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CHAPTER I

THE MYSTERY OF DICK GOODWIN.

4 E all know that Goodwin was
\ K / kidnapped, and held a prisoner
' in Lhe old ruined lighthouse,”
said Singloton of the Remove.
“Bul why? That’s the question. That's
what we've got to get at, my children.
Why? Why was Dick Goodwin kid-
napped ?”’
‘“ Echo answers ¢ Why,’ "’ grinned Pitt.
“You ass! Echo would answer ¢ Kid-
napped,’ if it answered at all,” said Cecil
De Valerie. ‘ But I don't see that this
affair really concerns us. We necdn’t
worry our hewls about it.”

“It concerns Goodwin, and he's a
member of the Remove—and we're mem-
bers of the Remove,’”’ argued Pitt.
*“ Therefore it concerns us, {oo. Every-
body must admit that the facls are jolfy
peculiar.”

. *We do admit it,”" said Singleton,
"But what is the mystery? What is
there about the Lancashire chap to make
him worth kidnapping?"’

- The little crowd of Removites were
gathered round the steps of the Ancient

Iouse at St. Frank’s. It wus a some-
:"'-:h_ﬂl- mild Oclober evening, and the
Crinngle  was growing dusky in the
failing light.

LEverybody was interested 121 the 10cent
adventure—the startling adventure—
which had befallen Dick Goodwin, the
ancashive boy in the Remove,

IIec had | knew that weeks ago.

been abducted by a trio of rascals, and
had been held a prisoner in a lonely
ruined lighthouse, just off the coast.

Nelson Leo, the famous schoolinaster-
detective, had taken up the case and he
had succeeded in bringing Goodwin back
{o St. Frank’s—afler rescuing lum from
a lerrible predicament on the lighthouse.
Goodwin had been left to die, bound
hand and foot to the rusty iron ladder
which led up to the lighthouse doorway.
And Nelson Leo, at the risk of his own
life, had swum out und had releasca
the boy from his perilous position.

And now Dick Goodwin was in the
sanatorium.

Two days had elapsed, and the junior
was praclically himself again. On the

morrow he would take his usual place
in the Remove Form-room. Lvervbody

knew that, and everybody was speculat-
ing as {o the meaning of the whole affair.

“It couldn’t have been for ransom,”
said Jack Grey, of Study E. ‘ Goodwin's
pater is pretty poor, by all accounts, and
the kidnappers wouldn't have got much
moncy oul of him. There must have
been some other reason.”

‘“ That's obvious,” said the Hon.
Douglas Singleton, ‘“ It's my belief that
there’s a secret connected with Goodwin's
study.”’ ‘

““ Go hon!” said Pitt sarcastically.

“Well, it's a fact——"

“0Of course it's a fact,

. you ass!”
interrupted Reginald Pitt.

‘“We all
There's been a
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secret in Goodwin’s study ever since
he camo to St. Frank’s—at the beginning

of term. The room has been locked an:i
bolied, and the windows have been
barred. I dare say these Lkidnappers

wunted to discover the secret of Good-
win's study.”

Pilt's guess was right on the nail,
if he had only known it. Mr. Naggs—
who had organised the whole rascaliy
affair—had certainly been anxious (o
force Dick Goodwin to reveal the secret
of his study. But the Lancashire boy,
in spile of starvation, threats, and deadly
tn:ri , had remained obdurate. It had

en impossible to ‘crush hig spirit. °

“Yes, If we only knew what Gcodwin
has been doing in his study all the term,"
suld Hart, ** we should know why he was
kidnapped. But it ain't our business,
60 we'd beller leave it alone.” :

Fatty Little was looking dreamy.

‘“ Perhaps he’s been thinking oul some
new idea of making pasiry, or buns—
or even pork pies,’’ he remarked. ** These
things need special ovens and all that.
Perhaps Goodwin has been inventing
. something—"’

* He’s got more sense than to 'spend
his time inventing anything of that sort,
Fatly,” said De %nlerie. ¢ ] think it's
quito possible that he’s been merely
swolling for a scholarship—and worked
that dodge in order to be quiet.”
© *“‘Hallo, what’s this—a Council of
Action?” I inquired,” coming out of the
Ancient House with my two chums.
* Or are you merely discussing football ?”’

“ We've been talking about Goodwin,”
said Pitt.

Timothy Tucker, the tame lunatic of
ithe Remove, happened 1o be passing.
He paused, cocked his head on one side,
end blinked through his big speclacles.

**Dear me!” he exclaimed mildly.
“What did I hear you saying, my dear
sir—what did I hear you saying?”

“Oh, go away, fathead!”’ said Ditt,

looking round.
- ** That 1s an tnsuli,”” said Tucker stiffly.
““ That 18 an nsult, my dcar sir. Don’'t
you know who you are talking to?
Don’t you know thet I am he of the
big head 1" '

‘“ Hla, ha, ha!”’

"* Well, that’s what I said!"’ grinned
Pitt. I called you a {fathead—and
Lhat’s the same thing!”’

‘“H'm! Is that #0?" said Tucker,
nodding to himself. ** Is that so, my

l

| condition of mentality., F'm!
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dear sir? Dear, dear, dear! I am
exceedingly pained to find such a low
But we
will let that pass—yes, we will let .that
Lms_s. You were speaking just now, 1
elieve, of a Counc:l of Action?”

“I think I mentioned the words,
fIl‘l‘:p,ker," I put in. * Well, what about
i ?

*“It has reminded me of something,”
repliecd Tucker, blinking at nie. ** Yes,
my decar Nipper, it has reminded me of
something imporlant. That is so. It has
occurred to mec that it would be an
excellent idea for the Recmove to
organige.’’

".T. coughed.

““It 13 this way,’” he said. ““ I suggest
that wo should form an equivalant to a
trade union. Naturally, I shall be
the president, and the entrance fee (o
this union will be sixpence per week.
I shall also be the treasurer. &ite 80,""

** And collar all the tin, I suppose?”
grinned Pitt. |

** By no means, my dear sir—by no
means !’ replied Tucker quickly. ¢ The
funds will be kept by me in case of
emergency. It will mean, as a matler of
fact, @ sum of money to keep by us to
use in the event of strikes.”

' Ha, ha, ha!’

‘“ Having formed our union, we shall
at once proceed to agilate!”” went on
Tucker. ‘‘ We shall agitate for better
conditions, my dear friends. Just think
of the possibilities. Listen 1o me, friends
and comrades and fellow sufferers! With
this union we shall be able to agitate
for betier conditions all round—easier
hours, and. more leisure. Quile so!
Having formed our plans, we shall at
once send a declegation to the Head-
master, with our terms. If those terms
are not immediately complied with, we

shall strike—striking being our only
weapon.'’

‘“It’s a good idea!" I said thought-
fully.

**Eh?” exclaimed Pilt, slaring. *“ You
approve of tlns, Nipper?”’

I nodded.

*“Of course I do,”’ I said. * Striking
i1s a fine idea—especially where Tucker
18 concerned. I vote thal we strike now
—at once !”’

“ My only hat!”

“You must be dotty, Nipper!’ ex-
claimed Tommy \Watson.

“* My dear sir, I am overwhelmed with
astonishment,” said Tucker. beaming
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upon me. “ I did not imagine that you
. -had so much brain power as to apprecmte
‘{he value of my suggestion—"

‘“ Don’t make any bloomer, my son,’
I interrupted. 1 donb think my idea
of a strike exactly coincides -"ﬁrllh yours.
We're going to stuhe now—we’re going
to strike you!”’
- ““Ha, ha, ha!

Mam “1llmg hands grasped Tlmothy
Tucker, and he was whirled into the air.
. He shuggied and protested, bBut 1t was

| R

~all in vain.
¥ Now, my tame Bolshevc'” I ex-
. claimed. ‘* We're going to knock some

of these dotty ideas out of your head!
One—two—three!"

Bump'!

Timothy Tucker went to the ground
. with a thud—the first strike had taken
place. By the time we had done with
T.T., he was not feeling so enthusiastic
as he had been at the commencement ;
and he finally crawled away, shakmg
bis head dolefully, and muttering that
we were a lot of conservative asses.
There was certainly not much hope for an
~agitator in the ranks of the Remove.

+ “ There was times when it done a boy
good .to treat him rough!” exclaimed a
deep, melancholy. voice.. *‘There was
: hovs what got wrong notions into their
. heads—and them notions caused trouble.
. Why did they cause trouble? Ask me!
- Because it wasn’t right for no boy to
know too much about politics. Politics
. was bad. Agitation was bad. Strikes
.. was bad—exceplmg them strikes which I
- sced just now. Them strikes was good!”

- We turned, and found that Mr. .Josh
- Cultle had come - across the dusty
Triangle, and had joined the group of
juniors. Mr. Cuttle was ‘looking as
- gloomy as ever, His face, with its quaint
side whiskers, was set in an eﬁcpressmn
of dismal res:gnatwn
“You're not looking very cheerful
this evening, Mr. Cuttle,” I remarked
"smiling.”
Cuttle

“ Cheerful 7’ . repeated Mr

% What was there to make a man cheers

ful? Ask me! There. was nothing to
-~ make a man ocheorful!”
~ Mr. Cuttle shook his head delefully.

““ There was things as some folks don t
understand!”’ he exclaimed. ¢ Why was
Master Goodwin kidnapped? Ask me !
Because them willians was hup to mis-
chief, That's why Master Goodwin was
" kidna pped! Thcy were hup to mischief,

1

-
Lee hadn’t been equal to their dodﬂ'es.
But things wasn’t all right, even now,
There was danger—there was trouble
* | coming !"’

*“ What kind of trouble?” asked Pitt.

“ It was trouble of the wust kind!"
replied Myr. Cultie, shaking his head
gloomily.  “I've seed things, and 1 .
know. Master Goodwin was safe, bug -
them willians got away. Which was bad.

Is Master Goodwin safe now ? : Ask. me!
He was not safe—theret S ‘a8~ trouble
coming ! ~{ronble,

And there was not_ ofil
but danger—and evil doing# s

And Mr. Cuttle, haﬂh !
gloomy prediction; proceeded on his way
on to the Ancient House. On tho lobby
he paused, filling his pipe.

“ Cheerful sort of merchant, ain't he 7"
remarked Hubbard, ¢ How does he
know anything about Goodwin? How -
does he know that there’s danger coming
and all that sort of rot?"

% Goodness knows!"' said Pitt. ‘“ But
somehow;* I’ve got an idea that Mu.
Cuttle knows a lot more than we do
about Goodwin.”

I had an idea about that way, too.
Cuttile was employed in the domestic
quartms of the Ancient House. But, .
in the back of my head, I had an idea
that he was connected, in some way or
other, with the mystery which su-

rounded Dick Goodwin.

“Well, it’s my idea that M1 (‘utt.le -
is a rotter!”’ said Teddy Long. = ¢I
believe he’s in league with the men who
tried to kidnap Gcodwm' He’s a spy,
or something of that sort!”’ -

* Don’t be a little young ass!”’ said

Pitt.

“ Well, Cuttle knows a dashed ot
more than he would care to say !’ de-
clared . Long. “I'm pretty certain ot -
that! Who is he, anyhow? -Why |s Lo
here, at St. Frank’s? It's all poof
about. him being employed at the b1ck‘
Cuttle never does anything—he's only
here to spy on Goodwin—that's what I
believe, anyhow. He’s up te no good!"-

And the sneak of the Remove -strolied

off feeling rather pleased with himself.
He found Fullwood & Co., of Study A,
at” the bottom of the stalrs. and the
Nuts were watching Mr. Cuttile as he

| walked slowly thmugh the lobby."

*“ That old chap’s a bit of a mystery! P

““Rather!” agreed Teddy Long. * He
knows all about Goodwin—he knows why

| Fullwood was saying.

and thmgs would have been -bad if Mr 1 Goodwin -was kidnapped, and what there :

o
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18 in Goodwin's sludy. O!d Cuttle could
tell us a lot, if he liked!”’

Fullwood nodded.

“ Why not ask him?” he exclaimed.
“Why not try the pumping dodge,
Lon%’?”

““It wouldn’t be any good—Chutlle
wouldn't say anything!"" replied Lona'.

“ e might!”’ exclaimed Fullwoo .
with a wink at his chums. * You're
Jolly smart at pumpin’, Long—il’s your
specialily. You could make a slone
slatuoc talk, I beliecve—you've got such
a wonderful way. Why not have a shol
at pumpin’ old Cultle ?”

Teddy Long looked rather keen.

“ Well, T might have a try,’’ he said.
““There'd be no harm done, would
there? And it’'s quite likely that I can

;ir'et something out of him—as you say,

m a jolly good hand at pumping.
can make anybody tell a secretl if I want
to. It’s just the way a fellow gets to
work, you know. H,tra’s got to ask his
questions delicately, and with an air of
innocence, I'm good at that. Old
Cuttle wouldn't be able to keep his
secret if I got on the job in earnest!”

“(zo0d ! said Fullwood. *‘ Why not
get busy, then?” : |

Teddy Long was not aware of the fact
that his leg was being pulled. He was
the most conceited young ass in the Re-
move, and he fully believed that Full-
wood was serious, IIo smiled in a
superior kind of way, and nodded.

“ Right-ho!”" he aaid. ‘' I'll go along
and have a jaw with Cuttle. It won't
be long before I know everything; aflter
I've pumped him for five minutes he'll
have told me the whole truth.”

Long - went down the passage, and
Fullvood and Gulliver and Bell went
out into the Triangle, chuckling.

They were fellows who thought it
rather smart to indulge in betting, but
they would not have been willing -to
wager much on Teddy Long's chances of

otting any information out of Josh

‘uttle. :

The sneak of the Remove hurried
“ down the pnssage and overtook Mr.
Cutile jugt as he was about to pass
through the private doorway into the
scrvants’ quarters. Long hurried up and
caught hold of Mr. Cuttle's sleeve.

‘““ Hold on!” said the junior. *““I'd
like a word with you, Cuttle.”

- ““ You was wolcome, young gent,”’
sanid Mr. Cuttle obligingly. .
‘““ Jolly qucer about Goodwin, ain't

!

|
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it?’ said Long carelessly. ¢ '111%59
chaps who tdok him away from ‘the
school and kept him a prisoner must
have wanted him pretty badly, e¢h?”’

Mr. Cuttle fixed his gloomy eyes upon
the junior.

‘“It was a mystery, Master Loung
he said heavily.

‘““Oh, a mystery to most chaps, I be-

lieve,”’ replied Long. * But I'm not to
be diddled, you know. I've drawn my
own conclusions, and I know a lot more
than the other chaps think. So do you,
Mr. Cuttle? You know a good lot, -
don't you?”
. ‘“ There was things I know, and there
was things I don’t know,” replied Mr.
Cuttle vaguely. *‘ Sometimes it was bad
to know too much.”

““ Of course, Goodwin, was kidnapped
because those rotters werec up to some

11"

shady business!’ went on Long.
‘“ That’s obvious, Culile. I know all
about it, as a matter of fact. But I
wonder why Goodwin was kept a
prisoner ?"’

‘“ Ah!"’ sgaid Mr. Cuttle. -

“1 suppose you know all about it,
don't you?” -

‘“ There was things as I do know!”
rephied Mr. Cultle.

“ And Goodwin 1was kidnepped be-
cause—because—— Well, we both know,
don’t we?”’ said Long, with a confiden-
tial wink.  ‘““ I've just been wondering
whether you know the real truth, Mr.
Cuttle. Perhaps you'd tell me your idea,
and then I shall be able o compare it
with mine. Why was Goodwin kid-
napped—and why did those men hold
him a prisoner in the old ruined light-
house?"’

Mr. Cuttle scratched his head, and a
curious little glint came into his eyes.
But he looked as gloomy as ever, and
there was a doleful expression about the
corners of his mouth. He removed is
unlighted pipe, and gave a sigh.

“* It was-bad about Master Goodwin !’
he exclaimed. ‘‘It was possible for us
to talk, young gont, becanse you know
all about it. Which was a surprise to
me. There was no reason why wt
shouldn’'t have a few words in con-
fidence.”

““ That’s just it!”’ said Long eagerly.
““ That's my idea!”’ o

‘“ Which was good!"” said My, Cuttle,
““ Master Goodwin came near to dying
over that business. And was the game
worth it? Ask me! It was not!”
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‘““ What game?”’
lessly. ,

“ Why, the gamo which Master Good-
win was playing,” replied Cuttle. * A
fine game, too! It wasn’t likely to
bring him no good.”

““ Rather not!" said Long. *‘ A shady
business, I call 1t!”

My, Cuttle’s eyes narrowed for a mo-
ment. and he nodded.

‘‘ Thero was games which wasn’t worth
the candle, Master Long!’’ he exclaimed.
““ And making false Treasury notes was

l‘l'

a risky business!

Teddy Long started.

‘“ False—false Treasury notes!’ he
gasped. )

‘““ It was easy to them as can use_their
fists proper ! said Mr. Cuttle. ‘ But it
was tricky young gont; and anybody
what goes agin the law like that is
always linble to fall foul of his con-
federates. If he don’t.keep faith wilh
them, they'ro liable to- pounce on him.
Which was bad. Honesty was best, m
my opinion. And, even after the falso
‘Treasury noles was made, it wasn’t
always easy to pass therms as being
genuine.” ‘o

“No; 1it's awfull
Teddy ILong breathlessly.

