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‘* Hands up !’ commmanded a sharp voice. ‘‘ No nonsense, now !
'em !’ Handiorth gave a gulp and twirled round.

Up with




or, ST. FRANK'’S IN
GLORIOUS DEVON

Nelson Lee’s brilliant brain-wave to solve a
knotty problem of how to make room for the
temporary accommodation of the River House boys at St. Frank’s
by starting a travelling school, composed of the Remove, comes
into effect in this week’s story, which marks the first phase in a
fascinating new series. It is really a kind of caravan school, only instead
of the ordinary horse vehicles, which are all very well on a holiday when
only a few are to be accommodated, the Housemaster-detective is providing
commodious motor-vans specially equipped for the purpose. Their progress through
the various counties will not only be more rapid, enabling more places to be visited,
but much time and trouble will be saved in dispensing with a large number of
horses, which would otherwise be required. Altogether, the tour looks like being
a tremendous success, and we hope it will offer a useful suggestion for other schools

to follow.
THE EDITOR.
CHAPTER L }ung the bell would clang out for morning
Txt (T . €350!115.
THE REMOVE IN LUCK! It was a fine June morning, and the
WEN MAJOR, of the Remove, shook{ summer term at St. Frank's was well
his head. | started. And many of the juniors were
‘“It's no good asking me,”” he said | feeling jealous because a good many mem-
perplexedly. ** I'm blessed if I know | bers of the Remove were still on holiday.

why the asses haven't turned up. A week As Grifiith had said, sixteen fellows had
we've been here—over a week, in fact. And | failed to turn up when the school had re-
not a sign of them!” assembled. These sixteen, including myself,

‘" Sixteen!” remarked Griffith. '‘ Sixteen.| had been away on a simple caravan tour.
including Nipper, PFitt, De Valerie, and all | We had ambled alcng the high roads and
the best chaps in the Remove! It's about | by-lancs, enjoying ourselves hugely. And
time something was done. I don’t see why | because we had failed to put in an appear-

they should be missing school like this!” | ance for the beginning of the new term, the
Armstrong and Doyle nodded in sym- | other fellows in the Remove felt that they
pathy. had a grievance.

Before the picturesque old steps cof the But they didn't know the facts. The
Ancient House the quartette of Remove | caravan party was in Hampshire, quite a
' Juniors were lounging in the morning sun- | distance from St. Frank’s—and it had
- shine. Breakfast was over, and before very ' remained in Hampshire because Nelson Lee
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had given instructions that the party was]

not to leave the eamping ground. And Nel-

son Lee had a reason. '
‘“.Aand all these River IHouse chaps!” went

on Grifiith. “ It was all very well for a
day or two. But I reckon it’s getting a bit
too thick. We're jolly well crowded out—

we're like sardines in a tin. Things seem to
be all wrong this term. I'm about fed up!”

“ Same here!’’ said Owen major,

“ Well, you can bet that these River
House chaps won't stay long,”” said Arm-
strong. ‘* There isn't room for them. Thirty-
three of the beggars—including the ion.
Aubrey Wellborne and his set of cads!™

The fact that the River House hoys had
been * nalmed’™ on to St. Frank’s was
another grievance in the Remove. And it
was quite true that space in the Ancient
House was filled to the utmost.

Sixteen fellows were away, it is true, but
thirty-three new ones had comc in—which,
brought down to a mathematical conclusion,
simply meant that there were seventcen
boys too many.

Junior studies were crowded out all -along
the Remove passage. Rooms that ought to
have accommodated three were holding live,
and evervthing seemed to be at sixes and
sevens. In fact, as Griflith had pointed
out, evervthinrg seemed to be wrong.

But it really couldn’'t be helped.

On the very first day of term there had
heen a serious gas explosion at the River
Hlouse School. This was a small, exclusive
cstablishment some little distance from St.
Frank’s. It was presided over by Dr. Moly-
neax Hogge, M.A., and was really a private
sehonl. There were only thirty-three scholars
all told—quite a handful compared to the
enormous number of boys at Si. Frank's
College, which was one of the biggest public
schnols in the Kingdom.

That eas explosion had not been very
serious in itself, for nobody had been hurt,
and at first it had seemcd that just one
junior study had been wrecked. But almost
immediately afterwards an entire wall of the
building had collapsed, rendering the rest of
“the house not only unsafe, but positively
dangerous.

The River THouse boys,
found themselves homeless,

And Dr. Stafford, the Head of St. T'rank’s,
had very generously allowed all the stranded
hoys to remain at St. Frank's until Dr.
Hogge had made new arrangements. Tor an
army of workmen would be employed on the
River House S&chool during the whole summer
term, and well into the holidays.

The Remove juniors did not mind Hal
Brewster and his crowd. - They were all
decent M llows, and, so far as they were
concerned, the invasion was rather welcome.
Bnt they objected to the Hon. De Vere
Wellborne and the other members of his
so-called smart set. .

““It’s all very well for us to growl, but
what can we do?" asked Doyle. *‘ For two
or three days past we’ve been doing nothing

therefore, had

‘preparations had been
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can't

else but grumble, and I
change in the situation.”

‘* No, it seems to get worse instead of
better.”

The juniors little realised that very active
afoot during the
past four or five days. Nelson Lee, altbough
he said nothing to the Remove, had been
extremely active.

The famous Housemaster-detective, in
point of fact, had been making all sorts of
plans, and had spent a great dcal of his
time away from the school. Dr. Ilogge had
temporarily filled Nelson Lee’s scholastie
shoes.

As some of the fellows remarked, it almost
seemed that Dr. Hogge was hecoming their
lousemaster. The Principal of the River
House was getting into the habit of moving
about St. Frank’s as though he were a
member of the permanent staff,

But it was on this particular morning that
thie surprise came.

The Remove was puzzled—and it didn’t
secem to be able to settle itself down. With
practically all the hest fc¢llows away, the
whole Iform seemed to be topsy-turvy. And
the worst of it was, nobody could provide
any adequate explanation. Even the masters
refused to answer when questioped on the
sithject,

It was nearly time for the bell to clang
for lessons, and a good many of the fellows
were now discussing conditions in the Form,
The place seemed to be empty without the
missing sixteen, and lessons were tedious
and uninteresting. It wa: something like
being in a theatre that is only half filled.
Everyvthing seemed to be flat, and even when
Mr. Crowell made one of his rare jolkes
there was hardly a laugh.

The River House boys werée being tem-
porarily taken at lessons in the gymnasium,
which had been fitted up as a class-room.
Here Mr. YWragg, the under-master of the
River House, presided over his boys with his
usual self-importance. )

“I'm getting sick and tired of lessons!”
grumbled Owen major. ‘' It's like a wet
day! Iverything seems to be gloomy and
miserable. Even old Crowell secems to be
sharper-tempered than wusual. When  the
dickens are those rotters coming back?
That’'s what I should like to know!”

““ And what are they doing?" asked Can-
Lam.

““ Why, they’re still on that giddy ecaravam
tour,” declared Armstrong., * The nerve of
it! Keeping up the holidays a week after
term has begun! They'll be chipped to death
when they come back——"'

Clang—clang!

‘““Oh, rats! There it goes!” said Griflith
despondently. _

The juniors reluctantly trailed into the
Ancient House, and made their way into
the Remove Form-room. Others came in,
and at the end of five minutes the Remove
was all present—with the exception of the
missing sixteen. The big, bare apartment

see any
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had a foriorn appearance, Perhaps this was
pbecause the fellows were all growling and
grumbling at the same time. No longer were
there any happy smiles and cheery jokes. -«
It was not to be wondered at.
Most of the active, virile fellows were
The very life and soul of the Remove

away. ie v
—the leading spirits—were far away, In
Hampshire. So it was hardly surprising that

the Remove Torm-room was a dull and dis-
mal place.

Mr. Crowell swept in, his gown swishing
in his rear.

“ Good-morning, boys—good-morning!” he
axclaimed cheerfully. * Dear me! Why- all
these depressing expressions? C(ome, come!
This won't do, you know!"

“ Bverything seems topsy-turvy this term,
sir,” said Owen major. * When are the
other fellows going to turn up?”

““ Az a matter of fact, I cannot very well
answer that question,”” replied Mr.
Crowell evasively. ‘‘ However, I think I
shall be able to remove some of these de-
pressing looks. I have some news for you,
boys."

‘“ News, sir?”

““ Precisely. There will be no lessons this
morning,” said Mr. Crowell genially.

The Remove sat still for a moment, and
hearts beat with greater rapidity.

““ No lessons, sir?" blurted out Griffith at
last. '

““ No lessons,” repeated Mr. Crowell. ** You
will all proceed upstairs to your dormitory
and to the box-rooms, and paeck up your
personal belongings. Each boy will have his
trunk all ready, and any other packages he
needs, by ten-thirty. So there is not a great
deal of time.”

Mr. Crowell was a true prophet.

The gloomy looks had vanis4ed. Taces
were flushed, and most of the expressions
were ones of incredulity. For Mr. Crowell's
announcement had taken everybody com-
pletely by surprise.

“ We—we've got to pack up, sir?"” asked
Doyle wonderingly., ' Are we going on a
journey?"’

“T am simply giving you the instructions
that Mr. TLee requested,”” replied Mr.
Crowell. “ It is by his ordérs that you will
get ready for this—er—trip. Tor it would
be quite pointless for me to deny that a
trip is contemplated. But please ask no
questions, boys.  Go,upstairs with as little
noise as possible, and make your prepara-
tions. Pack everything you own, and make
all haste. As far as I know, to-day will be a
complete holiday."”

“ Hurrah!"

“ Good egg!"

‘““ It—it seems too good to be true!”

Everybody was talking at once now, and
the Remove filed out excitedly. Mr. Crowell
had warned the boys not to make too much
noise, but they had forgotten all about this
Injunction. As they hurried upstairs, they
talked and shouted with sheer exuberance.

“I'll bey it's got something to do with

LR

those River House chaps,” sald Armstrong.
' We're clearing out to make room for them.
Thc::"rc going to take us somewhere else

“ Not likely!” said Owen major warmly.
“I'm blessed if we're going to clear out to
make room for those River House rotters!
But, anyhow, I don't care! Whole holidays
are too scarce to be wasted!”

Packing went on feverishly, and the
fellows were still greatly puzzled. For the

life of them, they couldn’t understand what
was in the wind. But at ten-thirty they
were all ready.

Boxes and suit-cases and baggage of all
description lay piled up in heaps. And then
a prefect arrived with instructions for the
juniors to collect in the Triangle. The order
was obeyed with alacrity.

And when the Remove emerged into the
warm sunlight they found the Triangle wear-
ing that deserted appearance which was cus-
tomary in the middle of morning lessons,
when all the Forms were at work.

Nelson Lee came out a moment after-
wards.

“Well, boys, I dare say you are some-
what puzzled by all this activity, eh?"” said
the schoolmaster-detective smilingly. “ It is
about time that you were enlightened. I

have not given any explanation earlier
because I did not wish you to get too
excited. But I can tell you now that you

will scon be sctting off on a long tour of the
country.”

““ A—a tour, sir?"

i 1‘.&5_.!

“ But what about lescons, sir, and all the
rest of it?"

““ You will continue your lessons in exaetly
the same way as usual,” replied Nelson Lee.
“To-day and to-morrow will be somewhat
upset, I am afraid, but after that the cus-
tomary routine will proceed. 1 may as well
tell you that our first stopping-place will be
in Devonshire."

The Remove fellows looked at Lee, and
they looked at dne another.

“ My hat!"” breathed Owen major. * He's
—he’'s gone dotty!"

‘“ Clean off his rocker!”

All the fellows were buzzing with excited
talk. And it certainly seemed that there

-was some little excuse for jumping to the

instant eonclusion that Nelson Lee had taken
leave of his seuses for some reason. To say
that the school would soon be in Devon-
shire seemed altogether too extraordinary
for rational acceptance.

“You are probably surprised,”” continued
Nelson Lee. ‘ But I must explain, boys.
that this plan has been in preparation for
some days. C(‘omnsidering all the plans that
have had to be made, I think our start is
remarkably early. It may interest you to
know that the other boys of the Remove,
sixteen in number, will be with us later on
in the day."” '

“ You mean that Nipper and the rest are
coming back, sir?”
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“ Hardly. We are going to join them in
‘qupshlre " replied Lee calmly

The juniors were frankly startled.

** Oh, it—it seems out of the question!”
muttered Armstrong. ** There must be some
catch about it. llow can we a0 to Hamp-
shire, and then to Devon? And how can we
earry on with our lessons?"’

“It’s no good asking me riddles,”
Doyle.

Before Nelson Lee could say anything
further to the amazed boys, there sounded a
deep throbbing on the still morning air.
Then an enormous object appeared at the
gateway— great motor vehicle, which
turned straight into the Triangle, much to
the astonishment of the juniors.

said

This motor vehicle was an absolute
novelty. The fellows had never seen any-
thing like it bhefore. At the first casual
glance it resembled a great motor pan-

It was a powerful vehicle, with
heavy, well-built chassis, and, surprisingly
cnongh, pneumatic tyrez. These latter were
cnormously large, and seemed incapable of
being punctured.

But it was the upper pnrt of the motor
vehicle which attracted the most attention,
for it seemed to he an enormous caravan.
There were neatly curtained windows in the
sides and at the rear. And there was a door
at the rear, tno, with steps that appeared
to he folded up.

The whole thing was beautifully finished,
and painted in red, with exquisitely executed
gold lines. The hn"e motor caravan was
brand new, and perfectly spick and span.

technicon.

The juniors stared at it without com-
prehending. Then they opened their eyes
wider. For other vehicles of exactly the

same type began to enter the Triangle. At
last there were six of them—ill the spit of
one another. Each was driven by a man
in smart, well-cut uniform,

And, last of all, eame a big covered van
of 1the same style, also enamelled in the
same colours. Buat this had no windows, and
was apparently a baggage van of some de-
seription.

The seven great motors cireled round, and
finally came to res$ in a long line, streteh-
ing from one side of the Triangle to the
other. Nelson Lee looked on approvingly.

“But—but what are they, sir?”. asked
Armstrong, finding his voice.

“These caravans, my boy, are our future
home,” replied Nelson Lee caimly. ‘' There
13 ample accommodation for forty-eight in
perfect comfort—and the Remove does not
number as many as that. So there’ll be
room, and to spare. I think you are Dbe-
gli:ming to understand the little scheme now,
ch?”

“*Are we going to tour the country in
these caravans, sir?"” zhouted Owen major.

““ Precisely!”

‘““ My only hat!” “ T
must be dreaming!”

But he wasn't dreaming, neither were any
of the others., Yet it scemed like a dream.

gasped Griffith,

LEE LIBRARY

The very idea of the thing was too big for
Fhe boys to grasp at once. But it was a
act.

The whole of the St. Frank's Reniove way
about to set off cn a tour of England!

CHAPTER II.
THE TRAVELIING SCHOOIL
hilil]

‘( OUR o’clock,” sai
Reginald Pitt, “and
not a sign of any-

thing!”?
“Well, we're here on time,
s0o AMr. Lee can’t blame us,”
: said De Valerie, as he look eJ
and dmn.n the road, “Tlmt’ a Ccome
anyhow, Dut I wish this

uyd
fl;rtlllg thought,
mystery would clear itself np 1’

“So do 1,” growled ]l.mdforth glaring.

“Well, you needn’t loock at me like that "
Sald Pitt

“I'm fed up!”? went on LEdward Oswall
Handforth, *“There’s been nothing but
mystery for days! We were stuck down in
that valley until this morning, with strict
instructions from Mr. Leec not to move.
Then he tells us to come here, and to bo
recady at four o'clock. Now it’s two minutes
past, and we're just as much in the dark
as ever'!?

Pitt chuckled,

“Well, it ought to be a good chance for
you to try some of your dctectne genius,”?
he remarked. ¢ We're all itching to have
this mystery unravelled, so we'll put the
case in your hands. Get busy on it!?? -

“FFathead!”” grunted Handforth sourly,

The other fellows chuckled, and continued
to look up and down the qmet cld Iligh
Street of Great Wayling. The June after-
noon was ‘warm, and the sleepy country
town scemed to be having its afternoon
nap. llardly anybody was about, and the
air was filled with the hum of insects, and
the sun strove gallantly to shine through
a film of fleeey clouds.

There were sixteen of. us in the party,
including Fatty Little and Archie Glenthorne,
to say nothing of Handforth and his re-
doubtable chums of Study D. And we were
wiaited for something to happen.

Our modest caravan tour, undertaken dur-
ing the Whitsuntide holidays, had really
given Nelson Lee his idea for the far bigger
enterprise that he had now undertaken. We
had had four small horse caravans between
us, and had had quite an enjoyable time.

I'or nearly a week we had camped in a
guiet valley some miles away. But we had
received instructions from Nelson Lee not to
move, 1lis reasons for this were clear
enough to anybody who was in the know,
but we bhappened to be in the dark. We
hadn’'t the faintest inkling of the big pro-
gramme that the guv'nor had mapped out.

We only knew that we had heen instructed
to leave our ecaravans at the Station Hotel
in Qreat Wayling and to wait there, with
all our Juggage packed. We were to be
ready by precisely feour o'clock,



And that's where you lind us now.
There wo were, wondering what in the
name of goodness could be in the wind. It
wasn't like Nelson Lee to play any tricks,
put [ must admit that I began to huve a few
qualms as the minutes slipped by.
But then, just as my watch was pointing
to five minutes past four, I saw a curious
procession coming up the 1High Street.
There were several bhig automobiles—enor-
mous vehieles with royal blue bodies. They
seemed to tower up against the old-fashioncd
Luildinzs of the country town. E
And the procession moved rapidly towards
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Thon the juniors
opoened their eyes wider.
For other vehicles of
exactly the same type
began to enter the Tri-
angle. At [ast there wore
six of them. Each was
driven by a man in smart,
| well-cut uniform,

us with surprisingly little noise. The engiues
were well nigh silent, and there was no
noisy rumble. And my amazcment was great
when the first vehicle came close.

It was a motor caravan, and at the
windows I recognised some heads, and the
heads were wearing caps with the St.
Frank's colours! I stepped out into the
road, and my face was flushed with sudden
excitement.

“Great Scott!™ I shoutad,

“They’re—they're St. Frank's chaps!'”

“ Absolutely!” -

‘“ And—and there's Mr. Lee there!”
““Hurrah!”

"THE NELSON
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51X
altogether, with the seventh van in the rear.
And they all came to a halt by the side of
the road, their drivers smiling with cheeceial

We saw thaut there were caravats

And crowds of fellows com-
menced to pile down into tie road—Owen
major, Armstrong, Teddy Long, Fullwood,
Bell, Gulliver, Jerry Dodd, Alfred Brent--
in point of fact, every fellow in the whole
Remove! Even the College House juniors
were there,

We were surrounded in no time,

amusement.

atnl

N

everybody was talking at once.
Owen

“You bounders!™ shouted major,
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“So. hiere you
never

are
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rushing up to us.
last!  We thought we'd
again !

“But now we're altogether!” <aid Arnm-
strong, “Ounce again the Remove is itself.
Good business!"

I stared at all the fellows rather blankly.

“But—but what does it all mean?” 1
demanded. “ Whuat ar» you fellows doing
here? And wha't are these gigantic caravaus
for?”

“The fact is, Nipper, I have been taking
a leaf out of your book,” smiled Nelson
Lee, answering that question., “I have kent
| you rather puzzled so far, but the mystery
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Is now explained. What do you think of
the idea?”

“What idea?”’ T asked. 1T may be dense,
but I'm blessed if I can see what the game
s,

Archie Glenthorne nodded.

“To be absolutely exact, old bean, I must
confesg that my own top storey is somewhat
clogged. 1 mean to say, the dashed thing
won’'t work properly. I fcel, as it were,
that all this is rather too much. This busi-
ness of dashing about over. the old country-
glde, what?”?

““ Archie has hit it,” said Nelson Lee, with
a chuckle. **During this term the Remove
will not be a stationary hody, as heretofore.
It will go dashing about over the country
side from place to place, shifting its quarters
every few days. And if the experiment is
successful, it will be a permanent feature
-of the St. Frank’s organisation.”

Handforth gasped. °

‘“ Po—do youn mean that we'rc going on
tour, sir?”” he asked,

“ Exactly.”

““In these big caravans, sir?”

“Well, that question secarcely needs
answering,” said Lee. ‘Your places are
already allotted to you, boys, and I want
you to do just as I say. Your luggage will
be attended Lo by the men.”

And in a very short time
¢scorted to our quarters,

Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson and I were placed in the leading
caravan, when Nelson Lee had his own sec-
tion. Archie Glenthorne and Alfred Brent
and Clarence Fellowe were also with us.

Iandforth and Co. were placed in the
second caravan, together with a number of
others. Each van accommodated eight
juniors with perfect comfort, and the amount
of room in these big vehicles was quite
astounding. ,

After our own little horse drawn caravans,
these places seemed to be veritable palaces,
Just try and picture an enormous motor
lorry with a large, roomy body placed upon
it—a body as big as that of the average
char-a-bane, -

Each caravan was supplied with beautifully
built beds, tables, shelves, and electric
lights.” Soft carpets were on the floor, and
the interior decorations were really exquisite.
The insides of these caravans reminded one
of ships cabins, with everything snug and
neaty and tidy, .

The front of each van was quite shut off,
tha only entrance or exit being at the rear.
In front there was a completely enciosed
.compartment for the driver. And this space
also included the driver's sleeping quarters,
There was ample room, and every man was
perfectly comfortable and well provided for.
In wet weather or fine weather, the caravans
could proceed ou their way. And those
within would have nothing but comfort and
ease,

“They’re—they're simply wonderful, sir'®
I exclaimed, as T finished my inspection, “I
never believed that anything so gorgeous

we had been
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could travel on the road. They must have
cost, an awfnl lot of money! And how has
it all come abont? And are we really going
on a long tour?” -

Nelson Lee nodded, .

