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(Told by NIPPER of the Remove.)
‘When the secret invention of DICK GOODWIN, the newcomer to St.
Franlcs, falis into the hands of unscrupulous enemies, it leads to many

thriiling adventures in London

and Lancashire for NELSON LEE,

NIPPER & Go.!

CHAPTER 1.
In the Hands of Rogues!
LOWLY and cautiously the big
S open tourer motor-car picked its
way along the rough road down
miey Gap. Upon either side
frowned the rugged cliffs, and straight
ahead, and downwards, lay the shingle
of the beach, with the waves of the
English Channel beating unceasingly.
It was bpitch dark, and the hour
was between two and three o'clock in
the morning. Everything was still and
quiet—the whole countryside was
a<1eep Only the restless sea made any
sound.

“Well, we've got here at last,
R1f<bv. said the man to the driver.

“That infernal puncture delayed us a
good bit, but it doesn’t matter much.
Perhaps it is just as well that we have
arrive now—when everything is
quiet.”

Oh, it doesn’t matter much, Naggs,”

said the driver. “How’s the boy?”

‘“Sullen,” replied Mr, Naggs. “He
hasn’t said a word the whole time. The
kid is sulky—and that’s only to be ex-
pected. But we'll make him speak be-
fore long—don’t you fear!”

Another man came out of the back of
the car, and he stood there, just by the

At length the motor-car came to a|door.

halt. It was now nearly upon the beach.
A man stepped out of the rear part of

he car. He stamped his feet a trifle,

and then walked round to the driver.

“What's the plan now,
inquired.

“Bring the boy out,” said Mr. Naggs.
“We've finished with the car now,

Nages?” he

(Al rights reserved, and reproduction without permission strictly forbidden.)
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Williss. Ratsby is taking the car direct
to London, and he’ll await us there—
I expect we shall arrive some time to-
morrow, after we have compelled
Goodwin to speak.”

Mr, Naggs went to the back of the
car, and looked keenly at the boy who
was sitting on the seat.

“Come along, my lad,” said Mr.
Naggs. “You've got to get out here.”

Dick Goodwin, of the Remove Form
of St. Frank’s, made no reply. But he
got up from the seat, and quietly stepped
out of the car, He knew well enough
that it was no good resisting—and, in
any case, he was quite pleased to be
able to stretch his legs. He had been
sitting in the car for nearly two hours,
and he was rather stiff. The junior wa:
not sullen and sulky, as Mr. Naggs
imagined; he was only determined not
to yield to his captors’ demands.

Goodwin had been kidnapped by
Naggs & Co. from the vicinity of St.
Frank’s during the hours of the pre-
vious evening., The men required some-
thing of Goodwin which he positively
refused to give up—and that something
was the secret of a certain invention.

Ever since Goodwin’s arrival at St.
Frank's, at the beginning of term, he
had been somewhat mysterious. Practi-
cally all the juniors in the Remove
knew that the new fellow was engaged
upon some special kind of work m his
own study—which was always kept
locked and bolted.

But the other fellows did not know
what this work was. Apparently,
however, Mr. Naggs & Co. knew the
secret—and their object’ was to compel
Goodwin to deliver up the secret, This
the Lancashire boy refused to do.
Therefore, he was taken prisoner—and
he was bcing kept in captivity until he
agreed to open his mouth.

“Now, my lad, wie don’t want to be
ha.x<h with you,” said Mr. Naggs
smoothl, “If yowll only do what
you’ xc tn'c. you won't come to any
harm, In the first place, you've got to
walk a ‘ong the beach with us, And if
you make any attempt to get away, your
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hands will be bound, and your feet tied
together so ithat you can’ only hobble.
That’s just a warning.”

“I understand,” said Goodwin
quietly.

“That's all right, then,” said Mr.
Naggs. “Well, we'll be going, Ratsby.
Good-night!”

“Good-night!” said the car-driver.

A moment or two later he had turned
the big ’Iut(;globﬂe round, and it was
slowly crawling its way up the gap to-
wards the main road. Once there, it
went speeding along in the direction of
London.

Back on the beach, Mr. Naggs and
Williss were stumbling along over the
rough shingle, with Dick Goodwin
between them.

The wind was cold, and now and
cain the air would be filled with soft
spray. Goodwin was hungry—more
hungry than he would have cared to
admit. He had tasted nothing since
the dinner-time of the previous day
—although he had certainly been offer ed
a number of sandwiches by Mr. Nagg

But those sandwiches were only to be
caten on condmon that Goedwin

“opened his mouth.” Having declined
to do this, the sandwiches had been
withdrawn.

And now Goodwin was quite famished,
But_he would never ask these men for
food.

“How far along the beach do we
have to go?” asked Williss presently.

“Not far,” said Mr. Naggs. “I
think I can see a cave already.”

Goodwin knew the truth then, It was
quite clear that these men were going to
place him in one of the caves which
were plentiful in this part of the coast.
The cliffs, in fact, were honeycombed
with caverns, and apparently the boy
was to be kept a prisoner in one of
them.

After walking for a short distance
farther, Mr. Naggs led the way up the
beach towards the cliff’s face. And now
Goodwin could see a small, low opening.
It was narrow, too, and might easily
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have been passed by had he not been
looking for such a thin

“T’ll go first with the talch " said Mr.
Naggs. “The boy will come after me
and you will bring up the rear, Williss,
Sece that he doesn’t try any tricks. If
be once gets away here we might not
be able to find him in the darkness.”

“Leave it to me,” said Williss grimly.

Mr. Naggs bent down and entered the
cave, and Di Geodwin was forced in
after him, Williss bringing up the rear.
For some few yards they were compelled
to walk in a doubled-up position—for
the roof of the rock tunnel was low.
However, it soon widened out, and
became higher. And presently the trio
were standing upright in a fairly large
cavern. Mr. Naggs was flashing an
electric torch about, And it was ob-
vious that this was not his first visit
to the place; for by the side of the cave
stood a small beat. And there were two
or three other articles—a small box, a
leather attache-case, and a few odds
and ends.

“You can sit down on that box, young
man,” said Mr, Naggs. “I don’t sup-
pose youwll be kept here for long—the
dawn can’t be far off now. This isn’t
going to be a prison for you—not at all.
I have a much better plan in mind. But
if you will only speak now it will save
any further trouble. Why don’t you
tell us \Vhat we want to know, and
then—-

“I'm not saying anything!” inter-
rupted Goodwin coldly. “Youcan keep
me for a month—but it will make no
difference.”

“I thought as much,” said Mr, Naggs.
“Still obstinate, eh? We'll take it out
of you—we’ll make you alter your tone.
There’s not the slightest chance of your
escaping or of your being rescued.”

Dick Goodwin made no reply. He
was, in fact, wondering whether any
help would come.

Goodwin remembered a little incident
which had happened an hour or two
since—when he had been placed in the
motor on the main road between Ban-
nington and Helmford, For some little
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time the boy had been kept a prisoner
in an old house, but his capiors had
taken alarm. and they had removed
him to the seashore.

Goodwin, seizing an opportunity, had
scribbled a few words on a piece of
paper—indicating that he was being
taken to Bramley Gap. Would that
scrap of paper be found—and would
ny help come to him?

Goodwin was quite unaware of the
fact—and Mr. Naggs was in ignorance,
too—that no less a person than Mr.
Nelson Lee himself had visited Bramley
Gap only twenty minutes before Mr.
Naggs’ own car had arrived. For that
piece of paper had been found by Nelson
Lee. Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson and I had been investigating
Dick Goodwin’s disappearance, and we
had tracked him to the old house on
the Helmford road. But by the time we
had brought Nelson Lee and the police
on the scene, Goodwin had been taken
away.

But that scrap of paper had been
found—giving us a direct clue to the
junior’s destination. Nelson Lee had
lost no time. In his car he had gone
straight to Bramley Gap, and we had
accompanied him, But on arrival we
had seen nothing. The beach had been
deserted.

The explanation was simple.

s and his confederates had taken
erent route; they had met with
a slight mishap—one of the tyres had
punctured. It was while this repair was
being effected that Nelson Lee had
arrived at Bramley Gap—taking the
other road. Thus we knew ncthing of
what had happened, and Naggs and his
party were also in the dark. Nelson Lee
had gone straight back to St. Frank’s,
telling us that he intended making full
investigations on the morrow,

It seemed, therefore, that Dick Good-
win’s hopes would not be absolutely in
vain.

Goodwin was left quite to himself.
Hour after hour passed, and Naggs and
Williss spent the time in playing cards
by the light of a candle. But at length




4 THE SCHOOLBOY INVENTOR!

they put the cards away, and Mr. Nages
cpened the attache-case. From this he
produced some food, and he and
Williss partook of it heartily. Goodwin
was quite ignored. The lad was feeling
rather faint from hunger, but he set
his n and did not utter a sound.
Never would he ask these men for a
scrap to eat!

At length the dawn came.

It crept in, cold and grey, at the cave
entrance.  And as the minutes went
slowly by the light increased, and
Naggs and Williss became active. The
small boat was hauled down t gh
the narrow entrance of the cave, and
out into the sea.

“Not a soul about and there's quite

mist over the sea,” Naggs remarked.
2 ‘We shall be able to do the trick, and
nobody will see us, Williss.”

Williss nodded,

“It doesn’t particularly matter if we
are seen,” he observes “There is
nothing suspicious in a bowt putting out,
from the shore—people often go fishing
in the carly morning, Naggs. I hhmk
we'd better have the boy with us—
there’s no telling what he’ll get up to
if we leave him alone in that cave.”

“He can’t escape—that’s one thing,”
seid Mr, Naggs. “There’s no other
exit to that cavern and we can easily
stop him if he comes out. But I think
I'll do as you say—he might as well be
with us. We'll go straight off!”

Mr, Naggs went into the cave and
found Goodwin still sitting on the box.

“Come along, my lad!” said Naggs
briskly. “You've asked for trouble,
and you'll get it. You could save your-
self all this bother, if you'd only be
reasonable. But I'm not going to argue
any more—it’s entirely in your hands
now. When you choose to speak, I
shall be ready to listen.”

Goodwin did not choose to speak. He
said nothing, He rose to his feet and
accompanied his captor outside into
the open. The boy was quite glad, for
he was stiff and cold—and the exercise
made him feel better. He wondered

what Naggs was about to do now, and
he looked about him with interest.

The beach was drab and quite de-
serted. Out at sea, just half a mile
from the shore, projected a curicus-
looking object from the water. It was
rather dim and hazy in the mist—but
Dick Goodwin recognised it.

The object was the ruin of an old
lighthouse,

At one time it had been a strong,
stone structure, towering high above
the sea. ' Ity was built upon jagged
rocks, which were a death-trap for any
unwary vessel which happened to come
too close inshore.

Dick Goodwin was too young to re-
member the story of the Bramley Light-
house. Over ten years earlier a fearful
storm had raged, and the lighthouse
had been struck by lightning. The entire
upper portion of it had been destroyed,
leaving only the base.
there, impregnable, defy
do its worst.

And a mile farther out to sea, on a
much larger rock, there had been built
a new lighthouse—a larger and stronger
one. And the old ruin still stood there.

At low tide the rocks were uncovered,
but when the tide was high, the sea
came right up to the stonework of the
building, surging furiously and impo-
tently against the stonework.

Was it possible that Mr. Naggs in-
tended to take Dick Goodwin to this
old ruin? At least, it seemed like it, for
the boat was launched in the fa irly calm
sea, and Williss commenced rowing to-
wards the rocks. The tide was low
now, and the sea was not very heavy.
Dick Goodwin sat in the centre of the
boat, rather interested, but very cold.

All hope was now dying within him.
For, once he was landed on that old
ruin of a lighthouse, he knew very well
that it would be quite impossible for
h m to make any bid for liberty. He
t remain a prisoner until his captors
ded to set him free.

And so, in the cold light of dawm,
with the mist surrounding the whole

s still stood
ng the sea to
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sea, the little boat went straight for the
at last it was safe enough
for Williss to jump ashore. The rocks
were treacherous, for they were covered
with slimy seaweed. However, Williss
managed to keep his feet, and he held
the boat in position while Dick Good-
win climbed ashore. Mr. Naggs came
last, then the boat was hauled up on
the rocks into safety.

“Now, then, my lad,” said Mr. Naggs,
“T suppose you know what the plan is,
ch? You are going to be kept in this
very desirable residence. It is not half
<o dismal as you might think, from the
exterior, In fact, you will be quite
comfortable once you get inside.”

Dick Goodwin nodded.

“I don’t know why you are going to
all this trouble,” he said. “It doesn’t
make any difference to me, Mr. Nages.
Tl never say a word about that inven-
tion, aye, and I'll—"

“That’s all right,” interrupted Mr.
Naggs. “We'll see about that later, my
boy. I don't think you'll be able to
keep up this obstinate spirit for very
long.”

They went over the rocks and at
length arrived at the foot of the stone
lighthouse. From the shore it had not
seemed very large, but now it towered
above massively.

TFor some little distance the stonework
was covered with green, slimy seaweed.
And a rusty, iron ladder, fairly narrow,
was aflized to the stonework. It led
straight upwards to a doorway, which
was quite a long distance from the
ground. The doorway, of course, Was
above high-water mark,

Mr. Naggs grasped the ladder in
order to climb up.

“The boy will come next,” he said.
“You will bring up the rear, Williss.”

“Right!” said the other man. “Go
ahead!”

They climbed up the ladder—a
rather tricky business, for the rungs
were slippery and treacherous. But, at
length, Mr. Naggs arrived at-the door-
It was made of thick iron, and

way.

it was some few moments before he gotb
it open.

But at last he succeeded, and he
stepped into the dark opening. Dick
G win followed him, and then came
Williss.

The iren deor closed, and it seemed
to the Lancashire lad that all hope of
rescue was cut off. He was indeed a
» rer now—marooned in this old
ruin of a lighthouse.

CHAPTER 2.
fuch Excitement!

TOMMY WATSON yawned.

Well, I'm not feeling particu-

Jarly bright this morning,” he re-
marked. “We've had only a few hours’
sleep, you know—and we had a pretty
tiring time of it last night.”

“It won’t hurt you, for once in 2
way, Tommy,” I remarked. “We all
fecl rather heavy this morning, and
that is not to be wondered at. Con-
sidering that we didn’t get to sleep
until four o’clock, and that we got up
at rising hell, as usual, it's 2 wonder
weTe not dozing all the time! How
do you feel, Montie?”

Sir Montie Tregellis-West adjusted
his pince-nez.

“Dear old boy, I don't feel quite up
to the mark—I don’t really,” he re-
plied. “At the same time, as you say,
it won’t do us any harm, for once. And
I am worryin’ about Goodwin. What
has happened to him? Where is he
now?”

“That’s what we all want to know,”
I said. “We know that he was taken
to Bramley Gap by Mr. Naggs and
those other two men. But beyond that
we are in a bit of a fog. We don'y
know what happened to Dick Goodwin
after he was taken down to the beach.
But the guvnor will see to the matter
—don’t you worry!”

Breakfast was already over, and it

would soon be time for morning Jessons.
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The whole school, of course, was
busily discussing the kidnapping of
Dick Goodwin. It was the one topic
of conversation throughout St. Frank’s
~—from the Sixth Form down to the
smallest fags.

The pelice had been informed, and
they were doing their utmost. But
they had drawn a blank, as we already
knew.

Goodwin’s father had been tele-
graphed for, and it was fairly certain
that he would arrive at St. Frank’s that
day. Meanwhile, everybody was talk-
ing, and making suggestions and tell-
ing everybody else how Goodwin ought
to_be searched for.

Handforth, of course, was to the fore.
He considered that this was an oppor-
tunity where he could display his own
remarkable powers of detection.

These remarkable powers were purely
imaginary, of course,” for Handforth
was one of the biggest blunderers under
the sun. He was the only junior in
St. F‘ranks who was not aware of this

facf

”It's all rot to go on like this!” he
declared, as he addressed an audience
in the Triangle. “What we want to do
is to orgamse and get up search parties.
That's my idea, and if anybody here
dxsagrees T’ll punch his nose.”

Nobody disagreed.
This was not very surprising, con-

sidering that Handforth’s audience
consisted solely of Church and
McClure. There had been one or two

others originally, but they had drifted
away, leaving Handforth with nobody
but his own chums to listen to what he
had to say.
Handforth eppeared to be unaware
of the fact until he looked round.
#0n, it’s no good talking, Handy,”
said McClure, “Talking won't do any
good. The best thing to do in this case
is to leave it to the police, and to Mr.
Lee. You can bet your boots that
Mr. Lee is hot on the track. Anyway,
he left St. Frank’s about ten minutes
» ago, and I understand that he won't
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be back during the morning. It’s
certain that he has gone off
re in connection with Good-
win’s disappearance.”

Handforth glared.

“Where are all the other chaps?” he
demanded warmly. “I thought I was
addressing a crowd—not you two asses!
All you can do is to disagree with every-
thing I say!”

“My dear chap, we're not disagree-
ing,” said Church soothingly. “But
what on earth is the good of worry-
ing your. head about Goodwin? He'll
bc found before the day’s out. You
mark my words.”

Handfcrth sniffed.

“A case like this is just where I czm
prove my ability,” he declared. “As
matter of fact, I am thinking about
going to the Head and asking him to
let me have the morning off.”

“What?” yelled Church and
McClure.

“Oh, you can be surprised!” said
Handfo"th grimly. “I mean it! It's

almost certain that the Head will
agree—"
‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cackling idiots!” roared Hand-

forth. “There’s nothing funny in
what I said—"
“Isn't there?” grinned Church SF

think there is! 3

“It's very funny!”
other Jjunior.

“Of course, I knew you'd cackle!”
said Handforth bitterly. ‘“That's what
you usually do—when I make a good
suggestion. I'm going to the Head to
ask him to let me have the mommg

off—and ‘then I shall be able to in-
vestigate this case thoroughly. And’

Il warrant that by dmner—t)me i
brmg Dick Goodmn back with me.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh Hur\dv yowll be the death of
us!” erinned Church. “What's the
use of asking for trouble? If you go
to the Head, yowll only be punished

Ha, ha, hal”
chuckled the

for your cheek. Besides, why do you
\want Lo worry wmsclf over a petty
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little case like this?” he added, with a
wink at McClure.

“Petty little case?” repeated Hand-
forth.

“Of course,” said Church. “That’s
all it is. I'm surprised at you bother-
ing about it, Handy. When you go on
the trail, you want something big,
something startling and difficult.
There’s nothing in this for you to
bring your wonderful detective ability

into operation. It's beneath your
notice.”
Handforth nodded.

“Well, as a matter of fact, it is
rather insignificant!” he admitted.
“I'm more at home in dealing with a
big case. That’s only natural. When
a chap has a lot of detective genius, he
needs something particularly - mysteri-
ous to engross his attention. At the
same time, I rather like Goodwin, and
I think I shall go out on the trail this
morning, and investigate the mystery!”

Church and McClure did their very
best to remain serious. Bub it was
utterly impossible, and the next
moment they were yelling with laugh-
ter. They really couldn’t help it
Handforth was altogether too funny.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you silly lunatics!” howled

Handforth, “I'll teach you not to
laugh at me! Take thatl”
Biff!

Church took something which made
him cease laughing. He sat down on
the ground, and howled.

“And there’s one for you, too!”
roared Handforth, lunging out at Mc-

But the latter junior was rather too
quick. He had seen the fate which had
befallen Church. He dodged and ran
for it,

Just at that moment Reginald Pitt
and Grey and one or two others came
up. They stood looking on with inter-
est as Church picked himself up, ten-
derly holding his nose. i

e

“You—you dangerous idiot!”

T
shouted. “You're too jolly handy with
your fists—"

“Well, 'm not going to take any in-
sults!” said Handforth grimly. “I'm
going straight to the Head, and I'm
going to ask him to give me the morn-
ing off.”

“What for?” inquired Pitt politely.

“I'm going to do some detective
work,” replied Handforth with dignity.

“En?”

«“Some which?”
“Some detective workl” repeated
Handforth, “The Head will give me

the morning off, of course—that's
natural. He knows what I am. And
as soon as I tell him that I mean t6
investigate thc mystery of Dick Good-
win, hell—~

“Give you a good whopping, five
hundred lines, and detention for a fort-
night!” said Pitt. “That’s what the
Head will give you, my son, if you have
the nerve to go to hls study and ask
for the morning off!”

“Rot!” said Handforth., “We'll see
about that. I'm not going to waste my
time in the class-room this morning,
when I can do something a lot better.
That's not my way.”

And Handforth marched off, followed
by the yells of laughter from the other
juniors.

And, true to his word, he went
straight to the headmaster's study.
Dr. Stafford was in, and he listened
patiently to Handforth for a moment
or two. After that several things hap-
pened, and when Handforth emerged
from the Head’s study, he was rubbing
his hands, his face was flushed, and
his eyes were gleaming with rage,

The knowledge that he had to write
five hundred lines did not add to his
enjoyment. And it galled him to think
that his own chums had been quite
right in their predictions. After his
failure to get leave Handforth did not
care to go into the Triangle again.
But when he got to the lobby, he found
quite a number of juniors waiting
there, in order to hear the verdict,
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“Husn!” said Pitt, as Handforth ap-
peared. “The great detective ap-
proaches!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don’t laugh at him!” went on Piit
severely. ““He’s probably deep in
thought. He’s thinking how he can
get on the track of Goodwin.”

“When are you going to sta
Handy?” inquired Grey politely.

Handforth was not the k
to stand chaff without retaliating. And
the next moment he charged forward,
with whirling fists. He was determined
to do some damage—if only for the
vurpose of relieving his feelings. The
juniors dodged wildly.

“Look out,” shouted Pitt,
dangerous! Collar him!”

Before Handforth could land out any
blows, he was seized by many hands,
and then he was flung on the floor,
flat on his back. All the wind was
knocked out of him, and by the time
he rose to his feet he did not feel par-
ticularly like fighting.

“Take it easy, Handy—that's the
best way!” advised Pitt. ““It’s no good
getting excited. Besides, it doesn’t look
well for a famous detective to go about
punching noses!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth breathed hard.

“I'm disgusted!” he said heavily.

“Not with us, I hope, dear old boy?”
inguired Sir Montie.

4r'm disgusted with the Head!” said
Handforth. “I think the Head is old
enough to know better! I offer to
spend all the morning in looking for
Dick Goodwin, and all he can do is to
cane me and give me lines! Is that
what you call gratitude?”

“Well, hardly!” said De Valerie.
should be inclined to call it a neee:
duty!”

“he is

«p
ary

1a, ha, ha!”
“Well anyhow, I'm fed up!”
Hm.dforth “I'm not going to
v services any more—I'm done

said
offer
with,
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“Then it's quite probable that Good-
win will be found!” said Pitt sweetly.

Handforth marched off, very indig-
aud the other feilows were
1sed.  They could not see
in L:Aacbx" the same way as
th saw them; but it was cer-
tain that Handforth was not going to
s great brain by doing any
detective work.
Handforth marched out into the
angle, and collided rather violently

ith somebody Who was just coming

ing

in. e was a rather curious-looki
individual with cxtremely bowed legs.
His face wore an expression of per-
petual gloom, and he possessed ruddy
side-whiskers and red hair. This
melancholy person was Mr. Josh
Cuttle, who was employed on the hou:
uold staff of the Ancient Ho\lse

“By hokey!” said Mr. Cuttle, as
Han dmrm bumped into h)m
“Sor growled H'mdfm th. ™ “I
didn’t sce you, Mr. Cuttie
“There was boys '»vlth eyes, and

there was boys without eyes!” sald Mr.
Cuttle heavily. “I was no vision—I
was solid therefore it was easy for you
to see me, Master Handforth. Why
didn't you see me? Ask me! Because
it was your naturé!”

Handforth paused, and glared at Mr.
Cu lLtl"

“No, youre not a vision!” he said.
“You're 2 nightmare!”

“Which was an insulting remark!™
said Mr. Cuttle gloomily. “But, talk-
ing about nightmares, this was one
which we wes living in. Where was
Master Goodwin? That was something
which was worriting everybody to-day.
Master Goodwin wasn't at St. Frank’s
no more. And why not? Ask me! Be-
cause he was tcok away by villains—he
was kidnapped.”

“But you ought to be cheerful!” put
in Tommy Watson. ©Youre only
gloomy when everything is going right,
Mr. Cuttle. Now that Dick Goodwin
has vanished, I should think you'd be
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going about chuckling and smiling all
over your face!”

Mr. Cuttle shook his head.

“It was no time for smiling, Master
Watson,” he sai

And, shaking his head gloomily. Mr.
Cutitle walked into the Ancient House.
The juniors looked after him rather
curiously. Handforth stalked away
towards the gymnasium.

“Somehow I believe that Cutile *ikes
a particular mterest in Goodwin,” I

can't quite get

ou knuwl I believe
that he's even been guarding Goodwin,
somehow. Don’t you remember how

study at the same time? I can’t help
believing that Mr. Cuttle is at St.
Frank’s for some special purpose—not
merely one of the ordinary employees.”
“That would account for his being
gloomy now,” said Watson. “I ex-
. pected him to go about with a cherubic
smile on his face. He’s always been
longing for something dreadful to
happen, and now that Goodwin has
been kidnapped, he seems to be more
gloomy than ever. He’s a queer old
fish!”

Very soon after then the bell rang
for morning lessons, and we made our
way to the Remove classroom. Mr.
Crowell had some little difficulty with
the Remove that morning, for the
juniors were unusually excited, and did
not settle done to work as they ought
to have done. But the Remove master
was a reasonable man, and he did not
take much notice of the subdued air of
excitement which  pervaded the
Remove.

And when at last lessons were over,
all the juniors were only too glad to
escape from the class-room. They were
cager to find out if any fresh news
had turned up concerning Dick Good-
win.

_There was nothing fresh, however.
No news had come in, and the boy from
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Lancashire was still missing. I was
rather impatient for dinner to be over,
for Tregellis-West and Watson and
myself had already planned we
should do during the afterncon, which
was a half-holiday.

Ordinarily we should have gone on
to Littleside, and we should have
practised football, but there was some-
thing far more important to do on this
particular afternoon. It was our inten-
tion to go to Bramley Gap as soon as
possible on our bicycles,

“The guv'nor went hours ago,” I
said. “By this time he has probably
found out all sorts of things. Well,
we’'re going now, and we shall sce
what’s been happening.”

And so, as soon as dinner was OVer,
we got on our bicycles and pedalled
along towards Bramley. It was only a
small fishing village, and it was situated
along the coast, some twelve or fifteen
miles away.

At the same time, Handforth, Church
and McClure cycled off to Caistowe,
where they intended to take out a boa
Church and McClure only went be-
cause Handforth insisted upon them
going. It was better and easier to agree
at once to the proposal. If they ob-
Jjected, it would only mean trouble, and
Church and McClure had long since
learned that it was far better to give
Handforth his head, particularly when
he was in a grumpy mood.

But that visit to Caistowe was to lead
to quite unexpected things!

ey

CHAPTER 3.
The Lancashive Lad’s Peril!
ELSON LEE was In a somewhat
N precarious position.

He lay full length on the grass,
and his head projected over the edge
of the cliff. Right below him lay the
beach, deserted and dreary, with the
waves breaking noisily on the shingle,
There was not a soul to be seen—not
a house, and not a vessel. Only a few
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gulls hovered about, and the wind blew
keenly from the sea.

Nelson Lee had been in his present
position for some little time. He was
watching the beach carefully and
closely. Away to his right lay Bramley
Gap. But Lee had not thought it ad-
ble to venture down upon the beach
t; he had decided to scrutinise the
Toreshore carefully from the top of the
cliif. He was completely concealed
there, for only his head projected over
the edge.

Lee did not exactly know how to
commence his operations. He was
quite sure that Dick Goedwin had been
brought to the beach at about this spot,
and Lee was very interested in the old
ruined lighthouse, which lay only half
a mile from the shore. Somehow he
naturally connected that old ruin. with
the fact that Goodwin had been
brought here in the dead of the night.

It was just after noon now, and Lee
was rather worried because he had not
arrived earlier, But he had been d
layed in Bannington, the police requi
ing his presence in connection with an-
other criminal affair which had
recently taken place.

At last, however, Lee had managed
to get away, and he was now taking a
few preliminary observations before
getting to work,

It was extremely lucky that he did
so, for, only a few minutes later, two
men suddenly came within sight, almost
immediately beneath the spot where
Nelson Lee was crouching. The two
men had appeared from a hidden cave
mouth, and they were, of course, Naggs
and Wiiliss.

The watching detective felt convineed
that these were the men who had kid-
napped Dick Goodwin.

He could see them distinctly down
on the shingle. They were not local
fishermen or inhabitants of the district
—Lee could see that at once. The men
were attired in ordinary lounge suits
and bowler hats. They were, in fact,
quite out of place on that lonely beach,

Vi
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and their actions, as it happened, fully
coincided with Nelson Lee’s own con-
victions.

After looking up and down the beach
in a keen way, Mr. Naggs and his com-
panicn re-entered the cave, and pre-
senfly appeared with a boat. It was
not a large hoat, and it was quite easy
for the two men to push it down the
shingleto the water. The very fact
that this boat had been concealed in
the cave told Nelson Lee at once that
there was something sinister about the
movements of these men on the beach.
Had they been local fishermen, or
local residents even, they would never
have gone to the trouble of concealing
the boat in a cave,

Very soon the little craft was bobbing
about on the rather choppy sea, and
Mr. Naggs was rowing vigorously. And
the boat was being steered in a straight
line for the old ruined lighthouse.
Nelson Lee nodded grimly to himself,

“As I thought!” he murmured.
“Goodwin is there—I'm quite certain
of that. These rascals have imprisoned
him in the lighthouse. Well, they will
not have everything their own way
much longer. To begin with, I shall get
in this little cave.”

The boat, as Lee had anticipated,
went right round the rocks, until at
last it disappeared from view. The
detective had already gathered that
the entrance to the lighthouse was on
the other side—the seaward side.

And now, free from observation, he
rose to his feet and walked qmc.dy to-
wards Bramley Gap. His walk presently
broke into a trot, and he arrived on
the beach within a very few minutes.
Then, after assuring himself that the
boat was still out of sight, he walked
quickly across the shmgle near the
clilt-face. He could see ho cave open-
ing whatever; but he judged that this
was concealed. And he was right in
this respect, for, quite suddenly, he

came upon the cave entrance tucked
away in a little cutting in the cliff-face.

Nelson Lee bent down and walked
straight into the cave. He quite



THE SCHOOLBOYS’

ealised that a third man might be
thelc, but he was prepared for ths,
and, with a revolver in his
v\cnt boldly into the cave. In hls other

h the narrow
have been
| big enough to allow the passage
of the boat—he found himself in a
fairly large cavern, with a high roof.
And it did not take Nelson Lee long
to discover that the cavern was com-
pletely deserted.

He looked round with interest, and
r some little time he was busily en-
gaged in examining the few objects
which Mr. Naggs had left behind. It
was obvious to Nelson Lee that the men
had every intention of returning to the
cave—and Lee, without much hesita-
tion, decided upon a plan of action.

1

Meanwhile, Mr. Na.ggs and his com:
panion had arrived at the lighthouse.

ladder, and entered the old ruin by
means of the iron door.

They found themselves in a stone
passage; but it was not dark, even with
the iron door closed, for plenty of light
came from the other end of the pas-
sage. Moving along, the two men
:)nsencly came into what had once been
one of the living-rooms of the light-
house. It was now a ruin.

Overhead there was the dull sky, with
masses of broken stonework lying
everywhere. The jagged edges of the
old wall projected upwards, forming a
kind of pit. Everything was moist and
damp with the spray from the sea.

They did not remain here for long.
Over in one part of the floor a flight
of stone steps led downwards, and all
was darkness below. Mr. Naggs pro-
duced an electric torch, and, with this
switched on, he passed down the steps,
with Williss at his heels.

The stairs were circular, and pre-
sently the two men came upon a stout
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door, which was bolted on the outside.
The bolts were soon shot back.

Passing through the door wny, the
two men found themselves in a large,
cold apartment, It had been at one
time a store-room. And nww, seated on
a large coil of old rope, was Dick
Goodwin, The lad was looking rather
pale and worn out; but, if his body had
lost sume of its strength, his will was
as determined and as strong as ever.

“Well, my lad, how do you like soli-
tary confinément?” inquired Mr. Naggs
smoothly. “It is now nearly one o’clock
and you have been here since dawn,
HOW are you feeling?

Goodwin’s eyes blazed.

“I_ot you care, you scoundrel!” he
exclaimed, jumping to his feet, and
clenching his fists. “If you think you
can starve me into submission you have
made a mistake. Aye, you have that!”

“Still obstinate, I take it!” said
Naggs. “Very well, young man—I shall
give you ten minutes now—ten
minutes in which to decide. If you will
speak up, 2ll well and good. But i
yau don’t speak up—it will be bad tor
you

“I shall not say a word!” said Good-
win_quietly.

“We'll see,” said Mr. Naggs.

He nodded to Williss, and the pair of
them moved out of the store-room, and
closed the door behind them, rebolting
it. Then they mounted the stairs until
they were in the ruined chamber above,
with the dull, cloudy sky overhead.
Mr. Naggs uttered a curse, and lit a
cigarette

“The obstinate young fool!” he said.
“I thought he’d be submissive this time
—after remaining here since dawn. But
nothing seems to break his spirit!”

“Well, we must do something!” said
Williss. “The idea of starving him
won't do—he’ll stand out for days—
perhaps over a week. We can’t afford
to remain here all that time, Naggs.
The police are looking -for the boy,
remember, and they migk® be able to,
trace him here—"
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“There's no need to tell me that, you
fool!” muttered Naggs. “I know as
well as you do that we must get this
job finished at once. And I mean to
make that boy tell us the secret’ this
time!”
Williss looked at his chief curiously.
“What do you intend to do?” he

asked.

“T will tell you!” said Naggs. “If
Goodwin is still obstinate—as I expect
he will be—we’ll bring him up and bind
him to that iron ladder, on the outside
of the lighthouse.”

“But the tide comes over that ladder,
Naggs!” said Williss, startled.

“Yes—I know that!”

But, you don’t mean to say:

“Wait till I've finished,” said Mr.
Naggs. “Well bind the boy to that
iron ladder and row away again. The
tide is fairly low just now—although it
is coming in. In about two hours from
now the tide will be fully up—and that
ladder will be nearly submerged.”

—“guc somebody else might spot him

“That’'s very improbable,” inter-
rupted Mr, Naggs. “The ladder faces
seawards, and the other lighthouse is a
good distance away. And it is quite
impossible to see that ivon ladder from
the shore. There are no fishing boats
about this district, and so we are quite

safe.”

“But what is the idea?” asked
Williss.
o “I6 will f ten the » replied
Mr., Naggs. When we come back,

when the tide is nearly up, I think
Good\,\'\n will be ready to speak.”

at ought to shift him!” said
1t’s not a bad scheme, Naggs,

but we must be careful. The sca’s
rather rough, you know.”
“Oh, that’s nothing!” interrupted

“The sea may be rough,
s all the better—it will scare
the kid out of his wits. When we come
back and ask him to speak up, he will
be only too willing. It's the cnly way.

XK: can’t afford to waste any further
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He glanced at his watch.

“Only another two minutes,” he said.
“We might as well be getting down.”

They passed down the stone stairs
once more, and re-entered the store-
room. Goodwin had apparently been
walking about, for he faced his perse-
cutors almost as soon as they entered
the door.

“Well? What have you got to
now, Goodwin?” asked Mr. Na:
“Are you willing to speak,

“Ip5 a waste of time!” interrupted
the boy. “You'll never force me to tell
you my secret.”

Mr. Naggs frowned.

“Very well,” he said grimly. “Well
sce what we can do with you,

obstinate young man. I'm inclined to
think that you will alter your tone very
shortly. Take hold of him, Williss, We
may as well rope him up here!”

Goodwin resisted vigorously, but in a
'y short space of time, he was bound
plessly. His wrists were tied behin
ack, and his ankles were secure!
tethered. And then he was taken up
from the old store-room to the semi-
demolished chamber. And from there
he was taken along the passage to the
iron door. This was flung wide open,
and Mr. Naggs looked out cnraf\my.

“All clear!” he exclaimed. “Not a
boat in sight, and it’s quite hazy over

towards the lighthouse. They can't s:
what’s happening here. We're safe
enough, Williss. Bring the boy out!”

Mr, Naggs was speaking in a very
harsh, callous tone. He was adopting it
purposely. By nature, Naggs was a
scheming rascal, but did not mtcnd
to in]me his young prisoner. But, for
the purposes of his present scheme, it
was necessary for him to act the pfut.

Goodwin himself was rather startl

“What are you going to do with me?”
he asked huskily.

“You will see soon enough,
obstinate brat!” said Mr.
harshly.

It was not long before Dick Goodwin
{ found out the truth. For, after he had
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been forced through the iron doorway,
he was held in position some little dis-
tance down the iron ladder. And there,
while Williss held him in position from
above, Mr. Naggs securely bound the
boy to the iron rungs of the ladder.

“Now, my lad, T'll explain the posi-
tion,” said Mr. Naggs grimly. “You
have been bound here, and before long
the tide will be coming up. The waves
will come right over this ladder—right
over your head! It rests with you
whether you live, or whether you die in
this miserable way. If you give me your
word now that you will tell me the
secret of your invention, I will cut the
ropes. If you don’t tell me, you will be
left here.”

“I will not tell you,” said Goodwin
firmly.

Mr. Naggs nodded.

“Very well,” he said. “You will
remain here—until the tide comes up.
We are going away now, and we shall
not return until you are nearly sub-
merged. Then we shall ask you for the
last time. Remember that, my lad—for
the last time!”

“By gum!” shouted Goedwin, his
eyes blazing. “I will never speak—not
if you kill me!”

Mr. Nagzs said no more. He was
quite certain that, later on, when the
tide was up, Goodwin would be of a
very different frame of mind.

