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ing spoken

intently.

He clung there, listening
ould hear every word that was be
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This is the concluding story of the famous Buster Boots series. The
amazing new boy, whose meteoric career at St. Frank’s, as brilliant as it
was short lived, compels admiration even though we do not agree with the
means by which he achieved his end. From what we know of Buster,
he did not bully merely for the sake of bullying. It was power and leader-
ship that he coveted, and he found that he could more guickly attain success
by instituting a reign of terror and defeating his opponents by systematic
persecution than by any other way. As we have seen, Nipper proved to
Buster that two could play at that game, and when the new Remove leader
began to experience some of his own medicine he realised {hat there was
some truth in the saying that ‘‘ He who lives by the sword perishes by the
sword.’” The light of reason brought home to him at last the folly of his
mad lust for power. He was sobered, and felt ashamed of himself. His
old supporters now turned against him, They regarded him as a bully
and a coward, and it remains for Buster to prove to the school that at
heart he is neither. 1In the following story the real Buster Boots comes to
the surface.

There is a rumour floating about St. Frank’s that Nipper is about to
launch a new magazine very shortly. Ihope tc be able to publish a definite
statement next week as to whether there is .any truth or not in what I

have heard.
THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER 1.
THE MYSTERIOUS GREEN CAR!

H, what's the good?”

The muttered remark was Dbitter
and almost  despairing. John
Busterfield Boots, of the Remove

| easy to see that he was in a fit of the
blues. The junior scarcely knew which way
he walked, and he didn’t care, either.

It was a half-holiday, and the November
day was overcast and muggy. Rain on the
previous day had left the road in a shock:

bé

ab St. Frank’s, savagely kicked against a tuft
of weeds as he slouched along the Banning-
ton road, : '

By the expression on Buster’s face, and by
his whole attitude of despondency, it was

ingly muddy condition, and Buster was keep-
ing to the comparatively clean footpath.

ITe had been +to Bannington—in the
Palladium Picture Theatre. He had gone by
train, but wag walking home because he
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wanted to be alome. Of late, Boots had
been very fond of his own company.

“'They’ve all turned against me—all the
rotten crowd!*” muttered Buster, between
his teethh. ““Might as well be dead! They
look upon me as dirt, and even jeer! I'm
sick of it!”

Again he kicked at the turf as he walked.
Anything to reiieve his savage feelings. John
Busterfield Boots was hardly a nice fellow
to meet at the moment. Disaster had left
him soured and morose.

The change in the ex-skipper of the Re-
move was astonishing.

Only a few days earlier- he had been the
most powerful fellow in the whole Remove.
Not only was he the captain of the Form,
but literally the Boss. He ruled supreme.
Any fellow who dared to dispute Buster's
word was dealt with grimmly and without
nierey.

He had been the Big Dictator, ruling Col-
lege House and Ancient House alike. And
the ofnly juniors who cut themselves adrilt
from him were the Die-ards--the reinnants
of the old regime. In other words, I still
managed to keep a few of my closest friends
round me; and I had formed the Die-Hard
Party, hoping to overthrow J.B.B. and his
autoecratic tyranny. ;

llow 1 succeeded, even-  beyond my own
hopes, 1 have already described. Graduu]ly
at first, I had begun to weaken Buster’s
power. 'lhen with dramatic suddenness, the
collapse 'had come.
of a single afternoon, the Remove rallied to
my banner and proclalmed me skipper again.
And Buster Boots was regected—cast aside.
Higs day was over.

His downfall had heen inevitable, sooner
or later. No captain of a Ferm at a big
public school can set himself -up as a ltttle
tin god and meet with permanent success.
" For a time Buster had had his own sweet
way, fondly believing that his methods were
the only ones to be employed. - And the
uniors,
had followed him like sheep.

But the instant the tide of favour began
to turn against him they deserted the sink-
ing ship. Certainly, Buster’s ship deserved
tlo be deserted. le had merely received his
due,

Terrorism and bullying never - pay.

Boots? disgraceful mismanagement® of tlie
junior sports had been one of the main
causes of his downfall.
majority of the fellows cared only for hectic
pleasure. Tor a time the Reniove thought
so, toc. But when the sports began to
become a scandal, ioterest was revived.

And a list ‘of players for the important
Helmford match put the lid on it. Buster
included all his own pals—the Faithful Five
—and only allowed two Ancient House
juniors to play. And it was known far and
wide that all the finest footballers helonged
to the. Ancient House,

A number of TFossils had got up an agita-

tion. Within an hour Buster's majority had

h !

And within the course:

as blind as bats for the most part,

He believed that the.

e

ey

-

A changed being.

PN S il

and I was

dropped alarmiongly, re-elacted -
captain. Within another hour. events
brought about a fight between Boots and
myself. 1 thrashed bhim thoroughly and
soundly. His downfall was earthquake-like.

But, somehow, Boots had seemed to tuke
it well at the time.. He had shown signs
of being a better feliow. lis conceit had
gone: he had openly admitted many of his
faults. And it really seemed that J.B.B.
would prove himself to be worthy of cun-
sideration.

Just when there seemned to be a big chance
for him, however, certain incidents led the
Remove to believe that Buster, in spite of

“all his coolness and confidence, was a rank

coward--a funk. The juniors judged
without trial—quite a little habit with
thoughtless schoolboys, -by the way. And
his remaining supporters left bim, aund he

him

t had been virtually ignored since.

The slur upon him had embittered Boots.
so much that for days he had been moross
and sullen. He went everywhere by himself.
Even his own five chums dared not try
to console him. ¥e was liable to lash out
with deadly effect. TFor, with one exception,
he was the finest fighter in the Remove,

Bob Christine had been set back in his old
place of leader of the Monks. And Buster,
keeping to himself, had got into the habit
of. going for long walks. Me Iad heccme

This afternoou be had gone to the pic-
tures, but he hadn’t enjoyed himself. lle
had hardly seen the show at all. Success
got into his blood and made him gay and
happy. Failure got intu his blood, too—with

| the opposite eftect.

He was a fellow who expanded like a sun-
kissed flower in the exhilaration of
popularity. - He lived on it—he soaked it in.
Ever since he came to St. Frank’s he had set
out to make himself a popular idol.

And for 2 time he had beemn an idol—with
feet of clay.
- Now he was™ignored, almost despised.
And under the icy blast of disfavour ho
withered. Not only was he bhereft of his
former arrogance, but he even scemed to
be smaller, When he walked he siouched,
with his head down. Defeat and humiliation
showed itself in every inch of the unfor-
tunate junior. - :

I had been watching Buster with concern.

It seemed to me such a pity—for I was
convinced- that he had a great deal of good
in him, Once I had attempted to quietly
talk with him—bu$ only once. He had re-
buffied me curtly, brusquely. So I decided
to let him go his own road. Perhaps he
would find his feet. Self-imposed isolation
would not do him any harm for a while.

~ What Buster needed was something to lift
him out of this r%_of self-commisefation.
Healthy - eXditement<:healthy sports—-—ﬂther
woutd do. PBut, . unfortunately, - Boots
wouldn't look at sports. And just at present
St. Frank’s was the dullest place in the



pgunty. Excitement was nci to be found
there,

But if Buster had only known it, his walk
from Bannington this afternoon was to have
amazing -results. He did not know, as hLe
walked morosely aleng, that he would soon
stumble upon an affair of startling dramatic
import, '

He was about half-way home, and trudging
along where the road was quiet and deserted.
No hLouses were within sight—not even a
cottage. Over on the hill-top, towards
Edgemore, some old farm buildings could be
seen, but that was all. Already dusk was
beginning to settle over the countryside.

Subconsciously, Buster became aware of a
closed motor-ecar. It had turned out of a
little lane a considerable distance ahead. It
was green, and was moving quite slowly.

Boots paid no attention to it.

He was not interested; it is doubtful if
he actually knew the car was there at all.
He saw i1t, but that was all. If it had dis-
appeared hack into the lane, Buster would
have forgotten all -about it. |

But five minutes passed—and the car was
still there. It was still about the same dis-
tance away from the junior. This was rather
curions, for it was moving, But why should
it be merely crawiing at a walking pace?
Big «cars don’t do thbat sort of thing &s
a rule, ]

In fact, if Buster had not been so eaten
up with his own gloomy thoughts, he would
have decided that the green car was
deliberately hanging about for somme pur-
pose or other—waiting for somebody, or
something like that.

Once or twice a head appeared at the side
window of the car, and at intervals the
automobile would stop for a few moments.
¢ is doubtful if John Busterfield Boots was
seen, for in the gloom of the Nevember
afternoon his slowly slouching figure was
inconspicuous. He was not walking on the
road itself, where he would have been notice-
able—but on the footpath, with a drab back-
ground of hedge which blended with his own
colouring.

At any other time Boots would have been
keenly alive to the peculiarity of the green
car's movements—for Buster was an alert
fellow who seldom allowed anything impor-
tant to escape his notice. :

to

Then something occurred
Buster from his reverie,

A figure appeared in the dim distance—a
ficure on a bieyele, and coming from the
direction of Bellton. Even in the dusk,
Buster could see that the cyclist was a girl,
Instinctively, he pulled himself togetier,
and managed to walk upright.

Boots recognised the check-patterned
sports coat that the girl wore, and as she

awaken

drew nearer he saw that 4 mass of fair nair

- peeped from bheneath her -becoming hat.

‘““ Irene Manners!” muttered the junior,
with a flush, ' P

He had reason to colour up, for the fight
between Buster and inyself, some days

earlier, had been broughf about by Boots’
ungentiemanly conduct towards Ireme Maun-
ners and her girl chums. _
Certainly, Buster had behaved handsomely
after the fight—every fellow in the Remove
was prepared to admit -that. Completely
whacked, he had been the reverse of sullen.
His apology to the pgirls had been open,
frank and altogether spontaneous. '
All the same, Buster had rather avoided
the girls of late—he felt that he wanted 1o
be in better humour hefore meeting any of
them. And here was Irene herself, screnely
riding towards him on her bicycle!
Buster's absent-mindedness left him. - e
became aware of the green motor-car now—
ha saw that Irene was just on the point of
riding past it. And Buster quickly decided
that it would be an act of wisdem for him
t> discreetly vanish. Ile didn't want to have,
any talk with Irene just now. '
So he glanced round for some way of
escape, hoping that she had not recognised
hiz figure. There was a gap in the <hedge
five or six yards away, and Buster made
for it—still watching the on-coming girl.
And then the thing happened. e
Buster stopped dead in his tracks, stariug
—his heart thumping like mad. In a ftash
he knew why that green car had been there
so long. For, exactly as Irene drew opposite,
two men leapt from the car. _
They - were both wearing dark overcoais

1 and caps that were pulled over their eyes.

Buster believed they wore goggles, too. lle
couldn’t be certain .of this—the distance,
assisted by the dusk, hid the details.

But the actions of the men were sufficient.

Jumping from the .car, they barred tue
airl cyclist’'s progress. One of the fellows
hetd up his hand for her to stop. Irenc
attempted to get past by swerving—for
obviously she had taken alarm.

But it was too late.

The man reached out an arm, grasped thc
handlebars of the moving machine, and
jerked it to a standstill. The next momeunt,
with a scream, the girl was pulled from thc
bieyele.

CHAPTER II
THE PRISONER OF THE OLD MILL!
USTER BOOTS gave a

guip.
"He was amazed—
staggered. That an

incident such ag ¢this could
occur upon a quiet country
road was altogether too
extraordinary. The road between Bellton
and Bannington was popularly supposed to
be so safe that any child could go along
it without fear. Nothingz exciting had
occurred here during the whole period of
a year. ‘
And yet here was Irene Manners roughly.
forced frgm her bicyele by two strange
men out of that lurking gréen car! There
was something dramatic in it, something

 mysterious and sinister,



During the first moment Buster had an § help the

odd sensation that he was looking at a
scene being enacted for the films, or some-
thing like that. It didn’t seem possible that

this could be true—that it was an actual

happening, «

But Irene's second scrcam was sufficient
to awaken Buster to a full sense of the
grimy reality of the occasion. IFor some
reason, only known to themselves, these men
were  deliberately attaeking the pretty
schoolgirl, = To Buster it looked like ~ an
attempt at kidvapping.

" He didn’t pause to ask himself why—he
didn’t stop to consider the reasons for this
scoundrelly attack., The one thing was to
rush to the girl’s rescue. And Buster fairly
flew up the road. . :

" His pulse was beating rapidly, his heart
thumping against his ribs. This incident,
indeed had changed him from a fellow eof
melancholy gloom to a modern knight-errant,
. €ager. Lo rescue the fair damsel in distreas,
“ Unfortunately, Buster was too far distant
to render swift assistance., - -

The men wasted no time—they dragged
Irene from the machine, and bundied  her
with - one swift movement into the closed
car. Her screams had now died away, for a
-thick cloak had been thrust over her face.

The bicycle was kicked hastily into the
-grass, and as the door of the car closed a
puff of smoke belched from the exhaust.
The car literally leapt forward, while Buster
was still fifty yards away.
~ “8ood beavens!’ muttered the
“J-—I can't do a thing!”?

Alarm filled him. And now all sorts of
wild thoughts surged through his brain, He
could arrive at no explapation as to why
these strangers should kidnap a young giri
Hke Irene. - The affair was absolutely ub-
precedented in Buster’s c¢xperience. '

He realised the futility of chasing the ear
on foot. 1t had just turned out of the main
road, and had disappearcd down ene of the
various by-lanes which led, with many wind-
ings and twistings, into the wooded country
it the direction of Edgemore Hamliet and
hexond.

Buster Boots felt his heart give a jump.
- During the last few days he had trudged
the lane so assiduously that he knew it
almost by heart. And he knew, furthermore,
that the particular. lane which the car had
taken was the narrowest of them all—with
s0 many twists and sharp corners that speed
was utterly impossible for a motor-car.

In addition, this lane kept up its serpent-
like formation for fully two miles, passing
- the hollow at the edge of the hamiet, and
finalty emerging upon the moorland road
beyond the. wooded region. , :

And Irene’s bicyecle was lying there, in the
grass! |

Buster came to a swift decision. There
was a chance—a bare possibility—that he
would be abie to keep the car in sight. 1f be
could follow it on the bicycle as far as the
moor he might be able to do something to

junior.

the road.

-

imprisoned girl. Buster didn’t dwell

upon the possibility of the car getting
beyond him after the moor was reached.

The main thing was that the chance was
here for him to give chase.

He grabbed the machine, and a glance was
sufficient to tell him {hat it was unharmed.
He leapt into the saddle, and raced down
For the first few moments le

felt somewhat at sea, for a lady’s bicycle,

with its low gear, is scarcely adapted for

Facing,

However, Buster managed to get up
quite a gooud speed. He swung into the

‘ by-lane so reeklessly that he mnearly came

to grief at the very beginning of his chase,
The bicycle skidded in the sticky mud, and
it was as much as Buster could do to save
himself from crashing over. -

After that he went more cautiousiy—but
still thrilled by the excitement of the whole
affair. And this by-lane was more suitable
for speed than the main road:. Usually,
the opposite is the case—but alter the

-fashion of some misguided Urban Distriet

vouncils, the main road had been neglected,

-and the side roads carefully attended to.

| ing

o

‘adopted

This lane, for example, had been treated
the manner which is most favourably
Lo¢se stones had been spread
generously wupon the road surface,” and
the powers that were had deemed it quite
unnecdssary to -do anything further. Time,
assisted by iarm wagons and the bhoofs of
massive horses, would do the rest.

The result was pitiful—but eminently
satisfactory to DBuster.

For, while the loosc stones on the main
surface rendered any speed for the car
quite impossible—the centre of the lane
had been trodden se successfully by farm
horses that the loose stones were beaten
down And by keeping to this central
track, Buster was able to gather consider-
able speed.

Bu$, even so, it needed all his skill' to
avoid isolated stomes which Iurked in his
path, hoping ~ to upset any unwary
traveller 1he ~mud was fortunately
scarce. - -

After he had turned the third bend a
long, steep hill came into view—descend-
in a big swoop to a hollow. And
there, crawling cautiously down the hill
was the car, _

Urgent as escape was, the driver of the
automobile had not dared to take this hill
at speed—Tfor in addition to the loose road
surface, a sharp corner at the bottom
spelt disaster for any reckless motorist.

Buster immediately applied the brakes,
and swung io the side of the lane,. where
he was concealed by the hedge. 1
wouldn’'t do for him to be seem. By the.
time he got back into the centre of the
rcad the ear had turned the sharp eorner.

in

Buster eoasted down . the hill  with
cautiomn. oy B - P
And now a fresh alarm seized him. ThiS

shadowing business was not so easy as 1ib
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—car " i

Iooked. It was all very well for him to
keep out of sight, but by doing.so he was
comnpelled to give his quarry a big
advantage,

It was casier for the car to ascend the
npposite hill than to descend thiz one.
But not so easy for cyclists. When Buster | i
tuined the corner hie pedalled with all his | HE Ll
strength. Under any ordinary circuin- | S -,:,n-~_<;‘_,-?.‘,‘3-__
stance, he would have walked up this hill, | B mtadea el L
hat now he was possessed with great
strength. .

As he laboured at the pedals, and]|f§ AR
liztened to the creaking of the chain, he | FiSsers :‘]/
silently prayved that there would he nn | W i - il
breakage. The chain of a lady's bicycle i
is never supposed to stand such {reat.
ment as this, .

But it was a good machine, and nothing
gave way. Arriving at the top of the hill,
Buster shot along the level, whizzed round
several turns, and came within sight of
the car again. :

He breathed a sigh of reliel. -

But the fact was becoming more and
more obylous to him that this sort of
thing couldn't go on verv Iong, The
dusk of the gloomy November day was
now gathering -so rapidly that along this
hedged lane it was practically dark. Buot,
Buster didn't mind this £0 much—it
assisted bim in his chase, :

The one satisfactory feature was that
the quarry had no EKnowledge of Buster’s

it
uw'*utff-'.l'
sl ety
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activity. The junior was quite certain |{YU¥Isl7z / s i ,::;;,;,‘:;
i) : Ll LA

that tie men in tlfe car were unaware of
their shadower. And it behoved Buster
to maintain his caution.

But here, along this twisting stretch of
lane, where the surface waa fairly level,
he was able to think. Previously, he had
chased blindly, his one idea beirg to kcep
'the green car in sight.

But now he began to consider the
matter, :

The problem was a ftricky one. Some-
thing, without doubt, was badly wrong—
schoolgirls are not usually torn from their
bicycles and busiled into closed motor-
cars, There wus something here that
demanded investigation,

Buster thought of changing his plans,
and giving up the actual chase. After
ali, it was too mad of him to hope that
he could keep this car in <ight for ever.
‘Already Dhe was aching in every limb,
aund his breath was short and strained.
He savagely railed at himself for not
taking more exercise.

His new idea was to dash into Edgemore
Hamlet, and go to the telephone at the
little post-office. It wouldn't take, Lim
long to get into communication with the
Bannington Police., He would give an
account of what, had happened, and
supply a description of the green car. |
This, indeed, seemed to be an eminently

2i bl 0 moe i
~semsible scheme. Buster crouched as low as Eossibie.

But,! upon second thoughts, Buster dis- & : .
carded 1t. Indeed, he hardly gave the i‘;gn;,thlrimtwo ien  gescendiy  Satious
d L ]

idea o moment's consideration, ‘There
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were many things against it.
place,

Jn the first
the police would probably believe
that he was spinning a yarn-—the country

police are stolid as a rule, and are not.
- very keen upon taking instructions Irom a
‘mere schoolboy. |

Furthermore,
before the police got to work. And by
the time any general alarm was sent out,
the greem car would- 1?)rcﬂ:mbly be so far
~away that all hope of tracking it would
be gone, - '

And again—and most important of all—
the very fact of Buster telling the palice

would make the affair public. Buster
could see the local papers coming out with

it would be a long time {

'LEE LIBRARY ji

adventure was just what he mneeded. 1%
‘had pulled him completely: out of that
letnargy which had threatened to destroy
all initiative and leave him despondent
and listless.

It had awakened -in Buster the desire
to da somecthing big. Failure was crush-
ing ta him—and here was an opporiunity
for him to shine again.  He grasped at
it as a drowning man will clutch at a
straw.

Almost before Buster knew it, he shot
ount of the lane, and found himself upon
the wide, desolate expanse of Bannington
‘Moor. The car, as he knew, had turned

—
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hig headlines. There would be a scandal. yto the left, and he peered this way with

‘Not only Irene’s name would suffer,” but
the high ebanding of the Moor View School
would be questioned. It would mean.
grave distress for -Miss Charlotte "Bond,
the principal, And Irene herself would
be the cause of endless local gossip.

