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CHAPTER L
HANDPORTH ON TIE JOD.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
E grunted.
“* Two hurdred linea cach—Uhat’s
what (his'll mean!"’ he exclaimed
grumpily. ¢ In fact, it might mean five
hundred lines each!”

“ Well, it’s all your own sitlly fault!”’
said Church,

“Of course 1l 15" McClure
promptly.

Handforth came (o a hall,

“My fault!” he roared. You silly
tdiot<! If wo weren't in a hurry Td
stop and punch bolh your no-e<! My
fault, indeed! Tt was you chaps who
did oll the arguing in Banninglon.”’

“ Well, my only hat!" said Church,
“Jlow the dickens yvou ecan sland there
and say that, Iandy. 1s beyond mie! You
know as well ns anvbody vour waleh waos
slow. You wouldn't take anv nolice
of u< when we (old you about it—and
just because we missed the train, you
blamo us:™

** And now we shall be late for calling
?osand McClure, It wouldn't

agreed

over!
matlier nbhout the gates being locked—
we could easily ship over the wull. DBut
il means lines for mssing cail over.”
Handforth didn't reply. He trudpged
on, and lus chums walked by his side.
It was piteh dark, and the famous trio of

| Study D, in ihe Ancient House of St.

Frank’s. bad just left Bellton behind
(hem. They were on the outskirts of {ho
village, and were lhurrying along the
little lane which led up to St. Frank's.

It was nol very late in the evening,
but quite late enough to make the three
juniors miss calling over, aud that would
cortamly mean being hauled over the
coals by their IForm master, or by one
of the prefects.

It was really Handforth's faull.

He and hix chums had been to Ban-
ninglon, the local town, and they had
izlended catehing the carly evening train
back to DBellton. But, owing {o Hand-
forth's obstinacy regarding his watch.,
the train Lad left Bannmgton withoutl
them, They had been compelled to wait
until the next one—and this had landed
them in the village too late to reach the
~school in {ime for calling over.

It was now about five minules past
soven, o the three jumors would be six
or seven minules late,

“There's just a chance thal we mght
be able (o wangle things,” remarked
Church thoughtfully, as he walked ulong
with his chums., 1T think Morrow 15
on duty to-duy, and he'’s a jolly decent
sort. If we get on the right side of him
Lo won't report us to old Crowell, or to
Mr. Lee. When we explain how we lost
the train, he might let us off !”

“ Rather!” satd McClure. ¢ That's
quite likely, you know. Morrow knows
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wlm!:’ an .cbstinate rolter Handforth 1s

“ Eh?’ said Handforth.

‘“ Well, so you are obstinate!' said
McClure. *“ You know that as well as
we do, Handy. You can’'t get away
from the simple truth. If you hadn’t
stapped arguing aboul ihat watch in
Bannington, we should have caught the
train, with several’ minutes to spare.
But you would have your own giddy way
-—and so we are late.”

“0Oh, dry up!” s=said Handforth.
“ Can’t you chaps give at a rest?”

He walked on, in rather an irritable
mood. As a matter of fact, Handforth
knew well cnough that he was to blame,
and he did not like admitting it—in fact,
he wouldn’t admit it openly.

The evening was exceedingly dark, for
the sky was overcast with great masses
of black clouds, and a fairly high wind
was blowing. It was chilly, too. But
there did not scem much prospect of
rain.

*“ As long as we don’t allow ourselves
to be secen, we might be all right,”’ re-
marked Church. *‘ As soon as we get
in we'll ind Morrow, and work the tnck
all right. But we mustn’t be scen by
anybody clse—7"

** Shush!” muttered McClure sud-
denly. *' There’s somebody coming!”

It was within the bounds of passibility
that the '‘ somebody’ was a master.
And Handforth and Co. were not par-
ticularly uanxious to meet a master at
that moment. So they crouched near a
hedge, with the intention of waitin
there until the other pedestrians ha
passed by. They were just against the
garden of the White Harp Inn—which
waz situaled on tho very outskirts of
Dellton.

The White Harp was rather a disreput-
able establishment. The landlord, Mu.
Jonas Porlock, was not very particular
concerning the people he entertained.
And it was a well-known fact that gam-
bling went on fairly frequently in the
back parlour of the White Harp.

Handforth and Co. waited . in the
hedge somewhat anxiously. And the
dim figure of the man who was coming
dcwn the lane, came into view. McClure
was the first to notice that the new-
comer's legs were far from straight. They
were, in point of fact, decidedly bandy.
And McClure recogmsed the owner of
those legs at once,

“ It—1t’s old Cuttle!” murmured Me-

Clure.

“By George!” whispered Handfortb.

‘“8o it 16! We'd better sit tight, my
sons, Cuttle is a decent old chap, I be-
lieve, but he might report us if he sees
us herec. Let him go by, and don’t
breathe a word.” |

Mr. Josh Cuttle came on. He was a
newcomer at St. Frank’s, at least, ho had
only been at the old school since the
commencement of the term. Mr. Cuttle
occupied a position 1n the domestic guar-
ters of the Ancient House. None of the
juniors knew exactly what his duties
were, and it did not concern them in
the least.

Cuttle was quite a character, and the
ruajority of the boys were interesied in
hearing him talk, for overything, in Mr.
Cuttle’'s eyes, was gloomy. Ie had
never been known to smile, and when-
cver he spoke on any ordinary, every-
day subject, he always did ro In theo
most melancholy lones.

Handforth and .Co. expected that Mr,
Cuttle would walk straight by towards
the village. But Mr. Cuttle did nothing
of the sort. Instead, when he arrived
opposite the garden of the White Ilarp,
he came 1o a halt. He did not actually
go up to the garden gate, but crouched
there, near the hedge, quite still. And
he remained there for some moments,
practically opposile the spol where Hand-
[o]rth and Co. were concealing them-
gelvesn,

At last, after a couple of minutes had
elapsed, Mr. Cuttle acted in rather a
mystenous way. He bent down, and
wormed his way through a gap in the
hedge, until, at length, he disappeared
into the inn garden. The juniors saw
him walking stealthily through the
bushes for a moment or two, and then
came complcte silence—except for the
rustling of the leaves in the wind.

‘“ Well, I'm jiggered !"’ said Handforth
“ What do you think of that, my sons?”’

“Secems a bit quecer,” remarked
Church. ** But there’s no need to make
a mystery of it, Handy. 1 expect the
genial Mr. Cuttle wants a littlo whisky,
or rum—or somecthing of that kind. He
probably gets it on the quiet.”

‘“ Rata?’ said Handforth.  “ Why
should he sneak inlo the garden like
this? The pub 1s open, and he can get
any amount of rum or whisky in the
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bar. -:No, my sons, there is something
fishy about this.”

““Well, it’s none of our business,” said
McClure. *“ We'd better slip away now,

whilo we've got tho chanoe.!’

‘ That’s the idea,”’ whispered Church.

But Handforth, as usual, failed to
agree with his chums.

“Not likely ' he declared. * We're
going lo slop here!"

‘““ What ?”

“ We're going to slop here!”

“What the dickens for?”’ asked
Church. * What’s the good of remain-
ing here, Hnnd [ Dont be an ass, you
know! If we’'re only a few mmutea late
for calling over, Morrow won't give us

imtv lines—but if we turn up half-an-hour
alo— ry

‘““We might as well be hun
as lambs!’ jinlerrupted
“ We're late for calling over,
doe~n’t make much
we are. I'm going lo stop here, nnd
“I'm going to investigale this mystery.”

Church and McClure sighed.

‘““A bit of deleclive work, I suppose?”’
asked Church sarcastically.

. *“Yes, that's it replied Handforlh.

His chums almost groaned.
forth as a detective was decidedly not a
success. He had tricd his hand at the
gamce many a time, and he had only
succeeded 1n bnngmg ridicule upon his
head. But experience never (aught
Handforth anything. He was a decenl
fellow, but he was obstinale and pig-
hcaded. Once he set his mind on a thin
that thing was going to be done. Anﬁ
it was quile evident that he had set his
mind on walching for Mr. Cultle. Both
Church and McClure knew by Hand-
forlh’s very lone that nrgumcnt would
be uscless.

“Well, there's no reason
shouldn't stop, 1f you want (o,”" re-
marked  Church carelessly. *'‘We'd
betier be going McClure.”

“Well,

“Rather!”’” smd McClure.
long, Handy!”

Two hands rcachied out, and grasped
the shoulders of Church and Mo(Clure.

for sheep
andforth.
and 1t

difference how late

why you

80

““No you don’t, you rotters!” hissod
Handforth. * Going to leave me in the
lurch, eh? Not likely! We're all in this

log cther, and wo'll gel. to the bottom of
thc nn-t-erv"'
*“ But there isn’l any mysatery, you

duflcr,” snapped Church.

{ know the truth,

Hand- | |0

myslery in Mr. Cutile gomg in the gar-
den of the White Harp'! He mlght have
gone Lhere lo meet somebody——’

“ KExactly ! said Handforlh darkly.
”:n]l:'}alt"s just it!”
‘ A " »

“I've had my suspicions about Mr.
Cuttle for somec little time,’”’ went on
Handforth. * You chaps go about with
your eyes closed—but I don’t. And I'm
pretly keen, don’t forget. Who 1s
Cultle? W hy is he at St. Frank’s? What
does he do? Why does he prowl about
al night very oflcn"’

“Goodness knows!"' said Church.
‘“ That’s his busineas—not ours"'

“We're going to make it ours,”’ raid -
Handiorth grimly. “If you want to
my sons, I belicve that
Cuttle is a spy "

‘““ A which?”’

“A what?”’

“A  spy!’ repeated Handforlh.
‘““That’'s what lLe 1s. He's wp to no
good. you mark my words! I wouldn't

mind betting all I've got that Mr. Cuttle
i3 an _enemy of Goodwin’s!”’

“ Goodwin's'’ repeated Church, in
astonishment. “ What on carth makes
vou think thal? Dick Goodwin is a new
v, and he came to St. Frank's about
the same time as Mr. Culttle; but there's
nothing to connect the two. That Lan-
cashire kid is quiet, and—""

‘“It's no good arguing,’’ dnterrupted
Handforth. I know what I'm talking
about. and there's an end of it. And
I believe thal Cuttle is spying on Good-
win; he mcans some harm to the chap.
What about those chaps who broke into
the school the olher night? Two of
them, and one was collared by Mr. Lee.
What were their names?”’

‘““ How the dickens should we know?”
snapped McClure. “‘ And, as for break-
ing into‘tho school, I suppose they got
in like any olher burglar would. You ro
not suggealmg that guttle let them in,
I qupgose" ’

cre's no {cling,” said Handforlh,

vaguely, “ It's quile 1I)osslble that C uttlo
let them in; in fact. I think it's almost
cerlain. And perhaps he has now come

down here to meet the chap who escaped,
to arrange another affair. Anyhow, Im
going to keep my eyes open. '\nd
I'm lucky, 1 shul be abr‘3 to etposo
Cuttle in hls true colours!”

Church and McClure thought it would

“ There's nol be quite useless to say anything f[urther,
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Pecrsonally, they rather liked Mr. Cuttle,

and they did not suspect anything shady
about him. :

Possibly, Handforth, in lvis own heart,
was of very much the same opinion. But
Handy loved to make a mystery, and he
would get "all sorts of wild ideas into
his heng, at a moment’s notice. It was

uite a_habit of his to make mysteries, so
that he could invesligate them. It
tecined as though he were doing some-
thing of the sort in this case.

As a matier of fact, it had been Full-
wood who had lot the two men tnto the
school a night or so earlier. Fullwood
and Guiliver and Bell had made the
acquaintance of the two plausible rascals.
They had called themselves Mr. Naggs
and Mr. Colmore, and they had managed
to win Fullwood and Co. over to their
scheme—by telling a great number of
lies. And, in the end, Fullwood had
left open a cellar grating, so that the
two men could get into the school, their
object being {o search Dick Goodwin’s
study in the Remove passage. But, for-
tunately, Neclson Iee had been on the
slert, and he bad frustrated the scheme.

Handforth, having got it into his head
that Mr. Cuttle was mixed up in that
business, was delermined 1o look into
this present affair. And he found him-
sclf coming to all sorts of wild conclu-
glons concerning Mr. Josh Cuttle.

And just as the wait was becoming
ralher tiresome, somebody came out of
the little gateway, not very far. from
th: gap in the hedge. It was a man,
but not Mr. Cuttle. He camec out
nquielly, loocked up and down the road,

and then walked along in the direction
of the v:llage.

To tell the exact truth, this man was
Mr. Naggs himnself. He was staying at
the While Harp,and be continued to stay
there. For he knew well enough that
he had not been recognised on that
eventful night. He had been wearing
a hecavy mask, and, although his com-

amion, Colmore, had been captlured,
Naggs felt quite secure. He kenw that
he would not be %iven away. Therefore
it was safe for him to remain in tho

village.
“There you are!” whispered Hand-
forth. ' Thait’s the chap Cuttle has

been jawing with. They’ve been plottin’

somelhin’ 1"?
“ Rals!’”’ muttered Church. ‘ \WWhai's

the good of intvénting all these fairy
tales, Handy?”’ _ o

** You'll soon see whether they're fairy
tales or not!” said Handforth grimly.
“Jt won't be very long before 1 make
some big discoveries. Just you wait a
bit, and you’'ll sce—""

‘*Yes, but what on earth is there to
make a fuss about?’ asked Church.
** Just analyse what we have scen,
Handy, and you'll scon find that you'ro
on a fool’s errand.” g

e«

‘“* Are you calling mo a fool?”’
manded Handforth darkly.

‘““ Nunno!" said Church, with haste.
“ Of course I'm not, Handy! DBut think
of the poeition! We sco Mr. Cuttle como
down here, and he goes into the garden
of the White Harp——"' _

**In a very mysterious manner!’ 11
terrupted Handlorth. .

‘ \gcll, perhaps it was a bit mys-
terious,” admitted Church. :

‘“ Binister, 1n fact—thal’'s the word,
sinister !”’ ealdd Handforth, with relish.

“ Well, we won’t argue about that,”
went on Church. * It was a bit mys-
terious, I'll admit. But, even supposing
it was, there might be quite an easy ex-

lanation. Mr. Cultle goes into the
gack garden of the White Harp Inn;
about five minutes later a man_con:es
out through the gateway. Is that any
reason to assume that the pair have becn
talking togethar——"'

‘“ Ploiting, you mean!"” said Hand-
forth. 11133'\-0 been plotting !"’

‘¢ Oh, rata! How do we know they've
been plotting?’ demanded Church.
* It’s sumply nothing but your imagina-
tion, Handforth—that’s all it is. I don't
suppose for a minute that Cuttle ever
met this man, and it’s positively ridicu-
lous to assume——"’

‘1 don’t want any moro of this jaw,”
interrupted  Handforth  impatiently.
*I'm )just about fed up with it. If you
don't shut up, Church, I'll punch your
fatheaded nose!” -

** But look here—"’

“ I don’t want to hear another word !’

¢ Simplr because you know I'm talk-
ing scnse”’ snapped Church. ‘¢ That’s
about the amize of it, you pigheaded
bounder!"’

Handforth rolled up his aleeves,

“By George!”’” he breathed. *“ I'll
soon mmake you—"" '
‘“ Hist "’ whispered McClure., * Hera

comes old Cuttle again}{”
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The interruption was rather fortunate
for the exasperated Church, for Hand-
forth was not able Lo deliver the punch
he was getting ready to supply. He
suddenly bocame quite sti'l, and watohed
the hedge. Yes, sure enough, Mr.
(‘uttle was reappearing through the gap.

““ There you are!" whispered Hand-
forth. “ What did I tell you?"

His chums did not cxactly remember
what he had told them—and, in any
case, they didn't care. All they wanted
to do was to get back to St. Frank's as
quickly as possible. But Handforth did
rot seem at all anxious to fal in with
their desires. He wanled to remain
here, investigating. It almost made
(‘hurch and ilcC ure weep when they
thought about it.

Of course, it would have bern possible
for them to slip away, and disregard
Handforth altogether; but they had two
reasons for not leaving their leader.

One reason was that thev thought he
rcquired somebody to look after him.
It was necessary for them to remain, so
that he ehould not get into any mnus-
chief. And, undoubtodly, Church and
McClure were quite right in this aspect
of the matter.

The other reason was that they would
certainly have to pay dearly for their
desertion later on. As soon as Hand-
forth reached the school, after his in-
vestigations, he would seek out Church
and MoClure, and if they avoided him,
and if they attempled to kecp out of
his way, it would muke no dil?ercnr'e—
they would each receive punches sooner
or laler. Not only this, but Handforth
would make their lives miserabl2 for the
next day. So they considered, on the
whole, that it was better to remain with

“him. ;
““Thero you are!” repeated Hand-
forth triumphantly. ‘Cuttle’s going

down the road, towards the village. It's
as clcar as daylight that he's arranged
with that other cﬁap to meet somewhere
further down, where they’'ll be more
private. We're going to follow him!”
‘* Follow ‘Mr. Cuttle?” atked MecClure.
“ Exactly !
¢ But he may be going right through
the village—he may be even going
to  Banmnington!” protested Church,
““ You'ro not suggzesting thut we should
follow him all the way?”’

