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: Ratley came staggering out of the pond. *‘fYou young looligans!
snarled, gasping for breath, *‘ You shall pay dearly for this ocutrag
It’s a job for the police "’

st Rats ! Say much more and we’ll chuck you back!?”

Mr, Ftatley received a perfect hail of scorn and contempt.
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It was Archie’s idea, this caravan~
ning stunt. And, thanks. {o. his

generosity, Angelina, Emma, Susie,
and Lizzie were brought into being
and sumptuously equipped to accommodate
sixteen Juniors on their novel holiday
adventures, of which this story is the third of a
delightful series, Every day brings the Holiday
Party to fresh scenes and adventures, in which
humour and excitement follow them at every turn

on the road. -
THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER I.
TER SIMPLE LIYE!

6 HOA " |
I pulled my horses up, and the three other caravaus in
the line came to a halt in the rear. The glinting rays of
the evening sun shone upon their artisticaily painted sides.
And Tdward Oswald Handforth, who was driving Caravan No. 2, jumped
down from his geat. : _

““ What's the idea?” he asked. ¢ What have we stepped for?”

“Observe!” 1 replied, waving a hand, “Take a good look, and fill yourscil
with the beauty of the sceune, old son. What about it¥”

T Handforth looked round without appreciation.

“Not so bad,” he said. ‘‘Have we stopped to squint at this?®

‘““We've stopped because this is where we shall camp for the night,” I replied. “It’s
the best piece of country we've seen for days—uand we'll settle down here and live
the simple life until the morning.”

Other fellows came up from the following caravans, and had a look round. They
stood there, drinking in the scene. And all those juniors who had an eye for beauty
did not fail to appreciate the peace and glory of that wonderful stretch of Hamp-
shire beauty.

We had descended into a valley. For an hour past we had bheen progressing slowly
down winding lanes and hills, between greer hedges, with meadows and fields on both
sldes. And now we were in the valley itself. .

And a mave perfect spot could scarcely be imacgined.
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The lane was narrow and dusty-— a .ypicaly There  were sixteen of us—all Remove
Iinglish country Byeway. Just away to| jumiors of St. Frank's, with the single

our left a fair sized river flowed serenely
upon ite course, with-graceful willow trees
adorping its bagks—with waterlilies
rushes visible ~ in" profusion. The " river
wound like a silvéry-ribbon through that
calm streteh of country.

Just beyond rose gently eloping hills,
with big woods here and there—woads in
their full majesty of early summer green.
Giants of the forest, peaceful and majestic
in the delightful air of the sunay evening.

In the opposite direction lay another
gloping vista of fair meadows and felds,

and straight alicad the country as like.

a  inational park—garassy, wooded and so
delightful that we could only stand there
ang gaze. A turn in the lane had revealed
all this % us-—for hitherto the hedyes had
bees high.. 7

"By Jove!" exciaimed Reggie DPitt,
** What a lovely spot!”
“ Rather!” said Tommy Watson. ‘' Not|

n house to be seen—not even a coitage or
a barm. -~We're right in the heart of the
country—-rural Hampshire! When you come
to think of it, there's no scenery in the
world to compare with the Toglish.”

‘ Absolutely not!” declared . Archie
Gienthotne s utly.- *“ I mean to say, hedges
and flowers and trees and grass, and all
that sort of rot!
chappie feel that life is bally well worth
living!
about in the atmosphere.” Fleecy
and blue skies, and this, and tbhat!
dashed priceless!”

“In fact, this
Clarence ought to
ever,”” [ chuckled.
say?
the night?”’ .

* H'm!" said Handforth.

“clouds
I mean,

ia just the time when
“ Well, what do you

“ Weli, I don't
ENOW.
few miles—plenty of daylight yet. Scenery's
all very well, but we don't see any of it
after gark! In my opinion it would be

better to jog along until we get to the

next village. It'Il be handy, in case we
want supplies.”

““ We took in plenty of supplies at lunch-
time,”’ I replied. ‘" We haven't passed
throngh a village gsitlce then—and we've
only seen a cottage or two. This i3 about
the. ‘onelirstr stretch of country we've
passed through. But, by jingo, it’s the
most beautiful!” -

There was no question about the voting.
Everyhody except Handforth declared that
this was positively the ideal spot to camp.
%:1e lane at this point widened out com-
siderably—so that the road itself ran
between two big stretches of delightful
gras3, It would %e
the caravans on to this grassland, which was
public property. And the horses could be
sent out upon the marshes near the -river.

And so, without any furthier talk, we set
2about making camp. T

and

Large supplies of ozone floating

get more pceetical than.

Is it settled? Do we cammp here for

It might be better to go on another.

simplicity itself to pull

 You Ioﬁking like t'b‘_{tt for?'"

exception of Willy Handforth. One of our
number was Clarence Fellowe, the extri-
ordinary youth we had met in Brightside-
cn-sea. He had never been to ‘St. Frank's
yet, but was booked {here for the new
term, .

And as Clarenée's people were in Iundia,
and he had no home here, we had decided
to take him along with us—wheére he would
remain until we finished ihe holidays. We
Itad nearly a week yet, before our return
to St. Frank’s would be necessary,

1lt.- had been Archie’s idea in the first
place. |

The. genial ass of the Remove Lad pur-
chased the caravams, and had made the
whole tour possible. And” we were enjoy-
ing it- to the full. Jogging along the high-
ways, camping just where the fit took us,
and enjoying all the delights of the siinple
life—it was .so wonderful that we were
having a glorious time. Never before had
we realised how joycus a caravan tour
could be. _ '

Fatty Little was in charge of the food
department, and while most of the others

st 2about the task of grooming the horses,

Fatty made active preparations for tea.
This, really, was a Kind of supper—a high
tea, to be exaet. We always went fto bed

It =ort. of makes 3! between uire and ten, so that we should

be able to get. up, bright and early, av

- about siX., In this way we enjoyed life to
' the full

But this was certainly the lonelicst spot
wlhere we had eamped. -

Hitherto we had always beem in close
proximity to a village, or a town. But
now we felt that we were really and truly
lost in the heart of tlie countryside. There
was one cottage about half-n-mile back, but
this. was well out of sight. This cottage
was the ounly one we had seen for three or
four miles.

Two or three f{fcllows went off into a
nearby spinney with a hatehet, and soon
returned with. togs amnd ** kindling.” And
ounly fifteen minutes later a cheerful camp

flre was blazing—sending forth a pleasant,

pungent odour of nmew wood. And some-
thing else was sending forth an dppetising
odour of irying eggs and sizzling sausages.

“My bat! This life gives a fellow an
appetite!” remarked Pitt, as he prepared
for a good wash. - I feel that I could eat
a ton! I hope you’re cooking emough for
everybody, Fatty?™ ' sy

“Don’t you worry!” sald Fatty Little.
“I've got about six pounds of sausages
here, and three dozen eggs, and twelve
tins of sardines, and 8ix tins of salmon,
and fiiteen loaves' of bread, and - tHree or
four hams, and pounds of fta, and plenty
of butter—-"' | : ST

¢ Whoa! Stop!” gasped Pitt. I said I
hoped we had enough for tea—not enough
for a month! Whats wrong? © What are



An expression of dismay had overspread
Fatty's features.

‘““ Butter{” he said tragzcallv

“ Well, - what about it?”

“ We—we forgot all about the bubter!™
said lwz%tv, in a hollow veice.

*“Well, I daresay we shall
grinned Reggle

“ But 'we muet have some butter!™ roured
the fat junior. “ We can't do without it!
I meant to get some at a farm, but we
didn't pass one. Oh, great bloaters! This
i3 a calamity!"”

“ Worse tragedies have happened at sea'“
remarked Pitt | philosphicaliy. ** Of course,
it’s  appalling to think of—no butter!
What can we do? We've got nothing -to
eat, except a few tons of suusages and
eggs and sardines and—""

“QOh, dom't start kidding!"
Fatty. * That's not the point.
tons to eat—I'm not saying we haven't.
But I like things to be done propérly.
Sardines ain't much good unless you have
- bread and butter with 'em.”

““ When you're hungry, my lad, bntter is
a needless luxury,” put in Cecil De Valerie,
- We'll get some butfer to-morrow—"

““Wait a mipute,” interrupted Fatty,
a sudden gleam coming into his eye. ‘¢ Hi,
Willy 1"

1 What's the trouble?” asked Handforth
minur, appearing from behind oune of the
caravans, witir hiz face half buried in a
towel, and with his muscular young body
bared to the waist.

“1 want you to get some butter!’ said
Fatty. “If you go—"

** Butter!"' echoed Wiily, “Now, if
you'd satd buttercups, I could understand.
Plenty of ‘em in the next meadow. But
how the dickens do you suppose 1 can
find cow-grease in this .rural paradise? I
don’t remember having seen a Sainsbury's
lc:;r a:Hﬂ»me & Colonial or a Maypole about
ere

Fatty Little glared.

“Don't be a funny fathead!" he snapped.
‘“ About half-a mile back there's a cottage.
It's the only house for miles and miles,

BUTVi vc,

growled
We've got

in - fact., Trot back there, and ask them
to oblige you with some butter. They
always  keep plenty of butter in these
cottages, and they'll let you have it if

you'll pay a good price.”

‘““Oh, what rot!™ objected Willy.
can do without butter for once.”

But Fatty insisted. It appesared that he
had some particular dish on the menu that
he didn't want to abandon—and butter was
an absolutely necessary ingredient. And
Willy Handforth, being a mere fag, was
ubhged to do as he was told—to a certain
extent.

“If Willy dide’t want to do a thing,
wild lorses wouldu't make him do it. He
was just as obstinate as his elder brother.
But he was a willing little chap, with cheek
-enough for a dozen, and he always got

“ We
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what he went after. That's v.hy he ‘was so
useful for errands of this kind.

Church and McClure decided to g
him, just for company.

There was sometbhing behind thls-—--same-
thing that I suspected as soon a [ saw
the two Removites casually strolling off--
which they did while Handforth "happened -
to have his face smothered with soap.

By the time Handforth had rinsed Mim-
self his chums had vanished up the lane.
The last time he had gazed upon the
world—that is, before applying the soap—
Church and McClure had been wear by.
They were, in fact, supposed to be engaged

with

in conversation with him,
*“8¢  you'd better buck up!” said
Handforth. * It's got to be dome—and it

migitt as well be done straight oft. The
whole caravan’s got to be turned out.
Goodness knows where the cuff link's got
to, but it's there somewhere!”
Handforth made these observations with
““I've searched -and searched, bhut it's
no good!" he proceeded. * And the onl.:.'

thing is to take every bit of stuff out of
the caravan, and literally empty the place.

his face in the towel,

You chaps had better gtart— ° Why,
what——"’

Handforth had emerged, and he looked
round him, bewildered.

“ Where are they?” he hooted violently.
Pitt, who was just passing, jumped about

a ard
d Great Scott!” he gasped. * What was
that? Who threw that bomb?”

“ You—you funny ass!” roared Handforth.
“ Where's Church?”

* We passed one about four miles back,”
replied Pltt- ‘thoughtfully,

“ What?"' Handforth stared. “Four
miles back?”
- " Yes, a quaint old pace, with a flint
clock tomer—-—-” :

- ** You—you blabbing Iunatic!" howied
Handforth. “I don't mean a churcli!
Where's Chvrch—and where's MceClure?'

“ How shwould I know?" said Pitt. *“ [

haven't got them in my pocket! But if you
particulariv want to know. 1 saw them
strolling down the laze a minute ago.”

¥ My “hat!"’ breathed Handforth thickly.

He cast the towel aside, and strode ofY
down the lane, It was rather unfortunate
that Pitt should have made such an error.
As a matter of fact, Church and McClure
had gone up the lane. Handforth marched
on grimly. He was likely to go a very long
way before he found his chums.

They had escaped at an opportune
moment—they thought it a pgood idea to
accompany Willy on his search for the
succulent butter. It was far better than
searching for a cuff link in the camvau
which was probably not there.

“A dotty idea, of course!” remarked
Church * But he’s always like that. Fancy
wanting to turn tlie whole caravam out to
find & mouldy cuff link!”



“Who's that—my major?” azked Willy.

. YE‘S.”

*“Oh, you musta't take
Bim ! said Willy calmly. lessed if I
«an  ubderstand why you chaps

walk on you! As far as I can sce, you
mlg{ht just as well be a couple of door-
m Ille's always wiping his boots on

you. He’s always sguashing you like a
vouple of worms!”

“ Look Here, you young ass—""

“No offence!®” said Willy hastily, ‘1
mean, why don’t you punch him in the
eve-when he gets like that? When it comes
1o the {pmch vou'll find that he’s as meek
~as anything. A good sort, but he was
-:pmit in Dhis- childhood !*

rany  notice of

Church and MeClure thoughi it better to

make no comment. They kunew anotler
junior, aleo named Ilandfurth, who had
heear spoilt in hiz ehildbood.  And they

hadn't eome on this jaunt for the purpose [

of arguing. Their one objeet was to escape
an argument,

S0 t,h:..y {,narged the subject, and talked
¢f ericket prospects for the coming term.
Lad i 2 short time they came within
cight of the little cottage. It was a tiny,
picturesque little place Lumdiug just at a
bend in the lane, aud almost surrounded
by chestnut trees. |

Coming upon it suddenly, the three boys
stuod by the gate. A short path led up to
ibe front door, almo:t concealed henind the

nmti{, porch, with tlhie rambling roses.
ciinging to the old, weather-beaten’ weod.
. " Not many gigns of life,” remarked
Church.

“1 suppese they're at thie back,”” sald
Willy, * W¢'ll soon sec)’

JBut (hey were qot veiy Jpli['ﬂl.bti{‘ Wlen
they had passed the place eariier in the
cvening  they had just regarded it wibh
easual curiosity. But now they gave it

a  closer examinaticn they could see that
there were no curtains on the windows, and
the cottage had a  somewhat deserted
sappearance.

1t was one of those low-buiit iiktle placee
withr tiny leaded windowes, and a steeply
sloping roof which came to within eight
Fvet of the ground. The upper windows
were set in the roof its e'f pirojecting out-
wards. The roof was of red tile, wilh
patehes of moss herc and there.

The juniors hammered on tlie door and
waited. Tune sound was hollow, uand there |
was no respouse.  After a second hanuner-
ing with no better resuit, they passed
yound a little path 1o the rear.

Bere they found a  water butt  and
another porch, 7There was a back door

within, and they pounded upon this.
“ What’s the good?” asked Willy.
piace is empty.”

¢ put his hand on the lateh, avd opened
the door. Chureh and MceClure were aur-
nri-ed that the door was unlocked. But
%hcar'e was really aothing awmwhmg i this
ace

“The
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In the heart of the. -country people do
not trauble to put up bolts and hars—ecven
when a house is  occupied. The three
junjors entered the esmall stone paved
scuilery and then passed directly through
into the fromt room. Both apartments weére
serupulougly clean, very ueut and tidy, but
periectly empty. :

“1 e¢an't see
looking round.

McClure grinned, and opened 3 door.
The stairs led upwards steeply—and all wae
glopmy, In many country cottages {the
stairs are arranged in this way.

The three boys went up out of LUHO\I{V
more than anything else, and their
expectations were realized. There were
two small rooms above, and thesc were
just as empty and just as cleam, as {bu
kitchen and the parlour.

Willy Handforth grinned.

‘“It’'s a poor look-out for Fatty and bis
butter?’ he remarked. * The tubby idiot!
Fancy making -us come back all this way—
to an emm‘,y cottage! TI'll jolly well tick
him off whon we th back.” _

‘“ Better not!’ warned McClure, ' He'll
give you short rations!”

They fdes-uended the stairs - again, -.and
walked aount of the cottage, rather dis-
appointed at the non-success ‘of their mis.
sion, 1t was eertainly .hopeless to scarch
for any butter elsewhere, for this was the
only c¢ottage for miles, There wight be =«
dwelling or two further on dcewn the
valley, but the caravan party hoad seen 1o
sign of anything. :

By the time the trio arrived at the camp,
tea was bheing served. But Handlforth was
still missing. Church and AleClure were
gratefully surprised, although they had au
uineasy feeling that c-onuet'm_ﬂr lay in store
for them.

““1 don’t know what. the trouble i3, but
ou fellows are n for something before
ong,” ryemarked Pitt. ‘“1 told Handioiflr
thaf you’d goue down the lane, and the
fathead chased after you!” .

“We didn’t see any sign of
Chureh.

‘“ No: he went the mnuﬂ We w. 1
Pitt. *“ Poeor old Handy!"” :

‘“ Ha, ha, hal”

Church and McClure werc not very de-
fightvd. Tley had an idea that- matters
would be wmeomiortakle for thein us soon
as Handforth returned. With rare ennninug,
they had placed themnselves in tiic very
centre of the party. In order to riench
them, thercfore, Handforth would nave tao
fizht his way thmucrh the whole crowd.

Fatty was dh'lppmllt{:d abuut LhL butter,

and - mghe{L crify o

“* Just ‘ocur- luckr that cc:tt-.:gew being
empty,”’ he grunted. ‘"I was golrg to:itiake
something particuhr}y" nice, for a fimish.
Never mind; we'll have it to-morrow. Wlo
wants mare saisages???

“T do¥' said ahuut a dozen voices.

“ The grub, I must remark, I3 splendid,”

any stairs!” said Church,

him *osald

grinned
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observed Clarence Fellowe. . My ‘ﬂ]:petibe
will be satisfied when tea is ended!

. Good old Longfellow!™ grinned Pitt.
¢ Always comes in with a rhygne!"
«['m sure I can't the habit aveid. 1 bope

you're not annoyed!"
- *Not a bit. Carry on!” ) o
. ** The tea iz good, and my moutil 18 full,
said Fellowe. * And—cr-—"
- “ And Archic's head is full cf wool?” sug-
gested Pitt.

** ifa, ha, ha!l”

. “Dash it ally” protested Archie. **1
mean to say, that's frightfully ridic.! A

chappie’s head can't te made of that Kind
of malerial. 1 mean, I'm uot a dashed
sheep!”’ . &
. Sorry, Archie; 1 just wanted to get the
thyme in!’ explaiced Pitt blandly.
- Clarence was an extraordinary junior in
many ~ways., He couldn't speak without
rhymiing his words, and for that reason we
had -nickpamed him Longfellow. He was
also as thin as a rake, and nearly six feet
fall—a kind of walking lamp-post. But he
was made of the right stuff, although his
shape was queer. :
He was just about to go into another
verse of conversation when Edward Oswald
appeared. He came suddenly vpon the scene,
and stood looking at the tea-party grimly.
He was hot, dusty, and there was an ex-
pression of determination on Lis rugged
features! - |

“ Sumebody,” he said firmly, i3 going

to get slaughtered. )

** Look here, Handy——'" began Church.

“ I'm going bto start with Pitt!”" Inter-
rupted Handforth darkly. ““You'll comne
later on, Pitt, you beast, come here:”

* What for?"” _

4 T'm going to punch your nose!’ _

¢ Thanks for the pressing invitation,< old
man, tut I'm otherwise engaged!” -said
Pitt. “1 can't’ possibly keep the appoint-
ment. You look as though you’ve been for
a long walk. What's the country like
further on?” - -

“1 didn't sece the country ! roared Hand-
forth.. * You told me that Church and
McClure went down the l'ane—--"

“ Sorry !’ said Rezgie. ** Just a slip, They
went up the lane!” ' e

‘“ Ha, ha, hat!”

‘“ You—you spoofing maniac!"' yelled Hand-
forth, charging in. " I'm jolly well going
to smash vou until you look like one of
those. sausages! I'm going to pulverise
you into marmalade!”

“ It looks like bheing a jammy Dusiness!”
said Pitt.

Hapdforth clutched at him, but about six
fellows clutched at Handforth first. He was
oently but firmly taken. down to the stream,
and held upside down, with hiz head about
an inch off the water.

‘“ Are you going to be peacefu! and quict?”
demanded Bob Christine. |

*“No!™

Handforth

was lowered about a foot. His

L
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Handforth descended once more.
This nroved to be ample. By the
time he came out he .was thoroughly
cooled down, and promised that he
wouildn’t tough a soul. . L

remarks were now inaudible, cwing to the
Fact that his Lead was submerged. Judg:
ing by the number of bubbles that came up
he must have been saying quite a lot. He
was raised..
“*MTad enough?’ asked Grey. ' Shall we
duck you again?” '
““No!”" gurgled Handforth desperately.
“ Youa'll pron:ice not to punch anyhedy?”
“No, I won't!” rocared Handforth wetly,
“I—-TI'll— Gug-gug-gugh!”’

He descended once more. This jroved to
bhe ample. By the time Le came out he was
thoronghly cooled down, und promised that
he wouldn't touch a scul. Thereafter fea
proceeded peacerully.

Handforth soon recovered Nis epirits under
the influence of hot sausage and sardines
amd hard-beiled eggzs, which he insisted upon
eating simultanecusly. He regarded the
dizh az a kind of mixed grill.

But Church and MecClure were somewhat
nneasy as bedtime approached. They had
half an idea that- Handforth would burst
out at the slightest provocation. At the
lease excuse he would go for them.

We lingered round the camp fire unti!
nine-thirty. Then, as two or three fellows
cormmenced vawning, we prepared for bed.
The night bhad settled down perfect. Over-
head the stars were c<hining with twinkling
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“Leitltance. 'l]nere uqs nos imoen, ~and. the
!HIkﬂ'EbS was rather intense.

A soft wind stirred the tree-tops, and the
workd seemed at peace. Scarcely a sound
eame  to  ws in that quiet, picturesque
valley. We
tar behind. .

The camp fire dmd down low, and the
Jights in the caravan twinkled warmiy. - And
at last we had all retired. Scarcely five
minutes had elapsed before -omincus thuds
munded’ from the s¢eond caravaan.

“fuddenly a door was flung opem, and a
-iogm shot headfirst,_ outstde.
person of Walter ' u;ureh -He alighted on.
his back.s gat up, “and ‘gasped. Handforth
had throwin him ~Gut” becanse the missing
cuff-link ha:d not ¥t - been found. “And
ndging by the nnise. that was rrm,eednw
from the caravan, MeCluré anéd Wiily wmﬂd
soon follow,

Church sat ug, balt dazed. Then, with a
startled exclamation, he leapt to his Teeh,

He forgn§ alout “the eufi-link; ke forgoty
about Handforth=his whole af,‘t.eut 3 ‘;g.:
" fixed upon a_spot-down -higs vailles o

g rh n

rm,g, gi:ire

Where all had Deen -ink:
there now nrpslrﬂd a ﬂu.é

¥t rose and tell ominously, . And Chureh
felt his heart thumping Yﬂ ! ::nddun excite-
nient. .

“T cay!” he \hf\{:ted t}uit‘ ! T}rt}g}:
a firel”’ & n ., T
. _ A ‘L '._ i =y l_\ _"-

l }.I EL)TFI} ﬂl ! = E "._“"';:{’;,
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IRE?? said Pitt, ut-

tmg his head ‘oat

a_ .. doorway.

“ Whﬁru” . 3
"Look }?

“Down the Iane.
S cxclaimed Clmrch breath-
; le:sly i B

7z -_.ﬁ THE-. NELSON.
-seemed to bhave left civi_l_isation-

1t was the |

- J-Httle thatehed place,

3 . 4
& ANS .\. .
- Ie starbuj whu:.mg i1 wnee, but T pallea
I up. : _
l ' Bon’t be an ass!”’ |} rucl < o Yon mn 't
20 with bare feeti™ -
t'""lly hat!” gasped Handfurtl 3 fru-r
go 3y

He dashed into his earavan, and t!ung Lime
self into his clothes in about two minutes,
The other juniors were just as-guick. Thus,
almost before it could be realised, the w}mlu.-
party of us set off down the lane iz the
direction of {hat significant glare.

