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CHAPTER 1. ’ was hot. There were a few test-tubes

, and things near my feet, but I was jolly
IN WHICH THE GUV'NOR AND 1 LISTEN TO

careful not to shoot them off. Test-tubes
A STRANGE STORY FROM HAYTI—WE ARE .. .

don’t bounce. ‘
DULY IMPRESSED, AND NELSON LEE, UPON

THE WHOLE, CONSIDEBS THAT A HoLIDAY | ,1ieison Lee had sent me into the labor-

o “sILLY STFFOLE " WwiLr BENEFIT oum | 3tOI¥ to clear up a lot of messy chemical

HEALTH—1 AGREE. WITH Much mrarti. | 3tufl _he had been experimenting with.

imss' But I didn’t see the fun of it, so 1 was

. oo considering things. While engaged in

OODOOISM! . | that process, I dozed. U

V "I've been sitting at the guv’-] Of course, I meant to do the work

nor’s desk for about half an] later. “I'm not a slacker. But my doze

hour, trying to think of a good] didn’t last long. In about five minutes

way to start this yarn, and I've prac-| I heard the guv'nor talking to Mrs.

tically chewed the end off my fountain-| Jones, the housekee%er. I didn’t catch
sat

pen. the words at first, so up. _
So, in desperation, I've shoved down] *‘ Yes. Show them up, Mrs. Jones,”
the first thing in my mind. came Nelson Lee’s voice. * Do you know

Voodooism! That’s it! That’s what| where Nipper is?”’

this adventure is about. _The whole|] I ain’t seen him this last hour, gir,”
remarkable affair hapﬁened’ just before | said Mra. Jones.

the Great War convulsed Europe. Not| T grinned, and passed from the labor-

bad, tbat, is it? Europe has been con-| atory into the consulting-room. Nelson
vulsed for quite a long time, and now| Lee was setting a couple of chairs in

and again it's been precious near a ition, and then fetched a cigar-box

.pan.lytic fit. .. rom the mantelshelf, and placed it
But the * Strange Cuse of Cecil Heath- | handy, '

cote” (as the guv’'nor’s got it in his| ¢ Whc's coming, sir?’”’ I yawned.

record-book) happened in the summer of | « QL there vou are, Nipper1” said

1914, when everything was peaceful and{ Nelson Lee. * Upon my soul, have

Quiet. . . been asleep, you .young rascal? e
On a particular day in June 1 was yourself tify at once! may want you

dozing, too. The weather was hot, and| to take some shorthand notes presently.
eve tf)ing else was hot. I was lying] It all depends.” .
full- enqtb on the big bench in the| 1 prisked up.

v'nor's laboratory. Fortunately, Nel- “ . , .
gr‘:n Lee was inrythe consulting-roomn, Ob, if there’s work to do, I'm on,”

writing, or I should probably have been | I 88id. ¢ Who's the client, guv’nor?”

dying full-length on the floor. He's got| _ ¢ There may possibly be two, Nipper.
qyueegr notiogts about the laboratory| Lord Wynsidney and Mr. Cecil e;t‘l.:-
bench. He says it isn’t intended for| cote are even now on their way up—

sleeping purposes. - “ Oh, my hat!’’ I ejaculated. )
. But it was cool in that room, and Il It didn’t take me long to make myself



" tidy. " I didn’t want Lord Wynsidney to
se0 me with my hair ruffled and my tie
crooked. A few months before, Nelson
Lee had recovered the famous Wynsidney
jewels, and his lordship had proved him-
self to be a %lendi old chapp ¥d
‘never heard of Mr. Cecil Heathcote.

The pair were ushered in a minute
Inter. B:rd Wynsidney was attired in a
light grey flannel suit and a panama was
in his hand. He was big and bluff; a
hearty old fellow of sixty-five, with a
red, genial face. Strictly speaking, he
Jooked ‘more like a butcher than a mem-
ber of the peerage; but he was one of
the . very best, and a gentleman to -his
finger-tips. _ ~ N

His companion was no older than
thirty, I judged. Very possibly he was
three or four years younger. There were
- worpied lines about his eyes, telling of
" trouble, and his face was very pale.
Thexre was a stamp about him which told
me at once that he was a Univerait;
man—a member of the ‘‘ upper ten
probably. . :
‘-rv-“_H%llllo. ft. t.ill‘ea P’ gcla.ime.d }orc:

ynsidney heartily. ‘‘ Hope you don’
mind this surprise visit! I ought to
have sent you a wire, I know, but I
didn’t decide to approach you until we
got to London. By gad, air,. London is
baking "’ i

“¥You have come from Suffolk?”
smiled Nelson Lee, as he shook hands.

