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CHAPTER L
SIR MONTIE’S CHRISTMAS PARTY,
4 NOW—snow—and - nothing  but
snow !”  exclaimed Handforth.

“My hat!. We were hoping

that we should get a bit of snow
this Christmas time, but this fairly takes
the biscuit.” | |

Fatty Little groaned. -

“Don’t talk about biscuits, you ass!”’
he exclaimed mournfully. “You don’t
fecel hungry, and all you talk about is
something to eat. There's snow by the
ton—sznow everywhere—but nothing in
the way of fodder. I'm blest if I can
understand why Tregellis-West wants to
live in such an out of the way corner of
the world as this!”

Sir Montie Tregellis-West adjusted his
pilnce-nez. i

‘“ Really, Little, dear old fellow, I do
not feel myself called upon to apolo-
gise,”” he explained.  Tregelis Castle
18 situated upon the estate which my
ancestors——"’

““ Pinched from somebody else!” put
in Handforth calmly.

‘“ Begad!”

““Oh, 'm not blaming you,” grinned
Handy. “ But I daresay your ancestors
were just the same as anybody else’s
ancestors. In those days it was quite
a common thing to pinch land, and
castles, and all that kind of rot. Your
genial forefathers were the lucky ones—

f

and they
property.”

“I do not think the Tregellis estate
was obtained in the way you indicate,
Handforth, old boy!” exclaimed Sir
Montie, severely. ‘° My ancestors were
not men of that type, begad!”

““ Well, there’s no need to go into any
argument about 1t,"’ put-in Fatty Little.
“* What I want to know is—when are we
going to get to the end of this journey?
Where’s the station? Where shall we he
able to find some grub?”’

““That’s the most important gques.
tion!"”” grinned Tommy Watson.
‘““Ha, ha ha!”

“ Of course it’s the most important,”
said Fatty. ““ We've been travelling for
hours and hours—and we were supposed
to get into Tregellis at about four
o'clock. “ It’s nearly six now, and as
dark as pitch, and we’re still in the
giddy train.”

I chuckled.

“ Well, you can’t be surprised at that,
Fatty, my son,” I said. “ It's a terrible
day—the snow is coming down in ono
continuous sheet, and a blizzard 1is
raging. We shall be lucky if we get 1o
the station at all.”

The fat boy of the Remove looked
horrified, .

“ Do—de you mean to say that we
might not finish the journey?” he asked,
aghast. - |
- “We might be kept here for hours
and hours—perhaps ail night,” I said,

retained possession of the
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winking at the others. “It's quite
likely that we shall he snowed up in one
of these decp cuttings.”

“ Great pancakes!” gasped Falty.
““Then—then weo shall have to stay tu
the train until the morning?”’

“0Of course!” ’

“0Oh, my goodness!”’ groaned Fatiy.
‘“And I’'m nearly starving now. I can't
tast much longer—I shall faint! -I’'m
built that way, you know—unless I have
iny grub at the right time an awful feel-
ing comes over me—I feel groggy, and
weak. It doesn’t tako long to get me
exhausted if I don’t have some grub.”

Fatty certainly did not look exhausted
at t(hat moment. His checks weve
¢hubby, and his figure was as rotund &s
ever. He looked as though he could Jdo
without fcod for u weck, and feel no :ll
effects.

Thero were a good few Remove fel-

lows on that train—which was steamin
valiantly towards the West of England.
I was there with my two chums, Tommy
Watson and Tregellis-West. Handfortn
and Co. were in evidence. and Fatty
Little, and Reginald Pitt. Ye were on
our way to Tregellis Castle, to spend
Christmas there—at Sir Monlie's invita-
tion. :
Scveral other juniors would join the
party—Dick Goodwin, Solomon ‘
Jack Grey, and one or two more. Some
of them were already at the Castle,
?Iihers would come down the following
ay,

There was cvery indication that we
should spend a very cheerful holiday ut
Tregellis Castle. IFor there would be a
good number of us there, including
Lord Dorrimore, and—naturally—quite
a number of young ladies. The party
promised to be a huge succéss.

Our little party had met in London—
having previously arranged to come
down by this particular train. Nelson
Lee was not with us, for he had gonc
on carlier in the day. And Lord Dorn-
more had accompanied the guv’nor.
We juntors were quite by oursclves, and
the journey was not a pariicularly cheer-
ful one. For the day was really =
terror. A blizzard was raging. Snow
was coming down in tremendous quanti.
ties. The wind was terrifie, and 1t had
been almost impossible to see a dozen
yards out of the train. Cuttings were
snowed up, and great drifts lay every-
where.

Levi,
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It was 'l'eallly a wonder that we had
progressed so far—and the train had not
yet been seriously delayed. It was, how-
ever, nearly two hours late already, znd
we did not reckon to get into the station
for Tregellis Castle until a quartér past
?tx. The train was due there soon aftey
our. '

And Fatty Little, as usual, was com.
plaining about food. His chief grumble
was that no restaurant car was attached
to the train. Faity decided to write o
the company about it, and to kick up a
terrific row. Not that this would do
much good. '

However, at last we drew into the
[ittle station, and came to a standsiill.
Tho train had brought us to the cnd of
our journey—and that was something
lo be thankful for. We now only had
three or four miles to go in order to
reuch Tregellis Castlee And full
arrangements. had been made for our
accommodation. .

We were jolly glad to “get oul of the
treain, and to stamp our feet about ani
stretch  our limbs, Everything was
pitchy black, and the enow was coming
down in cascades, whirling about us
wildly. | '

We got out of the station, and foun:

| the snow to be over a foot thick. Threc
molor cars were waiting, two of them
being from Tregellis Castle—they ha:l
been sent for our benelit.
. “Now we¢ sha'nt be long!” said
Handflorth, stamping his feet about.
“In another hall-hour we shall be at
the Castle, and then there will be a good
feced, warm fires, and all the rest of it.
By George! I'm longing Lo get my teeth
into somelhing solid—I’m famighed.’

‘““ What about me?’ groaned Faity
Liitle. * Pve been famished for hours—
I''m as, weak as a rat now——" .

“\What about all that grub you
brought in the train?’ asked Tomniy
Watson.

““ That snack, do you mean?”

“ Snack!” grinned Watson. ¢ Why,
there was enough for a dozen there—
sausage rolls, tarts, mince-pies, custards,
jam roll—and gaodness only knows what
else! You demolished practically all of
it, Fatty—and, by all rights, . you ought
to be filled by .now—you ought to hate
the sight of food.™

| My dear chap, just waitl until Fatty
gets busy at Tregellis Castle,”” 1 ex-
clatmed. ¢ He’ll beat all records—and
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if he doesn’t have to be carried away
to howoital at the finish, I shall be sur-
prized.”” | . .

But [fatty could not wait until Tre-
gellis Castle was reached. Just opposite
the station, gleoaming through the snow,
were the lights of a little shop. There
was a village here—only a tiny affair—
Lut there were one or two shops in the

place. Fatly scented food—anything
woild do. While the other juniors were
¢limbing into tho motor cars, Fatty

Litile dodged across the road, ploughing
his way through the snow, until he
reached the window of the shop.

His eves glistened as he beheld biscuit
tinz, and botiles of sweets, and so forth.
He didn’t hesitale & moment, butl
plunged in.

Meanwhile, we were all getting into
the motor cara, and settling ourselves
down for the ride to Tregellis Castle.
According to the drivers, the journey
would be a rather difficult one, for the
snow wuas tremendously thick on the
open country roads. In places great
snow banks had drifted across, making
progress very difficult, ‘

We were all comfortably seated at
last, I walked round, my muffler tied
tightly round my neck. The snow was
coming down, carried along by the high
wind, like icy pellets. The flakes drove
into my face cuttingly, and I could
hardly see. It was a bitter, cruel even-
ing.

' Bverybody ready?” I shouted, above
the gale.

“ Yes—right away!” roared Hand-
forth. “ YWe’re all aboard.”

“Good !’ I said. “ We'd better get
a move on, then."

The second car was an open one, and
my place was in the tonneau of this
vehicle. I climbed in, and at that
moment the car sturted into motion.

Nobody had noticed that Fatly Little
was missing—those in the front car
thought he was at the rear—and those in
the rear car thought he was in front.
It was quite a natural misunderstanding.
For nobody had dreamed that Fatty
woutld bunk off in search of food.

Fatty came_ out of the little shop,
triumphant. He had left several shil-
lings behind him, but he had good value
for the money in the shape of several
bags which were filled with biscuits. He
bent his hecad to the gal:, anl marched
out to where the motor cars had been

i

3

standing. DBut, to Futty Little’s dismay,
he found that they had gone.

_ ““ Great bloaters!” gasped the fat
junior.

He gazed down the road wildly, and
just caught a glimpse of a red, twink-
ling rear lamp. DBreaking into a run, he
pelted through the snow for all he wuas
worth.

“Hi!" he bellowed.
you silly asses!”

He ran on desperately, and it was
fortunate for him thal the cars wers
only moving very slowly. The road was
narrow )just here, and the snow was
piled up very thickly. Thus, speed was
impossible. Itatty {onnd himsclf over-
hauling the car, and he yelled harder
than ever.

‘““ Wait for me!"’ he howled. ¢ Stop,
vou fathcads—you've left me behind !

I was just seltling myself into my
seat, when I started.

“Hullo!" I said. * What’s that?
Didn’t you hear something?”’

“ Sounded as though somebody
shouted out,’”” said Tommy Watson, who
was next to me. I jumped up and gazed
behind.

I saw a bulky figure coming along in
our rear. It was rather a wild figure,
with a muffler wm'in[i; in the gale, and
with both hands full of bags. Talty
Little, although he was in a desperate
hurry, did not loosén his hold on the
food. He would rooner have walked all
the way to Tregellis Castle!”’

““Wait for me!” lLe velled, at the top
of his voice.

I grinned.

“* Great Scotl!”’ I chuckled.
left Fatty behind.”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Buck up, Fatty!” shouted Han:l-
fcrth, standing up and looking behind.
“You'll do the trick—you're overtaking
us Ly

“ Wait for mec,

“We've

“ Put on a sprinl, my son.”

When I had entered the car I noticed
that a long coil of rope lay in the seat.
What it was for, I did not know—and it
didn't matter, in any case. [ scized Lhe
rope now, uncoiled it, and held myself
rcady.

“ Catch  hold, Fatty!" 1
“ You'll soon be all right.”

'The rope whirled through the air, and
Fatty [ittle grasped hold of ono end.
Even then he didn't let go of the bag
of biscuits. lle grabbed the lot, still

shouted.

'running hard, but now the car was
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gaiming sepeed—the driver knowing
nothing of what was taking place. He
mercly thought we were having a bit of
fun among ourselves.

The rope drew tight, and Falty elung
to it as though his. life depended upon
it.

Twang!

The rope drew taut all of a sudden,
and the jerk was rather too much for
Fatty Littlé. His feet slipped from
under” hir:, and ho went down beauti-
fully. The next second, still elinging to
the rope, he was being hauled along like
a toboggan—ploughing up the snow in
great cascades on either side of him,
The spectacle was extremely funny, and
we roared,

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”?

““ Stick to 1t, Fatty!”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

But IFatty couldn't hang on for ever.
And, at last, the rope left his grasp.
He swung round, rolled over and over
hike a gigantic football, and finally dis-

appeared head first. into a great drift of
 SNOW.

see was two wildly waving legs.
‘“ Ha, ha, ba!”’

‘“ Pull up, driver—we’ve left a ton of
cargo bhehind,” grinned Handforth.
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”?

~ The car stopped, and several of us
jumped out and ran back through the
xnow to the spot where Fatty Little had
vantshed, We found him just emerging,
e was still clinging tight to those bags
of biscuits. Several of them had been
lost, but he had retained the bulk.

“You silly asses,”” he remerked,
shaking the snow from his coat. ‘“ Why
couldn't you wait for me?”’

*“ We thought you were in tlie front
car, my son !’ I chuckled. ¢ What made
you stray away from the fold?”

“1 went to buy some grub—-"
*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“You don't suppose I should go all
the way to Tregellis Castle without
Laving some food, do you ?” asked Fatty,
indignantly. ‘“I’ve got some biscuits
here—-but a few of them have been
wasted—you’d better come back and
ielp me 10 look for them—they're scut-
tered 1n the snow somewhere.””

“ And they will remain scattered in
the snow, my son,” I said, ‘' We'll

]

He vanished, and all we could }

leave them for the birds to-morrow, if
any of them happen to be about. Any-
how, we haven’t got any further time 1o
waste on you and your giddy biscuits.’””

‘“ Hear, hear "
‘“ Buck up, Fatty—jump in!"”

At last Fatty was safely on board.
And then, whife we went through tho
snow storm, he sat there, contentedly
munching his biscuite. He offered some
of the other juniors some, but they de-
cided not to partake of them. It would
be much better to wait until they
arrived at the Castle, when they would
be provided with a good hearty meal.
It would only spoil their appetites if
they partook of Eiscuit.s now. |

. Of course, Fatty couldn’t understand
this. He was always ready to eat.
Nothing ruined his appetite, Quite frc-
quently at St. Frank’s he would have
Jinner, and would then pay a visit to
the tuck shop, and proceed to gorgo
indigestible pastriess. How on earth ﬁe
could do it was a mystery to everybody.

We continued our journey through the
evening—a cold, cheerless ride. Tho
spow came down pitilessly, and the wind
was biting. And 1t was impaossible to go
fast, owing lo the treacherous state of
the roads, caused by the snow dnfts.
This was  winter indeed—a real
Christmas|

And at last we turned up a slalely
drive, and then the lights of Tregelha
Castle gleamed out at us through the
snow in the darkmness. We pulled up
before a massive flight of stone steps;
the great door was flung open as we
piled ont of the two cars, and lhere
stood Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore,
both in evening-dress. -

‘“So there you are, boys!’ sad
Nelson Lee. as we came stamping in.
‘“We were beginning to thimk that you
were snowed-up.”’

“ Weil. we weren’t far off it, ar,” 1
said. ‘‘ By Jingo, it's good to be here!
Hallo, Dorrie! How are you?”

““Oh, as fit as a fiddle!’ said Lord
Dorrimore genially. *‘ Pile in, my chil-
dren; don't take nny notice of me!”

Handforth, "with his -usual ¢lumsiness,
had brushed past the immaculate Dorric,
leaving a’ good denl of snow upon his
lordship’s. dinner-jacket; but Dorric
merely grinned, and brushed it off
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. “1 sce vou're looking: a3 large as
life, ahd fatler than ever,” remarked
J.ord Dorrimore, as Fatty Liltle ap-
peared. ‘“ By gad, now [ can under-
stand why the train was late! T sup-
pose they were compelled to have two
engines on it, ch?”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!’

“Why should they want two engines
on it?"’ asked Watson, who was rather

dense.

‘“ Well, look al the load they had to
bring!”" eaid Dorrie, nodding towards
I"alty I.litllﬂ. .

Watson saw the ioke then, and he
grinned, But Falty didn't mind; he
was quito accustomed (o being chipped
about his size, and he was so glad at
being at Tregellis Custle that he would
nol mind any insults, His chief desire
was to gel sat down at a tablo, with
heaps of food in front of him. He con-
sidered it a posilively ridiculous idoa for
Lady Helen Tregellis-We:t to suggest
that we should go and wash ourselves
and got tidy. As Fally pointed out, we
could wash, and all that kind of thing,
after the feod.

However, the advice which Montie's
aunt had given was excellent, and we
felt all tho betler aftor we had had a
wash and brush-up. Then we descended
and cntered the big dining-room,
where electric lights wero gleaming,
and whera the Lable slooked n picture.
We had arrived just in time for dinner.

" The party was a large one, and Lhere
were quite a number of young ladies
prosent, including Tommy Watson’'s
sister, Violet. Sho was looking as charm-
g as ever—if anvthing, even prettier
than when we had scen her on the last
occasion. Ethel Church was there also,
and quite a fow otlhers.

Solomon Levi and his father had not
yot turned up, and we learned that
they would be at tho castle on the
morrow,

At all events, it waa certain that we
BhOl'l!d spend a very happy Christmas
at %u— Montie's ancestral home.

We did not know, however, that there

was to be somo excitement, and that
this excitement would be iainly con-

nected with the Jewish boy of the
cmovo.

Our Chrislmas at Tregollia
was not to be without its

adventures!