The caravans were left to look after tlicm-
selveS—not that there was any chance oy
them coming to any harm. And-we hurried
along the- lane at the double, feeling that
Jur concern. was probably needless.

For it is quile a common custom to make
bonfirecs in meadows, and a puff of the
breeze might have set this particular bon-
{ Jire into u temporary blaze. At the zame
Lime, we couldn't slecp ecomfortably until
we had eonvinced oursalves ilwt the al.nm
was a false one.

“ 1 think it must be a bonfire, after all,*
L.said, us we ran slong. * There aren 't any
0 tggs@m&u this way, &s far a: we know.
ot Thf.'.re 8 2 ct)bt‘we"
“How do yon know?"’
““1 saw’ it hefore tea, v.lum I was lookin-'
for those two fat- l:uad:."" replicd Handy.
“It was just down in the next hollow—a
stahding all by ]twtf“.
I spotted it from- the top.of the hill~
- Cottage, 011?” said Pnt ‘“Then it '00‘—{3

v Bit serious % =

“Phere were a eoup]u of Lids p]ang,
about m- the’ front garden, and smoeke was
coming from one of the chimneys,” saild
-Handforth. * 1 thought the Tplace looked
lat.ht,!' dinky - down there. But I-didn't go
“BY¥E urbher'; I turned back.”

88c was still the DOaSlhllltj that .tlie
'vrlare was caused, by & bonfire in the back

T —.

Ruld H m x‘ortn.

2 “Prf‘t‘, utt, red in his I-"hf‘uﬂ 15 "l-a‘s‘c:t,ngfe{] Jai‘d of a ﬁﬂtta"E -But we should SCon

the caravan steps, argd came to Liurch‘b‘ make eertain. In any ordinary streteh of

Biﬂ&%eiﬁtalted a8 h. saw tuat uurpiis- | country we nnght not have taken “4ny notice

. fh(]u:rm And !ns face beeame |of a flicker in the sky. -

: But here, in this peaceful valley, it was
“ Yes, it's a fire al l:bht hesaid slowly, | vifercnt. The darkuoess covcered ever}tlling

 Of conrse, there jiay be mnothing in jt: fiike 'a clouk. Nobt a point of light was to

]}}'Ijbul}]y ]]U’"l'lt’ ]eft' bv Sﬂrne rll[ﬂ- 'h‘ ‘S{‘.ﬁ!] —"j 'HIV thl’ﬂctton fUI‘ .;]]EI'.B werg 1o

Fabourer. st:.l I don’t qu:tc Jike the look{Vvillages or main roads or passing traffic,

of (it - I"t.] was’ j‘JSt quiet and- indes crlbahly peace-
“ What's a]l the trouble nut- here? i|fu

iil'(lﬂlféd, eme}giﬂg,e g(yl queutl’y, tth}lt emiall, ﬂlLlsL!‘iﬂg hnht}q‘i%bb
*“ Whab's the c¢xcitement?” asked Chris- thg “Shgzsecmed to be. quite a biaze

tine, joining us. - | veryzteasy to mistake the  ficker: Uf- any
Bpmre another minute had elapsed all ~ngkmifieant bonfire for. the g?are OI a burn-

the ‘members of the caravan party were ing. louse in such surroundlnms.;&s,gtllese..

standing 'in a - group;

at that glare, . Kyven Handforth had for-

gotten -all his bquabhle mth his long-suffer- 1 - ’

ing. chums.

“*What's tile good of -t&ndmg here ilike |
‘*“ There’s a house onv

this?”. he demanded,

fire down there! thably- a”whole village¥
Quick! -~ We've got te -whizz off to the
rescue!"”’ v W a0

gazing down the valley.

The lanie bad high hedges, and it was most
{ difRcult -for -us to. seg ~anything’ during tle
35 half-mile of our run. :-Then;-abruntly;
37> turned a corner and came . upon: the brow
“pf-a shert hill. Down below, in. clear, yiew, a
reiddish hght blazed Yuridly, mth tong ez of
- flame: leaping uwpwards,
L “@réat Seott!” ejmeulated. Pitt, -

* Jta—it’s the cntta“e"’ =S
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““ Absolutely!”” said Archie, tLghaSt». |
There was ue doubt about this at all.
The cottage was just at the bpttom of the
_qinpb—»m:ly a few hundred yards away. And
the glare of light was coming from one of
the front muﬂows and even as we looked
the flames were ltc!-.mr' up towards the low
thatch of the roof.
: We could.see all this very mdlstmctly, for
only the glare of the fire itself enabled us
to see, tlle outline of the little dwelling,.
We heard no sound, no screams for help, or
.childish cries of terror, Yet Handforth had
seen children there! Our hearts leapt at
the thought, .

. Come. onl" I ejaculated tﬂnse!y :

The fellows needed no second bidding.

As fast as we counld go we tore down the

-hill. Breathless, we arrived at the Ilittle
-wooden gate, and pushed it open.- Some of
the fellows leapt over the low fence
: . My -only hat!” mn:uttered Church,
voice~gounding strained.

At close quarters tle serinusness of .the.

fire was  obvious. The front room was a
livid mass of flame. Fortunately, the little
window had not yet burst compietely out,
and only a few of the Hames were licking
up the wall. We could hear a faint roar-
ing and . crackling from- within.

‘Beneath the crack of the front door. we
saw a glaring reflection. And flickers were
appearing in the opposite window of the
Jittle cottage. But, so far, the upper part
-of the dwelling was. unaffected.

Racing round to the rear, Pith found that
this section ulso. was quite free from the
flames. Indeed, one would ncver have be-
lieved that the place wns on fre, viewed
from the, back.

It waz quite obvious that this cne POOIN
aos, blazing. The fire was conflned to the
tmv parlcur. But in iy heart I Lnew well
enough that only a miracle could save the
cottage from complete destruction, for the
flames had gained & firm hold.

“Hi' [ shouted. * Wake up!
‘thore? Yell, you fellows! Yell!”
They yelled with all their might.
“ Some of you dash round aand see if vou
‘can  find  a ladder!” I instructed  quickly.
“ Anything will de! I'll bet the stairs are
flaming already, and we must have a ladder
of some Kind."”
““* There’s .a

Anybody

ond over there!” said Long-

- fellow. ¢Shall we find some pails and que!l
the ,‘dl‘&? : : - :
- ¢ Good idea! Some ef you get busy!” I

replied briskly.
At that moment one of thc urper win-
dows was flung copea.

wild secream of terrified horror. And we
saw a woman at the window, She was
quite young—not more” th:m twenty-seven
or twenty-eight..

““Help!"” she shrieked. _
o 1t's all right, ma'am!” roared. Hand-
forth. ** The plare is on lire, hut we'll get

you out’ all right!”

Lis

1 chiidren

A sgeream sounded—a .

1 ai."
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We saw the woman confrol herself by ﬂ-
mighty effort.

“M» children—my children!”’ she shmztﬂd
in a wail.

‘* How many? H de-
manded.

“They're here, with me!' she exclaimed
frenziedly, ** Oh, we shall never get down;
flaines are .coming up the stairs! And
there's smoke—we're choking with smoke!
Save me—save my children!”

‘“ Anybody else in the house?™
Pits. :

“No! Nobodyu-——
| Her voice ended in a kind of choking sob,
“and she dtmppe‘ired from the window. - We
heard faint eries in childishh voices. Aud it
seemed to us that the woman and her little
ones had been suffocated by the smoke.
Great masses of fumes were puurmg out of
the bedroom window. '

We looked. at onec

| - The crisis had to be faced by us alone |
Not, another soul had come up: we uppar-
ently had the valley to ourselves. And it
seemed to be by an act of sheer prmzdeHCe
that we had camped so near-by.

But for that fact this womar and her
would assuredly have perished in
the flames, Ior they had been fast asleep
when we had come along. They vould have
become choked by the fumes in their very
tleep, and would bave known uaothing.

But we were here and we had to act.

“ Can’¢ find any ladder!” panted Christine, .
dashing up. ** But there's a kind of low
shed at the back, and we c¢an climb on to
that and get into one of the upper windows.
I tried to get in through fthe back door,
but it's as hot as am oven therb. and the
smoke's awful!”

It was essentiaily a time t’or rapld uﬂ'tvlﬁn

I kept my Lead, and told the fellows to
sonk their handkerch:efs in the pond, and
then bind them round their fuaces. It was
the work of a moment to do this. Then
seven or eight of us climbed oo to the roof

Where are they$”

-shouted

anot hcr pala wlth

_ horro"

=

t of the little shed at the rear.

found some pails, and

. The others had
and with

-were fichtine the fire valiantily,
grim determination. _

I wag the first to cet in the rear window.
[ could see very.little, for the room was in
darkness, and it was choking with smoke.
Handforth and Pitt and several others cams
after me.

But we were protected to a certain ex-
tent by that wet linen over our faces. OQur
eyes smarted terribly, but we¢ groped our
way forward. And scon I found the door
I thrust it open, and then started btack.

A blinding niass of smoke and sparks
surged intc my face. But there were o
flames, and after a moment or two I pressed
forward. I found myself in a tiny passage
with another door close-by. ‘The stairs were
shut off round a-corper, but I could hear the

fierce crackle of burning wood. The heat
| was appalling, B Rl o,



& 4._‘ &

T thrust open the other door, and found
myself in the segcond bedroom. Here the
mother and her two children lay on the bed.
'The woman had practically dressed herself
before collapsing, but the children were in
their night clothes, And at first I thought
they werc beyond recovery.

However, there was no time to make an
examination. The only thing was to get
them out. The heat was well nizh suffocat-
ing. MHandforth and I took the woman—a
frail, girlish figure—and we carried her to
the rear bedrcom without difficulty. Two of
the other feliows hrought the children.

Very carefully ard geuntly we lowered the
three out of the window. into the arms of
other juniors who were waiting on the shed
roof. And within five minutes the rescued
ones were s=afely away from the house, and
liad been placed on a grassy bauk, protected
Ly bushes. ° |

Handforth was about to climb-out of the
window,. when I stopped him,.

“ Wuit a minute!” I panted, ‘* There’s no
danger for a minute. At the first sign of ¢ol-
Japse we can jump for it—the distance 1is
nothing to chaps like us. We'll salve some
of this stuft !

“Good wheeze!” nmumbled

*“Phew! Talk about heat!”

- Pitt was there, too. In fact, he had made
his way to the front rcom, and -in spite of
the suifacating fumes he was working like
mad. He had becn struck by the same idea
as myself. '

While we were i the bedrooam, we might
as well save evervthing we could, For this
poor woman would probably lose everythina,
and there was no prospect of the furniture
and effects being insured. C(Cottagers seldom
insure their goods.

And now that the occupanis were safely
rvescued, there was a chance for us to do a
bit of salvage work. For being young and
athletic, we could easily jump down the shoit
distance, without any fear of injury.

Working like galley slavez, we proceeded
to hurl everything out of the windows—
piltlows, sheets, blankets—c¢verything we could
lay our hands on  Handforth and Pitt
wrenched- the bed to picees, and even flung
this out. Chalrz followed, and one r two
other artieles that we [ound, after gropiug
about. Other jnuniors below dashed up, and
dragged the things away from the danger
zone, : ”

In the meantime, two other fellows had
clcared the back bedroom in the same way.
Three more had thrown sacks over their
heads, and had braved the dangers of the
kitchen. They had brought out a tabhle,
chairs, and everything in the nature of pots
antd pans that they could lay hands on.

Considering the speed with which every-
thing was doune, the amount of stufi we sal-
vaged was astonishing,

The little garden was littered wilh goods
and chattels.

From {irst to last, it had taken ns less than
eight minutes. But we had worked like
demons: during this time, Only the front two

Handiorih,
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rocms remained untouched—Ifor these
blazing Jike a furnace.

Pitt and I were trying to drag a chest of
drawers to the window-—we had, indeed, suc-
cceded—when the floor gave an ominous
crack, and quivered shakily. Tonguecs of
flame leapt wp on the other side.

* Gooduess!” gasped Pitt. “ Quick!’?

Our escape was cut off—the doorway was
beyond reach. And the window itself was
blocked by the chest of drawers. We gave
one heave, and sent it flying out.

It crashed fo the ground, splintering hadly,
But it was still fairly whole when Dick Good-
win aud Clarence, shiclding their faces from
the intense heat, roshed up, and dragged i5
away.

Pitt and 1 leapt down, one after the other.
We flung ourselves outwards as far as we
could go, landing .in the middle of a litlle
flower-bed. 'The soft earth broke our fall—
although we were rather badly shaken hy the
impact. We staggered drunkenly away.

But I was alert again in a moment. The
fresh night air soon revived me. I yelled to
the fellows, and was not satisfied until I had
found that we were all safely on the ground.
And, by now, the woman and her two ehildren
were reviving. -

Archie Glenthorne was working like =2
Troian. He had been getting water, and
hathing the children’s faces, and forcing some

Wero

of the water down their throats. And he
had applied similar restoratives to the
mother.

“It’s all rieht, dear chappies!™ panted
Archie trinumphantly. “They're coming
round! I mean to say, they're absolntely

bucking up in chunks!”

“ Gaod!”? T said breathiessly.
tliey’re unhurt??’

““ Laddie, they'll be as right as rain in a
few minutes!?®

This was welcome news, indecd. And pow
that we knew there had been no tragedy,
we sought to relieve our own parched throats,
We drank water in enorinous quantities. Oune
or two fellows found that they werce suffer-
ing froin seorched hands, but there were prace
?ica]}ly neo injuries. Qur sufferivgs were super4
ieial,

Indeed, we had acted so promptly, and <o
speedily, that nobody had time to get hurt.
Yo have simply stood there, looking at the
flames, would have done no good. Bul hy
acting on the spur of the moment, we hai
managed to save half the poor woman's pro-
verty. |

1ven now we did not feel that it wasg
gsecure. All the articles were pulled further
and further away—for the heat near the cot-
tage itself was appalling. Nobody else had
come along to help, or to see what the
trouble was—although the glare in the sky
wag now vivid and hurid—and must have heen
observable iles and miles away. s

It was a clear proof of the isolation of tuis
valley, for mabody came. Tn all probability,
the cottagers in the surrounding valleys were
{?.ﬁf; Fmieep in hed, and kvcw nothing about
bhe fre. 5

“You think
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‘As for quelling the flames, those junlers
who had started on this job had given it up
almost at once.

For it was like a raging furnace. The pail-
fuls of water that were flung through the
tfront window had absolutely no ¢ffect, as far
as the fire-fighters could see. And then, a
few minutes later, the window had burst out
with a roaring crash. And the flamnes bad
curled upwards, igniting the thatch.

At the rear the salvage workers had still
been hard at their task—for the rear of the
cottage was then untouched. In front, the
flames leap upwards over. the thatched roof
with amazing rapidity. ’

And exactly ten minutes after that the
whole cottuge was blazing like a gigantic
torch.

Even if a modern fire engine had come
aleng, and had pumped thousands of gallons
of water into the blaze, it is doubtful if the
fire wonld have been put out. For it had
gained such.a hold now, that the flames were
- leaping up to a height of a hundred feet.

. And tho heat was intense—overpowering.

Further and further away we carried the
furniture and the bedding and the other
odds and ends. And we found it necessary to
move the mother and her children, tco. Tor

. #ghe heat in the garden wag too much to bear.

We stood there, awed and fascinated. .
_ There is always something that grips one
in a big blaze. And we stood in a crowd,
the glare illuminating our drawn faces. And
then the roof collapsed with a thunderous
crashing and splinterina. Billions of sparks
leapt upwards to the sky.

And only a shell ‘remained—a blazing,
white-hot shell,

CHAPTER III.
A TEMPORARY HAVEN.

«W'M sure I don't kuoow

| what to say—I don’t
know how to thagpk

You, young gentlemen.

‘You saved the lives of my
little ones, and you saved me,

I think Heaven must have scnt

you!*
The woman spoke in a sobbing voice, with:

tears of gratitude and thankfulness quiver-

1ng in her eyes. -
“That's all right, ma’am,” I said uncom-

fortably. ¢ We only did what anybody else
would have done.” -

“That's all,” said Pift. “It’s
ma'am—we’ll look after you.”

- She gazed at us through her tears.

“I can’t thank you enough—I—I can’t
think of any words,” she faltered., ¢¢And
there's so much I want to say, too! My
little ones! I—I thought they were gone!
1 wanted to——* _ -

‘*Please don’t exert--vourself, dear old
thing!”’ put in Archie gently. “I mean to
say, you’ve had a dashed poisonous experi-
ence! This is the time when we've got to
rally round in large quantities, and so forth.
- 'All you must do is to remain quiet, and let
ns do all the dashing about.” e

all right,

-

!

!
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“ And—and the way you -saved gll the
things, too!”” went on the woman, heedless -
of Archie. “I never thought for a moment
you'd do that! Why, you’ve got lots of
things out—tables and chairs and even the

bed !’ '

She looked ahout her wonderingly,

The fire was practically out by now—a hig,
smouldering heap of red-hot embers. The
four swwalls had collapsed. Of the cottage
nothing reémained but that pile of red-hot
rubbish.

The glow from it enabled us to see the
garden distinctly. Trees which had -grown
near by were scorched amd burned., Every
lecaf had been stripped off by the devouring
flames. The branches stood out starkly and
nakedly—a pitiful sight.

And in every directicn lay articles of furni-
ture—saucepans, kettles, fryind-pans, and the
like. Some of the fellows had thoughtfully
fixed the bed up, aud the two little children
were lying fast asleep in the blankets.

They had recovered rapidly in the clear
night air, and after sobbing with fright «
bit, they had cried themselves to sleep, in
no way harmed. One was a little boy of
about four, and the other a girl of three.

The mother was lying back in a chair, a
ghawl covering her shoulders. She looked
pale and wan—but was gradually recovering
her strenzth. It was more shock than any-
thing else that affected her now. The result
of the choking fumes had worn off long since.

In the salvage work, piles of c¢lothing had
been flung down—all sorts of things. And it
was not until now that we discovered that
we had saved nearly all the woman’s personal
belongings. Iler gratitude was unhcuunding,
and she looked at us with moist eyes.

“It’s rather gueer nobody else has come
along, ma’am,’’ said Pitt.

‘““There are only two other cottages in the
valley,” said the woman. <1 think one of
them is empty, and the other is over ihe
rise. They go to bed early, and I don't sup-
pose they knew anyihing.”

“ What's your name, ma’am?** agked Iland-
forth in his blunt{ way.

“Mrs. Grant,’’ she replied. < Oh, if George,
had only been here! It wouldu't have mat-
tered so much then—although nobody could
have done more than you boys, I'm sure, In
fact, George couldn't have saved the furni-
fure as you did.”

“ Your husband, Mrs. Grant?? asked Pitt.

““ Yes—he's away in the town,” she replied
sadly. “O0h, I shall have to let him know, X
don’t know what he’ll think—I don’t know
what he'll say! Ie lost his job down here,
and had to go into the town for work. Iie
comes home every Saturday, and stays over
Sunday. It’s too far for him to come every
night.* |

¢ So that explains why you were alone with
the youungsters?” asked Handforth., ** How
did the fire start??

“I'm sure I don’t know,* replied Mrs.
Grant, shaking her head. ‘I went into tho
front .room just beforc gning to bed. I put

#
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a book away in thc cuphoard. 1 struck a
" mateh, too, so that I should avoid knockiog
against the table.”

“You must have ]
‘match, or something,”” said Pitt. |
enough for a thing like that to smoulder ant
do-nothing far evén an hour. Then it’ll sud-
denly’ burst intg flame, and tlic damage 18
done. I don’t suppose the fire really started
until you and the children were sound
aaleep.” = - .

“Q0Oh, it’s terrible—terrible!” said Mra.
Grapt, wringing her hands. “ Whatever shall
I do? I've got no howe now, and—and the
children—?

“Don’t you

THE NELSON

dropped the head of the
¢ Jt's casy

orry yourself, Mrs, Grant!?? 1
e’'ll sec that everything’s all
right. ~ As a start, we're going to take you
along to our.caravans, and make you com-
fortable for the night.
yourself in the least. We'll sce that you geb
another cottage, and that you're made com-
fortable.? - 3
. ““ Absolutely ! said Archie.
say, that's- a dashed bet!” .,

She simply couldn’t speak—she was almost
svercome with emotion. She regarded cur
. concern for her and the children in the light
of a WHeaven-sent kindness. She scemed to
regard us as a hunch of angels in thoman
farm. :

This, of course, was nounsense.

dd

T mean to

We were

merely doing cur best for her—and we should |

have been a poor set of cads if we had acted
in apy other way. Mrs. Grant and her cliil-
drep were in an almost pitifal plights Ab
least, they would have been but for us. 1n-
deed, if we hadn’t been in the valley that

night, all threc would have perished in the |

“flames. .

And, having rescued them, the least we
could do was to make them comiortable,
Mrs. Grant struck me as being a superior
" kind of girl—for she was hardly more than
that, Under any ordinary circumstances, she
would have been neat, dainty and attractive,
Even under these tryving conditions shie man-
aged ta look pretiy. And the children were
Jittle darlings. '

They were not ordinary cottagers, by any
niearss, Mrs. Grant had no country dialect,
and it struck me that she was a London-bred
airl, However, it was not our business to in-
guire <nto these matters.

Now that the fire was over, and all danger
passed, we got busy again.

I went round with Reggie Pitt and DBob
Christine, and made a note of all the articles
that we had salved. They were strewn about,
but not in a state of utter disorder. The
articles of furniture were placed in little
domps, the blankets aud linen and clothing
lay in a pile. The pots and pans and the rest
of the utensils were nc¢atly arranged on one
of the garden paths,

“Looks as though we're in the middle of a
poonlight flit ! =aid Pitt. =8
“Well, we shall soon be flitting all right,”
I replied. “We can’'t leave these things here,
out in the open. 'The house has gonoe—

{{and the kiddies comfortable.
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vanished as completely as though it had been
spirited away.” . ;

-** But what are we going to do??

“ We'll think of something,”® I replied.
** The very first thing is to maﬁse Mrs. Grant
. And some of
you fellows have got to go back to camp.”

“ What for?* i

“ Get four of the horses, and harness them
to two of the ecaravaus, apd bring thew
straight along,” I replied. * 'We’ll put Mrs.
Grant and the children in one, and use¢ the
other as a kind of furniture van,”

“To: ¢cart the stuff away?? asked Hang-

-You musto’t worry

forth.
- #Yps?
““ And where are we going to cart it to??
“I'm not exactly .sure yet—but we’re -not
going to leave it here,”” I replied. ‘I think
you’d better hurry away, Reggie. Take four
or {ive fellows with you, and get back as soon
as possible,?? M
Reggie Pitt agreed on the spot, and he
went off at once. And while he was absent,
the rest of us collectert the gonds and chattels
into bandy piles, so that our labour would ba
Iessened later on, ' B
Fatty Little had gone off with Pitt--de-

claring that Mrs. Grant required "somethingg.

stimulating, and he was going to ‘ndke some
hot tea, and have it all rcady by the time
the caravan arrived. ' -

Fatty also made some vague reference to
sandwiches, and 1 gathered that he intended
.making a few hundred. And it was certainiy -
true that the majority of us had developed
keen appetites. The hard work, and the late-
ness of the hour had made us feel fit for a
second supper. -

Under ordinary conditions, we should have
heen aslecp long before this. Bwut, as far as
I could see, we should be lucky if we went to
bed at all, We didn’t rescue helpless people
from devastating fires every night, and a
little shortage of sleep wounldw’t do any of
us any harm, '

Besides, our timie was our own, and we
could sleep all next day. if we wanted to.
That was the one beauty of caravanniog.
There were no rules and regulations to adliere
to. We were on the open road, under the
doine of the sky aud we ¢could Jdo exactly as
we pleased. - -
- ““Blessed i1f T can understand why nohady
else has come,”” remarked Tommy Watson.
“ That blaze must have been seen ten or
fifteen miles away on a night like this.
Quteei;, that nobody came along to invesii-

ate, .