““That is the plan at present,”” he replicd.
“If this venture is successful the tour will
be continued throughout the term. In the
autumn—that isggduring the latter part of
September and -Oc¢tober—it is most probable
that the Third Form will be taken on a
similar trip.”’
~ ““Good cgg!” said Willy Handforth approv-
ingly. “That’s great, sir.”

“Yes, you little bounder!”’ growled Arm-
strong. “ You're coming ou this trip, too—
although it's not fair! You ought to le
packed off to St. Frapk's. I don't cee why
we should have a fag with us.”

But Willy oply grinned, and
tongue. As a wmatter of fact,

held his
he had =«

| kind of inward fcar that he would soon be

dispatched off to the school. And be

thought it far better to keep perfectly
qguiet,

« Most of the Remove fellows were in =«
kind of daze. Even now they couldn't

realise that this thin
It seemed altogether too wonderful to ue
true. And many of them were waiting to
wake up.

We were soon allotted to our piaces in
the roomy caravans. At St, Frank's, of
course, we had had our studies, and Nelson
Lee saw that the fellows were distributed
in a manner that would mean no separation:.

had really happene:d.

Chums, for example, were always placed
together.
These caravans, indeed, would serve us

as bed-rooms and studies, and everthiug
else. And the Travelling School would be
run in exactly the same manner as St. .
Frank's itself. Except when actually on the
road, times would be Kkept to rigidly and
accurately.

The general scheme was to stay in each
locality for about a week. Travelling woull
be done on a Sunday, when there was no
school, and pno sports. As far as I could
see, everything would go forward smoothly.
+ And we should see all parts of the country —
beginning with Dcvonghire. After that we
should work up through Wales, Lancashire,
the lake district, and then begin a circular
movement, and come down through York-
shire and East Anglia. By about that time
the term would be ended, and it would be
time for the summer holidays. .

- Nelson Lee was  in sole command of the
Remove, and he would take Mr. Croweli’s
usual place. We all looked upon it as a
kind of holiday. It was rather a nuisauce
having to be bothered with lessons, but we
should always be having constant change,
and life would indeed be enjoyable.

There were seven of us in Caravan No. 1—
seven, that is, in addition to Nelson Lce.
These seven were Sir Montie Tregellis-West,
"Tommy Watson, Archie Glenthorne, Clarence
Fellowe, Alf Brent, and the Hon. ‘Douglas

Singleton, to say nothing of mysel_[;
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fiandforth and Co. tesided in {.'ur_uvnn No.
o with De Valerie and Fatty Little and
tHeudtorth minor and several others.  Pitt

and Grey and Jerry Drodid and Farman were |

accotioduted in Caravan No. 3, in addition
to a few more.

The cads of the Rcemove-Fullwood aud
Co. and their gang—-occtuipied Caravan No, 4,
and Arinstrong and Griffith and Doyle were
there, too, The rewmaining two caravaus
were completely filled with College IHouse
fellows. On the wiicle, the arrangements
were everything that could be desired.

While we were talking., the seven drivers
of the fleet had got busy with our baggage,
and were packing it away in the rear vauo,
And within half an hour we were all ready
for departure.

And we started off.

“ Now, boys, I can give you a few facts,”

said Neison Lec, as he lounged back on
one of the easy couches in the leadirg cara-
van. ‘“Of course, all this has come as a
areatb surprise to you, and you have not
vet got over your astonishment. But the
plan ia perfectly rationzl and businesslike.”
“1t’s the greatest plan thal was ever
hought of, sir,” declared Tommy Watson.
And Nelson Lee proceeded to explain all
about the explosion. at the River House,
and how the entire River 1louse School had
bheen unkxvectedly rendered homcless. The
guv'nor continued by telling us that IHal
Brewster and (Co. had been taken into the
Ancient House, with Dr. Molyneux Hogge
abd Mr. Wragg, aud everything complete.
““But, guv'nor, I can't see how you've
kad time,”” I remarked. ¢ These motor
caravans are all brand, spanking new. -And
they're so wonderful, too! There's every-
thinzg here for a Travelling School. 1've
never seen anything so complete in my life!
How on earth did you manage it, sir?”
Nelson Lee chuckled, -
“As a matter of fact, Nipper, I caunot
claim any particular credit for the wonderful
manner in which this whole outlit is equipped.
{ required months and months of study and
carcful organisation. The Travelling School
wa3 invented by the late Mr, Walter Lang-
ley. He put every penuy of his capital into
the venture, and had completed all his
arrangements for obtaining pupils when he
wag taken gricvously ill, and died,
“Begad!” murmured Sir Montie,
frightfully rough luck, sir.”
‘““ He died before he could enjoy the fruits
of his scheme,” said Singleton.

“Quite so.”” agreed Nelson Lee. ¢1I
happened to be reading about the Travel
ling Schoul ouly a day or two before the
hew term commenced. Evérything new and
originai is geuerally regarded askance by
the general public, and the majority of
schools in England are run on strictly con-
servative lines. Schoolmasters do not care
to break fresh ground.”

“It’'s a pity there aren't more like vou,

“What

sir,” gsaid Tommy Watson. :
‘*No, Watson—you are giving me the

L

credit For Mr., Langley’s origingl inveation,”
replied Nelsou Lee. ** You see, this fleet of
catavans-—hramg new, and fitted up for
Imediat e service—was left strandeq in the

Lands of Mr, Langley's executors. There
was nobody who would take up tie idea
of commencing a Travelling School. Therd

fore the whole outlit was on the market ab
an absurdly low figure., To be brief, the
St Frank's Governors decided that it woul:
be beucflicial to the schiool to purchase the
whole Heet. And this is the result. The
Remove finds itself on the road, with the
object of travelling over England.”

“A ripping idea, sir,” declared Walson.

“ Absolutely,” said Archie. “ I mean to
say, the schieme can be accurately described
as the crocodile’s ethow!” < b

““As the what?"” askpd Nelson Lee.

“The cat's whiskers!” said Archie, beawm-
ing,  “That, of ccurse, is a somewhat
fruity way of expressing oneself, but I trust
that you grasp the trend. I've a slight
idea, old bean, that this styvle' of sapeech
comes from the good cld U817

Nelson Lee chuckled,

“They have a somewhat remarkable styie
of speech in the good old U.S., Glenthorue,”
e zaid smilingly. 1 hope vou will not
hecome too Americanizsed—or 1 fear that we
~hall not be able to understand you.”

“You've said a mouthful!™ 1 grinped.

We soon learned that there were not likely
to be any hitches., The Travelling Schiou!
was even more complete than we had at
first believed, Some of the arrangementa
were a litte short of wonderful. '

It secined that there was an eigith man
in the party, although we had not seen anjy-
thing of this mysterious individual so far,
We hud heard himn referred to *as Patsy,
and it s00n became clear that the genticman
was engaged in some mystic occupution in
the last van of the line. ' :

This van, in itsclf, was a Kind ol surprize

packet.
The six catavans were qaite plain  and
straighitforward. They were just caravaus

of astonishing stze, and equipped in the most
up-to-date manner possible—even to the
extent of hot and cold water, lounge chaira,
cosy cornera, lockers, bookeasex, aud a higu-
dred and one other details. -

But the seventh vehicle was euclosed. The
only window was at the front, looking out
into thie driver’s cab. .But there wasn a sxy-
light, too—although we had not neticed
this at [lirst,

Later on we discovered the truth,

The vear part of the van was desigioed foe
carrying *the big folding tent which wouid
be set up as soon as camp was pitchod.
There was also room for all the baggage
that was necessary. |

But the front portion of the van—a big,
roomy space—was a combined store-rooin,
larder and cook's kitchen. And Patsy was
the cook., Even while- we were travelliug
e was preparing a meal,

That kitehen was a travelling wonder.
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All the heating was electrical, supplied rmm
a big dynamo which was driven by the van’s
engine. And Patsy had everything to his
hand, and he was an expert when it came
to cooking.

We found this out two hours later when
2 halt was called for tea. All the caravans
drew up by the side of the quiet road, and
Patsy appeared with steaming canteens of
tea. Ile was ascisted by two or three of
the other men, who acted as stewards. Each
caravan was supplte-:l with heaps of bread
and butter and cakes and as much tea as
we could possibly drink.

And when this was over we started off
again, and went onward through the nather-
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“Time for morning lessons,” said Reggie
Pitt. **Geod! I'm keen.”

‘“ Keen on lessons?”

“ Rather! It'll he
Reggic.

And most of the other fellows felt the
same. We were in camp—not far from the
outskirta of the town of Tiverton, in
Devonshire. It was a warm, sunny morning,
and the Travelling School was all settled
down for a stay of {wo or three days.

The scene was very picturesque.

We were encamped in a green, delight-
ful meadow, with a winding country lane
just near by. The scenery we had been
pa.saing through bhad been an education in

a novelty,” replied
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ing dusk of the cvening—bound for glorious
Devon.

CITAPTER 11l
THE SCHOOL UNDER CANVAS.
LANG—clang!

The bell clanged out
for mornine lessons. It
was not the bell we

were familiar with at St.
Frank’s — that dcep-toned
gong that sounded out from
old tower. This bell was smaller,

the big

and some of the fellows said it was cracked,

but it rang out at exactly the same time as

H;e St. Frank’s bell, and meant the same
ing.

#

'

itself, and the whole trip was proving té
he umxd»rful]y enjoyable,

The tent was pitched with the caravans
forming a complete circle round it. The
tent was not particularly large, but it was
the most perfeet piece of canvas con-
struction we had ever seen.

Within, it was practically draught-proof,
although fresh air was at hand continually.
Thero was every appearance of a Form-roon,
once you get inside. The familiar maps
hung upon tlic canvas walls, there was the
master’s raised platform, with his desk and
chair. And near by stood the blackboard,

_ The desks for the Remove were arranged
in very much the same manner as at 8t
Frank’s itself—reoomy, comfortable dcshs
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*with the footrests well raised from the
ground 8O that there was no dauger of
peing in close contact with the earth. The
desks were of polished oak, with handy
lockers, and roomy seats. .

But the most remarkable thing of all was
that these desks could be converted into
o long dining table at a moment’s notice.
By touching a lever, sliding shelves camec
into operation, and before you could take a

breath the three lines of desks converted
themselves into a solid, smooth-topped
table.

The Remove filed in for lessons.

This was our first day of actual work, and
most of the fellows had been looking for-
ward to it. The very novelty of the thing
appealed to them. And they had an idea
that Nelson Lee would bhe a much better
Form-master than Mr. Crowell.

Bub the guvnor saw that there was no
slacking, or larking about.

The fact that we were under canvas made
no ditierence. The juniors were kept hard at
work until the wusual time for dismissal.
Then books were put away, and the Remove
was only too pleased to gain its freedom.

“Jolly good!”’ declured ITandforth, as we
piled out. ¢ Nothing like the open air.
Blessed if I can understand why all schools
aren't run like this. Ii{'s the greatest wheeze
that was ever thought of.”

“Rather!” said Church. That Mr. Langley
was a genius.”

““You bet he was!” agreed MecClure.

Handforth frowned at his two chums.

“Rot!” he said, feeling that it was up to
Lim to disagrce—merely as a matter of
principle. ““ After all, there's nothing much
in the wheeze. Anybody could have thought
of it. " And I'm not so sure that it’s so very

geod. -We shall probably be down with in-.

fluenza, or hay fever, before long!”

““But you just said it was the greatest
wheeze——"’

“Don’t argue with me!” snapped Hand-
forth curtly. “ Never mind what I just said.
1f you fellows want to start a squabble——>"

“We don’t!” interrupted Church promptly.
“Let's go to the study.”

“ Study ?” .

‘““ Well, the caravan—it’'s the same thing!”

“Rats! I'm going for a walk into the
town,” said Handy. -

Church was wise. e wanted to go into
the town, too, and he knew very well that if
he suggested such a thing Handforth would
veto the idea. So Church, in his wisdom, had
;augtgested the opposite. The result was per-
ect.

_-And Handforth and Co. were not the only
juniors who took a stroll into Tiverton.

Well cover half of the Remove wandered
through the delightful old streets of the
town, xeenly interested in all they saw. And
the inhabitants of Tiverton were equally in-
terested in the schoolboys.

There were many of these worthy folk who
regarded the advent of .the St. Frank’'s
crowd with slight disapproval at first. But

j
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this was only because the idea was such a
new one, and Tiverton didn’t quite know
what to make of it. But the juniors behaved
themselves in the most exemplary fashion,
and longz bhefore we left the camp we wers
well liked by all.

It is not my intention to go into long,
tedious accounts of the various objects of

interest we saw on our travels. I could
write heaps about the beauties of the
countryside, but T'm afraid you wouldn't

appreciate it.

I could write pages and pages about the
people themselves, and how we were hos-
pitably received and honoured wherever we
went. But, again, I'm afraid I should be-
come somewhat uninteresting. .

So I'll make a jump lhere, and you've got
to picture us all encamped in quite anotker
part of Devonshire. After staying ip
Tiverton for several days, and having =
regular royal time, we mecved on through
Exeter, aid merely paused to go on a tour
of exploration. Then we left Exeter, and
finally camped on the mooriands. It was
lonely, Lut wonderfully fascinating.

Dartmoor!

Many of the juniors expected to see
warders walking about iu every direction,
just because the famous convict settlement
was situoted somewhere in this region. As
a matter of fact, we hadn't seen any sigu
of the prison, or the district near it. Dut
we were certainly on Dartmoor.

The gre:t expanse of country rollod away
into the distance, undulating, with rising
tors visible hero and there. And there was
something about that big, open space that
made us feel that life was realiy good. ~ Pos-
sibly one gets a different feeling when one
is compelled to remain in such surroundings
without the prospect of escaping. ‘

Nelson Lee intended that we should remain
in the moorland district for at least three
days. The programme was all clear cut,
and after breaking camp, we shounld make
acrozs to Barnstaple and Ilfracombe, and
then follow the coast through Lynton, Mine-
head, and so on into Bath and.Bristol, fol-
lowing which we should make our way up to
(loucester, cross the Severn, and then down
through Monmouth into South Wales.

“ And- a jolly good programme, too,” de-
clared Reggie Pitt. “ By jingo! We shall
sce something of England now. See your
own country first! That’s a pretty good
slogan, when you come to think of it.”

““ Rather!” agreed De Valerie. ‘ Person-
ally, I'm pretty keen upon getting up to
[Ifracombe. I'm longing for a bathe.”

But nobody grumbled because we remained
on Dartmoor., There was something ex-
tremely interesting about it. And we had
seen a great deal of glorious Devon. And
there was no doubt that this county was
glorious at that time of the year. The poet
had made no misstatement. :

It was evening when we arrived—Sunday
evening. On the morrow we should com-
mence the week in just the customary way.



And we had plapned &il sarle of rewblhes
for tlie eveniug,

We should have gone on ihic Sauday €ven-
ing, cnly the sky was neavily overvast. aud
rain was spitting. So we speut an cenjoyable
time in the eclecirically }if caravans, icediug
or writing letters and posteards,

We were delighted to find {(hat Mouday
turned ount fine and elesr—yery  different
from the foggy, sty atisorphere of the pre-
vious day. Iut even Monday was misly 1o
begin with. The sun didi't really coine out
till noon.

And by the time afiernoonl Joseolis Woere
over, the day was bright, warnn, atd sunny.
The Remove broke itself up nlo partiee,
and set off for rambles avross {he meorlanid.

Tommy Watson and fir Montie Tregellis-
West were with me--lo  say noivhing of
Clarence ellowe. The poct of 1he Remove
had expressed a desive 1o aecai-pany v, aud
we were toco polite v chwke o off, Net
that we wanted tu, anyhow.

‘“We've got heaps of Litne fur a good “en
piile ramble” 1 said, o< we «trode briskly
along. “W¢'ll take in 4 goo:d bLib ot the
countryside, and-—**

*Begad!” interrapied Sr Montic, Tl
miles, dear ¢ld boy:”

v yesn

“ But that's a friehtfu! Jdistasce—-iL 0w,
really,”? protested ‘irvegeilis-West, 1 dou’s
wang to gromuple—"

“ Then don’t,” I interrupted cahmiy., My
dear ess, yeu'll pever nctice the distance
once we getb fairly startcd., And we shall ar-
rive home with a tifty hor-c-power appetite
for supper.”

Clarence nodded. .

“ We'll framp o’er the bills and dades,®
he said. *“We'il explore the goiden vales,
Oh, how the mwooriand stretches wide; far
away to the dist’ outside! 1 long 1o rove
the gorse and Leather, o matier ow course
vthe weather!®’

“TIlelp!” said Watson.
poetry, you long ass” .

“1 do,” replied I'¢llowe. "Tis 11ue !l

“ Nothinz but doggerel!™ cniffed Tonany.

““Indeed, you pain me greatiy ; such words
are hardly stately,” said Clareuce scverely.
“ Pray change your tene, olé bhoy; I fain
would hear more joy!”

“In fact, he's off his nu',” 1 gnuned
*““ He's simply nothing but! SoX
walking lustatie, he’ll—he’}l———-

‘¢ Receive soon a kick 72 suggesisd

“ Begad!” murmured Sir Moutiie. ' This is
gettin’ dreadful, dear old feliows! Clarence
msy be & poet, but e makes Jdecent rihymes,
vou know! Kindly leave aif (bat kind of
siuff to him!?

“ Yes, he's had more practice,” I chituckled.

And we walked on, leaving < Lougfeliow
1o chant bhis so-called poetry 1o his heart’s
content. As le didn't take 1le siighlest
nctice, nobody came to any hoin,

We walked for miile after e, hupressed
by the great szalitude of thic noor,

“Ds You ¢ail that

‘watching us wilhh interest.

Away |

[

b stretehed on every hand, undulating, roll
ing like the etilied wiaves of some vast petri-
ficel ocean.

By this time wve had lost cight of the
camp, and it was pecessary for me to kecp
certain landinarks in my head, or we shouhl
he in danger of lesing ourselves upon the
face of that great, open space.

At Jast we found ourselves wupon the
samimib of a prominent tor, and from this
pornb of vantage we could look down upon
mitles of green moorland. And there, comn-
paratively near by, was a little cottage. It
nestled among some stunted lecking trees,
and there was a winding lane passing in
front of its crooked, old gate.

Away in the distance we counld see the
haze of o village with a  little spire

raising ils point np towards the heavens.
The ccene was one of the most peaceful 1
Lhad ever gazed upon. '

* Makes you feel o bit small,” 1 remarked.
" A chap always gels that sensation out in
thie open spaccs. We'll walk down to ‘has
coltage, and then go ilong the lanz until
we wet to the village.”

“That's a geod idea,” agreed Tommy.
“In the village wa’ll buy some c¢hocolates
and toffee, aud comie buack loaded.®?

It struck me, as we approached the eod.
tage, that the ownper of that placo was evi-
deully fond of a lopely existenee. A more
icolated place could hardly bhe imagined.

And as we approaciied it we noticed that
a man was leaning on the gate. He was
e was elderly,
with & grizzled bheard and moustaclie., A
pipe was in his mouth, and he was smoking
complacently., 1lis attire was a loose-fitting
Norfolk =uit of shabby tweed. Me was not
n yokel, by apy means. Thera was some-
ing about him that suggestcd the geutle-
man.

“* Good-evening, young men,”
us. a5 wa were aboud {0 pass.

** Good-evening, &ir,”? I answered, pausing,
* Looks liko keeping fine now.”

** Ay, 1 think so, lad,” said the cld fellow,
vemoving- his pipe. *“The wind's steady,
and the sunset looks healthy. Strangers
abont here—chi? We don't often see school-
hoys roaming about tiie moor.”?

“We're from St Frank's College,® I ex-
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plained. “There’s a whole erowd of us—
touring round the ecountry in ecaravans.

We're camped about three miles {rom here,
on tiae olher gide of the ridge.”

“That accounts fer my nobt having secn
auythiug of ye,” said the stranger. * Well,
lada, and how do you like the moor? My
pame’s Gregson, and [ reckon that ['m
known for many miies round these parte.
Not many fclks, you sce, and we get to know
one another. I'll have the doc¢tor passing to-
morrow, I faney. And maybe the vicar will
ride by on lLis bieyele on Thursday.” X

“You get an awful lot of excitement, M.
Gregson,” I chuckled. - Ron't you ever grow
tired of the solitude?”

“IUs good for an old man,” replica

Ly =

M.



Gregson. ‘“Well, boys, I wotl:t detain ye.
Off into the village, I dare say? Well, well.
Give my regarrlls to Mr. Tremont—he’s the
. keeper youder.

bhﬁ[‘i‘lm lshupkeeper?” I repeated. “Is there
only one?” ' ;

« Ay, only one, unless you count the inn,"”
rc..plié{i the old man, “Iurther in, 1f ye
walk far enough, you'll find Princetown——-

¢« (Oh, we're not going as far as that)”
I replied.” “ Perhaps we'll have a look at the
convict settlement some other day. It's

etting on in the evening——-"

¢ Strangers approach, I see,” inlerrupted

Clarence ““There are others in addition
to we.”
“ We turned, and looked down the lane,
Two men had appeared, both of them riding
bieveles. At first I thought they were post-
men, for they were in uniform. Then I re-
cognised them as prison warders,

We fell silent as the two officials came up,
and they regarded us with frank curiosity.
Schoolboys, as Mr. Gregson had said, were
not common wanderers on the face of the
Moor.

The warders dismounted from their
machines, and nodded. ,

““Evening, Mr. Gregson,” said one of them.
¢ Evening, young gents.”