Most decidedly it would be better to
keep this affair quiet until all possibilit
of rendering assistance was- at an end,
-As long as there was the slightest chance
ni Buster acting alone, he would keep on.
And he was given fresh strength by the
thought that Tie
Irene singlehanded..

might be able to rescue |
| Beliton

 anXious eyes,
It was now practically dark.
But there was still sufficient 1light for
- Buster to distinguish the form of the car
as 1t went sedately along the moorland
road. Buster was aware of a vague sense
of astonishment, v _
He had expected the car to go in the
other direction—towards the mnorth. Bub
1t had turned south—and the road in this
direction merely Jed pack towards the
village of Belltgqn! .
Buster c¢ould sea. the towering mass of
Wood ¢ mear- by. And, close

“If  Buster .had only kuown it, this |

against it - at ihis point, he disting_uishcd



_runs. of the old mill=

;~Ehe pibbu reé.qué

that famous landmark which the - St&.
~ Frank’'s juntors knew so well..- = S
Light dawned upon Buster a moment

_ later,

For the green car, instead of keeping
to the road, passed on to the moor it-
self, and made straight towards the
ruined mill. Buster caught in his breath
sharply, and a great feeling of jubila-
tion gripped him,

So the chase was ended! '

This was [ar better than Buster had
hoped for—far better than he had ever
- dreamed  of. Without the slightest
doubt, the men were taking Irene
dlanners to the old mill
tracking work had been 8uccessful. He
thanked his stars that he had not given
wav to the impulse to inform the police.

.]un*pino from the bicycle, he allowed

the latter to drop finto the ditch. It
was comparatively dry here, and the
weeds concealed the machine. Buster
~ cautiously advanced on foot, keeping
near the hedge eo that he would be
“invisible

On one side of him lay the cultivated

fields and meadows, and on the other

the moor stretched away until it inter-
mingled with the murky sky.
Bustor was ngnt—t-he ¢car putled wup

close against the mill. Buster ran along

the hedge until he was near enough to
see  with a fair amount of success—
although he himself was invisible.

He gritted -his teeth with inward rage
as he saw Irene forced -out of the car,|
"For a few moments she struggled, beat-
ing at her captors. helplessly. Then she
was forced 1into the mmill, and siflence
reigned.

‘Toe car did
to reappear.

not wait for the two men
The exhaust throbbed, and
the car swung 7Tound, - and came back
along the road. Buster quickly pres.:ed
himself far back into the hedge.

He was infinitely glad that the car had
not turned its lights on-—ior e Te.
mained undiscovered by the driver., The
possibility of the car returning {in this
way had never occurred to the junior.

And its going was significant.

For it 1n~.tantlv su gested to Buster
Boots that tne girl's forced visit to the.
mill was not a temporary affair,
Obviously, she was to he Kept there—

held a prisoner!

And Buster fairly boiled at ths
thounght. A great fury surged within him
—intermingled Wwith the Thope that he
would be able to eflect her rTescue.
was his big chance. -

He didn’t wait long in the hedge.

Thie sound of the car grew less and
'l@b:-.
c-)mmrr night brooded -over .the moor. A
dim quht had ' appeatéd in -one - of the

upper windows of the mill,"

Buste=, heing a comparatively

- rew junior
to the Remove—he had only come

S0 Buster’s j

1t

unti!! nothing but the silence of the |

to St. |

Frank's
never explored the old place,
it freguently enough during walks,
never gone inside, :

Very cautiously, he left the shelter of
the hedge, and worked his way across the
moor towards the mill. Here and there
were patches of -gorse, and by crawling
from clump to clump he hoped }o escape

at the beginning of this term—had
He had seen
but had

attention. - There was always the
possibility that somebody was on guard,
watching. _

But, at last, Buster reached the rtam-

shackle doorwav and stealthily crept Iin.
Nobody was there. Ounly the black opening
:yawned before him. With his heart beat-
lngc) rapidly, he stepped inside.

iscretion told him that he was acting
unwisely, but he couldn't help himself. He
simply had to investigate. - Capture would
mean disaster,. for then there would bhe
nobody to help. And any encounter with.

those two men would certainly mean
capture for Busfer Boots.

But he crept into the darkness—in-
stinctively, he felt that it was the only

thing to do risk or no risk. .

After a few moments his eyes grew
accustomed to the blackness, He found
that he was in a big open space with a
brick flooring. And by glancing up he saw
light trickling through some open &cams.

q So the men were up there—on the next
0OT.

After a while, the light seemed to grow
stronger, and Buster could dimly make out
some objects in this lower section. A pile
of boxes stood up one cormer, and there
was a ladder—old and ramshackle—fixed to
one of the walls. Gazing up this ladder,
Buster cculd see the light in three seams.
He detected the form of a trapdoor,

So . that . was the way up! His heart
sank somewhat. The prospect of effecting
a rescue was growing more dim. What
could he do? If he opened that trapdoor,
he would be grabbed before he could iift
a finger—for he would be in a defenceless
position.

As far as he could see, there was onl;
one chance. '

And that was to creep up the ladder,
and listen. Me would hear the dull sound
of voices—now and again one of them
would be raised. He caught a chance word
here and there.

But by climbing the ladder, and placinsz
his ear close to the trapdoor, he might be
able to get an inkling of the truth.

It was risky—it was foolhardy—but
Buster didn’t hesitate.

He stepped to the ladder, and cautiously
mounted. His heart leapt into his mouth

time after time as the rungs creaked
beneath his weight. But at last ha
recached the +top, and he had .given uo
alarm. :

He clung there, listening intently.
And through the rotten boards he could
hear every word that was being spoken!
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CHAPTER III.
BUSTER'S QUANDARY !

8 ISS MANNERS, it
grieves us very
| deepiy that we

should be com-
pelled to claim your atfen-
Tion in  this seemingly

brusque and brutal manner,
circumstances have rendered it

but
necessary, and we beseech you {0 remain
calm

The voice that eame through to Buster
Boots was smooth, suave and gentlemanly.

3ut, in spite of the refined toueh, there
was a3 note of grim determination in the
tone,

“What. , . want. . . me?”

Buster could not cateh Irene’s full reply.
Her voice was a Imere whisper, vibrant
with  indignation and anger, Buster
wanted to push open the trapdoor and lcap
to her assistance.

But he knew that by so doing he would
only render her position all the more
aeute. For he was the only outsider who
knew of her predicament, and her Trescue
tay entirely in his hands. It was up to
him, and to him alone, to save her frcm
these kidnappers. :

“Well, Miss Manners, we don't want
very much,” went on the smooth voice.
“In faet, it is so trifling thal: you will
probably think we are fooling you., Just
lisien, and——> -

The girl whispered something that Buster
comdn’t hear.

“Come, come!” sald the mapn., “ That
won't do, my dear young lady! You
mustn't refuse to listen. Let me inform
vou that this matter closely concerns your
father, and—’

“My—my  father!”  breathed  JIrene
quickly. _ -

“Quite s0;” said the other. “ You are
more reasonable now, eh? Al right,

Benson—all right—don’t keep hold of the
yvoung lady’s arm if she doesn’t like it.
And you come over here, too, Radley.
Now, Miss Manners, ¥ want you to under-
s:t-a!zq that you are in no danger whats
¢ver.””

Buster hesard movements on the floor

above as the men shifted thejr positions. |
For an instant the junior feared that the

trap door was going to be opened, and he
prepared to drop to the floor if necessary.

But he was left undisturbed,

And it did not add to his comiort 1o dis-
cover that there were three men up there,
instead of two—as he had reason to
believe. Obviously, one fellow had been on
the spot in advance—waiting to receive the
‘kidnappers and their vietim. But Buster
was certainly relieved to find that the men
appeared to be gentlemanly, and that
Irene was in no immedtate danger.

“That's better,” continued the man who
was apparently the lcader. “I'il put the
matter {o you in a nutshell, Miss Manners,

- cannot pessibly question.

-able

IEE LIBRARY

Time ig very short, and there is none i@
waste. 1 require your answer at once.”

“Who are you?” came Irene's whisper,
fierce and angry,

“My name is Willmer, but I fail to see
how that interests you,” said the' man.
“ And please don’t regard us as scoundrels,
You must admit that we have treated you
quite gently, and will continue to do so if
you are reasomable. Our requirements are

_insignificant—we merely want you to intro-

duce us to your father as friends. That,
and nothing more.”
‘“What . . . mean?”’ came Irene’s voice.

“You can easily say that we are the

fathers or uncles of some other pupils at

your sc¢hool,” said Mr. Willmer, “In other
words, we want to meet Mr, Manners on
a good social footing, and in such a way
that he will not suspect the truth. We
happen to know that you were on your
way to Bannington with the intention of
joining your father’s train there. He Iis
due to arrive in Bellton Station at sixe
fifty—in just over a half-an-hour from now.
And as the station is a good twenty
minutes away, we cannot waste time.”
Again, Buster failed to hear the girl's
reply, but Willmer’s next remark supplied
the deficiency. :
“Of course you fail {o understand,” le
said smoothly. 1t is not mecessary that
you should understand. Even if I explained
all the details, you would still he mystified.
It is just a mere business matter.”

‘““ Business !’> repeated Ireme, with scorn.
“ Precisely,” said Mr, Willmer, * Your
father, as you know, is the managing
director of one of the greatest engineering
firms in the eountry, Well, there is some-
thing we must discuss with -him to-night,
without fail. We arc strangers to Mr.
Manners, and it is highly important that
we should have an iitroduction that he
: We decided that
his own danghter would be the most suit-
person—and for that - reason we
hrought you here. We feared that you
would refuse if we broached the matter to
you on the open road. But you will not
refuse here,’*

*“Oh, indeed!” exclaimed the girl, “But
I wilit®

“Really?”? said Mr. Willmer complacently.

“*Let me make the position quite clear to

you, We shall all go to the station to meet
your father. You will introduce us——»
““1 wiil not—indeed, I will not!”?
‘“You will- introduce us, and you will tell
your father that we are friends of yours—-

“parents of the other girls at the Moor View

School,” continued the man. «“ If you attempt
to give your father any warning of the true
state of affatrs, you will do so at your peril,
or, to be exact, your father's peril.” ;
“JI—don’t—mean,” came the girl’s whisper.
“You don’t knaw what I mean, e¢h?” re-
peated Mr. Willmer., ¢TIt is very-simple:
Both Mr. Radiley and myself are “carrying
revolverg, and if you dare to intimate the

truth {0 your father there-will be a regrev-
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»,cupboard, and lock the door.

-Willmer, almost mockingly.

-point, .

THE

fahle
clear?”
“Oh, you—you scoundreis!”

incident, Do 1 make my;elf q_uite

““I am quite sure, Miss Manners, that you

will agree to our little plan,”” went on My.
¢ And we  will
start at once. Are you ready to come—
quietly 2 '

“1 won’t—I won't agree!”

Irene said more than that, talking in a
lIow, intense voice. Buster admired her
-greatiy for her open defiance. The junior
grimly suspected that these men were the
agents of a rival company. He had read of
guch tricks as this being resorted to.

“Come, this won't do!” said Mr. Willmer,
changing his tone. ¢ And please understand
that time is short. Unless you agrece to our
proposal at once we shall leave you here ana
deal with your father in a much more
drastic manner, In short, we intend to way-
lay him in the lane between the viliage and
the school, and I can give you my word that
he will not get off llghtl} ”

Above Busfter there was a tense silence
for a few moments. Just the movement of
somebody’s foot now and again, but no

voices. The junior pictured the scene to
‘himself; Irene standing there, defiant, aua
the three men anxiously awaiting her
decision. : " &
Finally, it eame, o B g
- “No!” she excluimed tensely. “I will
never agree!? .
“\er) well, my fine young lady'” snapped

Mr. Willmer. “1 do not mteud to argue the
You have had the chance to save
your father, and you've refused. Enough'”

““ Loock here, chiel——’’ began one of the
other men.

“We've got no time fo argue, Benson,”
cut in Mr., Willmer. < Put the girl in that
You will re-
main here on guard. Don’t release her
until we get back If she tries to cry out

‘and make an alarm, deal with her drasti-

cally.”
““Leave it to me,” said Benson. :
There came a scuffle from the floor above—

a gasp or two—and then a door closed with
-‘'a slam. John Busterfield Boots, clinging to
'the ladder, boiled with fury.

There was that girl being brutally treated

‘hy these crooks—whose game was connected
.with her father.
‘thing—against three powerful men he was
helpless.

And Buster could do no-

He was so infensely angry that he almost

left it until too late. The trap-door above

his head was partially lifted, as though in
a preliminary move. And it gave Buster a

-start.

Slithering down the 1a.dder he reached t.he
brick floor—expecting every moment to hear
a shout from above, announcing. his dis-
covery. But no shout came. And he had
squeezed himself behind ~the 1litter of old

\boxes before the trapdoor was fully liffted.

~The shaft of light that came down

seemed absolutely - briiliant " after the dark-
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and we've got to know the truth.

,deal in cur own favour.

‘moment arrives.

chill.

ness that had DPE?lOH%I) prevailed. Buster

-t hardly Dbelieved it possibie that he could

escape discovery. He crouched as low as
possible.

But the two men descended without seeing
him. And after all, it was easy enough o
understand this, for they had just come
out of the bright light, and everything here
seemed dim to them. They didn’t even
attempt to look round. And they pausetl
for a few moments before going out.

t Obstinate little cat!” growled Radley.

“You never ecan tell with these young
girls!” gsaid Mr. Willmer calmly. “I was
pretty sure she'd agree—otherwise I wouldn't
have gone to all this trouble. But that look
in her eye was enough for me—she’s got
plenty of pluck, and it wouldn't do to take
any risks.”

¢ But it means—vioience.” * |

“In a way, yes,” said Mr. Willmer curtly.
“It can’t be helped. And I dare say it'll
be the best way, after all. In.any case, one
of our main obiects is gained. Manners will
be alone on his walk from the station to the
scliool. We had to get the girl out of the

way—that was ahsdlutely ementm] 2 B

“Yes, I forgot that,” said Radley.

- “ And we've got no time to waste, either,'"’
said Willmer. *“If our information frcm
London is correct Manners has got those
estimates on him. We've got to get them,
Radley—we've got to know what those esti-
mates are like. This contract means m
prefit of fifty thousand pounds clear if we
Jand it. It's worth risking something for.
I'm pretty sure the Manners Enameermo
Companv has undercut our own E%tlm'lte,
By work
ing in this way we shall be able to close the
And Manners will
suspect nothing—he'll think {that he was
merely set upon by a couple of tramps., So
don't forzet your part, when the e¢ritical
I'll prime you up on the
points as we go along.” .

They passed outside, and Buster could
hear their voices dying away as they wa]ked
across the moor tc the road.

And J.B.B. was in a dreadful dilemma.

He left his place of concealment, and
passed out into the open air. It was quite
dark now, and the sky overhead was thick
with murk. There were signs of a mist com-
ing up. The November air was raw anrl

So these men were representatives of a
rival engineering firm! They wanted to
undercut the -estimate for a great contract
that the Manners Engineering Company wux
negotiating for! It was just one of those
big business- plots which so seldom recewe
the light of publicity.

And it was in Buster’s power to Irusﬁrate
the designs of these rascally rivals—men
who were willilng to resort to foul play te
¢“1and * their own contract! Busfer wouid
have given much to learn the namc of the
unscrupulous company they represented! He
p:ctured himself  denouncing them—he saw
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his name in the newspapers as the fellow
who had exposed the tricksters! :

But théere was something more Important
te do than dream. . . - -

Buster was in a dilemma. What was he
do? The time was so short, and yet he had
to act in some decisive way. With this
vitally important information in his posses-
sion he could not remain still.

There was the girl upstairs—a prisoner 7in
& noisome cupbhoard! And in order to save
Mr. Manners from the attack of those two
men, Buster would have to go away and
leave the girl a prisoner.

It was an awful thought, but what else
was there to do? T '
If Le attempled to rescue her, he would
almost certainly fail. For all the odds were
with the man. Benson, who was upstairs
there, in charge of the fair captive. He
would have no difficulty in overpowering
Buster if the latter opened an attack.

Single-handed, Boots had to be cautions.
And it suddenly came to him that help was
‘very near at hand, after all—help of such a
kind that there would be no publicity.

While Buster thought, he moved across
the moor towards the road. He hLated leav-
ing Irene a prisoner in the mill, but it wonld
not be for long. And he was satisfied that
she would come to no harm. These men had
no evil intentions towards the schoolgirl;
they were after her father.

Buster’s course was quite clear.

By acting quickly he would he able to
warn Mr. Aiauners orf his danger. Then he
could come back and rescue the girl. And
lie would call in the assistance of the

Remove!

—

CHAPTER 1V,
THE RESCUE PARTY. 4
USTER’S face was glow-

ing as he turned
- along™ the dark and
deserted road.

What a difference in him
in the' course of one shert
hour! _

It was almost startling. Gone was the
lethargy—gone was the shambling slouch—
gone was the expression of melancholy. Joln
Busterficld Boots wa$s a changed being

And why? :
Simply and purely bhecause he had becn
lifted out of that fatal mood of self-pity.
He was himself again, and it seemed more
than likely that this adventure to-night, no
matter how it turned cut, would improve
permanently.

The thought of saving Mr. Manners and
rescuing Irene single-handed thrilled him,
but he thrust it aside. It eouldn't be denec.
And even if there was a remote possibility
of success, he daren’t risk it.

There was too much at stake.

Buster's only course was to ecall in help,
and to whom should he turn but the
Remove?  Willmer and Radley could only

{

-
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choose one spot for their Intended attack
upon Irene’s father. This spot was opposite
Bellton Wood. At no other part of the lane
was the ground suitable. '
- Therefore, the two c¢rooks would have to
pass St. Frank’s. Buster, following them,
could nip into the 'Friangle and get hola
of some of the fellows—Bob Christine, Hand-
forth and some more. -

His only fear was that the juniors wouldn't
believe him. And there was just a possibility
that he would have some trouble in locating
the fellows he wanted. On a raw evening
like this they would all be indoors. -

But Buster couldn’t worry about such
details.

He hurried on, calmer now, but still grimly

determined to do everything in his power

to render the assistance that was so badly
needed. And for the sake of Irene and her
father he would avoid publicity. The juniors,
the ones he would seleet, could be trusted.

The Moor View School was passed, and
Buster saw nothing there except a few
lighted windows., None of the girls were
visible, although the junior certainly heara
feminine voices,

Then he found himseif on the quiet stretch
between the Moor View School and St.
Frank’s, He broke into a run here, after
glancing at his watch. The time was six-
thirty-nine, The train was due in within
eleven minutes. But it would probably he
a few minutes late, and then it would take
Mr. Manners a quarter-of-an-hour to walk
through the village and get opposite. Bellton
Wood.- a
80 there was
much.

As Boots came within sight of the school-
gates he dimly discerned two figures pass-
mg down the lane in the direction of the
village. Mr. Willmer and his accomplice!
They would conceal themselves in the hedee
lower down the road, where it was dark ard
lonely. i
_ Buster fairly dasked through the gateway
into the Triangle. He was thankful that they
wouldn’t be lccked until seven o'clock. Me
nearly ran full-tilt into three figures that
were just emerging. :

‘““Hallo! What the—*’

“Oh!” said Buster breathlessly, coming to
a halt. )

“Steady!” exclaimed one of the juniors.
“That’s you, Boots, isn't it? What's the
ilea of dashing about like an unleashed
steam-engine ?? _

The three juniors were the famous chums
of Study D, Handforth, Church and
McClure. They regarded Buster curiously.
And Buster bhimself glowed with pleasure.
Nothing could have been more fortunate.

“Quick! 1 want you chaps to help me!”
he said tensely. ‘T crooks are going to
waylay somebody dow:n the lane——?

“Eh?? A . e ) et =

“ What 9 ' |

““ Which ?*? o "

¥Don't fool!?” exclaimed Buster. ¢ This

plenty of time, but not tos



is serious, I tell you! “I've just heen
‘shadowing -two crooks, and they’'re going to
_waylay somebody down the Lme—a. man
who's coming in on the six-fifty train.’
Handforth and: Co. gazed at Buster in
astonishment. - There was such a tremen-
dous change in him that they could not fail
~to observe it.,  When they had seen him
- last, soon after dinner,

mooned off alone somewlere.

Lven his own chums of the College House,
the fellows who called themselves the Faitn-
ful Five, had been leaving Buster strictly to
himself of late. It was “therefore astonish-
ing to find Boots so changed.

“ You've been reading some cheap fiction !*
said Handforth severely. ¢ That’s about the

size of it! Who ever heard of crooks here--
in the lane? You must be dotty!”
Buster grasped Handforth's _arm, and

clutched it tightly.

- ‘“Are you going to be serious, or not?’ he
demanded, his voice fierce- ‘and  intense.
¢ There's no spoofing about this—I wmean
every word of it! Let’zs cut out all that's
happened in the past. This is important—
honour bright!”

Handforth and Co. could not fail to be 1m-
pressed by Buster’s tone.