S Not at all,” I replied. “You don’t cateh
people walking four or five miles in the dead
of night to find out the reason for a glare.
Why, they would probably assume that it
was a haystack, or perhaps.a patch gf dried
up heath. And I don't suppose anybody saw
the glare at all, In these parts the whole
population is fast asleep by nine ¢’'clock.”

Tn the meantime, Mrs. Grant was ehatting
with Archie. . _ ;

“ Pray cesse these perfeclly ridie. ex-
‘pressicns of the good old gratl!?””  Archie



was saying. ‘I mean to say, we happened

to see the old blaze, dashied up like any-

thing, and there you are! We simply had
to buzz about and do things!”

~** You saved all our lives—="

‘¢ Absolutely!” agreed Archie. ¢ But, dash
it, that's nothine to rave about. -I mean,
any. et of coves would have done the same.
~As for the furniture and the jolly old
éffects, I think it was priceless of the
chappies to rally round in the way they
did. 'I'm dashed sorry .we couldn't save
more."”

“Oh, but it was -wonderful!” declared
Mrs. QGrant. “ There are ever such a lot
of things rescued. But—but I don't quite
kiow where we shall live affer this. And
I' want somebody to telll my husband,
W-ouid it be- possible for one of you dear
boys to take a message——"

“ ¢ My dear old carrot—— That is, I mean
to say, my “dear lady!’ said -Archie
hastily. “ My dear lady, have no concerns
regarding the future. Nipper is In charge
of this scheme. And that, if I might say
s0, ie suffish, When Nipper starts whizzing
about on a job, he whizzes to some eflect—
and, by gad, e makes everybody else whizz
~with him! You grasp the trend? In other
words, all you've got to do is to sit tight
and allow us to rally round. Ask no
auestions, but do jusy exactly as you're told.
And weo'll jolly well sed that everything is
0.K.” '

"t It's tco goed of you—really it i§!"” said
Mrs. Grant softly. *“ And I don’t even know
who you are—oi—or anything!”

Archie started.

“ What!” he ejaculated, “I mean to
say, haven't the chappies introduced them-
selves? You see, we're all from St. Frank’s
College, don't you know. We're on a rather
priceless sort of holidayv—trickling over the
-oid countryside in a bevy of caravans.”

“0Oh, now I understand!” said Mrs.
Grant. “ 1 couldn't think why so many

college boys could be in this quiet part of
the country.”

A ridic. simple
Archie. ‘““ You see, we buzzed into the
old - landscape during the evening, and
proceeded $o camp. Our caravans are about
a mile away. And we were just going to
bed when we saw the good old illuminabion,
flickering up into the eKy Ilike—well, like
anything. 8o, of course, we proceeded to
dash into the scene. )

In a short. time Mes. Grant knew every-
thing, for onc or two other fellows came
up, and joined in fthe conversation, telling
her all the facts. And then, while she was
still endeavouring to express her gratitude,
some lights appeared along the road.

... And the two caravans rolled up, brilliant
~with ‘illumination, and looking extremely
cheerful and inviting.

‘“ All seremns!” paid Reggie, a3 he pulled
the first caravan.to a standstill, * We've
prepared everything for the visitors, and
they can enter into occupation at once.

explavnation,” smiled

\il: THE: NELSON LEE LIBRARY

_ghockad.
‘you're talking to a

¢t Oh, we shall never get down!"”

she exclaimed frenziadly. *‘‘ Flames
are coming up the stairs ! And there’s
smoke—we’'re choking with smoke!
Save me—save my children!?’ . '

Fatty’s bustling about with jugs of tea, -
I believe."” _

“ Good old Fatty!” said several voices,
with hearty approval.

“ Come along, Mrz. Grant,’” I - said.
“You'll be mice and comfortable for the
night in this caravan. Try to get some
sleep ii vou can—hut rest anyway. In the
morning we'll have a plan ready.”

Mrs. Grant began to protest.

“.Oh, but really—I—I <couldn’t!?” she
exclaimed. ‘It isn't right of me to take
yvour caiavan like this! Where will you
sleep 7"’

“ Never mind where we shall sleep!” said
Handforth gruffly. ““ We can doss any-

where—and if we don't sleep at all, it
doesn’'t matter, Come on—get a move on!
And think of the kids, too!” ,

Handforth wasted no timne in politencss.
He never did.

“ Dash it all!' protested Archie, greatly
‘“ Kindly remember, old lad, that
lady. Mrs. Grant,
allow me to apologise for this breach of
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good bree:ling! The chappie deoesn’t mean
it—he doesn't know any dashed better!”

* Why, )ou——wu—-——” began Handiorth.

But he was not allowed to start any
argument. Mzrs,
caravan. And her two children were carried,
still sleeping, by Pitt and Grey. They were
carelully laid in one of the caravan bunks,
aind were net disturbed in the slightest.

The interior of that little home om wheels
was singularly attractive. Brightly
tiluminated by eleetricity, with the whlte
cuamel walls, the polished mahogany, and
glittering nickelwork—it all looked wonder-
fully fine. And the Ilittle beds were all
fresiily made with e¢lean linen. Pitt had
thouglit of everything. And Mrs. Grant
stood in the middle of the caravan rather
dazed by all the splendour.

‘“ And you really want me to stay in here
for the mgl:t?” she asked wonderingly.

“We won't think of anything else,
ma’am,” 1 replied. ** Don't worry about
ns—we shall be as right as rain. You

won't mind the vam moving a bit, mll }{)u?
We want to take it back to our camp,’

Mrs. Grant declared that she wouldn’t
mind in the slightest degree. She was
rather overwlielmed by ali our attentions,
amd by our concern mr her comfort and
safety. Then Fatty Little came along with
steaming hot teua, sandwiches, cakes, and
other things in the catable line. '

- He had very gallantiy made _some
especially delicate samdwiches for the lady,
and he had even been thoughtful enou"h
to bring . hot milk for the children, Mrs.
Grant simply cocaldn’'t express herself—and
we didn't want her to.

At last. we managed to get her door
closed.
we were by ourselves—for it was a little
embarrassing to he constantly thanked.
And we fell upon the food and drink with
Lhearty appetites.

“ And now to work!” I
welcome snack.

** What's got to be done?” asked Pitt.

“I want you to drive Mrs. Graant's
caravan back to camp, and make it all soug
and comfortable,” I replied. * Take a
couple of echaps with you to help with the
horses. The rest of us will stay here, and
loand all this
second” van.”

* Good enough,”’

And in less than three minutes he was
off, tuking Jack Grey and De Valerie with
him as assistants. Handforth stood gazing
at the furniture, and scratching his head.

* What are we going to do with this stuff 2"

said, after the

said Pltt

he asked. ‘“ My hat! I never thought we’d
salved such a Jot! It was touch and go,
vou know. Some of us pearly got copped

in that fire!"

‘““ Naarly—but ncét quite,”” I replied.
‘“ All's well that ends well—although this
affair isn't ended yet. By the way, any-

body suffering. from .burns or anything?

'I.m:, menv

il il Py

Grant was escorted to the

| .give her a surprise.
We. felt more comfortable now that

{ Handforth

furniture and stuff on the'

There's Pk-nty of ointment and e’fuﬂ in this
caravan.”

One or two of the fellows were seratelied
about a bit, and one or two were =corched
—but they scorned to accept any treat-
ment. Their injuries were ounly trivial,
and they didn’t bother.

By the time we had loaded. up the
caravan it looked a true gipsy outfit,
fairly smothered with ali sorts of articles
—and filled up inside to the last inch.
By carcful packing we managed to get
everytning on board. The roof was fiiled
60 much that it seemed to be in danger
of bending under the sirain. -

“Weli, we've shoved everything ou,”
saild Hapdiforth. ** But I'mm blessed if I

can see the sense of it. Where are
going to?” i
““That empty cottage, half-a-miie past
our camp,” I replied culmh
'The fellows stared.

** The empty cottage?

Wwe

e

reyeafed Cnurch.

“ Do you mean where we. went for tie
butter??
“* Yes,’ =y # _
2 4 Hnt—-hut we dont Ln{n'. who it be-

10;1“-'3 tFO‘H ]

“What dogs that matter in an gmergency
like this?” I said. ** You told me that
the cottage 18 absolutely deserted, im per-
fectly gecod comdition, and open to any-
body who likes to- walk in.”

““By jingo! that’s right?” said McClure.

taking a deep breath.

“Well, there’s a haven of refuge all
ready for ¥Mrs, Grant to walk into,” I
explained: *-We should - be dotty iI we
didu't take adwvantage of it. I want to

We'll fix these things
and make it look

up in the cottage,
sible, anyway—and

hcmelike—as far as pos

then take her there in the morniug.”

“What a ripping wheeze!” said Willy
approvingly. “1I must eay,
Nipper, that you do liave gome brain
waves! My major couldn’t have thought
of an idea like that in a thousand years!”

“ Why, you—you young Ifathead, I was
just going to suggesy it!" roared Hand-
forth. == .
"I admit it's a good idea,” said DBob
Chiristine. * The eottage is- handy, and
it’s ahout the only spot in the whole
neighbourhood. . But—but do you think we
ghall he 1ust1ﬂﬂd?”

“ Justified 1"

‘I mean, it’s a bit thick taking possession
of - that cottage without permission, or
without telling anybody——""

“ My dear, hopeless ass!!' I interrupted
patiently. * From whem-can we get. per--
mission = at midnight? And:. how - the
dickens do you suppose we.can tell apy-
body? Do you think we ought to go
scouring the countryside to find the iaud.
lord ?'

‘* Well, no,” said Bob. * (}n]y I thﬂught
there might be a bit of a dust up after-



the cottage

of

;- wards—when -the owner
gets to know.”

“*If the owner of the cottage mmakes any
fuss, he ought to be boiled in oil!” I
“replied grimly, ¢ As scon as he knows all
the facts—as soon as we tell him ihat Mrs,
- Grant’'s ‘place was burnt down, and she was
left stranded with a couple. oi children—
.hie’ll be only too pleased that the cottage
was there. Any decent man would be .tae
- first to approve.” :

- And the other juniors agreed that my
contention was quite correct. Under the
very exceptional circumstances, there wuas
nothing whatever wrong in ectting DMrs.
Grant up in that cmpty cottage. '

It would have been ditferent if a village
lay near by. Then, of course, the home-
less omes could have been taken in by
neighbours, aad the furniture stored in
some shed, or barn. But. here it was so
lonely—sp abacluteiy quiet and devolu of
life. Oue of the prettiest valleys imagin-
-ahie, but extremely lomely. '

We feit that we were doing the right
thing, and that nobody could possibly con-
demn us. The very. fact that the cottage
was open and unbarred gave us the riglt.
_And on the morrow, of course, we should
make other arrangements.

Archie was already talking about new
furniture, and all sorts of thingzs like that.
“But I told him not to worry his head now
—time for that later on. But - Archie's
generous heart was already making plans
-for the comfor{ of Mrs. Grant aand her
children,

Exactly as we had planned, we took all
the furniture €0 that quiet, seccluded
.cottage, which etood so peacefully. amid
the chestnut trees. We had candles =alight
in ail the rooms, and when dawn came, it
fouand the cottage furnished.

We had put everything in the littie
kitchen—all the pots and pans in order—
‘and the table in the centre, with chairs
all round. We had furnished the bed-
room, and had done everything elsc
possible with the limited goods &t our dis-
posal. And although the pariour was bare,
the cottage had, nevertheless, a homely,
comfortable appearance.

We  were ail thoroughly tired out, and
extremely satisfied with ourselves. The

caravan had already been taken back to
eamp, and the horses unharnessed. A few
of us had been left behind fto make the
final touches.

And now, in the dawn, with the wvalley
looking as peaceiul as any spot on earth,
we walked down bhe dusty lane to camp.
Birds were singing everywhere, and the
bzauty of the scene was unfolding itself in
the grey dawn ljght. -

“ Now for =zome sleep!” said Handforth,
vawning. “It's only about four o'clock,
or just after, eo we can have about five
hours. It'll do if we get up at nine.”

“ Even a bit later,” I agreed. “ We'll

-camp  awoke- to  activity.

get plenty of sleep—don't worry.” |

And we turned in, of
the rest and slumber.

It was. just befofe nine o'clock when the
The sunh was
shining with summer warmth, and the
whole counfryside was looking perfect. A
gentle breeze came down the valley,. and
all the bushes and trees near by hummned
with insect life. DButterflies fluttered in ail
directions. ‘

““ My hat!

thoroughly glad

What a lovely moening!"” said

~Watson, turning out and yawuiung. il
don't feel particularly grand but—— Hallo!
Look - who's here! Those youngsters are

walking about the camp as
owned it.”
- I glanced out of the caravam window,
annd  smiled. Mrs. Grants two littlc
children were todaling abouf, thoroughly
enjoying themselves. They were uneatly
dressed, and looked clean and c¢hubby. As
I mentioned before, we had managed to
rescue a great many articles of clothing
fromm the fAames. -
Then I caught sight of Mrs. Grant--
neat and ¢trim in a blue cotton frock--
something light and summery thaz was just
suitable for the weather. It was (quite
fashionable, too, and I saw that she wore
silk stockings and neat ehoes.  There was
nothing of the country bumpkin .bout her.

We all dressed quickly, and sallied out—
but not with our usual noise and careicss-
uess.  As a rule, half the fellows were only
attired in° white trousers when they
indulced in the morning wash—being bare
to the waist. But they felt that it was
hardly the thing under present conaitfons.

Mra. Grant greeted us with fresh ex-
pressions of thanks.. We politely but firmly
told hLer that everything was quite all
serene, and she needn't thank us any leore.
Handforth blustly requested her to put on
another record.

And then  came breakiast.

It was a fine meal, with plenty of egzs
and bacon, with plenty of liot cofiee, and
plenty of otner things, too. Mrs. Grant
enjoved the meal, and the children had
their flil with littie cackles of deligh:
accompanying the food. DBut their mother
seenied worried.

“You boys have done so much, that it
seeqms A shame to ask anobher favour of
you,” she said, at length. * But, vou see,
my hushband is at work in Great Wingtead
—it’'s a fairly big town, about four miles
away. I—I was wondering if one of yon
could go to him, and let him know. I'I
tell vou where he works. He might get
permission to come over, and make some
arrangements where we can go—"

“ Pleage leave all that to wus, Mrs,
Grant,” I said. * There's no immediate
huiry about your husband. Ignorance is
bliss—and there's no need for you to be
worried about the fire. - You and the
children are safe and unhurt, and before
evening you'll be fixed up. We'd like your

though they
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79 husband to.find everything. pice and com,

-.,mmble when he co*ne&” 3
liut—'-

-Mrs. . Granl’s eyes opened. wide.
*OR!” she said breathleﬂ"ly,.
pat I don’ ”undetttandki’ L
, “For th¢ time being, \i':e Ve ade a
| tomporarymhome for vuu I smniled.
** And we -ghall devote to- d&v to- makmn
otiter pl&ne.n
patting ,Glﬂ'tﬁhrf‘ﬁ out, \Irs.
L else to 4o, fmmwav -Our tmt,s. our
- and it’e al .in the day's wark.”

-&nd then we took Mrs. Grant
the iiltle ecoltage among e
‘We ¢arried the “ehildren  witl - ue.

L“ﬂr

she stepped into the p!'n.e. :
“ It’s—it's wonderiul!"” she
ing at us with shmmfr cyes,
wonderiul to be true!
permiseion to use this eottane,
shall 1 do about the rent?

°uid, _ inok-
“1t's too

** As a matter of fact,
- permission at all,” 1 pointed out.
simiply toek possession - of the place—and
possession, after -all, is nine peoints of the
law. It was open to the world, and g0 we
walked in. Bet we'll find out who thc
owner is, and make everything all screne.’

Mrs. Grant was rather nervous about it,
but we soon. made her perfectly cowfort-
able. At leasbt, she assured us.-that she
unuldnt worry. And in _the «wext breath
she proved that she was werryine.

““0h,” she exclaimed suddenly. * DPer-
haps—perhaps i

“ Perhaps what?" I asked,
startled face.

“ Perhaps Mr. Ratley has control of this
vnttage,” she said nervousiv. It might
-be on the Bushwick estate. [—I bheiieve it,

Iooking at her

is! I couldn't step here, boys—I -“thIJ
If Alr. Ratley came g

4 Wait a minute, Mrs. Grant,”” 1 ia-
terrupted. * By the way you're talking,
Mr. Ratley doesn’t seecmn to hbe a yery
amiable person. Who is he, anyway?

She “gave a hitfer littie langh.
** Simon Ratlev is tlie man
my husband to Inze the beszt

who causel
empioyvinent

You needn"‘ think we're
‘Grant—it's ai

-yeal pleasure -to us; and we've got nothing{ lane—a big- ehap “in breeches and

1)eT.

How did you get}.
and wpati
I'm airaid it'li-{
beé bigher than “the other little place—-=""
we haven't ‘g‘?*‘. i
O\ o

} usual mud:t:an of emptiness,

was o face that
drinking.

: said Prtt gnm!v. “Ang if he dares to make

any fuss about you staying here~—consider-
ing that your own house hss besn burnt
down—why, we'll talk to him straight!™

“"From the bailly shoulder, -as it were,"
said Archie stoutly. '

*And we’ll jolly well biff him if le
any rot)”’ declared Handiorth. .-

“ 1 say!* exclaimed Church 1rom the door-
‘way. ** There’s: a.man cotmning down the
_ gaiters,
clean-shaven, with a stern-lcoking face, and

~tarts

~}-a pipe in his mouth.”
alopg tof
Lnestnu!rs;‘ :
-The |’
young mother was fairly ampsed as s00D 23 |

3Mrs, Grant grasped af my arm.

“0Oh¥* she breathed. “It's—it's him!”
“¥r. Ratley?” .
“ Yes!” she sald, er voice alinozt o wliise
* 1t’s Mr. Ratley!”

CHAPTLR IV,
SETTING THEIR BACKS (p!

“R.- SIMON DRATLEY
- glanced - at Llic cote
: “{age as he passed by

tne gate.
.. ¥% "was a casual kind of
glance, for he evideutly ex-

pected the place to be in its
He had lieen
unable to see unti) it was practically oppo-
gite, owing to the chestunt-trees.

He paused, hisg pipe nearly falling cut of
hLis mouth.

For he saw that the fmnt coor was wide
open, amnd the place seemed .to he fuirly
teeming with Innnanity, Mr. Ratley came
to an abrapt hall, asd a frown came upon
hiz face. _

It was nat a pleasant race. TLarge, couie-
what flabby, with bags under the cyes, Ik
indicated long ‘years of
Mr. Rautley's eyes were sinall and
set beneath bushy ceyebrows. He was of a
gentlemanly stamp, however; Le carried
nimself well, e was fauitlessiy attired affer
the fashion of a countiy squire, and le
carried a big blackthorn stick in his Land.

He pushed the gate open, and stredpsup
towards the frout ,do::-r..

" As he did so 1 ecmerged, with Handforth
and Pitt and some of the ovther ¢haps behind

fl;f’q i ha‘; L“lfe };ei’ltf_cr]iJ.l]tE]'r Yo 210W lme. Mrs. Grant eame ouf, t00, with her
. 'he-at "I} 1S 3{{1! e .}‘1;;3?' . {t_{;“jj; children held tightly sgainst her. She uad
4 Aoast Ol ik IARE AR0 1t L8 COMAEE 281 o0y intention of hiding away-frém this inan,

ander his control, he’ll take a particularly
horrid delight in  turning me out! I
couldn’t risk it."”

We looked at one ancother in surprize as
thig fresh development.

- We shall have to find out where Mr.
Riatiey livee, and bave a word with him,’

“What's the meaning of this?” denanded

Mr. Ratley, looking at us. . Whai are you
deing jn this eott: we‘?' i
“ Does this property Ut]tu {o you, sir?”?

i asked politely.

“ Never mind who it 'Jc-lm‘.'”s tu What are
vou doing hers?” retortéd the man. * You're
t:espa%at g, und you'd-better get out while
vou're safe. AWhy,. witat’s t;lm_" 011 5o
 you're hiere, too, Mrs, Granf?” -

“I—I didn’t know-=—!" began Mrs. G.'mt-

“ ARl right, ma’am, 1°ll talk to him!™ I
put in quictly.

“* Oh, you will, eb?” =aid the man. “1']]

(Continued on page 13.)
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PAUI, HERMAN, millionaire and wuli-
known fieure in West Ead scciety. 1
the head of the Leacue of the Iron
" Haud, a dangerous criminal confedera-
. tion which

NELSON LEE, the famous Gray's Inn

Road detective, has set out to crush
vibit

DERRICK O'BRIEY, the young Irish
detective, and

COLIN MACKENZIE, the leading Scots

detective, hailing from Edinburgh,

A wonderful new airship is stolen by
the league. Unable to elfect a repair to
its mechanism, Herman kidnaps the
inventor, Donald Stuart, and later,
Jack Stuart, Donald’'s younger brother.
By threatening bto ill-treat the latter,

. Herman forces Donald to make the
repairs.  Nipper, the ward of Nelson
Lee, who is Jack's schoo! chum, had
n18¢c been decoyed by Herman, but
succeeds in escaping. From information
~supplied by Nipper, Rycroft Hall,
where Donald and Jack are kept
prisopers, i8 ralded by the police
headed by Nelson Lee.

i S ——

(Xow read on).

i

P 2
v l.

¥ A Thrilitng Detective Story of Nelson

7 Lee's Greatest Exploits against a

criminal confederatron organised by
the -mysterions ** Number Qne.”

THE LAID ON RYCROFT HALL.

T that moment, not counting Barker.
there were nine men in the shed--
Donaid, Herman, Fairfax, Cund!e,
and five of Fairfax’s gervants, named

Armstrong, Wilkinson, Spencer, Youle, and
Inclis,
Herman, Fairfax, and Cundle were on

board the airship, to which they had just
ascended by means of a short wooden ladder.
Donald who was in the act of embarkine, was
halfway up the ladder. Youle and Inglis,
who had been ftold off to keep watch on
Donald, were standing at the foot of the
ladder, e¢ach man with a revolver in his
hand.

Armstrong and Wilkinson were kneeling on
the ground on one side of the shed, folding
up the tarpaulin sheet, which served as
roof, and which they had just removed in
order to allow the airship to ascend. :

Spencer, who had assisted Cundle to cast
off the ropes by which the vessel had been
moored, wad standing on the other side of
the shed coiling up the ropes.

Of these nine men, only one retained his
presence of mind when Barker staggered into
the shed with his news that Nelson Lee and
the police were coming. The other eight
seenmied paralysed for the moment with dis-
may. = s

Donald Stuart.

The exception was A3
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stated above, he was halfway up the ladder
when ' Barker arrived, but almost before the
words < Nelson Lee and the police are here!”
nad. crossed Barker’s lips, he had leaped
down from the ladder, sprang at Inglis.
snatched the revolver from his hand, and
with one blow of his fist sent Inglis sprawl-
ing on his hack. Then he spun round on his
heel, and levelled the revolver at the switch-
hoard on the airship’s deck.