“We're going to follow-Mr. Cutile to
his dostination!” said Handforth

grimly. “ We're on the track, and we're
going (o rcmain on the track. Come

on'
** Oh. my only hat!"”’ breathed Church.
“ Why this chap isu’t murderod out-
right is bevond me! He ought to Dbe
sr.lllolherod—he ought {o be Dboiled in
oil!"’
“* What's that?"’ asked Handlorth.

‘““ Nun-nothing !"’ eaid Church hastily.
‘“ Nothing at all, Handy!”

‘“Well, don't mutter {o yourself!”
said Handforth. *‘ We'vo got to follow
Cuttle, and 1t's just about time for us
to make a move, If we stay here much
longer, we shall miss him!”’

Church and McC('lure fervently hoped
that Mr. C'utile had already disappeared.
But this did not prove to be t?le care,
As soon as the juntors got out into the
road, they could easily discern the bow-
legged figure of Mr. Cuttle some little
way ahead. He was walking slowly, and
he was in the act of lighting his pipe.

“ There you are!”’ whispered Church.
** That doesn’t look very suspicious, does
ity Can’t you be reasonuL!e. Handy?
Can't vou think properly? It's abso-
lutely obvious that Cuttle is eimply
taking a stroll to the village, and that
he hasn’t got any sinister intentiors at
all, as vou call them. There's nothing
suspicious about this muatter at all.”’

““You'll see!” said Handforth firmly.
“ Just wait, my son—that's all. Just
wait .’

** Yes, we shall wait until we're grey
before we find any mystery here!” s.id
Church tartly.

The juniors walked on in a very
cautious way-—-Handforth with exag-
gerated caution, in fact. At ary other
time Church and McClure would have
been quite amused, for it was certamly
rather humorous to sece the serious way
in which Handforth took himself. There
was no doubt about his sincerily. He
fully believed that Mr. Cuttle was on a
sinister mission, and Handforth also
considecred that it was hie duty to investi-
gate Lhe matter.

Mr. Cuttle did not scem in avy hurry
to enler the vilage.

On the contrary. when he arrived at
the old bridge which crossed the River
Stowe, Mr. (uttle came to a halt. He
slood therc, lounging against the brick
parapet, and he did not scem at all
anxious to depart. Once he glanced at
his watch, and then he took a long look



down the road. But ho was quite alone
—except for Handforth and Co., who
kept well in tho shadow of the hedge.

** He's wailing for somebody!”” whis-
pered Handforth,

‘“ Go hon!”

'*What a marvellous deduction!”

Church and McClure were both sar-
castic—and they were both fed up.

“Yex, he's waiting for somebody !’
went on Handforth. * That's obvious—
to my mind, at all cvents. I don’t sup-
pose you fellows notice these things.
You don’t take the trouble to reason
matters out the rame as 1 do. For
example, Cuttle bas come to the bridge,
and ho 1s waiting there. What for?
Not becausc he feels warm and wants to
take a breath. It's cold to-night, and
the wind is chillJ. Cuttle wouldn't stop
thero unless he’d made an appointment
—that shows that he is cxpecting sonme-

body to come.”

*“* Marvellous!” said Church. “I'm
blessed if I can undecrstand how you do
it, Handy|”

“Jt must be his brains!’ said
McClure. ‘I expect he's got a special
quality brain, you know!”

Handforth was quite unaware of the
fact that his leg was being pulled.

“ Well, as a matter of fact, my brain
13 o bit different to other people’s,’”’ he
adniitted. ** All great detectives have
peculiar brains, you know—— What the
thunder are you giggling at, Church?”’

¢ |-I— Was I giggling, Handy?"”’
gasped Church.
*“ Well, it sounded like it, anyhow,"”

whispered Handforth. ** As I was say-
ing, all great delectives have special
brains. My brains are special, I sup-
pose. Anyhew, 1 can deduce these eort
of things quite casily, whercas you fel-
lows couldn’t do it to save your livea,
That’s just where the difference comes
in. You'd be all right as an assistant—
my assistant. When it comes to rough
work, you're just the chape I need. But
sl wo jaw so much, Cuttle will hear us!”

*“*He can’t,”” said McClure. ‘* The
wind isn’t blowing in his direction, and,
i addition, he is standing just against
a trec which is making a Jot of nose in
the wind. It’s absolntely impoesible for
him to hear us at this distance. Where
is your brain, Handy? What about your
deductiom "’

‘“ If the wim! happens to die down a

bit, we shall be heard—that's all 1 cay!”
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said Handfarth. ‘ We.simp!y must ke
careful, As soon as the other man comes
u "

** What other man?”’

‘“‘ Why, the man that Cuttle js waiting
for, of course”

“ But we don’t know that anybody
will come,’’ said Church,

My dear chap, it it absoluicly ob-
vious!”” said Handforth pityingly. * Of
course another man will come. He must
come. I havoe deduced that—— Thero
you arc! What did I say?"’

Handforth broke off, and there was a
note of victory in his voice, for at that
very moment a form had appeared on
the other side of the bridge. He came
over fairly briskly, and he did not seem
to take any notice of Mr. Cuttlo at first.
But then, just when he wae about to
go past, Mr. Cuttle moved out,”and
spoke to him,

A moment later the pair were in deep
conversation together.

“T knew il!' whispered Handforth.
‘““ What did I say all alongg? Cuttle came
here cpecially to meet this other man!
And the olher chap is carrying some-
thing—do you seel’ _

“T'm not a cat—I can’t see in the
dark!’’ snapped McClure,

‘* Well, the other man is carrying a
bag—I can see it, even if you can’t!”
whispered Handforth. * What does that
bag contain?’’

‘“ Cabbages, probably !’ said McClure.

Handforth snorted.
~ **Cabbages!” he repeated wither-
ingly. * You—you brainless ass! Bur-

lars’ tools, 1 expect—jemmics, and
things to smash cupboards with, you
know! I'll bet a quid that some awful
villainy is being concocted, and it’s up
to us to put a stopper on it!”

“Oh, I suppose so!" eaid Church
wearily, |

And he and McClure resigned them- -
sclves to their fate.

CHAPTER 1I.

THE VILLAINY OF MIR. CUTTLE,
R. CUTTLE stood talking to the
M strapger in low tones. The pair
were lounging against the. bricke
work of tho old bridge, and, at
the Tect of the stranger, lay the bag
which be had brought with him. It was
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really a small canvas sack, and the top
was tied securely with string. What 1t
contained was, of course, n mattcr for
conjecture only, since it was quite im-
possible to see through the canvas.

Handforth and Co. might have been a
dozen miles awayv, for &ll thev could
hear. They could only dimly see the
two men a3 they stood against the
bridge. To hear what thev we:e talk-
ing about was quite out of the

**1 eay, this- i3 rotten!’ muttered
Handforth. “ We can't hear anything,
you know!"

“Well, we don’t want to be eaves-
droppers!"”’ muttered Church,

** Kavesdroppers—rot!”’ said Hand-
forth. ‘¢ Detectives ain't eavesdroppers,
you ass! When a detective creeps near
and overhears’ a conver:ation, he's
simply getting evidence! It'a always
considered right for a detective to over-
hear things.'

** When a detective is dealing with a
couple of criminals, it's a different
malier,” said McClure. * Bul I call it
rather off-side when a chap goes and
listens to two innocent people v

‘““Innocent people be blowed!” said
Handforth, *“ Cuttle 1; a rotlter, I tell
you, and he's in the school in order to
spy, and to lel burglars in! I know
whal I'm {alking about, my roms!”

' Well, there's no sense in us stop-
pmg here,” said Church. ¢ The best
thing we can do is to get back 1o the
school—it’ll be late enough as it is, good-
ness knows!”’

* You chaps have got to stop here!'™
said Handforth firmly. ** I'm going to
creep forward, behind the hedge, and
I’'m going to listen to what Cuttle and
this other chap are saying. I might be
able to catch a few words—and even a
few words 1s very importatt. You chaps
slick here!"’

Haundforth did not wait for any more.
He slipped awoy. under cover of the
hedge, and crept nearer and nearer to
the spot where Mr. (‘uttle and his com-
panion were standing,
talking in )articularﬂ' low tones, and
when Handforth was fairly close, he was
able to detect one word here and there,
although the wind made it impossible for
hi!:} to hear cverything that was being
said.

* Very careful with that bag, Cultle'”’
the stranger was saying. * If vou drop
- it, it'll be serious—there’'Ul be a lot of
. damage done!”’ ' :

question,’

They were not |

Mr. C'uttie nodded.
““ There was clums
was other kinds og‘ people!” he re-
marked. **1I was one of them, Mr.
Frost. My hands was slrong, and my
fingers was nimble. There was no feoar
of this bag being dropped. And why
was there no fear? Ask me! Because
my grip was firm, and my fingers was
strong !’

“* That's all right, then, Mr. Cuttle!”’

said the other man. ** But you can't be
too carcful—"' )
“Haudforch was unpble to hear any
more, for a big gust of wind came nlonF
at that moment and it drowned all
olher sound.

Handforth was rather annoyed, but
there was no hope for it. It was quite
impossible for him to approach any
nearer. Even as it was, there was some
slighe possibility of him being seen.

He was compelled to wait until the
wind died down somewhat, and then his
patience was rewarded in a somewhat
startling manncr. True, he only heard
a few words here and thero, most of
them disconnected and disjointed; but
what he did hear was of such significance
that Handforth fairly shook with excite-
ment as he crouched there, near theo

hedge.
.“%ombs:” exclaimed Mr. Frost, in a
sinister voice.

Of course, he said more than that, but
‘““bombs’’ was the only words which
Handforth caught, and it fairly mado
the lcader of Study D jump. His mind
was full of suspicions, and to hcar this
word uttered by Mr. Cuttle’s companion
was indeed staggering, Handforth felt
quite sure al that moment that he had
not made a mistake.

‘“ What terrible goings on!" said Mr.
Cuttle. ““ \We will—no mistake—bomb
all to atoms—can’t go wrong!"

Thoso were the words that Handforth
heard—just a few words oult of many.
And then Mr. Frost went on with the
conversation. -

" Wrecked—smashed to smithercens—
the whole school—must be going!”

lI;_Iandﬁ:)rth could hardly contain him-
self. :

**Great  heavens!” ho muttered.
“ They're—they’re going to blow up St.
Frank’s! They've got bombs in that
bag, and they're going to blow the
school to atloms! I knew I was on the
track of something big—I felt il in my
bones! And it's Iclt to me—it's loft to-

people, and there



me lo save the school from destruction!”’

Ho listened again, stretching his ears
to catch every word.

‘“‘ Be very careful with the bag!”’ Mr.
Frost was saying. *‘ Far the love of
Mike don’t drop it!"”

‘* There was times when a man was
always carcful '’ said Mr. Cuttle heavily.
‘“ There was times when a man was com-
pelled to be careful. And when was
those times? Ask me! When a man
was carrying somcthing which wasn’t to
be dropped:” -

A moment later, one of the men lit a
match, in order to light his Flipc, and,
in tho momentary glow, andforth
caught sight of the bag. There was no
mistaking the shape of the objects which
were contained in it. They were round—
nbout as big as cocoanuts. And Hand-
farth saw that Mr. Cuttle was handling
the .bag in a very gingerly fashion. An
then t’ﬁe men parted, Mr. Cuttle lum-
bering his way up to the school, carry-
ing lhe bag well away from him.

The other man vanished in the djrection
of tho village, and Handforth crouched
on the hedge until he thought it was
safe to move, and then he went back and
rejoincd his chums, who had not shifted
irom their position. They were, as a
matter of fact, cold and miscrable, and
decidedly fed up. They were hoping
that Handforth had had enough of his
task by now. '

“Well, are you satisfied?”’ asked
Church, as Hnngforth joined him and
MeClure.

‘“ Satisfied!”? echoed
“Good Heavens!”

“ What's the matter, you ass?”’

“ What's the matter !’ repcated Hand-
forth. ** You—you don’t know! I’'ve

made a terrific discovery'

‘“ Mr. Cuttle is wearing o pair of boots,
I 8“!;})053?" asked McCﬁlre sarcastically.

“ You—you silly ass!’ hissed Hand-
forth. “‘ Listen! I'll tell you! Cuttle
has got a bag in his hand, and that bag
18 full of bombs!”

Church and McClure stared.

‘“Full of—which?’ asked Church
blankly. . |
‘* Bombs !”’

“ What rot!”’ said McClure.

' We shall soon sce whether it’s rot!”
snid Handforth, ‘1 know you chaps
won't believe it—]I didn’t expect you
‘would, g0 I sha'n’t ?unch your noses,
But. it’'s an absolute fact that that bag
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containg bombs, and Cutile has been
plotting with that otber rotter to blow
up thoe school! They're going io blow
St. Frank’s to smithereens!”’

Somehow or other, the effect of this
news was not exactly what Handforth
had anticipated. He was quile sure in
his own mind that Church and McClure
would be utterly staggered and flabber-
gasled. As a matter of fact, Church and
McClure eyed their leader somewhat
pityingly. Thoey certainly did not be-
licve a word of his story.

“My decar old chap, what you nced
is a rest!” said Church. ‘‘Perhaps it
would be just as well if we ran through
the village and called on Dr. Brett—"

‘ You—you burbling lunalic!”’ roared
Handforth. “ Don’t you think I know
what I'm talking about? I’'ve overheard
everything. 1 heard those {wo rotters
telling the whole business! Cutile has
got a bag full of bombs, and he’s going
to blow up the school. 1 knew he was a
villain of some kind, but 1 didn’t thick
he was as bad as this,”

* And what are you going to do about
it?"’ asked McClure, with a yawn.

“Why, I'm going to expose him, of
course!” declared Handforth grimly.
“We're going to follow Cuttle into tho
Triangle, ang, before he can get into
the school I'm going to give the alarm,
and the scoundrel will be unmasked. It
will be left o mec—alone—to save St.
Frank’s from destruction.’’

Church and McClure sighed.

*Poor old Handy!” murmured
Church. “1 didn’t think you were so
bad as this, you know!”

‘Handforth shook both his fists in the
air.

'‘“You—you miscrable idiot!” he
shouted, {nirly cholrinﬁ with excitement.
“ Why won't you beolieve me? Why
won’t you understand the truth? 1 tell
you that Cuttle intends to blow up the
school !’

“* You said lhat before!” remarkod
Church. *“ It’s no good shoving the
same old record on, time after time, my
son.’’

- ' Well, we can’t waste any more {yme
here,” said Handforth. ** I'll deal with
:on chaps later—after I've saved St.

‘rank’s! Come on—we’'ve got to get a
move on; wo've got Lo follow Culttle!”

Church and McClure were only too

glad to get a move on; they were quite
anxious to get up to the school. And,
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wilhin a minule or two, they were walk-
ing quickly along the lane. in the direc-
tion of Mr. Josh Cuttle, who was some
way abead. And, at length, the gates
of St. I'rank’s were reached.

Mr. Cuttle had already passed
through, and he was- half-way across
the Triangle by this time. Handforth
had refused to say anything to his chums
on the way up the lanc—he told himself
that he would make thein pay for their
doubtful attitude later on. He would
show them whether he had made a
bloomer or not!

And, just as Mr. Cultle was about to
enter the Ancient House, Nelson lL.ece
appeared. The famouns housemaster-de-
teclive came out of the lobby, and he
paused for 8 moment on the steps, look-
ing out into the gloom. He saw Mr.
-Cuttle approaching. .

** Ah, Cuttle, how are you gelting
on?"’ asked Nelson Lee genially. ‘¢ Jusl
como back from the village?”’

“Yes, sir,”” replied Mr. Cutlle
gloomily. ¢ There was wind, and there
was a feeling of cold in the air. It was
going to rain, sir!” . )

“ That is quite possible, C'uttle,” said
Nelson Lee. *I think that—"'

At that moment Edward Oswald Hand-
forlth came rushing up. He had chosen
his moment dramaticolly, and he con-
fronted Mr. Cuttle, and pointing an
accusing finger inlo that genlleman’s
face—he pointed so closely, in fact, that
his finger nearly went into Mr. Cultle’s
mouth.

“ You ' shouted Handlorth
-excitedly.

“ By hokey!” said Mr. Cullle.

““ Handforth! What arc you doing?”
demanded Nelson I.eo sharply. * How
dore vou address Cutlle in that man-

"y

ner.

villain !’

‘“ He's a scoundrel, sir—a murderer!”’ | was a boy wilh a big voice.

9

he shouled. * Bul I've suspecled Cutllo
for a long time, and now I'm able to
show him up in his true colours—he’ll bo
coughl red handed. He's boen plotting
wilh another villain in the village, and
Letween (hem they mean (o blow 8St.
Frunk’s {o bits:.”

By this lime quile a crowd of fellows
had collected—juniors and seniors. And
thcy were standing round, vastly in-
terestod, curious, and somewhat excited.

