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The Battle of gt
~ Spinney Coltage. yjzx

The famous juniors of St. Frank'’s
are enjoying a caravan holiday in the
country. Their many and varied
experiences off the beaten track have
been the main feature of these fasci-
nating series of stories. Adventures,
at times amusing, at other times
- - breathlessly exciting, come their way
unexpectedly as they roam from place to place, camping here one day and some-
where else the next. In the present story, they find themselves encamped on land
belonging to the Earl of Bushwick, an amusing new character whose pet hobby is gar-
dening, of which, however, in spite of his enthusiasm, he knows very little. The
ear! -himself is not reaily a bad sort. It is Mr. Ratley, the noble lord’s estate
manager, who has earned for himself the bitter hate of the tenants on the estate.
A particularly hal case of one of the cottagers is discovered by the jumiors. A
coftage is burnt down, and the inmates—a poor man, and his wife and children
—seek shelter in an empty cottage near by. Simon Ratley tries to turn them out,
and would have succeeded but for the intervention of the juniors. War is then
declared on the heartless and inhuman estate manager. How the juniors fight for
the oppressed tenants of Bushwick estate is admirably told in the moving story

“bhelow. |
THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER 1.
AT BUSHWICK CASTLE.

HE EARL OF BUSHWICK snorted.
“ Gibbons,” he observed fiercely,
““is an absolute idiot!”

And, having made this serious
nllegation concerning the absent Mr. Gibbons,
the Earl of Bushwick proceeded {o murder
4 particularly portly slug with a kind of
fiendish relish,

Slugs aad Yord Bushwick were deadly
easmien,

During the past half-hour his lordship hua
executed no less than fifteen slugs of various
colour and size. And he was feeling slightly
victorious. This warfare was a daily habit.

The first thing in the morning, it was the
earl’s custom to sally forth, eager and _
grimly prepared for the fray, with patent
sprays. syringes, and various other death-
dealing implements. And slugs were not the
only victims of Lord Bushwick’'s vendetta.

Caterpillars had a fairly ghastly time of
it when his lordship got on their trail. As
for eveen fly, thesc helpless creatures fairly
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shivered with terror as soon as the enemy
appeared. Vainly they attempted to hide
thiemselves on the underside of the rose-
leaves, - Lord Eushwick was merciless; he
gave no quarter. Greeu flies fell in regi-
ments when he sounded the bugle for battle.

“ 1t amazes me,”” said Lord Bushwick, ad-
dressing his remarks to a friendly hollyhock
which wodded in the afternoon breeze. *‘It
amazes me that a man can be such an in-
fernal dolt! Gibbons is supposed to be my
head gardener, by gad! He knows nothing!
tHle’s a born fool!"

The unfortunate Mr. Gibbons, in the mean-
time, was busily pruning some bushes on the
other side of the lawn—quite unconscious of
the acid remarks which Lord Bushwick was
making to the hollyhock.

'The flower-gardens of Bushwick Castle
were looking particularly gay and fresh in
the brilliant sunlight of the early June day.

-

Velvety lawns stretched out in stately
bheauty. Rose trees adorned the borders,
bearing exquizite blossoms. Flowers of

every description made a picture of sur-
paseing glory.

The only blot on the landscape,
speak, was Lord Bushwick himself.

Ille was an elderly 1an, shost-sighted,
wearing big spectacles,
dilapidated pair of trousers, a ragged alpaca
coat, and a straw hat that looked in imme-
. diate peril of falling to pieces. ‘

Lady Bushwick had long since given up
all hope of getting her busband into respect-
uble. ubits—habits that. were befitting to a
man who owned a somewhat large slab of
1lie ¢ounty of Hampshire. It was u constant
source of worry to her ladyship that the
¢arl insisted upon going about his lovely
- gardens, looking for all the world like a
-. gtray tramp. .

The owner of this fair domain was quite
unconscious of his own incongruous appear-
His interest lay entirely with the
gardens: = le lived for them. He and his
flowers were all that mattered in the world.
On the various occasions when he had
been questioned on the subject of attire,
- Lord Bushwick had irritably declared that
if lie couldn’'t go about as he liked in his
own garden, what could he do? What did
it mnatter? Everybody knew him. And no
sane person could possibly perform garden-
ing with any measure of success attired in
a frock coat and top hat, or some such
preposterous get up.

So Lord Bushwick pottered along in his
own way, serenely content on sunny days,
and moxrose aund petulant on rainy days. If
1t ever happened that a spell of really
wet weather settled over the county, the
earl roved aimlessly about the big castle,
Jike a child without its toys.

On these terrible occasions, his lordship’s
oply consolation was to pay dashing visits
through the rain to his beloved greenhouses
—where he would spend hours interfering
with the grape-vines, with the melons, and
tiie tomatoes. Gibbons wads always in a
copstant state of fear lest his noble master

so to

He was attired in a
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should do irreparable dumage to the preciouy
plants. - 2

For if such a disaster as this did happen,
it was Gibbons who always got the blame.
The position of head gardener to the Earl
of Bushwick was not an ideal one. ITis
lordship was an enthusiastic amateur
horticulturist, but his kuowledge of gropes
and melons was precarious. ™~

Just at present Lord Bushwick was Iiviug-"j
to the full. The weather had lasted for
over a week now, and seemed likely to be
prolonged. Aud the castle gardens were a
serene picture. _

To the earl’s intense satisfaction, his time
was practically his own., Lady Bushwick
had npno house-party bothering
though the earl looked forward with fear
and trepidation to the future. Before long
there would be house-parties galore, with
all sorts of ridiculous pcople wanting to go
on ridiculous motor-drives, or some such
absurdity.

This, of course, meant that his lordship
would have to tear himself away from his
beloved garden. For the word of the
countess was law. She allowed her husband
to do pretty much as lie liked when there
were no guests. But at other times he was
in much the same position as an unwilling
child. He . had to d¢ as he was told, whether
he liked it or not. |

The estates were vast.

They stretched -out for miles in every
direction—fair, wooded parkland, flourizhing
farms, and many whole viilages. The yearly.
income from the Bushwick estates amounted
to a formidable sum. 1lis lordship was not
one of those unfortunate lund-owners whose
income had dwindled to a mere pittance.

But when it came to mawvaging the pro-
perty Lord Bushwick was like an infant.

Everything was in the hands of Mr. Siinon
Ratley, the steward of the estate.  Mr.
Ratley was the real head of affairs—in a way
of speaking, he was the king of the castle.

His word was law. Tenants who wished
to communicate with their landlord always

approached Mr. Simon Ratley,. Game-
keepers who required instructions and so
forth always went to Mr. Simon Ratley.

He was IT—he was the Big Noise of the
Bushwick estates.

The earl was, to all intenuts and purposes,
a mere nonentity. lle uever interfered with
the management of liis property. le trusted
Ratley implicitly, and never made any in-
quiries. As for lookiug up the accounts at
the end of each quarter or half-year, his
lordship never thought of doing anything so
preposterous. as this! It was a task which
was quite beyond his powers.

Not that the Earl of Bushwick was a fool,
On the contrary, he was exceedingly keen,
intelligent, and. sharp-witted. But he had
utterly no business - ability; and for this

reason he placed all his .affairs regarding

the estate
manager. v,

Mr. Ratley was capable—excecedingly so,
Nobody could deny that. He ruled the Bush-

in the hands of a capable

about—al- .
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absolute success ang
In his able hands there

wick domain with
business acuinen.

. was pever any hitch of any kind. He was
amazingly efficient. ‘
As for Lady Bushwick, she was too

wrapped up in her own affairs to pay any
- attention whatever to business. She only
knew that the DBushwick income was as
large as ever—and probably larger. This
in itself proved that everything was going
well, and Mr. Simon Ratley was allowed
to have his own sweet way.

The castle itself and the surrounding
-~ villages and isolated farms were as apart as
- the Poles. The lord and lady of the manor
knew absolutely nothing of what went on
around them—even in the village of Market
Bushwick, which nestled in the hollow, only
a mile away.
~ Echoes of certain happenings in DMarket
Bushwick aud other parts of the neighbour-
hood sometimes penetrated to the servants’
hall. But never did they rcach the ears of
Tord and Lady Bushwick themselves. They
lived in a world apart. So they heard none
of the murmurings of discontent which were
growing ever louder and louder throughout
the whole district.,

Mr. Ratley heard
them. ,

For he was the autocrat of the estate; his
word was final., He was a kind of feudal
chieftain, who saw that all his commands
were carried out to the letter, irrespective
of their injustice or harsliness.

Such was the condition of affairs on this
sunny June afternoon.

i And his lordsbip, pottering awmong his
flowers, lived on peacefully, unaware of the
gathering storm. JYeor, without a doubt, a
storm was gathering. It had taken years
to rise from the horizon, but now it was
looming nearer and nearer to the zenith—
liable to break at the slightest provocation.

Some will say that Lord Bushwick himself
was to blame for all the unjust things that
went on in his fair possessions, But this was
“not so. A more harmless man than Lord
Bushwick did not exist. The blame rested
entirely upon the shoulders of Mr. Simon
Ratley, who, in addition to being amazingly
- efticient, was amazingly unécrupulous.

“1 regret having to trouble you, your
lordship, but 1 should welcome a few words.
The matter is important.”

Lord Bushwick was aware of the fact that
somebody was speaking in his rear. Mr.
Simon Ratley had come up, unheard, across
. the carpet-like lawn. And Mr. Ratley had
~addressed his remarks to the seat of his
lordship’s trousers; for, at the moment, the
earl was bending low over the flower-bed,
searching diligently for further victiins.

‘“Eh? What's that? What's that?”

His lordship assumed an upright position,
“-bearing a few unfortunate ants between
. his fingers. Insects of all descriptions were
fair game. And his lordship was also look-
ing impatient. He peered at the newcomer

:;hroilgh his spectacles, and then waved his
1and. -

them—and dealt with

/
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“ o away ! he said severely.

“1 am sorry to disturb you, ycur lovd
ship——-"' -

“Go away ! reneated the earl. ¢ Bless my
soul! Can't you see that I'm busy? 1 refuse

to discuss business affairs while I am iu
my. garden! Business  and  gardening
caunot possibly  combine. Like oil and
water they——  Upon my soul! That re-

minds me—that idiot of a Gibbons hasn't
watered the cucumberz!"

His lordship looked quite startled at this
ghastly thought.

“I shall only detain you for a fow .
momeats, your lordship,” said Ratley. 1
would defer the matter until a raore suit-
able opportunity, but 1 regret that it is oot
possible

The earl
pleadingly.

“Why dao you hother me, Ratley?’ be
azked. “Why do you act in this absurd
way? Good gracious! Can't 1 have a little
peace among my flowers? DMust you come
here, talking about your ridiculous busineas
affairs? I must be firtm, [ will not have—-
Bless my soul!"

Lord Bushwick broke off abruptly, and
fixed a forty horse-powsr gaze upon the
leaves of a neighbouring rose tree. About six
unfortunate green flies crouched back in
terror. They attempted to flee, but death
vvertook them—swift, sudden death in the
shape of his lordship’s thumb.

“ JTufernal things«!" said Lord Bushwick,
gazing at the remaius. *“ Green flies, Ratley,
are nothing more nor less than a pest! Do
you hear me, sir? A pestilence! And Gibbous
is not much better!"

: =3
looked at his steward almost

Mr. Ratley didn’t move. He was qgaibe
accustomed to this sort of thing. He
never approached Lord EBushwick at such

inopportune times as these unless the matter
was of the utmost importance; for he knew
very well that it was a well-nigh hopeless
task to gain the earl’s undivided attention.
Sitnon Ratley was a big wman, attired in
breeches and gaiters, aud hiz face was power-
ful and forbidding. His eyes were rather
small, peering out fromn beneath bushy
brows. His clothing was of the most expeu-
sive Kind, and he was obviously a gentleman
by educatiou. He was a blackguard by
nature. ;
“I only wish to 3ay a few words,” ha
began again, 3
“* This—this 13 intolerable!” exclaimed the
earl bitterly. *“*Even at such a time as this
I caonot escape your infernal impudence’
Well, Ratley—well? Go on! What is il.Y
What is it?"
“The Spinney Cottage, just dowun the
lane "
“ Never heard of it!"” snapped his lordship.
“It is quite a small, isolated cottage,
vour lordship, and at the moment it happens
to be empby,’” said Mr. Ratley. At least,
it was empty until this morning.” . s
“Then why on earth do you come bother-
ing me?"” demanded his lordship. ¢ If there
i5 a teuant for the placz, all well and good?
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You can go away, Ratley. And in future
kindly remember that I only discuss business
with you at appropriate times! Kindly find
Gibbons, and send him here at once!”

AMr. Ratley didn’t move.

“1'm afraid you have not grasped my
meaning, your lordship,” he said patiently.
““ These people have taken possession of the
Spinney Cottage without 1y authority.
They have literally forced their way in, and
rcfuse to leave.”

His lordship’s gaze was wanderiog dreamily
to another rose tree.

‘“Bees,” lie observed, ‘' are harmless
ereatures, I have bheen told., But I don’t
like them bothering about with my roses!
Shoo, shico! Go away, vou little pest! Go
away!”

“* I desire to know, your lordship, if these
people are to be allowed to maintain their
unauthoriscd possession,” sald Mr., - Ratley.
“You may rememnber that some schoolboys
saw you thiz morning? It was they who
started this .outrageous affair.”

*“ 01 course,”” said Lord Bushwick absently,
“I've no doubt that bees do a great deal of
good Thliey are, in fact, a matter of sheer
necessity when it cowmes to cultivating a
perfect -garden.
disconcerting when smelling a rose to sud-
denly find a bee buzzing round one’s head.
Decidedly unpleasant!”

‘“ About the Spinney Cottage—"’

“0Oh, yes—oh, yes!” said his
roming to earth. “The Spinney Cottage?
Abh, a quaint little place, Ratley! So it
appears that vou have secured o tenaunt at
last?  Splendid—splendid !’

“These people have tuken unauthorised
hossession—-=""

“That’s

“ Indeed!"”’ said Lord Bushwick.
bad! But why on carth do you come to me?
Must I manage the estate

lordship,

(Good gracious!
for you? Why do I pay You a salary? If you
don’t like these people, turn them out!
Don't bother me, Ratley!”

“ T thought it just as well, in these special
circumstances, to approach you in the
matter, your lordship,” said the steward.
“These boys have tuken possession of the
cottage in crder to shelter a pauper family
who were foolish enough to allow their own
cottage to be burnt down.”

‘“ Absurd!” said the earl.  Quite absurd!
If people choose to burn their houses down,
they surcly cau’t expect me to provide them
with substitutes? [ dou't know anything
about this matter, Ratley—I don’t want to
know! Deal with it yourself! And as for
Gibbons, I cannot possibly understand what
the man does! lle spends half of his time
away from these gardens! MHe neglects his
work shockingly!” .

This was rather unfair upon Gibbons, who
had .been working hard on the other side of
the lawn ever since early morning, with only

a brief interval for dinner. 1lis lerdship
was always losing Gibbouns. |

“Then I have your f{ull authority to
ﬂl:t 2

Y Good gracious me!” said Lord Bushwick.

At the same timne, it is most |
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“ Are yow still there? Will you leave me in
peace, man? Will you go away? I absolutely
insist—— You want my authority, eh? Oh,
certainly—certainly! Do as you like! Do
just as you like; but Gon’t bother me! Now,
carwigs——" =~

His lordship paunsed for a moment to de-
capitate an unwary snail whichh had very
foolishly emerged from its shell, and had
appeared glidingly, in the leisurely fashion
of all snails, from beneath a c¢lump of
flowers. Mr. Ratley took the opportunity to
walk away across the lawn,

‘““Earwigs are the bane of a man's existe
ence,” continuned Lord Bu:shwick. * The in-
fernal things get into every conceivabie
spot! It is decidedly annoyving to find an
earwig—— Eh? You werc tulking about the
Spinney Cottage, I believe? Confound you,
Ratley, why don’t you—— Oh! The idiot’s
gone!” e went on, gazing at the steward’s
retreating form. < Splendid! Now perhaps
I shall get some peace!” ‘

But if the Earl got some peace, the long-
suffering Mr. Gibbons didn't. For the head
gardener was unwise enough to appear in
full view at the moment. Lord Bushwick
pounced upon him in very much the same
manper as he was accustomed to pounce
upon a slug. And Gibbons listened unmoved
throughout a long tirade concerning insects
in general. .

From his lordship’s tone, one might have
supposed that Gibbons deliberately imported
armics and armies of insects into the castle
gardens. But Qibbons was well aecustomed
to this sort of thing, and he listened with
perfect indifference, procceding with his work
all the time. .

And Lord Bushwick, having let off
sufficient steam for the time heing, wandered
off to fresh battlefields, his ecye agleam
for new victims.

CHAPTER 1I.
CHAMPIONS OF THE OPPRESSED!

« TRICTLY speaking, we
ought to be on the
road—making tracks
for St. Frank’s,” 1

remarked thoughtfully,

‘“ Still, if we get a move on

_ within a day or two we shall

just manage to drop in 1or the beginning

of the new term.”

“1 wouldn’t leave this valley for worlds,'
declared Edward Oswald Handforth.

Archie Glenthorne nodded. :

“1 must remark, laddie, that T agree,”
he said. **1 mean to. say, this Ratley
chappie is nothing more mnor less than an
excrescence-—a kind of poisonous growth
upon the fair face of the good old land!

Broadly speaking, 1 don’t generally approve

of slaughter, but in this case it seems %o

be the only dashed thing!” T

““We won't go so far as that, Archie,” 1
smiled. '" All we want to do is to sho.up

Mr. Simon Ratley in hisz true colours. As

soon as Lord Bushwick knows what kind of
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f man Le is, he'll get the bird., Ratley won't
-Paé:t five minutes after his lordship kunows
the truth.”

Handforth grunted.

“Do you mean to say fhe earl doesn't
know now?" he asked.

““* Of course he doean't.” ~

““ And yet he's the lord of the manor!”
gaid Handy.

‘““He's the lord of the manor, hut 1'll
guarantee he doesn't know a thing ahout
what goes on over his estates,”” I replied.
““ He's so caten up with his garden that Lc
Jeaves everything to this bullying overseer —
this king of the castle. 8o we're going to
bring about a change."

‘“ Rather!" agreed Reggie Pitt.

There were about six of us lolling in the
grass just in frout of the four comfortuhle
caravans. These latter were drawn up »n
the smooth grass, hordering the dusty coun-
try lane. We had just finished a rather late
luncheon, and Fat-t_;' Little was bustling
about, clearing up. 1In his capacity as chief
cook of the party, ¥atty was busy from
morning ftill night. But &0 long as he was
dealing with food, ard things appertaining
to food, he was happy. Such work was a
pleasure.

We were all attired wnore or less carelessly
—all, that is, with the single exception of
Archie Glenthorne. W¢ wore light shoes,
comfortuble grey flannel yrousers, ericket
shirts open at the neck, and straw hats. We
didn’t look particularly smart, Archie, on
the other hand, was a duzzling picture of

splendour. Ile insisted upon going about
attired in spotless white flappels, white
boots, and silken shirts. He mayv have

looked a picture, but I'll L2t he wasn't halt
as comfortable as the rest of us.

But what did we care, anyway”

‘There were sixteen of us in the party
~all  juniors of St. Trauvk's, and all
Removites excepting Willy HWandforth, wlo
was in the Third, We had bren carsvanniug
during the Whitsun holidays—which, by the
way, were practically at an end. In a day
or two we should have to present orrselves
at school for the new term,

" We had been having a fine time, and had
enjoyed our tour immensely. Jogging along
the highway, we had encountei¢d nummerous
minor adventures, and the simple life had
heen one long round of pleasure. Ths coun-
try was looking at its best—{fresh, green, and
delightfully attractive. -

_And our camping spot at the momer* was
the most glorious of all. 1t was sitnated
on the Bushwick estate, with fair parklands
rolling away into the distance, with a
wonderful stream winding its leisurely course
through the valley, with willows gracefully
adorning the banks, and with poppy-laden
ineadows on_all sidas. The sun shone, and
the air ‘was™filled with the qtivering hum of

Insects. '

A more peaceful scene could scarcely be
imagined.

~ But it has been truthfully sald that

appearances -are very deceptive. And this

]
'
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{ authorised possession.

Sizzzzz !

Another spray of green-fAy exte?-
minator went on its way.

‘“ Infornal things !’ said Lord
Bushwick, wunconscious of Willy's
presence. ' A good thunderstorm,
and these confounded things would |
die by the hundred! 1 shall hava to
see about it ! "’

-

scene waz nob likely to be very peaceful for
loug.  War had heen declared, in fact, and
there was every prospect of an early baktt

And this battle wouid he pitched betywyin
the caravan party, and Simon Ratley i
his subordinates, Exaet!y how we had ¢onie

in‘c‘:mtnqt with the bullving steward «as
(quite an interesting little story.
We Liad eamped on this spot the previe.

night—and it seemed that providence had
prompted us to do so. For we had. scen
A giare in the sky. We had found a
thatchied cottuge burning, with the inmates
fast asleep and unaware of the disaster.
Only by strepuous etforts had we rescuod
them.

Lhey proved to be a young married woman,
a Mrs, Grant, and ker two tiny children.
They were alone, for Mr, Girant was workiag
in Ureat Winstead, a fairish town about
four miles away,

“Well, we had managed to salve a good
deal ol the furniture, too—though the cot-
tage itself was burned to a mere Lheap of
ashez,  After spending the night in one of
our caravans, which we had placed com-
pletely at her disposal, Mrs, Grant and her
children had heen astonished to find that we
had placed the rescued furniture in the
Spinney Cottage, which was on the Busl-
wick estate,

We had found the cottage quite empty, in
good condtbion, and open to the world, So
we had considered ourselves justified, under
the extenuating circumstances, in taking uu-
We felt that a mere
word of explanation would suffice, when the
owner got to know,

But, at that time

) , W& kuodw nothlng of
Me. Simen Ratley, -



He had come along soon after Mrs. Grant
had been installed. In the most brutal,
bullying way, he had ordered her to clear
out. He had acted like a blackguard, and
we had ducked him in the pond. That was
the formal declaration of war.

And it turned out, that Ratley wasn’t the
owner at all—but merely the agent. Several
of us had gone up to the castle to interview
Lord Bushwick, But, although we had met
his lordship, we had becen unable to get any-
thing out of him except flowers. And her
ladyship had refused to listen—referring us
to Mr. Ratley. -

That, in a nutshell, was the position,

We were expecting eome kind of action on
Ratley's part at any moment. He had
warned us that the Grants were to get out
within «n hour, or they would be turned out.
That hour had elapsed long since, and
nothing had happened. Some of the fellows
were beginning to suspect that it had only
heen a hollow threat. DBut I felt differently.