‘“ Yes. Obh, this is Mr. Heathcote, my
‘excellent young friemd,”” said his lord-
ship, by way of introduction. ‘‘ We’re in
tzouble, Mr. Lee, and we want you tn
get us out of it. Heathcote 1s rather
pessimistic.”” T |

‘“ 1 am very pleased to meet you, Mr
Lee,” said the yeunger visitor. *‘ To teul
you the truth, I fear that you will he

able to do nothing for me. Those
accursed _devil-worsEippera will have
me—'" , o

‘“Dear me!” smiled Lee. * You

mustn’t talk Lka that!”

. Cecill Heuthcote sat down, and looked
across at me. The guv’ner saw the
glance, and condescended to mtroduce
me, with a wave of his hand. Lord
Wynsaidney, of course, had met me
betore, and he grinned cheerfully at

me. '

Then, quite suddenly, : @ became
grave.

“ I suppose I'm rather heartless,”” he
sxclaimed, “ Really, Mr. Lee, there’s
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an infernally uncanny matter for you to
look into! At Wynaddney Hall, too!
Gad, I never thouq’ ¢t that Suffolk would

se@ Voodoolsm—
‘“ Voodooism I”’ ejaculated Nelson Lee

« Great Scott!” I put in.

We both stared at the vistora
Voodoo! The guv’'nor and I were not

totally unacquainted with that horrible
word. To anybody ignorant of its true
significance, 1 dare say the word's all
l'!fhti but to me it conjured up all sorts
of weird, uncanny pictures. -

I never had any experience of the
Voodoo worship myself, but Nelsor. Lee
had sometimes spoken to me of it. Once, "
while on the West Coast of Africa, the
guv’'nor had had actual experience of
Voodooism.

It is a particularly awful kind of devil-
worship, and the blacks take very good
care fo i:eep their secrets. But there are
many stories told about the Voodoo wor-
shippers—and those stories are generally
Whlspereds * ‘

‘“ Are you suggesting that Voodootsmn
has bdeh mported into England?”’ asked
Nelson Lee; half: aminsedly. ‘¢ My dear
Lord lemidney, you are surely mis-
taken. In Africa, perhaps, or in Hayti,
or even the Southern States of ‘America,
but not in Enﬁland. You cannat make
me believe—

‘“1 was sure that you would discredit
my story, Mr. Lee,’”” put in Cecil Heath-
cote, almost bitterly. ‘1 don’t blame
you. It is—wildly improbable, I know.
But, Heaven 3above, the thing has
actually hspgened! It has happened in
Suffolk. I should have laughed myself a
wegk ago.n.

Nelfon Lee lay back in his chair.

“]1 have heard no stgry yet, \r.
Heathcote,”” he said quietly.
“ Perhaps you do not care to listen

“ Stuff "’ interjected Lord Wynsidney
bluntly. ¢ Fiddlesticks, sir! JMr. Lee 1s
only too anxious to hear the yarn.
Aren’t you, Mr. Lee? It was my idea
to bricy Beathcote to you.”’

““I :h:l’ ge extremely interested,”” said
the guv'ner «ith a smile. 3

“ Rather:' { struck in impulsively..
“ Yoodooism .. Suffolk! Oh, rot} Er—
ahem—I—I mean "

“ You weren’t far wrong, my young
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friend,” said Cecil Heuthcote, looking at
me. ‘‘]l am prepared—fully prevared—
to hear my story characterised as in-
sufferable rot. At least, the latter part
of my story.”’

I looked rather red in the faoce.

“ I—1 didn’t mean to say ‘rot,’ sir,”
I exclaimed; ‘“ but it’s a bit thick—""

‘ Judge for yourself, Nipper, after ycu
have heard what I have to sav,”” went on
Heathcote quietly. ‘‘1 will begin at the
very beginning, Mr, Lee. You shall
hear the whole history.”