His intention was to shatter the wires
which connected the switch-board awith the
airship’s machinery, and so, by rendering
.the vessel unmanageable, prevent Paul Her-
" snan and his two companions making off with
her before the police arrived. gy B e

In the meantime, however, Youle, had re-
¢overed from his stupefaction, and ere
Ponald’s finger could press the trigger Youle
¢tnbbed his revolver, and struek him a ter-
rific _hlow between the ceyes.

As Donald reeled back, stunned by the
hlow and fell on the top of Inglis, the sound
of - running footsteps was heard outside the
open door, and the next instant Nelson Lee
dnsllled into the shed, with Nipper at his
hoels. - : -

Up till then the three men on the air-
ship's deck—Herman, Fairfax, and Cundle—
had stood motionless and inactive.
appearance of Nelson  Lee,
galvanired them into instant Ilife. and in
- less time than it takes to tell, klerman
sprane to the starting-lever, wiilst Fair.
fax whioped out lis revolver, ' .

Crack. ;

As - Jrairfax fired, alming atb Nelson Lee,
“thie detective flung himself face down-
wiards on the ground, with the result that
the buliet flew harmiessly over his head.
At the same  instant Nipper leaped over
the prostrate forms of Donald and Inglis,
aitd gprang up the wooden ladder. .
" . But bhe was not destined to reach tLhe
deck, for the . moment he reached the top
of the ladder Cundle’s fist crashed into hie
face, and sent him rolliug down again.

Before sither Nipper . or Nelson Lee
could serambie to their feet, Herman flung
the starting-lever forward.

however,

e done so than the suspensory screws
hegan to revolve, and when, a moment
Inter, . O'Brien and haif a dozen con-

stables rushed into the shed, the airship
was clear of the ground, and was soaring

unpwards with the swiftness of an
ascending rocket.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Three times in quick succession the.
Irish detective fired, but his bullets merely
flattened  theinselves against  the steel
plates of the airship’s hull, and ere he

could fire again the vessel shot through the
open roof and dizsappearcd from view. -

What -happenred next need not Dhe
deseribed in detail. After a bdbrief but

desperate  struggle the flve servamts were
ovemowercd and handcuffed. Barker, who
had merely fainted from - loss of blood,
caie round whilst fhe strugele was in

The §

No eocner had

after his wound had been

progress, .and,
temporarily bound up by O’Brien, he was
for%nally arrested ard handcuffed . like the
rest. S D :
Meanwhile, Nelson Lee busied hLimsell in

trying to restore Donald to consciousness.
As the latter had only. been partially
stunned by Youle's blow, the deteetive's
task was short and c¢asy, and, almost ab
the same moment as the hamdecuffs: clicked
on Barker's wrists, the :younmg Scofsman
opened his cyes and sat up.

- One giance showed him that the airship
was no longer in the shed, and a look of
bitter disappointment crossed his face.
“Bo they have eseaped?' he saidy, as he
struggled to his feet. .
* They Bave, woree luck!” said
Les. . _ . .
“In the airship?”
“* Yes.” .
- Daonald heaved a regretful sigh.
“1f oply you had arrived five minutes
carlier!” he said. “ Do you know whant you

Nzlzon

“have lost? You have not only lost the air-

ship, hut you have lost the notortous Number

‘One.”

“Ah! So the third man on the airship
was Number One, was he?"” said Nelson
Lee. 1T "guessed as mueh.” Then he
added pagerly, “ What is his real name?”

Donald shook his head. - | _

“1 don’t kaow,” heé gaid; “but I can

tell you who the other two were.”

“There’s no peed,” said Nelson Lee. “1

‘know who the other two were. One was

Fairfax and the other was Cundis.”
At that moment the Chiefi Commissioner
arrived on thc scemé, accompanied by a

couple of coustables. Like Donald, the
chief was Dbitterly c¢hagrined when he
learned ithat Number One, ¥Fairfax, and

(J;u_ndla had made their.escape in the air-
ship.

‘“ However, we haven't dome go badly,”
he sajd. ' Four prisoners up aft the house,
zix here, and Mr. -Stuart safe—that's not
a bad might's work after ull. Come along!
We'll take these fellows up to the house.”

A moment or two later ~a little ~pro-
¢cession was wending “its "way across ihat
portica of the  grounds -which ‘intervened
between the shed and Ryecroft Hall.

At the head of the procession marcleg
the chief and O’Brien. Behind them came
the six prisoners, escorted by Nipper and
eight constables, whilst the rear was

‘brought up by Donald and Nclson Lce.

On the way Nelson Lé¢ explained to
Dopald how Nipper had been Kkidnapped,
how he had escaped, .and how he hag
ng‘rived at Qray’s Ion_ Rodd-: and told his-
story. S e R g PR NN M

*“ It was about half-pdst séven wlen e
arrived,” continued Nelson Lee. ‘“ As socn
as he had spun his" yarn, he and I arpd
O'Brien drove down {0 Scotland Yard, aad
after we haa Interviewed tlie Chief Com-
misxioner the four of us mofored over fto
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Chelmsford. = The Chief Constable there
- tell in readily with our plans, and when he
. had mustered:- a sufficient force of .police
we set out for Rycroft Hall o

- .*" On reaching the gates we divided our-
eelves into two parties. One party, headed
by the Chief Commissioner and the Chief
- Constable, proceeded up to the house. The
. other, headed by O'Brien and myself, and
- accompanied: by Nipper as our guide, made
a bee-line for the airship shed.

- * Beforé our party had gone very far, we
- stumbled across one of the seantries whom
- Nipper had warned wus were posted at
various points around the house. It was
- the butler, Barker, We came upon himn
guite suddenly, and bheifore he .had time
to utter - a esound ou¢ of the constables,
with- more zeal thae discretion, rushed at

. ©im, and dealt him .a-violent blow onr the

. head with his truncheon:. - -
“ Barker reeled -and fell, with blood
- streaming down his Tace from a nasty
wound in the forehead. Nothing daunted,
however, ho leaped to his feet and dashed
awiay in the direction of the shed. Need:
- Jess to eay, wo lost mo time in giving
chase. Nipper - and I outstripped the
others, and reached the shed, and what
. happened - after that you already- know."
. -* Then you don't know what happened
up at the house?’ asked Donald.

I only know what you know," sald
-Nelson Lee ‘“ You heard the chief say
that they had. captured four prisoners,
from whick it is fairly evident that the
“house is-now-in thoe hands of the police.”

The Chief Constable met them at the
frout door with the eager question: * What
about the airship?"”
- Gone!” . was Nelson -- Lee's laconic

reply; and. he briefly deserihed how Cundle,
Fairfax, and Number One had made their
- gscape. S~ , .
- ¢ I'm sorry they escaped,’ said the

Chief Constable. *‘° At the same tire, I'm
glad to eee. you bhaven't ceturoed empty-
handed ! | : '
~ He glanced approvingly at the six
- prisoners, who were bandeufled together
in pairs, and who were then belng marched
up the steps which led to the front door.

- . We have four more of ‘emn inside!’” he
continued. * Three {footimen and a groom.”
‘““ Were those four the only persons you
found in the lhouse?”’ asked Donald
anxzicusly. .
© Y Theyre all we've found up ¢to the
present,” said the  Chiefl  Constable.
*“Have you auny reason to esuppose there
" are others in the house?”

. ‘*My young brother is imprisoned csome-
where in the house,” said Donald. At
Jeast, he was this moming. Have you

found no trace of him?"

‘“ Not yet,”” said the Chief Constable;
S bhut my mea are now engaged in searchs
ing the various rooms upstairs, and .if
vour .hrother i3 here you may be sure it
woit't be long befcre——"' '

L and

- The rest of the sentence was drowned by
a rapturous cry .of. delight- from  Dongld.
For at that moment . a boyish HfAgure
appeared In the open doorway through
which the prisoners had just passed. -«

“Jack!"”

*“ Donald!"

Jack sprang down the steps, with a
whoop of triumph, and the next instant
the two brothers were locked in  each
other's arms. < : :
Leaving Donald and Jack to mingle happw
tears, Nelson Lee and the Chief Coustable
enftered the house, where they found the
ten prisoners drawn up in a double row in
the entrance-hail, with half a dozen
stalwart constables mounting guard over
thenm. - Nipper, O'Brien, and the Chiel €um.
missioner . had gune upstairs, to assist the
rest - of the police in their - search, and
Nelson Lee and his companicn foliowed
their example, .

The - gearch,: however, vielded no result,
for Fairfax had been too cautious to keep
any books or papers at the Hall wlieh
would afford any clue to the secrets of thc
league. The met result of the raid on
Rycroft Hall, therefore, was the capture
of ten prisouers,  the liberation of Donald
and Jack, and the confirination of the two
detectives' euspicions that Fairfax %vas o
member of the league. )

] v - - L

.Neison Lcee, O'Drien, Nipper, and Daomaid
and Jack Stuart.were requested to attenrd
and give evidernce. at the 1uagisterial
examination at Chelmsiord, on Monday
mornitig, of the ten prisoners capfured at
Ryeroft Hall. - o
At the conclusion of the inquiry, wlhich
resulted in the prisoners. being rewmanded
for a week, they returned to Gray's Inn
Road. ' = :
On Tuesday morning, immediately after
breakfast, Nelson' Lee aud O'Brien, having
disguised themselves, set out for Curzon
Street, in order to carry cut their plan of
shadowing Paul Herman and kecping watch
on his house. At the game time Donald
departed for Moscar Grange, with the
object of calling on Vera Langford, whicm
he had mnot seen since that memorable night
when he hod been arrested on the false
charge ot stealing the Marquis of
Huminersea's jewels.

So far as Neison Lee and O'Drien were
concerned, - the day was wasted; for
aithough they watched Herman's lLiouse the
whole  day, - they saw nothing of {the
millionaire, and nobody called at ¢the house
except a few tradesmen.

In the meantime, the account’s In
Monday's papers of the raid on Rycroft Hail -
had = provided the public with a aew
sensation, and from John o’ Groat's to
Land’s - End the principal topics of con-
vergation were the liberation of -Donald and
Jack, the . escape of Cundle, Fairfax, and
Number One on hoard the stelen airzhip,
the  astounding discovery  thoat
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Willoughby Fairfax was a member of the
League of the Iron Hand. ._

Where had the airship gone after leaving
‘Rycroft Hall? Where was it now? Where
were Cuundle, Fairfax, and Number One?
How long would they remain inactive?
How long weuid it be before the world was
startled by the news of some fresh crime
committed hy this desperate trio? Such
were a few of the questions which people
asked each other, and which for the
present had Lo remain unanswered.

Nine days after the raid on Rycroft Hall,
the magisterial inquiry was resumed, and
all ten prisoners were ccmmitted for trial
at the next aseizes,
On this same day
seturned to St. Frank’s: whilst Donald
went down to Devonport in  order to
sigpervise the construction of an  ajrship
wihich the Admiralty had commizsioned him
to build at the dockyard there.

When Fairfax's ten ecrvants had been
committed for trial, public interest in the
¢ace  evaporated, and the newspapers
dropped the doings of the Leagne of the
Iron Hand in favour of a newer sensation.

But Nelson Lee and Derrick O’Brien still
continued to kee unweatied watch on
Paul Iermans ounse. They had no
mmtention of relinquishing that task until
they ‘had found out whether the Curzon
Street witlionaire was or was noet the
notorious ** Number One.”

- —— —

THS KIDNAPPED PRINCE

the reader may remember, Paul
Herman was a twofold member of
the Centurion Club, in" Piceadilly.
That is to say, he was a member
under tlie pame and in the chavacter of
Paul Herman, the famous miilionaire of
Jurzon Street, and he was aiso a member
under the name and in the character of
Julian Mandevilie, the handsome young
squire of Hartop Muanor.

As the reader may aiso remember, ‘“ Mr,
Herman ™ and * Squire DMandevilie ™ had
each a private suite of rooins at the elub.

3

'The two suites, which had originally
formed part of one large suite, adjoined

each other and communicated with each
other by means of a pair of foldinx doors.
The key of these folding doars was kept
by the steward, who, if he had been asked,
would have eald without a moment's

hesitation that the doors were never un-
focked. '

‘As a matter of faet, Paul Herman
ossessed a duplicate key, which enabled

rim to pass from one suite of rooms to the
nther whenever he wished. TIf, therefore,
he desired to transform himself from Paul
Herman to Squire Mandeville, he had only
to go to the club, enter Hermam's rooms,

lock himself in, pass into the adjoining
snite, disguise himelf, and reappear as
Mandeville.  Contrariwise, if he wished

to change from Mandeville to Herman, he

Monday—Jaek Stuart j

|

"pothing

had only to reverse the process by going
into Mandeville’s rooms, doffing his dis-
guige, and coming out of Herman’s rooms.

1t was the latter course which he adopted
on the day with which we are now about
to deal.

Leaving Hartop, disguised as Squire
Mandeville, at bhalf-past ten im the morn-
ing, he arrived at Waterloo a little before
noon. From the station he drove to the
Centurion, where he sauntered upstairs and

-lett himself into Squire Mandeville's private

room. Twenty minutes later the door of
Paul Herman’s private room opened, and
the €urzon Street millionaire went down-
stairs to lanch.

His repast tmished, he left the club, and
was driven in a taxi to his houee. As
he alighted from the cab, two seedy-look-
ing men, who were loafing on the othler side
of the road, exchanged significant glances.

Little dreaming that the two seedy
individuals were Nelson Tee and Derrick
O’Brien, Hermau paid the cabman and
entered his house.

*“ Cut after that taxi,” eaid Lee, **and
find out from the driver where Herman bas
come from.”

For ten days the two detectives had seen
of Herman; nor had they been
able to obtain any news of him, except
that he was “ out of town.”

departing

'Brien went after the taxi.

Jeaving Nelson Lee to keep wateh on the

F'

house. -

In a few minutes the Irishman returned.

“ "Twas at the Centurion Club the taxi-
man picked Herman up!” he said.

“The Centurion!’ returned Nelson Lee
in surprise. *“ It is possibie, tien, that
Herman has been living at his club c¢ver
since that aflair at Rycroft?”

It 1o0ks like 1It,” admitted O Brien.
“It’s rather a pity 1 gave up my post as
waiter at the club =0 soon, izn't ic?”

““ Perhaps it is,”” said Nelson Lece, and
then both detectives relapsed intn :ilence,

F each busy with his own thoughts,

AMeanwhnile, Paul Herman, after entering
his great mansion, had called his servants

together and briefly told them that the
League of the Iron Hand was about to

bring off a profitable coup which had bcen
planned by the executive council barely

. twelve houra hefore.

It was nothing less than the kidnapping
and holding to ranscn of the PYrince of
Ilirya, who was then on a visit to England,
and who during the brief time he had
favoured London with Lkis presence had
shown himself to be a somewliat harum-
scarum person with a pronounced taste for

expensive aight-clubs, where gainbling for
very high gtakes was indulged in' by
ailded young aeses who had more nioney

than brajps. : ,

“The prince will he doped and brought
here to-night,” exclaimed Hermman; ** and
here he will remain until the ransom we
demand i3 remitted by his grateful
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country! fThe details as to how he will be
restored to freedom without it being dis-

covered where he has been imprisoned, do
not concern you. What does concern  you
ix how he is to be smuggled in to-night,

Now follow me, and listen Calefulh to my
instruetions.”

So saying, Puul Herman led the way to a
small underground vault, whose principa!

thieir illustrious prisoner. lie requested them
to accompany him to the yard at the back
of thie house—a large, square, stone-flagped

vard, surrounded by high walls. On oue
side of the yard were a pair of big
wooden gates, pierced by a little wicket,
These dte“ led into a narrecw street
known as Albany 'Terrace,

“Now, I want you to pay p:l‘ticui.tr

contents consisted of tlrec large fireproof ' attention to what I'm now going to say,

, ;,f.Hrﬂ;Prl. I}Ml ':,
|
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in his hand,

The air was rent by a deafening crash, whilst at the same instant the big
wooden gates burst open and Neilson Lee dashed into the yard,
and half a score of constables at his hesls.

his revolver

safes, Two of these contained counterieit
money and forged banknotes, which were
waiting to bhe put into circulation. The
third conftained the membership roll of
the League of the Iron Hand and a collection
of books and papers relating to the pro-
ceedings of the league.

After Herman had given the servants
instructions as to how this vault was to be
converted into a temporary residence for

|

said Herman to the servants, when they
reached this yard. ¢ Mr. Fairfax and I will
probably arrive here with our prisoner
about half-past eleven. -At quarter-past
eleven, therefore, not a minute later, you
must lock those gates and extmgumh all
the lights at the back of the house. Then
four of- you must be waiting here iIn
readiness to receive the prisoner and c¢on-
vey him below. Is that clear?”



- Quite,

sir,”’. said the principal servant.

After giving a few further instructions,
Herman went indoors, snioked a cigarette

apd drank a whisky-and-soda. - Then le
left the housce again, still uusu~.~p1ciuua of
~the two seedy men who were lounging on
the opposite side of the street.

“One of us must shadow him whilst the

other remiins house,”
whispered Lee _
“I'll follow him,” replied O'Brien,

«t once glided off after Herman.

He followed him to the Centurion £lub
and saw him enter. During tiie next half.
nour he saw several members of the club
«nine out. And one of these was ' Squire
Maudeville,”

(’Brien, however,
standeville wase Panl Herman
S5 for hours he continued to
‘or Herman to emerge.

In the méantiime,
ng unwearied watehh on the
(Curzon Street, making careful note of
everyone whe called at the house. FFor
nine hours after Q'Brien left to . shadow
Herman, nothing happened that calls- for
¢JB‘3L1"IptIUIl, then, about five or tecu
minutes past cleven, a conztable strode up
to Nelson Lee and ﬂa shed the light of his

huileeye iuto the detective's face.

- " Now, look here, my fine fellow,” said
.he constable, * I've had my eyve on you
for the last half-hour, aund you haven't
moved twenty yards away. from the front
of this house. all the time. If you don't
elear oft, and pretty quick, ftoo, I'l take
you int« custody for loafing with intent!”

Mumbling something abount not knowing
e wds “doin’ any ‘'arm,” the detective
shuffled across the road and turped into
Albany Terrace intending to remain there
until the constable took his departure, and
tiien ton ceturn to his former position in
rant of the house. .

A8 he shuffled down the narrow side-
street, however, he heard the constable
following him; and, in order to escape his
unwelcome - attentions, the detective, act-
inz on the impulse of the moment, npened
the wicket-gate which led into the yard at
the back of Herman's house, and slipped
inside, closing the gate behind him.

here to watch the

and

in . disguise.
wait vainly

mansion i

“ 10 wait here until he has goue past,”
he muttered to himself, * and then 111 go
back to my post.”

Crouching just inside the gate, he heard
the constabic’s heavy footsteps approach
the gate pass it, and gradually die away
iy the distance. DBut just as Nelson Lee
was ahout to open the wicket-gate and
slip out into the street again, the bhack
~door of the house was suddenly flung opeu
and four male servants trooped out.

Owing 1o the intense darkness of the
nizht., m_d to the fact that all the lights
at _the "ba'k of the house had been
extinguished, the  detective’s  presence
eecaped the notice of the servants, who

had no shspiciﬂﬁ that

Nelson Lee was xeep-

et

‘again,

were only vizible: to "Nelson Les by the
light which streamed through the open
back door. When this door was closed, as it
quickly was, . the yard was once more.
plusged in inky darkness, and the presence
of the servants was only revealed by theri
footsteps and their voices.

‘“Now then, away to your corners"’ he
heard one of the servants say. " I'll Jock
the gates’ i

All this took place so quickly that
Nelson Lee had barely time to fling him-
self face dowowarda on he ground ere.ga
man strode past him .in the darkness,
Jinghng a bunch of Kkeys, and locked the
gates,

*I'in fairly trapped now !’ gruaned Lee,
as he pressed himself a little closer to the
inside  of the yard-wall, in . order to
minimise the risk of discovery. *If these
feillows find me, I shall have a pretty
rough time, no doubt. However, 1 don't
know that I'm sorry I came in here, for
it's evident that something’s going to
happen. Why have these eervants come
into. the yard at this hour of night? Why-
have they Jocked the gates? Why—-
Hallo! What’s the meaning of that?"

Four poists of light had suddenly veleft
the darkness, ome in each corner of - the
yard.

The lights were extinguished as sudden]v
as they “had been switched 0l |

Ten minutes passed—ten ~minutes 01
intense silence. Then suddenly the silence:

was broken as the gates leading into -the
vard swung open and an electric brougham
giided mnoiselessly in.

Out flashed the lights of the torehes
and the four servants closed round
the brougham. -

As they did so two men alig zhted, and,

despite  their  disguises, Nelson . .. Lea
reccognised them a8 Paul Herman and
Willoughby Fairfax,

* Have you got him, sir?” Lece heard_

ne of the servants ask.
“0f course we have!”
‘* He's in the brougham
take him below.’
Scarcely daring to hreathe, Neleon Lee
crawled a few feet nearer, and saw ‘the
servants lift out a man who appeared to be

The detective could with difficuily
restrain the exclamation of astonishmen$
1\'ﬂibh sprang to his lips as he recogaiscd
im

“The Prince of Iliryal!”’ he muttered to
himself * What game is this?”

With Herman and Fairiax. at their head,
the servants carried - their illustnoua
prisoner into the house, and . a
later the detective Wwas. the only uccapaut-,-
of the yard.

Never for am mstanb did \Tel-nﬂn
hesitate now to act.

“1 must go to Scotland Yard at once,’ .
he decided. ** Wheu I've told my story to
the Chief Commissioner, we'll returm with

rephed Herun't
Lift him out a*:d

‘bound and gagged.

I.e

moment -



ajarge body of police,-gurround the house,
arresy ail the inmates, and llbemte the
prisuner. -

He rose to his feet and glided to“ards
the gate It had been .re-locked, but in
little more time tham it takes to tell he
swarmed over the gate and
down the deseried street,

At the bottom of. Cuarzon Street he fell
in with an empty taxi. i

‘“ Scotland Yard, quick as ¥you Lﬂl]' he
¢ried, as be epr.mg into the cab.

e s e

THE CURZON STREET RAID.

HEN Herman and Fairfax led the

‘ way into the - bouse, closely

followed ~ by ' the servants, two

ol whom carried thé bound and

helpless form of the Prince of Ilirya, they

passed into a stone-flagged corridor, at the

end of which was a flight of stups, leading
dgwn to the hasement.

In the centre oi the floor of one of ‘the
rooms in the basement was a square trap-
door, lined on the under side with a eheet
of stcel, and fursished on_the upper side
with a coupie of p:mderou‘s boits.

As a rule this trap-door was covercd over
and hiddea from view by the matting which
carpeted the floor of the room. In readiness
for. thc Prince’s arrival, however, -the
matting had been rolled. aside, and the
trap-door had been opened, revealing an
iron ladder - leading down -into- an under-

ground vault, the Hoor, and roof, and walls

of which were lined with slabs of conecrete.

In this vault were three large flreproof
eafes. One of these contained the
mentbership roll of the League of the Iron
Hand, asnd a collection of books and papers
relating te the proceedings of the league.
The other two were used for the purpose
of storing the counterieit coins and bogus
bank-notes.

Havin closed the (trap-deoor—without
holting M, of course—Herman called to one
of the servants and instructed him to
remain beside the door so as to be within
call if Fairfax wanted anything.

‘Then he went upstairs to his library with
the intention of drafting a document to
which the Prince of Ilirya was to aflix his
signature. '

He wae in the middle of this task when
the library door was suddenly thrown open,
and in rushed an excited footman.

