself!”’

“ That's what we said. Ratsby!”’ saud
Williss. “‘ But we can't get over the
fact, can we? The window's open, and
the bov's gone—and he's not down
this yard. He must have gone down by
a rope, or something.”

Mr. Naggs uttered an oath.

“ Talk sense, if yvou want to lalk at
all"" he exclaimed. “ How could he
get down with a rope? There was no
rope up in that attic, and we searched
it thoroughly. Besides, it would be left
hanging, if he had used a rope! He
must have jumped, I tell you. All our
trouble has been for nothing—abso-
lutely for nothing! I am sick of the
whole thing! If we can’t find the kid.
we shall have to clear out of here as
quickly as possible—or he will give the
alarm, and bring the police!”

Ratsby nodded.

“In any case, I think we'd better
clear out as soon as we can,”” he said.
“I’}-"e just made a discovery on the
car. :

‘““ A discovery?”’ .

“Yea,” said Ratsby, who was evi-
dently the driver of the car. *“ I was
having a look round just now, when I
noticed that our spare can of oil—which
13 tied on at the back—has got a hole
in it. That oil has been leaking for
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houra. Anyhkow, it has practically all
gone.’.

“ Well. what the thunder does that
matter?”’ demanded Naggs. * We'vo
got plentv of other oil, havent we?”’

““ Yes; but that's nol the point,”’ said
the driver. ‘I noticed that there were
spols of oil on the ground, just outside
the shed. So I took the trouble to go
out into the road. and there. as clear as
daylight, there's a trail—a trail of oil
drops. It goea right along. probably
back to Bannington, where we slarted.
It's a clear scent—a scent that can bo
followed by the eve, and not by the rose
of a bloodhound. That trail leads
straight to this house, and, if Nelson
Ice is on the job—and that’s very
likelv—he might be cute enough to
follow that trail of oil drops. Take my
advice, Naggs, and clear out as soon as
von can. It's all the more essential,
now that the boy has gone.”

Mr. Naggs nodded.

“Yes. | suppose you're right,
Ratsby,’" he said. *‘ There’s no scnse 1n
us remaining here. Get the car out as
quickly as you can, and we’ll be off—
we'll elear straight away to London.”

““ Yes, that's the best thing,” said
Williss. ¢ I'm about tired of this game,
anvhow. T.et the boy go—it’ll ohly beo
waste of time to make any attempt (o
trace him. He's escaped, and there's an
end of it. We'll get back to London!"”’

“Good!’ said Ratsby. “ I'll get the
car ready al once.”

He moved off, and Mr. Naggs and
Williss re-entered the house.

- Dick Goodwin, on the haystack, fairly
hugged himself with delight. He was
extremely glad, now, that he had rot
made a move. 'The rascals had not
thought of looking on the haystack—
they had not jumped to the obvions
conclusion, as Goodwin had feared.

And thev were off to London almost
at once. Goodwin decided to remain
where he was—in safeiy. And after the
car had left, it would be child’s play for
him to slip down and walk back to Ban-
nington. His adventure had panned
out quite well, after all. Owing to his
own efforts, he had gained his freedom.

The kidnappers were recady sooner
than Goodwin had anticipated. Almost
at once the powerful car came ghding
round from the shed, and it passed
quite necar to the hayvstack, and went to
the front of tha olid house. Then Good-
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win waited, ecager and anxious, and
filled with joy.

He did not have to wait long.

Within four minutes the faint throb-
bing of the motor-car incrcased, and
then it passed out into the roadway, and
went roaring along in the direction of
I.ondon. Standing up on the haystack,
Goodwin caught just a glimpse of the
car as it passed along the road. And he
stood there, listening.

Throb! Throb! rob!

The noise grow fainter and fainter,
unt]il at length it died away altogether.
On

the faint sighing of the wind came
to Goodwin’s ears. Igle was left alone—
absolutely alone in the grounds of the
old deserted house.

Naggs and his fellow-rascals had gone
—they were fleeing to safety.

‘“ Ay, it’s champion!” muttered Good-
win deiightedly.

He passed to the edge of the hay-
stack, breathing freely, and a moment
later he had slipped to the ground. He
dccided that no zood purpose would be
served by cntering the house. Thero
was nothing of his there, and his best
move would be to start to walk to Ban-
nington without any delay. For. he
knew where he was now—he had over-
heard quite sufficient to tell him,
roughly, the posilion of this old house.