Two minutes later the boat was in the
water, and Naggs and Williss were row-
ing away from the old ruined light-
house. Dick Goodwin was left there,
bound helplessly—and the tide was
coming in rapidly.

T Lancashire lad’s predicament
was a terrible one!

CHAPTER 4.
Left to His Fatel
R. NAGGS chuckled as he
M straightened up after passing
through the narrow entrance of
the ca Behind him was Williss, and
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the two men had only just finished
hauling up their boat from the sea.

“Thatll teach the young brat a
lesson!” said Mr. Naggs presently. “By
thunder, he'll speak after this, T'll war-
rant! When we go back to him in half
an hour’s time, he'll be ready to babble
out the whole truth!”

lehss shook his head.

‘m not so sure about that,” he
said. “The kid’s obstinate.”

“But think of the fright hell get,
man!” said Mr. Naggs, lighting a
cigarette.

“Oh, he'll get a fright all right, I'm
not questioning that!” said the other
man. “At the same time, when he
finds out that we don't mean anything
serious he'll shut up like a mouse-
trap.”

“But he won’t find it out, you idiot!”
said Mr. Naggs impatiently. “When
we go back to him we shall make him
believe that we intend to lcave him
there to die unless he speaks.

Williss stirred up the powdery sand
Wth the toe of his boot.

“Well, I don’t quite like the whole
thing, Naggs,” he declared. ¢It’s a bit
too ns‘/.y f.c my mind.”

“Ris]

S, thats what I said,” repeated
Williss. “The sea is fairly rough this
afternoon, and it will get rougher, I
believe. The tide’s coming in fast.”
“It won't get rougher! Don’t you be
a mervous fool!” said Mr. Naggs
“And it won't do any harm

. I'm absolutely sick
of his obstinacy, and that’s why I'm
teaching him this lesson!”

Williss shrugged his shoulders.

“Wwell, it’s your idea, Naggs, so if
anything goes Wrong, don’t blame me!”
he said.

“You needn’t get the wind up,
shan’t blame you!” said Naggs sho:ﬂy.

The two stood there, waiting.

Twenty minutes or more elapsed, and
then Williss crouched down, and passed
out through the cave entrance. He
stood there for some minutes, with
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the wind blowing furiously in his face,
carrying with it many drops of rain.
The sea was now much rougher.
Splashes of spray were dashing up on
the lighthouse,

Williss watched the waves as they
burst thunderously on the shingle, and
there was an uneasy feeling within
him. Their boat was a small one, and,
with the tide coming in, it would be
rather difficult to launch the little
craft. The sea had become much
rougher during the last fifteen minutes.

He turned, and re-entered the cave.

“Look here, Naggs, I think we'd
better go back at once!” he said
quickly. “The sea’s very rough—the
waves are breaking on the shore with
great force! We shall never be able
to launch the boat!”

“You always were a bit of a coward,
Williss!” said Mr. Naggs. ‘‘Don't show
the white feather, man! We shall be
able to launch the boat. There’s no
need for you to—"

“I tell you it’s serious!” interrupted
‘Williss fiercely. “I agreed to help you
in this affair, Naggs, because you told
me that you didn’t mean to harm the
boy at all. But this will be murder.”

r. Naggs swore.

“Confound you, Williss, you're abso-
lutely one mass of nerves!” he snapped.
“There’s no danger at all. The sea
is a bit choppy, I'll admit, but I can
handle a boat, and——"

“Come and look for yourself, if you
don’t believe me!” interjected Williss.
“A squall has come down—and the
wind is simply howling. The waves are
double as big as they were twenty
minutes ago!”

Nages flung his cigarette end down.

“I'll come and have a look—but I'm
hot going out yet!” he said. “That
boy must have a proper lesson.”
Williss did not reply, and the two
men bent down, and passed out
ﬂ.xrough the low entrance until they
Were standing in the open air. The
wind almost took Mr. Naggs' breath
$ivay as he stood upright, and rain beat

uriously: into his face. He was more
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than a little alarmed. He had not ex-
pected such a change in the weather
conditions in so short a space of time.

he waves were breaking on the
shingle with a roar which filled his

ars.

“By thunder!” said Mr. Naggs be-
tween his teeth,

“Well,” demanded Williss, “what
about it? Don't you think we'd better
go ab once, Naggs? Unless we hurry
we shall never be able to get the boat
out at all—and that kid will die there.”

“It's worse than I thought,” sal
Naggs quickly. “All right—we'll go
out now, Williss. But there’s no need
for you to be alarmed—we shall do it
all right.”

‘They hurried down the shingle, to
the spot where they had left the boat.
Then, with some difficulty, they pushed
it down to the waves. It was a tricky
business, launching the little craft, but,
at last, they succeeded, and then, bob-
bing up and down in what seemed a
very dangerous manner, the boat was
pulled out towards the lighthouse.

The sea was far rougher than Mr.
Naggs had imagined—now that he was
on the water he knew this, It was very
difiicult to row, and the boat was tessed
hither and thither.

Meantime, Dick Goodwin was in a
terrible position.

At first, things had not seemed so
bad. He was roped to the ladder, it
was true, but the waves were a good
way off, and he only received a burst
of spray now and again. But then that
squall had come down.

It burst with great force, and the

vaves were larger and more dangerous.
nd cut like ice, and Dick Good-

win was soon drenched from head to
foot by

splashes of spray which
irling up from the breakers.
ed with cold, half dazed by the
7, Goodwin could do nothing. He
could not even protect his face, for his
hands were bound behind his back.
‘The ordeal he was passing through was
an awful one.

He was desperate now, and he
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gled and struggled—attempting to
geb free from his bonds. But this was
a hopeless task, The ropes had been
tied strongly, and they were now wet
and hard. It was impossible to shift
them even a fraction of an inch.

The minutes sped by-—although, to
the helpless boy, they seemed to
hours. The tide crept up, and the
rocks all round were becoming covered.
Dick vaguely wondered how long it
would be belore the water would sub-
merge him entirely. Already it was
level with his feet.

The lad had given up looking for
essistance which never came. But the
faint sound of oars in fowlocks came
to his ears, and he looked up. Then he
started, and a little gasp came into
his throat. His eyes opened wide, and
there was infinite relief in their ex-
pression. He swallowed something with
difficulty.

“By gum!” he muttered.

For there, rounding the edge of the
foam-encircled rocks, was a small boat!
Dick recognised its occupants at once.
They were Naggs and™Williss, His
captors had, come to restue him.

The boy knew that he would be still
kept a prisoner, but this was of little
consequence at the moment. He was
about to be saved from a terrible death
—and all else was insignificant.

However, a firm resolve came into
Dick’s heart. He would never give up
the secret which Naggs was so anxious
to obtain. This experience had not
weakened his resolve.

He watched the boat with eager in-
terest. It was tossing up and down on
the waves like a cockle-shell, and it was
only with extreme difficulty that Mr.
Naggs succeeded in controlling it.
‘Williss, \\uth nerx ous  eyes,

watching the r

“Not so near you fool!” he shouted
hoarsely. “If once we touch we shall
be smashed to atoms! We can’t get
on to these rocks In this sea—"

“We might draw in close, and you

was

be | other man,
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can grab the ladder,” said Naggs. “I'll
wait until the sea calms a bit, then
we 11 have a try—-"
No, no!” yelled Williss frantically.
“We shall be drowned!”
“But we must—-"

“The rocks—the rocks!” gasped the
“We can’t get near, Naggs
—we can’t do it, I tell you! I told you
what it would be—I knew all along
that it was a mad idea! We can't get
near the boy!”

“Stop that, you cowardly hound!”
snapped Naggs. “We didn't know the
seg would get so rough!”

Boom! Crash!

The waves broke with a deafening
roar against the rocks. Naggs was
pale, and his face was drawn. He was
beginning to realise that Williss was
right.

It was, indeed, impossible to get near
the ladder.

Before either of the men could grasp

the rusty ironwork, the boat would be
lifted up and sent crashmg against the
walls of the lighthouse, or, against the
seaweed-covered rocks, which raised
their ugly tips above water here and

ere,

“Not so close, you fool!” shouted
Williss. “We shall be smashed! Look
out! ot wave—- Oh, good
heavens!”

The little boat was lifted up on the
crest of a wave, and it was only by
skilful oarsmanship that Mr. Naggs
succeeded in averting disaster. That
same_ wave smothered Dick Goodwin
completely, and he was left drlppmu
with water and gasping.

“Help!” he shouted huskily.
quick—"
~The rest of his words were drowned
in the roar of the surf.

“We can't do it, Naggs!” gasped
Williss. “Let’s get back. It's madness
to stop here! We shall have to get
right away, before the police can dis-
cover anythi)

Naggs nodded grimly

And, a moment later. the boat was

“Be
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heading for the shore rxs rapidly as
Mr. Naggs could propel

Dick Goodwin, tied hc;plefsx to that
jron ladder, had been left to his fate!

CHAPTER 6.
A swim for Life!

* QU fool! You madman!”
Y Williss was nearly frantic
with alarm and terror. He
and Mr. Naggs had just got into the
cave, and Williss was chilled with cold,
and the terror of the Law was in his
heart.

“I knew what it would be!” he went
on, almost sobbing with fright. “That
boy will be drowned! Well, it wasn’t
my fault, I warned you all along. You
are responsible, Naggs!”

“Shut up, hang you!” snarled Naggs,
who was in no mood to listen to the
wailings of his companion. “There’s
no sense in talking like that! How was
I to know that the sea would get so
rough?”

“Can’t we do anything to rescue chc
boy?” asked Williss desperately.

“Nothing—unless you care to swim
out,” replied Naggs grimly. ¢That
might be successful. A strong swimmer
could do the trick, I dare say. But
we're not great on swimming, Williss.
T'm upset about this. I didn’t mean to
hurt the boy. - And now hell be
drowned out there!”

Williss turned suddenly, with a gasp.

“I—I—I heard something!” he stam-
mered. y

“Don’t be a nervous fool!” snapped
Naggs. “There’s nothing:- B;
thunder!”

A dim, gloomy form loomed up from
the dense shadows at the rear of the
cave.

“Hands up—the pair of you!” ex-
claimed & cold, grim voice.

Naggs uttered a furious,
oath.

“Lee!” he hissed. “Nelson Lee!”
LThc men were right; it was Nelsen

ee.

&

startled

-| Goocdwin.
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Nelson Lee, filled with horror and
alarm and fury. He had been waiting
for these men to come back with Dick
He had been waiting until
they rescued the boy from his perilol!s
position. And now the great detective
understood, by the few words he had
already overheard, that the Lancashire
lad had been left out there, bound to
that old lighthouse, in a position of
deadly peril. Goodwin, in fact, had
been left to die!

And Nelson Lee, knowing that every
second was of value, had emerged from
his hiding-place. It was the only
course, since it was necessary to take
action immediately.

“Hands up!” repeated Nelson Lee
curtly. “You are both covered, and at
the first sign of treachery I shall fire!”

“IHang you!” snarled Naggs desper-
atel

He acted with the rapidity of light-
ning. The man was desperate. He
knew very well that this would be the
end if he allowed himself to be cm—
tured and for a second he ““saw red

The e!cctrxc torch which Naggs had
held in his hand went shooting through
the air. Nelson Lee had not been pre-
pared for this rapid act on Naggs’
part; but the detective dodged, for he
caught a momentary glimpse of the
torch as it came speeding towards him.

Nelson Lee had been just too late,
and the hard corner of the torch struck
him a glancing blow. But it came with
tremendous violence, and Nelson- Lee
staggered back, half dazed, and bowled
completely off his feet.

Nages and Williss were both in a
state of mad panic, and they doubled
up and passed swiftly out through the
rock entrance. en, arriving on the
shingle, they dashed away along the
beach—but not in the direction of
Bramley G They went the other
way, following the base of the cliff,
and they soon disappeared round one
of the jutting points.

Nelson Lee had been left in the cave,
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1ying still and silent on the floor, but
t 3 meat detective was only moment-

ily stunned. He sat up almost as
so(‘n as the two rascals had disap-
pear:d Except for a slight dizziness
and a large bump on his head, Nelson
Lee was quite all right.

He struggled to his feet. He did not

give a thought to the two men who
w_or other,
ad e lighthouse,

and not a second was to be wasted.

Lee flung his revolver down, and then
beat low and went out through the
cave exit at the double. He went dash-
ing down the shingle, tearing ofl his
coat and waistcoat as he did so. Ar-
riving at the water’s edge, he bent
down and rapidly divested himself of
his boots, and he was just about to
plunge into the water when he heard
a  shout—or, rather, two or three
shouts

Nelson Lee turned, and saw three
figures running over the rough, loose
shingle. Those three figures bslonged
to Sir Montie Tregellis-West, Tommy
Watson, and myself. We had only just
come down the Gap, and, upon arriving
on the beach, we had secen Nelson Lee
at once.

“Guv’'nor!” I yelled, waving my hand.

“Hold on, sir!” shouted Tommy
Watson,

Nelson Lec just gave us one glance,
and then he waved his hand, and
blunged info the sea without wasting a
moment. A great wave broke over
him, but hA cmcrged amid the foam,
and we co see him striking out
powerfully An(l rapidly towards the old,
wrecked lighthouse.

“Well, I'm hanged!” I _exclaimed
bre:{thlcsﬂ{ coming to a halt.

e must be mad!” gaspes S
“Really, dear old boy: - p A Watson.
“But it’s suicide to :wxm out in that

seal” went on Watson, horrified.
“And what does it mean, anyhow?
Mr. Lee must have gone off his rocker,
you_know.”

“Don’t you believe it,” I interrupted.
“He has a very good reason for swix
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ming out like this; you can be abso-
lutely certain of that. I wouldn't mind
betting he’s gone out after Goodwin,
to rescue .the chap.”

“My only hat!”

We stood on the shingle, excited and
rather agitated. We watched Nelson
Lee as he struck out agalnst the in-
coming tide. I was surprised, for the
guv'nor was fighting his way through
the water as though his very life de-
pended upon it  We could only see the
guv'nor’s head now and again, for the
waves were big, and he was concealed
for the most part of the time, and at
last he disappeared altogether, Search
as we would, we could see no sign of
him.

Watson'’ s faﬁe was rather pale as he

Lurned to

He—lé',s dlsappea'ed"‘ muttezcd
Tommy. “Do—do you thinl

“That he’s gone under?” I said.

“Rather
those rocks, Tommy, and there's no
need for you to worry. The guv'nor
has swum in worse seas than this
before now—and greater distances,
too.”

But it was a very perilous under-
taking that Nelson Lee had essayed.
The sea was even rougher than he had
supposed. But he fought against the
waves grimly, and with an iron deter-
mination, and, foot by foot, he drew
nearer to those foam-smothered rocks.

At last he had passed them, and then
he struck out round to the other side

of the wrecked lighthouse. And,
through the spray, he could catchi
ghmasos now and again, of the

iron ladder, and he could distinctly sec
Dick Goodwin’s figure bound there.
The lad was motionless, and Lee be-
lieved that he was insensible.

The sea, even when compara
smooth, was now well over Gool
waist, and the waves were dashing over
his head, soaking him and smothering
him. Even now it would be touch and
go. The detective struck out fiercely
and powerfully for that ladder.

The sea had now covered the rocks,
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and it was thus possible for the detec-
tive to swim right up close to the stone-
work of the lighthouse. But he had to
be very careful, for if he happened to
get caught in one of those waves, he
would be dashed against the stone-
work.

And so he awaited his opportunity,
and at last, in a comparatively calm
sea, Lee swam rapidly forward. Even
as it was a wave overtook him, and sent
him whirling forward helplessly. It
was a critical moment.

most_ by a miracle, it seemed,
Nelson Lee escaped being dashed
against the lighthouse. And now he
was right close to the ladder. Three
powerful strokes, and he grasped one
of the rungs. He hauled himself up,
and clung there desperately.

A wave came roaring up behind, and
it broke with terrific force. Lee was
i but he clung
there, and the water subsided.

He hauled himself up until he was
mmcdxately beside Goodwin.

“Thank Heaven you have come, sir!”
gasped the boy weakly.

“Bear up, Goodwin! Do not
despair,” said Nelson Lee huskily. “We
shall soon have you out of this predica-
ment, lad. When I cut you free, make
no attempt to swim. I will take you
safely back to the shore.”

“You—you can’t do it, sir,” said
Goodwin faintly. “In—in this sea—aye,
it’s impossible, sir! Wouldn't it be
better to get up into the lighthouse?
We shall be safe there until the tide
goes down.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“A good suggestion, Goodwin,” he
said. “Yes, we will get up into the
lighthouse, into safety. But I must
cut you free first.”

Clinging there, Nelson Lee felt in
his trousers pocket—a somewhat diffi-
cult task, considering that his clothing
Wwas clinging to him in a most uncom-
fortable manner. But after a while
Lee succeeded in pulling out a sharp
pocket-knife. Opening a blade, he
proceeded to slash at the ropes which

bound Goodwin to the ladder, and at
length the lad was free. But he was
numbed with cold, and although he
tried desperately to cling to the iron-
work, he failed.

As the last band of rope gave way,
Goodwin fell forward. Nelson Lee at-
tempted to save the lad, and he would
probably have done so, but just at that
moment another big wave came along,
and Goodwin was washed away from
the ladder in the foam and smother.

But Lee succeeded in
boy’s foot. he, too, v

way. A few seconds later they were
both well clear of the lighthouse, and
Lee was grasping the semi-conscious
boy grimly. It was too late now to
enter the lighthouse. There was only
one poscible course to pursue. Lee
would have to get back to the shore,
and, once clear of the rocks, this would
not be such a difficult task.

But the trouble was in getting clear
of the rocks. Lee was greatly handi-
capped by his burden. The pair were
carried on the crest of a wave, help-
lessly, and unable to do anything.

Nelson Lee's efforts were quite In
vain. The great detective felt a jar
which went through his whole body.
He almost lost his grip on the boy.

For his left side i
one of the jutting rocks.
that rock was smooth, and Lee
only just glanced it.

Even as it was, however, Lee’s left
arm was quite useless. It was numb
and racked with pain. He could not
use it at all.

And this was a disaster.

For Lee was seriously handicapped.
He was holding Dick Goodwin with his
right hand, and he had been using his
left to strike out for the shore; bub
Wwith his left hand he could do nothing.

t really seemed as though Nelson

’3

F]

Lee’s wonderful swim had been in vain.’

Not only would Dick Goodwin drown,

but Nelson Lee himself would perish in

an attempt to save the boy.
Fortunately, he and Goodwin were

now clear of the rocks, and they were'
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nt towards the beach. But
that long before they got
would be submerged. Lee's
vas already giving way, and
a terrible distance to the
He would never be able to do
it! he knew that.

r Goodwin, the lad was beyond

any effort on his own part. He hung
limp in Nelson Lee's grip, and he was
ly unconscious. He was a

dead-weight upon his rescuer.
Nelson Lee’s thoughts were bitter as
ept up that uneven struggle, that
which he instinctively knew
d in failure.

And then it seemed as though voices
came to him. He heard shouts—ex-
cited, desperate shouts. But they were
thousands of miles away, it seemed,
and one of the voices was strangely
reminiscent of Edward Oswald Hand-
forth!

Lee turned his head and saw, not
fifteen yards distant, a beat tossing
in the angry sea. A sailing-boat, wit]
the canvas torn to shreds round the
mast, and with three figures plainly
visible—the figures of Handforth,

hurch, and McClure!  All three
Juniors were staring at Nelson Lee, and
the boat was rocking about wildly, ob-
viously out of control.

“Boys!"” gasped Nelson Lee faintly.

“Hang on, sir!” came a roar in
Handforth’s voice. “We're drifting to-
wards you. We shall soon be along-
1slde! Hang on, and we’ll haul you
n1”

Surely it was the Hand of Providence
which had caused that helpless boat to
drift to this spot!

CHAPTER &,
All Sereno!
ANDFORTH & CO. had had
rather a terrifying time of it.

Arriving in Caistowe, Hand-
forth had declded that it was an ideal
day to take out a sailing-boat. It
Wasn’t, and, in spite of his chums’ pro-

fest, he had had his way.
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The result had been a minor catas«
trophe. ~ Well out to sea, the sudden
squall which had sprung up had caught

hem unprepared, and knowing little
What to do to control the sailing-boat
in the strong wind. The sails had
very soon been ripped to shreds, and
with their craft helpless and unman-
ageable, they had drifted with the sea;
they had been tossed about, hither and
thither, until they felt sick and chilled
to_the marrow.

But to their great joy they had found
that they were getting nearer and
nearer to the beach, and they had
reckoned that they would just miss
those treacherous rocks near the
ruined lighthouse, and would go inshore
in a fairly safe place. And then, quite
suddenly, they had caught sight of
Nelson Lee and Goodwin.

Now, thrilled with excitement, and
forgetting all about their discomforts,
the chums of Study D waited for a
moment when they would be able to
seize the pair in the water. They were
drifting nearer and nearer—already
they were within five yards.

“If’s all right, sir; we can’t miss you
now!” shouted Handforth, between
chattering teeth.

A wave sent the boat surging forward,
and the next moment Nelson Lee and
Goodwin were right under the stern.
The boat would have swept by, but
McClure gave a desperate leap, and
his outstretched hand grasped the de-
tective’s shoulder. After that it was
a comparatively simple matter, S

Goodwin was hauled into the boat
first. He was still conscious, but he
sank into a heap on the floor of the
boat. Nelson Lee was pulled in next,
and the detective breathed a sigh of
thankfulness.

“I don’t pretend to know how you
boys came to be here,” he exclaimed,
“but you arrived in the very nick of
time, Handforth! You have saved my
life and Goodwin’s!”

“We're jolly glad to have been of
help, sir!” said Handforth, “We didn't
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know we wcre coming this way
just chance

The ‘)ont drifted nearer and nearer
to the shore. The tide was running in
fast now, and it was inevitable that the
boat would be cast ashore soomer or
later

It was going towards the shingle in
an oblique direction, and with every big
wave that came along, the boat was
lifted and talken nearer and nearer to
safety.

And on the shingle stood Tregell
West and Watson and myself. We were
watching excitedly. We had scen
nearly evcrythmg, and we knew that
the ‘guv'nor was safe, and that Dick
Goodwin had been rescued. But we
were certainly amazed to find Hand-
forth & Co. there, in a boat which was
beyond control.

Seeing that the little craft was
coming ashore, we kept pace with it,
and ran along the shingle, remaining
oppesite all the time.

At last the boat was quite close in-
shore, and we believed that it would be
sent safely on the shingle on the crest
of a wave; but this was not the case.

ust_at the critical moment the sea

tvvbted the boat broadside on, and the

next moment it was lifted high and

flung down in the surf, overturning and
ﬂmgmg its occupants into the foam.

on!” I yelled. “We can lead

If we don't, theyll be

it was

g

a hand here!
drowned!”

I charged into the water, fully
clothed, and my chums came dashing
in after me. We were nearly sent bowl-
ing by one of the great waves which
ceme tumbling in. Everything was
confusion for a moment or two.

Nelson Lee succeeded in getting him-
self ashore, and he had Dick Goodwin
with him; but Handforth and Church
and McClure were dazed and bew!
dered.

Tommy, Sir Montie, and I soon
reached them, and succeeded in haul-
ing them ashore. At last we were all
standing beyond reach of the waves—
exhausted. but triumphant
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Dick Goodwin was the only one
amongst us who was not ab; i
to his feet The poor chap was nearly
done. Nelson Lec attempted to lift
Goody in his arms, but he failed,
and I noticed the lomz of pain on the
guvnor’s face as he lifted his left arm.

“A‘nv‘l\lr” the maftcx, sir?” I

‘Yrs, Nipper——my arm!” said Nelson
Lee. “I was dashed against the rocks,
and I am hadly bruised, believe.
Help me with Goodwin, wxll you?”

“Right you are, sir,” I said quickly.

“We must carry him up the Gap,
and then make our way to a little
group of cottages which stands about
half a mile distant,” said Nelson Lee.
“We all need dry clothing, and we
mugt not wait a moment here.”
‘But—but I don’t understand,

sir

“There is no time for explanations
now, Nipper!” interrupted Lee grimly.
“We must get these wet clothes off,
and Coodwin mLst be attended to.
The poor lad i a bad way. Comel”
1t was ccr'a‘nl_,r nnpmsmle to go into
any quesmo s or datmls now, and =0
we staggerx
Bramley G’Lp Nelson Lee
ported Dick Goodwin; Sir Montie ﬁnd
Handforth and the others came along
behind. We locked a sorry
deed, but, in spite of our a
ling elated.

and Nelson Lee had been saved.
forth and Co. had every 1'(:&5"!) to
congratulate themselves, too, for, by
sheer chance they had come in very

cottnpss and Lhezc we received km‘\.l\
atention and grateful warmth.
impossible for us all to get
cottage, but the fishermen’s
es were very considcraty, and they
ivided us up, so to speak,
h'\‘hdfol th and Co. went in
cmtagk, and Tommy Walss
Traceilis-West and I went into ¢

the one

and
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son Lee and Dick Goodwin were
accommodated in a third,

And very shortly we were between
blankets, warm and comfortable, and
feeling qmte O.K. again.

Meanwhile our clothing was dried.

‘We all looked
shevelled, but our clothing was dry,
anu we had come to no harm.
Nelson Lee and Dick Goodwin were
e only invalids of the party. Lee
imself was suffering from a badly
bruised shoulder; he had some diffi-
culty in moving his left arm. And
Dick Goodwin was well-nigh beaten.
That terrible ordeal of his, on the top
of his previous experience, had been
rather too much for him, strong as
he was. He had not tastéd food for
quite a long time, and he had been
y>~nmd badly by the waves, and had
also been chilled through and through.

It was hardly surprising therefore,
that he was now in a stafe of slight
fever; but he was not so bad as Nelson
Lee had expected him to be, and some
warm foed, which was soon prepared,
made him feel much better.

He was lying on an old couch when
we were all ready and dressed. We
Wwere waiting for Church to come back
{from the village of Bramley, where
he had been despatched by Nelson
Lee. A motor-car would soon be at
the cottage, and then we should be off
fo St. Frank's with no loss of time.

“VYQJ boys I thmk that we may

“Our adven-
have been rather hectic, but
¢verything has turned out well. But
for the fact that Handforth and his
chuy hluvcd in their boat at that
moment, Goodwin and I
.Aml;;d th been drowned.”
es, sn 1 ”
Handtor believe you would,” said
Tt B v
a 8 r Povi ¢
into such & pxcd\camenott?l’]’m o et
o Iga*)dforth looked rather

uncom-
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“Well, the fact is, sir, we took a
boat out at Caistowe,” he said. “We
didn't know the sea would be $o jolly
Tough outside the bay, and the sail
went to shreds. Not only that, but the
oars were washed overboard, and we
had to drift helplessly with the sea.
It was a jolly good thing, too, because
we drifted in the right direction.”

“Exactly!” said Nelson Lee. “There
is only one feature of the case which
I do not quite like. The men re-
sponsible for Goodwin’s terrible pre-
dicament have escaped. Mr. Naggs
and his companion have got completely
away, alchouch I fancy they will not
be at liberty for long.”

“How did it all happen,
asked, with interest.

And Nelson Lee gave us_all the
details. He explained haw he had gone
into the cave, and how he had over-
heard the two men talking about Dick
Goodwin’s position. We listened in-
tently and by the time the guv'nor had
done the sound of a motor-car came
from outside.

And then McClure came in; he had
been outside, watching for Church.

“It's all right, sir,” he asid. “The
car’s here. We shall now be able to
get back to St. Frank’s right away.”

And so, very shortly afterwards, we
started off, watched with interest by
the women and children of the
cottages. They had been well repaid
for all the trouble they had taken, and
they were quite satisfie

And so, about forty mmutes later,
our car furned into the Triangle a$
St. Frank’s. It was now getting rather
dusk, and there was not many fellows
about. Being half-holiday that day
our absence had not been noticed at
all. But there was a great shout at
once as soon as the news got round.

Everybody was excited, everybody
was asking questions.

Handforth and Co. tumbled out, and
Edward Oswald took it upon his own
shoulders to relate the adventures of
the afternoon.

Goodwin, of course,

sir?” I

was taken
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straight into the sanatorium. He was
soon snugly in bed, and Dr. Brett had
been sent for.

However, before the doctor arrived
another visitor came to Goodwin’s bed-
side. He was a quiet-looking man of
about fifty, slightly grey at the temples,
and with rounded shoulders. His
clean-shaven face was lined, and hore
the marks of many troubles. But there
was a glad light in his eyes as he bent
over Dick’s bed.

“Aye, my boy, I'm glad to see you
safe and sound!” he exclaimed scftly.
Dad!” exclaimed Dick delightedly.

‘The visitor was, indeed, Dick Good-
win’s father, and he watched by his
son’s bedsnie durmg the remainder of

the evening and practically all through
the night.
And in the morning the lad was

much better. The fever had left him,
and Dr. Brett was cheerful. He de-
clared that Dick would be able to
resume his ordinary place in the school
within two days. terrible ordeal
had not had any serious effect upon
his constitution.

But if the Lancashire lad thought
that he had finished with Naggs, he
was rather mistaken.

CHAPTER 7.
Mefson Loe Learns the Seoret!
R. RICHARD GOODWIN ac-
M cepted a cigar from the box
on Nelson Lees desk,
moughtfully bit off the
ye, T'm gla.d Lo have U’US talk with
sou, M ce, way

thinking about lettmg you know the
truth yesterday, but I didn’t get a
chance. I dare say you have been
rather puzzled about my son?”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“As a mattter of fact, Mr. Geodwin,
I know quite a good deal regarding
the lad,” he remarked. “Dr. Stafford
had told me a_certain amount, al-
though I must admit that I am not in
full possession of the facts. I only

and
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know that your son has been engaged
upon some very important mechanical
work in his study. And this work, I
believe, is somehow connected with
the cotton industry.”

“Ah, you've got that right, Mr. Lee,”
said the visitor, “But I'll go into more
details. It is only right that you
should know.”

Mr. Goodwin had not been in Nelson
Lee’s study long, and the pair were
Jjust settling themselves comfortably
in the two easy ehairs before the cheer-
ful fire. It was Mr. Goodwin’s intention
to take Nelson Lee into his confidence
completely.

Dick Goodwin himself, of course, was
in the sanatorium in bed. The Lan-
cashire lad had practically recovered
from his_recent experience. He was
a strong lad, and a complete vest had
worked wonders.

I shall never be able to thank you
enough for the great service you
rendered me,” said Mr. Goodwin. “If
was solely owing to your efforts tha
my son was saved from a terrible
death.”

“My dear sir, I beg of you not to
mention the matter,” said Nelson Lee,
“I only did my duty as a schoolmaster.
Your son was in grave peril, and T did
everythmg that was in my power to
help him.”

“Aye, it's just like you to treat it
lightly,” Mr. Lee,” said Mr Goodwin,
“But the fact remains that you saved
Dick’s life at the risk of your own.
And I'm grateful—I shall always be
grateful, Mr. Lee. Thank Heaven
that this is all right!”

“Yes, the lad has recovered wonder-
fully,” said Nelson Lee. “I am de-
lighted with the progress he has made.
By to-morrow he will be quite himself
again—and leﬂdy to take his place in
the Remove.”

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

“I dare say you thought it was
rather curious that Dick should have
a study to himself, Mr. Lee,” he said.
“You thought it queer that he should
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lock himself up during every minute
of his spare time, and confine himself
to some secret work in his own little
apartment?”

“It is distinctly unusual for a junior
boy to act in that way, Mr. Goodwin,”
replied Nelson Lee. “At the same
time I knew there was a very excellent
reason for vour son’s behaviou Many
of the other juniors, however, have
been intensely curious, and they have
had greaf difficulty in curbing that
cmom;

“Ah, I can quite understand that,”
said Mr. Goodwin. “Well, Mr. Lee,
'm going to tell you the truth about
it. As you no doubt know I'm the

owner of a cotton mill in Hollinwood,
near Oldham. It’s not such a large mill,
but for

many years it was a good
proposition. But then, when
ener, and when
other firms obtained new machinery,
I found myself being left behind in the
During the last three or four
s it has been a struggle all the
a grim, never ending struggle.”

“Put you are still carrying on?”
asked N n Lee.

“Aye, T'm still carrying on,” replied
the millowner. “But it has been hard
work. About the beginning of the year,

T
¥
tin

my son was at school in Hollinwood.
Dick was always a sharp lad, and he
took a great interest in the factory.
He was always among the machinery—
always examining this piece of mechan-
ism ,md that.

He could never be
i It ‘was
all the ume with him—

mechanical was the breath
of life fo him. And, one day in the
spring, he

a

brought me a suggestion for

5 claimed would supersede
. I smiled at the boy at first,
1 him not to worry me. He

er disappointed, and - went

“And his idea was r "
ke i idea was really good?
“I am commu to that,” went on the
millowner, “pop several weeks after-
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wards, Dick did not say anything to
me about that suggestion of his. But
I knew he was busy on something.
And, at last, he put before me some
plans“carefuny executed plans. They
were wonderfully done, Mr. Lee, and I
was impressed. I went into the matter
at once, and I received an amazing
surprise. For those plans of Dick’s
were sound. His machine was every-
thing he claimed it to be—although
there is no need for me to go into any
details here,

“In brief, this idea of Dick’s will
enable me {0 double our output if only
I can get the machine installed. Not
only that, but there is an enormous
fortune in the thing itself. I was so
struck by my son’s work that I told
him to make a model without any
delay This was what he desired. He

required money—{fifty or sixty pounds
—in order to buy all the necessary
materials. Well, it was a bit of a tight
squeeze for me, but I managed it and
told the lad to work at his invention
during every spare moment of his
time.”

“And he did so?” asked Nelson Lee.

“Yes, Mr. Lee,” replied the other.
“But now I am coming to the serious
aspect of the case. The manager of
one of my departments was a man
named Naggs. I had always trusted
this man, for I thought he was faithful
to me. He had been a good workman,
and a good manager. I think he was
a_ Londoner—although this made no
difference to me. He knew his work,
and he performed it well—and that
was all that mattered. And it appears
that my son had spoken to him many
times regarding the invention. Naggs
gave Dick very little attention at
first, but, gradually he began to sec
that the boy’s idea was sound. He got
to know a great deal cf this invention,

and I received several indications
v.hxch led me to believe that Naggs
was attempting to get Dick to show
him the plans, and even to trust them
But Dick Wou\ld"xt

those plans go out of his possession.”
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“Naggs, I
traitor?”

“Yes, Mr. Lee—that is exactly the
case,” replied Mr. Goodwin. “One day
I made a hig discovery. Naggs
was hand-in-glove with Mr. William
Fordley, the owner of the mill which
is some little distance from mine—a
rival mill, as a matter of fact. Fordley
is an unscrupulous sccundrel—I have
always known him as such. He has
performed many shady pieces of work
which have resulted in bad business for
my own factory. Fordley is rich, and
it 'was something of a shock to me to
learn that Naggs was this man’s paid
spy. It did not take me long to put
two and two together—and I dis-
covered that Naggs was altempting to
obtain Dick’s plans so that he could
show them to Fordley. Fordley, as a
matter of fact, was yery anxious indeed
to see those plans. His object, of
course, was to steal my son’s invention
—and he would have done so without
compunction if he had had half a
chance.”

“Therefore, I take it, you sent Dick
to St. Frank’s?” asked Nelson Lee,

“Exactly,” replied Mr. Goodwin.

“The lad was pestered and bothered
every day. Fordley had his agents
everywhere, and there were one or two
attempts to break into Dick’s little
workshop with the object of siealing
those plans. At last, after this sort of
thing had been going on for some time,
I decided to send the boy away, and a
friend of mine suggested that Dick
should go to a public school. It was
for that reason he came to St. Frank’s.
I interviewed the headmaster, and I
{ixed things up so that Dick could haye
a workshop here, in the school itself.
But all my precautions, as you know,
were in vain,”

“You mean that Fordley sent his
agegts down here?”

_Yes, Mr. Lee—Naggs himself ap-
Deared on the scene with 1w or thyee
other men,” said the millowner. “After
Naggs had left my employment he
Bhowed his real character—and was

take it, had turned
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my open enemy. I know now, from
all that T have heard, that Naggs came
to St. Frank’s almost at cnce, and did
everything in his power to get hold of
Dick’s plans. Mainly owing to your
efforts, Mr. Lee, the man failed. They
are determined, these rascals, aind they
were willing to go to almost any lengths
in order to get what they required.
Finally, as you know, they kidnapped
my son, and held him vrisoner, think-
ing they would force him to speak. Bub
Dick refused and Naggs has received
no satisfaction. But the man is free,
and I am rather worried. At the first
opportunity he will become active

in,

Take my advice, Mr. Goodwin, and
do not worry any more,” said Nelson
Lee. “Your son is aquite safe here—
and his invention is safe, teco. There
will be no chance whatever of Naggs
kidnapping Goo again. By the
way, don’t you think it would be a
wise precaution to have this invention
patented?”

“I have been thinki
some time, Mr, Lee,” r
. “But, you see, I d
do anything until Dick has proved the
efficiency of his machine. There are
certain expenses to be met, and I found
it necessary to be careful with every
pound. And I did not imagine for z
moment that there would be all this
trouble. Dick has completed his mode!
now, and it is a triumph!”

“But if these plans were stolen, and
the machine was put on the market by
another firm, ther would be nothing tc
prove that it was invented by your
son?” asked Nelson Lee. It is not pro-
tected in any way?”

“No, not up to the present.”

“Then take my advice, Mr, Goodwin,
and have this invention registered
without any further delay,” said Nelson
Lee. “Once it is registered, these men
will be helpless. They will give up the
whole game. I should not lose a §
moment if I were you. Go to London
to-morrow.”