‘“ A porson what goes in for cheating
the law like that must keepr it secret,”
went on Mr. Cuttle. *‘ It was necessary
to work in a private roomn, and to allow
nobody to see in. That wwas most im-
portant, DMasler Long. One hundred
I'reasury notes a week—it was a fair
order. Dut. as I said afore, it was a
wicked business; and them as goes in
for it wasn't to be pitied when they get
cnught "

Tho sneak of the Remove was fai
dancing with excitement,

‘““ And—and do you mean to tell mo
that Goodwin has been making dud
currency notes in his study?’ he asked,
forgetling that he knew all about it.

Mr, Cuttle sighed.

““ Mastce Goodwin was careful,” he
said. * But even with the most careful,
things was liable to go wrong."

And Mr. Cuttle passed through the
private doorway into the servants'
quarters, Teddy Long failed to observe
that just a tiny gleam of amusement had
begun to appear in the man’s eyes. The
door closed, and Long was left alone.

“ Great pip!’ he gasped. © A—a
forgor!"’

Long could hardly contain himself.

asked Long care-

-

risky!” said

rly-

i
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Ho did not scemx {o realise that Mr.
Cuttle had not once referred to Dick
Goodwin when he was talking about
false currency notes. But Teridy Long,
who was not at all a smart junior,
jumped-to a conclusion which struck him
as being fairly obvious. Never for a
moment did he believe that Mr. Cuitle
had been spoofing him.

‘““A hundred quid a week!” went on
Long. ‘' My only hat!" The—the awlul
rotter! So that's why hoe kept his
study locked—that's why ho fell out with
his confoderates! He's been making dud
notes, and we¢ didn't know anything
about it!'"”’

Iull to the brim with his slartling
news, Teddy Long raced back to the
passage until he arnved in the lobby.
The electric light was now glonming, and
quite a number of juniors were atanding
abont in groups. Teddy Long burst in
among them like a whirlwind.

“1 say, you chaps. I've found out the
gecret!’ he gasped. ‘I know all about
Goodwin—I know why he was kid-
riapped, and what he's been doing in his
study ever since the term commonced.”

“ You must know quite a lot, then!"
snid Pitt. *‘ In any case, we don't want
to hear any of vour tales.”

“But you must hear—il's jolly im-
portant!”’ panted Long. *‘ Goodwin is
a forger!”

‘“ A which?"’

‘““ A what?”

‘“ A forger!' repeated Long. *‘IHe's
been engraving dud Treasnry notes in
his study—a hundred a week! And he
was kidnapped by his confedorates—the
men who went abnut the country passing

off the dud notes as genuine ones!”
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You—you silly :ittle idiot!" shouted
Handforth. *‘‘ Who's been stufting you
up with that yarn?” .

“JIt's the truth, I tell you!  roared
Long. “I've been talking to Cuttle—
and Cuttle knows all about it. I goi (ho
truth out of him just now, by Pretending
that I knew all about it too?!

‘“ Ha, ha; ha!”’

“ You—you cackling idiots!"" howled
Long. *“1 tell you it's the truth!”’

'“ Ha, ha, ha!’

‘““ And 1 suppose the Head gave his
consent to this?”’ inquired P’itt ‘smoothly.
“Wo all know that the Head is fulfy
aware of Goodwin's secret—it was the
Hend who gave orders that Goodwin's
study wasn't to be entered. [ suppcso
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you're suggesting that Dr. Stafford is
one of Goodwin's confederates? Ier-
haps he goes about the country passing
off these faked ‘T'reasury notes?”’

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“But it’s true—I know it's true!"

shouted Long. ‘' Cultle was telling ‘'me

all about it.”

‘“ Well, it’s the first time I knew that
Mr. Cuttle had o sense of humour.” said
-Ilandforth. ‘' It's as plain as a pike-
stall, you liltle 'i}(’liol-, that Cuttle was

pulling your leg! .
‘““ He wasn't! e was as serious as a

judge.”
‘“ He's always serious,”’ interrupted
Piti. “I should think you started

pumping and tried to get some nforna-
tion out of him, and so he spoofed you.
But you haven’t got encugh sense to
know when your leg is being pulled. 1
suggest that we knock some sense into

you now!”
“Good idea!” sard Handforth,
“Let's take him 1o the top of tho

stairs and bump him down to the bottom
—-{wo slairs at a tune!”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hi! Leggo!' yolled Long, strug-
gling wildly as several juniors grasped
bin. * Lemme go, you—you rotters!
Ow—yarrooooch !”’

In spite of his protests, Teddy Long
was hauled to the top of the stairs. Not
one of the juniors had believed a single
word. of his story—it was, of course,
altogether too preposterous to be even
considered. Aund Long was now being
punished for his inquisitiveness.

Arriving at the top of the stairs, Long
was sat down forcibly on the hard, un-
sympathetic linoleum. Two juniors were
on the stairs, and they each held one of
Long’s feet. Two other fellows were
above, holding the victiin’s hands. Then
the punishment cominenced.

Bump?! Bump! DBump!

Stair by stair, Long was assisted to
the lobby. MHe struck ench stair with a
terrific bang, and he suffered consider-
able pain—to judge by the howls which
he uttered.

“ Ow—yarooh—yow!”’

* Oh, you rotters! Ow!”’

Bump! Bump! DBump!

At last Long reached the bottom, and
by that time 719 was nearly exhausted.
He was allowed to go free, and he lay on
the mat_ groaning. The gsounds he
uttered wore positively awful to listen

1Q.

roared Long.
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“ You
Long’s in-

“T say V' mullered Church.
went a bit too far, Handy!
jured !”’

“Oh! Ow! I—I'n dying!” nicaned
Teddy Long. *“ All my  bones are
broken! Fetch the doctor! These—
these eads have murdered me!”’

I didn’'t think we were so rough,”’
said Handforth, winking at the others.
“Poor chap! He secems to be in a bad
way! We shall have to do something
:o f,'.'rc him; and we must do it now,
(s o

““ What shall we do?"’ asked Pitt, in a

Nnervous voice.

“ Well, the best thing will he to take
him to tho top of the stairs and give him
another dose!’’ said Handforth. 1
think that will revive hin, you know.
We'll just give him another bumping.
Lend a hand, you chaps!”’

Toddy Long leapt to his feet with
amazing elacrity—considering that he
was dying.

“ You—you rotters!’ he howled.
““You ain’t going to touch me again!”

He Nled down the passage like a hare,
and the juniors in the lobby roared. -

** Ha, ha, ha!"”

Teddy ILong’s
quite miraculous|

recovery had been

-
L

CHAPTER 1L
NELSON LEE LEARNS THE SECRET

R. RICHARD GOODWIN ac-
M cepted a cigar fromn the box on
Nelson Lee’s desk, and he
thoughtfully hit off the end.
‘““Ay. I'm glad to have this talk with
you, MMr. Lee,”’ he exclaimed. '*I was
thinking about lelting you know the
truth yesterday, but I didn't gat =«
chance. 1 daresay you have been rather
puzzled about my son?”’ |
Nelson Leo smiled.
‘““ As a matter of fact, Mr. Coodwin,
I know quite a good deal rcgarding the
lad.” he exclaimed. *‘* Dr. Stafford had
told me a certain amount, although I
must admit that I am not in full posses-
sion of the facts. I only know that your
son has been engaged upon some very
important mechanical work in his study.
And this work, I believe, is somehow
connected with the cotton industry.”

‘“ Ah, you've got that ri?ht, Mr. Lee,”’
said the visitor. ‘‘ But I'll go into more
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details with you. It 13 only right that
you should: know.”’

Mr. Goodwin had not been in Nelson
Leo's study long, and the pair were just
sottling themselves comfortably in the
two easy chairs before the cheerful fire.
It was Mr. Goodwin’s intention to take
Nelson Lee into his confidence com-
pletely.

Dick Goodwin himself, of course, was
in the santorium in Qed. The Lancashire
lad had practically recovered from his
recent experience, and he was only be.
ing kept in tke ‘‘ sanny” because his
father wanted him to recover fully and
completely. The boy had had rather a
terrifying experionce, and he necded rest
and quiet. But Goodwin was a strong
lad, and a complele rest had worked
wondlers,

As Nelson Lee sat there, waiting for
Mr. Goodwin to speak, he took the op-
portunity of taking stock of his com-
panion.

Mr. Goodwin was about fifly years of
age, well built, but with slightly
rounded shoulders. He was clean-
shaven, and his hair was turning grey at
tho temples. His face, too, was rather
lined—indicating that he had had much
worry and trouble. '

Mr. Goodwin was a hard-headed
Lancashire man—a genuine, solid Eng-
lishman of the old type. It was possible
to lell his home county through his
speech, but it was really only a suspicion
of a dialect—a soft, melodious method
of talking which was extremely pleasant
t> listen to.

“You're a champion, Mr. Lee,” said

Goodwin's father, at length. *‘ I shall
never be able to thank you enough for
the ‘great servico you rendered me. It
was solely owing to your. heroic éfforts
that my son was saved from a terrible
death. My dear sir, I beg of you not to
mention the matter again,’”’ said Nelson
Lee. ** You have alrcady spoken of it
far more frequently than I would like.
And, afrer all, I only did my duty as a
schoolmaster. Your son was in grave
peril, and I did everything that was in
my power to help him.” _
YAy, it's just like you to treat it
lightly. Mr. Lee.” said Mr. Goodwin.
“ Butl the facl remains that you saved
Dick’s life at the risk of your own. And
I'm grateful—I shall always be grateful,
Mr. Lee. Thank Heaven that this is all
right!”

“ Yes, the lad has recovered wondor-

7

fully,”” said Nelson Les. “I am do-
lighted with the progress he has made.
By to-morrow he will be quite himselt
again—and ready {o take his place in
the Remove.”’

Mr.. Goodwin lay back in his chair,
puffing slowly at his cigar.

*“I daresay you thought it was rather
curious that Dick should have a slud
to _himself, Mr. Lee.”” he exclaimed.
“You thought it queer that he should
lock himself up during every sparo
minule of his spare time, and confino
himself to some secret work in his own
little apartment?”

“ It 19 distinctly unusual for a-junior
boy to act in that way, Mr. Goodwin,"
reﬁlied Nelson Lee. ¢ At the same time,
I knew there was a very excellent reason
for your son’s behaviour. Many of the
other juniors, however, have been in-
tensely curious, and they have had great
difficully in curbing that curiosity.”

‘““Ah, I can quite understand that,”
said Mr. Goodwin. ¢ Well, Mr. Lee,
I'm going to tell you the absolute tryth
about it. As yvyou no doubt know, I'm
the owner of a cotton mill in Hollinwood,
near Oldham. It's not such a large mill,
but for many years it was a good paying
proposition. But then, when competition
became keener, and when other firms
oblained new machinery, 1 found myselt
being left behind in the race. During
the last three or four years it has been
a struggle all the time—a grim, never
ending siruggle.”’

‘“ But you are
asked Nelson Lee.

“ Ay, I'm still carrying on,'"’ replied
the millowner., ‘“ But it has becen a
hard grind. Things haven't been so easy
with me as many workpeople thought.
There have been minor strikes, agita-
tions, and other worrying matters. Many
of these people—honest and hard work-
ing though they be—don’t realise the
difficulties a master has to deal with.
They think he takes all the profits, lives
in luxury, and has no worry. But they
are wrong—it 13 generally the masler
who has all the worry, andyall the finan-
cial difficulty. If only the workpeople
would realise that, there would not be
so much discontent. But it is not my
intenlion to talk about labour questions,
Mr. Lee, you must forgive me for the
digression. I want o talk to you about
my son.”
! “I am very inleresled,” said Ne!son
ee,

stil carrying on?®”
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““About the beginning of tho year,
my son was al soﬁool in Hollinwood,”’
went on Mr. Goodwin. *‘ Dick wus
always a sharp lad—he was always keen
and painstaking. And he took a greal
mterest in Lthe factory. He was always
among the machinery—always exanuning
this piece of machanism and that. He
could never be satisfied in that direction.
It was machinery all the time wiith him—
anything mechanical was the breath of
fife to hin. And, one day in the spring,
ha brought me a suggestion for a
machine —a new spinning machine which
Dick claimed would supersede all others.
I smiled at the boy at first, and {old him
not to worry me. He was rather dis-
appointed, and went away."” )

L«: And his idea was really good ?’’ asked

e.

“T am coming to that,”” went on the
millowner. ' For several weeks after-
wards, Dick did nol say anything {o me
about that suggestion of his. But I
knew he was busy on something. And,
at last, he put before .me some plans—
carcfully executed plans, with every-
thing marked to scale. They were won-
derfully done, Mr. Lee, and 1 was im-
pressed. I went into the matter at once,
‘and I received an amazin§ surprise. For
-those plans of Dick’s wero sound—they
were absolutely splendid. His machine
“was everything that he claimed it to be—
although there is no need for me to go
inlo any detuils here.

‘““In brief, this idea of Dick’'s will
enable me to double our output if only
1 can get the muachines installed. Not
only that, but there is an enormous
fortune in the thing ilself. 1 was so
struck by my son’s work that I told him
to make a model yithout any delay.
This was what he desired—what he had
begged me to let himm do. He required
money—fiflly or sixty pounds—in order
to buy all the necessary materials. Well,
it was a bit of a tight squeeze for me,
but I muanaged it and told the lad to
work at his invention during every
spare moment of his time.”

*“And he did s0?"" asked Nelson Lee.

““Yes, Mr. Lee,”” replied the other.
‘““But now I am coming (o the serious
aspect of the case. The manager of one
of my departments wus a man named
Naggs. 1 had always {rusted this man,
for I thought he was faithful to me. He
“had been a good workman, and a good
manager. I think he was a 1.ondoner—
although this made no difference to ‘me.

He knew his work, and ho performed it
well—and that was all that matiered.

"And it appears that my son had spoken

to him many times regarding the invon-
tion. Naggs gave Dick very little
altention at first, but, gradually he be-
gan {o see that the boy’s idea was sound
—that his machine, when completed,
would be a masterpieco of machanism.
I do not pretend to know how a lad so
young should be able to construct this
machine. But it is a fact, and I have
ccased Lo marvel. The boy must have
a wonderfully invenlive mind, and - am
proud of him. Well, Naggs knew a
great deal of this invenlion, and I re-
cetved several indications which led me
to believe lhat Naggs was attempling
{o get Dick to show ﬂm the plans, and
to even trust them in his kcoping. But
Dick wouldn’t part with them—he would
never let those plans go out of his
possession.’’

“ Naggs, 1 had
trailor ¢ :

“Yes, Mr, Lee—that is oxactly the
case,”’ replied Mr. Goodwin. *‘ One day
I made o big discovery. Naggs was
hand-in-glove with Mr. William Fordley,
the owner of a mill which i3 some little
distance from mine—a rival mill, as a
matler of fact. Fordley 1s an un-
scrupulous scoundrel—]I have always
known him as such. He has performed
many shady pieces of work which has re-
sulted in bad business for my own
faclory. 1 would never descend 1o such
methods as Fordley, and so I was left
in the cold. Iordley 13 rich, and 1t was
something of a shock to me to learn that
Naggs was this man's patd spy. It did
not lake me long to put two and two
together—and I discpovered that Nages
was attempting 1o obtain Dick’s plans
so that he could show them to Fordley.
Fordley, as a maltler of facl, was very
anxtous indecd to sece those plans. His
object, of course, was to stcal my son'o
invenlion—and he would have doune so
without compunction if he had had half

take i, turned

1 thae chance.”

‘* Therefore, I {ake it, you sent Dick
to St. IF'rank’s?"’ asked Nelson Lce.

** Exactly,”” replied Mr. Goodwin.
“The lad was pestered and bothered
cvery day. Fordley had his agents
everywhere, and there were one or two
attempts 1o break inlo Dick’s little
workshop with the object of stealing
those plans. At last, afier this sort of
thing had been going on for some time,
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I decided to send the boy away—com-
plotely away—and a friend of mme
suggested that Dick should go to a public
school. «IL was for that reason he came
to St. Frank's. I interviewed the Head
Master. and I arranged matters with
him—I fixed things up so that Dick
‘could huve a workshop here, in the
school itself. But all my precautions,
a3 vou know, were in vain.’

¢ You mean that Fordley sent his
agenls down here?”

“Yes, Mr. Lee—Naggs himself ap-
peared on the scene with two or three
other men,”’ said the millowner. ¢ After
Naggs had left my employment he
showed his real charactler—and was my
“open enemy. 1 now know, from all that
1 have heard, that Naggs came to 3¢
Frank's almost at once, and did overy-
thing Lo his power to get hold of Dick’s
Rlluns. Mainly owing to your efforte,
-Mr. Lee, the man failed. - They are
‘deterinined, these rascals, and they were
willing to go to almost sny lengths in
order to get what they required. Finally,
as vou know, they kidnaplﬁd my son,
and held him a prisoner, thinking they
would force him o speak. But Dick
refused. and Naggs has received no
satisfaction., Dut LFIB man is free, and
1 am rother wornied. At the first oppor-
Aunity he will become active again.”