. “My hat!” ejaculated Handforth. - ‘* Do—
do you mean to say that there rea]ly are
some ¢rooks?” ‘.

(44 YeS!”

. “Then I'm your man!” decmred Handy
crisply. “ When it comes to investigating
mysteries, and running criminals to earun,
I'm the very chap for the job. Just tell me
the facts, and leave it to me! Give me all
the ddba. and in two minutes I’ll have a
working hypothesis on which 1 can conduct
my investigation.”

Handforth rolled the words off his tongue
lovingly. He had read so many detective
- stories, that he had all the novelists’ jargon
of terms on his lips. He knew all about

investigations, and theories, and everything

else. _
~ "And in less than a minute he changed his
attitude complefely, and became charged
with energy. He turned to Church and
" McClure, looked at them doubtfully, anu
then nodded.
~ “Pity you chaps heard anythmg about it,
but it can’t be helped now,” he said sharply.
“You'll look upon 3ourse!ves as my assis-
tants. Now, what we’ve got to do, is to
- gpread ourselves out. I'l) go first, and get
on the trail. Buster can go indoors, and take
& rest——"

¢ You—you idiot !”?
Buster curtly.
. £ 'What?”

€ Qh, don’t start argumo now, for goodness
8ake!” panted Boots.” Don’t you realise that
_this Is serious? I mean to be .in it—and ‘you
can’t 'kéep me away. Mr, Marmers is going
to be waylaid by two ¢riminals named Will-
mer and Radley. They went down the lane
only three minutes ago.”

blithering snapped

ha had been in ni» |
usual state of morose despondency He ]md1

And the light from my  torch played |
upon two figures gagged and bound.
tBhua;ter Boots started as he gazed at

em,

“Mr. Manners!”
with a start.

““Yes, that’s the name of the gentleman
who's commo' on the six-fifty train.”

“By Gemge' You—you don’t mean that

ejaculated Handforth,

he’s any relative of Miss Irene's?’” asked
Handfcrth breathlessiy.

“ Her father.” . |

“By George!” caid Handforth again.

“‘These crooks are going to jump on Irene’s
father? Quick! Let's rush down, and grah
hold of them! We'll give ’em over to thue
police, and——"’

““ And Irene herself
interrupted Buster.
at the old mill—*>

“Irene a prisoner!” gasped Church. “ Good
heavens!”’ ,

Handforth fought for breath. ' I
-%We can't bother about her father"’ he
roared. “ We’ve got to go and rescue Irene
_blow her father! Come on, you Chd.[)b-_
let’s shoot away now!’”

“Wait!” said Boots grimly. * What’s the
good of getting excited? I wish I hadn’'t
told you anything about it, now! You’'re
too confoundedly jumpy! The only thing
is to save Mr. Manners first, and then release
Irene. She’s in mo dan"er, SO }ou neednt
worry.”

And qmckly, Buuter e\cplalned ulst what
had ha.ppeued——hm\ he had seen Irene kid-
napped on the Bannington road, how he
had followed the car, and how he had
tracked the crooks to the old mill. Boots
thought it better to tell everything, for
then there could be no misunderstanding.
And there was plenty of time. Mr. Manners
would not be coming up the lane for qnother
ten minutes.

too!”
Kept

is a prisoner,
¢“She is being

-x %y



Handfortih & Co. listened with gleaming
eyes. '

All their scepticism had vanished. There
was something so convincing about the way

Boots told the story that to doubt him
- was impossible. And by the time he had
done, the chums of Study D were thoroughly

~worked up. .
«“Will four of us Le ecnough?”’ said

McClure quickly. .
“ Well, we could do with more,” said

Buster.. ““But there's no time to go round
¢ltasing the chaps together. We can’t tell
anybody—they’ll have to be picked. An
affiair like this must Le hept quiet—7"’

¢ Wait a minute—somebody’s coming out
of the College House now,” put in Church.
“ By - Jingo! Christine & Co.! Ilow about
them? 1 think we can trust them to keep
it mum, eh??

« Rather!"” said Iandforth. <They're as
decent as ever now—siince Nipper got back
into power—"’

Handforth paused, realising that the -sub-
ject might be a painful one to Buster. In
the darkness they failed to observe the
slight flush that came to Boots’ cheeks. He,
humself, was beginning. to . realise how
atrociously he had ruled the Remove.

“Yes, we've got to have them in this
affair,” he declared quietly. “Too risky

for four of us to attack a pair cf desperate | . :
side of the lane, and Christine & Co. the

criminals. I daresay we could stop them
fromm attacking Mr. Manbners, but they’d
probably get away. And that's not worth
risking. The brutes have got to be handed
over. to the police.” : ,

‘ Hear, hear!’’ sajd Handforth.

Church had ‘dashed across the Triangle,
and now he rcturned with Bob Christine
and Yorke and Talmadge and Oldfield. The
Monks were attired in -gymnasium_ togs—
having Leen on, their way to the gym. Tor
exercise. 'They guthered round Buster, eye-
ing him in astonishment. !

““What's all this about a plot to attack
somebody?” asked Christine. |

“Can’t go over it all again pnow—too
long,”” said Buster, “But you can take it

from me that the thing is genuine. Are

you game to Jend a hand? That's the

point.” _ -
““Game for anything,””> said Christine

promptly. ; - .

“Again Buster glanced at his watch: ie

was surprised to find that the time was
only just six-fifty-five. The train could only
have been in a minufe or two, and there
was not much likelihood of Mr. Manners
appearing in the lane for another six or
seven minutes.

In a nutshell, Buster retold the story to
Christine ‘& Co, They drank it in eagerly,
and then a short consnltation was held.

¢ Couldn’t you chaps savé Mr. Manners
whie I dash off to -rescue Irene?” asked
Handforth carelessly. ‘1 can easily deal
with that one chap——"*

“JIt’s mot worth while)® interrupted

Buster. “We shall be along ourselves in
ten minutes, and she won't come to any
harm. We might as well do the thing
thoroughly while we are at it.”.

‘““ Hear, bear!”’’ said Bob Christine,

“It won’t do for us to walk down the
lane in the ordinary way,” went on Buster,
We shall only give those crooks the alarm,
and that’ll spoil everything. I ~xyote we
divide ourselves inta two parties, and creep
along on the other side of the hedges.”

‘“Good,’”” said Christinge. ‘‘That’s a
brain wave.” '

“I'l dash in, and tell Nipper,” said
Church. ‘1 think he’s in Study C, with

Watson and Tregellis-West.
a light there—-"?

““No—we don’t want Nipper!” interrupted
Buster curfly. :

‘“But, you ass, he’s an expert in these
things—2"’ | -

“We can easily do without Nipper!' in-
sisted DBoots. “I'm not keen on having
him in this affair at all.”

‘“‘ Well, we don’t blame you,” said Yorke.
“It was Nipper who knocked you off. your
perch, wasn’t’ it? Not that we need dwell
upon painful - subjects.” Let’s be getting
along.” | ;

“I should think so!’”” growled Handforth.
““Time’s going!” . -

Handforth & CoO. and Buster took one

Yes, there’s

other. Beyond the hedges. bordering the
road, were fields and meadows—until Bell-
ton Wood started. To begin with, at all
events, the juniors would be able to keep to
the cover of the hedge.

They went cautionsly.

In the lane itseif there was complete
peace and stillness. The chilly November

evening was now very dark. The lane was

just a mere shadowy line, merging into-
complete blackness where the wood cver-
hung the road. ‘

And while the juniors were preparing to
outwit the audacious Mr. Willmer, a tigure
was striding briskly up the road from the
direction of the village. It was the figure
of a rather portly gentleman attired in a
silk - hat, great-coat, and carrying a grip.

Mr. Manners had apparently stayed a
few moments in the village. No doubt he
had been surprised and disappointed to
find that his daughter did not meet him
at the station. And now he was coming
along with sharp strides. : - |

And " he was just a little beyond the
rustic stile when two figures loomed out
from the hedge, and stepped in front of
him. - Mr.-- Willmer - and Mr. Radley were
not looking themnselves. They hLad pulled
their caps down over their eyes, and in the
intense gloom they looked - very tough
characters.- =~ -~ . R '

“Arf a mo’; sir!™ growled Wilmer, in
a coarse voite. *“Got any loose change to
spare for a poor cove wot ain't ’ad a. bite
sinee yesterday?’?. B ;



““Just a copper, guv'nor!” wailed the
other man. i

Mr. Mananers came to a halt, aud by no
means liked the look of the situation. On
this lonely road, in the darkness, he would
be quite at the mercy of these two tramps
—for such they apparently were.

“Go away—go away!” he said curtly.
¢“Let me pass!” ‘

¢“Oh, so that's yer tone, is it?” snarled-

Willmer. ¢ Grab ’im, Bill!”

With one aceord they hurled themselves
upon Mi. Manpers—their one object being,
. of course, to empty his pockets, and to
secure the valuabhle estimates that they so
much desired. But Mr. Manners would
believe that they were just ordinary foot-
pads, after cash and valuables.

““You—you infernal! rogues!” shoyfed Mr.
Manners ia alarm. ‘Help! Stand back,
confound you! Iilelp!”

“By thunder! Make 'im keep ’is mouth
shut!” hissed Williner.

Mr. AManuers’ hat went flylng, and. the
next moment one of his legs was seized,

and he was iripped. But as Le floundered |

t> the ground, with the two men on the
top of him, there eame a sound cof crack-
‘ling bushes and scurrying feet.

The Remove fellows had heard the ery
for help—and they threw all further caution
to the winds. Forcing their way through
the hedges, they jumped into 1he lane,
and raced to the rescue.

CHTAPTER V.

YANISHED!

WOOPING down like so
many charging Red
“Indians, the  eight
juniors fairly wiped

~ Willmer and Radley off their
feet. They were knocked

est chance to make a dash for freedom.

But they put up a stiff fight.

Struggling. gasping, and  thoroughly
alarmed aft this sudden change in their
fortunes, they were subdued with difficulty.

“Who—who are you?”’ smarled Willmer,
his voice harsh with hatred.

“We kpow all about you—we’'ve got vou
taped!”’ said Handforth triumphantly. ‘¢ As
for Miss Irene, slie’s as good as rescued!
1've been investigating this case, and I
" know everything!”

Unconsciously, Handforth was Dbeginning
to take most of the credit upon his own
shoulders—not becatise he was conceited in
any way, but for the simple reason that he
actually believed he was the star performer.
This was one of Handforth's favourite
little hallucinations.

‘““Yes, I followed you, and heard every-
thing!”’ put in Buster. ¢ That’s right--
hold them, you fellows. TI'll look after
Mr.. Manners,”

Mr. Willlmer and Mr. Radley were help-

‘gentleman was greatly flustered. He

-ment for this

flying—and had not the slight-

less in the grasp of their youtlsful captors.
Mufllers were jerked off, and used as bind-

ing ropes. The pair were tied in such a
way that escape was out of the question,
To be exact, Mr. Willmer’s left leg was
secured to Mr. Radley's right leg. And
their arms were bouad behind them. By
walking in unison they could manage to
travel fairly comfortably, but any dash
for freedom was impossible.

“I think that’'s fixed you up all right,”
said Bob Christine genially.

In the meantime, Buster was helping Mr.
Manners to his feet. The unfortunate
was
smothered with mud, his hat had vanished,
his grip was nowhere to be seen, and one
side of his collar had come loose from its
moorings.,

““Dear me!” he exclaimed,
““This—this is dreadful!”

in distress.

“It’s all right, sir—we¢'ve got the
brutes!” said Buster. .

‘“Splendid!””  declared - Mr., Mananers.
“Thank you, boys—thank you! But for

your timely assistance I should probably
have been bludgeoned - and robbed of
everything I possess! I have to admit I
was completely taken aback. I am grate-
ful—very graterul!” -

““That’s all right, sir,”” said Boots. *“* We’ll
see that the fellows are given in charge.”

‘““Upon my word! They deserve imprison-
outrageous attack!'’- said
Mr. Manners, trying to straighten himself
out a bit. ‘*These country lanes, 1 de-
clare, are becoming quite infested with -
tramps and footpads. But I never dreamed
of being attacked so near the school—”

‘“We don’t have tramps like that about
here, sir,” put in Handforth. ¢ These
rotters aren't tramps—they are only spoof-
ing you. They’re desperate criminals—
members of an international gang—'"

“What!” ejaculated Mr. Manners,
startled. |

Y domn’t know about an international
gang, sir—Handforth’s a bit excited,” said
Buster. ¢ But they're not ordinary tramps.
They were trying to steal some estimates
that you are carrying——"

““Good heavens!” interrupted Mr. Man-

ners.
“Their names ar€ Willmer and Radiey

b3

—

““ Willmer!”” echoed Irene’s father. ¢ Why,
great  goodness! Impossible—quite im-
possible! Mr. Willmer is the London
manager of the Gatesby Iron and {teel
Manufacturing Company! It is impossible
that he should descend——?*

Mr. Manners broke oft, and pressed for-

| ward., He peered closely into the faces of

the two prisoners.

¢“Oh, dorn’t be a fool, Manners!” snarled
Willmer., ¢ The boy’s right!”

““ You—you unscrupunlous wretch!” ex-
claimed Mr. Manners, his voice trembling
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So this is the way
1 ams shocked

with indignation. “ So!
you attempt to do husiness!
- inexpressibly shocked!™

Mr. Manners turned away, almo:,t over-
come with the shock of the Tevelation,
And John Busterfield Boots turned to Bob
Christine.

- “Will you sce aftcr. those two men,
Christine?” he asked. ‘‘Take three fellows
Cwith you | o
¢ Leave it tu me,’* said Boh. “We’ll

. hand the rotters over to the police, .and
- Mr. Manners can make his complaint after-
wards.”?
¢“ No, no—lI will
Lbegan Nir. Maunners.
~ ‘““But you can’t, sir,” interrupted Church,

come with you—"

“Your daughter is a prisoner in the old

mill! We've got to go and reseue her, and
we want you with us. These crool-.s kid-
napped Miss Irene—"*

“ What!”” shouted Mr. Manners furiously.

Quickly, Buster explained the facts, and
Irene’s father listened with growing rage.
Then, without waiting for anything further,
he turned up the lane. His one desire was
to get to the mill as quickly as possible.

Lhmtme & Co. were left to carry the
pl{sionera to the police-station.

r
of Handforth & (0. and Buster, was fuming
with impatience. And as they walked
Buster told the story iu full;
breathed hard.

“The villains!’ he said tenéely.‘ “1f
they have harmed my little girl—' =
““She's all right, sir,”” put in Buster.

- All the same, the sconer we rclease her

‘the better. I'm Jol],} glad to have been of
some service——"’

“My dear boy, you have done wonders,”
said Mr. Manners enthusiastically.
shall never be able to thank you sufliciently.
You are a hrave, resourceful boy, and 1
. am grateful to you for your e\celleut ser-
" vices.”
“That’s all
modestly.

“It was tlmughtful of you to heep the
affair as private as possible,”” went on
Mr. Manners. 1 shall not hesitate to
- ‘prosecute with regard to those ruffians in
‘the lane--but I am extremely pleased Irene
will not be -dragged :into this aHair—pub-
licly, I mean.”

ngllt s:r e saxd ‘Buster

““1 thought you'd rather have .it that
way, sir,’”” said Buster.

“Yes, yes, indeed. But where is this
mili? How far?” .

“Unly abeut a mile, sir.”
“A m:!et That’s a terrible distance !”

- M AGAZINE
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trot in his eagerness to arrive.

Manners, walking along in the midst

Mr. Manners |

IJIF
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almost broke iBto a
Handforth
& Co. were far more interested now. For
Buster had proved that his story was not

Apd Mr. Manners

an effort of the imagination. And more
excitement was to come,
Handforth was looking  particularly

pleased. Ile had a special hhmg for Miss
[rene—not that Miss Irene had any special
liking for him. Haundforth tried to .ssura
himself that she was impressed by his
strong personality, but the question was in
doubt.

By the time the moor was reached the
first trace of a fog was coming up. The
great expanse of the moor itself lay almost
hidden. There was a :nisty layer eclinging
near to the ground, apd threatening fto
increase In intensity. Before very long the
moor would he foggy and bleak in the ex-
treme.

Bui
seen. .

Coming out from the lane, and enteriog
upon the moor, the little group saw the
cutline of the ancient building silhouetted
against the sky—but in 2 t:lmdo\'l;y kind of
way that made it seem unreal.

Buster gave a mutliered exclamation as
he caught sight of the light on the first
floor. - Everything was quiet apd still. Ben-
son wag still*there, in charge of the girl—
calmly waltlng for the return of his chief,

““The best way is to make a rush for it,
sir,”” "said Busfer, < There's only one man,
and he won't Le able to do much—

‘““You are right, my boy—you are llght"’
said Mr. Manners. “But please let me
climh up that ladder first. I want to be

at present the mill could easily be

~the first one to come face to face with

this infamous raseal.”’

“Very well, sir.”

Benson would assume that these uscend-
ing the ladder were his own [friends. So
all conversation wus satopped. Arriving in
the lower section of the mill, Mr. AManners
ascended the ladder first, with Boots just
behind him. Iandforth & Co. brought up
the rear. -

Une fact which surprised Boots was that
the trap-door was open.

He had not - expected this. Ile lw.d he-
lieved that the door would be closed. And
the mill lay -in absolute quietness. Indeed,
it- almost seemed as though sometling was
wrong.

Mr. Manners proeceeded very cautiously
until he <was aimost at the top of the
ladder.~ Then, with an agile swing, con-
sidering his hul]\ he l!capt on to the flgor
ahove. - ' '

“ Now,-you scoundrel—?

Mr. Manners broke off, and Buster,
scramblmg vp beside him, stared at the

room.  This t¥as the ﬂr-%t» time. he had
gained - a-laok -at if.- On his previoud. visit,

to the mill e had -only listened.

The place was dusty, old, and on an up-
(Cantinned on page 15.)
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HOMEWARD BOUND.

Dick .
he found himself lying on a couch

HEX

in a sumptuously-furnished =apart-

ment in the Waldori-Astorian—that
magnificent New York hotel which cost over
twelve million dollars to build.

Standing by his side were a white-haired
American doctor and a stalwart young
Englishman, with a clean-shaved, boyish
face, and curly, flaxen hair,

“ Ie’s coming round,” said the doctor,
when Dick opened his eyes. ““ May I trouble
you to ring the bell and ask one of the
waiters to bring up a glass of brandy? >

“I'Il fetech it 1p myself,” 3aid the young
Englishman. “ We shall get it more quickly
that way.”

Suiting the action to the word, he turned
on his heel and hurried from the room.

“TFeeling better now?” -asked the doctor,
as he readjusted gthe cushions beneath
Dick’s head.

recovered consciouness.

—— -

A clever Detective Story, fea-
turing the brilliant exploits o!
Nelson Lee versus his most
daangerous and wunscrupulous
opponent,Professor Mark Rymer.

““Yes, thank you,” said Dick,
around him in bewilderment.
am I, and who are you? ”

gazing
““ But where

““You are in Mr. Langley's private sitting-
room aft the Waldorf-Astoria,” said the
doctor. < Mr. Langley heard your shout for
help as he was making his way through the
Bowery, and- ran to your assistance. He
wasn't in tune to capture your assailant,
who took to his heels on hearing somebody
coming; but, finding that jou were uncon-
scious, Mr. Langley placed you in a cab,
brought you here, and sent for me.” *

‘““You are a doctor, then? *
[} I am,!}

““ And was that Mr. Langley who left the
room just now?

“Yes. You may count yourself as ex-
ceedingly lucky to have attracted his
attention. There are many of my fellow-
countrymen, I am proud to believe, who

L would have beeu equally ready to risk their



lives for an unknown dweller in the Bowery,
‘but only an Ebnglishman, I am sure, would
ever have ('TEded of brmgu.g the man lhe
bad rescued to the most expensive hotel In
New York. Most men, I fancy, would have
considered they had done their duty if they
had sent you to the nearest hospital.”

A, Langley is an Englishman, then? »

“Yes,
Langley, as he is always called? He is one
of the foremost électrical engineers in the
world. lle lives, I believe, at Penleven
Grangeg, in Cornwall. He is af present in
New York on busmess, and is staying at
“this hotel.”” . :

Needless to say, thiz information did
little to enlighten Dick Scymour;- who had
never hecard Jack Langley’s name in his
Jife. The reader, hiowever, will doubtless
remember that Jack Langley was one of
Nelson Lee’s most intimate friends. - It was
to Jack Langley’s house that the Earl of
Basington—Dick’s father—lad been carried
after his accident in the hucting fleld. It
was at Jack Langley’s house, mereover, in
the presenc> of Mark Rymer and Nelsan
Lee, that Lord Easington had breathed his
last, after. telling the .story. of his secret
© marriage.
- Al this,
known to Dick Seymour.
that he was Lord Easington’s son—he had
never even heard Lord Easington's name.
ile had leard of Nelson Lee, of course; but
he had no idea that the great detectwe had
travelled from England to A.ustmha, and
from Australia to Amer:m, in search of
~him, Stil less did he know that it was
- Yack Langley who had telegraphed for Mark
Rymer and Nelson Lee on that memorable
-thy when the dying earl had uttered those
-strange words: “ The proofs of my marriage
—g0 tn my house—the Silver Dwarf !