Mr. Cutile appeared to boe quile calm.
IHe stood there, in the very centre of the
crowd, mext to Nelson Lece, with Hand-
forth confronting him, calmly drawing
at his pipe.

“I can only conclude, Handforth, that
you are indulging in something that you
consider to be a joke!" said Nelson Le
sternly. “ You will allow me to {ell
you that I do not believe in these kind
of jokes—and, further, I shall punish
you severely——"'

‘“ But—but you don’t understand, sir!’
gasped Handforth, ‘‘ Cuttle is a scoun-
drel—a mderer, and I can prove it!"

Mr. Cultle sighed.

“There was times when a man was
beaten!” he remarked. ‘I Wwas beat
now. And why was I beat? Ask me’
Because 1 was exposed in my true
colours! I was a scoundrel—I was a
murderer—] was a willain! It was a

loomy night, and gloomy things was
wappening !’

‘“Do you know whal Handforth 1s talk-
img about, Cuttle?”’ said Nelson Lee
quickly.

“1 was puzzled, sir,”” said Mr. Cullle.
“ Boys was queer crillers, and boys
wasn’t 1n their right sense, sometimes.
Master Handforth was a boy, and there
was times when he was queer in the
head. How do I know? Ask me! Be-
ciuse I was observant, and HnnIdliorth

ave

roared Handforth, fairly bursting with| heard things—I have seen things, and I

his news. *“He means to Dblow St.
Frank's to bits!”

“ By hokeyv!"” said Mr. Cultle again.
¢ There was lunatics at large!”

‘“ Handforlh is certainly speaking as

though he had taken leave of |his
senses,”’ remarked Nelson Lee. ** What
is the meaning of it, Handforth? Howi

dare vou utter those ridiculous siate-
ments?  Have you gone out of your
mind, my boy?"

Handforth laughed '.triumplmntly.

know that Masler Handforth was a rum
voung gent!”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

** Somebody - knows

. Handy !’
grinned Reginald Pitt.

you,

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”
‘“ Silence, boys, plense,” said Nelson
Icc. ‘‘ Handforth has made a very

scrious accusation against Mr. Cuttle,
and the matier must be thrashed out at
once. Now, Handforth, please explain
yourself. It is a well-known fact that

““No, sir; I am as sane as anybody!”’ | you aro a vory foolish boy, but I think
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yon heve slepped beyond the limits of
foolishness on_this occasion.”

‘" Foo-foolish, sir?"’ gasped Hand{orth.
* But—but I've got proof of this! I
heard Cuttle-talking to another man on
the bridge, necar the village. And I'm
not asking you to take my word, I can
prove at once, here, that Cuttle means
to blow up the school. He’s got a can-
vas bag in his hand, and that bag is full
of bombs!”

** By hokey!’”” said Mr. Cuttle, look-
ing at the bag intently.

**Mind he doesn’t throw it down, sir!”
shouted Handforlh quickly. * It’s quite
Lkely that he'll try to blow up the
school now—these desperate characters
don’t_care a jot about being killed them-
selves. They’re mad, you know!”

‘““ And so, Handforth, you imagine the
bag which Mr. Cutlle is holding. contains
bombs?’’ asked Nelson Lee, with a traco
of amusement in his voice.

*“ Yes, sir; it does cont@in bombs, sir!”
replied Handforth. ‘I should seize 1t
at once, if I was you, sir. He is—he's
dangerous |”

“Not so dangerous as you are, m
son!”’ chuckled De Valerie, * We a
kncw you were dotly, but we thought
you were harmless.’ {t's a bit thick for
you to go about accusing people of try-
ing to blow up the school!”

*“Bombs !’ said Mr. Culile. ‘¢ There
was all kinds of bombs, there was bombs

which was (Irop&ad from aeroplanes, aru:lI

there was bombs which was thrown b
the hund. DBut it’s the fust time that

ever saw bombs which was full of juice!”
‘“ Ha, ha, hal”

“ Juice!” echoed Nelson Lee. * What
do you mean, Cuttle?”

** Examine these bombs, sir,”’ said Mr.
utile gloomily. *‘ They was specially
ordercd for the Headmaster’s table, and
they was to be handled very carefully.
If they was bombs, it must be pleasant
to Le blown hup!”

Nelson ILec took the bag from Mr.
Cuttle, and Handforth came nearer. The
string was removed, and Nelson Le¢e in-

serled his hand.

‘“Be careful, sir?”’ said Handforth
breathlessly. ‘“ They may go off, you
know; you may touch something that
may cause them to explode!”

‘““You need nod be afpaid, Handforth,
I shall be most careful!” said Nelson

Lee smoothly.
Everybody craned their necks. Nelson

{lion ?"’
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Lece produced something from the bag
which was smooth and round.” At first
sight it cerlainly did appear to be a
kind of bomb. DBut then a yell of
laughter went up as the object was re-
coguised. Handforth stared at it with
goggling cyes; |

‘““Dear me!” said Nelson Lee. “ A
hothouse melon !’

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ There was melons,”” said Mr. Cutlle.
‘“ There was cheap melons, and there was
dear melons. Them melons come trom
the hothouse. They was expensive, and
they was juicy, and they was not to be
bumped on the ground!”

. * So these are your bombs, Hand-
forth?”’ said Nelson Lee. *‘ Don’t you
think it is necessary for you to explain,
and for you to apologise to Cutile for
having made such a monstrous accusa-

But Handforth was not done.
“T—1I expect it’s a ruse, sir!’ ho
gasped. *‘ They must be bombs—I know

they are, in fact! But they are made to
look like mclons. It's just a trick, sir.”

Nelson Lee’s smile vanished.

“I think we have had enough of tins
nonsense, Handforth,” he said sternly. .
* This bog contains melons, and nothing
elso but melons. T want no more of
your ridiculous statements.”

‘““ But—but I overheard

“It does not matter what you over-
heard, Handforth; the fact remains that
you have made yourself look extremely
ridiculous and foolish I”’ said Nelson Lee.
'“And, what i1s more. I must demand
that you make an explanation at once—
without any delay whatever. How did
you get such ' a preposterous idea into
vour head? What made you believe that
these meclons—procured especially for
Dr. Stafford’s table—were cxplosive
hombs ?”’ -

‘ There's only onc explanation, sir,”
put in Church. ‘‘ Handlorth is doity!

We told him so long ago, but he wouldn’t
believe it!"”

“JT aways knew I was unlucky!” re-
marked Mr. Cuttle, in a melancholy
voice, ‘I was not so forlunate as to be
mixed up with bombe and blowing hup.
Bomb outrages was good—they was
something to make & man think. And
why? Ask me! Because bomb outrages

was d for the noospapers. They was
goodg?gr the detectives; they wos good

L} 4
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for the public' to read. And they gave
work to the horspitals, too!”’

““ Handforth, I am waitling,”’ said Nel-
son Lec grimly.

Handforth looked round, his face very
red, and his eves staring. He could not
understand 1t: he was almosl dazed, he
was in a kind of maze. What could it
mean? He had been so certain—he had
been absolutely positive. And now il
turned out that the bhomba were nothing
more harmful than melons!

Handforth thought he was dreaming.

‘““ You--you see, sir, I saw Cuttle talk-
inz {o another man, and I thought they
were up to some mischief,”’ began Hand-
forth weakly. ** And I saw that bag
handed over to Cuttle, and there was
some talk aboul bombs, blowing up the
school, and the place being smashed to
atoms, The other man told Cuttle to
be very careful with the bag, too, so I
naturally assumed that there were bombs
in the bag. I deduced that fact, sir!”

Nelson Lee restrained a smile.

““I'm afraid that your deductions were
rather wide of the mark, my lad,” he
said. * However, perhaps Mr. Cultle
will be able to throw some light on the
malter. I shall be pleased, Cuttle. if
vou can clear up this little mystery.”

Mr. Cuttle nodded.

*It was the head gardener, sir,”” he
exclaimed. *“ [ was going lo the village,
and the head gardener wasn't. So he
asked me to meet Mr. Frost, who wvas
coming with- the melons for the Head-
masier. That was all, sir!”

‘““ What about vour conversalion wilh
that other man?”’ demanded Handforth.
“ You know jolly well that you were
{alking about bombs, and blowing up tho
school! Yeu can’t deny it.”

“There was nothing to deny,” raid
Mr. Cuttle. “ We was talking about
bombs, and we was talking about things
being blowed up. And why was we
talking hke that? Because Mr. Frost
was chatty, and I was in no hurry.”

‘““ You say that your companion was
chatly,” said Nelson Lee. *“Can you
tol! me what you were talking about,
Cuttle?”’ '

“ There was noos in the paper this
morning, which made a man cheerful
to recad it!” said Mr. Cuttle. ¢ There
was noos about bombs being thrown in
America. Theve was people killed, and
there was buildings blown lo hatoms.

Among them buildings there was a] me five hundred lines. You may go!

II

schoo!, and that was why Mr. Frost
brought up the subject. Weo was talking,
but we was unaware of the fact that
Master Handforth was listening. And
why was we unaware of that? Ask me!
Because it was dark, and it wasn't eusy
for a man Lo see in the dark, like he was
a cat. Master Handforth was mistookh—
which wasn’t surprising.”

HandPorth staggered.

‘‘ Great '[,)ip!" he gasped.
thought——

“ Tt is quile obvious, Handforth, {hat
you have made an idiot of yourself,”’ said
Nelson Lee severdy. ‘““In vour en-
deavours Lo act the part of an amateur
detective you have blundered with your
usflal success, From what I hear, 1 un-
derstand that you attenpted to lislon to
the conversation between Cultle and his
companion, and you only understood a
few of the words. Catching these words
here .and there. you misconstrued the
whole trend of the conversation—and
assumed that an attempl was being made
{o blow up this school. It enly indicates.
Handforth, how foolish 1t 18 Lo concern
vourself in affairs which are not your
business. You owe Cuttle a full and
complete apology. and you will please
supply that apology at once, in my hear-
ing.”’ ,

““ Yo-es, siv,”” said Handforlh huskily.

He mumbled out an apology, and Mr.
Cuttle nodded.

“ That was good enough, Master Hand-
forth,” he said. “I was sorry that I
could not oblige you. Nature was un-
kind to me—Nature didn’t make me a
willain. And I was born to be a willain,
really. Crime! When 1 read of crime
I feel happy. But there was no crime
worlh rcm;’ing of nowadays, things was
auiet !’

And Mr. Cutile, seizing his precious
bag of mwelons, made his way inlo the
Ancient House. Handforth stood there,
very red in the face, and very flabber
gasted. The juniors yelled with amusc-
ment, and Church and McClure felt they
wero rewarded for all the inconveniencs
they had been put to.

““ Well, Handforth, T trust that you
are satisfied?”’ said Nelson Lo grimly.
‘ You are a very foolish boy, and I can,
thercfore, make excuses for you. In
order to impress you with the fact that
it 13 always beotter to mind your own
business, must roquest you to write

'll

it I__I
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'* Thank—thank you, sir.l"”’ said Hand-
forth faintly. N o

He l'mrlgvl slaggered into the Ancient
Houee, and did not feel happier as he
heard the 1uniors yelling with laughtcr.
Handforth had expected to cover himself
with glory—and he had only succceded in
covening himself with ridicule,

CHAPTER 111,

INSPECTOR JAMESON NAKES A CALL,

URNBS, the Ancient House {mge-boy,
I tapped Nelson ILee hghtly on tho

arm. .
“Beg pardon, sir,”” he said apolo-
getically.

The schoolmaster detective had been
about to walk down the Ancient House
steps. Handforth having gone indoors,
and the other juniors werc now dispers-
ing.

° Well Tubbs, it?"’ asked
Nelson Lee. _

‘““ ' There's a gept to see yoa, sir,”’ said
Tubbs, * He camo in tho other way,
and I took himn to your study. He eays
it’s most important that he shall sce

oun.”

74 Did he give you his name, Tubbs?”
asked Nelson l.ec.

“ Yes sir,” rcplied the page-boy.
‘“‘The gent 18 a police officer, sir—In-
spector Jameson of Bannington.”

Ncison I.ce nodded. .

** Tharks you. Tubbs—1 will go to my
study at once,” he said. ' Inspector
Jamcsan, eh?” he mused, as he went
along the passage. * I wonder what hns
brought the worthy inspector over from
Bannington? It is hardly likely that ho
has come to appeal to me—Jameson i
a most self-opinionated individual, and
not at all the typo of man to appeal to
anybody for advice.”

A minute or two later Nelson Lee
entered his study.  As he did so a burly,
stolid individual, in the attire of a police-
imspector, rose to his fect. He nodded
to Nelson Lee in a somewhat pompous
manrier, and he extended his hand.

“’Evening, Mr. Lee,” he
* Hope I'm not disturbing you?"’

“Nout at all, Jamesen,” said ILee.
“Make vourself comlortable. This is a
mcst unexpected pleasure., 1 hardly

what 1is

said.
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thought that I should find you here this
evening,’’ - o

The inspector nodded again.. He was
a stolid man and Nature had not blessed
him with a very largo amount of brain
power. Novertheless, Jameson con-
sidered that he was q.ite an able oralor:
in fact, his pet grievance was that he had
not been transferred to the special branch
of Scotland Yard long ago.

‘*“T dare say you arc aware of the fact,
Mr. Lece, that we have had a great many
burglarice in this district of late.’’ said
the inspector. ‘‘ Not only in this district,
but in many parts of England. It is
fairly obvious, in fact, that a big
organisation is at work—a criminal gang
which has partice in many counties, and
they are nll working simultancously.’’

‘““Yes, I am quite aware of that fact,
Jameson,” said Nelson Lee. ‘I havo
known for a weck or two past, that a
crime wave hns been passing over Eng-
land. The police. it seems, are quite
unable to cope with the deluge of rob-
beries and other erimes which have becn
occurring. And so things aro rather bad
in this distniet, too?”’

‘“ They are, sir,” said Jameson, nod-
ding. ‘“ At the same time I must say
that we have matters well in hand—so
far as Bannington is concerned, at all
cvents, While I'm in charge, there won't
be many crimes undiscovered.”

“0Of course not,”” said Nelson Leo
gravely. ** With such a man at the helm
as yoursclf inspector, it is difficult to
und{-rstand how any criminals can exist
in this neighbourhood ?"’

Jameson looked at Nel:on I.ee sharply.

‘“ They aro a daring lot, Mr. Lee,”’ ho
said. ‘“ And they even ssess  the
audacity to burgle ﬁouscs in the Banning-
ton district. However, there is not much
chance of their being successful in the
long run. Please do not imagine that I
have como to you now appesling for
assistance. Nothing of the kind. 1 am
acling under instructions from my
superior.”

‘“ Ab, yes, of course,’
son Lee. ‘“ And may
quire of nre?”’

Inspector Jameson coughed.

‘* Well the fact is, Mr. Lee, the Chief
Constable requested me Lo call upon you
at the first opportunity. T'he Chief Con.
stable would lhke you to investigate
matters in this district, if you thought it
possible to spare the time. Of co:urse, he
doesn’t expect you to interfere with the

’ murmured Nel-

I ask what you re-
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police, in any way, but just to have a.

gencral look round on the off chance

that you might be able to help us.”
Nelson Lee nodded.

“I quite wunderstand,”
smoothly.

And he did understand. Jameson, as
a matter of fact, had been making an
unholy mess of his investigations of late.
Burglaries had been taking place in and
around Bannington, and the culprits had
got. off scol-free in every instance. The
jolice  had been absolutely helpless.
Jameson, in particular, had acted with
exireme wooden-hcadedness. But he
would never admit this fact to a soul.

To tell the truth, he did not know that
he had acted in thia way, he fondly
imagined that he had becen conductin
his cases with the utmost segacity an
cleverness.

The Chief Constable., however, knew
botter. And Lthere was something just a
hitle quaintly humorous in the fact that
Jamason had been sent to Nelson Lee on
this mission.

““1 have certainly no objection to in-
vestigaling any lhittle matter which yvou
may wish me 1o deal with, Jameson,™
said Nelson Lee. I will run over to
Bannington to-morrow, perhaps, and
then you can give me more details—on
the spot. If there 138 any way in which
I can help, I shall be quite glad to do
0. And vou neced not be afraid that 1
shall interfere with you in any way what-
ever,

Inspeclor Jumeson rose to his feet.

“Thank vou, Mr. Lece,”” he said
grufly. * You realise, of course, that I
have only come because the Chief (Con-
stable instructed me in that way. Per-
sonally, I think the whole thing ts un-
necessary—and I consider any action on
-your part is quile ncedless. However,
it will do no harm, I daresay, if you look
into one or two matters.””

Very shortly afterwards Jameson took
his departure leaving Nelson Lee vastly
amused. It was fairly clear thal
Jameson considered himself far cleverer
than Nelson Lee, and he did not welcome
the great detective’'s proposed investiga-
tions at all.

Lee decided that he would run over to
Bannington as soon as possible, on the
morrow probably—and then he would
personally look into one or two of the
mysterics which were puzzling the Ban-
nington police. Lee was quite confident

he said
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dhat he would be able to achieve some
coucrete results.