During the morning Grant himegelf ap-
peared—a shabbily-attired young man, but
a perfect gentleman. It seemed that he had
previously been engaged at Bushwick Castle,
but had lost his employment owing to the
- vindietiveness of Simon Ratley. This had
driven the Grants into the cheap little
thatched cottage, and for many weeks Granv
had managed to keep things going by work-
ing at an unskilled job in Great Winstead,
un arrival, he had been terribly scared,
helieving that his wife and children bhad
perished.

Grant was full of gratitude towards ns for
all that we had done for his family. But
he wasn't feeling very comfortable about the
present state of affairs. Both he and Mrs,
irant felt that they ought to leave the
Spinney Cottage—for, after all, they had
no real right there.

But I considered they had. In any case,
it was our quarrel, for we had heen the
ones to take possession. And it was up to us
to settle the matter. 1 knew well enough

that once Lord Bushwick knew the full facts, ]

he would act above the head of his steward.

The g¢reat dificulty was, explaining
matters to his lordship. By what I had
‘seen, it was an almost hopeless task. As for
the countess, she was out of the question.
A haughty, pompous Jlady, she wouldn’t
deign to concern herseli with any such busi-
ness.

**Yes, we're going to bring ahout a
change,” 1 repeated thoughtfully as we sat
in the grass. “ What kind of a man is this
Ratley—a man who is harsh enough to turn
a woman and two little kids out into the
road, almost penniless, after their own cot-
tage has been burnt to ashes?”

‘* He's not a man at all,” said Church,
‘* He’s a beast!” A
- “0f course,” I agreed. ‘“He’s nothing
more nor less than a tyrant. He seems to
have got his knife into the Grants—eome
quarrel that took place when Grant himself
was sacked, I suppose. “But I'll bet a penny
10 a pound that Grant wasn’'t to blame.

He's a white man. Ratley is as crooked as
a serpent!”?

P_;‘ﬁhnd yet he holds [ull sway,”” said Reggle

itt. :

““That’s just it,” I went on. ‘ Thcée men
manage to keep responsible jocbs, somehow.
There’s no doubt that Le's a capable
manager, and 1 expeet he's making a pretty
good thing out of it for himself., But this
quarrel of ours 18 larger than a mere difler-
ence of opinion about Spinney Cottage.”

‘““How do you mean?’ asked Handforth.

“Why, by all that Mrs. Grant told nue,
and things we've heard from others, Ratley
13 looked upon as a kind of ogre by these
simpl¢ country people—particularly in Mar-
ket Bushwick,’”? [ replied. ¢ He rules with
a rod of iron, and never has any mercy.
And, of course, it’s Lord Bushwick who cets
all the blame. These country people don't
realise that Ratley acts on his own initiative,
~and that the earl knows practically nothing
of what is taking place. That’s the worst
of placing too much faith in one man—and
letting him go his own sweet wav without
supervision. If we ¢an help these rustics,
we'll do it.*?

"““ Champions the
grinned  Pitt.

‘““Rats!? I said. ¢ Right's rightf, and you
can't get away frem it. ‘Fhe people on this
estate are living in a kind of feudal era—
and all, hecause of this bullying steward.
And old Lord Bushwick doesn’t know a thing
about it! Our game is to open his eyes.”

I! rose from the graszs and streteched my-
seif.

‘““ Better go up to the esttagze, and
it there’s anything doing,”” 1 added.

The others agreed, and we left a couple
of fellows in charge of the camp, :vd then
walked up the lane towards Spinney Cottage,
which was nearly hali-a-mile distant,

Upon arrival, we found Cecil de Valerie
and Jaeck Grey and Dick Goodwin and Bob
Christine and a good many othier fellows on
guard. Grant was outside in the I1ront
garden, too. _

“1t’s all right—mothiug's happened yet,’™
said Christine shortly. -

“But  we’re ready,” declared Grey.
“We've got all sorts of ammunition—clods
cf earth, pails of water, and a few other
things. If Ratley cowmes along with a gang,
we'll hold the fort.”

‘“Look here, boyz—1 den't like it,"”” said
| Grant abruptly.

He addressed me in particular—knowing
that I was the leader. Grant was a quieb
man, rather good-locking, and devoted to
bhis wife and children,

‘““We want to deal with
selves, Mr. Grant,” I pointed cut.

}

of oppressed, eh??

£C8

this afiair our-
“*1I know

| it’s a pretty uncomiortable “position for

you—-27 i Bk T
“1 don't think you quite understand,”
intérrupted Grant. 1 was formerly ems
ployed at the castle—I was, in fact, the
electrical engineer in charge of the lighting

plant.”?
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“Pretty good position, wasn't it?’" asked
Handforth! ' _

“ A fine position,” replied Grant quictly.
¢ A generous salary, congenial work-—I'm
an electrical engineer by profession—and
a splendid little house in one of the prettiest
parts of the park. Rent free, of course, and
no worries of any kind. It was a position
that any man might envy."”

‘“I don't want to be inquisitive, Mr, Grant
it .

¢0h it's all right—you boys saved the
lives of my wife and kiddies,”” said Grant.
It T can't be frank with you, it's a pity.
You want to know why [ lost the job? Well,
it wasn't through any fault of mine. Good-
peas knows, I'm not trying to make out a
case for myself. It was simply vindictivenecss
on Ratley’'s part.”

““That’'s what
Christine.

¢« He—well, T suppose I'd better be frank
about it,” went on Grant. ¢ He *was rude
to my wife, and one day 1 gave him the
" léngth of my tongue. I couldn't help it—I
had to let it out. 1 came_to within an ace
of smashing his hcad, but managed to pull
up in time.”

“By (George!” said Handforth warmly.
““ Why, I'd have slaughtered him on the
spot! I'd have chucked him in the lake,
. and held his head under until he gurgled for
mercy !’

Grant smiled faintly,

‘“ For weeks Ratley had shown a marked

hostility towards me—and a marked inter-
ference with my work,” he said. ¢ Well,

wiz thought,” remarked

that quarrel came, and it meant the end of |

everything for me. The hound trumped up
some sort of charge against me, and [ was
kicked out like any dog. Ratley put one
of his own Triends into my position—and
he’s there now." '

““What a beastly shame!” said Pitt indig-
nantly.

““ Well, there you are—that's one of the
things we have to put up with in this life,"
said Grant quietly. ¢“You see, Ratley hadl
got fwll command, and can do pretty well
a3 he likes. 1t wouldn't surprise me to find
out that Jlord Bushwick knows wuothing
whatever about the affair. As for the man
who's now in my job—well, I've every reason
to believe that he's hand-in-glove with
Ratley in swindling No, that's not
right,”” he added. ‘I mustn't make accusa-
tions that 1 can't justify by facts. My own
suspicions are valueless, Forget that bit,

We said that we would try to. But
Grant's opinion only coincided with our own.
‘* And after that?” 1 asked,

- “Why, I was pretty well stranded,” said
Grant. “1 had a chance of getting that
little thatched cottage—it happened to be
vacant. As you know, it's not any too easy
to get houses nowadays, and moving is a
costly business. It was only a few miles
away, and so I took it. And I got a pcst—
it you ean call it a post—in a factory in
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Great Winstead. But that’s goune west now
--and I'm practically at a loose cnd.”

“I'Il tell you what, you 'chaps!”™ said
Handforth, turning to the rest of us.
‘“We're going to put this thing right! We're
coing to make that fatheaded old earlt re-
instate Mr. Grant—even if it's only for the
sake of the kids. A jolly fine pair of nippers,
it you like! It's not often I take to infants
like that, but I don't mind admitting they'rs
a.couple of lively young bounders.”’

“It's good of you, boys—too good!' said
Grant quietly. “* And now about this
cottage. Ratley naturally wants to pitch us
out—if we were complete strangers, he'd
probably allow us to remain, But after
what happened weeks ago he nurses a whofe
lot of vindictive hatred. lle'll move Heaven
and earth to throw us out, and heap all
the indignity he can on our heads. I don't
want to give ium the opportunity of doing
that. 1'd rather get out quietly. And, after
all, the law’s on his side—we've zot no right
lrere.”’ :

¢] understand vour point of view, Mr.
Grant—and I want you to understand ours.”
1 said firmly. ¢ You didn't take SeRS8I0N
of this cottage—and neither did Mrs. Grant.
1t was our ldea“from the first—and at that
time, remember, we didn't know a thing
about thia quarrel of yourzs. W¢ naturaliy
assumed that any landlord would bhe only
too willing to allow a stranded family to take
shelter in an empty cottage. That's only
common humanity, It'sa something above
laws and all that. And, having taken up
that stand, we mean to maintain it, It's
our quarrel—not yourzs. We want you tn
let us go through with it. And if there's
any scrappiog, it'll bhe bheatter for you to
stay indoors. We shall he more <com-
fortanie,”

Grant looked ot ua with a great deal of
warmth, ;

‘““You're a fine set nf younasters,” he sala,
his voice just a little husky., ¢ Somehow,
1'd almost given up the hope of finding some.
hody who was really human, When a man’s

‘down, b zenerally gets nothihg but kickas.

Thanks, boys. You've put new heart into
me. All right=1'I1 agree."

“That's just as well, Mr. Grant—hecauas
the enemy's coming!"” remarked Pitt checr-
fuliy. ** By the look of it, we're going to
have a pretty lively time! There's a who!e
army corps coming up the lane!” ‘

¢ The more the merrier!” declared Maud-
forth grimly.

But, as [ looked down the lane, T couldn’t
help feeling a little uneasy, Simon Ratiey
was approaching—as good as his word, And
with him came fully a dozen burly men --
pame-keepers, for the most part, and oao
or two husky farm labourers, Sixteen boy
against twelve such men was not éxactly an
casy proposition, more particularly  as
several of our chaps were at the camp, aund
not availahle. Thiugs looked like being
fierce, a3 they say in America, ; ;

I noticed that pretty Mrs. Grant was 1g0'.

L ing out of one af the front windows, aud
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she was rather pale and anxious. Her hus-
band went in to her., It was a trying time
for them. :

Ratley came up, and halted—his army be-
hind him,

¢ Still here eh?” s=aid the steward
pleasantly. ‘¢ Are the Grants here?”

“F¥ind out!” retorted Handforth. -

“That means they are,”” said Ratley.
“All right. I'll give you just two minutes
to start clearing out. If you don’t——?

‘¢ Save your breath, Mr. Ratley,” I inter-
rupted. ¢‘There’s only one way to get us
out of this place—aud that is to throw us
out. You'll have a pretty tough time, 1
can promise you."

Ratley laughed harshiy,

““You think you stand any chance, you
young 1fool?’” he snapped.

“ Determination can do a lot,” I renlicd.
‘““And we're not entirely unprepared.”’

“It’s no good waiting, men!”’ shouted the
steward, tureing fiercely. ¢ These brats are
the worst specimens I've ever come across.
Get to work! Throw them out into the
road—and keep them out! And you needn’t
he gemtle! Throw the Grant paupers out,

too!?”’
shouted Handforth

un-

“ You
furiously.

Swish!

With all his streneth hie hurled the con-
tents of a pail of water. That water was
muddy and black, and it left the pail in one
solid body. Handy's aim was dead true,

blackguard!®

P
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Before Simon Ratley could duck or dodge,
the hurtling body of water caught him in
the face and chest. Spla-a-ash! The over-
seer was soaked, and he staggered drunkeniy
under the impact.

‘“* Hurrah!?”? yvelled the
Frank's for ever!”

‘“On the ball, you chaps.”

Swish! Whizz! Swish! i

The battle started in real earnest, and i}
a moment was in full swing.

CHAPTER 1I11.
THE BATTLE OF SPINNEY COTTAGE!
curscd

IMON RATLEY
furiously.
He had not expected

that water, and he was
drenched. For the second
time that day, too! It was
hardly surprising that he
yelled to his men to hurl us out at all costs.
“ Kick the young cubs out!” le bellowed.
‘¢ By thunder! They shall pay for this!®
He obtained a firmer grip on his heavy
stick, and advanced. At that moment,
however, a clod of earth struck him in the

juniors, 48t

neck, and he ecollapsed into the dust, He
uttered an enraged curse. -

‘““ Hurrah!?”

‘“Go it, ye cripples!”

The fight was now proceeding grimly. The
came-keepers and farm labourers wWere a

determined crowd. Ratley, no doubt, had
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omised them a liberal tip if they suc-
eded in pitching us into the road.
Moreover, they dared not refuse. Ratley
could dismiss them on the spot if he wanted
to—and jobs were none too easy to get.
These worthy fellows may have been all in
syvmpathy with the Grants and the St.
Frank’s fellows. But for the safety of their
own skins, they had to fight. _

¢ Stow 1t, young gents!” gasped one of

the men. ¢ Come quiet, now!” '
“Rats!” roared Handforth, ¢ Take
that!”
Swish'!

Another pail of water went on its way.

«« Whooh!”” gasped the soaked gaume-keeper,
¢ You young varmints! ’Tain’t no use o
your goin’ on like this. We'll have you
ont afore we've done. We ain't got -no
qua’rre!, yaung gents—we don’'t want to hurt
-er.,’

e No—you're the ones who'll get hurt,”
grinned Reggie Pitt.

Ratley's men were inclined to think that
the whole affair was a kind of joke. They
entered mto the battle with grins, apparently
under the impression that they would have
us out in no time,

They were mistaken.

The ‘juniors dashed into the fray with a
will.  They massed themselves round the
[ront door, and I kept a careful watch on
the garden path round the side of the house.
1f any of the encmy went in that direction
a few of us would dash through the cottage
to bar the back door,

Archie was doing as much as anybody. "He
forgot all about% his elegant clothes. When
it came to a serious scrap, Archie was as
game as they make ’em. He threw all
thoughts of appearance aside, and just sailed
im. And he could use his fists scientifically,
and with good etfect, too.

As for Clarence Fellowe, e was a surprise-
packet. )

I'ellowe was the new junior for the Ancient
House Remove. He hadn't been at 8St.
Frank’s yet, but was due to start with the
new term. His people were in India, so we
had takeu him along with us, much to his
delight. |

Clarence was an extraordinary fellow in
many ways, He was as thin as a lamp-post.
and six feet tall. His eyes were dreamy, and
he had never heen known to smile. And he
found it impossible to string any number of
words together without making them rhyme.

For this “reason—and because of his
length—we had dubbed him *‘ Longfellow.”
It was a nick-name that suited him to per-
fection. Ile had proved his courage to us ot
our first meeting, but I had no idea he was
S0 good at fighting.

His great height gave him an advantage,
and he was so thin that he could double
bimself up like a pocket-knife with extreme
rapidity, and dodge any amount of blows,
And his punch was formidable. '

He entered the fray with obvious enjoy-
ment, *
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‘““Come on., my bonny lads!” he snouted.
* We'll soon wipe up these cads!” '

“*Help!” panted Church. *" He's rhyming
¢ven now!" .

“We've got to Feep 'em back!” sald
Longfellow, as he planted his bony fist inte
the face of a Lturly enemy. ¢ And you can
take that whack! The fight is getting hot-
ter—all right, I'll take this rotter!”

Ratiey raved and shouted, but took care
not to enter the fight himself. Perhaps he
thought it would be undignified—but it was
far more likely that he didn't relish it.

L could sece that matters were getting
serious,

Several of our chaps had been pitched into
the road, in spite of all their efforts and
struggles. And the rest, of course, had
harder work than ever., But still we plugged
desperately on.

Willy Handforth was one of the unfor-
tunates to get hurled out.

He picked himself up, breathing fire. Then,
just as he was about to dash back to the
attack, he paused. A thought had come to

him., And when Willy thought of something
it was generally good.. He was a brainy
{ vonngster,

“DBy Ceesar!” he gasped, breathlessly.

In a flash he was off up the road, running
for all he was worth—like a scared rabbit.
Oue or two juniors who saw him out of the
correr of their eyes thougnt that Willy was
fleeing.

But Willy wasn't that sort,

He had seen that the defenders were in
for a hopelesz task. In the end the
steward's men were bound to win. Through
sheer weight and power they would wear
down the resistance of the juniors. It
wasn't £o be expected that the boys could
hold out. We had pever believed tlfat
Ratley would bring such a gang with him.

So  Willy considered that he could be
spared.
~And the idea which had eome to him was
a rather startling one. Ile had heard all
about Lord Bushwick, and he was fairly cer-
tain that he would find his lordship in the
castle gardens,

e dashed towards the old stately mansion
like a hare, Arriving at the lodge gates, he
shot in, breathless and cager. If only he
could get hold of the earl now! It didn't
matter to Willy that others had failed to
interest his lordship in the affairs of Mr. and
Mrs. Grant and family, Willy always got
what he went after—he had never been
known to fail.

And he had his own particular methods of
getting what he wanted.

Within a few minutes, Willy emerged
round a bend of the drive, where he came
within view of the beautifully laid-out lawns
and flower beds of the castle. He paused,
gazing about him irresolutely. |

the head

He caught sight of Gibbons,
gardener.

- 1I'his worthy individual was busy with a
pair of shears, and he looked round with a

| slight frown as he observed the junior.
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ibhhbons was not feeling in tlie best of tem-,

pers., IFor hali an hounr past Lord Bushiwick
had been conversing w ith him—and his Jord-
ship’s conversation always bored Gibhons to
distraction, - ‘

- Willy dashed up toa the pm'umwr

Lord Bushwick had been desceribed to him
as a dilapidated-locking individual, wearing
a gardening apron  and various ancient
articles of attire. Willy wasn't sure, but he
had an ideas that this «ld chap was Lovd
Bushwick, True, his face looked somewhat
rgged and gnarled, wnd he had no great
aristocratic hearing. But, so Willy told
himself, you never can tell with these earls,

.1 say—are jou Lord Bushwick?” he
isked, bluntly, .
Mr. Gibbons straightevred himeddf and re-

moved a stem of grass from his mouth.
**No, 1 ain't!"” he replicd briefly.

CMThen who are youy I want to sce Lord
Bushwick——"’

“My name’s Gibborps, and I'm  head
vardener,” s=aid the old fellow,  ““And jf
you take my advice you wou't go nigh Lord
Bushwick just  now, That's him, over
yonder—just by them rose trees.  But take

vourself off, young ‘un,
listdn to ye—- "’

SWon't he?' said Willy,
see about that.”

He dodged rapidly acrose the fawn, and a
moment later came within view of the rose
varden. Lord Bushwick was busy with a
syringe, and he wax spraying his heloved
roses with great diligence. BDeath wae being
dealt ot in larze chunks, as Archic would
nave reuarked,

Willy arrived, panting——and
Lord Bushwick was so intent upon his task

Hig fordship won'y

crimply, - Well

that he did not cven see the inpior at hrst,
There was an expression of deadiy deter-
mination on his face.

Sizzze!

Another spray of green fiv o exterininatol
went on its way, -

““ Inferpal things!™ <aid Lord Buashwick,
licreely, *““There! How o you like that?

I can't understand why we don't get any
thunder! Nothing like it—nothing like it at
41! A good thunderstorm. and these con-
founded things would die by the hundred!
J shall have to sce about it!”’

Willy grabbed at Lord Bushwick's arm,

“Quick!”? he gasped. ‘“*You're waunted!"

Willy had decided that it would be hetter
to takc his lordebip by surprise, and simply

carry him off by storin, as it were. e

didn't know Lord Bushwick! |
“Eh? What's that? What's that?? said

the cearl, frowning. *Go away! «Good

gracious, boy!
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me? Go away! Can't you s¢ce that Pm
busy?"?
“It's m;,eut"’ panted Willy ﬂc'-pu.ﬂa:iy

“(ome at once, sir!?

“T will not come—TI refuse to come!
snapped his lordship. ¢ These green flics «vQ
an ahsolute pest——"’ -

‘““ Something terrible is going on down tie

2

road, Lord Bushwick!”? shouted Willy. s
“You simply must come and ser! Quick!
There's not a second to waste! I you

don't eome.now, it may he too late!”’
. Lord Bushwick filled the syringe again.
““It astounds me,”” he observed. “I]{
astounds me why some firm or other can'v
produce a rveally reliable green fly killer!
This stufl is utterly useless—a mere waste
of money, and a waste of time! But it’s
the best I can get, o what am 1 to de?

The infernal insects like it, 1 believe! They
secin to  thrive on it! Pah! As for
slugs = :

“Oh, my hat!” said Willy desperately.

It was quite clear to him that his plan
had failed. Willy was not the kind of felow
to give up because of a little setback of this
kind. 'The only thing was to get another
plan, And an idea entered the junior’s fer-
tile brain almost before a second had elapsed.

There was only one way to mdve thig
fiower fiend, Willy decided, 2
““« Rather!”” he agreed heartily. “Grecn

flics are horrible things! As for sluge, 1
can't make out why they were ever created!
Slugs and snails are no good, any way! And
catwigs are simply nothing maore nor less
than a pest!®?

Lord Bushwick paused,
nior with interest,

“Quite right—quite right !’ he said approv-
ingly., *“My boy, 1 can see that you possess
a large amount of commen sense! Now,
Gibbons—Gibbons  actually tells me that
carwigs do a certain amount of good—-"

“You musn't take any notice of Gibbone,

and gazed at the

sir!”? scoffed Willy, “He’s a professional
gardener. And everyvbedy knows that pro-
fessional  gardeners are pigheaded and
obstinate, They always want their own way,

and seem to think they know everything '

His lordship gazed at Willy with even
greater intentness.

‘¢ Splendid!’’ he declared. *“I am glad to
find that you are in full agreement with nie,
my lad. What you say is correct—aqnite
correct! Tlleﬁe prot‘esﬁional gardencrs are
all the same

And his lormlship went into a long state-
nient regarding pmfe%lﬁnal gardenerg in
general, and Gibhons in particular. Wiily
listened smiling and cool=although, in-
wardly, he was fuming with Impatience,
Every second was of importance. But if he
attempted to drag Lord Bushwick away, he
would fail—unless he acted with discretion.

“ My goodness!” he said, his voice full of
awe.,  “What lovely roses! 1 say, sir!
What magnificents bhlooms!  Aren’'t they
gorgeous{”

. Willy stared at the roses, apparcntly Gumb




- Wwithe fascination.
with sheer delight.
1 have always said that boys are soul-
lesa!” Lic remarked. ¢ Obviously, T was
wrong., I have even gone %o far as to
_declare that boys never appreciate beautby,

And his lordship beamed

{ apologise. I can sce, my dear lad, that
~vou have a wonderful C\e—-—-”
“+ Of course, they're ]ollv fine roses, but

"I'm rather fond of wallflowers, persounally,”
went ou Willy, s« Wallflowers may not be
(m!stt’e’ 50 (‘hlb::_‘}, but they-ve got a ripping
aift !’

“ Aliern! A ripping nifi?” repeated Lord
. Bushwick absently. I must confess that
the word 13 new to me——-"

‘ Perfuuie, sir, I mean.”