*“ Tuke my advice, Mr. Goodwin, and
do not worry any more,” said Nelson
Lee. *' Your son 1s quite safe¢ here—and
hts invenlion is safe, too. There will be
no chance whatever of Naggs kidnap-
ping Goodwin again—and he wwill oer-
tainly never find an opportunity of
getling into the school. By the way,
don't vou think it would be a wise
precaulion to have this invention
patented?”’

“I have been thinking of that for
some time, Mr. Lee,”” rephed Mr. Good-
win., ¢ But, you see, I did not want lo
do anything until Dick has proved the
officiency of his mauachine. There are
cortain expenses to be met, and I found
it necessury o bo careful with every
pound. And I did not imagine for a
momenl that there would be all this
_ trouble. Dick has completed his model
now, and it is a triumph—a wonderful
irisinph! Everything that ho claimed
has becn justified.”

“But if these plans were stolen, and
the imachine was put on the market by
atother firm, there would be nothing to

prove that it was invenled by your son?”
asked Nelson Lee. “ It 18 not protecled
in any way 7’

*“ No, not up to tho present.”’

“ Then take my advice, Mr. Goodwin,
and have this Invention registered
without any further delay,” said Nelson
Lee. Apply. for a palent—and do it
immediately. Once it 1s registered,
these men will be helpless. They will
givo up the whole game. I should not
lose a single moment, if 1 were you.
Go to London to-morrow, and atlend lo
this matter.”

“Yes, I will certainly do so0,” said
Mr.Goodwin. * After this experience,
I will leave nothing further to chance.
And I know now, that Dick has
lriumphed—that his muachine i1s not an
impracticable freak. I must confess that
I was very dubious at the first—but now
I' have completely changed. And I
will do as you say, Mr. Lee—I will take
Diok to London to-mormrow, and we will
set Lhings in motion to have this rhachine

palented withoul delay.- Do you think
it will be possible for me to take my son
to London?"

“ Most decidely it will be possible,”
replied Nelson Lee. *“ I am certain that
the Headmaster will permit Dick to go
with you to London. But you must be
careful, Mr. Goodwin. There are many
bogus patent agents about, and they are
tricky people. I can give you an ntro-
duction to a reliable, honcst man, if
you care for the tip.”’

Mr. Goodwin leaned forward.

‘ Thank you, Mr. Lee—that will help
immensely !” he said. ‘' I'm afraid I'm
not much of a match for thesc rascals.
If you can help me in this way I shall
be very grateful !”

Nelson Leo and his visitor sat talking
for quite a considerable time after that—
discussing Dick Goodwin’s invention, how
it was to be patented, and so forth.

Mr. Goodwin was enthusiastic. Ile
assured Nelson Lee that as soon as Dick’s
machine was installed in his factory, the
fortunes of the firm would be assured,
Everylhing dopendod upon those now
machines, Dick, in facl, would be the
means of saving the factory from failure.

And, later on in the evening, it be-
came known that Dick Goodwin was lo
travel to London on the morrow. The
juniors were rather excited when they
eard it—for here was anothor mystery,
Why was (Goodwin going to London?
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What business could possibly take him
to the Melropolis now? .
There was much speculation, and a
good deal of jealousy.
- ' Like his blessed chcek !’ said Iland-
forth warmly. *‘ That Lancashire chap
13 getting out of everylhing! Iirst he
has a terrific adventure by gettmg kid-
napped, then he’s made a prisoner, and
neurly gets drowned on the old Bramley
hghthouse, then he's rescued by Mr. Lee,
and brought into the sanuy—and as soon
“as he comes out, he's going straight off
to London! He scems to be getting all
tho enjoyment!"’

**1 don’t know so much about enjoy-
ment, Handy,”” put in Church. 1
shouldn’t think it was very enjoyable to
be k:duaﬁped, and all the rest of it.
And, dash it all, a chap can go up to
iondon with his father, I suppose ?’”’

* But what’s he going for 7"’ demanded
Handforth. * That’'s what we want to
get at—why 18 Goodwin going to London

7R ) ]

- 10-MOrTow !
"

~“It's no good asking me!’ said
. Chureh. *‘* You'd belter ask Goodwin!"”’
Hundforth sniffed.

** That would be a fat lot of good,
“wouldn't tt?" he demunded. ‘“It's no

rood nsking Goodwin anything. He's
tke a giddy oyster—he won’t say a
"single word. There’s a blessed mystery
here, and I don’t like it. I think we

ougﬁt to investigate matters!”’
‘“ Oh, my hat!” muttered McClure.
“Eh? What's that?'" |

““ Nun—nolhing !"" stammered McClure
hastily. *“I—I was ounly thinking,
Handy !’ |

** Well, think to yourself, and don’t
mumble !"”’ said Handforth tartly. “1I
don’t like ull this mys.telxl about the place
—it’s upset{ing. Why the dickens can’t
Goodwin be s{raightforward? \Yhy can’t
ho tell us all®why he’s been kidnapped,
and what he’s been doing in his study,
and why he’s going up to London?
*Where's the sense of all this secrecy?
I think it's all tommy rot!"’

‘‘ Well. after all, Handy, it’s Goodwin's
business !’ put in Pitt. ‘‘ It’s nothing
to do with us if he bkes to be seoretive.’
" ¢“I'm not saying it is,
forth. “ I'm not cyrious—

“Qh, 1 exclaimed De Valerie.

no'
“Not at all! We've noticed that,

Handy !’
¢ Hva. ha, ha!”

‘ ‘““ That’'s rather
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“I'm not curious!” repented Hand-
forth, in a louder voice. " Any fellow
who calls me curious had better say so—
and I'll jolly soon punch hkis nose.
Curiosity 1s one thing, and a natural
desire to know the solution of a mystery
18 another !’

_ . a fine distinclion,”
grinned Pitt. “ I think you're always
anxious 10 find the solution of a mystery,

Handy. Naturally enough, we’d all like
to know why Goodwin is going up to
London to-morrow. But, after all, we
don’t want {o pry into his affairs, Perhaps
his pater is just taking him up for the
day—to go on the giddy spree?’

Handforth shook his head.

“ Not likely !’ he said. ‘‘ Mr. Good-
win isn’t that sort. DBesides, there's
somelhing on—there’s something special
afoot. I know it—I can feel it in 1the

" reg]ied Ha_nd-l

mr.ll

“ Well, 1it’s prelly certain that there’s
something of an unusual nature going
on,”’ romarked Pilt thoughtfully. * For
example, Mr. Goodwin was with Mr.
Lee for a couple of hours this evening—
they were having a long talk together.
And, after that talk, we learn that Dick
Goodwin is going up to London to-
morrow. Of course, there’s something
special afoot—it’s obvious!”

“ Somclhing to do with those rotters
who kidnapped Goodwin, I expect,’”’ -put
in Jack Grey. “I wish I was going to
London for the day—I1 could just do
with a nice trip of that sorl. Bus
nothing exciting has been happening to

I us at all—we go on in the same old way,

from the beginning of the lerm 1o the
end. It's queer how some chaps get ali
the luck !"’

~And curiously enough, most of the
uniors agreed with Grey's sentiments.

ey apparently regarded Goodwin’s
exciting adventures as ‘‘luck.” They
thought it was fine sport to be hkid-
napped, and to have myslertous men on
their trail. They only thought this,
perhaps, because they had never ex-
perienced onything of the kind them-
selves, If they had dane so they might
not have been so enthumastic. -

At all events, Dick Goodwin had had
quite enough excitement to last him for

many a day. e was not anxious for
any more. |

But, in spite of his personal feelings,
he was destined {o get it !
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CHAPTER III.
A STARTLING ADVENTURE.

ICK GOODWIN glauced at the
D station clock.
““We've got nearl;' a quarter
of an hour to wastle,”” he said.
4 Ah, it’s tasl as well, lad,” said Mr.
Goodwin. ‘I always believe in getling
to the stalion in good time for a train.
Betler be a quarter of an hour before
time than a quarier of a minute after
time. You're quite sure you’re fecling
well?”’ .

The ILancashire boy smiled.

““Why, dad, I'm champion,” he said.
“II’;I':_ as right as anything now. I am,
ihat!”’

““ Well, vou ecerlainly look fit, Dick,”
said Mr. Goodwin, nodding. * You're
a hardy youngster, and you've got over
that ordeal splendidly. Good boy! 1
always knew you were plucky, and—"'

““Oh, ecase off, dad!’ Jinterrupted
Dick, flushing. “TI didn’t do anything
plucky, or brave. It was Mr. Lee who
earned all the praise. He was wonder-
ful, dad—ay, but 1t was champion the
way he swam out in that rough sea and
rescued me from the ladder!™

“ Ah!’ said Mr. Goodwin.
wonderful !”’

The pair were pacing up and down the
little station at I3elllon. = They were
waiting for the train' which would come
in very soon and which would take them
to London. It was the morning (rain,
and it was deslined to arrive -at %’icloria
al about twelve thirly. The day was
bright and cheerful, and fairly mild,
considering the Lime of the year.

Fathor and son were looking
well—Dick Goodwin particularly.  All
his old colour had returmed, and he
walked witn a springy step, and his eyes
were sparkling.

‘“ It was

quite

There was a very good reason for this, |

For Dick knew that his dreams were
coming {rue. The machine he had de-
signed and invented—the machine he
had roade a model of—was
patented! It would be his patenlt—his
mvention! It was something to be
broud of. and Dick Goodwin was glow-
g with pride.

He. o junior in the Remove Form at
St Frank’s, had produced a spinning
mauchine which was destined, some day,
to supersede all others in use. It wwas

|

o be|

1 § ¢

an achievement worthy of a veteran of
forty years’ expericnce.

Frankly, Mr. Goodwin could not
understand il—he®could not imagine
how his son had hit upon the wonder-
ful idea which was incorporated in thoe
new machine. Tor 1t was a wonder-
ful ideg—something which had never
been attempted bhefore—something which
was starthing.

The pair g}'n'.nd the station platform to
themselves. There were vory few people
in Bellton who used the morning train.
Just one or two loeal {radespeople who
went to Bannington—and they would
not arrive at the slation until a minute
of {wo before the time of the train.

In the village, however, Mr. Goodwin
and his son had passed an amiable-look-
ing old gentleman. The latter had nol
been seen by the pair, for he had been
guwzing in a shop window. But tho
amiable old gonlYeman had certainly
scen Goodwin and his father.

He knew they were bobund for the
station, and he knew they were taking
tickets for J.ondon.

DBellton was a small place. and news
soon got about. Quile a number of
eople in Lhe village knew that Do,
ocdwin and his son were goimg lo
London that day.

After all the excitement of the pre-
vious weck, Goodwin’s name was known
throughout the district—and the local
prople took quite a lot of interest in
im,

The old genileman in the village was
an cxlremery géj%l-looking individual.
he was scrupulously attired, and wore a
puir of gold-rimmed_ pince'nez, and ho
was white haired,

He looked like an old University pro-
fcssor, and his fresh, pink face was a
mass of lines and ereases. And when he
smiled his cyes twinkled infectiously.

He glanced at his watch, nodded to
himself, and then walked to the post-
office. Arriving there, he took up a
telegraph form, and wrote some words
upon 1t in pencil.. And the message
which the assistant received over the
counter was ihis;

“Enne, c/o Walters Agency. Now Ox-
ford Street, London.—I'ather and son
now off for London. Arrive Vicloria
twelve-dhirty. DBe ready.—EFFE.”

This telegram was rather a curious one,
and there could be no doubt that it re-
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ferred to Mr. Goodwin and his son. But
why had il been sent—and who was this
curious old geuntleman?

He was certainly interested in Dick
Goodwin—there was no doubl on that
wint. For, having dispatched his wire,
he lost no time in getling 1o the stalion.

He arrived three minutes before the
trant stenmed in, and he paced up and
down the platform, smoking o large
cigar and Jeamin% amiably upon any-
thing and everylthing—including Dick
GooS\vin and his father.

When the train came in, the pair
stepped Into an empty compariment.
The old gentleman, who seemed (o be
rather [ussy, toddfed rapidly up and
down tlie platform—and, at last, he
scized o handle, turned it, and bounced
mio the compartment® which was
alrcady oceupied by Goodwin senior and
Goodwin junior.

A look of disappoiniment came into
Dick’s eyes, for he was hoping that they

would have the earriage lo thomsel\'e:s.i

And now this old gentleman had bustled
. spoiling everything, |

“ Charming day, sir—charming day!”’
exclaimed the stranger, removing his
glasses and polishing them upon a silk
handkerchief. *° Wonderfully mild, con-
sidering the time of the year.”

* Ab, it is that!” agreed Mr. Good-
win.

“But I expect we shall pay for it
later on. There will bo gaﬁas, and
storms,”” said the old gentleman, shakin
his head wisely. ‘1 know this month
“well—Qctober 18 always a bit treacher-
ous. But no matler~the English
climate may be changeable, but there 1s
nothing in the world to beat it! No
sir! I have travelled extensively, and
I have come to the conclusion tnat you
can't beat England !’

The stranger appeared to be amiable,
and Mr. Goodwin resigned himself to
the fact that this talkative gentleman
would bhe prominent during the whole
journey.

“Your son. I take it, sir?’ said the
stranger, nodding towards Dick. “ A
fine strappmng boy! From St. Irank’s,
too! I dare say f;e knows my grandson
—at the River House School. I ran
down yesterday lo have a look at the
oung rascal. Collison—Collison, of the
Y“iflh IForm?!”’

*“T don't think I've seen him, sir,”
said Dick. *'* You see, 1 haven’t been al
St, IFrank’s long, and I’ve only met

| scary o part at Vicloria, after all.
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one or iwo of the River House fellows,
And theyv've been Fourth IForm boys.”

‘““ A, that accounts for it?’ said the
old gentleman: ‘“‘Yes, he’s my grand-
son—a splendid boy, too. 1 hope I'm
not pushing myself forward, sir?”’ he
added, turning to Mr. Goodwin. ‘‘ My
name is Sir Walter Collison.”

“I'm pleased to meet you, sir,”’ said
Mr. Goodwin. “ And I'm glad you've
found your grandson in good health.”

‘““ Good health!” repeated Sir Waller,
‘““ Good gracious me! Health isn’t the
word for it, sir—the boy is simply bub-
bling with vim and vigour. There’s no-
thing like this country air for growing
boys—nothing !’

The old gentleman nodded to himself,
and ho continued talking in the sameo
strain. He was affability ilself—chatling
on all topics of conversation, and keep-
ing Goodwin and his father highly
| amused during practically the whole of
the journey.

By the time the outskirts of London
was reached, .Sir Waller was quile nti-
mate with his new travelling companions.
And by this time, too, Mr. Goodwin's re-
serve had becn broken down.  Dick’'s
{futher was generally a quiet, austere
man. But now he was in high, good
humour, and was perfectly charmed with
Sir Walter’s personality. Dick, too, was
similarly attracted towards the old gen-
tleman.

‘ East Croydon!"” said Sir Walter, as
they whizzed through a slation. *‘ We
shall soon be at Vieloria now, my dear
Mr. Goodwin. I'm sorry—infernally
sorry. I bhave enjoyed this tnp im-
mensely, and I shall not like to part
from you and your delightful son!"

“ It is very nice of you {o speak in
that way, Sir Waller,” satd Mr. Good-
win. *“ Young Dick and I are going
straight lo the City—"

“The City!’ interrupted Sir Walter.
¢“ I shall be travelling in the same dirce-
tion. Perhaps we shall not find it ne%*_s-

e
might be able {o travel together for a
short distance longer—eh? We'll hope
so, at any rate!”

The train hurried through Thornton
Heath, Streatham Common, and then
through Clapham Junction to Victoria.
And when 1t finally pulled up in the
preat terminus, Sir Walter Collison
stepped out on the platform, and ex-.

}

tended his hand. .
‘“Well, good-bye, Mr. Goodwin. I
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am delighted to have met you my dear
sir!” he cxclaimed heartily. “ My only
regret is that I must leave you now
But wait! You are going to the City, 1
understand ?”’

“ Yoo said Mr. Goodwin.

‘““Then perhaps yvou will honour me
by sharing my (ax1?” asked Sir Waller
genially. ¢ You will, sir? Good! This
1s splendid! 1 will drop you down just
where you wish—for I am going straight
through to Moorgate Strect.”

He bustled off down the platform, Dick
and his father following. They had had
no chance to refuse the cordial invita-
{ion to share Sir Walter’s taxi. Mr.
Goodwin was slightly amused—the old

rentleoman was so brimful of high
spirits and genial good humour.
Once beyond the barrier, the trio

passed out of the great exit, and into
the station vard. There were many taxis
there. wailing to be hired. Sir Walter
bustled along, and finally beckoned tlo
{he driver of a taxi which was standing
a liltle apart from the others. The driver
was on the footpath, and he raised his
hand the very instant he saw Sir Walter.

“Taxi, sir?”’ he ihquired politely.

“Yos, my man—yes!” exclaimed Sir
Walter. * Drive straight through the
City. We'll give you more explicit in-
structions laler. Now, Mr. Goodwin, uf
vou will honour me!”