““ Good-evening, Mitchell,”” replied Mr.
Gregson. “Haven't seen you for nearly a
fortnight. How are things going? Same'old
round as ever, I suppose? It's all right.
These young gentlenien are camping near
here.”

“ About three miles away,” I expliined.
<«“We've got caravans there. You'll prohably
see a good many of our chaps wandering
round the moors.”

Mitchell looked rather serious.

“ Just boys?’? he acked. ¢ All of you?”

“Well, we’ve got a master with us,” I re-
plied. “ And, of course, several men who
attend to all the work of the camp. We're
not exactly on holiday—we're just a Travel-
ling School.”

“I'm glad to hear ye’ve got men with ye,”
said Warder Mitchell. “’'Tain't very safe for
bnys to be out on Dartmoor alone.”

I laughed.

“We've got Mr. Nelson Lee with us,” I
said easily.

“Mr. Nelson Lee!” repeated Mitchell, with
a start. “ My stars! You don't mean the
Mr. Nelson Lee of Gray's Inn Road, London?
The famous detective?” -

“ Absolutely!” I smiled. “Ile's in charge
of the whole party.”

Mr. Gregson nodded.

““Then I reckon you'll be safe enough,”
he commented, sucking at his pipe.

““Safe?” I repeated. ¢ Safe from what, or
whom? There's no particular danger on the
moors, is there? I've never seen a more
peaceful stretch of country. Nothing could
happen here!”

“I wouldn't be so sure of that, either,
young gent,”” said Warder Mitchell, with a
grim look. “ What do you think we're out

\

Handforth cautiously opened the
door of the caravan. He had his shoes
in his hand, and he had only dressed
in a hurried fashion. He had felt that
it would be better to complete his
operations outside.
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here for? I'm not feeling exactly comfort-
able about what you said. If any of your
companions are roaming over the noor,
they’d best get back to camp quickly. Didn't
ve hear the signal?”
*You mean—"" I paused.
“Yes,” said the warder.

“ A convict

eseaped from Dartmoor Prison this morn-
-,'I?..l

ing

CHAPTER 1V.
HANDFORTH ON THE TRAIL!

E looked at the two
pPrison offigials,
rather startled.

“A convich es:
caped this morning!”’ re-
peated Tommy Watson.
“ You—you mean he’s wan-

dering about the moors.
captured him ?”

- ** The fellow’'s still at large,” said Warder
Mitchell. ““Of course, he's bound to give in
sooner or later. They all do. Convicts don't
escape from Dartmoor. But the fellow may
cause some trouble before he chucks up the
sponge.”

Mr. Gregson shook his head.

““One of these days you'll be just a little
too _sure, Mitchell,” he said sagely. ‘1t
tikes a clever man to escape from the
prison, let aloue from the moor—but I dare
=ay it'll be done.”

The two warders laughed.

“ May be,” replied Mitchell lightly. *’And
I'm not saying that the poor devil who
does get away won’t-deserve it." I don’t envy
a man who's prowling about these moors,
cold and starving, and is hounded by us
fellows all the time. What foois they are
cver to try it! They only get a longer
stretch in the end.”

““ What kind of a man is he—the one who
cscaped?”? 1 asked.

““Oh, not very dangerous,’”” replied Mit
chell. A fairly smallish man, name of
Barton. No. 530—that’s how we know him.
Doing a seven years’ stretch for forgery. A
clever sort of guy, I believe, and quite
gentlemanly. But that doesn’t mean to say
he can’'t be dangerous if he likes. When a
man’s desperate he'll take chances. Who
wouldn’t???

“0Of course, I'll tell Mr. Lee about it, and
he'll probably keep us confined to camp,”
I said. *“That'll be rough on us, because
we're not afraid of an escaped convict.
Still, it’s~ better to be careful.”

‘“ Ay, you're right, lad,” said Warder
Mitchell. < Well, Joe, we'll be .getting
along. Might see something of you later,
‘Mr Gregson. Kecping well these days?”’

“Qh, splendid—splendid!” said Mr. Greg-
son, with a smile. “By the way, if you
mecet a friend of mine, dou’t mistake him
for your forger. I'm expecting him any day.
He was due yesterday, in fact.”

The warder smiled. -

““There won't be any mistaking No. 530,
he replied. ¢ But what’s the idea, Mr. Greg:

Haven’t you re-

son? We've known you on the moors a
fairish time, and you’ve never had a friend
before, Getting sociable now that ths
sumnmer’'s come?” he added cheerfully.

““ Maybe,” replied Mr. Gregson. ‘ But
voung Willis needs a rest—he's heen stuck
in a London oflice for months. You’ll know
him if you see him. He's got a bad scar
across the chin. TRelic of the war. He was
a sergeant of infantry, and was cut about

| a good deal at Mons.”

The warders again nodded, and prepared
to move on. -

They bade Mr. Gregson gcod evening, and
walked on. We nodded to them, too, and
parted company with the old fellow at the
same time—continuing on our way to the
village, :

“Well, we're getting a bit of excitement,
after all,’” 1 remarked. “Of course, it’s not
likely that we shall see anything of convict
No 530. But we’ll be on the wateh.” '

“Shall we get a reward if we collar him???
acked Watson, with a grin,

“You bet!” 1 replied. * But you won't
get casy money like that, my son. I'm
rather curious about Mr. Gregson. Hc
seems an interesting character. A bit.of a
hermit, by what I can understand.”

““0Oh, you meet all sorts of queer people,
dear old boy,” said Sir Montie. “ Really, I
think we ought to be getting back—1 do,
really. Not that I'm feeling at all nervous.
But I think the other fellows ought to be
warned.”?

I didn't -think the" matter was quite 2o
urgent as Montie intimated, and we arrived
in the village, and had an excellent interview
with Mr. Tremont, who presided over the
one establishment that the village boasted.
It was a Kind of a miniature Harrods—Mr,
Tremont supplied everything. His shop was
a department store with only one depart-
ment. But it contained everything from
soap and candles to sugarsticks.

““0Oh, co you've been having a chat with
Mr. Gregson, eh?” said the shopkeeper, as
we gave him the old fellow’s message. ‘A
nice old gentleman. One of my regular
customers. A lonely man, too—never known
him to have a soul in his cottage—yet 1
understand that he is having a visitor this
week.” .

“So we heard,” said Watson. ,

¢ Good luek to him,” remarked Mr. Tre-
mont, as he ladled out some brandy balls,
“ It’s about time he came out of his shell,
I reckon. It don’'t do a man any good to
keep to himself too long. It don’t strike me
as being natural. Folks weren't made to-
keep to theirselves.”

And Mr. Tremont, having stated his
opinion at even greater length, accepted the
sum of six-shillings-and-fourpence-halfpenny
from us, and wished us a very good evening,
adding an invitation to come again as [re-
quently as we liked. =

‘“ We're getting to know the whole neigh-
boyrhood,”” 1 remarked. ‘If we go on like
this we shall know every inhabitant for ten
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miles round before a couple of days are over.
Well, it's just as well to be on friendly
terms with people.” _ _

By the time we arrived in camp it was
growing quite dusk, and we fouund that prac-
gically all the other fellows were home.
They had becu coming in by twos and threes
for the past half hour.

And' we were not the first with the news
regardinE the escaped convict. The camp
already knew about it. Warder Mitchell and
_ his companion had looked in on their way
and had had a little chat with Nelson Lee.

¢« There's not the slightest need to be
alarmed, boys, but we must be careful,”
said the guv’nor, as a group of fellows clus-
tered round him. ‘‘There is not the slightest
peril of this convict approaching our camp.
The only danger is to any isolated boy who
goes for a ramble across the moor. You
must all remain in camp. These are my
strict orders.”

¢ All right, sir.”

“ We'll stick round, sir.”

¢ And to-morrow,” continued Lee, ¢ we'll
gset off for Barnstaple. It's only a short run,
and will take merely an hour or so in the
evening, after lessons are over. I think it
will be better to get out of this neighbour-
hood.”

Handlorth glared.

“ Rot, sir,”” he said warmly.

¢“ What did you say, Handforth??

“I—I mean, it seems like running away,
gir,” growled Handy. “I don't see why we
should bunk with our tails between our
legs—just berause a convict happens to be
mooning about on the moor.”

“When it comes to a question of tails,
vou may speak for yourself, Handforth —but
please refrain from including others,”” said
Nelzon Lee severely. *‘‘ And there is no justi-

fication for saying that we are running
away."
(iBut | 5

“I am not quite so foolish as your own
chums, IHandforth—I will not argue with
you,” said Nelson Lee. ¢“ My orders are that
no boy shall leave the camp, and to-morrow
evening we move on to Barnstaple. There
must be no discussion on the point, and I
hope you will be reasonable.”

_Everybody was reasonable—with the excep-
tion of Handforth. And nobody expected
him to be, so it didn’t matter. If Nelson
Lee had suggested that we should remain,
Handforth would have promptly declared
that we ought to have moved on. His one
Joy in life was to have a different opinion
to everybody else.

‘““ Piffle ! muttered the leader of Study D,
seiziig Church by one hand and McClure
by the other. “(ome on!”

(14 “?hﬂb?!!

“I 'want you fellows!” said Handforth
darkly,

“Want us? What for?” demanded

Church, in an uneasy voice. ‘“Look here,
old man, if you're going to start any of
your hokey-pokey——*"’

NELSON

“What's the

l«“By George!
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“Any of my what?” demanded Handforth
wrathfully. ¢‘*Look here, my son, this is
going to be a serious business. We're not
talking about ice cream.”

“Ice cream!” said MceClure.

““Well, you said something about Lokey-
pokey.” snapped Handforth. ¢ Come with
me into the caravan. And don’t statt any
rot, because I'll biff you on the nose if
you do! This is my big chance—with a
capital C!?» '

Church looked at McClure, and McClure
lookea at Church. They both sighed. They
knew well enough that it was quite hopeless
to aigue. The ounly thing they could do
was to humour their leader, so they meekly
accompanied him into the caravan, and suat
down with looks of melanchioly resignation
on their faces,

“Well?” said Church in a hollow voice.

“1f you use that kind of tone to me, my
lad, I'll knock you sideways!’” roared Hand-
forth, his voice causing the fittings to rattlc.
“My hat! I get nothing but insubordina-
tion from you rotters! Just because we're
on a caravan tour, you think you can do
what you like! Don't forget that things
have got to go on in just the same way as
If we were still in Study D.”

“They always go on in the game way,”
grunted Church hopelessly.

“And they always will!” McClure.
idea now?”

Handforth closed his fist,

“Unless you chaps can look cheerful, I'll
start some trouble!” he said grimly. ¢ As
soon as ever something comes that interests
me—as soon as I get a chance to show what
I'm made of—you fellows start kicking!”

said

“And you start punching!” retorted
Church,

“Well, I'm determined,” said Ilandy
“This is a glorious -opportunity. It's one

of those opportunities that only come once
}n ta, lifetime. And he who hesitates is
ost.” '

“What the dickens are you
about?” asked McClure blankly.

“This is my Big Chance!”
forth, in a whisper.

“L heard something like that a minute
ago!” =

“0Oh, did you?” said Edward Oswald.
“Well, you'll hear again! Don’'t you realise
the possibilities? Here we are, on the moor,
with a desperate conviet at large—a hulking |
ruffian who wouldn’t stick at murder if he
could mect his ends by so doing!'”

“] read that paragraph in * The Clue nf
the Blood-stained Acid Drop’',” remarked
McClure, with a grin, ¢ Besides, this chap
isn't a hulking ruffian at all. le's only a
smallish chap, and quite gentlemanly in hi
ways—-"’ -

Biff!

“Yaroooh!” said McClure wildly.

“And if you try to be funny again, I'll
slosh you some more!” said Handforth.
Fancy a chap having chums

jabbering
said Hand-




like” this! He might just as well have a)
couple of tadpoles!”

Church and MeClure turned red.

“1 say, steady!” growled Church. ‘Go
casy, old man——-"
“'Tadpoles!” repcated Handforth firmly.

“You’ve got no more brains than an un-
hatched egg! And all the timme we're talking,
the time's going!”

¢ Never!” said Church, amazed.

“What we've got to do is to get busy on
this job,” continued Handforth impressively.
“1f only you chaps had some backbone, 1t
would be better. I shall have to take you
seriously in hand., I shall have to train your
hackbones, and bring ’em to the front——"

S Ha, ha, ha!?

Church and McClure howled.

“ You—you cackling asses!” hooted 1Iand-
forth., ¢ What's the matter nowi”’

“If you bring our backbones to the frout,
we shall be just ready to go into Barnum'’s
show!”” grinned Church. ““And it would be
rather awkward if we wanted to bend down.
I mean, fancy having a bhackbone down the
face of your giddy waistcoat!”

Ilandforth breathed hard, .

“I've nearly had enough!’’ he said tenszely,
“Just one more funny remark like that and
1I'll do something!®

Church and MceClure realised that they nad
gone almost the limit, and they subsided.

““ About this convict!”” went on Handforth.
““ As soon as all the other chaps are aslcep,
we're going to creep out, and scarch the
moors. Long before morning we'll have that
convict, and we’ll bring himm in. There's n
reward, 1 bhelieve, but that’s nothing.
out after the honour.”

Church and McClure gazed at their leader,
aghast,

“You—you're going to search the moor
for that convict?’” gasped Church,

‘“In the dead of night?” said McClure.

i Yﬂ'l‘i!”

“But -- you'rec mad!” panted Church.
“1t’'l1l be Hke looking for a needle in a hay-
stack! 1It’s bad enough in the daytime, but
even the warders don’'t search at night—
they’'ve got more sense. This moor stretehes
for miles and miles "in every direction., Ii
wonld take you weeks to cover it all
Besides, there are all sorts’ of woods aad
forests 22 .

“That’s right—make all the difficulties ycu
can!’ said IHandforth fiercely.

“TI'm not making thein—they're there!”
said Church. *“Look here, lHandy, don’t be
so dotty! It’ll be a sheer waste of time to
£ out on the moor after lights-out. Yon
don’t scem to realise the position. Wardors

I'm
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are scouring the moor all day long—mcn
arined with guns. Even they haven’t been
able to collar this convict. IHe's still ag
liberty. So what chance do you stapdi®

Handforth snorted. :

“It’s no good trying to put me off!"” he
said obstinately. “You don’t think I take
any notice of these warders, I suppose?
What are they, anyhow?- Just a bunch of
stolid fathcads who only use their hands
and feet! When it comes to brains, it needs
a chap like me!”

“I don’t think the
would  feel
McClure.

‘““ What?”?

“0Oh, nothing!”

“And don’t mutter!” snapped ITandforth
tartly. “1 won’t have you chaps muttering
rotten things about me! If you want to
say insults like that, say ‘em to my face--
and then I'll pulverise you!*’

Neither Church nor McClure toouk
tagze of this cordial invitation.

““And you can talk till Doomsday, and it
won't make any difference,” continued
Edward Oswald. ‘“ When 1 make up my
mind I'm as keen as mustard. There's uo
holding me back!?’ |

*“*0Oh, Handy !’ protested Church earnestly.
““Just consider! Imagine yourself out ou
that moor all alone—-"’

*“1 don't imagine anything of the sort!®

“But you said ”

“I imagine myself out tiliero,
chaps with me!” said Handforth
‘“But we're not going!?” said McClure,

“0Of course not,”” agreed Church.

Handforty regarded them granly.

“Not going, eh?” he said. * You—ycn
cowards! You funks! You iniserable cater-
pillars!  You crawling grubs! lNaven't you
got more grit than to &

warders
muttered

Dartmoor
complimented!"’

advair-

atud  you

“We're not going!”?  roared Churceh,
goaded into definuce by this unwarranted
tirnde. Do you hear? We're not going!

Are we, Mae??”

“Nol!” agreed MceClure, loyally.

Handforth stared in amuazement,

“ You--you mean you defy me??? Le gasped
faintly,

“Yes, we do,” said Church. *We're fed
up with your dotty ideas! Mind you, we'
shan't sneak—we won’t tell Mr. Lee or any
of the other chaps. But we're not going on
this dotty expedition!”

And Church lost no time in beating a
strategic retreat, McClure followed hin.
In fact, the two juniors practically fell over
themselves in getiing out of the caravan.

Buy they succceded in doing so just before
Haudforthr recovered himself sufficiently to
aive chase. And then, of course, it was too
late. Once outside, among all the other
fellows, Church and McClure were safe.

He stood in the doorway of the caravamn,
glowering.

“I'll never speak to ’em again!”’ he told
himself., “ From this moment they ain't my

(Continucd on page 15 )
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CHAPTER )
A DEATHBED CONFESSION.

({3 S there no hope?”

4 None whalever It would be
cruel to deceive you. You may pos-
sibly linger until to-night, but that

[s the best I can promise you.”
The doomed man shivered and closed his

eyes. He was still comparatively young—
barely forty-seven—and only a couple of
hours ago the stream of life had been

coursing ' through his veins with the vigour
of a youth of twenty-one. Mounted on his
favourite hunter, he had been following the
Easington hounds in an early morning cross-
country run. Dozens of eyes had marked his
well-set figure, his handsome, aristocratic
face, his faultless horsemanship.

“There goes Lord Easington, the richest
man in Cornwall!”? had been the remark
which had passed from mouth to mouth.
And, as often as not, the remark had been
added: “ What a pity he never married!”

Two short hours ago, and now he was
dying! In attempting a difficult leap, his
horse had fallen, and had rolled on top of

im. He had been carried to the nearest
house, which happened to be Penleven
Grange, the Cornish home of young Jack
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Nelson Lee. ®

Langley, the famous electrical engineer.
The village doctor had been hastily sum-
moned, aad had found .that his illustrious
patient was suffering from a fractured spine.
And this was the verdict.:

“You may possibly linger until to-night,
but that is the best I can promise you.”

A tall, young fellow, with a handsome,
troubled face, stole over to the side of the

bed, and gently laid his hand on Lord
Easington’s pallid brow. It was Jack
Langley.

“I have wired for your counsin,” he said.
““Is there anybody else you would like me
to send for?”’

The doomed man slowly opened his eyes.
His features twitched convulsively It was
plain {o be seen that a terrible mental
strugegle was taking place. Thea a look of
grim determination came into his face.

“Yes,” he said, in a scarcely audible
voice; ‘ telegraph for Nelson Lee!™
Jack Langley started, ecazreely believing

his ears. There was no suspicion of fou!
play. Twenty people had witnessed the earl's
mishap, and could testify to iLs purely acei-
dentua] nature.
“[or Nelson Lee?” repeated Jack.
Lord Easington nodded, and once
closeq his eyes.

more



him to come by special train, if

(17 Te”
perds be,” he said.
before 1 die.” .

Ir a whirl of bewildered surprise, Jack
Langley left the room. Outside the door he
met his wife., They had only been married
a few short months, and before their mar-
riage they had both been victimised by a
terrible secret society known as “ The Order
of the Ring.” From the toils of this in-
famous organpisation they had been rescued
oy the very man whose name had jus’ been
uitered by the dyiug earl —Nelson Lee, the
celebrated detective.

**What do you think, Ethel??” said Jack,
in a voice that was tremulous with sup-
pressed exciteinent. ** We're going to bave
our wish, after all!”

“How?” asked Ethel.
what you mean!”

“Well, you know how keen I was on get-
ting Nelson Lee to come and speud a few
dayi with us?”

“Yez,” said Ethel; “and I also know that
he wrcte and declined our invitation.”

*“ Well he’s coming !’ said Jack.

“Coming! Have you heard from him,
theuy”
© ““Noi but Lord Easingion has jusi asked
me to telegraph for him.”?

“For Nelsan Lee!” cried Ethel, unecou-
seiously repeating Juck's previons exclama-
tion. ** But why does Lord LEuasington wish
to see him?¥

“I can't imagine,” said Jack. “1 told
him that I had wired for his ecousin, Pro-
fessor Rymer, and I asked him if there
was anybody else he would like me to send
for. He hesitated & moment, and then he
asked me to telegraph for Nelson Lee.- He
safd I was to tell him to engage a &pecial
train, if needs be; but, of course, there'll
ke no necessity for him to do that. It’s
only just gone nine, so he’ll get my wire
hefore ten, which will give himm ample time
to catch the Penzance corridor express,
which leaves Paddington at 10.35. He'll be
hers at half-past seven. I'll go and send ofl
the wire.”

Jack went downstairs, and five minutes
liter his groom was on his way to the
villaige post-office. Three-quarters of an
hour later, the following wire was handed to
Nelscn Lee at his rooms in Gray’s Inn Road:

“Lord Easington met with accident.
Brought to my house. Sinking fast. Wishes
to sce you. Don’t know why. Come at once.
Doctor says may not last day out. Wire
reply.—LANGLEY, Penleven.?

The detective whipped out his watch.
had all the trains at his finger-ends.

“Just time!” he muttered to himsell.

He scribbled a reply, stating that he was
Jleaving Paddington by the 10.35 express. le
gave this to the telegraph-boy, then hurried
into his bedroom, where a kit-bag stood
ready packed,

A fTew mijnutes later he was on his way
to Paddinglon in a taxi; and half-past ten

“1 want to see him

“] don’t Kknow

He

found him seated in an empty first-class cou-
partment of the Penzance express.

The train was just about to start, when
the door was suddenly flung open, and a
porter’'s voico cried: '

“Now then, sir, hurry up, or you'll be
left behind!”

The detective glanced up from his paper.
Gliding across the platform, with a pecu-
liar, stealithy, snakelike motion, was » thin,
eadaverous-looking man, rather under the
average height, with a Roman nose, out of
all proportion to the size of his face. His
lean form was enveloped in a heavy, fur-
linecd overcoat. Mis shoulders were so
bowed that he had almost the appearance
of a bunchback. His dome-shaped forehead
rose high and white above two deep-sunk,
elittering eyes; whilst his square, deter-
mined-looking chin was suggestive of
strength of will.