PLOT

CHAPTER - IL
THE PL.OTTERS,
the short train when it pulled up

agginst the ridiculously small
platform of Tregellis 8Stalion. It

ONI;Y two passengers alighted from

{ was the afternoon train from London,

and it was not much more than half an
hour late, which was distinctly good,
considering tho snow-bound condition
of the railway track.

, It was Christinas Eve, and snow had
nol falien since the early morning; but
the sky was leaden and heavy, and a
sharp, biting wind was blowing fiercely.
There was every promise of - another
big fall of snow, too, before so very
long. King Frost had scized the whole
countrvside in his grip, and in this

lonely region the outlook was chuly,
desolate and bleak.
The two pasacngers who alighted

were both men. They were apparently
well off, for they were attired in thick,
well-cut great coats, heavy woollen
mufllers, and soft hats. They cach car-
ried handbags, and they were smoking
Cigars. .

“Gee! I'm plad to get out of that
doggone train'!"’ exclaimed ono of Lho
men, stamping his foet on the snowy
platform. * Say, Webb, you've brought
ine to a cold region this trip!”

Mr. Stanloy Webb noddmf

‘““Yes, it's rather lonecly oul here.”
he agreed. ““ Bul we've arrived, old
man, and now the frst thing we must
do is to find accommodation. I. don't
know whether there aro any hotels
about hero, or anything of thal -sort;
but we must do our best. Dersonally, [
want a good round meal, and then we
can see aboul making our plans. Tre-
ellis Castle i3 about,five miles nway,

believe.”

“Well, we don’'t need to get near
that !’ said Mr. Hooker J. Ryan, shift.
ing tho cigar from ono corner of h'e
mouth to ‘the other. ‘“1I guess we'll
nced to be cautious, Webb."

The two men passed out of the
station, going through the tiny booking-
office, and delivering up their tickets to
the slcepy-looking clerk. And oulside
in  tho tiny stalion-yard they were

Castie | rather surprised to sec a big, beautifully
thrilling | appointed

| ltmousine.  Tho chauffeur
was ‘looking expecianlly at the door of
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the booking-office, as though on the
watch for somebody.

** I guess this guy might know some-
thing,”” remarked Mr. Ryan.. ‘‘ Maybe
he can tell us where we can find hotel
accommodation.” ‘

Webb nodded, and walked across lo
the motor-car. i

‘* Good-afternoon, my man!’ he said,
by way of an opening.

** Good-afternoon, sir!"
chauffeur, touching his cap.

‘Do you happen to know where we
can find a gopcfclass hotel about here?"
asked Webb.,

The chauffeur looked rather surprised,
and then grinned,

1 don’t know about a hotel, sir!”
he replied. ‘! Tregellis 13 only a small
vitlage, and it don’t boast of no grand
hotels. The best place you can find, 1
reckon, 15 the Blue Lion Inn, about
half 2 mile up the road, at the other end
of the village. The Blue Lion 1s the
best place here, 1 think, and it’s pro-
bably the on!y house where you’ll find
accommodation. if you want to stay
over the night.”

Webb nodded.

** That will smt ws admirably, 1
think,”’ he said. ** Thank you, my man.
Straight through the village, you say?”’

“Yes, sir. Take this road, and go
straight along, and you can’t miss lﬁe
Bluo lLion—it’s on the right-hand side,”
replicd the chauffeur, ** By the way,
#1r, do you happen to know )f any other
passengers came off that lrain?’

‘* No—nobody at all.”

'T'he chaufleur made a grimace.

“Just Jiko ’em!)”’ he grumbled.
“1've been sent from Tregellis Castle
to pick up a couple of passengers, for
the Christmas parly, and now they
haven’t come. It'll mean that I've got
to wait here until the next train arrives,
which ain’t for two hours. That's the
worst of these Jews, they don’t care for
nobody!”’

**Jews ¥’ said Webb.

‘““ That’s what I take ’em to be, any-
way, sir,’ said the chauffeur. ‘‘ Name
of Levi—father and son. They was to
be down on this train!”

Wcebb and Ryan exchanged glances.

“ (0Oh, quite s0!” said Webb, ab length.
“ Well, don't snpyﬁose it was  Mr.
Levi's fault. There has been econsider-
able disorganisation on the railway,
~wiig to this heavy snowstorm. Ii s

replied the

quite likely that. Mr. Levi and his son
missed their connection samowhere.
Theéy will certainly be down by the next
tram. Well, we are much obliged to
you, my man, for your infarmatwon!”

“Hold on, sir!” said the chauffeur.
‘ Seeing that I've got to wasle my time
until the next train comos, I might s
well take you along in the car to the
Blue Lion. You're quite welcome, sir!”’

Webb nodded at once.

‘*“ That's very good of you, my man,”
he suid, smiling. *““What s your
name?"’ i

*“ Rodgers, sir,”’ eaid the chaufleur.
“If you'll get inside, it’ll only take me
a minute or two to drive you there.”

Ryan and Webb entered the limoan-
sine, and very soon alterwards they
were spoeding their way through the
little village of Trogellis, towards the
Blue Lion Inn.

““ This 13 excellent!’ muttered Webb.
“We might be able to get some infor-
mation out of this man—-he comes [rom
I'regellis Castle, don’t forget. And we
nust seize every opportunity we can,
Ryan.” ‘

““You are sure right!” said Mr.
Tooker J. Ryan, nodding. ‘' I'll allow
this i3 a stroke of luck.”

The car soon came to a standstill, and
the two passengers alighted to find

themselves facing an old-fashioned,
comfortable-looking inn. It was a very
ancient place, and very picturesque,

with the enow all around, and with
wreaths of smoke curling from its orna-
mental chimneys. .

Webb and Ryan entered, and when
they got into the stone-paved hall, they
found the place decorated with holly
berries and leaves and litlle sprays of
mistletoe. There was a real Christmas
effect.

Tho landlord soon appeared—a rather
jolly old {ellow, decidecﬁ stout, with a
red, clean-shaven face. e assured his
guests that he had ample accommoda-
tion for them, and they were welcoma {o
stay under hig roof until it pleased them
lo depart. _

They were given the use of a ccey
little sitting-room, and Rodgers was
invited into this, when he drank with
his hests. They questioned him casually
about Tregellis Castle, and the party
which was staying there. Tho chauffeur
was quile unconscious of the fact that
he was being pumped, and ho answered
all these questions freely and without
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sugpicion. He took these two men lo be
gentlemen, and he bad no idca that
thoy had a sinister motive in coming

io Tregellis.

They lipped the man liberally, and he
departed at length, highly satisfied and
pleasod. And Mr. Webb and Mr. Ryan
congiderced that Lthe money bad been- weli

spent.

They washed, made themselves tidy,
and Lhen sat down to an excellent meal,
They were quile in private, for th:s
little sittincF-room of theirs was situated

at the ond of tho passage, away from
the lip-rcom and the other public
apartments.

“I guess we've fallen on our [eet,”
_remarkod Mr. Ryan, as he helped him-
self to stcaming hot ham and eggs.
“PBut sar! Wo ncarly made a muddle
of things with that train!"’

“You're right!”’ satd Webb, necd-
ding. ‘ If Levi and his father had been
on the same Lrain as us, it would have
been unfortunate, for the kid would cer-
tainly have recognised us, and that
would have ruined overvthing. Solomon
would huve guessed things if he had
geen us around this district!”’

Mr. Stanleyr Webb was the proprietor
of the littlo piclure-theatre in Banning-
- ton—lhe lown two or thrce miles from
St. I'rank’s. And Mr. Webb was not a
particularly scrupulous person.

There had been a good deal of trouble
with him at St. Frank’s of late, for h's
]I'flcl.ure—thoulra had been banned by tha

Iead. All the St. Frank's boys werc
forbidden to enter the place, becauso
{l'flfl‘. Webb exhibited very questionable
iims. -

Solomon Levi, the new Doy at St.
Frank's, had conceived a great iden,
and his father, Mr. Isaac Levi, had pro-
mised to support the scheme.

_ In short, it was to build a new ¢cinema
in the heart of the town.

And this cinema was to be a magnifi-
cent place. A site had already been
c-hoson—-,u_n old house in the very centre
of the High Street. Solomon Levi had
obtained an option on the property, and
this option wae still in his possession.
Webb and Ryan had suddenly realised
the value of that site, and they had
done thetr utmost to obtain possession
of it; but, while the option was in exist-
ence, nolhing could be déone. The two

]
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scoundrels bad allempted, on more than
onc occasion. to obtain the option by
force, bul they had failed. -

And now, having learned that the
two Levis wero to bo guests at Tregellis
Castle during Christmas, the plottors
had transferred their activitics to this
part of the comntry. They wero’ deter-
mined to mako ono last desperate eftort
to forco Mr. Isaac Levi out of the game.

Tho option would expiro on the laat
day of the year, and, before then, it
wwas posilively coriain that Mr. Lovi
completo the deal—he would buy
the property outright for cash, |

Therefore, if Webb and Ryan did not
succeced 1n  their object now, dvring
these Christmas holidays, they would
havo lust Lho game. It was a desperato
chlr(mce, and they were detormined to
tako it.

Their plans wore alrcady made, as far
as possibie, and they were both of the
opinion that it would bo a comparatively
casy task to compel Mr. Levi to drop
the whole lransaction. This could only
be dono in one way—by taking drastio
action. Kid-glove meothods would not
do; fair means had fatled, and so Webb
and Ryan were determined to try the
other kind.

‘Tho proprictor of tho Blue Lion Inn
—Mr. Denniss—was under the imnpreas-
sion, however, that his guests were gen-
tlemen—that they were merely in Tre-
gell:s for the Christmas holidays.

It was not his business to inquire why
they chose to come down to such a tiny
place--such a lonely spot. They looked
promising, and they would probably
pay wcli—and that was all that really
mattered to Mr. Denniss.

After lhe mcal was over, he was
called into the sitting-room, and Mr,
Webb proceeded to quastion him.

‘“This scems a very quiet place down

Ihere, landlord !’ said Webb, lighting a

‘“Not a very big popula-

cigarelte.
tion, eh?"”’

** Nay, we haven’t got many people
round here, sir,”’ eaid the landlord.
‘“It's only a small place, except for tho
castle. hen, of course, there is tho
manor, two miles in the other direction.
But, for the moat part, we are very
qu et hereabouts, ar.”

““So I judged,” said Webb. ¢ By the
way, landlord, are there any interesting
ruins in the district?”
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*“ Ruins, sir
" Yes; old churches, ox—"’

“Oh, T see!” interrupted the land-
lord. ** Why, yes, sir. There are one
or two spols of interest like that—for
example, there's the old abbey, midway
between here and Tregellis Caalle.”

‘ The old abbey?’ repcaled Webb,
with polite interest.

“‘ Yes, sir,” said the landlord. ‘' It's
not exactly midway between, -either,
now I come to think of it. If you keep
along the road that goes right past my
door, you’ll come 1o Tregellls Castle
after you’ve been going for three or four
miles. But you don’t need to go so far
as that. Keep along the road about two
miles, and then you'll see a little lane
turning away to the left. If you go up
that lane, it won’t be long before you
come to the abbey ruins, . I’s rare in-
teresting, sir, but at this timo of the
year [olks don’t go near them. It's only
during summer that visitors lcok ever
themm ruins, What with all this frost
and snow, 3t wouldn't be worth tho
trouble.” |

‘“ You're quite right, landlord !’ said
Webb, nodding. ‘I don't think we
shall venture near the abbey ruins. It's
a creepy old place, 1 suppose, with dun-
- geons, and cellars, and all that kind of
thing 1"’

“Well, T haven't been down there
mysclf, and so I can’t eay oxaotlly;" said
the landlord; ‘ but they do tell me as
there are many big dungeons in them
old ruins—right away beneath the
ground, with passages, and stone cells,
and all them kind ot things. By what it
<cems to me, sir, there was rare gomngs
on n the old days!”

Webb emiled and nodded.

“You are quile right, landlord,” he
agreed. *‘ Those were the duys when a
man could be captured and placed in
capiivity for wecks and months, without
the authorities knowing anything—or
caring, for that matter. Happily, we
live in moro enlightened times now!’

“Eh, it’s a goed thing we do, sir!”’
said the landlord, * What time will you
be wanting tea, genilemen?” '

“* Oh, we’ll tell you that later,” said
Webb., “ My friend and I are going out
for a walk now, and we shall be m at
about five. But you had better not pre-
pare tea until we come back.”

The landlord departed, and Webb

little lane to the left.
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gave his companion a significant glance.
“ By thunder!” he exclaimed softly.
‘“ The very place!”
R | ﬁ{ucm you don’'t mean to get hand-
mg talk around?”’ said Mr. Ryan, in a
whisper. ** Say, Webb, we can't be too
careful, Some of these walls ain't very
thick, and there’s no telling who might
be listening.”

Webb nodded,

‘“‘ Lel’'s gel outside,”” ho said shortly.
“And wo've no time to waste, cither,
because i1l’ll be dark before long.”’

It was dark already, and when theo
men had donned their overcoals and
hats, they passed outside. They walked
away from the inn leisurely, as though
they had no pariicular object in view,
but, as soon ns they had turned the
bend, they quickened their pace.

‘“ About two miles along this road,”
said Webb, * and then we shall find a
Those directiona
are quite clear, Ryan. I thmk it will
pay us to explore these old ruins now,
without any delay.” 3

‘“ Sure!” said Mr. Ryan. '-

They had not proceeded far heforn

snow commenced to fall again, -and,
allhough the flakes were few and {ax
between to begin with, within five
minutes a regular blizzard was raging.
The snow was commg down in blinding
fury, making it imipossible to see more
that a few yards ehead. Wcbb and
}'ty?n were soon smothered from head to
oot.
C“Gee!V I don’t fancy thie any !’ re-
marked Mr. Ryan, as ho struggled
along. “ I guess we'll be sure snowed
up beiore we get back, Webh.”

“This is ail to our advantage!”
shouted Webb, above the wind. ‘I had
been rather worrying because we sghall

]leavo footprints along that side road,

and foolprints m a quiet district liko
this may cause comment; but this snow-
storm wiil cover up our tracks almost
at once, and the wind will blow tho
snow everywhere., We are Jucky,
Ryan

The American grunted, and contmued
his walk. DBut, afler all, Webb was
quite right. It was far better to havo
snow descending in this way while they
were upon their mission, They would
leave no traces. and it was very neces-
garv that they should bhe cautmous and
careful.
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At longth they arrived ' at he side CHAPTER IIT,
turning. and then they found themselves '
ploughing through thick, undisturbed THF. SKATING CARNIVAL,

snow. It was only a very narrow lane—

almost a footpath. TIndecd, it was quite | * LORIOUS, isn’t it%"

impossible for any big vehicle to travel ‘ ; “” Dear old boy, you are
‘that way, for the banks were only four quite right—you are, really!"

or five feet apart, said Sir Montie, nodding (o

The lane twisted in and out, it went]me. ‘It is elmpl‘}' stunnin’ ! I am de-
down hill and up hill, and both the men { lighted with the way everythin’ is gom. .
were beginning to fear that they would | 1Re party is a terrific success, begad!
be lost. For this district was quite new I wasn’t talking about the party.
to them, and it was not a very hard Montie,” I said, “ We all know that's a
matter (o lose themselves amidst zll this | huge success. I was talking about the

night.”’
snow and smother. - | *“Oh, T see, dear old fellow !’ enid Sir
But at last a grey old building loomed | Montie. * You are quite right in that
up throuzh the driving SDO“'ﬂﬂ-kﬁ,s- It remark, too. The night is cerlainly
stood thero, on the brow of the hill, its glorious !”

guunt, broken walls oulstretched to-|~ We were slanding just cutside ihe hig
wards the sky, *smothered with snow. doorway, looking oul on to the terrace

Anything more desolate could not have | g4 Tregellis Castle, It was evening—

been imagined. \ about seven o'clock—and from our rear
The ruins slood some little distance | came the soft, dreamy sounds of the
from the lane, and {hey were reached | music in the ball-room. A great many
by crossing a gate. Webb and Ryan [of the guests were dancing, and Sir
climbed over, and fought ({heir wayl.\lonth and 1 had been dancm.g" until a
against the gale until finplly they | few nunutes before. We had just come
‘arrived at o Dbroken down doorway. |out into the open to get a breath of
Passing through, they found themselves | fresa air.
In comparative quictness, The wind was I'he night was lovely. -
not blowing in here,. and there was a| A _full moon sailed overhead, all the
voof overhead. Snow had drifted in|wind had dropped, and the mOOﬂ!liht
through the doorway and through the|bathed the scene in wonderful light.
broken windows, but it was a haven of | The lawns and the terraces were all
refuge after the fierceness of the storm | smothered with snow, and they were
outside. Webb and Ryan shook the | glistening white in the brillianee.
snow from them, stamped their feet, Withent the slightest doub!, {he
und worked their arms about. L%lHIStIT&S party ‘;’1'15 a huge b“'(i“mPh-
“ _ ) .. o | Eversbody was happy—everybody was
saidh{{-é‘f)ﬂrd’ J {%eﬁﬁladﬂt?& b:e:r::g Otfoltl;e en)oymg the holiday to the utmest. It
. . » W was Boxing mghil. and, of couse,

Jusi ‘the place. Ryan. Not a house for . .
miles, and a lc:mgr lane which is never S-.qlomon fLew a]n(.! hl.s l't';therT}’.ad b'ee‘n
frequented. [ consider that we are in with us for a day or two, poy were
luck’s wav ” enjoying themselves as whole-heartedly
" as the others.
?"IP- R}'&n.nodded. ‘“ It seems a pity we can’l do some-
IL cerlainly scems like it,”” he re-|thing outside on a glorious evening like
plied. “ But we've got to explore those| this!” I went on. ‘ It’s cold, of course,
dungeons yet, and overything depands{ but it's quite cnay to keep wurm. Just
upon them.” fancy skating on the lake in this moon-
Well, we've no need to waste any | light! Tt would be simply ripping!"”
time,” went on Webb. ‘“It is geltinz| * Dear old boy. I believe there is
darker cvery minute, and we shell not | somothin’ in the wind!” said Sir Montie
e able (o got back unless we are quick. mysteviously. *‘ At all events, Dorrio
Come along!™ has been conspiring with the gardener,”
And 'togethor the two precious rascals ‘““What do you mean?"’ I asked.
pProceeded to explofe the dungeons “I don't know exactly,” said mv.
which lay beneath the old ruin. noble chum, ‘“but thero 13 somethin’
What wae the sinister acheme they | doin’. Nipper—there is, really. Dorrie
in mind? has been {remendounsly busy this after-




noon—he was plottin’ with B
deners, and there has been great activaty

down in the hollow. I don’t know what}

it all means, but I believe Dorrie 1s
goin’ to spring a surprise before long.”