Very shortly after Jameson had taken
his departurc—at about a quarter past
cight to be exact—Nelson I.eo happened
to come across mo in the lobby. was
just coming along from Study C with
éir Montic Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson. We had finished our prep., and
we were on our way to the common-
room.

*“*Jusl one moment, Nipper!" said
Nelson Lee.

“Right you are. sir,”” 1 replied.
‘““ Anvthing important.®”’ /

“Well not exactly important,” said
the guv’nor. ““ It is just possible that
I may be away for a day or two.”

“Why, where are yoa going to, sir?"’

| T asked ¢uriously.

“ I have not said that T am going any-
where, Nipper,” replied Nelson Lee.
‘It 1s impossible—that is all.”

‘“But what’s the game, sir?”’ I in.-
quired. “ Can't you be a bit moro
definite®”

“I am afraid, T cannot, my lad ' re-
plied the guv'nor. “ You scs, I may
(ind it neccessary to invesligate cerlain
mattors in the district, and it will be
essenlial for me to go at a moment’s
notice. It ia even possible that I shall
leave late at li}ght—uft,er you have re-
tired to rest. Therefore, if I am not to
be found the next morning, you must
not worry—just wait for me to come

back, and all will bo well.””

‘“ Right yo1 are sir,”’ [ said. ‘' But I
think you might let me into the secret.”
‘“ My dear Nipper, there is no secrel to
let you into,”” smiled Nelson ILee.
“Well, I won’t delay you any longer.”

A moment or two later I was back

with my chums, and I told them what
Nelson l.ce had said.

‘“ Jolly queer, I call it,”’ T finished up.
‘“The guv’nor has something in mind,
e»'i(!?ntly—but he doesn’t want lo tell
me.

‘““ Dear old boy there is no necd for
)i'_ou_to worry yourself,’”’ said Rir Montie

regellis-West. *‘ Mr. L.ee is quite cap-
able of lookin’' after himself, and if he
goes off on an investigation, it is quile
certain that he will be successful.”

‘“ Oh, rather!”’ I agreed. ‘‘ But at the
same _time if thero's any cxcitement go-
ing, I'd like to be in 1t.”

I didn't think much more of the mat-
ter that evening. In the common-room
there was a gmreat deal of fun ovor
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Handforth’s latést  exploit. Edward
Oswald himself appeared, and he at-

tmepted to brazen tho whole thing out—
and failed. Ho was the laugbing stock
of the Remove, and he was chipped un-
mercifully.

In the end he onlﬂoobminod a little
peace by punching about a dozen noses
in quick succession. A good many of the
fellows who laughed at Handforth's ex-
pensc wished that they had not done so
very shortly alterwards. For Handforth
had a terrific punch,. and he wae not
particular where he landed with his fists,

In the morning I was very forcibly re-
minded of what Nelson I.ee had said to
me the evening belore. For it soon be-
came known that the guv'nor was not in
the school. Ho had slipped away during
the night.

*Oh, it's quite evident that Mr. Lee
meant to gﬁ all along.”’ said Tommy
Watson. ‘“ He just told you that last
night, Nipper, to make you feel comfort-
able. He knew jolly well ho was going—
and 1 don’'t suppose we shall sce him
again until the end of the week.”

“ Well, 1 don’t quite like it,”" T said
shortly. ‘' It's rather qucer of the

v'nor to act this way. Where could
qu:l have got to?”’

“ It's no good askin’ us that, dear old
fellow,’” saiyl Sir Montie Tregellis-West.
“ There are hundreds of places where Mr.,
Lee might have gonc to—London, for
cxample. Tt i quite possiblo that ho is
on the track of some frightful criminal,
1 suppose. He may be engaged on somne-
thin' tremendously important, begad!”’

A moment or two laler Mr. Crowell,
the master of the Remove, came into
sight along the passage. I went up to
him at once.

Do you know where Mr. Lee has
gone to, sir?”’ I asked.

The Rcemovoe master shook his head.

'“* T am sorry, Nipper, bat 1 cannot tell
you,'” he replied. ** It is rather mysteri-
ous, as a matter of fact. Mr. Lee went
out for a walk last night between eleven
and tweilve—I know that for a faet, since
I saw him in tho Triangle. But after
that nobody seeme to know what became
of him. He did not return to the school,
and he is still absent.”

‘*“* What does the Hecad say about it
gir?’ 1 asked.

““ Oh. Dr. Stafford is quite at ease,”
eaid Mr. Crowell. ** You =ee, Mr. Leec
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off at & moment’s notice oven in tho
middle of the night, 8o there is no reason
why we should worry ourselves., We can
be c*ulte satisfied that Mr. Lee had an
exccllent reason for actin;i in this way.”’

* Yes, sir. I suppose s0.”” I said slowly.
‘“ But somehow I don’t feel quite satis-
fied, {ou know. Somebody told me that
the clectric light in his study was still
on this moming.”

“ Yes, that 18 quite correct Nipper,”
satd Mr. Crowell. ‘‘ The light in Mr.
Leo's study was certainly on this morn-
ing—tho honsemaids found the light
burning when they came down.”

‘* Well, it’s not like the guv'nor to go
off in that way, sir,”” I said. * If ﬁe
decided to leave St. Frank's on an in-
vestigation, he wo-ld surely put his light
out- ?Ieforo hehwcntl:" N

‘“‘“ He may have forgotten it, Nipper,”
said Mr, Crowell. = PPe
~ **Yes that's ible—but Mr. Lce
isn't the kind of man to forget things,
gir.”’ I said. ‘' I'm rather worried.”

The Form-master smiled.

‘‘My dear lad, there is no carthly
reason why you should worry,”’ he said
smoothly. * Mr. Lee i1s surc]y able to
take care of himself—and thero i8 no fear
whatever of his rctting into any trouble.
We shall probably hear from h:m during
the morng.”

I frowned as Mr;. Crowell went down
the passage.

‘“1 don't like 1t!"" T said firmly.

‘““Oh, rats!” said Watson. ‘' Thero's
no need to get into a stew, you asa!
Keep your hair on. Mr. Lco doeen’t
want somebody to look after him. He
knew what he was doing, you can bet
your boots on that.”

*Yes rather, begad!” said Sir
Montie. ‘‘ Dear old boy, why are you
so concerned?”’

‘““ Well, as a matter of fact, T hardly
know,”” 1 confessed. ‘‘ But, somehow or
other, I've got an uncagy fecoling right
down in my heart. I can’t quite believe
that everything is all right. Even
though the guv’nor spoke to me liko that
last night 1'm still anxious, And I mean

to ﬁo along to his study now, and have a
look round.” .
‘“ Right you dre,”” said Wateon,

“We'll come wilth you.”
There was no reascn why 1 should ob-

ject. and so we went along the passages
until we reached Nelson Lee’s study. It

had already mentioned that he would | was, of course, strictly. prohibited for any

ouscrinaster’s study

Lee also indicaled that he might go | without permission, and during the mae-

qobably be away for a day or two—and | juniors to enter a
AQr.
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ter's absence. But in Nelson Lee’s case
it was different. M{ rclations with the
guy nor werc not those of an ordinary
schoolboy with an ordinary House-
masler,

**I suppose it’'ll be all right for you
chaps to come in,”’ I said rather doubt-
fully. ““ Anyhow I'll take the blame if
we're surprised. But I want to have a
look round—I want to satisfy mysclf
that everything is all sercne.”

Tregollis-West smiled.

“T am quite sure, dear old fellow,
that you are concernin” yourself for
rothin’,”” he said. *' The fact that Mr.
I.ec went out without puttin’ his light
off 1s simply nothin'—nothin’ at all. He
may have Kad a special reason for doin’
i, 10 fact. Still, a look round the study
won't do any harm.”

By this time I was standing right in
the ceutre of Nelson Lee’s apartment,
and [ was looking round with a kcen,
scarching gaze. I noted all sorts of
things during the first minute—and they
were things which did not tend to make
me feel more comfortable.

* Well*"’ satd Tommy Wats-n, after a
moment or two.

“I'm worried,”” I said keenly. * Just
look! What do vou see?”’

** Nothing particularly slartling,”’ said
Watlson. * Anyhow, there’s rothing
here to make you feel worried!”

““Isn’t there”” I snid. *“ What about
{hat ash-tray on the table?”

**The ash-tray?”

[ 1 "’es"'

“ Well, what about it*"

“Use vyour cves, my son,”’ I saaid.
‘“Don’t you see that half-smoked ciger
there” It was cvidently laid down fully
alight, and 1t continued burning for
some time afterwards. That seems to
indicate that the guv’'nor, went out of
this study in a hurry, and he intended
to come back almosl at once. You see,
he left his cigar in the ash-tray just for
a moment. But he didn’'t come back—
he remained away. And he left the light
burning, and thal cigar burning, teo.”

** Nipper, dear old boy, it certainly
seems a Dbit elrange,” admitted Sir
Montie.

I nodded.

‘ Strange!’’ I echoed. “ Significant—~
that's what I call it. And then. look at
the wniting-pad. There’s a letter there
—a letter to a business firm in London.
anout some eclectrical supplies for the
school. That letler's only half-written,
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and the guv'nor’s fountain-pen is lying
beside it. He broke off actually in the
middie of a word,”” I went on, examin-
ing the letter closely. *‘ That looks
strange, doesn’t 1t? And it substantiates
all I have said—Mr. Lee went out of his
study in a hurry, and he cxpected to
come back almost at once.”

‘““It certainly looks a bit that warv, I
must admit,”” said Tommy Watson.

| * Well, even supposing it 1s so—what
 does it matter?”’

** It matters just this much,” T said.
“The guv'nor didn’t go off on an in-
vesligation, as we imagined, He
wouldn’t leave the school at such short
police, and he wouldn’t lcave his study
in this condition. Everything may he all
right—I suppose it is all right—but, at
the same time, I don't feel positively
certain. And anything of an uncertain
nature alwayvs makes me uncomfortable.
It’s a rotten feoling.”

‘““1T quite agree with vou, dear old
boy,”” said Sir Monlie, nodding. ¢ There
is nothin’ quite so disconcertin’ as uncer-
tainly. -Suspense is frightful, begad!
An’ I say—look at these!"’ '

Sir Montic was pointing to the floor,
and I followed the direction. I saw
Nelson L.ee's boolas there, and I looked
up at my two chums with fresh worry
in my eyes.

“The guv'nor's boots!’ T exclaimed.
““My only hat! Ho surcly didn’t go out
without his boots?®”

‘“Obh, rats!” said Watson. *“ Mr. l.ee
has got more than one pair, you ass!'"’

‘“ Perhaps so—but hoe doesn’t keep
them all in use.”’ 1 said. ** All his other
boots are in the store cupboard. Theso
other oncs he has been wearing latly.
And where are his slippers? It seems to
me that he was situng in  his study,
wenring his slippers, and he went out

for something on the spur of tho-
moment. Anyhow, we’ll have a look
round. If his slippors aren’t here, it’ll

be absolutely certain that he’s wearing
them at the present moment!”

We searched the study all over, but
we could find ro sign whalever of the
guv'nor's slippers, knew wh:& kind
they were—sirong onos—but the soles,
after ali, wero only thin. What did it
moan?’

Would Nelson Lee leave St. I'rank’s
in order to go upon a long trip, wear-
ing only a pair of thin slippers?

f was very anxious, and I could not
help worrying. -



CHAPTER IV.

TOE OODE TELEGNAM,
the new fellow

ICK GOODWIN,
D in the Remove, stood on the

steps of the Ancient House, look-
ing thoughtfully across the Tri-
sngle. The lad from Lancashiro was a
verv studious junior, and it was very
ecldom that he was seen out in the open.
He spent ncarly all his: time in tke
privacy of his own study, and it was,
indeed, an excecdingly secluded spot.

For the end study in the Remove poe-
sage—which was occupied by Dick
Goodwin—was rcally a place of mystery.
The door was fitted with a patent lock,
the wirdow was barred., and its spaces
wero filled with frosted pglass. It was
impossible for anybody {o see what lay
within Dick Goeodwin's etudy!

And he spent nearly all his time there
—presumably in studving. But many of
tho juniers could hardly believe that this
wae the case. The view which was held
throughout the Remove was that Dick
Goodvin. had some other occupation—
romething wh'ch he desired to keep
abeolutcly to himself. And, since heo
would say nothing in explanntion of his
geomewhat  strange conduet, 1t was
largely a maticr of conjeclure,

Gocdwin now stood ¢n the Ancient
House stope, and it was apparent that
he was thinking deeply. It was nearly
tea-time, and the Trianglo contained
quite a number cf fellows. It was al-
ready quite dusky, and before long night
would fall—dark and still. Even now
there was a cold snap in the air which
felt quite wintry, and the wind wgs
rather high, too.

1 wae out in the Triangle, and 1 was
feeling decidedly moody. 1 had Dbeen
worrying about the guv’nor all day, and
my {cars were by no mealis at rest.

I could not satisfy myvself that Nelson
I.ee had gone oft willingly, attired in
only a pair of elippers, and apparently
withoul a hat. Where had he gone to ro
abruptly? What had called him away
at o sccond’'s notice? And where waos
be noww

Theso were dquestions which were
puzzling me, and I did not know what
to think.

But it was quite po:ntles for me to
worry and for me to get mto a stew.
All I could do was to wait—to wait until
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Nelson Lee returned. Of course, I had
no real feare—I was quite certain in my
own mind that the guv'nor was safe and
round; but, at the eame time, why
should ho have gone off in that way?
I felt, inwardly, that there was come ex-
ceptionally urgent reason for his action.

‘ Well, Nipper, it’s nearly tea-timo,”
caild Tommy Watson, coming up to me.
‘“ Hallo! You're still leoking absent-
minded and broody. Whatl's the matter?
Worrying about Mr. Leo?”

I nodded.

“VYes, a bit,” T admitted. ** The f2ct
19, Tommy, I can’t quite get the hang cf
things—that’s all. Where's Montie?”

‘“Indoors, 1 beheve,”’ 2aid Watson.
‘““Probably indulging in a nap before
the fire. It's a good thing wo did light
a fire to-day—we nced it!”

Just at that moment a figure on a
bicyclo entered the Tvriangle, and we
recognised him at once as a telegraph-
nessenger. The boy diemounted from
his red machire. and then came walking
across towards tho Anrcient House steps,
whero a good many juniors were col-
lected. - '

‘* Hallo! Who's the telegram for
said Repinald Pitt.. ' Not for me, [
sup e

The messenger shook his head.

*It'e for Master Goodwin, sir,”" he
gaid. ** Master Coodwin, of the Rrmove.
I a;:)ppose I'd better take it in and give
]tr . )

“It's all right—Gecodwin is here hm-
self,”’ iuterrupted DPitt. ** I say, Good-
win'"'

‘“ Ay, I can sce,’
ing down the steps.
me? Are you suro?”

“ Master Richard Goodwin, Remove
Form, St. Frank’s—that’s what it says,’”
declared the telegraph-boy.

“ Then it s for me,” eaid Dick Good-
win. ‘‘ Ay, but this is a surprise! I
wasn't expecting a telegram from any-
bo}t_]ty. I wonder what it can be?”’

¢ took the buff-coloured envelone,
and quickly tore it open: then he falded
out the flimsy sheet, and glanced at the
words with rather a puzzled frown upon
his cloar, honest facc.

‘““ Bad news?’ asked Hubbard curi-
ously.

Gecodwin shook his head.

‘““ Nay. not bad,”” ho said. ‘ But I
can’'t quite underatand—— Ay. but I'm
a chnmirion noodle—I am that! Of
course, 1 can undemstand it now!”

?!l

' said Goodwin, com-

“A telegram for
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Handforth caught.
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‘“ What's it about?”
Lo‘l‘tgdca erly.

ind your own business!’ put iIn

asked Teddy

Handforth. “ You're too jolly inquisi- | a pauper!”

tive, my son! Goodwin can reccive a

telogram without you wanting to kiow
what's in it, I suppose?”’

Teddy Long looked injured.

¢ It ain't often that chaps in the Re-
move have telegrams,’”’ he protested.
*“If ever onc does come, a chap alwaya
iets the other fellows have a look. Il
pin’t right to have private matters in
the Remove

“Of course it's not!” said Owen

major.

win?"’
“ Show us what the wire saya?”
‘" Hand 1t round, my son!”’

Sevoral juniors were nol troubled by
any scruples regarding good manmners.
They were curious, and they wanted to
sce what this telegram contained, and
ithey did not hesitate to ask Gocdwin to

‘* Let's have a squint, Good-

pads it round.

But the lad from Lancashre st:ook his
head.

“I'm sorry,” he said, *‘but I <an't
show you this telegram—il’'s private!”’

* Oh, 1s 1?"" said Merrell unpleasantly.
“ Well, let me tell you that ltenove
kids ain't nllowed to have [rivate teie-
grams! You'd -better hand over that
wire before we take it by fuorce!”’

‘“ We'll jolly well take it nox !’ vellod
Teddy Long. ““ Yuh! 1've got "

The sneak of the Remove hid made a
sudden dash forward, and Le snatched
the telegram out of Dick (Yoo.lwin's
hands before the latter could jrevent
him. And Long went scutiling acioss)
the Triungle, with a crowd of other fel-
lows round him.