Notwithstanding the porter’s injunction to
hurry, he made no attempt to quicken his
pace, and the train was actually on the
move ere he reached the carriage door aad
leisurely stepped aboard. :

lle sank into a corner seat, and fixed his
gliltering eyes on Nelson Lee, who had once
more buried himself in his paper. For
several minutes he favoured the deteetive
with a searching stare, his eyes allernately
narrowing and dilating in a4 curious catlike
fa<hion that was positively uncanny. Then
his thin lips parted in a cynical smile.

““Not o bhadly-shaped head, on the whole,”?
he =aid. ‘* Better than I expected, in fact,
though somewhat flat in the region of the

| oceiput.”?

The detective locked up with a start of
surprise, |
“1 beg your pardon,”
“Were you addressing me?”
The stranger smiled and blinked his eyes,
“1 ain afraid 1T was guilly of speaking my
thoughts aloud,” he said. “ Accept my
apologies, and, at the same time, permit
nie to express my regret that you should be
called away from home by this unexpected

summons to Fenleven.”

Again the detective started. e had
shown Jack Langley’s telegram to nobody.
He had not even told his landlady where lie
was going.

““How do yom know 1 »m going to Pen-
leven?” he asked.
The stranger

cackling laugh,

“Look at your hag!”? he murmured.

The detective glanced at his kit-bag, which

he said stiffly,

laeghed, a dry, har:h

was lying on the seat beside him. On the
front of it was a label, still wét with
paste, hearing the words, * Penleven, via
Peunzance.””

Lee felt annoyed-—annoyed with ‘the,
stranger, and annoyed with himseif for

being surprised at such a simple. trick of
deduction. e ripped the label off, and
tossed it through the open window; thien
e picked up his paper again, as' though
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to i?_timate that the conversatlon was

tndec _ _
Bubt the stranger was not so easily dis-

couraged. o
“« Very sad about Lord Easington,

isn't
it?” he said. “I'm afraid there's not much
hope of his recovery.” _ .

The detective flung down his paper with
a geszture of irritation. lie glared at the
stranger, who was rubbing his hands and
blinking his eyes with an air of exaspera-
ting celf-possession. . ‘

¢ May I ask who you are, «ir?” he said
curtiv.

By way of reply, the stranger zlowly un-
buttoned his fur-lined overcoat, and drew
out a card-case. With irritating deliberation,
he selected a card, and handed it acrouss to
Nelson Lee. The detective glaunced at it,
and read the fellowing inscription:

MArk RyYMER, D.Sc., F.1.C.,

Professor  of Chemistry, Westminster
University.
A gleam of intelligence leaped into ihe

“detective's eyes. He had never met the
profe~sor before; but the name of Mark
Rymer was perfectly familiar to hint as that
of onc of the ablest scientists of the day.
Moreover, the name of Rymer was also
familiar to him in another conpection. Tt
was the family pame of the Earls of
E:l:-ll]gtﬁﬂ.

““ Now I begin to understand,” he said, as
he thrust the card into his pocket. I
tliought at first that you were taking ad-
vantage of a chance acquaintanceship to in-
terfere in matters in which you had no con-

cern. I see wow that I was mistaken. You
are, doubtless, one of Lord Easington's
reintions.”

“I am his ouly relation,” said the pro-
fessor.

“Then you are the heir to the title and
estates?"”

The professor blinked his eyes, and spread
cut the palms of his hands.

“For the title I care nothing,” he said;
“but I will freely coufess that the estates
—or, rather, the incoine they represent—have

very solid value in my eyes. I am sick
of the drudgery of scientitic work. For years
and years I have hungered to enjoy life as
other men enjoy it—to have what I want,
to do as I please, to go where I wish, with-
out having {o count the cost beforehand. All
thig is now within my grasp, for my cousin,
a5 you doubtless know, was one of the
wealthiest men in the kingdom.” |

“ But your cowvszin isn't dead yet,” said

Nelson Lee quietly,

The professor’s eyes mnarrowed to the
merest slits. His face grew cold and piti-
less,

“But he soon will be!”’ he said, as he
softly rubbed his clawlike hands.  Mr.
%::l-t‘;gley said in bis wire that he was sinking
ast.”

“Ah! Then you, too, have received a tele-
gram from Mr. Langley?”

““Of course. Which reminds me, by the

o4 lil

&

- way, that T haven't yet asked you, why they

have sent for yvou.
toy" '

My telegram came from Mr. Langley,”
salld the detective evasively. ,

“Yes, yes; I understand that, of course,”’
said  the professor. “ But .. Mr. Langley
weuld hardly have wired for yéu vuleds there
was some suspicion of foul play, or unless
my rs_'-t,-usiu had specially requested him to do
so,"

The detectivo made no reply. He picked
up his newspaper, and begau to read. The
fact was, Professor Rymer repelled him. His
gloating satisfaction at thie prospect of his
cousiun's death filled Lee with disgust. But,
even apart from this, there was something
about the professor which affected Nelsou
Lee in much the same way as Che sight of a
loathsome reptile. |

He knew that the professor was clever—
briliinutly clever—and no one had a greater
admiration for cleverness than Nelson Lee.
But even his admiration for Mark Rymer's
cleverness could not conquer the repug-
nance which he feit for the muan himself.

The professor read his thoughts like au
open hook. I'or one bricf inotant his corpse-

Did my cousia ask thewm

liko face was distorted by an ugly, vin-
dictive scowl. Then he, too, picked up a
newspaper, atd followed the detective's

example.

In this mannper, and for the ruost part in
silence, they travelied to Penzance, and
from Penzance, by locul train, to Penleven.
A carriage met themn at the station, and
conveyed them to the Grange. a distance
of about a couple of miies. -

Jack Langley met them ot the door, and
grected the detective with effusive cordiality.
With Professor Rymer he was more cou-
strained, though perfectly courteous.

“You will find your cousin wonderfully
well, considering what happened,” he said—
*“in fact, the doctors are guite surprised at
his extraordinary vitality, though they are
both inclined to think that it is iaerely his
intense auxiety to see Mr., Lee which is
keeping him alive.”

“You will permit me to ¢ce him fOrst, T
presume?” asked the professor coldly,

“ Certainly, if you wish,” said Jack.

He led the professor upstairs; but a
moment later he reappearced, and beckoned
to Nelson Lee, who wuas chatting to Ethel
in the hall. _

“You're to come upstairs at once,” he
said. “The ecarl was quite angry that 1
hadn't brought you up at the same tiuwe
as his cousin.”

Nelson Lee followed his host upstairs, Tu
the bedroom, in addition te the dying eari.
were Proiessor Rymer, the Peunleven toctor,
a second doctor from Falmoulth, unua a nunse.

“Thank Heaven, you have arrived in
time!™ s4id the earl, graaping the detec-
tive's haud. ¢ Never have I longed for any-

thing =o earnestly as I have longed for
vour coming. here to-day! But [ mustn't
waste the precious momeats, The doctors



tell me that I haven't many hours to live,
and I have much to say to you beiore |
d_le!l]‘

He paused, and glanced
the others. The TIenleven
first to tuke the hint.

“Do you wish us to leave the room?” he
asked.

significantly at
doctor was the

“If you please,” Lord Easington whis-
pered. ‘
“But you don't wish me to leave the

room?” saxid the professor, in his thin, dry
voice. “ Surely you cannot have aanything
to say to Mr. Lee which I may not hear?”’

The doomed man raised his eyes and re-
garded his cous.n with a curious glance,
that had something of pity in it. .

‘“No,” he said at lust; ‘““you may remain
. it you wish.”

The rest filed out of the room, leaving -he

car! alone with Mark Rymer and Nelson
Lee. Almost before the door had closed be-

hind them, the earl turned quickly to Nelzon
Lee, and once more grasped his bhand.

“Twenty-five years ago,” he said, in
trembling, agitated tones, “I was gmlty
of the most despicable act of cowardice
which a man can commit. The remembrance
of my sin stands betwecen me and the grave,
and I cf:nnot die until T have made atone-
ment. This is not the first time my con-
science has tortured me, but I have always
been too cursedly proud to confess my
fault. Now, when the shadows of death
are closing round me, the old desire to do
what is right comes back with resistless
force. You may call it a deathbed repent-
ance, if you will, but it is better than no re-
pentance at all. Tell me, Mr. Lee, wiil you
help me to make ‘amends for the great sin
of my life?”

“1 will,”” said Nelson Lee, little dreaining
that he was pledging himself to one of the
most difficult and dm"fermn investigations
he had ever undertaken. ** What is it you
wish me to do?”

“I wish you to find my son and heir!®
said the dying earl.

At the words “son and heir? the pro-
fessor recoiled with a hoarse cry that was
half a snarl,

“Your son and heir!” he hissed,
ing his cousin with blazing eyes.
nonsense is this? You are mad! You have
no son and heir! I—Mark Rymer—am your
only living relative, aud as such I am your
heir !”?

Once mare the earl looked up, and again
that pitying Iook came into his pallid face.

“It’s hard on you, Mark, I admit,” he
prid. ““ For twenty-five years I have let you
think that you were my heir, and that you
would succeed to the title and estates. For
~fwenty-five years 1 have posed before the
world as a man wlko never married. For
twenty-five years I have lived and acted a
cowardly lie. As a matter of fact, I was
married in 1808. My wife gave birth to a son
in 1889, and, to the best of my belief, that
son is still alive.

“My marriage

rerard-
“ What

was a secret one. I

married upder an assumed uname, and
wife never knew to the day of her death

my

that her husband was Lord Easiegton,
Shortly after the birth of the child she
was taken ill, and died a few days later.
The nurse who attended her during her last
illness was a middle-aged widow, and 1 gave
this nurse a thousand pounds to adopt the
child as her own. 1 did not tell her that I
was the Earl of Easington; and a few months
later, at my suggestion, she emigrated to
one of the Colonics, and took the little one
with her.

“Five years ago, in a roundabout way, I
made inquiries, and learned that my son
was alive and well. Since then I have made
no inguiries whatever, and I have never until
to-night revealed my marriage to a living
soul. Now that I am dying, my conscience
reproaches me for the part I have played,
and I want you to promise me, Mr. Lee, that
after my dcath you will spare neither tme
nor expense to find my son, and restore him
to his rightful position. Will you do so?”

“1 will,”? said the detective for the second
time, ¢ Tell me the name under which you
married, the date and place of your wedding,
the date when your son was born, the name
under which he was registered, the name of
the woman who adopted him, and the Colony
to which she emigrated—give me, in short,
the names and dates which are necessary to
enable me to sccure the proofs of your son's
identity, and I will leave no stone unturned
to carry out yeur dying wishes.”

Refore the earl could reply, the professor
leaned over the hed, his face no longer dis-
torted by passion and excitement, but as
calm and impassive as that of a marble

| statue. On a small round table by the side

of the bed stood a medicine-glass and a’

| bottle of champagne, with a silver tap driven

through the cork. Whilst his cousin lhad
been speaking, Mark Rymer had picked up
the medicine-glzes, and had filled it with
champagne.

“You are faint and overworn,' he said, in
a gentle, insinualing voice. “ Take a drink
of this before you continue your story.”

; A feeble smile illumined Lord Easington's
ace.

“You are very good to me!”? he murmured.
“I'm awfully sorry for yon, Mark, but I
dared not die till I’d eased my conscience
by confessing my siu.”

“PDon't you worry about me,” said the
professor quietly. “I've always manzged to
ecrape along without your money in the past
and I've no doubt I shall continue to do =0
in the future.”

He raised his cousin’s head, and held the
medicine-glass - to his lips. The doomed man
drained it at a single gulp. But no sooner
had he done so than a horrible change came
over himm., His face turned purplish-blue, his
eyes scemed starting from their sockets, his
features twitched convulsively, and a bub-
bling foam of erimson froth oozed thrcmfrh
his quivering lips.

With a startled ery, Nel:on Lee thrust the



o professor aside, and caught the eatl In his
ms.

i What have you given Lim?” demanded

Lee. -

« Champagne, of course,”” said the pro-
fessor, with an evil smile. “There's the
. pottle—Heidsieck’s Dry Monople, 1908.”

Bu, the detective was not listening.
earl had motioned him to lower his head.

“The proofs of my marriage » he begun.

Then a spasm of pain convulsed his frame, }

and his voice died away in an inarticulate
moan.

Again he strove to spealk.

““Go to my house ¥

Once more his utterance fauiled him,
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wrestlers measuring each other’s strength be-
fora they grappled.

I'or nearly a minute neither of them spoke.
Then the detective's pent-up horror found
vent in three sharp, biting words of accusa-
tion:

“You poizoned him !

The professor blinked his eyes, and softly
rubbed his hands.

“With champagne?” lie murmured, peer-
ing into the detective's face like somie ili-
omened bird of prey-—-to which, indeed, hLis
huge and hawklike nose gave him more than
A passing resemblance.

“You put something in it when I wasn’d

-
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‘“ You poisoned him!"

For barely a minute neither of them spoke.
found vent in three sharp, biting words of accusation :

The detective’s pent-up horror

The professor blinked his eyes, and softiy rubbed his hands.

e

a second or two he writhed and groaned in
agony indescribable. Then he clutched the
detective’s arm iu a vicelike grip.

“ The Silver Dwarf!” he gasped.

And even as he uttered the words his
writhing limbs grew suddenly stiff and still,
his head fell back, the death-rattle gurgled
:jn h[u!i-; throat, and the Earl of Easington was

ead!

CHAPTER II.
A DECLARATION OF WAR.

CROSS the dead man's body, one on
each side of the bed, Mark Rymer
and Nelson Lec—henceforward to be

‘ bitter rivals—stared at each other in
grim silence, for all the world like a palr of

looking,” said Nelson Lee. “ Where's the
medicine-glass?”
The professor glanced at a little heap of
powaered glass which lay on the carpet.
“1'm afraid it’s broken,” he said, etill
rubbing his hands. I dropped it when you
pushed me away from tho bed, and I must

have trodden on it afterwards.”

The detective bit his lip. He turned on
his heel and strode towards the door.

“ One moment,” said the professor, holding
up his hand. ¢ What are you going to do?”

““] am going to summon the others, and
announce the fact of your cousin’s death,”
sald Nelson Lee.

““Indeed!” said the professor, with a
touch of sarcasm in his voice. ¢ Does it pot
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occur to you ithat you -m* overstepping the |

limits of your pnmtmn here? Surely it is my
melancholy privilege, as the new .,uni kas-
ington, to announce ihe fact of 1wy pre-
decessor’s decease?”

“ But you are not the new Lord Easing-
ton,” said Nelson Lee, “The new Lord
Basinglon is your cousin's hitherto unae-

knowledged son.”

The profe:zor induiged in o diprecating
-

gesture,
“Really, Mr. Lee, you <uiprisc me! he
said.  ““Surely you do not attach any im-

portance to the wild and meaningless words
which fell from my cousin's lips a moment
o two before his death:”

- ““Most certainly I do!"? said Nclion Lee
‘“How very preposterous!™ ejacnlated the

professor. ““ Why, my dear =~ir. the poor,
unfortunate man was simply wandering in
his mind—raving, if vou like. le was not
re:ponsible for what he was raving., All that
cock-and-bull story ahout a sceeret warriage
¥ ]

“Was true!” said the detective, inler-

rupting him. “1 heclieve every word of it

and, what is more, I am going to do my hest
to find the missing beir and restore hiim to
his inberitance.”

The professor took iwo hasiv sirides, and
planted himself in frent of Nelson Lee. He
fixed bis eyes on the detective’s face. 'They
were shimmering with a2 weird, unearthly
vlow, that came and went like the flash of a
willso'-the-wisp. Slowly they begap  to
narrow until they werc mere slits, like those
of a cat watching its prey: then they sud-
denly widened, and Le criished hack a sav age
oath. .

-The detective laughed.

“Ii's no gonod, Professcaor Rymer!™ he siid,

“You cun’t mesmerise me.  'm hypnotic-
proof.”
Ongce more he moved fowards the door,

and oncoe again the proiessor beld up his

hand., . ,
~ “Let wus clearly understand cach other,
Mr. Lee,” he said. “You are now going to

repeat my cousin's statemensy to the others.

and after that you are goipg to do your
>st to find bLis son?”?
“That is my intention,” zaid the dctec-

tive.

‘“* Have yon counled the cost?® a-ked the
professor suavely. * Do you realise that if
yvou are suecessful in your aquest you will
deprive me of an inheritance worth over a
hundred thousand a year? f'sm I likely, do
vou think, to relinquish such a prize with-
b o strug rle 2%

“1 should say not!™ replicd tlie dolec-
-tive promptly.

“And I am not an cnemy o Le lightly
despised !”

“I have already discovered that,” zaid
Nelson Lee. _ la

“The man wio ~t1neﬂ: to 1iwart me Leed

..:fT":..'

expect no mercy at my In
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*“1 bhelieve you.”

“Yet, in spite of thie, you still persist
in your intention «of trying to find mny
cousin’s sonpy" = '

A

‘You will regret it.*

I hardly think seo.?

“Then you refuse to withdraw i

“ Absolutely! I will withdraw when I have
found the missing heir, and have resforcd
him to his ipheritance, nof before!”?

“Then it is to he wir to the knife hch\u.q
us, is it?”? the professor asked,

The detective shrugged his shoulders, but
did not deign to reply. This melodramatic
style of conversation had no charms for him.

*“If youn have not hin;. more to say to
me 1 will call the others,” he said.
The professor bhowed, and sadly shook

The detective accordingly opened
the door, and a few moments later Jack
Langley and his wife, together with the
doctors and the nurse, came into the room,
and grouped themselves around the bed.

When the doetors had examined the body,
and had announc®d that life was extinet, the
detective turped to Mark Rymer, who was
gazing at his cousin with an air of gricf-
siricken abstraction.

.“ Will you tell them, or
Nelson Lee, in a low voice,

“Tell them what?” <aid the professor in-
nocently, =

An impatient frown furrowed the detee-
tive's brow. He raised his volee, and ad-
dressed the others,

““ Ladies amd gentlemen,”” he said, '‘it is
my duty to inform you that hefore Lord
Ezsington died he «wonfessed {to Professor
Rymer and myself that e contracted a
secret marriage in 1893, and that his wife,
whe is now dead, preseuted him with a soun.
This son is still alive, and is, therefore.
the lawful heir to the Easington title and
estates. He was sent abroad a few months
after his birth, and his present whereahouts
are unknown; but, in accordance with the
late Lord Easington’s dying wishes, I -have
undertaken to find the heir and restore him
to his rightful position.”

At the conclusion of Nelson Lee’s speech.
all eves were instantly turned on the pro-
fessor, who was rubbing his hande, and
chaking his head, and staving at Lee with an
air of reproachful surprise. ;

“] am sorry that Mr. Lee Lias thought it
necessary to tell you this,”> he said. "I
do not deny, of course, tha! my poor dead
cousin made the statement which Mr. Lee
has repeated; but I am more than surprised
that Mr. Lee should attach any serious im-
portance to it. It wag obvious to anyhody
that when my cousin made that statement
he was in the threes of delirium.  You wiil
probably think that I say this from motives
of zelf-interest; 1 think you will agree with

his head.

shall 17 asked



me that my cousiu must have ‘heen

‘-'!UI‘d‘- Ire
lusivn (o &

that the very last

} fell you :
ih I!lt‘;,lliilglthﬁ

nttered were
wilver dwarf.”
<« That is perfectly true,” ~aid Ncelswon Lec.
¢ Well, doe=n’t that prove he wag raving?”
‘The doctors nodded their head. 1t was
plain to be seen that they, at any rate, werce

of the same c¢opinion as the professor. But
the detective was nct in the least dis-
- couraged.

“1 do not admit the izference for

moment,” he said. *“I acknowledge that the
words—* the silver dwarf ’—sound mezmiuf,-
less enough when taken by themselves; hut
I'rofessor Rymer has not told you all. .As
a matter of fact, the last words which

crossed Lord Easiugtou s lips were these:
‘ The proofs of my marriage. . . go to my
house . . . the Silver Dwarf.” It seems to

me, therefore, to be highly prebable that
the proofs of his lordship’s marriage are
connected in some way with a silver dwarf,
and that the silver dwarf is connected, in
some equally mysterious way, with his lord-
ship’s house. In other words, though I can-
not explain the meaning of Lord }‘...i:tln;hun N
dying words at present, I have every hope
that I shall be able to do co after I have
been to his lordship’s house, and have made
inquiries on the spot.”

““ When will you go?” asked Jack Langley.
‘““ At the earliest possible moment,” said
Nelson Lee. *f His lordship lived, I believe.
at LKacsington 'loncra Is that far from
here 77

*“ About eightecen miles, by read,” said
Jack. *“*II youn intend to go there, however,
your best plan would be to take train from
heroe to Falmouth, wbich is less than a
couple of miles from the Towers.”
“Can I catch a train to Falnouth
night?”?

Jack consulted his watch,
- *“Yes,”-he said; ¢“it’s a quarter-past elght,
now, and the last train for I"almouih Jeaves
Penleven at hali-past nine.”

*“Then I'll go by that.”

Jack Langley turned to the profczsor.
“ Shall you go with Mr. Lee to thie Towers,
o may I olfer you a bed for the nighty
he asked.

“ Neither, thank you!” said the professo
“ Before I left London this morning, I mred
to a very dear friend of mine in Penzauce,
»id  asked him if he could put me uwp for
the night. He replied in the aflirmative, so
I mustn't disappoint him.”

“Then I'd better order the trap for you
at once,” said Jack. ‘‘The last train for
l'euzancc leaves here at nine o'clock, and
it’s a’'quarter-past eight now.”