¢ Oh, u'nte-—quit-e,’.’ agreed
£ Yes, indeed! As you say,
a mosk exquisite perfume. Come with me,
my- boyv., 1 will show you zome wallflowers
that will make yvou—-"

¢ Just a minute, Lord Bushwick,” inter.
rupted Willy, ¢ Have you ever scen wall
flowers growing on a rose tree??”

Lhi~ lordship.
wallflowers have

. ““What?_ What? Good gracious!” said
__hi.-_t lordslup blankly.
¢ S Tact! | gaid Willy, nodding. ¢ Wall

ﬂﬂhuw-—.uiuallv growing on a recse tree!

D::mu the road, you know—in a garden at;
the' bottom of the hill. I thought you'd be

inferested. so 1 just popped along.”

S But-bHhoat this is astonizhing!”
Lexrd Bushwick.
“Of course' it
the earl’s arn.
be absolutely
dhere’s that
garden, ftilled
wallflowers
‘Y ou
Jife !
Lord Bushwick flung the syringe dowu.
“Where—where is this = amazing rose
~tree?”” he demanded feverishly,
- show you!” rephed Willy promptly.
.l;’lI“._‘ W ‘\ 12
He sturted rinuing off, and Lord Bush-
-wick accompanied him at a trot. The earl's
‘eyes were gleaming, and his wholeé face was
flushed with intense excitement. He had
forgotten his own gardens, he had forgotten
+ hig rown sluzgs and green flies, and could
+think of nothing clse but this astounding
phenomeunon, -
“0Of course,” he puffed. as they ran
aloneg—* of course wonders c¢an be done when
it comesz to grafting. But when you tell me
of walilowers growing on :a rose tree—I
cannot hring myself to believe—=?"’

gasped

is,”” said Willy,
“Quick! Come on! You'l
amazed when you see it!
rose tree, standing in the
with beautiful blooms—and
intermingled with the roses!
never saw such a thing in all your

grabbing

)

“All right—you wait!” said Willy con-
Lideutly. | __
He . grabbed - his . lordship’s arin, and

hastened him along. . They shot out of the
drivg. much to.the astonishment of a game-
kei,per who was within sight. His lordship
" did some strange things, but this was surely
Itlle- strangest Df all.

“ BBless my soul!” paunted the earl.

£é I,-;_
I3 it necessary to run, my boy?

Dear me! | fighting when he had the opportunity.

Handforth gave the thing a kick.
‘¢ You—you reckless  idiot! "’

gasped. ‘* Don’t kick it like that! '
Of course it’s a bomb ; unexploded,
too. The slightest touch might cause
it to explode.”

..

I am becoming exhausted!. Is it wecessary
to go alopg at this mad pace?  The
dust 548

“* Never mind the dust, sir,”” interrupt
Willy. “We'll soon be there. Amd some
body might steal that tree, for " all we
know!”’

This had the effect of silencing the oid

peer. He trotted along obediently, receiviug
i tug every now and again as Willy jerked
at his sleeve. And alinost hefore his lord-
ship was aware of |t they came within r.:"ht
of a cutta;.,e

Willy's eyes
goihg on.

Just down at the bottom of the hill Simon |
atley -was triuinphant,

The defenders had been beaten. After
putting up a magnficent scrap, they had
found themselves incapable of stemming the
tide The burly gamekeeper and farn
labourers had all the advantage. Anrd after
one or two juniors had fallen, temporarily
knocked out of the light, the rest was com-
paratively simple.

The invaders had flung the juniors ont into

gleumed as he saw what was

the road, and the wholec position was
reversed. - Ratley and his men held posscs-
sion. And to get them out wes quite
impossibhle.

Handforth was still pegging away—still

And



and [
for the most part, were

Reggie Pitt and Tommy Watson
helped. 'The others,
put out of action.
Again and again we tried to rush the
eiemy, but again nml again we were beaten

back. And just as Willy and Lord Bushwick
came in  sight, Mrs. Grapt aund her two
children were being hustled out of the gate

by Simon Ratley,

Grant himself was at the rear, held firmly
by two of Ratley's men, He was fighting
desperately, attempting to get free. But
¢ould do nothing against his burly assailants,
Ratley had reserved the pleasure of turning
the mother and her children out for himself.

And the juniors could do nothing against
this, because they were held in check by the
other members of Ratley's gang. After all
our promises to help the unfortunate family,
this state of affairs was disastrous.

“I’'ll just show you that when I =ay a
thing, I mean it!” said the stewuard hurshly.
“* Now, tuke your brats and get from here!
I dom’ t care where you go to—but you won't
reinain on this property!*.

The little children were crying pit:fuily.

‘* You—you inhuman brute!?’ roared Fitt
firrcely,

“You blackguard!” hooted Handforth.

*« Ag for you hoys!”? shouted Ratley, turn-
ing on them. “I’'ll see that you suffer for
the impudent way—— Get away from e,
confound you!?”? he added suddenly, as one
of the little children clutched at his coat.

lle, gave the child a push, and it rolied

- OVer.

And at that very second Willy Haudforth
and Lord Bushwick arrived. His lordship
was still full of* the wonderful rose tree. and
he was blind to everything that went on,
However, this was an exceptional thiug.
Even the earl came to a halt, dusty and per-
spiring, and stared at Ratley in astonishment,

‘““ Bless 1y soul!” he exclaimed, breathing
hard.

‘““There you are, sir!” panted Willy.
‘““ Now, lock at this! There% Mr. R.a.tley——-
turning these poor people out of this cot-
tage! 1 only just got you here in the nick
of time!?

Ris lordship frowued,

‘“ What's all this, Ratiey?!’ he asked,
voice sharp and ibquiring. *““What’s all
this? What on earth are you doing, man?
Did I see you throw that child over? 1 am
amazed——"’

““These people were trespassing on your
property, your lordship,” snarled Ratley,
shooting a venomous glance at Willy.

'he man was beside himself with rage. A
glance had told him that he had to thank
Willy Handforth for his lordship’s untimely
arrival. The whole battle had come to an
end. The gamekeepers stood . idle—looking
rather sheepish. They had been compelled
to obey orders, but they were privately
ashamed of the work they had been doing.

And ths juniors all crowded round excited
and filled with fresh hope,
Good!”  shouted Handforth ‘“ Look

his

here, Lord Bushwick, ain’t you going to do
snrmthmg to R.lt.ley? He's turned these
people out, and——"’

** One momeub—ouc moment!”’ interrupted
his lordship. ‘1 don't fully understand this
position. Good gracious me! What is all
this to-do? Why should the peace and quiet-
ness of this glorious afternoon be disturbed
in such a disgraceful way? Come, Lmne,
R.Lt!ey—l am waiting!” ;

Simon Ratley took a deep breath.

“1 explained the situat.on to you EJI‘IICI')
your lordship,’” he began.

‘“ Nonsense !’ said the earl. ¢ This is the
firstt intimation I have received that any-
thing of the sort was going on. What do
you mealt, Ratley? You say that you ex-
plained the situation? Rubbish, sir! Rub-
bish !’ S

Ratley gritted his teeth.

**You were in the garden, your lor{lah:p”’
he exclaimed, “T told you that- tl]'ﬁ"':‘F)
pmp}e had unlawfully taken possession

“ Don’t talk nonsense to me!’” snapped
his lordship. * Good gracious! Do you
think I don’t know what I'm doing? 1 know

nothing of these people—these boys! No-
thing! Come, come! Who is this lady?

And how dare you handle her and those
little children in such a rough fashion?”’

“I did not touch them——-"’

“ Fiddlesticks!” interrupted the ' earl.
“Do you hear me, =ir? Fiddlesticks! 1
distinetly saw you with my own eyes. ‘I'm
surprised, Ratley—I am astonished! 1 cannot
imagine what has possessed you! 1 demand
an-instant explanation.” &

Lord Bushwick was ‘fairly bristling with
heat. For the moment he had forgotten
all about his beloved flowers, and his kiudly
old face was suffused with the flush of
indignation, Chivalrous to a degree, it
appalled him to see 4 woman being treated
with roughness. e

I stood looking on, tensely interested.
Tiie other fellows weie equually alert. Hand-
forth was the only one who wanted to
intervene—he was terribly.anxious to step
forward avd explain the whole situation.
But Handforth's explanation was likely to
create further confusion. The leader of
Study D was never very concise.» He was
held in check by three or four fellows.

| Simon Ratley was so startied, and so
enraged, that he hardly knew what he was
saying., The arrival of Lord Bushwick on
the scene was the very last thing he hagd
expected.

The earl’s sudden appeanance was snme-
thing like the explosion of a bombshell,
His tordehip Iad always remained - in his
gardens on a fine day—wild horses could
not have dragged him away. And as for
coming to a tiny “cottage like this—and on
foot—the thing was unprecedented.

Ratley knew that he had to thank' the

juniors—at - least, Willy Handforth. Anad
his mge :u:samst. the whole crowd of us
knew no bounds. At the same ‘time, he.

managed to control himself by .a -masterly
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elfart of will. Any exhibition of his temper
befors Lord Bushwick would not tend to
Lialp leis own qause,

¢ Very little explanation is needed, your
TIordstiip,” he said, breathing hard. ¢ This
cotbage is on your own estate, and for
some weeks it has been empty—I have been
Lolding it iu readiness for the foreman of
the Yew larm, who intends moving here
in about a fortoight—"

“ Yes, ves!” interrupted his
¢ Never mind about the Yew Farm.
¢he Yew Farm! Good gracious me!
fras tha Yew Parm got to do with
matter?  Confiue yourself to the
Ratley !

41 am doing so, your lordship,”” said
thro overseer thickly. It was these boys
who broke into the cottage, and tock pos-
session of st. J ordered them away, but they
~inerely insulted me. Therefore, since there
was no other course, 1 felt compelled to
bring these wmen along and eject the in-

lordship.
Bother
What
thig
point,

truders by foree.”
“ Wihat about Mrs. Grant and the chil-
ren?' roared Handforth. “ You rotter!

You cowardly blackguard! Why, don't you
tell Lord Bushwick the whole truth? Why
don’'t you explaic why we took possession of
the cottage——""

““Hold your iufernal
Rattey venomously.

“Dear me!  Dear me!” said
¢ Phis Is most distressing! [ must urge
you, Ratley, to control yourself. It seems
thiat Ghere is more in this than mcets the

tongue!'" swparled

the. earl.

cye. Yes, indecd! I must give it my per-
sonal atbention.”
Ho moved forward, adjusting hiz spec-

tacles, and oaught sight of a rose-tree which
was growing in close proximity. It was
not a particulariy bright specimen of its
hind, aud the roses wers of an inferior
quality,

“H'wm! 'mm! Not so bad—not o bad!”
mureiared his lordship, pausing and examin-
ing the bush. ¢ A pity—a great pity! This
tree oecds pruniog badly. 1 shall have to
tell Gibbons Good gracious! What am
1 doipg? Ah, ves, of course!”

He ocame back to himself with a start,
and fer a second or two he appeared to be
sarewhat bewildered. His mind was still
occupied with roses But, shaking himself,
hie thrust the matter aside, and brought
himsell back to earth. He found that Mrs.
Grant and the children were immediately in
front of him,

“To be sure—to be sure!" said the earl,
beaming, aund peering closely into Mrs.
Grant’s face. % Quite familiar, if I'm not
nmistaken, 1 seewn to remember having met
you, madam. I must confess that my
wemory is somewhat poor—"’

“{ am Mrs. Grant, your lordship.”

¢ Ali, vea! To be sure!” exclaimed the
earl, ¢ Mrs. Grant? Splendid—splendid!
But [ must ackpnowledge that I am no

Wl.:rf.*r

reculle('t having lreard
the mme 5

L3}

seant to
5mew‘here

.course !
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“My husband was the electrical engineer

at the castle, your lordship,” =said Mrs.
Grant. “But Mr. Ratley dismissed him
>

“Indeed!” “Why, of
Grant-——eh?

splendid

said his lordship.
How absurd of me!
Yoz, yes—I remember npow! A
yvoung fellow, if I judge rightly. Ratley
told me something about Grant at the
time. A pity he had to go—a great pity.
And these, I presume, are your children?
Chubby little youngsters, by gad!”

Lord Bushwick patted them on their curly
heads, and then glared at Ratley.

“Infernal wreteh!”! he sald sceverely.
““You, sir! Ilow daréou knock thcese little
children about? Uow dare youu? Have
you no manliness?”’

“You don't understand!” shouted Ralicy,
in desperation. “It was this woman who
took possession of the cottage

““ What—what?”? ionterrupted his locdship.
“Why, not five minutes ago you told wme
it was the boys—-"

“If vou'll pardon me, Lord Bushwick, 1
think I can explain the whole situation
in a few moments,” 1 interrupted, growing
tired of all this crosstalk. I will explain
the whole thing in a nutshell, and if you
are a fair man, you will not bLave any
difficulty in judging the case.”

His lordship beamed upon me.

“An excellent nllggeutmu, mny
declared. “ Go_ahead!”

But just then George Grant stepped for-
word from the cottage,

“ You won’t mind, Nipper, will you?" he
said quietly. “I'd like to tell this story.
I'm afraid you won't deseribe your own
part of the affair with the eloquence it
deserves. Lord Bushwick, may 1 explain
matters?'’

¢ Certainly—certainly !"* sald his lordship.
“Why, upoa my soul! Grant, my dear
boy! How are you? MHow are you? Spleu-
did! I had no idex that you were here!
I am delighted to see yon again!”

e grasped Grant's hand warmly, auwl
worked his arm up and down like a puinp
handle.

¢ Are you going to listen to this man?’
d{:-muuded Ratley, his voice quivering with

lad,” he

anger. “* You cannot expect the truth from
Graut., I dismissed him for insubordinate
behaviour——"’

““Mr. Ratley, you will oblige me by re-

maiping silent,” said Lord Bushwick coldly.
¢ Under ordinary circumstances, 1 would
heed you, but after witnessing your recemt
conduot, T must confess that I am gpavelyv
unnoved with you. Now, Gnrant, my bm
what is it?”

“] just want to explain about this eot-
tage., Lord Bushwick,” said Grant. *TDhe
boys declare that thev are to blame, but 1

cannot allow that. You see, the whole
trouble started last night. My wife and
ohildren only narrowly escaped a terrible
death by fire. Their cottage was burned to
ashes——"' |



“Good gracious me!” ejaculated Lord
Bushwick, startled,
- He gave Grant his full attention. .

His face was serious and alert as he
listened to the young engineer’s story of the
fire. Grant did not go into any details
regarding his own troubles. He simply told
a straightforward story of the fire—repeat-
ing everything that his wife had told him.

Lord Buﬂtwlck learned how the St. Frank’s
fclows had beesn camped near by how
they had seen the glare in the darkness, and
how they had hurried off to the rescue.

With much eloquence and stirring en-
thusiasm, Grant deseribed how his wife and
chikiren had been saved—hiow a great deal
of the furniture had been rescued, too.
Then he told Lord Bushwick how we had
given Mrs. Grant and the children one of
the ecaravans for the night, and how, in
the early morning, we had transferred her
helongings to this cottage.

- Knowing it to be empty, Grapnt explained,
we had taken temporary possession, feelmg
certain that the owner would raise 'no
- obhjections. Grant concluded by oifering to
leave at once, if Lord Bushwick so_desired.
. But he was not going to lhave his wife
andechildren ordered about by Simon Ratley.

Lord Bushwick turned and looked at the
steward celdly.

“ Well, Ratley,
say ¢ he asked.

“This man has told
of preposterous lies!”
face erimson with rage,
blackguard—?"
~““Dash it all!” interrupted Archie, adjust-
ing his monocle. ‘I mean to say, how
absolutely frightful! You give me a pain,
laddie. I am growing to regard you as a
particularly fearful chunk of fungus.”

“I tell you—"" began Ratley explosively.
. ‘““Hold your tongue, sir!”? cut in the

carl. *“ Do you hear me? Good gracious!
Am I to stand here, and listen to your
uounsense? I have not the clightest doubt
thiat you have made a particularly atrocious
- blunder, Ratley. Boys! What have you to
<aw with regard to the whole affair?”

“It's true, sir.”

what have ycu got to
vou a whole pack
shouted Ratley, his
“le is a comnion

‘“Everything happened exactly as Mr.
firant told you, sir.”
‘“ Ratley is a beast, sir!¥

Lord Bushwick nodded as the juniors broke
imto an excited chorus.
“Very  well—very
“Enough! Mr. Grant,

he said.
have no

weil !
| ‘:J]ul”

objection to your remaining in this cottage
with your wife and family.
- you like, my dear fellow.
take no notice—-"’

[ECTIVE

Stay. as long as
As for Ratley,

MAGAZINB

“am

.“‘wtupui of me.

Simon Ratley nearly choked.

‘“Lord Bushwick,” he exclaimed thickly,
I to be treated Ilike an office-boy?
It is not in keeping with the dignity of
my position for you to act over my head

e
“ Neither is it in keeping -.nth your prmi-
| tlon for you to behave like a commpn
hooligan, sir,” said Lord Bushwick warmly,

‘“low dare you? Good gracious me! Am
I to be browbeaten by my own employees?
You will oblige me, Mr. Ratley, by taling
all your men away-—and 1 shall be glad
of an interview with you this evening. I
am displeased with you, sir—greatly dis-
pleased! Huh! The idea!”” concluded his
lordship, producing an enormous handkers
chief, and blowing his nose with considers
able violence.

Ratley managed to control himself.

“With regard to this cottage,” he said,
shooting an evil glance at Mr. aund Mrs"

Grant, ' the rent H thirty shillings a week.
“Oh, dear!” murmured Mrs. Grant, undef
her breat’h
“gh? What's that? What?? said Lord
Bushwick. *Thirty shillings a -week? This
cottage? Fiddlesticks, sir! Bosh! The

rent of this cottage is less than a third of
that sum. As for you, Grant,” he-added,
beaming on the young electrician—*‘as for

you, youn are atb liberty to remain here as

long as yon please. Don’t bother about rent

at all.” -
“0Oh, but really, sir!”™ protested Grant,

ﬂuchm;, with })IE-J.HUI‘U *1 must pot nnpose
upon your good nature——"’

“Don’t presume to argpe with we, young
fellow!”? smapped his lordship. glaring.
“Upon my soul! I do nothing but argue
with Gibbons from morning till pight! Am
I to have no rest at ali?”

“0h, but——" ‘ _

“ Rubbish!?” growied the earl, turning
to the juniors. *““As for vou, youuy men,
I am delighted with you—delighted! You

have behaved as Bnitish hoys should behave,
Hua! 1 must confess that I am pleasantly
astonished. The way in which you put the
firec out, apd saved the cottage was remark-
able! By gad!” added his lordship, gazing
at his property. “One would scarcely
imagine that a fire had tukeu place at all.?”?

I grinned. |

“1t wasn't this cottage, Lord Bushwick,”
I pointed out. It was e

‘“No, no, of cousrse not!” said the oarl.
Of course, these good
pcople were taking refuge here, eh? Well,

Ratley? Well, Qir? Why don’t -you go?
Haven't 1 t-old you to go? Don't stand
there nibbling your lip, coufound you! . 1
am anoyed with you, Ratley—your :pree
sence worries me!’.

The :ateward, thorouglily squashed, turned
away with. muttered exclamation. For

months—for’ }eurq—-—he liad been accustoried
to tnling the whele estate as though he
were ‘the literal owner. And to be, put

(Coniinued on page 13.)
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invitation, Nelson
had already

Yard. The Yrince
tale with the pro-
foundest interest, and was  thunderstruck
with astonislicent by the news that Paul
Hermian  waasa  ‘“ Number One’ oi
League of th:e [ron Hand.

“And tis vault is in Herman's
then?" he asked, when Nelson Lee
coaciuded bLis story.

“ Yes,"

“And the lowse ig probably
gqrarters of the league?”

“That remains to be seen,
Lee. “ We
place vet.”

He turaed to the Chief Commissioner
poiute:_l to the three safes.

"I would suggest we begin with those.

N response ta
Lee repeated the
told at  Scotland

Listened to  the

this

story he

hiouse,
had

thie head-

sald Nelson
haven't had time to search the

and

he- said.,  “ I'm rather an expert at pmk
ing locks, as you may know; and if
you're willing to accept my help, I'd like

o try rmy luck on those.”

pg) shall be only too glad to accept your
help," said the Chief. * First of ail, how-
ever, I must arrange for the remm'ni of
otrc prisoners. Then whilst we are eearch-
ing thre rooms upstairs, you can try vour

exill on these safes.”
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A Thrilling Detective Story of Nelson
Lee's Greatest Explorts agamst a
crinunal confederation organised by
the mvsterions '

" Number One.”

This arrangement
and  after the Prirce
departure, and the
marched off to the
Chief and =a

(W31 I
Ii1s
been

waz duly cavied
had takeu
prisoners had
nearest station, the
couple of inspectors set to
work to search the house, whilst Nelsou
Lee devoted his energies to picking  the
lock of the biggest safe.

Over - an  hour elapsed before success
rewarded the detective's effortse., By that
time the Chief and his men had concluded
their search, but had found nothing of awu
juorituinutiug nature; nor had they foumd
any trace of Paul Herman, who had
succee:ssfully  escaped from the house by
means of the secret passage leading frow

the library,

At first sight it seemed as though
Nelson  Lee had been but little more
successful than the Chief; for whem at

last Le succeeded in opening the safe, it
proved to contain nothing more important

th:;n counterfeit coins and bogus bank-
notes,

Whilst Lee was tackling the lock of the
second safe,  O0'Brien arrived. The Irish

detective had kept watch on the Centurion
untii the doors had been closed and all
the lights extinguished. .He had then
returned to Curzon Street to tell Nelson
Lee that Herman was still at the club!?

“ Sure, this beats mé altogether,” ha
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said. I would have takenm my oath that
Herman never left the club after he

entered ‘t at half-past two this afternoon.
He must have disguised himself whilst he
was at the club,”

When at, last the lock was picked, a
further disappointment awaited the eager
gearchers. For the contents of the second
saf% was exactly similar to those of the
first.

But when thc lock of the third safe had
been picked, what a chorus of triumphant

cheers rang through the underground
vault! .
For in the third csafe they found a list
of members of the League ‘of the Iron
Hand, giving their names, occupations,
and addresses; a list of the various
** district . lodges ' of the league, with

the names of the ** presiding officers”;

and scores of letters and reports, relating
fo - various robberies committed by the
lcague, aad referring to the manner in

which the plunder was to be dmposed of.

*““ You have done the best day’s work to-
day that ever you did in your life!”
oxclaimed the Chief, as he wrung Nelson
l.ee's hand with enthusiastic %ervour.
“* You have mot only enabled us to rescue
+he Prince of Iliryia, but you have given
ts the means of dealing the death-blow
to the League of the Iron Hand.