As for Jack Llangley, he was almest as
“ignorant of the true state of affairs as Dick
_hurself He knew, of course, that Lord
" Easington had heen secretly'married, and
had ]eft a son and heir. He also knew that
. the proofs of hLis lordship’s marriage, and
‘the name and last-Known address of his son,
had been cunningly concealed in a hollow
statuette, which was known as the Silver
Dwarf. l}le knew, moreover; that Nelson Lee
“and Mark Rymer had both set out from
-England in search of this statuette, and he
kncw—for Nelson Lee had written to him
~from time to wime—that the detective had
succeeded in tracing the statuette ta New
South Wales.

But what had happened atter t]mt Jack
Langley did not know. He was ignorant of
- the fact that Nelson Lee had discovered that |
the name of the missing heir was Richard
Seymour. He had no idea that the detective
had followed Dick from New Sonth Wales to
New Zealand, fromi New Zealand to the
Sandwich Isles, and from the Saudwich Isles
New York le had heard—quite by

of course, was: absolutfe]yv un-

-3

Surely you have heard of Jack

He did mot know |, -0 o with emotion,

as

|'

f
.

r

accident—shat Nelson Les was
‘but never for one single instant did Le ever
suspect that the vouung man he had rescued
in the Bawery was the very man for whom

ir  Boston,

the detective
searching,
“ Do you think he’s seuousiy hurt? ? he

and -\[ark Rymer were

asked, when he returned with the brandy.

“ Na,” replied the docter, a3 he held the
glass to Dick’a lips. ¢ lle has had a nasty
knock on the head, but there are no bhoner
broken, and no ¢ther injuries that .one need
worry about, What is serious, however, is
his pitiable weakness. He ajpears to me
to have been hali-starved. In fact, what he
needs, far more than dmg%, i3 a thorough
rest and plenty of good food.”

“And he shall have both,”
with charaeteristic generosity.

A few minutes later the doctor took his
departure. As zoon as he had gome, Jack
seated himself beside . the coueh, arnd-

said Jack,

.endeavourad to draw Diek into conversation.

This did not prove a difficult matter, for

there was a c¢harm about Jack Langley's

manner which invariably inspired confidence,

and in -less than half an hour's time Dick

found himself—to his ocwn Surprl e—telling
the story of his iife.

Brteﬂy ‘and ‘in a voice that was oft-times
he told Jack hew - his
father ‘(whom he had never known, hut
whom he -believed to. have been an Engiizh
lawyer) had died when he was an infant,
and how his mother Jhad' emigrated to
Australia. ‘lle told of his mother's death,
of his early struggles in Sydney, and of his
life as a stockman at Macpherson’s stafion
on Garoo Downs. He related how he had
emigrated to New Zealand, and how le

had lost every penny lhe possessed through

the failure of the frozen-meat concern in
whichh he had invested all hiz savings.

IfTe told how he had gone to the Sandwich
Islands, and had risen to be manager of

L Mr. Pryde’s estate—only to be turned adrift
‘because he had dared to fall in love with

his employer's .daughter.

‘IIe described the attempt which had been
made on his life on-the summit of Kilauea,
the second atfempt at Honolulu, when his
chum was shot In mistake for himself, and

t the third attempt in the sleeping-car of the

Overland Limited Mail. He spoke of the
life he had led in New York, and of his

j-g'luntmg fear of a fresh .1ttempb to murder
im

He showed Jack the paragmph in the
“New York World,” announcing that Mr.
Pryde and Nellisa were staying at the Fifth
Avenue lotel. He told him how he had
gone te the -hotel;, how he had followed
them to the Opera I[uuqe, and how he had
returned to tlte hotel in order to obta,n a
last brief gllmpse of the girl he loved.

“ And now yoli know everythmg,” he’ sfud
when he haﬁ.! narratad “his . adventure”in the
Bowery. = Why, I have told you a'l ‘this 1



- this side of the world.

hardly know,
interested.”

<« Not interaested! ” cried Jack indignantly.
¢ Why,"it’'s far and away the most interest-
ing story I ever heard, especially that part
of it which deals with- those four inys-
terious attempts on your life. Are you sure
they were all committed by the same man?”

- *T am not sure,” said Dick. ¢ That is
to say, I hayve no proof that they were;
but, gevertheless, there isn't the slightest
doubt in’ my own mind that the man who
tried to push me into the crater of Kilauea,
and the man whs shot my chum in Hono-
Inlu, and the man who wrecked the slegcping-
car, and the man who attacked me in fthe
Bowery to-night were one and the same
individual. : :

““But I have no idea who he is, nor why
he wants to murder me; for, so far as I
know, I never did anybody a bad turn in all
my life, and I''m absolutely certain <ghat
nobody has anything to gain by my death.”

¢ \What is your mysterious enemy like—
in personal appearance, I mean?”

“Strange  to ray, I cannot tell you, I
never saw his face on the first two occa-
sions that he tried to kill me. I saw him
plainly enough in the sleeping-car, of
course; but somehow or other the terrible
mental shock which I received on that
oceasion appears to have destroyed a
portion of my memory, for whenever I try
to conjure up a picture of him, all I ean
see is two deep-set, glittering eyes, and all
the rest of his face is a complete blank to
me.”

“g‘;ut vou saw his face to-night, didn’t
you? »

““Yes: but not very distinctly, for the
alley was very dimly lighted. Besides, I'm
pretty sure he was disguised to-nignt, for
the whole of the lower part of his face was
concealed by a hiazk beard and moustache.”

“Well, now, look here,” said Jack, laying
his hand on Dick’s arm, I don't want to
assume a patronising air, but, if you'll let
me, 1 should like to help. you.”

“You would? ” cried Dick, half rising
from the couch in his excitement. ¢ Do you
mean that? » )

«“ Of course 1 do.”

“Then lend me sufficient money to pay
for a stcerage jassage tc England,” said
Dick, in eager, rapid tones, “I'm tired of
I want to go back
I want to escape from
If T can only get to

to my native land.
my unknown foe.
" England 1 shall e a new man.
able to pull myself together, and shake off
my fears, and work like I used to work in
“the old days. I swear 1'll pay you back.
You shall never have caus¢ to regret your
kindness. You will give me a new lease of
life, and eome day perhips—who knows?—
I may be able to go to AMr. Pryde and elaim
his daughter's hand! ”

Suddenly his manner changed, [Iis excite-

B<Y OUR DETECTIVE STORY -

for I don't suppose you arel

I shall be |

ment died away as quickly as it had arisen.
He sank back on his cushions with a wist-
ful, Lalf-ashamed sigh.

“1 am an ass to talk like this! ” be said.
“But you'll forgive me, won’t you? You'll
forget what I've said. It was a piece of
gross presumption on my part to ask you

to lend me monsy. Because you have be-
friended me once—=" |
’i‘I'll befriend you again!” said , Jack,
interrupting him, “But I won't lend you
money; I'll find you a situation.”

““When and where? » asked Dick.

“Now, and in England,” said Jack.
‘“Shortly before I left home I was induced
to invest a few thousaad pounds in a
limited company which has been formed for
the purpose of importiag Australian and
New. Zealand mutton into England. We are
in want of a general manager—somebody
who has lived in the Colonies, and who
knows all about the frozen-meat frade.

“ Now it seems to me that you are jush
the very man we want. At any rate, seeing
that T am the chairman of the board of
directors, 1'm going to take upon myself
to appoint you our general manager. Your
appointment will date from to-day, and- your
salary, to tegin with, will be eight hundred
pounds a Yyear, part of which I shall be
prepared to pay inm advance as so0On as you
are fit to leave for England. The cost of
your passage, of course, will be paid by the
company.”

Dick’s eyes brimmed over with grateful
tears. His heart was full to overflowing.

“ You are too good to me,” he murmured.
‘““Tow do you know that I am worthy of
such generous freatment? » '-

“T know an honest man when I see him,”
said Jack simply. ¢ You accept the appoint-
ment?

“Need you ask? ¥

“ Then we'll consider that settled. I
leave here for England on Tuesday. Do you
think you will be well enough to sail with
me then?*"

“ Well enough by Tuesday!' cried Dick,
his pale face aglow with new-found happi-
ness. “I'm well enough now! Your kind-
ness has made a new man of me. You have
given me somebhing to live for, something
to hope for. My only anxiety now is to get
away from New York at the earliest
possible moment. There are two steamers

- sailing for England about noon to-day—the
 Dardania and the Alaric,

If it makes no
difference to you, I should like very much
to sail in one of them.”

¢ It makes no difference .to me, of course,”
said Jack. “But do you really think jyou
are fit enough to vndertake a sea voyage at
such short notice? ™ | L&

« Porfectly fit,” said Dick eagerly. ¢ The
mere prospect of leaving New York has
already worked wonde's for me, and the
short sea voyage is just the thing [ necd
to complete the cure.”



“0Of course, if you are very anxious to
gail to-day, I won’t stand in your way,”’

said Jack., *‘*But there is just one thing 1
should like to mention before you iinally
decide.

‘**On Thursday morning I heard, ¢uite by
accident, that a very great friend of mine,
Mr, Nelson Lee, the famous detective, was
in New York, and was staying at the Con-
tinental Hotel. I called at the Continental
later in the day, and was told that Mr,
Lee had gone to Boston, but was expected
back at the end of the week.

“X should here explain that Mr. Lee is at
present engaged on a very difficul} case. He
and a scoundrel named Mark Rymer are
trying to find the missing heir to the late
Lord Easington’s title apd estates. Mr. Lee
wants to find him in order to restore him to
his inheritance. Mark Rymer wishes to find
him in order that he may kill him and
secure the inheritance for himself. I haven't
heard from Mr. Lee for several months, but
fromi ali accounts he appears to have traced
the missing heir to Boston, and has gone
there to interview him. :

‘* Now, if you met Nelson Lee as my
guest, and told him your story, and got
htin interested in your ecase, it is just
possible that ke might take it up and
unravel the mystery of your unknown foe,
and his motive for trying to murder you.
Atind "you, I can't promise that he would.

All the same, I can’t help thinking that it
“might he worth your while to wait until
he 1eturns to New York, on the off-chance
of sec¢nring his assistance.”

““ It’s awfully good of you to think of such
a thing!»” said Diek. “But, as I said
hefore, [ should very much like to leave
for England to-day. I want to get away
from America; and now that you have
given me the chance of doing so, I grudge
every moment that delays my departure.
Of course, if you would prefer that I should
stay until Mr. Lec¢ returns——* |

In the midst of Dick’s speech Jack sud-
denly burst into a merry laugh. He had
inst remembzered that Mr., Pryde and his
daughter were leaving for England that day
by the Dardania. _ )

“What a thick-headed numskull I am!?”
he exclaimed, regarding Dick with a
nuizzical air.
for Englund to-day, and, of course, yon
shall! “What is an iaterview with Nelson
Lee compared with five days and a half of
Miss Pryde’s company? You needn’'t blush,
my boy! I've been that way myself, and I
know the feeling.” :

“Then I may go to-day? ? asked Dick
shyly. : ‘ |

“0Of course you may,” replied Jack, pull-
ing out a roll of notes. “Here's three
months® salary in advance. Buy yourself a
new rig-out as soon as the shops are open;
and whilst you’re engaged in that interest-
ing occupation I'll go down to the stecam-

““Of course you want to leave

g
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ship office and book you a first-class passags
in the Dardania.”

‘ Not first-class,” protested Dlick,

‘ T'irst-class,” repeated Jack, “ The
manager of our company has a position to
keep up. It would be bad form to go
steerage.”

ir But : 33 ] |

‘““Not apnother word!” said Jack firmly.
“You go by the Dardania, and you travel
first-class!?

He was as good as his word, and ten
hours later he :nd Dick were standing on
the Dardania’s upper-deck, not more than a

.dozen yards from Mr. Pryde and Nellie.

“ Now, remember,” said Jack, as he took
Dick’s hand, *“ yon are to stay at my house,
Penleven Grange, until 1 return. That note
which I have just given you to give to my
wife will explain everything to her, and will
ensure you a hearty welcome.” |

A bell rang and a siren hooted. Then
came the order, ¢ All ashore!” 2

'The two men shook hands, and a moment
later Jack Laugley was crossing the gang-
He wus the last to leave, and as he
stepped ashore a mman eame racing down
the wharf, elbowed him aside, dashed acrcssy
the moving gangway, and sprang aboard the
steamer just as her moorings were cast off
and she was moving out from the landing-
stage,

Two minutes later the Dardania was
steaming down the river, and Jack Langley
was staring after her in Lblank bewilderment.

For he had caught a glimpse of the face .
of the man who had elbowed him and leapt
aboard the vessel. ¥

And he recognised the face as that of
Mark Rymer, Professor of Chemistry at
Westminster University! '

THE LAST LAP,

half-past  twelve when Jack
returned to the Waldorf-

T was
Langiey
Astoria.
- ““ There’s
Your room, sir,” said the hall-porter,
touching his gold-laced cap. *““He (ame
just after you went out. And v.hen I told
him that you had only gone down to the
wharf to see a friend off to England, he said
he would 7o up to your room and wait
for you.*? :

““And you allowed him to do =0? Yonu
gave him the key of my private sitting-
room?¢?? '

“¥Yes, sir. T know you won’t mind when
1 tell you what the geatleman’s name is.”
‘““And what iz his pame?” -

¢ Mr. Nelsan Lee.”

Jack didn't mind! He dashed up to his
rcom three stairs at a time. :

“By Jove, Lee, this 13 a pleasant sur-
prise!” he exclaimed, a3 he -wrong the
detective’s hand. ““ You've got back fiom
Boston earlier than. you expected, haven't
you?*? : ' :

“Yes,"”” replied

a gentleman wupstairs in

F.ee. 33 a matter of



- fact, I returned to New York last night
by the midnight mail.
hotel that you had been inquiring for me
there on Thursday afternoon, so as soon
as I had had my breakfast this morning,

and attended to my letters, I came on here

to sce you.”

And does your early return mean that you
successful im your visit to

hiave been
Boston?” _
“I'm sorry to say it doesn't. On the
contrary, it means that I have failed.”
“You haven’t found Lord Fasington’s
missing heir, then?”
““ No. The patient in the Boston hospital
who was thought to be the man I was

| OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION

They told me at my

The twﬁnen overbalanced, crashed against the taffrail, and toppled over

A (]
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exactly! What do you know. about him?
Quick! Don’t keep me in suspense!”
“I—I have just parted from Lim!"

groaned Jack. “Oh, what a blind fool I
have beep!”

And then he told Nelson Lee of his mid-
night adventure in the Bowery, of his sub-
sequent long conversation with Dick Sey-
mour, and of the latter’s departure for
England in the s.s. Dardania,

“And to think that he was actually ia
New York all the time!” sighed Nelson Lee
regretfully. ¢ After pursuing him all ound
the world, I have missed him »t last by
a hair’s-breadth, as it were! lowever, if
doesn’t really matter, except that I shoulc

.

=

looking for turns out to be an escaped
convict, and not Dick Seymour at all.”

¢ Dick Seymour!"”

Jack Langley leapt to his feet, white and
trembling.

‘¢ Lee—Lee,” he almost moaned. “‘for
Heaven's sake don't ftell me that Lord
Easington’s missing heir is a young man
named Dick Seymour, who was formerly
employed as a sfockinan oa Garoo Downs,

in New South Wales, and sfterwards emi- |

grated to New Zealand, and from there to
the Sandwich Islands,: and from there to
New York!” =

“That’'s the man!” cried Nelson Lee ex-
eltedly. ¢ You have described his bistory

backwards Into the sea, still Jocked in each other's arms.

dearly like to have the honour and glory
of escorting him back to his native land.
If he's going to stay at your house until
yYou return, I've only got to cable to him
before I leave New York—-"

“But I haven't told you the worst,” in-
terrupted - Jack, whose face had <rown
strangely haggard and drawn within the
last few minutes. -Just as the Dardania
was moving away from the wharf, a man
rushed past me, "and leaped sboard. I
caught a glimpse of his face as he darted
across the gangway. It was Mark Rymer!”
- The detective recoiled as though he had
been struck. |

“Mark Rymer—Mark Rymer!" he gasped.
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“Yen,” groaned Jack, rocking himself to
and fro in.an agony of self- reproach. ‘I
" have sent chk Seymour to his death!®

‘““ Now you're talking ~nensense,’”” said
Nelson Lee, laying his hand aﬂ’ectlonately
on Juck’s- shoulder. ‘“The outlook is suffi-
ciently black, I admit, but there
blame attaching to you, my dear fellow.
You only. did what any other geunerously-
disposed person- would have done under
similar- circumstances. You didn't know
“that Dick  Seymour was the man I was
hunting for. Neither- could you be ex-
pected to Eknow, when you booked Dick’s
passage in the Dardania, that Mark Rymer
had booked his passage in the same vessel.

“But I am wasting time,”” he continued.
“T must make arrangements for leaving
New York at once. If possible, I must
avertake young Seymour before Mark
- Rvimer fluds an opportunity to do him
mischief.?

““You can’t possibly overtake the
-dania!” said Jack Langley. * There
a fast boat until Tuesday.”

“*Put there are two fast boats for
jand on Saturdays.® .

““Yes, I know that. But they sail
within a few minutes of each other. The
. Xlaric i3 certain to have left by now.”

“Une never knows!"” said Nelson Lee, and,
erossing to the telephone, he rang up the
dffice of the world-fanmous bb@d.lll“-hlp line
which owned thé Alarie.

**1las your boat—-the Alaric—sailed yet?”
he asked.

‘““*No, sir,” came the reply. ‘“She ought
to have sailed at noon, but at fthe last
moment it was found that something was
wrong with her steering-gear. The defect
is now being remedied, and the vessel will
sail about four o'clock, Do you wish to
book a berth?” .

“‘Yes, please. One, first-class——"’

“Pwo!’’ said Jack, interrupting.

The detective turned round and regarded
#rim with an air of genunine surprise.

“You are coming with me?”?’ be usked.
- “¥You bet!” said Jack.

“But I thought you had business in New
York which v.ould keep jyou here until
Tuesday.”

“Business can wait!” sani Jack.

Dar-
isu’t

Eng-

¢ Busi-

" ness or no business, I'm- going to see this |-

affair through!”
““Right you are!” said Nelson Lee.
He turned to the telephone again.

“My friend will come with me,” he said
““Reserve us the best available double-
berth deck-cabin- you bhave left. We’ll he
down at the office in about an hour’s
time.”

He was as gond as his word.
past two he and Jack, with all thcir bag-
gage, drove up to the s eamship office.
By three o'cloeck they were crossing Chris-
topher Street Ferry, on their way to the
departure-pier. By half-past three they
were -safely aboard the steamer,

is no)

At half-

" At four o’clock 'the'AIarlc was gliding

majestically down the Hudson River, and
Nelson' Lee had enteéred on the last lap of
his arduous race for Lord Easmgtbn s mlss-
ing heir,

. . 4 ] [ ] ‘ L

‘““He says we shall do it,” said Ne]son
Lee, a couple of hours 1nter.

“He? Who?” asked Jack Langley

“The captain. I've just been hmmg a
chat with him.,”?

- ““And what is it that he says we shall
do?”

“ Overtake the Dardania before she reaches
Plymouth. He says that the Alaric is a
good knot an hour faster than the Dardamia,
so that he calculates we shall pass her some
time on Wednesday afternoon.”

“ And it’s now Saturday afternoon,” said
Jack dolefully, “I don’t see much conso:a.
tion in that! Why, Mark Rymer wiil have
time to commit half a dozem murders be-
tween now and Wednesday afternoon!” -

““Oh, don’t be a croaker!”’ said Nelson Lce
impatiently.

-9 [ ] & [ ] L ]

The captain was right when he said tlnt
the Alaric would overtake the Dardania
before she arrived at Plymouth. But he was
wrong when he prophesied that they would
pass the latter vessel on Wednesday after-
noon. - |

It may have been that he had overesu-
mated the sailing powers of his own vessel,
or it may have been that he had under-
estimated those of the Dardania. Whatever
the cause may have been, however, the facu
remains that up to dayhreak on ¥Friday mora-
ing, when the Alaric was abreast of the
Scilly Isles the Dardania had not been
sighted, much less overtaken.