‘“ Please don't trouble!” said the professor.
“The station is only a couple of miles away.
vand I shall enioy the walk.”

to-

min;r‘
when he made this so-called confession, wien

He puhml up his hat and walked over fo
Nelsou Lee,

" Good-hye for the present, Mr, ]..cei-‘-' he
said, holding out his hand, on the third
finger of which was a curious antique ring.

“ Gouod-bye ! gaid the 4 ective curtly, put-
ting his hand behind his back.

“ Surely you won’t refuse to shako hands
with me!” said the professor. ** We may nof,
agrea as to the state of my ccusin's mind
alt the last, but surely that need not prevent
us parting in o friendly manner.”

The others were regarding Nelson Lee with
lceks of pained surprise. They knew nothing
of what had happened before they had been
called into the room, and they evidently
thougiit he was acting in a churiish and
ungenerous foshion. The detective read their
thoughts, and made an effort to conguer his
repugnance. He drew his hand from behiud
his back, and clasped Mark Rywer's in @
cold and formal grasp.

There was nothing cold and formal about
the professor's grasp, however. He =xeizcd
the detective’s hand, and gave it a hearty,

vigorous grip. LEven a3 he did so, a burning,
stinging pain <hot up the detective's arm,
and the next instant, to everyhoy's amaze-
ment, he snatched away his hand, anpd
clapped it to his month.

“Dear, dear!” said the preofessor blandly.
“Did I grip too hard?”

For a moment the detective made ne reply.
He was sucking a wound on the back of his
hand, no bigger than a pin-prick. They he
walked across {o the fire and spat vut a
nrounthful of bloed. .

“That ring of yours wants filing Jdown,”?
he <aid meaningly. ¢ There's a jagged spike
on the under-side wiich is positively danges-

ous.”

he profezsor held up his hand io the
Jight.

“Why. so there is!” he =aid, in {oncs of

feigned astonishment. I must have it scen
to. Pray accept my sieere apelogies for the
inconvenience it has caused you. Gaood-pight,
evervhody !

And, peering and blinking, ho bowed hin-
sclf out, aud vanished through the Joor,

"

CHAPTER III.
THE SMUGGLER'S LEAP,

you are going to catch the h.r.!f-
past nine train,” said Jack Langley,
after the pmfessm' had left, “ yow'd
better come downstairs at once, and
have a snack of something to eat. You'll
have to start fromy here in another three-
guarters of an hour at the very latest.”
The detective thanked him and followed
Lhim down to the dining-room., Over a hasty
meal he nnhosomed himself to Jac ck, more
Ffully than he had dope to the others, on the

s IA
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subject of Lord Easington’s coniession, tl!e
manner of his death, and the professor's
subsequent half-veiled threats,

¢ Between you and me,” he said, “ 1 have
not the e«lightest doubt in the \mrld that
the professor dropped some subtle poison
into the champague which he offered to his
cousin a moment or two before his death. 1
am equally convinced that the ring he wears
is provided with a poison-covered spike, and
that he insisted on shaking hands with me
with the deliberate intention of pressing the
spike into my hand and killing me. If I amn
right—and [ am sure I am—you will readily
understand that I shall have need of all my
wits in the quest upon which I have entered.
A man who is daring enocugh to comumit a
cold-blooded murder under the very eyes of a
detective, and afterwards to atbempt to
murder that detective in the presence of a
room full of witnesses, is not an enemy, as
he himself expressed it, to be lightly
despised.”

“I agree with you there,” said Jack. “ But
I have no fear as to who will win in the
end. You are more than a match for Mark
Rymer, clever as he iz, Do yocu think he
knows what Lord Easington meant by his
allusion to a silver dwarf ?”

“Yes,” answered Nelson Lee. ““I am guite
surc hie doe:. 1 am also sure that Professor
Rymer has not gone to qpend the night
with a *a very dear friend’ at Penzance!”

““ Then where has he gone? There are only
two trains out of Penleven to-night—one to
Penzance at nine o'cleck, and one to TFal
mouth at half-past. If Rymer hasun’t gone
to Penzance, and isn’t going to Ifalmouth,
where is he going?”

“1 don’t know,” confessed the detective.
“ And it is because 1 don't know that I feel
so uneasy. If I could fathon: the professor’s
next move, I should kanow how to set about
countering it. That he has some wily scheme
on hand, I am positive; but what it is 1
can't even imagine.”

Presently, while they chatted, a servant
came and announced that the dogecart was
waiting at the decor. A few minutes later
Nelson Lee and Jack were seated in the
vehicle, and were rattling down the carriage-
drive.

The night was pitch dark, and a moaning
wind was blowing off the sea. The road
from the Grange to the railway-station ran
for some distance alonz the edge of the
clifis—so near the verge in places that less
than 2 couple of yards divided the off-whee!
of tho dogeart from it.

.through the darkness,
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“This is a pretty dangerous road to drive
along at "night,”” remarked Nelson Lee.

*“Yes, and it's even worse a little further
on,” replied Jack. * Wait till we come to
the Smuggler's Leap!”

“What's that?”

“We shall be there in half a minute, aud
then you'll see. It's the naine given by the
fishermen to a deep and narrow inlet cul out
of tho cliff as if by a gigantic cheese-scoop.
The road ruus absolutely to the very edage,
with a low stone wall on one side, and a
sheer descent on the other side of over two
hundred feet of perpendicular eliffi.  The
story goes that a certain notorious smuggler,
being hard-pressed one night by the Revenue
cflicers, leapt from the road at the spot in
question, and was miraculously saved from
destruction by falling into an enormous
clump of gorse-bushes half-way down the
clift’'s aide.”

Jack had scarcely ended his explanation ere
they reached the place referred to.

““This is the Smuggler's Leap,” he said.
as he reined in the mare, and allowed her to
procecd at walking pace. “One false slep
here and——" ‘

Ili- sentence was interrupted by the sharp
crack of a revolver, the bullet from which
sped froin behind the low stone wall aad
buried itself in the mare's neck. -

With a shrill scream of pain, the animal
reared up on her hind-legs, and beg:n to
kKick and plunge.

“Jump!” yvelled Nelson Lee.

But alinost before the word had crossed liis
lips, the trap gave a sudden violent lurch zud
rolled backwards aver the edge of the cliil,
dragging the struggling animal after it!

At the word “Jump!” Nelson Lee had
leaped oub of the trap, and had fallen on his
hands and knees in the middle of the road.
As lie picked himsell up he heard Jack
Langley stouting for help, and, on peering
he perceived that the
young engineer had fiung himself out of the
trap in the very nick of time, and was hang-
ing by his finger-tips to the erumbling edge
of the cliff.

The detective sprang to his assistance.
Grasping Jack by the collar of his coat, he
exerted all his strength to haul him up over
the edge of the cliff. Ire he could acconi-
plish his purpose, however. a dark form
vaulted the low stone wall, darted across
tlw}uurrmv road, aud gave him a violent
push.

The next instant both Nelqon Leo and Jack
were rolling down the steep face of the

| ciiff towards the hungry sea.

NEXT WEEK !
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CHAPTER 1.
CAI'FAIN GODFREY'S VISITOR—THE

FIRE ON TUE
HEATH—THE MISSING HORSE,

T was between eleven and twelve o'clock
of a summer's night, and the old
racing town of Newmarket had scttled
down to its usual quiet, save for the

oceasional tramp of footstips in the lligh

Street: Captain Godfirey was lounging in a

big basket-chair in his sitting-room at the

Jockey Club—a fair, well-knit ceutleman of

forty. popular and successful on the Turf,

and with au iucome to be envied. Ilis cigar

had gone out, and he was feeling drowsy,

when he was aroused by a sharp rap.
*“Come 1n!* he_called,

The door opened, and a man entercd
qutetly. He bad a rakish, sporting appear
ance. He wore riding-breeches, and a
horse-shoe pin flared and glittered in lis
scarf. Ilis florid features, shrewd and clean-
shaveu, suggested intemperance.

“My good fellow, haven't you made a
mistake??”? drawled Captain Godfrey. * Whn

scnt you up lLere-”?
“ No mistake, guv'nor,” replied the man.

“You sent for me yourself,” he added, in
a changed voice,

“1 did? Why, by Jove, surely you're
not--—

* Gordon Vox, at your service!”
The captain laughed heartily.
“I'd never have known you!' hLe cried.
“ Ripping idea! Deuced clever disguise!
Sit down, Mr. Fox, and have a drink and a
eigar.”?
The detective

mixed a whisky-and-soda,
and took a chair.

“1 was not at home when
your wire came,’”” he said, “so I had 1o
com¢e down hy » late train. You want me,
no doubt, to look after the safety of Black
Diamond

*“You've made a jolly good guc:ﬁ“’

‘“1t was very cimple. 1 keep track of
racing matters, and tihere is little that doesn't
come {0 my eosrs. I koow that a set of
unscrupulous bookimnakers mave hoen accept-
ing heavy odds against your three-year-old
for the Derby. DBy some meazns they lately
discovered the horse's good qualities, and
now they are in a state of considerable
alarm.”

““Quite right,” declared Captain Godfrey. |

The Case of the

Newmarket Mystery !

The Aadventures of
Gorpon fox, L2ETECTIVE,

“ Blacik Diamond is sure to win the Derby,
and that wmeans ruin for the bookies. I
have reccived several anonymous letters of
warning, and 1 bclieve that the gang are
plotting mischicf. The horse is at Johun
Marsh's training establishment at Hill Farm,
and a lad named Jim Lucas, who bears a
good reputation, sleeps in the box with hinm.
But 1 am not satistied, in spite of all the
precantions that arc hemg taken, aund that
IS v.lw I bave sent for you.” '

“What do you think i3 iu the wind?”
usl-:ull Gordon Fox, -

I don't know. [ imagine, however, that
ode or mare scoundrels, hired by the
bookies, are lurking about hewmarket in the
hope nf--—-”

“FKFire! Fire! Fire!”?

The loud, shrilk ery drowned Captain God-
frey's wlcc apd as he sprang to the window
and tore aa:de the curtain, a red flare was
seen on the sky to the porth. Ip a trice
he and the detective had rushed downstairs
and out of the building. The alarm was
spread with incredible rapidity, and already
the inhabitants of the town were swarming
from their houses, The light on the sky
was growing redder and redder.

“'That's in the direction Marzsh's
place !” vowed Captain Godfrey.

“1t looks like it,”? Gerdon Fox assented
gravely,

No vehicle was to he had. They hurried
on with the increasing crowd, and a couple
of fire-engines passed them at a gallop befme
they had gone far. 'They breathlessly
wounted the long streteh of the Iigh Street,
and at last, re.n,hlng the tap of the heath.
they saw their fears were only too well
founded,

“By Jove,
Godfrey.

John JMarsh's training establishment, a
short distance off the road, was the scene
of the conflagration. The captain and his .
companion pushed through the throng, aand
were admitted to the stahle enclosure, which
was in the form of a square. Half a dozen
of the thatched hoxes on one side were
buriring, but the town engines and the
trainers’ fire hrigade were pouring water on
the flaunes, and were already getting control
of them. There was shouting aud confusion,
but no panic,

of

look there!? groancd Captain



The bloodstock, consisting of eleven three.
vear-olds and yearlings, had all been rescued,
thouwgh it had been uecessary to blhindfold
thein hefore they would leave their guarters,
So a fireman told Captain Godfrey, aud this
satishied him for a time. Then he hastened
with the dctective to the yard wihere the
group oi frightened. anitmals had been led,
and looked over them for a mowmeont.

“By heavens, Black Diamond 13 not
here!’”” he guasped. *‘ Where is my horase,
Mavrsh?”  he cried, taking hold of a man

who was passing, :
The trainer turned with a start.
““I have bad news for you,”” he said.
“your horse——" .
““It thiaz been burnt to death®”
“No, not so bad as that, sir.
this way."”
The flumres were now yielding to the tar
reats of water., The glare was sinking, and

But step

the tumult had subsided. John Marsh led
his companions into an adjoining yard,
where he could speak without being dis-
turbed,

“It's an ugly business, Captain Godrirey,”
he sald, “and I hope you wou't blane me,
for I've donec my best. T'll tell you just
vhiat huppened. 1 was roused by a cry of
tire, and I was the first to reach the
stabling. As I ran [ saw that the big gate
was wide open. So was the deor of Black
Diamond's box, and the horse and voung
Tucas were gone. The straw was burning
furiously, and it had been sct on fire by a
lantern that someone knocked over. Lying
partly in the flaines was IFred Cantley, oue
of my own men. We got him out in a hurry,
but he was so terribly burat—and uncon-
scious as well—that he died five minutles
after we carried him into my house. That's
the whole story.”

“It's as plain as daylight,” declared Cap-
tain Godfrey. “That gang of scoundrels
bribed the lad to steal the horse, so that
it could be kept out of the way until after
the Derby.”

“That's about richt, sir,”” said the trainer,
““Cantley, suspecting something wrong, must
have gone over to the box, entered it, and
caught young Lucas in the act of leaving,
The lad stunncd hiin with a cudgel, led the
horse out, opened the big gate, and rode
- away  across country., By then thie straw
bad tuken fire from the Ilantern, and he
didn’t dare stop to put it out.”

““Yes, it's quite clear,” exclaimed Captain
Godlrey, ¢ You must find Black Diamond for
me In filve days, Mr. Fox. I wouldn't have
him scratched for the Derby fer £10,000!"

“I'll do my best,” promised the detective.
“This boy bad a good reputation, Mr.
Marsh?” he asked.

“0One of the best, sir.
would have trusted more.”

““ And Cantley?”

“I don't know much about him," replied
the trainer. “IHe came to me six mouths
ago from Letford, over in Suffolk.”

Gordon T'ox did not put any further ques-

There's nobody 1
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tious; but he was keenly interested in the
case, amd an hour iater, when the lames had
been extingulzhed, he examiued the ruins of
the box in which the fire had started. In
ony corper, under a heap of charred and
waber-soaked straw, he found an open pocket
Knife, Ou the buckliorn haudle were carved
the initials “B.S5.,"” aud these.-at cnce sug-
gestod a familiar name to him,  With
sl of deep meaning, tie closed ‘the weapou
and -put it in his pocket.

CHAPTER 11
CLUE Of THE KNIFE--BLA(K QUARRY—THA
CAPEIVG OF THE ROCK CHAMBER.

EFORE morning the telegraph waas
bitay flashing n all directions a des-
cription of the missing horse, and

aisd> one of young Lucas, who was

wantcd for the serious e¢rime of murder as
well ws theft. The vext day Captain God-
frey was scouring the country with mounted
mea, but Gordon I'ox did not join them. He
was busy making inquiries in Newmarket,
and with some success. He knew the haunts
of the lower class racing element in the old
town, and he soon hunted up a man who
identified the knife as the property of Barncy
Sykes, a rotorious tout and welsher, who
had disappeared some months before and
was believed to be at Douncaster. Still better
luck in the afternoon. A man was dis-
covered who swore that he Lad seen Barney
Sykes and Fred Cantley talking together at
ning o'clock on the previous night at «
lonely spot on the edge of the town.
““There's no mistake about it,” he cou:

tinued, *for hoth men were Letford born,
amnd T hail from there myself,”
“Ther Sykes would be well acquainted

witih the country over that way.” said the
detective, ““ I3 there any good hiding-place
in tire peighbourhood?"”

“The only one T know of is Biack Quarry,”
was the reply, ““a couple of miles north of
Letford. It's a wild and lonely place, and
it hasn’t beeuw used for half a century.
Nobody ever goes near it nowadays. A man
fell over the clif onece, and his body wasu't
found for zix years.”

Half a sovereign changed hands for in
formation that was worth much 1ore.
There was no news of any kind by c¢vening,
when the scarch-parties returred. '

Gordon Fox was lodazed at an hotel in the
High Street, The next morning, after a brief
interview with Captain Godfrey, he hired a
bicyele and rode out of Newmarket in a
northi-easterly direction. He muade inquiries
along the way, and the middle of the-after-
noon found him dismounted by the roadside,
iooking towards a large tract of woodiand
that gradually rose and spread over a hill of
some height, He hid his bicyele behind =
hedge, crossed a field, and struck into the
timber.

A cautious tramp of a mile brought the
detective to rising ground, and when he had
ctimhed for a considerable distauce he bore
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ta the right, and pre:seutly emerged on Lhe
Liaver brink of Black Quarry.

A hundred feet helow him, down a sheer
precivice of limestone, was a gioomy pool
of water, surroninded by dense thickets aud
larce trees,

Looking across, he saw that the opposite
gi-'e sloped gently up by a rude path that
had once been a cart-tiack,

For five minutes he watehed, peering from
the overhanging bushes, but saw or heard
nothing; and then, as he was about to crecp
away, nis ears caught a faint sound from

until ten o'clock. when he went 1o bed, and
slept far a couple of honrs,

e woke with a troubled
feeling of uneasiness that
shake off,

He struck a light, and looked at his watch.
It wag just half-past twelve o'clock.

Ile dressed, swung from the low window
to the ground, and hastened away to the
direction of Black Quarry, which he had pre-
viously located by qguestioning the landlord.

He entered Lhe woods at a point a miie
froin the villige, and by the help of the

with a
et

mind,
he could

‘] didn’t like the idea of the boy perishing in the flames.

him on to Black Diamond,
.Black Quarry, where Jefiries
for us.”

rncunted behind, and set off like the wind to
had evervthing fixed up and was waiting

! hoisted

below. It was thie mufled stamp of a horse’s
hoof,
Gordon Fox retraced his  steps as

cantiously as he had come, and mounted his
hicyele. e pedalled threo miles to the little
village of TLetford, by a road that led partly
round the hilly tract of woods, and did not
take him morc than two milezs from the
YnNarry. ‘ | '

He stopped at the Red Lion Inn, and hig
first step was to wire to Captain Godfrey
to join him in the mornihg,

The evening wore on, awnd darkness fell.
Govdon Fox sat smoking cutside the inn

"

rising moon, which here and there shone
throngh the foliage, he Kkept his bearings,
and iinally came to the abandoned and over-
grown cart-tract,

He followed this for half a mile, when it
led him up for some distance, and then
dipped downwards., He was now within the
mouth of the quarry, and as he paused,
hesitating to go any farther, a man ftose
almost at his feet, and struck at him with
a heavy stick,

The detective dedged the Dblow, and.
erappled with his assailant. The two
slipped, fell, and rolled over and over down
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the stecp path, coming to a stop witlia a
few inches of the water.

The man did not stir, for he had been
stunned by striking his head on a stone,

Gordon Ll'ox got to his feet, pvered, aud
listcned. . _
e Al quiet!” he told himsell. ¢ This
scoundrel is DParney Sykes, of course, and

it is not likely that he had a confederate.
I dare say he has been watching by night
amnd sleeping by day. And now to ascertain
if the rest of my theory is correct.”

Haviag securely bound his prisoner—he
had a rope with him—Gordon Fox switched
o1 his pockel electric lamp, and crept along
the brink of the pool.

Iie went hall-way round it, until he was
at the farther side of the quarey, and then
he struck into a network of trees aund
bushes,

Ecergineg a moment later, he found him-
self ca the threshold of a fairly large
rock-chamber at the base of the cliff.

It was completely hidden by the boughs
of the trees, and had no doubt becn carved
out by the old-tiine quarrymen,

The light streamed within. Dry grass was
spread on the rocky floor; and to oune side,
bound and gageed, lay a lad, with wide-open
eyes; but the horse was miszing,

- -
The detective beat over the lad, severed

his fetters, and took the gag from his
mauth,

“Thauk, Heaven, sir!™ Jim Lucas said
faintly, as he sat upright. 1 thougut i
was done for.”

“ Where. is Black Diamoend?” exclaimed

the detective,

¢ Gone. MHe was led away about an hour
ﬂgO.”

“But not by Baruney Sykes. I've juat had
a struggle with the ruffian, and Lave made
liim a prisoner.”

“That must have
Ben Jeflries.”

“So there were two of them?™
tite detbective.

“ Yes, sir, Sykes left with Black Dinmnond,
and then Jeliries went away, meaning to
leave me here to starve.”

“Where is he taking the horse?”

“IHe has been altered with white spots,”
replied the lad, ¢ Sykes is riding himn across
country to catch the early train at Darstead,
The horse is going to London, and then he's
to be shipped to lFrance—-"’

“That’s enough!” broke in
¢“(Can you walk, ray boy?”

Jim Lucas eould, but not until he had
exercised his cramped limbs and the dete»-

tive had given him some brandy from a
flask.

Then the two ecrept around the pond,
paused for a glance at the still unconscious
prisoner, and climbed out of the quarry.

been the other man-

muttered

CGordon Tox.

i

{when

CHAPTER IIL.
THEG PARLY TRAIN—BARNLY SYKES

THE RACE FOR
MAKES A CLEAN BREAST OF IT.

The first flusit of dawn was on the sky
Gordon l'ox and the rescued Jlad
reached the Red Lion, Captain Godirey had
just arrived, having travelled most of the
night by a roundabout course, and was in
quiring for the missing guest of the landlord,
vwhom he had roused f{rom sleep.

It was now half-past two o'clock, and a
Bradshaw showed that a train for Londou
was due at Barstead at tweunty-live miout:s
past threa,

“I know it,” said Captain Godirey. *“It
really earries a ccuple of horse boxes.”

The laadlord led the way to the stable,
where he quickly harnessed a bay mare to
a trap,

Jim Lucas climbed in with the {wo men,
Gordon Fox cracked the whip and the vehicle
went tesring through the quiet village street,
and out into thie open couutry,

Five miles to go, and less than thres-
quarters of an hLour to do it in, with hills
on the wayv, The mare pounded the miles
behind her, while the morning flashed
brichter aund brighter,

The train was still there, The guard, who
about to blow Lis whistle, took it from his
lips in sheer amnmazement vwhen the detective
shouted at hiin.