Goodwin passed round the stack, and
then went along towards the road, pick-
ing his way through the bushes and
undergrowth. He was really in a part of
the garden, and he knew that he would
soon lind himself on the weed-grown
drive—for he was going round the build-
mmg i a shght detour.

Pushing between two thick bpnshes,
Dick Goodwin caught a glimpse of the
drive, He almost felt like whistling, he
was o light-hearted. @ Something
loomed up in front of him—something
dark and Eig—and at the same moment
his shoulder was grasped, firmly and
fiercely.

"“ Not leaving us yet, surely?’ asked
Mr. Naggs grimly. * There’s no need
to_hurry away, my lad!”

Dick Goodwin staggered, and he
gasped,

* What—what——"'

“My dear, simple youth,” said Mr.

Naggs, ** you surely did not imagine.

that we werc going to let you escape?
We adopted a little ruse—and it has
succeeded. -Hold him tight, Williss—
Ratsby will be back within about five

7

minutes. We won’t enter the house
again—we’]]l take the kid straight off!”

Goodwin struggled wildly; he strug-
gled with the strength of desperation
and fury, for in a flash he realised that
hc had been deceived. He knew that
he had been canght in a trap, which
Naggs had set for him, and the know-
ledge of this almost drove Dick Good-
win frantic.

But his struggles were unseless, as he
would have realised had he thought. It
wag quite 1mpossible for him to escapc
from the grasp of two strong men. All
he could do was to stay there, breathing
hard, and wishing that the earth would
open and swallow his captors.

Tricked!

He had been tricked quite casily, and
he knew it now.

‘““Yes, it was pretiy neat,”” remarked
Williss. *“ You see, my lad, we didn't
exactly know where you were, but Mr.
Naggs was fairly certain that yonu
weren’t far off. We reckoned that you
were hiding among the bushes, or up
one of the treecs, and so we arranged
that hitle matter about all leaving for
London at once. We spoke in prctty
loud tones, so that you would have the
benefit of the information. But only
the driver went off in the car. We re-
mained behind, watching and waiting.
It was very obliging of you to come out
of your cover so quckly.”

Mr. Naggs chuckled.

‘““ And so you were on the top of that
haystack?”’ he asked Ipleasantl . ‘““That
was the game, eh? I can understand it
now. You reckless young idiot! You
must bhave crept along that ledge, ana
then juinped on to the haystack. You
might have Lroken your neck.”

“ I was a fool not to have made a run
for it when I had the chance,” said Dick
bitterly. '

. “You were,” agreed Mr. Naggs.
‘“You ought to have skipped off like
Freased hghtning, and then you would
1ave been safe. But it's not always wise
to be cautious. I've found on many
an occasion that the best thing to do
18 {o run—run for 1it. By hanging
about and waiting for an opportunity
to come, you only get yourself into a
worse. mess than betore. That's what’
happened to yon, my lad. We're going
to take you to a place that you won't
escape from. 1 can assure you of that.”
But remember, if only you prove’
reasonable about those plans of vours,
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vou'll get your freedom at once. Tt
rests entirely with you, Goodwin.”™ '

“I'l never speak a word—not a
word !”’ shouted Goodwin hotly.

““We'll see about that,” said Mr.
Naggs. “ After you have starved for a
day or two, you'll alter your tone.
Starvation is a queer thing, my lad.
It makes people talk—against their
own will. ut I'm a kind man. and 1
can't bear to see anybody go hungry.
No: in your own interesi, you'd better
speak up as soon as vou can.”

Dick Goodwin did not reply. He felt
ton miserable, too utterly downcast.
After his hopes had been raised to the
highest pitch, after he had taken it for

ranted that he had escaped and would
ic able to get back to St. Frank’s, this
had come—this disaster! He was o
prisoner; he was in the hands of Naggs
and the other man, and Dick fully
rcalised that he would have no other
opportunity of getting away. The men
would make quite certain of that,

Less than five minutes later, Ratsby
drove up i1n the car. He,was delighted
when he heard the result of the httle
stratagem, and he nodded.