Shortly after passing the Scilly Isles
the Alaric ran into an impenetrable
bank of {fog, in. consequence of which
her engines were first reduced to half-speed,
and afterwards to quarter. At- this pace

' she crawled up the fog-enshrouded Channel

for an hour or more when suddenly, " out
of the fog immediately ahead came the waran-
ing blare of a steamer’s siren, foliowed a
moment, afterwards by the lurld ﬂash of an
ascending rocket,

Instantly the Alarie’s engme.s wers
reversed, and in less time almost than 1e
takes to teil her decks were crowded . with
alarmed and excited passengers, some of
them in their pyjamas. - -

“ What's the matter?’? asked Nelson Lee,
addressing the chief officer, who was coming
down from the bridge. 85 '

““ Nothing at present!” was the surly repsv

The chief officer had been in charge up to
then, hut had just :been superseded by -the
captain, and  was. tnomequently uot m the
most gracious humour.

g 3 notl1mrrs the: matter, why. h.ne the
engines heen reversed 2. asked Jack, who was
stunding by the detective's gide. :
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‘“ Because the*‘es evidently another wssel
just in front of us.”

« But I heard somebody say a rocket had
heen fired. Is the vessel in front of us on
the rocks?”’ :

“It may be so0.”?

“ Then, if the other vessel is on the
rocks, and is just ahead of us, we can't
he far from the rocks ourselves! In other

words, .you must hgye, lost your bearings
and come too mear inshore.”

An angry scowl overspread the officer’s face,
but ere he could frame a reply the air was
rent by a shout of terrified amazement.

For at that moment the fog had suddenly
lifted, revealing the fact that the Alaric was
‘bearmg down on the Dardania, which was
stranded on the rocks at the moutl of Pen-
leven Cove, immediately underneath Jack
Langley’s house. -

r— i ——

- NELSON LEE’S TRIUMPH.

HE voyage of the Dardapia had not
been a.pleasant one for Dick Seymour,
As the reader will remember, Jack
Langley had appointed him manager
of a company in England, of which the young
engineer was Chairman of Directors. I
addltlon to this, Jack had given him a
quarter’s salary in advance, and had paid for
his passage to England in the same boat as
Mr. Pryde and his daughter. . ..., .
- Strange to say, neifher Nellie.. nor ]lEl
father noticed that. Dick was on board uuntil
the voyage was several hours old. In fact v
was not until the passengers assembled fot
dinner that Nellie's eyes, roaming round
the crowded saloon, fell on the care-worn
face of her lover.
> With an involuntary cry of dehghted sur-
prise, she pointed him out to her father, who,
as soon as fthe meal was ended, ,drew Dick
aside and asked him how lie had fared since
he had left the Sandwich Isles. When-Dick
had told his story, the old man laid his hand
on his shoulder and spoke to him, not un-
kindly, perhaps, but in unemotional, busmess
Hike tones, from which sentiment was con-
~ spicuous by its absence.
“You seem to have had a pretty roa;,h
- time. since you left my employment,” he
said.: “ Everything appears to bhave been
against you;. but you’ve got your .foot on
the bottom rung of the ladder now, with this
new appointment of yours, and no one will be
more sincerely pleased to see }ou at the top
than I shall,”
“ And your promlse‘?” said Dick cagerly.
“ That still holds good?”’
. ¢“Certainly,” said Mr. Pr}'de, smi]ing at
the absurdity of the idea. “Come to me
in two years’ time or less, and. prove to me
that you have an assured inccme, of twenty
thousand dollars a- year—four thousand
pounds a year. in- English money—and if
NeHie still wishes to marrty you, I won't say
no. That was my promize, wasn't itz”
= “ It was,” said Diek..-:
¢ And, in the meantime, of course,” said
Mr. Pryde. - I shall expect you to keep

-your part of the bargam
you will remember; that until you had an:
income of _twenty ‘thousand dollars a year:
you wouldn’t speak to Nellie, or wrife to
her, -or commniunicateé with her-in any way

You promised me,

whatever. I trust you haven’t booked your

passage in the Dardania with the mtentlon

of breaking that promise?” :
Dick coloured to the roots of his hair. As
a matter of fact, he had chosen’the Dardania'
partly because he would be. ahle to see. Nellie.
every day, but partly also’ in- the hope that
her father would at least allow him to ‘act.
towards "her in the same was as he acted'
towards the rest' of the lady passengers. '

Never for an instant had Dick dreamed o'
breaking the spirit of his promise—that is to!
say, he had never intended to speak. one,

single word - of love to Nellie—but he had

certainly looked forward to the delight of!
chatting with her across the dinner-table, ot
passing the time of day to her on deck, and
of indulging in the ordinary small- talk of
society when her father, or some other:-
passenger was with her, :
. AmsI to understand,” he asked, ¢ that
you wish.;me to keep to the strict Ietter of
my promise?”

- “0f course,” said Mr. Pryde.-

“1 am not t-o speak to Nellie—not even to
exchange the ord_mary conventlonal greet'
ings with her?”

“ That is my wish,” sald Mr. Pryde in a
hard, matter-of- fact voice.  You pledged.
your word to me that you wouldn't speak to
her until you had an income such as I have
named, and I expect you, as an honoumble
nan, fo fulfil your word,”

Dick inclined his head. -

“Yery good, sir,” he sa:d m a- husky
voice. ““ It shall be as you say.’

Mr. Pryde’s decree was not the only tlﬁng
which made the voyage an extremely un-
pleasant one from Dick Seymour’s point-of
view. On- the third- day out  from New.
York, Mark Rymer contriyed, unseen by the -
rest of the passengers, to empty the con-
tents of a small glass capsule mto Dick’s cup
of after-dinner coffee. -

By a phenomenal. stroke of Tuck, . tlle cip
was upset by a clumsy waiter hefere Dick
had drunk much more than a quarter of, its
poisonous contents; but even the little- he
had drunk proved .quite sufficient to - give
rise to exceedingly unp]easant and damgeroub
symptoms. 2 5

For the whole of Tuesday mght and for::
the greater part of Wednesday, Dick was in
the hands- of the ship’s_surgeon, who never
left him for a singie instant, and who plied .
him with a stomach -pump, and nauseous
emetics.

On Wednesday evening he was pronounced
to be “ cured,” bnt was not allowed to leave
his bunk. On Thursday he was pern.lt,ted
to sit up, but was still kept a prisoner in

R

his cabin, which nobody but the doctor was

allowed to cnter. - And at daybreak on .
Friday morning, to complete the tale of his .

“woes, he was awakened by a sudden and
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violent shock, which jarred the liner from
stem to stern and flung him out of his bunk.

No; most decidedly it was net a pleasant

- Or an agreeable voyago for Dick! -
But tho most unpleasant part of it was
stiil to come.

As soon as he had collected his senses, he ]

picked himself up, dressed himself in feverish
haste, and hurried on deck, where he found
himself a <init in a surging crowd of alarmed
passengers.  Several minutes elapsed before
he could obtain a coherent account of what
hiad happened; but at last he learned—what
the reader already knows—that the Dardania
had lost her way in the fog, and had run
aground at the mouth of Penleven Cove.
‘ No, there's no danger—absolutely none,”
said the captain, in answer to the passen-
gers’ frantic inquiries. ¢ The sea, as you
can see for yourselves, is as calm as a mill-
- pond, and there isn’t a breath of wind. We
have sustained no damage worth mentioning,
and the vessel will probably float off at high
tide. - In the meantime, in order to alleviate
all anxiety, the boats shall be got ready to
be lowered at a moment’s notice, and we’ll
signal for the lifecboat to stand by, in case
it should be required.” ' .

Reassured by the captain’s words, a goodly:

number of the passengers returned to their
cabins to complete their toilets. The great
majority, however, still remained on deck.
and amongst the latter were Mark Rymer
and Dick Seymour.

For several minutes the two stood shoulder
te shoulder—surrounded by a crowd of fellovs-
pussengers, of course—sfriving in vain to
pierce the veil of yellow fog which hid the
shore from their view. Then, for no particu-

lar reason except a desire fo ° stretch his|

legs,” Dick elbowed his way through the
crowd, and strolled away in the direction of
the after-part of the upper deck, which was
then completely deserted and in almost total
darkness. ‘

In the twinkling of an eye Mark Rymer was
gliding after him, his hand in the inside
pocket of his coat, nervously fingering an
lvory-handled weapon ‘that was half dagger
and half stiletto. = -

‘““Dame Fortune has relented!” he mused,
when he saw Dick halt and lcan over the
steamer’s taffrail. “ At last she has given
:{ne 1';E1e"chance‘ for which I have waited so
ong!
behind—"* .

His musings ended in a startled gasp, for
at that moment the Dardania’s steam-siren
uftered a discordant roar, whilst an instant
liter & rocket soared into the fog-enshrouded
S y¢

‘This, which was meant as a signal to
those on shore, not only had the effect of
interrupting the professor’s musings, but it
also sent Dick hunxing back to join his
fellow-passengers, A few moments later,
however, he again returdmed to the deserted
upper deck, and again Mark Rymer followed

m. ;
With stealthy, catlike steps ¢he professor

I have only to steal up to him from |

o T

-Shorter

“alarm,

towards his unsuspecting victim.

-and shorter grew the distance
between them, until at last it was less than
half a dozen yards. Then suddenly Dick
spua round on his heel with hoarse shout of
Indistinctly, through the fog, he had
just caught sight of another steamer, which
appeared to be bearing down on the Dar-
dania in such a way as to render a collision

crept

- inevitable.

The next instant, however, he had for-
gotten all about the approaching steamer, for
upon furning round he found himself face to
facc with the professor, who was then in the
act of erouching for his spring, with his
weapon in his upraised hand, _

Almost - before Dick had time, to realise
what was happening, the other leaped upon
him; but, with marvellous agility, Dick
dodged the descending dagger,.and dealt the
professor a sharp, swift blow on the wrist
which caused him to drop the weapon.

For a second the two men stood glaring at
eachh other like gladiators. Then, with a
low, fierce snarl, the professor once more
rushed at Dick, and in the twinkling of an
eye they were locked in each other's arms,
and.were reeling to and fro across the deck.

In the midst of their struggle the fog
suddenly lifted. At the same instant a
chorus of ear-splitting- yells burst forth irom
the rest of the Dardania’s passengers—yells
of excitement at the sight of the two men
struggling on the upper deck, and yells of
alarm at the vision of the Alafie, which was
then but half a length away, and had only
just succeeded in altering ler course in the
nick of time to avert a collision.

Needless to say, the excitement on board
the Alaric was every whit as great as that
on board the Dardania. Jack Langley and
Nelson Lee, who were standing side by side
on the promenade-deck, were amongst the
first to see the stranded liner and the strug-
gling figures of Dick and the profcssor. Both
men recognised the figures at the self-same
moment, but Jack was the first to speak.

““ Lee—good heavens—look!”’ he cried, his
voice vibrating with intcnse excitement.
“Dick Seymour!”® - |

““ And Mark Rymer!” added Nelson Lee.

Scarcely had he spoken ere the air was rent
by a perfect pandemonium of shouts and
women's screams. For even -whilst Mark
Rymer's name was trembling on the detec-
tive’s lips the two men overbalanced them-
selves, crashed against the taffrail, snapped.
it in two like matchwood, and toppled back-
wards into the sea, still lockéd in ench
other’s arms.

“St@p him!*? - s -

The cry burst from a liundred throats., Bub
it came too late. Like an arrow from a bow
Nelson Lee had darted from Jack's side, had
cleared the taffrail at a flying leap, and hagd
plunged into the sea. . |

Amid a scene of indescribable excitement

‘he swam towards the spot where Dick and the
! professor

had disappeared. Before he reached
(Concluded on page 30.)
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Competition
Rules and Conditions
Which must be strictly adhered to.

—

1. The First Prize of £100 will be awmdedl

to the competitor who sends in the cor-
rect, or nearest correct solution of all
eight sets of the pictures, according to
the Editor’s official solution.

2. The Second Prize of £50, and the others
in the splendid variety of prizes, will be
awarded in order of merit. |

3. All the prizes will be awarded. If two

or more competitors tie, however, the

prize or prizes, or their value will be
divided, and the Editor reserves full
rights in this respect.

. 4. No solutions may be sent in untii all the

sets of the pictures and the neccessary } |

coupon have been published. TFull direc-
tions will then be given.

5. The names under the pictures must be
written IN INK.

G. Employeés of the proprietors of this

journal are not eligible to complete.

7. LEntry to this competition is on the full
understanding that the Editor's decision
- Is final and-lcgally binding throughout.

of “The Champion,” ¢ Boys’
Friend,”” “Urion Jack,” ¢ Boys’  Realm,”
“Pluck,” < Magnet,” < Young Brituwin,”
“(@em,” “ The Popular,” “The Rocket,” and
“Boys' Cinema,” are also taking. part’ in
this Contest, so that additional attenmipts
may be made with the pictures from these
allied journals. A

Readers

ALL YOU HAVE TO DO

ety

is to write IN INK in the allotted
space under each of these puzzle-
pictures the name of the Footballer
which you think the picture repre-
sents. In previous issues you have
had the full list of names used.
throughout the competition, so
that you have only to fit the right
name to the right picture. In all,
there will be EIGHT SETS OF
PICTURES, so keep your solutions
until the other sets appear. :

DO NOT SEND YOUR ENTRIES
YET _

Editorial Announcement.

My dear Readers,

I must ask you not on any account to
miss the opening story—<1.S.A. At St.
Frank’s,”—of a powerful new school-detective
serics commencing next week., Two new
oufstunding characters will make their bow
Lbefore you. One of them TUlysses Spencer
Adams, who will become 'better known as
U.8.A,, is a new boy hailing from New York
Ciiy. He is .a wonderfully drawn -character
representing ~ _ |, Young America as the author
saw him in his recent tour of the States.

THE NIGHT OWL!

The other chliaracter, somewhat less pre-

possessing, goes by the sivister pseudonym .

of the Night Owl, his real name being Caleb
Droone. He is the head of a notorious-crimi-
nal cang known as the Alliance of Thirteen,
and he is- one of the most dangerous types
of criminals Nelson Lee has ever had to en-
counter. Look out for his portrait- on next
week's cover and you will understand why
he is called The Night Cwl, for he is not

the kind of customer one wbuld care to meet
in the dark.

THAT RUMOTR.

Another item of interest to watch for in
nexXt WeekK's 1ssue is an umporvantg announce-
ment concerning the alleged rumour that
Nipper is busy preparing the first number “of
a new Mag,

OUR PUBLIC ECTIOOL SKETCHES.

"For weeks past I have had to hold over
the maguniflcent sketches by Mr. Briscoe of
famous public schools. I hope to be able to
resume this popular feature from next week
onwards, beginning with an excellent fall-
page drawing of Winchester Coliege, showing
the school crest of this most ancient of our
pubiic schools in the- left-hand corner of
the sketeh. . i

| Your sincere friend,

THE Ep:-mn.
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(("onti:mfd from page’14.)

turped box there was a candle, hurning
~ steadily. OUn one side there was a cup-
‘board, the door of which stood wide open.
_And. the place was quite empty.

- “Why, why—they've . gome!” gasped

Buster, in alarm. g
“Yes—gone!” muttered Mr. Manners,

“frened What has become of Irene?”

Handforth & Co. came tumbling through

the opening in the floor. They. looked
nbout them expectantly—but were disap-
pointed.

“Oh. T was a fool not to rescue Miss
Frene first!’’ exclaimed Luster wddly ¢ But
1 didn't know—I thought
~ *Bteady, my hoy—at-eady"’ interrupted
Mr. Manpners quietly, “Under very trying

¢ircumstarices, you did vour best. But this
iz .terribly zlarming. Where can the
scoundrel be—what has he dome with my
Irttle girl?” ,

“There’s another tloor above tlns, you
knowt’> put in Church eagerly.

They gazed at the low roof. A second
trapdoor could be seen—but this was
bolted on  the. underside, and ihere was

no ladder leading up to it. It was there-
fore elear that Benson aund his fair captive
had departed the other way—they.had left
the mill together.

What could be the meaning of this tleﬂl-

mystery?

CITAPTER VL
. SOMETHING LIKE A SHOCK!

ANDFORTH gave a
grunt. -
“Well, it’'s queer—

that’s all I can say,”
he said bluntly. *This was
to have been the end of it.
I wonder where the asse:
could have got to? They ought to have
stopped here until we came up—that was
the arrangement——?’

¢ Arrangement,’’ echoed DBuster Boots,
staring.
‘““Why, what—what. is this?? exclaimed

Mr. Manners, ignoring the others, and hurry-

.ing aecross to. the' cupboard. - Bending down

.he picked the loose leaf of a notebook from
the floor.

: ““ Why, great Scott!’” he excla:med, with
concern.

The others. crowded round, and read the |

words'i that were scrawled upon the paper in
penci
¢ Unknown man came here. Rough cus-
tomer. Thought it was you {fellows, so
dodged in cuphoard as arranged. Jack cap-
tur_ed and taken. Mysterious. Am fol-
- lowing. Stop fooling—this is serious. Fol-
low trail of oats—I found mouldy bag in

" cepboard. Come" ‘at  once. Urgeut—
Reggie.”

“Well I'm jiggered!” ejaculated H*md—
fortli. ‘“Thén-—then Pitt and Grey have met

with some real excitement !’

false gentleman,

. Wig.

-ment,
chief and a little bottle of apirit. He poured
.some on. to the handkerchief; and then wiped

bk Bume s g

you mean by -dragging Miss Irene

- ““Looks like it, old man,”’ sald Mr. Man-
ners grimly.

Buster looked at them in bewﬂderment

“But—but I don’t wunderstand!’” he
shouted.

Mr. Manners gave the juniors a quick look,
glanced at the note again, and nodded.

‘‘ Things have gone a bit wrong, but this

| was the agreed upon time to finish up the

game, 30 we’ll do it,”” he said. ¢ The fact
is, Buaster,

u: things 'aren’t quite what they -
geem.

Buster gazed at Mr Manners as though in
a dream.

For Mr. Mauners appeared to be a very
Hitherto, Buater had only
seen ‘him in the intense gloom of the wintry
evening. Even the candlelight was dim, and
at first Mr. Manners had takem care to re-
main in the shadow. But now he calmly

proceeded to remove his grey hair—a simple

proceeding, considering that it was only a

Ilis side whiskers followed. And while
Buster eontinued to stare in startled amaze-
¢ Mr. Manners * produced a handker-

his face. By the time he emerged he was a
changed being.- _

The- lines of age had disappeared—the
bronze had gone—and he was now extra-
ordmart]y boyish. .

~« Nipper!”’ gasped Buster thickly.
h‘;_l,?.xdctly,” I grinned. “*A Dbit of a shock,
eh?’?

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’ howled Handforth and Co.

““ Now then— no cackling!?” I said sternly.
‘s Buster’'s a brick—he’s turned up trumps far
better than I ever hoped for. Good for you,
Buster—I'm proud to call you a pal of mine!
Sorry I'm not Mr. Manners, as you believed.
I'm just little me!” ’

‘ Good heavens!’ stuttered- Boots. ° But
—but—but——  You—you——  What - the
dickens does it mean? You cads! - What do

into a
rotten spoof business like this—** - ;

‘“ Hold on!?’ I ‘interrupted gently. ¢¢Miss
Irene isn’t dragged into anything. - If she’s
the sweet girt 'we believe her to be she’s
probably cosily tucked away in her own little
study at this moment, reading” a book, or
writing letters: = She. hasn’t been m:xed up
in this: affair at all.’>

““You idiet! Didn’t I follow her?”

“No, you didn’t.”

“I tell you she was dragged off her
bicycle——" -

“ (Oh, that was your little mistake,” I said
sweetly ‘1t - was Reggie Pitt who was
dragged off the bike.”

- ¢ Reggie Pitt!". gulped Buster.

& He didn’t look himself at the momem
but that was alt planned,”” I went on.
“You see; we knew that you wouldn’t get
any close view. . "And at a - distance Pitt
looked the part to the life—with his check
sports coat and fair hair, and all the rest of
the make up.?? ~ -
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‘““ Well I'm hanged!” said Buster bluntly.
. He was so staggered that he almost forgot

to be angry. lle couldn’t grasp the full
meaning of the big deception at first. Tt
was almost impossible for him to bring home
the fact to himself that there never had been
any danger.

Irene hadn't taken part in the plot at all—
Mr. Manners was a myth. The Manners
Engineering Company was another myth.
- Mr. Willmer and his associates were——"?

““ What about Willmer?"” demanded Buster
fiercely. '

“Oh, De Valerie,” I replied. ¢ Pretty
good acting, eh? 1IIis accomplice, Radley,
was Singleton. And the other two, as 1've
told you, were Reggic Pitt and Jack Grey—
taking the parts of Irene and Benson. 1
drove that green car, of course. And we

knew exactly what you were doing from the

very start.”

¢ You—you knew?’” breathed Buster.