" Let’s have a look?” shouted several
YOICOR,

‘““ Read it out, Teddy!” I

The juniors swarmed round. cager to
catch sight of Goodwin's telegranmi, They |
were curious to sce what it cbntained
But nearly all these fellows were jur‘ors
like Merrcll and Noys and Gulliver: not
many ol the really decent Remove chyjn
took ‘part in this scene.

Teddy I.m:F Tead the telegram, and he
was rather disappointed, for it did not
contain an:ything startling or interest-
1L,

" Why, it's only about a

Heasl.y
Lizyele!'™ said Long, 1n disgust. )

A telecgram—about a bi-ycle?”
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““ Yes. Goodwin's
pots of money ! .
* Rats!”’ said Guliiver.

pater must have
‘“ He’s nonrly;

‘* Well, he spent a 1ot of money on this
wirc—at least, his mater did. Th'e tcle-

gram 13 from Goodwin’s mater, you
know!’
: I Well, what does it siv?” demanded
3ell.

Teddy Long passed the telegram

round. and many juniors read it. And

whai ‘they saw on that flinisy sheet of
paper was this:

‘“ Richard Goodwin, Remove Form,
St. Frank’s College, Belllon, Sussex.—
Will try to be very punctual in sending
machine Bannington on October
Am taking train for Scotland to-day, but
will come back soon. On my relurn.
picycle will receive very special atten-

tion. lmporlant matters dectain fathee
now.—MOTHER.”
“Well, it’s only about a Dbally i

cycle " said Gulliver, ,

“ That's what 1 said!”” put in Teddy
l.ong. ' So Goodwin is going to have a
bhicycle at the end of the month! Lucky
beast! T wish I'd got one!” '

Dick Goodwin went into the crowd.

**Huve vyou finished?’” he czsked
quietly, *“Can 1 bave my telegram
back?"”

“ We don’t want the silly old thing!™
said Long. ‘ Faney sending a wire
ubout a bicycle! Your- mater must be
dotty! Why, I—— Yow! Yaroooolh!
l-f‘-l-ﬂf-' my shoulder, Nipper!’

‘* Not just vet, you l:ittle cad!” T =aid

arimly. 1 say, you chaps—lend a
hand!™
“ What—what's the idea?’ gasped
[.ong, 1 alarm., * Lemme go, you
beast !
* Not until we’ve bumped vou!" put

in Handforth warmly. ‘‘ You contemp-
tible lirtle rotter! What was the idea of
snatching Goodwin’s telegram like that?
What businiess i8 it of yours? You ought
to be jolly well ashamed of yourself,
you inquisilive iittle wretch!”

“Ow'!” howled Teddy Long. *“If
vou don't lemme go, I'll—DI’'ll—"

“ Now then—all logether!”’ said Hand-
forth.

Long had been seized by Handforlh,
myself and two or three others, and he
was brought to the ground with con-
sidarable force.
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Bump! o S

‘“ That’'s for being mquimtive!"’ said
Handforth. ‘“ Now again! Bump!
said Hand-

That’s for being a cad!’
Bump! And

forth. ** Once more! ) _
that’s for getting your noee into affairs
concluded

which don’t concern you!”
Handforth. ** You deserve three or four
more bumJ)s, but we'll let you off—too
much giddy trouble.”

Long picked himself up, howling, and
he flcd across the Triangle. By this
time Dick Goodwin had recovered his
telegram, and walked into the Ancient
Houvee, and made his way straizht to the
Remove passage. The fellows out in
the Triangle did not think anything
more of the matter. The telagram was
of no importance, since it only referred
to a bicycle which Goodwin was to have,
prcsumably, on the twenty-seventh of
the month. g

But as Goodwin went into his own
study, his eves were gleaming—and it
rcnllﬁ scemed that the (clegram had
another significance in his eyes.

*“ By gum !’ he muttered, as he closed
the door of his studv. ‘“This looks im-
portant! I wonder what it can mean?”’

He went straight over to his desk,
and sat down at the writing-pad. Then
ke drew the {clegraph-form towards
him, and produced a pencil.

“* Now, let me sce,” he murmured.
“Tho first word is all right, but I've got
to cross out the next two—leave the
fourth word, cross out the next two,
leave the next word, and so on. Yes,
that’s right—that’s the code!"”’

Goodwin had the telegram in front of
him, and he placed a pencil line through
the words ‘‘ try to,”” then he crosecd out
‘“very punctual,”’ then ‘'sending ma-
chine,”” then * on Qctober,”” and so on
throughout the wording of the wire.
He cut two words out, and left one in.
And when he had finished there was,
indced, a very diffcrent mes:age (o read.
It was one which caused Dick Goodwin
to open his eyes in eome surprise, for
this 18 how the telegram now read:

“ Will be in Bannington 27 train to-
daf:‘. Come on bicycle. Very important.
—~FaA

THER."’

In ita original form, the telegram had
scemed of no importance whatever; but
now it waa very different. Having been
decoded, the result was rather starthing.

The leleg '

ram was not from Goodwin'a
mother, but from his father, and .Good-

I9

-

win senior was evidently coming down
to Banninfton‘ during the evening.

‘ ‘“Now 1 wonder what it can meant”
muttered Goodwin, to himself. ‘ Why is
+dad coming down? And why did he
take tho trouble to wire me in this way?
It must be something very important.
Ay, but it's champion—I didn't expect
to sce dad for weeks and weeks!'’

His eyes gleamed with pleasure for a
moment; then he looked rather troubled
again, and very thoughtful. He could
not help coming to the conclusion that
there was a very serious reason for his
father’s sudden visit to St. Frank’s.

The code which Goodwin senior had
used was quite a simple one, but it was
known only to himself, his son, and one
or two of his most trusted employees.
‘There was not the slightest doubt that
Mr. Goodwin had & very particular
rcason in wishing his visit to the school
to be kept a secret, for obviously he did
not want anybody at St. Frank’s to
know that he would be arrniving during
the evening.

Dick had another look _at the tele-
gram. It wana clear to him that the *‘ 27
train '’ meant the seven-twenty at Ban-
nington. There was an express in from
Loondon at that time, as (;oodwin very
soon found out by consulting a local
time-table.

Tea was over in Study C when there
came a tap at the door, and Dick Good-
win presented himself. He stood there,
hesitating in the doorway.'

‘““Come in, my son,” I said cheerfully.
‘“ What’s the trouble?”

‘““ J—1 was going to ask a favour,'
said Goodwin, hesitatingly.

‘“ Ack away!”

‘“ Weo are irightfull
this stud)',”

obligin’ chaps in
remarked Sir Montie.
‘“ Apythin’ that you want doin’ Good-
win, will be done. Pray allow us to
hear your requirements.”

Dick Goodwin entered the study.

‘““ Well, you see, 1 wanted to run over
io—to the village,” he said slowly.
“Could you lend me a bicycle, please?
It will be champion of you if you can.”

‘“ Well, my
put in. *“I'm
much use.” .

“That's all right,” said Tommy Wat-
son. * You can have mine, Goodwin,
I sha'n’t be using it to-day, and you're
welcome to it 1f you bring it back
whole,”

The visitor nodded,

back tyre’'s punctured,”’ I
afraid my machine isn't
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¢“ Oh, I shall keep it quite safe!” he

said. ¢ Thank vou, Watson! It 13 very
ood of you. I may take the machiue
rom the bicycle-shed, I suppose?”’

“ That's it,” said Watsaon. *‘‘ You
can’t mistuke my jigger. It's enumelied
dark green, you know, .and both the
tyres are new. Everything is_in perfect
order—lamps trimmed, too. You won't
have any trouble at all.” |

“ Av, it's good of you. It is that™
said Goodwin. ‘ Thank you, Watlson.”

““ Don't mention it!’ said Watson
lightly.

The Lancashire boy passed oul of the
siudy. and there was a silence for a
moment or two.

“* Well, what do wyou tlhink of 117"
asked Watson. '

¢« T think that we oughl to get up n
soarcFl: for him,” 1 said absently.

AL

“ A search for whom, dear old boy*"

“ Why. the guv’nor, of course!” 1 re-
plied. ¢ It’s jolly mystertous:®”

“1 was talking about Goodwin. you
ass ! said Watson. ¢ There's no need
to worry about Mr. Lee: he can look
after himself all right. I wonder why
Cloodwin wants to borrow my )igger®
can't he walk down 1o the

“ My dear clna?, it's no good asking
je.” I replied. * You've lent him your
bike, and there's an end of it. I'm not
worrying myself about Goodwin.”

Aund. a3 a matter of fact, I hard!ly
gave the Lancashire boy a thought. 1
was deeply concerned regarding Nelson
1.ec. 'I-Fe had not communicated with
the school during the whole day.
son Liec had disappeared during the
previous night, and nothing had been
scen or heard of him since.

1

And T could not help worrring.
could not help thinking of the curious
circumstances in which the guv'nor had
left the study. Attired only in shippers
and a light brown suit, it scemed in-
credible that Nelson Lee had gone right
away from the district. There was every
indication, in fact, that the guv'nor had
been surprised, and that he had jusl
left his studv for a few minules only.
Then why had he not returned?

But, after all, I took Walson’s advice.
I realised that Nelson Lee was easily
capable of looking after hamself, and so
I ccased to worry.

Meanwhile, Dick Goodwin was get-
giog rcady for his journey to Banning-

Nel- '

|
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ton. There was atill plenly of time. It
was, in fact, only just after six. :

But Goodwin thought it would be jusl
as well to get off at once. He could
wait at Banninglon. Moreover, he wax
a very careful junior. and he thought il
would be just as well to be prepared
with plenty of time, in case of a punc-
ture.

And so, at about half-past six, Dick
(ioodwin started out on his journey. He
would take it easily, and would arrive
at Bannington at about seven o’clock.
That left him barely half an hour to
wait at the station.

Goodwin went to the bicycle-shed,
took Tomm=~ Watson's machine from its
place, and lit the lamp, for it was quite
dark already. Dark, dull masses ol
clouds filled the sky. and therc was a
ronsiderable wind. It seemed, in [act,
that tle night was likely to be a rather
slormy one.

However, there was no rain, and tho
roads were comparatively dryv; bul in
places where the trees overhung the
road there were patches of mud—thick,
sticky mud.

(ioodwin took it easily, and he rode in
a leisurely fashion down the lane inlo
the viilage, and .then took the muaiun
1oad (o Bannington. There was prac-
tically no trafiic about, and the solitury
cvelist had the road lo himself. As he
r(-dul-led along, he was wondering why
i3 father had taken this sudden trip
down to DBanunington. What could it
mean? Why was Mr. Goodwin coming
to the school, or nearly to the school?
And why, above all, had he wired to his
son in code?

1t was rather a puzzle, and the Lan-
cashire boy decided that it would be
quile useless for him to conjecture. It
would be far better to wait until he saw
Lis father, and then he would under-
stund everything.

Watson's bicycle went beautifully.
was really a splendid jigger, and it was
it perfect order. Tommy Watson was
a careful vouth, and anything that Lo
possessed he kept scrupulously clean,
well oiled, and well cared for.

Dick Goodwin was just passing
through a very quiet stretch of road. It
was about half-way between Bellton
and Bannington. The trees grew thickly
on etther sido of the road, and the
branches almost met overhead, in a kind
of natural arbeur. Within this stretch
the darkness was absolutely intensc

It
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The oil-lampe which were fitted to.ihe
bicycle only served. .to. .intensify tho
glo‘om. _ - L. . .
Put Goodwin was not.a nervous lad;
he did not care a jot about tbo darkness.
He rode on easily, thinking only of the
coming visit of his father.

And then, with starthing abruptness, 2
strange thing took place.

Right _in front of the bicycle, and
stretched from side to side of the road,
he saw a rope—a thin rope, which was
drawn tight, its position Being about
three feet [rom the surface of the road.

“By gum!” muttered Goodwin, in
alarm. _

He applied his brakes, but there was
no time to lpull up. He had only seen
the rope when he was almost upon it.
The next moment he went straight nto
it, and he shot completely over the
handle-bars and lay in a heap on the
road, his bicycle crashing over, and
both the lamps being extinguished on

the instant.
Goodwin was dazed by the shock of

it, and he hardly knew where he was, or
what had happened. He attn:mf)tcd' to
pick himself up; but, even as he was
doing so, two dark forms came towards
him, one from either hedge. The next
moment Goodwin was scized and held
securely. _ .

‘“ Eh, what—what does this mean?
said the lad. * By gum, if you touch
mo___l!

““ Take my advice, young man, and
don't struggle,” exclaimed a rough
voice. “ You can’t possibly get away,
s];o]fvou'd better take the thing calmly.
.

only be the worse for you if you|

wake u fuss.”

Dick Goodwin was startled, but he
was not scared, and the next moment he
landed out with all his etrength, for he
was desperate. But it was quite hope-
less from the start. DBefore Goodwin
had struggled for long he was thrown to
the ground, and a heavy knee was
Inlaced in the small of his back. Then
118 arms were wrenched round, and hie
wrists were secured with thick ropes.
Two minutes later liis ankles were in a
similar plight. The junior was abso-
Jutely helpless.

And then, before he could spcak, a
thick mufer was forced round his
mouth and drawn tight. Meanwhilc,
(Coodwin himself was absolutely con-
founded; he was fabbergasted. He
vould 1ot understand what this meant.
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It was so startling that he found his
mind in a whir. .
His captors did not speak any more.
They carried Dick Goodwin through a
ap in the hedge and deposited him on
the grass beyond; then the bicycle was

fetched, and the road was left, dark and

deserted.

What did it mean?

Who were these men who had seized
the Lancashire boy in such dramatic
circumstances?

CHAPTER V.

REGINALD PITT’'S DISCOVERY.

EGINALD PITT, of the Remove,
R gave a grunt.
‘“Buck up, Jack, my son!”
he said. ‘“We shall have to
hurry, you know, or we shall be late for
calling over. We must buzz like the very
dickens !’ |

‘“ Rather!” said Jack Grey. ‘*Still,
I think we shall just manage to do it all
right.”

he two juniors were on their way
home from Bannington. They had been
doing a little shopping, and now they
were compelled to hurry in order to be
at St. Frank's in time for calling over.
It was very dark, and it seemed that
rain was in tho air, although no rain
was actually falling.

The chums of Study E pedalled hard,
and they had the road to themselves.
‘They were already nearly helf-way, and
the brilliant acetylene lamp on Pitt's
bicycle illpyminated the road clearly for
a good distance ahead.

hey entered upon a dark siretch of
road, where the trees met together over-
head. It was the same stretch of road-
way which had witnessed the stariling
adventure {o Dick Goodwin. There was
nothing very curious in the fact that
Pitt and Grey were using the samo road
very shortly afterwards. They were re-
turning from Bannington, and Dick
Goodwin had been on his way to the
town.

The mud was rather thick beneath
the trees, and the two juniors could not
roceed so quickly, and quite suddenly
eginald Pitt utlered an exclamation.
]“ EI."'HO!" he said. *‘ What was

that?’



“ What was what?”’ asked (srey.
_ 41 sthought T saw something glitter-
ing in the mud,” said Pitt, app vmg Ins
brakes. “In fact, I'm sure [ did-—
something that looked like silver.”

He dismounted, and Grey slowed up.
too.,

“Oh, it’s nothing!” said Juck Grey.
“This is only wasting time, Pitt. ¢
mustn’t be late for calling over."

“ It can't be belped,” said Pit. “ I'm
pretty suve I saw something, and [ want
to investizate, It will only take (wo
seconds.’’

He wheeled his bicyele back nlong the
road, and almost at once he caught a

litter of something lying in the mud.
gle bent down and picked the object up,
and wiped some of the mud from it.

‘“ A giddy pocket-knife,” said Pitt—
“a beauty. 1oo!. Look at it, Jack:!”

Grey locked, and he suddenly opened
lis eyes wider.

“ Wby, that belongs to (Goodwin:”
he said. ‘““I suw him use it only vester-
day. He was sharpening a pencil on the
Ancient House steps.”’ ‘

‘“ I expect 'he dropped 1t as he was
coming along this way,” said Pirt.
“ It's n good thing we found it, my son.
1t's a fine knife—must have cost twentv-
five bol ut least. Goodwin will be jolly
grateful to us when we hand this to him,
By jingo, you're right! There are his
initials engraved here! Look!"

Jack Greyv looked, and the initials
“R. G’ were quite distinct upon the
surface of the pocket-knife.

Pitt slipped it into his pocket. and
was nbout to continue his ride, when he
looked upon the ground, and then his
attention became fixed. Reginald Pitt
was a very keen junior, and there was
not much that could miss his gaze when

he was on the alert, and he was
suddenly on the alert now.
“DBy Jove!” he exclaimed. ¢ It

secms there has been an accident.”

‘*Aun accident?”’ repeated (Grey,
rather startled.

‘“ Well, look for vourself,”” said Pitr.
“Just sce how the mud is disturbed
here. These marks are as clear as any-
thing, and I'm pretty sure—"

“Hallo! What's this?’ said Grey
abruptly.