“1 thought it would work, Naggs.”
lie snid. ¢ Well, I think we’d better be
getting along at once, and this time we
sha’'n't leave any trail of o:l-drops be-
hind us. You know where to make for,
don't you?’ asked Naggs.

“ Yes, ot course,” said the driver—
¢ the village of Bramley, on the coast.”

“ Not exactly the village,”” said M.
Naggs. ‘“You've got {o branch off
before you get to the village and go
down a little lane which leads to Bram-
lev Gap. This gap leads right down on
to the beach, and once we're there the
kid won't have any chance of getiing
away.”’

Dick C(oodwin listened, wondering
what these men were going to do to
Lhim. He had never heard of Bramley
or of Bramley Gap. But Mr. Naggs's
words were quite plain enough. (zood-
win was to be taken to the seashore,
and probably into a boat, pr something
of that kind. )

“ Now. lad, into the car!”’ said Mr.
Naggs sharply.

Goodwin had no alternative bul lo
obey. Has realised that it would be the
“better plan for him to do as these men
bid. ¢+ would save him trouble, and
»die would receive fewer knocks.

There |
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was no sense whatever in resisting when
the odds were so great.

So Goodwin opened the door of the
car and passed into the reomy tonneau.
The large hood was in position, and it
was quite dark inside the car. For a
imoment (zoodwin wondered if it would
be possible for him to slip out by the
opposite door, bul he soon dismissed
this idea.

He couldn’'t possibly do i1t without
being seen or lLeard, and it would only
mean recapture again, And then, quite
probably, he would be bound up and
gagged. It was far better to remam
as he was, Kscape. In any case, was
unpossible at this stage.

So (oodwin sat there. numbed with
misery, and furious with himself. for
having fallen into the trap so easily.
Ratsby got into the driver's scat, and
William and Mr. Naggs stood talking
for a moment or two before entering
the cav.

_dAnd suddenly Dick Goodwin had an
idea.

It was put into his head by the fact
that a small scrap of paper was lying
on the seat of the car: he had put his
fingers upon it quite by chance. It was
just a torn piece of newspaper, and of
no importance to anvbody.-

But, quick as a flash, Dick Goodwin
took the stump of a pencil out of his
j-ocket, then, placing the piece of paper

on the hard cushion, he scrawled a few
words.
At that very moment Mr. Naggs

opened the door, in readiness to enter.
“By gum!’ muttered Goodwin.

He rolled the paper round the little
piece of pencil, and the next moment
he tossed it out into the road, without
his action being observed.

It was just a chance—a slim chince.

Goodwin had done everything in his
povwer, and now he must accept his
position. He did not believe for a
moment that anvbody would ever find
that piece of paper round the stump
of pencil, butl if it was found there was
just a chance that he might be rescued.
But Goodwin put all these thoughts out
of his head. He did not think that any
good would come of his quick action.

A moment later the car starled off,
and it soon gathered speed, and went

')urrm away into the night. The old
ouse J the roadside was left dark and
deserted.

It remained in this condition for, per-
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“haps, ten or fifteen minutes; and then,
along the road, came many forms. They
advanced with great caution, and they
cntered the grounds of the old house.

Of course, these people were Nelson
I.ee and the police, to sn.% nothing of Sir
Montiec Tregellis-West, Tommy Watson,

and myself. We had arrived.

And, as I have already recorded, we
found that the birds had flown.

After a thorough search of the old
house, it was made quite apparent that
Mr. Naggs and his confederates were
not there. And Dick Goodwin had
vanished, too. This was quite contrary
to what I had expected, for 1 had
assumed that the junior would be held
cqplt.itve there durning the whole of the
night.

Edid not know, of course, what had
been happening, or I should not have
been puzzled.

Inspector Jameson was very sceptical,
cven after Nelson Lee had pointed out
several obvious facts to him. For ex-
ample, there were one or two candles
there which had been used quite re-
cently. But the inspector stated that it
was not possible to tell whether they
had been used that night, or a week
earlier. |

However, Nelson Lee bowled out the
inspector on one point. There was a
storm lantern there, which had evi-
dently been left behind in the hurry to

get away, and the oil container was
distinctly warm. o
“Y think you will admit, inspector, |

that this lantern hus been used within
the last half-hour,”” said Nelson Lee
gmoothly.

‘““ Well, it certainly appears to be
80,” admitted the inspector grudgingly.
‘“ But where are these men now? Why
did they go away?”’