And, as it happened, Tregellis-West
was quite correct. It was obvious to mo
that Montie kneyw something about 1it,
although be did not wish to let the cat
out of the bag too soon. In all proba-
bility Deorrie g'lmd consulted Montie be-
forehand. At all events, when I got
back into the ball-room, I was just in
time to hear Lord Dorrimore make an
announcement.

A waltz had just come to an end, and
-all the dancers were standing about—
chatting, laughing, and parlaking of ice-
creams, and - so forth. Ice-creams may
not seem appropriate at Christmas-time,
but they are exceedingly enjoyable after
‘a dance.

‘“ Ain’t it ripping?’ said Handforth.
‘ Best party 1've ever been to, bar
nono !”’ )

“ Rather!” said Fatty Liltle, with his
mouth full of’ strawﬁerry ice-cream.
‘“ Everylhing 1s grand. I've never seen
so much

because I've been able to eat enough to
keep up my stamina!”

yourself like a porpoise from morning
until night!” said Church, grinning.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““ And the band 1is gorgeous, loo!”
said Reginald Pitt, ¢ It's simply a first-
class orchestra. I will eay that all the
arrangements have been made per-
fectly.” .

Everybody was looking happy.

Violet Watson was just a dream. She
looked far pretitier than she had ever
Jooked before. And there was tremen-
dous rivalry on the part of the juniors—
they all wanted to dance with Miss
Violet. DBut, of course, there  were
plenty of other charming girls there,
and everybody was satisfied. Lord Dor-
rimore, In evening-dress, had wandered
in amongst the orchestra, who wore
taking a rest. Darrie perched himself in
tho conductor’s stand, and picked up
the bow of a violin. He held this up in
the air and waved it about. Everybody
rrinned at him, for Dorrie was really
only a huge oyerﬁrown. boy. They
thought that his lordship was just
bhaving a bit of fun.

¢ Ladies and gentlemen,—I want to
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the gar-jsay a few

gorgeous grub in all my life.
I haven’t felt hun[.%)ry all day, simply |

girls did
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words!”’ exclaimed. Do:rie
calmly.
‘““ Hear, hear!”’ ,
‘“ Silence for the speaker, you ass!”
‘“Go it, Dorrie!” 1 chuckled. |

““ That's what I'm proceeding {o do,”
said Lord Dorrimore. ‘' I have a littie
surprise for you—at leoast, for tho
younger members of this party. But I
think we are all young this evening—
we are all boys ::mcrgirls, eh? Woll, just
for a change, I think it would be rather
a rippin’ idea to go skatin’.”

“My hat!’

“Oh, jolly good!”

“ Skating in the moonlight—it'll be
lop-hole!”’

‘“ That's what I {hought,” went on
Dorrie, ‘“so I've made a litile series of
preparations.”’ -

IC.Oh !?’

‘““ Whal’s the idea?’

‘““ The idea,”’ went on Dorrie, *“is to
have a skatin’ carnival—a fancy-dress
affair. Anybody who likes to take part
in this carnival is at liberty to do so.
All kinds of [ancy-dresses are to be
found in the morning-room—the place is

simply smothered wilh them. First -
come [irst served. You can go along
there as soon as you like, and chooso

| your altire. Everybody must be masked,
‘“ You ' mean you've Dbeen gorging

and when you l.lreb down the lake, you’ll
find another little surprise awailing
you. It’s Boxing night, and there's no
rcason why we shouldu’t have a liitle
fun.”

““ Hear, hear!”

“1 thought Dorrie was geiling up lo
something of this kind!” chuckled Nel-
son Lee. ‘ He's been on the go nll the
afternoon—and now I understand.”

‘““One might think that I.ord Dorri-
more wus .only fourteen or fifteen!”
smiled Mv., Isaac Levi, ““ He's a won-
derful man, Mr. Lee. He’s the life and
soul .of the whole party, and we should
bo sadly at sca if he were not present.”

‘““ Rather, dad]”’ put in Levi, of the
Remove., *“ Dorrio 1s a brick!”

Thero was a wild scramble for the
morning-room by the juniors. Dorrie
had added, later, that a selection of
fancy-dresses for Lhe Jadies cou!d Lo
found -in iho drawing-room—and the
not waste time in getting
there. :

Before half an hour had passed, prac-
tically everyone was attired in weird
garments. . L.

Fatty Litile looked a scream, for he
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waa wearing some clothing of -the
Llizabethan period, which had been
made for a full-grown man, and a stout
man at that. He had heen compolled to
wear this costume, simply because he
could find no other to fit his rotund
person. And the effect was ludicrous
in the extreme. However, Fatty didn’t
mind—he rather fancied himself in his
get-up. '

Handforth appeared dressed as a Wild
West bandit, with red neckerchief and
cverylthing  complete, including a
lcather belt full of imitation cartridges,
and a property revoiver. He strutted
about in leather chapps, and he rather
fancied himself.

Thero were a good many juniors
attired as pierrols, and all the girls
looked very charming in their fancy-
dresses, which were nearly all startling
in colour. Masks were the order of the
day, and everybody revelled in the im-
promptu carmival. It was
they had not expected, and they were
surprised—and they enjoyed it all the
more because of that. And it must nol
be supposed that only the younger mem-
bere of .the parly entered into this
Christmas revel. Nelson Lee was a3
keen on it as anybody, while Lord Dor-
rimore simply bubbled over with enthu-
s'asm and boyish impulsiveness. Even
Mr. I.evi enlered into the spirit of the
thing, donned a fancy-dress, and staled
his determination to go upon the lake.
Both Mr., l.evi and his son were good
skaters. -

As Dorriec explained afterwards, he
had said nothing to the guests, in case
they should be Eisappointed. Thero was
no guarantoeing the weather, and it had
scemed, on Christmas Day, that a car-
nival in the open would be impossible.
If snow had been descending and a keen
wind had been blowing, skating would
have been out of the question at night.
Bul the weather had cleared, and the
moon was shining, and the air was slill,
so Dorrie had sprung his surprise, much
to everybody’s delight.

And when the guests arrived at the
lake, a further eurprise awaited them,
for it was not bare, as everybody had
anlicipated ; it was not simply swept of
the snow and ready for skaling.

Other preparations had bean made.

The entire lake was surrounded by
hundreds and thousands of fairy lamps,
twinkling all colours of the Tainbow.

something
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Posts had been crected, and the fair
lighta were across the lake itself, in all
manner of confusing dircctions. The
result was charming in tne extreme.

Skating had hardly commenced before
two or threo dozen [flares were illu-
minated. They were strung all round
the banks of the lake, and, when they
were fully going, they cast enough light
to illuminale the whole district. The
place wes brilliant—a blaze of light and
colour—and, with tho fairy lamps twink-
ling overhead, everything was glorious.
The ice was in perfect condition, and
the skating was of the finest.

Much (o Fatty Little’s delight, the
summer-house, which stood near the
lake, had been converted into a refresh-
ment-rooian. Here neat malds were
behind tables, serving cakes, pastries,
hot tea and coffee, and everything thal
was nice. Nolhing had Dbeen over-
looked by Dorrie, and the guesis, one
and all, were having the time of the:r
lives.

‘“My only hat! said Handforth.
“ Ain't this simply gorgeous? I never
expected to spend such a fine time us
this down at Tregellis Castle! It's the
best Christmas party I've ever been
to!”’

“Tr beats the whole giddy lot!" said
Church. * But you'd better be careful,
Handy. The ico is jolly slippery, you
know, and you ain't particularly good
on skatea——"'

“What's that?”’ roared Handforth,
““ Why, you—you silly fathead! Do you
menn to say I can't skate?”

‘““Well, you can skate, but not par-
ticularly weoll—"

“ You—yot—""
Chureh and MceClure fled.

Handforth was not at all particular
about which of his chums he went for.
As long as he Eunche(l onc of them he
would be satished, and he gave chase
at once.

Both Church and McClure were excel-
lont on the ice, and they skimmed off
at Lop speed. Handforth attempted to
skim off also, but, unfortunately, he
didn’t oxactly know how to skim.

He weoent all right for several feet,
but then one foot appoared to possess a
distinet desire to go skywards. '

Handforth valiantly attempted 1o
save himself, but he couldn't quite
manage it. ‘The next socond he thudded
upon the ice on -~ hiy, back, and went
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shooting along in that condition, with
hie legs waving wildly.

‘“ Ha, ha, hal” | |

“ Good old Handy—he's lrying a new
stvle of skating|"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth could not check his pro-
gress, and the next moment he went
slithering wildly into a group of juniors,
They went flying in all directions, and
the laughter which followed was terrific.

Handforth picked himeelf up, indig-
nant, flushed, and highly enraged. But
Church and MeClure were nowhere to
be found. They had made their way to
the other side of the lake, and they de-
cided that it would be safer to give
Uandforth a wide berth for some little
time. He was a most unreasonable fel-
low, and this was no time for indulging
I a serap.

The skatinz continucd, and, viewed
from the bank, it looked sometiﬁng like
a scene from fairyland. The clear,
crystal air, the shouts of the skaters, the
langhter, all contributed towards
making the .carnival charming and
supremely enjoyable.

Although everybody was masked, it
was quite easy to tell who was who.
Not many of the juniors had many
«doubts as to the identiky of their com-
panions.

Dorrie had extended his invitation to
some of the servants—the butler, the
footmen, and sevcral of the maids. It
was Christmas time, and everybody was
welcome. The servants were only too

glad to join in the fun, and after an|

hour or so the carnival was at its height.
And by this time there were quite a
number of people on the ice who were

strange to the juniors. Some of them 1n

funcy dress, and some not. Two or
three of the maidservants had come out
just as they were; black dresses, and
ncat white caps and aprons. And they
looked quite charming in this simple
attire. There were two—supposed Lo be
by snany of the juniors two of the gar-
deners—who were dressed in long smocks
and wide-brimmnied hats. They were
masled, and they seemed to be enjoying
themselves very much. DBut, somehow,
they hovered about the lower end of the
lake, and did not venture in amongst
the chief guests.

~ Mr. Isaac Levi was enjoying himsel{
immensely, and he skated ahout here
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|

and there, taking care nol {o exert him-
self too much, | .

On one occasion he veniured down to
the lower end of the lake. And it

l seemed that the two men in smocks were

waiting for the Jowish guest. For, as
soon as Mr. Levi appeared, the two
smocked men went up to him, and seized
him, one on either side.

“Got you!” chuckled one of the men.

t-¢“ This way—bring him along.”’

Mr. Levi laughed, and assumed that
these men were having a little joke.
All sorts of jokes were being played by
the skaters. And Mr. Levi did not
think anything of this incident—at least,
not at first. ,

Mr. Levi, liko the others, assumed ihat
the two men werc members of the staff
—probably gardeners. And Mr. Levi
was quile pleasant.

‘““We all seem to be enjoying our-
selves,” he remarked, as the men still
gzaspcd his arm. ¢ There is nothing

{ter I like to sce than—"?
»

“1 knew it was George,” said one of
the men, with a laugh. “*That mask
may disguise his fuce, but we know his
voice, ch? Come along, George, we're
going to have a bit of Fun with you.”

Mr. Levi laughed outright.

Apparently, these men had made a
mistake; they assumed that he was
called deorgc, whoever he happened to
be—possibly one of Lhe other servants— .
a footman, or something of that sort.
And these two gardencrs had made the
crror of taking Mr. Levi for ¢ George.”
Mr. Levi was quite amused.

“You are quite at liberty to have a
bit of fun with me if you choose,’” he
smiled. ‘‘One cannot expect anything
else at such a time as this—but please be
careful. I don’t quite like to rolled
in the snow, if that is what you are
thinking of doing.” :

“ Now then, Gcorge, don’t try to be
funny,” grinned onc¢ of the men. * We
knew you In a minute, and you can’t get
out of the affair like that—"

“But. I-am not George, really,”’ saidl
Mr. Levi, with another chuckle.

‘“ Not that that matters in the
slightest degree. But wait one moment.
We arce gomg off the lake—there is no
need to—"' | .

‘“ Off with them skates,” said the man
who had been doing all the talking.
“You won't want them on any more;
we're going over ihe grounds,”
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¢« Really, I think this has gone far
‘enough,’” suid Mr. Levi. * A joke is a

joke, but you must not go beyond it, my.

men. In order to prove that I am not
who you think I am I will remove my
‘mask "’ | |

‘¢« We don’t want to sce your face, old
man,”’ grinned one of the others. * We
know you all the time; you can’t get
over us like that, George, my boy. Now
then, off with them skates.”

But at that moment an interruption
occurred. _

I was ralther a startling onc. Fatty
Little came shooting down the lake at
full speed. The fat junior had been
doing some faney work,. and he - was
scooting along thie ice with a jam tart
in one hand, and a huge custard in the
other. Fatty saw no reason why he
snould not combine the two pleasures—
skating and feeding. By the time he
had eaten the tuck he now possessed, he
vould be back at the refreshment-rooin.
That was his little idea.

But FFatty had made a miscalculation.
Down at this end of the lake, which was
narrow, there were no fairy lights, and
no flares. It was only the upper part of
the lake which had been illuminated and
decorated. The ice down here, in any
case, was by no means perfect.

_And Fatty, coming out of the bril-
liint glare of the flares, was a litile bit
confused. He thought he had a long
way to go before he reached the bank—
but he hadn’t.

The result was dizastrous.

Fatty, unable to stop himself, went
“shooting at full speed into the two men
who were attired in smocks. Fatty's
tremendous weight sent the pair flying
over backwards. They slithered along

the ice, rolled over and over, and rolled |

U against the bank with a tremendous
jar.

Fatty himself wenl over, collided with
Mr. Lovi, and the latter fell, too.
Fatty Lite, in fact, had caused a
general upset.  Fatty howled wildly.
He didn’t howl becaunse he was hurt, but
because he had lost his tart and his
custard.

I was skating near by, with Sin Montie,
and we came to a- halt as we heard the
commotion.

C“Hullo!  What's
Liacre?”’ T exclaimaed.
to be in the wars.”