Mr. Goodwin slepped into the taxi, and
Dick followed him. Sir Walter hauled
bimself into the wvehicle, and sat down
among the cushions, breathing rather
heavily.

““T musl be careful—all this hurrying
13 bad for me!” he puffed. “ Decar,
dear! most incautious of me!”’

‘*Is anything the matler, sir?’ in-
quired Dick.

“Nothing. my boy—nothing {o speak
of.” replied Sir Walter. “ My heart—
it isn’t quite s0 young as it used to be,
by gad! If T over exert myself, I can
fecl 1t. Now and again I am {roubled,
but it is nothing of imporlance—mothing
at all' Now, let me sce, Mr. Goodwin,
you wish (o be dropped at the corner
of Queen Vicloria Strcet, I believe?”

“ Yes, if you don’t mind, Sir Walter,”
rephied - Mr. Goodwin. ““ Just. at ‘the
Mansion I-Iougg underground station,
where Cannon Street crosses Queen Vie-
toria Street. That will do splendidly.™

Sir Waller nodded, and instructed the

Dbetler

13

driver. Then the taxi went on its way.

ghiding in and oul through the traffic.
Dick looked out of the window in-

terestedly. Ide had not been to London

| many {imes, and it was rather new to

him. The bustlo and noise seemed tre-

‘'mendous afier the extreme quiet of St.

Frank’s.

“Wonderful city—London,” exclaimed
Sir Waller. *““The most wonderful cily
in the world. my dear sir. I have visited
ull the great capilals of the world, but

there is nolhing to comparc——  Ab,
wggeh !
Sir Walter made an ex(raordinary

noise in his throat, and the next moment

he fell back, writhing among the
cushions. His face was purple, and his
cyes nearly bulged from his head. And
his breath came and went in short, sob-
bing gasps. With one hand he cluiched
at Mr. Goodwin’s coat, and with the
other he fiercely gripped Dick’s arm.

“Oh, what 13 the matier, sir!”
gasped the boy.

“My—my heart!”  whispered Sir
\\inller, with dificulty. *“ My—my—-
Oh, oh! Upon my soul, I—-]—"

“ Quick, dad, stop the taxi!™ panted
Dick. ““ We wmust do something—"

“Yes, my lad, we must!”’ said M.
Goodwin sharply. “I'm afraid Sir
Walter has had a stroke. We musl lose
no time."”

“Wail—wait!” gasped Sir Waller,
struggling inlo a sitling posture, and
laying there breathing heavily. ¢ I am
now—these attacks come some-
times—but they are of short duration.
Decar me! I—I am betler!” |

“ But, my dear Sir Walter, you must
nllow us to oblain a doctor,” began Mr.
Goodwin.

“Nol at all—nothing of the sort!” in-
terrupied the baronet. “I am Dbetler,
I tell you—these altacks are acute for
the moment, and they leave me wenk.
But I shall be all right presently. Pleaso
—please insiruct the driver to take me
home. I cannot keep my busiress en-
gagement now—it is impossible! Dear,
dear! I am causing you terrible trouble
—infernal nusance! I'm wretchedly
sorry, my dear sir—"’

“ What instructions shall we give the
driver?” asked Mr. Goodwin.”

“Oh, ves. of course,” panted Sir
Walter. * Tell him to go to 59, Bram-
court Road, Bloomsbury, please. It will
be hardly out of your way, Mr. Goori-
win. Thank you, my dear sir—thank
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you'!
this?”

'T'he driver soon had his fresh instrue-
tions, and the taxi altered its direction.
Mr. Goodwin and Dick were really con-
cerncd, for Sir Walter looked bad—his
face was still unhealthily flushed, and
his breath was short and gasping.

They were extremely glad that Siv
Walter's home was near by. And, at
Jast, the taxi pulled up in a quict back-
waler of Bloomsbury.

It was an old houge, large, and ram-
Lhng. Dick was oul of the taxi almost
as soon as it had stopped, and he ran
across the pavement, pushed open the
gate, and hurricd up the sleps to the
front door. .

Then he rang the bell vigorously.
Hc could hear the peal as it rang out
somewhere 1in the rear of the house.

Within a minute or two the big door
was opened by a stately looking f)uller,
with side whiskers. He gazed down at
the junior in a supercilious kind of way,
and frowned.

“ Weil, voung man, what i1s it?”’ he
inguired stiffly, .

“ Is—1s this the house of Sir Walter
(Collison?’ asked WDick qinckly.

“ Yee, it is—"

“Well, Sir Waller is out here—in
a {axi?’ interrupted Dick. ““ He has
had a fit, or semething, and we havo
brought hita home. Come and help my
dad to assist Sir Walter in.” .

The butler relaxed at once.

* Another seizure, ¢h?”’ he exclaimed.
“Poor old .Sir Walter! It'll be once
ioo often one of these days. Yes, my
bey, I'll come at once!”’

o hurried down the steps, and ac-
compenicd Dick {o the taxi. Then Mr.
Goodwin and the butler assisted Sir
Walter out, and they helped him up the
path to the steps. They entered the
wide, gloomy hall, Sir Walter hanging
heavily upon Mr. Goodwin and the but-
Jer. He was still preathing 1n short,
quick gasps. .

“ Thank you—I am bhelter. Tt 13 won-
derfully good of you, Mr. Goodwin,” he
exclnimeg jerkily. *“1 am all right now,
my dear sir--quite all right. Thank you
—it i3 an infernal pity——  Yes, mto
the library, Rogers—into the library.”

The butler oponed one of the dours
which led out from the bhall, and he and
Mr. Goodwin assisted Sir Walter into
the apartment. Dick brought up the
rear, decidedly agilated.

(T
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I shall be betler at home after They entered the lofty, dim room, and

Dick had just passed through the door-
way when he felt that somebody was be-
hind him. Ho glanced round quickly,
and saw a tall man there. At the same
second the door closed with a slam.
“Very pretty—very pretty, indeed!”
exclaimed a grim voice. |
‘““Naggs!” gasped Dick huskily.
Standing wilh his back to the door
was Mr. Nages, the man who had kid-
napped Dick Goodwin from St. Frank’s.
And Lhe rascal held a revolver in his
hand! | -
“You will oblige me. Mr. Goodw:n,
by putting your hands above your
head I’ exclaimed Naggs curtly. * You,
too, young man! You are trapped—and
it will he quite useless for you to at-
tempt any resistance!”’
Mr. Goodwin utlcred a hoarse ery, and

stared about him. _ _
“Yes, you'd betfer take it quietly,

my decar sir,” exclaimed Sir Waller,
having recoveved with extraordinary
rapidity. * You fell into the trap beau-

tifully, and now there is no escape.’’
“No escape whatever,” echoed Mr,
Naggs, in 2 grim, cold voice, ‘

et ea——

CHAPTER 1V,
WATCHFUL EYES.

IE taxi did not wait.

As soon as the door of No. 59,
Bramcourt Road, closed, the
driver of the taxi slipped in his

cluich, and drove away. And it was
rather curious that the little flag on his
taxi-meter was still down—indicaling
that the vehicle was not to be hired.

The driver was smiling {0 himself, and
he seemed to be very weil satished with
his lot.. This-was rather curious, foo,
considering that nobody had paid the
cost of the journey from ¥ictoria to
Bloomsbury,

And if the taxi-driver thought that his
movements were unobserved, he was
considerably mistaken, for one man, at
least, was quile interested in the move-
ments of that taxi-cab. This man was
some little distance up the road, con-
veniently concealed in a small alley way.
Hc had a bieycle with him, and, as soon
as the taxi. moved off. this man jumped
on his bicycle, and followed.

Who was this mysterious individual ?
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He was a short, thick-set man, atlired
ir a quict grey suit and a cap. There
was nothing distinguished about him
whatever, and why he should be so in-
terested in that very ordinary-looking
taxi.cab was something of a puzzle.

It was quite easy for the cyclist to
follow the taxi, for the vehicle did not
go at any considerable speed, and, after
passing through one or two quiet streets,
1t turned into the busy bustle and noise
of New Oxford Sirect. Here 1t was
child’s play for the cyclist to follow the
taxi, since tho traffic was slow moving,

The taxi reached the end of New
Oxford Street, and did not continue
straight on into High 'Holborn. Instead,
it turned to the left, and within a few

moments it was bowling along Theo-
Lald’s Road.

The journcy proved to be quite a short
one, for, after going down Theobald’s
Road for some little way. the taxi
turnced into a small side lane and
vanished. The man on the bicycle
pedalled hard, and arrived at the side
turning just in time to see liis quarry
disappearing into a kind of alley The
cychist did not hesitate. He wont down
the side turning, and pedalled slowly
past the alley.

As he had already suspecled, this little
opening led into a small mews. It was a
rather dilapidated-looking place, with
only sufficient accommodalion for one or
two cars or other vehicles. At one time,
1o doubt, sit had been used for the pur-
pose of housinz horses and cabs. but now
it had been turned into a kind of garage.

The taxi was standing there in the
yavd, and the driver was
down from his scat.

The eyclist did not allow himself to be
seen, but went straicht past, and dis-
mounted three or four hundred yvards
further on. And then he waited, rather
undectded.

He come to the conclusion that the
taxt was a privalely owned® one—the
driver was evidently his own master.

The minutes sped by, and nothing -of
any particular interest ‘happened. The
taxi remained in the garage, and it
scemed fairly certuin that it would not
emerge agnin. And the man with the
bicycle began to grow somewhat im.
Patient, '

He smoked two cigarettes rather
erratically. pacing up and down near his
bicyele while he was doing so. Now and

just scrambling I
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again he glanced at his watch, Let he
kept a constant look-out upon t(he en-
trance of the mews.

And at last, growing tired of this
wailing game, the cyelist proceeded (o
act rn a decidedly strange manner. To
begin with, he looked up and down the
road, and made quile certain that
nobody was about, and then he produced
a pocket-knife.

With one swift movement he jabbed
the blade into his front tyre. There was
a terrific hiss, and the tyre became de-
flated—Dbadly punctured.

Had the man taken leave of his senses?
Why had ho deliberately punctured his
own lyre in this way? What could his
object be in so doing? It seemed such
a senseless. pointless thing to do! But
perhaps there was some method in the
cvelist’s madness.

At all events, he Jost no time in un-
fastening the bag which hung from the
back of his saddle, and produced a few
tools, a repair outfit complete with
rubber paiches, a tube of solution, and
all the other necessities. '

This reprir outfit the evelist placed in
his pocket, then he removed the cover
from the front wheel. and took out the
inner tube. Very natuvally, he found
quite a decent sized hole in the rubber,
caused by the pocket-knife.

The man smiled slightly to himseli as
he surveved the damage that he hadl
caused, then he lifted the front part of
the bicycle. and wheeled the machine on
its back wheel only Lowards the entranco
of the mews. Arriving, he turned in,
and found himself in the small yard.

As he wids walking towards the
garage, the taxi-driver observed him.
and paused in his worls The man was
making some minor adjustment to tho
engine, and there was a spanner in hiy
hand. He was still looking nl the cyclist
as the lalter approached.

“Awfully sorry to trouble vou, ol
" said the cyelist. “ but I'm

man, Jast
wondering if you can oblige me wit{r a
palch and a drop of solution?”’

The taxi-driver grunted.

“This isn’t a public garage!” he ex.
claimed.

“Yes, I know that.,” said the cvelist ;
“but I'm in a bit of a hole,

. _ you see.

Something just punctured my tvrre—a

rloce of glass, perhaps.  Anyhow, 1
)

haven't got any repair outfit on the
Jigger, and I noticed this car standing
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here, so I took the liberty of walking in.
I'm quite willing to pay for——"'

‘“ That's all right!’ inlerrupted the
taxi-driver. “ You're welcome to o pat/.:h
and a drop of solution, if you hke.”

‘“* Thanks!” snid the eyclist.

Ho placed his machine against the
wall, and lit a cigarette: He offered ono
to the taxi-driver, who accepted it.
Within a_few minutes the pair were chat-
ting amiably. Meanwhile, the cyclist re-
paired his punctured tyre. Considering
that he had o complete repair outfit in
his own pocket, it seemed rather curious
that he should have come in here bother-
Lng‘; the taxi-man. What could his object

o

Although he did not seem to be at all |

curiong, the cyclist had his eyes wide
open and ‘he gave quite a lot of atten-
tion to the taxi-cab. He did not appear
to do so—indeed, the taxi-driver would
have declared that the cyclist hardly

glanced at the cab.

But when, ten minutes later, the
cychst took his departure, he had
noticed many interesling "Lhings—for
cxample, the taxi was a taxi no longer!
Tho registration plate at the back had
been removed, leaving only the ordinary
number plate. Moreover, the taxi-meter
was missing from the [ront of the_ cab,
thus converting the vehicle into an ordi-
nary private cur. There could be only
cne explanation of this.

The cab, in fact, had been a fuke taxi.

Having performed its work, it had
Leen brought back to this garage, and
had been restored to its orginal state.
Tho cyciist, 1n any case, seemed to be
extremely pleased with himself and os
he rode away he chuckled and smiled
with extreme pleasure.

He hed made n good repair, and he
redalled . quite fast as he -went aleng
Theobald's Road.

He went straight down Kingsway, and
turned to the right into the Strand. And
his journey was soon at an end, for,
arriving at Charving Cross, he made
straight for New Scotlnnd Yard. And,
once here, he entered the Criminal In-
vestigation Depariment, Jeaving his
- bicyele oulside.

Passing down the paesages, he at
lenazth arrived at a certain door, and he
tupped upon this and entered.

* (Oh, 1t’s you, Vincenl!"” exclaimed a
man who was scated at a desk in the
room. ‘“ Weil, have you anythmg o
report?”’
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‘“Yes, sir!"” replicd the cyclist.

“ All right—get busy !”’

Chief Detective-Inspector I.ennard sat
back in his chair, and waited for the man
to bcgin. Lennard was a somewhat
burly individual, with a pleasant kind of
countenance, and sharp, keen eyes. He
had great faith in this assistant of his—
Detective-Sergeant Vincent.

I was at Victoria, sir, ten min:tes
beforo the train arrived,’”’ said Vincent.
‘“ It was quite easy for me to pick out
Mr. Goodwin and his son. They wero
accompanicd by a well-dressed old gen-
tleman.”

“(Oh, were they?”’
““ And who was he?” .

‘““T can’t tell you tihat. sir,”” replied
Vincent. * In any case, this old gentle-
man scemed quite fricndl?‘r with Mr.
(Goodwin and his son, and he took them
outside, and they all got into a taxi-cab.
This taxi at onco started off in the
direction of the City, and I followed."”

‘“Good !’ eaid the chief inspector.
“Well??

‘“ 1 hadn't been on the trail lang, sir,
before the taxi allered 1its direction,”
went on the detective-sergeant, *‘ and
this time it passed up Shaftesbury
Avenue, and made its way to Blooms-
bury. Finally, it turned down Bram-
court Road, and pulled up in front of an

said Lennard.

old-fashionéd, gloomy ookinE house.
The boy was the first out, and he ran up
the steps, and rang the bell. I was

watching from some lttle distance away,
and very shortly afterwards the otd gen-
tleman was .carried out of the taxi by
Mr. Goodwin and a man who Jooked like
o butler. They all went mto the housce,
and the tax1 drove off, without the
driver waiting to be paid.”

“Hm-m! That’s queer!’ said Len-
nard thoughtfully. *‘ Without waiting to
be paid, eﬁ? I don’t quite like this, Vin-
cent, You say that Mr. Goodwin and
his son went into this old house, and they
were carryving the stranzer who had been
in the taxi with them? Il scems to me
to indicate a kind of frame-up. Well? 1
suppose you followed the taxi? Or did
you wait outside the house?’

‘T continued following the taxi, sir,”’
replied Vincent.

And he went on to deseribe how “he
had tracked the taxi down to the mews,
and how he had made his further dis-
coverics. When he described that tho
taxi-meter had been removed f{rom tho
vehicle, and all the other details, tho
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There, in the wall, where the book-case had concealed it hitherto, Dick saw a
cupboard-like fixture.
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chief inspector looked rather grim. He
nodded and pursed his lips.
‘“ Yes, Vincent, there’s no doubt about

it!"’ he said. * There's been some foul

play here—I'm pretly sure of it. Lee's.

susPimons were justified.” . .

““I don’t quite understand, sir,’’ said
Vincent, |

“ No. I didn’t explain it at first, did
17" eaid his superior. ¢ Well, the fact
is, Vincent, Mr, Nelson Lee rang me up
this morning from St. Frank’s College.
You've heard of Mr. Leec. of course?”’

The deteclive-sergeant smiled..

“I think evervbody has heard of Mr.
Lee. sir.”’ he replied. ‘ He may not be
an official detective, but he’s emart—he’s
the renl goods. And he's helped the
Yard more than once, too!”’