Nelson Lee shrugged his shoulders.

‘‘ Really, 1t 1s quite useless asking me
those questions, Jameson,” he said. “ 1
do not know why the men have gone;
I only know that they have gone, and
they have taken Goodwin with them.
It 1s our duty to get on their track, and
as_soon as possible.”’

I found an opportunity to have a
word with the guv’nor after a moment,
and I tapped hin on the arm.

““ Just a minute, sir!”’ I said.

“Well, Nipper, what is it?”

““ These men have gone off in that
car,’’ I said. * They didn’t remain
here long, and it’s auite possible that

that oil-can 1s still leaking—if they
haven’t discovered the hole in 1t. Thal's
not likely, because it’'s so dark. Don’t
vou think we might be able to follow
that oi! trail agamn?”’

Nelson Lee nodded. |

“I have been thinking of the same
thing, Nipper,” he said. ‘It is quite
possible that wé may be able to follow
the trail for some distance; but that
supply of oil cannot last for ever, re-
member. However, we will do our best.
To begin with, we will go out upon
the road, and we will examine the sur-
face by the aid of our electric torches.
We might be able to discover some-
thing.”’

' %es, it’s quite likely, sir,”’ I agreed.
““Come on!”

We passed outside, leaving the poiice
to their own devices, and, with Nelson
Lee leading the way, we went out into
the road and then slowly moved for-
ward, carefully examining the surface
as we passed along.

The drops of o1l were distinctly
visible near the gateway, where the car
had turned in on its original journey;
but, search as we would, we could find
no signs of any oil beyond the house—
on the way to London. This indicated
that when the car had restarted its
journey the leakage had been stopped.

“This 1s as 1 feared,” said Nelson
Lee. ‘‘ No, Nipper, that idea of curs
1s useless. We cannot follow the car by
means of the oil-drops.”’

e I

‘“ That's rotten, sir!” I grunted.
had been hoping that we might be able
to__”

‘““ Begad!” exclaimed Sir Montie. “1
wonder what this i1s, dear old boys?”’

He was bending down and staring at
something which lay in the road—a tiny,
white slip of paper, which appeared to
be rolled up. 1 flashed my torch upon
the object aund then picked it up. It was
certainly a roll of paper, and there was
a stump of a penal inside.

“1

‘““ Why, look at tins, sir!” I said.
wonder who .cjropped this piece of paper
and the pencil?’ |

I unrolled the paper, look the pencil
out, and then saw that there were some
words scrawled on the little sctap of
paper. These words were in pencil, and
they were written right across the print.
ing, making it rather difficult for the
words to read. However, aflter
examining the paper closely under ke
light of Nelson Lee’s torch, I made out
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the words, and I was filled with excite.
ment.

“Great Scott!” I gasped.
look at this, sir!”

‘“ There 13 no need to gel
Nipper——"'

“Y}ub there 1s, sir!
this!”” I shouted.

“* Goodwin '’

‘“ Begad!”’

“ My only hat!”

Nelson Lee took the paper from me
and scrutinised it.

Sir Montie clutched at my sleeve.

“ Dear old bov.”” he pleaded, “ T'm
simply dyvin® with curiosity! What does
it say on that paper?”

“Only a few words,” I said. ¢ Just
these: ‘ Help! Being taken to Bramley
Gap by scoundrels. Please come.—R.
Goodwin.'” Those arc the words, Montie.
What do you think of them?*”

““ Begad! It is simply amazin'!” said
Tregellis-West,

“ Bramley Gap is a little opening in
the clhiffs, only a mile away from Bram-
ley Village,” said Nelson Lece. ‘It is
sitluated on the coast, about sixtecn
miles, roughly, from here. My dear
lads, if this information is correct--as it
no doubt is—we shall be able to effect
Goodwin’s rescue prelty quickly.”

“ And what about the police, sir?”
asked Watson. ¢ Will they help us?”’

Nelson Lee looked thoughtful.

“I do not think I shall bother about
the police,” he said after a moment.

““Hear, hear!’ 1 exclaimed. ‘ We
don’t want that old 1idiot bothering
about, sir!”