*“ Dear old boy, I hope the ice hasn’t

the trouble over
‘“ Somebody scems:

|
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given way,” said Sir Montie, anxiously.
‘* T believe it was Fatty Little who——"'

‘“We'll go and see,” I said, briskly.
“ Fatty 1s a terrific weight, and it’s a
wonder the ice has stood him so far.”.

We scooted down towards the spot,
and we arrived just in time to find Fatty
Litlle getting to his feet. A little way
further beyond the two men in smocks
were getting to their feet also. One of .-
them turncd his face to me in the moon-
light for an instant, and I saw that his
mask had slipped down, revealing his
features.

I gave a big start.

For in that second, I had recognised
the countenance of Mr. Stanley Webb.

CHAPTER 1V,
TAF. CAROL PLAYERS.

EFORE I could move forward, the

B two men climbed up the bank of

the lake, and then they disap-

peared through a clump of bushes.

[ was about to follow when Mr. Levi
called me.

“It’s all right, Nipper.” said the
Jewish guest. “ Those men were only
having a Dbit of fun—although 1 will
admit they were somewhat rough. Let
them go.” -

“Who are they, sir?" I asked quickly.

“ Oh, only two of Lthe servants,”” smiled
Mr. Levi, dusting himself down. ¢ A

air of under gardeners, I believe.

‘hey mistook me for somebody, and
were about to carry me off with the in-
tention of plaving a joke upon me. It
was rather fortunate that Little came
along just when he did.”

‘ Fortunate,”” howled Fatiy. “ Why,
I—I lost a ripping tart and a fine cus-
tard? They went flying, and I doun't
know where they are—""

““ Oh, bother you and your grub!" I
interrupted. “ It’s a marvel to me how
vou left the vicinity of the refreshment-
room.”’ ,

The incident was over, and Mr. Levi
made his wav back to the other portion
of the lake. I was very thoughttul, for
the glimpse of that man’s fuce had
startled me. |

Had I been mastaken?

I had only seen the man’s featnres for
a bare second in the meconlight, but I
could have sworn that he was Webb. the
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Bannington Cinema proprietor.
poseible, of course, that I had made an
error and that those two men were
really servants at the Castle.

But I found it difficult to believe that
Webb conld be here, so many miles
away from Bannington. But then,
again, it waa extremely significant that
the two men should have got hold of
My, Isnao Levi, I knew well enough
that Webb was anxious to defeat My.
Levi’'s scheme with regard to the new
cinema. Could it be possible that the
rascal had come all the way to Tregellis
Castle, hoping to defcat his rival?

1 decided to say nothing to anybody
—except Nelson Lee. And I would tell
the guv'nor of my suspicions later on n
the evening. There was no reason why
1 should say anything now. Another
point which struck me was the attire the
‘i{wo men had been wearing. They were
ot in' fancy dress, strictly speaking—
but . had ‘been merely wearing long
smocks and slouch hats. They coul
casily have obtained these from a farm
or an outhuilding near by. It was, after
all, an emergency kind of fancy dress.

But there was something elso to
occupy my thoughts then, so I dismissed
the matter for the time being.

The carmival was brought to an end
m a swift fashion, Everybodr had been
enjoying themselves, and only a few—
mainly those who were standing about—
had noticed that a wind was springing
up. And this wind increased in violence
very rapidly. Then somebody noticed
that snow fHakes were falling. And.
glancing upwards, it was seen that the
moon was obscured, and-that a great
threatening bank of black clouds had
ahnost completely covered the sky.
Without the slightest doubt another
snow storm was coming along—and it
would soon be on us.

Therefore, everybody was adrvised to
get indoors as quickly as possible. The
guests Jost no time, and the merry erowd
went dancing and laughing towards the
Castle. Handforth and Co. were among
the last to come, and Handforth was
rather thoughtful. This was rather un-
usual for him, and Church and McClure
wero uncasy. They were quite certain
that the mighty Handforthh had thought
of something, and as certain as the
storm was brewing, he would want them
to join in. And, naturally, i} would be
a wild, hare-brained scheme. All

LEE LIGRARY

It was | Handforth’s schemes were of that des-

cription,

‘“ Look here, my sons, I've thought of
something,” said Handforth, at last.

“ Yes, I.dknowizl" s‘?id Church. “ IUs
a ripping idea, Handy."”

14 %II)I?'E ! y

“ I—I mean—"!

‘““How can you call it a ripping idea
when you don't know what 1t is?"’ de-
manded Handfortl. '

“ Well, you see, I know it'll be rip-
ping,”’ said Church, hastily.

“ All your ideas are awlul—"’

“ What!”’ roared Handforth.

‘“ Awfully good!’ concluded Church,
even more hastily than before.

“Oh, I see,”’ satd Handforth. ‘ That’s
different. My idea is good—it’s first
class. Why shouldn’t we get up a bit
of a joke? My scheme is to pinch a
cornet, a trombone, and a drum. We
can easily borrow them from the orches-
ira while the musicians 2in’t looking.”

‘““ But what the dickens for?” asked
McClure.

““We're going to play carols outside
t-hotl windows, said Handforth triumph.
antly.

d Eh?"

‘- What!"

“ Carols!”’ said Handforth. ¢ Seé the
icea? OFf course, we sha’n’'t be able to
play much, but that doesn’t matfer at
all. We'll make o terrific row on those
instruments, and cause a lot of fun.
Besides, I can play the cornet all right—
I shall be-able to get the tune. We shall
collect n lot of money, too.” '

‘“ You—you silly ass!” said Church.
““ Do you think we’re going to sing out-
side, and play, like a lot of silly kids—
and accept pennies?” :

““ Not likely !”” said McClure flatly.

* You tame lunatics "’ said Handforth,
pityE}lgly. “ They won’t chuck pennics

¢ No,
Churcli. .
We shall have shillings and half-
crovns and all that sort of thing thrown
to us,”’ sald Handforth. * We might be
able to collect five or six quid—and then
i5 can all be collected up and sent to
some charity. That's my idea. And
we’re going to-push it through, too.”
Church and McClure groaned. They
knew that Handforth would carry out
this scheme, whatover happened. Andl
they, of course, would be compelled to
join in. There was no getting cut ef it.

they’ll chuck bricks,” saf_d
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The idea—as an idea—wasn’t so bad.
Bul, of course, it was quite certain that
Handforth would mess 1t up.

They arrived on the terrace, and, very
shortly afterwards, they wero creepirg
“jnto the ball-room. This was quite de-
serted now, for everybody was busily
changing into their ordinary evening
dress, and getting rid of the carmival
attire. .

The lights were switched low in the
ball-room, but there was still sufficient
on to cnable Handforth and Co. to sce
what they were doing. Handforth’s eyes
glecamed as he beheld the instruments of
the musiciana lving about just where
they had been left--in readiness for
music when it was required.

‘ Good """ muttered Handforth, ¢ It’ll
be as easy as falling off a giddy formm!”
‘“ Look here—"' _

“I don’t want any objections,”” said
Handforth, who evidently knew what
wus coming. “ If vou chaps don’t agrec
to help me in this jape, lel punch you
until you can’t speak. You don't seem
to realise how funny it'll be.”

Church and McClure could say no
more. ‘They selected their instruments
—Church u trombone. and MeClure a
drum. Handforth seized the cornet,
then. together, they slole quietly out of
the building until they were again on
the terrace. Snow was now falling
heavily, and the wind whistled round
the walls of the old castle in shriek-
ing gusts.

_ " Oh. my hat!" said Church, shiver.
mg. “ We—we can't do it, Hundy—this
storm’s ju:l coming on——"

. Rats to the storm,” said Handlorth.

Now, the best thing we can do i3 to
get outside the windows of the drawing-
room. Necarly evervbody is thore now—
or they will be i a minule or two.”

‘Lhie three juniors went along the ter-
race, through the snow, until they
arrived opposite the drawing-room win-
dows. These were brilliantly illumi-
maled, and-Handforth and Co. took up
their stand. Edward Oswald was full of
his idea, but Church and McClure were
miserable and cold. They wanted to get
indoors—and, in any case, they couldn’t

Blay a note of music on the instruments
they possessed.

“ Now, to slart, we'll play ¢ Hark the
Hereld Angels Sing,’ " said Handforth.

L'l keep to the melody on the cornet,
and you chaps can join in. Make ac

IS5
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much -row as you like—the more the
better. Only keep to the tune.”

““ Oh, of course,” said Church sarcas-
tically. ¢ We'll do that all right.”

“But look here, Handy,” put in
McClure. ““The time for carol playing
and singing i1s over. It's after Christ-
mas now—""

“1 don't want any of your silly fat-
headad oljections,” broke in Handforth
grimly. *‘“ Are you going to play, or are
you not? You'd belter say which
quicklx.” :

“ Oh, we'll play,” growled McClure.

Handf{orth started.

He staried before his companions, and
they ncarly fell over backwards. Tha
noise he managed to get out of that
cornet was simply staggering. It was
quite likely that Handforth believerd
that he was playing ¢ Hark the Herald

Angels Sing.” DBut if Handforth be.
lieved this, nobody else did. Hé was
simply producing an unearthly din.

And Church and McClure realising that
they might as well make the best of it,
joined . The drum was banged un-
merci{ully, and the trombone let out
some blasts which simply shattored the
atmosphere.

Meanwhile, T was just sirolling into
the drawing-room wilh Sir Montie T're-
gellis-West, Tommy Watson. and Solo-
mon Levi. We were just in time to
hear the beginning of a song, rendered
by Miss Violet. She had a very pretty
voice, and her singing was excellent in
every way. She commenced, and every-
body listened atlentively.

But then, before she had got halfway
through the [irst verse an nleriuption
occurred. Something  outside  was
making a terrible noise. Miss Violet
conttnued her song taliantly, and every-
body else gazed wonderingly ai tha
windows. The noise of Lthe carol singers,
ccmbined with Miss Vieolet’s singing,
was notl precisely melodious.

“Dear me!” murmured Lady Helen
Trogellis-West, “ I did not think the
gale was quite so violent!”

“Gale!” e¢xclaimed Sir  Montie.
‘“ Really. auntie, dear old gal. I think
you're mistaken. ‘L'here is somethin’
else makin’ that noise. It is reully a
most frightful din!"’

Miss Vieolet had, at that moment,
paused, feeling that it was impossible
for her to go on. And she heard
Montie's last worils,



16 THIE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY

¢ Ch, Montie, I didn’t mean to——-.”' the i1dea of this? What do you think

<he bhegan.
‘“ Begad " gaspcd Montie. “1 wasn’t

you're doing?”’ .
‘““ We’re the waits,” explained Hand.

referrin’ to your singin’, dear gal, when | forth.

I said somethin’ about a frightful din.
Can’t you hear 1t? It i3 comin’ from
outside, I think ebout ten or twenty
cats must be havin’ a fight, you know!”

Everybody listened,

great waves of horrible soun

Lord Dorrimove rose to his feet, and
went over to the French windows. He
had & shrewd idea of what
place.

‘““ We'll soon probe this mystery,’”” he
remarked. ‘““I’ve hcard a few gales in
sy time, but no hurricane that ever
hlew could make a commotion like
thig}”

ITe pushed the curtains aside anl
nlared out upon the terrace.

At first he could seec nothing but the
whirling snowflakes, but then his e
grew gccustomed to the different li it,
and he made out three figures standing

there, smothered with snow, and holdiug | p

musical instruments—a trombone, a
cornet, and a drum. And the three
figure: were working at top speed.

“ By glory!”

was taking bl

€3 | Sing.’

““ The which?”

“The waits!”

“By gad!” exclaimed Dorrie.
““ Then, if you don’t mind, we'd ralher

and the mnoise | wait a little longer before you get on
carhe surging into the dmwin(f-room in | with the imitation cyclone.’’

“ Cyclone!” roared Handforth, “ We

twere playing a Christinas carol.”
‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!”
‘“ By glory!” said Lord Dorrimore
nnk{y. ‘““ A Christmas carol? I

thought you were trying to drown the
storm.””

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth sniffed.

““ Only good musicians can appreciate
good music,”” he said. * Now then, you
chaps—strike up! We'l change the
tune this time—we’'ll have something
better than * Hark the Herald Angeols
We'll try ‘Good King en-
ceslas.’ :

‘ Shut the window—quick!”’ exclaimed
itt, urgently.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”’

And as Dorrie closed the window, the
horrible noise burst out again. Even

said Lord Dorrimore. | with the windows completely clozsed con-

‘““ 3omebody scems to be havin’ a merry | versalion was almost impossible in the

time out here.” ‘

drawing-room. Everybody was emiling,

I had joined Dorrie by this time, to| although it was decidedly annoying for

say nothing of several other juniors.

Handforth.. and Co. to interrupt the

And we looked out, and burzt into a| playing and singing in this way. But it

rcar of laughter.

“ Why, it's Handforlh "’ ghouted I’iit { humour reigned supreme.

“ Handforth and Charch and McClure!

What on earth do they think they’re| done,”

having o game at?”’
*“ oodness knows?'’ said Dorrie.

‘“ Well, we sha’n’t need any more {sod
te-might if this goes on,” remarked Pitt,
**I’'m feeling a bit queer already. If
that’s what Handforth ecalls a joke, 1
haven’t got much opinion of his sense
f humour.” ' '

Lord Dorrimore pushed open one cf
the windows, and a smother of snow-
flakea came into the room.

““Hi! What's the idea ount there?’
roared Dorrie. ** Haven't you any
merey -on us?”’

Handforth and Ce. stopped their

musical efforts.
*“ You heard us, then?’ said Handy.
““ Heard you? My dear chap, the in-

mates of a deaf and dumb asylum could

have heard you,” said Dorrie.

was a Christmas

party, and good
“ Well, something will have to he
paid Lord Dorrimore. “ We
can't stand this racket, an’ I don’t see
why we should turn out of the drawin’
room just because the waits are playin’
carols outside.”

“Tve got an iden,”” I chuckled. *“1

say, you chaps—come outside!"

Tommy Watson and Sir Montie, and
Solomon Levi and Dick Goodwin and
Reginald Pitt all followed me out into
the wide lounge hall. They were grin-
ring, for they anticipated that I had

something good up my sleeve.

“ What's the wheeze?”’ asked DPitt,
biiskly.

“I think Handforth and Co. neced
cooling,” I said. ¢ Their heads are
probably hot, and they could do with
a lesson.”

¢ A lesson in music wouldn't be a bad

‘“ What's| idea,” suggested Watson.
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1. 8till clinging to the rope, Fatty was being hauled along like a toboggan.

2. Handjiorth belleved that he waa playing ‘' Hark the Herald Angels Bing."
Ho “t“"“d before his chums, who nearly fell over with the sudden blont of tha
cornet. |
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““They can have that at any time,”
I said. “ The main thing, now, is to
‘emother them.”

“ Smother them!”

‘“ Exaclly,” I said. ¢ The roof over
the drawing-room is not particularly
high, and it is bound to be covered with
thick show. There’s a turret window
overlooking that part of the roof, and
all we have to do is to lake out some
brooms, or things of that sort, and we
canf send that snow slithering down the
roof——"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

There was no need for me to explain
any further. The juniors could guess
the rest. And without any delay we
went searching for brooms, and articles
of a like description.

Having cornered a footman, we soon
got the grinning worthy to obtain the
supplies we needed. Then we marched
upstairs in a body. and made our way
to the window which overlooked the
drawing-room roof. A beautiful Jayer
of thick snow greeted our gare.

“Tha very thing!" I chuckled.
“ Nothing could be better, my sons.”

The roof was a steep one, and - we
knew that once we gol the snow
moving it sould slither down like an
avalanche. And it was not at all a
difficult matter to shift the snow.

With the brooms, we started it, push-
ing down in all directions. Ior some
few moments it seemed that we should
not be successful. Then, without warn-
ing, the snow commenced moving—all in

a body.

" Tt slithered down the roof at n tre-
mendous speed. and then disappeared
over the gutter in one huge cascade.

Tho awful sounds of the so-called
music had been floaling up to us all the
time. We waited, expectantly.

The music ceased abruptly.

““ That's done it,”’ I grinned. ¢ 1
thought this idea would do the trick.”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!' :

Down below, Handforth and Co. had
been going strong. They were just
getting into ‘their stride. It was cold
in the snow, and they needed to exert

themselves a greal deal in order to keep |

themselves from getting . chilly. And
they were just in the middle of the third
verse, and going ‘‘all out,”” as it were,
when the disaster occurred.

i
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Without the slightest warniug a tre-
mendous amount of snow came hurtling
down from above. It fell upon Hand-
forth and Church and MeClure in one
smothering volume.,

Swish!