¢ Scores of times, Vincent—scores of
. times!”’ replied Lennard. ** Nelson Lee
1: one of the smartest men of the coun-
trv, and don’t you forget it! It's a pity
he's stuck down at this school. At the
same {ime, he seems to be keeping his
hand in the game all right. Well, as I
was saying, Mr. Lee rang me up this
morning. It seems that there has been
some ‘trouble down at the school con-
nected with this bov—vyoung Goodwin.
I don't exactly know what it all mecans,
bat Mr. Lee was very anxious that the
bov and his father should be followed as
soon as they got to London. That’s why
I put you en the job, Vincent.” '

“Y see, sir,” sanid the defective-
sergeant, -

“Mr. Lee wanted me to put a good
man on the work—that's why I chose
vou,”” went on Lennard. ‘“ He said it
was mcst important that Mr. Goodwin
and hif son should be followed and that
it should be observed where they: went
to. Their true destination was an office
in the City, just off Queen Victoria
Strect, Well, Bloomsbury is a good dis-
tance away from there. so it is fairly
ob\'iouzf' {thal something has gone
wrong.

“That’s what I thought, sir,”’ said
Virncent. *““ It looks very suspicious, to
my mind—especially that taxi being o
fake. It's my opinion that that old man
wasn't in a fit at all—it was just pre-
tence, in order o get Mr., Goodwin and
his son into the house.”

Lennard nodded.

“ You're probably xight there, old
man,” he said. ‘‘ Now, let me see—

59, Bramcourt Road—Llhat’s the address,
13n'¢ 1t?”’

|
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“ Yeos, sir.”

‘“ All right, Vincent; you can leave it
for the moment. I may want you later
on, though—so hold yourself 1in readi-
ness.

A moment or two later, Dectective-
Inspector Lennard was alone. He eat at
his desk for a few moments, thinking
deeply ; then he reached out for the tele-

hone, and drew the insirument {ownrds
Eim. Unhooking the receiver, he waited
unlil he got the call from the Exchange.

“ Give me trunks, please!” said Len-
nard briefly. .

It did not take him long to gct
through, and then he gave the number
of Nelson Lee's telephone at St. IFrank’s.
After that he rang off, and waited for
the call to come through.

It was not long—only about seven

‘minutés. Lennard lifted the receiver,
and placed it to his ear.
‘“ Hallo "’ he exclaimed. ‘‘Is thal L.ce
speaking ?" '
“Yes,”' came the reply. *““I think I
rccognise  your voice—Lennard, isu't
1t 7"’

“Right first time!”’ said the chief in-
spector. ‘' The line scems clearer than
it was this morning, Lee. Well, I car-
ried out vour instructions, and have had
a man put on the job, as vou suggesied.
It scems to me that cvents haven't hap-
pened exactly as vou anticipated—or; on
the other hand, porhaps they have.”

“I'm afraid I don’t quite pndervstand
that remark, Lennard,”” came Neclson
Lee's voice.

The chief inspector lest no time in
giving Nelson Lec all the details. He
described. the whole sequence of @venls
exaclly os Detective-Sergeant Vincent
told them to him, and Nelson IL.ce.
scated in his study af St. Frank's, was
looking rather grim by the time Lennard
had come to an end.

“I'm very much obliged to you, Len-
nard, for the assistoance you have given
me in Lhis matter,”” said Lee. * That
man of yours—Vincent—appears to be a
keen, smart officer. He performed his
work well.” |

“0Oh, Vincent's a good man.” sa‘d
Lennard,  “ That’s why I put him on
the job.”

“T can tell vou at once that there is
something shady afoot here,”” wenl on
Nel:on Lee. ‘‘ Mr. Goodwin and his son
had no intention whatever of going to
any address at Bloomsbury. 1 suspect
the strange old genlleman, Lennard.

t
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There has been some trickery, and Mr.
Goodwin and the boy have fallen into
the trap. I have to thank you for—"'

*“ Nothing!” interrupted Lennard.
“My dear Lee, it was your idea from
the verv start. You rang me up, and
requested me to put a man on this work.
But for that we shouldn’t have known
anything. It was your suggestion, and
all the credit is due to you. You evi-
dently suspected foul play, and so you
prepared for it. You always were a
pretly thorough beggar. Well, what are
you going to do—or what do you want
me to do?”’

Nelson Lee, at the other end of the
wire, glanced at his watch. .

‘“ J.ook here, Lennard! I'm coming
up to London immediately,”’ he replied.
1 find that there's a train leaving
Bellton within ten minutes—I shall just
be able to cateh it, if I rush. I'll be up
at Victoria within two hours. Can you
have four men recady for me?’

‘““ Certainly, if you want them!"” re-
plied T.ennard promplly. ** You evi-
dently anticipate trouble!™

“I do! said 1.ee grunly. “ 1 want to
reid this house in Bramcourt Road as
soon a3 ever I possibly can, and 1 em
fairly certain that we chall rescue Mr.
Goodwin and his son from a difficult
posttion. Not only that, but there are
other matters involved. I will go inlo
more details when I sece you, Can I
rely on you to have those four men
ready ?"

‘“Yes, of course!” replied the chief
inspector. * I'll' be on the spot, too, if
you like—I shall be glad to see you
again, Lee. We'll meet you at Vie-
toria.”

‘““Good !’ sanid Nelson Lee. *“ Thanks
very much, Lennard!”’

Nelson Lee rang off alinost at once,
but just before he did so the door of his
study opened,' and somebody entered.
That soinebody was myself. I had come
to the guvnor’s study in order to ask
him a few things about the mystery of
Dick Goodwin. And I found him talk-
g with Chief Detective-Inspector Len-
nard, of Scotland Yard. That made me
prick up my ears, becouse I was fairly
c'?rtain that something important was
atoot.

* All right, Lennard—I"ll look out fox
you at Victoria,'’ said Nelson Lee. “I
really cannot slop another moment now,
or I shall lose the train. Good-bye!"

|
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Iee hung up the receiver, and turned.

“I can’t attend to you now, Nipper,”
he said briskly. “I'm off to London—
at once!”’

“ What for, guv’'nor ?” T asked cagerly.

‘“I've every reason to believe that
Mv. Goodwin and his son have fallen
into a_trap!"” replied Nelson Lce, as he
bustled about the study. ** DBut don't
spread the story, Nipper—keep it to
yourself. I am going straight to London,
1n order to look into the matter.”

“Can I come with you, sir?"”’ I asked.

‘‘ No—~ that's impossible——""
“Why is it?” I asked. ¢ There’s

-nothing particular on " this afternoon,

and I can easily get back by this
evening."’

““ My dear N
bother me——'

‘ But 1T might be able to give a hand,
sir,’”” 1 persisted. “ If there's going to
he some trouble—some excitemont—I'd
Titke to be in it. Dash it all, sir, I think
you ought to consider me a bit! I've
had a good deal to do with this case—I

ipper, I wish you wouldn't

| located Goodwin when he had been kid-

napped last week, and-——"’

““ Oh, all right—You can come!” inter-
rupted Nelson Lece resignedly. ‘* Auy-
ithing to keep you quiet, Nipper!”

“ I—I ecan come, sir?”’ lI exclaimed
exciledly.

“I have just said so!”

‘“ Oh, you're a brick, sir!"’ I exclaimed.
“ Thanks, guv’'nor!" |

“But you'll have to be ready within
three minutes !’ went on Nelson Lee.
*“ The train leaves almost at once, so
Lthere’s not .one second to lose. If you
can be ready within those three minutes,
Nipper, I'll take you. So you had better
hurry. I am going on, in any case. You
can catch me up on the road.”

‘““Right you are, sir!” I shouted,
rushing to the door. *‘‘ I'll overtake you
before vou get to Bellton!”

I hurried out of the study, flew along
(he passage, and made my way to the
cloak room in the lobby. It did not take
me more than thirty seconds (o struggle
into my overcoat and a plain tweed cap.
I did not wunt to go about London
dressed as a school boy. The overcoat
completely conccaled my Eton. suit, and
I was not conspicuous in any way. And
a tweed cap was altogether better than
a close fitting college cap. _

**Oh, there’s hcaps of time!’ 1
muliered, as I re-entered the lobby.
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“TI've got lime to rush (o Study C. and | the facts, I can sece how casily it was

say good-bve to Tommy and Montie.”

was just crossing the lobby when
Handforth & Co. appenred. They stared
at me curiously, and Ilandforth. pulled
my sleeve.

“ THold on!” “What's the
game ¥’

“I can’t stop—I'm in a hurry!” I
replied briefly.

*Rats!” said Handforth. ¢ What's
the idea of putiing that overcoat on,
and wearing a lweed cap? What's in
the wind, Nipper?”’

“I'm going off —lo London!" I ex-
plained. taking extreme pleasure in
watching Handforth's face. “ I'm going
to London at once—wilth Mr. Lee.”

“ Oh, don't talk rot!"” said IHandforth.
“You don’'t expect us to beliecve that
varn, do you?"

‘“* My dear chap you can belicve it, or
aisbelteve it just as you wish,’ I said.
““T can’y stop any longer now, so I'll
bid vou a fond farewell. I shall possibly
see vou late to-might., or to-morrow,
‘When a fellow goes to” Lopdon there’s
really 1o telling when he’ll get back!”

And I hurried -down the passage,
leaving IHandforth & Co. staring after

N,

he said.

N,

BECAUSE OF A CUFF LINa,

R. GOODWIN paced up and
M down, his fists fiercely denched.
““ This 1s terrible, Dick, lad—
terrible!” exclaimed the mill-
owner. Ay, what a fool I was. What
a champion fool! I was deceived all
along lhe line—" '

“ But. dad, how werg we to know?”’
asked Dick. ““That old gentleman
scemed so gonuine. How could we
possibly suspect that he was one of
Naggs' accomplices, and that he had been
slationed in Bellton so that he could
travel up to London by the same train?
It was all carefully planned out, Dad,
and I don't see how we could have
avoided this—""

“ We could have avoided it—if we’d
had any sense !’ interrupied the father.
I was al fault, lad—I was a rank idiot!
Considering all that has happened, I
ought not to have spoken to a stranger
at all—mo malter how pleasant and
gemal he looked. That was where the
fanlt lay—we ought not to have gone into
that taxi. Now I come to lovk over all

planned—how easily we fell inlo the net.””

“Yes, pater, it’s always easy to seo
these things afterwards,” said Dick.
““ But there was nothing to show us the
truth while it was happening. And that
ﬁt-dol"?;ir Walter's! It scemed genuine,
and—

“Don’t talk aboul it, Dick—don’t ta’k
about it!"” interrupted Mr. Goodwin.
**It makes me mad—it makes me
furtous! And here we are. locked in this
room, unable to do anything, and that
scoundrel, Naggs, has got your plans!”’

‘*“ Yes, dad, that's the worst part about
it I’ said Dick muserably. * Naggs kid-
napped me before. and iried Lo make
me speak. -but I wouldn’t. This time he
has got the pair of us—and he’s got the
pians, 100.”

Mr. Goodwin nodded, and his face was
drawn.

“* Those plans are unprotected, lad,”
he said quielly. ¢ They have not been
regislered—ihey have not been patented.
By acting now, Naggs has delivered a
master stroke, and we are absolulely
helpless. Once he gets away with those

lans we can do nothing—nothing at all!
Ne cannol even prove that the invention
was originally yours!”

Dick clenched his fists.

“Oh, dad, we ought to have asked
Mr. Lee to have come up to London
with us!” he said desperately. ‘* Theun
everything would have been all right.”

““Yes, we needed looking after—wo
did that!’ said Mr. Goodwin. ‘ Ay,
lad, it makes me¢ mad when I think of
it. But we’re not babies, and I didn't
lilke to ask Mr. Lee to protect us. If [
had only sufficient sense, this disaster
would nol have happened!'’ he added
bitterly. ~

The. word whiclr Mr. Goodwin had
used was thé correct one. The occurence
was, indeced, a disaster. DBoth Mr. Good-
win and Dick were prisoners. They had
been captured by Naggs, and there
was no possibility of their getting away.
Neither ‘was there any possibility of
their being rescued—as fur as Mr. Good-
win could sec.

Nelson Loe and others at St. Frank's
might wonder when they heard nothing
from Mr. Goodwin and perhaps enguiries
would be set afool. But where would
they lead to? low would it be possible
o trace the missing ir to this old
house in Bloomsbury. Mr. Goodwin was
quite unuware of the fact’ that Nelson
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Lec had taken such precaulions—or the
millowner would have becen more
optimislic..

The room ihey were in was rather a
large one, with a lofty ceiling. It was
very p-ooriy furnished, and the only light
was a single gas jet. No daylight was
admitied inlo this apartment. And the
reason for this was simple. For behind
a cloth blind the window was boarded
up with planks right up to the wall,
making it utlerly impossible for anybody
in the room 1o break through into the
open. Probably (here were other planks
on the outside of the window. And
shouling would be quite useless, for no
sound would carry through that thick
boarding. The door was a strong one—
an old-fashioned affair, but thoroughly
sound. And it was provided with a
heavy lock, which was quite incapable
of being forced. Indeed, if the prisoners
made any allempt to smash the door
down, their captors would soon be on
tho scene.

Mr. Goodwin had walked round the
-voom severpl times, and liis spirite sank
lower and lower. ‘TThero was no way of
cscape—he knew that quito ,well. My
Nagygs had beaten them at the last
moment. And it was terribly galling.

Thero had been a bit of a fight at
the outset. In spilo of the revolver
which Mr. Naggs held, Dick Goodwin
and his father ﬁad pul up a brisk fight
for their liberty. Dick, especially, had let
himself go. Hitting out right and left,
and wriggling like an eel, had heen
difficult to hold. But the man who had
ro8ed as Sir Walter, soon settled Dick.
T'hey had him helpless after struggling
for a minute or two. And Mr. Goodwin,
who was not so agile, was quickly
scttled by the active Mr. Naggs.

And now the two prisoners were alone
in the apartment. They had becn alone
for the best part of an hour. Naggs,
of course, had lost no time in searching
through Mr. Goodwin's pockets—and
also the leather atlaché case which Mr,
Goodwin had carried. As the result, he
had found the precious plans, and they
were now in his possession.

Dick was near the door when he heard

He quickly beckoned
lo his father.

‘“ There’s somebody coming, dad!”
he whispered. “ Get here—right next
to the door! We might be able (o
spring, and—"

It was unnecessary for Dick to say any

2 footstep outside.

F3

more. Mr. Goodwin understood. And
he quietly crept to the door, and waited.
A key turned in the lock, and the door
opened. Mr. Naggs stood there but he
did not enier.

“ Preparing o liltle surprise for me,
eh?”’ he said pleasantly. ‘*I am very
sorry, Mr. Goodwin, but 1t won’t work—
I am rather a cautious individual, and
I believe in making sure before I act.
You will kindly move inlo the centre of
the room.”

Mr. Nuoggs was holding his revolver,
and he forced Dick Goodwin and his
father back,  until they were in the
middle of thc apartment. And Naggs
had not come alone—for the two men
who were his accormplices were stapding
in the: doorway—ready - to interfere if
the necessity arose.

““I am very sorry to disappoint vyou,
Mr. Goodwin,” said Naggs. * Bat I'm
afraid that you won't escape just yet.
I am now leaving you—1 am going out
of London, to be exact, And you will
remain here. I exlremely regret that
you should be put to this incoivenience,
but it 18 unavoidable.” -

‘““ You—you scoundrel saild  Mr.
Goodwin thickly.

Naggs shrugged his shoulders. .

““I can hardly blame you for forming
such an opinion of me, Mr. Goodwin,”
he said smoothly. * lserhnps, in  your
eyes, I am a scoundrel. We will let that
pass. I have Dbeen waiting for some
little time to accomplish my object. I
have done so at last. And I wish to
thank you very hearlily for your co-
operalion in this little matter. You fell
into my trap very splendidly, and made
the whole thing possible. I have just
como here now o inform you that you
will be released from this unfortunato
position exactly one week from to-day.”

“You—you rotter!” shouted Dick
furiously. ‘“ Are you going to keep us
prisoners for a week ?”’

Mr. Naggs nodded. '

“I am sorry, but I find that is
necessary,’”’ he said. “ You will be well
looked afler, you will be fed, and my
assistants have instructions to treat wvou
with every considcration. Any request
will bo granted—any reasonable request,
that 1s. Only, of course, you wiﬂ not
have your liberty. IL is essential to my

lans that you should remain in obscurity
or at lcast.one week.”

“Why have you come here to gloat
over us?’ demanded Mr. Goodwin,
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almoas! c-hoking. “Go away! Go out
of this room, you rogue!”

“ [ shall go almost al once,” said Mr.
Nages obligingly. ' When you are re-
lcased, you will be able to walk out
utharmed. And then, of course, 1t will
be too late for yvou to trace me—or for
vou lo trace the plans. I think I have
enginecred this little drama quile splen-
didly. I may add thal your chief atten-
daui during your imprisonment will be
vour old friend, Sir Walter. A splendid
aclor, 13n’l he?"

" Mr. Naggs luughed, and it was well
for him that he retreated from (he
room then, for Mr. Goodwin was 1n a
tecrible rage. A moment longer and he
would have flung hiumnself at this gloat-

lug scoundrel,
Naggs re‘ired, and the door was re-
locked. And it was practically certain

thal a man was stationed outside, in the
hall,. on the watch. There was cerlainly
no escape from this prison. And yet,
ouly two or three hundred yards away,
the busy London traffic was passing lo
and fro on ils way. It was {erribly
exasperaling for the prisoners to know
that they were right in the hearl of
London—and absolutely helpless.