“ Everything,”” I said ealmly. <My dear
chap, we counted upon you doing everything
in just the way that you did do it. We
~knew that you were following, and picked
so that we shouldn’t go too
qguickly. De Valerie and Singleton paused
convenienfly on their way out of this mill s0
that you would overhear their plans.”

“You—you spoofing rotters!’’ said Buster
hotly. ¢ Then it was all
start to finish?”

“Of course it was—"'

- “1 suppose you're feeling pretty pleased
with yourselves!' snapped Boots. ¢ You—
you cads! Oh, I've been fooled—I know .it!
And now, of course, you'll spread the yarn
over the school, and make me a laughing
stock!” y

He spoke bitterly, with a touch of his
former sullenness. But I quickly grasped his
arms, and slapped him on the back.

““ Don't take it the wrong way, old son,” I |

said cheerfully. ¢ We're not going to spread
the yarn about the school—it’'s quite a pri-
vate affair.
your character!

““You're taking a lot of interest in me!”
sneered Buster.

¢¢ As a matter of fact, we are,” I admitted.
€It so happened that a few days ago—just
after that affair when you were called a
funk—some of the fellows were saying that
you were spiritless, and that if it came to
a pinch you'd show the white feather. In a
posltion of real danger, according to these
fellows, you'd crumple up and bunk.” |

“Oh!” said Buster. ‘Do you think I care
what they say——"

‘“Don't ride the high horse!” I insisted.

“I won't tell you who these chaps were—-

it won’'t do any good. But Christine and
Ilandforth and I and the rest stuck up for
you. We had a-long argument with those
others, and maintained that when it came to
a crisis you’d prove yourself to be a chap
of action und courage!” -

t ‘ier}f kind of you,”” said Buster, with a
grunt. -

‘“ Anyhow, we decided to put the thing to

.N ELSON LEE LIBRARY

a fake from

It was just a test—a test of-

o omm o ot e s

the test,” I went on. “ And we planned a
most elaborate affair—as you know, While
we were waiting for our opportunity, we re-
hearsed our parts. This was no hurried jape.
It was almost like a play. I picked my
cast, told the fellows exactly what their
characters were to be, and rehearsed them
until they were perfect in their parts.”

Buster began to lose his sullen look.

‘“ And then we watehed and waited,” . 1
said. ** We got to know your ways—we fcund
out ‘that you went to Bannington with the
intention of walking home in the dusk. And
so we decided to bring off the great event
this afternoon. Thanks, Buster, for playing
into our hands so beautifully.” )

“My hat!”’ said Boots ruefully. “ What
a mug I've been!”

I was delighted at his changed attitude.

“Mug!”’ I echioed. ‘Don’t you believe it.
You looked upon all these things as genuine
—and we’ve received the very proof
needed. You proved yourself to be resource-
ful and ready to meet the tense demands of
the occasion. And besides that, yom dis-
played heaps of pluck.” '

¢ 0Oh, rot!”’ growled Buster. ¢1I didn't do
anything——"» »

‘“ And we're jolly proud of you!” put in
Handforth warmly. “Look here, Buster,
now that we know that you're all serenc.
let's shake hands. We'll let bygones be DLy-
gones—see? J'orget the past, and all the
rest of i6. We'll start from now on a new
basis,”’ _

“My idea, exactly,”” I said heartily.

Buster locked at us, and his eyes were
glowing. I had kmeown, from the very first.
that once Buster Boots was brought out of
his melanchoty condition, he would become
a changed person.

My only fear had been that he would lapse
back into his bitter spirit upon finding out
that he had been fooled. But the excitement
of the evening had lifted him so far out of
himself that he couldn’t drop back.

After the first few minutes of indignation
and anger, he realised that the game was
a good one—and that we had acted our parts
thoroughly. So thoroughly, in fact, that he
had been deceived all along the line.

And even Buster couldn’t ignore the fact
that he had come out with flying colours.
He hadn’t known the truth, but he had
acted well—he had comported himself with
determination and dogged courage.

““Oh, all right,’”” he said, at length. *I
don’t blame myself for falling into the trap
—Yyou chaps did the thing marvellously. I

"didn’t have an inkling of the truth.”

“Well, we can’t stop to diseuss it now,”
I said briskly. ¢‘Something’s gone wrong.”
‘“ What do you mean—gone wrong?”’
“Why, we left Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey
up here, as you know,” I went on. ¢ The
scheme was to come here, and all meet to-
gether, and expose ourselves. But Jack and
Reggie aren’t here!” R s
£ 0Oh, I suppose they're fooling a bit' on
their own!” growled Buster. Al
‘Of course they're not,” I said. ¢ They

we .
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wouldn’t depart  from the arrangement like
that. Besides, look at this note. I don’t like
the look of it. What the dickens does Pitt
mean? An unknown man came here!??

‘“ Some tramp, perhaps,” suggested Hand-
~forth. '

‘““Yes, but even so yon’d think that those
two chaps could have scared him away,” I
. 8aid, frowning at the note. “ Reggie is sa
confoundedly ~ brief! Look at this—' Jack
eaptured and taken.” What does that mean?
Antd?ﬁhat’s‘ this about following a trail of
oats

" and a mouldy 'bag. in the CUpbO&Td?’,”

said Church. _

I glanced into thie cupboard, and then
strocde in. Sure enough, up one corner, there
was an ancient sack. It was half filled with
"oats that had seen their best days. They
had probably been there for years.

“By Jove! I understand the wheeze!” 1
said quiekly. “Pitt found that he was too
late to help Jack, so he decided to follow
the chap who had attacked Jack. So he
filted his pockets full of these oats, and has
left a traill? |

“My hat! That'’s about the truth!” .

‘“‘ Then—this i3 real??”” asked Buster
guickly. ‘“No spoof about it?” -

_““Spoof!?”? I said impatiently. ¢ Don’t be
an as3! While we were all away somebody
eame here! That’s what we didn’t bargain
for. Instead of this affair being a fake, it’s
become genuine! There’'s something  very
_queer ahout it alll?’ '

““ Well, what are we going to do?”

““ There's only one thing—we’ve got to go
down and see if this trail of oats is really to
be found,” I replied. ¢ I don’t like the look
of it at all—I've just remembered something
“that’s given me a bit of a turn.” |

‘“ Rementbered something???
Handforth. :

“Yes. that escaped convict.”

Church and McClure looked at me,
went pale. s )

“You—you think——?** hegan Church.

“I don’t think anything—but it's a possi-
bility,* I said grimly.

“Qreat Scott!” muttered Chureh, in a
husky voice.

¢ Escaped = conviet?*
quickly. -

repeated

and

repeated Buster

‘““Didn’t you hear the report this morn- |

ing?’? I said, turning to him. * You know
tiiere's a hig conviet settlement on Banning-
ton Moor here—about -four or five miles
away. A convict escaped last term, and he
was eaptured somewhere near Bellton. This
fellow who escaped to-day Lasn’t been re-
captured yet.’’ - -

“ He’s been lurking about on the moor all
day!”? put in Handforth, taking in a deep
breatih. ““I'll bet a penny to a pound that
it wns that fellow who came up liere and at-
tacked Jack Grey! These.convicts are des-
‘perate, you know—abd' it’s just the right
kind of evening for dirly. work! Foggy and

thiek, and generally murky!. I expect we

shall find Jack’s remains on the moor!®’
*“ Look here, my son, don’t let your imagi.
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nation run away with you,” I said ecurtly.
“I almost wish 1 hadn’t mentioned the con.
yict now. After all, it was only a passing
. We've got no definite information at
all—in all probability I was wrong. _ The
chief thing is to find out what’s become of
those two asses. Pity they couldn’t look
after themselves!” -

I spoke with feeling, for it was certainly
annoying that the end of our little game
should partially fizzle out. As I told Buster,
we had planned quite a little comedy for
the finish, with ¢ Irene *’ taking part in it.
Egutdthat,of course, was now knocked on the

ead. _ ‘

Grim reality had taken the place of make-
believe. - -

We passed down the ladder, and I took my
flash lamp from my pocket. I felt pleased
with myself for hiving slippe@ the handy
little instrument into my clothing before set-
ting out.
~ Arriving on the ground floor, I pushed the
switch over, and a beam of light shot out.
"There were no oats on the floor here—not
a sign of any 'trail whatever.

-~ We emerged into the open. s .

‘““My hat, it’s getting more foggy every
minute !” said Chureh, o | -

And indeed it was. The murk of the even-
ing had greatly inereased.. We found our-
selves surrounded by wreathing masses of
 mist. And my torch sent forth a beam of

| lightt which only increased the surrounding

fogginess.
¢ Not much good trying to find them in
this Tog!’” said Handforth dubiously.

I gave him a withering look. -

‘“ And you pretend to be a detective,” 1
said scornfully. ‘“You're the chap who
makes out that he can conduct investiga-
tions.” | B T '

Handforth turned red.

“ Look here, you ass L

““Haven’t we got that trail of oats fo
guide us??? I asked. *‘ And haven't we got
this electric torch to show us theé way??

Handforth coughed, and walked forward.

““There’s nothing I like better than get.-
ting on the trail?’’ he said carelessly. ¢ We
might as well get on it while it’s hot! One
t of the chief points about detective work is
‘ta pick up the trail while it’s warm.”

I chuekled at Handy’s calm attitude, and
the way in which he had ignored my rebuke.
But T had hardly commenced to search round
for the first sign of the trail when Handforth
spoke again. , :

¢“ Well7*’ he asked sarcastically. ¢ Where’s
the giddy trail? A fat lot of good looking
ronnd with that spot of light!*?

I “If we can’t pick wp the oats, we'll fol-

low the footprints,’” I said.
“¢ Footprints—in this grass!”
‘Handforth sourly. |
“ A trained detective
anywhere ? I pointed out. ¢ Marks that are
" quite invisible to the ordinary eye are
easily distinguishable to the trainedq eye.
- That’s just the difference, old man.”
. Handforth apparently didn't feel up to

repeated

can find footprints
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answering this remark in the way it de-
served, for he lapsed into a hulfy silence.
Fortunately, there was no need for us to
look round for footprints. I don’t suppose I
could have followed a trail of that. kind, in
spite of my little bluffi—which Handforth had
swallowed. -

And I uttered an exclamation of satisfac-

tion after walking for a few paces. For

there, in the coarse grass, I detected num--

bers of loose oats. They led away in a dis-
tinet line across the moor.

¢ Great!”” I said tensely. ¢¢It’s the trail!
Good for Reggie!”

—

CHAPTER VIL
REGGIE PITT'S THEORY!

: USTER BOOTS
covered his
eagerness and enthu-
siasin by the time

the chase had been in pro-

gress for five minutes.

Ile had been keenly disap-

Te-

pointed at first.

It was all very well to know that he had

acted with resourcefulness and courage, but
it took a good deal of gilt off the ginger-
bread to find out that the whole thing was
a fake—fhat Ireme was not Irene, and that
Mr. Manners was more or less of a phantom
personality.
_As a matter of fact, I hadn’t the laintest
ddea what Mr. Manners was really like, and
his business was equally unknown to rfe. In
all probability he was very different from an
engineering contractor.

But as Irene would never know anything
about the affair, these trifles didn’t matter.

‘The chief fact was that our object had
been achieved. John Busterfield, Boots had
been brought out of his peculiar depression,
and fhis fresh excitement was causing him
to forget the trick.

It was very foggy once we got fairly on
the moor. The mist had rolled up from the
sea, and was increasing in intensity. We
moved along in «a little patch of light to
ourselves, hemmed in all sides by the sur-
rounding blanket of grey.

““How much farther is this trail going?"”
growled Handforth, at length,

**I don't know—but we’'ll follow it until
it comes to an end,” I replied. * What I'm
worried about i3 how Reggie could have
allowed the stranger to take Jack all this
way without doing something.”

““ Looks -fishy to me,”” said Church. *1
believe there’'s been foul play."”

*“ Good!” said Handforth absently.

“ Eh?l'

¢“ I—I mmean, that'll be pretty rotten for
Jack,”” said Handforth, with haste. *‘ But
this is just the kind of night for foul play,
you know. It wouldn’t surprise me a bit
to f{ind ourselves suddenly surrounded by a
gang of crooks. Probably it's the work of
w secret society—something like the Circle

full
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of Terror, or the League of the Green
Triangle—""

“ Your imagination is too vivid, old man,”
I interrupted. ¢ The best thing you can dois

to allow your brain to become dormant.’’

** That ought to be casy,” murmured
McClure, '
Fortunately, Handforth didn's hear this

insultidg remark, and we continued on our
way in silence. I knew, from my sense of
direction, that we were inevitably getting
nearer and nearer to the old deserted
quarry.

This was situated less thun half a mile
from the mill, and we had covered practi-
cally that distance already. And as there

{ was no guarding rail round the edge of the

quarry, 1 moved with extreme caution.

‘* Better go easy, you chaps,”” 1 warned.
““Qtick behind me.”

“ What for?”’ asked Busfer.

*“ Quarry's pretty close,”” 1 replied briefly.

Even as I spoke the words, the ground
seemed to drop away in front of iny eyes.
I pulled up short, and found that I was
on the extreme edge of the clifl. The
trail of oats led right over this edge.

*“ Steady on,” I said cautiously. *‘ We'll
have to go easy now.”

The clif was not sheer, but steeply
sloping, with many jagged boulders. In full
daylight it was quite an easy matter fo
swarm down, But at night there was always
the risk of an ugly slip. . :

In single file we commenced the descent.
And, sure enough, never for one yard was
the ground free from a few grains of oats.
The trail was very easy to foliow.

Reggie Pitt, of course, had allowed the
oats to trickle through his hands as he
walked along, replenishing his supply at in-
tervals from his well-filled pockets. 1In his
*“ Irene " disguisc the big check sports-coat
was supplied with two ample patch pockets.

Arriving at the botton of the cliff, we
were down in the very heart of the quarry.
It -had been in a state of disuse for years.
Over on the other side were the caves—one
of which led into a tunnel which burrowed
its way underground to the old monastery
ruins. .

But the trail did not lead in this direction.

We passed along the cliff-face until, after
about thirty yards, we arrived at a small
cleft amid the rugged stonework. The oats
led straight into this spot, and I noticed
that they were here strewn about very
lavishly.

I flashed my .light further into the cleft,
but could see nothing. But then I heard
a muffled exclamation—a Xkind of grunt—
from amid the rocks. Moving forward
quickly, with the others close behind, I
turned a corner and came to a little
shallow cave.

And the light from my torch played upon
two figures.

““ Great Scott!’’
forward. -

** Here they are!” yelled Church.

I exclaimed, hurrying
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Buster Boots started as he gazed at the ; g

two forms., One was roughly dressed, and
would casily be taken for a man. A thick
muffler was tied round his face so that he
could make no outery, and he was bound
hand and foot.

The other figure was that of a girl—Irene
Manners herself. For one brief ipstant
Buster almost told himself that it really
wa3 Irene. There she was, in neat shaes,
silk stockings, and that well-known check
sports coat. But, taking a pace nearer,
Buster saw that the illusion was destroyed.

For the *“ girl’s ** head was uncovered, and
there was the short,
Pitt revealed. And Pitl, too, was gagged,
lis face was ** made-up '’ slightly.
cub free. They were belped -to their feet,
and stamped about for a few moments to
restore their circulations.

““ What the dickens happened?” I asked
bluntly. '
** Oh, so you've brought Buster along,”

said Pitt. ' What about it, old man?
everything go off all right?”’

“ Yes, confound you!"” growled Boots.

Pitt gave a perfect imitation of a girlish
votce, and chuckled afterwards. Buster
turned red, reminded of that conversation
bBe had overheard in the old mill.

** Never mind all that now,” I said im-
patiently. ** What’s the idea of us finding
you here, trussed up like a couple of
chickens—-""

“I'm the only chicken!”’ said Pitt, with
a grin.  “ Still, you're right. This is no
time for lichtness, O chief. The fact is, we
bad a bit of excitement. At least, Jack had.
Je ought to have a bump on his head the
size. of an egg!”’

Jack Grey rubbed his head tenderly.

“ Yes, but what happened?” I insisted.

“1f you doun't keep demanding explana-
tions, you’ll get ome,”’ said Pitt. ** Jack
and I were up in that mill, chuckling over
the whole aflair, and wondering how long it
would bhe before you fellows turned up.
Buster had gone, and we. had nothing to do

Did

but wait. Well, we heard somehody moving

downstairs, and we kept as quiet as

mice—-"" '
“ Why?"

‘““ Because we thought at first that Buster
had eome back,’”” replied Pitt.
do ‘for him to hear us talking, would it?
Well, we heard him coming up the ladder,
so I dived into the cupboard—pretending
to be locked in, a prisoner.”

‘“Yes, and practically as soon as Reggie
had vanished, a man turned up,” put in
Jack Grey. “ A big, rough fellow, who was
on me almost before I realised it. You see,
¥} was sure he was Buster, and T pretended
to be dozing on a box. And when I looked

up, this rotten chap was standing aver
me!” ! -
““Was he - a -eonvict?”” "asked Chureh

qnickly.
*“ A eonvict—no!”

curly hair of Reggie | 5

In less than a minute the two juniors were

‘It wouldn’t

i

i
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The man [eapt upon him like a tiger,
and even in the gloom Buster could see
the ugly priscn garh.

*But we thought—-'' _
* There you are—that proves that it isn’t
always wite to jump to conclusions,”” I put
in. *' Well, go on, Jack. What happened?”’

“Why, before I could say ‘ Jack Robinson’
the man grabbed hold of me, took me round
the throatf, and nearly throttled me,” s3aid
Grey. ‘I think he must have bashed my
head against one of the wooden posts, be-
cause I bhecame all dazed and silly. I didn’t
rementher much until I found myself here.”

“But I don’t see the objeet—-"

“Hold on!”’ inferrupted Pitt. * While T
was-in the cupboard I began to suspect that
something was wrong. So [ peeped ouf,
and you can imagine how surprised I was to
see Jack completely knocked out. And the
man was bending over- him and binding
up his hands and feet. I thought of the
conviet, too—and I shall have something
more to say about that in a minute. I've
got a theory.” - :

“ A theory?"’ repeated Handforth eagerly.

“*Yes; bubt let me finish first,”" said
Reggie. *“ Well, -you can imagine the situa-
tion. How could I hepe to overpower this
burly stranger singie-handed? In any-case,
there wasn’t any time for me to decide. -He
started looking round, and made straight for
the cupboard. TFortunately, there’s a kind
of wooden bhutton inside, and I turned -this
so that the door wouldn't open. The man
tried the door, but gave up after a minute
or twa.” ; SRR

“ And what then?”
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- ‘““ He started carrying Jack down, and I

decided the best thing I could do would be
to follow. Well, I spotted those oats in
the corner, and it didn’t take me long to fill
‘my pockets. I followed the fellow aeross
the moor, and right down into the quarry to
this spot.”

“ Don't you know what he was going #o
do with Jack?"”’ k y :

“ No,”’ said Reggie. I was just getting
ready fto crack him on the head with a
chunk of rock from behind when he canght
sicht of me. The fog hadn’'t come up then,
~ you know, and it wasn't quite so black. He
.was staggered at first—probably because he
“thought I was a girl. Anyhow, he came for
‘me, and I had no chance at all. He had
me bound up inside of two minutes, and in
: the course of the struggle my giddy wig fell off,
“and he knew the truth.”

“Pidn't he ask any questions?”

“ “Yes; but he seemed too anxious. to get
away,” replied Reggie. ¢ He knew that we
,were schoolboys disguised, and offereil the
remark that we. were probably engaged in
some joke or other. Then he buzzed off,
leaving us here.”

Handforth scratched his head. .

“ An escaped lunatic?’’ he said brilliantly.

““No, I hardly think so0,” replied Pitt.
““I've got another explanation.” |

“ Let's hear it,”” I said. _

“ Well, you know that a convict escaped
this morning?"’ '

i Yes.', : : -

“ It looks to me," said Reggie, * that the-
fellow who attacked us is a member of a
criminal gang—the same gang that the con.
vict belongs to. You know as well as I do
that these fellows always stick to one
anotlier—they’'re clannish., And -as soon as
the gang heard that their pal had escaped,
they sent a chap down to rally round him.”

“ That's possible,” I admitted. ‘‘In fact,
there may have been some bribery at the
prison—one of the warders might have been
won over, Still, we can’t speak definitely
about that." :
. ¢ Anyhow, it's an idea,” sald Pitt. * This
man had a big bundle with him, and it’s
a-ten to one chance that the bundle con-
tained clothing. And don’t you think it's
highly probable that the old mill was fixed
on as a rendezvous?”’

** As a which?” asked Handforth.

- ¢ As wu meeting-place,’” replied Reggie.
‘*It's handy for the moor, and very lonely.
Couldn't find a better place to change
clothes and to have a jaw. Of course, the
fellow took us away because he was expect-
ing“his convict pal to turn up. It’s quite
likely that he's waiting there still.”” - .