The snow simply smothered -the
juniors, and knocked them flat upon the
ground. And all that was to be seen o
second later was a grcat pile of white-
ness, with a head sticking out here, an
arm or two there. and a head in another
place. And the pile of snow worked con-
vulsively, while weird sounds came [rom
the midst of it. - |

The drawing-room door opened, and
Lord Dorrimore, Nelson Lee, and a
group of others looked out.

‘““ Hallo!" said Dorrie mildly. “ Some-
thin’ seems to have happened.”

A head appeared out of the snow, and
it wagged about wildly.

“ Gug-gug-groooh ! it said.

‘“ Quite so!” said Dorrie, nodding.
“Tt's nothin® more than you deserve,
anyway.

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth appeared out of the heap
of snow.

‘““Great pip!”’ he gasped.
what happened?”

" Pumishment descended upon | you.™
said Dorrie.  * That’s what happened,
my son. 1 don’t fancy carol singin’ or
playin’ is quite in your line. ‘Take mv
advice. Handiorth, old man, an’ give it
up. If you don’t, some further disasters
will befall vou.”

Cburch and McClure secrambled out of
the -snow. They were quite unhurt—
there had not been sufficient to do any
harm. They looked about them rather
wildly, and then glared at Handforth.

“J] knew what wounld happen!’
snapped Church. “ You with your silly
carol plaving. I'm finished with it.””

‘- Rats!" roared Handforth, who could
never be conquered. ‘“ We're going to
start again now >

‘“ You can start if you like—but we're
not going to!” exclnimed Church grimly.

P

“ What—

] don’t fancy being smothered a second

time."”’

Church. and McClure, to avoid all
further argument, marched off. Hand-
forth did not much care to continue his
musical efforls single-handed. So, at
length, he was compelled to follow his
chums Indoors. And after that thero

-1 was no more carol playing.
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CHAPTER v.
THE FINAL ATTEMPT,

s @M afraid there’s no help for it,
l Solly,”” said Mr. Isaac Levi firmly.
«Qh, but, dad?!’ protested
Solomon. ¢ Surely you can stay
"another day or two? It'll be rotten if
you go away now——"' .
 T¢’s no good talking, my boy,” in-
terrupted Mr. Levi. I must go—it 18
a matter of business.”

“Oh!’

« T would very much like to stay,”
went on M. Levi. *“ But it could not
be managed, Solly. This business 1is
very important, and if I do not go to
Jondon tlo-day, it may be the cause
of one or two weeks' delay in my plans.”

It was the following morning, and Mr.
Levi had opened a telegram a minute ov
so ecarlicr. Solomon gathered that it
was from an architect, and it evidently
rclated to a matter of some importance.
“I may as well iell you, Solly, that
this business is connected with the
cinema in Bannington,” continued Mr.
Jevi. * So, you see, I do not want to
wasle any time. 1 intend to push the
matter through as quickly as possible.”

““Oh, good!" said Solomon, with
sparkling eyes. * Under the circum-
stances, dad, you'd better get to London
as soon as possible. You’re going

straight ahead with that cinema idea,
thent” |

** Yes, straight ahead,” said Mr. Levi,
nodding. *“ It is the next thing to be
done. And as you know, my lad, when
1 start operations I do not allow grass
lo grow under my feet. 'This seems to
be a big thing, and I am giving it all
my attention.” -

Sir Montie’s aunt was very sorry to
hear that Mr. Levi was leaving so
abruptly. But she quite understaod that
a matter of urgent business had called
her guest away, and so it would be use-
lers to attempt to persuade him to stay.

Tliere was a train for London at about
eleven-thirty. So, soon after breakfast,
My. Levi made his preparations for
departure. Thoe limousine had been
ordered to take him to the station, and
it was round in front of the castle in
goo;l time, with Rodgers in the driving
ycat. |

*“ It looks as though you'’re going to
have a pretty snowy journcy, sir,” re
warked Reginald Pitl, as we waited Lo
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see Mr. Levi off. “ The slorm is raging
as fiercely as ever.”
Mr. Levi nodded.

“ Yes, so it appears,’”’ he said. “ But
we cannot afford to wait for weather in
these hurrying days. Business 1s business
—and it must be attended to.”

The weather was certainly very severe.
In the early morning snow had not been
falling, although the wind was very
high. But now the flakes were descend-
ing in myriads, being whirled along in
blinding clouds by the high gale. It
anything, the weather conditions were
worse than they had been before.

My, Levi said good-bye to everybody,
and went down to the car, and climbed
ingide. A moment later it glided oft
through the snow, and soon vanished in
the smother. .

The chauffeur was compelled to drive
very cautiously on the way to the
stalion. Speed was impossible owing to
the great snow drifts which lay every-
where along the roads. In places the
snow was o thick that it was only with
great difficulty that the car ploughed
its way along.

Al went well until nearly half the
distance to the station had been covered.
And then, as Rodgers was driving along
a particularly tricky piece of road—it
was very steep, and the snow lay heavily
banked up—two men appeared in the
near distance. They were right in the
centre of the road, and Rodgers sounded
his electric hooter as a warning.

But the men did not move, and the
chauffeur was compellied to slow down.
He was rather angry, for that clectric
hooter was a loud one, and the pedcs-
trians must certainly have heard it.

Hoot—hoot |

Again Rodgers sounded the horn, but
still the men remained there. And now
the chauffenr received something of a
surprise. For he could see that both
these strangers were wrapped up to the
eyes i mulliers, and, moreover, they
were wearing thick black masks over the
upper portion of their faces. And, what
was considerably more to the point, they
were both holdinq ravolvers.

* My goodness!’ said the chauffeur,
blnnkly. > | .

He pulled up, hardly knowing what
to think. DPassibly this was some joke;
but who could the jokers be? On the
other hand, was it a real hold-up? Such
a {hing seemed ridiculous. and Rodgers
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felt his heart beating rather rapidly.
The car came to.a stop, and hoth_the
men moved forward with brisk strides.

‘“* What's the idea of this?"’ asked the
chauflfeur, half angnly.

“If you value your life, you will
stand out here,”” said one of the men,
in a deop, solemn-sounding voice. *“ And
vou had better hurry. We are in no
mnood to take any nonsense!’’

“If this is a practical joke—"

“ Get down from your seat!”

The order was rapped out curtly, and
{ne chauffeur, not liking the looks of

those revolvers, slepped out into the
road. The instant he did so, one of the

‘men thrust forward a foot and tripped
him up. The chauffeur fell headlong in
the snow. The next second n rope was
passed round his feet, and drawn tight.
This convinced the man that a serious
raid was being made. This was no prac-
{ical joke.
~ ““Help!”” shouled S Mr.
I.evi! Help——-"

““ Silence, vou foo.!”
the atllackers.

Mr, I.evi opened the door of the car,

and looked out.

Rodgers.

sharled one ol

“ Stand slill"" commanded a voice.
‘“ Do not move an inch!”’ o
Mr. Levi stood motionless 1n the

doorway of the car.

“ What is the meaning of this?’ he |
asked cvenly.

“You will know very shorlly, Mr.
T.ovi!"" said the man who had st::okcn.
“ Do not move at all, or it will be the
worse——"

He paused, for Rodgers, the chauf-
feur, was making a commotion.
Although his ankles were sccured by the
rope, the man was making a desperate
effort to free himself. And the second
masked man, who was Mr. Hooker J.
Ryan, was having a little trouble.

In fact, the chauffeur was getting the
better of the tusslee and he would|
almost cartainly have won had not Mr.
Ryan taken a mean advantage. The
American, realising that matlters were
not going very smoothly, brought the
butt of his revolver down wilh consider-
able- force upon Rodgers’ forelicad.

Thud!

The chauffeur uttered a slight groan,
and collapsed in the snow, He was
stunned, and quite incapable of further
action. Mr. Levi’s cves blazed as he
witnessed this incident.
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“ You infernai scoundrel "’ he shouted
furiously. “If you think—"

““ Get him—quick!”’ panted Ryan.

Mr. Webb sprang forward. and the
next moment he had grasped Mr. Levi's
arm. The next instant he was pulled
forward, and, although he fought des-
perately and with considerable skill, it
was not reasonable to suppose that heo:
could defeat his two assailants.

The struggle in the snow lasled for
perhaps two minutes, then Webb and
Ryan were successful. They managed to
get their vietim down in the snow, on
his back, and, while he was s&till strug-
gling, a rope was passed roynd. his
wrists, tying them securely. Then he
was vanked lo his feel, and a. revolver
was thrust against his chest.

“Now you will walk!’ said Webb
harshly. “‘If iou atiempt to break
away, I shail shoot—make no mistake

about that!"”

Mr, Levi was in an unenviable posi-
tion. He conld nol very well resist,
although he did not Dbelieve for a
moment that these men would discharge
their revolvers. In all probability thev
were nol londed. At the same time, il
would have been unwise (o take 2
chance, for it was quite out of the ques-
tion for Mr. Levi to escape. With his
wrists {ied behind his back, his move-
ments were hampered, and he could do
praotically. nothing.

Mr. I.evi was forced along, one caplor
on either side of him. and the men
passed through a wide gap in the hedgze,
and then took a courss right across a
wide meadow. The snow was greatlly
disturbed as they went, but fresh flakes
were falling in such profusion that it
would only be a matter of minutes
beforo the trail was covered. And the
wind, In any case, was blowing the snow
about wildly, for il was crisp and
powdery.

Within half an hour there would be
absolutely no trace left—no track to
follow. The snow would lay as 1t had
lain before, while and undislurbed.

Once across the meadow, Mr. Levi
found himself on a footpath. He was
taken along this at a rapid speed by his
{wo masked captors. Mr. Leovi was
puzzled—he could not imagine what all
this meant. If these men had intended
{o rob him, why did they not do so on
the spot? Why were they bringing him
all thiz wav from tho road? What was
their idea?
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Mr. Levi could not understand it, and
he knew it would be useless asking any
questions. Ho was not scared, and he
was not at all nervous. Hia mam sensa-
tion was one of curiosity—and annor
ance. This would mean that ho would
lJose his train, and there was no other
train until the afternoon,

The men led Mr. Lovi along the foot-
ath for some way, and then a small
ano was entered upon—a narrow lane,
where the snow Jay tremendously thick,
and where the wind howled along with
tremendous fury, driving the snow up in
hlinding clouds.

But, without uttering a word, the two
men forced their captive along, and al
length some old, jagged rums were
sighted.

Mr. Levi was rather surprised when
he found that this wae his destination.
'I'he ruins were approached and entered,
and then the prisoner was foreed down
some stone steps—down, down, right
into the bowels of the earth.

And, right at the very bottom, a
stone door was encountered. This was
closed, but, by giving it a hard push,
it opened, and Mr. Levi felt a breath of
warm air as he entered the passapo
beyond the doorway. And he was rather
surprised to sce a candle burning upon
a litlle ledge; evidently this place EZd
been prepared in advance.

““1 shall be interested to know—"
began My, Levi.

' Silence '’ snapped one of the men.
“We will do the talking, when it is
hecessary. You must understand, Mr,
Ievi, that you are our prisoner, and

that  you cannot escape. bbery is
Dot our intention, as you doubtless
imagime, We have something of far

greater nnportanco to discuss.™

“I shall be very interested to hear

what that something is,”” said Mr. Levi
calmly.

They went along the passage, turned
to the right, went down another pas-
sage, and then several doorways wero
vigible, for a candle was stuck against
the wall along this passage, too. ‘I'be
door was made of rusty iron, and was
evidently of a tremendous age. It was
unlocked by a huge key, and then Mr.

vl was thrust forward into a dungeon.

But it was not -ery dismal plac
after all. ooy imat e

For a

: lamp was burning in. there, in
addition P g :

to a small- oil slove. A supply
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of food was to be soen up in‘one corner
on a ledge, and, although the placo .was
devoid of any furniture, some heavy
stone slabs had been placed in such a
position that they formed a kind of
chair. In another corner Mr. Levi could
seo somo blankels.

The door of the dungeon was closed,
and Mr. Levi found himself facing his
two mysterious assailants.

““ Now, we want you to understand
that we do not mean to harm you,”
said the spokesman of the pair, who, of
course, was Mr. Webb. ‘“ We do not
requtre money from you, and, if you
will only agreo at once o what we re-
quire, you will bo recleased without
further delay.”

“* What are your terms?’ asked Mny.
Levi curtly.

‘*1t i3 not our intention to beat about
the bush,” said Webb. ¢ At the pre-
sent moment you are negotialing with
a certain Mrs, Cubilt, of Bannington,
for tho purchase of some property in
the Bannington High Strect, I think?"’

““It is correct,”” agreed Mr. Levi,

“ Very well, then. For reasons which
I will not take the trouble to explain,
wo are determined that the sale of that
property shall not be transacted,” went
on Webb grimly. ‘' At the present
moment you hold an option from Mrs.
Cubitt, which does not expire until the
thirty-first of this month—less than a
week from to-day. It is your intention to
closo the deal at once, 1 belicve—"’

“That is my intention, certainly,”
said Mr, Levi, ‘ The dcal w:ll bo closed
and settled to-morrow, my friend. The
purchase money will be paid over, and
Bannington Grange, in the H igh Street,
will become my solo property.”’

“1 think not,” said Webb. * We
mtend that this sale shall not be effected,
and we require from you, Mr. Levi, a
letter, in your own handwriting, and
with your own signature, to Mrs.
Cubitt. This lelter will be dictated by
me, and it will say that you have deo-
cided to drop all thoughts of purchasing
Bannington Grange.”

Mr. Levi laughed.

* Indeed !’ he said, with a harsh note
in his voice. ‘ You are telling me that
I ehall abandon my scheme altogether?”

* Exactly.” .

“1 am afraid 1T cannot oblige you,”
said Mr. Levi. ‘I have no intention of
wriling any lelter, or of gigning any-
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thing. 1 refuse to agree to eny of these
terms.”’

** You had betler think well
vou decide—"'

“1 bave thoughl well already,” in-
terrupted Mr. Levi. ‘“ It only took me
preciseiy threa scconds to come to a
definite decision, my friend. 1 pesitively
refuse lo do as you say. DBannington
Grange will become my property lo-
morrow. That is final!”

Webb was rather taken aback by Mr.
Levi's coolness.

beforo

“You ar¢c very optimislic!” he
waapped. ¢ You have -refused to sign
this paper; very well, then other

measures will be adopted.”
‘* And these mothods are?”’
“You will be kept here. a prisoner,
in this dungeon,” said Webb giimly.
wil be imprisoned here, Mr.

T.evi, until the New Year—until
January the first, {0 be exact. Your
option will then have expired, and,

when vou make inqumries about Ban-
nington Grange, you will find thut it has
passed into olher hande.”

Mr, Levi nodded.

“.A very interesting state of affairs,”
he said calmly. ‘“ But, surely rou do
not imagine for 3 moment that you will
be &ble to keep me a prisoner hLere for
five whole days?”

““ You will be kept a prisoner,” went
on Weblb. “1It wirl not be difficult, 1
can assure you. It will be out of the
tiueslion for anybody to lrace you to
this spot. The snowstorm is raging with
full violence. and no traces or tracks will
be left. Wo have taken every precau-
tion; we chose our time admirably, Mr.
Levi, and not a soul in the whole coun-
tryside would think of looking for you
hore. With regard to the police, we are
indifferent to them, and it may interest
vou .to know that our task in the imme-
diate future is to plan a false trail. This
trail will be followed by the police, and
it will lead them nowhere. Meanwhile,
vou will remain a prisoner here, and, if
you had any sense at all, you ould
agree to our proposition at once, to
save yourself any further trouble.”
Mr. Levi shrugged his shoulders.

“I have stated my intention, and 1
stick (o 1t throughout,” he said shortly.
‘““ You have the advaniage over me, and
I can do nothing, but I shall cértainly
sign 1:0 paper.”’

Mr. T.evi was quite calm, although,
inward!ls, he was enraged. He did*not
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mean these scoundrels to see it, how-
ever. It would be better, he decided, if
he appeared to be indifferent. It was a
matter of business, and, in all busineas
rn:]L:]lers, Mr. Isaac Levi was grim and
cold.