“Yes, I will certainly do &

z of that for
ed Mr. Good-
id not want tc

» saidi
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Goodwin. “After this experience,
1 will leave nothing further to chance.
And I will do as you say, Mr. Lee—I
will take Dick to London to-morrow,
and we will set things in motion to have
this machine patented without delay.
Do you think it will be pocsxble for me
to take my son to London?”
fTost_decidedly it will be possible,”
replied Nelson Lee. “I am certain that
Dr. Stafford will permit Dick to go witk
you to London.”

Nelson Lee and his visitor sat talking
for quite a considerable time after thet
—discussing Dick Goodwin’s invention,
and so forth.

Mr. Goodwin was enthusiastic. He
assured Nelson Lee that as soon as
Dick’s machine was installed in his fac-
tory, the fortunes of the firm would be
assured. Everything depended upon
those new machines. Dick, in fact,
would be the means of saving the fac-
tory from failure,

CHAPTER &
A Startling Adventure!
ICK GOODWIN glanced at the
D s\atmn clock.

eve got nearly a quarter

of an hcur to wait,” he sai
“Ah, just as well, lad, » said Mr.
Goudwm I always believe in getting
io the station in good time for a train.
Bottor be a quarter of an hour before
time tnan a quarter of a minute after
ne, You re quite sure you're feeling

T ¢ Lancashire boy smiled. %
. Why, dad, I'm champion,” he seid.
le as rlght as anything now—I am,
“Well you certainly look fit, Dick,”
5“[“1 Goodwin, nodding. “Youre
2 hardy youngster, and you've got over

%f ordeal splendidly. Good boy!”
ihe ‘;ﬁtgﬂi were pacing up avd down
the itle s ation at Bellton. They were
e 03 for the train which would take

rem to London. It was the morning
> 20d it was due to arrive at Vic-
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toria at twelve-ihirty, The day was
bright and cheerful, and fairly mild, -
considering the time of the yem'

Father and son were 1oo &)
well—Dick Goodwin pmumlqr(y
his old colour had returned, and he
walked with a springy step, and his
eyes were sparkling,

There was a very good reason for this.
For Dick knew that his drea were
coming true. The machine he had de-
signed and mvcntcdvthe machine he
had made a model of—was to he
patented! It would be his patent—his
x'ﬂ*,rention! t was something to be
proud of

The pa!r had the station platform to
themselves, There were very few people
in Bellton who used the morning train,
Just one or two local tradespeeple who
went to Bannington—an would
not arrive at the station until a minute
or two before the time of the train.

In the village, however, Mr. odwin
and his son had passed an amiable-lock-
ing old gentleman. The latter had not
been seen by the pair, for he had been
gazing in a shop window. But the
amiable old gentleman had certainly
seen Goodwin and his father.

He saw they were bound for the
station, and he discovered later that
they were taking tickets for London.

The old gentleman glanced at his
watch, nodded to himself, and tien
walked to the post office. Arriving
there, he took up a telegraph form, and
wrote some words upon it in pencil.
And the message which the assistant
received over the counter was this

“Enne, c/0 Walters Agency, New Ox-
ford Street, London—Father and son
now off for London. Arrive Victoria
twelve-thirty, Be ready.—Esre.”

The telegram was rather a curious
one, and there could be no doubt that
it referred to Mr. Goodw:in and his son,
But why had it been sent—and whd
was this curious old gentleman’
{aving dxspatchcd s wi
10 time in getting to the sta

he lost
.
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rrived three minutes before the

tr;lue: Stenmed in, and he paced up and
down the platform, smoking a large
cigar and beaming amiably. P

When the train came in, the pair
stepped into an empty compartment.
The old gentleman, who seemed to be
zather fussy, toddled rapidly up and
Gown the platform—and, at last, he
seized a handle, turned it, and bounced
into the compartment which was
already occupied by Goodwin senior and
Goodwin minor.

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

“Ah, it is that!” agreed Mr.
Geodwin,

“But I expect we shall pay for it
later on,” said the old gentleman,
shaking his head wisely. “I know this
month well—November is always a bit
treacherous. But no matter—the
English climate may be changeable, but
there is nothing in the world to beat it!
No, sir! I have travelled extensively,
and I have come to the conclusion that
you can’t beat England!”

The stranger was very amiable, and
Mr. Goodwin resigned himself to the
fact that the old gentleman would talk
during the whole journey.

“Your son, I take it, sir?” said the
stranger, nodding towards Dick. “A

strapping boy! From St. Frank’s,
too! I dare say he knows my grandson
—at the River House School. I ran
down yesterday to have a look at the
young rascal. Collison, of the Fifth
Form!”

“I don’t think I've seen him, sir,”
said Dick. “You see, I haven't been at
St. Frank’s long, and I've only met one

wo of the River House fellows. And

e been the Fourth Form boys.”
that accounts for it!” said the
tleman. “Yes, he’s my grand-
splendid boy, too. I hope I'm
ing myself forward, sir?” he
urning to Mr, Goodwin., “My
Sir Walter Collison,”
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“I'm pleased to meet you, sir,” said
Mr. Goodwin.

‘The old gentleman nodded, and he
continued chatting on all topics, and
keeping Goodwin and his father highly
amused during practically the whole of
the journey.

By the time the outskirts of London
was reached, Sir Walter was quite inti-
mate with his new travelling com-
panions, And by this time, too, Mr.
Goodwin's reserve had been broken
down. Dick’s father “was generally a
quiet, austere man. But now he was in
high, goed humour, and was perfectly
charmed with Sir Walter's personality.
Dick, too, was similarly attracted to-
wards the old gentleman.

“East Croydon!” said Sir Walter, as
they whizzed through a station. “We
shall soon be at Victoria now, Mr.
Goodwin, I shall not like to part from
you and your delightful son!”

«It is very nice of you to speak in
that way, Sir Walter,” said Mr. Good-
win, “Young Dick and I are going
to the City—"

“The City!” interrupted Sir Walter.
“I shall be travelling in the same direc-
tion, Perhaps we shall be able to travel
for a short distance longer—eh? We'll
hope so, at any rate!”

The train hurried through Thornton
Heath, Streatham Common, and then
through Clapham Junction to Victoria.
It finally reached the great terminus,
and Mr. Goodwin, Dick and Sir Walter
Collison stepped out on the platform.

“Perhaps you will honour me by
sharing my taxi?” asked Sir Walter
genially. “You will, sir? Good! This
is splendid! I will drop you down just
where you wish—for I am going straight
through to Moorgate Street.”

He bustled off down the platform,
Dick and his father following. ~They
had had no chance to refuse the cordial
invitation to share Sir Walter’s taxi.
Mr. Goodwin was slightly amused—the
old gentleman was so brimful of high
spirits and genial good humour.

Once beyond the barrier, the trio
passed out of the great exit and into
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There were many
taxis there, waiting to be hired. Sir
e a Ionf:. and finally
he driver of a taxi which
little apart from the
others. T er was on the footpath,
and he raised his hand the very instant
he saw Sir Walter.
g ’ he inquired politely.

“Yes, my man—yes!” exclaimed Sir
walter. “Drive straight through the
City. Well give you more explicit in-
structions later. Now, Mr. Goodwin, if
you will honour me!”

Mr. Goodwin stepped into the taxi,
and Dick followed him. Sir Walter
climbed into the vehicle, and sat down,
breathing rather heavily,

“I must be careful—all this hurrying
is bad for me!” he puffed. Dear, dear—
most incautious of me!”

“Is anything the matter, sir?” in-
quired Dick.

“Nothing, my boy—nothing to speak
of,” replied Sir Walter, ‘“My heart—
it isn’t quite so young as it used to be,
by gad! If I over-excrt myself, I can
feel it. Now, let me see, Mr. Goodwin,
you wish to be dropped at the comer of
Queen Victoria Street, I believ:

“Yes, if you dontmmd Sir Walyer
replied Mr. Goodwin. “Just at the
nsion House Underground Station,
cre Cannon Street crosses Queen
Street. That will do splen-

the station yard.

‘Walter nodded, and instructed the
“Then the taki went on its way,
i:dmw in and out through the traffic.

Dick looked out of the window in-
terestedly. He had not been to London
many times, and it was rather new to
him. The bustle and noise seemed tre-
mendous after the extreme quiet of St.
Frank’s,

‘W onderful cxty, London!” exclaimed
Sir Walter, 'he most wonderful city
in the world, my dear sir, I have visited
2]l the great capitals of the world, but
ther is nochmg to compare—
wgggh!”

Sir Walter made an extraordinary
hoise in his throat, and the next

£
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moment he fell back, writhing among
the cushions. His breath came and
went in short, sobbing gasps. With one
hand he clutched at Mr. Goodwin’s
coat, and with the other he fiercely
gupped Dick’s arm,

“Oh, what is
f*wpcd the boy.

“My—my heart!” whispered Sir
Walter, with difficulty. “NyAmyA—-
Oh, oh! Upon my soul, I-—I——

*“Guick, dad, stop the taxi!” panted
“We must do something—

“Yes my lad, we must!” said Mr.,
Goodwin sharply. “I'm afraid Sir
‘Walter has had a stroke.”

“Wait—wait!” gasped Sir Walter,
struggling into a sitting posture and
laying there breathing heavily. “I am
better now—these ‘attacks come some-
times—but they are of short duration,
Dear me! I—I am better!”

“But, my dear Sir Walter, you must
allow us to obtain a doctor—" began
Mr. Goodwin,

Not at all—nothing of the sort!” in-
rupted the baronet, “I am better,
I tell you—these attacks are acute for
the moment, and they leave me weak.
Bu\, I shall be all right presently.
e—please instruct the driver to
me home. I cannob kcep my bus‘-
ness e now—it is

Dear, dear! I am causing you ferril 1e
iroublefinf Pa] nuisance! I'm sorry,

the matter, sir?”

“What instructions shall we give the
driver?” asked Mr. Gvod\'z

“Oh, yes, of course,” panted Sir
Walter. “Tell him to go to 59, Bram-
court Road, Bloomsbury, please. It wiil
be hardly out of your way, Mr. Good-
dear sir—thank

win. Thank you, m;
you! I shall be better at home after
this!”

The driver soon had his fresh instruc-
tions, and the taxi altered its direc-
tion. Mr. Goodwin and Dick were really
concerned, for Sir Walter looked bad—
his face was unhealthily flushed, and
his breath was short and gasping.

They were extremely glad that Sir
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Walter's home was nearby. And at
last the taxi pulled up in a quiet back-
water of Bloomsbury.,

it was an old house, large and
rambling. Dick was out of the taxi
almost as soon as it had stopped, and
he ran across the pavement, pushed
open the gate, and hurried up the steps
to the front door,

Then he rang the bell vigorcusly.
He could hear the peal as it rang out
somewhere in the rear of the house.

Within a minute or two the big door
was opened by a stately lcoking butler
with side whiskers. He gazed down at
the junior in a supercilious kind of
nay, and frowned.

Well, young man—what is it?” he
inquired stifiiy.

“Is—is this the house of Sir Walter
Com*on”” asl;ed Dxck quickly.

"Well Slr Walter is out here—in
a taxi!” interrupted Dick. “He has
had a fit, or something, and we have
brought him home, Come and help
my dad to assist Sir Walter in.”

The butler relaxed at once.

“ Another seizure, eh?” he exclaimed.
“Poor old Sir Walter! It'll be once
too often one of these days. Yes, my
boy, T'll come at once!”

He hurried down the steps, and
accompanied Dick to the taxi. Then
Mr. Goodwin and the butler assisted Sir
Walter out, and they helped him up the
path to the steps. They entered the
wide, gloomy hall, Sir Walter hanging
heavily upon Mr Goodwin and the

utler,

“Thank you—I am better. It is won-
derfully good of you, Mr. Goodwin!” he
exclaimed jerkily. “Iam all right now,
my dear sir—quite all right. Thank you
it i i s, into
the library, Rogers—into the library.”

The butler opened one of the doors
which led out from the hall, and he and
Mr. Goodwin assisted Sir Walter into
the apartment. Dick brought up the
rear.

‘They entered the lofty, dim room, and
Dick had just passed through the door-
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way when he felt that somebody was
behind him. He glanced round quickly,
and saw a tall man there. At the same
second the door closed with a slam.

“Very pretty—very pretty, indeed!”
exclaimed a grim voice.

“Naggs!” gasped Dick huskily.

Standing with his back to the door
was Mr. Naggs, the man who had Kkid-
napped Dick Goedwin from St. Frank’s.
And the rascal held a revolver in his
hand!

“You will oblige me, Mr. Goodwin,
by putting your hands above your
head!” exclaimed Naggs curtly. %
too, young man! You are trapped—
;md it will be quite usdess for you to
attempt any resistance!”

Mr. Goodwin uttered a hoarse cry,
and stared ubouc him.

“Yes, yowd better taLe it quietly, my

dear sir!” exclaimed Sir Walter, hav-

ing recovered with extraordinary
rapidity. “You fell into the trap
beautifully, and now there is no
escape.’

“No escape whatever,” echoed Mr.
Naggs in a grim, cold voice.

CHAPTER 9,
Watchful Eyes!

HE taxi did not wait.

l As soon as the door of No. 59,
Bramcourt Road, closed, the
driver of the taxi drove away.” And it

was rather curious that the little flag |

on his taxi-meter was still down—indi-

cating that the vehicle was not to bej

hired.

The driver was smiling to hirhself,
and he seemed to be very well satisfied
with his lot. This was rather curious,
too, considering that nobody had paid
the cost of the journey from Victori
to Bloomsbur;

.
But if the taxi-driver thought that:

his movements were unobserved, he was
considerably mistaken, for one man, at
least, was quite interested in the move-
ments of that taxi-cab. This man was
some little distance up the road. con-
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ently concealed in a small alley-
ay He had a bic; yele with him, and as
on as the taxi moved off the man
Np)p"d 01 his bicycle, and followed.
short, thick-set man,

amr a quiet grey suit and a cap.
Ther “was nothing distinzuished about
him whatever, and why he should be so

[ntcresmd in that very ordinary-lock-
-cab was sometmnrf of a puzzie.
s quite casy for the cyclist to
Fono'v the taxi, for the vehicle did not
go at a fast speed, and, after passing
through one or two quiet streets, it
turned into the busy bustle and noise
of New Oxford Street. Here it was
child’s play for the cyclist to folicw the
taxi, since the trafiic was slow moving.

The taxi reached the end of New
Oxford Street, but did not continue
straight on into Hizh Helborn. Instead,
it turned to the left, and within & few
moments it was bowling along
‘Toecbald’s Road.

The journey proved to be qu te a
short  on for, after g down
Theobald’s Road for some 1
{he taxi turned into a small s
and vanished. The man on the
pedalled bard, and arrived at the
turning just in time to see his quarry
disappearing into a kind of alley. The
cyclist did not hesitate. He went down
the side turning, and pedalled slowly
past the alley. i

4As he had already suspected, this
little opening led into a small mews.
It was a rather dilapidated-looking
place, with only sufficient accommoda-
tion for one or two cars.

The taxi was standing there in the

ard, and the driver was just
fLr’\lﬂbhn" down from his seatb.

The cyclist did not allow himself to
be scen, but went straight past, and dis-
mounted three or four hundred yards
farther on. And then he waited, rather
undecided.

The minutes sped by, and nothing of
any particular interest happened. The
laxi remained in the garage, and it
seemed fairly certain that it would not
emerge again. And the man with the

,;_;
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bicycle began
impatient.

He smoked two cigarettes rathes
erratically, pacing up and down nc
his bicycle while he was doing so. Now
and again he glanced at his watch, bus
he kept a coustant look-cut upon the
entrance of the mews.

A"ld at Iﬂst growing tired of this

to grow somewl

dly strange manner.
he looked up and down the
d, and made quite certain that no-
Lody was about, and then he produced
a pocket-knife.

With one swift movement he jabhed

begin with,
102

the blade into his front tyre. There
was & terrific hiss, and the tyre became
deflated—badly punctured.

Then the man lost no time in un-
fastening the bag which hung from the
back of his saddle, and produced a few
tools, a repair outfit complete with
rubber patches, a tuoe of solution, and
all the other necessities.

This repair outfit the cyeclist placed
in his pocket, then he removed the
cover from the front wheel, and took
out the inner tube. Very naturally, he
found quite a decent sized hole in the
rubber.

The man smiled slightly to himself as
Lie surveyed the damagze that he had
causcd, then he lifted the front part of
cle, and wheeled the machine
on its back wheel only towards the en-
trance of the mews. Arriving, he
tun d in, and found himseif in the

T
e was walking towards the
garage, the taxi-driver obs him,
and paused in his work. The man was
making some miner adjustment to the
engine, and there was a spanner in his
lmnd,

“Awfully sorry to trouble you, old
man,” said the cyelist, “but can you
oblige me with a patch and a drop of
solution?

The taxi-driver grunted.

’.\)ns 1snt a public garage!”
exclm

“Yes, I l\now that,” said the eyclist;

he
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“put T'm in a bit of a hole, you sce.
Something just punctured my tyre.
Anyhow, I haven't got any repair out-
fit on the jigger. I'm quite willing to
pay for—"

“That’s all right!” interrupted the
taxi-driver. “Youre welcome to a
patch and a drop of solution, if you
like.”

“Thanks!” said the cyelist.

He placed his machine against the
wall, and lit a cigarette. He offered
one to the taxi-driver, who accepted it.
Within a a few minutes the pair were
chatting. Meanwhile, the cyclist re-
paired his punctured tyre.

Although he did not seem to be at
all curious, the cyclist had his eyes
wide open and he gave quite a lot of
attention to the taxi-cab.

But when, twenty minutes later, the
cyclist took his departure, he had
noticed many interesting things—for
example, the taxi was a taxi no longer!
The registration plate at the back had
been removed, leaving only the ordinary
number plate Moreover, the taxi-
meter was missing from the front of
the cab, thus converting the vehicle
into an ordinary private car.
tor The cab, in fact, had been a fake

ax

H'xvmv performed its work, it had
been bre uught back to this garage, and
had been restored to its original state.
The cyclist, in any case, seemed to be
extremely pleased with himself and as
he rode away he smiled to himself.

He pedalled along Theobalds Road,
and went straight down Kingsway, and
turned into the Strand. Arriving at
Charing Cross, he made straight for
New Scotland Yard. And, once here,
he entered the Criminal Investigation
Department, leaving his bicycle outside.

Passing down the passages, he at
length arrived at a certain door, and
he t'mpod upon it and entered.

, it’s you, Vincent!” i
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“Yes, sir!” reglicd the cyclist.

“All right—get busy!”

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

“I was at Victoria, sir, ten minutes
before the train arrived,” said Vincent.
“It was quite easy for me to pick out
Mr. Goodwin and his son. They were
accompanied by a well-dressed old gen-
tleman.”

“Oh, were they?”
“And who was he?”

“I can’t tell you that, sir,” replied
Vincent, “In any case, this old gentle-
man seemed quite friendly with Mr.
Goodwin and his son, and he took them
outside, and they all got into a ta:
cab. This taxi at once started off in
the direction of the City, and I
followed.”

“ Good"’
“Well?”

“I hadn’t been on the trail long,
sir, before the taxi altered its direc-
tion,” went on the detective-sergeant,
“and this time it passed up Shaftes-
bury Avenue, and made its way to
Bloomsbury.  Finally, it turned downj
Bramcourt Road, and pulled up i
front of an old-fashioned, gloomy-look-:
ing house. The boy was the first out,
and he ran up the steps, and rang the;
bell. I was watching from some littl
distance away, and very shortly after-
wards the old gentleman was carri
out of the taxi by Mr. Goodwin and
man who looked like a butler. -The;
all went into the house, and the ta
drove off without the driver waiting tt

said Lennard.

said the chief inspector.

! That’s queer!” said Le
nard thoughtfully,
“1

man who was seated at a desk in the
room. “Well, have you anything to
Teport?”

the taxi, sir,

continued Vincent.
And he went on to describe how hi
Lad tracked the taxi down to the mew:



THE SCHOOLBOYS'

and how he had made his further dis-
CO“‘Yeb Vincent, there’s ho doubt about
it1” said Lennard. “There’s been
some foul play here—I'm pretty sure
of it. Lee’s suspicions were Jusuﬁed o
1 don’t quite understand, sir,” said
vincent.

“No, I didn’t explain it at first, did
i “Well, the fact

cent, Mr. Nelson Lee rang me up
is morning from St. Frank’s College.
secems that there has been some
uble down at the school connected
h this boy—young Goodwin. I don’t
tly know what it all means, but
Mr, Lee was very anxious that the boy
and his father should be follo\vcd as
soon as they got to London.”

“I see, sir,” said the detective-ser-
gean

“Their true destination was an office
in the City, just Queen Victoria
t s t on Lennard. “Well,
Bloomsbury is a good distance away
from there, so it is fairly obvious that
something has gone wrong.”

“That’s what I thought, sir,” said
Vincent. “It looks very suspicious, to
my mmd especially that taxi being a
fake. my opmlon that that old
man \\aQn‘t in a fit at all—it was just
pretence, in order to get Mr. Goodwin
and his son into the house.”

Lennard nodded.

“You're probably right there, old
man,” he said. ‘Now, let me see—
5 Bramcourt Road—that's the
address, isn’t it?”

“Yes, sir.”

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

A moment or two later, Detectlve-
Inspector Lennard was alone. . He sat
at his desk for a few moments, think-
ing deeply; then he reached out for
the telephone and put through a call
10 St. Frank’s. It did not take him long
to get through,

110‘” he exclaimed. “Is that Lee
speakingd»
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“Yes,” came the reply. “I think I
recognise your voice—Lennard, isn't

it?

‘Right first time!” said the chief
inspeefor. “The line scems clearer
than it was this morning, Lee. Well,
I carried out your instructions,
have had a man put on the _]Ob as
you suggested. It seems to me that
events haven't happened exactly as
you anticipated—or, on the other hand,
pAr}nps they have.”

T'm afraid I don’t quite understand
that remmk Lennard,” came Nelson
Lee’s voic

The ,chlef inspector lost no time In
giving ‘Nelson Lee all the details. He
described the whole sequence of events
exactly as Detective-Sergeant Vincent
told them to him, and Nelson Lee,
seated in his study at St. Frank’s, was
looking rather grim by the time
Lennard had come to an end.

“Tm very much obliged to you,
Lennard, for the assistance you have
given me in-this matter,” said Lee.
“That man of yours—vVincent—ap-~
pears to be a keen officer.”

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

““I can tell you at once that there is
something shady afoot here,” went on
Nelson Lee. “Mr. Goodwin and his son
had no intention whatever of going t0
any address at Bloomsbury. I suspect
the strange old gentleman, Lennard.
There has been some ftrickery, and Mr.
Goodwin and the boy have fallen intg

thing!” interrupted Tennard.

“My dear Lee, it was your idea from

the very start. Well, what are you

going to do—or what do you want.me
do?”

g

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

“Look here, Lennard! I'm coming
up to London immediately,” he replied.
“I find that there’s a train leaving
Bellton within ten minutes—I shqll
just be able to cateh it, if I rush. T
be up at Victoria within two hours.
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our men ready for me?”

id Lee grimly. “I want to
house in Bramcourt
airly certain that we s
Goodwin and his son from
cult ‘position. Not only that, but
are other matters involved. I will
into moere details when I see you.
Can I rely on you to have these four
wen ready?”

“Yes, of Lo ” replied the chief
inspector. “T" on the spot, too, if
vou like shall be glad to sce you

again, Lea. We'll meet you at Victoria.”
“Good!” said Nelson Lee. “Thanks
very much, Lennard!”
Nelson Lee rang off almost at once,
bub just before he did so the door of
his study cpened, and somebody en-
tered. That somebody was myself.
had come to the guvnor's study in
crder to ask him a few things about
the mystery of Dick Goodwin. And I
had found him talking with Chief
Detective-Inspector Lennard, of Scot~
land Yard.
Lee hung up the receiver and tur: ncd
“I can’t attend to you now, Nipper,
he said briskly. “I'm off to London—at
nce!”

it

“What
eagerly.

“I've every reason to believe that
Mr, Goodwin and his sen have fallen
into a trap!” replied Nelson Lee, as he
bustled about the study. “Buf don't
spread the story, Nipper—keep it to

for, guvnor?” I asked

yowrself. I am going straight to
Londcn, in order to look into the
matter.”

‘“Can I come with you, sir?” I asked.

“No, that's impossible—-"

“Why is it?” I asked. “There’s
nothing particular on this afternoon,
and I can easily get back by this
evening.”

“My dear Nu)pex I wish you wouldn't
hother me;

Y he able to give a hand,

sir,” I p: “If therc’s going to
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some cxcitemmt I'd like to he in it.
h it all, I think you ought to
"onsldel me -1 blt' T've had a good deal
to do with this case—I located Good-
win whcn he had been kidnapped last
weels, 1
‘Oh, all right—you can come!” in-
terrupted Nelson Lee resignedly. ““ Any-
thmz to kcr‘p you quiet, Nipper.”
““Oh, youre a brick, sir!” I ex-
claimed. “Thanks, guy’nor!”

“But yowll have to be ready within
three minutes!” went on Nelson Lee.
“The train leaves almost at once, so
there’s not one second to lose. I am
going on, in any case. You can catch
me up on the road.”

“Right you are, sir!” I shouted,
xushm« to the door. “I’ll overtake you
before y vou get to Bellton

T hurried out of the study, flew along
the passage, and made my way to the
cloak-room in the lobby. It did not take
me more than thirty seconds to
struggle into my overcoat and a plain
tweed cap. Idid not want to go about
London dressed as a schoolboy. The
overceat completely concealed my Eton
suit, and I was not conspicuous in any
way. And a tweed cap was altogether
better than a_close-fitting college cap,

““Oh, there’s heaps of time!” I mu
tered, as I re-entered the lobby. *I" ve
got time to say good-bye to Tommy
and Montie.

And I huxncd down the passage
to Stu

CHAPTER 10.

Because of a Cuff-Link!
R. GOODWIN paced up and
M down, his fists flercely.

clmchcd

e terrible, Dick, lad—tct'-‘
rible!” exdaimed the mlll—ownen ‘Aye,}
what a fool I was! al
fool! I was deceived all along the
line—"

“But,
asked Dick.
seemed S0

dad, how were we to know?"§f
“That old genLlema%l

genuine. How could w¢
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bly suspect that he was one of
* accomplices, and that he had

1 travel up to London by the same
? It was all carefully planned out,
, and I don’t see how we could have
ed this—

ed it—if we'd
nterrupted  the
t, l]ad—I was a
idiot! Considering 21l that has
happened, I ought not to have spoken
{o a stranger at all. And here we are,
Jocked in this room, unable to do any-
thing, and that scoundrel, Naggs, has
your plans!”

Yes, dad, that’s the worst part about
it,” said Dick miserably. . “Naggs kid-
ped me before, and tried to make
speak, but I wouldn’t. This time he
got the pair of us, and he'’s got the
plans, {oo.”

. Goodwin nodded, and his face
was drawn.

“Those plans are unprotected, lad,”
i id quietly. “They have not been
stered. By acting now, Naggs has
delivered a master stroke, and we are
absolutely helpless. Once he ge
h those plans we can do nothing:
nothing at all. We cannot even prove
that the invention was originally
yours!”

Dick clenched his fists.

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

“Yes, we needed looking after—we
did that!” said Mr. Goodwin. “Aye,
lad, it makes me mad when I think of
it. But we’re not babies, and I didn’t
to ask Mr. Lee to protect us.”
oth Mr. Goodwin and Dick were
oners. They had been captured by
gs, and there was no possibility of
their getting away.

,_The room they were in was rather a
‘arge one, with a lofty ceiling, It was

vy poorly furnished, and the only
ht was a single gas-jet. No daylight
vas admitted into this apartment. And
the reason for this was simple. For

33

behind a cloth blind the window was
boarded up with planks right up to the
wall, making it utterly impossible for
anybody in the room to break through
into the open. "And shouting would be
quite useless, for no sound would carry
tnrough that thick boarding. The door
was a strong one, and it was provided
with a heavy lock, which was quite in-
capable of being forced. Indeed, if the
prisoners made any attempt to smash
the door down, their captors would
soon be on the scene.

Mr. Goodwin had walked round-the
room several times, and his spirits sank
lower and lower. There was no way of
escape—he knew that quite well. Mr.
Nages had beaten them at the last
moment. And it was terribly galling.

There had been a bit of a fight at
the outset. In spite of the revolver
which Mr. Naggs held, Dick Goodwin
and his father had put up a brisk fizht
for their liberty. But the man who had
posed as Sir Walter had settled Dick,
And Mr. Goodwin, who was not so
agile, was quickly overcome by the
active Mr. Naggs.

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

Dick was near the door when he
heard a footstep outside. He quickly
beckoned to his father.

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

It was unnecessary for Dick to say
any more. Mr. Goodwin understood.
And he quietly crept to the door and
waited. A key turned in the lock, and
the door opened. Mr. Naggs stcod
there, but he did not enter.

“Preparing a little surp:
me. eh?” he said pleasantly.
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very sorry, Mr, Goodwin, but it won't
work. I am rather a cautious individual,
'md T believe in making sure before 1
act. You will kmd]y move into the
cm c of the room.”
Naggs was holding his revelver,
'md he forced Dick Goodwin and his
father back, until they were in the
middle of the apartment. And Naggs
had not come alone—for the two men
who were his accomplices were standing
in the doorway, ready to interfere if
the necessity arose.

“I am very sorry to disappoint you,

r. Goodwin,” said Naggs, “but I'm
d that you cannot leave just yet.
1 regret that you should be put to this
inconvenience, but it is unavoidable.”

“You—you scoundrel!” said Mr.
Goodwin thickly.

Naggs shrugged his shoulders.

“I can hardly blame you for form-
ing such an opinion of me, Mr. Good-
win,” he said smoothly. “I have just
come here now to inform you that you
will be released from this unfortunate
position exactly one week from to-day.”

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

Mr. Naggs nodded.

“I am sorry, but I find that is neces-
sary,” he said. “You will be well
looked after, you will be fed, and my
assistants have instructions to treat
vou with every consideration. Only, of
course, you will not have your liberty.
It is essential to my plans that you
should remain in obscurity for at I
one week. I may add that your chief
attendant during your imprisonment
will be your old friend, Sir Walter. A
splendid actor, isn’t he?”

Mr. Naggs laughed, and it was well
for him that he retreated from the
room then, for Mr. Goodwin was in a
terrible rage. A moment longer, and he
would have flung himself at his former
employee.

Nages retired, and the door was re-
locked. And it was practically certain
that a man was stationed outside, in
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the hall, on the watch. There was cer-
tam‘w no escape from this prison.

dad, it’s terrible!” exclaimed
Dick, “After 21l our adventures, after
all the trouble we have had—this is
the result! .I've worked hard on that
invention. I've spent all my time mak-
ing those plans.”

“Dick, lad, don’t speak about it!”
interrupted Mr. Goodwin gently. “It
won't make matters any better. My
dear lad, this must be an awful blow to
you, and I am sorry. It is my fault
entirely.”

“It wasn’t your fault at all;
anybody’s fault,” said Dick.

it wasn't
“But I do

wish Mr. Lee had been with us. He
wouldn’t have been hoodwinked.”
Mr. Goodwin did not reply. As a

matter of fact, he felt very little like
conversation, and Dick, too, was silent,
With thou{,hts he wandered
round the room aimlessly, hardly know-
ing what he was doing, and hardly
caring. Everything was lost now—there
was no hope of recovering the plans, or
of defeating Naggs. Nothing in the
world mattered.

Almost unconsciously, Dick put him-
self somewhat straight. For his collar
was untidy, his tie on the skew, and |
his clothes were dusty.

And he discovered that one of his
cuff links was missing. He had been
wearing a soft s
bered that the cuff link had flown off}
while he was struggling.
remembered that this cuff link hadj
flown behind a big bookcase, which
stood against one of the walls, Dick]
had seen it glitter as it slipped between
the bookcase and the wall.

“I might as well recover that link!”|
hn mutlered “There’s nothing else ¥

It was a good cuff link—the pair ha
been presented to Dick by an unclef
about two earlier. They wer
gold, and Dick prized them consider:
bly.

“Lend me a hand, dad, will you?]
he asked. “I want to shift that bool
case.”
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lad?” asked his

But what for,

e of my cuff links flew behind,
s all,” said Dick. “If we move it
t I ougm to be able to put my

hand i
“Oh, I see," said Mr. Goodwin.
right, Dick, it won’t take us long.”
Inch by inch the heavy bookcase was

“All

ved out from the wall. At last one
e was about two feet away from the
ing, and then chk saw his cuff
lying on the floo

tis all nght dad "he said.
see it no

He hem down 1eached forward, and
recovered the 1 And then, as he
was rising, he saw somebhmg else.
cre, in the wall, where the hookcase
had concealed it hiLherLo, Dick saw a
cupboard-like fixture. There was a
irame and a wooden door.

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

h, dad,” exclaimed the boy breath-
l(‘ssly *“I know what this is!”

“Merely a cupboard, Dick—"

“No, it's a lift,” said the boy eagerly.
“It’s one of those little affairs, dad.
They call them dumb-waiters, don’t
they? I suppose it leads down into the
kitchen—which is probably in the base-
ment.”

“I can

“Mr. Goodwin’s interest increased.
““A dumb-waiter, eh?” he said. “Yes,
lad, that’s a lift all right. They use

them for taking dishes and small
articles up and down. A lot of these

big,

old-fashioned houses are supplied
these lifts. But I'm afraid it
\'»an 't help us in any way.”
don’t know, dad,” said Dicsk, who
had been looking down into the shaft.
“It seems to me to be a pretty big one,
and I believe I could squeeze down.
it leads into the basement, I might be
able to get round and unlock the door,
and then we could escape—"

-
=
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“Eh, lad, it's a chance,” said Mr.
Goodwm. “Let me have a look at this

The bookease was shifted out a little
farther, and then Mr. dwin
squeezed his way in, and exammcd the
dumb-waiter. It was, indeed, a-large
one, and the shaft was deep by all
appearances. There was no sign of any
lift, although there were three or four
hefxvy ropes at the side of the shaft.

Mr. Goodwin touched these gingerly
and pulled upon them.

Almost at once, with scarcely any
noise, the lift ascended, and at last it
was on a level, and when Dick had a
look at it, he declared that it would
be quite easy for him to squeeze in and
lower himself to the basement.

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

“Tm not sure whether I'q better let
you—->"

“Oh, but what difference does it
make?” interrupted Dick. “Even if
they see me and capture me, they will
only put me back into this room with-
you. There can’t be any harm done,
dad. And we might be able fo find a
way of escape. You never know.”

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

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

And certainly they would not have
shifted it had it not been for the fact
that Dick’s cuff link had flown behind
the bookcase.

Dick was excited, and he did not
think of any risks. He held the ropes
firmly, and trusted to luck that.they
were strong, and that they would not
breal

quﬂezed up in the little lift, Dick at
last pulled upon the rope. \nd, inch
by inch, he commenced descending., He
did not allow himself to go too quickly
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—not because he was nervous, but
because he was anxious to avoid any
noise. If the lift was operated quickly,
it would probably rattle or rumble.
Therefore Dick proceeded with extreme
caution.

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

He was, in fact, just commencing to
1ift the slide when he paused. He heard
voices, indistinctly at first, but then
louder. And he remained absolutely
motionless, hardly daring to breathe,

The voice suddenly became very loud
—proving to Dick that the speakers had
entered the room where this lift open-
mg was situated—probably the kztchﬂn

“Yes, Williss, I'm going now,” sai
Mr. Naggs briskly. “I shall have to
hurry, too, or I shall miss my train.”

I listened intently, eager and

excited.

“Yes, Naggs, you've got no time to
waste,” said Williss, “Your train leaves
King's Cross at four-fifty, doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” replied Mr, Naggs. “And I
have one or two things to atfend to
before I start, but I shall catch that
train all right, Williss, and I shalb
arrive in Hollinwood late in the even-

“And when shall we hear from you.”

‘Oh, yow'll hear from me to-morrow,”
said Naggs. “You know exactly what
to do, and I don't think you'll have any
trouble of any sort. The police cer-
tainly won't trace the prisoners to this
house.”

“Right you are, ngs~}ond better
get off at once,” said Willis:

Both the men left the kachen and
all became silent again. Dick was
attempiing to open the door when he
heard footsteps.

And he decided, then and there, that
his best policy would be to go up to his

father again,
occurred.

S0, slowly and deliberately, he hauled
on the ropes, and the lift ascended to
the upper floor. Within three or four
minutes Dick stepped out into the
prison room, and found his father w
ing anxxously

lad, I'm glad you've got back
all ughL ” said Mr. Geodwin.

“Of course I'm all right, dad!” ex-
claimed Dick qmetly “1 ve been hear-
ing things, gs is going to
Hollmwood by the Iour -fifty train from
King's Cro;

“The scoundrel'” said Mr. Goodwin.
“He’s taking those plans with him—
there’s no doubt about that.”

Dick explained all that he had over-
heard, and his father listened with
interest.

“So you see, dad, if we're going to
act, we shall have to do so at once,”
went on Dick. “I propose that we wait
a few minutes until Naggs has gone,
and then I'll go down the shaft again.
There’ll be only two men in the house,
and it's just possible that we may be |
able to defeat them. By gum! If only i
we can get out and race Naggs to
Hollinwood! We might be able to
recover those plans.”

“Aye, lad!”

to report what had

And so they waited, both of them |
rather hopeful, in spite of all the diffi-
culties that had to be dealt with; and |

had just left, in order to catch hisj
train at King’s Cross.

Dick went down the lift agaln almost;
at once, but he found it impossible toj
do anything, for Williss and the other
men were in the Kitchen. So, very dis
appointed, Dick went up to jom
father again.

And there they waited for at leas
half an hour. At the end of that time
voices were heard on the other floor;,
Evidently the two men had come uj
from the basement, and were in th
other part of the house.

Dick’s eyes gleamed.
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chance,” dad!” he ex-
“I might be able to

“Now’s my
claimed guickly.
get down now!”

“Right you are, lad—have a try!”
said Mr, Goos also fired with hope
and cnt,husjasm.