““ Armed with these documents,’” le
continued, *our task will be of the
- ecasiest. DBy noon to-morrow every member

of the- league will be under arrest, and
the headquarters of the league and all the
so-called. district lodges will be in our
bhands, In other words, you have smashed

BIG CASH PRIZES

For Wireless Enthusiasts.

ilecre’s a chance none of our readers can

alford to miss. £1,000 in cash awards is
offered by ‘‘ Wireless Review & Science
. Weekly,” the new weekly wireless maga-

zine, No. 2 of which is on sale everywhere
this. week. There are awards amounting to
£500 for an ideal broadcasting programme;
and a £500 prize for a new invention or
discovery which will help on television and
the science of seeing by wireless.

In the first case a large number of con-
cert items will be given, and readers will
have to vote for those they like best. The
second - competition is on more scientific
lines and will appeal to those whose interest
in and knowledge of wireless i3 strong
enowvgh to study the subject from a purely
scientific basis.

** Wireless Review is the one journal
above all others which will help youn to
master the technical difficulties of wireless,
and instruct you in- popular science gener-
ally, and only the leading experts wil con-
tribute to its pages.. The price is but 3d.,
and the value is more than double.

L] |

OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION®

the Lcague of the
triumph 15 complete!’

" Not yet,” said the detective quietly.
“Paul Herman is still at liberty, and until
he has bhcen arrested it is premature to
eay that my work is done.”

Iron Hamd, Your

BXIT THE LEAGUE!

I on¢ were to devote a dozen pdms to
describing how Paul Herman looked
and acted when, after his flight, he
arrived at Hartop Manor in a i swift

hired ear, one could not improve: on -the
single sentemce in which one of  the

eervants sumimed up his impreﬂsious to
Cundle. ,

‘““1 never but once seed such a face
afore,” the servanmt said; *“‘an’ that was
a man wot ’ad suddenly goue mad an’
murdered ’'is wife!” .

Paul Herman had not ‘‘ gone mad” in
the literal sense of the worde; but the

events which had taken place at Curzon
Street—the ruin which he foresaw: would
follow on those events—had filled him with
a species of frenzy that was partly despair
aud partly murderous fury, and which was
hardly to be distinguished  from actual
madness. R % B D i) e

‘“In ‘less than twenty-four hours :from
pow,” he mused savagely, * all the lodges
will be 1 the hands . of the police.
Within a week every member of the league,
except myself and the servants here, will
he in custody. The work of- three years
has been razed to the ground in a single
night, and hy this time wnext week the
Lengue of the Iron Hand will have been
wiped out of existence!

““ And all this I owe to Nelson Lece and
O'Brien! -For the wreck of all my hopes
and plans [ have to thank those two, but
mainly Nelson Lee. From the day he
threw down the gauntlet of defiance one
disaster has followed auwother; until mow,
thanks to Nelson Lee, the league has heen
blotted out, and its president reduced to
the status of a Iugiti\'e from justice.

‘“ For three years 1 have laboured to build
up aa organisation the like of which the
world bhas never scen before. For three
years success has crowned my efforts; and

now in a single night the whole - of my
three years' work has been undone; - the
organisation I have built up has been

toppled over like a house of cards, and all
my cherished hopes and pl.,ms hawe been
brought to naught!”

Paul Hermaus [‘urehmlm"s proved ounly
too true. daybreak on Frida_v morning
the headqum ers of the league in Wal.\rorth
Road, and the many clubs and cafes which
had been used as' district lodges were in
the bands of the police. By Friﬂa_v night
nine-tenths of -the members of ‘the ‘ltague
were under arrest, and the pohce assisted
by Nelson Lee and OBrlen u‘em acthely
eearching for the rest.

The terrific sensation

which ensued
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v:"t;eu the news was published in the papers
- may be better imagined than described.

The daring and succesaful attempt to
‘kidnap the Prince of Ilirya, his speedy
liberation by Nelson Lee aund the police,
the discovery that Paul Herman was
Number One, the death of Fairfax, the
wholesale arrests which followed the open-
ing of the safe in the underground vault—
all these provided the public with a feast
of sensations.

Nelson Lee and O'Brien were tlic heroes
of the hour, and the two detectives would
have becn more than human if they had
not felt a certain amount of pride at the
briffiant sueccess which had crowned their
long and weary investigation. But there
was one fly in the ointment of their satie-
.factton. IPaul ~Herman had disappeared,
and ail trace of himm was lost,

la accordance with a pre-arranged plam,
¢ire two detectives paid a vigit to the
Centurion Club, in the hope of being able
to elucidate the mystery of Herman's dis-
anppearance, .

By the courtesy of the committee, they
were permitted to examine Paul Herman's
private suite of rooms. But nothing caine
of their examination. It is true that they
found ample proof of the fact that Herman
had been in the habit of using the room
Tor the purpose of disguising himself, But,
a8 1t wveyer ocenrred to them to examine
“ &quire Maundeville's " rooms, they.
uaturally failed to obtain any clue to the
wystery they had come to investigate.

Yixcept for this one failure, however,
the detectives’ succesy was absolute and
complete. In a little over a week every

wicniber of the league whose name appeared
voa the list found in the safe had been
arrested and lodged in gaol. Thousands of
pounds’ worth of stolen property had been
recovered. Tairfax's yacht had been taken
possession of by the police, and the crew
had been arrested. At Walworth Road the
police had found and eeized a quantity of
up-to-date machinery for the manufacture
of coupterfeit coins; whilst at several of
the *“district lodges ' plate and presses
ihad been discovered which had obviously
heen used for the production of forged
banknotes.

v But why prolong the record? Suffice it to
say that by the following Saturday night,
to quote Paut Herman's words, ** the whole
¢i his three years' work had been undone,
and the League of the Iron Hand had been
wiped out of existence.'”

e, ———

THR ABDUCTION OF VERA LANGFORD.

ERA LANGFORD and her uncle and

| guardian, -Sir Hugh Langford, were
seatel in the . drawing-roomn at

Moscar Grange, Both were in

evening-dress. 8ir Hugh was pretending to

read a paper, but was really furtively

wibching Vera, who waa seated on the
¢ouch in an attitude of utter dejection.-

The poor givi was but a shadow of her
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beauty
heighteued
lessened by the eufferings she had under-
gone; and her sufferings hod been great,

seemed
than

foriner
rather

seli,
to

though TLer
have been

For eeven -weeks she had mever been
aliowed outside the grounds of the Grange.
Sometimes, for days at a time, she had
been locked up in her room, and had been
kept on  semi-starvation diet. All  her
letters, including two from Donald Stuart,
had been intercepted and burnt, eo that
whether Donald were alive or dead, where
he was, and what he was doing, she had
not the faintest idea.

Fvery day of those seven weeks, and
sometimes several times a day, Sir Ilugh
had endeavoured, by cajolery or threats, to
induce her to promise to marry * Squire
Mandeville.”” But cajoleries and threats,
and even ill-treatment, had failed to break
her spirit, and to all her tyrannical
guardian’s demands she lhad ever replied,
with unfaltering firmness, that wuothing io
the world would induce her to become the
wife of the squire of Hartop Manor.

* Muandeville’s late!"” growled Sir Hugh,
as he glanced at his watch, * He said in
his note that he wonld be here by half-
past seven. Ah, here he is, I think!"”

The vibrating hum of a motor-car was
heard outside. Sir Hugh vose to his feet;
drew aside the curtains, and peered
through the window.

“* Yes, it's the squire.”” he said., as he
saw Mandeville step out of the car nnd
enter the hottse.

He strode over to Vera’s side, and
regarded her with a glance that was meant
to be awe-ingpiring.

“ Now, remember what I've told you!' he
said, in a low, fierce voice. ** This is the first
time Mandeville has been to see vou since
your father's death. You are to be very,
very nice to him, and if he asks you to
matrry him, you will of course say *yes."

*“Indeed, I eshall do unothing of the
kind!" said Vera, with a defiant toss of

her head. “ I shall tell him, as I have
toid you, that I am engaged to Mr.
Stuart, and that if 1 can’t marry Mr.

Stuart, 1 shall never marry anybody!”

A epasm of rage convulsed her guardian's
face, but ere his anger could vent itsel
in words a footman knocked at the door.

““ Mr. Alandeville would 1like to apeak
with vou .in the library, sir,”" he said,
addressing Sir Hugh.

Somewhat puzzied by thia unnusual
request, Sir Hugh made his wayv to the
library, where he found Panl Herman-

whom Le only knew, of course, as * Squire
Mandeville "—standing with his bark to
the fire, and still in his motor-ccat.

At the sight of Herman's haggard, blood-
less face, Sir Hugh started back in alarm.

“Good heavens, what's the matter?” he
gasped. * You look ghastiv!”

‘“Never mind my looks,” was the un-
gracious rejoinder. ' I've come here ‘to-
night to speak to you about Miss Lang-
ford Have you kept your bargain?
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Have you prevented her and §tuart coms-
municating with each other?

il YES.”

“ And have you endeavoured to persuade

Miss Langiord to regard my guit with
favour?’

““ Indeed T have!”

*With what success?”

Sir Hugh averted his eyes. He dared

uot confess that his endeavours had met
with utter failure.

** She—she hasn’t exactly consented yet,”
he said. ““ But I have hopes—great hopes
—that in another week or two—"

“1 ecan't wait another week or two,”’
interrupted Herman. I am leaving Eng-
jand to-night—for ever!”

Sirr Hugh stared at him in stupefled
amazement. _ )
* You are leaving England to-night for

ever?’ he repeated.
Herman nodded, and thrust his hand into
his pocket.

“*You Lknow what theze are, caid,
drawing out a packet of letters. * And
you know that I have only to send them
to the British Gavernment, and youn will
be utterly and completely ruined. Don't
interrupt e, he continued, as Sir Hugh
was about to speak. ‘I know what you're
. going to say. You're going to remind me
that 1 gave you three months in which to
‘'sain Miss Langford’'s consent. - That is
perfectly true; but, as I've already told
vou, I can't afford to wait any longer. 1
aml _ leaving England to-night, mnever fo
return, and my -object in coming here is to
ask vou if you are willing to do something

-8 |
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for me, in return for which 1 will make
you a present of these letters You will
then be able to burn them, and thus

destroy all proof of the treachery of which
yvoun were guilty when you were a trusted
offivial of the Government

~I'll do anything to get back to those
letters,” said Sir Hugh eagerly—“anything
in the world! What is it you wish me to
do???

“ Before I answer that question,” said
Hferman. “] must first let you into a
seceret.  You have read in the papers, of
course, of the extermination of the League
¢f the Iron Hand?”’

*“Of course.”

““ And you know that No. 1, aliag Paul
Herman, mysteriousl disappeared after
the failure of his a{tempt to kidnap the
Prince of Ilirya?”

“Yes; the police have been searching for
him everywhere, but without success.”

“Well, they have found him now. At
least, they have discovered who he is, but
they haven't captured him. He gave them

the :=lip this evening, and hurried coff to
Moscar  Grange.”
“Do you mean to say that Paul

Herman is here?” gaeped Sir Hugh.
Herman nodded. _
*““ Where is he?"” demanded Sir Hugh.
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“ Standing in front of you,” said Herman
coolly. "1 am he!”

Sir Hugh recoiled, as though he had beent
struck.

“Youn!" he gasped, in a hoarse,
eredulous voice. ** You Paul Herman! You
the mysterious Number One! You the out-
lawed head of the League of the Iron
Hand !"’

“Y am,”" said Herman;
dozen sentences he  hriefly

in-

and in nalf-a-
described theé

double life which he had led as Paul
Herman, of Curzon Street, and Squlre
Mandeville, of Hartop Manor. Then bhe

told how Nelson Lee, Nipper, and a couple
of Scotland Yard men had that afternoon
heem seen larking near the Manor, and how
he had managed to elude them and come
to Moscar Grange in the car.

As he finiehed his story, Sir Hugh heaved
a sigh of relief, and his e¢yes wandered
in the direction of the bell.

Herman read his thoughts like an open
hook.

*“ Ring ihe bell, and send for the police,
and give we in charge, if you like,” he
said cahnly; ' but, remnember, these letters
are still in my possession. If I am
arrested I shall give them to the police,
and you will join me in the lock-up.”

The ook of relief died out of Sir Hugh's

face. He saw that he could not ruin Her-
man without, at the eame time, ruining
himseli.

“You misjudge me!” he said, trying to
look injured. ‘I mever thought of betray-
ing you to the police. But you haven’t
told me what it is«you wish me to do.
You say you are leaving England, never to
return. Where are you going?”

Herman pondered for a moment hefore
he replied. Then a curious smile played
round the corners of his mouth, as a
villainoue thought occurred to him,.

“*Can I trust you?" he asked.

“ Absolutely!” esaid Sir Hugh.

“‘Then TI'll tell you,”"  said Herman,
“When ] founded the League of the Iron
Hand, I kpew it would npot last for ever.
That ia to say, I knew it was practically
certain that the police, sooner or later,
would _get on the track of the League, and
exterminate it, root and bhranch.

“In order to prepare for such an
emergency, 1 decided to provide myself
witli a suitable retreat to which I could

retire and spend the rest of- my days 1n
peace and. safety.

“ For this purpose I purchased a emall
island off the Azores, which had forme:ly
belonged to am  ex-member of the
Portuguese Government, who had built him.
self a magnificent residence there.

‘“ Some day, perbaps, I will tell you more
about this island. For the present it is
enough to eay that 1 have furnished the
house with every moderu convenience, and
that I lhave a large staff of servants on
the island who are devoted to me, and
who only know me by the name of Dom
Joge da Silva. -
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¢ Under the name of Dom Jose da Silva,
I have banked coasiderable sums of money |
from time to time in the National Bank
of Lisbon; so that, although the League is |
now broken up, I have still an income of
several thousands a year. I have also, as
Dom Jose da Silva, bought a fast turbine
vacht, which is koown as the San Miguel.
Needless to say, the officers and crew of
the yacht only know me as Dom Jose, and

they have no suspicion that T am an
Engiishman, much less that I am Paul
Herman, the fugitive president of the

League of the Irom Hand.

“In case it became necessary for me
to flee the country at a moment’'s notice,
I have always kept the yacht at some
English port, with everything in readi-
ness for an immediate start., She
now at Portsmouth, which is only thirty
miles from here. In two hours after
leaving this place, I shall be on board

| B

-

minpf 8

the San Miguel, and an hour later I
shall be on my way to the Azores.”

1 am still waiting to hear what it is you
wish me to do for you,” said Sir Hugh.

“I love your niece,” said Herman simply.
“I want to make her my wife. Unless I can
do so, life has no further charm for me.-
would rather stay here, and end my days in
gaol, than go abroad aund live without your

“] wanb to take Vera with me,” said Her-
man. ““ When once she is on the island 1
have little deubt that T can spcedily convince
her of the sincerity of my love, and persuade
her to marry me."

Sir Hugh'’s face had turned as white as his
evening cravat.

“You want to take Vera with you to your
island 2"’ he repeated, as though he doubted
the evidence of his ears.

““* Yes,"” said Herman. ** And if you'll bring
her to Portsmouth-—-my car will easily hold

|i Fi ———— oL
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niece."
“ Well?” asked Sir Hugh,

Ere Donald had re-
covered from his stupe-
faction, a constable
came rushing down the
archway, followed by
an excited crowd of
people, all of whom
had been attractied to
the wharf by the report
of the revolver.

T T

the tlirce of us—I'll give you these letlers
as soon as she is safely aboard the yacht.”
Sir Hugh shook his head.

““Jt can't be done,”” he said. ¢ She
wouldn’t come with us. Nothing would per-
suade her to take such a journey at this late
}mur. She’'d suspect it was a plot to kidnap
1et.”’

“I'll undertake to persuade her, if yon'll

1 let me,” said Herman.
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“ How 7"

Herman wihispered comething in his com-
panion’s ear. Sir Hugh started, and turned,
if possible, a shade paler.

“But if you have this wonderful power,”
ho said, “why don't you hypnotise her and
make her promise to marry voun?' .

Herman vigorously shook his head.

I love your niece,” be said, “I want her

to marry me of her own free will. It would
givea me no.joy te.have a wife whom 1 had
mesmerised into marrying me. I am pre-
pared to hypnotise her in order to get her
aboard the yacht; bnt I will pever, never
marry her until she is willing to take me of
her own free will,
- “But we are wasting valuable time,"” he
added, as the clock struck eight. * Every
nmment I remain in IEngland adds to my
danger. I have now iaken you completely
into my confidence, amd told you all there
is to tell. If 1 persnade Miss Langford to
come with wus, will vou accompany us to
Portsmouth *111:1 rm:um g ‘th us until she is
safely aboagyd the yachi:

Sir Hugh® strode up .:nd down the room
with agitated strides. Herman watehed him
-for a moment or two in silence; then he held
up the packet of letters.

“If you refuse.”” ho said, “these letters
will be in the hands of the |Jntu e within the
next half-hour. If yon consent, they will be
given to you as soon as your riece i3 on
board the yacht. "1t is for vou to choose.
Which shall it be?"

For a inoment—hut only a
longer Sir Hugh hesitated.  Then a
of reckless desperation erossed his fm*

“1 accept your terins,” he said. ‘- She's
in the drawing-room. Coine along, and ¢t it
mer." |

nomenf—
look

Vera rose to her feet when the two men
entered the drawing-roomwn. Herman thought
he had never seen hr'r Inok so beautiful,

‘* Good-cvening, Miss Langford!” he sa'd,
holding out .his hand. .

Vera coldly ignored the proficred hand, and
rontented herself with a formal bow; and
then, to,her mingled surprise and :mllgm-
Lmn, Herman planted himself in front of
her and folded his arms acress his chest.

“Look at me!’ he commanded.

Scarcely knowing why she did
raised her eyes to his,

‘““ What do you niean hy speaking to me
like that?" she demam.cd “Why should 1
—should I—shounld—- :

Her Voice died away into an inaudible
whisper; her arms dropped limply to her
sides, and a vacant look came into her face.
Herman’s eyes were glittering like those of a

g0, Vera

spnake. IIe stretched out his hand and laid
It on her head. | _

“You have just reccived news of the
serious illness of a very dear friend in

London,” he said. “ You have azked me to
take you in my motor-car to see your friend.
You will now go up te your room, and put
on your hat-.and cloak, and rejoin younr
guardian ard myself at the frnnt door.”

1

Like one in a tramnce, Vera Ieft the roomn.
Sir Hugh then dobned his liat and overeoat,
and followed Herman to the car, where pre
sently they WCI‘L joined by Vera.

‘“Wo are going up to town to see a friend
of Miss Langford’s who has been taken
scriously ill” explained Sir Hugh to the
wondering hutler. * We may he absent for
a day or t“.o, but I will wire to you \\heu
we are coming haek.”

As he uttered these words he handcd Vera
into the car, and seated himself beside her.
Herman took his seat in front, and a moment
later the car, with its three occupants, wux
racing down the dark, deserted road with

the hpeed of an express.

I rescued from the clutches of Herman

and his confederates, the Govern-

ment commissioned him to build an airship
in the dockyard at Devonport.

In accordance with this arrangement, as
already recerded, Donald left London amd
secured lodgings in Devonport. On the fol-
lowing day, however, he received an official
communication from the Government, ib-
forining him that they had changed their
plans and that they had decided that the
new airship should be bhuilt in the Roy#l
dockyards at Portsmouth. To Portsmouth,
accordingly, Donald shifted his quarters, and
two days later he started work on the pew
vessel.

The next ten days were busy ones for the
young inventor, but were not marked by
any incident that calls for special mention.
On the eleventh day, however, something
occurred which was destined to change the
whole current of his future career. -

Taking a stroll on this particular evening,
he paused for a moment to light his pipe.
Whilst he was fumbling for his matches.
three figures turned into the lane out of au
adjoining side-street, and walked briskly
past him on the oppnnnte side of the. lane.

For a moment Donald could scarcely be-
lieve his eyes. One of the flgures he recog-
nised at a glance as Vera Langford. The
second he recognised as Sir Hugh. The third
was a complete stranger to him.  Asg" the
reader knows, it was ‘“Dom Jose da Silva,”
alias Paul Henmn, alins Squire Mandeville,
alias Nuinber One,

“Vera here! And with her guardian and
another man!” gasped Donald. ** What does
it mean? Why bhas Sir Hugh brought her
to Portsmouth? Who is the other mau?
Where are they taking her?”

In obedience to an impulse which he conld
neither explain nor resist, he turned swiftly:
on his heel apd glided after the thres
figures. A moinent or two later, to ‘his-in.
tense amazemeént; he saw them turn down
the low, dark an.hway which led to Gunter’ 8
Wharf. -

‘' To say that Donald was ystaﬂed is but
" feebly to deseribe his ktate of mind. - For

DONALD SAW AND DID.

HE reider will doubtless remembo)
that after Donald- Stuart had been

WHAT
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nearly a quarter of an hour he stood staring
ab the archway, waiting for the three figures
{o recappear. Then, with his brain in a
whirl of suspicion and doubt, he erossed the
road and stole down to the wwharf. ‘

By that time Vera and Panl Herman had
been taken off in a boat which was awaiting
them. Sir Hugh Langford was <tanding alone
with a revolver in his right hand, and his
eyes fixed in a glassy stare on the twinkhing
hghts in the harhour.

# Four hundred and nipety-three; four
Imndred and ninety-four; four hundred and
ninety-five!” Donald heard him mutter as he
approached. :

«+ Sir Hugh—you know me. of course—I"m
Donald Stuart,” said Donald, planting hin-
soelf in front of Sir lMugh and speaking in
rapid, agitated tones. 1 saw yYon come
down here about a quarter of an hour ago

with Miss Langford and another man. Where-

are they now? Who was the other man?
Where have they gone?’
* Four hundred and ninety-sixy  four

hundred and ninety-seven.” =said Sir Hugh,
without looking at Donald or showing any
sign of having heard him.

“ Nir Hugh!”’ eried Donald, almodt bheside
himself with fear and excitement. ** Are you
mad, or drunk, or what's the matter with
you? I'm Donald Stuart. Why don't you
answer my questions? Where is Vera? Why
has she left you? . Why are you standing
Lere, with that revolver in your hand?"