“1T will lsten attentively."
Nelson Lee.

¢ Thank you.”

Heathcote lit a cigar, and leaned back
in his chair. Lord” Wynsidney was
smoking, too, and he was now wearing
a veri serious expression. The guv’nor
and waited, wondering what was
ocoming. . -

“ Just over six months ago,” began
Cecil Heathcote, “ I went out to Hayti.
I bought a banana plantation from a
man named Hartley, an American.
heard a good deal of the ¢black re-
Fublic ' of Hayti, and what I had heard
|
S

said

ad been deci ediy alluring. I arrived at

anto Gianco—a really beautiful city—
and mett} Hartley thcre. The final details
of the ttansaction were completed, and 1
became the sole owner of the El Domin-
ica banana plantation.

‘“ This was situated about fifteen miles
from the city, and I was completely
charmed with over{thing I saw as=l was
driven out to my plantation. The banana
groves, I may say, were some of the

finest 1n the island, and I was sure that
'] had transacted a splendid bargain.

‘“ Well, 1 was even more pleased after
.T had been in possession for a couple of
weeks. My hacienda was one of the
finest in the republic—a splendid estate.
Not far from me there were cocoa plan-
tations, mostly owned by Spaniards. 8it-
ting in my flower-filled patio of an even-
ing, I could see the delicate green of the
cocoa-trees in the distance, their leaves
“ swaying in the gentle wind of the
tropics. I hope I am not wearying you
with these rather unnecessary details?”
Nelson Lee smiled.

“On the contrary, Mr. Heathcote, 1
am deeply absorbed,” he replied.

‘ Same hero, sir,”’ I put in.

‘1 am glad of that. All the same, 1
intend to come straight to the point at

I'd.

once,”’ - continued our visitor. ¢ One
evening, about three weeks after I had
arrived in Hayti, I crossed the boveda,
or courtvard, with the intention of look-
ing for one of my employees, whom I
wished to consuylt about some work for
the following day. When I arrived at-
the gate, however, I decided to wait until’
the morning. :

““1 turned, and was for a moment en-
chanted with the peaceful scene whach
lay before me. The white walls of the
hacienda gleamed in the silvery light of
a nearly full moon, and the burlding
looked like some fairy palace. The whole
world seemed at peace, and I decided
that Hayti was a glorious corner of the

lobe. It was a veritable island pers-

1se, 80 far as 1 had seen.

“ And then, as I stood quite still, 1
faintly heard the sound of drum-beats.
They seemed to come from a good dis-
tance, as though the beater of the drym
was quite a couple of miles off. 1 was at

once curious. What could that drum be’?

““ ] remembered hearing tales of.
Yoodoo worship,”” went on Heathoote
quietly. “I must admit that I had
scofed at most of the stories which came
to my ears. The terrible rites of Voodoo-
istn seemed utterly incongruous in this
delightful spot. 8urely there could be no

truth whatever in those half-whispered
legends? '
] was aware, too, that the ocult

dabbled in black magic—so it was said.
Voodooism, of course, was an African
importation, first brought to the New
World, I believe, by African slaves. The
deity of thig lawless cult is known—aun-

less I have been misinformed—as Danh.
Gbi, the python.’”’ :
Nelson nodded. -

““That is quite right,’” he agreed.
‘““ The believers in _Voodooism generalty
hold their meotings at night, and, as »
Yule, the various rites are performed in
out-of-the-way places. It has been said
that human sacrifices are made, but I
am doubtful of that. The sacrifices con-
;ii;t mainly of fowls and goats, and such-

o.l’ .

Cecil Heathcote looked somewhat sur-

“ You seem to know all about it, Mr.
Lee ! he observed. -

‘1 have had s few expersences,’’ was
the guv'nor’s easy re;:.lg. 4 They wers
no idle stories you heard, Mr. Heathoote
—as, I am sure, you 3oon found opt fori
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ourself. The degraded form of religion
-Inown as Voodooism is prevalent among
the negroes of Hayti. It is ularly

supposed to be a relic of the fetishistic
reEgion. of equatorial Africa. The word
voodoo