But, just as Dick was about to move
towards the lift, both he and his father
heard something unusual.

Down below, and seeming far distant,
there came the vague sounds of ham-
mering and banging. Not only this, but
one or two shouts rang out. Almost
immediately after this a man came
tearing along the hall just outside the
Qcm where Mr. Goodwin and Dick
ere  imprisoned. They heard him
Slash to the front door and fling it open.
Then he uttered a hoarse cry.

Grim, cold voices sounded. There was
more commotion, and cverything ap-
peared to be in a state of confusion.

Dick Geedwin and his father locked
at one andther wonderingly.

What could it mean?

CHAPTER 11
Hot on the Trait!

& 2GAD!”

B Sir Montie Tregellis - West

locked at me in mild surprise

as I burst into Study He and
Tommy W%tson had Lem leaning
against the table, facing the fire, and
they hoth appeared to be quite sur-
hr!scd to see me in my overcoat and
T

“Tat| ia
“I'm off!”
“Off1”
t0?”
““Just r\mmm up to London,” I said.

you chaps!” I said briskly.

repeated Watson. “Where

a s!” interrupted
Tommy hat’s the game?”

“Dear old Loy, vau

ince-nez and ga:
fanguid interest.

‘I haven't got t.me
Tuch!” I exclaimed.

ing at me with

to explain
“You see, the
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guv'nor has already left for the stal

and the train goes in about ten
mmutes, so there’s not a moment to
lose. I'm going to run along and catch
Mr. ‘Lee up in the village. We're both
going to London at once.”

“‘But there’s no train to London, you
ass!” said Watson. “It’s only a AoL;xl
that goes to Bannington—"

“Yes, but -there’s a connection at

Barmington,” I interrupted. “There’s
a ten-minute wait, and then the
express for London comes in. I can't

possibly itop any longer. Good-bye, my

sons
“Hold on!™ exclaimed Tommy, grab-
bing hold of me. “Youre not going yet,
you as Hold him, Montie!™
““Certainly, dear old boy!” said Tre-
gelho-was* grasping my other arm.

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

“Expla] n*e\plaln quickly!” said

Watson. “Of the nerve! Do you

think we're gomg to let you go off like
this—without even telhng us where

you're going, or what you're going for?
Not lxkclv' Now then, get it off your
chest!

I breall

“This is v/hat I gct for commg here
to say good-bye m you chaps!” ex-
claimed warmly. “All right, I'll put it
in a nutshell. Dick Goodwin and hﬁ

pater have met with some adventure
Tondon—Naggs has been up to some
Anyhow,

game or other, I believe.
Detective-I
land Yard,
net result is that Mr. Lee is g0ing to
London at once—and I'm going with
him!”

Watson’s eyes sparkled.

“An adventure?” he said eagerly.
“My only hat! I say, Nipper, we can
come, T suppose?”

““If you suppese Lhat your Supposer
is out of order!” I exclaimed. “It’s im-
possible, old son! Mr. Lev gave me per-
mission to go, but that perm
doesn’t include you chaps. It can’t
dene, T'm awfully son

be
, but there you
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are! Now, let me go, or else therell
be trouble.

“But really, Nipper, old fcﬂow this
isn’t playing the game! pxmested
Montie. “We want to come"

“I tell you it can’t be done!” I said.
“Let go, you fatheads!”

I wriggled myself free and made for
thc doorway.

We can’t come, eh?” exclaimed
Tommy Watson darkly “You're going
to leave us out in the cold, are you?
All right, you'll see! Wn'll show you
whether we can come or not!”

I didn’t hear the last few words that
Tommy uttered, for I was already speed-
ing along the passage on my way to the
Triangle. Arnving there, I raced out,
and was soon going down Bellton Lane
at the double. Meanwhile, Tommy
Watson and Sir Montie Tregellis-West
were looking at one another in rather
an excited way.

“Dearrold boy, what did you mean
just now?” asked Montie. “You know
it’s quite out of the question for us to
go—"

“Is it?” interrupted Watson. “Wwe'll
see about that, Monble' A piece of
cheek—leaving us behind

‘Watson grabbed hold of Sn‘ Montie’s
sleeve.

“Come on!” he exclaimed briskly.

“Begad! What on earth——"

“Don’t waste any time!” said Tommy.
“Buck 1

He dragged Sir Montie out of the
study, and they went along the pas-
sage. Montie was protesting all the
time, for he had not the slightest idea
what his chum intended. Meanwhile,
1 went down through the vlllage By
running hard, I caught the guv'nor up
just before he reached the station.

And even then we only arrived just
in time to catch the frain. It was
steaming in even as we hurried into the
booking-office.

Nelson Lee obtained two tickets, and
we took our seats.in the trains It was
only a short journey to ;: B&nmn"ton, of
course, and_then we. chal ere
we were obliged to wait for twelve

1
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minutes, until the express to London J
came in. It was a fast train, with only !
one stop before xt reached Victoria.
Nelson Lee and I got into a corridor
coach, and we were soon comfortably
seated in a smoking compartment. é

“Now, guv'nor, I want to know all:
about it!” I said. “We haven’t had- :
much time for talking, so far. I want n
to know all about Goodwin.”

“I have been waiting for you to ask ’ i
questions, my lad,” said Nelson Lee.

The guv'nor gave me all the details,
and I was impressed. It was quite ce:
tain that Dick Goodwin and h:s father
had met with some foul pla:

We were still discussing Lhe subject j
when I happened to look up. Some-
thing had moved along the corridor—
somebody was peeping into ouf com:
partment, which we occupied alone. I
looked up sharply, strange smplemns
in my mind.

‘Were we being follcwed—shadowed?‘
Were the agents of Mr. Naggs on our
track? As I looked up, the fgure drew
bmk and I nudged Nelson Lee.

“What on earth—

“It’s all right, guv’nor!” 1 whxspered

“There’s somebody there—out in the
corridor. Somebody watching us!” |

“Dear me!” said Nelson Lee. “Is
that so, Nipper?” E

I rose to my feet, and crept quietly
across_the compartment; then, with
rush, I flung back the sliding-door, an
looked out into the corridor. There,

facing me, were two figures—two:
youthful figures, attired in tweed
o ercoats and tweed caps. They,

stared at me, and I stared at them.

“Well, 'm jiggered!” I exclaimed;
after a moment.

“Dear old boy, we—"

“You sce, it was like this——""

“You—you bounders!” I shouted
“How the dickens did you get on t
train?”

Tommy Watson and Sir Monti
Tregellis-West were looking = slightl;
nervous, for they knew that Nelso:
Lee was in the compartment, and the;
knew, also, that they would be requir
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1o give a full explanation of their con-
duct. It was quite likely, indeed, that
they would be sent back to St. Frank’s.
put this was a fast train, and it did
not stop until it reached the outskirts
of London, so my chums were hopeful
that everything would be all right.

“You see, dear old boy, we wanted
to come with you,” explained Sir
Montie. “We knew that the local
train got to Bannington about twelve
minutes before the express, so we got
on our bikes, and rode like the very
dickens. We only just arrived in time,
and scrambled in as the train was
gmn out of the station.”

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

“We did!” grinned Watson.

"Vcry inceresbing'” interrupted a
voice at my back. “Come inside here,
hoy: 7and give a full account of your-
selves!

Nelson Lee’s voice was very stern, but
I detected a slight twinkle in his eyes.
Sir Montie and Tommy came into
the compartment, and, in sheepish
voices, they explained to Nelson Lee
how they had got their bicycles out and
rushed off for Bannington without any

delay. And, having finished, they
waited nervously for Nelson Lee's
decision.

“It is very wrong of you boys to take
matters into your hands like this,” said
the guv'nor sternly. “I shall have to
send a telegram to the Head as soon
as _we reach London, and then you
will have to return by the next train.”

Oh, sir!” gaid the juniors in dismay.

“You surely do not expect me to
take you with me?” asked Nelson Lee.
“Strictly speaking, I ought to punish
you-for this acnon, but I will say no
more about it.”

“Oh, thank you, sir!” exclaimed
Tommy.

At the same time, you must return
to St Frank's—

“Let ’em come along with us, sir!”
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I put in. “Dash it all, I reckon they
deserve it after this!”

“We shan’t be in the way, sir!” put
in Tommy Watson. “And we might
come in useful. We'll do anything we
Jjolly well can, sir!”

Nelson Lee’s expression relaxed, and
he smiled.

“I am quite sure that you are sincere,
Watson,” he said. “At the same time,
I don't know whether I shall be justi-
fied in allowing you to remain with
Nipper until he returns to St. Frank’s.
As a matter of fact, not one of you
ought to have come. I shall probably
get into quite hot water with Dr.
Stafford for this.”

I grinned.

“Tell that to the Marines, guv'nor,”
I said calmly. “And, after all, there’s
a reason why we should be with you.
We've been engaged on this affair of
Goodwin’s for some little time, and it’s
only right that we should be in at the
finish, isn’t it?”

Nelson Lee shrugged his shoulders.

“It seems that it is quxte useless for
me to argue, Nlpper. he said. “The
only thing I can do is to resign myself
to the inevitable, and allow you all to
come. But, mind you, you must behave
yourselves.”

“Then that’s all right!” I said, sit-
ting down again. ‘““There’s no need to
worry, you chaps.”

‘We arrived at Victoria at about half-
past four, and there, sure enough, Chief
Detective-Inspector Lennard, of Scot-
land Yard, was waiting for us. With
him he had four men, including Detec-
tive-Sergeant Vincent.

“I found time to come myself, Lee,”
said the chief inspector, as he shook
the guvnor’s hand. “I'm glad to see
you, old man! 1It's ages since you were
in London. How are things going?”

“Well have a chat later on, Len-
nard,” said Nelson Lee briskly. “For
the moment we must get to Blooms-
bury as quickly as we possibly -can.
I want to raid this house without delay.
I am perfectly convinced that Mr.
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Gocdwin and his son are being kept
isoners against their will.”

A)g ‘Why, hallo! I'm hanaed if I\Jpper

isn't here, too!”

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

We all moved out of the station into
the big yard. Here a powerful motor-
car was awaiting us, and we climbed
in. Nelson Lee went with Lennard in
the front seat, and Detective-Sergeant
Vincent was there, too. The rest of
us piled into the back, although it
was a bit of a squeeze. There were
nine of us all told, so it was fortunate
that the car was powerful and roomy.

‘The chief inspector drove, and he did
not seem to care much about speed-
limits, for he sent the car whizzing
along the busy thoroughfares at a fast
speet

However, we had no mishap, and at
length we arrived in Bramcourt Road,
Bloomsbury. It was quite a gloomy,
old-fashioned road, with scarcely any
traffic.in it. There were only one or
two people to be seen, indeed, when we
pulled up outside No. 59.

On the way, Lennard and the guv'nor
had been discussing the plan of action,
so there was no delay no

Quick as a flash, Lennard and the de-
tectives were in the gateway, and they
ran up to the house. Two of the men
went straight round to the back,
another stood midway between the rehr
and the front, on guard there. Nelson
Lee and Lennard ran up to the front
door, and hammered loudly upon the

knocker, and Vincent made his way to
the other side of the houge, in case
anybody attempted to get away in

that direction.
o Begad!”  muttered Sir  Montie.
b’é‘;zey haven’t lost any time, dear old
“It’s better not
a ,:lob like th.ls, Montie,” I s
“Hallo1” sald Watson cxgifed A
garcx hear a commotion Found'at the

to waste any time on
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‘We heard hammerings and bangings,
and then one or two shouts. Evidently
something exciting was gumg on. Sir
Montie and Tommy ran off, in order to
see what was doing, but I remained in
the front, just at the foot of the steps.

And, a minute later, the door was
swung open, and a man came tearing
out. But the very instant he saw the
chief inspector and Nelson Lee on the
step, he staggered back, and attempted
to run into the house.

“Not just yet, my friend!” said Lens
nard grimly. “I'd like to have a word
with you, if you don’t mind.”

The man was grasped, and, although
he struggled fiercely for a time, he was
at length secured. Finding that escape

hopel,

was he attempted
to bluster.

“What—what is the meaning
this?” he demanded, panting haxd

“Who are you? What the deuce do
you mean by smashing into this
house—"

“There’s no need to get excited, old
man!” interrupted Lennard smoothly.
“If everything is all right, you won’t
get into any trouble. We've just come
to have a look round—having received
information that everything is not as it
should be in this house. I am a police
officer, and it will be as well for you
to remember that anything you say will
be used in cvidence against you. Take |
it quietly, and yowll be all right.”

man clenched his fists,
cursed beneath his breath.

“There’s nothing here—you won't
find anything wrong in this house!” he -
muttered.

“I'm going to ask you a ques

and

ion—

you know if & gen tlemar |
named Mr. Richard Goodwin is in thm
house?” !

“I don’t know anything about a Mr.
Goodwin,”  { man  exclaimed.
“There’s nobody here at all!”

“Neither Mr. Goodwin nor his son
—a boy of fourteen?” asked Lennard
keenly.
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“No, there’s no"" rmm‘ed the man.

"hﬂxp —help!”

o shoui came from a room down
Lho hall, and, at the same time, there
was a -loud hammering on the panels
of the door. Detective-Inspector Len-
nard smiled, and Nelson Lee gave me
a triumphant glance.

" is nobody here at all?” ex-
dfnmr'd Lennard smoothly. t:
interesting, my friend.
vather curious that you were unaware
of

“Hang you!” snarled the man,
“There’s no sense in keeping it up, T
suppose. Yes—Geodwin and the boy
are here.”

“Youwll come with us, and yowll un-
Jock the door,” sald Lennard curtly.
“And don’t forget—if you try any
tricks, yowll regret it. Hurry up!”

But Nelson Lee was already at the
door, and found a key in the lock. He
_turned this, and shot back a couple of
powerful bolts. The door opened, and
Dick Goodwin came bursting out, ex-
cited and flushed.  Just behind him
was his father.

Lee!” shouted Dick joyously.
‘HOXL I am glad you've come, sir—I am
hat

“Aye, this is champion!” ecxclaimed
Mr. Goodwin.  “I never expected to
see you, Mr. Lee. How did you know
we were here? How did you know
what had happened to us?”

It was not long before Mr. Goodwin
and Dick knew all about it.  Nelson
Lee soon put them in possession of all
the facts.

“Aye, I've heard you're a smart man,

g

Mr. Lee, and new I know it,” said the | b

will-owner heartily. Aye, but it was a
gradely plan of yours! And you were
right in thinking that I'm not capable
of looking after my=elf By gum, sir!
1 deserve to be kicked!”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“Well, hardly, Mr. Goodwin,” he
said.  “Ii geems that these rascals
1’“‘X‘vhmed a very clever trick upon

he presence of that useful voice|t
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you, and it was hardly possible that
you should be aware of the truth.
Ioweyer, no harm has been done, and
very little time has been wasted—-"
harm dene, sir!” echoed Dick,
with sudden dismay in his voice. “Bub
you don’t know—the plans have gone!"”
i Gono!" echoed Nelson Lee sharply.
“Ave, Mr. Lee, they've gone!” said
¥ d\.m sh\‘cmg his head. “That

hour ﬂ"d—~ ind he's bound for Hollin-

wood.  He's got the plans with him,
el

'n
Nelson Lee 1ooked at Mr. Goodwin
keenly.

How do you know that he has gone
to Hollinwcod?” he inquired.

“I found it out, sir,” put in Dick.
“I'll just explain.”

He soon told us how he had got dov, n
in the dumb-waiter; we liste
interest. hen he had done,
Lee pf\t cd him on the back.

“That was very smart of you, my
lad,” he said approvingly. So Mr.
Naggs left King’s Cross by the four-
fifty train for Hollinwood? Its five
oclock already, so we must think af
something without any loss of time.”

“But—but what can you do, sir?” 1
'JuL in, tugging at the guv’nor’s sleeve.

“There are very many things that I
can do, Nipper,” he replied grimly.
“The main thing is to get to Hollin-
wood before Naggs. I want to meet
him when he steps out of that train!”

“Aye, but that’s impossible!” pro-
tested Mr. Goodwin.

“Qf course it is, sir!” said Dick.

“No, it is not impossible,” corrected
Nelson Lee. “It may be difficult, T will
grant—but not impossible. Mr. Naggs
has gone by express train; but there
are even faster things than expresses!”

“By lJingo!” I exclaimed eagerly.
“Do—do you mean an aeroplane, sir?”

“Exactly, Nipper!

“My only hat!”

“Begad!”
“An—dil aeroplane?”
“Yes, an _aeroplane!”  repeated

Nelson Lee. “It will not take us long
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to get to Hendon. There is a motor-

cor waiting outside, which we can use;
and an aeroplane will take us to Lan-
cashire in just over two hours. We
shall be able to arrive just before
dark, if we hurry.”

“That’s a fine idea, guv'nor!” I said
enthusiastically. “Why, yowll be able
to get there long before Naggs, and
youwll be able to meet him on the
platform?”

“And catch him red-handed, begad!”
said Sir Montie.

But Mr. Goodwin shook his head.
“Aye, it’s a good enough idea, M
Lee,” he said slowly, “put it can’t be

done!”

“Indeed! Why not?” inquired the
gxcm detective.
ndeed! -Why not?” inquired the

great detective.

“ Aeroplanes are expensive!” said Mr.
Goeodwin.  “I'd give almost anything
to save those plans of Dick’s, but I
haven’t got the money to spend on hir-
ing a ’‘plane.”

“My dear Mr. Goodwin, there is not
the slightest need for you to worry over
that point,” interrupted Nelson Lee
crisply. “I have taken up this case on
your behalf, and I intend to use every
effort to Trustrate Naggs. With regard
to the nost of the aeroplane, I will see
to that.”

“Ah, but that won't do, Mr. Lee!”
said the m!llo\vnﬁr‘ “I shall have to
pay you-—"

“If you insist upon the matter we
can casily arrange it,” interrupted Lee.
“But we will not discuss that now, my
dear sir. The main thing is to get to
Hendon without any delay.”

“May—may we come, sir?”
Watson eagerly.

Nelson Lee pursed his lips.

“Well, since you have come so far,
boys, you may as well come a little
farther,” he said. “Mr. Goodwin and
1 will go in the aeroplane to Hollinwood,
and you boys must get back to St.
Frank’s as soon as you can. I leave you
in charge, Nipper,

asked

“Right you are, guynor!” I said.
“That'll be all right—leave it to me.
We'd like to come along to Hollinwood
with you, but that’s impossible. So
we'll come to Hendon to see you oft1”

“That’s a rippin’ idea, begad!” sald
Sir Montie approvingly.
Aye, it’s champion!”
Goodwin.

Having decided upon the course of

action, no time was lost. Within a very
fow minutes we were speeding through
London, in the direction of Hendon
aerodrome. I should have loved
the trip to Lancashire, but I knew that
it could not be. The guvnor would
charter the fastest aeroplane available,
and that would probably be a two-
seater. So there would be no room for
any other passengers.

“Well, never mind, you chaps,” I
said. “We shall see them off, anyhow,
and we shall hear about everything to-
morrow.”

We lost no time on the journey to
Hendon, and when we finally arrived we
found the great aerodrome in a some-
what deserted condition, for it was
evening, and a great many of the sheds
were closed.

However, Nelson Lee set about mak-
ing inquiries. While he was doing thig
we remained with Mr, Goodwin in the

motor-car. And it was not long before
Nelson Lee returned, with some in-
teresting information—interesting from
my point of view, at all events.”

“I have done the best I can, Mr.
Goodwin, and I find that there is no
two-seater aeroplane available at- t}}e
moment,” said the gl
rather a bother, and I am sur] d
dozen machines could be got read;
within the hour, but that won't do fo
us. We want one now, immediately,
without delay.”

“Aye, that's quite rlght, Mr. Lee”
agreed Mr. Goodwin. “Ii
the machine to be ready in an hour’s
time. And what is this one that can
be had at once—a single-seater?”

The guvnor shook his head.

gaid = Dick

“Quite the opposite!” he exclaimed,

won't do for |
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“This machine, which is ready to leave
the ground at once, is a powerful twin.
engined Handley-Page, capable of carry-
ing a dozen passengers if necessary.
I have given instructions, and the
machine will be ready for us at once.”
Mr. Goodwin shook his head.
o Avt‘ bJL it will be expensive!” he
“A big Handley- Pnge'

But tha guv'nor brushed this matter
aside, and was just about to turn away
when I grasped his coat-slecve,

“‘Hold on, sir!” I exclaimed tensely.

“Well, Nipper, what is it?”

“Youre going to Hollinwood in a
Hand ev Page machine, sir?” I asked.

“And it is capable of carrying ten or

twi clve people?

actly!”

“'I'hen there’s no reason why we
shouldh’t a‘l go on this trip!” I said.

» Oh my only topper!”

Nelson I_ee regarded me rather
severely.

“Now, Nipper, you must not take
advantage of fact that this

Handley-Page is the only aeroplane
available,” he said firmly. “You know
well enough that I cannot take you and
the other boys. You must get back to
the scheol this evening—"

“But why, sir?” I put in eagerly.
“Dash it all, now we've started on this
adventure you might as well let us go
through with it! Besides, I shall
probably be useful up in Lancashire—
there’s no telling. Dick wants to go,
I know—he'd love to go with his
pater—"

“Aye, I would that!” said Dick Good-
win eagerly.

“I should like you to let the lad
come, Mr. Lee,” put in Mr. Goodwin.

“Well, since 1t is your wish that Dick
should come with us, I will offer no
Objection,” replied Lee.
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“Oh, thank you, sir!” exclaimed
Dick gratefully.
I grinned.

“Well, there you sre, sir,” I said.
“Since you've allowed Goodwin to go,
you can’t stop us going—it wouldn’t be

fair. You must treat us all alike!”
“Yes, rather, sir!” said Tommy
Watson

“We're simply dyin’ to go!” declared
Tregellis-West.

Nelson Lee regarded us with a kind of
grim amusement.

“Well, boys, in_the circumstances I
will not refuse,” he said. “You may
all come, if you like. As Goodwin is
coming, and Nipper insists upon doing
the same, it would hardly be fair to
forbid the others. So you have got
your own way. I only hope that Dr.
Stafford will deal with you lemently
when we get back to St. Frank’s.”

“Oh, the Head will be all right,
sir!” I said cheerfully. “You'll explain
everything, and there won't be any
trouble at all. My sons, we're goin—
it’s all serene! We're going on this
trip to Hollinwood!”

“Hurrah!” exclaimed Tommy Wat-
son excitedly.

“Begad! We're fnzntfully lucky“’
murmured Sir Montie. We are,
really!”

Nelson Lee was a brick, and I could
have hugged him. We were all going
on this trip to Lancashire. It was

splendid—we should be in at the end
of the adventure.

And we waited impatiently and
eagerly while the giant Handley-Page
aeroplane was brought out of its shed
and prepared for the flight. Not that
many preparations were needed. This
particular machine was tuned up, and
her tanks were full. Both the engines
were in perfect order—for the big 'plane
had been tuned up for flight on the
morrow. There was nothing to delay
our immediate departure.

And, very soon afterwards, we entered
the luxurious cabin of the aeroplane.
It was quite a novel experience for us
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It was a beautifully appointed cabin,
with luxurious armchairs, curtains,

cushions and big windows. The cabin
was wind proof, and it was like stepping
into a miniature drawing-room.
Nelson Lee, of course, came with us.
The regular pilot was on hand, and he
elected to teke us to Hollinwood. I
ancy the guv'nor would have preferred
to sit in the pilot’s seat himself—for he
was an expert airman. But Nelson Lee
did not press this matter—as long as we
all got to Hoilinwood, that was the
main thing.

And presently the great engines
roarcd out their seng. And we rolled
over the ground, took to the air grace-
fully, and scared aloft.

It was 2 splendid machine of its type.
too. And, in addition, we were assisted
very materially on our way by a follow-
ing wind. This wind probably in-
creased our speed by fifteen or twenty
miles an hour. And every minute was
of value in a case of this kind. The
pilot found this wind much stronger at

a height of six thousand feet. And so
we soared along, high above the
countryside, enjoying the trip
immensely.

It was hardly like flying in an acrc-
plane. There was no more noise than
one encounters in the compartment of a
railway train. Conversation was. quite
possible. And we flew along steadily,
without any particular vibration, and
in ease and comfort.

And so we went on, racing towards
Hollinwood. There was very littie doubt
that we should arrive long before the
express which was carrying Mr. Naggs
and Dick Goodwin’s plans. Unless any
unforeseen mishap oceurred, we should
certainly do so.

Nelson Lee had done everything pos.
sible—and now we were on our way
to the North. Telegrams had been sent
galore—not only to the police, but also
to some aerodrome people in the Hollin-
wood district. It was necessary that
everything should ke ready for our re-
¢eption when we landed in Lancashire,

My sons, this is great!” T exclaimed,
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ng Sir Montie and Tommy.
simply gorgeous! I've got an
idea the back of my head that we
shall defeat Mr. Naggs all along the line
—and bring him to & He's going
to be wiped to a co at this time!”

“Desr old boy, T sincerely hope so!”
Montie Tregellis-West. “Ib
be frightful if this scoundrel suc-
in stealing Goodwin’s invention.
He has got the plans for the moment,
but that does not mean to say that he
will keep them.”

“Oh, leave it to Mr. Lee!” said
Tommy Watson. “He'll do the trick!”

In any case, it was quite apparent
that Mr. Naggs would not have every-
thing all his own way!

addry
s

S

said
would

CHAPTER 12,
Mr. Josh Guttle Steps In!

HERE was a dreamy look of

T pleasure in the eyes of Mr. Naggs

as that gentleman leaned back

among the cushions in a third-class

compartment and filled his pipe. The

train was speeding northwards. Mr.

Naggs had the apartment completely to

himself. He finished filling his pipe,
and then lit it,

“By thunder!” he muttered. “Every-
thing’s all right now—1I've got the plans
—and everything will be plain sailing
from this minute onwards!”

Mr. Naggs patted his breast-pocket
with a feeling of comfort. Just there,
hidden from view, lay a large foolscap
envelope. That envelope contained Dick
Goodwin’s precious plans. And now they
were in the possession of this scheming
rascal, and it was Mr. Nages® intention
to sell those plans for a larg i
noney as soon as ever he a
Hollinwood. 3

“¥es, i1l be all plain sailing after
this!” Mr. Naggs told himself, s
reckon I deserve this success—aiter §
all the darned trouble I've had. Buf
nothing can go wrong now. Goodwin
and the kid are vrisoners. and thew
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can’t escape from that house. They
can’t even be traced—and by the time
they are released I shall have skipped
out of the country altogether. Oh, yes,
T'm on safe ground now.”

Mr. Naggs chuckled with satisfaction.
He was quite confident that nothing
could prevent him winning through
now.

When he arrived in Hollinwood he
would go straight away to Mr. William
Fordley, the rich mill-owner. Fordley,
of course, would be only too pleased to
receive the unscrupulous Mr. Naggs.
The whole business would be concluded
in an hour, Naggs told himself. Ford-
ley would have the money ready, and he
would hand it over. And when Naggs
tepped out into the street again he
vould be free to go where he pleased.
His position, he told himself, was safe
and sound. e

Naggs sighed with contentment as he
drew lazily at his pipe. He had had a
great deal of trouble to get hold of those
plans, but he had succeeded, and there
was something very pleasant in the
sense of victory.

It was a fast train, and Mr. Naggs
was soon feeling the effect of the
rhythmic thudding of the wheels as
they passed over the rail joints. The
motion of the carriage was smooth and
comforting. And the solitary occupier
of the compartment closed his eyes with
another contented sigh.

Within two minutes he was dozing,
and he subconsciously took the pipe out
of his mouth and thrust it into his
Docket. Then he settled himself more
comfortably and dozed once more.
Within five minutes Mr. Naggs was
sleeping soundly.

It was the effect of the train’s motion
more than anything else—but Naggs
had had very little slecp lately. Owing
to his chase after Dick Goodwin’s plans,
he had led a somewhat strenuous exis-
tence, and during the last forty-eight
hours, at least, he had not more than
four hours’ sleep. Therefore, now that
all worry was over, he took advantage
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of the train journey to have a quiet
snaoze.

For ten minutes Mr. Naggs remained
in solitude.

And then a
appeared.

He came stealthily, Walking quietly
aleng the corridor, the stranger paused
when he came to Mr. Naggs’ compart-
ment. He peered in through the win-
dow, and a gleam .of satisfaction
entered his eyes when he noticed that
Naggs was sound asleep in the corner

Just for a moment or two the
ger hesitated. Then he pushed
the sliding door of the compart-
ment and entered.

He walked over to Mr. Naggs, and
stood immediately in front of him—
and it was his evident intention to
wake Mr. Naggs up. But he did not do
s0. Quite abruptly, a gleam came into
the eyes of the stranger. For he had
seen the corner of a thick, bulky
envelope peeping out of Mr. Naggs’
inner pocket. Owing to the position
of the sleeping man his jacket was bulg-
ing slightiy—and the envelope was thus
revealed.

The intruder stood quite still for a
moment or two, evidently coming to a
decision. There was now a hard glitter
in his eyes. And, reaching a hand
forward, he placed his fingers over the
envelope. Then, with infinite care, he
withdrew the bulky package from Mr.
Naggs’ pocket.

He performed the task so quietly
that the sleeping man had no know-
ledge whatever of what was taking
place. He breathed evenly and regu-
larly.

The precious package was in the grasp
of the mysterious stranger—and the
latter individual was creeping quietly
and stealthily out of the compartment.
Arriving in the corridor, he made his
way to the next compartment, which
was empty. Then, with rapid fingers,
he opened the envelope.

“Byhokey!” he exclaimed softly.

For.one glance at the contents of that

mysterious stranger




46

envelope told him the truth. They were
the plans—the priceless plans of Dick
Goodwin's invention!

The mysterious stranger proceeded to
act in the same deliberate, calm
manner. He produced another envelope,
and quickly folded some sheets of thick,
blank paper. These he placed inside
the envelope and sealed it up. To all
intents and purposes, it was the same
as the other. Certainly, Mr. Naggs
would not be able to detect the
difference by the exterior.

‘The mysterious stranger crept back
rlong the corridor, re-entered Mr. Naggs’
compartment, and once more bent aver
the sleeping figure. This time he acted
with even greater caution. Slowly and
deliberately he inserted this substitute
package into Mr. Naggs’ pocket. Then,
with an expression of excessive gloom
on his countenance, the stranger crept
out of the compartment.

As he moved along the corridor he
mace one or two remarks to himself.

“There was men which was careful,
and there was men which was care-
less!” murmured the man. “Them
which was careful took care of their
property—but them w was careless
was made to suffer. By hokey! Mr.
Naggs was a fool! And why? Ask
me! Because nobody but a fool would
g0 to sleep leaving them ,valuable
papers in such a position that they
could be easily took!”

The stranger re-entered his own com-
partment, still with the expression of
gloom on his countenance. He did not
appear to be at all satisfled with what
he had done. But perhaps this was
because it was natural for him to be
melancholy—perhaps he did not know
ho¥ to smile.

But, whatever his expression, there
was ot the slightest doubt that Mr.
Josh Cuttle was extremely pleased with
himself.

Ard, meanwhile, the train continued
on its journey towards Lancashire. Mr.
Naggs awoke after a while, relit his
ripe, and surveyed the landscape with
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great pleasure. Now and again he
touched his breast pocket. Certainly,
Mr. Naggs had not the slightest notion
of what had happened vhxle he was
asleep.

And, finally, the long journey was
over. The train steamed into Hollin-
wood Station. The platform was busy,
and the rascal found many people
standing about when he alighted. It
was quite dark now, but there was
plenty of illumination on the platform.

be with Fordley within half an
huux, Naggs told himself.

But his thoughts came to an abrupt,
Jarring end, and he stood stock-still,
an expression of utter, dumbfounded
amazement on his face, His eyes almost
started from his head, and he gasped,
for there, standing on the platform, not
ten yards from him, were two figures—
the figures of Mr, Richard Geedwin and
Dick Goodwin,

“By thunder!” panted Mr. Naggs.
“It—it can’t be true! It's impossible!
Absolutely—-"

The words choked in his throat.

His mind was in a state of chaos. He
had left Dick Goodwin and his father
in London, prisoners in that house at
Bloomsbury. And he —Naggs — had
hurried straight to King’s Cross, and he
had taken the fastest express to the
North. And yet here, on the platform
at Hollinwood, Dick Goodwin and his
father were standing. They had
arrived in Lancashire before him! ‘And |
it was impossible—it simply could not
be

It was hardly to be wondered at that
Mr. Naggs was so thunderstruck. He
came to the conclusion that he mush
be suffering from some delusion—that
his eyes were playing him false. But,
as he was about to move forward in
order to take a closer scrutiny, a hand.
was laid upon his arm.

Mr. Naggs swung round, with a gasp.]

“One moment, please, Mr. Naggs,"
said a soft, quiet veice,

The man found himself lookin:
straight into the eyes of Nelson Lee.
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“Good heavens"’ gasped Naggs,
panic-stricken. I— What—
Hang you!” He snarled. “Leave my
arm alon

“It wm be better, I think, if you do
not make any scene, Mr. Naggs,” in-
terrupted Nelson Lee quietly. “You
must surely realise that it is quite im-
possible for you to escape. You will be
well advised to remain composed.”

“Wh t—what is the meaning of
this? Mr. Naggs, attemptin;
to bluster. “How dare you detain me?
Who are you? What is the meaning

“I fancy you know who I am, Mr.
Naggs!” interrupted Nelson Lee grimly.
“This bluff on your part will not avail
you anything.”

Mr. Naggs was almost lost in his con-
fusion, but he still kept up his pretence.
“I don’t know what you mean—you
ust have made a mistake!” he ex-
med hoarsely. “My name is not
ggs. I am Mr. James Michel, and
I have come from Derby. You are
making a mistake if you think—"

“Pardon me, Mr. Naggs, but I am
making no mistake,” interjected Lee
coldly. “Your name is—Walter Naggs,
and you have in your possession at the
present moment, an _envelope- contain-
ing some plans which are the rightful
property of Master Richard Goodwin. I
advise you to deliver that envelope to
me without any further delay. I can
assure you that it will be better for
you.”

Mr. Nages looked round him desper-
ately. But he was trapped—and he knew
it. Nelson Lee was standing imme-
dately in front of him, and there was
110 escape for the rascal. Not only that,
but Mr. Richard Goodwin was there, 100
—and Dick Goodwin. I was standmG
iust near by, and Sir Montie Trevelhs-
West and Tommy Watson were with
ot

Mr. Naggs gulped something down in
throat. It seemed to him that the
“hole of St. Frank’s had come—he

u see dozens of us—everything
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swam before his eyes. Just when he
had thought that he was safe—just
when he had gained the complete vic-
tory—this disaster had oceurred. In
some miraculous manner Dick Goodwin
and his father had escaped, and had
arrived in Lancashire in advance.

Naggs came to_the one obvious con-
clusion. Nelson Lee was the cause of
this—of course! ~And Naggs was cap-
tured—beyond all hope of escape.

Our trip from London had been
accomplished without mishap. We had
arrived at a landing ground not far
distant, and had come to earth in per-
fect safety. And then, without losing
any time, Nelson Lee and all of us had
come straight on to Hollinwood Station.

Mr. Naggs’ amazement was easy to
understand. It must, indeed, have
seemed like magic to him to find the
Goodwins here.  Naggs had left them
prisoners in London, and he had come
to Lancashire by the fastest possible
express. And yet here we were, facing
him when he alighted on the platform.
No doubt it was a terrific shock for the
rascal.

“I tell you, you have made a mis-
take!” exclaimed Naggs harshly. “If
you do not let me go at once I shall
call the stationmaster, and have you
arrested for obstructmg me. You im-
pudent fool! Why can’t you—"'

“Now, Mr. Naggs, be reasonable!”
interrupted Lee calmly. “You know
that you are bluffing, and it will not do.
That kind of thing carries no weight
with me. The game is up, and the only
thing you can do is to deliver those
Pl at once. You can take your
choice.”

choeice?” blustered Naggs.
xactly!” said Nelson Lee coldly.
“You can either hand over those plans
now, or you can be detained by force
and handed over to the police. In the
latter event you will be kept ln custody,
'md ultimately sent for trial.”
“And ;wha if I hand over the plans
at once?, demanded Mr. Nages.
It i hob my intention to make any




bargain with you,” said Nelson Lee.
“I am not in the habit of doing such
thin; th criminals. Come on, Naggs,
ur defeat, and hand over those
Or, better, still I will take

them!

Nelson Lee reached forward a hand,
and hefore Mr. Naggs could stop him,
he seized the bulky envelope. He
snatched it ouf of Mr. Naggs’ pocket,
and the man uttered a snarl of fury.

“By thunder!” he shouted thickly.
“You shan't have them! TI've been
workmﬂ for weeks to get those plans,
an

“Bther take it quietly, Naggs,” said
Mr. Gnodwm quickly. “Youll find it
better!”

It was quite impossible for Naggs to
escape. Mr. Goodwin had hold of his
arm, and I was immediately behind
him. Tommy Watson and Tregellis-
West were in front. Naggs, in fact,
was surrounded; there was no possible
chance of his breaking away.

With deft fingers, Nelson Lee opened
the flap of the envelope, and a moment
later he had withdrawn the pieces of
paper from within. He unfolded them,
glanced at them quickly, and an expres-
sion of astonishment entered his cyes.
He turned the sheets over, and glanced
at their backs.

“Dear me!” he exclaimed. “Blank!”

“Blank?” exclaimed Mr. Goodwin.

“Blank?” roared Naggs frantically.

He stared at those sheets of paper
with gogeling eyes.