Captain Godirey dashed to a horse-bex at

the rear. Ioside, a black horse, at once
recognised by its master, in spite of the

disfiguring white pateties made by chemicals,

Inside, also, a littie man, with pinched
features and a wiry roustache, dressed as
n gentleman's servant.

“You scoundrel!” eried the captain.

ITe seized the little man, dragging himn to

the platform, and as qguickly Jim Lucas
pualled Black Diamond out. ;
Then the train startcd, rolled swiltly away,
with a shrill ¢ Toot-tcot!”
“Just in time!” exclaimed Gordon TMox.
Baruncy . Sykes was a  picture of misery

and fear.

“I'll make a clean breast of it!" he said.
“(Cantley and I planned to steal the horse,
but when we entercd the box, hoping to
find the lad napping, he was wide awake.
He fetched Cantley a stunning blow on the
head with a cudgzel, and the next instant
I whacked himt one that tumbled himn over
like a log.

“The lantern had been upset, setting the
straw ablaze, and there wasn't any time to
lose. 1 sort of lost my wits, and clean
forgot about Cantley; but I didn't like the
idea of the boy perishing in the fiames, I
hoizted him on to Black Diamond, mounted
peliind, and set off like the wind to Black
Quarry, where Jefiries had everything fixed
up, and was waiting for me.”

Game to the last, Barmey Sykes and Bene
Jeffries, rcfusing to betray their confeder-
ates, were in due course convicted, and
senbenced to long terms of penal servitude.

- TILE END,



(Continued from page 14.)

chums! The rotters! 1 suppose tbey think
'l chuck it up now. If so, they've made
a bloomer. I'm more determined than
ever!”

-And Mandforth went back into the cara-
van, sat down in one of the chairs, and
thought out the dctails of bis wonderful
gcheme,

He was still there when the Remove turnecd
in. De Valerie and Somerton and the other
fellows who shared Caravan No. 2 with the
other fellows could not fail to notice that
relations were somewhat strained between
the chums of Study D,

Church and Mc¢Clure, for example, took
care not to come in_until everybody else was
present. Then they remained as far away
from llandforth as possible, Across the big
caravan, Handforth fixed a cold, malignaot
glare upon them,

“] can’t see any effect!”
Valerie, cocking hjs hcad on one side. ““It’s
no good, lMandy—they don’t seem to be
shrivelling up! You ought to put some
mcre ‘'fluence on!”

“Trathead!” s=aid IHandforth witheringly.

“It’'s all right—leave hm alone,” said
Church. “We had a bit of a bust up, and
I think he’s still sore, Doun’t bother about
him. We don’t!”

“You—you—you ”»

Handforth paused simply because hc
couldn’t think of words that adequately
described his feclings. So he commenced
nidressing, and in less than five minutes he
vas in bed. He had vented his rage on
that bhed, too—s:mply because he couldn't
vent it on anything else. The sheets were
mixed up with the blankets, the bolster was
down at the foot, and the pillow was coming
out of its case. Incidentally, Handforth had
put his pyjamas on inside out.

“You look as if you've had a merry even-
ing,”” grinned Handforth minor, looking at
his- brother critically. *‘It must be the brac
ing atmosphere of the moors. What’s wrong,
Ted? Who's been biting you?”

“ Gerrererrh ! said Handforth fiercely.

“As bad as that, eh?” grinned Willy.
“ Poor old Ted! We shall have to steer clear
of you, or there’ll he a few fireworks!
That’s thce worst of having such a shocking
temper. You ought to do something about
it old man. 1 mean, if a stranger canie in
here now he'd gain a wrong impression.”’

Whizz !

Handforth's pillow shot aeross the caravan,
and caught Willy full in the face. That
cheerful youngster went over hackwards, col-
lapsed into Fatty Little, who staggered and
“erashed aganst the side of the caravan. Dick
Goodwin declared that the wooden wall posi-
fively bulged out.

“ Great pancaKes!”? gasped Fatuy.
dangerous young idiot!” -

. Willy grinned, and continued undressing.
But he saild nothing more to his major.
The next time it might b2"a bocot. And, one
by cne, the fellows got into bed, until ay

remarked De

“You

-dim, uncertain kind of pale radiance.

The lights were turned

last all was quiet.
out, and thc juniors prepared themselves for
sleep.
But there were three who slept not.
Handforth kept wide awake, determined to

go on that convict-hunting expedition. And
Church and McClure remained awake because
they wanted to see if their leader was really
in earnest. If so, they wonld have to take
steps to subdue him.

Nothing happened for well over half an
hour.

The little noises of the camp died down.
All lights were out, and everything was per-
fectly still and silent. Even the men lad
retired. And Church and McClure were just
beginning to doze off peacefully when they
were aroused. :

Handforth zat up in hed.

‘“You chaps asleep?” he whispered
cautiously.
Only silence followed. But Church and

McClure licard—and they knew that their
leader had not abandoned his project.

— s g—

CHAPTER V.
NIGHT ON THE MOORS.

ANDFORTH cautiously
H opened the door of
the caravan.

He had his shoes in
his hand, and he had only
apergeane  dressed in a hurricd fashion.
Bologmess) He felt that it would be bet-
ter to complete his operations outside. He
didn't want any interruption,

The night was still and calm, with a few
flecey c¢louds in the sky, half hiding a cres-
cent moon. The moors were flooded witg a

ne
could see for quite a distance, although no
object stood out in definite relief.

*Good ! murmured Handforth. ¢ Just the
right kind of night for detective work.
Couldn’t be better.”

He crept away from the caravan, and
paused when he came to a little hump of
giround. He sat down upon this, and pro-
ceeded to compicte the operations he had
commeinced in the caravan, He buttoned his
braces, donned his shoes, and so forth.

And in the meantime keen eyes watched
him.

Church and MecClure were at the window of
Caravan No. 2. The very mstant their leader
had vanished through the door they sprang
out of bed. Their one great fear was that
he would disappear intn the gloom before
they cotll get on his trail, -

They had considered macters carefully, and
had decided that it would be impossible to
let Handy go on this expedition alone. They
hated the idea of it—they would have pre-
ferred to remain in bed. But for Handforth
to go wandering about the moors all by him-
self was not to be thought of.

I_Church and McClure decided to protect
Mim. :
They would follow close in his rear, and




would see that he came to no harm. After
all, this would be better than to actually ac-
compan) him, because- he would certainly
argue. And that might lead to trouble,

They would keep fairly close hehind, and
see that he didn't lose himself on the moor,
But there was still that doubt. Handforth
had a big start. Would they be able to
dress themselves and get out in time?

They simuly flew into their clothes.

¢“Jt's all right—he's still here!® breathed
Church, peering out of the window. ‘ He's
squatting down on a tuft f grass, shoving
his boots, on. 1f we hurry up, we shall do
it all right.”

““ Good V’ said McClure, as he wrestled with
his trousers.

It was a very creditable piece of work.
Just as Handforth was setting off from the
camp Church and McClure tip-toed down the
caravan steps. And they could see the dim,
hazy figure of their leader disappearing in
the direction of the open moor.

“Come on!"” whispered Church. “ And
don't forget to crouch down. If he catches
sight of us, it'll be all up.”

“Pon't worry!” muttered McClure. ¢ We're
better detectives than he is!”’

“That's not saying much,”
Chureh.

At intervals. Handforth would pause, and
look round him. But on these occasions he
never caught sight of any living soul. Church
and McClure mazaged to remain invisible.

They picked their way cautiously—never
showing their figures above the skyline.
Bending almost double at times, they kept
within reasonable distance of their quarry,
and could watch all his movements with
ease.

And Handforth was satisfied that he was
quite alone, and continued on his way.

Now that he had fairly started upon the
hunt, he didn’'t quite know how to proceed.
Somehow, it wasn’t so simple, after all. fle
began to realise that it might be something
of a task to locate a solitary individual who
wa3 prowling about {(hese moors somewhere
within a radius of twenty miles.

And it now began to strike Handforth that
Conviet No. 530 might have got out of the
district altogether. 1In that cacze, the very
idea of searching at all was absurd. A good

breathed

deal of Handforth’'s enthusiasm began to
ooze away.
“0Oh, rot!” he grunted. “The fellow’s

bound to be here. He must be! And,
what's more, 1 shall find him.”

And, fired with nex hope, the amateur de-
tective of the Remove walked on. He de-
cided that "he would go round in circles,
widening out as he progressed. In this way

he would cover every inch of ground.

““There's nothing to beat a scheme like
that ! he told himself. The Indians used to
do it—either the Indians, or the African
blacks. Blessed if I know! Anyhow it’s the
only way to search properly.”

It would have been fairly all right, per-
haps, if Handforth had "kept to this idea.

l “THE NELSON
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But his circles were som2what erratic, and
by the time he had completed one he was
well over half a mile from his starting-point.

He found himself alm st at the summit of
a rising tor, which stood out like some grim
sentinel on the moor. His figure, as he
mounted to the top of thut rocky hill, was
clearly outlined against the night s!{y. For
a detective to act in this way was iu-
cautious, to say the least.

Church and MecClure, lower down, paused,
waiting.

“Just look at him!”
“Did you ever see such an ass?
he hope to capture anybody like that?
showing himself all the time!”

“0Oh, you know what he is!” said McClure
gruﬂ’:y

Handforth abruptly vanished.

It seemed quite startling to the two watch-
ing juniors. One second their leader’s form
was there, and the next second it had van-
ished. In reality, Handforth had merely
jumped off a ledge of rock tu the soft earth,
a few feet below.

And he was now making his way down the
other side of the tor.

Just here there grew a big clump of
stunted bushes—rather thick and black-look-
ing in the gloom of the night. Church and
McClure were just in time to see Handforth
plunge into that bush clump.

“We'll wait here until he shows himself
again,”” whispered Church. “Too exposed
for us to move on yet.”

In the meantime, Handforth had decided
to explore that bush thoroughly. There was
no telling. Any convict might select a spot
like that to spend the night in. And Handy
meant to make sure.

And from the other side-of the little clump
—quite hidden from Church and MeClure—a
figure appeared. It was a dim, uncertain
figure, and it arose f{rom behind a loose
boulder of rock.

Handforth emerged from the clump of
trees just in time to see the figure approach-
ing. The leader of Study D came to an
abrupt halt, his heart giving a big jump.

Inwardly, he had never believed for a
moment that he would have his search re-
warded. But here was a figure on the moor
—a stranger. Handforth felt tremendously
excited.

“Hi!” he
““Who's that?”

He decided that he wouldn't take any
chaneces, It was better to pounce, and aslk
questions afterwards. Perhaps the fellow
was oniy a warder, and warders carried guns.
Handforth didn't want to be the cause of an
unfortunate inquest,

So he pounced.

He gave one swift run, hurled himself upon
the stranger, and there was a distinet thud
as the two bodies met. Handforth bore the
fellow to the ground with the sheer force of
his rush,

¢“Now then!” he hissed.
about! I've got you!”

whispered Chm"ch.
How does
He's

said, in a hoarse whisper.

‘““No messing

”
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« pon't—doun’t hurt me—I'm done!”’ panted
a weak voice,

Handforth was astonished to find that his
captive made nd attempt to struggle. He lay
where he had fallen, with Handforth sprawl-
ing over him. And in the dim moonlight
Handforth was thrilled by the sight of &
drab, nondeseript kind ef suit—with broad
qrrows marked upon it at intervals,

The man was Convict No. 550!

It was sheer luck—fool's luek, as they call
" 3t. More by chance than anything else,
Handforth had encountered the man who had
eluded the united efforts of a whole host of
warders and police.

And the conviet didn't even put up a fight.

Handforth regarded this as a Kkind of
swindle. He beeame indignant. He had pie-
tured all sorts of desperate battles with the
escaped convict—and herz was the fellow,
meekly pleading for mercy!

« You—you marrowless boundcr!” snorted
Handforth. < Ain't you going to fight?”’

“ Don’t be hard on me, young ’un!” whis-
pered the convict, his voice breaking. ' 1—
I'm just about through! | can’t go on any
jonger. I haven't tasted a bite of food for
vver twenty-four hours.”

“ That’s nothing!” said Handforth tartly.
“ Some chaps fast for wecks!”

“I've been hunted from pillar to post!"”
muttered the convict feebly. * Do anything
vou like—but don’t hurt me! I'm done for!
I shall be glad to get back to that accursed
prison. Anything—anything but this!”

Handforth looked down at the smallish
figure in disgust.

“Well, you're a fine convict!” he snapped.
“Come on! Get up, and I'll take you into
camp. We'll keep you a prisoner until the
morning, and then hand jyou over to the
warders.” :

No. 530 began to struzgle to his feet.

v All right—I'll go with you!" he said list-
lessly. ¢ Lead the way.”

Handforth gave another sniff, and half
turned, and as he did so, the conviet's whole
attitude abruptly chanz:d. He birought his
right hand from behind him, revealing the
fact that it contained a big, ugly stick.

Swish !

The stick shot through the air, and, with
a snarl, the conviet was upon Handforth.
The stick descended upen the junior's head
with & sickening thud. He was iaken abso-
lutely unawares, and hardly felt the blow.

- Handforth was merely aware of a sensa-
tion of falling, and there was a dull, throb-
bing feeling in his head. Then everything
became absolutely blank. It was over in a
flash. |

Handforth opened his eyes a sccond later,
and stared up at the hazy, twinkling stars.
That throb was still there, and he felt rather
chilly. Then he sat up, and was startled to
find that he was attired in nothing but his
underclothes. Near by lay a pile of rumpled
clothing. L, '

““Oh, my goodness!” muttered Handforth
hlankly, ’
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His head felt as though he bad rammed a
brick wall. And it was so amazing, because
the chap with the stick had only whacked
him a second earlier. At least, it only
seemed to be a second earlier.

Handforth would have been startled if he
could have known that fully twelve minutes
lad elapsed. Conviet No. 550 bad made no
mistake about that hit. He had scored a
bull's-eye.

Handforth staggered to his feet, and placed
a hand to the back of his head. He winced.
There was a bump there—a swelling that was
extremely tender to the tonch. But, second
by second, Handforth was feeling better.

He shivered again, and as he picked up
the convict's discarded clothing, the dreadful
truth dawned wpon him. The fellow had
knocked him out, and had then pinched all
his things—Icaving the prison garb in its
place. '

“My only hat!”
dazedly.

Alarin surged through him. He didn’t care
so much about the loss of his suit. But
what would the chaps say_when he appeared
in c;unp? What would Church and MeClure
say?

He—he who had boasted that he would go
out on the moor and capture the convict!
He would have to crawl back, and admit
that he had not only failed, but that the con-
viet had actualiy bested him, As an example
of keen detective work, it was not exactly
brilliant. -

“Great pip!” muttered Harndforth, in a
hollow voice. * They—they'll chip me to
death over this. The—the awful rotter! Pre-
tending that he was weak and exhausted!
He spoofed me completely.” |

Hundforth writhed as he thought of it. He -
had been hopelessly hoodwinked by the ““ex-
hausted " eonvict.

But it was no good standing there, getting
a shocking cold.

Handforth hastily commenced to dress him-
self in the hateful convict garb. The suit
fitted him fairly well, but there was an awful
feeling about that coarse, arrow-branded
material., '

Somehow or other, Handforth felt like a
hunted animal as soon as he got into the
clothing. And he began to have a slight
idea how dreadful it must be for a man who
really is a convict, and is escaping from
justice. It made Handforth think for a
moment—but his feelings against No. 530
were just as bitter as ever.

If the man had put up a fair fight, it
wouldn’t have mattered so much. -

But landy had been tricked, and knocked
on the head from behind. That was what
raised his wrath to the utmost. And the
thought of going back—the thought of being
laughed at by all the fellows—made him get
desperate ideas into his head.

Should he go back, or should he wander
off somewhere until—-

Until what? As far as he could see, therg
was no alternative. And it suddenly occurred

muttered Handforth



to him that he might be able to get back
unseen, and unheard. Yes, that was 1t!

He had left everybody asleep, and he was
tremendously thankful nmow that Church and

McClure had not come with him. With
luck, he would be able to get into the cara-
van, undress, and don some of his own
clothingz. Then he would creep out again,
and bury the convict suit in some hidden
place.

“ That's the wheeze!”" Handfiorth told him-
self. *“There's nothing like being brainy! It
doesn't matter t,uppv nee d!HJlm the 1hm"-
the conviet took—only an old pair of flanuel
trousers, and a sports jacket. They'll never
be missed.”

With new hope rising within him, Hand-
forth erept away from .the scene. Church
and McClure were not there ncw—for reasons
that I shall explain presently. Handforth
had the moor completely to hime=eli.

And he made a bee line for the camp.

It will be as well to make it clear that
this bee line was one of Handfortii’s owan
particular kind. Nobody else would have
called it a bee line. The camp was about a
mile distant, straight across the moor,
After Handfor{h had trudged about three
miles, he began to wonder what had hap-
pened to the camp.

“QGreat pip!” he muttered
“ They must have moved on!”

It didn't seem to strike Edward Oswald
that he was out of his bearings. Handforth
never believed that he was wrong in any-
thing—it was always the other party. And
it was only after careful thought that he
was re!uut;mt.ly compelled to admit that in
some extraordinary way he had dost the
Caravan Camp.

The only thing, of course, was to start
searching. But it was a heart breaking task.
The moor was a most exasperating place at
night. Nothing but hidden hollows, rising
tors, and long, flat stretches of rolling

olﬁ{]ﬂ)’ withoat a road or a lane or a foot-
path

Considering that Handforth was such a
v.onderful tracker Lhis present predicament
was doubly unaccountable, He had not only
mislaid the camp, but he had actually lost
himself.

Then something happened.

“Hands up!” commanded a sharp voice.
“No nonsensze, now! Up with 'em!”

Handforth nearly jumped a yard into the
air. The voice was €0 unexpected—so sur-
prisingly near. Iie gave a gulp and twirled
round. Two men were running up to him
from behind a hummock of rnchy ground.

“YE:s. it's our man all right, Joe!” said
the voice of Warder Mitchell.

Handforth said nothing—he wasn't capable
of speech just then. He had never met
these gentlemen before, but he could see
that they were prison ‘warders. And after
the first start, he was relieved.

., “So you couldn't make it after all, Barton
—eh?” said Warder Mitchell grimly. ¢ We'd

suddenly.

| your head is

begun to suspect that you had escaped frome
the moor—-"
“Wait a minute, George!” interrupted the

o.her warder, as he peered closely into
Handy's face. *° This—this isn't——""
“What!* chouted Mitchell.
He grasped Handforth's arm, and then
looked cle:er Both the warders had been
convinced that they had got their man.

There was no inistaking those pricon clothes.
Aud the figure, too, was just the right size.

Handforth found his voice, and destroyed
all doubt.

“You—you funny fatheads!” he said
warmly, “Do you think I'm a conviet?
Haven’t you got more brains than to make
a bloomer like that? For two pins I'll biff
you on the nose!"

Mitchell frowned.

“One of those youngsters from the School
Camp—eh?”’ he said. “ What'’s the idea of
this, my Iad? Playing a trick on us? It
won't do; you'll get into trouble if you're
not careful. Coming out here at the dead
of night, dressing up like a conviet! You
may thionk it a joke——"’

“A joke!” howled Handforth, “ My hat!
I'm hlessed if T can see where the joke comes
in! I'm not exactly screaming with merri-
ment, am I? You—you dotty lunaties! I
met the conviet half an hour ago, and he
pinched my clothes.”

The two warders exchanged glances.

“You met the convict 2 repeated Mitchell

sharply. -
“Yes; I was looking for him,” eaid Hand-
forth. “ DBut the rotter plajed a trick on

me and biffied me on the napper. He's
cracked a hole in my skull as big as your
fist, and if it wasn't for my iron will I
should be dying! But all detectives have
to have iron wills!”

Warder Mitchell nodded slowly, and came
to a wise decision.

“The best thing we can do, young rn:m.
is to get you back to the camp as soon as
possible,” he said. “We'll question you
there, after we've had a word with Mr. Lee.
You don’t seem to be quite yourself.”

Handforth didn’'t obiect—he was feeling
pretty rotten, and the thought of tumbling
into bed was very enticing. So, twenty
minutes later, Nelson Lee was aroused. The
warders tried to awaken Lee without any of
the others, but were not successful.

I heard them at once, and got dressed
at the same time as the guv’'nor.

And it was not long before we were in
possession of the facts. Nelson Lee heard
all that Handforth had to tell, and he was
quite concerned in addition to being seri-

ously annoyed.

“I6b was very wrong of you, Handforth, to
leave the camp after my strict instructions
to the contrary,” he said. “I am thankful
that you have not come to agy real harm.”

“What about my head, sir? Don't you
call that real harm?”

““You received an ugly crack, my boy, but
fortunately thick,” replied
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llundfurth stared.

* Why, in bed, aren’t they, sire” cqaid.

- They are not—they are missing.”

« Well, I'm jiggered!” said Haudforith., 1
— 1 expeet the fatheads found I was gone,
and went out after me. I'll bet a uvun}, to
« quid that they’ve lost tliemwlw aon the
HIOOTE, Just the silly kind of thing they
would do—they’ve got no moare sens¢e than
o couple of rabbits! B

Il.uulfur..u had apparently quile lost sight
of the tact that he himsell had been hope-
jessly -lost before the warders came across
.

MHe was sent {o bed at onpee, and Nelzon
Lee couferred with the two warders. 'The
matter was serious. Mawdforth’s epccunter
proved conclusively tihat the eouviet was
hirking about in the wpear vieinity, bnt now
that he was in possession of flanpel ironsers
and a sports coat, he stood moere chanice of
vetting elear away.