‘* The police, sir!’”’ he gasped.
on our track! We're in danger, sir! 1
was looking out of omne of the side
window’s just now, when I saw two motor
brakes pull up at the corner of Albany
Terrace. Both -of them were crowded with
policemen. As soon as they pulled up, the
pohcemen sprang out and appeared to hold

hurried econsultation. Then half of
the:n advanced at a run, whilst the otler
half turned 'down Albany——"

Ere he c¢ount complete the scntence, a
ringing shout was heard outside the’ big

** They're

ran  swiftly

wooden gates that led from the ynrd Tl
Albany Terrace.. . - ;

“ Hurrau! We'll soon be ineide, my lads
Down with the gates )’

It was tihe voice of Nelson Lee! Herman
recogaised ib instantly, and in far less
time than it takes to tell he leaped to the
further wall of -the library, slid back a
secret pawel, disappeared through the
aperture and re-closed the panel fron: the
other side.

No sooner had he done 8o than the zir
‘was rent by a deafening crash, whilst at

the same -instant the hig womlen gates
burst open aud Neison Lee dashed into the
yard, his revolver in his band, and hali a

seore constables at his  heels,

A mob of desperate servants sought o
bar their way, but after a flerce strugele
they were overpowe:ed by the police, ami
taken into custody. By the time thia- was
effected, the rest of the pollee, under the
Chief (‘omnnssmner had arreated a!l the
servants -in the honﬂe and had - discovered
the trap-door teading dnwn to the vauit in
which the Prince of Ilirya was confined.
As a matter of faet, the Chief Com-
missioner was just about to descend into
Ahe vault when Nelson Lee, flushed with
vietory, rejoined him. 3

In the meantime, the vault had beern the
scene of an unexpected tragedy

_ As the reader will remember, Herman
‘had ordered Fairfax to remain with the
Pritice until "he (Herman) returned. He had

also instructed omne of the eervants to
station himself beside the closed trap-dosr,
€0 as to be at hand in case of emergeney..

- When this servant heard the shouts of
alarm which greceted the appearance of the
police, he ran. upstairs to ascertain wbhat
was happemng Finding that the house
was in possession of the police, he rushed
back to the trap-door, flung it open, apd
ghouted the ncws to Fairfax. Then he
dashed wupstaire again, with the intention
of making -his- escape, but was subequeantly
captured and handcuffed like the rest. -

At the moment when the servant opened
the trap-door aud shouted out his et%rthng '
news, the Prince was reclmmg on the couch
and Fairfax was &itting 'in one of the easy-
chairs, with his.revolver still in his hand.
Both men .instantly epramg to their feet,
the Prince with a shout of triumph, and
Fairfax with a cry of dismay.

¢ S0 your cunning scheme has failed, after
all!"” said the Prince with a happy laugh

Fairfax made no reply., For a moment
he stood listening to the eounds of the
conflict overhead; then, with a swift and
sudden movement, he .darted to the foot
of the ladder, intent c¢n making his escape.

Quick as thought the Prince sprang for-
ward and threw himeself on Fairfax from
behind. With a strength that was born of
despair, Fairfax hurled him off and
levelled his rewvolver.

‘“ Stand back!™ lic roarcd, brandishing his



“1f you attempt to lay-a haund

g1
L]

weapon \ .
on me, I'll shoot you down like a dog

But whatever his faults might be, the
frivolous young Prince was no coward.
He rushed at Fairfax a second time,-and
the next instant the two men were locked
together in a desperate hand to hand
encounter. : '

For several’ minutes g4hey reeled and.
stagyered across the vault, neither claim-
ing much advahtage. Then—how  ib
happened can only be conjectured—in the
midst ot ~ the struggle the revolyer
suddenly went off. . Apnd when Nelson Lee
and the Chief Commissioner arrived on the
scene, they were just in time to sce
Fairfax slide out of the Prince's arms and
sink in a lifeless, huddled hcap con the
floor of the vault. ' )

$ Thank Heaven vour Royal Highness is

cried Nelson Lee,
Chief Commissioner sprang down ¢the irex

gafe!” as -ho and the
ladder. *' Are youn injured?”

“Not in the least,” said the Prince.
** But never mind about me. Attend ta
this fellow.” :
. The detective dropped on his knees and
hurriedly examined °Fairfax.

‘“He woeeds mno attention,” he

i

4

said

gravély., ' Thé bullet apparently pierced
his heart, abd death must have been
instantaneous. How did it happen?'

“1 can only suppose,” said the Priace,

the trigeger of his revolver whilst we were
struggling. At any rate, I call upon you
gentlemen to witness that 1 was in no
way responsible for his death. And mnow
tell me how you dis¢covered I was here?”

{Anoilier Splendid Instalment Next Weel)

i
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Editorial Announcement:

My dear Readers,

Thé barsh treatment meted out to the an-
fortunate cottager on the Bushwick estate by

Mr. Ratley, and the strong action taken by {-

the Juniors in_ preventing the tyrannical
estate manager from carrying out his threat
against the cottager, must inevitably lead
to a serious conflict between the boys and
the powers that be -in that pleasant corner
of Hampshire whereg the holiday party are
now encamped. ‘

MR, RATLEY'S BAD NAME.

The Earl of Bushwick would :seéin to be

atterly- incapable of asserting himsell over.

any ruling made by his steward, Mr. Ratley,
while the Countezs of Bushwick will not be
bothered by the affairs of the estate. Thus,
Mr. Ratley enjoys a free hand to do as he
thinks fit, and, as we have seen, he wields
this power in a manner that has brought his
name and that of the his master into dis-
regutte among the poor tenants of the
estace. ; 5 |

T

ST. FRANK'S TO THE -RESCUE!

This unfortunate state of affairs would
go on icdefinitely unless someone takes the
matter up. The Juniors are determined
therefore to do something to -help the
tenants hefore they leave the neighbourhood
of Bushwick. As to how far they succeed,
this will be told in next week’s rollicking
story, ‘** CHAMPIONS OF THE OPPRESSED;
or,- The Battle of Spinney Cottage!l? --

“SWIRELESSY  REVIEW  AND  SCIENCE
WEEKLY.," '

{ would like to draw your attention to a
new wireless paper which every enthusiast
in this fascinating new science should make
a point of getting. This new weckly, called

1 «THE WIRELESS REVIEW,” will keep you

in touch with all the latest scientific develop-
ments in wireless. It will be well illus-
b trated with photographs and diagrams, and
only the highest experts of wireless to-day
will contribute to its pages.

No. 1 of the “ WIRELESS REVIEW?” i3
now on sale at the low price of 3d.

R R

-y

THE FLYING DUTCHMANT

.

You have all heard of the phantom ship
of Vanderdecken that is said to haunt the
high seas until the ¢rack of doom! A new
version of this famous stow begins this
week in “YOUNG BRITAIN,” from the
magic pen of that prince of modern adven-
ture writers, Mr. Draycott M. Dell, author
of ¢ Drake’s Drum?® and ““Carrion Island.”
In this new story of *“ The Flying Dutchman”’
Mr. Dell discovers a descendant of Vander-
decken, who sets out to solve the mystery
of the phantom ship of his famous ancestor.

No. 3 of ¢“OUR STUDIO. PORTRAIT
STUDIES,”’ representing a special character
study of Clarence Fellowe, familiarly knowa
as ““LONGFELLOW,” will be one of next
week's attractions. |

THY EDITOR.

“ that he must have aceidentally pressed -
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CHAPTER 1. . .
AN BARLY SUMMONS—SIR BELTRAN'S NEPHEW—

WHAT THE FOOTPRINTS TOLD.

ME Easter holiday’s came laie that
year—it is the timme of our story—and
the warm April suon, scarcely an
hour up, was kiszing the pale-green

foliage and the gorgeous flowers, and gilding
feafy avenue and sparkling water, as Sir
Beltran Belfort and
along Birdcage Walk in the early morning.
Gordon Fox breathed in the cool, sweel air
with keen delight; but the baronet, haggard

and dull-eyed and unshaven, stared straight.

and vacantly before him, his fcatures nmow
and then twitching with suppressed emotion.

The detective had been called from his hed,
hurried into the waiting cab after a mouth-
ful of breakiast, but as yet he had not the
slightest knowledge as to what his client re-
quired of him.

““If this matter is argent, it is a pity {o
wiste time,” he said finally. “I would sug-
gest, sir, that you give me some idea of 22

‘“ I beg your pardon,” interrupted Sir Bel-
tran Beliort. ‘I should have told you all at
first, but I am so distressed that I hardly
know what I am doing. I will briefly explain
the situation bhefore we reach my housg,
where a difficult task awaits you.

**1 must start back in the past. 1 had a
brother, slightly younger than myself, who
married early and died young. e left a
son, Oliver, who grew up to be an unprin-
cibled and dissoliute scamp, a gambler and
loafer. He spent all the morney that he got
irom his father, and tben looked forward to
imrheriting mine, for at that time I was [lifty
years of age and unmarried, and the estate
was unfortunately entailed.

“1 last met my nephew in Paris, under de-
grading ecircumstances. Ile asked me ifor
money, and I gave him fifty pounds. It is
the last you will get, unless ycu mend your
ways,” I told him. * You shall never touch
my property, for I intend to be married very
socon,” That threw him iuto a rage. * If you
marry and have a sop,’ he swore, * I’'ll take
yolly good care that he don't inherit.’ I left
him then, and subsequently I lost track of

him completely.””

" 'The baronet paused.

‘““This happened lifteen years
went opg  “Two mouths

Lo

I

afterwards

his compapion draove

i

The Case of the

Baronet’s Son!

7%e Faventures off
Gorvpon fox, Lrrecris

married, and in duc.course my son Rufus wus
borp. ‘The year3 rolled on, and I began to
helicve that my nephew was dead. Last week
Rufus—he is pow a lad of fifteen—came up

| from sehool for the holidays, and he has been

l

stopping in town with me.

In a day or two
we meant to go down to my country seat in
Lampshire, where my wife is now staying.

“ At scven o'cloek last evening I visited a;_'_-;a ;

retired family servant, who is ill. He lives in -
Filton Street, a mean little thoroughfare «if
the Cromwell Road, and in that street, as I
was reterning from the visit, I saw the face -
of OQliver Belfort at a first-floor window of a4
house numbered forty-sevem. I cannot” be
mistaken; though fifteen years have passed I
recognised him positively. At once I remem-
bered his threat, and it caused me great un-
eastmess., I would have gone home immedi-
ately, Lut I had an important engagemeut
to keep in the West End. I :

“In Piccadilly 1 was knceked down asd
stunped by a faxieab in front of my club.
I wag carried imside, and while half uncon-
scious I was given a sleeping draught, and
put to bed. When I woke it was four o’clozk
in tlle morning. ¥ dressed and hurried home,
ta find that my son had been kidnapped in
the night. -

“In the shrubbery under his window [
found a coil of rope with a hook attacked,
and on the soft earth were the footprints
of a hoy and a man. The latter were made
by Qliver Beliart, Me must have climbed up
ta the room by the ivy, drugged Rufus, and
lowered him by means of the rope, which he
then switelied free My first thought was of
you, and I hurried off to Queen Strect.

“Tind oy son, Mr. Fox, and I will reward
you well, The scoundrel is probably hold-
g Bim for a ransomn; but on the otiier bhand
he may—-*

Sir Beltran’s volee choked with emotiow.
The cab had just then stopped beiore a
large mansion M Bianhope Gardens, South
Kensington. The {wo men got out, and the
ncxd instant Gerdon Fox was examining the
keyhole of tbe fvont door, where he dis-
caovered faint traces -of wax,

¢ 1 presumae this deor was leit so that you
could open it with your lateh-key?” he asked.

“Yea; it was mever bolted until after my
recturn ab night,?” replied the bharonet,

Simniers, fhe butler, aditted his master,



and the detective, and accompanied them to
thic walled garden af the rear of the house.
Gordon Fox looked up ut- the thick crop of
ivy that reached to the lad’s window on the
first floor, glanced at the coil. of rope, and
then gn.ve his attention to the footprints,
which had not been disturbed. . He notmd
that those left by the boy were faded and
half- uashed out, while the impressions of the
man’s boots were minutely distinct. ile
knew at once that they had been made at
different ¢times, aod a puozzled U\pre%mu
crossed hLis face :

“Therp was a heavy ram«torm last mght i
he said to the butler, ‘1 don't suppose sou
can’ teil me when it bi'gdn or how long it
lasted?” -2

“1 can, sir,” replied Smmerb & Master
- Rufus came in aft ten o'clock, and shortly
- afterwards I retired. 1 hada't got to sleep

- when the storm. burst at eleven o ‘clock. T

fighted a candle to close the window—that's
- how I gaw the time—and { lay awake listen
“ing o the thunder and ram which kf.pt up
- for an hour.”
- “Thank you,' anidl tue detective.
now let us go upqt;urb, Sir Bulfmn =
added b
. The . back Trooi
errular boy's den, littered with books and
. fishing-tackle, dumb-bella.and exercise clubs.
. Glordon Fox made an exhaustive search,
- finaliy, rcaching into. an oak chest that he
. had drawn from under the bed, he -brought
-up-a pile of penny . (lre'ldful:,, the covers
. printed-in red, blue and yellow, -
- % What's this?” -Lie exclaimed.
. Girimgall; the-Pirate of the Four Seus.'
more like it. Filthy trash!® -

. 1 péver knew that my ‘son .was in the
- habit of reading such p(‘TIHLIl)Ua stuff,” de-
clared the baronet.
- - The deteetive did not answer. - Delnng
: dce}per he found-a strip-of flannel with pieces
. et out of it. He slipped it into his pocket
- avith a smile, but pot until _he -had obserwed
thiat the.empty spaces Lorreaponded with a
skitll' and orosdbones, °
- “Who were your son's
Le asked abruptly. -
o Two lads by the name of Ferrars, Jack
~and “Noel,” replied "Sir Beltran. < Their
faitlher, Mr. Ausften. Ferrars, lives at- Hill
'Hou&e. Hoveton St. John, near Wroxham, in
Norfolk.” - :
.- ““Has your boy been cor reqpondiun with
them lately?”
- - % A Norfolk letter came for him tluq even-
ing, sir, and:I forgot to tell-him,” put in the
butier. < This_ letter was on_the hall-tabie
- when' Baster Rufus went up to bed, but it
wa3 gone this morning.”
. -1 saw mothing of it,” c.:ud the barouet
¢ This is very strange! ‘E‘ihy, my son’s port.
“mabteau is m:ssmgi" e added. *“That
“scoundre! Oliver could hardly have——?
“Sir Beltran, I have partly solved the mys-
tery,” interrupted Gordon I'ox.
_been no abduction.
»0'clock last night,
- Rufus left his roow by climbing down the

s And
he

£ ¢ Gnrv
And

particular chums?”

Between ten and eleven

on. the first floor was a

and

£ Thert, h as

before the storm, Master
' That’s the owe,” he added,

rope, which he jerked off the ledge and hid
in the shrubbery. Some time after twelve
o'clock, when the rain had ceased, Oliver
Belfort entered the house by the front.door,
with a key that he had made with a wax
impression, He took the letter from the hall

table, passed upstairs to your son's room,

found him missing, and lowered himself to
the garden by means of the ivy. .The foot-
prints clearly ‘prove the d:fference in time,
Since he has been lodging in the neighbour--
hood, your nephew had no doubt managed to
ascertain where the boy slept.”’

¢ But—but I don't understand,” gasped the
baronet. ¢ (Can my son have run. away
through reading this pernicicus literature?”

““That is my “belief.”

“ And do you. think that Oliver will follow
him??”’
-1 fear that he -will, The stolen Ietter hasg
probably givenr him a clue. . But do not worry,
Sir Beltran.- I intend t6 get on the track of
the scoundrel as speedily as possible, to find
bim and your son. Have patience, and doun’t
hreak. the news to Lady Belfort just yet. 1
will wire to you as soon as there is any news
to send: And now, can you give me a photo-
graph _of the boy?” _
- A recent one was_ soon fmmd aad the de-
tective hastenzd away. - ,

-—"-——-—ﬂ

CH APTER 1.

THE LODGER WHO LEFT—GOZDON FOX GOE‘« TO
NORFOLK—ON THE TRACK.

i ROM Stanhope Gardens Gordon Fox
F went to Filton Street, to the number

mentioned by the baronetf, where a

voluble landlady confirmed . his sus-
picions. ‘A man by the name of Brockley had
been lodging there for a fortnight on the
first floor front. He had come in about one
0 (,lock on the.previous night, and early that
morning he had -paid ‘his_ bill - and lcft, not
gaying - where he was going.

““The man was Oliver Belifort, » the detee
tive told himself; as he drove to Queen Sbree’r
“Tf my theory is'right—and I am sure it ig
—the stolen letter has takem him down to
Norfolk. He must have caught the 9.30 -
train; but that won't make much difference,
for he will be slow and wary in carrying out
auy evil plans he may have formed. But sup-
pose it should be a long and difficult task to
find the lads? It looks as "if Sir Beltran
Belfort's son was in deadly peril.”

Gordon Fox changed his attire at his rooms,
packed a small bag, and lel’t Liverpool Street
by the 1.30 express, which landed him at
W roxhain at half-past four in the afterncon.
The vachting season proper did not open
until Jul}, and the pretty Norfolk village was
(uiet and sleepy. Close to the brldge were
large boat-building and storing sheds, and
the owner of these proved to be the- man
the detective wanted. -

““Ycs, sir; Mr., Austen Ferrars’ -tvfo sOns
keep the:r yacht here,” he said. ° They
started down the river.in the Primrose about
noop, and they had a third lad with them.
as the photo-



-graph of Rufus Belfort wasz: <hown to him.
“*Jt’s the image of him.””

*‘Mas any other boat leit since noon?” in-
quired Gordon Fox. _

‘¢ Not one, sir. Not a craft of apy kind has
put out from Wroxham. It's the wrong
s¢ason.” |

The detective hiesitated for a moment, then
concluded that Oliver Belfort had shrewdly
gone to some other river station—perhaps
Acle, or Potter Heighan. -

“X shall want a small
at once,” he said.

“And a lad to help you?®

yacht my=elf, and
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and broads near at hand, and he decided
belare trying tho
flat and uminterestivg waterways towards
Acle Bfi'dg{?. - s T

A start was made at dawn the next morn.
meg. The Bream crunised up the River Ant to
Barton Brugd; returned to the Bure, and
ascended ihe Thurne to Ilorsey Mcere. The
day was now drawing to a close, and the
search had been fruitless.” A number of
vachts were about, but none of them was the
i’ri?wese,- and meBe had seen that missing
crafu. . :

“¥ was afraid of this,” thought Gordoun

At a glance he saw that he had coeme juet in tims.
wrappad in hissing flames tha@_r!:t&d caught the black flag with -the white
e Crew

flannel skull and cross-benes.
and were splashing about wiidly.

‘The yvacht Primrose was

of three had leapt Into the.water

v* Yes, I think s0.”?

“ Well, sir, you can have both,” replied
the man, “They’ll be ready in half ap hour,
I'}} attend to the provisioning.”

Gordon Fox ate a leisurely meal at {he
King’s Head, and at a quarter-past five he
started down. the Bure in a simall sailing-
vessel called the Bream, to which a dinghy
was attached, He was accompanied by Peter
Rudd—a simple-minded, stupid youth of
eighteen, who, however, .was thoroughly at
home on a boat. - The two went as far as St.
Benet’'s Abbey, and there tied up for the
night. The detective was-famillar with Nor-
folk waters, There were two separate rivers

-

| Fox. “¥ anly hope that scoundrel Belfort

lias been 7o more suecessful thap I h
I hardly know where to look next.? _

A litile lafer, as the Bream' was beutipg
down the Thurne, the ‘mast spapped - off
during a sgharp taek. _The ¥ydacht “wwas ‘Tun
aghaore—the wind was too strong to ‘permit
of easy towing by the dinghy—amd the de-
tective went off 1?'0 Potter Heighdm, a dist:
anca of mare than g mile, to repair the
damage, He was returming with a new mast,
and ‘had gane about half way when he heard
shouts of alarm ahkead of him. Ile quickened
hia paeo to a3 run, but ali was silent loog
before he reachad {he spot where he had left

ave becn,
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his. companion. Pcter Rudd rose from, the
baalk, deipping web and blubbering with rage.

" CHAPTER II1.

P{RATEG —~PETER RUDD WALKS TIIE PLANK—
FHE FIRE 1§ THE REEDS.

HAT'S the matter?” cried Gordon

411

ek W
] : ¢ Pirates!”

£ River pirates, sir—three of them!
- had a yacht, with a black flag with a skull
on-it fQoating from the -topmast—bao, hoo!--
and they wore masks on their faces. They
ran alongside the Bream, and jumped cn
kcard. They asked me if I had any gold or
fewels, and when 1 said no—boo, hoeo!-—they
made me walk out on a plank and tipped
e into the wa'er.” .
"~ The detective could not help smiling.

“ You saw the name of the boat?” he in-
quired. '

“JI couldn't, eir.
over her bows.” .

“ Which way did it go?®”

¢ Up the river. I watched as far as 1 could
see it—boo, hoo!—and then I think the sail
turned into Ileigham Sounds.” N

¢ Heigham Sounds, eh?” said Gordon Tos.
“That lcads. to Hickling Broad, which is a
lonegome . scrt of a place. Dry your tears,
Pcter, and outie the dinghy., That piraie
craft was the Primrose, and we’re going to
overhaul the audgeious young pirates if it
takes us all might.” . =

It was now dusk, and the April night was
falling rapidiy. The Bream was left to take
care of itself, and the detective and the lad
put off in the dinghy. They crossed fhe
river, and for nearly a mile rowed up the
sjiore, when they swerved abruptly
Heigham Sounds,

With a rippling noise the boat trailed on
clogze to the left side, casting a dim reflec-
tion, until it had gone two or three hundred

Fox.. “What bas happened fo
yout¢™ : , :

gaépf;d the lad.

yards, Buddenly Gordon I'ox stopped rowing.
“ What's that?” he murmured,
< 0arsg, sir!”?  whispered Peter. “ And
coming this way from the left!”
They waitced iu silence, peering alertly,

witle - for a- few seconds the creaking and
splashing approachied. Then a blaze of light
shiot up somewhere back in the reeds, and
the next instant, from one of the tiny chan-
nels, appeared a man pulling hard at a small
Loat. At once the terrible truth flashed upon
thie detbective, ] ;

“1've gobt you, Oliver Belfort!” he ex-
ciaimed, levelling a revolver. “ Up with your
Landsl!” . - - e o - .
. The man sprang fo his.feet with an oath,
fumbling for a weapon, and as quickly over-
balapcing himself, he pitched backward into
the water. He rose to the surface and swan
away, heading across the Sound with long,
desperate strokes. ‘I'h-ee tugs, and Gordon

They .

There was canvas tacked

into

| GURﬁﬁEC %?STHR Cl N d ,

|
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Fox had run the dinghy alongsimjc'___il'le_‘ztba_u-'.;

‘doned boat.

- In with you, Peter!” he shouted: ¢ After:
that scoundrel! e O
drowned.
Jump in!” _
The lad tumbled into the boat. The lurid
glare had flamed higher, making the scenc as
light as day, and- as the detective grabbed

Stun him, and haul him aboard. .

the oars he heard fearful gshrieks und cries.- -
With all his might, working as he had nrever

worked before, he drove the dinghy into the
narrow, winding waterway, froin which Qliver
Belfort had emerged. Oon and on he pulled,
hard and fast, uptil he shot out from the
reedy. cover upon the blood-red surface of a
little lake.

At a glance he saw that he had come just
in time.. The yacht Primrose, moored at the
farther side of the .pool, was wrapped in

“hissing flames that had caught the black flug

with the white flannel skull and cross-hones.
The crew of three had leapt into the water
and were splashing about wildly.

““lelp, help!” they ecried.