“ Yes, blank!” repeated Nelson Lee.
“What is the meaning of this, Naggs?
1 \vau(: those plans!”

ey are the plans—they are the
I tell youl!” shouted Naggs
. “I put them in that en-
velope myself—I examined them before-
You must be mad to say those
pcets are blank!”
“Aye, but this kind of bluff won’t go
down !” said Mr. Goodwin angrily. “ We
want the real plans, Naggs, and we are
fomg to have them. If you try any
rickery——>
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“Trickery yelled Naggs. “There’s
no mcsery 'waut this! I put the
plans in that envelope, and I've carried
them with me all the way from London.
They're not blank—they can't be! It's
absolutely impossible !

“The man is trying to spoof you,
guyv'nor!” I whispered.

Nelson Lee did not reply for a
moment. As a matter of fact, he was
rather surprised. Naggs did not appear
to be acting now. At all events, if he
was acting, he was doing it extremely
well. He appeared to be positively
sLavge.ed by this discovery.

“Look here, Naggs, the best thing
you can do is to tell me the truth, with-
out any further tomfoolery!” said Nel-
son Lee grimly. “The sheets in this
envelope are blank, and this proves
that you have the plans in some other
You will deliver them to me
. Do you agree, or must I take
them by force?”

Mr. Nazgs nearly choked.

“I haven’t got them, you mad fool!”
he raved. “The plans are in that en-
velope, don’t I keep telling you? )
haven’t got them! I know they were
the plans—they couldn’t have been
changed it’s absolutely impossible. T
had them in my pocket the whole
time—-"

“It is obvious, Naggs, that you intend
to keep up this tale all along!” inter-
jected Nelson Lee curtly. “I have
already told you that it will not do.
Consequently, you will be handed over
to the police without delay. If you do
not choose to be reasonable, my only
course is to call in the assistance of
the law!”

Mr, Naggs found it absolutely impaos-
sible to speak. The words choked in
his throat. He was amazed—{flabber-
gasted. But he knew that he was to
be arrested, and he knew that in some
uncanny manner the plans had left his
possession.

And just at that moment the train
began to move out of the station. It
had been standing against the platform
for several minutes, but now the guard
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Nelson Lee and Insp stared in i as they entered

the room. Edward Oswald Handforth, looking somewhat knocked about,

was standing there with clenched fists, triumphant. And lying on the floor

in a dazed condition were Fordiey and Naggs. “Well I'm hanged!?”
ejaculated the inspector.
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had blown his whistle, and the train
was already moving. A sudden gleam
came into Naggs' eyes. There was one
way of escape for him.
And he did not hesitate.
!

Tash!

His fist thudded into Nelson Lee’s
chest. The detective staggered back,
tripping over Sir Montie Tregellis-West
as he did so. The pair fell upon the
platform in a heap. Mr. Naggs rushed
along at break-neck speed. The train
was now travelling fast, and the last
carriage had already passed the spot
where we were standing. Mr. Naggs
raced after it like a greyhound.

He simply leapt at the train. It was
a risky proceeding, but he was so reck-
less and so desperate that he hardly
knew what he was doing; he certainly
did not realise the danger.

More by luck than anything else, he
grasped one of the brass holds, and he
was simply carried forcibly on to the
footboard.  Several shouts rang out
from people on the platform, but Mr.
Naggs wrenched open the door of the
carriage, and pulled himself into the
train.

He had escaped, and we -were left
staring after him on the platform!

CHAPTER 15.
The Luck of Mr. Naggs!

R. WALTER NAGGS breathed
M _hard, his breath coming in
great gasps. He had had a
narrow escape, and he knew it.

By sheer chance, the compartment
into which he had flung himself hap-
pened to be empty. He sat on the
cushions, his chest heaving. But at
length, as the train gathered speed, he
commenced to collect his wits.

One thing was certain—he would be
unable to visit Mr. William Fordley in
the open. Nelson Lee was here, in
Lancashire—and the police, too, would
be on the alert. Everybody was on
the watch, and Naggs knew that it
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was up to him to be excessively careful, |
otherwise he would come a cropper. |

And then he started. i

Why should he go to Fordley? What
reason had he for going—now?

The plans! §
They had gone; there was some start-
ling mystery concerning those plans.,{
Naggs was frantic with dismay and
fury ~ He sat there on the cushions,
thinking hard. He racked his brain,
but he could arrive at no solution.

He tried to remember everything that
had occurred since he had left the
house in Bloomsbury. He had examined
the plans, and he had sealed them up4
in the fcolscap envelope. Then he
had placed the package into his breast;
pocket; it had not left that pocket once.

‘How, then, had those sheets become
blank? They were not even the same
sheets—Naggs knew that well enough.
The real ones had been taken, and
these faked things substituted. 1

But how—how had it been done?

Naggs remembered that he had slepf}
for a certain time during the trip; buf
he was convinced that nobody had end
tered the compartment. ~And who, I
any case, would know that the bulky
package contained anything of value®
If Leec had been on the train, Nagg:
might have suspected something—in-
deed, if anybody who knew the secrefy
had been on the train. But Naggs
had been by himself—there had nof
been a soul on that express who knew
anything about the plans. This wi
the same train now—Naggs had re
entered i, and was continuing th
journey to Oldham.

The man_ hardly knew what to doj
Everything had gone wrong; just when
success had come to him, there was now
nothing but failure!
for Naggs, and he was all the mo
exasperated because he could not
cover how the disaster had taken pla

After a little while, he began
realise that his position was by
means as safe as he had first suppo:
The next stop was Oldham, and
{rain would soon be there. Undoubte
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Nelson Lee would send a telegram to
the stationmaster, and Naggs would be
detained when he stepped-out on the
plats It was up to him to act at
once, without wasting a second.

It was known that he had entered
the ls carriage. Many people had
seen him jump on board; therefore, it
wouid be the last carriage that would
receive the most attention when the
train pulled up at Oldham.

But it was a corridor train, and Mr.
Naggs remembered this fact. Leaving
his seat, he pushed the sliding-door
pack, and set off down the corridor,
meaning to pass right to the other end
of the train, if possible. Then he
would jump out near the engine. It
was just possible that he would be able
to escape in the crowd.

He glanced into one or ftwo of the
compartments as he walked along. Most
of them were occupied. And suddenly
Mr. Naggs paused, for he saw a figure
i g alone in one of the compart-

It was a figure well known to
him—a fizure which sent a flash of un-
derstanding into Mr. Naggs’ troubled
mind.

For he recognised the man as Mr.,
Josh Cuttle!

Cuttle—on this train! Naggs knew
well enough that Mr. Cuttle had been
at St. Frank’s ever since the commence-
ment of the present term. He was
there, presumably, as an employee; but
Naggzs knew that Cuttle was really at
St. Frank’s in order to keep his eye
upon Dick Goodwin. He was, was as a
matter of fact, & kind of bodyguard for
the Jad. And here he was, this bow-
legged, gloomy countenanced old fellow
e he was, in this trainl Obviously,
he had been in it all the while, What
couid have been easier than for him to
s along the corridor, come upon Mr.
s when he was asleep, and take
plans out of his pocket? In a
cond M. Naggs knew that Cuttle was
culprit—Cuttle had got away with
priceless documents!

m:d Naggs went mad with fury for a
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moment. He slammed back the sliding
door of the compartment, and went in,
Mr. Cuttle was on his feet in a moment.

“ By hokey!” he exclaimed.

The next moment Naggs was upen
him, and the pair were fighting fiercely.
Cuttle was taken at a disadvantage. He
was a much older man, and by no
means so active as Naggs. Furthermore,
the latter was aided by the strength
W] mvh fury lent to him.

hokey!” gasped Mr. Cuttle. “It
was a houtrage!™
thieving meddler!” snarled

Naggs. “You tock those plans out of
my pocket—and ycu're going to give
them up to me—now!”

“There was trouble in the hair!”

muitered Mr. Cuttle painfuily. “By
hokey!”
In all probablity, Mr. Cuttle had

meant to say “air,” but it happened
g very appropriately
grasped Mr. Cuttle’s ginger locks. Naggs
jerked his victim’s head back, and held
him helplessly against the cushions.
y \wt‘l VapAd ﬂn"ma, he searched
Cuttle’s coat pockets.
ingers encountered
suvelope containing the plans.
I knew it!” panted Naggs
nnphantly. © You thief!
1ew you took them—you took them
“hllc I was asleep!”

“There was going to be trouble!”
said Mr. Cuttle grimly. “Them plans
was 1io more yours than they are mine!
Thern pians was the property of Master
Goodwin, and if you think you're gom
to keep ’em, Naggs, you're mistook!

“Great Scott!” exclaimed Naggs sud-
de;

nl,
Hey felt the brakes being applied to
the train, and he was seized by a
mormentary panic. They were already
running into Oldham! Naggs rushed
to the “other side of the compartment,
flung down the window, and looked out.
All was dark; the train was slowing up,
certainly, but not st a station. Lights
gleamed  everywhere—street lamps,
lights in windows; but there was no
station near by.
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And Naggs came to a sudden resolu-
tion.

He had the plans now; they were in
his possession once more.

It was up to him to escape—to get
clear away. If he went on to Oldham,
he would probably be detained before
he could leave the station. But here
was a chance—here was an opportunity
which would not cceur again. The train
was running slow, and it was more than
likely that Naggs would be able to jump
from it without doing himself any
bodily injury. In any case, t scal
did net hesitate.

In his present excited state of mind
he hardly realised the danger, and he
opened the carriage door, got out on

he footboard, and closed the door
again. Then, taking a deep breath, he
leapt into the darkness.

Crash!

Mr. Naggs landed on the gravel
beside the track. He rolled over, strik-
ing his left shoulder hard. For a
second or two he remained moticnless
on the ground, filled with agony. He
really thought that he had smashed
something, but, when he scrambled up
and saw the red light of the frain dis-
appearing into the gloom, he scon dis-
covered that he had broken no bones.

H> was bruised, and he had several
seratches about him, but he had come
to no actual harm. And now a great
feeling of victory filled the scouadrel.
He had regained those plans from
Cuttle, and he had also obtained his
freedom. He would be able to visit
Mr. Fordley, after all, and receive his
money! If the unscrupulous mill-owner
got into trouble afterwards—well, that
would be his funeral.

Luck was certainly with Mr. Naggs—
amazing luck.

He left the railway track, and pre-
sently found himself going down a
small side-road, which led into a rather
squalid district, where the lights were
dim.

And, after walking for perhaps
wenty or thirty minutes, Mr. Naggs
recognised where he was, for hie knew
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Oldham and Hollinwood well. As he
walked, he made his plans, and he
decided that he would go to some
obscure lodgings, and lie low.

It would never do to visit Fordley to-
night; he would have to leave that until
to-morrow. And, even then, he would
tﬁnd it necessary to take every pl’ecau-

ion.

He was a marked man now, and it
would r do for him to be seen in
the vicinity of Fordley’s mill, He

would have to arrange a meeting in
some other place—right out of the dis- |
trict, if possible. ;

Once in his lodgings, Mr. Naggs
examined the package he had taken
from Cuttle. And he was soon satis-
fied that this package contained the
plans. He had not been deceived. Once
more the documents were in the posses-
sion of the rascal. ~And this time he

Meanwhile, Nelson Lee was not in-
active.

The famous detective had los!
time. There was no sense in wastin
txme by deploring the fact that Iy

aggs had escaped. The only thing t
do was to remedy matters.

Lee had little faith in telegraphing
to Oldham. He decided that it would
be far better to get to Olidham in th
shortest” amount of time

to Hollinwood Station from the aert
drome—and, in less than a minute, th
party were seated in that car, an
Nelson Lee was at the wheel. He drov|
like fury to Oldham.

‘There was just.a faint hope that ’h
might get there in time, for the tral
was slow after leaving Hollinwood, a!

after the train had done so.
As a matter of fact, they succeede
Nelson Lee pulled up outside Oldh
Station, and he and Mr. Goodwin hi
ried to the booking-office. I was c!
at_their heels, and we ran full tilt
—Mr. Josh Cuttle!
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“My only hat!” I exclaimed in sur-
e

There was many strange things
happenirn this evening!” exclaimed
Mr. Cuttle gloomily. “It was queer,
Wr, Lee. And things was bad.”

" t ask you for any explana-
. Cuttle,” said Nelson Lee
“But can you tell me onc

you know anything of

Naggs?

“Naggs was gone!” said Mr. Cuttle,
shaking his head. “Naggs 25
escaped!”

“Escaped?”
hem was my words!” said Mr.
Cuttle. “Mr. Naggs jumped out of the
train, and he was gone—and he has
took the plans with him. That man
was a villain. And why? Ask me!
Because he has stolen them plans—"

“Look here, Cuttle, I want you to
speak plainly—not in riddies!” said
Nelson Lee sharply. “You say that
Naggs has escape How? When?
How Co you know this?”

“Them
easy to e
““Naggs com all
mitted a houtrage. He took them
plans, which was a villainous proceed-
ing—-"

“But how could Naggs take them
{rom you, Cuitle?” said Nelson Lee.
““You did not have the pI =

“Which was wrong—begging your
parden, sir!” interrupted Mr. Cuttle.
“Them plans was in my possession.
And why was they in my possession?
Ask me! Because I took them from
Naggs afore the train got to Hollin-
wood. I took them while Naggs was
asleey 5

“My only hat!” I exclaimed. “Then

that explains why Naggs was so sur-
vrised to see those blank sheets, guv-
nor! Mr. Cuttle substituted some duds

place of the real goods! Naggs
*t know anything about it, and he
h telling the truth when he told us
that)»

“Undoubtedly, Nipper,” said Nelson
e “If seems to me that there has
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been an unforfunate confusion over
this matter. We knew nothing of
Cuttle’s presence here, and it seems
that he has inadvertently ruined my
plans.”

Mr. Cuttle scratched his head.

“Which was bad, sir!” he said
gloomily. “There was bad luck this
evening. There was bad luck for us,

and there was good luck for Naggs—
which was even worse.”

There was no doubt that Naggs had
been lucky. The only thing to do now
was o get on to his track again, but
this promised to be rather a difficult
task

We knew that he had left the train
somewhere between Hollinwood and
Oldham. There was no telling where
he had gone te—which direction he
had taken. And, in all probability, he
was now lying extremely low, waiting
his oppertunity.

It was not long before Mr. Cubtle
explained his presence in Lancashire.
And it was rather a surprising explana-
tion, for it turned out that Mr. Cuttle
had followed Dick Goodwin and his
father to London on the previous day.
He had scen them taken to Blooms-
bury, and he had known all along that
they were in that old house. He had
watched diligently, and he had seen
Mr. Naggs leave. Following the rascal
Cuttle had gone to King’s Cross, and
he had boarded the same train. Cuttle,
in fact, had stuck to the trail like a
good "un,

We had been at cross purposes, and
that is why the mishap had occurred.

If Cuttle had been left to his own
devices, everything would have been
all right. Naggs would have got out of
the train at Hollinwood, and Cuttle
would have gone straight on to Old-
ham, with the plans. On the other
hand, if Cuttle had not interfered,
Naggs would have been defeated just
the same, for Nelson Lee would have
collared him on the platform at Hol-
linwood. Simply because both Nelson
Lee and Cuttle had been engaged upon
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the same game, Naggs had got away,
and he had the plans in his possession.
1t was really an extraordinary state of
affairs.

Nelson Lee did not show any sign of
annoyance or anger. Blame could not
be attached to anybody, so there was
really no sense in getting angry. The
guv'nor decided upon the best course
to adopt.

“Wo must go to a hotel at once Mr.
Goodwin,” he said briskly. “I do not
think it would be advisable for you to
go to your own home. For the present
stay m a hotel, and take the boys with
you

o Aren‘t you coming,
guired.

‘“Yes, Nipper,” replied Nelson Lee.
“I will be there to begin with. We'll
20 at once.”

It was not long before we were com-
fortably settled in the Malden Arms

otel, Oldham, which was in a rather
quiet part of the town. It was now
getting fairly late in the evening.

Personally, I did not see what could
be done. Naggs had eluded us com-
pletely, and it would be an extremely
difficult matter to get on shis track
again. Owing to the unforeseen cir-
cumstances, all the guv'nor’s plans had
gone wrong. It was a most exasperat-
ing business. Mr. Goodwin, of course,
was greatly worried, and Dick himself
was gravely concerned. But Nelson
Lee told them not to worry; he gave
them his assurance that everything
would be all right before long. And
this comforted them somewhat.

Very shortly afterwards, Nelson Lee
took me aside, and we had a little chat.

“There is only one thing to be done,
Nipper,” said Nelson Lee keenly. “We
have lost Naggs, and I do not see how
we can get on his track. ' The only
thing to do, therefore, is to watch Mr.
William Fordley’s house. Naggs is cer-
tain to go there, sooner or later. Pos-
sibly he will lose no time in visiting his
chief—for there is no doubt that Naggs
has been acting all along for Fordley.”

‘And you thirk that it we waich

sir?” I in-
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Fordley's house, we shall sce Naggs
arrive?” I asked.

“It is quite possible, Nipper. In any
case, it is the best thing we can do at
the moment,” said Nelson Lce crisply.
“We will go at once!”

A few minutes later we had left the
hotel, and were hurrying along towards
the great mansion which was occupied
by Mr. William Fordley, the rich mill-
owner. Lee had discovered that he
lived on the outskirts of Oldham.

“Events have not happened as I
should like, Nipper, but there is no
sense in grumbling,” remarked Nelson
Lee, as we walked. “And I do not
altogether care for those boys being
with us—Watson, Tregellis-West, for
example. Smctly speakmg, they ought
not to have come.”

“Oh, it doesn’t matter, guv'nor!” I
interrupted. It won't do us any harm ;
—we shall probably be back at St.:
Frank’s by to-morrow evening.” ‘

“You are optimistic, Nipper,” ' re-
marked the guv’nor. “I only hoge that |
your optimism is justified.” 5

“Why, don’t you believe that we ,
shall complete this case to-morrow?’ I
asked.

“I do; but it is very doubtful
whether we shall be able to get back
to that part of England by the even-
i smiled Nelson Lee. “Now listen,
Nipper. We must make plans, and we'
must stick to them. To begin with,
we will scout round Fordley’s house,
and find out everything we can.”

“That’s the idea, sir,” I agreed.

“I ghall leave you on watch until
about midnight,” went on Nelzon Lee,
“You must take up your station nea:
Fordley’s house, and watch. If Nagg:
appears and enters the house, you musf
not lose one second in acting.”

“How shall I act, sir?” I asked.

“You will go to the nearest polic
smmon without delay,” repli

e will find out where it is situate
beforehand, and leave instructio
there. If nothing has occurred
twelve o'clock, you will return to
hotel. and go to bed. I will contin
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the vizil during the night.

morning you will relieve me.”

“Right you are, sir!” I said.
seems to be the best thing to do,
circumstances.”

I have other plans in mind, Nipper,
but I will not discuss them now,” said
Nelson Lee.

We arrived at Fordley’s house, after
making full arrangements at the police
station, which was fairly close by. It
was a big house—a splendidly ap-
pointed mansion, in fact, proving quite
conclusively that Mr. William Fordley
was a very rich and influential man.

Nelson Lee left me almost at once,
but I did not know on what mission
he had started. At exactly midnight,
however, he returned, and I had no-
thing to report.

Naggs had made no sign whatever.

‘What was to be done? Was it likely
that Naggs would come to Fordley’'s
house during the night? And, if so,
would Nelson Lee be able to recover
the stolen plans?

I was filled with doubt and uneasi-
ness, but I returned to the hotel, as I

P had been ordered. I did not sleep well
that night, however. I was too wor-
ried, and my mind was filled with un-
certainties.

Everything had gone wrong, just as
everything had been going right. It
was extremely exasperating, and there
was not the slightest doubt on one
point. Mr. Walter Naggs was having
all the luck at the moment.

But would that luck last?

In the

. “It
in the

CHAPTER 14.
Handforth's Great Ideal
T. FRANK’S was agog.
S Everybody was talking about
Dick Goodwin and his troubles.
The Remove, as a matter of fact, was
treatly excited, for four of its members
vere absent, and it was already known
that those four members had gone to
ondon.
It was morning, and the juniors had

5

just come down from the dormitory. It
was quite a bright morning, and the
November sun was shining. Out in the
Triangle, many groups of juniors were
discussing the recent happenings.

“Well, T call it a cheek!” exclaimed
Reginald Pitt. “It’s about the biggest
piece of nerve I've ever heard of!”

“What is?” asked Grey.

“Why, Nipper and Tregellis-West
and Watson going off like that!” ex-
claimed Pitt. “Without saying a word
to a soul, they go up to London yester-
day with Mr. Lee. We didn’'t know
anything about it till long afterwards.
And there they are, having & fine old
time, while we're stuck down here,
doing lessons!”

“They will jolly well get it in the
neck!” said Hubbard. “I bet theyll
get into terrific hot water when they
come back. The Head will. see to

At

aQ

“Don’t you believe it, my sons!” put
in Cecil de Valerie. “Those chaps are
with Mr. Lee, and that’s good enough.
They won'’t get into any hot water.”

Pitt nodded.

“Y¥es, I expect you're right, old son,”
he said. “But what's happened to the
bounders—that’s what we want to
know? Why didn’t they turn up last
night? Where are they now?”

“Goodness knows!” said Fatty Little.
“Let’s hope they bring some grub back
with them—something special from
London, you know!”

“Oh, dry up!” said Pitt. ¢Youre
alwa; thinking of your tummy,
Fatty.”

“Well, there’s nothing better to

think about!” said the fat junior.
“Grub is everything! The world
couldn’t get on without grub. Grub is
the life and soul of a people——a_nd Just
because I take an exceptional mtefssf,
in food, you chaps stare at me—

“On, dry up!” interrupted Hand-
forth, *We're talking about Nipper
and those other asses! It's about the
1ast word in cool cheek!”

“Hear, hear!” itk x

“They go off on this investigation



56
with Mr. Lee, and they leave me
behind!” exclaimed Handforth, full of
indignation. “Isn't that absolutely the
limit?” N

“Ha, ha, hat”

“There’s nothing to cackle at, you
duffers!” roared Edward Oswald iland-
forth. ““Of course, they won't get on
the right track—that’s to be un
stood. They ought to have taken
with them, then they would have been
successful—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Without you, there’s just a chance
that Mr. Lee might succeed!” sald De
Valerie. “But, if you'd gone, there’s
no telling what would have
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He forgot all about his wa mn-
tentions. As a matter of fﬂu, Handy
was rather hard up, and he had 1no%
!hought of looking in the lctter-rack
tha But it was a ch[er,
nd it probably containe
remiuancc Handforth dashed up Ln"
steps, and snatched the lciter out of
McClure’s hands. Church was there,
too, and they both looked on interest-
edly while Handforth tore open the
flap. They, too, were rather hard up.
There had been lean times in Study D
for the last day or so. dforth ex-
racted the letter from the cnvelope,
and as he unfolded it he gave an ex-
clamation of satisfaction. For therc

Handy! We don’t know what's in the
wind, anyhow—we're in the dark. We
can only suspect things—that Dick
Goodwin had some plans, or some-
thing of that kind, and that some rot-
ter was trying to pinch them-—

“Of course, that’s the truth—we all
know that!” said Handforth. “The} Te
all in London now—the \\'hom batch.
And I've been left out of it—

“How awful!” said Pitt solemnly.
“It's dreadful!” declared Grey.
“Shocking!” d De Valerie.
“Somebody had better write {o lhe

‘Telegrapn’ about it!” suggested
gle ton languidly.
a, hal”
df h glared round.

Oh, I expect you chaps to make fun
of me!” he retorted. “That’s all you
can do—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha ndy;I say, Handy!” came a
voice from the Anmunt Housc steps.
“Just a minute!”

It was Arnold McClure who was call-
ing, and he was waving something in
his hand. Handforth looked round,
just as he was pushing up his sleeves,
prepmawry to punching a few noses.

can’t come now!” he shouted.
« Wmt a minute.”
S o letter for you, old son!”

=h0uwd McClure,
I believe!”
“What?” roared Handforth.

“From your pater,

were two printed slips enclosed—postal
orders for one pound each.

“‘Good!” said Handforth. “Two
quid!  Good old p'uel I theught he'd
turn up trumps!

“He is a sport!” said McClure. “You
don't mind lending me five bob, do i
you, Handy?” !
“You can have ten, if you want it,”
said Handforth generously. “Here you
are—take one of the postal orders and
divide it between you. -You can pay
me back when you get a tip from your
own homes!”

“Oh, thanks awfully!”

Church and McClure took the postall
order with delight. Handforth was
certainly too quick to use his fists, a
he had a most exaggerated idea of his.
own importance; but nobody at St
Frank’s could say that Edward Osw ald|
was mean. On the contrary he wa
one of the most generous and open:
handed fellows in existence. Whel
Handforth had money, he alway:
shared it with his chums.
generous to a degree in that respect:

“Now let’s see what the pater sa;
said Handforth. ‘A lecture, I expect!
he generally tries to give me a di
when he writes.”

Handforth scanned the letter, and
he did so his eyes grew larger, his fact
became flushed, and flnally he let o1
a whoop of excitement. He fairl
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startled Church and McClure, and they
zazed at him wonderingly.

“What's the matter—bad news?”
asked Church quickly.

“No, you ass—good news!” roared:
Y(andfon,h “My only hat! Good old
pater! T only hope the Head agrees!”
What is it, you ass?

“What do vou mean—the Head?”

Handforth gazed at his two chums
in a kind of ecstasy.

“Read it—read the letter!” he ex-
claimed, with a gasp. “Great Scott!
I nevcx Lhought the pater was such
a bric

church and McClure, who were
thoroughly excited by this time, made
such a grab at the letter, that they
nearly tore it in half. But, fortunately,
this catastrophe did not happen, and
Handforth’s chums read the letter with
cager eyes. It ran as follows:

“Wayfarers’ Club,
“Piccadilly,
“London, W.
p _ “Dear Edward,—As you will observe
rom the paper, I am jotting down this
note to you at the club. You will be
pleased to hear that your uncle George
is in London at the present moment.
He only arrived from China yesterday,
and he does not expect to be in town
for more than three days. As he can-
i find time to come down to St.
ank’s and as he is rather anxious to
you, I am wondering if you can
tain permission from your Head-
naster to allow you to run up.
“It will be quite nice if you can get
o days’ holiday, and come to London
me first train in the morning. If
re successful in obtaining this
nission, wire me at once, and it is
¢ possible that your uncle will meet
ou at Victoria. It is, of course, quite
“crond my powers of comprehension
w) understand why your uncle should
ess a desire to see you. But he
s requested me to write this letter,
“04 T am doing so now.
“The enclosed money will be enough
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to cover your expenses. By the way,
if you may bring your two chums with
you, by all means do so. There will
be a little party here to-morrow night,
and you will enjoy yourself much better
if you have some people of your own
age with you.

“Do your best, my boy, and don’t
forget to send that wire.

“Your affectionate
“FATHER,”
Great Scott!” gasped Church,

—this is great!”

“Two days in London!” exclaimed
McClure, his eyes gleaming. “My hat!
How ripping! What a piece of luck
for you, Handy!”

Handforth nodded.

“Yes, rather!” he agreed. “Of
course, the Head might not give me
permission to take you with me.”

“Let’s go to the Head now-—all three
of us!” said Church excltedly. “If we
g0 and show him this letter, he might
let us go—

“No!” interrupted Handferth. “I'd
better go to the Head alone. I'll get
sion, if he means to give it at

your best, old son!” said
McClure anxiously.

It was not vet breakfast-time, but
Handforth did net lose a moment. He
knew very well that a train left for
London within an hour.

Church and McClure watched him go
along the passage, and they were in a
state of uncertainty. They -hoped
that the headmaster would allow them
to go. At the same time, they had
doubts—they feJ.red that Dr. Stafford
would not grant the request which
Edward Handforth was about to make.

it'’s no good—we shan’t gol
said Church zlumlyd Taied ) areol

“ye might!” declare cClure.
«“The Head’s a good old sort——"

“That may be, but four Remove
chaps_are away already,” interrupted
Church. “If we go, there’ll be seven
of us ‘awa; y—seven members of the
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Remove at one time. Oh, no Clurey,
therell be nothing doing!”

McClure nodded.

“That’s what I'm .afraid of,” he
admitted.  “It's rotten, those other
chaps being away just now. Just our
luck! If they’d been here, we should
have got permission all right. I wonder
how long that ass will be?”

“Oh, give him a chance!”

But Church and McClure were
impatient. They waited, minute after
minute, and still there was no sign of
Handforth’s return. The juniors
haunted the passage not far from the
Head’s study.

Meanwhile Handforth was doing his
best. He arrived at the Head's study,
and was about to walk boldly in, after
knocking on the door, when e ob-
served that the study door was siightly
open. And voices came out to him,
They were the voices of Dr. Stafiord
and Mr. Stockdale, the Master of the
College House.

Handforth paused.

“Better wait a minute or two!” he
muttered. “I don’t want to butt into
te conversation, or I might get
the bird! The best thing for me is
to catch the Head alone, then I shall
be able to wangle him all right!”

Handforth was certainly wise in this
decision. The headmaster would not
give him much attention if he entered

So Handforth waited.
He could not very well help hearing
n th

the voices of the two men wi
reom. If was not Handforth’s iuten-
tion to listen. He was not the kind
of junior who practised eavesdropping.
But certain words came to him which

made him prick up his ears, for the
Head and Mr. Stockdale were dis-
cussing a subject which was of great
interest to Handforth.

“My dear Stockdale, I really do not
know for certain what has been
happening,” the Head was saying.
“The facts I have at my disposal are

&
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quite bare and vague. I do know,
nowexm that Mr. Lee is in Oldham.”
“That's rather a long way away,

m ” said Mr. Stockdale.
“It is, indeed!” agreed the head-
master. “Mr. Goodwin is there, too,

and, needless to say,
of the Remove.”

“And what of the other hoys, sir—
Nipper and Tregellis-West and Wat-
son?”

young Goodwin,

E
“Strange as it may seem, Stock-
dale, those three juniors are also in
Oldham,” said the Head. “They are
all staying at the Malden Arms Hotel.
hy Mr. Lee has taken these boys with |
him, I cannot imagine; but I am
certain that Mr. Lee has an excellent
reason for so doing.”
“And has Mr. Nelson Lee been
successful, sir?” asked Mi. Stockd

e fancy not,” replied the Head. 3
“Things have been going rather badly,
I believe, and I know for certain that
young Goodwin’s precious plans have
not been recovered. They are still in
the hands of the rascal who s{ole them.
But, as I said before, the whole affair,
is something of a mystery to me. W
shall really have to wait until Mr. Lee;
returns before we know the actua
facts.”

“Yes, I suppose so, sir!” said the
Housmaster. “A very queer business,
to my mind.””

Handforth’s eyes were gleaming as h
heard these words.

Nelson Lee had not been successful
The plans were still missing! The;
were still in the possession of the ma:
who had taken them—Mr. Naggs! An|
Nelson Lee and all the others we:
staying at the Malden Arms Hot
Oldham! Handforth knew all t]
facts—and he was thrilled. .

A moment or two later, as he pac
up and down the passage, the door
the Head's study opened, and M
Stockdale appeared. He was somew
astonished to find Edward Osw:
Handforth standing in the middle
the passage, gazing blankly into spal
There was a smile of supreme hap]
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ness on his face. And the next
moment he proceeded to execute an
elephantine dance.

‘“Handforth!” ejaculated Mr. Stock-
dale. “What on earth are you doing?”

Handforth came to a standstill, as if
he had been suddenly frozen. His face
was as red as a beetroot, however, as
he looked at the master of the College

ous:

se.

“Nun-nothing, sir!”
covered with confusion.

“What was the meaning of those

extraordinary gyrations?” demanded
Mr. Stockdale.
“I—I was just—just practising, sir!”
panted Handforth desperately. “I—T
was waiting to go into the Heads
tudy, sir, but I knew he was engage
ith you, and so I didn’t butt in—I—T
mean, I didn't interrupt!”

“Then you had better go into Dr.
tafford’s study at once, Handfortn,”
id the Housemaster. “He is about

go in to his breakfast, I believe, so
you must be sharp!”

“Thank—thank you,
Handforth.

He fairly rushed into the Head's
study, anxious to escape any further
|uestioning by Mr. Stockdale,
Good-morning, Handforth!” said
the Head smoothly.

“ Good—good-morning,
Handforth, with a gulp.

‘“Apparently you did not think it
necessary to tap upon my door before
Handforth!” went on Dr.
. “You must learn manners!”
I'm awfully sorry, sir! I apolo-
” said Handforth hurriedly. “You
—vyou see, sir, Mr. Stockdale startled
Mme a bit. Please—please forgive me,

he gasped,

2

sir!” gasped

sir!”  said

ndforth looked klank. 5
‘How—how do you know, sir?” he
tad, in amazement.
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“I do not pretend to be a thought-
reader, and I have made no elaborate
aeduchqns‘ Handforth,” smiled the
_Head. “That sort of thing is hardly
in my line. The fact is, my boy, I
have received a letter from your father
by this morning’s post, in which he
1rln'orms me that he has written to you
also.”

“Oh, I sece, sir!” said Handforth.
“My—my pater wants me to go home
for a couple of days, sir, if yowll give
me permission—"

“Your father has explained the cir-
cumstances to me, Handforth,” went
on the Head. “And he has made it
quite clear that this is a very special
occasion. Therefore, I have decided
to grant his request, and you may be
absent from school un to-morrow

ight. I will grant you two days’
holiday—"

“Oh. hurrah!” roared
edly.

“Dear me! Really—"

“I mean, thank you,

you terrifically!” gasped

“You're a brick, sir.”

“My dear boy, there is no necessity
for you to get so excited!” protested
the Head, amused by the junior’s ex-
pressions of joy. “You may leave as
soon as you like, and do not forget to
send your father a telegram. And yo1
must be back- before locking-up tc-
morrow night. Please remember that,
Handforth.”

“Yes, sir; Tl be back all right!”
said the junior. “Thanks awfully, sir,
Oh, I forgot—" -

“You forgot what?”

“The—the pater suggested some-
thing - about me bringing two other
fellows, sir!” said Handforth hesi-
tatingly. “I—I was wondering if you
would allow Church and McClure to
come up to London with lx{ne. A change
would them good, you know—-——_

“Iql'?;ve no gdoubts on that point,

Handforth

sir—thank
Handforth,

Heandforth,” interrupted the
dryly. “As a matter of fact, your
i the suggestion. in his

father made
i1 »
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“Did—did the patepput it in his
letter to you too, s

“He did, Hd‘)dfﬂﬂ.h” replied the

Head. “And the circumstances,
I am rather inclined to be generous
on this occasion. I am aware of the
fact that you are a particularly dense
bo;, Handforth——

Eh?” gasped Handforth.

“You are surprisingly clumsy, too,
my lad,” went on the Head calmly.
“You are quite capable of getting into
the wrong train and over-running your
station, or some such preposterous
thing of that kind. Therefore, it will
be perhaps all the better if you take
Church and McClure with you—so
that they may take care of you
properly. Therefore, I will give you
my permission for Church and Mc-
Clure to go also. I trust that you will
enjoy yourselves, my boy!”

“Thank you, sir—thanks awfully!”
said Handforth, forgetting the insult
which had been levelled at him.

He really didn’t remember how he
gob out of Dr. Stafford’s study. But

e did se, somehow. Then he turned
dawn the passage like a whirlwind.
He turned the corner, and charged
full tilt into Church and McClure—
who had heard their leader coming.

Crash!

The three juniors met, and the next
moment_ two of them went bowling
over, However, they were on their
feet again in a moment.

“Well?” gasped Church.
luck?”

“We're going!”
“You clumsy ass

“All of us!” yelled McClure.

~¥esln

“Onh, hurrah!”

Handforth suddenly yanked out his
watch, and consulted it.

“My hat!” he exclaimed. “We shall
have to buck up. The train_goes in
Just _over half an hour—and there’s

another one for over two hours!
early one, we shall have
in London! We shall

“Any

panted Handforth.

o5——
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have to change into our best togs hke
lightaing I
“What about breakfast?”
Church,

“Rats to breakfast!” said Hundfoxth.
“We don't want any brekker this morn- |
ing. I couldn’t eat any, anyhow!” ;

“‘Neither could I!” said McClure, §
“Come on!”

They rushed dewn the passage, and |
charged full tilt into the lobby just as
several of the other juniors were about |
to leave,

“Hallo! What S the glddy excitement
about?” asked ave you chaps.
gone dotty, or what? b

“We're going to London !” said Hand~]
forth xmportantly

gasped

“Whlch"”
“We're going to London!” repeated,
Handforth, enjoying the sensation h
was_causing.

“Draw it mild, Handy!”
“It’'s a fact!” said McClure. “We
are going—all three of us! We've the
Head’s permission to be in London unt
to-morrow evening!”
“What rot!” said Owen Major. “You
can’t spoof us like that, you ass!™
Handforth waved his han
“We can’t stop argumg v*)th you
Tellows—weTe in a hurry!” he said
loftily. “Come on, my sons—we'y
got to go up into the dormitory i
change, And we'll have to buzz like th
very dickens, or we shall lose the trais
Handforth & Co. raced upstairs, am
went to the dormitory. The ot
juniors gazed after them in wonds
and at last began dimly to realise t]
Handforth had spoken the truth.
When breakfast was half over, a
“there was still no sign of Handfor]
Church and McClure, the other junid
were quite certain that they were
to London.
ime, the three happy jul
a to catch: the
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ton. It was a local train, and it con-
nected with the London express at
Bannington. And when the three
juniors were comfortably seated in a
third-¢lass compartment of the London
train, Handforth sprang his great idea.

“Now look here, my sons,” he said
ﬁalemn]y “While I was waiting to go
into the Head’s study, I got a terrific
idea—a real stunner. Mr. Stockdale
saw me when I thought of it—and he
thought I'd gone dotty, or something!"”

“That’s not surprising!” said Church.

“Enon

“Oh, Stocky is always thinking silly
things like that!” said Church hur-
riedly.