““Oh, Dad, it's terrible!" exclaimed
Dick, almost ready to cry with misery.
“ After a our adventures, afler all the
trouble we have had—this is the result!
['ve worked hard on that invention—I've

speant all my time making those plans.

“ Dick, lad, don’t speak about it!’ |

interrupled Mr. Goodwin gently, ‘"It
won'l make malters any belter. My
dear lad, this must be an awful blow to
vou, and I am sorry. It is my. fault
entirely, and I hope you will find it in
your heart to forgive me, Dick—"

* Oh, Dad. don’t talk like that!’ in-
terrupted the junior. ‘It wasn’t your
fault at all, it wasn’t anybody’s fault.
We're 1n tlis posilion simply because
Naggs 15 a cunning, clever scoundrel—
that's all. How were we (o know that
that old gentleman was one of Naggs’
accomplices ? It was absolutely im-
possible that we should guess at such o
thing, DBut I do wish Mr. Lec had been
with us—he wouldn’t have <bcen hood-
wintked !”

Mr. Goodwin did not reply. As a
matler ‘of fact, he felt very litlle like
couversation, and Dick, too, was silent.
With miserable thoughts he wandered
round Lhe room aimlessly, hardly know-
g what he was doing, and hardly
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caving. Everylhing was lost now—thore
was no hope of recovering the plans, or
of defeating Nuggs. Nothing in the
world matlered.

Almost unconsciously. Dick put himsell
soraewhat straight. I'or his collar was
untidy, his tie on the skew, and his
clothes were dusty. _

And he discovered that one of his
cuff links was missing. Ile had been
wearing a soft shirl, and lhe remcm-
bered that the cuff link had flown off
while he was struggling. Dick also
remembered that this cuff link had flown
bebind a big Dbookcase, which stood
against one of the walls. Dick had seen
it glitter as it slipped between the book-
case and the walE

“1 might as well get that link!” he
glll'l'l;crcd. “* There's nolhing else to

q! i

It was a good cuff link—the pair had
been presented to Dick by an uncle,
about two years earlier. They were
gold, and Dick prized them considerably.

“Lond me a hand, dad, will you?”’ he
asked.

“Eh? T.end you a hand, lad?" said
Mr. Goodwin. * What for?’

“1 want lo shift that bLookcase.”

‘“Eh, lad. whatever hay come over
you?' asked his father. * Why should
you want to shift that bookcase—"" -

““One of my cuff links flew behind—
that's all,”” snid Dick. If we move it oul
a bit, I ought {o be able to put my hand
ln_”‘

*“ Oh, T see,” said Mr, Goodwin. “ All
right, Dick, il won’t take us long. Lecave
it to me, my boy—il is a heavy piece of
[urniture, and I do not think you are
capable of the exertion,”

owever, Dick helped, and inch by
intch the heavy bookcase was moved out
from the w:ﬁl. At last one side was
about eighteen inches away from the
skirting. and then Dick saw his cuff link
lying on the floor.

*““1t 1s all right, dad!” he said. “I
can sce it now.”’ i

He bent down. reached forward, and
recovered the link. And then, as he was
rising, he saw something else. ‘There.
in the wall. where the bookcase had con-
cealed 1t hitherlo, Dick saw a cupboard-
like fixture. There was a frame and a
wooden door. Dick looked al it without
much interest, and he reached his hard
forward.

He tried to open the door, and found
that it slid upwards noiselessly. And
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a dark cavily was revealed. Dick
. squeezed behind the bookcase, and
Jooked into that cavily. Then he turned
a flushed, eager face towards his father,
who was looking on.

‘** Oh, dad,” exclaimed the bsy breath-
lessly. ‘I know what this is!’’

* Merely a cuphoard, Dick——"

‘“ No—il's a lift,”” said the boy eagerly.
‘ It's one of those little affairs, dad. They
call them dumb-waiters, don't they? |

suppose it leads down into the kitchen
—which i3 probably in the basement.”
Mr. Goodwrin’s interest increased.

‘“ A dumb-waiter, eh?”’ he said. * Yes,
lad, that’s a lift all right. They use
them for taking dishes and small articles
up and dewn. A lot of these big, old-
fashioned houses are supplied with theso
lifts, But I'm afraid it wont help us
in any way.”

“I don’t know, dad,” raid Dick, who
had been looking down into the shaft.
‘ It seems to me to be a pretty big one,
and I believe I could squeeze down. " If
it leads into the basement, T might be
able to get round, and unlock the door,
and then we could escope——"' ~

““IEh, lad. you mustn’t get that idea
into your head,” interrupled Mr. Good-
win, ‘““ We sha’'n’t be able to meet with
such success as that. However, there’ll
be no harm in sceing what you can do.

lL;_:t, me come and have a look at this
ift.’

The bookcase was shifted out a little
‘further, and then Mr.. Goodwin
squeezed his way in, and examined the
dumb-watter. It was, indeed, a large
ong, and the shaft was black and deep,
by all appearances. There was no sign
of any lift, although there were three or

four heavy ropes at the side cf the shaft. |

. Mr. Goodwin .touched these gingerly,
and pulled upon them.

Almost at once, with scarcely any

noise, the lift ascended, and at last 1t
wns on & level, and when Dick had a
look at it, he declared that it would
be quite easy for him to squeeze in and
to lower himself to the basement.

“I’'m going down, dad,” said the lad,
grimly.

“T'm not sure whelher I'd better let
you—""
" 0Oh, but what difference does it
make?”’ interrupted Dick. ‘‘Even 1if
they see me, and capture me. they will
only put me back into this room, with
you. There can’t be any harm done,
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dad. And we might be able to find &
way of escape. You never know.”

Mr. Goodwin agreed, and Dick lost
no iime in squeezing his way through
the opening. _ '

Both the prisoners realised why that
heavy bookcase had been placed against
the wall., It was then in order to
hide this lift orcning. Naggs had
thought, probably, that his captives
would never dream of shifting that piece
of furmture.

And, certainly they would not have
shifted it, had it not been for the chance
fact that Dick’s cuff link had flown be-
hind the bookcase. It was purely be-
cause of that cuff link that this discovery
had been made.

It mercly helped to prove how seem-
ingly unimportant, insignificant trifles
may develop into malters of supreme im-
portance.

Dick was excited, and he did not think

of any risks. He held the ropes firmly,
and trusted {o luck &hat they were
strong, and that ibey wounld not break
and let lnm down io the bottom of the
shaft.
" Squeezed up in the litlle lift, Dick at
last pulled upon the rope. And, nch
by inch, he commenced descending. He
did not allow himself to go too quickly
—not because he was nervous, but be-
canse he was anxious to avoid any noise.
If the lift was operated quickly, it
would probably rattle or rumble. There-
fore Dick proceeded with extreme
caution. )

Down he went, lower and lower. And,
at last, he reached the bascment. The
lift gave a little bump as it rested upon
the ttom of the shaft. And there,
right in front of Dick. there was a dupli-
cate of the sliding door in the upper
room. It wus closed, of course, ,but
Dick knew that he would be able to
cpen it with ease. .

He was, in fact, just commencing to
lift the slide when he paused. He heard
voices, indistinetly at first, but then
loudor. And he remained absolutely
motionless, hardly daring to breathe.

The voices suddenly became very loud
—proving to Dick that the speakers had
entered the room where this lift opening
was situated—probably the kitchen. At
all evenils, the men were there, talking
in ordinary tones, and every word that
thev uttered came through to Dick per-
fectly clearly.

“Yes, Williss, I'm going now.”

satd®
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Mr. Naggs briskly. “T shall have to of you ought to be able to manage that

hurry. too. or [ shall miss my train.”

Dick listened intently, eager and ex-
cited. ~

“ Yes. Naggs, you've got no time to
wasate,”’ said Williss, who was the butler.
“* Your (rain leaves King's Cross at 4.50,
doesn’t it?"’

““Yes,” replicd Mr. Naggs. “ And I
have one or two things {o attend to
before I starl, but I shall cetch that
train all right, Williss, and I shall arrive
in Oldham late in the evening. Nothing
could be better for my purpose.”

‘““ And when shall we hear from you?”

¢ Oh, I'll wrile to-morrow,”” said Mr.
Naggs. ‘ Not that there’s any neces-
sity for me to write at all. You know
exactly what to do, and I don’t think
you'll have any trouble of any sort. The
polioe cerlainly won’t trace the prisoners
to this house. You'll probably have a
very qutiet woek of it, and there’s no-
thing to worry about. You’ve gol all
the money you nced, and there’s no need
for me to waste any further time here.”

‘““ Right you are, Naggs—you'd belter
get off at once,” said Williss. ¢ I sup-
pose vou'll see the boss to-morrow?"”

* Either to-morrow or late to-night.
1'd rather see him to-night,” rephed
Naggs. ‘“I shall send him a wire, any-
how, and il’s quite possible that I <hall
be able to fix things up complolely be-
fore I go to bed. I hope so, anyway.
I've got the plans, and I'll hand them
over to him, and got the money. That's
the main thing. I’m rather sick of this
business, and% want to get completely
out of it. As soon as I lay my hands
on the cash; I shall be off.” '

““ Oh. there’s one thing 1 want to sug-
gest to you, Naggs,” said Williss, “1I
i{hink we'd belter have your advice on
the subject.”

“YWhat is it?”" asked Naggs.

‘“ Well, about taking food to Good-
win and the kid,”? said Wilhiss. “ If wo
have to enter the room every time it
mighl be a bit risky. They’ll get des-
perale, as the days go by, and faey
might use some of the pieces of furm-
{ure to chuck at us. One never knows,
and though we're armed with revolvers,
we certainly sha’n’t use them.”

““ Oh. you'll be all right,”’ said Naggs.
“Thev’ll never pluck up courage Lo
alinck you—parlicularly when Ratsbiy
comes ulong. I expect he'll arrive within
a couple of hours, and you needn’t oentes
that room until he gets here. The three

pair with ease.”

“Yes, I know,"”.said Williss. * But
I've been thinking about this lift—-""

“The Itft?”' repeated Nagpgs quickly.

“ Yes—over there, in the wall,” said
Williss,

The two men walked across the room.
and Dick's heart lcapt into his mouth.
Hc was absolutely sure that they were
coming to the lift, and thal they were

linto the room at all.

going to npen the door. Then he would
be found thero!”

““Tins 1s why I brought you inlo the
kilchen,” went on Williss. “ You see,
Naggs, this lift lecads right up lo the
room where those two are imprisoned.
It we shift that bookcase away from_ the
wall everything will be all right. We
shall be able to send up the food, and
anything else that's required by this
means. Then we sha’n’'t need to enter
the room at all.”

“ But they might get up to some
tricks,”” objected Naggs.

“ That’s impoesible,” said Williss.
‘““ There'll be one of us in the kitchen
here all the time—and it'll be as easy
as possible to guard this little opening.
Nobody on earth could get down while
there’s somebody here, watching. Be-
sides that, we can block this entrance up,
1f necessary.”

“ Just as you like,” said Naggs. “I
think it's safe enough. And it’s cer-
lainly a good idea in one respect, Wil-
liss. As you say, you won’t need to go
_ Well, I'll be get-
ting off now. I've wasted {oo much time
alrendy. Good-bye, I'll sec you next
week.’

To Dick Goodwin’s heartfelt relief.
both the men left the kitchen, and all
became silent again. Dick was attempt-
ing to open the door when he heard
footsleps.

And he decided, then and there, that
his best policy would be to go up to his
father again, to report what had oc-
curred.

So, slowly and deliberately. he hauled
on the ropes. and the lift ascended to
the uppor floar. Within three or four
minutes Dick stepci)ed outl into the prison
room, and found lis father waiting
anxiously.

“Ay, lad, I'm glad you've got back
all right,” said Mr. Goodwin.

“Of course I'm all right, dad,” ox-
claimed Dick quickly. “ I've been hear-

ing things, too. Naggs i3 going to Old-
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ham by the 4.50 train from King's}] Down below, and sceming far Jistant,
Cross.” | there came the vague sounds of ham-
‘““The black scoundrel!” said Mr. |mering and banging. Not only this, but
Goodwin. ‘“ He's taking those plans |one or two shouts rang out. Almosi
wilh hiirm—ihere’s no doubt about that.” | immediately after this a man came tear-
‘“ And we’re going 1o be left here for {ing along the hall just outside the door
n weck, with three men in chargo of us,” | where Mr. Goodwin and Dick were im-
went on the boy. * And, what’s more, | prisoned. They heard him dash to the
dad, they’re going to use this Lift.” ront. door, and fling it open. Then bhe
Dick explained all that he had over- | uitered a hoarse cry.
heard, and s father listened with in-{ Grim, cold voices sounded. There was
terest. more commotion, and everything ap-
‘““80 you see, dad, if we’re going to|peared to be in a state of confusion.
net, we shall have to do so at once,” Dick Goodwin and his father looked
“went on Dick, ‘I propose that we wait|at one another wonderingly.
a few minutes until Naggs has gone, and] What could 3t mean?
then I'll go down ﬁm- shaft again.

There’ll be only two men in the house bt s
then, and it’s just possible that we may { oo
be able to defeat themm. By gum! If| CHAPTER VL

only we can get out, and race Naggs toi .
Cldham. We might be able to recover HOT ON THE TRAIL.

those plans—" " B,EGAD!" |

1 keep lelling. you, Dick, nol to Sir Monlie  Tregellis West
gel. that 1dea into your head,” inter- looked at me in mild surprise
rupted Mr. Goodwin. * It's hopeless— : as I burst into study C. He
we can’t do 'anything.” and Tommy Watson had been leaning

‘“We can’t do anything if we don't|against the table, facing the fire. And
(ry, father,”’ said Dl{:tk gim!y. ¢ I'm | they both appeared to be quite surprised
going to try' all}'llow. here may be to.?ee; me mn my OVGrCOfl't and !l-wccd cap.
only one chance in a thousand, but it’s| .. Tat-ta, you chaps!™ I said briskly.
worth going for.”’ :!"m OH! .

And so they 'waited, both af them _,,Oﬁ! rcp_ea’ted Watson. * Whero
rather hopol’u{ in spite of all the diffi- to‘:‘" . . )
cultics that had to be dealt with. And, | Just running up to London,” I said.
a few minutes later, they heard the front| ' So long! I will probably sece you

door slam. Tvidenily Mr. Naggs -had l“tf:"_" , -
ust left, in order to catch his Lrain at Hold on, you silly ““3,! inlerrupted
i\'ing‘s C'ross. Tommy Wateon., ‘' What's the game?

Dick went down the lift again almost| What are you talking rot like that for?” -

al once, but he found it impossible tol “I'm nol talking rot——"
do anything, for Williss and the other| ‘ Dear old boy, rirou surcely cannot be
man were in _the kilchen. So, very [serious?’ exclaimed Sir Montie, adjust-
disappoinied, Dick went up lo join his |ing his pince-nez and gazing at me with
father again. languid interest. *‘ You cannot be seri-
And therve they waited for at least |ous when you say that you are going up
half an hour. At the end of that time |[to L.ondon?”
voices were heard on the other floo:. | ** 1 haven’t got lime to explain much,”
Iividently the two men had come up |l exclaimed. “ You sce, the guv'nor
from the basecment, and were in the | bas already left for the station. and ihe
olher Pnrl, of the houss, tramn goes m about {en minutes—so
Dick’s eyes gleamed. there’s not a moment to lose. I'm going
““Now's my chance, dad!” he ex-|to run along and catch Mr. Lee up in
claimed quickly.‘“ I might be able to get | the \'illagc. We're both going to London
down now!”’ at once.” '
“Right you are, lad—have a try!” | ‘‘ Bul there’s no train to London, you

said Mr. Goodwin, also fired with hope |ass!” said Watson. “ It’s only a local
and enthusiasm, that goes to Bannmglon——"

But, just as Dick was about to meve| ' Yes, but there's a connection at
towards the Lift, both he and his father | Bannington,” I interrupled. “ ‘There's
heard somecthing unusual, a ten-minute wait, and then the express
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for London comes in.
atop”any longer.
‘“Hold on!" exclaimed Tommy, grab-
bing hold of me. ‘ You're not going yet,
you ass? Hold him, Montie!”’

** Certainly, dear old boy!"” said Tre-
‘gellis-West, grasping my other arm,

‘““Let go, you asses!" I shouted. "*‘ If
you detain me here—"

‘ Kxplain—explain  quickly !”
Watson. “ Of all the nerve! Do i'ou
Lthihk we're going lo let you go off like
this—without even telling us where
‘ou're going, or what you're going for?
lt:)t l'il{ely! Now then, get it off your
chest !

I breathed hard.

“This is what I get for coming here
to say good.-byve to you chaps!” I ex-
claimed warmly. ‘“ All right, I'll put it
in a nutshell. Dick Goodwin apd his
pater have met with some adventure-in
London—Naggs has been up to some
game or other, 1 believe. Anyhow,
Delective-Inspector Lennard, of Scol-
land Yard, rang the guv'nor up. The
net result is that Mr, Lee 1s going to
.lLondnn at once—and I'm going with
im !’

Watson’s cyes sparkled.