is probably derived from vau-
doux, wh.icg means °negro sorcerer.’
But pray cqgtinue your story.”
Heathcote leaned forward in his chair.
. “ 1 was_ talking about the drum-beats
I heard, wasn’t 1?”” he said.
‘“ Phat’'s it, sir,”” I answered, with
@ nod. : R
““ The beat was incessant and mono-
tonous, and so regular that it seemed to
be caused by mechanical means,’”’ said
the younger of our two visitors. ‘“ As I
said, I was very curious, and at once
“decided to investigate. If I had known
then as much as I do now, I should have
gone straight into my bouse, and buried
myself in a book. I should have allowed
the Voodoo fiends to practise their
. devilish rites without any interference
from me. Mind you, I had no intention
of interfering. I was just interested. I
regarded the whole thing as something
rather amusing. I even decided that I
‘would find out the truth of the mafter,
and then discredit the stories I had
‘heard. No doubt you will call me a fool,
and you will not be insulting me. I was
‘a fool. But I was foolish only because
of my ignorance.’””
““ I quite understand that,”” said Nelson
Lee quietly.
“_ % Well, to be brief, I made my way
“through the banana groves, and the
drum-beats grew louder. 1 dare say
some of my neighbeurs heard that gn
sound, but the ew better than to take
any notice. I was a greenhorn—that
-was_the difference. Well, after a con-
sideYable time, I located the sound. For
a good half-hour I had been wandering
about hopeless}i", and had almost decided
to return to the hacienda. But, ?uite
suddenly, I caught a glimpse of Girelight
through a dense patch of trees. I was
clear of the banana groves by this time.

“The Voodoo meeting was taking
lace m a little hollow. The firelight
ickered through the forest in strange
flashes, and I became, for the first time,
almost nervous. What was F about to
see? I wondered if it was a wise move
on. my part to press my investigation.

'eag
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‘“ That’s where you were foolish,
Heathcote,”” grunted Lord Wynsidney.

‘“ I was not only foolish—I was mad,”
said Heathcote quietly. ‘ The * dum-
dum’ of the drum was quite loud now,
and I felt that I could not go back to the
comfortable hacienda untidl I bad seen
this Voodoo meeting with my own eyes.
Well, Mr. Lee, I satisfied my curiosity—
Heaven help me! Crouching among the
trees, I parted a couple of branches, and
gazed down into the hollow.” ‘

“’What did you see, sir?” I asked
erly.

‘* The scene was a weird one, Nipper,
replied Heathcote, looking at mo for a
second. ‘‘ A fire was blazing merrily in
the middle of the clearing. All round
about it were seated scores of blacks—
men and women. They were chanting,
and swaying to and fro. I amiled at
first. There seemed nothing particularly
simster mn this nigger concert.

“ The fellow with the drum sat with
his back to me, and he was banging -
away like a machine. I couldn’t see
his drum, but on the other side of the
firc there were about four other negroes
with drums—and these chaps suddenly
joined in the chorus, so to speak. They
made quite a respectable din between
the lot of them. I grinned then. YWhy,
it was just a harmless—— But then I
saw something else; somethigg which
changed my view a little. ' From among
the trees two figures emerged; they were
negresses, attired in some mouldy old
clothes, that looked as though they'd
been fished out of the nearest dust-bin.”’

Heathcote paused for a moment to
Light a fresh cigar. He was feeling more
at home now, and his narrative was be-
coming easier. His language had been
rather stiff to start with; but now it was
getting free-and-casy in style.  Heath-
cote could see that the guv'nor and I
were genuinely interested, and he was
encouraged.

““You're not bored yet!” he asked.

*“1T am. anxious to hear the rest,”

smiled Nelson Lee.

‘“ That's good,” said Heathcote, puf-
Eng away. ‘‘ Well, those two negresses
were about the queerest specimens I'd
aver set eves on. They both wore quaiat
headdresses, and there were metal bands,
~ith coing and things jingling down.

'

‘My better judzment warned me to re- { They both had gourd-rattles, and their
turn home, but my curiosity got the | movements were sinuous and strange.

better of me, and I pressed on.”

They seemed to be dancing, and yvet they
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.weren't dn.nch?. And, somechow, 1
shivered. The dance like motion was in-
{ernally sinister."’

‘““ They were witch-doctrosses,
course?’’ asked the guv'nor.