Weblr and Ryan, realising that further
talk would bhe useless jusl them, with-
drew from the dungeon., It was locked
sccurely on the outside, and it was quite
impossible for Mr. IL.evi to escape, no
matter what he did. This door was as
strong as the door of any modern cell,
And the two rascals made their way up
the passage. until they arrived at tho
opening, against the ~ flight of stone

| steps. They looked at one another in

an uncertain manner.

“ Well, we have tuken the step now,”’
snid Webb grimly; ¢ we have cast the
die, Ryan. If Leovi proves ohsiinate, we
must force him to——"

‘“Say, don't you get rattled!’ said
Mr. Ryan. ¢ This fellow will cave in
before twenty-four hours have clapsed,
don’t you worryv. We've done well,
Webb, and we shall do better befare

Long. This snowstorm has heiped us a
ea .!"'

r. Webb nodded.

“It has, indeed,”’ he said. ““ No tracks
will be left. and when the chauffeur re-
turns to the castle, and tells his story,
there will be a hue and ery; but the
pursuers will probably keep to the mgin
road, and all sorts of ruses will be
adopted. But they will never think of
looking in this direction—that i3 abso-
lutely certain.  Yes, Ryvan, we are
'safe.ll .

“Well, T guess it's the last chanco
we've got,” said the American. *“ Unless
we do the thing now, we shall never do
it at all. There are only five days more,

and thut option will expire. We have
only to keep lL.evi here, and then we
shall be able to step in and buy the

property.”’

“1-didn’t expect this Jew would be
so calm about it all!’ said Webb., ¢ 1
thought he’d spring up in the air, have
hysterics, and all that sort of thing.”

‘“He's a business man,” s=aid Mr.
Ryan. ‘I guess that accounts for it.
Ho knows we sha'n’t do him any harm
—he can guess that. But he's obstinate,
and he.hopes that he’ll be reseued belore
the thirty-first arrives. But there'll be
nothing doing; wo've got him tight,
and we'll hold him!"”
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Outside, the blizzard was raging furi-
ously. Snow was coming down in even
creater force than before, and the wind
was howling with terrilic violence. That
storm was ono which decvastated half
England. Telegraph posis were down
by the hundred, trees blown over, rdbfs
were lifted from houses, and railways
were blocked. It was one of the worst
storms England had ever ecxperenced.
It said much for the railway companies
that, on most lines, an excellent service
was being maintained.

The road from the liitle slation at
Tregeilis to the castle was hardly fre-
quented by any traflic, and duripg the
holiday week .no vehicles of any sort
passed that way. Not a soul knew of
the aHfair which had occurred. Rodgers,
the chauffeur, still lay unconscious, and
the big limousing was in lhe centre of
the rond, now smothered with enow
until it was almost unrecognisable. The
~storm shricked round it.

Rodgers had been placed i the in-
terior of the car before Webb and Ryan
had led their captive away. They were
not such scoundrels as Lo leave the un-
conscious man lying in the snow, for
that, without a doubt, would have
caused his death.

When Rodgors came to himself he did
not remember anything for some little
time. His head was aching abominably,
and he felt dizzy and rather faint. Then,
after he had got to his feet, and after
some little time had clapsed, he began
to remember what occwred, and new
lifo was instilled into him. He stepped
out of the car, and was nearly sent fly-
ing by the terrible roar of wind which
Accosted him. The snowflakes beat upon
his face with terrific force, and ho gasped

for breath.

He knew everylhing that had
occwited. The whole adventure had
come back to him forcibly. And what
had happened to Mr. Levi? Rodgers,
of course, could know nothing of that,
for he had been unconscious when his
Dassenger had been led away. To look
round in the hope of finding somo eign
was positively hopeless, for the snow
had smothered everything—and what the
snow had not smothered, the wind had
dlStUl‘l:)ed. No matter how deep the
[oollprmts, they were completely obliter-
ated. It was simply a waste of time to
search about. The chauffeur found him-
celf looking upon a sea of white in evary
direction. The snow was banked up
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against the wheels of the car to a
height of two or threo [eet.

And the man decided that his best
course would be to go straight back {o
the castle, and report the incident.
There was really nothing else to be
done, for there wero no policemen in
Tregeilis, and tho nearecet town was ten
or twelve miles away. At the castle
there was a telephone, and it would be
possible to ring up—unless, of course;.
the wires were down, which was dis-
tinotly possible.

Rodgers had a look at the water in
the radiators, and found, to his satisfac-
tion, that i1t was not frozen. It had been
rather hot, and, although now cold,
freczing point had not been reached,

So the chauffeur started up (he
engine, and proceeded to return to the
castle. This was a difficult matter, for it
was very hard to turn the car. The
road was narrow, and great snowhanks
were lining the road on either hand,

‘However, at last Rodgers succeeded in
his object; and then he went back
towards the castle with as much speed as
he could manage. It was a trying
journey, for the snow lay thick every-
where, and the chauffenr was nol feeling
extremely bright, either.’ His head was
still aching, and he was dizzy. That
blow he had received had been a severe
one, and the man was plucky to act as he
was doing.

He arrived at the castle at last, and
drove straight up to the main front
door. Then, staggering from his seat,
chilled with cold, he ran up the snow-
covered steps and hemmered furiously
upon the door. It was opened almost at
once by the butler, a stout, staid-looking
ii:l_dividual with an air of po:m:posity about

im.

**Oh, so you have come back!’ said
the butler, ““ We had been expecting
you, Rodgers. No doubt you were
delayed by the snow?"”

“I must see Mr. Lee—Lord Dorri-
more—anybody !’ panted the chauffeur.
‘‘ Something terrible - kas happened—
Mr. Levi has gone!”

‘* Steady, man—steady!” said the
butler. ‘ What is there to be exciled
about? Of course Mr. Levi has gone!
didn’t he intend to catch the train——''

‘“You don’t understand!’ shouted
the '(':hau[feur. “1 must see Mr. Leo

** Well, my man, what is it 7"’ inquired
Nelson Lee, conung forward at that
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moment. _ “ Come inside; don’t stand
there! Upon my soul!  What is the

malter with your forchead, Rodgers?”’

“I wa3 knocked out, sir—stunned,”
replied the man huskily, ‘“ and Mr. Levi
lhas been took away "

““ Do you mean that some misfortune

has occurred?”’ asked Nelson Lee
quickly.

“It’s worse than a misfortune,
sir!” . exclaimed Lhe chauffeur. ‘‘A

regular hold-up! Thal’s what 1t was,
sir, what with those men. with masks
a3d revolvers—"'

‘“ Steady, steady!" said Nelson Lee
quickly, as Rodgers swayed slightly.
‘“ Sit down here, my man—sit here, and
tell me calmly and quietly exactly what
took place. Ah, Nipper, I'm glad you
have come; fetch some brandy at
once!” .

I had euntered the lounge hall with
several other juniors, and Lord Dorri-
more had appeared. too. We were
startled to see Rodgers’ condition, and
we guessed at once that something of a
startling nature had laken place. The
juniors were very excited, and one
or two of the young ladies were rather
alarmed. We gathered round Rodgers
in an 1nterosted, excited group. Solo-
mon Leovi was there, and his Tace had
gone pale, and there was a light of
great anxiety in his eyes.

‘* Has—has anylhing happened to my
father?” he asked huskily.

“ He's been kidnapped, young gant:’
said the chauffeur, who had just gulped
soire brandy.

“ Kidnapped!” echoed ILevi, startled.

¢ (]s'}{rcat lgcott!“

‘““My only topper!”

‘ (sreat goughnuts!”

“ Let Rodgers tell us what has hap-
pened, boys,”” said Nelson Lee crisply.
“ Do not keep interrupting.”’

Rodgers touched the bruise c¢n
forchead gingerly.

‘“ That's what they gave me, sir!”
ho muttered. ‘' Two men there was—
two of 'em, and masked and carrying
revolvers! They held up the car about
two mile away, right in the thick of
the snow. They made me pull up, and
then they put a rope romu.r my ankles,
and forced Mr. Levi to get oui of the
car. I did the best I could, sir, but
they were too much for me, and one of
the rotters brought down his revolver
on my head; and after that I didn’t

his
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know any more, until I woke up a
little while ago. Mr. Levi wasn’t
there, so I drove straight back.”
“Mr. Levi wasn't there?’ repeated
Nels,'?n Lee. *“ Was there any sign

$ No sign at all. sir!"’ said Rogeras.
‘““ What with all this snow it ain’t to be
wondered at, either. All footmarks was
obliterated in less than no time, and I
couldn’t see a thing. All I know is
that Mr. Levi wasn’t there when I
woke up, and it stands to reason that
themn two men took Mr. Levi off with
them. It's a case of kidnapping, sir—
robbery with violence, as like as not!”’

Solomon Levi was looking scarpd
now. .

'‘“ Then—then perhaps they knocked
father on the head!’ he exclaimed
hoarsoly. “‘ Perhaps they stunned him,
went tﬁrough his pockets, and left him
lying in a ditch, covered with snow.

e’'ll be dead now, Mr. Lee, after all
this time!”

“ Keep calm, Lavi. my boy!’ inter-
rupted Nelson Lee quietfy. ‘** There is
no reason why you should _get such
essimistic 1deas into your head. It is
ardly likely that these two masked
men treated your father as you suggest.
In any case, we will lose no time in get-
ting to the spot and making an instant
investigation,’

And Dbefore very many minutes had
passead a party was ready 1o set off
to look into this mystery.

The party consisted of Nelson Lee,
Lord Dorrimore, the chauffeur, and a
whole crowd of juniors, including
mysclf. We were determined to find
Mr. Isaac Levi. everr if we had to
search for him the whole day long!

CITAPTER VI.

THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS,

XCITEMENT ran high.

E And it was, after all, a very
torilling business—this investiga-
tion in the snowstorm; for when

we got outside and were well on our

way to the fatal spol, we found that the
snow was whirling down in myriads of -
flakes. 'The wing

was cutting, and
snow lay everywhore feet decep. It
had been swept up by the wind into

drifts that bﬂilen:l themselves against the
hedges. Other poriions of the frozen
road had been swept almost clear.
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Nelson Lee had decided that it would
be better for us to go on foot. Rodgers
had only just managed  to get the car
back, owing to this fresh fall of snow,
and we did not want to leave the
vehicle stranded perhaps a mile or
more from tho castle. DBy relying on
our legs, we should be certain of our-
selves.

Solomon Levi was more concerned
than anybody. He - walked almast
mechanically, and seemed as though he
wantzd to break into a run all the time.
His eyes were wild with anxiety, and
he was breathing hard. The uncer-
taipty of tho whole affair was uwnnerv-
ing him. . _

" Cheer up, Solly!’ said Handforth,
giving: Lewi a slap on the back.
““Theré's no need to look so glum. 1
don't soppose your dad has been hurt.”

‘“We don’t know; it’s impossible for
us Lo even guess what has hkappened!”
caid Levi anxiouely. ‘' If these men
would knock the chauffeur on the head,
what wculd they do to my father?
Rodgers hadn’t got any money on him,
but my father had. Perhaps he’s lying
there now——"'

**It won't do any good to anticipate
things, Levi,”’ I put in. ‘' The best
thing to do is to leave it to the guv’'nor;
he'll find out the truth.”

**Oh, I hope he does!’ said Levi.

Weo trudged on, bending our heads
to the gale. It was. as a matter of fact,
almost impossible for us to face that
whirling hail of snowflakes. They
were hard and stinging, and they drove
1mto owr faces like fine sand, and every
now and again a great clond of snow
would be blown upon the road,
?)T_ot.hering us completely for the time

ing,

However, we stru
last we had travelled two miles. Then
Rodgers came to a halt. His head was
aching badly, snd it was very plucky
of him to undertake to direct uz to the
spot. But without him we should have
been rather helpless, so his inclusion in
the parly was necessary. The chauffeur
came to a stop and looked round him.

“1 think this was the place, sir,”

he said rather uncerlainly. ** Yes,
nst about here, sir,”

led on. until at

'
Nelson Lee regarded the man sharply.

L You think, Rogers?’ he repecated.
Are you not sure?”
““ Well, not absolutely, sir.”’ said the
man. ‘* You sece, this road looks all
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the same just hereabouts—the hedgces
are level, and there ain’'t many tirees.
And in this terrific smother of snow it's
hard for a man to distinguish where he

is. There ain’t no tracks on the road,
glet.lglpr; I didn’t expeot there would

*“T don’t think thero will be traces
anywhere,”” said Nelson Lee quietly.
‘“ These men undoubtedly made the
footprints at the time, but they were
probably smothered over by the wind
and snow within half an hour. It
would be a sheer waste of time to
search round looking for footprints.’

‘*“ Then—then what can we do, sir?”’
asked Levi desperately.

*1I don’t know yet, my boy. DBut we
must not bo hurried,” replied Nelson
Lee. ‘“ Come, Rodgemy, niake an
effort. Is this the spot where the cut-
rage took place?’

odgers looked
then shook his head.

*“No, I don't believe it 13, sir,”’ he
replied, at length. ‘I don’t reckon
we've come quite far enough; maybe
it's a hundreg yards further on.”

And so we trudged further, and thon
Rodgers once more came to a halt.
But even now there was no absolute
certainty in his tone when ho spoke.

“ This is - the Place, sir,”” he said.
‘“ Just about here.”’ _

The spot looked about the samo as

round again, and

the other place in the road—there was
no maternial difference. Snow lay
everywhere, the tops of the hedges

only just pec‘pini‘1 out of the drifts, and
there were no high trees or gateways
to mark any particular spot,

‘“ It’s like looking for a needle n a
haystack, old man,’” said Lord Dorri-
nmore. ‘I'm not surprised at the
chauffeur being wmuddled. With all
this snow about, an' in this storm, it
wasn't possible for him to remember
the place clearly. Moreover, he was o
bit dazed at the time.”

T was, sir,”’ admitted the chauffcur.
“1 didn’t rightly know where 1 was,
or what I was doing, and I can't
exactly say which is the right place,
sir, and that's the real truth.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“I thought as much,” ho said.
‘“ Then we might just as well give up
this scarch, Rodgers. It is quite use-
less for us to waste our time by iry-
ing to find a spot which even you do
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nol know. Wse must adopt other tac-
tics. What were these two men like,
Rodgers?”’ : I'

‘“'They were masked, sir, so I could
not see their faces very plain.”’

‘“ Were the upper portions of their
faces hidden, or the lower?’:

““ The upper portion sir.”’

“ Did either
moustache?’
“1 don't rightly remember, sir.”

““ How tall were they, or how

short?”’ f

“ They were just about alike, sir,”
said Rodgers. ‘° Aithough, maykte, one
was a bit on the, stoutish side.  They
was both dressed in long
mufflers, and slouch hats. There wasn't
nothing particular about either of them,
nothing that a man could remember by.”

“They were total strangers?”

- “ Why, .yes, sir.” . g

“ Did the men address Mr. Levi by
name?’

“ Yes, sir; but not until afier I had
called Mr. Levi,”” replied the chauflfeur.
““ So that don’t count anything.”

“ T think it does,”’ said Nelson Lee.
“J am quite sure, in fact, that these
men knew that the motor-car contained
My, Isaac Levi, and they ambushed
the car deliberately. It was not a
mere casual hold-up.”

“T don’t quite follow you, sir,
the chauffeur. |

““ T mean that these men knew the car
was coming” along at that certain time,
and they were there waiting in readi-
ness for it,”" said Nelson Lee grimly.
“Tt is not likely that two footpads
would wait on a lonely road like this

said

in the middle of the snowstorm for a|

car that might possibly come alonﬁ.
The chances are that no car would
appear during the whole day. . There-
fore, we may safely take it for granted
that these {wo men knew-—positively
knew—that the car would come, and
that leads us to another conclusion.”

“ Does it?"’ murmured Dorrie. “ I'm
frightfully dense; I can’t follow 1t.”
' ““Really, Dorrie, it is quite simple,”
said Nelson Lee. *‘The conclusion I
draw is this—these two men were not
‘strangerz in the district. = They had
been here for some time, and they
"knew that Mr. Levi.was arranging to
catch the train for London. It was a
‘deliberate plot to stop Mr. Levi's car
—not any chance car. It therefore

of the men possess a |

overcoats and :

stands to reason that the culprits know
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a %-.reat deal about our affairs at Tre-
gellis Castle. They are men who have
been "in this district. for some little
time. That stands to reasomn.”

“By gad!” said Dorrie. “‘I think"
you're right, old man.”