“Of course he is,” declared Hand-
forth. “Well, my marvellous idea is
this. As soon as we get up to London—
to Victoria—we shall find Uncle George
on the platform. He is coming to meet
us—and it’s a penny to a pound that
hell give us some cash. He’s got pots
of meoney—he’s a millionaire or some-
thing—and we can cmsxly wangle five
or ten quid out of hi

“Is this the mar\ellous idea?” asked
Church.
“Part of it,” replied Handforth.

“Well, we'll get round Uncle George,
and ask him to allow us to go off to
Oldham.”

“To where?”

“To Oldham!”

“Oldham!” repeated McClure blankly.

‘What the dickens for? Whatever do
we want to go to Lancashire for, you
silly ass?”

“To get on the track of Dick Good-
win's missing plans!” said Handforth
triumphantly.

Church and McClure stared harder
than ever, Then suddenly they saw the
joke, and roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ 0\~ jolly good!” grinned Church.

ha, ha!” yelled McClure.

Handforth tried to freeze them both
with a glance.

“When )mx 've finished,” he said
coldly, “I'd like to know what vou're
cackling at!”
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The two juniors ceased abrupt

“Isn’t—isn't it joke?” gasped
Church. “Aren’t we supposed to laugh,
Handy?”

“No, you potty ass, youre not sup-
posed to laugh! snapped Handforth.
“This is serious—it’s not a.joke!”

“Not—not a joke!” said McClure.
“But—but you can’t mean it really,
Handy! You're not suggesting that we
should go smmgm off to Lancashire—
to Oldham?

Handforth nodded.

“That’s exactly what I am suggest-
ing,” he said. “We’'ve got two days’
holiday, and we’ve only got to get
round Uncle George, and everything

vill be all serene. We can take the first
train to Oldham, and then we can help
Mr. Lee to get on the track of Naggs.
Naggs has got some valuable plans be-
longing to Dick Goedwin, and Mr, Lee
has failed to find them, That being so,
it’s up to me to go to the rescue!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you cackling at, Arnold
McClure?” demanded Handforth,
glaring.

“Nun-nothing!” gasped McClure.
“Something — something  tickled me,
Handy!”

“We'll go to Lancashire, and we'll
solve the problem,” went on the leader
of Study D. “Therell be nothing easier
—once I'm on the spot. Nelson Lee has
failed, and so I'm going to get busy.
Think of the honour—think of the
glory——*

“it’s no good thinking anything of
that sort!” shouted Church sourly.
“You won't get the honour, Handy.
Youll only get ridiculed. By the time
we arrive, we shall simply waste our
time—we shall go for nothing. I think
you must be dotty!”

“Stark, raving mad!” said McClure.

Handforth shrugged his shoulders.

“Of course, I expected this—I was
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prepared for it!” he said bitterly. “I
never expect to get any support from
you chaps. All y

at everything I 8
everything I d
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come or not, I'm going! We've got two
days’ holiday and we can go where we
please. I'm absolutely firm on this
point—and I'm not going to be turned
aside. I mean to go up to Oldham—I
mean to join in the hunt for Dick
Goodwin’s plans!”

And there was something about
Handforth's voice which conclusively
proved to Church and McClure that
nothing would divert him from his in-
tentions. Once Handforth got an
into his head it could not be d
out, even with a sledgehammer.

And this particular idea, so far as
Church and McClure could remember,
was about the most insane notion that
Handforth had ever conceived.

It was therefore rather singular that
the consequent events should turn out
as they did. For Handforth was des-
tined to do some very wonderful things
in the near future.

CHAPTER 15.
The Disappearance of Nefsen Lee!
i OMETHING,” I said decidedly,
S “has happened!”

I was hanging about in the
nity of Wiliam Fordley’s house, in
It was morning—quite a
bright, clear morning. This, in itself,
was nothing unusual—for Lancashire,
And although T had been on the spot
over half an hour, I had seen no sign
whatever of Nelson Lee. I had come
to relieve the guvnor—exactly as he
had told me. But there was no sign of
him. He had vanished completely—
and he had not with the

I waited until pretty near an hour
had elapsed. Then I realised that it
was quite useless for me to remain
here. Nelson Lee had disappeared—
and he had obviously gone off on some
special mission. It was simply a waste
of time for me to hang about Fordley’s
house.

But I did not like going back to the
hotel empty handed, so to speak. So,
at last, I walked away and boarded a
tramear. After a short ride in the
direction of Hollinwood, I dismounted
and found myself near to Fordley’s
cotton mill. I was greatly interested in
all T saw here.

There were many mills in this de-
trict—great, ugly buildings which were
hives of industry. Thcy were all hum-
ming with life, for work was going on
at full swing.

I waited about near the entrance to
Fordley’s Mill for some little time. But
there was no sign of Nelson Lee there
—no sign of anythin" suspicious. Ieven
mmanaged to get into conversation with
one of the mill employees, And this
man informed me that Mr, Fordley had
not yet arrived. This was rather un-
usual, for the mill-owner generally got
fo the works before ten o’clock every
morning. Evidently something of a
special nature had kept him away on
this particular day.

But, since there was nothing else for
me to do, I waited there—worried, and
rather uncertain. I did not know what
would be my best course. Why hadn’t
Nelson Lee communicated with me in
any way? What was he doing now—

uestions which I could not answer.

hotel in any way.

Why had Nelson Lee left his post?

Why had he gone away—without
communicating with me at all? Ap-
parently there was only one explana-
tion. Nelson Lee had left in a hurry—he
was probably following Fordley, or
Naggs. At all evenis, something had
happened—I was quite convinced on
that peint,

And, meanwhile, Mr, Wiliam Fordley
was at home. The millowner was a
large, flabby kind of man of about
forty-five. He possessed a big face, with
loose, clean-shaven cheeks, and rather
watery eyes. Altogether, he was not at
all a nice-looking specimen.

He was an unscrupulous man, and
many of his business deals would not;
have borne the light of day. He w:

where had he gone off to? These were 1
i
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successful—mainly owing to his shady
habits—and he was extremely rich.
He was just about to leave his house
when the telephone-bell rang sharply in
his library. He went to the ‘phone and
lifted up the receiver.
“Well?” he demanded,
it?”
“INaggs!” came the reply
wire. “Is that you, Mr. For ?
“Yes,” said the millowner sharply.
“What name did you say?”
P 15

“Who s

over the
ey?”

“Oh!” said Mr. Fordley.
know you were in Oldham.”

“I arrived last night,” said Naggs.
“I want to see you, sir!”

“Any success?”

“Yes!”

“You have obtained the—goods?”
asked Mr. Fordley eagerly.

“Yes, sir—everything is OX.!”
replied Naggs. “In fact, I've got the
papers with me!”

“Good man!” said the millowner.
“I thought you would be successful,
Naggs. You had better come to see me
at once—without any delay. Why
didn’t you communicate with me last

“I didn't

reasons which I can’t go into
now, sir,” replied Naggs. “And I don't
think it would be advisable for me to
come anywhere near your house this
afternoon.”

Mr. Fordley pursed his lips.

“Well, what is the matter, Naggs?”
he demanded. “Has anything—hap-
pened?”

“Yes, sir—and I must be very care-
ful,” replied Naggs. “Unless I go
casy, somebody may get wind of this—
deal, You understand what I mean?”

“Not quite,” said Mr. Fordley.
“What do you propose, anyhow?”

“Can you go to Brentlowe this after-
noon, sir?”

«Brentlowe!” interrupted Mr, Ford-
ley. “Where is that?”

“Oh, just about fifty miles away, sir
—in the direction of London,” replied
Naggs. “I know of a little house there,
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Just outside the village. It's all quiet,
and the house at the present moment
is empty.”

“Why on earth should you go to an
empty house, Naggs?” demanded the
millowner curiously.

“I will explain better, sir, when I see
you,” replied the other, “Although the
house is empty, it it not unfurnished.
It belongs to a friend of mine, and I
have got the key from him—under the
pretext that I want to take somebody
to have a lock over it, with a view to
letting. If you can meet me there,
sir, it will be all the better.”

“Brentlowe,” said Mr. Fordley. “On
the road to London? All right, Naggs—
if it is so important, I will put other
matters aside and meet you there.
‘What is the name of this house?”

“Rose Cottage, sir, and it is about
half a mile from the station,” replied
Naggs, I will be waiting there for
you at exactly four o'clock this after-
noon.”

“I think I shall be able to manage
that quite comfortably,” said Mr. Ford-
ley. “I will be there, Naggs. By the
way, do I understand that you will
bring the—er—contract with you?”

“Yes, sir—the contract,” said Naggs.
“And you, I take it, will bring some
cash!”

“Yes, my dear fellow, I will bring
some cash,” he agreed.. “I know pre-
cisely what you mean, and you need
not worry on that point. At four
o'clock, then, at Brentlowe.. Good-

yel”

Mr. Fordley hung up the receiver,
and then he paced up and down his
library for some little time. ‘There was
a gleam in his eyes—a gleam which de-
noted keen satisfaction.

«gplendid!” he muttered. ““Naggs
has been successful—as I thought he
would be. But something has ap-
parently happened—something of rather
an unpleasant nature. Otherwise, Naggs
Would not be afraid to come openly to
my house, He must have been getting
into trouble with the police—and it will
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bﬂ huhrr uncomfortable for me for a
qu millowner reviewed the situation,
and finally he decided to keep the ap-

pointment. His own position at Oldham
was so assured—he- was such a big

man there—that he would not be sus-J

pected of anything.

If, by any chance, his name became
mlxed up with something of an un-
pleasant nature, Mr. Fordley would be
able to clear himself without any
difficulty.

But he did not think this likely. He
was going to meet Naggs fifty miles
from Oldham, and it was most improb-
able that anything of & startling nature
would occur there.

“It was rather a good idea of Naggs,”
the mill-owner pondered. “For him to
meet me in an empty house, half a mile
from a small village, was certainly an
excellent suggestion.”

Nobody would ever know of that in-
terview, and no comment would be
raised. Naggs would hand over those
plans and he would receive payment for
them. After that Fordley would be
able to do exactly as he pleased.

In any case, he would wait for a
month or two before bringing out the
design as his own. But, provided he was
thoroughly satisfied that he could
manage the affair without getting mto
trouble he would certainly do so.
William Fordley was not troubled by
any scruples,

Mr. Fordley paced up and down for
some little time, then he sat down in
his easy-chair, and rang the bell. It
was answered by a neat maidservant.

“Tell Fletcher that he is to bring the
car round at once” said the mill-

Very shm tly afterwards a huge motor-
car came round from the private
garage and pulled up in front of the
house. Mr, Fordley had been thmkmg.
meanw] nd he decided that he
would leave Oldham at once,

Thcxe were several hours to spend

before his appointment with Naggs, but

Mr.| —it’s too much trouble!”
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it would ke as well, the sillowner de-
cided, to pretend that he was going
round on a series of business visits.
There was no reason why everything
should not be open and above-board.
Mr. Fordley had nothing to fear, and
he decided he would act openly.

He could go straight to Macclesfield,
partake of luncheon there, and then
continue on to one or two towns, mak-
ing innocent calls, then, at four
o'clock, he would arrive at Brentlowe.

It would not take long to deal with
Mr. Naggs. Then Fordley would return
home—and those valuable plans would
be in his possession. Once they were
in his grasp, he would not lose them.

And at just about this time three
youthful passengers were starting from

ndon—irom TOS: ex- -
press had just left the great terminus,
and those three youthful passengers
were fortunate in being in a compart-
ment to themselves.

“Good!” exclaimed Handforth, rub-
bmg hxs hands softly. ‘“We're off, my

son:
4 Speak for yourself,” grunted
\/h\JALh
ho"
“Th re’s no need to include us,” said

McClure. “You may be off, Handy, but.
we’re not. You're off your rocker!”

“I'm not going to punch your head
said Hand-
forth loftily. ‘‘Besides, I expect this
sort of talk from two fatheads like you.
You haven't got any imagination—you
don't possess an atom of energy. Here
we are, just starting off on an impor- |
tant mission, and all you can do is to
growl and grumble. What about
Uncle George? He knew jolly well
that the thing was serious—and he
dubbed up a fiver at once. Two fivers,
in fact. My uncle’s a brick!”

“He was spoofed by you, anyway.
said Church. “He thinks this thing is
important—that it’s really vital. The
way you talked to him was scandalous,
Handy. And all because of that, we're;
bound for Lancashire, and when we get;
there we shall have nothing to do—exy|
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cept come back. In my opinion, it's
wasting the whoie holiday!”

“Wasting it!” roared Handforth.
“Aren’t we going to the rescue of Dick
Goodwin?"”

“Oh, don't talk pl&e'" said McClure
“What’s the good of us fellows going
to the rescue of Good ¥,

necessary for us to butt in?

Even the best deLch are liable

to go wrong now and again,” sai
H'\nc.fcrth “Even 1 make 2 bloomer
at times.”

“Gr 1

“No!” said McClure, staring. “Im-
possible!”

“Not bad bloomers, of course,” went
on Handforth, unsuspicious, “And it's

quite likely Mr. Lee has got on the
wrong trail, or semething of that sort.
Anyhow Naggs has got & i
plans, and it’s up to us to find t
That's why we're going to Lancashire.”

Chur re knew it was
qudc‘
d

g
&
i
=
‘.’-l
Z
2
,0

And so they
case, they were
t holiday, and
were resigned.

hwvm;f “quite
Church and

a decen
McClure
They knew well enough that argument
was hopeless—and that it made no dif-
ference what they said.

They really hadn’t the faintest idea
what they were going to do when they

arrived at Oldham. Certainly they
would engage in no detective work.
They were convinced on this point.

As Handforth had said, his uncle
George had turned up trumps. They
had ‘“wangled” some money from
Handforth's genial relative, and the
net result was that the three juniors
were now on their way to Oldham.

In his own heart, Handforth prob-
ably had very little hopes of doing any-
thing towards recovering those plans of
Goodwin's. But he bhated to be left
out in the cold. He loathed- the very
thought of being out of this great ad-
venture
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be able to share in the glory when they
all reLurnCd to St. Frank’

Even if he hadn't got any glory ef
his own to talk about, e would prob-
'th]y find some belonging to somebody

1se.

And reflected glory was better
none at all—in Handforth’s
opinion.

The long journey to the North was
devoid of all incident—until the last
had been entered upon. Handforth
and Church and McClure were rather
fond of travelling in raillway frains—
they had a boyish liking for it. But
they werc rather tired of the journey
long before they were due to enter
Oldham.

“Well, I shall be jolly glad when the
trip is over!” remarked Church. “I'm
just about fed up with railway trains
for to-day, Handy. And whai are we
going to do when we get to Oldham?
That's what I've been thinking about.”

Handforth smiled.

AR

“You leave it to me,” he said.
“When we to Oldham I'Xl tell you
what to do. In any case, We're going

to get on the track. Mr. Lee has failed,
so it's up to me to step into the
breach!”

“Oh, of course!” said McClure. “IL
was overlooking for the moment that
youre about four times as clever as
Nelson Lee.”

Church tried his utmost not to laugh,
and only succeeded in making an ex-
traordinary sound in his throat.

“well, not four times, my son,” said
Handforth. “I'm not going to say that
TI'm four times as clever as Mr. Lee.
But he’s failed in this case, and I think
it will only be sporting for me to put
things right. I shall be the chief detec-
ive, of COUTSe, and you chaps are my

ws:)st,an(s
good!” said Church.
st?”

“And

“I shall give you your insiructions
,” said Handforth. “'There’ll
be plenty to do. When we get to Old-
ham we shall probably find a gang of

And that was why he was travelling
to Lancashire now—so that he would

criminals there. And yowll have to
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follow them—get on the erul
know. It all depends upon—-

“Hallo! Another stop"’ interrupted
McClure. “I thought this train was an
express?”

“ Well, it was an express until half
an hour ago,” said McClure. “But now
we seem to be stopping at every little
station.”

The train was slowing down, and a
moment or two later it pulled up
atg:msb the platform of a small country
s

Curiously enough, as it was doing so,
another train, travelling in the oppo-
site direction, came to a standstill
against the opposite platform.

Both trains were in the station at the

you

same time. ere was nothing very
peculiar about this, of course, but
Handforth, who was staring at the

other train, suddenly gave a tremen-
dous start.

“Great pip!” he ejaculated.

“What’s the matter, you ass?” de-
manded Church.

“Well, T'm jiggered!” said Hand-
forth. “I—I saw—there was somebody
in that train!”

“Go hon!” grinned McClure.
tremendously startling!”

“If you're going to be funny, Arnold
McClure, I'll jolly well punch your
sllly nose!” sald Handforth grimly,
It was Mr. Naggs—Naggs himself!”

£0Oh, rot!” said Church.

Handforth fairly danced.

“I tell you it was Naggs!” he
shouted excitedly. “He’s in that train.
I saw him as clearly as I can spot you
now. He was sitting in a corner seat,
and he’s just up near the front of the
train! I've seen the chap two or three
times at St. Frank’s, and I'd know him
in a thousand. He's on that train—
and it's a ten to one chance that he's
bent on mischief. Mr, Lee has lost the
trail—but I've succeeded in getting on
to. it! That’s where we score, my
sons!”

“But—but we can’t do anything,
Handy,” protested Church.

“How
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“Can’t do anything! Can’t we? You
wait, my children. You wait! Il
soon show you whether we can do any-
thing or not!”

CHAPTER 16.
Handforth Butts In!
THERE was_nothing particularly

startling in this peculiar situa-
tion,

Mr. Walter Naggs was, indeed, on
that train—exactly as Handforth had
sald. He was on his way to Brentlowe,
in order to keep his appointment with

r. William Fordley.

Ib was certainly something in the
nature of a coincidence that these two
trains should pull up at the same
station, and thus give Handforth the
opportunity of recognising the rascal
who had been operating for so many
weeks in the vicinity of St. Frank’s.

But, after all, it was merely a natural
state of affairs. Mr. Naggs was going
to Brentlowe on one train, and Hand-
forth & Co. were on their way to Old-~
ham on another train.

It was inevitable that the two trains
should pass—but it was extremely for-
tunate that they should stop at that
small station at precisely the same
time. Mr. Naggs, of course, was totally
unaware of the fact that he had been
seen and recognised.

“Tll soon show you what I'm going
to do!” repeated Handforth grimly.
“Look here, my sons, there’s not a
second to lose! One of these trains
will be going in half a minute—and
we've got to change!”

“Change!” exclaimed
“What-do you mean?”

“We've got to get into that other
train!”

“But—but that’s impossible!” said
McClure.  “There isn’t time, Handy!
We've got to get out, cross over the
footbridge, and then—-

“Rot!” interrupted  Handforth.
“There’s no peed to go to all that

Church.
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trouble. I'll show you how we'll do it.
Follow me!”

Handforth grabbed his handbag, and
then opened the off-side door of the
railway carriage. Church and McClure
stared at him in alarm

“What — what’s the said
‘\«IcClure

“Why, we're geing across into that
other train,” said Handforth. “The
“ompartment Jjust opposite here is
empty—you can see that? We've only
got to step across—— My only hat!
There goes the whistle!”

The guard’s whistle
blowing.

Handforth wrenched open the door,
leaned over towards the other train,
and in a second the door of the oppo-
site compartment was open. Hand-
forth leapt across, and he was followed
immediately by Chu.ch and McClure,
who were too excited to do anything

idea!”

was . indeed

And they were only just in the nick
of time. They only just had a bare
second to close the two carriage doors
before the tram for Oldham moved out
of the statio

“Whew!” whxstled McClure.
done it now!”

“There’s no need for you chaps to
worry,” said Handforth, becoming quite
calm. “We're in this train—and Naggs
is just a little farther up, in one of the
other carriages. We're going to follow
him all the way—until he gets out!
We'll watch every station—-""

“But—but he may be going on to
London!” protested Church.

“All right—we’ll go to London, too!”

“My hat!”

“You—you must be dotty!”

andmrth smiled.

“A good detective never worries
about distances,” he said smoothly.
“Once he gets on the trail, he sticks
to the trail—even though it takes him
half across the world! ~We're going to
keep on this train until Naggs gets out
of it.”

“And what about our tick:

“We've

ets?” asked
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“Leave that to me. I'll arrange it,”
said Handforth. “I'm in charge of this
case, don’t forget!”

Handforth was in his element. By
sheer chance he had succeeded in get-
ting on the track of Mr. Naggs. Cer-
tainly, no credit could be given to
Handforth for what had occurred.

But Handforth took the credit. He
proceeded to explain to his chums, with
many details, how he had executed the
clever manceuvre.

Credit was due to Handforth in one
respect, however; he had shown com-
mendable promptitude in acting. He
had not hesitated for a moment, bub
had taken the only chance that had
presented itself.

As events turned out, however, the
journey was not a very long one. e
train stopped at the very next station
—which Handforth & Co. had whizzed
through at full speed on the other
train.

It turned out to be Brentlowe, and
Handforth was "looking out of the
window keenly, even before the train
came to a standstill.

One second later he withdrew hig
head, and his face was flushed and
excited.

“He’s got out—Naggs has got out!”
he exclaimed. “Come on, you chaps!”

“ But—but—"

Handforth did not give his chum:
any time to argue. They bundled oub
of the train, and they carried their
handbags with them. Only one or two
people had alighted from the train,
and Mr. Naggs had passed out by theé
time Handforth & Co. reached the
barrier. A youthful ticket clerk was
there, and he regarded the three boys
with interest.

“Leave it to me,” whispered Hand-
forth. “I'll wangle things all right "™

Of course, the juniors had no tickets
—excepting their tickets to Oldham.
And Handforth did not want to go into
any long explanations now. He gave
his handbag to the ticket-collector and
smiled beamingly.
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here until the next train comes in, do

vou?” he gaid. “We'd like you to take
charge of our handbags, tco. There’s
no need to show our Lic‘r:ccs, because
we'll be coming back presently. Thanks
awfully!”

The ticket collector took Handforth’s
bag, and was about to speak. But
Church and McClure piled their bags
on to him as well. And before the
surpused collector could say anything,

rec juniors were outside,
huuymg away from the station.

Handforth had certainly managed
the trick smartly.

“It was the only thing to do,
sons!” he said. f we had explained
matters, we shculd have been kept
there for hours

“But—butb “hcres Naggs?”
Church.

“There he is—right down the road!”
said Handforth. “Can’t you see him?”

He nedded his head, and Church and
McClure, gazing down the country
road, distinctly saw the figure of Mr.
Naggs. The rascal was quite unsus-
picious—he did not even glance round
to see if anybedy else had got off the
train. As a matter of fact, Naggs was
perfectly confident in his own safety,
and he did not even consider the pos-
sibility of being tracked.

- And, even if he had looked round, he

would not have seen anything Sus-
wicious, Merely three boys, strolling
along the road. He was too far off to
recognise their features—and they were
not wearing the well-known St. Frank’s
caps. They had changed these for
tweed caps and put on overcoats: as
they left the train.

But if Handforth & Co. continued
on the trail as they were going now,
Naggs would certainly suspect some-
thing if he saw the boys. Handforth,
stupid as he was, had sense enough
to realise this. But perhaps it is rather
hard to call Handforth stupid. He was
really impulsive and headstrong, rather
than stupid.

You chaps md better fall behind,”
he said. game to me—

my

asked
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Tl track Naggs down. Well string
ourselves out, so to speak. You get a
hundred yards behind me, Church, and
McClure “can get a hundred yards
behind you. Then, if Naggs looks
round, he won’t see anything suspicious
because we shall be able to dodge
to Lhe hedge before he can spot any-
thing.

“nght you are”
“We're game for anything, Handy.”

As a matter of fact, Church and
McClure Lnew that it would have been
quite offer any suggestions
of their Own not that they had any.
‘They were not quite so sceptical. as
they had been. FHandforth had, at
least, got on the track of something—
although there was no telling what it
would lead fo. It was quite hke!y that
this would turn out to be a wild-goose
chase. But there was no telling.

Mr. Naggs went aleng the country
road at a swinging pace, “and after pro-
ceeding for some little distance, he
turned down a small lane which was
almost concealed by thick trees. Hand-
forth had not been seen—he had taken
care to follow Naggs quite near the
hedge. Thus, when Mr. Naggs glanced
round for a moment, he saw nothing
but the bare, open road. Handforth
had kept to the hedge, and Church and
McClure were concealed by a turning.

G Od"' muttered Handforth.

ar forward, and when he
arrived sc the turning, he peered
cautiously down, The road was straight
for some little distance, and the figure
of his quarry was in view. A small
house was in view, too—standing quite
near the road. and it had an open front
garden. It was a small, old-fashioned
place, with a great deal of creeper
hiding the brickwork.

Rather to Handforth’s surprise, Mr.
Naggs turned in at the gateway, walk
up the short path, and let himself into
the house by means of a key. The
front door closed, and Handforth
pu aed his lips.

to earth!”
dramamcnlly
taken me long

said Church.

he exclaimed,
“By George! It hasn't
to do this little bit of
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work! Naggs is in that house—and
i’s a ten to one chance that he is
meeting his fellow criminals there.
Its up to me to see what the game is
7and m recover those plans of Good-
win’s.”

Church came up at that moment,
and after waiting for a minute or two,
I\/’chhn‘e appeared.

“What’s the game?” asked the latter.
“Have you lost him, Handy?”

“Lost him!” echoed Handforth.
“No, you ass, I haven't! Naggs has
gone into that cottage—he let himself
in with a latch key!”

“Perhaps he lives there,” suggested
Church.

“Well, that’s possible, but I don’t
believe it’s true,” said Handforth, “In
my opinien, the house is empty—except
for Nages.”

:!How the dickens can you tell that?”

“Well, all the blinds are down, for
one thing” said Handforth. “That
deesn’t seem as though anybody is in
there, does it? It looks to me as if
the house is empty. Anyhow, I'm
going to scout round, and make investi-
gations.”

“You'd better be careful—"

“Oh, you needn’t tell me to be care-
ful,” interrupted Handforth. “I know
what I'm doing. You chaps have got
to stay here on the watch. Or, better
still, yow'd better get behind Lhe hedge,
in case anybody else comes along—then
you won’t be spotted. You watch the
house, and wait until I come back.”

Handforth ‘walked off without wait-
mg ﬁr his chums to say anything. And

proached the house ca
At lrast he imagined that he did 50,
But Handforth was not much good at
tms kind of work. He dodged about,
side to side, and by the time he
arrived at the house, he had exposed
himself on several occasions.

Finally, he reached the garden of the
place, and managed fo squeeze through
a little gap in the h Handforth
aid not believe in doing things by
halves. He had come to have a look
round this rottage, and he was geing
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to look thoroughly—at close quarter:

The blinds were down, so it was im-
possible for him to be seen. That is
the way Handforth argued. He decided
that it would be better for him to creep
round to the back, for there might be
a window there, through which he
could glimpse.

With this object in view, he crept
along, and passed round to the rear
of the little house. But there was no-
thing to be seen here. All the blinds
were drawn, and there was no door,
This rather surprised Handforth.
Surely there was a rear door to this
house?

“It’s rummy ! ” muttered the amateur

detective.  “Oh, I suppose there’s a
side docr—round in the other wall?
Td  better have a look in that
direction.”

If only Handforth had used his eyes
earlier, he would have seen the side
door—for it was in full view from the
corner. Church and McClure could see

distinctly from the spot where they
were hiding.

And, presently, they saw Handforth
creeping round the corner of the house

with exaggerated caution. Hand-
forbhs eyes gleam: as he saw the
doorway. And, to his satisfaction, the
door was shghtly open.

Handforth believed in bold measures.
He was always a ram-headed youth,
and he decided,. then and there, to
creep up to the door, and to venture
in. He would go into the very house °
itself—and, what was more, he would
capture Mr. Naggs single handed.

“By George!” muttered Handforth,
his eyes gleaming. “I'll do the trick
—TI'll collar the scoundrel!”

He arrived at the doorway, and he
was just about to creep in, when some-
thing of 2 tather starthng nature took
place.

The door opened abruptly, and a
hand reached out. It grasped Hand-
forth by the collar before he could say
anything, or do anything. The next
second, Edward Oswald Handforth was
yanked through the doorway with ter-

o,




706

rific fo*Lc
slam

And the door closed with a

Churcn and McClure, who had seen
ihis little incident, gazed at one an-
other in alarm.

“He's — he’'s collared!” gasped
Church. “Oh, my only hat!”

“Nabbed!” said the. other junior.
;;vzhm.— what the dickens shall

027

Handforth’s chums were rather
startled, and they were worried, too.
For they knew that Handforth’s im-
petuosity had led him into a difficult
position. He had been captured by Mr.
Naggs—who had probably been on the
alert. And now, without the slightest
doubt, Handforth was a prisoner in the
cottage.

“Well, we shall have to go and rescue
him!"” said Church. “We simply must,
you know. There are two of us, and I
think we can manage the Lrick, if we
go about it in the right way.”

“Hadn't we better tell the police?”
asked McClure.

“The police—where are they?” asked
Church. “There aren’t any police about
here, you ass. The only thing we can
do is to take mwttms into our own
hands, end—

“Shush!”  whispered
“There’s a car coming!™”

A large saloon car came along the
main read, and then turned down this
little side lane. Church and McClure
watched it with interest—but they
themselves were quite concealed. And,
to their surprise, the car came to a halt
outside that cottage. It contained two
men—the chauffeur and a gentleman
who was seated on the rear cushions.

This individual rose, stepped out of
the car, and spoke for a moment or
two to the chauffeur. Then he opened
the gate, went up to the little house,
and entered.

Almost at once the motor car turned
about, by a series of manceuvres, and
came back along the road. It turned
out of the lane, and soon vanished in

the other.
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the distance. Church and McClure
witnessed all this, and now they looked
at one another rather doubtfully.

“It’s no good, old son,” said Church.
“We can't go and rescue Handforth
now—there are two men there—Naggs
and this other chap. We shall only get
ourselves into trouble, too, if we inter-
fere,”

“Then what shall we do?”

“I reckon the best thing to be done
is for us to go back to the station, get
on & train, and go on to Oldham!” said
Church firmly. “We shall find Mr.
Lee there, and all the others. We'll
tell Mr, Lee all about it, and he'll know
what to do. I don’t fecl like taking the
responsibility.”

“But thatll take hours!” prctestcd
McClure,

“It can’t be helped—it's our -only
course,” said Church. “Come on!”

And, as a matter of fact, their posi-
tion was rath: peculiar one. If they
went to the al police—provided they
could find a policeman—what could”
they tell him? The representative of
the law would probably laugh at their
story, and would do nothing. They
had.no real evidence of any villainy.
and it was practically certain that.a
country policeman would take no
action. Therefore, it was better, on
the whole, to go on to Oldham, and
to tell Nelson Lee all about the whole
adventure. It would take time, but
that was unavoidable.

By a pure piece of luck, a train was
due almost at once when Church and
McClure arrived at the station. They
did not worry about their handbags;
they waited until the train was in the
station, and then they dashed past the
ban!er and into a compartment just
as the guerd blew his whistle. And
before any action could be' taken by
the ticket collector, the train was off.
MeClure had their tickets,
5 no swindle about this—
y acted in this way in |
d lengthy explanations.

order to av
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In weil under the hour they were in
Oldham—they were in that busy, teem-
ing hive of industry. But Church and

McClure had no time to take any in-
terest in their surroundings,

They were intent upon arriving at
the Malden Arms Hotel, and they only
took casual interest in the thousands
or sturdy figures that were everywhere
to be seen—the mill workers on their
way home, after their day’s labour.
And Lancashire lasses, with their
shawls, only gained a scant amount of
attention from the two schoolboys.

They found it necessary to make two
or three inquiries before they were on
the right road towards the hotel. But,
at last, they arrived, and they were
greatly relieved when they were in-
formed that Mr. Nelson Lee and Mr.
Goodwin and several others were stay-
ing at the hotel.

Without delay, the two . juniors
hurried up to the suite of rooms which
had been engaged by the party. And
when they arrived in the corridor, they
came face to face with three juniors—
Sir Montie Tregellis-West, Tommy
Watson, and myself.

“Begad!” eJnculated Montxe, ad;\ust-
ing his pince-nez. imply
amazing, dear old boys!“

“Church!” shouted Tommy Watson.

“McClure!” I exclaimed. “Where’s
Handforth?”

“He's a prisoner!” gasped Church.
“Handy has been taken prisoner by
Naggs—and we want Mr. Lee to go to
the rescue!” .

“What!” I exclaimed. “Handforth
has been made a prisoner—by Naggs!
Is this a joke? And what the dickens
are you chaps doing here—in Oldham?
How did you get here? Who told you
to come? How did you manage to get
leave from St. Frank’s—

“We can’t answer all those questions
said Church. “Where’s Mr.

“He’s not here!”
“Not here!” sa:d McCIure blankly.
“No—he is missing!”

mn

“Missing!”

“Well, we haven't seen anything of
him since last night” I said. “Every-
thing seems to be a bit upside down.
But whats this youre saying about
Naggs?

Before going into any further details,
Church and McClure, were taken along
to the apartment where Mr, Goodwin
and Dick were seated. They jumped
up as soon as we entered. And then
commenced a long series of explana-
tions.

Church was_ the spokesman, and he
told us exactly what had happened.
He explained how Handforth had got
the letter from his father, how they
had all come to London, and how
Handforth had deeided to hurry
straight off to Oldham—to accomplish
Lhe work which Nelson Lee had failed

0 do. We simply roared with laugh-
ter at that—but, at the same time, we
realised that Handforth had done some-
thing which we had failed to do.

The guv'nor had vanished—he had
not turned up during the whole day.
Personally, I believed that he was on
the track somewhere—that he knew
precisely what was going on, and was
making arrangements of his own. At
the same time, we didn’t know—there-
fore, it was up to us to act upon this
information.

I suggested that we should hurry off
to the rescue of Handforth without any
delay. Mr. Goodwin seconded this pro-
posal, and before long there was a
great deal of bustle. R

Exactly ten minutes later we were
off

And although we did not know it,
Nelson Lee was extremely active. He
had been doing much—and it was his
intention to bring this affair to a satis-
factory conclusion almost at once.

This was Handforth’s plan, too—but
Handforth had not managed things
quite so well as he intended.

The climax of this case was near at
hand!
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CHAPTER 17.
Handforth Gets a Surprise!

@ HOA! What the dickens—>

&Kl Handforth uttered that re-

mark—and he did so while

he was being suddenly hauled into the

side dom“ay of that small house just
outside Brentlowe,

As Church and McClure had related,
Handforth had been captured; they
had seen him yanked into the building
by Mr. Naggs. And then the door had
closed with a slam,

Handforth was considerably aston-
ished to find himself in trouble. He
had been prowling round the house,
with the avowed intention of finding
out a great many things. Not for an
instant had Handforth, anticipated
that he would get into trouble.

And now, quite suddenly, Naggs had
appeared in the doorway, and Hand-
forth was hauled bodily into the build-
ing. As an amateur detective, he was
not_an unqualified success.

“You young brat!” rapped out Mr.
Naggs. “I'll teach you to come prowl-
ing round here—"

“Lemme go!” gasped Handforth.
“By Georgé, Tll jolly soon show you
what T'll do! If you think you can
hold me, you've made a bloomer!”

“Steady, kid—steady!” smiled Mr,
Nag “Y know who you are. Your
name Handforth, and you belong to
St. Frank’s School. How you got here
I don’t know, but you're going to stay
here!”

“Am 1?7 said Handforth. “Wwell
see abouf that, you rotter! I know
what your game is—I know everything!
You've got those plans belonging to
Dick Goodwin, and you're going to sell

em, or something! Well, I've come
g;(;ng to put a stop to your rotten

He struggled fiercely, and Mr. Naggs
found that he had a pretty large hand-
ful.  Indeed, the man appeared rather
st:utlcd to d:scover, 2 moment or two
%a ter, that he was incapable of holding
his prisoner, Handforth was lashing
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out wildly, and in a minute or two he
would certainly regain his freedom.

And Handforth had all that inten-
tion. He was quite determined to give
Mr. Naggs—iree, gratis, and for
not! veral samples of his famous
punch,

But then suddenly Handforth re-
ceucd a shock.

“Look here, Handforth,” said Mr.
Naggs sharply. “I didmit intend to re-
veal the fact to you, but you compel
me to do so. Stop this struggling at
once. Do you hear me?

Handforth stopped.
“Whv, what the d.ckens—sou—-you

“You apparently notice the differ-
ence in my voice, Handforth, en?” said
Mr, Naggs. “I think you know who I
am_now, don’t you?”

Handforth secemed to gulp something
down.

“ Mr.—Mr.
huskily.

“Exactly!” smiled the man. “Now,
Handforth, perhaps you will realise
that your presence here is not abso-
Iul.ely welcome?”

“I—I—T'm
panted Handforth.
didn’t realise—""

“I'm very annoyed with you, Hand-
forth!” said Nelson Lee sharply.
“You had no right whatever to enter
this house, and to interfere in affairs
which do not concern you!”

“ But—but—"

“I do not want to hear any excuses,
Handforth,” interrupted Nelson Lee
curtly. “I came to this house on a
special mission, and I am exceedingly
annoyed to find that you have forced
your presence upon me. You mush
leave without any delay Handforth; I
cannot_have you here!”

“I—I'm frightfully sorry, sir!” said

Lee!” he exclaimed

awfully sorry, sir!”
“You—you see, I

Handforth, staring at Nelson Lee in a |

peculiar way. “But—but it seems so
strange, you know!
are, sir; but you look just like Naggs!
It’s a marvellous disguise, sir!”