Instant action was necessary,

So the warders started off at ance,
thie intention of scouring the moors.
Nelson Lee went with them. Incidentally, I
wenb with Nelson Lee. Jle tried to stop it
at first, but I wasn't having any of !

It seemed that we were to have cone nmore
excitentent before the dawn cvame,

——

CITAPTER VI.

he

witl
Apd

WHAT CHURCH AND MCCLURE SANW,
T OT a sign of him,”
whispered  Church,
i a puzzled tone.
“1I'm blessed if 1
can understand it said
McClure. “*The fathead’s

for over five minutes. I’l‘e couldn’'t have
come out of the other side, because we
~<nonld have spotted him at once, The

yround’s all clear in that direclion.”

Hapdforth's faithful c¢hums were :iill on
tho wateh.

They had seen their leader dizappear into
that little clump of bushes. and did not
intend ta show themselves until he {nwrgﬁd
For if he happened to turn he could easily
see them outlined against the sky.

The two juniors had no knowledge of
what was actually going on. Jusi beyond
that little patch of bush there was a blind
~spot. They could not see anything just
there.

But it was quile imipossible for Hand-
forth to econtinue his way over the moor
without heing seen by the Wdttllﬁi‘* Then,
1 last, just as tho pair was growing rather
unxinus, a figure appeared.

‘* There he is!” breathed Church, I
wonder what be's stopped for?»

MueClure,
ything that

* Gooduess knows,” said
“There’s no aceounting for an .
J!E!!l‘j}- deE“ I"a‘ll;‘:b‘ I]Lb L"J}ll;!ig 'Jl._l:. t,u l““t'-:‘hl

been in that clumip «f 1rees

P Wil

I.E.E me'l:i% [g

Handforth was astonished to find
that his captive made no attempt to
strugﬁ MHe lay where he had fallen,
with Handforth still sprawling ovcr
him. And in the dim moonlight,
Handforth was thrilled by the sight
of a drab, nondescript kind of suit,
with broad arrows marked upon it
at intervals.

Of
the

—trying to find a conviet on the moer!
all the dotty ideuas, . this 18 about
dottiest !”

* Well, we've got to stick 1o him unptil he
goes back,” declared Churdh. “\We can's
leave him in the Jurebh. It wonldue's do to
tell him so, but the poor fathcad is as help-
less as o two- legged Kitien!?

Handfortl’s chums didn't get a move
until the figure had progressed for about
hundred yards. They were not to know they
were now following Conviet No. 630,  The
figure was still wearing the sports eoat and
flannel trousers, to eay nothing of the old
siouch hat whiclh Handforth had donned.

So Church and MeClure could hardly bhe
blamed for making the error. Handforth, of
course, was lying down there, just l)eycud
that clump of trees, in a state of coma, and
attired in pothing more zubstautial than Lis
summer underclothing.

Firmly convinced that they werc on Hand-
forth’'s track, the two juniors crept on.
And before mut.h time had elapsed they were
becoming very impatient. Their quarry ap-
peared to be walking fast, and hie was
moving straight away from the camp in a

direct line,.

“ What on earth is he up to?? asked
Chureh, in a grufl voice. * Does tha ass
think that he's going to walk to Prince-
town. or what? I shouldn’t be a bit sur-
prised if he goes 1o the giddy pricon. When
he gets one of his detective fits, he's hardiy

C‘-]rﬁnalblﬁ for his actiens.”

B 11 P “hdu. the mm-l of t.nhmg 9% crunted
McClure. cApd we'd  better Lkeep our
voices low, too, or he 1‘night -hear us, Il
tell vou what., If he doesn’t turn back
the next haif hour, we'll go up to

on



him, and tell him what wo think of him,
Then he'll get some sense, perhaps.”

Church entirely approved of this idea, and
the pair continued to trudge on. It was not
pleasant work. They had to take all sorts
of precautions to prevent themselves being
seen.

For Handforth, in front—or the person
they thought to be Handforth—was now far
more cautious than he had been at first.
At intervals he would pause, and look all
about him, as if to conpvince himself that
he was unwatched.

And it speaks well for the astutcness of
Church and McClure that they were not
even once seen or heard. As tracker:, they
proved thmselves to be quite adept in the
art.

But it was very tiresome, all the same.

“It's getting necar ‘the time limit,” mur-
mured McClure, after an age. “ Shall we
reveal ourseives now?”

“Not yet,” replied Church. “I may be
wrong, but it seemms to me thabt there's a
bit of a lane just in front. Aud isn't that
" a cottage tucked away there? No, not that
direction—over here!” he added, pointing.

¢ By jingo. ves!"” said McClure. “ But why
on earth has he come here?”

“I'm no good at riddles!” grunted the
other.

They lessened the distance between them
and their quarry now, for they wanted to see
exactly what Handforth was about to do.
They saw the figure approach the cottage,

and then for several minoutes it remained |

perfectly still.

The night was now well advanced, #nd the
moon was «till coyly hiding behind that filmy
layer of white clouds. And the moor lay
ubtterly sombre and lonely. As far as the
eye could see there was not a single light.
There were no sounds,
place was completely cut off and isolated
from the rest of the world.

“ My goodness!"” breathed Church.
wouldn’t like to live here for long!”

“Jt gives you the creeps!” said McClure,
nodding. ‘I wonder—— Huallo! What's he
doing now? Why, I believe he's going up
to that cottage——"

They had been crouching behind some loose
rocks, and now they peered steadily round,
and stared at the figcure in front of them.
Handforth's double had cautiously opened
the gate in front of the little cottage, and
was now quietly walking up towards the tiny
front door. And this was the cottage that
was occupied by the peaceful old hermit, Mr,
Gregson. ’

What strange development was this?

Church and McClure were surprised by
what they had seen, but now they were
positively amazed. -

For the visitor proceeded to tap lightly
upon the door. Although he was fully two
hundred yards away, Church and McClure
heard those taps. Then they waited.

“Oh, I expect he's feeling thirsty!” said
Church, who was getting fed up. ¢ It would

ﬂ‘I
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It seemed that this.

be just like Handy to knock somebody up in
the middle of the night just to ask for a
drink of water!”

“0h, go casy!” protested McClure. < Eveu
Handy wouldn’t do a thing like that—par-
ticulariy when he’s out on the moor for the

purpose of capturing escaped convicts.
There's more in this than meets the eye,
my son.”

They waited, intensely curious, to see what
would happen.

Nothinge very exciting. TFor after a few
minutes the door of the cottage was
cautiously opened, and after a brief pause
the visitor was admitted. The door closed
azain.

And the moor became more silent than
ever. - :

“Well, what do you make of that?” asked
Church, rather blankly. *““Handy was ad-
mitted into that cottage—taken in as though
he had been expected! 1 say, there's some-
thing fishy about this!”

““ Seems to be,” agrecd MeClure. © What
shall we do?”

‘“ Better creep up, and bhave a squint’
round.”

There seemed no other course to. adopt,
and so the two juniors made their way very
carefuliv and cautiously towards the cottage.
They did not allow themselves to be scen
in the open.

And, at last, they were successful in got-
ting quite close to the east wall of the
little dwelling. They had chosen tuigs sidc
hecanse there was no window, ard it was
unpossible for them to be seemi In fact,
Church and McClure were proving themselves
to l;(e quite clever in their amateur detective
WwWOrK. .

IIaving reached this safety zone, they
cautiously crept round. But althoush they
listened intently, and used their eyes to the
bezt advantage, they heard no scund what-
ever, and saw nothing unusual.

“VWell, it's a mystery!” said Clinrch.
“ Just fanecy Handforth going into this place,
and keepinz quiet! 1 should have thouzht
his voice would have been heard as easy as
anything. There’s something about it that
I don’t like.”

““Same here,”” breathed McClure. ¢ What
shall we do?”

““T think we'd better go back." .

“To camp?”

£c Y‘es_ﬂ

“But what for?®

“We'll wake up Mr. Lee, and tell him all
about it,” said Church. “I doa't like lue
way thiugs are going.”

““ Neither do I,” said McClure. “But I
don't think wc’d better bother Mr. Le¢—ha
might not sce the thing in the same light.
we should only get ourselves into trouble.
I suggest that we wake Nipper up!”

“ All right—perhaps he’ll do.”

The pair, having come to a decision, lost
no time. '

They could do nothing at the co-tt.age

| without actually knocking, and making iju-
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quiries, And they hesitated to do that.
“"There was something so strange about the
behaviour of the supposed Ilandforth that
they couldn’t resign themselves to the coen-
c¢lusion that everything was in order.

Hardiorth had frankly come out to search
for his missing convict. Yet he had dis-
_appeared into this cottage under mysterious
circumstances. The two juniors decided that
the thing was too big for them.

So they cautiously made their way back
10 the open moor, and as soon as all fear
of being seen was over, they broke into a
brisk trot. And after about a mile and a
bhalf of this progress they came within sigot
of four figures,

The encounter was quite unexpected.

Church and MecClure had just topped a
rise, and below them there was a declivity
in the moor with another rise just beyond.
As they topped their piece of prominent
ground, so the four figures appeared on thc

opposite side of the hollow.

? ; (ljémrch and McClure came to an abrupt
ialt.,
¢“ My hat!¥ “Warders,
T expect.”?

“Well, we can’t avoid meeting ’‘em,’ caid
MecClure, ¢ Might as well make the best of
it, and explain that we're doing a bit of
rurning exercise, or something. They can't
hurt us. The moor's public property.”?

They ecommenced trotting again, and
within a few moments came up to the quar-
tette. The members of this little party were,
neadless to say, Nelson Lee and myself and
the two warders from Dartmoor Prison.

“0Oh, indeed!”” exclaimed Neclson Lee, as
the jumiors arrvived. <“So here you are!
Well, Church and McClure, what have you
g0t to say for yourselves? What are you
doing out on the moor at this time of
night.”? L |

“Mr. Lee!*? gasped Church, startled.

“We—we followed Handforth, sir,”? said
McClure quickly. “* You see, he had a dotty
idea about ecapturing the conviet, and he
started off on his own. We couldn’t see him
yunning into danger, and so we got on his
track.”? o

‘“Quite so—hut why did you not return
carlier??’ asked Lee.

'*“ We’ve been following Handforth all the
tune, sir,” replied NMcClure. “ For some
strange reason he vanished into a little
cottnge *

“*What?”’ =aid Warder Mitchell

““‘Fhat’s right,”” said Chureh.
him right across the moor——*’

““There is something wrong about this,”
broke in Nelson Lee. “‘You'll probably be
surprised to know, my boys, that Handforth
i3 at present in bed., He is probably sleep-
tng by this time, and he is—-"

‘““ In—in bed!”’ ejaculated Church, ¢ But—
but that’s all wrong, sir—he can’t be! We
followed him!?»

“Handforth cncountered the convict, and
the Jatter stunned the boy,” said Nelson
Lee quietly.

panted Church.

sharply.
“We left

g e —
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have becen following the conviet, under thd
impression that he was IHandforth.”

Church and McClure were aghast at thig
sudaden revelation. -

““Oh, but that’s impossible, sir!” ejacu-
lated@ McClure, ‘“ We know it was HHandforth,
We saw his hat and his coat and—-"’

“The convict deprived Handforth of his
clothing and dommed it himself,” interrupted
Lee, I can quite understand your error.
This information is of the utmost import-
ance, boys, Tell everything in detail.”

Handforth’s chumgs, although utterly
startled by what they had learned, lost no
tintl¢ in describing their full adventures.
Nelson Lge and the two warders listened
with great attention.

‘At first I had looked upon this escapade
with disapproval,’”” sald Lee, -at length.
“But it seems that everything worked out

- for the best. For nogw we have a direct clue

regarding the whereabouts of this convict.”

Warder Mitchell gcratched his head.

“I'il be hanged if I can understand it,”’
he said bluntJy. “It’s a bit of a puzzie to
me, gir., You’re sure that the man went to
that little cottage along the moeor, young
gentlemeni??

“ Pesitive,’? said the juniors.

&4 i{e was admitted after knocking??.

*“ Yes,*

**(llle a:dno't break in??? persisted the
warder, .
‘“No, of course not,” said Church. “lie

distinetly rapped on the door, and after a
few moments it was opened, and he went
ingide. We waited for a time, aund scouted
about a bit, but it was no good. You see,
we thought the fellow was Handferth, and
couldn’t understand why he had gone iuto
that cecttage.”

“And it’s still more puzzling now that
we know he’s a conviet,’”” said Warder Mit-
chell. *“You se¢, Mr. Lee, that cottage is
occupied by an old gentleman named Mr.

‘Gregson—cne of the best, 1 should imagine.

We've known him for many a day. Quite
a character in these parts. I can’t possibly
picture him inviting an escaped convict into
his parlour!?

‘“*Well, the fact remains that these boys
caw the man enter that dwelling,” said
Nelson Lee. ‘‘The only thing to do, as far
45 I can see, is to hurry to the place, and -
see what i3 happening.”

“You're right, sir,’”” agreed the warders.

And in a few moments the party set ofi.
Nelson Lee did not attempt to send Church
and McClure back to the camp—they came
along with us. And at length, after a long
trudge, we arrived at that little cottage.

The warders made no bones about it.

They weunt straight to the front door, and
rapped upen the woodwork. And we waited
in a kind of clump on the little gravel path,
wondering what the result of this investi-
gation was to be.

I was as much astonished as the wardersy,
for I had seen Mr. Gregson, and had, indeed,

“1t is quite evident that you i chatted with him. There was nothing what-



ever to suggest that he was the kiod of
man to harbour a fugitive from Dartmoor
-Lonvict Settlement.

We did not wait long.

The sound of a key turnipg in the lock
came {o our ears, the door opened, aud the
light of a caundle shone into our eyes. And
tirere stood Mr. Gregson, attired in iz dress-
ing gown, peering out inquiring!y.

CUHAPTER VII.
THE  MYSTERY OF THE VANISHED CONVICT.

< ELL, well!”  said
Mr. Gregsou,
“What's all this?
Why, Mitchell, has

B anything happened? What's
e ] all the excitement about?™
T e eA The warder coughed.
¢ Sorry to disturb you, Mr. Gregson, but
ve'd like to have a few words, If vou don't
mind,” he said. *‘‘Hope we haven't draggel
vou out of bed.”

The old man laughed.

“Well, it's not "usual for me to he any-
wiiere else but in bed at this time of night,"

he said drily. ¢ Never mind, Mitehell. Don't
worry’ about me. I see you have some
friends with you. Come in—come in! Don't

stand out there in the darkncss.”

Fle went back into the little lobby, and
led the way into the living room. Nelson
Lea and the warders followed, with Church
and McCilure and myself bringing up the
rear. Mr. Gregson set the candle down to
the table.

“Well, gentlemen?’” he asked, with mild
curiosity.

“Let me introduce Mr. Nelson Lee,” said
Warder Mitchell., < We were talking about
Mr. Lee this evening, Mr. Gregson. He's in
command of thc school camp, just over the
ridge.”

Mr. Grogson bowed.

““This iz an unexpected honour, Mr, Lee,”
he said. “[ did uot anticipate having such
a distinguished visitor in my humble cottage.
Am I very curious in wondering why you
have ecalied upon n:e at such an unusual
hour?”

I could not help noticing that Mr. Greg-
sou’'s manner was somewhat different to
what it had been during our earlier meeting.
tis voice scemed slightly more refined, and
he was evidently putting the tone on for
the guv'nor's bepelit. There was no indica-
tion of pervousness in his bearing. _

“1 thing I will leave the explanations {o
tiur mutual friend, Mitchell,”’ replied Nelson
Lee.

The warder coughed again.

““The fact is, Mr. Gregson, it's about this
couvict of ours,” he said awkwardly. I
think you know that No. 530 escaped, and
is still at large?™ \

““Yes, you told me.”

“ Well, it seems that some of these boys
were out and about during the night,” went
oa the warder. “To cut it short, one of

 NELSON LEE

LAy [

the yvoungsters mit the convick, and there
wias a bit of an argumment.” The youug gen-
tlernan was knocked silly for a time, aipd
No. 530 took his clothing.”

“Indeed.” said the old maun.
to hear this,”

“The lad isa'v very much hurt—jast a
bump on the head,” continued Miteheli.
“But that's not the point I'm getting at,
sir, Theese two other boys were out at the
game time,” he went on, indicating Chiurch
and McClure. ““And they've told us =
rather curious story concerning the move-
ments of the couviet.”

I was watching Mr. Gregsen closely., and
he did not move a hair. His expression was
one of slightly bored interest,

““And am 1 connected with this nocturnal
affair?” he inquired, smiling.

“Well, I don't know, Mr. Gregson,” said
Mitchell, with a cough. “ But it secms that
these youonyg geutlemen saw the conviet corne
t> your door. They were watching frow
behind some racks—"’ |

“My door?” rpepeated the old mun, intec-
rupting.

““Yes,"” said Church. ¢ The felicw cameo
right up to your front door, and knocked.'

Mr. Gregson looked very keen now.

“This i3 most remarkable,” bhe said.
‘““ Are¢ you quite sure of this, my boy? 1
have been in the cottage during the whuis
night, and I heard nothing whatcver of this
knock. Indeed, 1 was fast asleep when you
first arrived, and only just had time to
attire myself as you now sece me.”

“There's more in it than that, Mr. Grez-
son,”” said the warder. ¢ The boys say that
the convict not only knocked, but that be
;v_as”ndmittcd, and the door closed aftcre
1iln.

“ Ridiculous,” said the old man, showing
the first sigus of feeling. ¢ Perfectly pre
posterous! What nonsense have you been
saying, boys? Not a soul Lias come to Lhis
cottage, and there is no question about tne
convict. He did not come here and he has
never stepped foot inside the place.”

There .was an awkward silence for a few
motents, and the situation was rather tense.

Church and McClure were looking aston-
ished, but in no way startled. Both the
warders seemed very uncoinfortable, and
Nelson Lee was watching Gregson closely. |
was epngaged in the same occupation.

What was the actual truth conceraing this
affairy :

Had Church and McClure made a mistake?
Did Mr. Gregson know anything about the
convict? Or was there somebody eilse in the
house who might have admitted the man?
The air seemed to be full of posszibilities.

““OFf course, Mr, Gregson, I don’t wish to
doubt your word,”” =aid Mitchell, at length.
““You quite understand that this is my,
duty, and I must perform it. We have bcen
told that this man came here, and our oaly
course was to look into the matter.”

“I see—I see,” said the old man., ¢ But
you ought to have had more sease than two

01 amy sorry



disturb me at this hour of the night.
whole thing is preposterous. Why on earth
should the conviet come to this cottage?
The boys have prohably heen playing one of
their practical jokes.”

Warder Mitchell looked at Church and
MeClure, and frowned.

“0Oh, you needn’t think we made a
pbloomer,” said Church promptly. ¢ The
convict came to this door, and knocked on
it, and a minute later the dcor was opened.
Do Yon think we can’'t see? Do you think
we haven't got any cars? We're not quite
snch fatheads as all that.”

“You are absolutely sure, boys??? asked
Lee

“ Pasitive, sir.”?

Mr., Gregson frowned.

** Well, what is to be donc?” he inquired.
¢“T am not asking you to accept my word
aeainst that of these boys. Perhaps they
are right—perhaps these things have been
happening while T slept. I can only assure
voun that I know nothing whatever about
the matter, and-the information comes as
a complete surprise to me.”

The other warder thought that it was about
time for him to say something.

“We know you, Mr, Gregson—and we
wouldn't doubt you,” he said grufiy. ¢ But
it’s just possible that you may be a bit
to> kind hearted. This fellow Barton—No.
niN—is o very mild sort of man, and a bit
of an actor.
Iave coine pleading to you with one of lis
nsu::l yarns. It don’t do to be too generous,
sir.?

“ Are you intimating that I might have
sheltered this man?”? '

1 didn’t exactly say so, sir

*But that is what you meant,”” inter-
rupted Mr. Gregson. “ You are quité wrong,
I bave never set eyes on No. 530, and 1
im absolutely certain that he never came to
this cottage. 1 think the boys must have
heen dreaming.”?

Again there was an awkward pause.

“* Well, sir, I suppose we'd better go,”
satd Warder Mitchell, at length. *‘ At the
same time, it'll be our duty to take a look
iihrnugh the cottage—just as a matter of
Oorm.
Gregson. hut it's part of our job.
you'll understand.”

Mr. Gregson nodded. - .

“1 was expecting It,” he said coldly.
“ Very well—search to your heart’s con-
tent. If you find this convict I shall be
more delighted than anybody. 1t is very
unfortunate that such an affair as this
should have happened on the very first
night of my friend’s arrival.”

1}

I hope

I saw the warders exchange a rapid,
sienificant glance,

“ Your friend?"’ repeated Mitchell
aquickly.

** Yes—he turned up late in the evening,
having - walked over from the railway,”
replied Mr.- Gregson. ‘' Being tired, he
went to bel at once, and 1 rather fancy

'The

It strnek me that he might”

We don’t doubt your word, Mr,

=

pleting your work,

he js fast asleep.
wouldn't be disturbed.”
The very air geemed to be electrical.

I was hoping that he

The knowledge that another man was in
the cottage changed the situation con-
siderably. Tbhe presence of such a man
was more than sigunificant.