““ 'our hundred and nincty-cight; four
hundred and ninety-nine; five hnndred!” said
Nir Hugh; and as he uttcred the last word
Lo suddenly raised the revolver to his head
and clapped the muzzle to his temple,

With a cry of horrified alarm, Donald
threw himself forward and etruck up the
baronet’s arm. But he was just a fraction
of a second too late. "Even as he struck up
Sir Hugh'’s arm, the revolver went off with
4 loud report; and the next instant Sir Hugh
pitched forward, with a Stifled groan, and
vollapsed in a huddled heap at Donald's
fret,

Ere Donald had time to récover from his
stupefaction, a constable came rushing down
fhe archway, followed by an excited crowd
of people, all of whom had becn atltracted
Lo hm wharf by the report of the revolver,

¢ Merciful powers above! What's hap-
pened ¥’ eried the constahle, gazing with hor-
rifled eyes at the limp and wmotionless form
at Donald's feet. -

. Donald strove to reply, but the events of
the last few moments had proved too much
for his overstrained nerves,

Far a second or two he swayed from side to
side like a drunken man; then he stumbled
forwards and fell fainting into the econ-
stable's arms.” S &

‘When his scattered wits returned, he was
Iying. on a couch in the house.surgeon’s room
ab the Portsmouth Royal Hospital. By his
side were the house-surgeon and a scrgeant
of police. :

“You're all right. new, T, Stuart,”. €aid

"house-surgeon.

the house-surgeon, as Donald struggled up
into a eitting position on the ecouch., * You
know who I am, of course. We met at the
barracks the other night, you know., I'm the
house-surgeon. of the hospital!” -

‘““Then I'm at the hospital, I suppose?”
said Dopald, passing his hand aeross bis
aching brow. *“But why am I here? What ~
has happened 2?9

Before either of his companions eonld reply,
a flood of recollection swept over him,

‘* Ah, yes; I remember now !'’ he exclaimed,
with a shudder of horror. < 1Is he—is he
dead?"

“Yon refer, no doubt, to tha man who
shot himself on Gunter's wharf,” said - the
““No, bhe ien't dead, but he’s
in ‘a very bad way. lle was brought here
at the same time as you.” ’

*“*You know who he is, T suppose?’” sanld
tho sergeant, speaking for the first time.:

“0Oh, yes!” said Donald. ** Do you?”

ks No..u

‘“1le’s  Sir Hugh
Grange,” said Donald.

The sergeant made a note of the pame;
then he turned to the house-surgeon,

“Is it safe to question him?” he asked.

‘“Ob, yes!” said the house-surgeon, “lle
only fainted, and he's- all right pow.
Question him as much as youn like.”

The sergeant turned to Daonald,

“Would you mind telling me all you kpow
about this strange affair?”” he asked.

. “Not at all,” said Donald. “But I warn
you that I can’t tell yon very much, The
whole affair is a mystery to me.

“1 was walking down Waterhouse Lane,
about half-past ten,” he continued, “ when
I saw two men and a lady turn into the
Jane out of Bond Street. By the light of a
street-lamp 1 recognised one of the men
as Sir Hugh Langford, and the lady as his
niece; Miss Vera Langford. 'The other man
was a complete stranger to me.”

He then described how he had follewed
Vera and her two companions: how he had
seen them turn down the archway leading to
Gunter's  Wharf; how he had waited a
quarter of an hour; and how he had then
stolen on to the -wharf. .

‘““ By that time,” he continued, ¢ Mizs
Langford and the stranger had disappeared,
and I can only suppose they had left the
wharf by boat, probably for the purpose of
embarking on some vessel in the harbour.
Sir Hugh was standing on the wharf, with
a revolver in his hand. He had a peeuliar,
vacant look on his face; his eyes were fixed
in a glassy stare; and as I approached 1
heard him counting to himself, ‘

““I spoke to him, and . asked him where
Miss Langford and the other man had gone.
He paid no heed to my questions, but went
on counting like a child repeating a lesson.
I spoke to him again, but instead of an-
swering me, he continued to count; and
then, suddenly, he raised the revolver to
his head, with-*the evident intention of
committing suicide,.

(Continued cn page xii.)

Langford, of Moscar
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SINGII — THE SECRET DOOR
MYSTERIOUS BOX—IS IT MULDER?Y
ETWELN eleven and twelve o'clock

on & dark .autumn night, after

dining with o City friend at one of

_ the big, old-fashioned houses in
Clapham, Gordon Fox was walking down

the IHigh Street towards the Clapham Road.
Over his evening-drezs¢ he wore a long plaid
coat, into the pockets of which both bis
hands were deeply thrust.

ITe was strollinz =lewlvy along, content
with the world and himself—in a tranquil
mood that may have been partly induced by
his hest’'s rare Burgundy.

e had been doing nothing in particular
for a fortnight, and a fresh case was the
very last thing he was thinking of now.

As hie tossed away the end of his cigar,
and paused by a lamp-post to fill and light
his pipe, a taxi overtook him from behind.
There was a shout to the driver, the vehicle
was pulled up with a jerk, and out jumped
a man of about the detective’'s age, with
shrewd features and a heavy moustache.

“I thought that was you. Fox!” he ex-
claimed eagerly. ‘I knew the coat. You're
just the man I want. I was rushing off to
Scotland Yard for Harkness, but you’ll do
better. I'll be more than grateful if ye¢2'll
give me a little help on the quiet.”

““What's wrong, my dear Mole?”

“It's a queer affair. Murder—murder
most mysterious!” replied John Mole, who
was a police inspector of the eecond grade
at Scotland Yard.

Gordon Tox promptly thrust his friend
into the cab, and stepped in after him.

“Whero to?” he asked. “Tell the
man.”
“ Back again, cabby—back to Thurlow
Road!”
The taxi swung round, and as it sped

through the quiet streets, Inspector Mole

explained the situation in a low voice,
briefly and concisely.
“The wstory begins in Imdia,” he said.

‘““Ten years ago, a Mr. Charles Danvers,
then a man of for*y, was dismissed from
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the Civil Service in Calcutta for negligence,
or something of that sort. He was an ean-
tomologist—a collector of insects—and, with
his servayt, a Hindoo named Ranjit Singh,
who had the reputation of being a magician,
he went pft to the jungle of Bengal and
lived for 1 ycar in a lonely spot in a little |
bungalow that belonged to him.

“During this period a rich Parsee mer-
chaut, who was travelling =alone through
that pars of Bengal, mysteriously disap-
veared. ile was carrying a large sum of
money, ¢nd it was believed- that he had
been kilted and robbed by dacoits.

“Niw2 vears ago, Mr. Danvers came

| home tc Enpgland with his servant, and re-

cently some natives, while digging in the
compoind of his old bungalow for treasure
that i fool of a fakir had promised they

should find, came upon the body of the
Parsce, He had heen murdered by a blow
on ths head.

“The affair was hushed up, and the (Cal-
cutt.. police sent written instructions to
Scotland Yard, stating that one of their
men would follow by the next steamer with
the unecessary evidence for arrest.

" Here is where I come in. I was put on
t«e case, and I had no difficulty in finding
Charles Danvers, who had not changed his
name., He was living, with his native ser-
vant, at 27, Thurlow Road, Wandsworth
Common. It was a semi-detached house,
with another one joined to it, and for nearly
a week I have kept it under observation by
day and night, with the help of three plain-
clothes men from the Yard.

““ The Hindoo bas not stirred out of doors,
but tradesmen’s boys have called as usual,
and cach morning Mr. Danvers has gone for
a walk—under surveillance, of coursze. This
evening, when I went on duty, I was told
that Mr. Danvers had not gone out during
the day, and that he had not been visible,
though the servant had been seen several
times at the window. I thought nothing of
this at first, so I let the two day men go
home. I had Constable Drew to share my
watch. But, later, I began to feel umneasy.
I suspected that something was wrong—I
had no idea what—and in the end I de-
cided on a bold step. Leaving Drew on
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guard, T managed to get into the house by
the kitchen window.

* The first floor was deserted, and so was
the sccond. I crept noiselessly up to the
third and top floor, heard footsteps, and
threw open the door of 2 room at the back.

““ Here stood the Hindoo, rigeed out like
a DBritisher, in tweeds and a bowler hat,
with a lighted candle in one hand and a
portmanteau in the other. e showed fight
at once, but I knocked him down and
~tunued him, clapped a pair of irons on
his wrists, and tied his ankles with a bit
of rope. There was a comparatively fresh
ent on his left hand, and another on his

check. I opened the portmanteau, and in-
side were clothes that 1 had seen Mr,
PDanvers wearing, and a bag containing a

lurge sum in gold and banknotes. I made
1 thorough search of the house, called in
pirew, and the two of us searched again,
bhut not a trace of Charles Danvers did we
find.
priconer, and was on the way to Scotland
Yard when I meb{ you.”

‘“ And what do you make of all this?”’
2~ked Gordon Fox. .

*Only one thing. The 1lindoo has mur-
dered. and rohbed his master, and hidden
thie body In some secret place.” :

‘““A natural suspicion, but don’t be in
a hurry. You think Mr. Danvers may have
Leen aware that he was watched?”

“Very likely he was.”

“He could not have «lipped away since
yesterday evening?”

“ Iinpossible! Not even in disguise, for
e limps badly, owing to an injury to his
leg. It was chewed by a tiger years ago.”

‘““ And what about the house that adjoins
XNo. 272¢

“It was to let furnizhed whgn iy duties
hegan,” Inspector Mole answered in sur-
prise, “but four days ago 1t was taken
by an elderly man with a grey beard.”

At this juncture the cab pulled up in
fromt of No. 27, and the detective and his
companion alighted.

They hurried through the front garden,
cntered the house at the rear, and as
quickly as possible made their way to the
top fHloor. The candle was still burning in
the back room, and Ccnstable Drew, pale
and shaky, was just in the act of staggering
to his feet. The Hindoo had vanished! The
man explained in a few words,

**I hardly know how it happened, sir,”
he said. “It was done as quick as light-
ning. DBefore my very eyes the fellow
shipped out of ropes and fetters, jumped
up, seized a chair, and fetched me a stun-
nming blow on the head, which left me un-

r-nnafzipus till now., He must have becen a
magician.”
“I think le bore that reputation,”

tiordon Fox said drily; and a serious ex-
pression came into his eyes as he observed

1 left the constable in charge of thed

G
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that the room was absolutely unfurnished
except for the broken chair. ““ Doesn’'t it
strike you as queer, Mole,” he added, ¢ that
you sheould have found the Hindoo up here
on the top floor, in his empty apartment,
with bis hat on and a portmanteau in his
hand?™*

“My word, it Is ratber odd!"
Inspector Mole.

Tha detective picked up the candle, and
looked about for a moment. He entered a
closet at one end of the room, closely ex-

amined the wall, and found a secret door
that had been c¢ut in the thin partition.

With some trouble, he opened it, and then
called his companions,

‘““Hallo! What does this
claimed the inspector.

““It means much,” replied Gordon Fox.
‘“Come, we’ll investigate.”

He led the way with the light, and the

=

assented

mean?” ¢x-

three passed through into the adjoining
house,
They descended from floor to floor, finding

all dark and silent until they reached the
lower hall, where a gas-ijet was burning
dimly. A tall grandfather’s clock stood on
one side, and near-by a hammer and a
screwdriver lay on an oaken bench. There
was a drawer to this. The detective opened
it, and picked up a grey wig, and a
heavy beard and moustache to match. In-
spector Mole clapped a hand to his brow.

“1t's clear .as daylight now!” he cried
m dismay. ‘1 see it all now, I'ox! At twi.
light last evening a Jong wooden box,

marked * plate,” was removed from here by
an ordinary waggon. It was done so
openly—the occupant of the house helped
to carry it out—that my suspicions weren’t
ronsed. The grey-bearded man was Ranjit
Singh. MHe discovered that secret door up-
stairs 2 week ago, slipped out from here
in his disguise, and hired this furnished
houwse from the agent, It was a part of
his cunuing plan for murdering and robbing
his master And the dead body of C(Charles
Danvers was in that box! No doubt it was
the caso to this cloeck, and he found it
stowed away somewhere!”

“Your deduetions are adn_liruh]c,”
Gordon [Fox, with a quiet smile,

And he led the way out of the house.

said

CHAPTER II.

A JOURNEY TO ESSEX—MR. MEAKIN OF MYRTLE
COTTAGE—THE INSPECTOR SUCCEEDS.

ORDON FOX was at work early the
next morning, and with a fairly
clear idea of what he had to do.
Ho was aware that it would waste

time to secarch for the waggon that bhad

carted away the box, and as for the latter,
he was satisfied that it had been sent out
of London. llis first step was to ring up
by telephone a  Wandsworth house-agent,
from whom he learned that the furnished
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dwelling in Thurlow Road had been let for
three months to an individual by the name
of Qarling. This information proved of no
value to the detective, nor had he expected
that it would. He pursued his i1nquiries in
another direction, visiting the large rail-
way-stations, and by noon he believed that
he was on the track of the box, though
there was a chance that he was wrong.

It was at Liverpool Street that he met
with suecess, and from there he wired to
dospector Mole, who shortly arrived with
Constable Drew, both in plain clothes. The
three travelled down to Essex by a slow
train, and it was nearly four o'clock in the
afternoon when they reached the little vil-
lage of Shotford, a few miles from the sea.
(sordon Fox at ownce sought the station-
mastes:. - -

- “ A large box was unloaded here yester-
day,” he said, * addressed to a Mr. Meakin,
of Myrtle Cottage. Hac it been delivered
“yeb "

“It has been stolen, sir,” was the start-

L “1t was marked ‘ plate,” apnd I
think some London thieves must have fol-
lowed it down here by a later train. Any.
how, it wag stolen from the goods-shed last
night, and carried oif in a cart. The wheel-
marks were traced froimn the door of the
shed to the London Road, where they were
lost, of course. ‘The local police are work-
iL]:g (:1[1 the casge, but they haven't found any
clue.

“Has Me,
detective.

““Yea, sir:; he arrived early this morn-
ing,” replicd the station-master, “and he
was greatly upset when he heard the news.™

“Jle did not return to town?”

“No,; he walked over to Myrtle (ottage,
which he has just taken furnished from a
London agent.
to-day.”

. Can you describe this Mr. Meakin?”

-+ < An elderly genlleman, sir, with grey hair
and beard, and very dark =kin.”

“That's the man: it didn't take him long
to get a fresh disguise,”” Gordon Fox told
himself. “ How far is Myrtle Cottage?”
he added, aloud.

““A couple of miles to the south, sir,”
saild-the station-master. “*That road yonder
passes it.”

* The detective drew Inspector Mole aside.

- ““This is unfortunate,”” he said. “ A life
tiay be at stake. But I believe that box
to be near by, and I want you to look for
ii’t' The thieves would not have carried it
ar.
opportunity, at some lonely spot, and then
fled.”

ling reply.

Mcakin been lmre?"’ asked the

“80 I should imagine—at the sight of
WMr. Danvers’ dead body!” said the in-
epector. “But how am 1 to go about it?”

Gordon Fox gave his instructions az the

I expect he'll be here again |

They would have opened it at the first

e . w—
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three walked into the village, where with-
out delay they hired two traps at the
largest inn, the Red Lion. Inspector Mole
drove off in the first one that was' ready,
taking the London Road, and a few
moments later Constable Drew and the de-
tective climbed into the other vehicle and
started for Myrtle Cottage.

It was a bleak and chilly afternooun, awdl
the journey was uninteresting. For more
than a mile the trap containing the two
raen bowled - along between the hedges, up
hill and down; and then, as it swung round
a <harp curve, an elderly, greyv-bearded man
was s&een approaching on foot, already
within half a dozen yards.

“There he is!” gasped the constable.

He drew rein, and hefore the horse had
stopped, Gordon Fox was on the ground.
At the same iunstant Mr. Meakin took tq
his heels, with his pursuer after him, bub
he was soon canght as he was about to
leap the hedge. In the struggle that fol-
lowed his false wir and beard came off,
revealing the ewarthy features of Ranjit
Singl:.

“Whae do vou want with me?" he de-
manded, when he had been hondeufled and
lifted into ‘the trap.

“For onc thing. vou are charged with
complicity in the murder of a larsee mer-
chant in Iudia nine years ago.” replied the
detective: and at that the Hindoo shook
with feas.

A quick drive back to Shotford, and the -
prisoner was lodged in the police-stalion.
(zordon I'ox had a private interview with
him there, and when he came out into the
village streeb, with an anxious expression
on his face, Inspector Mole hastened over
to him from the Red Cow opposite.

“I've got my man!" said the detective,
“The Higdoo?"

“Yes:; he's locked up. And what luek

have you had?"

“The best of luck,” was the rnpi;*. “I've
found the box. The screws had been taken
out, but I dido't lift the Ld."

“Good work!" exclaimed Gordon ox. .
““ And now for the finish!  We must .getl
that box open without a moment’s delay,
and Rawpjit Singh must go with us.”

“Ranjit Singh! What for?"
“You will see, my dear fellow!"

— e — E—

THE LAST CHAPTER.
OPENING THE BOX——BACK TO LIFE-—GORDON FOX
EXPLAINS.

HE two traps shortly left the village
agaiun, In one were Gordou lox
and his two companions, and in the

* other, driven by a lad, were the

Hiondoo and a local constable. They drove
nearly a mila out on the TLondon Road,
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off into a narrow,
the faint ruts of cartwheels,
«topped in a  tract of
woodlamd., The whole puarty climbed
and Inspector Mole led the way
cecluded spot close by.
of thickets amdl dried bracken,
\'.-'l'h{}fl{fll LoX.
: «'I'hhe thieves were frightencd
tle detective, in o low voice,
appear to have left things
them.”
Amid
- hd,

'1 :‘1 h“l
Jowed
' preu ntly

grassy

Was

f}ﬂ‘,”
“bhut they
as they
he removed

breathless silence

Lo

lane that
and
dense
down,
to a
llere, in the midst
the

said
fonnd

the
dizclosing a layer of straw-cases, such

nostiils of tbhe apparently dead man, stroked
his forchecad, and made a few passes over
him with ope hand. AMr. Danvers opened

nis cyes. A faint finsh tinged his cheeks.
He drew a deep breath, sat up, and looked

about bim—gazed with an expression of be-
wilderment that soon turned to one of com-
prehension and dismay. e shrugged his
shoulders.

“Nob o pleasant awakening,” he said., 1

see that Fate has gone against me, so I
must make the best of it I am at your

service, geotlemen,
me o Lomdow,”

if you are ready to take
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The detective picked up a grey wig and a heavy beard and moustache to

match.

Inspector Viole clapped a hand to his brow.

as are used for wine bottles,
some of the straw, ratsed a sheet that was
nnderneath, and disclosed the waxen face
of a man. Apybody would have sworn that

He pulled back

he was dead. |
“Churles Danvers!”” gasped Inspector
Maoic. I knew it!”

v (sordon ox o smiled.
44 Cante’* he said to
'yn’ur clever work.”

"Ra njit Smgh whose wrists had been re-
leased,  stepped calmly forward. e . re-
moved twe little plugs of cotton from the

the Hindoo, “undo

L
By heavens, what does it mean?' e¢xe.
claimed Inspector Mole.

“ Uypnotism of a superior kind,
all,” replied Gordon Fox.
it has been practised in India, Wwhere
masters of the art, suchi as Ranjit Singh,
often show their sklll by burying men alive
for days In this ‘case it was a simple
device, suggested by the discovery of the
secret. door, for cnabling Mr. Danvers to
escape from Thurlow Road. The Mindoo,
going out in disguise from the adjoining
house, leased. that from the agent- in one
pame, and hired Myrtle Cottage in another.

that is
“ IFor centuries
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servant (‘f_}l'llltt'll Ol Te- |
until they could

and

master
maining safely for a time,
find an opportunity of le.nm;. the country.
As for the cuts on the Hindoo’s face aud |

'l‘lmn‘:.

tiand, they were doubtless caused by a
Tumsx use of the wrowdnwr when fasten-
ingy the lid of the box down.”

The detective's theories were subzequently

"would wedk of the charge against themn,

mitbted that Le had been waraed of the
police surveilllance by a letter from a friend
in Iuodia; but uncither he mor his servant
nor
was it ever known if they were guilty of the
murder of the Parsee merchant. vanjit
Singh ecommitted suicide by poison duripg
the vovage to- lndia, and Mr. Danvers died

in prizon while awaiting his trial at the
coufirmed by Charles  Danvers, who ad-| Iligh Courts of Justice in Calcutta.
THE "END,
TIIE LEAGUE OF THE IRON IIANI)! wonid doubtless had beea killeed on the

when you found him on the wharf?* asked

‘;1'95.”

“ What an extraordinary thing! Why do
you suppose he was counting?”’

“I haven't the ghost of an idea. I
thought at the time he was either druuk
or mad.”

“Did e appear {o recognise you?"

“No. He didn’t cven seecin to see me,

- What was the other man like?” asked
the sergeant., .

Donald described him to the best of his
ability, and 1the ecergeant entered the
deseription in his  mnotebook. Then he
questioned Donald at great length, but

without gaining any further information.

matter of fact,

(Continued from page vii)

<[ knocked up his arm. but I was too
late; and almost before T had realised what
was happening he was lying, bleeding aund

unconscious, at my feet. ‘Then, I suppo=e,
I must Iuwe fainted: for after that 1 re-
remember nothing more.”

The house-surgeon and the sergeant ex-
changed bewildered glances,

“You say he was counting to himself

the house-surgeon.

much less to hear me or recognise me.”

““And that ix

_ ail you know about  the
afair?” lie said,

as he closed his book.

“ Absolutely,” said Donald.
The sergeant sighed.
“I'm afraid your information doesn't |

throw much light on the mystery,” he said.
“I wonder who that other man was,
where he and Miss Langford have gone?”
. ¥ 8So do I.,” said -Donald bitterly. % 1
would give all I possess at this moment
to know the answer to that question.”

““ Ah, well,” said the sergeant, as he rose
to his feet, “ Sir Hugh will doubtless be
able to tell us when he comes round.”

He turned to the house-surgeon.

“There's no chance of his coming round
to-night, 1 suppose?” he said.

”[I:u house- -surgeon shook hLis head.

““ Not the slightest,” he said. “As
it's more than likely he’ll
never cowme round. HHowever, you may de-
pend upon it that if he shows any <sizn of
returning consciousness I'll let you Kknpow
at once.”

“*Is he Sf-.'l'mushr injured 7’ asked Donald,
wlien the sergeant had taken his depalbure

“ Very,” said the house-surgeon. “ But

|

| company with a strange man.
and |

for your action in knocking up his arm, he

gpot. As it was, instead of entering the
brain, the bullet glauced off the outside of
the «kull, fracturing the bone and giving

rise to considerable internal bleeding.”
“ And you think he’ll die without regain-
ing censciousness?”

“I think it s highly probable, but 1
don’t want to dogmatise on the point. He
might recover consciousness, though my

private opinion is that he won’t.”
“I hope he will,”” said Donald fervently.
“Indeed, 1 hope he will.™

“Yo1 are thinking of Miss Langford,
doubt.” said the house-surgeon, regarding
him with a sympathetic glance. “You and
che are engaged to be married, aren't yvou?"

“ There is no formal engagement between
us,” said Donald. “ There would have been
perhap.. if it hadn't been for Sir Hugzh, who

&
no

s her guardian, you Kknow.
¢ or xome reason hest known to him-
self.” Lie continued, “ 8ir Hugh has doue

everything in his power to kecp Miss Lang-
ford and wmyself apart, and to force her
to marry a young country equire, named
Mandeville. For nearly two months he has
kept his ward a virtual prisoner at the
Grange, and all wy letters to her, and all
her letters to me,- have been -confiscated
and burnt. And tow, on the top of all this
miserv,” he added, in a choking voice,
“there comes this further mystery! Sir
thugh .brings his nieece to Portsmouth in
The stranger
disappears, taking Miss Langford with him,
and Sir Hugh attempts to blow his brains

out! What does it all meau? Who was
the man? Where have he and Vera gone?"
He staggered to his feet: and brushed

away the gathering teuars.