Lee smiled sli

I know who you |
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“Ihave a very good reason for adopt-
ing this disguise, Handforth,” he said.
“It is necessary that I should be quite
alone in this house. Within a minute
or two I am expecting a visitor. I have
an appointment here with Sir Charles
Rigby. 1t is on a matter of great im-
portance—not unconnected with the
affairs of Dick Goodwin. That isall I
can say to-you. I am angry with you
for interfering, and you will hear more
about this later on!”
“Oh, I say, sir!” protested Hand-
forth. “I only acted for the best!”
“I do not want to hear—"
“I thought you were Naggs, sir, and
I followed you because I wanted to get
on the track!” said Handforth.
“There was no harm in that, sir!
Dash it all, T'll go at once if you want
me to, and I'm perfectly willing to re-
main here and lend you a hand!”
“You will lend me a hand, eh?”
“Rather, sir!” said Handforth
ecagerly. “I'm rather good at detec-
tive work—this affair proves it. I'm
not a chap to boast, but I think I was
pretty smart on this job. If you had
really been Naggs, I should have been
on the track right
“You would, Hcmdforth 1 agree
with you Lhere!" said the detective
*nodding. “Well, I do not feel inclined
to_waste any further—--
He paused, for at this moment came
the sound of a throbbing motor-car.

h, Sir Charles has arrived!” said
Nelson Lee. “Wait here, Handforth,
until I return. I must have a word
with my visitor, and then you must
leave at once. But there is just a
chance that I may wish you to take
a message to Oldham for me, so wait
here until I come back.”

“Right you are, sir!»

said Hand-

Nelson Lee left the room, and Hand-
forth heard him open the front door.
Then there followed a low mumble of
voices for several minutes. Handforth
looked about him without interest.
He was rather disappointed with the
result of his inquiry. He had expected
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to do this thing off his own bat, and
he had now discovered that Nelson Lee
was on the job, too. It was a decided
disappointment.

The door opened, and Lee entered
once more. Behind him came another
man—a gentleman attired in a thick
overcoat, and he was wearing gogeles
—great goggles which acted like a
mask

_“Oh‘ so this is the lad, Mr. Lee!”
said Sir Charles. “Well, it doesn’t
matter—don’t be cross with him. I
dare say he was acting all for the
best. Let him go at once.”

“Just as you wish, Sir Charles,” said
the delective. “You do not wish him
to take any message for you?”

“No, Mr, Lee, I think not.”

Nelson Lee turned to Handforth.

“You must go at once, Handforth,”
he said. “The best thing you can do
is to_go straight to Oldham, and go to
the Malden Arms Hotel en you
get there, wait for me. "I shall pro-
bably be in Oldham later on in the
evening. Good-bye, my lad!”

“Good-bye, sir!” said Handforth.

Handfcrth was about to turn away

en he paused, and an expression of
shghh astonishment came into his eyes,
for he suddenly noticed that Nelson
Lee had extended his han

“Oh, I see, sir!” said Handforth

He shook hands with the detective,
and then Nelson Lee escorted him to
the front door. And, somehow or
other, Handforth appeared to be some-
what dazed.

There was a blank expression in his
eyes, and his cheeks had become
flushed. He walked out of the door-
way, and walked down the short
| garden path, as though he were in B,
kind of trance.

His heart was beating rapidly, and
within him he was tremendously ex-
cited.

As a matter of fact, Edward Oswald
Handforth had made an astounding
dlscovcw

It was so startling that he could
hardly believe it at first. As he used
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his wits, he realised that he had made
no mistake. But he still walked on—
he still walked away from that cottage.

In the first place, Handforth had
been rather surprised at Nelson Lee’s
action in extending his hand. It was
not the detective’s usual custom to
shake hands with junior schoolboys.
Only on very special occasions would
Nelson Lee offer his palm to Hand-
forth, and this did not seem to be
one of those special occasions.

But Handforth had not been actually
suspicious because of this action. In
taking Nelson Lee’s hand, however,
Handforth had noticed a deep scar on
the detective’s forefinger. It was not a
scar that could be missed every easily.

There had been a wound on that
finger two or three years earlier, by
the look of it, and the scar was an
ugly one. It was this disfigurement
that was causing Handforth such a lot
of mental agitation,

he got some little distance
down the road, he came to a halt.
“Well, I'm jlggeredl" he muttered.
“What the dickens does it mean?
That scar isn’t on Mr. Lee's hand!
T've see his forefinger dozens of times,
and I know jolly well that he hasn't
got a rotten scar on it like that!”

Handforth stared unseceingly before
him, thinking rapidly.

“I've been spoofed!” he exclaimed,
addressing the hedge. “I've been
diddled—I've been dished! By Gedrge,
it's a good thing I've got my eyes about
me—it’s a good thing I'm not a silly
ass! That was Naggs after all, and
not Mr, Lee—"

This was certainly a startling conclu-
sion to come to, but it was obviously the
truth.  The man in the cottage was
not Nelson Lee at all, but Walter Naggs.
The rascal, finding Handforch had en-
tered the house, had bluffed the matter
out, in making Handforth believe that
he was really Nelson Lee in disguise.

But for "that forefinger incident,
Handforth would Ji)nbxy have been
deceived all alor But Naggs had
made a mistake i offering the boy his
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hand—a very big mistake, for it had
given Handforth the direct clue.

Nelson Lee had no such scar on his
finger, therefore this man could not be
Nelson Lee!

“And now I come to think of it,”
muttered Handforth, “the chap didn’t
speak much like Mr. Lee, either. I
was deceived at first, because I wasn’t
on the alert. But these rotters can’t
spocf me! Sir Charles Rigby! What
rot! Tl bet that’s not his name at
all! He’s probably the rotter that Naggs
is going to sell those plans to!”

Handforth was certainly well on the
scent, and he was firmly determined
not to relax his efforts.

Handforth was furious, but he did not
rush back along the road and burst
inte that house again, He had too
much sense for that.

He stood there, qu)f,e still, thinking
the matter out.

“The rotters!” he exclaimed wrath-
fully. “The confounded rotters!  But
they haven’t been able to diddle me—
not likely!  I'll show them what I'm
made of! Tl show them whether
they can get rid of me in that way.
Now I can understand why that other
chap kept his goggles on all the time.
He didn’t want me to see who he really
was, because I should be able to recog-
nise him afterwards!”

For once in a way, Handforth was
quite shrewd. He had seen through
Mr. Naggs’ little scheme. It was ob-
vmus to him that Naggs had pretended

to be Nelson Lee in order to get the
Jjunior out of the way.

Meanwhile, Mr. Naggs was quite
pleased with himself.

His companion, of course, was none
other than Mr. William Fordley, the
mill-owner. Naggs had explained the
situation to Fordley as soon as he had
admitted him into the house, and Ford-
ley nhad acted his part. And now
Handforth had gone, and it was pretty
certain that he would go straight into

am,
ng imp!” said Nagg:

h'\rshly, "n 's a good thing I got hcld
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of him, Mr. Fordley. It might have
heen a serious matter for both of us if
I had not stcceeded in throwing dust
in his eye

“But do you think you have suc-
ceeded?” asked Fordley anxiously.

“Of course I have, sir!”

“Are you sure?” persisted Fordley.
“If that boy knows the truth, Naggs, it
will be terribly serious!”

“Don’t you worry, Mr, Fordley,” in-
terrupted Naggs. “He has been duped
completely, and by the time he gets to
Oldham we shall have our business
completed, and then we shall separate.
There will be absolutely no

5

He was about to take those plans into
his possession, and, if the police got
any wind of what had taken place, it
would be very awkward for the mill-
owner. It was, therefore, not surpris-
izj:gl that Mr. Fordley was rather wor-
ried.

“I don’t feel at all sure about this,
Naggs,” said Fordley, frowning. “I
don’t like that boy being here, and I
think it was a mistake on our part to
send him away.”

“Not at all, sirl” said Mr. Naggs. “It
would have been a greater mistake for
us to keep him here, for we should have
been to show our hand. We

of Handforth giving any information
that will prove to be of value.

“Well, I don't feel quite satisfied,
I\aggs, * sald Mr. Fordley. “However, L

n't pose that it will make any
d)ﬁelcnc if we discuss the subject. We
had better get to business without
any delay.”

“That's my idea, sir” said Nagss
promptly.

They were in the little back room
which was quite comfortably furnished.
In the centre of the apartment stood a
square table, with a long plush cloth
covering it. Both Naggs and Fordley
drew chairs up to the table, and sat
down facing one another. This was
‘the moment for which Mr. Naggs had
long been waiting, and he was only
slightly disturbed by the incident which
had just taken place.

Naggs was quite certain in his own
mind that nothing harmful would
resuit from Handforth's interference;
but, of course, Naggs looked upon the
thing from a totally different point of
view from what Fordley did. For it
was known that Naggs had taken the
plans, and once he had got rid of them,
and received the money from Fordley,
it would be all right. Even if he fell
foul of the police, they could prove no-
thing, for he would have disposed of the
plans by then, and, so far as he was
d, every! t}ung would be straight-

forwar
But it was different with Mr. Fordley.

should have had to make him a
prisoner, in order to keep him quiet.”

“That might have been better,” said
Mx Ford]ey grimly.

n't think so, sir,” said Naggs.
“T'nat “ould have been a police job
then. But there is nothing to prove
that Handforth’s word is true, if he
takes his story to the police, even. It
will be regarded, in all probability, as a
pure fabrication.”

“There is that, of course,” admitted
the mill-owner,

“You needn’t worry at all, Mr. Ford-
ley,” went on Naggs. “We didn’t men-
tion anything about the plans, and
Handforth hasn’t the slightest idea of
your identity. You were wearing those
gogeles, as I suggested, and it will be
quite impossible for the hoy to recog-
nise you again., You were very well dis-
guifed.”

“Oh, well, there is no sense in worry-
ing about it, I suppose,” said Mr. Ford-
ley. “As you said, Naggs, anything
that the youngster may report to the
pohce will not do any harm. My own

osition is secure, and if there is any-
thmr' spread against me, I can clear
myself with the greatest of ease. I
have already prepared a perfect alibi
for myself to-day. At the present
moment I am m Macclesfield—you
understand? There are plenty of wit-
nes: wl‘o will be able to prove that, if
necessary.”
Mr. Naggs smiled.
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“1 knew you were a clever gentle-
man, sir!” he exclaimed. “You'
safe enough; there’s no need to “orry

&

at all.  And now we'll get to business.”
“Right!” said Mr. Fordley. “You
have the plans with you?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Let me see them.”
“ Certainly!”

“I ohserve that you are hesitating,
Naggs,” said Mr, Fordley. “There is no
necessity for you to do that. We are
sitting here, facing one another, and
there will be no treachery on my part.
1 agreed to pay you a certain price for
those plans, and you have got them. T
shall not at empt to get out of that
agreement.”

“1 trust you, Mr. Fordley, of course!”
said Naggs, rather hurriedly.

He had appeared to be reluctant to

take the envelope out of his pocket, but’

he did so now, mentally deciding that
he was on the safe side. He was a
more powerful man than Fordley, and
if the latter attempted any treachery,
Naggs would be able to deal with him.

The rascal took the envelope from
his pocket, and passed it across the
table. Mr. Fordley opened the fiap,
and then removed the contents. He
was greatly interested, and he exam-
ined the plans intently. He gave them
so much attention, in fact, that Naggs
became somewhat impatient. ~ Minute
after minute passed, and still Fordley
made na remark. He was examining
those wonderful plans of Dick Good-

in’s.
“Well, sir?” said Naggs at last.
“Yes, Naggs—yes,” said Mr. Fordley.
“We will go into the business in a
moment or two. Man alive!  This
machine is wonderful—positively won-
d I can hardly credit that it has

. Solved a problem
l‘n+ has been wor ying the experts for
years. This machine, when built, will
put every other machine out of the
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market. It is positively the most won-
derful instrument of its type that has
ever been evolved. It will mean a
fortune for the man who exploits this
invention!”

“So I understand, sir,” said Naggs.
“That is why you are agreeable to pay

a good price.”

’VIr Foxdley looked across the table.

“Exactly, Naggs!” he said. “You
have got those plans for me, and I am
going to pay you well.  But you must
not overlook the fact that I am taking
a goed deal of risk in this affair. How-
ever, I think we are fairly safe now,
and we will discuss—"

Ting-ting-ting !

The front door bell rang loudly. The
bell itself was in the kitchen, just off
the apartment where the two men were

sitting.  They started up, looking afb
one another in rather a peculiar
fashion. Mr. Fordley went pale, and

Naggs set his teeth.

What was the meaning of this inter-
ruption?

““Good heavens?”
“Who—who is that?”

“I don't know, sir—I can’t think!”
said Naggs. “We are expecting no-
body, and—"

“Co to the door at once—go and se
who it is!” said Fordley. “If the police’
have come, shout a warning—IL may
possibly be able to get away at the rear.
Hurry, Naggs—but wait! I will come
with you. I will be in the front room,
and watch from behind a blind. I do
not want to be trapped!”

Both the men were in a considerable
state of agitation. This sudden inter-
ruption was unexpected. Who could
the caller be? At any ordinary time
both Naggs and Fordley would have
thought nothing of a chance ring at the

kell, but at the present moment, and
with guilty consciences to worry \han",
they were both exceedingly troubled.

Mr. Naggs passed cut of the room,
and went along to the front door. Mr.
Fordley followcd him, but-tos
position in the little front-room, clo:
behind the open door: Frem there he

panted Fordley.
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could see who the caller was, and would
be able to get away quickly, if neces-
sary.

Mr. Naggs opened the door, and he
instinctively clenched his fists. If cap-
ture was coming Naggs fully intended
putting up a fight before being taken.

And Nazgs found himsell looking
upon a curious specimen of humanity.
He stcod upon the doorstep, ragged and
dirty, a rather pitiful figure.

The man was a tramp, obviously. His
clothing was torn, patched, and re-
paired in almost every garment. His
boots were gaping, and they were
secured by pieces of string. His head
was adorned by a dilapidated old trilby
hat, the brim of which was parting
company from the crown.

And under the brim of the hat there
could be seen a grimy, unshaven face.
He was a gentleman of the road, and
he looked up at Mr. Naggs with an
appealing light in his eyes.

“Beg pardon, sir—" he began.

- Whﬂt the deuce do you want”” de-
manded Mr. Naggs angrily.

He was relieved -to find that the
visitor was no more harmful than that.
At the same time he was angry for
being put into a flutter by a mere
tramp. He glared at the harmless
scarecrow rather furiously.

“Beggin' your pardon, sir, but T'd
welcome a glass of water,” said the
tramp. “It’s dry work—walkin’ along
the roads, sir. I ain’t askin’ for beer
or money—or grub. All I want is a
glass of water, if you'll be so kind as to
Iet me have it!”

“Go away!” said Naggs curtly.

“Only a glass of water, sir—"

“You won't get any water here,”
snapped Mr. Naggs, preparing to close
the door. “There are some other cot-
tages farther down the road—they will
give you water, perhaps. I haven't got
time to attend to you now. Besides,
the well here is out of order!”

“Only just a cupful, sir—

Slam!

The door closed with a bang, and the
tramp- stced on the step, looking at
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the panels of the door in a somewhat
disappointed attitude. Then, without
wasting a moment, he seized the
knocker, and gave a sharp rat-tat. At
the same time he pushed the electric-
bell button.

Almost at
again.

“ Confound you!” snapped Mr. Naggs.
“What the deuce do you think you'rs
playing at?”

“Only a glass of water, sir!” pro-
tested the tramp. “It don't matter if
it’s dirty. I'm thirsty, sir! There
ain’t any other cottages for a long way

once the door opened

“I told you to go away from this
house, and 'if you don’t go quickly, I'll
throw you into the road!” exclaimed
Mr. Naggs hotly. “And if you ring this
bell &gain, I'll—”
© “No offence meant, sir,” said the
tramp apologetically. “I'm a poor,
harmless feller. Mebbe, you can spare
me a cup of water, sir? I ain’t askin’
for money, or grub, or beer!”

Mr. Naggs drew a deep breath.

“I'll give you just two seconds to get
off that doorstep!” he snapped: “I've
had just enough of your nonsense, my
man and I'm not going to. stand any
more.

The tramp shook his head.

“All right, sir—I beg your pardon,”
he said humbly. “But I thought as
how good, honest people wouldn’t mind
obligin’ a poor feller with a glass of
water. It seems I was wrong. I'm
very sorry, sir.”

He turned away, and as he did so,
Mr. Naggs suddenly had an idea—an
idea which rather startled him. He
made up his mind on the instant.

“All right—hold on a minute!” he
said quickly.

The tramp turned.

“Bed pardon, sir?” he exclaimed.

“Come here!”

"The tramp stepped on to the door
step, and as he did so Mr. Naggs
reached out a hand, and pulled the
dilapidated hat from the tramp’s head.
Then, quick as a flash, Mr. Naggs
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grasped the man's hair, and gave a
sharp and vigorous tug.

“Ow!” gasped the tramp. “Lumme, | —
guvnor!  What the thunder—"

Mr. Naggs suddenly released his hold,
and there was an expression of relief in
his eyes. He looked into the tramp’s
face searchingly.

“Only a joke, my man,” he ex-
claimed. “Look here, I can’t stop to
give you any water now, but here’s half
a crown, if it’s any good to you.”

The tramps eyes opened w:de

“Thank you kindly, sir!” he said
eagerly. “You're a real gent, sir!”

He turned away, walked down the
path, and when he reached the gate he
raised his dilapidated hat, and then
went on his way. Mr. Naggs nodded,
and closed the door. The very instant
he did so, Mr. Fordley came hurrying
along the passage from his hiding place.,

“What the deuce did you want to
waste all that time for, Naggs?” he
demanded angrily. “Who was the
iellow, anyhow?”

Only a tramp, sir——"

“A tramp,” snapped Mr. Fordley.
“You ought to have got rid of him at
once, and instead of that, you kept him
hanging about all this time. What on
earth were you thinking about, man?”

“Well, I'm cautious, sir,” explained
Mr. Naggs. “At first I only wanted to
get rid of the fellow—he was so per-
sistent asking for a glass of water.”

“You ought to have shut the door in
his face!”

“I did—at first,” replied Mr. Naggs.
“But, as you know, sir, he rang the
bell again. And then someuung sud-
denly struck me.”

“What was it?”

“Well, sir, I just wondered if the
tramp was a ’tec in disguise—"

Good heavens!” ejaculated Mr.
Fordley.

“But I don’t think he 15 ” added Mr,
Naggs, with a chuckle.

“How do you know—how can you be
sure?” demanded the other huskily.
“Man ahve' That fellow may be a

Sootlnnd Vard wam -
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Lee himself. I've heard that Lee is
wondertul when it comes to disguises

“He’s a bit of a marvel, sir,” sald
Mr. Naggs. “That’s why I kept that
tramp waiting, so that I could make
sure. But when I pulled at his hair, I
was quite certain. His hair is coarse,
reddish stuff, and there’s a thick
stubble on his chin He's a genuine
tramp, right enough. Mr. Fordley.
There's no need for us to worry now.”

The mill-owner breathed a sigh of
relief.

“Good!” he exclaimed. “It’s just
as well you made sure, Naggs. Well,
come along, we will get back into the
rear room. I do not intend to remain
here a moment longer than is neces-
sary. We will get this business over at
once.”

‘““Good enough, sir,” said Mr. Naggs.
“Nothing will suit me better!”

They passed along the little passage,
and re-entered the room at the rear of
the house. Then they took their seats
at opposite sides of the table, and faced
one another. Mr. Fordley withdrew
the plans from his pocket, and once
more spread them out on the table in
front of him.

“Yes, Naggs, these plans are extra-
ordinary,” he said. “I do not pretend
to understand how a boy of fifteen
could have evolved the intricate
mechanism of this machine. I am
more than pleased that I commissioned
you to obtain these documents from
Goodwin’s son.”

- IL s been a rare trouble to get them,
sir,” said Naggs. “I had two men help-
ing me all the while, and one of them
—Colmore—got  nabbed. He’s in
prison now, or, at least, in the police-
station awaibing his trial. I've been
pretty near bei copped myself, so I
reckon it’s wchh a pretty decent sum

o you!”

Mr. Fordley nodded.

“You will not have any cause fo
grumble at the price I will pay you.
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You are quite sure

want I pay well.
1l inal plans.”

that these are the

“Quite sure, sir!”

“And there are no copies in exist-
ence.”

“Not to my knowledge, Mr. Fordley.

“Well, it makes little difference, in
either direction,” said the mill-owner.
“I shall produce these plans as my
own when a short space of time has
passed. I shall have them patented,
then I can snap my fingers at Goodwin,
He will know that such is the case, of
course.  But it will be quite impossible
for him to bring any evidence against

o

“Of course it will, sir,” said Mr.
Naggs. “Youre as safe as houses.
There’s no need for you to worry about
anything, sir.”

“Well, Naggs, we'll get to business at
once, without any beating about the
bush,” said Mr, Fordley. “I am willing
to pay you the sum of eight thousand
pounds for your services in this matter.
Will that be satisfactory?”

Mr. Naggs looked straight across the
table at the other.

“Eight thousand pounds was the
agreed upon figure, sir,” he said. “But,
in the circumstances, I think that a
little larger sum will meet the case. I
had far more trouble than I expected I
should have, and a good deal of ex-
pense, too. I think it’s worth more
than eight thousand, Mr. Fordley.”

“Well, I don’t want to haggle with |,

you, Naggs,” said the mill-owner. “We
Wwill sdy nine thousand—-"

“Hold on, sir!” interrupted Mr.
Nages. “That’s uneven money. I don’t
care for uneven money, so what about
making it ten thousand? That seems
more like the figure, to my way of
thinking.” 3

“Look here, Naggs, I didn’t think
you were a grasping man of this sort,”
said Fordley irritably. “As it happens,
I have brought ten thousand with me.
I am not going to argue, and we shall
not quarrel. I will pay you ten thou-
sand, as you wish.”
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“Done!” said Mr. Naggs, his eyes
gleaming.

“Well, den’t forget, Naggs, that this
is the one and only payhent,” said
Fordley. “If you come to me later on,
in a month or two, and expect to
obtain a further sum, yowll be disap-
pointed. You'll be unable to blackmail
me, either, because you will have not
one atom of proof. I want you thor-
oughly to understand that now. I pay
you ten thousand pounds, and that
settles the deal completely.”

“Quite right, sir,” said Naggs. “I
understand that perfectly. And I'm
ot he kind of man to attempt
blackmail—it’s rather too risky, to my
way of thinking. Ten thousand settles
the deal, as you say.”

But, even while Naggs was saying _
these words, his thoughts were quite
different. For, inwardly, Mr. Naggs
was assuring himself he was on velvet.
After a respectable interval, he would
to be able to go to Fordley again, and
he would extract more money from the
millowner. For Mr. Fordley would be
unable to refuse. . Naggs knew this
well enough. e was cunning, and he
intended to get all he could.

Naggs had not really expected to re-

ceive the extra two thousand. But it
was evident that Mr. Fordley had
prepared for such a demand. For he
had brought ten thousand pounds with
him, in cash.
It was a good stroke of business for
m. He would give Naggs ten thou-
sand_pounds for obtaining the plans,
and Fordley would make a fortune out
of the invention. The millowner had
the money behind him in order to ex-
ploit the new machine. And, before
many months had elapsed, he would be
raking in the profits, hand over fist.

So he regarded this ten thousand as
a very excellent investment. And, it
gave Fordley keen satisfaction to know
that he would be delivering a death
blow to Mr. Richard Goodwin. o

But, although the transaction
between Mr, Fordley and Mr. Naggs
was nearly completed, it was somewhat,
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unwise of them to take things for
grante

There is many a slip "twixt (hc cup
and the lip.

CHAPTER 18,

Nelson Lee Makes His Pians!
NDREWS drove sedately
A steadily.

He was Mr. Fordley's
chauffeur, and he was carrying out the
instructions which his employer had
gnen him.

Upon reaching Brentlowe Fordley
had got rid of the chauffeur at cnce.
He had no desire to have his car w
ing about outside a small house, wh
he and Naggs were coming to terms.

So he had sent Andrews off to the
nearest town, in order to obtain a
sup,slv of pﬂtrol The man would be
t just about long enough to enable
‘\ Ford]ey to complete his airange-
ments with Naggs.

Andrews appeared to be in no hurry.

He drove very easily along the quiet
country road, and at lengih he arrived
in the town. He certainly went to a
garage and obtained a supply of
But instead of returning stra
Brentlowe, he occupied hir
another manner.

There was nothing very remarkable
about this. Andrews knew well enough
that it would he useless to return to
Brentlowe yet ; Mr. Fordley would not
be ready. . And the chauffeur, evidently
had ideas of his own.

From the garage he drove his car
along the High Street until he pulled
up outside a grey stone building—a
somewhat forbidding -looking place,
with a few notices po: up outside

and

the coor. It was, in short, the police
station.
Andrews stopped bis engine, and got

down from the driving-seat. Then he
passed into the police station, and was
soon talking to a constable.

I should like to have a few w
with the inspector,” said Andrews.
he anywhere handy?”

ds
“Is
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““Yes, the inspector is in the enarge-
room, if you want him,” said the con-
stable. “What's wrong?”

“I would prefer to sec the inspector,”
said Andrews.

A minute or two later Mr. Fmdlcys
chauffeur was ushered into the
sence of Inspector Hammond. This in-
dividual was a short, thick-set man,
with close-cropped hair, and a bristling
moustache, He looked a somewhat
ve person, and he did not
a very kindly glance upon the
chy auf" ur as he enter

what is it?” asked

the inspector, B I'm busy at the

moment, and I should like you to be
k1”

Andrews nodded.

“As a matter of fact, Inspector Haim-
mond, I shall detain you for some little
time,” he said calmly. My business is
of considerable importance, and I must
request you to give me your full and

complete attention.”

“Oh, indeed!” said the inspecior,
glaring. “And who the deuce do you
happen to be?”

Andx‘"

slightly, felt in his
pocket, and produced a small
slip oI pasteboard. FHe handed it tc
c’mstabm who glanced at it before
passing it on to Inspector Hammond.
The constable glanced twice, and his
second look was rather a startled one.

“Hm! What's this?” growled the
inspector, taking the card. “What's
the good of a tongue if you can't use
it? I didn’t ask you for your card—

‘Why, what- Good gracious!”
Inspector Hammond stared at the

slip of pasteboard in a curious, scepti-
cal manner. He glanced up at Andrews,
and then stared at the card again.
Finally, he laid the little object on the
desk in front of him, and lcaned for-
war

“No»v\ my friend, what’s the game?”
he inquired grimly.

‘IY think you have read the name

“I have read it, and it is like your
infernal impudence to present me with
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such a card!”" shapped the inspector.
“What’s the idea of it, my man?”
“You do not seem to grasp—-"
“Look here, I don't want any non-
7 interrupted the inspector
/. “And if you think you can

sharply.
palm yourself off as Mr. Nelson Lee,
you have made a big mistake, Who are

you? A chauffeur, by all appearances
—and you had better be sharp about
your explanation. I want to know
what you mean by giving me this
card?”

Andrews shrugged his shoulders.

“I simply thought you might be in-
terested, Inspector Hammond,” he re-

plied.
“Interested!” spluttered the in-
spector. “Who are you? What is your

real name?”

“You are already aware of my real
name,” said the chauffeur.

“Nonsense! Your name has not
been mentioned—" *

“It is before you on the desk at this
moment!” interrupted Andrews calmly.
“Really, Inspector Hammond, you do
not seem to grasp the position.”

The inspector glared. »

“Are you attempting to make me
believe that you are Mr. Nelson Lee?”
he demanded curtly.

“I am Mr. Nelson Lee!” said the
chauffeur.

“You are—" The _inspector
breathed hard. “Well, of all the im-
pudence! If you are not careful, my
friend, I shall detain you here while I
make inquiries. I have never had the
pleasure of meeting Mr. Nelson Lee
personally, but I have seen his photo-

graph on several occasions. You do
not resemble him in the slightest
degree—"

“Which is not at all surprising, con-
sidering I am wearing a slight dis-
guise,” interrupted the visitor. “Come,
inspector, you must surely realise that
you have made a mistake! I have pre-
sented you with my card, and I claim
your tull attention. I have come to you
on a matter of great importance, and
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I require your co-operation -and help.*

‘The inspector stared.

“Byt, good gracious!” he ejaculated.
“I can’t believe—"

However, after another three or four
minutes had elapsed, Inspector Ham-
mond did believe—he could do nothing
else. And the worthy inspector was
rather startled. His visitor—this rather
common-looking chauffeur—was. really
no less a person than Mr. Nelson Lee,
the celebrated crime investigator of
Gray’s Inn Road—and St. Frank’s. It
was hardly to be wondered at that In-
spector Hammond was taken off his
balance for a moment or two.

And there was no deception about it.

“Andrews” was, indeed, Nelson Lee
himself. The famous schoolmaster-
detective had been extremely busy, and
now he was feeling very satisfied with
himself, for he knew that all his plans
had worked out well, and that he was
in a position to catch Mr. William
Fordley red-handed. Nelson Lee did
not worry so much about Naggs.
Naggs, after all, was only a tool of the
greater villain. Fordley was the man
whom Lee wanted to secure.

It did not take Nelson Lee long to
explain matters to Inspector Ham-
mond. It was necessary that he should
explain, since he required help from
the ‘police. And the inspector, al-
though a somewhat aggressive indivi-
dual, was only too pleased to fall in
with Nelson Lee’s plans, when
learned of them. There would be some
credit for Hammond himself in this
job, and he was quite delighted at the
prospect.

“So you see, inspector, I was com-
pelled to act in a decisive way,” Nelson
Lee concluded. “I knew that Naggs
had these plans in his possession, and
I knew also that he would arrange a
meeting with Fordley at the first op-
portunity, Reasoning- matters out, I
came to the conclusion that the pair
would not meet in Oldham itself, but
would, in all probability, go some little
distance afield. And I came to the
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further conclusion that Fordley would
use his motor-car.”

“What made you think that, Mr.
Lee?” asked the inspector.

‘It is far casier to prove an alibi,”
replied Nelson Lee grimly. “As events
turned out, my deductions were not far
wrong. It was quite a simple matter
for me to arrange affairs with Fordley's
own chauffeur.”

“I take it that you are impersonat-
ing the mzm?" |asked the inspector.

“Not at al

“But Fordley-docs he not suspect?”

asked Hammond.

“I think that Fordley is quite pleased
with the arrangement,” said Nelson
Lee. “You see, his own chauffeur sent
him round a message saying that he
was unwell, and requested that I, who
posed as his friend, should take his
vlace for the time being. It was simply
a chance, and it was successful. I am
exceedingly pleased that I decided
upon this form of action.”

“But why should Fordley be pleased
about it?” asked the inspector.

“I fancy he is pleased because I am
not his regular man,” said Nelson Lee.
“Knowing nothing of Fordley’s usual
movements, I am not likely to question
his procedure of to-day. In any case,
Fordley did not suspect the truth, and
that is the main thing. I know for a
positive fact that Fordley is now in
Brentlowe, discussing terms
Naggs. And they have the plans with
them. Tt is onls necessary for us to go
immediately to this house, break in,
and arrest the two men red-handed.
That is what I have been working for,
and I am extremely pleased that we
shall be able to finish the affair with-
out any further delay.”

nd you require my help?”

“I do!” said Nelson Lee. “I want at
least four police officers, inspector. I
should like you to come yourself, also.
These plans have been stolen from Mr,
Goodwin, and Naggs and Fordley have
much to answer for, I can supply you
with all the evidence necessary to con-
vict the two rascals.

with | a h

And there must ' t]

THE SCHOOLBOY INVENTOR!

be no delay—we must start off as soon
as ever we possibly can.”

“Very well, Mr. Lee, we will waste
no time,” said Inspector Hammond
briskly. “I will have the men ready
for you within five minutes.”

“Good!”

The inspector was as good as his
word. Exactly five minutes later the
motor-car started off, carrying Nelson
Lee, Hammond, and four police officers.

And, with Nelson Lee at the wheel of
the car, the ground was soon covered.
Lee drove quickly, for he was now
rather anxious. He did not want
Naggs to go before he arrived on the
scene. Lee was most anxious to cap-
ture the two men together.

But, before reaching Brentlowe, a
certain incident occurred—an incident
which was satisfactory to all parties
concerned.

As Nelson Lee drove the car at high
speed, he became aware of the fact
that another car was travelling along
in front, also going in the direction of
Brentlowe. Nelson Lee and the police
were overtaking this car rapidly, and
the great detective smiled grimly to
himself as he recognised several forms
in the other car. He sounded his
hooter, and then opened the throttle
wider. He simply roared alongside the
other car, and then drew ahead. After
tha tlﬂe applied his brakes and came to

‘“Anything the matter, Mr. Lee?”
mqunred Inspector Hammond.

No; but I should like to have a
word thh these good people,” said
Nelson Lee.

He turned round, and held up his

hand. The other car, which was just
passing, was brought to a standstill:
of L0‘l' 2, it contained Mr. Goodwin's
part; iuding myself.
I lookcd at the police, and I looked
at the driver of the car, without
recognising him. But I was decidedly
curious,

“By gum!” gaid Mr. Goodwin. I
tgogght we were going teo fast—I did

At
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“Oh, we haven't been pulled up for
speed, sir!” I grinned. “I believe
these policemen have something to do
with Fordley and Naggs. Anyhow, we
shall know in a minute or two.”

“Well, Nipper what is the idea of
this?” inquired Nelson Lee. ‘“Are you
going to Brentlowe, too?”

I stared. £

“Why, great Scott!” I shouted.
you, guv'nor!”

“Precisely!”

The chauffeur nodded and smiled.

“Begad:” murmured Sir Montle
Tregellis-West.  “This is  simply
amazin’, dear old boysi”

I was out of the car in a second, and
I dashed across to the other motor. T
jumped on the step, and stared into
Welson Lee's face.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” I exclaimed.
“I didn’t know you, sir! It's a jolly
fine disguise! But what does it mean?
Where are you off to, sir? Why are
you taking the police with you?”

“I do not think it necessary for me
to go into very precise details at the
moment, Nipper,” said Nelson Lee.
“This car belongs to Fordley, and Iam
acting &as his chauffeur at the present
moment. I am just taking him a few
visitors, although I am afraid that Mr.
Fordley will not welcome them.”

I grinned.

“Well, hardly, sir” T said. “It’s a
jolly good thing we met you. We're off
to Brentlowe, too. And we might have
butted in where we weren’t wanted. It
seems that all roads lead in the same
direetion—to this part of Brentlowe.”

“How did you know about
prper?' asked Nelson Lee,

“Why, Church and McClure told us,”
I replied. “Handforth is there now—a
prisoner!”

“That's nghb sir!” put in McClure
quickly. - “ W all followed Naggs to
this house, and Handy was a bit too
rash., He was pulled in all of a sudden,
and we didn’t see any more of him.
expect he’s being held a captne by
Naggs and that other rotter!”

“It’s

it,
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‘“Handforth?” echoed Nelson Lee
curmusly
es, sir.”

“But what is Handforth doing up
here, in Lancashire?”

_“He came up to investigate this case,
sir,” grinned Church. “He brought us
with him, although we didn’t want to
come. Yeu see, sir, we got leave from
St. Frank’s for a couple of days, to go
to London to see Handforth’s uncle.
Handy persuaded his uncle to let us
come along here!”

Nelson Lee smiled for a moment.

“I am afraid that Handforth is irre-
pressible,” he remarked. “Well, it is
just as well we met one another. We
have joined forces, and we shall be able
to go along to this house in Brentlowe
in a body. I do.not think there will
be much chance of Naggs and Fordley
escaping.”’

We were extremely pleased to see
Nelson Lee, of course—that goes with-
out saying—for now we knew why he
had been absent; we knew what he
had been doing. And when he recom-
menced the journey, we all had the
conviction that the end of this affair
was within sig]

The climax, in fact, was at hand.

CHAPTER 19.
. Alone He Did It!
R. WILLIAM FORDLEY pushed
M a bundle of notes across the
table.
“Count them, Naggs,” he sald, “I-
think you will find them correct.”
Mr. Naggs nodded, and there was a
gleam of satisfaction in his eyes as he
andled the crisp, crackling ~bank-
notes. This was the moment he had

e
e trouble he had taken, and he
being paid handsomely.

Naggs looked up, after he had
counted the notes.
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“Yes, quite correct, Mr. Fordley,” he
said. “Ten thousand exactly.”

Naggs folded up the notes’
stowed them into his pocket.

ood!” he went on. “There’s no
sxgmng to do, of course?”

“Not a word,” replied Mr. Fordley.
“We cannot afford to take any risks
like that, Naggs. Our original agree-
ment was verbal, and this settlement
is verbal. We should be taking an un-
necessary risk in puttmg anything into
writing. The money is yours, and the
plans are mine. I only trust that
everything will be all right.”

“How can it be otherwise, sir?”

Mr. Fordley shook his head.

“I don't know,” he replied; “but I
must be careful«very careful, If there
is any possibility of this matter being
found out—-"

“But there is no possibility, sir—not
the slightest,” sald Mr. Naggs, quite
comfortable in the possession of the
notes.  “Goodwin’s plans are unpro-
tected; they have not even been
patented or registered. There is not
the slightest atom of evidence to show
that they have passed into your pos-
session, and, later on, you can produce
the inv enhon as your o

“That is my intention,” said Fordley.
“But I am worrying about what might
happen in the meantime.”

Mr. Naggs laughed.

“Nothing can happen, sir,” he said.

“What you must do, if you care to take
my advice, sir, is to copy the originals
as quickly and as quietly as you can.
Then, when you have the copies, you
can destroy those papers which are
now in your pocket. Goodwin and the
boy will know the truth, but they can
prove absolutely nothing, and it will
be an easy matter for you to put up a
bluff. A man in your position can do
that sort of thing easily.”

“Yes, I suppose it will be all right,
Naggs,” said Mr. Fordley. . “In any
case, the transaction 15 scmed, and we
will let it stand at t]

FOAdlty had a last lo‘m at the plans
before placing them finally in his

and
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pocket. He was quite delighted with!
them, for he had seen at the outset,
that he had not paid his money for
nothing. Dick Goodwin’s invention
was a wonderful one. 1

“There are immense possibilities in
this machine, Naggs,” said the mill-
owner. “It will create a sensation
when it is produced. And, although
Goodwin will know the truth, I shall
be able to snap my fingers in his face,
Even if the fellow brings an action
against me, it wnl be futile; I have
the upper hand.”