He bent down and picked up a small
object from the road, and the two
juniors had no difficulty in recognising
it as a broken lamp-bracket. It was
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twisted and benl and smashed. It's pre-
sence there was rather significant, for it
clearly indicated that a smash had re-
cently occurred on the spot.

‘“ It seems to me that Goodwin came
a cropper,”” remarked Pitt grimly.
‘““He must have been riding along this
way, and possibly he side-shpped 1n the
mud. Anyway, he came over with a
terrific crash—that’s obvious.”

“ Well, where is he now?"’ asked Grey.

“It scems to me that the accident
happened some little time ngo,”” replied
Pitte.  “ Perhaps Goodwin went on,
walking. Anyhow, it secems that his
bicycle was a bit bashed up. 1 think
we'd belter investigate this,’”’

“ Investigale it?”' repeated Grey.

“ Exactly!” said Pitt briskly. ¢ We'll
just put our bicycles against the hedge

and toke the lamps off. We shall have
more freedom of movement then.”'

It was not Ionr before the two juniors
were back in the centre of the road.
their Dbicycles reposing against the
hedge. Both Pitt and Grey held their
lamps in their hands, and they flashed
these brilliant lights upon the surface
of the roadwar. It was now possible
to see everyvthing with much greater dis-
tinctness.

¢ Here we are—another clue!'’ said
Pitt suddenly.

He Dbent down and cast the rays of
his Light fully upon some pieces of
Lroken. glass which were mixeg up with
the mucE The pieces of glass were red,
roving (hat they had orginally be-
onged to the rear lamp of a bicycle.

‘“It looks pretty serious,” remarked
Grey.

“Well, we don't know yet,” replied
Pitt. * But this mud is tremendously
disturbed. There's no doubt about that.
Fortunately, it is thick and sticky, but
not wet. It has left the tracks clearly.”

Staring keenly at the road, both the
juniors could see the marks where Dick
Goodwin had fallen. There were many
tracks on the road—the marks of motor-
car tyres, cyclo tyres and cart wheels.
And they were all very clearly indicated.
Walking along some little d‘gutarnce the
two juniors examined the road with even
greater care than before.

And Pitt came {o a halt again, and
stared eagerly down,

“ Do you sce these tracks?’ he asked.
““ Thoy were made by Watson's bicycle,’’
Gray looked rather surprised.
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“ How do you know that, Mr. Scxlon
‘Blake?”’ he mquired. =~ ° .

‘“ Nothing  casier,”” replied Pitt.
-+ These tyres ure special ores, they have
a peculiaﬂ%vstuddcd trcad. Don’t you
remember Watson fitting them to his
machine last week? They're new tyres,
and there aren’t any others in the school
like them. Watson was rather pro.d of
that tread, I remember.” _

** Yes 1 do remember something about
it,”” said Grey. ‘' Then Watson must
have come along this way, too?”’

** Obviously.”

Pitt retraced his steps, Grey accom-
panying him. And they once more got
to the place where the accident had
occurred. Passing along. Pitt continued
to examine the surface of the road. And
once more he came to a halt, and thie
time there was rather a startled cxpres-
ston in his cyes. .

** Look down there!’ he exclaimed.
‘“ What do you think of it, Jack?”

Jack Grey stared at the ground.

'** Well, either I'm very dull or there's
something wrong with my eyesight,”’ he
said. 1 can’t see anything startling.”

‘*“* It’s not what you can sec—it’s what
you can't sce? said -Pitt lucidly.

Grey stared.

“What I can’t see?”’ he repeated.

‘““Where are the tracks of Watson's
bicycle?’ asked Reginald Pitt kcenly.

Grey understoed then, and he stared
down quickly. No, thero were certainly
no tracks now. Walson's bicycle had

come to this spot, but had not continued

past it. The mud could not be lyng.
‘“ Well, what about it7’ eaid Grey,
at last.

*“* There is only one thing to think,”
said Pitt. *‘ Goodwin was using Wat-
son's bicycle. He hasn’t got a ngger of
his own—we know that—so it i1s pretty
clecar that he borrowed Watson’s. That's
what I make of it, anyhow. We’'ll reason

it out. We'll try to reconetruct what
happened.”’ . _
‘“ My hat! You're quite a giddy detec-

tive !”’ exclaimed Jack Grey, smiling.

Pitt grinned.
‘“ Not yet,”” ho said. ‘“‘I've often
thought that I'd like to be a detective

later on. But. there's no telling what a
chap will be when he grows up. Fellowe
make all sorts of plars, and spend heaps
of money on a certain carcer, and when
they’'re about twenty-five or thirty they
branch off in a totally different direction.

That’s generally the way of things, you
know,"
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‘“ Well what about these tracks?®’ said
Gl"ﬁ: practically.
ey went back along the road, past
the spot where the accident had occurred,
and then they made another discovery.
The tracks of Watson’s bicycle were
single—that i3, thcre were no returning
tracks. This positively indicated that the
bicycle had come to this spot, had not
rroceeded beyond—and had not turned
ck. Then what had become of it?

““ Great Scott!” muttered Pitt, with a
frown. *‘ This looks queer, you know.
These tracks tell a complete story, if you
only look at them in the right way.
Don't you see Jack? Here are the tracks
of Watson’s- bicycle—clear and distinct.
The machine came along in this direc-
tion, and then Goodwin—who was riding
the bike—came a cro . He didn’t
continue his journey to Bannington, be-
cause there are no traces in the mud.
We know that for certain. He didn’t
ride back to Bellton, because there are no
returning tracks 1in that direclion,
either.”

‘* He might have carmed the bike,”
su?gcst«ed rcy shrewdly,

’1tt nodded.

“ Yes, that’s quite right,” ho said.
*“In fact it is probably the only explana-
tion. One of the wheels was buckled, no
doubt, and (Goodwin was forced to carry
the machine. That’s about the sizo of it,
1 figure. At the present time I'm not
satisfied.”

*“ Why aren’t you satisfied?"

‘* Well, it looks—it looks qucer,’’ said
Pitt, scratching his head. * How did
Dick Goodwin have a spill at this spot?
Now I come to look at the mud, it is too
thick for anybody to side-slip m. There
was no other traffic and I can’t see why
Goodwin should come o cropper here.
There might have been foul play!”

"* Foul play!”’ repeated Grey, stariled.

*“ Very likely,” said Pitt. ‘‘ Don’t you
remember the hints that have been going
about lately? Goodwin has becn a bit of
a mystery ever since he camc to St.
Frank’s—and on one occasion aonmbodlz

| tried to kidnap him. Don't you thin

it possible that he was stopped on the
road—pulled from his machine, or some-
thing? If that happened, it would
account for the missing bicycle, and all
the rest of it,”

‘“Dut how can we be certain?’ asked

Grey, who was now beeoming very
serious.
* Well we coan have another Yook
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round and see if there are any more
clues,”’ said Pitt. ' If Goodwin was

pulled from his machine and made a
prisoner, it's fairly obvious that he was
tuken through the hedge somewhere—
and, probably, his bicycle was taken
through after him. So what we must do
now is Lo have a look at the hedges.”

The two juniors passed slong on the
grass, ncar the ditch, and their lights
illuminated the ground clearly. Jack
Grey was rather sceptical; he did not
cxactly believe that Pitt’s thcory was
correct. It was altogether too startling
and extraordinary. But before long
(irey changed his opinion.

For at a cerlain spot in the hedge
Reginald Pitt came to a halt. He directed
the rays of his lamp down upon the soft
path. There,. clear and distinet was a
mark—a mark caused by n bicy’vclo tyre!

““ What do you think of it?"" said Pitt
sleadily.

It was the samc uliar tread—a dis-
tinctive pattern. The bicycle wheal had
touched on that spot just for a moment,
as it was being carricd through the
hedge. There were other marks, too—
foolprints. ‘Thero was absolutely no
doubt that Goodwin’s bicycle had been
taken through the hedge, and {he junior
had been taken through, too. There had
certainly been foul play!

‘** Good heavens!”' muttered Jack Grey.
‘‘ This—this is terrible, you know! What
shall we do, Pitt?”’

** Got back to the school as quickly as
we can!”' said Pitt briskly. *“ It's the
only thing to be done my son. We must
give (he alarm, and then search parlies
will be sent oul. The police will be in-
formed, and all sorts of things. It secms
to me that Goodwin has been kid-
nappml P

‘*Oh, my goodness!'’ exclaimed Grey.
““ And—and we have discovered all this
because you're so jolly kecen Reggic. 1
must say that you're a bit of a wonder'”

* Rats!"” said Pitt. *“ All T did avas
to use my eyes. We happened to come
slong here, and we found Goodwin's
pocket-knife. Then we had a look
round, and all this has resulted. The
mud of the road has told us the whole
story. And now we've got to buzz
ahcad and give the alarm.”

‘“‘ Porhaps we'd belter go to Walson,
to begin with” suggested Grey, as they
prepared 1o remount their bicycles.
‘“ Ho might be ablo to tell us something.
In any case, he'll know if he lent hjs
jigger to Goodwin,”

| (o appreciate the facts,
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‘“ Yoas,”" said Pitt. ** That's rather a
ood idea. Well, come on, wo've got to
12z like the very deuce!” )

A moment later the two juniors were
on their bicycles, and they were pedal-
ling towards St. Frank's at Lop speed.

They arrived in record titne, and, hav-
ing placed their bicycles against tne
stone-work of the Ancient House steps,
they dashed indoors, hot and breathless,
and rushed straight down the Remove
passage to Study (. Then they burst in
and found Tommy Watson and Tregellis-
West and myself busy at our prep.

‘““DBegad!”” exclaimed Sir Montie, lay-
ing down his pen. *“ It’s an invasion,
dear old boys! Pray tell us what is the

matter, Pitt!”’

“I want to speak to Walson,”" said

Pitt.. ““Did you lend your bicycle to
Goodwin?"”
Tomm‘y Watlson nodded.
~*“Yes,”’ he replied. ‘ What about
it?’
“ Well, I'm right in that respect, any-
‘lllou;:."' said Pitt, ““Close the door,
ack.”

Grey quietly closed the door.

“What's the mystery?’ 1 inquired,
laying back in my chair. ‘ Why the
need for privacy?’

“Something has happened,” said
Reginald Pitt. *“ Somecthing rather bad,
I believe.”” -

“To my flgger?" asked Watson, jump-
ing up. *‘ If that ass has had an accident
with my bike I'll half
It's a new one, and—

‘“ There's no need for you to be wild,"
interrupted Pitl. *“‘I don't supposc for
a moment that Goodwin has had an acei-
dent in tho ordinary way. But it is
i't}irlj:ncerlnin that he has met with foul
play! |

I jumped up!

“What do you mean, Ditt?’ I de-
manded sharply. * What rcason have
you got for saying that”

Pitt looked at me straight.

‘* Every rcason!’’ he replied. ¢ Good-
win has met with foul play, and I De-
licve that he has been kidnapped!”

‘““ Begad!” said Sir Montie mildly.

“T'll tell you exactly what we have
discovered,”” went on Pitt, ““ You're a
kecn fellow, Nipper, and you'il be able
Now, listen,”

And Pitt, without any further delay,
procceded to explain exactly what he
and Jack Grey had discovered. They
told us how they had found the pocket.

'slnughtcr him !

?
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knife in the mud. How {hey had de-
tected the tracks of- Watson's bicycle.
How they had read the story of the mud,
and all the rcst of it. We listened in-
tently, and with growing alarm. And
when Pitt had finished thero was onl
one possible cenclusion to come to. Dic
Goodwin had met with disaster on the
Bannington Road! _

‘“ This is jolly serious, Pitt!’-I said.
‘“ As_you say, there is no doubt that
Goodwin was stopped, pulled off his
bicycle, and made a prisoner.” In short,
he {ms been kidnapped.’

Tommy Waltson grunted.

“] was going to make a fuss about
my bicycle,” he said. ‘' But if Goodwin
has had trouble of that kind, there’s no
need for me to make it worse. It wasn’t
his fault, anyhow. It’s a lucky thing I
had new tyres on my )igger, becauso
{l'ou wero able to examine the tracks.

‘ell, what’s going to be done?”

It only took me a few seconds to de-
cide.

‘“ The guv'nor isn’t here,” I said.
‘““ Goodness knows where he is. The
best thing we can do is to go straight
to the Head, Pitt—you and J. You can
tell Dr. Stafford exactly what you have
(iscovered, and then the Hoas will bo
able to give his orders. I expect a party
will be sent out at once in search., Come
along!”

Pitt nodded.

*“ Yes, that’s about the best thing to
do,” he said bnskly.

We went out of Study C, and before
long wo were tapping on the door cf the
Headmaster’s own prnivate sanctum. We
were invited to enter, and we walked in
and found the Head chatting with Mr.
Crowell.

‘“ Well, boys, what is il asked the
Head rather sharply. * You shculd not
disturb me now .

. **1I am sorry, sir, but this matter is of
the utmost importance,” 1 interrupted.
“ Goodwin, of the Remove, has disap-
peared ! He is missing !”’
‘“ Disappeared?’ repeated the Head.
. Missing? What do you mecan,
Nipper?’ . :
itt proceeded to explain, and he did
so a3 quickly as possible. Meanwhile,
the Head and Mr. Crowell listened with
growing interest and alarm. By the
time Pitt had finished, the Head was on
his {eet, and ho was pacing up and down
his study with agitated strides.

‘“ Dear me!”’ he exclaimed. *‘ This is
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ling! Judging from your story, Pitt, it
see!:ns only too certaim that Goodwin has
met with some disaster! Are you abso-
lutely certain? Do you not' think it
possible that you have made a mistake,
and that Goodwin mot with just an
ordinary mishap?”’

“ No, sir, Pitt is quite right,”’ T put
im. . “ There’'s no doubt that Goodwin
met with foul play—hoe has been kid-
napped—and I think the police ought to
be informed!”

** Good gracious!"’ said the Head.

He paced up and down for a few
moments.

‘“What a pity 1t is that Mr. Lee is
not here,”” he went on, at length. ** He
18 just the man we need in such a crisis
as this.”

“ Haven't you heard anylhing abo.t
the qu’nor, sir?”’ 1 asked anxiously.

‘“ Not o word, Nipper, not a single
word !’ replhed the Head. “ To tell the
truth, I am becoming somewhat uncasy
about Mr. Lee. However, wo must nos
discuss that question now. You may go,
boys—I will deal with the affair at ence.”

We took our departure from the Head’s
stady, and very shortly afterwards we
became asware that sudden activities
werc afocot. Morrow and Fenton of the
Sixth appeared asccompanied by tho
Head and Mr. Crowell. Thero were two
or thrce other prefects, and they came
out into tho Triangle, and were nbout
to go to tho gates when the Head-
master beckoned to me,

I went over at once, and the Head was
frowning with worry.

‘“Where 13 Pitt?’ he inquired. ‘1
want Pitt to come with us so that he can
point out the oxact spot.”

‘“ Here 1 am, sir,”’ said Reginald Pitit,
coming up. ‘' I'll come with you, with
pleasure, sir. Perhaps Nipper had better
come, {oo—heo i8 rather a keen chap—-""

“I don’t think so, Pitt,’’ I said. "1
couldn’t do anything, anyfnow."

Pitt stared. ,

‘“You don't want to come?’’ he said,
“ Tl’n‘%t’.lql mtlhor unusual—for 'OllI!" :

‘“ Well, suppose it 1is, gaid,
‘““ But I have something else to do, old
man. You will understand, perhaps.”’

Piit was rather puzzled, but he went
off at once with the Head and the pre-
fects. ' And they disappeared out of tho

ateway and went down the lane at a
sharp walk.

The spot where Pitt had found thé
marks in the road was about a mile.

most disconcerting—it is, indeed, start-| and a half distant, and almost hall e
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hour had clapsed before the place was
reached. It was dark and dismal. and
the wind was howling through the trces,
Many electric torches had been brought,
and D:lt lost. no time in pointing out
the many indications in the mud, and
in the hedges.

And Dr. Stafford came (o tao only
possible conclusion.

Dick Goodwin had ULecen kidircapped—
he had been made a prizoner by some
anknown assailant, and he had Leen
taken away. His bicycle had been re-
smoved with him, and it was clear that
*the men who had it attempted to destroy
all traces. But they had been in a hurry,
und they had failed. although 1t was
fairly certain that Goodwin had bceen
made a prisoner, there was reahliy no
method of getting on the track of hi-
caplors, The mecadows on both sides of
the roud weroe searched, bat they woere
fruitless of result. It was impossible o
tell which direction Goodwin's assatlunts
had taken, and where they had gone to,
It was also a4 mystery who they were.

One thing, however, was obvioua—the
telegram which Dick Goodwin had re-
ceived was a fake. It had been sent for
the deliberato purpose of making the boy

ride {o Banninglon on a bicycle. And
then the trap had been set, and Dick
Goodwin had been ambushed. The

whole affair, in fact, had been carefully
and cleverly engineered from the very
starl. '

What was the explanalion?

— — —

CHAPTER VI.
A STARTLING SURPRI3E.