“*1 shall break down altogether if I go on
like this!” he said, with a forced laugh.
*I'd better go home before I mnake a fool
of myszelf.”

“Won't vou stay the night here?” urged
thhe house-surgeon. ““ Not as a paticat, vou
know, but as my guest?”

Douald shook his head.

“I'd rather go home,” he said. “1I want

lo thiok things over, and decide what
is best to be done. You'll let me know if
sir Hugh  recovers  cousclousness, won't

you?"
‘1 will,” said the house-surgeon.

(Another Splendid Instalmen! Next Week.)
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~in his place in front of a crowd of school-
boys was almost more than he could bear,
The humiliation was complete.

The steward strode away, and snapped
~ont some sharp orders to his men. They
" al once scattered, and hurried off in various

ddirections, Ratley himself stalked away
Jdown the road, his brow as black as
thunder. .

* Somebody will go through the mill

now,”” remarked Reggie Pitt. ¢ Ratley is
bound to let off steam, and the vials of his
wrath will descend upon some innocent cot-
tagers, or farm labourers, 1 expect. It's
about time that rotter was kicked out of
his position.”

“ Absolutely,” agreed Archie. ‘1 mean
- 1o =ay, a ecur like that is nothing more
nor less than a kind of excrescence. 1In
otiler words, he’s a dashed bounder! I
«incerely trust that he is presented with
+a few dozen marching orders.”

Lord Bushwick had wandered away, and
was peering at the flowers in the little
sarden.  Now that the crisis was over, his
‘Jordship had returned to his favourite amuse-
- ment, - An expression of impatience came
_:}llti) his face.

T Dear me,” he murmured,
head.,  ““This is scandalous!
irecs are in a pitiable condition.
Oh, by the way,” he added.
Young man! Come here!”

shaking his
These rose-
They are
““By the

.

way!

4

Yle pointed an imperious linger at Willy
Handforth.

‘““ Want me, sir?” asked Willy innocently.

“Yesg, by gad I do!” said Lord Bush-
wick. “You t{}!d me of a somewhat remarke
able rose-tree——"

“Yes sir—here it is,”
calndy., ‘A rose-tres with wall flowers
all over it. Just come and have a squint.
Queerest thing you ever saw, =sir. You
ought to be interested.”

The Lord of Bushwick fairly trotted over

interrupted Willy

to the rosetree which Handforth minor
indicated. And, sure cnough, wallflowers
were to be seen intermingled with the

somewhat second-rate roses which were all
in bloom.

*Extraordipary!” murinured the earl.
“Good gracious! How truly remarkable!
What an astounding freak of nature——"

‘““Don’t you believe it, &«ir!” I pointed
out. “Just look a bit closer!”

Jloser? Eh? What's that?’® «aid Lord
Bmhwuh adjusting his spectaclés, and
plucking mt one of the wallflowers. ¢ Why,
bless my soul! What's this? It seems
that tﬂ}? wallflowers are not actually grow-
ing

“Well, not absolutely, sir,”” admitted
Willy. *“You see, I pulled them from an-
other part of the garden, and stuck them
in thet bush. They’re growing, ain't they?
At least, they’re not dead.”

‘ Ha, ba, ha!®

The earl gazcd at Willy gnmlyt




’
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‘“How dare you?" he excluaimed. ¢ Boy!
How dare you? Is it possible that you have
Cattempted to fool me? Can it be—"

S 4% 0Oh, come oft it, sir,” protested Wiily.
“I had to get you down here somehow—
amd that was the only wheeze 1 could
think of.” .

The old ear! suddenly broke into a chuckle,

‘‘Bless my heart and soul!” he said.
““So that was it? You deliberately told me
that story so that 1 ghould come down here?
Good gad! What a scheme! I'm hanged
it it wasu't clever! Yes, by George—
ciever!' . '

tle patted Willy on the back, beamed upon
the Grant:, and then pottered off towards
the mateway., And two minuates later he
had gono—puffing back up the lane towards
Wiz beloved garden. .

Aud all the honours of the afternoon were
for Willy Handforth., or, without a doubt,
it was Willy who had succeeded in bripging
his loedship on to the ccene.  Apd the
gituation had been saved.

-y —

CHAFTER IV,
A RELIC OF THE PAST.

¢ ELL, that's that!”
ohserved  Regyie
Pitt. ¢ 1 suppose

we can be think-
ing about moving on now.
'm joHy glad about the
v (rrants, They're fixed up
all right. They'll be able to stayv-in that
cobbage in peace and comfort,”
- " Rats!” said Handforth., “ Nothing of
“the kind!"
“But Lord Bushwick gave them permis-
sion—-"" _
- “That wmakes no difference,” interrupted
dward Oswald. ‘““ By to-mmorrow, the old
josser will have forgotten all about it.
And Rabtley will step in, and do just as he

likes. We don’t leave this camp until
la'.aﬁf::r' gets thic push!”
- “Hear, hear!”

¢ hat’s the idea!’

¢ Absolutely!™

“ Well, I'm not so sure about that!™ 1
aaid slowly. “ After all, we can't
other people’s battlies all the time. It was
- first-class idea for us to take up the
cudgels for Mrs. Grapt—but it’s a pretty
tall order if we've got to champion the
whole “countryside 2’

We, had moved down to our camp—leav-
“ing Mr. and Mrs. Grant and the children
i peace—amd now we were sitting on the
srass in front of the caravans, cnjoying a
mieal,

- It was cxceedingly pleasant, cnd we were

naturally reluctant to pove. DBut [ had
almost decided that we should be making
preparations for departure. = There were
taany hours of daylight left yvet—and we
could cover quite u nuraber of uriles before
camping time.

-
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And. even if the other fellows overlooked
the fact, 1 didu't—the fact that the Lholidays
were practically at am end, and it was up
to us to get back to St. Frauk’s in double
gquick time, There would be no cxcuse for
us if we were late. There would be a most
unholy row with the Head if we turned up

a day or two after the new term had
started. \
“You can go and cat coke!” declared

Handforth politely.
jaw like thuat, but 1I'm going to see tha’
Sinion Ratley i3 pushed out of this place,
Besides, there's aunother thing. What about
Grant? A thoroughly decent chap—one of
the best. We ought to sec that hLe gets
his job back at the castle”’

I smiled.

** My dear chap, 1'm just as keen on it
as you are,” I aaid. *“ Bubt it’s not a job
thut we can do in a day, or ¢ven a week.
How do vou suppose that we can kick Ratley
oit? Il love to sag the bully sent about
his business--—-""

“Oh rot!"” interrupted Handy. *“ I never
knew such a chap for thinking of difficul-
ties! If you leave it to me, there won't be
any trouble at all. We've already started
the gume—old Ratley’s had cne for his nob,
We've got to continue it until the beast is
settled!”

I didu't argue—for the simple reason that
it was hopeiess to reason with Handforth, 1
was fnlly in agreewent with his own incli-
nations. Nothing would bave pleased rie
more than to see Ratley get his deserts.
My only fear was that we should not be
ablo to accomplish our aims in the short
time at our disposal.

The others discussed the matter until
Archie dozed off among the tall grasses.
He¢ would probably have dozed off anyhow,
for Archie always felt slecpy after a meal.
We all felt rather lazy, in fact.

It was so warm, and so peaccful, that
we had ro nelination to get up &and start
something. 1 was thinking rather deeply—
woundering how we could help the community
by disposing of Ratley—when my atteuntion
was attracted towards a ploughman, who
was working sedately in a field in the dis-
tance.

This same ploughman tad been there f{or
some hours, guidiug his instrument accoss
the field and back again with monotouous
regularity. He was just a part ol the
landscape,

I watchied him idly at fivst. T was still
thinking about Simon Ratley. And I was
becinninz to conclude that Handforthi wasx

right. We simply couldn't leave this spot
until we had elfectively dealt with that
brute.

Lord Bnshwick hadn't the faintest idea of
Ratley"s harsh activities, If we could only
set things right by some masterly move, all
would be well. And now that we had
taken up the fight with Ratley, we didn't
like to leave, just oecause we had won the
round,

“It's all very well to.
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. 1. was still watching the ploughman, as
he made his way across the field with the
same regular, slow movement. DIut the
ploughman came to a halt in nid-field, and

1 saw the man leave his handles at the
rear, and walk forward. He bhent down,
examining some obstacle which had pre-

smwmably fouled the big steel blade.

** Now I wonder what on earth is wrong
witli him?” 1 nurmured.
" I was fully interested in the plovghman
now. Ie was fully a quarter-of-mile away
now, but the air was so clear that I could
ace every movement., And, suddenly, the
man had staggered away from the plough,
as thongh thoroughly ecared. And the next

moment he was running away, panic Hf‘.iidki‘lﬂ. |
the |

heavily-——lumbering across
every ounce of speed that he
could muster. And he was coming imr our
direction—towards the gate which opened
upon the lane a few hundred yards away.
My hat! What's the mutter with the
fellow?’ 1 exclaimed, aloud.
Y Eh?” said Tommy Watson. ;
“ That ploughman!” I explained. *' He's
running away as though spooks were after
him. Something scems to have zcared him
ont of his wits.”
**Yes, .I noticed him, toc,”' remarked
Pitt. ** Perhaps le’s dashing away 1o the
nearest pub. for a drink?”

Nobody took this suggestion ceriously, and
we were not left long in doubt. FPor a few
minutes later, the plounghman—having
reached the road-—came panting along to-
wards us. We sprang to our feet as he
came to a halt in the lane, perspiring, pant-
ing and gasping.

““ What’s the matter with
manded Handforth, glaring.

The man, who was fairly eiderly, could
hardly speak for a moment.

““There be a big boomb up in ronder
- field,”” he gasped. ‘I struck it wi' e
plough, 1 did! My! I reckon I'm lucky not
to be blowed into a thousand bits, youung
gents. A narrer escape, if ever there wuz
one!”

We stared. )

‘“ A boomb?"’ repeated Pitt politely.
“That be 10ight, young master!” said
the ploughman, nodding. ** One o they gret
boombs them Jarmins used to drop in war-
tiime. Many’s the time I've seed one o' they
Zepherleens flyin' over the wvalley, like it
wuz a fat old grub! Dang the Jarmins,
gez 1!

- 0Oh, you mean a bomb!” 1 put in.
“That's what I sez—a boomb, young
gents!” .

““But vou don't say that yvou found a
bomb in that field?"”

- **. Ay, 'tis there roight. enough,” said the
ploughman, casting a -scared look over to-
wards the field. *‘‘ Mebbe the blamed thing
will bust up afore long. We'll see them
hosses - goo into:-little bits! Good hosses,
too,”” he added regretfully. ‘‘But a man’s
life s wuth more than hosses, ain't it?"

He ran
field with

you?'’ * de-
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“My dear fathead, you're dotty!” said
Handforih, with a sniff. *“ The war's been
over for years, and yet you talk about
bombs! How many pinls did you have at
dinnertime? Or it may be the heat—"’

“If you mean as I'm drunk, voung gent,
you're mistook!” said the countrymuir.
““ Why, with this ’ere beer uow-a-days, «
man don’'t 'ave no chance to get drunk,
even if he wants to—which I don’'t, bein’
of sober habits. 1 ain’t bin Jdrunk siuce
Armistice Day——"

“ Well, we needn’t go into that,” 1 inter-
rupted.  ** As for this bomh, 1 expect youn
simply hit an old tin can of some kind——""

“Don’t you believe it, my lad!” said the
plonghmaun. ** Why, wasn’t 1 out there, in
Franee for nigh on two year? 1 know what
a hoomb is—1've seed plenty on ’'emn, any
way' '’ he added. ** And that Lewb’s a
lyin' there, right under the old plough—
lishle to go off any minit!"”

“0h, he's been seeing
Handferth impatiently.

“I don’t know so much about that,” I
puit in. ** The Zeppeling came «over this
pari of the country during the war—although
they never did any damage. [t's quite pos-
sible that a homb fell in one of theze ficlds
and buried itself in the soft earth without
exploding. Haven® you read in the papers
how boembs have been found in different parts
of the conntry? Wed better go and have
a look--just to imnake sure.” '

The ploughman looked alarmed. .

“Don't yon go mnear thet plough, young
masters!” he urged. ““ Why, like as not
you'll be_blowed to bits! They bhoombs are
rummy things! An’ arter all these years
ther’ ain’'t no tellin’'——"

“ After all these years, the
probably harmless,” I iopterrupted. ** Any-
how, we'll have a look. There’s no need
to get alarmed, old chap.: And you needn’t
come with us, unless you like.”

“Come wi' ye?" repeated
*Tain’t  likely !” _

He sat down on the . ank heside the lane,
and mopped his brow with a big red hand-
kerchief. And 1 started off towards the
half-ploughed field, accompanied by ecight
or nine of the juniors. We were 2ll guite
curious, and had
danger.

But I knew well cnough that if the thing
really was a bomb—well, it was probably
fully alive, and quite capable of exploding.
The fact that it had lain there for years
was no indication that its vitality had died.

It did not take us lJounz to reach the
ploughed field. The horses, attached to the
piough, were still standiug quite plaeid, un-
conscious of the danger—or the supposed

things,” said

‘bomb i3

the man.

danger.

“1 suppose we ought to be pretty
cauticus, yon know,” remarked Bob Chris-
tine. *“ There’s no sense in asking for

| trouble—and if that bomb is alive, it ntight
| go off at any minute. A kick from one of

those hoofs-—"

no particular thought of -



0Ok, don't be an ass,"” said Handforth,
wtriding on in advance. * Danger—I[ don't
think! In any case, you're not afraid of a

I suppose? I'm going to have
“And I'll bet

Lrerman bomb,
a look at the thing closely.
[t's not & bomb at Callt?

tHe and I were the {rst fellows to get to
tiie scene oi action, so to spenk. And the
very first glance told me that the plough-
man had made no mistake. 'There, just iu
trout of ‘the plough, and still halt covered
with moist earth, lay & big metal object.

[ts shiape was somewhat peeuliar, and there
wis no question that it was one of the
sialier  ** aerial  torpedoes™  which  the
teerman  Air Foree had used so liberally
Huering the Great War. And this bomb was
no shell--it was fully alive.

Hand{orth gave the thing a kick.

St Why, it's wothing to be afraid of,” he
sniffedy ** Fauey ealling this thing a bomb!

I Gelieve dt's an old farm impleinent

“You—you reckless idiot!™ 1 gasped.
“ Don't kick it like that! Of course it's a
hiownb—unevploded, too. 1t inay be dead,

bubt we can’t tell, T he su"hte it touch wight
canze it to expinde.”

“You're not alraid of
ashed Handiorth tartly.

He bent down, seized the bomb, and com-
ierced hauling 6. 1t was of considerable
size, aud at first his elforts were of no
avail,  Then the bomb shifted somewhat,
and suddenly rolled over a large hunmimock
of ecarth. 1t lav  there, tuIl} exposed.
Hundforth gave it .mntlu:r kick.

i Drag him away !’ said  Church  des-
IlLl'lttlﬁ

Three or four fellows seized Handforth, and
pulled him oubt of the dauger zone. Even if
the ‘homb was dead, there was no sense in
tewmpting  Provi Li*"ll{,e by kieking at it uu-
ucecessartly,

“The. old chap was right—and 1 don't
wonder ot him being a hit scared,” 1
watrked.  ** That pluu"h blade mlﬂht easily
"have caused an explosion. We shall have
to do something, of course. We can’t let
Ale watter rest here.”
¢ What can we do?” ‘

“CWell, it's onf duty, I supppose, to in-
form the police,”” 1 replied. ** Then they'll
come along and tuke the thing away. |
expect there'll be quite a commotion in the
viltage when the news gets about.”

I think most of the follows were feeling
@ wreat deal more comfortable after we had
left the vicinity. DBut I did not do so until

it, l suppuno?”

asked MeClure.

the plough had been shifted, Reggie Pitt
and I, by careful manceuvring, succeeded

in getting the pluugh out of that particular
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furrow,
them to the ctl"t: Ut'the field.
The Bomb was now left quite to itsell i

Then urging the horses on, we led

undizputed possession.  The ploughnian was
for us near the hedge. De had
scen what we were doing, and Tis face was
fitled with admiration.

“Darn my hide!”" he exclaimed warigly,
"1 reckon you young gents has got a whole

lot of pluck! Why, ,even I wounldn't ha'
done that, wi a boomb lyin" about, which
it was like to go off any minit., An' me an

oid sodjer, too! You young geuts are matde =
n' the right stull!”

“My dear chap, we couldn't leave
horse¢s  where they were,”” 1 poiuted out.
“1i they had become rvestive, they wight
have kic Iw:l that bomb. The best thing you
can do is to get yvour horses away, .uui Lol
vour emplover, 1t's most important  that
the police should know———-"'

“ Ay, that's right enough, voung master.”
sald the man. * This here is a job for the
police. They boombs ain't the kind o' things
i honest wan likes to bamdie. The police
have aot tu do it!"”

“Which doesn’t =ay much for the houncesty

your

of the police,” chuckled Pitt. ** Dy the
wayv, what's the nawe of vour boss?"

“1 be workin" ou the Yew Farm. for Mr..
Sprages,”” said the plouginnan. * 0O’ “course.
he ain't mwy boss, really—ouly a ANind o
foreman, as ye micht say. The Yew Farm

amd Mr. Ratley
added the man,

is on the Bushwick estates,
is the boss.  Drat bim!”
with a hit of a scowl,

“You don't scem to like Mr. Ratley
much?”
* Like  him.” repeated  the  Jabourer,

“there ain't a wmwan in thke hull county
what's more hated. Like as not he'll blame
some of us chaps for that there boomb,
and then ther’'ll be more trouble. Ratley .
won't last much louger, neither!” added the
man darkly. An’ if 1t comes to that, no
more wou't his lordship!” '

“What's the matter with his lordship®’
ashed lﬁtt

“I ain't savin® a word—t
replied the countryvinan.
careful o' savin® things. Joe Miles—that's
my name. I've allus bcen known as =«
cauticus man. But 1 will say as how. Lord
Dushwick aiu’'t the Kind of master he
oughter be. - Downtrodden—that's what ‘we
are! There’s folks down in the village well
uigh starvin'!™ he went on indignantly.
“ There's men with wives an’ kiddies what
car't afford to give their families enmwh to

ain’'t my ])].l{.,{‘
“ I've allus bin

eat. And for ul:}:‘ All because this ’ere
tyrant pays starvation wages!”
“Do you mean Lord Bushwick?” asked
Handforth. ;
“ Ay, said Joe  Miles, “I mean Lord
Bushwick. But there! Tain't my place to
say things. I'll be ,_..utt.m off, young gents.

Il put my hosses up, an' then goo to the
village an’ tell the policeman ahout that
there boomb, ™

He wade an extraordinary noise with his



*wonth, which the horse at once understood.
Apd we watched him as he went off down
i1he road,

“ Yes, we've gob to stay here and see this
whole thing throvgh,” I said slowly. ** That
man's got a totally wrong idea of Lord
Isushwick—and I expect ninety per eent. of
1he other inhabitants share his views. Ratley
s crushing these simple rastic people under
his thumb, and they Dbelieve that Lord
Bushwick is responsible. We’ve got to zee
- that everything is put straight.”

- -« Hear, hear!™ .

“Didn’t [ say it all along?” demanded
Handforth, * Didn’t I tell you so from the
first? As for that bomb, I think we ought
to =hilt it. How about <arrying 1t down
to the river, and dropping it in?"

* Nothing doing,” 1 replied. ‘““ We shonld
probably get into trouble with the authori-
ties, And, after all, it is cssentially a job
for_the police.” _

And all the othoers—ith the exception of
Handforth-—agreed with me.

CIHHAPTER V.
1HE GATHERING STORM!

‘ ‘¢ DON'T like it!"" I =aid.

frowning.

’_.‘—-.

Ao I =cet  my teacup
down and gazed ont
acrosz the meadows in the
4d” gathering dusk., Peace had

descended on the valley—the
(uiet peace of a delightful English sumner
CVCNIng.

“Don't  like

“Why not?"

“Well, I'in
yephed.

* Uneasy about yonr teal!”  exclaimed
Fatty, staving. *' You—you ass! How the
hloater paste can you bhe uncasy about a cup
of tea?”

“*Who's talking abont tea?” I
patiently,

“You are! You took a cup of tea, set
the cup down, and then said you didn't like
it,””  seaid the fat jJjunior indignantly.
“That's all rot! I pride myself that I can
make as good a pot of tea as anybody——"

“ Blow the tea!”" I interrupted. *‘1 wasn't
thinking  about tea! | was thinking about
soniething far more important, I don’t like
this total inactivity.”

“ You mean about the bomb?"” asked Pitt.

“Yeés, It’s nearly night time, and nothing
has happened,” I replied. * No sign of the
police—or anybody else. And that bomb
ought to be taken out of that field and ren-
dered harmless as soon as possible.  It's
not nice to have unexploded aerial torpedoes
Jyinzg about loose.”

““Well, you ought to have taken my
advice,” said Handforth. *“ It won't take
us long, even now, to chuck the giddy thing
in the river."

But nohody regarded this suggestion with
enthusiasm, As we had all decided, the

it?" repeated Fatty Little,

o it nnmeasy  aboat it,”" 1

said im-

—
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“ It ain’t for me to say what's go
| to be done, mates,’’ one of the men
was saying in a thick kind of voice.
¢ But you ’eard as well as 1 did,
This 'ere bomb is lyin’ up in the six-
acre fAeld. Ask Joe Miles—he’s over
in that corner!"

A L.

task of removing the bomb wag for the
police. But, although it was now fairly late
in the cvening, there was no sign whatever
of anybody coming. Since Joe Miles hadd
departed with his plough, we had scen no
sign of any living soul beyond just our own
company, And, of course, we had heen
expecting whole squads of villagers on the
scene, headed by the local constable. 1t
hardly seemed possible that they waould
allow the homb to remain there.

“1 don’t believe the old fathead told the
police anything about it,”” sald Tommy Wat-
son. ‘“ That’s the reason why nobody’s been,
I expect. He was half scared out of bis
wits, and he probably went straight home.
Some of these village chaps have got, 1o
more sense than a giddy mule.”

““ Well, T'll tell you what,” I suggested.
«“ We've finished our feeding for the day, so
we'll get up a little party, and stroll into
the village. We're sure to see the local
constable in the High Street, so we’ll have
a chat with him. It’s no geod relying on
that ploughman.”