“ By Jove, I believe you're right!” I said
tensely. ‘“In fact,
possible explanation.”

“It's not too late, is it?’’ asked Busfer
keenly. T g

“What do you mean?”

“\Why, there are seven of us here, and we
ought to be akie to overpower two men bLe-!

[ to carry it.

ally with the make-up

it’s about the only: ;_-ff
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tween usg,” replied Buster. “Why not get
back to the mill as soon as we. can, and see
what’s doing? 1f that crook is there we’ll
collar him, and then lie in wait for the
convict.” L o

‘“Yes, that’s a good suggestion,” I said
briskly. . “ We'll do it. The only trouble
is that so much time has been wasted. I
expect both the brutes will have gone by
now. -Still, it's a chance.” g :

JAnd without any further ado we left the
quarry, and made all speed back across the
moor to the mill. :

The tracks that we had made on our out-
ward journey were clearly vigible, for we
had troddem the grass down . pretty
thoroughly. And in such a mist as this it
was ngses‘sary to have something to guide
us. K -

Reggie Pitt was very incongruous in his
costume. His feminine clothing merely
consisted of a blue serge costume—jacket
and skirt—and the big check travelling coat
over the top. Underneath, Reggie was wear-
ing an ordinary Norfolk suit. His disguise
had not been designed io bear any close
scrutiny. ,

He had discarded the feminine part of
his e&hire—getting some of the’ other fellows
So nmow he was walking along
in a Norfolk suit, with silk stockings and
ladies’ sports shoes. In full daylight he
would have looked somewhat striking—especi-
on his face. . L

But in the excitement of this adventure he
had forgzotten all about his appearance. In
fact, we were all thrilled by the thought of
capturing both the convict and his accom-

lice. - ' :

I.}When we were nearing the mill T called a
halt. - o sl

“ There may be danger,” I said. *“'It's
quite possible that the convict hasn'g turned
up yet, and we don’t want to give the other
chap any warning. So we'll spread out in &
circle and approach the mill singly from
different gquarters.” -

««Phat’s a good idea,”” ~said Buster
approvingly. : )
Ii.PIf oﬁe of us.spots the convict, or 1Is

attacked for any Teason, he's got to give a
vell of warning,” I went on. That’ll bring
the rest of us round him in no time.”

“ Goodd"” said Handforth. * That’s just
what I was going to suggest.” ‘

And a minute later we had spread out in
aceordance with the plan, and were closing 1n
on the mill from different quarters.

CHAPTER VIII.
THE CALIRRE OF BUSTER BOOTS!

HE mist lay thick upon
"the moor as Buster
) Boots crept along in

his appointed direc-
tion. He had been warned,
like the rest, mnot to: travel
T too fast. The idea . was' for
'::_Il to meet at the mill at about the same
ime. d
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A great silence brooded over the moor.

Pausing every now and again, Buster could
ﬂear nothing at all. The mist closed round
im
world apart. ‘But. by peering intently ahead,
he could just make out the ghostly form of
the mill in the distance. The mist seemed
thicker than it actually was,

I had purposely waited until the wmill
. itself was visible before spreading my men
out. Otherwise several of them would
probably have lost themselves. But 1row
they always had the ghostly form of the
ramshackle old ~place to guide them.

Buster’s sensations were mixed.

iis feeling of annoyance and anger at being

fooled in the earlier part of the evening had

passed. Hewas beginning to realise that he had
much to thank us for, We had lifted lnn
out of that rut into which he had sunk. Anil
he grimly told himself that he wouldn’t sink
back into it.

- If only he could dl‘itll’lgl]lbh himself now'

That was the thought that came to him as
he -crept forward, But he had little real
hope of doing anything. For he was certain
in his belief that the conviet and the other
man would be goné.

And he was just thinking in this way, and
getting nearer to the mill, when he thought
he heard a crackle of a tw:g neal-by. . He
turned sharply, and gazed into the murk.

A form tose up from behind a gorse-bush—
silent, dim, and shadowy. -

‘““ Who's that?” asked Buster quickly.

“ Best keep quiet, my lad, or I'il croak
vou!” snarled a harsh whmper

Buster Boots opened his mouth to shout a
warning, but the man leapt upon him like a
tiger. Even in the gloom Buster ‘could see
the ugly prison garb, liberally marked with
the broad arrow.

He caught a glimpse of a‘a leering, twisted
face, and his hand was seized in a vice-like
grip. Even so, Buster would have given
fight to this man and yelled for help—but
for one fact.

‘And that faect was quite sufficient.

The conviet held a wicked-locking revolver
and he thrust this into Buster’s chest, and
clicked the trigger in a manner that made
the junior’s heart almost stop beating.

‘“One sound, hang you, and it'll be all
up!* snapped ‘the man. ‘“I'm desperate!”’
Buster had more sense than to shout. The

very tone of this man was sufficient. He
was a convict, escaping from justice, and
was probably in a starving condition. A

man in such a frame of mind as his wouid
not hesitate to Kkill

And Buster Boots proved Lis calibre now.

Instead of hecoming fluttered and excited,
he remained calm—deadly calm. Although
help was S0 near at hand, he could not call
for it. ' His only course was "to obey this
desperate crook.

“Well, what do
pered,

“ A kid, eh?” said the man.

—you'li do! Got any meney??

yYou vant?” Le whis-

“«All right

and it seemed that he was living in a

 ““ About twenty-five slnlhngs"’ . -

“Better than nothing!*? snapped the
man. ‘‘ Look here—take them -clothes olff,
an’ be quick about it.” -

‘““Take—take my clothes off?”

“Yus, that's what I said!” repeated the
man. “And no larks! If you breathe a
durned sound, I'll plug you!”’

Buster commenced undressing. 1lis very
coolness was an indication of his pluck.
In a crisis, Buster was proving himself to
he ready. But he had a strong desire
to live. To make an outery would be fatal.
And it was all the more galling, because
the clightest sound from him would have
brought assistance.

But what good would assistance be after
he was shot? And there was another point
to think of. By shouting, he would only
bring the other juniors into the danger zone.
Once having fired, the convict would have
no compunction in shooting the others.

So Buster clenched his teeth, and com-
menced disrobing.

e removed his jacl\et and Walstcoat and
then bent down to unlace his hoots. As
he did so, he had a sudden inspiration. lle
didn’t wait to consider the danger—he didn't
even think of it.

As he bent low, unlacing his boots, lie
made a swift dive forward. With one move-
ment he griabbed the convict’s legs, and
swept the fellow completely off his feet.

The man thudded down with a gasping
grunt, :
The revolver fell from
dropped into the grass. .
Gasping with excitement, Buster grabbed
the weapon, and clutched it in his fingers.
In a flash, he pushed the muzzle of it irto
the convict‘s back. . -

“Now!’”? he panted, “I’'ve got :you”’

“You infernal young. fool!” ffasped the
man. ““Doun’t shoot—don’t touch the trig-
ger! You'll kill me!”

“1If you attempt to escape, I'll fire!” said’
Boots steadily.

“T won’t try to esca.pe, guv'nor!”? whined
the convicet,  his aggressive tone completely
gone. “IAve merey on me, youug. ;_,ent,”’-

Puster didn't reply.

His face was flushed, and hiis heart bea-
ing rapidly. Ilis first -impulse, upon get-
bmg the upper hand, had been to yell for
help. But somethmg prevented him from
doing so. Another startling idea had
occurred -to him—an idea that. was at once
daring and enterprising.

his ﬁngéré, and

-

Why - shouldn’t he conduet this affair
single-handed?

The odds were in his favour, and he
saw no reason why. he should:call for
help, 1fe was excited, but by no means
flustered.

“ Undress !’ he said curtly.

“What the——"

“TUndre:zs!” commanded Boots. .

The convict was too scared of tie re»oh er

to disobey. He knew that he had a bhoy fo
deal with, but a boy with such a deadly
-
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weopon _in his grasp was probuably more
dangerous than a "man. For, being un-
accustomed to firearms, the junior might
easily jerk the trigger by accident.

Ilastily, fearfully, the convict got out of
his outer garments. He sat in the damp
" grass shivering—more with fright than with
cold.

““ Now take this piece of string, and tie
your ankles wup!” ordered Buster. *‘ And
tie them tightly, without any foolery!”

'“1: I'll do if, young 'un!” faitered the con-
vict. .

Ile took the piece of stout string that was

tossed to him, and bound it round and
round his ankles. Buster satisfied himself
that it was secure.
" Then the junior commanded the man to
turn over on his back, and to lie still. The
man having obeyed, Boots knelt in the
small of the fellow’s back, and laid the
revolver down. He quickly tied the con-
vict’s hands behind his back.

Buster was breathing gquickly now—his
success had been better than he had hoped
for. Single-handed, he had overpowered this
armed ruffian. Aud, without wasting any
time, he donned the conviet suit over his
own Etons, They were plenty large enough
for the purpose.

“You ain't Eoing to leave me lyin’ like
this, are you?'’ asked the man.

1 Yes-!?

“I'll die of cold!” ]

““You won't come to any harm——"

¢“TLook ’ere, guv'nor, I ain’t had a bite of
food for twenty-four hours,” wailed tihe
man. ‘“An’ without no clothes, except this
’cre underthings, I'll be dead within an
hour! You can’t do it!”

“Ten minutes won't hurt you—and after
that you'll be well looked after,” said
Buster curtly. It -may interest you to
know that I'm going to collar your pal!”

The convict started. - -

“My pal!” he muttered.
mad! 1 ain't got no pal!”
"¢ Didn’t you arrange to meet somebody

“ Why, you’re

- here?”” ;

“No, I never!”

But there was something about the man’s
tone that convinced Buster that he was
lying, The junior made certain that the
cords were tight, and then he rubbed his
hands in the damp -earth until they were
muddy.

He applied the unsavoury mixture to his
face—until his fresh complexion was com-
pletely concealed by the film of mud. iIn
' the gloom he now looked an awful speci-
men,

Without even another glance at the con-
vict, he turned and made his way towards
the mill.. He had hold of the revolver again,
and was thrilling with joy of victory.

-His eatisfaction was all the greater
because he knew that in very close proximity
the other juniors were creeping- along, Well,
_ ke would show them! They :had fooled him
- th2 first time, but now he would fool them!

NELSON LEE LIBRARY

CHAPTER IX.
THE CAPTURE!

ITHIN the old mill
the light butned
just the same.

' The candle was
getting lower, but there was
still plenty of it left. And

- in that upper room stood the:
man who had come here to await the arrival.
of his expected visitor. _—

Reggie Pitt’'s theory, without doubf, was
the true solution.

The man was a rough-looking customer,
with a thick muffler round his neck, and with
a cap pulled low over his eyes. 1lis face

.was coarse and wugly—the typical face of

a common ruffian.

IHe was impatient, for he paced up and
down, At last, he passed down the ladder,
and ‘stood at the door of the mill, gazing
out into the misty gloom, |

But everything was silent—still
mysterious.

The mist covered the moor, and no sounds
could be heard. The man could hardly
imagine that so many figures lurked near
by. There was no indication of their pre-
sence,

“The guy's late, blame him!>’
the fellow audibly.

1Te moved out from thé doorway, and then
suddenly came to a halt. In the gloom
he caught sight of a figure. It came towards
him. The man recognised the ill-fitting
prison garb—the ugly, detestable cap. -

“Jim!” he muttered gladly. <1 thought
yo'1 was never comin’, mate!”

John Busterfield Boots felt a jump in the
region of his heart. He had hardly expected
to find his quarry out here. He had seen
the figure, certainly, but at first he believed
it to be one of the other juniors. .

The time for. action had
dramatic swiftness. _ ;

“It’s all right—mo meed to be scared!'
exclaimed the man, as Buster hesitated.
‘““ Nobody here, Jim, And not much likeli-
1l;llc»_od of any interruptions on an evening like

8.7 .

Buster came nearer, and he held the revol-
ver in readiness., He was extremely glad
that he had this weapon, for it would enable .
him to gain the upper hand., No doubt the
real convict had taken the revolver from one
of the warders of the prison,

The thought that the revelver might have
killed somebody gave Buster a bit of a turn,
but he steeled himself to be calin and cool.
Everything depended upon that now., And
he was triumphant within him. . |

Seven fellows, including himself, had set
out to capture the convict and -his Iriend.-

-And Buster Boots was making the capture
single-handed! -

That was what made him so elated.. The
worst ruffian was already' bound up,  and
this second man would not prove to-be so
difficult, Buster’s first idea had .been- to
sharply order the man to hold up his hauads,

and

muttered

come with
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and then shout for lelp. This would bring
the rest of the fellows dashing up.

But Buster changed his mind. .

He would have this fellow roped up in
the same way—and then he would calmly
give a hail, and bring the chaps to inspe:t
bis handiwork! Again, he thanked the stars
that he had that revolver to aid him.

He stepped up close to the dim figure ncar
the doorway of the mill, and with a sudden
movement he jammed his revolver into ‘the
fellow’s chest. °

“Why, Jim, what the—*

‘¢ Hands up—and don’'t make a sound!?’
hissed Buster curtly,.

“You’re mad!?” snarled the fellow, aghast.
“It’s me—Bert i

iy
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away. Buster had seen, to his satisfaction,
that the man was wearing a ¢ choker.”
This would come in very handy for the pur-
pos¢ that Buster had in mind.

‘““Well, what are you going to do?” asked
the fellow bhoarsely.

“Take that scarf from your neck?*

“Do which??”

“You heard me!’” rapped out Buster.

The man obeyed,

“Now take the end of it, and tear the
scarf in two—longways,” commanded Buster.
“That’s the way! Completely in two!
iood 1% :

““You're looney!”” snarled the prisoner,

“What's thc idea of ripping a good scari
like this!?®

“The guy’s late, blame him!” muttered the fellow audibly,
He moved out of the doorway and halted, for a dim figure was approaching.

‘ Hands up—or I'll drill you!”’ commanded

Buster, conscious of the fact that the tura
was rather a neat one. “I’'m not Jim—
I'm here to arrest you for being implicated
in alding and abetting an escaped convict.”

“ My gosh!’? gasped Bert. ‘“ A—a ’'tec!”

“Not so much talk—and remember my
warning!”? snapped- Buster. ‘ Walk back-
wards, and- go into the mill. That's right!
And don’t attempt any trickery, or I'll drop
you in your tracks!® -. .

. The man’s hands were high above his head.
46 Al right—all "right!?”? he muttered. ¢ 1
know when . I'm heat!” |

He was. genuinely frightened, and backed

—

““Throw one half on the floor, and use
the other half to tie your ankles,” said
Boots grimly. < 8it down on the floor, and
ti= your ankles round, and make a fast knot.
I'm watching, and if you make one false
niove [ shall take action!®

1iis idea became obvious to the captive,
and for a moment or two he looked as
though he were about to turn nasty. But
his fear for the revolver was greater than
his pluck, evidently. With a sparling grunt
he sauk to the floor, and tied up his ankles
a3 ordered. .

“Now turn on your face, and lie flat’*
said Boots. following the same formula with
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this man as with the convict.
—now stop there,” -

With a sudden movement Buster flung himn-
self on the man, kneeling in-the small-of his
back. At the same time he grasped the
other half of the scarf. 'The prisouner knew
that Buster was about to tie bis wrists—and
in order to do this he would have to ro-
licquish' the revolver,

Fle made a swift turn, and grasped qmrkly
at Buyster's arm, It was a fierce grip, and
in a sceond the two were rolling on tie
Mfloor, with Buster underneath. The thing
had, been so quick that the junior bhardiy
Knew it

“Now,
hoarsely,

He lifted his fist to bring it crashmg into
Duster’s face, but the latter, wriggling sido-
ways, managed to avoid the blow., The next
moment he brought the revolver round and
pressed it hard against Bert's side.

““Keep still, or I'll shoot,” he -panted.

Bert stlll‘cned and then retaxed.
_ ‘l"}’ou've. got me!” he muttered.
n;

“That’s right

Inang you!” ‘said the prisoner

“1 give

Buster was glad that he had not giveni

way to the impulse to yell for help. It had
liean a pear thing, but he still held the
upper hand.

And this time Bert offered no further re-
sistunce. lle allowed his hands to be tied
behind his back. And he lay there, trussed
up and helpless. Buster rose fo his feet,

he muttered.

breathing hard.

“Both of ’em!” “By
Jimmy! Now the chaps will stare!”

Ifec waited for a moimnent or two so that
he could get thoroughly cooled down. Then
he went to the door of the mill and gazed |
out into the misty night. It struck®’ him
that the hour must be torribly late—sdrrde.-
where between eleven o’clock and midoight.

e glanced at his watch, which was pro-
vided mth one of those handy luminous:
dials. At first he thought his watch had
stopped, for the hands showed him
the hour was just seven-forlby-live.

“Quarter to eight!"” muttered Buster,
“*Well I'm Dblessed!” '

S0 much had happened that he had com-
pletely lost track of the time. They would
be ‘able te get back to St. Frank's in plenty.
of time for supper. At the very worsat, they
woutld only be given a paltry hundred lines
for being late for calling over. Buster fclt
very elated,

““Hi, Nipper—Handforth!"
“This way, you chaps.”
. From out of the mist
two startied exclamations.

¢ It's all right—no needt to get alarmed,”’
sang out. Buster coolly. *“I'm here—just
in the doorway.” |

Several ligures loomed up out of the
gioom. JIlandforthh was among. the first, and
hhe started back as he caught sight of Boots.

“Great pip! The conviet!” he gasperd.

he hailed.

he heard one or}

that |

" ¢¢No, it's all righit—only -me !> said Puster
calmiy,

‘plan,”” said DBuster ecoolly.

=

- kind.

. him. in° one of his aifected roles.

ten

“What!”

“Just a little gamme of mine,” said Boots.
“You needn't worry—I've collared the con-
vict, and the other chap as well. They're
both trussed up like turkeys in .readine:s
for the. Christmas  market!”

“Well I'm jiggered!”” -said lhndforbh
faintly.

The other figures had crowded round by
now—Church, McClare, Pitt, Jack Grey and
myself. We all Iooked at Buster in surprise.

““But—but nothing’s happened!” I said
quickly. ¢ Didn't we arrange to yell' ouf
if we spotted either of the crooks?”

“I thought it advisable to change the
‘“The conviet's
all bound up—and
If you don’t

Iying out on the moor,
thz other fellow i3 in here.
believe me, come and look.”

He turned, and led the way into the mill.
We all crowded round the bound figure on
th> floor. Bert was jerked to his feet,

growling fiercely. The man was in a sullen

humour

«“ Well, you've got me—why don’t vou

fetch the police?” he snarled.

¢ My poodness!” I exclaimed. “So you
captured the chap single-handed, Buster?
(tood man! How on earth did you manage
to overpower him?”

“This!” said J.B.B,,
revolver. '
- 4 0h!” I said.

holding out tho

“That explains ib! But

.you must have had a nerve to carry the

the same. And we were
to

thing through, all
wuiting out there, expecting somebody
vell, Yow've whacked us all, Buster.”
7T had the opportunity, and so I tcok it,”
replied Boots. _

‘' Well, it's all over now, bar shouting,™
remarked Pitt. <1 suppose we'd better
bring this brute along with us. And jyou
can get out of those convict things, Buster,
and let the other prisoner get dressed again.
He's probabiy feeling cold.”” And Bert was
jerked to his feet and the rinpped scarf was
untied from his ankles. Held firmly
between us, the man was marched across the
moor, with Puster leading the way.

“You're a wonder, old man,” I said
admiringly. “buf wasn't it a bit risky
to do all this alone?” -

1 never thought of risk,” replied

Boots simply.

There was something so difierent about
Lim that he hardly seemed the same f[ellow,
His former arrogance and- lofty superiorify
had gone. fXis more recent sulkiness was
no longer in evidence, :

In short, Buster was bhatural.

‘He had dropped all pretence of ew..}
And when he allowed his own
personality to dominate his usual pose, he
was changed. In other words, John
Busterfield DBoots himself was made of the
right stuff, Until now we had omnly seen
Buster
had alwayvs preferred to act 1In 2
theatrical  kind of way—mistakenty beé.
licving himseli to be a big man. Now he
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was findng out his blunder. To Dbe
natural, and to live like any other junior
was far better than his former method.
Buster himself was glowing with the
effect, of the change. - _
Inwardly, he knew that he had wom 2

big fight. He marvelled at his former
style of living. And in future, he told
himseif, he would be content fo live at

8t. Franx’s like any ordinary schoolboy—

without any intlated idea of his own
jimportance, '
. This one -evening’s work had changed

J.B.B. eompletely.

And 1 was more glad than Buster was—
for I had always had an inkling that he
was far better than most of the fellows
gave him credit to be. On one or two

occasions he had allowed a glimpse of his

own perscpality to peep out. -

We arrived at the spot where the
convict had been left.