“That's what I reckoned,”” said
Heathcote. ‘‘ High priestesses, or somc
- thing. They’'re mamalois, I be-
lieve. A witch-doctor is known as o
Eupaloi. isn't he? Anyhow, there's somc
eathen nume for the rotters. Thesr
two beauties were so fuscinating that I
watched intently. 1 wasn't fascinated Ly
their beduty, let me add. I was just
quivering with an uncanny feeling of
creepiness. But I didu’t shift. And
the mamalois went on with their double-
shufle for about five minutes. Then.
quite suddenly, ong of them gave =n
blood-curdling scream. Up to now
they'd been swinging the rattles and
. muttering some gibberish or other.
= * That screarn fairly made my hair
stand, and I nearly fell forward in my
agitation. I'm not nervous, but I wa»s
startled. And the mamaloi who was re
sponsible commenced whirling round and
round the fire in a mad, horrible caper.
Tho chanting of the blacks had stopped,
and they watched eagerly.

‘“‘ This dance went on for another five
minutes, and then the witch-doctresses
rctired.  But the other beauty now ap-

ared, followed by a couple of men
'Fhe’y were carrying a ourious crate-like
‘arrangement. After a bit I saw that it
was a large. clumnsily-made cage. There
were holes all over it.

“ As soon as it was set down all the
Llacks started yelling like demons They
were shouting ‘ Voodoo! Voodoo! and
something that sounded like ‘' Rongda!
Rongda! Rongda!” Then the whole
precious crowd prostrated themselves on
the ground—just as though their tum.
mies had started aching !”’

Nelson Lee smiled. .

““That crate contained their god, I
imagine,’’ he remarked.

“That's it—a confounded hon!"
declared Heathcote. * Danh-Gbi—the
Voodoo deity. At least, I suspect that
the cage contained the gentleman. I
couldn’t see, of course; but the infer-
ence was pretty obvious. The mamalo
walked round tho cage several times, and
then proceeded to cover it with her num-
ber fourteen sized feet. While she was
standing there a nigger appeared in the
firclight, carrying some sort of fowl.
The tird was as frightened as the deuce,

of

but he soon met his fate. The mamaloi
calmly proceeded to sht its throat, and
then the disgusting creature drank some
of the blood. It fuirly mnade me sick.’’

‘1 should say it did!” I ejaculated,
with a grimace.

‘“But that wasan't all, Nipper,' went
on the young man. * They sacrificed
a goat next, and the whole crowd of
blacks produced cups of some sort and
—— But it's too horrible, Mr. Lea! 1
simply can’t tell you the rest. After
the goat liad been finished with there
came——"

Heathcote threw his cigar into the fire-

place.
“TI can’t tell you what T saw next!’ _
he exclaimed  huskily. * Perhaps you
wouldn’t believe me, Mr. Lee. Yet I
snear that 1 saw something that night
which turned me ill—so ill that I turned
dizzy. It was—ghastly! No, 1 shall
say no more, except that the whilromd
tales of human sacrificen are abso utely
true! Great Heaven! My eyes were
opened with a vengeance! ‘Those Toul
reptiles—thnse Voodoo people—ought so
be stamped off the carth. After—after
the worst had happened—you know what
I mean—the Dblacks simply let them-
selves go. They were mad. They had
worked themselves to such a pitch that
they became acreaming maniace. They
danced roynd the fire like imps of
Hades, and, cuming myself for coming
to the spot, I turned to go.

““ But my foot caught in & root. [

stumbled, twisted round, and fell with a
crash of breaking branches. It was only
by a terrific effort that I succeeded m
saving myself from falling headlong into
the hollow. -
* ** The wild orgv stopped as though by
magic, and I found mysell staring mmto
scores of wild, startled faces. My own
face was clearly illuminated by the fire-
light, and, of course, the blacks recog-
nised me. It was poasible—probable,
cven—that some of them were my
own employees. They set up a wild
shouting. and I thought that my last
moment had come.”’

‘“You fled?"’ asked the guv’nor.

‘““Just as fast as my feet would carry
me over the ground!” was Heath-
cote's grim reply. I fed
tately. I expected every moment to feel
myself clutched and dragged down. Bu
oor‘?ehowl or o.t.hdor. Il reached the ac
ends. u as I was crossing
patio, and looked beck. -
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“The night was rerfect; The moon
shone like a great globe of molten silver.
And not a sound did I hear. I was
quite alone. = The Voodoo devils had

iven u% the chase, and 1 breathed
freely. I entered the house, locked
myself in, and took a glass of brandy.”