A few moments later, Inspector
Jameson had becen informed by Nelson
[.cc that we required onc of the cars
and that we were going on, in an en-
deavour to find out what had become of
Goodwin. The inspector could not very
well refuse, and, very shortly after-

¢ IJO(')‘\_
excired,

Goodwin wrote
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the car, and we were speeding away
through the night,

We went on through the darknoss,
and at length, when we had nuearly:
sirrived at the little fishing village of
Bramley, Nelson Lee turned off. and we
went down a narrow little lane, which
led to the Gap 1itself., DBy this time 1
was feeling exceedingly thrilled, and 1
wondered what the next few moments
would bring. Should we be able to
rescue Dick Goodwin, or should we
meet with absclute failure? |

At length we came io the opening,
where the gap extended out on to ¢he
beach 1itself. We had been passing
down along a deep gully, with frownwung
cliffs on either side of us. It was steep.
too, and it led straight down on to the
shingly beach.

The place was bare and bleak indeed.
There was not a sign in any direction
of arly human being or human habita-
tion. The lights on our own car were,
of course, out, so there was no chance
of our being seen, and the noise of the
sea effectually concealed the power of
the motor.

Nelson l.ee was not long in coming ‘o
a decision,

‘“ Boys, we must go back to St.
Frank’s.”” he said quietly. *

“ But why, sir? Goodwin was brought
here—"'

“It 1s quile likely that Goodwin was
brought here,”” agreed Nelson Lee.
“ But we can do nothing now, my laa;
we can do nolhing in this darkness.

But, as a matter of fact, yust betwecn
ourselves, I might as well admit that on
the morrow there were to be some ex-
tremely interesting hap;l)enings. Neison
Lee was not going lo have ever,yt]nng
his own way. Sir Montic and Tom:ny
and I were destined to play quite big
parts in the stirring events which were
due to take place before many hours

wards, Nelson Lee was at the wheel of | had elapsed.
THE END,

l FURTHER EXCIT

,.i OUT ON WEDNESDAY.

—

ING ADVENTURES of DICK GOODWIN
Will appear Next Week In
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Or, THE LANCASHIRE LAD'S ORDEAL!

Introduces NELSON LEE, NIPPER, and the famous
juniors and other characters of St.

Frank’s.
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GRAND NEW DETECTIVE SERIAL JUST STARTED!

INTRODUCTION.

LIN ILEET, aladof fifteen, wrongfully accused
of stealing, loses his johat a motor garage. His
parents being dewl, he lives with an unscrupulous
pair known as Uncle and Aunt Pawley, the
former Leing beller acquainted with the thefts at

the garage than he would care to admit. Lin
meels a stranger in & grey suil, who takes an
anterest in him, and the boy iicknames him
Y Mr. Mysterious” The stranger sends him
on an errand lo deliver a packet to a BMlr.
Crawson-Crake, whe, behaves like @ madman
and threalens to shoot the lad unless he discloses
-the name of his employer, Lin escapes and
" yecounts his experiences to ** Mr, Mysterious,”
al the latter's house in Haumpstead,
- (Now read on.)

2

-
'

Th2 Diamond Pendant.

-~ (R Lin's face suddenly lost that
bright look of frank boyish wonder
and admiration, and became hard
and” almost sullen again., He re-

sented that easy tore of proprietorship,
End thiat word *‘ master’ was to{) much for

im!

*Hang it! Why, he svecaks as though T
WEre a puppy w.»h,ch he’d found in the street,
and was going to keep and train to do little
tricks to amuse fiim! I won’t stand it!”

He meant to say 8o, and was thinking
how to put it so tﬁat it would sound firm,
ﬁm]——md a bit_stinging—when thr¢ man hina-
eclf coolly gaid:

**Yeu want to go now? Very well., Put
that money bacek in your pocket. It is
only for your fares and little expenses of
that sort. As I eajd, we will talk of pay-
ment later on. Be here to-morrow cvening
at about the same time. I think we can
find a very interesting little job for )ou'
Good-night, Lin!t”?

And he actually etrolled out of the room,
Pipe in mouth, as though the thing was all
settled, and Lin could not p&s&b]y have
even a temark to make about it! '

The boy’s cheeks flushed. There was only
¢ne things to de—walk out of the house
at once, and mnever come near it agam'
That would show the man!

With all dignity that he could muster bhe

qul‘emous Del‘ecl‘wes

A TALE OF DETECTIVE
ADVENTURE IN LONDON.