. “Here you are!” shouted Gordon [ox.
“This way!” : ‘

All struck out for the dinghy, and the three
lads were helped to scramble over the gun-
whale. Then, bending to his oars. Gordon
Fox pulled into the shelter of the reeds,
away from the seorching breath of the flames.
The half-dazed lads knew nothing of the
fiendishh deed. Roused from sleep to find the
vacht ablaze, they hzd escaped from the
c¢abin by a dash, ol

‘““You're a precious lot of young rascals,”
the detective told them sternty.

“I've had enough of playing pirate,” said
Rufus Belfort. ;

““ And so have I,” Jack and Noel Ferrars
vowed together. ,

The dinghy had glided out upon tne open
water, and in the dim lighit Peter Rudd was
seen standing erect in the boat.

“No use, sir,” he cried to the detective.
““1 couldn’t get the man. He sauk in the
middle of the channel, and didv't come up
again.” 5

‘“Serve him right!” muttered Gordon Fox. -
“Tt was an easier death than he deserved.”

[ - » » » - -

A wire was scnté from Polter Heisham to

*8ir Beltran Belfort that night, and the vext

morning the three lads separated, the Ferrars
boys going home to Wroxham, while Rufus
Belfort went up to town to his father. The
same day the body of Oliver Belfort was re-
covered from HNeigham Sounds by dragging,
and he was subsequently buried in Norfolk.
- Jack and Noel Ferrars, having lost their
yacht, were not further punizhed. A hand-
some cheque was presented to Gordon Fox,
and Rufus Belfort, having received a severe
lecture from his father promised to give up
“penuy dreadfuls ” and in- future read ouly
whoiesome juvenile literature,

TUE END.

I don't want him to be “"



THE NEI.SON

(Canimued from page- !4)

'[m‘e vou know at once, Mre. Grant, that
you've gob to get out of here!” he weut Qn,
snddressing the girl direet. * I should like
1o know Dby what infernal impudence you
eame lhere?”

““That's not the tone io use to a lady!”
sadd. Handforth warmly. * Look Llere, un-
Iess . you ean. talk ditierently, I'l}l—-"°

* 8teady, old man—steady!” I interrupted.
“ We den't want to ret into any quarrelling
if we can help it. “And we've got to remem-
ber that we took po.-;bessmn of this cottage

vithout permission.”

* Dupudent young puppies!’
Batley curtly, '

“ At least, Mr. Ratley, I think you might
wait until we have given you our explana-
Ltion,” 1 went on. ““ Wao are boys from St.
Frank’s College, iravelling about thie country
i earavans--—""

**That's no interest to me!” ;r.t“:‘rup tad
the newcomer.

snapped Mr.

** Possibly not, but it's necessary that yea-

““It so hap-
tdl]ey last
when he

shrould hear it,” 1 coantinied.
pened that -we camped in this
mght, We were just going to hed,
saw a4 glare in the sky—"

And I proceeded to go into all the details;
described how we had appnred just i time
to reseue Mrs. Grant and the children, how
we had saved some of the farniture, and

‘how we bad vainly attempted to quell the
I told the man that we bhad housed.

flames.
Xra. Grant in one of the caravans for the
night, and that we had prepared this cott‘m,
for her reception.

“Of course, we're quite willing to come
1o any arrangement that's rea%onahh,, wn i
concluded, *“If it's a question of rent, We'il
setile that without any trouble. TUntil Mrs.
Grant can fix up something elso-—7*

“1t’s all very interesting, but it deoesn't |

alter the fact that vou have ro right in
tiiis place!” interrupted Mr, Ratley, who
had been fuming with impatience for some
mipvntes, ““I won’t allow Mrs, Grant to re-
main here for another minute, She and
her confounded brats must get out!”

I went very red. :

“ You’d better he earsful, Mr.
sanl curtly.
irere, and if you refer to Mrs. Grant's ¢hil-
dren in that way again, I won't be answer-
able for what the fellows do!”

““ Are you-threatening me?”? shouted tlie
nan,

“No; I'm warning you!” I replied quielly.

For a moment he stood glaring, his face
expressing Lis evil paﬂsia}n. Handforthh was

Ratley.” |

already pushing -up -his coat-sleeves, and
seveéral of . the Gther juniors: were jooking
warlike. There was some¢thing about this

man’s attitide which incensed them greatly.
“ You're 'w.u'nmg me, are you?” _napped
Ratley. **Oh! That's very kind of you!
Bat youw’ll allow me to tell vyou that 1n
the master here, and I won’t be diefated to
by & pack of infernal zchoolboys! Xrs.

‘““There are a good few of us|

e .

.
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¢t vhall 1

@aid  Mrs.
her face pade,

now,’

son elear out
turn younaut?”
“ JI—1 think ¥Yd bhelter go!”

Grans, wiil

Grant, loaking at us,

" Got” gnorted Handforth., ¢ Great Scott!
Logk bhere, - Mrs. Grant, you- buzz indoors, .
Jnd Stay: there! Aes for this bullying beast,
we'il socn settle his hash! I've never heard.
such abominable—-""

“ ¥You young hlackguard!” chouted Ay,
Raticy. " Am I zupposed to ask peaicission
to uwee my owa property? 1 say, that this
waman shail ot remain, and if you dare to
cpposa me, ' have the law on you!”

“ Theré's ny need to wet kot, Mr. Ratley !

I said. « Let's diseuss this quictly = T1've
explained to yon that Mrs., Grant Las becn
burnt out af house and  howme.  She's
stranded, with two litlle children, and w lth
her llusha'td miles away,- Are you going to
be s0 heariless as to turn her out into ihe
open  igadd, when this cottage is waiting
here, met;'

Y 1 m ot gomg ipto any explanatjons and
detaila$’ suapped Ratley My word is
final! Neither the woman nor ler chﬂdten
can femain. T ean't help - their troubles;
they've got nothing to do with me!”

“In other words, you label yoursell a
heartless cad?” 1 asked. ‘

“ You’d better neot goad me, bm " re-
plied Ratley harshly.

‘““¥f Wrs. Grast can’t stop Lere, wheore i3
ghe golvg, untit her husband can-find her

gew aunarters?” 1 demanded.
“ I :i:m’* know, and 1 den’t carel”
“ Yon're mllmg tu led hcr be out in the

open?”’

“ The whole thing is no? my IJU-:IHC'“
retorted Ratley. *¥f this woman lets hev
haise burn dﬂWE], it’s not my coucérn! 1'm

not o phianthropist; 1 can’t supply cot-
 tages  to  everybody who happens. to he
strandeti 7 ' |

‘““But this is exceptmnal—-——- SIS
*“That's not tlie point!’ interrupted Mr
Ratlcy curlly.  **Good heavens! Am I to
stand lherve argnine all the morning? That
woiman is uot staying here, and neithey arve
you boys! 1’1l cive you Just mn miuutes to

elear cud P’
We looked at the mfm m*h arim fury.

“ Wait a mmuhe, you fellows!” I said, as
I saw 1hLat i..ﬂt.‘_}' were restive. ‘*There’s
oune thing I want fto ask you, Mr. Ratley.

T3 this eontbage yours— your owu al.}aolute
preperty 27 : : ;. ;
“No! I mean Lo o o )
“ No?" 1 shonted. ** It’s not yours? Why.
what right Tiave you {o t.um——--—-..'_{ .y

“This cottage is on the :Busbhw iel estite,
and I'm the steward of that estatel!” re-
phed Mr, Ratley angrily. ‘' My word is iaw,
and I wen’t be opposed,: To all intents® and
purposes, this cottage is absolutely miine. =

“ Wait a minnte! I interrapted, feelinp
more ¢omfortable. ** We're }emnmg t]ﬁl]b-u
Sy you’re only the steward? In other words,
you’re the estiate manager? Tliere's some-
bedy bigher than yout”




higher than I!” snarled
“ This estate is cntirely under
ey controd, and. there is nobody to appeal

a = Th(‘—l‘C'SI ll(ﬂ;{;[l}*
Mr. Ratley.
Now, will you get out?"
who your employer is?”

“to over iny head!?
¢ I'd like to kopow
I said doggedly.

The man swore,

“If you tllink 1'm going to be questioned
ltke this, yow've made a nu:}tahe" he
shouted, red with fury. .

“ And if you think wele going to [1\1}011
to your foul language, you've made a mis-
tnke!f'- roared Handforth. *“ My hat! In
front of a lady, teo! 1n front of chlldren'
" trab him, you chaps!” .

EWut!" 1 broke in. “ M!‘. R:‘lt]ﬁ“&, I
tiiink. you ought to apelogise to Mrs., Grant
for h“&'ﬂl‘lu“‘"

* Youwvou-—}uuu—u

Mr. Ratley was quite
ll" id answer,

“We've come to a firm declsmnf I went
on, knewing that the other fellows heartily
agreed.  ** We're going to stay in this -cot-
,tme, and. we're. going to see that Mrs. Grant
is not interfered with. And we'll approach
-yeur . employer, and put. the whole facts
hefore him, and there's no doubt that he’ll
understand.”

The estate
Swith fﬁtrv -

1 you go¥' bhe csnarled.

unable to give a

ateward was beside himself

“OWil

W you
 go, or siall 1 !_{ick voit out?” o
- “We won't. go!” I replied. ** As for

Kicki: 2g us out—try it!”
s ‘iea. try it!"”" roared Handiorth deﬂﬁnth-
Mr. atlr—;'. lost every ounce of his self-

coniol. He was one of those hullying,

-raen -who generally get thelr own way—the

-kind of 1mman who makes himself a terror of

simple, ignorant people.- He found that we

thWBd absolutely no fear of him.
- And it was @ bit of a $hock for Mr. Rdtle\

Ipstead of acting like a reasonable man, lhe
simply flew mto a violent rage. ~
“1f you start any trouble, Mr. Ratley,

don’t blame us for the consequences,’” 1 said
curtly. ** Nobody but a blackguard and. a
cur would act 1 this way to Mrs. Grant
and her children after thmr disaster.”

Ratiey took no notice of me, but suddenly
puﬂhed his way through into the cottage
und made a grab at one of the children. He
~was in such a rage that he was capable of
‘any violence. And it was a certain indication
of his character that he should attack one
of those tiny mites.

Regkie Pitt plunted himself in the way
just in time.

““No; 1 don’t think so!" said Pitt quietly.

“ Out of my way, you youug cub!"” snarled
Ratley,

He brought Lis stick round and it Btruck
Pitt acress the shoulders—not a heavy blow,
for Ratley could get no swing to it. But,
Pitt staggered a trifle, and his eyes blazed.

-Hle drew himself back, and his
(]enche(l itself. The next second he would
Jrave lunged ont at Ratley with’ all his
"strength. But he was not permitted to do

-guard, and deserved everything he got.

of the

fist |

so. About tem fellows fcll upon Ratley like
a serum in a rugger match.

The man went down, howling, cursing.
Somel:ow or other he was drapgged oub

through the doorwa}. kicking, panting, and
swearing. He was hauled out by his legs,
and carriecd down the garden-path,

Mrs. Grant stood lt)oking on, horrified.

But the juniors were thoroughly aroused,
and they were fully justified in their action.
The man had acted like an utter bla.cl};-

e
had asked for it.

If he had apologised then—if ke had re-
gretted his rage—he would have been
released. But his foul language, and his
wild ravings, only drove the fellows to
further anger.

“ There's a pond over there!”
Handforth., ' Come on!"

“ Good! We'll duck him!”

*“ Rather!” -

“ You—you young whelps!'’ snarled Ratley
helplessly. * I'll have the law on you for
this! I’ll have you—- Gug—gug—gugh!”’

His tirade came to an end as Handforth
plunged a cap over the man’s mouti. And
then, carried in =pread-eagled fashion, Rat-
ley arrived at the pond. It was onI}' a
small thing—one of those little ponds, stag-
nant and peaceful cnough. Upon the surface
there was a kind of greenish slime,

“One—utWG—-—three!” exclaimed Handforth.

Mr. Ratley was swung backwards and for-

wards, and &t the word *‘threec” all the
I‘eilowp released their grip. The man went

shouted

through the air, kicking and screaming mnh

1age,

‘ipla%h'

He descended beneath the green surface
pond, and disappeared. And the
juniors gazed with real uatlsfactlou at the

disturbed waters. Mr, Ratley came to the

surface. .
He was smothered with mud, slime, and
stood there a sorry picture. The water was

cnly about four feet cdeep, and he Lad stirred
it up into such a condition of mud that 1t
was almost like pudding.

““ And serve you jolly well right!” eaid
Handforth minor.

< Absolutely,” declared Archie, with
hearty approval. “ I mean to say, ihis foul
blichter has been let off dashed lightly. I
regard him - as a bally chunk of.fungus!
He's what a chappie might descnbe RS &
nasty growth!"

“ I'm rather sorry we had to do it, but
after the way he behaved there was no other
course,” T said, taking =a deep breath.
“l've never knmown a more brutal rotter.
We told him all the facts, and yet he per-
sisted in treating Mrs. Grant in that way!
I mean to go to his employer!”

Ratley came staggering out of the pond

 You—you young hooligans!"” he snarled
gasping for breath. ** Yon shall pay dearly
for this outrage! Il's a job for the police

< Rats!”
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‘* Say much ‘and  we'll chuck
baek!*’

“ Cad!”

' Beast!?*

Mr. Ratley reecived s peifect hail of scorn
and contempt.

“And you can  be iclly sure that we'll

ee that you suffer!” roared Handforth, as
thuuah Mr. Ratley had had a perfectly beau-
tiful time. * We'll ¢0 to your bLoss, and get
}ou hoofed out of your job! A brute like

you gughtn’t to he in ihe pUJtt'JF of steward

0 a big estate!™

Mr. Ratley did not attempt to argue.

'The temper of the boys was such that at
the slighitest provocation they would push
the man back into the pond. And one taste
of that spot was quite enough for Mr. Simon
Ratley.

He was not interfered with as he emerged.

In fact, wec all gave him a wide berth.. Ar.
Ratley was not a pleasant object to come
in close contact witih, He stood there, drip-
ping- with water, mud encasing his boots and
leggings, and with patches of greenish slime
adheringz to all parts of his person.

““ Possibly voa think this is the end of
this affair!” lie snarled hoarsely. “ Tt isn't!
't have you boys thrown cut of the dis-
trict——"" _

“ 8ave your breath, Mr. Ratley,” I inter-
rupted. ** When we H:plal'l all the facts of
the affair, the sympathy of the pohce and
the publm “wil be entirely with us)

‘* Hear, hear,”” said Pitt.
minded Ian would ray that we've bheen
lenient with you. And don't forget that
Mrs. Grant stays in that cottage!”

Ratley clenched Itis fists convulsively.

* That woman and her hmtn go out!” he

nore,

you

shouted. °**1'll pitch them
Handforth started forward in the most
warlike 1nanner, and Mr. Ratley ceased

speakmg *sbruptlv In his present state he
wias in no condition to tight, and Handforth
looked really formidable,

fle siunk off.

Onece, when he rteached flie bend in the
lane, he turned and shook his fist. Then he
vanished, And we turned and looked at one

another. Well, the incident was aver. But
what was to follow?
It seemed to me that we bhad started

samething,

(GIAPTER V.
YISITORS AT BUSHWICK CASTLE.

H ANDFORTH placed his

hands to his mouth.
and yelled.
“And if you come

v«+4 back, old  rats’ tails, we’'ll

! give jyou another dose!”" he

- Dellowed, -lke a foghorn.
“We'll show You .Lomething! Take my

advice, and keep away from this cottage; it
isn't healthy for bullies!”

“ There’s no need to let the next county
know!? remarked Pitt. ‘““* My hat! T°lI bet

they heard that hout over in Russial”

s Anv decent- |

 Handforth glared. -

“* You leave my voice aloue' he retorted.-
“*1’})] guarantee that Ratley leard what I.
said, antyway!- Huh! The giddy nerve. Try--
ing ttJ turn Mrs. Grant out! It wouldn't
!';}‘I:JG heen so had M he had been nice ahout
1.’

* And it wonld have been a different matter
if the property was hia own,” I said. * As
soon a3 1 found out that he was only an
agent—well, that made all the difference.”

‘“ Besides, it would have been quile another:
‘matter if !Mrs. Grant had taken possession
of the plaece  without any justification,” said
Bob Christine warmly. ‘' I’ve never kunown
such a beast! We told him that it was our
doing, and yet he raves at that poor woman!
 And he Knows, all the time, that sbe was:
burnt out of house and home during the
nigit, and hasn’t got even a shed for shelter.
Why, you'd think a miser w culd thaw uudu
those conditions!”

Further exclamations of mdignah{)u muke
out. Most of the fellows began to declare-
that we hadw’t treated Ratley half severely
enough.  And then Mrs. Grant came out of-
the cottage, looking scarced and pale. -

" Has—has he gone?” she asked mervously.

1 regarded her curiousty.

#You seem to be afraid of this man?» I
said. *“*What's the matter, Mrs. Grant? le's
nobody—he’s only a cheap bull} We wereu't
afrald of him—and you saw how he aeted.-
The fellow’s nothing more nor less thay a
blackguard.”

“A dashed hlister on the LOllnli]llll!U £ 7
added Archie stoutly.

Mrs. Grant nodded

“Oh, I know he’s an awiul man!' che
agreed. ‘But you shouldn’'t have treated
him like that, boys. You don't khow “l:u,
power he has here !> - 5, = 2

‘““ Power?? i

¢ Yes—yes! He's just like a king !’* said Mr=. .
Grant. ‘‘He rules this distriet far miles and .

| miles round—his word is law, Everywhere he

goes the country people cringe befure him,, .
and obey his every command’ G

Handforth snorted.

““Then it’'s about time somebody butted
in!?? he declared. <‘It’s about time some-
body kicked the fellow into” the middle of
next week! Great pip! You might think we
- were living in the old fendal davs d“d.l‘l ¥

Mrs. Grant nodded. '

““Y've had the same thought myseli,. ut
times,” she said sadly. ¢ This valley looks
so peaceful—so beautiful. The whole Bush-
wick estate is one of the most glorious parts
of England. Ard yet the simple labouring

Iip(‘eﬁvple are erushed umnercifully by Sinron

Ratley. They’re little better .than slaves.”

“ But who's responsible, ma'am??’ I ashed
“ Ratley’s only a servant, after all.” :

““He’s the steward of the estate,” qa:d
Mrs. Qrant. *“And he’s employed by the_
Eart of Bushwick——*

‘“ By Jove, yes!®® I interrupted. I ought
to have rémembered, I've heard about him. :
It’s the Earl of Bushwick- who takes all the..:

prizes at the big flower .shows. - Who would"
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have thiought that he was such a brutal land-
lord?”

% f'or two pins we'll chuck the giddy Earl
into a pond, too!” said Handforth darkly.

**The first thing is to see him,” 1 said.
“It's just possible that he doesn’t know
what Ratley is doing. Plenty of these big
landowners leave their affairs entirely in the
hands of their agents, and they haven't got
the faintest idea of what goes on”

¢ And then they're. hated and vilified by
their tenants,”” said Reggie Pitt. “ Yes, we
certainly ought to see Lord Bushwick. .If he
upholds Ratley, we'll make the whole giddy
county ring with the story.”

- ¢ Hear, hear!”

“Let’s go now!” said Handforth, ¢ Coine
ont" - 3 ' .

.-¢0Oh, boys—pleasge, please don’t!’ pleaded

- Mrs. Grant,  “It was wrong of you to put
my things into this cottage without permis-

sion. The ondy thing I can do is to get out,

and I want you to carry -everything into the
road. I daresay I shall manage somehow
until my husband comes. I don’t want to
cause any trouble—I don't want. to——"""

“I'm sorry, DMrs.
going to withdraw from the position,” I in-
terrupted. ¢ We've taken up_this stand, and
we'll- maintain it. If Lord Bushwick himself
supports Ratley, it'll be different. But until
we have put the matter before him, you'll
stay here.” _

¢ Rather!”” said Pitt.

¢« And we'll protect you, fco,”” T added.

S5 Well, let’s be off,” said- Handforth im-

patiently, “'Where's Bushwick House, or
whatever the place is called? Tow far?
And which way do we get to it? We mustn't
lose any time.”” =

““The castle is about two miles away, and
vou can get to it by the little lane which
branches off just down by the bend,” said
Mrs. Grant. “The lane leads into a fairly
big road further on, and you ecan't mistake
the lodge gates, Oh, but, boys! . I don’t
want you to gc to all this trouble for me!”
““You're wrong, Mrs. Grant.” I said. “ It's

not for You at all. This affair has become
a* personal one now.  Why, we wouldn’t

dream of clearing out, leaving things in thiz

unsatisfactory position. Of course, it's ro
gcod promising anybhing.. It's ‘quite likely
that Lord Bushwick hitself is in London, or
abroad. We'll socn find out, anyway.”

I had an idea that the Earl would be at
home, for it was just early summer, and the
gardens at BDushwick Castle would he in their
full glory. Since his lordship was so success-
ful with his exhibits at flower shows, it
stood to reason that he was an enthusiastic
. horticulturist. - |

At last Mrs. Grant conzented. She couldn’t
10 anything else. We were all determined
to see this thing through {o a finish, and her
protests made no difference, Before continn-
ing our travels, we meant to sec that every-
thing was right for Mrs. Grant and her
children.

Handforth, of course, wanted to dash off
without a moment’s delay. He seemed to

Mrs,

- *“Nipper's right,” he sai&.
think of all these things,

roughs—to turn Mrs. Grant out by force.

Grant, but we’re not.

have an idea that we were a kind of Ku Klux
Klan party, bent uwpon lynching the ifarl of
Bushwick on the spot. - . - b2 4
Buft I quelled these enthusiastic*designs.
“ Look here, my sous,” I -said. ¢1t's «ll
very well to be full of dash and go—but

we've got to act carefully. For one thiug, we

can't desert our own camp. We can't- leave
Grant alone in this cobttage. - And
there’s no earthly reason why sixtecn of us
should go up to the castle,”” :
“I'm going!” said Handforth firmly.
“Yes, you can come,” I agreed, to save all._
argument. . *“ And ['shall want two othérs: A
deputation of four will be quite suflicient,
The other twelve will stay here—six as a kimd -
c¢f bodyguard for Mrs. Grant round this cot-
tage, and the other six will look after the.
camp—and be within hail in case the eneimny _
comes back -with -reinforcements.” - -
Bob Christine nodded. o
“We've got to-
It's quite likely
that Ratley will come back with a gang of
I'll
stay here, in command if you like, Nipper.”*
““Good man!? I declared. “ That’'s the
style! And I'd like you, De valerie, to stay -
io charge of the camp. You can each keep
five fellows with you.” ' ' . ¢
It was arranged after a few minutes. My
companions for the trip to Bushwick Castle
were Handforth, Reggie Pitt and - Archie. -
The latter vainly protested about being com-
pelled to walk such a frightful distance, hut

I was firm. - I felt that his incldsion in the

deputation would give it a kind of tone.
Archie's elegance was wonderful. And ve
were visiting an earl. :

“We'll step it out lively!” I said, as we
started along the lane. “If's no good you
ia:‘f’i}:ng‘you can’t do it, Archie—you've got
o! ' :
‘¢ Absolutely!”’ agreed Archie.- ¢ The fact
is, laddie, I'm resigned. And.I mustn't for-
get that we are working in the service of a
lady. I mean to say, a chappie has got to
shove out the old muscles, and leg it pretty
smartly on such an oceasion.. Nothing, as it
were, is too much trouble for the fair sex!”