‘“ And that’s the whole yarn, sir?”’ I
asked jnterestedly.

Heathcote shook his head.

“Oh, no!'’ -he said grimly. “ That’s
only the beginning !’ '

‘*“ The—the beginning ?”’ I gasped.

“ Yes. But the rest can be told in a

very few words,’”’ said our visitor. ‘‘ The
next morning I was inclined to be light-
hearted. Somehow, the awful adventure
wasn’t half so fearsome when I thought
it over in fthe full sunlight. I even
wondered if I had been suffering from a
Erﬁcular!y violent attack of nightmare.

y hlack servants werc as cheerful as
ever, and there wasn’t a sign that any-
tln"n% was wrons." ) |

““ Pidn’t you fear—death?’’ asked Nel-
son Lee.

‘I had heard that the Voodoa is some-
times declared against man—sometimes
against a whole hacienda—but I was in-
chned to doubt the story. Even after
what I bhad seen, tco! By Jove, what
an idiot I was! If I'd had an ounce of
sense I should have cleared out of the

on the second!” -

‘* What did actually happen?’” asked
the 'nor.

‘1 thought over the thing, and de-
cided to forget it.” Heathcote replied.
‘It never even entered my head to flee
from Hayti. My property was there—
everything I had in the world, in fact.
I’d 1nvested every penny in that banana
rJgﬂ.ation. So I decided to say nothing,
and go about my husiness as usual.”

‘““You soon had your eyes opened, 1
suspect '’ remarked the guv’'nor.

. t very morning!” replied Heath-
cotB.Thﬁ I sat down to breakfast, and
noticed that my plate was rather rocky.
Lifting it up, I found—three crimson
feathers! Of course, nobody knew any-
thing about them. I questioned the ser-
svants, but they professed the utmost
)gnorance-—and even fear.”

‘““Not " much *o be frightened at in
three feathers!” I said wonderingly.

T was a bit surprised to see that Nel-
son - Lee was now looking very: grave.
Ris lips were pursed, and he gazed at
Heathcote and Lord Wynsidney in turn

‘““ The sign of death !”. he said.quietly.

‘“ You know, thent”

‘ Happily, I have ncver had any per-
sonal experience,”’ replied the guv'nor.
“But I am certainly aware that the
discovery of these crimson feathers is
the Voodoo sign of impending death.
Did you know it at the time1”

““Oh, yes,”” said Cecil Heathcote.

“ And it gave me a turn, I can tell

you. Some of my servants were Voo-
dooists, of course. It was impossible to
tell which—perhaps the whole job lot.
I was stunned for the time. - The Voodoo
had been declared against me! Yet,
even then, I was not capable of realis-
ing that I should be forced to.clear out
of the republic.” '

““What did you do ?”’

“Well, as a start, I sent into Santo
Gianco, and persuaded the authorities to
send a body of soldiers to El Dominico.
They were negroes, of course, and I
wondered if any of them were Voodoo-
ists. It is quite possible. I was guarded
night and day, but as nothing happened,
I suspected that my fears had been jdle.
Then, one morning, I found ground
ivoty-reot. in my shoes!” -

“ By James!"! said Nelson Lee. ‘“It-
was lucky you found it!”’

‘“ You know its nature, then?”’ -

‘“1 know that ground ivory-root comes
from Africa,”” replied the guv’'nor.
‘- Dum-kane it is called, and it is poisun-
ous even to the touch.”

Heathcote was surprised.

“You seem to know éverything, Mr.
Lee!” he exclaimed. * Well, to cut it
short—I’ve been appallingly long-winded
I know—my li‘e became a perfect pight-
mare after that. Nothing was done
openly. . A bullet cut through my hat
a8 I crossed the boveda—-: .- nearly
polished me off. My food wai poisoned,
and I only escaped death by starving
myself. Even the water wusn’t safe to
drink. Of course, it couldn't go on. I
grew ill- and pale and hag:ird, and at
laat came to the conclusion that I'd bet-
ter clear out. So I cleared out. I
arrived at Santo Gianco after two further
attempts had been made to shoot me.
It happened that a steamer was leaving

for the United States that afternoon, and

I succeeded in booking a passage.”