Tra——

walked to the dcor, not venturing to look
toward the other end cof the room.
“Lin!”

It was the girl’s soft voice. He had to

turn and look. -She beckoned to him,
emiling. He tried to say, ‘ Good-night, -
miss ! I must go!” But some¢how he
couldn’t. )

He went back.

“ Lin,” =he said, “1 suppose you are going

home row. Where do you live? In
London?” ‘

* Yes, miss. Just off Blackfriar’'s Road,”
he onswered.

““Oh, then, it wouldn’t be so badly out

cf 3our way to make a little call at Shen-
stone’s, the jewellers, in the Strand, would
it 7"’ eaid Cora. -

She took the diamond pendant from
case and held it up, smiling
stared at it round-faced,
at its dazzling brilliancy.

““See, the catch is icose,”
want it made secure. 1f you mention my
name, Mies Twyford, they will know whom
it is ircm, and wil probably do it at onee,
while you wait—it is eonly a few moment’s

work.”

“Yery well, miss,” eaid Lin. “But it is
rather late, and the jewellers might be
closed. If they are, shall I bring that—that
thing baeck here?’?

Cora Twyford turned away; a troubled
}ook of hesitation or doubt shadowed her
ace

** No,” she said; “do not bring it back
here to-night, in any case. It is o far, an(
wi!l make it so late for you. 1f the jewellers
are not open, you must keecp it for to-night.
Take it to them in the morning, and call for
it in the ¢vening, ¢cn your way here.”

““Those are real diamonds, aren’t they,
mizs? Is it—is it very valuable?” acked
Lin, "looking at the gllttCTm" thing as she
ld]d it again in its satin ne:‘rt

““Yes, those are real diamonds, and it
i.s‘—we-ll, rather valuable,” Cora answered.
“ But I know it will be quite eafe with you,
Lin,”* she added. * And row I wiil show
you the way to the gate, for yocu'd hever
find your way by yourself through *‘Kit’s
Jungle,” as I eall that awful gardeu ot
ours.” And she laughed.

She led him by that queer, corkﬂore\w
path to the watch-box entrance-gute. There

its
as the boy
and fairly blinked

she eaid. ' 1

she zlipped intc his hand the money he had
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left behind on the table, and had bidden
him ** Good-night,” and was gone before
he had time to refuse it.

- Once outside the ‘house, Lin felt like
one awakening from a powe.rful spell. He
began to think furiously, and his reflections
were not abt all flattering to himself.

“IHang it all!”" he muttered almost
mva-g-ely. “What a roften, weak-kneed
chump I've been! I meant never to have
anythineg more to do with that man.. He
isn't straight; he's too mysterious, and I
hate dark, underhand- things that I don't
understand! I aneant to tell him so, that's
what I really came for, and now hanged
it I haven't booked myself to go there
again! But he sha’m't send me on any
morce myaterious errands, and talk about
teaching me things, and mnot being a bad

master! He is mot going to be my master!
d don’'t iike him, and his dark, mysterious
ways! I wouldn't go back there at all,
only . I must now, because I've got this
blessed diamond thmg'”

He tapped his breast, where the diamond
pendant, in its case, made quite a bmlky
object under his coat. in the inner pocket
where he had placed °t for safety.

At first he had felt rather proud to be
entrusted with such a thing. DBut now he
wished that he hadn’t got it to look after.
Real diamonds, and awfully valuable! A
big responsibility! But the young lady was
80 jolly nice—especially in the
she had asked him, that it seemed rough and
bearish to refuse. Of course, it would “be all
richt if he didn’t find the jewellers were
ciosed when he got there. Because then
he would get ‘t off his hands for the night,
und not have to take it home with him.

For Lin Fleet’s home was—well, a pecu-
liar one in some respects, and he did not
wish to take that diamond thing there.
The very idea made him feel 1ln<fomlcnrtabie,
and very, very anxious to get to the Strand
in time.

To increase his impatience, he happened
to be ‘‘between times” for the ’buses, and
had to wait for one several minutes; and
then the thing crawled—or he thought if
did. Apart from his anxiety and impa-
tience, it was not a pleasant journey. The
'bus had filled up on the way, and was now
packed, outside and in, by the time it ar-
rived at Charing Cross. Lin's seat was a
back one, right in the corner, on the roof;
and two .hz,avy -weights, @ man and a woman,
had squeezed into it, pinning him there.