Handforth gave a yell as - he caught
sight of the prone form. And we. were
soon gathered rownd, gazmg at the
rufian. He glared up at us, muttering to
himself. And Buster was relieved of
anxiety.

“He had had a faint fear that the convict
might have worked .free from his bonds—
for, after all, they were mnot of the
tightest possible kind, ‘The convict Iay
there, miserable and shivering, '
o \lfeuf ain't you satisfied,” he
- “Quite.” replied Duster. “ Now
“here I think we'd better stay liere in
charge of these two crooks:
body goes for the police—"

« No—that would be a waste of time,”
I put in.
ton ourselves,

whined,

break away.
together—the same as we did the other
two.” -

“Yes but the other two were only
fakes,” said Buster doubtfully.

““ Never mind—they won’t escape.”
~ Boots commenced undressing—that Iis,
removing the prison garb which he had
donned over his ordinary attire. |
had the clothes off, and he dropped them
to the ground.

< Better let the fellow get dressed,” he
"suggested. |
~ By this time the convict
jerked to his feet, and his ropes were cut.
_But there was no fear of his escape, for
‘he was held firmly. He gave a disdainful
glance at the convict attire. .

“I'm fed up with those things,” he said
coolly.

“VYes, and take off this silly scarf!” said

‘Bert “I'm tired of bein
prisoner! Good man, Singleton—you did |
fine t? . - 18

.. Buster Boots felt
his throat. He gave a gasp, and peered
forward =t the two prisoners he had over-
powered  singlebanded. They certainly
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look.

while 5ome-.

“We can march them into Bell-
Wwith their hands bound
behind their backs, they won't be able to,
Besides, we can bind them

He soon-

had been'

«“ Chuck me my Etons, you chaps!”:

held like a ||

a curious sensation in

e 2
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rufians—but they now

looked desperate
spoke in the voices of Cecil de Valerie and
the Hon. Douglas Singleton!

CHAPTER X.
G00D FOR BUSIKER!

& ON'T leave me shiver-
ing here " for an

bour!” went on the

convict impatientiy,

¢ Hi, Christine! 1t's all
right—show _yourself!”

Several otlier figures

out of the mist—Christine and

They were all

loorzed up
two or three more Monks.
grinning, -

¢ (.K.?” asked Bob Christine cheerfully.

“Yes—went of a treat!” said the con-
vict. “Now, buck up with my clobber!
l’lll catch .a cold over this uunless I'm care-
fult” £ :

Buster suddenly came out of his trance.
He jerked ° forward, and grabbed the
convict by the shoulders, staring into the
leering face. |

‘“You—you're Singleton!” he gasped.

“ Kxactly,” satd the convict. “I dan't
look it, but I am.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” L

Buster suddenly twirled round, breathing
hard. _

“ Then—then this was all foolery, too?”
he shouted savagely,

““Yes, old man—but don’t take it so
badiy—" 1 ‘began. _

““You—you miserable rotters!” panted
Boots., “1—-I ” -

Words failed him, and he turned away,

anger, humiliation,

almost choking with
didn’t blame him.

and disappointment. I . _
To him, it certainly seemed like an ill-
natured practical joke, - But it wasn't—
as I would soon point out to him if he
became reasonable,

Singleton, who had acted his part sur-
prisingly well, lost no time in dressing him-
self in his own suit—which Christine and
Co. had Dbrought along,. Of course,

Singleton had nob been allowed to lie there.

in the pgrass with only his underthings on.
As soon as DBuster had gone the waiting
Monks had come up with a warm blanket,
in which Singleton wrapped himself until
the final mowment,
tiverything, in  fact,
out before-hand as a general maps out a
battle. Not a single detail had been left
tn chance. For hours and hours we had

discussed ways and means, and had finally |

planned every
advance,

That was why it had all gone off so
smoothly, and without any hitch. As 1
had impresséd upon the fellows time after
time, nothing good. can be done in a hurry
~-one must take one's time, if a thing is
to be thorough. And in any scheme of
this kind preliminary planning is of para-
mount ‘importance,

Just as Singleton had finished dressing,

minute of the affair in

had been planped’

and was preparing to wipe off the disguise
from his face, Buster Boots turned round,
and faced us. He was calm and quiet.

¢« Perhaps you did this with the best of
intentions—but I look upon it as an out-
rage!” he said, his voice vibrating with
inward rage. “And I'm sick of you—I'm
finished with you for good!”

He turned on his heel, and walked away
into- the fog.

“Oh, my hat!” muttered Pitt. That's
rotten !

1 ran after Buster,
the shoulder. '

“ Look here, old man »

“Leave me alone!” muttered Boots,
shaking my hand away. “You may think
it clever to fool a chap like this, but T
don’t., You can. talk- all you like—I don't
want to speak to you!” ,

“I'm sorry,” 1 said quietly. ¢ After
what has happened this evening, Buster, |
was pretty sure you'd be sensible. 1Isn'é
it better, taking everything into consider-
ation, that %he whole thing was a fake?
Your own actions. aren’'t any the less
praiseworthy because you were spoofed—-

““ Aren't they?” said Buster bitterly.
“ What if these chaps had been real crooks?
They wouldn’t have let me truss them up
like that—and I thought 1 was doing some-

and caught him b'y

thing wonderful! Put yourself in iy
place——"* _
“No need to,” 1 interrupted. *“ We

proved our point.”

‘“What do you mean?” :

“We put you-to the supreme test,” I
replied. < You were attacked by & convict
—the fact that he was a a&poof convict
make no difference. He held you up with
a revolver, and you turned the tables amx
him. That act alone proved your pluck.
You're the right stuff—clean through:”

Buster merzaly grunted,

“Don’t you s€e?” 1 went on quickly,
““You didn't know the convict was a fake—
you thought that the revolver was loaded
—which it isn’t—and that at any moment
you might be shot. In spite of that, you
tricked Singleton, and gained the upper
hand. Wlhy, if you had been a funk, as
some of the chaps made out, you would
have knuckled wunder, and. howled for
h‘e1p.” . B . 2

Still Buster made no comment,

“The first part of the. programme was
oniy a preliminary,” 1 said, seizing the
advantage of Buster’s silence. ‘ We talked
it all over between us, and decided that it
would be better to work the dodge in two
,5pasms, so to speak., We feared that youn
might begin to suspect, Besides, this was
about the omly way imn which we could
make it seem plausible.””

“Well?” said Buster, at last.

‘““Well, there you are!” I replied, smiling,
“Come on, Boots—don't. get into - the
sulks! Why, my. dear chap, you've- covered
yourself with glory. The supreme test was
when you were face to face with that

| convict and the revolver. © And you not
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only did tw;ce as good as ~we. expected,
but you proved yourself to be a fellow of
gquick aetion, too. We pever dreamed that
you would go along and coliar De Yalerie,
too.ﬁJ .

“All the same, it was a mean trmk”’
muttered Boots. .

“That’s where you’ve got it all wrong,”
I explained. < We believed that you were
made of stern stuff, and the only way to
decide the question was to put you to a

severe test. We might have waited ages
for a real case to come aloug. So we
planned all this.” .
‘Buster was thawing rapldl:y He even
grinned :
“Hang it all, 1t was pretty smart,” he
admitted. *“You fooled me the first tiine,

al . I'm blessed if you didn’t do it again! |

Why, I never knew that those chaps were
such good actors!”

I laughed. ~

“1t’s not such a difficult matter to act
in a fo% like this!” I chuckled. *Maostly
a question of disguising the voice—and
they were pretty good at that, I'll admit.
But don’t forget I rehearsed them for two
solid days in their parts—until they were
pretty well perfect. But in full daylight

we c¢ould never have attempt.ed the thipg.:

You’d have spotted the fake in two minutes.
We relied on the darkne=s—and the fog
came to our assistance.” -

Buster allowed me to lead hlm back to

the others.

C “Jt's .all right,” I said cheerfully.
“Didn't I tell you that Buster was a
reasonable fellow? He kuoows that we did
iii] gl a good spirit, and he’s forgiven us
a

“Good man!” said the juniors.

They came forward, and grasped Busters
hand one after the ‘other. They thumped
- his back, making all sorts of complimentary
remarks. Buster had not received any-
thing ot this nature for weeks. And, being
perfectly human, lhie rather liked it. |

And there was something else, too.

During his earlier success at St. Flanks

he haa been hailed with enthusiasm by the

cads and the rotters;
been drawn from the
fellows who didn’t matter. :
But now it was different. He was being
-shaken by the hand by Pitt and Grey and
Watson and Tregellis-West and Handforth
—and all the fellows whom Buster had
secretly wished to be pally with.
- In fact, J.B.B. bhad found favour with
those juniors who were the real back-
bhone of the Remove. They generously -for-
got his Iormer misdeeds—angd these had
been many—lJetting bygones be bygones.

And. Bob Christinne was generous -to a

-his supporters had
ranks of the

degree. _

. **Look here Buster,. lm tlie leader of
the Monks, hut if. you hke 1'll step down
in - 3our f..wum-,” he - sald handsomely.

“ You're ratner partial to being a lcader,
and_____’i
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“MNo, Christine—it's said
Buster quietly,

111 But________!.! 7

““As a leader, I've been a rank failure,”
admitted Boots frankly. I tried to rule
thie Remove, and I made a hopeless mess
of it. When I'm in a position of authority,
I don't know how to use it—I get swelled
head, and start throwing my weight about.
1 know it—and I'm game enough to admit
it.. In future, 1'll be content to follow
your lead.” ' -

“Good old Buster!” shouted the Monks
enthusiastically.

“Rather!” said Haundforth, :“He's a
brick!”

¢ Hear, hear!”

And before Buster kmew what was happen-
ing, h: was mounted shoulder high by the
Monks, and carried along in
The evening’s work had had a far better
ellect than any of us had hoped for.

Of one thing I had been cerfain—that
Buster would be improved by the lesson
that we had given him. DBut I had been
very doubtful regarding his attituode. 1
had hal? feared that he would get on the
high horse, and hate us all. Even so, I
kKitew it would only be for a short period
—I knew that he would eventually come
ronnd, and admit that we had done right.

His candid behaviour was quite refresh-
ing—and, indeed, characteristic of the
chap, Whether acting rightly or wrongly,
he had always been perfectly open. Even
wlhen conducting that infamous Recreation
Club of his, Buster had done so without
any attempt at secrecy or conspiracy. Bub
the Recreation Club was forgotten now—
and we had arranged that we should
never remind him of his past.

Buster was making a fresh start, and
his failures would only give him the
greater courage to make good in real
earnest. There iz no better teacher than
experience, and Buster had learned a
lesson that he could never forget. He had
found out that caddishness is a con-
temptible quality. His better . self had
been brought to the surface,

Buster was not allowed to walk until St,
Frank’s was almost in sight—as far as that
he was still carried shoulder high by
Christine and Co.

He needed no telling with regard to the
plot. De Valerie and Singleton, - of
course, acting upon previous instructions,
had adopted the fresh disguises as soon
as we had gone off to rescue the mythical
Irene.

And a’'l ti:e rest of the game had been
worked out so minutely that a hitch had
been almost impossible. Buster meeded no
ilt_etaili;f——he could easily imagine them for
1imself.

your job,”

In spite of every precaution, the news
of the affair leaked out to the other
Remove fellows. They "didn’t - know the

exact facts—simply that Buster had been
put to a test, and had emerged with fly-
ing colours,
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They had no further use for him.

triumph.-

Fullvood and Co., and fellows like him
were suspercilious and sneering. In taeir
opinion, Buster had become a weakling.
But
this didn’t matter, for Buster certainly
had no further use for them,

He had found ouft what trashy stuff they
were made of. With the decent fellows
he was now on a totally new footing. He
had proved his calibre, and he was

‘accepted as one ef the best.

The Monks were so delighted that they
had a rapid whip round, and an elaborate
feed was prepared to take place that very
night—in the dormitory after lights out—it
was to be a feed in honour of John Buster-
fleld Boots., The juniors were all the more
enthusiastic, because they would take very
active parts in the festive proceedings.

And just before goinz to bed, Buster
voluntarily cleared out of Study Q—which
was rightfully the property o{ Christine
and Co. Buster insisted upon going to
anather study, and he <chose one further
down the passage—Study V, which he
occupied with Percy Bray,

Here the Supreme Six collected.

They were no longer the Supreme BSix—
Buster made it quite clear that this title
was to be dropped at once. He and the
other five fellows who had come to St.
Frank's in a bunch from Xendis College—

determined to conquer the Remove by
sheer force—were mow merely just ordinary
juniors, | |

The Falthtu! Five were not quite
pleased.

“You're uot taking this rot to heart,
are you, Buster?” demanded Crooks, wiih
a stare

 Which rot?” asked Buster steadily.

“Why, all this twaddle about learning a
lesson 1

“1'm not going to argue with any of
you,” interrupted Buster. < But I'm just
going to make a few observations. I
don't meed to remind you that I'm capable
of wiping up the floor with any two of
you, single handed. You know it. So just
take heed to my words.”

‘“No need to start threatening us o

“I'm not threatening you,” said Boots,
“But here's the position. When we came
to St. Frank's we made up our minds to
behave like cads and hooligang——?’

ﬂI sa},-_”

¢ Cads and hooligans!” repeated DBuster
curtly. ¢ And for the first week or two we
kept up our game. Now that I look back
upon all we did, I'm so confoundedly
ashamed of myself that I feel like getting
somebody to kick me.”

“1’'ll oblige,” said Bray readily.

“You!” said Buster, with scorn. “ You'd
far better kick yourself! And that applies
to all of you, because I'm ashamed of you,
too! You backed me up in my rotten




But if

ard helped me all along.
you fellows haven't got the pluck to admit

ganie,

your faults, I'm disappoiunted in you.”

““We certainly haven’'t made much of a
success,” admitted Denny,

“ Sucecess!? repeated Boots. - “Our
campaign has been about the most dismal
failure anybody could imagine. And I'm
glad of it, ton—a campaign of that kind
wasn't desemng of success, St. Frank’s
is a fine school—fifty times as good as
Kendis.”

“I'm with
heartily,

“At  Kendis we

you there,” said Bray
: learned all sorts of
caddishmess,” went on Buster witheringly.
“It was instilled into us by the very

atmmosphere of the place. And we were

fools enough to believe that the same
spirit rualed St. Frank’s. It doesn’t, thank
goodness — and  we've found it out.

Caddishness doesn’'t pay. There’s nothing
makes a fellow feel so flne and happy as
'u,tmg on the straight, Some chaps think

humiliating to admit it, but I don't.
_\.nd when a fellow’s in the wrong, it gives
him the must acute satisfaction to admit
it. If only some of you would realize that,
you'd be different.” ’

“1f youre going to start lecturing—

‘“Not a bit of it» interr-npted J.B.B.
““1'm. just pointing out that St. Frank's
hag put the right -spirit into me. And 1§

it hasn’t had the same effect upon you, it
soon will have—I'll see to that!”

The Faithful Tive didn’t admit their
fanlts straight away,
attitudes in the day that followed proved
conclusively enough that John Busterfield
Boots' jnfluence had worked on them for
the good. :

As for myszelf, T had never felt hetter
pleased in my life,

For, throagh my intenzive

long and

campaign, ably assisted by the other chaps,

1 had changed six cads into six ordiparily

decent fellows, They hadn’t turned into
saints, by any means-—and it would have
been a pity if they had. But, at least,

they were as good as the average junior.
1 had no fear that they would bachahde
into that old, misguided rut.

But if the Remove believed that it was
io have a quiet  spell bhetween now and
Christmas holidays—well, the Remove was
glightly mistaken!

For a new boy was soon to arrive at the

old .school—and a new hoy of such a novel ¢

in for an
before

Remove was
had  never

character that the
experience that they

enjoyed,
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THE MISSING HEIR
(Continued from pugye viii, of Deiective Section.)
it, however, the two men rose to the surface
again, separated from each other by a dis-
tance of perhaps a dozen yards. .Dick was
evidently quite exhausted, and blood was
streaming from an ugly gash on his forehead,
caused by the head having come into violent
contact“with one of the jagged spurs of the
Tocky reef already mentioned. Mark Rymer,
on the otlier hand, was apparently as fresh
-as ever; but his eyes were glittering with a
wild, unearthly light.

The moment the professor rose to the sur-
face, therefore, he thrust his hand into his
.pocket, whipped out a clasp-knife, and was
just about to plunge his weapon into Dick's
heart when Nelson Lee, with a couple of

el e r

Eow_eri’ul strokes, swam up to him from be-{

ind and seized his uplifted arm. . -

‘With a venomous oath the professor
wrenched himself free and turned on Nelson
Lee, Quick as thought the detective lashea
out with his fist and sent the weapon flying
from Mark Rymer’s grasp. Nothing daunted,
however, . the professor - hurled himself
through. the water and fastened his hands
on Lee’s throat. |

““1t was here that our duel started—it is
here that it shall end!” he yelled, with a
maniacal laugh. *“ We have circled the globe
from west to east, and from east to west
again, The hand of Fate has guided us back
to our starting-point. On the summit of this
cliff we first crossed swords and opened our
campaign. At the foot of it we will make
our final bow, and quit the stage together!”

As he uftered these words he loosed his
hands from Nelson Lee’s throat and flung
his arms around his waist, whilst at the same
time he wound his legs round the lower part
of the detective’s body.

Down, down, down they sank, till at last
they came to rest on the rocky ocean bed.
In spite of all that Nelson Lee could do, in
spite of the ceaseless shower of blows whic¢n
he rained down on his adversary’s face, Mark
Rymer only clung to him more tightly, and
never for an instant allowed his grip to
relax. He had evidently made up his mind
that he and his rival should perish together,
and,. with this end in view, he refrained
from returning the detective's blows, but
contented himself with holding him down and
preventing him rising to the surface. .

Slowly, but surely the pangs of impending
suffocation began to creep over Nelson Lee.
Feebler and feebler grew his blows, wilder
and more erratic became his sbruggles. At
last, however, with a superhuman efforf, he
managed to plant one hand on the professor’s
forehead, and the other on his chin. Then,
summoning up all his strength, he forced the
professor’s jaws apart and compelled him to
open his mouth,. :

There was a gurgling sound, as the im-
prisoned air, escaping from Mark Rymer’s
dungs, rose bubbling to the surface, and the
sea-water rushed in to take its place. The
cncircling arms and legs, after ona convnlsive
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themselves,

spasm, rapidly unwouund and
Nelson Lee bezan to rise. .

A moment labter he -had reached the sur-
face, where his appearance was greeted by a
rousing cheer from those on board the liners.
He glanced around, and saw that Jack
Langley had leaped overhoard and was sup-
porting Dick Seymour’'s half-conseious form.
Then he filled his lungs with a long deep
draught of cool, refreshing air, and once
more dived below the surface. '

For half a dozen seconds those on bcard
tire liners held their breath in tense and
excited suspense. Then a mighty roar of
applause rent the air. The detective had
risen to the surface again, no longer alone,
but bearing on his arm, the lifeless forwu of
his vanquished foe. - )

As the professor had truly said, it was the
hand of Fate. On the summit of the- elifi
which guards the entrance to Penleven Cove
the duel between himself and Nelson Lee
had commenced. At the foot of the seli-
same cliff, after a journey round the world,
the long, stern duel had ended.

And Nelson Lee had triumphed all along
the line. The Silver Dwarf had given up its
secret, the Missing Heir had been found, and
Professor Mark Rymer was dead.

The rest is spon told. Nearly a eouple of
months elapsed before Dick Seymour re-
covered from the effects of the terrible gruel-
ling he had received at Mark Rymer’s hands.
By that time the Silver Dwarf, together with
its precious contents, had beem taken from
the strong-room of the bank at Sydney, ana
had been sent to England. Lord Easington's
confession and the proofs of his secret mar-

‘riage were then submitted to the courts,

and a formal application was made that Dick
should be declared to be the late earl’s son,
and the heir to his title and estates.

The application was immediately granyvea,
and before the end of the summer Dick was
duly instalied as the tenth Lord Easington.

As soon as the requisite formalities had
been complied with, he sought an interview
with Mr, Pryde and reminded him of his
promise.

“An income of twenty thouszand dollars 3
Year was what you insisted I must nave
before you would give your comsent to my
marriage with your daughter,”” he said. <1
haven’t yet had time to ascertain the exact
amount of my rent-roll, but from what my
lawyers tell me, I rather think it will be
somewhere in the neighbourhood of a hun-
dred thousand pounds a year. It was
enough! Three months later Dick and Nellie
were married at St. George’s Hanover Square.
Nelson Lee, by special request, fulfilled the
duties of ‘“best man,” and to-day there is
no more welcome visitor at Easington Towers,
which has lately been restored to its former
magnificance, than the famous detective, to
whom the youthful owner of that fair
domain is indebted for his title, his estates,
and his wife! .

THE END. ¥
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