“It is not likely that there are many
strangers staying in this distriet at this
time of the year,” said Nelson Lee.
“We must inquire in the village, and
1t 1s just possible that we shall get
some Information concerning two
strange men who have been staying at
one of the local inns for a few days
past. Or perhaps the men rode in this
morning on bicycles, or on a car of
their 6wn, from a local town. It is a
matter which must be investigated “at
once. Having failed to get on thetrail
dlI‘EE"t, we must use diﬁﬁﬁﬁ-@?lﬁ&hbds

““ Hold on, s,ir!’f-interrupte'dlfR('}dgers
suddenly, ““I've just thought of some-
thing."”

“Well, what is it?’ asked Solomecn

- eagerly.

“You were talking about two men—
two strangers, sir,”’ said the chauffeur,
addressing Nelson Lee. *‘That put
something into my mind, and you're
right, sir! TI'll lay ten to one them two
men are tne culprits! Now I come to
think of it, they looked a bit like ’em
—one being thin and tall, and the
other a bit stoutish——"

“ Explain yourself, my man!” inter-
rupted Nelson Lee sharply.

““It’s this way, sir,” said Rodgers.
“Two or three days ago, when 1 came
to meet the train for Mr. Levi—when
he wasn't on 1it, I mean—I saw two
strangers there. They were gents from
London, I think. Anyhow, they got
talking to me, and they was real nice
to me.”” - -

Nelson Lee looked keen.

““Oh, indeed!”’ he exclaimed. “« And
what were these two strangers from
London like, Rodgers?’

“They was well dressed, sir; they
looked real gents!” said the chauffeur.

“Did they ask you any questions?"’ -

““I don’t know as they asked anything
particular, sir,”” said the chauffeur.
““ We talked about the country, and
about Tregellis Casile, and about things
like that; but the gents didn’t ask me
anything personal or private, as you
might say.”

“ Did they put up in the village?”’
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# Yes, sir; at the Blue Lion Inn.”

“* You are quite sure _cf this?”’

+ Certain, sir,”” said Rodgers. ‘' They
took me in and treated me to a drink,
.’

? »Oh, I understand!” said Nelson
Lee. °* Well, of course, these two gen-
ttemen may Le perfectly innocent of
the affair. It may be quite a coinci-
dence.”’ ' . .

1 ain't so sure about it, sir!’ said
Rodgere. 1 can think more clearly
now; my head ain’t so bad. 1 dare
say you know I went into the village
the first thing this morning, sir—to the
atation?”’

“Y was mot aware of
Rodgers,”’ said Nelson Lee.

‘“ Well, T did, sir—to fetch some neat

and thinia which had come down from-
y

London the firet train. I went in
tho two-scater, and 1 saw them two
men on my way back, just outside the
village.”

** Did they stop vou?’ asked Nelson
Lee quickly.

** Yes, sir.

We wore all listening ecagerly now
1o the chaufleur’s story.

*“*Yes, sir, they stopped 'me,” he
went on, ‘‘ and was very pleasant. They
acked me about the party—how we was
all getting on, and I remember par-
ticular now, sir, they ansked me when
Mr. Levi and Master Levi was leav-
ing.’

“ By my life!”’ said Solomon. ‘‘ They
asked that, did they? What did you
Sﬂy?"

" Well, young gent, I knew that your
father was going by the later morning
train,” gaid theo c.“"lauﬁ'eur. “I men-
tioned to them two genta that I 1as
bringing Mr. Levi out in the limousine
lo catch that train.”

" By gad!” said Lord Dorrimore.

**Yea, Dorrie, this is certainly very
significant,” said Nelson Iee, ‘' These
Lwo mon knew well beforehand that Mr.
Levi would he coming along in the car
at a certain time. We must certainly go
along {o the Blue Lion Inn, and inquire
abont these two mysterious strangers

who appear to bhe so interested in Mr.
8V1's movements.”

1 pulled the guv'nor aside.

" Yes, sir, it’s as clemr as daylight!’
I exclaimed in a low voice. * I hayven't
forgotien what took place last night on
the ice. Those two men who tried to
play 2 joke—or what we thought to be

that, -
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a joke—on Mr. Levi. I was quite cer-
tain that I recognisecd onc of them as
Webb, of DBannington. They tried to
kidnap Mr. Levi then, but failed, owing
to Falty butting into them. So they did
the trick this morning, guv’'nor, and I'll-
bet you anything you like 4{hat those
two men are Webb and Ryan!”
Nelson lL.ee nodded.

‘“ It looks remarkably like it, Nipper,”’
he said grimly.  Well, we will soon
have them by the heels, -1 fancy.”

““ Rather, sir!” I agreed. * They're
not professtonal crooks, or they wouldn’t
have left so many traces behind them.
They’'ve done the wholo thing in an
rmateurish way, and they’ll be a bit
surprisod when we get on the track 1in
next to no time. The main thing 1o do
now i3 to hurry along to the Blue
Lion!”

‘“ Exaclly,” said Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Come,
we must not waste another minute!”

And 60 we trudged on through the
driving snow, our hopes now running
high. Solomon Levi wasd looking excite
wnd cager, but he had a frown of
?nxicty upon his clean-cut, good-looking
ace.

“ Cheer up, Levi, my son!” said
Handforth, as wo haslened along.
‘“ Everything will be all sercne beforo
long. We shall find your pater, and
then—"" -

‘“I hope we do find him !’ exclaimed
Solomon fervently.

““Dear old boy, I quile realiso vour
frightful anxiety, an’ am shockin’ly
worried,” said Sir Montie. ¢ However,
ou can safely trust the matter to Mr.
Iv.,ee. He’s a marvel—he is, really!”

Solomon Levi nodded. |

¢ Yes, but I want to know what has
happened to my dad!" he said. '‘ We're
wasting so much timo that it might be
hours before we get to know anything
deflinite. By my life, if anything serious
has happened to mny father——"’

Solomon didn't finish his scntence;
but his §sis were clenched, and theve
was a grim look in his eye.

We continued our jourtey at a good
speed, and al last we came within sight
of the litile village. Almost at once wo
saw the pictwresque old inn which was
known as the Blue l.aon. It formed a
very charming picture, with its snow-
covered roof, and with wroaths of smoke
curling from its chlmneys. We all
stamped into the tiled hall., and were



28 THE NELSON

_met immedialely by -Mr. Denniss, tho

landlord.

LEE LIBRARY

4“1 gee,’’ eaid Nelson Lee, rubbing. hig
chin. '‘ How 13 tho old abbey recached,

‘“] am sorry lo trouble you, land-|landlord?’

lord, but I am hero to make a few
inquiries concerning the two gentlemcr:
who are at present staying with you,’
said Nelson Lee, after he had intro-
duced himself. *“I do not wish to alarm
you—"’

“ Lor’ sakes!"” cjoculated the land-
lord. ‘“ Be there anything wrong with
the two gents?”

“I cannot tell you exactly at this
moment, Mr. Denniss,” replied Nelson
Lee. “1 sincerely trust that your
guests are above suspicion. However,
we must make sure. I shall be obliged
if yvou will direot me to their silting-

."

room——

‘“ They're bolh out at
satd the landlord. ** They
since directly arter breakfast.
scen 'em all the morning.”

I oxchanged glances swith Doriie. This
picce of news was significant. The two
strangers at the Blue Lion had been out
all the morning!

‘““Wasg it usual for your guests to
arend a portion of thenr time away frem
tho hotel?"’ asked Nelson Lee.

“Why, yos, sir,” said the landlord.
:J'They was mostly out for hours cvery

ay.”

“Do vou know wheie they wenl (o

“That I don’t, sir, sccing that it
ain't none of my business,” said Mr.
Denniss. “ The genls was greally in-
teresled in the district—they come here
for Christinas, just to getl rest and quict-
ness. A rare nice patr they are, sir, and

prosent, gir,”’
ve Dbeooen out
I ain't

I can't understand unything being
wrong.”

‘“* Were they interested in any par-
ticular place?” inquired Lee.

“Well, I believe they was, sir.
They’ve shown a great hankerin’ to
have a look round the ruins of ihe old
abbey,”” said the landlord. ‘' Mebbe
they've been exploring  Lhere, sir!

:j['h?’re's no tolling what some gents will
0.
Nelson IL.ee looked Mr.

shar
ié

at Denniss
5‘»

Did these men inquire about any
ruins?”’ he asked.

“Well, yes, sir,” replied the other,
“Thoey did ask, now I come to think
of it. They scemed particularly in-
torested, althongh I think they mon-
tioned they wouldn’t go ncar the ruins

in this weather.”

L

]

“ Why, vou pass the turning on vour
way lo tho castle, sir,”” satd Mr. Den-
nis3. ‘‘ About two mile along this road,
on the left-hand side. Yecu'll find a
narrow little lane, and, if you keep tlo
that lane, you can’t miss the ruins.”

‘] am much obliged to you, Denniss,
for your information,’’ said Nelson Lce.
““Later on I will be with you again,
and I shali be able to thank you in a
moro malerial manner. It all depends
upon the success of our mission.”’

A minule or two later we¢ were out-
stdo the Blue Lion, and the snow was

bealing 1nto our faces wilh Dbilter
coldness.
‘“Do you think Mr. Levi has bhcon

taken to the abbey ruins, sir?”’ I in-
quired cagerly.

“1IT am fuirly certain of it, my lad,”
repliecd Nelson Lee. ' We will explore
tho place, at all evenls, and without
delay. By all appearances, the rascals
are nol exactlly finished in the ait of
concealing their (rail.”

It was not long beforo we were haslen-
ing—as much as it was possible to haslen
in the- snowslorin—back along the road
to the castle. And when we arrived at
the little sido lane, we found progress
was more difficult still.

However, we were determined (o find
Mr. Levi at the earliest possible moment,
and we trudged along through the
snow, kunoe deep, whilst here and there
we wore praclically buried in the drifls.
But we struggled on, and at last we
came within sight of the ruins.

“By George!” cxclaimed Handforth.
“ Here we are!”

“Not 80 loud, you
‘“ Those-men may be about
don’t want to give them any aiurm-—-—

“Begad!” mierrupted Sir Montlie,
grasping my armn. * Dear old boy, I
thought I saw somethin’ movin’! Yes!
Therc aro two men Just against the
ruins. Don’t you see, dear fellow?”’

Tregellis-West pointed, and we all
looked eagerly. Nelson I.ee had seen
oven before Montlie, and the guv’'nor
was alroady hurrying through the snow
at top specd. Dorrio was with him, and
together they broke into a run. We fol-
lowed a8 hard as we could go.

And just before we arrived, two
muflled-up figures broko away from the

ass!’ 1 said.
and we

»»
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ruing, and dashed at full speed across,to be highly incensed. Thoy cerlainly

the meadow, through the thick snow,
‘Tho enemy had spotted us, and had
taken flight. They were now flecing.
It was a chase, but only a short one.
'The two fugitives, obviously enough
were in a panic. They ran wildly, an
did not take any heed as to their direc-
{ion, and, before they had been running
far, they stumbled into a gully, which
looked perfectly level upon the suriace.
Before they knew it, however, they were
floundering over waist deep in snow,

Progress was out of the question, and
the men were overtaken before they
could even regain their equilibriom.
They turned at bay, but it was too late.
Nelson I.ee and Lord Dorrimore had
reized them, and, although the men
strugeled for a minute or two, the
wero quickly overpowered, for Hand-
forth and Co., Tomm lt\y’q'»’atae;cm, -and
'I'recgellis-West and I, all lent a2 hand.

And- as we had anticipated, the men
were Mr. Stanley Webb and Mr.
‘Hoaker J. Ryan.

“ You—you rotters!’ roared Hand-
forth. “ You kidnapping bounders!
You'll be shoved in prison for this—"'

** Retly, Handforth, I should prefer
to deal with these gentlemen, if you will
allow me 10! said Nelson Lee mildly.

Handforth turned red.

“ Sorry, sir!”’ he exclaimed.

But before Nelson Lee could speak,
Ryan and Webb bust forth.,

““ What—what is the meaning of this
outrage?”’ demanded Webh, his voice
hareh with alarm and anger. ** How
dare you Ireat us in this manner?”
“Bay, I reckon we’ve got as much
113ht here” as anybody elss !’ exclaimed
Ryan., “ We were just exploring the
rmng—--—>"

" Nevertheless, gentlemen, I'm afraid

I must detain you,” said Nelson Lee
calmly. ** And 1 should not advise you

lo mako any attempt to escape.”

“ They'd better try it—thal's
multered ITandforth.

Webh glared.

“You are going to detain us?’ he
demanded, * Wy’

' Becauso 1 have every. rcason to
beileve that you and your companion
are responstble for the kidnapping of
Mr. Iszac Levi,” replicd Nelson Lee.
"It would be better, perhaps, if you
confessed al once, and led us to the spot
where vou have concealed your victim !’

But the men bluetered and appeared

all!”

as

would not admit that thoy wero guilty;
and there was nothing very surprsing
in this. We had not expected for a
moment that they would confess to the
crime. But while we were taking care
of Mr. Ryan and Mr. Webb, Solomon
Levi, Dick Goodwin, and Reginald Pitt

had scparated themselves from the
party.
Solomon, seeinz that there wero

quite sufficient of us to deal with the
men, had suggested going straight to-
wards the ruins, for the Jewish boy.
gchrewdly suspected that his father had.
heen hidden away there. And Solomon
was cxtremely anxious. He did not
know what had happened lo his father,
and he was greatly perturbed.

Dick Goodwin went with him, and
Reginald Pitt decided to lend a hand.
They cutered the ruins, and it was not
long before they found a stone stairway
leading slraight down into the earth.

“By my life!"” exclaimed Y.evi, *“ Il
betcher ten to one that my dad is down
here!"

““ Ay, i1t’s quite likely—it is that!”’
seid Goodwin, nodding. ‘““This i3 a
champion placo for keeping a prisoner.”
They passed down the stairs as rapidly

possible, but speced could not be
attained, owing to the durkness, and the
stairs  were unfamiliar, an(i rather
treacherous, picces being broken away
hero and there. But at last the three
juniors reached the bottom; then they
%ound thomselves In a passage. And the
air hero was distinctly warm, and,
moreover, there was tho faint odour of
stale grease hovering about.

“ Candles!” said Ytt shrewdly. * A
candle has“been burning here just re-
cently. Who's got some matches?”’

Pilt struck one himself, and tho other
juniors did likewise. They went for-
ward, and beforo long they found a
stump of candle sticking to a little
ledge. This was illuminated, then, car-
1'3;m¥I the stump, the juniors proceeded
on their tour of investigation. -

They were all now thoroughly ex-
cited, and they rcalised that they wero
near thoe end of the chase. They in-
stinctively knew that they would come
acrcas Mr. Isasc Levi within a minule
or two.

But
silent,

Would My, Levi be well and active?

overything was silent—deathly
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g‘.'nuld he bo unconscious, or would he
C——-

Solomon was white with anxiety and
excitoment. He was the first to arrive
al a cornor in the passage.

“ Dad!’ he shouted.

Then the juniors wuaited, breathlessly.

‘“ Good boy, Solly!” came a calm, dis-

LEE LIBRARY

Woebb and Ryau being led into the old
ruin. I’itt burst upon the group hko a
whirlwind.

“It’'s all right, sir he
“Mr. Lovi i1s down below,
the dungcons !

“ Splendid!’’ said Nelson Lce.
oxactly as I expected.”

" shoulcd.

in one ol

" it 13

Pitt and several others had rushed
down the stairs, helter-skelter. The key
was obtained, and the prisoner was re-
leased. He cameo oul smiling and calm.

Tho alfair was over, and Wcbb and
Ryan had been defeated.

tinet voico from mnear by. ‘1 didn't
expect you quite so soon as thig!”
*“Llurrah!” roared Levi, rushing -for-
ward. '
“By gum, this
snouted Dick Goodwin.
They soon found themselves oulside
the dungeon; but the docr was locked,
and the key was not there.
“Are you all right, dad?’ asked

is champion!”

[} L} -

But Mr. Levt decided not {o prose-
cule. Now that the affair was over, ho

Lovi, . was rather amused. _ .
‘*“ Perfoctly all right, my boy.” Morcover, it was Christmas-time—a
‘““Oh, good!”’ suid Levi, ““ We'll rush | time of goodwill towards men. And

away and fetch the others.”