“An adventure?”’ he said eagerly.
‘““My only hat! I say, Nipper, we can
¢o>me, I suppose?”

“Tf vou suppose that, your supposer
must be out of order!’ I exclaipmcd.
“1t’s impossible, old son! Mr. Lee
gave me perimission to go, but that per-
mission doesn’t include you -chaps. It
can't be done. I'm awfully sorry, but
ther> you are! This is an important
matier, and you've got to be good little
bovs, and stay here without grumbling.
Now, let me go, or else there'll be
trouble!”

“ But really, Nipper, old fellow, this
is frightfully upsetlin’'!’”® protested
Montie. *“ We're dvin' {o go with you,
and if there’s any trouble about Dick
Goodwin, it’s only fair that we should be
in it. Mr, Lee wouldn’t bo wild, would
he, if we went with you?”’

“ He'd be raving!’ I said, impatient
to be off.

“ Bul. after all, he can only send us
back—"

“1 tell vou it can'l be done!’'.T inter-
rupted. ‘“ Let go, you fathcads !’

I wriggled mysell free, and made for
the doorway,

I can't possibly
Good-bye, my sons

said
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‘““We can't como, eh™' exclaimed
Tommy Watson darkly. * You're going
to leave us out in the cold, are you? All
right, you'll sce! You're not going to
treat us like that, Nipper—not hkely!
We'll show you whether we can come or
not!” |

I didn’t hear the last few words that
Tommy uttered, for I was already speed-
ing along the passage, on my way lo the
‘Triangle. Arriving there, I raced out,
and was soon going down Bellton Lane
at the double. Meanwhile, Tommy Wgt-
son and Sir Montie Tregellis-West were
looking at one anolher in rather an ex-
cited way.

“ Dear old boy, what did vou mean
just now?”" asked Montie. ** You know
it's quite out of the question for us to
gg )

““Is it?"” interrupled Watson. ‘“ We'll
sece about that, Montie! A fine piece of
check—lcaving us behind! After all
we've done about Dick Goodwin—after
we've helped to get him out of trouble,
and all the rest of it, we're going to be
left out of this final piece of excitement!
We're not going to stand it!”’

Sir Montie shrugged his shoulders.

‘“ Dear old boy, it secems that we have
no alternative!” he satd resignedly.
;I?t's shockin’ly bad, but what can wo

O,”

Watson grabbed hold of Sir Monlie's

sleeve,

““Come on!”’ he exclaimed briskly.

‘“ Begad! What on earth——"

“Don't waste any time!”
Tommy. ‘ Buck up!”

He dragged Sir Montic out of tha
study, and they went along the passage.
Montiec was protesting all the time, for
he had not the slightest iden what his
chum intended. And while Sir Montia
was obtaining a grasp of the idea, 1
hurried down through the village. By
running hard, I caught the guv'nor up
just before he rcached the station.

And cven then, we only arrived just in
time to catch the train. Il was steaming
in oven as we hurried into the booking-
office.

Nelson Lee obtained two tickets, and
we took our seats in the train. It was
only a short journey to DBannington, of
course, and then we changed. Here wo
were obliged to wait for twelve minutes,
until the express to I.ondon came in. It
was a fast train, with only one stop be-
fore it reached Victoria.

Nelson L.ce and I got inlo a corridor

said



THE - SCHOOLBOY'S PATENT

coach, and we were scon comfortably
ceated in a smoking compartment.

** Now, guv'nor, I want to know all
about it!""" I said. ‘““ We haven't had
much time for talking, so far, but there’s
no rcason why we shouldn’t have a chat
now. I want to know all about Good-
win.’

*T have been wailing for you to ask
questions. my Jad,” said Nelson Lce.
“ Well, 1if vou arc patient, T will tell you
all about it. I am sure I don’t know
why I gave vou permission to come with
me—you will probably be more trouble
than you are worth!”

I grinned.

- ““Oh, eut that out, guv'nor!” I pro-
tested. ‘' You don’t mean it—I Lknow
that. And, as you told me in the other
lrain, you had time to have a word with
the Head before you left, so everything’s
all serene. I want to hear about Good-
win.”’ :

Nelson Lee gave me all the details,
and I was impressed. I was quite cer-
tatn that Dick Goodwin and his father
had met with some foul play. That taxi-

cab, for example, had been a fake—we
" knew that for certain—and it was quite
obvious that the pair had been de-
libetately kidnapped.

But, owing to Nelson Lee's foresizht,
we knew exactly where we could find the
prisoners, and it was Nelson L.ee’s inten-
tion to raid the house in DBloomsbury
the very instant he arrived.

We were slill discussing the subject
when I happened ‘to look up. Something
had moved along the corridor—some-
body was even peeping inlo our com-
partinent, which we accupied alone. I
looked up sharply, strange suspicions in
my mind, | |

Were we being followed—shadowed?
Were the agents of Mr., Nagegs on our
truck? As I looked up, the figure drew
back. and I nudged Nelson Lee.

“ What on carth—" |

“TIt'a all right, guv’'nor!” I whispered.
*“ There’s somebody there—out in the
corridor. Somcbody walching uws?”’

“Dear me!” asaid Nelson Lee.
that-so, Nioper?”

I rose to my feet, and crept quietly
across the compartment; then, with a
rush, I flung back the shding-door, und
locked out into the corridor. There,
facing me, were two figures—two youth-
ful figures, attivod in tweed overcoats
and tweed caps. They stared at me, and
I stared al then.

di IS
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“Well. I'm jiggered!’” T exclaimed,
after a moment,

*“ Dear old boy, we——"’
- *“ Yon see, it was like this——"’

“ You—you bounders!” I -shouted.
““How the dickens did you get on this

train?”’

Tommy Watson and Sir Montic
Tregellis-West were looking decidedly
triumphant—at the same time, they

were slightly nervous, for they knew
that Nelson Lee was in the compart-
ment, and they knew, also, that they
would be required to give a full ex-
planation of their conduect. It was quilo
likely, indeed, that they would be szent
back to St. Frank’s. But this was a fast
train, and it did not stop until it reached
the oulskirls of London, so my chums
were hopeful that everything would Le
all right.

‘““ You—you fatheads!” 1 exclaimed.
“You'll et in a terrific row for this!
How did you get here? How did you
manage to—’ |

** You see, dear old boy, we badly
wanled to come wilth you,” explained
Sir Montie. ** We knew that the local
train  got to DBannington about twelvo
minutes before the express, so we got on
our bikes, and rode hke the very
dickens. We only just arrived in tine,
and scrambled in as the train was gomn’
out of the station.”

“Well, I'm blessed!” I said. * So
that’s the way vou managed it! You
must have scorched terrifically between
Bellton and Bannington.”

“We did!” grinned Watson. ‘“I'vo
never known Montie to work so hard
before !

' Really, dear old fellow——"

‘““Very interesting!” interrupted a
voice at my back. ‘¢ Come inside here,
boys—and give a full and completo
account of yourselves!”

Nelson Lee’s voice was very stern, but
[ detected a slight twinkle 1n his eyes.
Truth to tell, Nelson Lee was amused.
He was rather annoyed, it is true, but
his annoyance was not greater than his
admiration at the smart piece of work
which had been -performed by Sir
Montie and Tommy. They came into
the compartment, and, in ehecpish
voices, they explained to Nelson Leo
how they had got their bicycles out and
rushed off for Bannington without any
delay. And, having finished, they
waited nervously for Nelson Lece’s de-
cision,
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“T1t is very wrong of vc1 boys to take
matters into vour hands like this,” said
the guv'nor sternly. “ I shall find 1t
necesaary to send a telegram to . .c
Hcad a9 soon as we reach London, and
then you will have to return by the next
trin.”’

“Oh, sir!” said the juniors in dismay.

“ You surely do not expect me to take
vou rizht into London?” asked Nelson
Lee. * You surely do not think that I
shall allow you to take part in this ad-
venlure, boys?  Strictly speaking, 1

ought to punish you with great severity,

for this action: but I somewhat admire
vour pluck and ingenuity, eo I will say
no more about it.”

- “QOh, thank you,
Tommy.

‘“ At the same iime, you must return
io St. I'rank’s—"

“ Lel 'em come clong with us, sir!"’ I
put in. *Dash it all, I reckon they
‘deserve it afler this!”

““ We sha’'n’t be in the way, sir!" put
in Tommy Watson. ** And we might
com:s In useful if there's a fight, or—or

iy

8ir cxclaimed

','
.

something! You never know, sir!
We'll do anvthing -0 jolly well can,
sr!’’

Nelson Lee’s expression relaxed, and
he smiled.

‘“ ] am quite sure that you are sincere,
Walson,"c‘le said, “ At the same time,
1 don't know whether I shall be justified
in allowing ypu to remain with Nipper
until he returns to St. Frank’s. As a
matter of fact, not one of you ought to
have come. I shall probably get into

nite hot water with Dr. Staftord for
this affair.”

1 grinned.

¢ Tell that to the marines, guv’'nor,”
I said calmly.. “ And, after all, there'’s
n rcason why we should be with you,
We've been engaged on this affair of
Goodwin's for some little time—we've
been mixed up in it all along—and it's
onlv right t{%at we should be in at the
finish, 19n’t 1t? Thadl's only fair!”

Nelson Lee shrugged his shoulders.

“ It seems that it is quite useless for
me to argue, Nipper,” he said. * Theo
only tinng 1 can do is to resign myself
to the inevitable, and allow you-all to
come. But, mind vou, you must behave
vourselves. You must do exactly as you
are told, and you must not question any
decision I choose to make.”

“ Then that's all right!”’ T eaid, eitting
down again. ‘' There’'s no need to
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worry, you chaps. How on earth you
had the nerve to do this thing is more
than I can imagine. I never Lhought
you had so much initiative in you!”’

As a matter of fact, my chums had
done everything in such a rush that they
had not storpod to think of the conse-

uences. They had been exciled, and
they had ridden hard to- Bannington,
being only just in time to catch the
tran.

We arrived at Victoria at abcut half-
past four, and there, sure enough, Chicf
Detective-Inspector [ennard, of Scol-
land Yard. was wailing for us. . With
him he had four men, including Detce-
tive-Sergeant Vincent. |

‘I found time to come myself, Lee!"”
exclnimed™ the chief inspector, as ho
shook the guv’nor’'s hand. * By gad!
I'm glud to sec you, old man' It’s ages
since you were in London. How are
things going?'’ _

‘* Wce'll have a chat aboul generalitios
later on, Lennard,” s=aid Nelson Lee
briskly. ‘' For the moment we must get
to Bloomsbury as quickly as we possibly
can. I want to raid this house without
any delay. 1 am perfectly convinced
that Mr. Goodwin and his son are being
kept there Priaoners arainst their will.”’

‘“Well, I'm ready when you are,”” said
Lennard. “ I've got a car outside, wait-
ing. Why, hallo! I'm hanged if Nipper
isn’t here, too!"”

“‘ As large as life, and as handsome as
ever!” I grinned. .

“If door-knockers are handsome,
you'd take a prize!” retorted Lennard
calmly. ‘ Somehow, young 'un, your

l'uce"always reminds e of a gargovle

‘“ And your f{ace always reminds me
of a gargle!” I put in. * That nose of
yours, Mr. Lennard, 1s geilting redder,
and it might be a good thing if prohibi-
tion comes in, after all. I'm surprised
at a respectable Scotland Yard official
colonl:’ring his nosc to such an extent

At that point I found it necessary lo
dodge, for the chief inspector’s hand was
rather heavy. However, we were only
having a bit of fun, and we were 2l
grinning. It had always been a habit of
mine {o chip ILennard unmercifully—
and, in return, he chipped me.- Quile
frequently we had wordy duels of this
nature. )

But there was no tiure for pleasantry
just then, and we all moved out of tho
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‘station inlo the big yard. Here a power-
ful motor-car was awaiting us, and we
climbed in. Nelson Lee went with Len-
nard in the front secat, and Detective-
Sergeant Vincent was there, too. The
rest of us piled into the back, elthough
it was a bit of o squecze. There were
‘nine of us all told, so it was fortunate
that the car was powerful and roomy.

The chief inspector drove, and he did
not seem to care much about speed-
limits, for he sent the car whizzing along
the busy thoroughfures at a speed which
wns quite opposed to all rules and regu-
lations.

However,. we had no mishap, and at
length we arrived in Branicourt Road,
Bloomsbury. It was quite a gloomy
old-fushioned road, with scarcely any
traffic in it.. There were only one or two
pcople {o be &cen, indeed, when we
pulled up oulside No. 59.

On the way, Lennard and the guv’nor
had been discussing the plan of action,
g0 there was no delay now., Delay,
indeed, might have been a grave mis-
tuke, for it was quite possible that the
car had been observed from the windows
of the house. -

Quick as o flash, Lennard and the de-
lectives were In the gateway, and they
run up to- the house. Two of the men
'went straight round to the back, another
etood midway between the rear and the
front, on guard there. Nelson Lec and
- Lennard ran up- to the front- door, and
hammered loudly upon the knocker, and
Vinecent ;made his way to the other side
of the house, in case anybody attempted
to gel away in that direction.

““ Begad!” muttered Sir Montie.
“ They haven’t losl any lime, dear old
boys 1"’ '

* It’s betler not to waste any time on
a job like this, Montie,” I 'said. ¢ Of
course, the house may be cempty—ihe
birds may have flown. That’ll be rotlen,
but we have to gzet used to dizappoint-
ments of this sort.” '

‘“‘ Hallo!” said Watson excitediy. ‘1
can hear a commotion round at the
back !’ _

We heard hammerings and bangings,
and then one or two shouts. Evigently
something exciting was going on. Sir
Montic and Tomuny ran off, in order to
sec what was doing, but I remained in
the front, just at the foot of the steps.

And, & minute later, the door was
swung open, and a man came tearing
dut. But thc very instant he saw the

#
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chief inspector and Nelson Lce on the
step, he staggered back, and attempted
to run into the house. :

“ Not just yet, my friend!” said Len-
nard gnmly. “ DId like to have a word
with you, if you don’t mind!” |
- The man was grasped, and, although
ho struggled ficrcely for a time, he was
at length secured. Finding that escapc
was absolutely hopeless, ho attempted to
bluster,

“ What—what is the meaning of
this?”’ he demanded, panting iard
““Who are you? What the deuce do you
mean by smashing into this howse——"’

““ There’s no need to get excited, old
man !’ interrupted Lennard smoothly.
“If everything is all right, vou won’t
get into anf trouble. We've jusit eome
to have a Jook round—having received
information that everything is not as it
should be in this house. f am a police
officer, and it will be as well for yon
to remember that anything you say will
be used in evidence against you. Tako
it quietly, and youw’ll be all right.”

‘Williss—for this was the man—clenched
his fists, and cursed benecath his breath.

““ There’s nothing here—you won’t Tind
anything wrong in this house !” he mut-
tered. ““I'll make you pay for this!
I'ltl have the law on you! You've got
no warrant, and whether you're a detec-
tive officer or not, you had no right to
force your way in—"

“ That’s enough,” interrupted Len-
nurd, “I'm going to ask you a ques-
tion—and you've got lo answer it. Do
ou know 1if a gentleman named Mr.

ichard Goodwin is in this house?”

Williss glared.

“I don’t know anything about a man
named Coodwin,”” he exclaimed.
‘*“ There's nobody here at all!”

“ Neither Mr. Goodwin or his son
—a boy of fourteen?’ asked Lennavd
keenly.

**No, there’s not!"” retorted Williss
kee:ll’y. “You must be iInsane to think

‘“ Help—help "

The shout came from a room down the
hall, and, at the same time, there was
a loud hammering on the pancls of the
door. Williss bit his lips, and muttered
an oath. Detective-Inapector Lennard
smiled, and Nelson Leo gave me a tri-
umphant glance. o

“So therc is nobody here at all?”’ ex-
claimed Lennard smoothly. * That's
very inlervesting, my friend., It is rather
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curious Lhal vou were unaware of the
presence of that useful voice—"

“Oh. hang you!" snarled Williss.
“ There’s ne sense in keeping it up. I
supposse. Yes—Goodwin and the Eo,
are here,”

“ You'll come with us, and you'll un-
lock the door,” said ILennerd curtly.
“And don’t forget—-if you {ry any
{ricks, vou'll regret it. ﬁurry up !’

Bui Nelson Lee was already at the
door, and found a key in thé lock. He
turned this, and shot back a couple of
powerful bolts. ‘he door opened, and
Dick Goodwin came bursting out, ex-
ciled and fluzhed. Just bebind him was
hit~ father.

“Mr, Lec! shouted Dick joyously.
‘; Oh. I am glad you've come, sir—I am
that '’

** Ay, tlhus 1s champion!” exclaimed
Mr. Goodwin, “I never expecled to
sce you, Mr. Lee. How did you know
we were here? How did you know what
had happened to us?”

I: was nol long before My, Goodwin
and Dick knew all aboutl it. Nelson ILee
culered the room, which had lately been
their prison. and he soon put them in
possession of all the facts.