He knew that Shenstone’s, the ieweller’s
shop, was not far up the Stra.nd., and he
wanted to get off before the 'bus staried
mgain and carried him past it. He tried to
wriggle out of his corner first, but his two
bulky mneighbours got "up before him and
blocked the gungway effectually. It was a
running—or, rather, a crawling fight, to try
to gt past  thiem, because they, too, like
every passenger on that ’bus, or any cther
’sus that ever ran on 'wht,els were also in
a hurry and. wanted to get off first.

Lin got past them at last hy climbing
over the b‘xcks of the seats; but it was

way that
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worse getting down {he steps, and worse
still on the footboard below, where the
‘“insides "' were struggling to get out, and
three times as many would-be passengers as
the vehicle could possibly hold, were fight-
ing just as flercely to get in.

1t was the usual selfish rough-and-
tumble; and Lin himself, anxious and-
excited, did mnot stand on ceremony.

He fought his way to the step at last,
and sprang off, with bis jacket unfastened,
and that precious case half out of the inner
pocket.  Hastily thrusting it back agaiu,
he buttoned his jacket tx;,htjy over his
chest; then, pushing through the knot of
people still eclinging to the ‘bus like blue-
bottles round a bone, dived into tha
Strand, running for all he was worth.

His leap from the ’bus was fol!u“ed by
quite a dramatic little incident. As the
vehicle started, and the struggling knot of
people_around it fell away, a middle-aged
lady in furs. white, wild-eyed, and with
her fhat all on one ‘side, was scen on the
lower step—or, rather, half off it, clinging
to the rail on one q'de while the conductor
supported her on the other by a catch-as-
catch-can grip on her furs. She was scream-
ing at the top pitch of a very shrill voice:

“ Stop the ’bus! Call a policemant I've
been robbed! That boy!  Stst-st-stop
hi-m-m-m-m!”’ The quaver at the - end
being due to the jolting of the ’'bus. ‘

Lin knew nothing of this. There was some
shouting behind him, but he was too intent
on getting to Shenstone's to turn and look
back. A man did try to seize- him by the
arm, and another made a grab at his
collar: but Lin, who thonght he might have
jostled them, or that it was merely a lark,
dodged both and ran on, zig-zagging throngh
the traffic across the road, and not stop-
ping until he stood out31de the jeweller's
door.

The shop was closed!

“I was afraid so! Bit of bad luck!” he
ejaculated ruefuliy. ‘““Now 1 shall have
to take the thing home! It’s a bother that
the case makes such @ bump under my
jlacket. They may notice, and want to
know what I've got there, But Uncle Ben
will be round at the Friar’s Head at this
time in the evening; and Blimber will bhe
with him; or, anyhow, gone off for the night.
There is 0nlv Aunt Harriet, and if 1 can
dodge her and slip up qmct]y to my own
room, it will be all right after all!™

And eo it might have been, only that
his calculations were at fault in cne re-
spect—the whereabouts of Blimber.

He was quite corréect as regards his unde
who was trying to make a bit of money oif
a~ stranger in the smoky billiard-room at
the I‘riar's Head, and was not likely to re-
turn home until t-he place closed, or he or |
the stranger were ** cleaned cut.”

- But Blimber was not with him, although,
as his choice and particular crony, he ml"llb
have been. It so happened that a little ‘it
of business had taken Blimber to St.

(Continued on page iii of cover).
D
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Mariin's Lone that evening. Me was ene
of those men who bave "httle bits' of
Lusiness’ whichi take them 1o all sorts of
places at odd times, -and that partiealar
syening he went te St. Martin’s Lane.

It was quite an allair ef chanee: but out
of it arosc hig trouble for Lin !‘lect!

The Fires ¢f Temptatign

¥ _IN'S Uuncle Ben—Benjamin  Pawley—
I was-a jobbing printer in a small way.

He had v small business in a small

shiep, in- a small street- off  Black-
friar's Road.” 1t ~was a dirty Iittle shop:
the grimy vindow -flied to ohsenrity with
dust and -fy-spotted speecimens of his art

as a printer: from pocurs to bill-heads and |

memerial eards.
The printing business was
it eounld wnot possibly

o small that
have 'kept him in

breatd and chivese, to say nothing of beer,

whiceh he regarded as a prime uecessary of
life. But he was pet a man beund hard and
fast to one line. lle could 'd¢n other thmngs
besides  printivg, many - other “thinga-
as will appear in the course of this story.