OMMY WATSON grabbed my

I arm OHirmly.

““Now, you ass, vou've got {o

~ oxplain  yourself!” he  said

grimly. *““ What’s the meaning of it?"

¢ Eh?’ I said. '~ What's the mean-
ing of what?"”’

Wo were in the Triangle. and the
scarch-party had alrcady vamngshed down
the road. A good many other fellows
were in the Triangle, for the news of the
disaster to Dick Goodwin had leaked
oul. and Lhe jumiors, in particular, were
azog with cxcitement and intecest. But
I was very thoughtful, and I had been

silent for some little time.

*Qut with it!” said Walson. * Why|
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didn'( yveu. go with the search-parly,
Nipper? Why dida’t you take ad-
vantage of what Pitt said ?” '.

‘“ Yos, dear old boy, you rcally must
cxplain,” said Sir Montie. “I'm quite
certain Lhat vou have somethin’ in your
mind. I was sure that you would go
with the scarch-party, because I know
thal you are interested in deleetive
work. But, instead of doing that, you
remair here and look as though all tho
cares of the world had fallen on your
shoulders.™ :

I smiled.
‘“ Well, as a matter of fact, I've
another idea in my mind,” 1 said.

** Look here, you chaps. Come over by
the gymuasium wall—where we can talk
quietly. I want o have a chat witlh
you. l've got eomething in my mind,

jond I want to aek yow what you (hink

of it."”

** I knew there wae something stirrin’
i your brain, dear old fellow,” said Sir
Montte. “ You've got some starliin’
idea—vou have reclly! I know it
begad ™

We went over'to the wall of the gym-
nasium, and wo were Lhen quite private.
I looked at my chums thoughtfully, and
there was rather a grim light 1n my
oves, 1oo.

“ Look here,”” I said, at last, ** do you
remember that old mill on the edge of
Bannington Moor?”

** Remember it!"’ satd Watson, * Of
course we remcmber i1, you ass!”’

‘I mean, do you romember that littla
ud.\c'lenlure we had about a week ago?’ I
aaid.

“When we found those two men
there, and you climbed the mill sail ?”
asked Watson. *‘ Yes, we rcmember
that, Nipper. How could we forgel it?
You nearly camo a cropper, too.’

I nodded.

“ That's right,”” I said. *“ I climbed
up that mill sail, and was able to look
in at the window right at the lop of
the mil where a light was shining., I
saw two men Llhere, and the room had
been especially prepared.”

“ A new door, and barred windows,
and all the rest of it,”” said Walson,
nodding.

* Ixactly,” I went on. * In fact. it
was clear that the place hed been pre-
pared as a prison, There was a great
open door, fitted with locks and bolts,
And Lhe window was barred, and on a
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special shelf ttere were dozens of lins of | footpath right through the wood, wo
food—meat, fish, fruit, and 4ll the rest | at last came out upon the edge of the

of it. And there were lots of biscuits
and cakes. We came to the conclusion
that. the room at the top of the mill

had been specially prepared as a prison
for ?meb y who had not yet been cap-
tured.”’

** Begad!" exclaimed 8Sir Montie.

‘“ You—you mean Goodwin?"

*“ My dear chap. isn't it obvious?”’ 1
asked quielly, ‘“ Even at the timo we
reckoned that the place had been pre-
pared for Goodwin’'s bencfit. And we

made up our minds that if ever Goodwin
vanished, wg would look in that miil first |
off. Well, ﬁme has wanithed. DPerhaps

you now understand why I didn't want
to go with the scarch-party.”

‘“By j)ingo!’ said Tommy Waltson.
“ S0 that's the wheeze—eh? I belicve
vou're right, Nipper. I believe that
(oodwin has Loen taken to that old mill.
It's the only explanation, in fact. He
must havoe been taken there, and he 19
being kept a prisoner. He was cap-
tured by these itwo mysterious men we
followed to the mill last week!"

I nodded. - .

‘“ You’ve hit it on the nail,” I said.
“Jt's a dead certainty that Goodwin
i8 there, and we are going off now—at
once—to have a look.”’

‘** But those two rotlers may bave
changed their plans by this time,"” said
Watson doubtfully.

‘** Why should they?’’ I asked. * What
reason have they for changing their
plans? They don’t know anything
about our visit—they don’t know that

we went there that night, and they
think that everything is secret. They
simply prepared the place ip advance,
and they kidnapped Goodwin to-might.

It will be rather good if wo rescue him

at once!” '
‘“ Rather, dear old boy!”" said Sir

Montie. * Well, 1 suggest that we get
off now. Thero 18 no sense m wastin'
time."”’

- Sir Montie was right, and clmost at
once, wo starlted off. DBut I took a little
clectric torch with me, and an empty
revolver of the guv'nor’'a I did not
suppose for a moment that I should
have to usc it. DBut even an emply re-
volver is sometimes very handy. {t 18
quite sufficient to scare a man who
doesn’t know that it isn’t loaced.

We took the roule lhl‘ougb Bellton
Wood. And, after following the narrow

Bannington Moor, ‘It loomed before us,
dark and diemal, with the wind roaring
across its undulated eurface, in gréat,
powerful gusts.

It was etill comparatively early in the
evening, but the wholo scene was
deserted. Not a light showed in any
direction. One might have supposed
that we were standing upon the edgc of
a wilderness. The sky was gloomy and
overcast. But. outlined against the
clqﬂds, woe could distinctly see the old
mill.

It was dark ; no light showed from any
window, but we were not surprised at
this. If Goodwin was a prisener there,
the_fact would not be advertised.

It was really a splendid evening for
our purpose. The wind howling round
the mill made it a.e.mple matter for us
to approach quite close without being
heard; any sound that we happened to
make would bo drowned by the rind,
and eo we crept closer and closer until
at length we were within a few yards
of the broken down doorway.

“1 don’t see the reason for {his”
whispered Watson. ‘‘ Why can’t we go
up boldly, instead of crceping along——"’
~“My dear ohap, if Goodwin is here,
it's pretty certain that somebody is on
guard,” 1 said.  ““One man probably.
And he won’t be upslairs. He'll bo
down here, prow]in% about, or just in-
side the doorway. We've got to be )olly
careful, or we may spoil everything!”

“ Begad!" whispered Sir Montie sud-
deniy. ‘' I—I saw——"

“What did you sec?” asked Watson.

“ The glow of a pipe, or a cigarette,’”
replied Tregellis-West. ““1I am quite
certain. There you are, dear boys!
YLook!”

I was already looking. And there, in
the blackness of the doorway, I eaw a
red glow for a second. It was the glow
of a cigarette, and this proved that I
had been right in my deductions.
Somebody was there—a man was on

uard. This very fact caused me 1o
thrill with excitement.

For it was now almost cerlain that
Dick Goodwin was indeed a prisoner 1n
the mill. .

‘““ There's only one thing to do!" I
murmured. ** We shall have to rush
him!”’ .

‘“ Begad !’ | .

‘““ Wo'll make a dash at the doorway,
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and we'll overpower this chap before he
can make a fuss,”’ I went on. * We
ought to be able to.do it casily belwcen
the three of us. Then we'll bind him
up, gag him, and leave hun on the Aoor
‘while we rush upstairs.”

‘““ But how can we bind him?" sad
Walson. ‘““We haven't got any string,

or rope—"'

“Yes. we have,” I inlerrupted. “1
brought a lenglh of rope: it's always just
as well to be prepared.”™

I took a long coil of thin, stirong rope
out of my pocket, and held it in-iy
hand ready. Then. with the clectrie
torch in my other fist, I gave the word.

*“Now!" I breathed. *' Creep up to
the door, and then rush in!”

Wo left the bush under which we had
beer: sheltering, and we crept quetly
and cauliously towards the broken
doorway of the old mill.  And then,
when we arrived, we dashed fo:ward
with tremendous force.

Crash!

Tomm~y Watson and I bumped forcibiy
inlo somcbody who appeared 1o be
sitting on an upturned box. Anylow,
he was sent flying, and he landed vpon
his back wilth a thud.

*By thunder!

““ The licht ! gasped Sir Monle.

Even as he spoke I switched on the
electric torch, _
rcvealed the fact that a man was lring
on his back bencath us. He was trving
to struggle to his feet, but he found
it impossible, The next momen{ I had
gol busy with the rone. And before sur
prisoner could move, his writs were
securely bound, and lhen the rope was
twisled tightly round his ankles. He
slruggled and kicked and used ail his
slrength 1n crder to defeal our purnose.
Bul 1t was uscless; we soon had him
Lrussed.

Meanwhiie, he was swearing fiercey,
and in a mosl disgusting manner. Bul
we soon pul a stop (o this—by tearing
the muffier from aboul his neck and
binding it round his mouth. By the
time wo had finished we were breath-
less and hot. And we stood over our
captive. triumphant, and glowing with
BUCCCES.

“Good!” T exclaimed. “ We've
sctiled his hash, anyhow. And now io
get upslairs!”

We left the man where he was, and
I led the way up the woodern steps to-
wards the trapdoor in the ceiling, which

"

Whatl—what lhe—""]

and the beam of light|]
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adinitted into the next floor of the miil.
This lrapdoor wa¥ bolted, but we soon
slipped back the bolt, and climbed
through.

A glance showed that this apartment
was emply, and another ladder let up
lo the next floor. And so we progressed,
until, at length, we were right at the
tor of the mill. We now found our-
wlves upon a little landing, only about
a vard wide, and therc, right in front
of us, stood a heavy oaken door—quite
bare and unfinished. It was a rough
door, bul it was (remendously strony.
And, fitted 1o 1it, there were two
cnormously thick nton bolts. There was
also a lock, and the key projected from

1t.

*“Here we are!’ I mutlered. ** Just
as I thought! Goodwin is inside, and
he 13 bolted and locked in. We will

have him free in aboul two minutes!™

“There’'s a light in there, {oo!”
whispered Watson, ‘I wonder why wo
didn't see it from outside?"

“* There's obviously a shulter fitled lo
the window,” 1 replied. “ I expect- it
18 or the outsidc—beyond the reach of
the prisoner. Come on; there's nu time

to wasle!”’

I scized the top bolt of the door, and
shot it back. en I turned the key
in lho lock, and followed this up by
pushing back the othe: bolt. DBut be-
forec entering I {urned to my chuma
again,

‘ Be ready for another ecrap!” I
whispered.  ** There might be another
man in here—with Goodwin. We shall
piobably have another scrap, bul we're
going {0 win!”’

“ Ye¢s, rather!”
ciledly.

I pulled open the dcor, and a flood
of light came out unon us. Although [
was momentarily doubtful, I dashed in,
holdiuf; my empty revolver roady. And
then I gave a greal shout—a shout of
absolule amazement.

For there, standivg in the centre of
the little room, was—Nelson Lee!

“* Guv’'nor!”’ I roared.

‘“Well, I'm dashed!”
“We—we thought——"

““Dear me! This is decidedly in-
leresting. Nipper!” said Nelson Lee
smoothly. *‘1 did nol e¢xpect lo have
a visil from you this eveninz, my lad.
Splendid—splendid '*’ .

I simply stood there, starit.g at Nelson
Leo 122 a stupefied kind of way.

said Watson ex-

gasped Watson.
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. ¢ Pal—but we thouyh
1Goodwint'? I panted. - ‘“ Wé had no ’idea
* that: 'you: ‘were here, sir—"-' ‘' ' -
*“ We were looking for Goodwm, sir,"
said Watsen. - - - '
... *F ani-exceedingly pleased that ‘you
.were looking for-Goodwin,'’ egid Nelson
Lee.” ‘“ For, by so doing, you have re-
leased me from a very uniortumate
perdicament. To tell you the truth, my
boys, I have been kept a prisoner in ¢his
apartment, and your ‘arrival is niore
“welcome than I can possibly say.”

‘“Jt’s absolutely astounding, sir!"” I
exclaimed. *‘ What does it mean? Ilow
were you brought here? IHow did you
get into this fix ?"’

Nelson Leo was quite cool.

“ I regrel to say, Nipper, that I acted
with extreme foolishness,” he sail
candidlv. “I tas caught in a very
simple trap, and I really do not deserve
to boe rescued.”

1 loocked at the guv’nor, and I nodded
grimly.
I knew it ! I said.
along !’ .

* You knew what, Ninper?”

_* That you had met with foul play,
¢ir,”” I replied. ‘ The Head was not
alarmed at first, and he made out that
you had simply gone off on a secret in-
vestigation. That’s what I thought, too,
just at the beginning, then I came to
another conclusion. fthought that you
had been collared by some rotters, and
that you were being held up. And I
was right, too; my uncasiness was )usti-
fied!” -

“T will just explain how it happened,
my boys,’”’ said Nelson Lee. *‘ By the
way, is there any chance-of trouble, from
below "

‘““Not a bit, sir,” I replied. * There
‘was only one men on guard, and wo
have made him quite helpless.”

‘““Good!” said the guv’nor. * Well,
my lads, it was this way. First, while
I was in my study writing a letter, I
was altracted by a somewhat suspicious
notse in the Triangle. I was quile pre-
pared for any ordinary matter—such as
findirig one or two of the boys breaking
bounds after lights out. That, in fact,
i8 what 1 thought was the truth, But
I hardly got out into the open before I
was attacked from behind, and a sand-
bag or a life-preserver was broughi down

on my hcad, and I was rendered help-
lem')l'

“1 knew 1t all

t we should find
'you hurt, eir?”

| plans.’

- ig

“My hat!” said Walson. * Were

Nelson Lee smiled.

‘““ Well, Watson, when one is sand-
bagged he is generally hurt, to some
extent !”’ repliei the guv’nor, *‘ At all
events, when I camo le myeelf I was in
this room, and here I have been ever
since. There is really very little else to

tell you.”

“But who did it, sir?’ T a:ked
quickly. “ Why were you brought here,
and made a prisoner?’

‘“ Fortunately, I am able {o tell vou
that, too,”’ eaid Nelson Lee, in a voico
which denoled great satisfaction. *‘ My
caplors were very obliging. and they
cven went so far as to toll me their
plans. Of course, they did not think it
waa possible for me to escape, otherwise
they would not have been so in-
caulious. To be quite brief, these men
arc the agents of a big criminal or-
ganisation, and an extra big coup 1s
arranged for to-night.”

** Where, sir?” 1 asked. _

“ At Bannington Manor—the resi-
dence of Lord Banningstowe,”’ replied
Nelson Lee pgrimly. * In fact, this
organisation intends ylo hift the whole of
Lady Banningstowe's jewels—valued at
twenty thousand pounds.”

** Phew!”  whistled Walson, 1n
dismay. * And they will succeed, sir?”

““Not if I can help it, my lad,” re-
plied Nelson Lee. * These men think
that I am helElm—mnt I can do nothin
to frustrate their designs. But they wi
find that they are wrong. For I sholl
now make carcful plans, and these rascals
will be captured red-handed. It is ex-
tremely fortunate that you turned up
when you did.”

‘“ Rather, sir!” I aaid. “ In e way,
you know, it was a compliment to you—
to make you a prisoner. It shows that
they were al'ruic? of you, eir!”

‘“ Exactly, Nipper,” smiled Lee.
¢ They told me, quite candidly, that
they did not wish to attempt the iob
until] I was safely out of the way. The
plan was to keep me here, a prisoner,
until a week had elapsed. By that time
tho rascals would have got completely
away, and there would have been no
chance of my gelling on their track.
Altnough it was a compliment to me,
I did not particularly appreciate it. I
shall lose no time in making my owh
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“Bul what about Goodwin, sic?” II
wsked quickly.

‘*“ Goodwin?"’ said Nelson Y.eo. * Ilas

4nylhing happened to him?*
It only took me a few moments lo

&ut Nelson Lce in possession of the
cts.

“Hm! It seems rather curious'™
said the guv’'nor. ‘‘ In fact, Nipper, we
are in the midst of quite a lot of myslery
and excitement. Who are theso caplors
of Goodwin? Why have they taken
him away? Tiwo kidnappings within the
space of twonly-four hours i3 decidedly
glartling—eh 2"’

‘““ Rather, sir!" said Watsor. ‘“ We—
we want {o get on Goodwin's trail "’

Ncelson Leo nodded.

“And so wo shall, my lad,”” he said.
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“T ghall give Goodwin all my altontion
as soon as this other matter is seltled.
I have no doubt that we shall be suc-
cessful, There 13 much to be done, and
no lime to be lost.”

And Nelson Lec was right. There
was, indeed, a great deal of work to be
done. And it was quile ¢lear to me that
thero would be a great deal more ex-
citement before so very long. )

But the l)roblem which was wcrrying
me more Lthan anything was this—what
had bhecome of Dick Goodwin, and why
had hec been taken away?  What was
the mystery surrounding the boy from
Lanoashire ?

It was destined that we should make
many discoveries, and pass througn many
excitements Dbefore many hours had
clapsad.

THE EXNL.

TO MY READERS.

HEN Nelson Lce's encmies thought to get the famous deteclive

out of harm's way by trapping hvm and locking ham up 1n

the carefully prepared loft of the old mill, so that they could carry out

their nefarious plans to commit a robbery at Lord Banningstowe’s

House, they had overlooked the existence of Nelson Lee's clever lLittle

assistant and his trusty friends, who were not going to rest until they
had fourd the “guv'nor.”