“Dry up, Archie—you worry me!’’ said
Handiortlh. ¢ We've got-to decide what wo
shall do to this feudal ear], It wouldn't be

a bad idea to drown him in his own meat!
Or we might take him down into onhe of the -

dungeons aud shaove him on a rack! It seems
to me the chap deserves tu be tortured! He's
nothing better than a despot!”

“I'm blessed if I ean'make it out,” I s«aid
slowly. “ You wouldn't think a man who was
so fond of Aowers could be such a brute to
his tenants. Mrs, Grant says that everybody
on the estate is scared to death of old Rat-
ley. And Ratley, after all, is only 'employed
by the Earl of Bushwick.” - e

““ It’s about time somebody investigated,”
said Pitt, ¢ It’ll be rather good if we can
bring about an alteration for the better. We
shall feel that our caravan tour has not been
without success.” '



“[ trust, dear old primroses, tnat we lind
bis lordship at hamme,”” said Archie. .

** Being a keen horticulturist, I think the
rhanees are that we shall tind bim on the
spot,?? I said. . | - :

“What's a eulturisi?? demanded Handd-
forth. g o

“A which?”

“ A eulturist!®’

“T don’t know what yon mean, you ass!”

“Didn’t you say that Lord Bushwick is a
haugity eulturist?? asked llandforth warinly.

of YCS.,J

“ Then what is a enlturist?’? asked Hand-
- fovth impatiently. < And why should he bLe
haughty?»

* [ka.. ha, hal¥ ey e

Pitt and T roared, and Archie dropped bis
monocle, - e
* *“RBlessed if I ecan see anything to cackle
at!” snapped Handforth tartly.

" ““Aly dear, fatheaded echump!”? T said
gently. I dido’t say haughty culturist--I
¢aid horticulturist!* - :

“You didn't say It and yet you did =say
ft1” exclaimed Mandforth. ¢ What kind of
rot is that? You're off your rocker!* .

“Not at all,” 1 grinned. “Just a little
misunderstanding, Handy. 1 don’t knew
whether Lord Bushwick is haughty or not—
being an carl he probably is. But he’s cer-
tainly a h-o-r-t-i-¢c-u-l-t-u-r-i-e-t,” .1 concluded,
spelling the last word., “ Now do you umder-
stand” :

" {landforth uttered a sniif of contempt.

. “*Yon—you funny hunatie!’’ he said, slightly |
red. “ Why didn’t you say =0 before? And
fancy using a fatheaded word like that! 1
suppose it means he’s a chap who colleets
moths and butterflies and things?’’

- “You're thinking of a naturalist,” 1 1e-
plied. “I'm afraid your ignorance is rather
shocking, Handy. If you look in. any die-
tiopary, you’ll find that horticulture means
the eultivating of gardenms. In other words,
Lord Bushwick is a chap who grows flowers
and things of that sort.?’ ;

~ “Then why couldn't yon use plain English
at first?!? said Handforth tartly. .

I didn’t continue the argument. And it
was qitite useless to diseuss Lord Bushwick,
because we didn't know him. and it was a
mere waste of breath. Our only hope was
that his lordshin would prove to be at home.

We had firmly made up our minds that
Mrs. Grant was to he dealt with fairly—and
we would not leave the district until we had
masde certain that everything was all right.

Besides, we now had a personal interest in
the aflair. _

That encounter with Mr. Simmon Ratlev had
got, our baeks up, and we meant to sift the
matter to the hottom. The estate manager
was a kind of despot in the neighbourhood,
and if there was any chance of us improving
matters in general, we would do so.

We took the lane that Mrs. Grant had in-
dicated. And, before long, we came to a
wide road which seemed more like a main
highway. At the time, however, there was
no traffic of any eort,

4 Qut of the way, you young cub 1 '’
snarled Ratley. He brought his stick
round, and it struck Pitit across the
shoulders. Pitt staggered a trifle

and his eyes blazed_.

And, in due course, we¢ came uponp some
wide, magnificently wrought gates—greag
iron affairs with imposing granite pillars.
And just within there was an artistically de-
signed lodge. - One gate stood wide open.

“This is the drive all right,” 1 sail.
““Come on. There's nothing like boldness.
We won't stop to inquire at the lodge—we'll
go straight on to the ecastle. There’s a
chance that we’ll be turned back if we stop.
here.” ‘

We walked on up the drive. It was a
superb place, with rolling grass streteching
away on. either side-—hills, valleys, and little
clumps of woodland. And the golden sun-
shine of the carly summer day bathed the
whole scene. - -

The drive itself was lined with stately
chestnut trees—and, here and there, in the,
distance, we eaught sight of deer. And once,
fairly close at hand, we saw a couple of
stately peacocks. There was no-doubt about
it that Bushwick Park was a glorious spot—
one of the fairest of the English countryside.

And then we came within sight of the
castle itself. _

Involuntarily, we paused, and looked ia
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cilent admiration. The castle was eld—glori-
ously old, Towers and turrcts rose to the
clear blue sky, and the walls were 1vy-
covered and gabled. It was one of those old
Eugelish mansions, dating back for centuries,
Indeed, Bushwick Castle is considered to be

one of the most magpificent aud picturcsque

aucestral homes in the land. And it is in
an almost perfect state of preservation,

“] say, what a lovely place!” reinarked
Pitt admiringly.

“ Absolutely,” agreed Archie. “I mean to
say, it's a dashed beauty spot on the old
landscape. I thought Somerton's place was
somewhat priceless, but this is absolutely
the real thing.”

* Oh, don’t waste time here!” said Iand-
forth, who had no eye for beauty. ¢ While
we're messing about, Lord Bushwick may be
buzzing off somewhere. We've got to catch
him—and put this thing straight in front o1
hiin., If he jibs, we'll jolly well tell him what
-we think!”?

Walking on down the drive, we now came
upon beautifully laid out flower-beds., De-
vond, we could see glasshouses in profusion,
and men were working in various places.

As we were passing one of these flowerbeds,
which was a perfect blaze of colour, we saw
one of the gardepers hending down, and
groping among the green leaves, lle was
}l.li-tr:‘r'ilig peculiar grunting noises a¢ the sume
time,

He was an elderly old fellow, attired in
much worn trousers, a dilapidated alpaca
tiacket, and a kind of rush hat that was fray-
ing perilously at the edzges Ile also wore a
kind of green baize apron,

““ Confounded wuisance!” he excluimed
audibly. “Upon my soul! What on earth
am I to do now? What on earth am I to do?
Gibbons—Gibbons! Where are you, Gibbons?
All! Who's this—who's this?”

The old gardeuner pulled himself upright,
and regarded us in a curious, peering way as
we came up., His face was wrinkled, with a

.pmudge or two of dirt here and there, and,

he was frowning with impatience.

};]‘ Is that you,. Gibbons?” he asked irrit-
ably,

We grinned. Evidently the old chap was
exceedingly shorf-sighted. Because he was
looking directly at us, and if his sight had
been normal he could under no circumstances
have mistaken one of our number for the un-
seen Gibbons. - :

“ Nit—we’re visitors,”” T said.
anything we can do?” ' ,

The gardener still looked at us, screwing
up his eyes as though gazing into the far

distance.
“ Visitors?”’ he snapped. = “ Visitors? I
I've lost

can’t help that—don’t bother me!
my glasses! The infernal things dropped off
as was bending over those geraniums.
You know well enough that'I'm as blind as a
bat without my glasses! At least, Gibbons
knows! Where’s Gibbons? Go and find Gib-
bons for me!” '
“I think it will be better if we find the
glasses,” I pointed out. ¢ All right, old chap

«“Is there
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—don't you worry. Whereabouts did thew
drop ofi?” :

Bandforth -was {ull of impatience, and saw
no reason why we should waste time with
this ancient gardener. But I had two rea-
sons for stopping. One, 1 wanted to do the
old fellow a good turn—and, second, it was
almost certain that he would be able to tell
us what we wanted to know about Lord
Bushwick,

We went over a short strip of grass, and
then commenced searching among {he
geraniuins. The glasses were there, in full
sight. This clearly indicated the helplessaess
of their owner without them.

“Here you i
genially.

He took the glasses from me, and adjusted
them on his nose with a sigh of satisfactioa.
Then he turned his attention fully upon us.
Instead of being mere blurs, we now shot
into. instant relief, and he could see us ns wy
réally were.

“Blezs my soul!” he exclaimed. ¢ Bays,
eh? DBoys! I detest boys! Ahem! Thank
you—thank you for the little service you
have rendered! I shall have to have these
alasses seen to! The confounded things will
persistently drop off!"

““I suppose you're tle
here?” I asked. _

The old man regarded us with interest,

“The head gardener, eh?” he repeated.
““Yes, ves! Haven't vou got eyes? What
do I ook like—an engine driver? Don’t be
g0 absurd—and don’t bother me! These con-
founded grubs are eating into everything!®”
He glared at us. “ Do you hear me? They're
eating into everything! Gibbons ought to be
ashamed of himself for allowing such a state
of affairs. Pah! The man’s a fool!”

‘““We're not. particularly interested f{n
Gibbons,” I said. “ 1 suppose he's one ol
yvour under gardener:? = Well, look .here.
Do you know if Lord Bushwick is at home?
We’d like fto see him " _

The old chap was bending over his
flowers again.

are, grandfather!” saud

head gardeaer

“ Grubs are detestable things!  he saia
firmly, ‘I shan't rest content while these
flowers are being eaten away in- such a
disgraceful fashion. Eafen! Look at
them! It’s—it’s disgusting!™

He picked up a grub, and flourished it in
our faces.

““Dash it all! protested Archie. ‘' Kindly
take the poisonous. thing away, dear old
tad! I mean fto eay, it doesn’t - interesh
me abt all! A grab, broadly speaking, i3
a dashed unpleasant thing!”

“0Oh, come on!” growled Handforth.
** This old chap's dotty!”

“EL?" said the old chap. * What's that?
What’s that? Good gracious me! What
are you boys bothering about for? . Go
away!” He glared at us again. “ Go away!
I can't be pestered by a parcel of woisy
schoolboye! I shall have to speak o
Gibbons——"

“Do you know if Lord Bushwick. i3 at

“home?” T persisted gently.
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“ At home?”’ said the gardenmer. ° Bless) flanzed ¢he entire {front of the great

my soul! This is appaliing! Two cater-| eastle  And, just turning one o»of the
piilars on one leaf! At home?"" he added | eorners, was a familiar figure. ,

‘absently. * Yes, yes, of course Lord Bush- To Dbe “exact, it was the figure of Mr.

wick is at home! He's always at home!

Don’t ask such ridiculous guestions, young

mamn-! Two caterpillars——"'

0h, it's hopeless,” murmured Reggie
Pitt, grinning.

** Geraniumns,” said the
“are hardy plants, but they.need a great
deal of attention. I shall have to have a
rcrious talk with Gibbons. This sort of
thing can’t go on. Eh? What did you
say——  Good gracious! Are you bhoys
ctill botheting about. Go away! Shoo!
saao !

He seemed to think we were a flock of
gparrows, about to peck at his precious
xeeds, or something. :

It was obviously out of the question o
get much out of him. He was one of
thoce old-fashioned gardeners wuo live
golely fcr their work. No doubt he was
one of the old retainers at the Castle.

“Come on,” I said. ** We'll go straight
up to the Castle itself.”

Tnis seemed to be the only thing to do.
Mandforth snorted with one of his most
deliverate sanorts. Archie gazed at him in
surprise, and not without a littie alarm.

- * 1 trust, dear old geranium, that you’re
feciing well?” he asked anxiously. “ 1
mean to say, that walrus effect, don't you
know! That rhinoceros sound!
are feeling fit 7"

“Pont be a blithering idiot ! retarted

Hawmdtorth politely.

disgustt’’
“Ob, sorry!”? saitd Archie. I thougbt

you were in dire ag., ald dear!” -

“That was a sound of

“ A sound of disgust!” repeated Hand-
Jorth. “I'm fed up with you fellows!

Wasting time talking to that blind old

Josser!  Him and bis fatheaded flowers!

'Walk about Rome fiddling while Neio was

burniog!™ |
* Ha, ha, hal”

‘““ That's right—cackle!” went on Hanil-
forth sourly. ¢ Weil, didn’t Nero burn#*

" He deserved to, but I always thought
ignvtms Nerao who did tbe fiddling!’” grinned
Mandforth started.

“Gh, well, T knew it was something hke
that!” ke growled. * There’s Mrs. Grant
in danger of being chucked out oy her
giddy neck, apd the kids slung inmto the
yoad, and all sou cam do —is to waste
time talking with a fower maniac! It's
my belief that c¢bap in the green aprom is
wanted by eome lunatic asylum or other!
Perhaps we’ve come to the wrong place by
misgtake "
- 1 don’t think 8o, I
¢oming to a hait.

‘1 stared straight ahead of me, and the
oihers found somethning in my tone whicn
caused them to look up. We had now
reached the wide paved terrace which

sald  grimly,

old gardener,.

1 hepe you-

Simap Ratley,

CHAPTER VL.
NOTHING DOING !

E stood there, ou
the terrace, wait.
ing.

Mr. Ratley had
ecen ns at the eame momeunt
as we had seen him, and
2 | black c¢loud had descended
over his face. The estate steward had
been pretty quiek in changing inte diy
things—bnut, although he was presentabls
onee morg, it was quite cacar that he was
still in a shocking temper.

“ Simoxn  Ratley, " ebh?” murmured Pilt.
““1 think - it ought vo be Simon Legree!
He reminds me of the villain of the piece

in ‘Unele Tom’s Cabin.' Legree was an
overseer too, wasn't he?” |
We didn’t answer, fzr Mr. Ratley had

strode up. .
“ You impudent puppies!®’ he exclaimed

furionsly. " Who told you to come here?
Get out! Clear off bhefore 1 have you
throwag-—-" .

‘*Wait a minufe, Mr. Ratley,” I

jinterrupted quietly. * Do you happen to be -
the lord and master of this domain? Isn't
there anybody else who Dbas a scrap of
autharity?"
* Don't
brat!” ’
 After what happened this momsng, M,
Ratley, we don’'t accept vour authority in
the chgbtest degree!”™ 1 declared. ™ Yon
proved yoursed to be a buily and a cad—
and we've got mothizg but contempt for
peopie of that sort. We came here to zee
the Barl of Bushwick.” :

“Oh, indeed!”’ sparled Ratley, almost
beside himseli.

‘ Yes, indeed!”’ I mimicked.

““If yon imagine that you cam ceme lere
demanding to see his lordship, you have

argue with me, you infernal

made a mistakel” said Ratley, controlling

himselt with difficulty. “Who do you
think you are? A pack of cheeky school-
hoys who scem to imagine that yocu can
do exactly as you like, without any
gquery! I de wot intend to be driven il
a acene herée—youw understand?”

‘“It wouldn't look well, would it, Mr.
Ratley?” 1 said. * The castle windows
all oveériook this tferrace. It weuldn't

appear vcry digpified for you to start =
ﬁglhh, wosld 1"
‘ Juat say the word,
sald Handforth grimly. -
The esvate manager !ooked as though
he could murder us on the spot.

and I’ll soon hegin,”

“ Are  you going?’ he asked in a
sufincating voice.
“ Not yet, old dear,” replied Archie.

“That is, ] €hould sap—old Dlighter!



‘the coffing, we
choice aund well
dear old Tarl! .1
mean to fe;v we've got a dashed lot to
chat about. So kindly cease this stuff, aud
whizz off!"”

“* I've told you ﬂn(‘e——l shall not te[l you
ncain!” exclaimed Ratley. * There
pussibility of - vour Seeing Lord
:The castle Is practically empty.
-Lady Bushwick are in London.’
- ¢ Oh!” said Pitt. * One of the gardeners
‘told -us that Lord Bushwick wae here.”

Mr. Ratley bit his . lip.

into
few
assorted words vnth tiie

Before we fade olf
intend to have a

- Lnrd- and

“he

suaried, tryieg to hide his motneutary
confusion. I won't allow yeu to re
INAain & _ ;
“ What's this—what’s thizg?” demanded
an  impatient veice. * Bless my soul!

These boys again!
Ratleyt: Where's Gibbons?
that fool of a Gibbons! The man's always
disappearing! These geraniums—-""

-1 would like to——" beﬂau Ratley,

What are you- doing

“Not only geraniums, but other things
gqrdener_
~ the -
(Ielphmmms are in an appalling ‘condition! Ratley’s nose.

iife have I seen so much.

conftinued the oid

“ ’l‘he achilleas

as welll”
severely and
‘Never in Iy
biight! Heaven only
are¢- . coming . to nowadays!
(Gibbons? Good gracious 1Ine,
Can't you tell me¢ where Gibbong is?
these boys!
boys! They're absolutely haunting mc!
‘Worried as I am, they're haunting me!”

“1 should be glad of a few words with
you regarding these boys, wvour lordship,”
said Ratley venoinously.

- What!" breathed Pitt faintly.

. “ Your—ycur lordship?” rcpcatad Hand-
forth in a dazed voice. .
- *1 mean to say, we've ﬂorrev.hal: shoved
the old foot in it!” murmured Archie.

I said nothing. DBut -one ¢thing -~ was
- perfectly  elear We had taken the old
fellow in the dilapidated hint and the green
aprou for a head gardener—but he was,
iu reality, the Earl of Bushwick himself?!

Remermbering the way we had spoken top
- Lim, it was onh natural that we should
be somewhat confused. At the same timne,
the fault was not ours.  There was nothing
whatever in the old gentleman's appear
ance to indicate that he was the lord and
master of this fair stretchh of England's
beauty. He looked no more like an earl
than Handforth looked like a detective.
Morcover, he had. deluded us by answer-
ing our questions regarding Lord Bush-
v.u:k
- I could not help feeling astomsacd——-hnd
with . this asbonishment there . was a
sensation of pleasure. For Lord Bushwick
was, totally
teﬂ Having heard the stories about
harsh way 'in which Hhis
treqted I had pictured the Eatl to be one

knows what things
Where's
Ratley !

And

is no.
Bushwick..

of  titied

““I don't care what the gardeners say! 1o _

I can't ﬁud:

Everywhere I go I see these

given circumstances.

different to what 1 had ex-

tenants were

of those ‘hard, unhending aristocrats of the
Imdh autocratic type.

But nobody less harmful t.hla old
chap. could -be imagined. He was
apparenftly alive for the sole purpose of
tending to bhis beloved flowers. He was
a genlal looking, pottering old chap with
B” “more ideas of autocracy than a qtable
0¥,

-1 looked at him again—with his sml
smeared hands, his somewhat grubby face,
and his dilapidated eclothing.  I've heard
landowners: who go about - thetr
own estates looking like tramups but this
was the first time I had. met one cof the

gpecies, - _ o

“ What's tlmt‘? What's that?' asked his
lordship testily. * You want to speak to
me about these bnvs?" -

“ Yes, your lordship.”" -

% Gooa gracious me!'" said the Earl. -**1
can’t waste my time in that way, Ratley!
Don't I keep telling you that I wans
Gibbons? - The man appears to be missing!
I haven't seen him for hours—do you hear?
Hours! .And these delphiniums need -
immediate attention. Look!” said Lord
Bushwick thrusting a caterpillar under Mr.
*Look at thatl Am I fo
have my flowers eaten up by these infernal
things?”

Mr. Ratiey backed away. ;

‘“I regre$ being compelled to bother you,
but it is most easentml yvour lordship,"’
he iasisted. ** These bo;s have taken
p{HSBaSlOH of the little Spinney Cutt*t,,e, and

than

i they've had the .audacity to—"

-““Of course,” said his lordship thounht
fully. *“0f course, caterpiliars doubtiess
have certain purposes in life. I don't deny
that caterpillars might be useful ‘under
But I won't have
them ou my flowers! As for Gibbons, [
ghall discharge the man at once if he
doesn’t improve!"’

‘*“ Perhaps we can have a word with you,
Lord Busbwick?" I asked firmly. * There

wiasilt a fire down in the valley last
ng | J £ ) '

““ A fire?" said Lord Bushwick, etarting.
** Possibly that accounts for the blacks I
found on the .lobelias ¢this mopning!
Blacks!” bhe added fiercely, * What do 1
grow flowers for? . To  have them

smothered with soot and grime? How dare
you llght a fire in the mllev‘"
He giared at us angrllv
“ But this fire—-" i
“ ]t doesn't matter to me what fire it
was—I won't have it,” said his lordship
explosively. *“ Ratley, you ought to be
ashamed of yourself! What do you think
ou are? Don't I pay you to look after
il*e estates? And yet you allow fire. to be
tit ali over the 1&11@5"’
“My hat'” 1 groaned
allow me——'
. ¢*Gibbons!” said Lord Bushwick trmmpn-
antly. "_“‘iplendld—slﬂeudld'" -
" He .md lust caught sight of a ﬂgure

”Ir you 11 .;ust
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rcunding a clump of rose bushes, and be
trotted away like a hound on the seeunt.
‘He mmplete{y forgot all about us and Mr.
Hatley, and the fire. - : ' L
- I was becoming quite clear to ma that
1he Earl of Bushwick knew as much aboub
his esiates as a fruit hawker in the New
Cross Road. He lived entirely for his

zardens. And light was beginning to dawn
vb me. His lordship was wpot the barsh

wman 1 had believed. The simple explanation
wus that he left everything entirely ‘in the
hands of Simon Ratley, and the latter mis-
nsed the trust which was placed in him.

" I eouldn’t help feeling a hit out of my
depth.  Certainly, Lord Bushwick was

-amusing— but it was disconcerting to dis-

¢over that he paid absolutely no attention
0 matters of importance.

“ Well, are you satizsfied?” dcmanded
Ratiey ecurtly " Do you think it will ba
possibie to talk with his lordship? Take
sy advice, boys, and gebt away from here!
Ji you leave this neighbourhood at once, !
onay be, inelined to overlook your disgrace
¥al behaviour of this morning——"’
~ “Thanks all the same—we're staying!”
I interrupted. * And we’ll stay here until
we can get a proper hearing—uniess, uof
eourse, you give us your word that Mrs.
Grant will be aliowed to remain

“ Comfound your impudence,” snapped
Ratley. * Within an hour frem noiv Mrs.
drant will be t{orned out of that cottage
—hag and baggage! And
thwart me again~-I shall not hesitate
invoke the aid of the law!”

- Before weé could find aony suitable’ reply
10 this remark, ~ a smoothly gliding
limousine rolled up from the drive, and
e¢ame to a halt just against the big malu

marble steps—only a few yards away from

us, It was a magnificent equipage, and
the chauflfeur was dazzlingly smart in blue
smform with silver buttons. _

He opened the rear door, and we noticed
the whoele ecar sag somewbat o thuf
direction. A moment later the Countess of
Bushwick appeared. She emerged from
the  limousine sideways. o

In gpite of the car’s ample proportions,
and the wide nature o? the door, it was
not guite wide enough to allow her. lady
ship to descend with absolute grace and
‘daintiness. . . ‘

As Pitt afterwards remarked, as soon as
Lady Bushwick was out of the limousine,
the springs of the latter gave a kind oi
c¢hirrup of reliel. This was not véry sur-
prising. , -

For the Countess of Bushwick was mnob
exactly a chicken. She was apn extremely
grang 'person—vast, - voluminous, with con-
siderabie’” portions of her face overflowing
into her neck. 8he was attired in the height
of fashion, she made liberal use of paint
and powder, aand- there was an expression
of siupreme hauteur upon her aristocratic
bnt generoue features.

“PThank you, Ratléy!’ she exclaimed
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.myeeli, Lady

-about Mra.

if yon dare {o
to.

graeionsly, as the sieward assisted her to
alight. " A -perfect morning, Ratley!
‘Have yow, by any chance,. secen his lord-
ship about?”’ ]

Lady Bushwick then became aware of our
presence.  She paised her lorgnette, and
inspected us minutely through the giasses.
Apparently, she was mot exceedifigly
impressed, for her manner became frigid.