“And he was clever at them all; so clever
that, among the =et best aequainted with

bkis -peculiar abilities,y he had been
known as ‘" Fakes.”
Such was Unele Bon,
Harriet—his wife. ¢ '
Aunt Harriet was tall, .angniar, and hard
of form and fcature. She took hard views

of life, and professed_a hard form of re-

long

hgion, the prine: pnl aint of which svemed
1o hc to miake everyone so wncomfortable

in this world that thev would he glad to

leave it- for anothor,- hetter or for
the sake of a change.
. Mr. Benjamin Pawley was rather younger
than his wife, whom he had married less for
love than for the bit of money left -her by
her first hushand—she being a witdow. - The
money - had long since v.mxshetl no money
¢ver did stay hmw ‘once Benjamin Pawley
got held ef it. But its memory remained
with Aunt Harriet. and she was foud of
reminding him abeut it, which eften led to
‘warm words and the fight of erackery, and
~even knives and forks, aeross the meal-

table, making it very uncamfortable for Lin

\H)I'S-e,

::‘;!; timc as both were uncertain in their
aim,
Also, it might have been a bad namlﬂe

to their ch.ldren

but that,
they Lad mone. = ™ :

fortunately,

Rudge -Whnwonh Lid.

Makers of
Bicyecles, Motor Bicycles,
Steel Baills & Ball Bearings, *
- Detachable Motor Car Wheels,
COVENTRY Bl RMIN‘CHAM LONDON

| Rudge it ! Don't Trudge it

.

Tlen there was Aunt
‘ suddenly.

'l‘hp ‘only other member of the flOutchuM—-
and he did not Lelong to it in the T¢ gular
way—was Blimber., °

-Blimber had come into the pictore, yedrs’
ago, when Lin was a mere toddler, as
'prentice to.B.nj:min Pawl‘y But Blimber,
being a sharp lad, and quick to learn, picked
up a lot of other things besides the art of
printing from Mr. Pawley, and soon passed
from tne humble position of ‘prentice to
that of confidential assistant, and finally a
snrt. of crony partner to his former master.

- Blimber had occasionally drifted away, and
was ubzent for quite long periods—a great
reltef to voung Lin, who hated him; but he
always came back agam, and took up his
position as partper in tue ** business ' and'
one of the family.

Lin had atways hated Blimber, as f.lr bd(.l\
2s he cowld recall.

Blimber used to. love to give him erucl
pinches on his litile, bare legs, or, stiek .
sharp thinzs into him, to make him ery out,
and lmn;, Auwnt  Harriet down' upon ]mn,
Ln- Lteng then only a little chap, and
Blimber a c<hort, hnt heavy and strong lout
of fourteen or so. “And as Lin grew up. and--

~became a boy, he improved on these methods

of torment, und did s best to nake Lms.
life unbearable.

But Lin was gmmn"r up, tlmu;..h Blimher'
did 1ot scem to notice it; ard one day he
sarprised hiz tormentol hy turning on him
and l!«nt,tm*?r h'm mll.arely in the
middle of his pasty, grinping face., Blimber
bled frightfully at the nose, and swore like'
a bargee. But he did not offer. to fight, and
from that Lour he kept his hands off Lin.

But he had neither forgotten nor forgiven,

and Lin Fleet had a spiteful enemy -in
Biimbcr. :
Lin., however, did not worry much abeout .

Blimher that evemng, as finding the jewel-
ler's closed, he set off instantly, almost at a
run, cut of the Stranst hy the first side- -
turning, along the Embankment, and over
Rlackfriar's Bridee towards home. He
thought only. of Aunt Harrtet, and his
chanees of zetting safely up to his own room

with that diamond thing, without en-
eountering her. . T
"For she might motice ~that bulze undep’

hiz jaucket. Aunt Harriet had sharp cyes,
as well as a sharp tongue. And then she:
would demand to know what. it was, and
want to see it. and- thtl‘& \\ould‘nt be .my

| putting her oil!

(To be con t:nued.‘)
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