Naggs_nodded.

“You have, sir,” he agreed.
I reckon we deserve this succe:
all the trouble we have taken.’

The two men sat for some moments
while Fordley was looking at the plans.
Naggs produced a packet of cigarettes,
and they both lit up. Then Fordley
folded the plans and replaced them in
an envelope.

“You are quite sure, Naggs, that
nobody knows of this visit of yours?”
he asked.

“Not a soul, sir,” replied Naggs.
“Who do you Lhmk I should tell? T'm
not quite a mug!”

“It is impossible to be too cautious,”
said Fordley. “This meeting of ours
is unknown to a soul; but I cannot
help worrying somewhat over that

“Well,
s, after

“Young Goodwin?”

“No, no!” said Fordley erably
mean that boy who was here——"

“Oh, you needn’t concern yourself
about him, sir,” said Mr. Naggs. “I
spoofed him completely, and he’s gone
away to Oldham——"

“Has he?”

Mr. Naggs and Mr, Fordley started
violently.

The voice came from somewhere
beneath—apparently near the floor. It
was the voice of Handforth! Just for
a moment Naggs thought that his ears
were decei him—that they had

layed a t: 1 him.  And

“f

as a she




THE SCHOOLBOYS'

in his chair, clutching at the edge of
the table.

Just for one brief second there was
a tense silence; then everything be-
came noisy and confused. Without the
slightest warning the table heaved up
from the floor! It rose in front of the
eyes of the startled men, then it over-
turned with a crash, right on the top
of Mr. Naggs, who was sent flying back-
wards, his chair tipping up.

Mr. Naggs went over on the floor, and
the table fell upon him, half-pinning
him down. The rascal was momen-
tarily stunned by the shock, and his
lighted cigarette entered his mouth
and nearly choked him.

Meanwhile, Mr. Fordley staggered
back, breathing hard. From beneath
the table had appeared Edward Oswald
Handforth! And the junior was look-
ing grim and determined; his fists were
clenched, and there was a warlike light
in his eyes.

“Now then, you rotters,” shouted
“Handforth thickly, “I'm going to cap-
ture you—the pair! I've got you red-
handed—I've heard everything! And
when I hand you over to the police,
you'll each be shoved into penal servi-
tude for about ten years!” *

“Good heavens!” gasped Fordley.
“You—you young fool!”

Crash!

.Out came Handforth’s fist, and it
landed fairly and squarely upon Ford-
ley’s nose. The mill-owner went over
backwards with a tremendous howl
That punch had been a terrific one,
and the man was dazed.

At same second -Handforth
snatched the plans, which had_still
been held in Fordley’'s hand. In a
moment Handforth placed those plans
in his own pocket. He felt more secure
then; he felt a glow of triumph run-
ning through his veins. This was what
e had waited for, this capture. Alone
he was dealing with these two rascals—
alone ‘he was finishing up the whole
case! X <

i andforth thought the fight

“;?sugvéfx:i{le was mistaion. Certainly
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he was not disappointed when the two
men showed signs of a fresh attack, for
Handforth was a warlike individual,
and nothing pleascd him better than a
terrific fight. He was certainly going
to have his heart’s content on this
occasion!

“You—you young hound!” snarled
Fordley, white with rage and fear.

“I know all about it, you scoundrels!”
shouted Handforth. “I know what
your game is; I've heard everything!”

“By thunder!” snarled Mr. Naggs.

“Everything!” repeated Handforth.
“And I've got the plans, and I'm going
to keep them! 'They belong to Dick
Goodwin, and I'm going to make it my
duty to hand them back to him! You
rotters! You thieves! You burglars!
You thought you were going to suc-
ceed, but you reckoned without me!”

By this time Naggs had got to his
feet, rather dizzy and dazed, but very

angerous. He appeared to be in-
capable of any action, but suddenly,
and without any warning, he - seized

n from the i
and hurled it with all his strength at
Handforth’s head.

‘Whiz-z-z!

The ornament, a heavy pottery affair,
just scraped Handforth’s head by a
fraction of an inch. It crashed into
the wall and fell in a thousand pieces.

“You — you murderous rotter!”
roared Handforth furiously.

He dashed forward, and the next
moment he was fighting with Naggs,
hammer and tongs. -~ The man was
pretty lively now, and he succeeded in
getting in one or two punches which
made Handforth feel rather queer. But
he was by:no means beaten. £

Biff! Slam! Crash!

Again and again his blows went
honte, and then, once again, Naggs fell
to the floor. By this time, however,
Fordley had got to his feet, and he
attacked Handfoith, from behind.

®

t would have gone hard with the St,
Frank’s junior if he had not turned
just in the nick of time. He twisted
round. and found himself confronted
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by Fordley; but the man’s hands were
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to the wide—he was knocked out of

already outstretched, and they gripped | time.

Hundforth's throat.
‘Great pip!” gasped Handforth.

He gurgled and struggled, and the
grip grew tighter and tighter. Then at
last, mainly by chance, one of Hand-
forth’s fists crashed into Fordley’s
face.

With a wild howl, the man staggered
back, and Handforth was released.

So—so that's the game, is it?”
gasped Handforth. “By George, I'll
show you! Tl teach you to play those
dirty tricks on me!

And then Edward Oswald let him-
self go.

Both men were on their feet now,
and they were getting ready to attack
the youngster again, but before they
could actually do so, Handforth sailed
in. He did so with a vengeance.

He simply let himsclf go, and he gave
Naggs and Fordley a tremendous time.
Single-handed, Handforth was thrash-
ing these two men as they had never
been thrashed before. The junior was
worked up to a tremendous pitch of
excitement and anger, and he was not
at_all particular about his blows.

Handforth was enormously strong,
and his punches were famous for their
effectiveness. Try as they would,
neither Naggs nor Fordley could avoid
those blows.

Bang! Crash! Thud! Bifl!

A perfect hail of thuds descended
upon the two men. Handforth was
like a whirlwind. His arms were sail-
ing about in a manner which made it
almost impossible to avoid them, and
Naggs and Fordley had been driven
into a corner of the room. And there,
fighting with every ounce of his
strength, was Handforth, battering the
pair about until they were dazed and
helpless.

Every one of his blows went home.
Fordley was the first to give in. With
one black eye, and with two of his front
teeth knocked out, the mill-owner sank
to the floor, moaning.

He was beaten

Naggs held on a little longer, in spite
of numerous injuries, including .two
black eyes. He was vicious and he was
desperate. He fought like a madman,
kicking and biting if he could get the
chance; but Handforth was prepared,
and he kept the rascal at arm’s length.

With a perfect snarl of fury, Naggs
gathered all his remaining strengin
together, and simply hurled himself at
Handforth. It was a fatal move on his
part.

Handforth was ready, and he held his
fists in such a position that Naggs
rammed into them with the point of
his jaw.

Crash!

It was rather a sickening sound, and
Naggs received an uppercut which laid
him out as flat as a pancake. He lay
on the floor, groaning painfully; he was
beaten to a standstill.

And Handforth stcod there, panting
hard, only slightly marked, and
triumphant.

Alone he had done this thing!

Even Handforth himself could hardly
realise it- it seemed too big, too amaz-
ing. But it was_true. Handforth, of
the Remove, had captured these two
criminals. They were helpless at his
feet, and he had not the slightest in-
tention of allowing them to ge. They
were his prisoners, and he would keep
them.

“You thought I was a mug, didn't
you?” panted Handforth, glad of an
opportunity of triumphing over his
enemies.  “But I'm not qunte such a
kid, Mr. Naggs! I'm not quite such an
ass! You thoughc you had spoofed me,
but you didn’t

“Hang you!” snarled Naggs weakly.

“You're the chap who ought to be
hung!”  said Handforth. “Unfor-
tunately, that won't happen to you; but
yowll get years and years of penal ger-
vitude. You've got a lot to answer
for, you scoundrel! You tried to kill
Dick Goodwin by binding him to that
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old lighthouse!  You trapped Good-
win and his pater, and you stole their
plans. My only hat! There’s a whole
of convictions against you!”

‘You—you young fool!” snarled
. “If you think youwll get away
from this house, you've made a mis-
take! You can’t prove anything
against us—you can’t do anything——"

‘Oh, can’t I?” interrupted Hand-
forth grimly. “We'll see about that,
you brutes! I've heard everything—I
know all the details!" And I dare say
you're wondering how I got under that
table?”

“I knew what it would be!” moaned
Fordley. “I knew that boy was a spy,
Naggs! He was here all the time, and
you told me that you'd sent him away

“I did send him away!” snapped
Naggs hoarsely.

“Precisely!” said Handforth. “You
sent me away, but I didn’t go far. And
Il tell you why, Naggs. I saw a scar
on your finger, and I knew jolly well
that that scor wasn’t on Mr. Lee’s
finger! You diddled me about the voice
—T’ll admit that. I thought you were
Mr. Lee for the moment, but not for
iong. So I made my plans!”

“A clever kid, ain’t you?” sneered
Naggs viciously.

“Well, I'm not the chap to boast,
but I think I've been pretty smart this
time!” said Handforth modestly. “I
arranged with a tramp to come to your
front door, and keep you busy.”

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Fordley.

“I gave the chap strict orders to keep
you at the door for at least three
minutes,” went on Handforth, “and
while he was doing that, I slipped
round to the'bapk, and got in by a
window. It didn’t take me more than
ten seconds to get under that tavle, and
1 was under it for over half an hour,

hen yowre handed
nd W owil be

al fmian?
thf;:l}“ﬁ;md young f0ol!”  shouteq

over to
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Naggs furiously. “Do you think you're
going to hand us over to the police?
Do you think youll be able to prove
anything? By thunder, I'll—T'1l—"

“Youwll lie down again!” said Hand-
forth griimly.

Crash!

Just as Naggs was getting to his feet,
Handforth landed another punch, and
Naggs, with a hoarse cry, tottered over
again, holding his nose with both
hands. And then Fordley tried to get
up a minute later, but he was treated
in exactly the same way. Handforth
had the pair down, and there was very
little chance of their getting up again.
Bruised and battered as they were, they
had practically no fight left. And
Handforth was full of fight; he was
simply bursting to get busy again.

“Well, why don’t you get up?” he
demanded defiantly. “Why don’t you
attack me? Go on—I don’t mind! I'm
waiting to knock you down again!”

“You—you infernal young hound!”
rasped out Mr. Naggs.

Biff!

“That’s for being insulting!” said
Handforth, as he tapped Mr. Naggs on
the chin. “I don’t allow insults!”

The tap had been rather a heavy
one, for Naggs weni over backwards,
and_his head struck the floor with a
terrific bang. - Fordley swore viciously,
and a moment later he wished he
hadn’t, for Handforth {reated him in
exactly the same way as he had treated
Naggs. The junior had everything his
own way. Both the men were severely
battered, and they were unable to with-
stand Handforth’s brute strength, for
the junior was tremendously brawny,
and his muscles were highly developed.
In the art of punching, Handforth was
a real champion.

The leader of Study D never paid
much attention to science; he relied
upon brute strength to defeat his ene-
mies. When he had a fight he simply
sailed in, quite careless of any blows
that he might receive. Blows had very
litile effect upon Handforth; he was
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as hard as nails, and he could stand
anything. So his main idea, when he
had a scrap, was to charge in and do
as much damage as he could in a shert
space of time.

On this occasion, certainly, he had
excelled himself. Single-handed, he
had beaten two full-grown men—two
desperate men.  Certainly Handforth
had had the advantage to start with,
and that made all the difference.

In ordinary circumstances, he would
probably have failed; but now things
were different. Handforth had been
under the table, and he had taken both
the men by surprise. Naggs, in fact,
had been knocked out of time by the
table itself, and at first Handforth
had had only Fordley to deal with. The
rest had been quite simple for him.
And now it was quite impossible for
cmher of the men to gain the upper

And Edward Oswald Handforth stood
now, with clenched ﬁsts‘ and with grim,
determined eyes. He didn’t exactly
know what he should do now, but one
thing was quite certain—neither Naggs
nor Fordley would be able to escape.
They were beaten; they were knocked
out for good.

And Handforth had performed this
amazing feat entirely off his own bat!

CHAPTER 20.

Handforth the Hero!

HAT’S the house!” said McClure,
pointing.

Our motor-car had just
turned out of the main road, into the
small side-lane a little way from Brent-
lowe, and there, standing by itself, was
a small, rather old-fashioned house.
We looked at it with interest.

“Tnere’s nothing particularly ex-
citing about it, anyway,” remarked
Tommy Watson. “It looks just an
ordinary common or garden house, and
I shouldn’t be a bit surprised if we
find the birls flown when we arrive!”
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“Dear old boy, you are frightfully

cheerful, you are, really!” said Sir
ontie.

“Well, there’s no " knowing!” said
Watson. “These, criminals have a way
of slipping off, you know. And what's
happened to poor old Handy? Il bet
he's put his foot in it somewhere! The

clumsy ass is always getting into hot
water!”

Church sniffed.

“And he thinks he’s a detective!” he
exclaimed witheringly. “Well, if he’s
done anything worth t\mpence this
afternoon, T'll eat my hat!”

“T'll eat my giddy boots!” said
MecClure. “Handy is about as good at
detective work as an inmate of Colney

Hatch. T1 bet he’s got himself into
terrific trouble over this job!”

“Well, we shall soon know,” I re-
marked. re's going to be some
excitement, I believe!”

By this time both the cars had ar-
rived outside the house, Nelson Lee had
advised Inspector Hammond what to
do, and the inspector had wisely de-
cided to follow this advice.

Two of the policemen, without the
slightest delay, hurried round to the
rear of the house. *Nelson Lee and the
inspector went to the front door, and
hammered loudly upon it. Then, find-
ing that the door was open—that is to
say, unlocked—they marched in. By
a piece of luck, I managed to get close
behind, and followed them.

Nelson Lee glanced into the front
rocom as they went by, but this apart-
ment was empty. Then we passed down
the passage with the inspector, and a
moment later they stced in the door-
way of the rear room——a kind of
parlour,

And both men stared for a moment
or two, rather astonished.

“Dedar me!” exclaimed Nelson Lee
softly.

“Well I'm hanged!” ejacwlated
Inspector Hammond. “What on earth
is this?”

The spectacle within the rear apart-
ment was somewhat peculiar,
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Edward Oswald Handforth was there
~—there was not the slightest doubt on
i Handforth stood in the
as looking
somewhat
ed, but he

extremely warlike.
knecked about, his haiv tou
was triumphant.

His collar was unfast
his necktie was streaming over his back.
One eye showed signs of becoming
blackened, and blood was trickling
down from the lef{ corner of his mouth.

“Oh, you've come, then!” said the
warrior, glancing round somewhat care-
lessly.  “Why, hallo, Mr. Lee! Glad
you've arrived, sir. TIve got your
prisoners for you!”

B observe,
Nelson Lee quietly.
well, my lad!”

“Oh, it’s nothing, sir,” said Hand-
forth. “Merely a trifle.”

There was a world of condescension
in his tone, and it was quite obvious
that Edward Oswald was suffering
from an attack of swelled head already.

Nelson Lee glanced from Handforth
to the corner of the room. And the
famous detective could hardly prevent
himself from smiling. For Mr. William
Fordley and Mr. Walter Naggs were
in a somewhat pitiable condition.

Both the scoundrels, far from being
active, were decidedly incapable of
actior.

Fordley himself was sitting up, hold-
ing his head in both his hands. He
did not seem to care what happened to
him, and he was entirely uninterested
in his surroundings. i

Mr. Naggs, on the other hand, was
glaring round with a look of fury and
Year in his eyes. It would be more
exact to say, perhaps, in one eye, since
one of Mr. Naggs’ optical members
was closed for TEPAIs. It would he
likely to remain closed for some iittle

€.

m;is 06 50m€‘Vha:‘ I:irg_c by nature,
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colour. -
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ed on one side,

Handforth!”
“You have
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Naggs had been in very close contach
with Handforth’s fists.

“There are the two men, inspector,”
said Nelson Lee crisply. “Willlam
Fordley and Waiter Naggs. They are
both implicated in this affair. No
doubt if you search them you will find
the plans, which are the rightful
property of Mr. Goodwin and his son.”

“That you won't!” interrupted
Handforth. “I've got the plans safe.
T collared them first. Here they are.”

The inspector took them from Hand-

nk, Mr. Lee, that it will be
better if I take charge of this property
for the time being,” said the inspector.
“It will be necessary for the police to
hold it uatil matters are somewhat
straightened out.”

“Quite right, Hammond,” said
Nelson Lee. “I should advise you to
take your prisoners to the station with-
out any delay. Later on Mr. Goodwin
and myself will come along, and we will
prefer the charge.”

Meanwhile, Tommy Watson, who had
heard nearly everything, had dashed
into the hall, where Church, McClure,
and Sir Montie Tregellis-West were
waiting. Watson was very excited.

“My only hat!” he shouted. “What
do you think, you ehaps?”

“Goodness knows!” said Church.

“Handy has taken Fordley and
Naggs prisoners,” said Watson.

“AWhat?”

“En 9

“Which?”

“It’s about the most amazing thing
T ever heard of,” sald Watson. “Hand-
forth, single-handed, has given those
two chaps a thorough hiding. They’ve
got black eyes, swollen noses, thick
ears, and all the rest of it! There’s
been a terrific scrap here, and Hand-
forth has knocked hoth those scouns
drels out!”

“Great Scott!”

“Begad!”

“My only topper!”
LWell, 'm jiggered!” said McClure.
It—it can’t be possible, you know!



90

Handy has captured these two crooks
sm?,lc } nded

“On, hold me up, somebody!” said
Church faintly, “It’s too much for
me all at once!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s staggering,” I exclaimed. “We
always thought that Handforth was a
duffer. Buf there’s no doubt that he’s
covered hlm%elf with glory on this
occasion. He was alone in this house
with these two men. And when we
arrive, with a whole force of police,
we find that we've got nothing to do.
Handforth has made the capture in
advance!”

“Dear old boys, it is amazin’—it 1s,
really!” said Sir Montie. “It is the
most astoundin’ thing that I have ever
heard of, begad! I think it will be
necessary for all you chaps to apolo-
gise to Handforth. He has turned up
trumps, after alll”

“And have they found the plans—
Dick Goodwin’s plans?” asked Church.

“Yes, rather!” replied Tommy Wat-
son. “Handferth had them already.
He's taken charge of them!”

“My hat!”

“There’ll be no holding him after
this!” said Church, with a sigh. “He’s
bad enough at any ordinary time, but,
after this, he'll go boasting about the
place in the most insufferable manner.”

It was clear that Church knew all
about Handforth’s little weaknesses.
And this prophecy was not very wide of
the mark. Indeed, even now Handforth
was showing some signs of what we
might expect later on.

Acting under Nelson Lee’s advice,
Inspector Hammond lost no time in get-
ting away with his prisoners. They
took Fordley’s own car, and conveyed
the two prisoners straight away to the
police station. And we were left alone
with Handforth, the hero of the hour.

Nelson Lee was surprised, and he did
not mind showing it. At the same time,
he was extremely pleased with Hand-
forth, and rather amused at the
Junior’s triumphant tone.
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Nelson Lee did not altogether blame
Handforth for adopting this attitude.
The Removite had done well, and he

was quite aware of this fact.
“Good old Handy!” said McClure
heartily. “My hat! You've done

splendidly, old man!”

“Well, what did you
Handforth, staring.

“I—I— Oh, you see

“Didn’t _you think that I should
bring off this coup?” asked Handforth.
“you know what I am. You know that
when I start on a thing I always finish
it! I came here to arrest Naggs and
Fordley. I came up to Lancashire
because Mr, i &

“Shush, you ass!” said McClure.

«Fho”

“Dry up, you ass!”

“If you call me an ass, Arnold
McClure, I'll punch your nose through
to the back of your head!” said Hand-
forth aggressively. “I've put up with
too much rot from you chaps in the
past, and I'm not going to put up with
any more of it. Understand? You've
never shown me the respect which is
my due. You've got to show it now, or
yowll know something!”

“Oh, my goodness!” growled Church.
“We shall be in for a fine time after
this!”

“There’s no need to go into argu-
ments, my sons,” I said soothingly.
“Smely you don’t want to do any more

scrapping now, Hardy.”

“I'm ready to punch any fellow’s
nose who chooses to be cheeky!”
replied Handforth promptly.

“Well, I shan’t be guilty,” I said
solemnly. “Now then, my son, tell us
how it ha ened.  Explain all the
details. We're simply dying to hear the
yarn!”

“Begad, rather!”

“O\At with it, Handy!”

“Let’s hear the story,” said Watson.
“Let’s hear how you captured the
villains single-handed!”

Handforth put his necktie straight,
and swelled his chest out somewhat. He

expect?” said
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reminded me of a very proud cockerel
strutting round a chicken run.

“Yes, my boy, we are very anxious
to hear your story,” said Nelson Lee.
“You must aliow me to compliment
you on your wonderful achievement.”

“Yss, I was expecting you to thank
me, sir,” said Handforth candidly. “Of
course, you've failed in tl case, and
I've succeeded. But I don’t suppose
there’ll be anything in the nature of
professional jealousy. One can’t always
be successful, sir.”

Nelson Lee kept his face quite grave.

“Of course not, Handforth,” he said.
“Yes, you have beaten me—certainly.
And I should be exceedingly pleased if
you wil{ytell me how you managed it,

my hoy.
“Oh, it was easy enough, sir!” said
Handforth. “Of course, I ¢came round

here especially to accomplish this piece
of work. Church and McClure were
against it—they said I was wasting my
time, and that I should only m(.ke an
ss of myself. But Church and McClure
always have been a couple of 5111y
duffers, so I took no notice of them.

“I sincerely trust, Handforth, fhat
you did not take French leave from St.

Frank’s?” said Nelson Lee.

“Rather not, sir,” said Handforth.
«I had a-letter from my dad, asking me
to go up to London for a couple of
days. You see, my uncle is in town at
the moment, and he particularly
wanted to see me. And the Head gave
me permission to go up, and to take
two of my chums with me. But when
we got to Loé‘odon I told my uncle that

s

I couldn there. I said I had
more 1mponant business in Lan-
cashire.” i .

“On, mdeed' sald Nelson Lee
mildly.

ildly.

" Pos, Sir” went on Handforth, “ny

unclg was pretty_ decent over it, ang he

paid the exes. SO We all canle up to

measmre ab o mtentiog 220 doupt, of
and Mr. Forql

B N evnor, o Yo

Bsk;:dsn- That Was Dprecisely

a1
the idea,” said Handforth. “We knew
that you had failed—"
“Eh? What did you say, Hand-
forth?”

”

“Only that you had failed,

“He—he means that we hadn’t heard
anything about your being suucessfu!
sir!” put in Church hurriedly.
told him not to come barging into the
affair, but you know what he is, sir!
And Jusb by a pxece of luck he hap-
pened to spot Mr.

“By a piece of luck'” roared Hand-
forth. ‘“Why, you—you fathead' There
was no- luck about it! I was'on the
look-out for Naggs.”

“And how did you get on the track
of the man?” asked Lee.

“Well, sir, our train happened to
stop at the next station along the line
—the one past Brentlowe. I don't
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vemember what station it was, but that
doesn’t matter. Just at the same time

another train was coming in from the
opposite direction, and I spotted Naggs
in that train and acted without delay.
1 got out of one train to the other, and
onlo\. ed Naggs to this house.”

That w: certainly ve\y smart of
you, Handforth,” said .¥eclson Lee.
*And what happened?”

“I was captured, sir,” said Hand-
forth. .“But, mind you, not really, cap-
tured. I was having a-lock round, and
then Naggs pulled me in. Of course, I
could have knocked him sideways if 1
had wanted to, but that wasn't my
policy. 5 out to get all the informa-
tion 1 c\mld and to pounce at the right
moment. You see, T knew that nobody
else was on Mr. Naggs’ anck. and so
it was up to me to be careful

“You apparently imagine, L‘le'n. that
I was a nonentity in this particular
place, Handferth?” asked Nelson Lee
smoothly.

“Well, I knew you had failed,” said
Edward Oswald.

“Indeed!”

“And as you hadn't been able to get
on the traci, sir, I came to the rescue,”
sald Handforth, “I really felt com-
pelled to do so, because I didn't like to
think of you being left in the cold.
Even the best detectives can’t always
be successful. Sometimes, when they
meet with failure, Lhey have to give
way for cleverer people!”

“Oh, corks!” muttered Church,
dismay.

“The boasting ass!” said Wawan

“Cleverer people! Is he trying to
make cul that he’s cleverer than Mr.

in

“Something like that!” I grinned.
“Let him run on, It’s funny! I know
I shall burst out into a yell before long
And you needn’t think that the guv'nor
will be offended. He’s highly amused.”

But Nelson Lee did not appear so;
he was auite grave.

“Please continue, Handforth,” he
said. “I am intensely intercsted. You
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were I understand, by
Na

“Well, Noggs happened to spot me,
that’s all,” said Handforth. ‘“Then he
tried to bluff the thing out, but I wasn’t
taking any. pxetended to, though,
and walked out of the house and went
dcwn the roa

“And then?”

“Well, then, sir, I set my wits at
work,” replied Handforth. “I knew
that something had to be don
thing brilliant. Of course, that just
suited me, and so I got busy. My idea
was to get back into the house, and to
overhear, if ible, what Naggs and
Fordley were saying.”

“Fordley, I imagine,
appeared on the scene?”

“Yes, sir, and I was suspicious,” said
Handforth, “Well, anyhow, it didn’t
take me long to think of a wheeze. I
found a tramp coming along the road,
and I gave him five shillings, and in-
structed him to kneck at the door and
to keep there as long as possible. I
anted him to detain Naggs and Ford-
at the front of the house.”

“While you were gammv admittance
at the rear, I presume?

Handforth looked astonished.

“Yes, that was the zdea s:r,
“But how did you get

“I really cannot lmagme, Hand-
forth,” said Nelson Lee gravely. “But
even persons of such low intelligence
as myself }mppcn to get these ﬂashcs
now and again!”

The guvnor was quite serious, and it
was cbvious to us all that he was pull-
ing Handforth’s susceptible leg. Hand-
forth did not see this. He was alway
blind to leg pulling. It was the easicst
thing in the world to spoof the leader
of Study D.

“Yes, that was the idea, sir,” went
on Handforth. “While this cove was
engaging the attention of the rotters at
the front deor, I managed to slip
through a window at the back, and I
got siraight into the rear apartment
and crept under the table.

captured,

bad already

he said.
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“That was decidedly smart, Hand-
forth.”

“Well, it was rather clever,”
admitted Handforth carelessly. “Of
course, I listened to everything, and I
heard the rotters making plans about
the money, and all that sort of thing.
And then, when I thought the time
was ripe, I lifted up the table with one

heave, and then - sailed into the
rotters.”
“In other words, Handforth, you

cked th
hat’s the idea, sir,” replied Hand-
forth. “I knocked them both into the
middle of next week. It was a glorious
scrap—the best I've had for years! I
was just thinking of taking my
prisoners to the police station when
you came along. I'm rather glad you
arrived just then, sir.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

‘It was, perhaps, fortunate, my boy,”
he said. “But I am quite convinced
that you would have been able to deal
with the matter in a masterly fashion
single-handed. It was perhaps as well

were on the scene all the
orth.”

Edward Oswald stared.

“Perbaps as well, sir,” he repeated.
“Why, without me the whele thing
would have been messed up.”

“Really, Handforth?”

“Of course it would, sir,” said Hand-
forth. “Those rascals would never
have been captured unless I had per-
formed the trick. That’s"what I came
from St. Frank’s for, knowing that you
were in a bit of & mess. T came to the
rescue. Bub you needn’t trouble to
thank me, sir. I take it all as a matter

course.” B
of oAt 1§ very nice of yvou, Hand.
forth,” said Nelson Lee smootiily.
O Bon’t mention it St Dont say

‘word about 1 said Edward
another WO time é.hat you're in g

just come to me,

i you a hand, siy
ind ‘e“ﬁ‘"rm there. . Wil
o af at 8 loose end, anq
you find %ov‘;ilat to do, T'll let you have
don't kno
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my advice. It won’t take me long to
put you on the right track, sir.”
Handforth paused and glared at

irch.
‘What the dickens are you making
those silly faces at me for, Walter
Church?” he demanded.

hurch turned very red.

“Oh, I-I—you—— Oh, my hat!”
gasped Church. 3

“I know what it is to be in a mess,
sir,?’ went on Handforth. “Of course,
I'm never like that myself, When I
start an investigation, I go straight
through with it to the finish. And just
because you failed this time, it doesn’t
make any difference. You can't always
be successful, sir.”

“Of course not, Handforth—of course
not!” said Nelson Lee. “We are not
all so fortunate as you. We are not all
so_exceedingly clever.”

Handforth nodded again,

‘*Of course, cleverness counts a Jot in
this game, sir,” he remarked. “I hap-
pened to be jolly smart, and you're
pretty smart, too. At least, you are as
a rule, sir. In this case you've been
rather slow- ‘ow-yarooh !’

Handforth broke off with a wild
howl, and danced about on one foot,
“You—you fatheaded ass!” he
roared. ‘“What did you want to clump
my foot for, McClure?”

fi ass!” hiss

—— Oh, you ed
MecClure. y the dickens couldn’t
ou keep quiet?”
4 “I'm Iimt going to keep quiet while
you tread on my feet!” said Handforth
sharply. “I'm not surprised at it, of
course. Youve got feet like an
clephant ! ” 3
. }I{)androrth was certainly insufferable.
He strutted about looking as pleased
—as Church put it—as a ¢og with two
tails. g 3
Handforth talked with a superior air,
He seemed to regard all the rest of us

as mere nobodies—even including
Nelson Lee himself. On two or three
2 I felt like seizing the

lons
[ Pounder and gagging hi

o m.
landforth didn't seem to realise in
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the slightest dggree that Nelson Lee
would have captured Naggs and Ford-
ley in any case—whether Handforth
‘had laid his plans cleverly, and with
much forethought. He had been aware
of the game the whole time, and was
not for a moment at a loss. This was
proved by the very fact that we had all
arrived on the spot soon after Hand-
forth’s fight with the two scoundrels.

But Handforth refused to see it.

He had made the capture; he had
done everything, and everybody else
had failed. That was the way he
looked at it. And, of course, it was
quite useless to argue with him.

To argue with Handforth was about
as profitable as arguing with a dead
mule. He had only gained his chance
by a piece of luck, by just happening
to be on the scene first. And even then,
he had only got on to Naggs’ track by
catching a glimpse of the man in that
other train.

But, apart from all this, nothing
could get away from the fact that
Handforth had defeated the two crooks
single-handed.

And he crowed over his success in a
manner which made all the juniors feel
exasperated beyond endurance. But
they couldn’t very well take hold of
him and bump him there in the p e-
sence of Nelson Lee. They pro 2
him a somewhat rough time of it af Ler-
wards, however.

After a little more talk, we all got
into the car, and we drove straight off
to the town, Nelson Lee intending to
make the charge against Naggs and
Fordley at once.

When we got to the police station
Handforth insisted upon entering with
Nelson Lee. He looked upon it as a
right. The idea was simply absurd that
he—Handforth—should remain outside
while Nelson Lee went in!

I managed to go in, too, and during
ihe proceedings the prisoners were
brought in. Handforth regarded them
with much enjoyment, and he noted
with even greater enjoyment that their{
injuries were very apparent. He hatii
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knocked them about in a terrific
manner and they knew it.

ell, Mr. Lee, I am glad that this
affair has been brought to a satisfactory
conclusion,” said Inspector Hammond,
at length. “You must allow me to
compliment you upon the clever
manner in which you engineered—-—"

“Hold on!” interrupted Handforth,
glaring. *“What about me?”

“My dear boy—

“It was I who made this capture. I
did everything!” interrupted Hand-
forth warmly.

The inspector laughed.

“You did well, Master Handforth,”
he said. “You did very well, indeed!
But you mustn’t get the idea into your
head that nobody is deserving of any
credit except yourself. Mr. Nelson Lee
is mainly responsible for the capture
of these two men—-"

“What rot!” interrupted Handforth
warmly. “Why, Mr. Lee didn’t do any-
thing. I captured the rotters. I
tracked them down. I took the plans
away from them. I sprang out at the
right moment and fought the scoun-
dxels to a standstill. I did everything

“OI course you did, Handforth,” in-
terrupted Nelson Lee =oﬂthmv1v “We
are not attempting to belittle your per-
formance, my boy. You have done
very well indeed, and you must be given
due credit. Do not spoil the good
opinion we have of you by hoasting
and bragging about your wonderful
effort.”

Handforth nodded.

“I'm not the kind of chap to boast,
sir,” he said. “But, at the same time,
's only fair to me to let everybody
know that I handled the whole thing
from start to finish. If it hadn't been
for me, Naggs and Fordley would have
escaped. But they couldn’t get over me.
Not likely! T settled their hash!”

“By thunder! You'll pay for it one
day!” snarled Mr. Naggs savagely.

“Oh, you needn’t think that I'm
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airala of your threats!” said Hand-
forth. “You can’t do any harm to me.
I'm equal to wiping you up any day
you like—and half a dozen like you! I

clould knock you sideways in my
sleep!”
“You—you young brat!” shouted

Naggs thickly.

Before anybody could step him he
sprang forward, goaded to violence by
Handforth’s arrogant tone.

It was more than Naggs could stand.
To remain there, perfectly still, and to
hear Handforth gloating, was more

than Naggs could put up with, :
Crash!

Naggs’ fist struck Handforth fully on
the nose, and the junior went flying
backwards with a howl. He tripped,
went down, and lay sprawling upon the
floor, half dazed.

‘“Good gracious!”
mand ejaculated.

Naggs was seized at once and held

Inspector Ham-
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firm. But he had got one good blow in,
and he felt more satisfled.

Handforth was not feeling quite the
same.

He had been practically knocked
silly, and after that he was rather

quiet. He did not feel inclined to boast

quite so much.

And when all the formalities had
been dealt with the whole party.of us
left for Oldham. Mr. Goodwin and
Dick were so happy that they hardly
knew what they were doing."
mission in Lancashire had been success-
ful, their plans had been recovered, and
there was no more fear of their being
stolen.

And early the next morning we all
left for St. Frank’s, all of us, that is,
except Mr. Goodwin himself. Dick was
with us, and he was returning a happy
and a proud boy. The excitement was
over, and two cunning rascals had met
with their just deserts!.
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GREAT

HOAXES

VERYONE has met the practical
T, whether it’s the kind of

1cllow who rigs up a whitewash
bucket booby-trap over his school-
master’s study door, or the hoaxer who
pulls a “fast one ” over a whole nation.
The Bottle Hoax.

One of the most extraordinary
practical jokes ever perpetrated was
the celebrated bottle hoax. In the
eighteenth century an advertisement
was circulated all over London to the
effect that a performer would take the
stage at Drury Lane Theatre on a cer-
tain date and imitate every kind of
musical instrument with the sole aid of
a walking-stick. At the end of the per-
formance, concluded the advertisement,
the performer would climb inside a
quart glass bottle, which any member
of the audience would be allowed to
handle.

Crowds flocked to Driiry Lane to sce
this “magician.” Even some of the
most famous people were taken in, in-
cluding the notorious Duke of Cumber-
land, of whom you have read in history
books as ““The Butcher of Culloden.”

But the big crowd waited in vain for
the promised performance. The whole
thing was an elaborate, ridiculous
practical joke, and when the angry
crowd realised the fact, they vented
their spite on the furnishings of the
theatre, smashing everything they
could lay hands on.

Getting His Owa Baclk!

Most practical jokes are perpetrated
for no apparent reason, but the story is
told of a hoax which a flying pupil
used on his instructor to cure the man
of his rather hectoring methods.

The pupil was taken up by the
instructor for his last training flight,
and at two thousand fect the instructor

suddenly yanked his joystick from its
socket and threw it ovex board.

“She’s all yours now!” he shouted
through the headphones. ““Take over!”

But the pupil only grinned.

Hey! Watch this!” he called back,
and next instant his joystick was alsc
whirling down to the ground.

That was more than enough for the
instructor. After one startled gasp, h¢
leaped hurriedly to his feet and jumpec
from the cockpit, opening his para
chute as he fell.

Imagine his mortification when he
saw his pupil taking the ’plane calmly
back to the aerodrome—the youngster
had been prepared for his instructor’s
stunt, and the joystick he had
Jemsoned had merely been a spare one
taken up for that very purpose!

The 'Talk of London,

At least one practical joke was
arranged in order to win a bet. Two
friends were passing a quiet respectable
house when one of them offered to
wager the other that within a few days
he would make it the most famous
house in London.

The bet was struck , and the practical
joker promptly went to work. Every
kind of tradesman was asked to deliver
goods at the house in question; famous
people of all kinds, from the Lord
Mayof of London to the Atrchbishop of
Canterbury, were invited to call on
various pretexts,

he tradesmen’s goods and the cele-
brities all arrived on the same day, anc
the press of vehicles was soon so greal
that the whole street was blocked. The
affair created a great deal of indigna-
tion, of course, but the practical joker
had won his bet—that house was cer-
tainly the talk of London for weeks to
follow!

ss.
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TWO MORE TIP-TOP
GOOD TO

" LIBRARY Nosio

AVING taken over the reins as
junior captain of Rookwood,
Valenunc Mornington  proceeds to
enjoy himself in his position of autho-
rity.  But, lazy and careless, Morny is
soon made to realise that the juniors
have no time for a slacker, and that
he’s no good as captain! Look out
for this great story.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

On Sale Now

SCHOOL TALES TOO
BE MISSED !

KNOWN as_the ** Wizard " in the

underworld, ic! Lancaster
came to Greyfriars to carry on his
activities as a cracksman in the security
of the school. But a new environment
and honest companions have a strong
influence on his character, until . . .
Well, read this powerful long yarn.
You'll enjoy every word of it.

> By FRANK RICHARDS.

Price 4d. each
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