There were many juniors who objected to
the scheme, huf several others voted-it to be
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an excellent idea. Accordingly, Reggie and I
set off soon afterwards.

Market Bushwick was by uno means as
crand as its name implied. [t was a sleepy
little village, set down in the heart of the.
valley, and rcached only by means of narrow
bye-lanes.  Practically all the iubabitants
relied upon the estate for a livelihood, aund
the place had an old-world appearance that
- would have delighted the hearts of tourists.
Unfortunately, Market Bushwick was so far
off the beaten track that strangers were
quitc a novelty. .

By tlie timme we arrived in the sleepy High
Street, darkness had fully descended. One
or two lights showed in a few cottages, but
‘t really seemed that the village was already
preparing for bed.

At the end of the street, however, lay the
Bushwick Arms—the one hostelry which the
village boasted. There was a tiuy heer-house
at the other end nf the High Street, but this
was only a mere cottage. The Bushwick
Arms was a real iun—one of thoece old-
fashioned spots where the male population
of the whole district gathers of an evening
to drink and gossip. _

In fact, the Bushwick Arms was a kind of
club. In the old panelled tap-room, men
would sit about on the benches with large
mugs of ale in front of them. Tie floor was
of brick, with sawdust distributed sparingly.
And behind the bar presided the lzndlord,
a portly, cheerful soul.

“No siga of the one and only bobby,” re-
marked Pitt, as we approached the inn. I
shouldn't be surprised if he's inside the
hostelry partaking of half a pint. Shall we
take »n look in?"

“ Well, I don't know,” [ said, hesitating,
“We don't want to cause a whole lot of
comment. Perhaps we shall he able to get
a look in one of the windows. They're all
wide open—which isn’t surprising, consider-
ing the warmth of the evening.”

We drew nearer and came to a pause out-
side in the dark road. There was not another:
soul in eight, And from within the Bushwick
Arms came sounds of much hilarity. 7The
villagers appeared to be enjoying themselves
in a wery thorough manner. |

Although we didn't know it, it was the
landlord’s birthday, and he was distributing

a certain amount of free drinks, The
villagers  themselves, in addition, were
spending more money than usual. And as a |

result, now that it was nearly closing time,
quite a number were in a somewhat merry
condition.

“ Let's creep round fo the side and have
a look in one of the windows,” I suggested.
“Come oun."” : :

Pitt followed me, and we were soon in the
little garden of the inn, and here we found
ourselves just opposite a window which was
wide open at the bottom. But the space
was covered by a large piece of wire gauze
on which the word ‘‘ Parlour "’ was painted,

Thus, although we could see clearly into
the room, those inside could see nothing of

i S T sl P i

us. And we could hear every word that was

£

LEE LIBRARY |

Not that this was likely to he
The gossip in the bar-
nn is never extremely

being said.
very cutertaining.
patiour of a viilage )
elevating.

There were eight or nine men in the room,
some sitting down, eome standing—but all
with mugs of beer near at hand. The aic
was thick with tobaceo fumes. And these
wmen seemed to be holding a meeting of some
kind. .

The tap-room was in the front of tha
hiouse, and this was only occupied by the
elderly male mwembers of the community.
The bur-parlour scemed to be given over tw
the uze of the younger set. :

“It ain't for me to say what's got to
be done, mates,” onc¢ of the men was saying,
in a thick kind of voice. “But you 'eard as
well as { did. This 'ere bomb is lyin" up in
the six-acre field., Ask Joe Miles—he's over
in that corner——"’

““ Never mind Joe—he's drunk,” put in ons
of the otherz. *“ As for what vou're sayin’,
Ned Puckett, I can’t_make ’ead nor tail of
it. None of us don't know what you're
a-trying to get at.”

Ay, he's right,”
the idea, Ned?"”

The man called Ned Buckett was a big,
burly fellow with an wnshaven chin, and
shaggy evebrows. He looked more like a
poacher than anything else. Ilis face was
flushed - with much drinking, and his eyes
cleamed. :

“1'm beginninzg to understand,” I mur-
mured.  Miles must have come straight to
the pulf and talked to these men, instead
of givigz his information to the police. 1
don't Kke Lhe louk of that Buckett fellow
at all.”

Pitt nodded.

“The village agitator,”” he grinned.

And he was right, too. It wasn't long
before we found out that Ned Buckett was
possessed of decidedly anarchistic views.
Under ordigary conditions, no doubt, the
man was Jsk a harmless villager. But with
a large amount of drink inside him, he had
worked hirdselfl up to a piteh of excitement
fflmt gave him false courage and unsuspected
e, -

The other men were also of the “fire-
brand '" type—at least, in their present coun-
dition. They listened to Ned Buckett’s words
wi];tlil cager interest, approving of all he
Sald. .

“You don't understand what I was say-
ing?"" demanded Duckett. “* All right, I'H
explain, Listen to me, mates. Ain't we had
enough of this capitalistic tyrant what lives
up at the castle?" -

¢ Ay, we have!" %

“ Ain’'t we been downtrodden for years—
ever since we was kids?"” asked Mr. Buckett,
after taking another swig of beer. *‘* We
ain't livin' in the days of slaves! This 'ere
is the age of independence, when one man’s
as good as another. Just because this
bloke is Lord PBushwick it don’t say that
he's any better than we are. lHe's a man--
we're men! We're all made the same way!

said ancther. “ What's
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Tain’t right as he should live in Juxury in
a castle, with servants, motor-cars, amn’ as
much drink as he wants, while we've got to
slave away, just to - Keep body and soul
together.”

W 'Bar, earl

‘“Ned's right ! .

“It's time this ‘ere carl was knocked off

his perch!”
the time to do it!”

““Anr’ to-night’s
shouted Ned Buckett. “ You do as 1 tell ye,
he all right; I know

mates, an’ things’ll

what I'm talkin’ about. 1’ve been readin’
hooks—I1'm better eddiecated than what you
are. What we ought to do is to copy them
chaps over in Roosia. The land’s oursi We
work on it—we sow the seeds, and reap the
harvest—an’ yet we don't get nothin’ but
a starvation wage. It’s time this Lord Bush-
v.ick was put in bis place.”

Ay, so it 18!’

“ For years we’ve bin half-starved hy this
bloomin’ tyrant,” went on Ned flereely.
“Well, it ain’t goin’ on no longer! To-night
we nmiean to go up to the castle, and tell the
old brute what we thinks of hin! An’ if
be don’t mee! our demands, we'll durned
well make him suffer!”

“* That's right, Ned—let's he movin'!"*

“TPag, ‘ear!”

‘““ Hold hard, mates,’” said oue of the other
men, who was not quite o influenced by
drink. - There’s no need to get cexcited.
We can’t do no good by going up to the
castle—-"’

““Oh, can't we?’’ shouted Nec?.
about that there bomb?”

“Bombh?”

The room full of men fell into a hoshed
sibence. They all stared at Ned, and their
dull wits ounly half-grasped the significance of
his words. Ned Buckett was just beginning
to reveal the evil plan that had come into
his mind,

“ My goodpess!” murmured Reggie.  Did
you hear tuat? They're thinking about go
imyg up to the castle—"

** linush!” I breathed. < This is beginning
to look seriouns, Reggie. Thank goodness we
ratic!  We shall be able to take a warning
np to the castle, so that they can be pre-
pared.”’

“0Oh, T expect they're only gassing,
pered Pitt. *‘It’s all empty talk.”

But 1 was not satisfied on that point.
These men were apparently the worst hot-
heads of the village. In all probability they
had talked in this strain week after week,
and month after month. As Reggie had
sald—they had been gassing. But it seemed
possible that it might get beyond the gassing
point on this oceasion.

" Yes!” repeated Ned Buckett. “ And
what about that there bomb? There it lies,
ny in the six-acre field yonder. It’s one o
they bombs the Jarmins used during the
war —a grey old thing, capable of blowing
bulf the castle to bits. It’s our chanee,
mates.”

““It can’t be done, Ned—we’d all find onr-
gelves in prison arterwards,” said one of the

“ What

whis-

[ |4
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‘“ Why, 'tain’t worth
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others, in beery alarm,
the risk—"

“There aln’t no risk,”” interrupted Ned.
“’Ow are the police to know who did it?
They’ll never find out; besides, it won’t be
necessary to explode that bomb. We’'ll just
use it to scare the old tyrant. As soon as
e knows what we mean to do, he'll give
I ab onecel!”’

~ " Give in?”’ repeated another man. * Give:
in to what?”
“Our demands,”” replied the agitator.

“ We're goin’ to tell the old rotter that we
want double pay—and nothin’ less. We ain’t

oing to he put offi with no idle promises.

ot likecly! Double pay—or we lets off that
bombh !’

*“That's a good idea, Ned.”

“We'll do it !

“'@ar, ear!”

The men were all talking at once—
thoroughly aroused and excited, In a sober
condition they would never have dared to go
npon such an enterprise. But they were
feeling reckless and dangerous. -

And it was a clear reflection on Simon
Ratley's rule. We had known for a long time
that there was a great deal of dissatisfaction
in tho village, but we had never suspected
that matters would come to such a pass as
this,

And these people—as Mrs. Grant had told
us—were not angry agaiust Simon Ratley,
but their hatred was directed against the
Earl of Bushwick. They were all employed
by his Jordship, and they only regarded
Ratley as an underling. They took their
orders from him, certainly, but, after all,
he wag an employee just the same as them-
selves, They did not imagine that the earl
was totally ignorant of the state of affairs.

Apd this was the result of Ratley’s iron-
handed slave-driving,

The younger set of the village were deter-
mined to take action. Possibly they would
have done nothing of the kind in normal cir-
cumstances. Bubt the news of that bomb
had put the idea tnto their heads.

Ned Buekett was the ringleader.

Clearly, he had been reading DBolshevish
and Awparchist Jiterature, and Ms inind was
filled with inflamed ideas. Hi3 better edu-
cation was a peril to him. For he had in-
sufficient, sense to realise the danger and
madness of his proposed scheine. _ r

The other men were like sheep—they were
quite ready tq follow him.

Garzing into the room, through the gauze,
we saw the agitator and his suporiers pre-
paring to leave. They drank down the last
of their beer, and then proceeded to move
ount through the doorway.

Apnd it was just at this moment that some-
thing happened, _

Pitt and I had stopped there, defermined
to see all we could, and hear all we could.
There scemed to be no question of the actu-
ality of the plot. It had been decided upon,
and action was npow going to take place.

‘“ Look here, we'll wait until they’'ve cleared
off, and then we'll whiz straight up to the
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castle,”” I whispered. “YWe'll give Lord
Bushwick the tip, and by the time tlnm,
fellows arrive, the castle will be reads.’

“Good wheeze!” agreed Pitt.

We stole away. DBub as soon as we gob
to the corner of the building we came faco
to face with two burly labourers. It was as
much a surprise to us as it was to them.

We had no time
seize(l us at once.

““ What's all this licre?"
them. < Bows, ch?
you boys doin’ round

to dodge, for the men

demanded one of
Now, then, what are
'ere at this time o

~night?”

-y S T —

- Hold these kids tight!

“ Don't ho an ass!” I said curtly. " We

C1f we let "em

extate workers were big fellows, with plenty
of brute strength.,

Ned Buckett came up after we had been
secured.

“ Don't you fzct on the idea?” he asked
teasely. ¢ These 'ere hoys were listening—
outside Liw window! The voung brats must
have heard all we said, darn “their hides?
go, there’ll he no chance of

us uarrying out that plan. Fold them,
matest”’

o ll"w but what can we do with the young
uns iy’

“ Dot sald Ned. “Do? Now, lemme
Siﬁfl_._.__l__.r. . -

tHe paused for a moment, and then nodded.

T
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want somne eupphes—we're from the camp
up the road—"
“The camp, eh?’ " Ah,

satd the man.

" reckon you must be them young gentn “lmt.

Joe Miles was speakin’ about. Quick, mates!
Like as not they'l}
talk too much {f we let em go!”

I commenoed struggling with all my
- strength.
“Don't let ‘cm bhold youn, Reggie!” 1

gasped tensely.

But, although we both did our utmost,
it was a hopeless proposition. Several other

-men had comc up as soon as the first man
_had spoken.

And then, almost before we
knew it, «c were held tightly by many
horny h’tndc The farm labourers aud other '

“ 1 reckon there's the old barn—just at the
back Nobody don't ever go there arter
dark—h cent the rats. Brmg 'em along, an’
if they f-.tv*t velping, give 'em something to
;eip for!"”

It was quite impossible for us to shout for
assistance, for our captors held us tightly,
and held their hands over our mouths. We
were led quickly down a little footpath, unti!
the outline of a big barn loomed up iu
finnt of us, dimly visible against the night
sky.

This development had taken us by surprisc.

1 was wild with myself for having aliowed
the capture. Yet 1 couldn't very well sec
how Pitt and I could have avolded it.
Listening outstde that widdow, we had oot
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puiieved that these hulking village youths
would have sense enough to scent danger.
After all, they were nothing but the young
firebrands of the community. The sensible,
jevel-headed married men would never have
participated in such a revolutionary enter.
prise.

At the same time, I was pretty sure thab
the same feeling was present in all these
villagers. They had all sutfered the same
treatinent from Ratley, and they all helieved
“‘4hat Lord Bushwick was to blame.

Bub it was only these young hotheads who
were rash enough to put their thoughts
into actual execution., And the finding of
“that bomb had caused this sudden, unlooked-
for outbreak.

And I was greatly alarmed.

I knew well enough that this mob was
~eapible of any kind of violence. lialf-drunk,
ihe young meun were not level-headed enough
10 realise the enormity of their plan. And
“when you get a set of roughs like that, all
fixed upon the same idea, there is never any
f.clling where the thing will end.

They were not eriminals; indeed, in ordin-
-ary hfe these youths were probably as
honest apd straightforward as their fellows,
IBut Ned Buckett was undoubtedly a rascal;
it was he who was responsible for inflamin
the miuds of theso others. Ned was one o
“those young fellows who believe that no
“mun has a right to be betler off than
another, lle did not see the argument that
-no two human beings can be alike; that two
-youug wmen, starting off on the same path
‘together, with the same chances in life, will
go in  totally different directions—one,
“ros~ibly, to wealth and fame, while the other
deseends to poverty and disgrace. Success or
faiture in this life depends upon ibe ib-
dividnal, aud pot upon any social standard.

One thing seemed certain to my mind.

And that one thing was this—these young
mecn would certainly go up to the castle,
and they would cause damage. And if they
did not succeed in blowing themsclves to
bits with that bomb, they would probably

suceced in half-wreeking the castle. _And
hiere were Reggie Pitt and I—prisoners,

Jt was galling to the extreme.

None of the other fellows knew of the

plot, and could take no action. There wasn't
-a soul who could carry a warning up to the
castle. Thus, these men would arrive, bent
wpon their deadly work, to find Lord Bush-
wiek and his family unprepared. The fire-
brands would have everything their own
way. _ -

And just because we had been a minute
too Jate in stealing off! It was enough to
make a chap grind lis teeth with helpless
anger. Pitt, indeed, was doing so. But 1
Jqnapaged to remain calin and outwardly cool.

. And we were thrust info the barn, and
ftaken to a small Joft overhead.  Here we
were bound hand- and foot: with thiek ropes,
and thrown upon a pile of straw. We were
Jeft. there, prisoners,
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CHAPTER VI.
THE SIEGE OF BUSHWICK CASTLE!
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——" « ECKON we'll need to
q be careful o’ them
g boys,* whispered
N gy ¥ Buckett - cautiously,
““The young varmints ‘have

’ ]
s
e o
& 3
R

ot their camp just over yon-
er. 1f they catch sight of
us, they'll 2o and give the warnin’.”

The mob had arrived at the six-acre field
—whera the bomb was peacefully resting in
the inould. A half moon had risen, and was
thedding a weak, pale radiance over the
wooded countryside, |

Buckett’s gang had grown considerably,

All sorts of other men had joined—many
of them just ont of idle curiosity, and not
because they intended taking any actual
part in the proceedings. They were in
sympathy with a demonstration at Bush-
wick Castle, but did not agree with taking
that bombh along with them. i

And Reggie Pitt and I were ctill im-
prisoned in the barn—the only outsiders who
knew what was being plunned. And it was
all the more cxasperating because we were
Qnrtmlly in sympathy with these villagers.
| We knew how the,}v had been harshly treated
lhy Ratley, and if the matter had merely
been a simple demonstration against the
steward, we should have: stcod by, and
enjoyed the procecedings. o

But it wag something more dead]y than a
mere demonstration. These half-intoxicatetl
young workers were bent upon.grign  mis-
chief. And it was wrong that they- should
direct their animosity against Lord Bisit-
wick. It was Simon Ratley who wus wholly
to blame, t TRl R

But it would have been
point this out.

Kveryfrody on the estate, almost, believed
that the carl was the instigator of the harshi-
ness whieh had been a part of the ruoral
life for years. The high rents for {he cot-
tages—tihe poor wages—the sharp methods
employed hy Ratley—-all these things were
laid at Lord Bushwick’s door. :

The <rowd of men had approached the
ficld by a roundabout route, takine various
footpaths across the meadows. They. had
not gone anywhere near the caravan camp.
Therefore, the juniors were in total ignor-
ance of the situation, . -

“Them boys ain’t eeen uz so far, an’ if
we’re careful, we'll be all right,” went on
Ned Buckett., ' Look ’ere, mates—most of
you had best get on to the castle, and be
there, waitin’. We'll be along later.”

““That’s a good idea,” said one of the men
promptly, ' : .

It was surprising how many others agreed,
They didn’t relish the thought of approach-
ing too near that bomb, and they were
willing enough to leave the scene, and make
their way tonwards the castle--carrying with
them several tools and implements that had

quite useless to

. been hrought along. I it came to a fight,
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these men would be armed with rakes anil
hoes, ectc. o - .

Only, Ned Buckett and five others were left
on the cdge of the six-acre fleld.
were kindred spirits—the most
reckless vouths of the village, and all were
well Alled with liquor. They cared mothing
for bombs.  In their inflamed state they

were not afraid of anything.

And these |

]

dust you waib a bit, mates;’
Buckett,
an' these here chaps 13 goin’ to fix up the

| : interrupted
*iStay jest where you are. Me

old bomb. We'll be done in a minit or two.
We'll call when we want you.”

““ All right—don't he long!”’

The precession with the truck branched
off on to one of the lawns soon afterwards,
and very shortly came to a halt just against

Buckett himself had a packet of cun-| the torrace. It was only a few vards to the
powder with him—so nohody smoked. That | north wall of the castle from here.
gunpowder was to be used later on, At the At this particular point, the old &stone

eicment. the mob confined itself to the task
»f removing thc bomb.

- A hand-truck had_ been brought along.
‘And this was trundled to the centre of the
loughed field. It must be remembered that
e spot was quifc a respectable distance
from the caravan camp—so none of the
junlors there knew what was going on. The
wind in the trees overhead effectually
drowned all other sounds,
" ¢ Bust my buttons!” muttercd Buckett,
“1t's o bomb Tight enough, mates! Look at
it! I reckon it's big cnough to bust up the
castle, too! If we don't get what we want,
we'll do some dampge!”’

¢t Av, so we will, Ned!”
. The half-dozen agitators gathered arounnd
thie bomb, and after cne or two preliminary
tugs, it was gingerly lifted up, and then

walls rose up majestically, and high ahove
there was a gnaint tower. 1t was the most
picturesque section of the castle, and Ned
Buckett smiled grimly tn himsell.

“We'll set that bomb jest about here,”
he mutt:red.

With some difficulty, the bomb was taken
from the truck, carried across the terrace,
and placed just against the wall. Then
Ned took the bag of gunpowder from his
pocket, and proceeded to lay a fnse. Tucked
just underneath the bomb itself there was
a littie tin box, tightly packed with gun-
powder,

Thnz, whea the Fuse got to this box—that
i3, when the fuse was lichted—there wouid
be a minor explosion. Ned was convinced
that this would immediately cause the old
war relic to explode, in turn.

placed on to some old sacking in the hand- It was really a matter of chance, Ned.
trick. DBy all appearances, the thing was| didn’t know much abont these things, but
harmless., These young men, no doubt, did | it secmed to bim pretty certain that the
mot fealise the actual danger of their under- | bomh could mever withstand such a shock.
taking., or they would never have eszayed the | And, indeed, there would be little doub

t.ask.

© For, in all truth, that tarnished, rusty-
lcoking cvlinder of metal was liable ta éx-
plode with fatal cousequences at any second,
Until it was examined, nobody could tell

ahout the matter.

He iaid the fuse across the terrace, anqd
then down one of the yard garden paths -
a lire of gunpowder, unbroken, for several
hundred feet. A match, applied to the end

what condition it was in—but the pro-| of this fuse line, would hegin the deadl)
babHlty was that any heavy jar woull] work, The gunpowder would flare up rapid!y
detonate the deadly explosive within. --until it reached the homb,

The hand truck started off, pulled by two
or three of Ned's men,
+  And after crossing one or two meadows,
Lhe lane was rcached. And the little party
'sef off towards the castle itself, The bomh
had remained unchanged. It scemed as
tharmless as an empty dustbin,
"~ The St. Frank’s camp was still in the sameo
state of secrene unconsciousness, The vil-

b we can ¢o," said Ned, at length.

mates—that's about all
¢ Mind
your, I ain't sayin® that we shall set fire to
this ’Tere fu<e, But if the old bloke doesn't
agree to what we want—well, I'll be the
fust to light the mateh.”

The others, still as  reckless as ever.
heartily agreed. And a quick plan of cam-
paigu was made. .- ;

“*There you are,

lagers had come unpon the road a good way In the meantime, pcace reigned within
‘distant from the epot where the caravans| the ecastle. It was a kind, of calm before
ywere stationed, S0 the juniors knew | the setorm, The Countess of Bushwick re-
nothing. clined gracefully in the drawing-room, deep

. Arriving at the" lodge gates, these were
found to be still open. The invaders marched

in the pagcs of one of the latest novels.
At present there were no guests at DBusl

in, taking carc to make as little noize as| wick, and life was somewhat monotonous.
possible, Before the demonstration <om- Her ladyship employed a companion, hutl
menced, Ned Buckelt wanted to have his| this excellent lady had retired early, owing
bomb in poszition, with the fuse all pre-| to a somewhat severe attack of neuralgia.

pared,

I Dark forms appeared from both sides of
‘:t.he wide carriage drive.

- ¢“Who's that?” muttered Ned, coming to
a halt in front.

. ‘“ All right, Ned—only us,” ecame a volce.
¢ We've been waitin® here. 1s this where
we start-—---" i

\ b2en  reading  an

Lady Bushwick, therefore, was left entirely
to herself, b

As for the lord and master of the mansion,
he was deep in the cushions of a big lounge
chair in the library. He was smoking a
cigar, and upon his face there was an ex-
pression of great pleasure. He had jusi
exceedingly entertaining



handbook on rhododendrons, and he bhad
already come to the conclusion that every-
thing that Gibbons bad -said on the subject
was pure nonsense. : - ‘

And his lordship had just been rehearsing
a few well-worded sentences that be would
Jdeliver to the head gardener on the morrow.