“It's all right—you ecan stop here!”’
said Pitt. “I'll go.”” And he sped off.|

“How did you manage it, Soliyv?”
ascsed Mr, Lovi, through the door.

I didn’t manage 1l, dad!” repliced
Tevi. ‘Tt was Mr. Lee who brought
us herc—Mr. Nelson Lee.

Meanwhile, Reginald Pitt had rushed
otut, and he was just in time to find

Webb and Ryan were allowed to go.

And Mr. Levi took the next train for
I.ondon, and he arrived in time to con-
duct the business which was so urgent.

With regard to the others, including
myself, we returned to Tregellis Castle,
thero to spond the remainder of our
holiday, enjoyably and comfortably.

Bul stirring times were to follow, when
once we got %nck to St. Frank's!

THE END.

OB R S DD BT IO
& TO MY READERS.

% A HAPPY CHRISTMAS TO ALL MY CHUMS. §

ERHAYS some of my chums think that Webb and Ryan were
too lightly dealt with by Mr, Levi in the above story.
With this opinion I would heartily agree had it happened

at any other time than at Christmas. . Nevertheless, because
mercy was shown the rascals, it does not condone their oflence.
With the exception of the chaufteur, no one suffered any harm,
and we may take it for granted that Mr. Levi handsomely
compensated his chaufleur for his Injury, which, however, was
not serious. |
The feeling of goodwill that makes us forget our enemies, that
prompts us to help others less fortunate than ourselves, that
brings laughter, contentment, and good cheer, this is real
happiness in keeping with the Festive Season-—a happiness I
wish to every one of you, my chums.
The New Year number will open with ¢ The Mystery of Banning- )
ton Grangel” .It is a magnificent yarn of strange happenings, @
? excitement, and humorous situations. THE EDITOR. >
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Thnllmg_ New Serlal of Brother and Sister Detecnves!
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INTRODUCTION.

LIN FLEET, a lad of fiftcen, wrongfuily accused
of stealing, loses his Jjob at @ motor garage. His
parents being dead, he lives with an unscrupu-
loits pair Enown as "Unele and Aunt Pawley, the
former being better acquainied with the thefts at
‘the garage than he would care to admit. Lin
meels a stranger in a grey swit, who takes an
wnterest in him, and the boy nicknames him
“ Mr. Mysterious,” The stranger employs
Lin on some dangerous missions ii order to
give the lad an opportunity of disploying his
detective abilities., - The most perilous and
mysterious of these adventures will be told in
the cnsuing ehapter,

(Now read on.)

i il g

The Groping Hand,

ND the dull blur of reflected light upon
the windows of the car vanished leav-
ing tke interior intensely dark. Twy-

- ford had smoked his pipe out or put
it. away, for not even its glow now broke the
velvety blackness, It was as dark, too, out.-
eide, and Lin thought that the driver must
have had the eyes of a cat, for he ran the
car on with but little slackenm" of speed
through that pitechy gloom.

They rounded a sharp curve with a joit
that tossed Lin out of his seat; and when
he picked himself up again tiie car had
stopped,

“Out here, Lin!" said Twyford,
the door and epringing from the car. ‘A,
¥ou have remembered the gpot weli, Cmbh
:’:fgig?r, that one visit of ours a fev nights

‘Once 1 ve took me bearings I don’t forget
‘em, guv'nor,’ responded the driver; uis
face a ha"ely perceptible pateh of lxghter
hue, as he leant from the fore part of the
car—which  was itself practically invisible,
being painted a peculiar grey that seemed

melt into the surrounding gloom a‘lld
become part of it.

And what's for me now, guymnor?”’ asked
the driver, as Twyford removed his over-
coat amd. threw it into the vehicle.

‘You will stay by the car, Crabb,” he
answered, ‘I ghall need no
of this boy here. If we are not back here
within 2 hour, you will know that we are

opening

i

help but that |

Muysterious Del‘ecl‘wes

-y

-ADVENTURE IN LONDON.

-if we fail here to-night!”’ he added,

A TALE OF DETECTIVE

 little likely to return at all—things will have

gone wrong with us.’

Lin heard the man called Crabb give a
gulp at that, as if he had a lump in his
throat, and click his teeth, like the enap
of a rat- trap.

‘“ And what'l I do if that ‘appens, guv'-
nor?’’ he asked, in a husky voice,
“Back to London with aIl speed, and

let Inspector Barrows know,’
ford.

" answered Twy-
‘““ Though it's little that he can do
in &
lower tone, as if to himself.

“ And if they come out, see the car
and try to rush it before I can get away,
what then, guv'nor?’” inquired the driver.

‘“ Then,” said Twyford, ‘‘ use your auto-

: -matic, as you would upon wolves or eavages

—for these men are little better. It is your
business to get away mth the car, if pos-
sible. and hack to tmvn

“And I will, guv'nor, if I don't
get dropped meself '’ said Crabb grimiy.
“Though I'd like a heap more to g0, with

you, sir, and see the thmg through!"’
" Impossible, my man,’ re:sponded Tw;-
ford. ‘‘Your place is hefe.’

He turned to the boy, waiting sﬂent eager,
and expectant eclose at hand.

“Now, Lin,” he said, ‘' keep in touch with
me, for ISIght will not help much in this
darkness. Speak only in a- whisper, if you
have to speak at all. And remember, what-
ever happens, if you get flurried and lose
your head, you double the danger.”

**You may trust me, sir,”’ 2aid Lin. And
he meant it—though he little knmew how his
nerve was to be tried in that night's work!

The car, Lin now saw, had been drawn up,
not in the lane itself, but in a little dell
forming a sort of bay, at the side.

It was rather less dark out in the lane,
beyond the ring of tall bushes that hemmed
this in. The drizzle had not ceased, but the
sky was somewhat clearer, and the wet,
sandy t{rack which formed the middle of the
lane or avenue shone light, Ilike the surface

Twyford avoided this, where a moving
figure might have been too conspicuous to
a keen watcher, and kept to the grasgy
track at the side, where the shadow of the

tall hedgerow fel!
my footetepe, Lin,” he

“ Keep close in
said, in a whisper over his shoulder, when

of a stream.
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they bhad gone a few yards down the lane.
““There 19 -a deep Dblack ditch on Yyour
left. Take care. A plunge into that would
be a bad start for our little stunt to-night!"
- And he Igughed soffly; as though they
were merely out for a bit of amateur poach-
ing, or treacling for moths!

But Lin could hear the gurgle of the water
in the deep diteh at his side, and having
no faney for a esideslip headlong into it,
picked his way cautiously in the track of
his guide. But this was not easy, for Twy-
ford, as though he possessed a cat’s alleged
power of seeing in the dark, or guided him-
gelf by a kind. of instinct, moved with a
rapid, assured stride that was rather diffi-
cult to keep up with.

But they had not far to go.
came to an abrupt end at a high brick
wall with a pair of very tall, rusty iron
gates.

Beyond loomed the black shape of a great,
rambling house. It was entirely dark. Not
a light shone from any of ite' windows.
Twyford stopped, still keeping in the shadow
of the rank hedge, which grew right up to
the wall. :

“Creep up and peep through the gates,
Lin,” he said, ** Tell me if you can see a
emall motor-car anywhere within there.”

Lin stole to the gates, and stooping, peered
between the rusty bars. In a few moments
he returned to Twyford, and said:

““Yes, sir, there is a little car standing
by the steps in front of the house, It's a
ciosed car, and there is something white,
like a handkerchief, I fancy, hanging on the
steering-wheel.”’ .

‘““Her car, and the signal we arranged,”
murmured Twyford to himself, with a pass-
ing tremor of emotion. *‘That means she
is here—actually within that house, and
alone, playing her daring part! Now for
mine!”’ | .

He furned to Lin. '

““ The gates are not locked, I see,”” he
said, ‘‘but. we will not use them, Lin; iron
gates are noisy things to -deal- with. Over
the wall where those bushes top it—that's
our way. Stop! I will go first. When
vou reach the top don’t sit up—your figure
might show. Lie flat and roll off. I'li
see that you break no bhones.”

He backed a few paces and ran lightly
at the wall. There was a slight rustling
eound; then his voice, from the other side,
softly called, *““ Now!”

The wall was about twelve feet high—an
awkward climb in the darkness. :

Lin scrambled up with the aid of the
bushes, and, lying for a moment flat upon
the top, rolled offi and dropped into space,
ag it seemed. DBut Twydord's strong arms
were there to receive him, and he landed
on his feet with scarce a sound.

“Good!"” said Twyford, in the low under-
tone he had used throughout. °‘‘Stick to me,
Lin. That lawn is probably wired, and we
have only a narrow margin, As for the
path—we might as well have come with a
drum and a couple of lighted torches, as
venture on that!”

The avenue |

“sashes and push

| with a slight show of hesitation.

L

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

The path, or drive, led straight up to the
dark portico of the house, cutting the ragged,
ill-kept- lawn in two. A watery moon, in
ite last quarter, was now. showing through
the curtain of drifting cloud. Its rays were -
feeble, but enough to flood lawn and drive
with- a shimmer of wan, misty light.

Twyford led off into a narrow, weed-grown
path, which ran ‘through a veritable jungle
of bushes, that had once, no doubt, been a
well-kept shrubbery. This brought them to a
paved passage, or courtyard, at the side of
the house. Here he stopped, and pointing
upward to where a dense growth of ivy
mantled the wall of the house, said:

“ There is a small window up there, Lin;
a climb of about twenty feet, but not diffi-
cult, because that strong old ivy is almest
as good as a ladder to a light-weight like
you. You will probably find the window
fastened. If so, just slip this between the
( the catch back. Then
slide the sash up with as little nocise as
%:aossib‘;e-, and drop inside quietly on your
, loeﬁ.l‘!‘ _

He took from his pocket a roll of baize
that seemed to contain a number of curious
little tools, and selecting a thin, flat strip
of steel, gave it to Lin. The boy took it
Suddenly
a wave of repugnance came over him. There
was something about this midnight exploit
that went badly against the grain! '

“I—I don’t much care about it, sir,” he
whispered. ““It is awfully like—like—"

“ Burglary? No doubt,”” said Mr.
Mysterious drily; ‘““and the rest .of this job
will look rather more so, I fancy. But it
is not too late; you can go back and wait
with the car.” .

Then it flashed upon Lin that his strange
employer might think his nerve .had gone
staky—that he was afraid! That settled
it- for Lin Fleet! |

““No, sir, I don't want to go back.
ready to do what you want,”” he said.

“Then listen,” said Twyford. *“ When
inside, you will find yourseif on a emall
landing at the top of a flight of stairs. It
will all be very dark, and you must guide
yourself by touch of hand. At the bottofr
of the stairs you will come to a small
stone lobby, and on your left will be a
door; that door you cam see there, among
he ivy.” |

He pointed to a small door, half-hidden
_by-“the tangle of ivy, at the foot of the
wall. 5 | ‘

“ It is sure to be bolted, top and bottom,”
he continued, *“and the bolts will be badly
rusted, I suspect; fer the ivy shows that
the door has heen lonz disused. Take this
—he gave Lin a small oilcan—‘and pump
plenty of oil into the slides and sockets of
the.bolts 'beforq you try to move them. - Also
squirt plenty into the lock—although you
can do nothing with that, as the key -is
gone. When you have the bolts clear, rap
upon “the door twice, gently—I shall hear.
Now you quite understand what you have ‘to

(Continued on page iii of cover.)
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do? Good! Work quickly, but don’t get
flurried. -~ That might be fatal! Now make
a start.” }

Lin stowed the oil-can and the strip of
steel in his pocket, and began to climb the
ancient growth of ivy. |

Light and agile as he was, it was mnot
a very difficult climb, for the gnarled stems
and branches, stout with the growth of
many years, and <rossed and criss-crossed
in every direction, served. very well as a
ladder. Lin might even have enjoyed it,
if the whole business hadn’t savoured so
much of Bill Sikes, and the late Charlie
Peace! -

His repugnance returned in force when he
thought of that.

- But he had given his promise, and he
‘meant seeing the thing through now. And
besides, the spirit of adventure was beginning
to lay hold of him. There was mystery in
the coming exploit, and that had a power-
ful charm for the imaginative lad. There
was unknown danger, too; but. that only
spiced it for him. - He was not troubled by
any sense of fear. |

A pleasing glow of excitement thrilled in
his veins. But he was cool and clear-headed.
This time,' he vowed, he would not get
flurried and bungle his work, |

He reached the sill of the little window
without mishap. -~

Parting the ivy, and peering through the
dusty panes, he saw that, as Mr. Mysterious
had foreseen, it was fastened. DBut that
piece of - thin steel, slipped between the
eashes, soon did the business. Then, with a
cautious hand, he raised the lower sash. A
pitehy-dark void appeared beyond; but with-

out hesitation he c¢limbed in, and IoweredL

himself until his toe-tips felt the floor be-
neath him,

For a moment or so he hesitated to move.
It was very dark in there, and he hardly

wished to find that staircase by a head-iongL

plunge from top to bottom.

‘moon flooded eorridor and stairs with

- question,

But, as suddenly as though a blind hadl

1;1een raised, the place grew lighter, as a
!éhaf-t. of moonlight came through the win-
tUW- It lasted but a few seconds, then
bhff flying scud hid the moon again. But
rief as it was, Lin got a glimpse of his
surroundings,

twglir:a?e irg 4 NArrow ,(:,iorridori About ten or
et away, an X ’ '

‘thf_z e y, a exactly opposite to
3_1?&(1 of a staircase, leading downward, On
1§ Tight, and only a few feet from him,
v.iss a closed door., From under its lower
€dge shone a thin line of lamplight; and he

could distinctly hear beyond the muffled
sound of men’s voices. ’

MI;,? I:‘]‘gg]élngv%{lninlg not to linger there! At
one emerge e door msg*ht_openl and some-
Keeping along -the other “wall, h
: g , , he crept
;}2}‘5%1@561)’ towards the staircase. He hgd
o= “’"rl 3' reached it—amother stéep, and he
i have began to descend, ‘when he

at his back, he could see tnher

again flooded with pale moonlight.

hezztrd the stairs ercak under a heavy tread, |

i

and knew that someone was actually com-
ing up that very flight! Two people! For
the first spoke—it was a man’s voice, harsh
and guttural, with a foreign accent—as if
over his shoulder to someone who followed
him at a little distance. -

They carried no light. The boy's sole
chance lay in that. They might gaes him
in the intense darkness. Then suddenly the
an-
other burst of fitful light!

It lasted scarcely longer than a flicker of
summer lightning; but Lin knew that it musg
have brought out his figure sharp and black
against the shaft of rays from the window.
He held his breath, expecting some exclama-
tion from below!

But none came! He marvelled at that;
for in that brief flicker of light he had
seen down the staircase clearly enough, and
there was a man, a tall man with a big
grey beard, more than halfway up—near
enough to have seen bhim plainly!

But if he had, the man gave no sign. He
continued to mount the stairs slowly, hold-
ing the handrail which was flxed to the wall
on one side, and breathing heavily, as though
the ascent tried his wind. But whether
he had been eeen or not, Lin knew that he
was in a desperate plight. Detection seemed
certain—a matter of moments!

Yet he kept cool, and weighed his slender
chances with a clear head, and thoughts
as swift as the flying moments. - ‘

Escape by the window was out of the
He had no time to reach it and
open it again. For by Twyford's orders
he had closed it as before, that it might
tell no tales. - '

- No; he had just one chance—to lie close,
and trust that the man, and whoever fol-
lowed, might pass him while the spell of
friendly darkness lasted. |

He crept to the wall, and pressed himself
closely against it, crouching low and holding
his breath for dear life., The tall, bearded
man mounted the last stair, and, as the
handrail ended there, Lin hoped that he
would move farther from that side.

But to his dismay the man kept near the
wall, as if to guide himself along it by
touch of hand. This brought him so elcse
to the crouching boy, that his hand actually
hrushed Lin’s cap, and startled him jnto a
slight, eharp movement. - -

‘““ Ah! What was that?"’ -ejaculated the
man. ‘I swear my hand touched eomething
living and warm!”

He recoiled. Just them the place was
0 Lin saw
the glitter of steel in his hand! -

It was a woman's voice that answered
him, with a little hard. laugh:

‘““ A rat—mothing bigger! Ha, ha! Yon
seem to have lost your nmerve with your eye-
sight, Herr Sapt! Ridiculous! Put that
arcat knife away. A valiant warrior, to
draw steel upon, a rat!”

(To be continued.)
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