‘“Ay. I've heard you're a smarl man,
M. Lee, and now I know 1it,”” said the
mill-owner heartily. ““ Ay, but it wos a
gradeley plan of yours! And you were
right in thinking that I'm not capable
of looking alter myself. By gum, sir!
I deserve to be kicked!”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“ Well. hardly, Mr. Goodwin,”” he
sund,  “It secems that these rascals per-
pelrated a very clever trick upon you,
and il was hardly possible that you
should be aware of the truth. However,
no harm has been done, and very little
time has been wasted——"'

“ No harm done, sir!” echoed Dick,
vith sudden dismay in his voice. * But

[
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vou don't know—the plans have gone!'

“ Gone!" echoed Nelson Lee sharply.
“Ay, Mr. Lee, they’ve gone!” said
Mr. Goodwin, shaking s head. *“ That
scoundrel, Naggs, left about half-an-
hour ago—and he's bound for Oldham.
plans with him, the infer-

Mz,

nal rogue!”

Nelson Lee looked al
keenly. .

‘““ How do you know that he has gone
to Oldham?” he inquired.

“T1 found 1t out, sir,” put in Dick.
“T'll just explain.™

He soon lold us how he had got down
the dumb-waiter, and we lislened with
inlerest. When he had done, Nelson
Lee patted hun on (he back.

‘“Thal was very smart of vou. my
lad,” he said approvingly. ¢ Very
smart, indeed. Owing to your keenness
we now know thal Mr. Naggs lelt King's
(C'ross by the four-fifty train for Oldaham.
It's five o'clock already, so we must
think of somelhing decisive without any
loss of time. DBut you need not be
nfraid—those plans will be restored to
you.

‘“ Bul—but what can vou do, sir?" T
put in, tugging at the guv'nor's sleeve.

“ There are very many things that [
can do, Nipper.” he replied grimly.
“The main lhing 18 {o gel on the track
of Naggs and to get him, if poasibie, bo-
fore he arrives at Oldham."

o} . . * .

Tho episode was over, and Mr. (iood-
win and Dick had been rescued, bul now,
it seemed, there was to be a chase—
a chase after the stolen plans. :

And. by all appearances, we should
find ourselves before long in Lancashire,
the county of cotton. I§ Nelson Leeo
went there, I should go with him—1 was
determined on that point,

The affair of the schoolboy's palent
was by no mecans over!

Goodwin

TIIE END.

NEXT WEEK’S STORY will describe an exciting race to OLDHAM
to rccover the stolen plans,

LOOK OUT FOR- °

‘“ NIPPER and Go. IN LANCASHIRE!”

Out on Wednesaday.

Price Three~halfpence.




% - ,.'-".;}i:'KIT

L]

AN D CORA

31

,;Thnllmg New Serlal of Brother and Sister Detectwes!

INTRODUGTION.

I,I N FLEET,aladof fifteen, wrongfully accused
of stealing, loses his jobat a motor garage. His

- parents being dead, he lives with an unscrupulous
pair krnown as- Uncle and Aunt Pawley, the

... former being belter acquainted with the thefts al

the garage than he would care to admit. Lin
meels a strcmaer in a grey suil, who takes an
interest in him, and the boy mclmam him
“Mr, Mysterious.” The stranger sends him
on an errand to deliver a packel to a Mr.
Crawson-Crake, whe, behaves like a madman
“and. threatens to shoot the lad unless he discloses
the name of his employer. Ian eseapes cmd
recounts his experiences to * Mr. Mysterious.”

at the latter’s house in Hampstead. 710 test his |

~ honesty. he 18 given a valuable diamond pendant
. lo taketoa jewellers. H1is unworthy guardians
discover  the pendant on him, amt try 10 gel
possession of it.

- (Now read on)

. > :

A Joll y Good Friend!

o UST beneath the window-sill, down a
i narrow slant of tiles, was the rusty
. gutter; and to the le he could just
see the rain-water pipe, zig-zagging in

a -crazy line down the:wall until 1t was lost
in the lower darkness.’

The door behind him creaked again.
‘heard the flooring-plank give a shdrp crack'
. It was a desperate thing to try.. But
better risk a broken mneck than have that
. diamond pendant taken from him!

He buttoned his jacket tlghtly over that
_ inner poecket where -he had again stowed the
precious case, and setting his teeth hard,
clambered through the wmdm'., and - with
his toes in the gutter, wriggied his way
-along the slimy ‘slates until over the rain-
pipe. Then, one foot first, he cautiously
lowered &nmself over the edﬂ'e and, feeling
“for the pipe with his toes, let go of the
Tutter and descended, asg rapldlw as ne'aareu,
h.md over hand.

It was a fearsome Joumey, and Eeemed
intermmable s .
! He had not descended many feet before a
“resounding crash from the attic above told
him that the frail defences of the dgor had
given way; and a moment later there were
voxces at the window he. lmd just  left.

L
.

IT3C0

Muysterious Del‘ecl‘wes

A TALE OF DETECTIVE
ADVENTURE IN LONDON.

grated,
‘motion- of his hands or feet. And

~holdfast

He'

His unecle’s voice, hoarse with amazemené
and baflied fury:

‘““ Hanged if he hasn’'t got out o' .the
winder! Muet have! He’ll break his meck -
—and serve him hanged well right!”

“Be a Judcrment"f came the acid voice

-of Aunt Harriet.

“Pon’t care if ‘he’'s smashed to jelly,
o'long as he .doesnt get away with that
thing!™ he heard in Blimber's tuhm.ttv tones.
Then was added: ' But he can’'t ’ave got
far down. I’'ll nab him yet!”

Lin could hear the fellow’s hurried tread
across the floor of the attic and down the
bare, hollow-sounding staircase.

Yet the boy did not dare to hanten his
movements. The crazy old pipe swayed,
and rattled alarmingly’ with each
about
halfway down, as weil as he could judge
the distance in the gloom, oue of the * hold-
fasts '* by which the pipe was fastened to
the wall belied its name by drawing out of
the rotten mortar, and dropping with a
clang on to the etones far below a creepy
hmt'of his own fate if the whole thing gave
way !

And, syre enough, it ‘dld‘

He heard the grating sound as anot*he:
ulled out of the wall; then the
length of pipe which just then bore hie
full weight suddenly sagged outwards, like
the mast of a ship borne over in a squail‘

The upper section of the heavy iron-pipe -
eiot past him with a rattling noise; nar-
rowly missing his head, then crashmﬂ' into
the backyard ibelow!

It made a térrific moice, and woke the
echoes far and mear. To the hapless boy
it might have been the crash of doom, .

Clinging to the upper end of the length

‘of pipe in sheer desperation, he felt himseif

borne outwards, and down, down through
what seemed to be ‘ah mtermmable -gpace ¥ -
Then came a shock, as the pipe mldway
of ite length struck some solid object with
a thud, and jerked him off like a pellet of

ciay from the end of a stick.

It had fallen across the wall at the end
of the yard, and shot him on his back into
the narrow alley that ran' behind. Half-
stunned, he lay there for perhaps two or
three mmutes, until- a medley of mnoises,
dinning in his ears, helped to reeall his scat-
tered senses and remind him that he Wwas
not yet out of the wood : ; 0}
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. .The cragh of the falling pipe seemed to
have roused the:whole neighbourhood!.
- ‘Windows were-thrown up, doors flung Open;
men shouted, and women shrilly screamed
aeross space 1n the foggy. darkness. All were
demanding to know what ihad rhappened and
none could answer. - - :
Lin - got. unsteadily upon llllﬁ feet.  He
* was bruised, dazed, and badly shaken, but
by a miracle of good fc}rtune had escaped
worse injury. - - RN
. He heard mabers vmce :shoutmg within
the house; then the rattling of the bolts on
tiie back-door. He knew that he had not
many moments. to. spare; and, shaking off
the confused, sickly feeling produced by his
heavy - fall,
Jewel-case was still safe in his pocket, then
groped his way down the dark allev and
‘out into- the maze of narrow streets and
turnings beyond, where he was soon sate-
from pursuit.

Safe! Lin's first -when “he

sensatmns

'-Iealiﬁed that he had actually got, ‘clear away
- with that precious little: leathrer case, were
- these ot intense satisfaetion—of- exultation:

almost. His feet seemed to want to dance
under him;

 “sung, in his deliverance from-the nightmare

~of {iosing ~the thmg and bemg branded -as’

a thief! - -

‘Long mfter he knew that - he was qu:+e
safe from immediate pursuit -he still.- walked
on briskly.- It seemed as though he could
not - put- enoug'h distance.- between hlm and
that house in Cowl Street,

He had come to nh-ate that dark llttle.

“house and the dark ways of its people. - He

meant never to go back there again. .
‘It was even a satisfaction, he t.hought

when he got to the other. side. ‘of Blackfriars

Bridge, to feel that the river flowed between-

him and that hateful part of his life, He

wished it were.the broad .sea!
Always—ever, since he started life “ on his
own,"” he had tried to make a character for
-hxmﬁelt a <¢lean character for honour -and
honesty Because he had certain cherished
ambitions, had Lin Fleet.
something better than just am errand-boy
or messenger, He wanted to get a job where
there was a chance to rise, to pull out, to
make good, and be eomethmﬂ in the world.

And he knew -that a boy could not get that

sort of job without a "charac_ter

He had tried hard to win one for himself;
‘but so far he had failed mlaembly, through
no fault of his own.. -

His first start had been a Iallure, because

chis - employer—a so-called ‘ commission-

agent,”” and a friend of . Uncle Ben’s, had
0o q:h&mcter himeelf ; a- fact “which ~Lin
saw just in, time ‘to get clear of the man
before he was arrested for swindling!

Then, with. difficulty, he got that job as
odd-boy ‘at the motor-ga,rage Things had
looked quite hopeful” there. He had con-
- trived to please -Mr.- Spence, the manager,
who ﬁeemed friendly,~ and inclined to help

" him-on.~ Then had come that affair of the
wateh,  and he was” discharged in dmgrace.
—sackecl “wwhout a. character' |

ERE: LIBRARY :

Le first made sure that ¢he

he could have shouted or even

He wanted to be.

All owmg to Uncle Ben! : '
i And ;it would always be 0. - He could
never make a clean name for hlmself and
keep it;, as long as he was connected with
such people—Uncle Ben, and Blimber ; yes, and
Aunt Harriet, too!
that Aunt Harriet was honest; even very
strict. and religious—she ‘had always - ‘made
out to be. But he could never forget the
look in her eyes when shie saw those dia-
monds, -nor the way she snatched at the
case mul clutched it! It seemed as if she
| was as bad as the other twol . -

Well, he was clear of them and the place
now.~ He would never- go back- again,-what-
ever happened.

He walked on again with a brisk Btep,
He:'cultmg in .the thought. -

Then it suddenly came. over him that hls
]f)[hght was rather an awkward one, after all.

e had escaped a great danger, and he was
free; -but- he was lmmelws——on a “winter
night!- . -

He was an outcast—self made, it was true,
| but, alt the same, an outeast. It was with a
queer sensation, by no mea-ns_agreeable, that
the fact dawned upen him.. Never before
‘had London seemed- so vast, and so:desolate,
‘as when he realised. that. the dark, lourmg_
sky was now the only-roof above him.. ..

~ For some few mmutes -the -thoufrht fau'lv
daunted him,

‘What- was he to do?+ He could not po\s-.
sibly wander the streets all. might. long,. or
crouch in dark doorways—as' he had heard,
or read, that such .outcasts- dld——sna’c«chmg._
A brief,- fitful sleep, until the policeman’s
bull's-eve- flashed in their - faces, and his
gruﬂ' voice ordered--them to *‘move \on'” -

+ And sometimes they were * run in.’

Suppose that happened to him, and he was
searched, and that diamond thing found upon
him! It would be awful! He couldn’ t
explain; no -one would believe him - -

No, it would mever do to risk it. He
must try to find some place where they would
take him in for the might. He had money—
a little of his own, without the remains of
that five shillings given him by ¢ Mr. Mysteri-
ous,”” which he was still defermined not to
touch if he could help it—he could aflord to
pay for a bed. The thing was—where could
he get one? ;

Then he remembered: there
Wade’s coffee-shop in Red Lion Street.
might get a bed there. :

They knew him at Sam Wade's.. He used
to get his dinner there during the time when
he was in the employ of the shady v commis-
sion-agent "' ; and Jess, the waitress, had been
jolly kind to mm——somathm like a big sister
might e, he thought, if a fellow had the
luck to have one: She ‘took an interest in
him that nobody else had ever shown; and
he used to tell Jess things which he wouldn't
have dreamt of mentioning to his aunt{ or
uncle. Aund Jess used to buck him-up when
he was a bit downhearted and give him

(Continued on paga iil of cover).
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was Sam
He

He had. -alv.me thouvht‘ _



~and frizzled, hie face,

- advice.. Jo]ly sound adwce 1t was, too, for
she was a sharp girl, :

It was a comfort to remember 'her' and
wnh a lighter heart he set off bnskly to
Red Lion Street. - His only fear was thdt
Jees might have .left the place.

- 1t was late when he reached Red Llon
| Stree.,, and “the eoffee-shop was cloged. But
. a8 they let beds—in fact, it called itself
-~ * Wade’s Private Hotel’’ on its bill-heads—
there was a separate entrance, with a night-
bell, for the convenience of lod;,ers and this
Lin, rather nervously, rang. :

Somewhat to his dismay, Sam _Wade
himself answered his ring. .Sam—a little fat
- man, with a very bald ’head and a very red
face, as -though he 'had burnt his hair off,
by perpetual fr'i.m'iIr
%ndk toastmg over t,he lhw coke fire at the

ac
- He was in his Ehl!‘t sleeves. Neo living crea-
ture had ever beheld Sam Wade Wlt»h .a
coat on.
- e Hdllo*” he excla:med without recognmmg
the boy..-'“ What. d’you want at thts t:me
0" ‘night, young shaver?’™ ~ »

“1 “want a . bed ¢here, please Mr Wade

:aid Lin; adding . qmc]ﬂ}'-"'l mean to pd? "

for it, of course.’
- But Sam Wade ehook hls head

" How’'s it come about. that a ‘boy o' your

- .age ain’t in hie own proper bed at home at
8UB-

thlﬂ time o' night?’’. he. demanded
piciously. * I'm not taking' in any runaway
‘hoys, and getting ‘myself mto trouble  with
parents and guardians, and
Take my tip, lad, if you’'ve ' en up to _any-
thing wrong, go back home and make a
clean breast of lt aFle they 1l take you
in with-open. arms

** But I haven’t done anyt’hmg wrong, Mr'

Wade!” Lin protested.
.l ;]; All the same, youn go. back 'thE my
a ¥
©’ your age,

said Sam Wade, -preparing to

- sghut the dmr

He was.not at all a hard hearted man,
and he would not willingly. have turned away
a stray dog that had come scratching at his
door for shelter ‘But he was proud of being
a4 respectable- tradesman, and keeping a

thoroughly respectable establishment. His
scruples were quite genunine:’ He did not
remember Lin, and thought that there was
'.scm:ethmtr dnubtful if mot downright sus-
picious, in a hey of his age. wandering about
* alone, looking for .lodnu_]ga late at might.

L
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thing wrong,

ybe the police..

Home's the groper place for a boy.
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'”Don't s'hut. t‘ne door Mr Wade!
quite all right! .
” gaid Lin, rather desperately.
“Only I've had to leave home because—
because—well, because it was best,” he added
somewhat lamely ‘*“And - I'd ncmhere else -
to-go, s0 I thought wu would let ‘me have.

a bed here.”
“ And of course he can!
Lin! He's all right!
him, - Mr. Wade?
shut that door.

Don’t you remember-
Let him come in, and
There's an edge' on t’hat.

dranght sharper than your big carver*”
When Lm heard th4t voice his heart gave

a little jump..of relief. ‘He knew things
would be all rtcht now. ‘For it was the voice
of hie friend Jess,” the waitress. .

Manaﬂerese, she might have been c'llled
for she was the brains of the establishment,
Sam -was a steady worker, but he had no -
head for businees. And his wife—a shadowy
creature, - who lived . upstairs, - nursing &

chronic coid, and everlastingly knitting some- .

thing in wool that never got finished—was’
no sort of “help.
would have cracked up long ago. .

Sam . Wade was fully alive to. this. He
kept up the pretence of direeting ‘things and-

of giving his orders; and he grumbiled for

form’s eake, when Jess. calmly ignored his

injunctions and did things her own way— .

which wuas ‘the case nine times. out of ten.

‘Bnt- he always subm»tted to her Judgment i
the end. . ~

He had found it bt‘:ﬁt x

- He did 0o mow; retiring 1ni0 t'he house, -
gmwimg under his breath, -something _about. :

‘““ Runaway boys = .. parents -  “and
guardians trouble with the police,™
and -8 on. “Which was only to relieve his
feelings,. He knew that it would not make °

the slightest difference; Jess would: take:
t;hatb etray boy m - E B 3 g
And she did. e W oo

Jess was mot one of bhe soft and sentt-
mental sort, by any nieans. She was a- young
woman of rather the Amazonian type—tall,
strongly builf; good-looking,
feature, as she was sharp of wits and sharp -

‘of torgue. Yet it was wonderful how her

bold eyes softened as, tucking the tablecloth
she happened to be fﬂldmg under. her arm—

‘her hands were never idle—she drew Lin into
the lighted passage and shut the-door.

' (To be continued.)
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