It was not as though Mr. Gregson was

in the habit of entertaining visitors. It
was totally opposed to his wusual pro-
cedure. Awpd that this man should have
arrived at such a time as this was

doubly remarkable. _
Of course, everybody at once jumped to

the conclusion that Mr. Gregson's guest
was none other than Convict No.. 530.
Indeed, it seemed quite obvious. The

thing was as plain as anything could be. .
And 1 wondered why Mr. Gregson had
made such an elaborate attempt to get
out of the thing. . ‘
“You mean your friend Willis?” asked
Mitchell. " You referred to him last
night, sir. From a London office, I think?
A Mons hero?” ,
hermit. *“1 re-

“Yes,”” satd the old

gard this as the most unfortunato
occurrence that could have taken place.
Month after month I have lived hLere
atone—peaceful, quiet and on good terms
with everybody. And on the very first
occasion a friend comes to visit me I am .
suspected of harbouring a conviet! And
my friend is suspected of being a convict!

It is positively scandalous.”

Warder Mitchell scratched his chin.

“1 see your point, sir, but duty is
duty,” he said stolidly. * If we left with ’
out searching the cottage, and having a
few words with young Mr. Willig," we

should get it pretty hot from them ' above
us.”’

Nelson Lee nodded.

““Much as 1 regret this invasion, Mr,
Gregson, I ust confess that 1 agree with
the warders,” he said. ‘' Surely you must
understand that it is only a matter of
duty? It is hardly fair to be annoyed
with them.” _-

‘“ Well, well!”" said the old man gruffly.
‘“Get it over as quickly as you can—that
i all I say?”

“1'll tel” yon what, sir,” put in Church
shrewdly. “ Perhaps the conviett was
admitted by this other man. I don't care
what Mr. Gregson says— the convict came
here, and he was allowed to cnter!” he
added defiantly.

“We saw him

with our own eyes,”
added MeceClure. '

Mr, QGregson flashed a look of anger at
them,

“Am I to be called a liar in my own
house by these impertinent boys?” he

asked harshly. “ This is getting beyond a
joke, Mitchell! I insist upon you com-
and getting out! I
have had enough nonsense.”

Warder Mitchell did not relish his task,
and he  plainly showed jt. And soon |



afterwards he and his companion were
making a thorough search of the cottage.
Nelson Lee and I assisted, leaving Church
and McClure in the living room. .
The warders were plainly suspicious,
although they tried their utmost not to
show it. And it so happened that I was

near- at hand when the. stranger came
into the scene,

Willis, the visitor, was brought down-
stairs by  Mitchell. He was yawning

yrodigiously, and cseemed only half awake.

¢ was attired in an old dressing gown,
slippers, and pyjamas,. And he was
cscorted by the warder. The others came
down at about the  samc time.

The cottage had been searched,
Williz was the only discovery.

He was a smallish man—just about the
same size as the convict—and not older
than twenty-four or twenty-five. His bhair
was  brushed straight back, and I
imagined that when he was dressed he
would leok very smart and dapper.

“ Well, what's all the fuss?"" he
plaintively. * Can't a fellow have some
sleep now-a-days?  After a whole days
journey, too! It's a bit too bad, Mr.
Gregson, to have all these pcople clatter-
ing about in the middle of -the night.”

and

asked

“1 can't help it, Willis—it’s the fault
of this inferaal convict,” snapped Mr.
Gregson. *“* Just because he's at liberty,

imagine he's taken

everybody scems to _
I'm tired of it!"”

refuge in my cobtage.
Willis laughed.
“ Oh, it's- all right, grand-dad!” he said

lightly. ** There are worse troubles at
sea, I daresay. All I hope is that the
gentlemen dou't mistake me for the

Dartmoor bird! I don't look much like a
convict—at least, T hope 1 don’t!”

He lighted a cigarette, and calmly looked
round. The warders were regarding him
closely—not that they needed to make any
careful examination. One glance had
satisfied them that Willis wuas not thie man
t.he.{ rere after.

They knew the convict well, and by no
stretch of imagination could Willis be mis-
taken for him. Willis was the same size,
hbut there all resemblance ended. To make’
the thing absolutely conclusive, Willis had
a livid, ugly scar across his chin. It was
a relic of the Great War, and there was
no possibility of that scar being a fake.
The escaped convict had no scar.

Warder Mitchicll was very apologetic.

“I'm soriy, Mr, Gregson—but it seems
that we were wrong,” he said. * It's all
the fault of these boys, darn ’‘em! I
might have known that they'd fool us in
some way or another!"” he added, shooting
an aungry glance at the juniors:

“Well, I like that!” snorted Chureh,
#1 tell you the man came here——"

‘““ That will do, boys,” interrupted Nelson
Lee quietly. “ It is quite cvident that the
convict is not here, and we are merely
wasting time in remeining—to say nothing
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of annoying Mr. Gregson and his guest,
I think it is our plain duty to leave at
once, Mitchell,”” he added.

“Yes, sir,” said the warder promply.

And no further time was lost,

We bade the old hermit and his guest
oood night, and- we were ushered oub of
the cottage. The door closed, and we
were left standing on the little garden
path. DBoth the warders were perfectly
satisfled that they had been fooled. *°

“1 hope vou'll deal with them bobys
pretty severely, sir,”” said Mitchell grufily.

“It's a bit thick when youngsters like
that start interfering L .
“We didn't interfere!" interrupted
Church hotly. *“ We saw that convict

come here, and you can talk until you're
blue in the face—we know we were right!
This is all we get fer trying to help
justice!" '

“ Well, we searched that
there wasn't a sign of anything,” declared
Mitchell. * We know Mr. Gregson, anl
we wouldn't suspect him of anything like
that. He's not the Kkind of man to
narbour a convict. If you boys didn't do
it deliberate, you must have made a mis-
take. That's all.”

The juniors didn't argue——for the simply

cottage, and

reason that I nudged them as an indica-
tion not to. I had seen that Nelson Lecc¢
was looking at them keenly. He didn't
want them to say any more.

And after we had walked along the

moorland road for some little distance we
parted from our two friends in uniform.
They went on towards the village "to
make inquiries there.

Nelson Lee and I and Handforth's
chums went off in the direction of the
camp. But, somehow, I had an idea that
the adventures of the night were not over,

CHAPTER VIII.

-

NELSON LEE DOES THE TRICK!

ELSON LEE came to

a halt after we had

walked a short dis-

tance. The little

cottage was hidden behind a
rocky tor.

“1 want to have a few

words with you, boys,” said the guv'nor.
“I'm bursting to speak, sir!'’ broke out
Church eagerly. ‘ There's soniething fishy

about this business! I know it, sir! That
old man was spoofing—he diddled the
warders!”’

I looked at the juniors closely.

““Are you really certain about that

convict——"!

'~ ““Oh, come, off it!" interrupted MecClure
impatiently. ‘ We thought the chap was
Handy—you know that. He came right
across the moor, and made a bee-line for
Gregson's cottage. He knocked, and the
door was opened. We couldn’'t wunder-.
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stand it because we thought that Hand-

forth—""
** All right, McClure — you neced not
enlarge further,”” said Nelson Lee. *1I

accept your story in every detail.- 1 am
eonvineed that the conviet entered that

cottage.” :
if so, where did he go to?7" 1

*“ But,
asked,

“You seem to forget, Nipper, that a
period of at least an hour elapsed bhefore
we arrived on the scene,” replied Nelson
Lee. ' During that time the convict could
bave changed into a completely new out-
fit, and started off on his way to liberty,
But, somehow, I fancy that the explana-
tion is different.”

“It's queer about
J said slowly
** Yes—very queer.”

that visitor—Willig,”

“You think he's. connected with the
mystery, sir?"’ ,

“1 do.

“But how?” I asked. “I can't make

head or tail—"
““T think it will soon become clear.”

interrupted Nelson Lee smoothly. =
have made up my mind to settle this
affair at once—bhut it is a whim of mine

to accomplish my object single-handed.
TThe warders can take their man after.
wards.”’

I looked at the guv'nor eagerly.

“ What’s the wheeze, sir?"’ 1 inquired.
“1 knew you had something up your
sleeve !’ '

*1 was not
survey of the cottage,”
“And I noticed several positive indica-
tions that Gregson was lying. For
example the oil-stove in the little kitchen
was .distinctly warm—proving that it had
heen alight about half-an-hour before our
arrival, Gregson declared that he had
only just got out of bed.”

“1 thought we might
¢lothes, sir.” 1 remarked.

*“Oh, no!"” eaid Lee.
not be so incautious as that. However,
although we did not find Handforth's
clothing, I saw _ something that was
practically as good. Upon the polished
linolenm there were two or {hree distinct
impressions of revolving rubber heels—and
I know fuil well that Handforth bhas
recently been wearing—"’

““That’s right, sir,”” put in Chureh
quickly. * My hat! What eyes you have!
Handy put those rubher heels on only
last week.”

** Exactly '’ said Lee, " No conviet wears
such heels, and I took particular notice
that Gregson’s boots were plain leather—
there were several pairs lying about. The
inference was clear. Somebody wearing
Handsforth’s boots had been in the cottage
during the night."”

** Then—then 'we were right all the
breathed McClure. * 1'm Dblessed

unobservant during my
said Lee drily.

find Handy’s

“ Gregson would

time?!”

NELSON LEE

|

| thing clear in his mind.
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The stick shkot through the air,
and, with a snarl, the convict was upon
Handforth. The stick descended upon
:ll:edjunior'% head with a sickening

ua, &

if T hadn't hegun to suspect that we’d
been dreaming, or something!”
Nelson Lee regarded us steadily.

“Well, boys, I don't like to send you
back to camp alone,” he said. ' Yet I
cannot take you with me on this ex-
pedition. There may be danger. However,
you may accompany me back to the
cottage and wait outside.”

“ But—-"

“Dont question me, Nipper,”' inter-

jected Lee ° Do as you are told.”

I subsided, and we all commenced walk-
ing back to the cottage. I knew well
enough that the guv'nor had got the whole
s But for the life
of me 1 couldn’t get the hang of it.

Where hod the ceonvict vanished to?

That was the puzzling question. The
prison officials had no suspicions against
the elderly Mr. Gregson—probably because
they had been in the habit of seeing the
old man week after week, and month after

month. They . had grown accustomed to
passing che time of day with the old
fellow. He was such a fixture on the moor

that the very idea of him helping a stray
convict seemed out of the question.

We arrived at the gate of the cottage,
and paused.

Nelson Lee motioned us to stay there,
but 1 winked at Church and MecClure, and

nudged them. I followed the guv'nor up
the little garden path, and the other
juniors remained in the road. They had’

sense enough to realise that Nelson Lee
would not object if 1 alone accompanied
him,
Ra

réu | _
Nelson e gave two sharp knocks, and
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It was

then waited.

only a few seconds
before the door was opened; and old
Gregson stood there. There was a frown
on his face as he gazed at us.

““This is getting quite beyond a joke,
Mr. Lee,” he said coldly. *“ Am I to be
continually  disturbed throughout  the
who!le night?"

“1 regret that I should trouble you
again so soon, Mr. Gregson, but I should
greatly appreciate a few words in private,”
said Nelson Lee. *The warders have
gone."”

“ Interfering busybodies !"”
Gregson.  *It’'s just about time they
learned : little sense! Well, what do you
want? I will tell you [frankly that I re-
sent this intrusion!"

snapped

I shall not remain here long,” said
Nelson Lee. "1 can assure you, Mr,
Gregson, that I have not sought this

interview without an excellent reason. You
may remember that one of my boys was

struck down by the conviet, and I amn
personally . interested.”

Mr. Gregson grunted.

‘“What is that to me®’ he asked.

What do I know about
Why should you

“Good gracious!
this infernal cenvict?
come pestering—"’

“1 strongly advise you to calm your-
self,” urged Lee quietly.

Mr. Gregson shrugged his shoulders,
stepped aside.

“We cannot talk here,

and

e

he exclaimed.

“Come  indoors—but  remember,  my
patience will not last for very long. Tle
boy, too? Oh, well—there seems to be

no end to this nousense.”

He spoke with irritable impatience, anh
Nelson Lee and 1 entered. 1 noticed that
Church and McClure still remained at the
gate, and I felt a bit sorry for them. ‘I
knew well enough that they were longing
to join us—but they had orders not to

come in,

They were intensely curious to Kknow
what was going on, for it seemed rather
pointless to them that Nelson Lee had

returned to the cottage. They disobeyed
orders to the extent of creeping up to the
front door, and peeping in—for the door
had been left slightly ajar.

In the meantime, Nelson Lee and T were
in the living-room. Gregson was facing us,
and Willis was siltitiz over by the old-
Yashioned fireplace, smoking. In spite of the
p2aceful air of the place, there was a cer-
tain tenseness in the rcom.

“ Well?” said Mr. Gregson,

¢ It is not my intention to waste any time,
Mr. Gregson,” said Nelson Lee quietly.
“ But there iz one action that must be per-
formed at once—in the interests of justire.
You'll pardon me, I am sure!”

The next second Lee acted with the
rapidity of a tiger. .

He pave one swift, forward movement,
Something metallic gleamed in his hands,

-

| handcuffed.

appecared to be
Gregson,

and fer an instant he
struggling with the amazed Mr.

Click! Click!

Lee stepped back, a quaint smiic on his
lips. The hermit stood before him, securely
handcufled. The thing had been done so
rapidly that I was hardly able to believe
the evidence of my own eyes.

“What—what is the meaning of this?"
panted Mr. Gregson hoarsely.

““It means, Mr. Barton, that your little
game was not quite clever enovgh to deceive
me,’”” said Nelson Lee. ¢ Quite a brainy
notion, I will agree, but I bave no doubt
that you would have hoodwinked the warders

L}

“Curse you!” snarled Willis, on the other
side of the room.

He leapt from the chair, and grabbed at
something in cne of his hip peckets.

Crack!

Willis held a revolver, and even as he
pulled it out, his finger Dle‘%ned on the trig-
ger. The bullet sang past Nelson Lee's
shoulder, and qphntered the glass of a
picture-frame on the opposite wall.

It was time for action.

My heart was in my mouth. I expected to
see the puv'nor fall to the ground, mortally
hurt or killed. The next shot might come
at any second. Willis was mad with sudden
rage.

Nelson Lee stood perfectly still. He hadn’t
moved an inch—for he instinctively kunew
that the next bullet would come if he
attempted to gain his own revolver. And the
whole affair was over in a flash.

Just near me there was a shelf, with
a heavy, ornamental vase standing on it. I
didn't hesitate. With one swift movement,
I grabbed the vase, and cent it hurtling
across the room. Willis didn‘t. even sec¢ it
coming.

Crash!

The vase struck the man on the side of

I the head--just as he was pulling the trigeer

for the second time. The weapon went off,
but the muzzle had bLeen jerked upwards,
and the bullet sped harmlessly into the sea.

The man dropped to the foor, dazed.

““See that DBarton doesn’'t get away!”
slmuted Lee. ®

g leapt across to Williz, and before the
man could get to his feﬂb, or even recover
from the effects of the blow, he was also
Blood was str-::uming from the
side of Willis' head, but he was not much
hurt. . He had only suffered a comparatively
slight gash.

Church and McClure, tremegndously excited
by the shooting, had come dashing in, forget-
ting all about their orders. And they were
just in time to lend a hand. For several
minutes there was a fierce struggle.

The two crooks, although manacled, put up
a desperate fight.

But it was only brief. Church and McClure
held Gregson while the guv'nor and I dragged
Willis across the room. And in less than five

| minutes the pair were securely bound, back
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to back.
less as a pair of trussed fowls.
cursed vigorously. :

“ Yon—you mad fool!” shouted Gregson.
¢« What's the meaning of this? I'll have the
law on you for this outrage——7"’ -

“ Come, come,” interrunted Lee. * You
won't help yourself by adopting that lone,
my friend. And bluff will be guite useless
now. You sce, I am fully acquainted with
the little scheme.”

As he spoke, Nelson Lee tugged at a por-
tion of Gregson's grizzly beard. 1t did notl
actually come sway, hat it partially left its
moorings, so to speak. Lee tried an eyebrow,
and this came away completely.

“ Well, I'm blessed!” said Church, opea-
eyed.

“Well, Mr. Barton, what have you got to
say now?” inquired Nelson Lee. ‘‘You see,
} was not deceived for a moment., When I
first set eyes on you I knew that you were
wearing a disguise—and, considering the brief
time at your disposal, you did catremely
well.”?

The man had nothing to =say-—at lcast,
nothing intelligible. e went off into several
reels of foul and bitter lanzuage. His dis-
appointment was tremendouns. Liberty had
seemed certain—until Lec had intervened.

* Church, put your best foo! forembst, and
hurry into the village,”” =aid Nelson Lee.
“* You will find the warders there, I am sure.
Bring them back with yon at once—and also
a policeman, if one is available. Barton
must be handed over to the warders, but
they have no authority to” take the other
man. The police will require him.”

Chnreh sped off at onice, only too eager to
be of scrvice. And as he waz hurrying down
into the little moorland village he was aware
that the first gleam of dawn was appearing
in the sky. This had been an all night job—
althougii, of course, in June the dawn comes
at o very early hour,

Chureh was lucky.

He found the warders actually in converse
with a member of the local constabulary.
The latier had been prowling about all night,
with the assistance of a bicycle. But he had
nothing to report.

The three men were clectrified by Church’s
announcement. .

“You say that Mr. Lee has collared our
man?’’ demanded Mitchell.

** Yes—he was Gregson all the time!”

“ What!”

“ Fact!?? said Church.

“Don’'t try to fool me, young man!* de-
clared Warder DMitchell. “ We've known
sregson for months, and Barton only escaped
yesterday morning. You can’'t tell me any-
thing foolish like that——"’

*“ All right—come and sece for yourself,”
interrupted Church. “I don't want you to
believe me. I'm just as much in the dark as
you are.
Tacts.

The three men still looked rather sus-

But they
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I this position they were as help-.
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picious, but they lost no time in hurrying to

the cottage And whe1 they arrived they
were astounded to find the two men hand-
cuffed, and bound back to back. Another
chﬂnge had taken place. By means of hot
water and soap and other t,lnngq Nelson Lee
had completely removed the make-up from

Barton's face.

And he was now reveal:d as a fairly
youngish man, refined-looking except for his
crafty eyes, and scowling with rage and dis-
appointment.

“By thunder!”
 “That's our man!”

I deliver him into your charge, Mitchell,”
said Nelson Lee. “ With reg ard to Willis,
rather fancy the police will requdre Inm
Until to-night he has been known to you by
the name of Gregson.”

Warder Mitehell stared.

“ But--but that man’'s not Gregson,
he protested. 4

‘“ He does not- look like Gle;:%')n but dis-
guise makes a great difference,” smiled Nel-
son Lee. “I think we can be going now——-"’

“Haold on, sir,” interrupted the warder.
“I'd like to know how you got on to the

said Mitchell, at once.

ejr 1

game, And I must admit that I'm still
puzzled.” _
“Yet there is nothing in it—and the

scheme is certainly not new,’” replied Lce.
“ You sec, these two men are brothers—there
is no question about that. The resemblance
is obvious. I imagine that they were trained
in their younger days for the theatrical pro-
fession, for they are both excellent actois,
~and skilled in the art of make-up.”

¢ Barton was an actor, sir,” said one of
the warders. ¢ His forgery was connected
with s»me theatrical contraet or other.”
- I thought I was not far wrong,” said
Lee. “ Well, it needs no great imagination
to understand what toock place. Barton’s
brother evidently made arrangements well in
advance. As soon as he knew that the man
was sent to Dartmoor he came here and
established himself in this cottage, wearing a
very distinctive disguise*>a disguise which
could be equally well adopted by his brother,
and at a moment’s notice. The two voices,
youu may -have observed, are very much
alike.”
¢ Now vou mention it, sir,
said Mitchell.
“The idea
Lee,
He took particular pains to make himself
very agreeable to every warder that came his

THE

I do notice it,”

was quite simpie,” continued

““ You knew this man as an old hermit.

way. And so he gained the confidence of all.
His plan was to stay here until his brother
gained an opportunity to escape. That
opportunity might be a month in coming, or
it might be a year.”

“’l*w 530 has been with us for ten months,
sir.”’

“You see, it was not a very rapid job,”
sald Nelson Lee. “Dut the brother was
patient. He mmnued his life here, and he
was so thoroughly ‘into’ the character of
the ¢ld man that he temporarily lost hizs own
identity. Then his brother escaped, a3 h:
had been hoping all along. The conviet
arvived, and the first thing to be dene was to
ring the changes.”

‘“ How do you mean, sir?"

“Why, the brother removed l:1~ disguise,
and Barton immediately denned it,” said Lec.
““ He became Gregson, and was ;11;1«:- to ach
the part because he is the some size, has
the same mannerisms, and very much the
same voice. The brother, whom we know as
Willis, is the unfortunate poszessor of that
livid scar across hisz chiin. In this instance
it served him well, for under no eircum-
stunces could he be mistaken for the con-
viet, and the slizht facial resemblance would
never be noticed unless particularly peinte:d
out. The conviet himself, wearing the Greg-
son disguise, was quite safe, for he was an
established character in the district.”

“Very clever, sir—very smart,” said
L Warder MNitchell.

¢ Exactly: but Barton made a great mis-
take in changing clothes with Handforth,”
continued Nelson Lee.  He wouild have done
far better if he had come straight to this
cottage in his present garb. But he was
tempted by opportunity, and thus brouchs
the whole scheme to ruin. But for that en-
counter with Handforth, I dare say you
would have lost your convict for good.”

L ] » L ] ] - ] [ ] ]

And didn’'t Handforth crow! .

The next day, when all the facts were
known, and all thz camp was talking about
it, Handforth strutted about, declaring that
he was solely respoasible for the capture of
the desperate convict.

But as nobody took any particular notice
of him, it didn't matter. The affair was
over, and we should have cause to remember
our short sojourn on Dartmoor. And now we
were booked for Barnstaple, Ilfracombe—and
then Wales.

COMING NEXT WEEK !

And all sorts of.adveniures were ahead.
END.
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