‘* Who,”? she inquired, ‘“‘are the:ze
youths?” T e
‘** Pleato let me introduce my friends ang

Bushwick,” 1 said, steppine
forward. “ We are hoys froem St. Frank's
College, and we're om a caravan holiday.
wWe've gut our <camp just down in the
valley.”

* Indeed P’ said Eady Bushwick, with
caid ipdifference. ** That is very interesting,
I am eure. 1if you wish to see cver the
park, 1 have no doubt that Mr. Ratley will
give you a permit.” |

“No, its met {haty, ma'am!” put in
Handiorth, " We'd like to talk to yeu .
Grant. Her place was burng
dovar last night, so we shoved her intc g
place valled the Bpinning Cottage—"

“The Spinncy CQCottage, your ladyship,”
translated Me, Ratley - -

Hor Jadyship fixed Handforth with an
icy stare. Until. now she had been disposed
to leok upon us with a kind of tclerant
kindliness. But now her manner was com-
pletely esld. T had noticed that she had
given a distinet start when Handforth had
thoughtlessly addressed her ‘as * ma'am.”
Such an gppaliing thing, no doubt, had
nevey bhefore oceurred. .

“} am npot interested!’” ghe -said briefly,

With a tilf of her wvarious chins, she
turned away, and proceeded to moumb the
wide steps semething after the fashion of
a well dressed hippopotawus. But we were
30t going te be defeated a second time.

“Just 3 minute, Lady Bushwick, please,”
I 3aid, walking up the stéps-beside her.
“Don't fake any notice of Handforth—he
didn't mean to be rude. We want to know
if you will give shelter to a worman and
her c¢hildren who were burnt® out of -
their house last wight? Can they stay in
the Spinney Cottage uantil another placc
can be lixed. The cottage is quite empty,
ang they woa't do any barm—""-

‘“ All matters eonpected with the estate are
dealt with by Mr, Ratley,’”” said - her lady-
ship frigidly, ‘“% cannot bother over these
triles. No doubt Mr. Ratley will do as you
require.’”? g e

“But Ratley tried to turn the woman
out ¥ hegan Handforth, . o

“Oh, indeed!?” said her ladyshkip. ‘““Then [
have nct ihe slightest doubt that Mr. Rat-
ley acted with complete justitication. In any
ease, the entire cootrol of the estate is in
Mr. Ratley’s hands,-and I canrot interfcre.”

She walked on, and left us standing on the
steps, -feeling rather siranded. Ratley was
-regarding ve with ill-copeealed triumph. We
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didn't say a word until her Luh&hip had van. |
ished into the great doorway.

- The—the ol(l cat ! said Hciﬂdf()l‘th indig-
nantly.

“* We shall have to have another go at Lord
Bushwick,’”” I said with a grim note in my
voice.

“You'll do nuthmﬂ of the kind!”’ broke in
Ratley. ¢ This farce has gone far enough!
Posasibly you understand that 1 have abso-
And 1 warn you that i you

L5

dare fto— ’
“ I'in sorry, Mr. l..utlu but we don't take
any notice of you,” 1 mterrupted “1min

aueite certain that Lord and Lady Bushwick {

don't know your true nature. If they were
aware of the fact that you are a cad and a
bully. they wouldn’t place thexr trust
‘:uu'”

The men went livid with rage.

“ By Hedven‘” he muttered. ¢ I will make
vou suffer for this! Apd you may as well
know at once that Mrs. Grant is going to be
hrm\-l out of that ‘cottage—and her brats
are going to be thrown out, too! I have my
men in readiness—and they're fromg to act-—-
now!'

He strodc off, his eyes alight with evil plea-
sure,

lie knew, well enough, that it was a hope-
less task for us to ppmuh Lady Bushwick—
and just as hopeless to approach Lord Bush-
wick. For years this man had held full
sway. Tt was not possilile for us to gain the

ears of liig lordship.
And the position seemed prefty well hope-

less.

Sy — —

CHAPTER VII.
FOR(‘I\G HIS LORDSHIP'S HAXND!

HE man walked along
the dusty road with
dragging, tired foot-
steps.

it was hot in fthe morning
sunshine, and scarcely a cloud

' B covered the sky to shield the
way t‘arer from the glaring rays. He trudged
along with a purpose, liowever—limping
ﬁl:ghtf} with his lcft foot.

ieorge Grant was going home.

Upon his face there was an expression of
haggard worry. And he had every, reason to
bo filled with concern. For on the previous
day .he had lost his job. Through no fault
“of his own, he had becn thrown out of work.
The firm that had employed him had heen
doing bad business recently, and had heen
cmnpelled to cut down expenses.

A certain number of men had gone-—-—and
George was one of their uumb&,r

S0 he took the opportunity $o come home.
It was a pretty long walk, but it cost him
nnthing—-‘e\cept a little shne leather. For
scme time, during this morning walk, he had
~ been wondenng \'.‘lether he should tell hLer
the truth.

" He had decided that it would be better
not to do sn. He could simply explain .that

‘-‘M

thcre was no work that day. and on the

- - _'_0 i
A "_'.
a T
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morrow he would, go back to the town, and
scek fresh employment, But, finding bhimself
with time on his hands, an irresistible long-
ing to go home for a short spell had come
over hin.

George Grant was a well set up man-—not
more than thirty-thrce. There wus a refinea
look about him, in spite of his shabby cloth-
ing. He walked with an upright back, and
with a steady stride. He was clever, t00~-
a man who could command other men, and
do hisz work peri‘ectlv But things were uot
any too good in England, and jobs were aot
to be had for the asking. For every vacancy
there were a dozen applicants— sometimes
hundreds. George Grant had been unlucky.

He gave a little sigh of satisfaction as he
came within sight of a familiar bend. Just
round that bend he would come within view
of the thatched cottage. Perhaps he would
auz his little childrea playing about near the
bcl .

The tiredness went out of his gait, and he
went forward with renewed cnergy. 1t was
worth the walk—it was worth coming home.
Perhaps it had been weak of him to succumb
to the inclination, but he had felt depressed
and wmiserable.

He turned the bend, and gazed eagerly a$
the scene. The cottage was poor enough in
all conscience—but on his meagre salary, e
could afford nothing better. For the same
rent he could only have obtained a mere
workman's slum dwelling in thie town. And
ie couldn’t think of letting his wife live in
a2 place like that.

But, suddenly, George came to a halt

Something seemed to rise in his throat, and
he stood there, transfixed. E\ervthmg was
the same—the trees—the meadows—the little
wooded hill over to the left. But—but the
cottage! It had gone—it was no longer to be
geen! |

Unbelieving, staggered beyond all measnre,
George gave a gasping cry of consternation.
His amazement was more than he could
understand. His brain was in a whirl. [fow
could that cottage have been spirited away?

Two minutes later he knew the truth.

Bursting through the open gateway ke
came to a halt, his fuce suddenly turning to
a sickly, di—:‘.atthl',;r pallor, A choking cry came
into his throat. The cottage itself was com.
pletely gutted to the last wall. Nothing but
an empty shell remained.

For perhaps a full minufe George Grant
stood there, unable to think. e was like a
stone statue. But then, in a moment, te
‘hanged. He seemed turned into a demented
thing. Rushing forward, he ran wildly about,
here and there, He shouted hoarsely, ca.llm"
the names of his wife and children.

At last, after five minutes, he came to a
pause, breathless and hot, and perspiring
freely—but the pallor still remained. 1lle
could guess what had bhappened—he c¢ould
picture it all. That dry, thatched old -cot-
tage was combustible as tinder. The place
had caught on fire—it had burnt up like »
torch, and—and—— The man covered his

LEE LIBBARY |




face with his hands.

He didn't (]d.l‘e to pu.-
ture what had happened.

. But the desolation of that scene was tuo

sz&,mﬁcan* There was nothing—no sign what-
ever that a living soul had been saved. And
there were no neighbours here. There wasn’t
a human being in sight.

George suddenly remembered that other
cottage further along—not far from the
tittle spinney. It bhad been empty—hut .per-
haps there were tenants now. Perhaps they
would know something—

Almost before the thought had formed it-
scif, Gegrge Grant was running madly along
the lane—running as he had never run before.
durning a bend, he came within sight of
gome peaceful 100[\111[2‘: caravans which were

pulled up on the side of the road. Horses

were grazieg just beyond, on the marshes.

And there were bO}’S-—-—bE'«ET&l of them,
maving lazily about the camp.

Perhaps they would know somethmg-—-—per-
haps they would be able to tell him what
had happened at the cottage. He ran up, a
wild flgure—an cxtraordmary person o meet
on such a sunny, peaceful morning.

De Valerie was having a little chat with
Fatty Little outzide one of the caravans—a
¢hiat concerning whether tinned salmon or
torgue would be preferable for lunch. Fatiy
‘was rather ms,lmed to think that both dr:h
cacies would be required.

But they paused in thie midst of their dis-

eussion ag George (rant appeared, rushing |

bheadlong down the laie. llis sudden, unex-
pected appearaunce in that guiet little spot
wags something of a shock.

‘“*What on carth " began De Valerie.

“* Perhaps he’s hungry!” suggested Fafty,
who had sometimes Telt desperate himself

“'This man looks as if he's running far lis
life!” gaid De Valerie. “ Great Scott! Je
must be mad, or something! I say!
Wauit a minute!”

De Valerie ran ocut into the road, and cane
face to face with George Grant.
coming to a halt, was Dbreathing heavily,
Perspiration poured down his face, and in
hiig eyes there was a wild light: of anxiety
and horror.

““ Seeady ! said  the “ What's
wrong with you?” | '

Graut
Do—

juuior.

“The— the cottage!” panted
hoarsely. “My wife and chiidren!
do you know anythmg £

He eame to.a halt, unable to sa; the words
that wanted to he said.

De Valerie understood in a moment, Iis
expression changed—he knew why the man

was. so overwrought. He was Mrs, Grant’s
husband—and, having seen the ashes of the
cottage, had come to the conelusion that
n terrible tragedy had occurred. De \J.Ier.u
bastened 1o exp]ain ' .I - h'

e

¢« You’ro: Xr. hrant
hegan,

. Yos—yes! That's - m:{ name.
you tell me 27

s all right—you needn’t v«orr*,” said
D¢ Vidlerie quiekly, “Your wife and children
are quile safe. The cottage burnt down last

‘suppose——:’

But can

i

Hil |

The Iqtter, .
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ke carme to a halt, his face turning
te a sicikiy, deathly pallor. A ckoking
cry came inta his throat. The cottage
itself was campletely guited. Nothmg
bBut an empty shell remained.

night, but nobedy was hurt, and qute a few
tlnngs were saved, t00.”

“Grant staggered slightly as he stood. The
suspense had been: ferrible, ard now that
his awful anxiety was relieved, he felt sud-
iculy weak. DBut a light of joy leapt iuto his
eyes, aid he c¢lutehed at the junior's anm,

“ Phank God!?? he muttered huskily.

“kt’s all right—don’t upset yourself,” said
De  Valerie, feeling rather ‘uncomfortable.
“You see, we happened’ to be camping here,

and we saw the glare in the shv It was a
*rz,tJLy ¢lose shave, I can tell you——"

“ Did-—did you help to save them?” sked
George Paﬂcrly '

“Weld, in a way,” admitted De Valerie.
“We huzzed along, of course, and fouud the
placé alight déwnstairs, so we got in through
one of the back w,z}dnwc Wothm_n much, you
know—nothing to make a fuss of.” k

“ But where are they?’? asked the man in-
tently.

“ A bit further along the lane—in the little
cottage at the bend,” put in Fatty Little.
“ We put them there, nnd some of our chaps
are guarding the place??

“ Guarding it}

0y
%
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“ Yes,” said De Valerie. “ There's a pretty
beastly kind of a reptile named Ratley—he
‘seems to be an overseer, or something about
Liere, 1le tried to pitch Mrs. Granot out, but
we stopped him.”

A frown crossed over George Grant's face.
: “Ratle}“’ he muttered. * Ratley again!
Well, I don’t suppose 1 can expect anyth:ng
~else from him. I—I think I'll go sbraight

alopg——"

. *“Hold on!” inbtarrupted Fatty. ° What
about a snack? I’'ve got some sandwiches
here, and you look pretty used up.”

Grant took a deep breath, YFoocd was about
the last thing he required just then—
although, as a matter of fact, he was
famished. His one desire was to ﬂet to that
tl:'c_r_ttage as quickly as his feet would carry
1in,

““Thanks all the same—but I want to see
the kiddies!"” he replled quietly.

lle walked on rapidly, and De Valerie
accompanied him. And very scon they caine
within sight of the cottage, and Grant could
uo longer curb his impatience, " Ile broke into
a-run, and gave a cry of joy as he saw his
‘two little children playing about in the small
frout garden.
- In a moment they were l)[)tl in his arms.

“ Why, George!” exclaimed Mrs. Grant,
appearing at the door “0Oh! ¥ow did you
know?”

“I dido't know anything—TI just came by
chance,” said Grant, at length. ¢ And when
I saw that cnttagp in ashes I near]y wenb
mad. I thought—I thought—<"’

. - ¢ It must have been a terrible shock, dear,”
- said Mrs. Grant softly. “And if -it hadn't
heen for these woniderful boys, we should all
have been burnt to death. Oh, George, I
can't tell you how splendid they have been!
They looked after us in the most wonderful
“rl}r"”
- Her eyes were ghining as she went into full

details of the fire.

She described everything that had hap-
ened—and was rather inclined to exaggerate
he activities of the 8t. Irank’s fellows.
And by the time she had done, her husbaud
was glowing with admiration.

He turned to the juniors who were atand-
ing fairly near by.

“I'm not much of a hand at talking,” he
exclaimed quietly. “But I think you ynung-
sters will understand how I feel. Thanks for
all you've done. I'd like to say a million
times more than that—"’

““There’s no need to say anything at all!”
said Bob Christine uacomfourtably. ¢ The
only thing we did was to help a bit. Any-
body eise would have done just the same if
they had been on the spot. -No need to make
a fuss about it, anyhow. Let's talk about
- something else. »

But George Grant didn't want to talk
abouX anything else.

He went dll through the cottage, looking
at the things that had been salved from the
fire, and his wife described, again aud again,
"how wa had rizked our own lives in order to

!

!
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rescue these goods. The juniors, of course,
stoutly denied this, declaring thd.t there had
been no danger whatever.

And while they werce still inside the cot-
tage, Willy Handforth dashed in, rather -
breathless.

““Look out, you fellows,”” he said briskly.
“ Enemy's coming!”’

“ Eh?” said Christine.

“Old Ratley!” replied Willy briefly.

i .&Eune'ﬁﬂ

(11 'i? 5 1 . )
“ Oh, then there's nothing to worry about,”
said Bob. ¢ If Ratley starts any more of his

uonsense, we'll give him another dose of the
duckpond, Wasn't one ducl\.mg enough for
him?”

““0h, boys!’” said Mrs. Grapt hurriediy.
““You mustn't do anything to Mr. Ratley
again—you'll only get yourselves into ftrouble

2
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“Sorry, ma‘am, but please leave this to
us,” said Christine firmiy.

He went outside, with smeral of the other
juniors, and they were just in time to meet
Mr. Simon Ratley at the gate. The man
didn't attempt to come in—in fact, he stood
well away, half fearing that the boys might
attack him. :

“If you touch me, I'H—"

“We won't touch you, Mr., Ratley,
stay outside,’”” .interrupted Bob.

“T want to speak to Mrs. Grant,” snapped
Ratley.

“I'm sorry, but I'm not allowing my wife
to speak to you, Mr. Ratlf,y. said George
Grant, coming outside. ““I'm rather particu-
lar about who she talks to. What do you

want???
looked at

Ratley

«“QOh!” he said harshly. ©“ So you have had
the aundacity to come, ehi? And do you in-
tend to remain in this cottage in spite of
my strict instructions that you should clear
out.” - _
- George Grant looked a% the man squareh'

“There is not much love lost between you
and I, Mr. Ratley,” he said quietly. It was
owing to your influence that I lost my posi-
tion at Bushwick Castle. I'm not a vindic-
tive man—it's not my habit to bear grudges.
Canr't you allow us to remain here for a few
days? Can’'t yvyou unbend fto that extent?
Don’t misunderstand me—I'm not asking for
any favours. I wouldn't accept a favour
l"mdm you. I'll pay the rept of this eottag
and—-"’

“You'll get out of this cnttage"" shouted -
Ratley.

“ You know about the hrc-—}ou know how
we're stranded

¢“7T don't care a hang about the fire!”
raved the estate manager. “That is not
my business! But I am not going to be
thwarted and ignored by these schoolboys,
or by you! I give you fair warning—get
out of this cottage at once, or I'll take -trnﬂn-
action!

¢ You brute!” shouted De Valerie hotly.

4] just camo here to tell you that you've

if yvou

him, and his eyes

glittered.
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cgot oue hLour!” weut on Ratley. “I wn
wmaking preparations to have you thrown out
—but I'll save you that indignity i Yyou
prefer. Leave this cottage at once, and i}l
sy no more. But it’s got to be abv once—
while I look on!” ;

Cecil De Valerie answered before Grant
could find his voice.

‘“ Whatever Mr. and Mrs: Granot say, it
makes no difference!’? he shouted t_eusel'y.
*“They didn’t seize this cottage—we did! 1t
was our idea, and we don’t intend to take
orders from a blackguardly bully of your
iype!  We'll stay here—and you can do your
worst P :

* Hear, hear!” said Bob Christice heartily.

“* You can put that in your pipe and smoke
it gaid Willy. '

Mr. Ratley shrugged his shoulders with an
assumption of indiffercnce. DBut his face
was flushed, and his eyces were snapping with
Sury. .

“ Very well,” he snarled. " We shall see ¥

Without another word, he turped and
strode off down the lane. Grant turned teo
.13, his own eyes gleuming.

“I was a fool!’? he said tensely. “1 was
a fool to ask that man a thing! T might
have known what sort of an answer I should
get!  I'm not a coward, but I can't allow
my wife and children to be exposed to any
violence.. I'm afraid we shall have to leave
this cottage 1 |

4t Not on your life!” interrupted De Valerie,

““ Look here—there .are sixteen of us alto-.

gether, and we'll guarantee complete protec-
ticn for Mrs. Grant and the children, and
we’ll he answerable for anything that hap-
nens. We’re not ‘going to let that beast gain
the victory!?’

¢* Never!” said the others grimly, -

And then, a few minutes later, Handforth
and Archie and Pitft and I appeared, having
just returned from the castle. We heard all
that had passed, and I expressed my full
approval. _

*Good!” I declared. ¢ That was the right
stuft to give him, De Valerie. Ratley has
thrown down the gauntlet, and we’ll accept

| going ol.

 if he attemipted any violenee.
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ity It's going to be a fight! It docsu't
mattcer about the law—in a case like this
we’ve gob right on our side!?””. )
I‘;{But,’boyﬁ, I can’t allow you to incur any
risk——1

“I’'m saryy, Mr. Grant, but this is our
affatr—even more than yours,” I interrupied.
“We've gtarted on the job, and we’ll finish
it. We know that Lord Bushwick is a decent
old sort, He simply deesn’t know whatl's
But we’ll let him know—we’ll
bring about a big alteration on this estate

{ before we're done.”

“ Why, what do you intend doing?” asked
.Grant, wilth interest.

‘““We're going to fight Ratley to the
finisk1°? I remarked. “ We're going to show
Lord Bushwick what kind of a brute he’s got
for an estate manager. And it won't take us
long to get things straight, ['m jolly glad
we c¢ame to this part of the country. I think
we shall be able to help the community in
gencral” .

The other juniors were enthusiastic.

As for Ratley, we should be ready for him
I had come to
the conclusion that it waus quite useless
doing anything in a hurry, The whole mattor
needed careful planning and arranging.

The Bushwick estates were im the control
of Simon Ratley—and by all that I could
hear he was a harsh tyrant—and he had
proved this hy his very actions. It was time
tha't Mr. Ratley’s despotic rule came.to au
end.

We had taken up Mrs. Grant’s cause. from
the first, and we were not going to relin-

I gquish it wow. The affair, in a way, was over.

| If we had chosep, we could have gone on our
| way, seeking fresh fields of adventure.

- But we preferred fto stay. -

We would see things right on the Bushwick
 estates before we leff our present camping
graound. _

And, by all appearamces, excitement was
looming. Eittle did we realise what stari-
. ling, dramatic events were destined to take
- place in that quiet, peaeeful corner of rural

- lampshire !

_'THE END.
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THE NELSON LIE LIBRARY

" Yours for 6. N,

™  The “*Big Ben ™ Keyless Lever Watch
on THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS
ever put before the British Public
by one of London's Oldest-Estab-
l1shed Mail Order Houses, @

FREE An absolutely %

Free Gift of
= a So!id Silver English '
Hall-marked < Double Curb NS
A_IL:ert."v.vith Seal: attached, l!
AG’ given Free with every Watcli, \F\

o M \I ==Speclﬁca.tl0n' ; !Cllt ‘iFIl“-%
I =—size ' Keyless "Levér.s Watch, W
A \ Elmplm ed action; fitted patent ‘)
T — . recoil click, - preventing \
=y breakaze of mainspring (8

. by ov erwmdm,'.f wir'e
10 Years' Warranty.
Sent on receipt of
-4 6d. deposit: aftér,
“).‘ W '1p sproval, send Lt
A Wi more, The balance
Wwmay then be paid }
4,by 9 monthly pn} k':. "
| 'ments of 2'- each n
) Cash refunded in @
full if dissatished. k
Send 6d. now to

J. A, DAVIS & Co. (&

(Dept. 87).'%- k '
26 Deamark Hill, L" g

= London, S.E. 5.
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Nervous : Fear 8, = Depres-’
- Be-

'"I.t(]- . .

2/9, direct to
119. Fleet Street,

or..liroad .nib) .
tlic price 1::,1319. 2d.’
:mipun-up to siX.°
(Pockel-Chp 4d.) Q‘ﬂfl“\iﬂt'l]nﬂ gnarvanteed or cash:

fals
DOH’T ‘BE BULLIED
=t Special offer. Two Illus: Sample Les-
h 5 sons” fromi my Complete Coursedh
':, JUJITSU for i penny stamps.Jujitsu
. 1S l;he best & simplest science of sell
* -~ defence and attack ever in-
, verited.“Learn to take care
g of ;yourself under all €ir-
£ .~ cumstances _and learn” fto
pmtect the qmal] &weak. SEND NOW—'"YAWARA:"
SCHGDL (Dept AP, ] 31 Gnlden 8q, Regent. Street, W. 1.
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TAl apphcatlons”for Advertise-_

. ment Spacea i this publlcattonf--

shiould ‘be~ atTdr:osaed to:the +

- Advertisement, ‘\Iandn*ei:, LTHE

DJ’LSON LEE LIBBARY

'1]10 Floetway Houqe Farrmrr- .
don Street, London E.CA4.
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Prmtod and Yublished every Wednesday by the. Propricfors, The Amalgamated Press (1922)
London,
"Sole Age nts tor South
Agents for Australia and New Zealand:
Tmperiat News (9

Street,
months.

rFar Filt"-‘"[]nh
5/6 for six

The Fleetway Ilmﬁ ;
11/- pee anmul;
Ltmt*tnl Sole

No. 41?

Canvila: The

Ltd.. i
'-uhs.{-n]»tlou Rates : Inland and A[wna‘(!
Africa: The Central News Agencys
Gordon & Gotch, Limited: and fo‘r

Limited,
June 2, 1923,
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