“0f course,” mused Lord PRushwick,
placing the tips of his fingers together, and
closing his eyes—‘‘of course, 1 quite under-
stand your point of view, Gibbons. At the
same time, you must allow me to point out
that your knowledge on the subject of rhodo-
Jendrons is not cnly limited, but positively
at fault. 1 might even say, Gibbons, that
you are nothing better than an ignoramus!”

His lordship chuckled, and rubbed his
hands together.

* 8plendid—splendid !’ he murmured. ‘1
vather fanecy that Gibbons will writhe at
that. Indeed, I am almost certain that——
Dear me! ‘What in the world can be the
matter? What on earth——"’

He paused, starting forward in his chair.

something had been thrown at his window
—the big French window which opened out

upon the terrace. And as Lord Bushwick
gazed in that direction, scmething came

erashing against a pane of
ing it to atoms.
over the carpet.

“Upon my soul!” gasped Lord Bushwick
“*Good gracious me!”

He rose to his feet, astonished and very
annhoyed.

‘“'This, of course, is quite beyond a joke!”
he exclaimed ftirmly., ‘I strongly object to
people throwing chunks of rock through my
windows! Indeed, 1 will not have it! Most
decidedly pot!?

e was about to approach the window
when he heard sundry shouts outside. It
sounded very much as though a brawl of
some kind was going on, and the earl paused,.
He was not ecapable of thinking with any
great rapidty, for he had never had occasion
to do so, 2

But it struck him that it would be wise,
perhaps, if he remained indoors, He had
not the faintest ideca whio could be causing
this unprecedented disturbance. Such a
thing had never before occurred in the whole
diistory of the castle, so far as his lordship
was aware.

. olass, splinter-
A piece of rockery rolled

And then the door burst open, and Lady |

Bushwick appeared.

‘“ Claude!”” she exclaimed
*“Go outside at once!”

His lordshi{n blinked.

““ But, really, my dear!” he protested.
“1t appears that some slight disturbance 13
taking place. You will observe that the
window 13 nn longer in its usual condition, |
eincerely trust my flowers are not being
affected——-—-"" , fiam -

‘““ Bather your flowers!” interrupted the
¢onntess  sharply. ¢ Really, Claude, cannot

imperious!y.

you think of- anything but your absurd
Howers? 1 believe there are some men out

on . the lawn—possibly some tramps. We
must do something. Ring up the police at

! shall only be

" It’s all right;
half a minute now,'" 1 said, as |
wrestled with the second rope., ‘¢ The
blighters are a bit tight—even now.
1 thought those chaps wouldn’t know
enough about tying up to do the jobh
properly. But, by Jove, they knew
what they were about ! ? ;

| lessly.

L Ah, yes!

4

once! Instrict Jevons to gzo outside and
mvestigate!? .
Lord Bushwick looked round ratber help-

“0Of <course—of course!” fic muttered.
‘“ An excellent suggestion, my dear. Yes,
indeed! A perfeetly excellent suggestion.
Where is Jevons? Upon my soul! The man
i8 never here when he is wanted!”?

He rang the bell impatiently. And Jevons,
the stately butler, who had been sampling
a glass of fine old port in his own retreat,
obeyed the summons with dignified reluc-
tance., He was not accustomed to being
tt:ial_led to the library at such an hour as

1is,

““You rang, your lordship?’ he Iinquired,
entering the library.

His lordship nodded. ~

“Rang? Of course I rang!” he replieds
“1 quite understand your point of view,
Gibbons. But 1 musi point out that your
knowledge on the subject of rhododendrons

—— No, no! Tbat’s wrong! Let me seel
Where was 177
“ What

are {011 talking about, Claude?®
demanded her ladyship, staring. i

““ A little slip, Helen—quite a little slip,”?
said Lord Bushwick. ¢ Now, let me see.
Jevons, 1 want you. Go outside
on the terrace, and find out what the noise
18 about!?”? '

Jevons howed.

** Yes, your lordship.”? -

He stilked sedately to the French windows,

- threw them open, and walked outside on

to the terrace. A perfect hail of shouts and
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vells greeted him—to say nothing of large
numbers of carrots, turnips, and quite a
number of lettuce. Jevons staggered under
the onslaught.

¢ What the—
faintly,
~ He hadn't really intended referring to hh
eye, because that member was m_mred But
the nexds moment the butler staggered back,
a carrot having caught him fairly and
squarely just over the left eye. Jevons went
down, his knees: saggiung,

He crawled back into the library, dazed
and bewildered. He had been a butler for
twenty-two years, but mever before had hé
met with an cxp{,nouce like this. And Lord
and Lady Bushwick gazed at him wonder-

M}' eye!” gasped Jevons

ingly.

“ This—this is extraordinary,”” said his
lordship. ““What is the meaning of this
aftair, Jevons? How dare you pla; theze
gamﬁs with your friends? And why,
what Good gracious me! Have these

¢arrots and things heen pulled up from my
garden? This is nothing short of an out-
yage!”

Jevons regaincd his feef with difficulty.

“I—I am mystified, your lordship,”” he
muttered. *“I-cannot imagine what it all
means!”

¢ Perfectly gnod vegetables!? said the earl,
picking up one of the carrots. ¢ Bless my
soul! A wilful waste, Jevons! Where 18
Gibbons? Why is he not logking after his
gardenf Where's Ratley? What's Ratley
doing? Am I supposed to deal with this
nﬂ’mr persorally? Do I pay my servants to
fook on?" |

Jevons was quifte unable to answer these
quick fire questions.

“You ought to 2o outside vourself,
Claude!”™ declared the countesz firmly.
‘““Are you afraid? Cannot you go on the
. terrace and sec what the trouble is? [ am
surprised - at you, Claude.”

‘““ But, my dear——>’

““(io at once!?

“0h, very well—very well!” muttered his |

deslup meekly.

He squared his shoulders, and marched
out on to the terrace with the air of a man
who goes upon a perilous mission. The earl
hiad an idea that, since carrots and turnips
bad been thrown at Jevons, they might be
- poss:ﬁb thrown at Lim, too. The thought
was ot pleasant.

6 What is all this?"? he demanded loudly.
S$What is all this?’?

. He appeared to be speaking to the thin

air, for the lawns and gardens of Bushwick
Custle were dark—at least, they seemed so
‘to the earl, after coming out of the brilliant
- electric li"lll} within. As a matter oi fact,
soft moon!ight- bathed the scene, and the
» lawns -immediately in front of the terrace
was crowded with men.

“It's Lord Bushwick hisself!"
one of the invaders.

“Yah!"

teTyrant !

‘““ Money grabher!l’

mutiered

| Ned Buckett.

" You an' me is equals,

shounted

¢ Leave him to me, vou fellers!! shouted
nt!l(]ll‘“ fum:trd ‘¢ See here,
Lord Bashwick, we've come to hiave a Word

wi' vo”

His lordship peered forward, startled by
tiie cherus of voices,

“Who i3 it?” e asked petulantly.
*Good  gracious me!  What is all this
hother? Is there a fire somewhere? [ de-
mand an instant explanation! How dare
you make all this noise at this time of

nisht! Go away!”

“We'll go away arter we've got what we
want!» rctortml Buckett lruculantlv, as he-
ruthless! v strode across one of the beauti-
fuilly laid out flower-beds, “I've got a word
to 'ave with you, mate!"

“0h, quite!” said Lord Bushwick., ¢ But,
rmlh-_—- I mean, I cannot allow you fto
address me in that remarkable manner, my

man. Why, good heavens!
ing in the middle of a flower-bed?

this is appalling! Go away at once!
impudent scouudrel——'" '

“You'd he=t not take on that tone, Lord
Bushwick!” interrupted Ned Buckett gruilly,
see! Mebbe you're
4 bloke without any
But we're men—hoth

Are you stand-
This—
You

a lord, and I'm only
perticular eddication.

of us, We're made of flesh and blood and
hone. See? We're eqtmls-—-e'.'er}-hud}"a
equals. An’ we're just about fed up bein’

(R R}

trmtﬂl like wg was o gang o' nigger slaves!
““ "Ear, 'ear!'"
“That's the way, Ned!'"
“Give it to ’im proper!™
“That’s what I am a-doing of I'* said Ned.

warming to his work. ““Look here, you
hloated landowner! This ’erc land is just
as much mine as what it’'s yours. Me an’

my mates work on it, an’ we ought to share
it! "Any’ow, we're tired o' bein’ starved and
bullied by your rotten Mr. Ratley! We've

had enough of it—an’ we've come 'ere to
talk things over. Unless we get double

wages, we'll blow the bloomin’ castic to hits,
An’ that ain’t no idle threat, either!”

His lordship was startled.

“ This—this i3 beyond belief!” ex-
cluimed striding out on to the terrace. * My
man, what grievance have you? And who
areg your companions? Are you strangers,
or are you employed on the BushwicXk

estates?”
“We all work on the estates, sir!”
oneg of the elder mten, from the

** Ay, we work—und git nothin’ for it!”
snapped Ned Buckett. **In these days, it
aiit't rvight for one man to treat another like

e

I'ear.

he was a African nigeer! An' that's how
we're treated by you and your agent,
l.t!- r 190

Ll{ iE} M

“Good gracious!”" said Lord Bushwiek,

ainazed,

He rose to the occasion, TUusally a placid,
peace-loving man, this throng of disgruntled
workers aroused lum to action. Instead of
weakly dodging back imto the castle, and

| leaving an underling to deal with the situa-
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his lordship braced Lis shoulders, and
advanced towards the crowd. .

««You astonish me!’”’ he exclaimed, his
yoice quite calm and firm. ‘Do I really
understand that Mr. Ratley treats Yyou
badly? If o, 1 can assure you that he does
so entirely without my knowledge, and
entirely without my approval. Come, come,
men! Let us have this matter out squarely.
I have never beeu accused of being harsh or
unjust. I am perlectly willing to meet

—

«That's what they all say!” shouted Ned
Buckett sneeringly. ¢ Megt us, en? I.8’pose
" that means that you'll give us an extra bob
a week, eh? Bul what about the wimmen
and the kiddies? What about them? For
years they've been half starved by your
hrutal methods! Ratley is hated- wherever
he goes—the kids run away from him, like
he was the devil hisself! And many’s the
time that Ratley ’as turned folks out o’
their cottages just because they was a week
hehind in their rent!”

“ Ay thkat's true encugh!”

“«« We've had more than we can stand!”’

. “There’s goin’ to be a change, or we’ll
know tlhie reason why!”

All sorts of shouts and jeers went up, and
as Lord Bushwick remained silent, these
shouts became menacing, Some of the more
_reckless spirits began to deliberately trample
over tire flowerbeds. Others picked up stones,
in readiness td throw.

And his lordship stood there, aghast. He
did not believe these accusations against
Ratley, for he had always trusted the man
through and through, -He had regarded
Ratley as a kind of master man, who could
do anything elflicient to the finger-tips. At
the same time, Lord Bushwick remembered
the incident of that very morning, when he
had caught the steward acting brutally to-
wards Mrs. Grant and her children. It was
siguificant.

‘Let me speak!”’ shouted the earl, hold-
ing up a hand. ¢ Men, men! Control your-
selves! Bless my soul! Are you all mad?
What is the trouble? Go away at once—and
come back to-morrow in a4 more reasonable
frame of mind. You will not find me
difficult to deal with. 1f you have any real
grievance, I will see that you are given a
fair hearing——"

¢« We want our answer mnow!”
Buckett arrogantly.

“] regret that I cannot satisfy you,”
replied the earl, with quiet dignity. ¢t
is necessary that I should have a conference
with Mr. Ratley: .Afterwards, I will send
for you, and we will then 4

““Yah! We ain't goin’ 40 be put off with
that!” ”

“Not likely!”

‘““ We want our answer now—an’ if we
don’t get it, we’ll blow up the castle!”

“ Nonsense—nonsense!”” said the earl,
“Go away! Don’t talk ridiculous rubbish!
-Youn have been drinking——"’

.. “Ridiculous rubbish, hey?” interrupted
- the ringleader, ¢‘Look here, I'll give you

tion,

broke In

. R

- commotion,
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Will you give us an

one more ehalice—see?

answer now, or would you rather sce the
castle blown up?? :
“1 refuse to converse further with

you,"” retorted the carl curtly. ,

“Oh, 0o that's the way, is it?’” snapped
Ned Buckett. *“All right! Mebbe you don’t
know that there’s a bomb lyin’ aginst the
castle wal—on¢g o them Jarmin bombs,
what wasn’t exploded! Well, it's there, and
it’l}, go off unless you agree to listen to
us. -

The Larl turned his back,.and walked into
the library.

Then Ned Buckett and one or two others,

 still eriminally reckless, hurried to the end

of the fuse, and Ned struck a mateh and’
threw it into the gunpowder. There were
many men present who would have stopped
this, if they had time, but the young ring-
leader acted swiftly—he feared that his
supporters might back out at the cnd.

The fuse spluttered and sizzled—going
along the garden path towards the terrace—
a hissing burst of fire.

‘““ Back—hack!”” shouted Ned
“Get hack, you fools!”

There was a wild stampede. And from the
library window, Lord Bushwick saw what
had happened—and a sudden cold hand
seemed to clutch at his heart. Ile realised,
in that second, that these men had actually
prepared the explosive. There was no non-
gense ahbout it—it was true. o

And just then Simon Ratley came hurry-
ing round the terrace. He had heard the
and had come to see what it
was. Lord Bushwick caught sight. of the
steward, and hailed him at once.

“ Ratley—Ratley!””? he called urgently.
‘“Do you see? Down the path, in the direc-
tion of the north tower! There's a fuse
there—leading to a bomb! Put it out man
—put it out!” '

Simon Ratley stood stock still, as though
turned to stome, ; ' v

¢« A—a bomb!”’ he {fualtered, " his: voice
husky. ;

“ Yes, confound you—a bomh!’” shouted
the earl. *‘Put ithe fuse out beiore it 1Is
tco late.”

Simon Ratley caught |
coming hurst of hissing fire.

hoarsely.

sicht of the on-
Panic seized

him, and with one wild c¢ry he turred'on his
heels and fled. :

And the Tfuse,
remained

burning

and spluttering,
untouched. :

CHAPTER VII.
E_E'I'TENG THINGSITO RIGHTFE.

(i OT it!” I mattered
breathilessly. il
' “You've got your

hand frec?” asked
Reg%ie Pitt, eager iud tense.
ic es!??
‘““Good man!

You're &
wonder!?? ' ‘
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much about tuat,” I

“1 don't know so
{:luutcd. as | struggled away with the ropes

Gooduess o¢nly

long {-nough'
at the

happening up

*I've been
knows what’s been
castie.”

“ Well, anyway, we haven’t
distant boom,” said Reggie,

This was one cominrtm" thought. If that
homb lLad exploded, the echo of the great
report would {Gltﬂln]\' have reached the
quiet villagze of Market Bushwick., Only
a half-hour bad elapsed since Pitt and 1
had been imprisoned, but to us it seemed an
age.

We had managed to get the rough gags
oft our mouths in less than five minutes, bhut,
although we had shouted lustily, there had
heen no response. =o we had hoth heen
working hard at our ropes, hoping to Ifree
ourselves,

And { was the first to succeed.

“It's all right—I shall only be half-a-
winute now,” 1 said, as 1 wrestled with the
second rope. ‘* The blighters are a bit ttght,
—even now. I thought those chaps wouldn't
know enough ahont tying me up to do the
job properiy. But, ln Jove, they knew
what they were about)

“They jolly well did!* agreed Pitt grimly,

¢ 0One or two more hard efforts on my part,
and the other ropes slipped from my wrists,
and I was practically free. The rest was easy,
I whipped out my pceket-knife, and in three
minutes bothi Reggie Pitt and I were stand-
ing up in the straw, perfectly free.

“Good!” 1 said quickly, *““Now we've got
te rush like mad to the castle—unless we
telephoune.” '

“My dear chap, that's hopeless,”” said
Reggie. “There’'s not a telephone in the
village, and if we waste fime in trying to
find bicycles, or anything like that, it'll be
too late. 'Thie only thing we can do is to
run.”

‘(zood for yvou!»

We clipped down the ladder from the loit,
only to find that the barn doors were
securely fastened on the outside, DBut this
did oot delay-us very long. It only took
us a couple of minutes to find a heavy
piece of wood-—which =eemed to be a part
of an ancient plough. Jsing this as a
weapon, we drove it at the door, and splin-
téred the woodwork.

Once outside, we found everything quiet
and still.

There was no sign heve of the disturbance
which was probably coing on near the castle.
‘he summer evening was perfect, and most
of the good people of the village had retired
for the night.

“Come on!" I said grimly,
to make some speed.”’

We set off at a run, and I was only too
glad that we had been able to get away
from that loft. And now that we were on
the road, en route for the castle, 1 was
troubled by many fears. Every moment |

heard any

“We've got

was expecting to hear a dull boom which

would mean that the homb had exploded.

But the boom did not come—and still we
rau on.
“We've got to go right

?uit{ the camp on
the way to the castle,”

panted, as we

ran along., ¢ We might just as weli tell
thie other fellows to come along with us.

And we've got to pass Graut's cottage toou,
1 expect be’ll join in the chuse. There'l
probably be a scrap with those young lire-
brands, so we'd better Le ready.”

““Yes,” agreed Pitt/ breathlessly:

He didn't feel up to saying very much,
for we were running hard. We were both iu
fine coudition. and we were able tosmakea
good speed without feeling any ill-effects,
Aml, in due courze, we saw some twinkling
lights down the bottom of the hill, and knew
that we were in sight of the camp.

Just before arriving, we gave one or two
hails, and, in consequence, by the time we
arrived. opposite the caravans, Handforth
and Co. and Boh Christine and several others
were waiting for us.

““Great pip!” said Handforth, as we
papted up. “What's all the excitemcit
about?"’

Reggie Pitt and 1 paused, dusty and pers
piring treely,

“No time to explain—come alonz with

us!” I gasped.

‘“‘But look here—-"'

] mean to say, Kimdly comme across with
the good old explanazh, old bean!' put in
Archie Glenthorne. “1 mean to say this
dashing about, hither and thithier—thiz wa)
and that! Somewhat disconcerting, if you
grasp the trend.”

“0Oh, gag him!" groaned Pitt. *‘*There's a
gang of roughs gone up to the castle with
that bomb—they mean to blow the place un.
ITII'IE;S.-! we hurry, we may be too late. Come
cnl’

“Blow it up!” shouted Hand{orth blankiy,

£i "es.!}

“My hat!” said Handy. ¢ We'll soon see
about that' The awful rotters! Where are
thev? Lead me to 'em!”

ilandforth commenced pushing up his
sleeves in preparation for the coming scrap.
But no more questions were asked, and two
minutes later the camp was deserted. Fivery-
hody was hurrying along the lane, including
Archie himself. The one and onlv Gehial
Ass was determined to he in at the finish.

And we made so much noise going along
the lane that Grant was at the gate of his
cottage as we came into sight. It only took
a moment or two to explain to him, and he
at once joined us.

And, all the while, we were listening for
that sound which would mean Ned Buckett
had succeeded in his evil design.

I breathed a sigh of great reliefl as we
turned into the drive leading up to the
castle. We heard shouts from all sides, and
then saw that men were runuing wildly in
all directions.

Caring nothing for the others, 1 dashed on.
Grant just by my side, Apd we came within
view of the lawns and ‘ghe terrace. And
there, clearly visible in the gloom, a sizzling

-



NIl THE NELSON

S hissing up across the wide terrace.
fé{‘éa;%h:asfuﬁe!”al panted hearsely. ¢ Dy
! singo, we’'re too late!”

‘¢ Not yet!” shouted Grant.
a$ because 1 was momentarily taken a-back.

:.,:_- %‘tdbbefore I could get myself into action

“agaip, Grant was a dozen yards ahead of

:Pté'r;'ﬂco! and then hegah kieking at tbe
~11DI.L =

’ ﬁe" severed the fuse im the nick of time—
“wifen the fire had reached within four feet

of the bomb itself. Even then he was in

Ja’state of doubt, fearing that somie of the

= ‘gparks would jump across the space.

i . But, as I ran up, the last spark spluttered
.gﬁu%. And we stood there, with the pungent
gqmell of gunpowder in our nostrils, and with

S the castle still in a pérfectly whole condi-

w . on. 1

“%i’{“l'hank goodness!” I breathed. ¢ That

v S'was jolly plucky of you, Mr. Grant.””

. 4 Nonsense,” he grunted. ¢ Rubbish!*
=" “But,  all the same, everybody knew that

““.@rant had acted in an extremely couragcous

“_-manner. Just twenty seconds later, and

that first explosion would have occurred.

“Fven if the ancient bomb had not exploded,

i ‘the prepared ome—brought by Buckett—

S would nndoubtedly have gone off. And that

ngimbtlld have been fatal to Grant.

ﬂ;f'l'he Earl of Bushwick e¢ame hurrying

g‘.{@ltmg the terrace, and he was obviously
“ifinstered. \ |
LA “Good gracious me!”? he exclaimed. ¢“Is
reverything all right? What about_ the
whomb? What about the fuse? Who :i§

gges?  Somebody i3 always bothering
e ! -

a¥4It's all right, Lord Bushwick, there's no
r@anzer at all,” said Grant.
. %“0h, indeed!”” said his lordship. 1 know
Ssethat voice!”” he added, peering closely into
Zothe vonng eleetrician’s face. ““ Ah, yes,
~Lof courge! Grant! Splendid! And did you
Eﬁo this, my decar fellow?®

ses’ ‘It was nothing, sir—mothing at ail.”
L4 Oh, wasn't it?”? said Handforth, running
' “It was jolly wonderful, Lord Bush-

?&Qﬂnd if he likes to deny it, he's a blessed
gfibber! That’s all 1've got to say!”

é’-fl Lord Bushwick grasped Grant’s hand,
%% “Thank you, my dear hoy,” he said
s quictly. ‘““I realise what a fine fellow you

sDe a very full inquiry into this whole affair
& ~and, by gad, somebody will suffer!”-
. I3

L] a - - . - L]

As for Simon Ratley, and exactly what
dappened to him, there were .some yery
B2t changes at Bushwick Castle following
WEthiz exciting adventpre. But -what these
inzes. were, and how they affected the
Ilying steward cannot be entered into
e, ..

He raced across the lawn, reached the }

is? Confound it! Where are my glasses? |
¢ In the name of the world are my

wick. He risked his life to save the castle, !

?B‘;lje. And I can assure you that there shall |
o Ll
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But it &ertainly scemed to us that Ratley’s
days were numbered—at least, his days iIB
the position of estate manager.

'Y had paused, not because I was afraid, | THE END, |
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