T he rescue of Nelson Lee will mean consternation among the crimingl
gang who had anticipated gelting away with Lady Banningsiowe's
jewels with comparative ease. It will also mean that Goodwin's
kidnappers will soon have a sleuth-hound hot on their tracks.

Thus Next Week’s Story, entitled “THE CLUE OF THE OIL
TRAIL, will will be unusually exciting and full of dramatic
situations. On this occasion, when trouble s brewing, we should
find our cheerful friend, Mr. Josh Cuttle, 1n exceptionally high spirits.
However, we won't Ask him. We will take 1t for granted, and hope
that he will be pleased wuh his portrait on the front page, al the same
time regrelling that we quite forgot to gel hwm to append his
autograph.

+ THE EDITOR.




KIT: AND ' CORA

GRAND NEW DETECTIVE SERIAL

31

JUST STARTED!

A TALE CF DETECTIVE

ADVENTURE IN LONDON.

INTRODUCTION.

LIN FLEET,aladof fifteen, wrongfully accused
of stealing, loses his jobalt a molor garage. His
varents being dead, he lives with an unscrupulous
pair known as Uncle and Aunt Pawley, lhe
Jormer being better acquainted with the thefts al
the garage than he waould care to admit. Lin
meets a stranger in a grey suit, who takes an
tnterest in him, and the boy micknames him
““BMr. Mysterious.” The stranger sends him
on an errand to deliver a packel to a AMr.
Crawson-Crake, whe, behaves like a madman
and threatens to shoot the lad wiless he discloses
the name of his employer, Lin escapes and in
the following chapter recounts his experiences to
“Mr., Muysterious,” at the lalter’s house 1in
Iiainpstead,

(Now read on,)

———— S—

Mr. Mysterious,

.T'T began with a duel of the eyes,
The man caught sight of Lin
and looked at him searchingly, though
: not without a rather pleasant twinkle
" in his keen grey eyes. But Lin did mot
like that twinkle. He thought that
was a euspicion of fun in it, and he was
not going to be made fun of! He wanted
to meet the gaze of these searching grey
eyes with a bold, and perhaps rather defiant
look; nothing rude or cheeky, but a firm,
determined look, that would show the man
he waen't to be trifled with!

But socmehow it was not a success. He
held his head up and tried a hard, steady
stare. But the keen grey eyes did mnot
drcop before it, or even waver. On the
contrary, the twinkle in them deepened and
‘looked like breaking into a downright smile,
Lin gave it up and dropped his own gaze to
the carpet.

He was beaten by a point in the first
round.

. The man nodded, pointing with his toast-
ing-fork to a chair at the side of the table
nearest the fire, .

. " 8it down and peg inl!” he said
if not curtly.

But Lin remained standing.

"I don't want to sit. .down,”” he said
in a tcne that he meant to be firm and
final, 1 only came because I'd said 1

Criepl Y,

rthe man,

would. You wanted to know what that man
said and did when he opened that packet.
I only came to tell you that, and to give
you your change.”

He came to the table and laid four
shillings and eome coppers on its edge,
then stepped back and stood stiffly upright
as before, his eap in his hand, and a rather
sullen look that was not citen seen on his
bright, animated face.

“T did want to know, and now I want to
know more than ever, because I can eee
that it's going to be intcresting!” eaid
** But it will do aiter tea. As
for that money—put it in your pocket again.
I may want you to do another little errand
on two for me, and we can have a reckon-
ing afterwards.” .

That roughed Lin up a little more; par-
ticularly the easy, assured tone of tlie man.

Another little errand or two! Just as
though he was dead sure that he had gob

there

Sim-'-Lin—-—at his beck and <call-like a
og! : |

“I don’t want to stay,” he said. “If
you will Jet me tell you what you wanted
 to ’}\'now, T’'d like to get it over and go,
sir."” .

“A few hurricd words won't do; I want
a full and detailed account. And you will
do it better after tea,”” said the man,
who had seated himself, and was busy with

the smoking dish of ham. ** 8Sit down!”

But Lin did not move. His lips drew to-
gether, his eyes were fixed upon the floor; -
his face hardened. It was hours gince he
had eaten. He was very hungry; and be-
cause he was hungry felt tired and cold.
The steam of the hot, fragrant tea (drifted
to him on its way up the bi% chimney.
So did the delicious smell of that grilled
ham, And that big, comfortable e¢hair at
the end of the table near the fire locked
very inviting! But he was mnot "going to
be ordered to sit down and eat! He meant
to go, and he would go! | :

A hand—a small, white hand—was laid
upcen his arm. Its touch was gentle, but
very, very firm. Before he quite knew how
it came about he found himself seated in
that chair. .

“Don’t mind him,”” said the girl, in a
laughing whisper close to his ear, as she
leant over the table and placed a cup of
tea before him. **Don’t mind my brother!

Pretend he isn’t here. Have tea with me,”
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Lin didn't mean to—but he did! He took

a s&ip of that hot tea and felt better
already. A plate of that savoury ham
arrived somehow - under his mnose, and he

began on it without thinking. It was eimply
grand! Then he had some of that big
black +sausage, that looked. €0 queer and
tasted so ripping.. And eandwiches; lots
cf them—he didn't know how mqny—and ali
different. Then it got -to little cakes, and
fancy things, and—

Once, as he passed his cup for more tea,
he happened to glance at the other end of
the table, and for a moment the things
didn't seem to tuste as good. The man at
the other end of the table ‘had his head
down over his plate, and Lin couldn't see
his face; but his shoulders were shaking—
he was laughing!

That was almost the last straw with Lin!
But he had to stand it. He couldn't very
well get up and stalk out of the room now,
after having sat down and gone in like
that for the tea and things.

He would sit it out, get his business over
and go. And he would let that man know
that he wasn't coming back to do any more
errands!

The young lady offered him another sort of
cakes. e wanted to decline in a dignified
and rather stiff manner. But she was
smiling—not laughing at him—but smiling
s0 nicely, that he couldn’t help takmg one,
and another cup of tea. After all
In spite of himself, he felt a nice, “com-
fortable feeling creeping over him. He was
no longer tired and cold. The fire glowed,
purred, and crackled. It was rather jolly
gitting there! He forgot to think about
disagreeable things; in [act, he hardly
thought about anything at all, but just
gat there enjoying the warmth. He may
have dozed a little. A fragrant whiff of
tobacco-smoke roused him,

The n.an in grey was smoking a big black

briar. He took this from hxs lips nodded to
Lin, and said:

“Now, we would like to hear all about
your errand this afternoon. All, mind!
We want the details, the little bits! No
hurry; tell it slowly—and tell it all!"” -
This came rather as a shocek to Lin. He
had forgottem all about that errand; all

about Mr. Crawson<Crake and the cardboard-
box, and the pistol, and the watch—for-
"mten all those rotten, disagreeable things!

But he pulled Limself tofrethcr, and did
i3 be:t.

It waan't mueh of a best, He had no idea
of putt.mf,t dramatic eflect into the tale; not
even wiien he came to the part where he
stood back to the wall, with the muzzle of
that big revolver in a line with his eyes,
waiting “for the £Ith .stmke of the watch—
and dedth

He made mno attempt to descnhe his
feelings under that grim ordeal; but he
went a little pale as he told it Other-

wise, it was merely a bald, dry account of
the scene, as though it had happened to
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?nogher boy, and he was telling it second-
1an

But perhaps his hearers could imagine the
scene better than he could paint it. For
they - both listened with ‘a close attention
which.. might have flattered him, had he
thonght about it., The man, elbow on knee
and pipe in mouth, leant forward, his
eyes—but without any twinkle in them now
—fixed upon Lin's face. At certain points
he gave a little nod, as though he saw
colour and Imeaning that the boy himself
had missed. And sometimes he would ask a
brief, crisp question. But that was the
only bre.ak the young lady did not speak.

But she. too, was watching the Ilad
intently; and once, when he came to the
ordeal of the pistol and the wateh, there
was a look of pity in her deep, soft eyes.
And she murmured—but so soft.ly that Lin
did not hear:

*“Poor boy! Poor boy!”.

The man took a few slow pufls at the
biz black briar, then said:

*““You have done this thing well, my lad!
T have a use for a boy of your sort, and
I do not intend to lose sight of 1ou By
the way, what is your name?”

Lin stiffencd again, There it was! The

|

ﬂ

Phlt and I'm Cora.

man . spoke as though he had taken complete
iaos-se.ssmn of him! He couldn t stand that!
e did not answer.

The young lady gave a
laugh, then exclaimed:

“Why, how funny! Here we have all had
tea toget.her like old <hums, and all the
while we didn't knmow each other’s mames!
Our name ie Twyford. That's my brother
‘What is your name?”

Lin answered instantly.

“Lin.” he said. . * Lm Fleet!"

“ Lin Fleet,” repeated the girl.
name—easy to remember.”

The man in grey laughed.

‘“Its owner seemed to have forgotten it
himself when I asked him,” &e said.

Thaen, turning to the boy and pomtmﬂ to
the other cnd of the room—the man's part,
where there was only the bare floor, and
a writing-desk, and a few odd old thmﬂs.
and stacks and stacks of books—went on ‘to

little rippling

‘““A nice

| 8ay:

. I.m you see that row of big books on
the lower suelf near the floor? Just go and
pull out ' that thick one with the green
back. Put it on the desk and hunt throuoﬁl
it carefully, to see if you can find any face
there like that of Mr. Crawson-Crake.”

- For a moment Lin thought cf saying that
he couldn’t stay, he must go now, but it was
put more like a request than an order, and
he did not like to refuse. He went and aob

out the book, and was soon quite mterestf;d
in his search. ’

Cora Twyford Iooked at him, then, leaning

towards her brother, eaid in a low under-
tone:

** Kit, was it right to expoee the boy to -

~ Continued on page tii of Cover.)
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(-‘r.lih a penl, and without-a word of warn-
g2’ 5

* No—wreng, <ig,”" answered her brother;
for 1 should bave remembered that des-
perate men are dangerous animals. Yet |
do not regret it. This lad muet be tried
and tested in many waye, before we dare
employ him in such work as curs, We dare
not employ a tool that _m;’s_tht break or
bend under an unusual strain.”

f ]‘] That is true, Kit,” EJid the girl thought-

ully. .

I knew that the [;ov n:nd pluck of the
dashing sort; that he could do a quu,l\ thing
boldly in a. momult of emergency,”  szaid
'lu'\ford in the "same low undertone, *°
know now that he alsa has.courage cof the
finer and- rarer’sort—courage. that -can-.stand
dt long-drawn strain . and not ‘give under
1

“ That muét have beem a ecruel
Kit!” murmured Cora. .

And ehe stole another gl.mce at the boy,
as he bLent over the big book on the desk

ordeal,

at the far end of the room-—a elance of
pity, and of warm approval, too.. .
e was, and he stood it well!™ said her
brotirer, ** But he must be {ried again., One
more test!”

“Not of his cmlrage, surely, Kit,” eaid
the girl, **You can have no. doubts of
that! And as to his honesty-—-—'" .She

pointed to the little pile of shillines and
copperg, whieh e&till lay as Lin bad . placed
it at the edge of the tahle. “ 1t is mnot
every boy \\ho would have brought that
meney . back,  less only the few pence he
had uctuail_v epent. on. fares, v.heu he  might
80 -easily have kept it.”’. .

““Too trifling,” said Twyford.
pride would not stoop to a common
petty act of dishonesty hLke that.
withetand such a temptation

antd
He would
easily—if he

ever felt

tion—something

“ This boy’s |

- " .KIT AND CORA (F Bh iy~ s g

it. - Tt was too easy to do, ana
required nmo courage at all But would he
stand a bigger and more dazzling tempta-
that _appealed -to  his
itlln_uginntfon,_ and dared him to do a bold
nn‘_"f” ‘ . ' ]

‘1 see your meaning, Kit,” said the girl,
““and 1 think he would.”

* Yes, sis; but we must know. We nfust
know to a certainty before we dare trust
him as we may need {o do,” said Twy-
ford eravely. * And, ﬁrantnw that he is
capable of res*stmg such a temptation
himeelf, i3 he strong 'E‘H(lllffh to resist the
influence of others less hanest - than him-
self? Is he strong enough to defend the
thing entrusted to hlm aa*ain-st pereuasiou
or tlrrmt‘*"

“Yes, 1 think sa—-——ew*i that!®” said Cora:

“We must be sure!- He must be tested!”
Twyford said. Then, after another thought:-
ful pull at his pipe:.* Cora, get that chain
and pendant of. vuura——the thing that the
Countesg of W raysfield would insiet on your
accepting after that altair of the mbl;(-ry
at Wraysfield Hall.” ..

“The  diamond . pendrmt!" ejar_'ulatf?d -
Cora, urder her breath., ** Why, he is onlyv-
a boy, Kit! He might be ecareless and {doze -
it, not understanding its value; or have. i}
taken from him by others who did!’} :
- “ Then he is'not the hoy for us!” said
Twyford, * and we shall have learnt thab
in time. Better that the cost of the lesson
should fall entirely on us. You may: lose
vour ‘diamond pendant, Cora, but 1 stand
to lose a hrighter jewel that I have Jong
fioped to find—a. boy of sterling courage,
and the soul of honour. One whom 1 c¢ould
train to work with us, and could trust as
we ftrust caeh uthermt]mb is, ahsolute¢ly—
even if it be a matter of life or death!™”,

(Continued on page iv of coveyr.)
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“If he fails it won't be for my diamond
pendant that I shall grieve, you may be
sure, Kit! DBut he will not fail!” said Cora.

She went from the room, and presently
returned with a small oblong, leather-covered
case in her hand, Undoing the clasps, she
opened it, displann on its satin bed a
slender chain of fine gold, and a pendant
star of, Llamonds, that flashed with a myriad
changing fires.as she laid it “on the tahle
She Jsighed; ﬁhakmg her -~ head. . They whis-
pered tomther over the - gleammg jewel,
and she murmured doubtfully :

“.Beautiful! n .Yet . there in something
mcked in their gleam. Men have been led
to’ murder by such witch-fires as these!
Iut I°do not like to put thls 1n his hands
—a ‘mere , boy il .

““ He"nust be tested, " said Twyford Then
'lle called aloud: * Lin!"

His voice startled the bO}, 1vsho. by this
t:me had nearly got to the end of the big
book with the green back. It was a queer
book,_and he had become quite absorbed
in his search, though he had not found the

face he looked - for. There were hundreds,
manyv hundreds, of faces in that book.
Mostly they were photographs, but some

were sketches—often only bare woutlines,
done with the pencil or fountain-pen. Yet
the slightest: of- these gave -him the idea
somehow that it .was a true and telling
likeness of the person it was meant” to
reprcsent. . But. though _he had gone _all
-throu;,h to the last page, “he had mot found
in photmmph _or’ sketch™ the face of - Mr:
Crawson-Crake.™ And he- rather thought he
ghou]d know . it it he did! ) v

““ Yes, sir?” he ['ES]}OI]de looking up from
the book. T B _

- e -
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‘“Have you found the face of Mr. Crawson-
Crake?’ asked Twyford,  rising. and strolling
Then, .as the boy shook
his head, *“No? Well, let us look together.
It may be t.here }et somewhere . near. the
end. -
He turned the leaves until lhe cune to a
page which, Lin could have sworn_ was en-
tirely blank., Yet when, after -lJLndmg over .
it -for a -few moments only, -he raised his -
head, and smiling, pmnted with “a stump - of
penc11 to the- page, a face - stared. Irom.it
at  Lin—a ~mere dashing outline—but" so.
vividly. life-like that”the boy ttct_ualh re-
coiled- with a little startled cery!-; -.. . - r

For lt was «the face -of Craweon Crake, -
just as it had glared at him ~“above - the
revolver’s :muzzle as the watch - {'Inmed 1t.s
fourth stroke! < -~ ~eoid &+ 3
"“ That’s:the .man!” he cried. - !* -iml Just
as he glared at me-when L thonrrht dt =
was all up and he would ﬂre' Oh how -~
did you do it, sir?’ . » A, N:, ey ¥

.** There 13 no magic in it,” emlled MY
M\sterlous < Your descuptlon was. more ;
telling .than 3,011 thought.- I had only ~to
put myelf in_your, place to_see ag you saw:;
l‘he rest is just a matter of knmunu how :

to sketch' a-little.” .<--r%a v 4. v | w1
~OI6 is, very ‘wonderfu] s:r"' et:clmmed'
Lin, with ‘admiration. not unmned with awe.

*1 wish that I could do it!". %y Lo nry ‘

“()h I shall teach ‘you' that, and a lot"
of “otlier- thmga'-‘_ véry probably " isiid s Mp,:
Mysterious '~ easily. ”Dun’t ook - glum, 'my*
lad.> You Tn.lnll have some difficult, and some
rather queer lessons to leam but you w:l:
not ﬁnd me a bad master.” ... . .. u

(To be contmued) _ I
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