* What about - your property?” 1
asked.

“T didn’t have time to think of it..’ re-
plied Heathcote. ‘¢ Afterwards, I placed
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.the facts Lefore the United States au-

thorities, and thoy got into communica-
tion with the American consul in S8anto
Gianco. Eventually the plantation was
sold—but I lost an enormous amount of
money over the transaction.”

‘““ And that's all?”’ asked Lee.

‘““Not all. Even while the steamer
was deaving Hayti—I ought to have told
vou this before, really—a member of the
crew, a huge negro, attacked me with a
wicked-loboking knife. It was evening,
and dim. That negro was a Voodoo-
1st, of course. He would have got me
but for the prompt intervention of one
of the ship’s officers. He ran up in the
rick of time, and twisted the knife out
of the black’s hand. I was furious, and
sont mi_]ﬁst crashing into the Voodooist's
face. He staggered, fell back, and went
overude.’’

‘“ He was rescued——1"

‘““No. Mr. Lee. .The fellow got
caught in the propeller. We didn't see
bim any more,” said Heathcote quietly.
‘“The foam was stained perceptibly.
That was the end of my nightmare. I
landed in Americu, and a month later
I was home in Endan.d. Since then I've
been loafing about doing nothing.”

"¢ Nelson Lee rose, and stretched him-| -

self.

“ Your story has interested me ex-
ceedingly, Mr. Heathcote,?’ he said.

“I knew it would!” declared Lord
Wynsidney—*‘‘I knew it would, by
gad !”’ , .

‘“But I must admit,”” went on the
guv'nor, ‘“that I cannot see why you
have come to me. How can I serve
you? I cannot go out to Hayti and fight
this Voodoo curse. I have been in-
formed by reliable people that Vcodoo

ractically controls the lives of the in-
-habitants of the republic of Hayti—that
.Noodoo plays an active part in the affairs
of the State itself. I cannot fight such a
scourge——"'

‘““No, no, Mr. Lee,” interrupted Heath-
cote. “I have more to tell you—most
dreadful of alll” < .

. % Dear me!” aaid Nelson Iee, sitting
down again. ¢ You astonish me!"

“ Well, I'm blessed I"” I added.

Cecil Heathcate passed a hand over
his brow. .

“TThe curse of the Voodoo is on me!"
‘ho said brokenly. ‘‘It has followed me
to England—to Suffolk! That is why
I have come, Mr. Lee. Bomething hap-

pened vesterday at Wynsiduey Hall,
where I am stuying. The Voodoo is at
my heels even now. I want you to

come to Suffolk—to investigate."

“You'l! come, wonu't you, Mr. Lea?”
asked Lord Wynsidney.

Nelson Lee looked at me, and I
nodded without heaitation. -

“T have not heard what had been ha
pening at Wynsidney HHall,” said Ll!:
guv'nor quietly. ‘“I cannot even guess.
But I am qute ready to undertake an
investigation here, in England. If the
Voodooists have dared to carry their
vile practices into this island I am only
too eager to fight them, tooth and nail '

‘“Then you will return with us to
Suffolk 7"’ asked Heathcote eagerly.

“Just as soon as you please,” was
Nelspn Lee’s reply.

And I grinned with satisfaction.

\

CHAPTER I1.

IN WHICH WE GO TO WYNSIDNEY HALL,

AND MEET ALL SORTS OF SWELL PEOPLE—

THE GUV'NOR AND I MEET WITH AX ADVEN-

TURE BY MOONLICHT, AND DISTURB TWO

PEOPLE WHO OUGHT CERTAINLY TO HAVE

BEEN LFPT ALONE—LATER ON WE HEEABR
A DRUM.

SUPPOSE it was rather heartless
l of me to grin. But 1 was selfish at
that particular moment. I had
visions of Lord Wynsidney's splen-
did park; of bathes in the nver; of a
goodp:ime in general. Yet, at the same
time—and I must put this in justice to
my little self—I was tremendously keen
to investigate the grim my which
Cecil Heathcote had hinted at. =
Lord Wynsidney sat up in his chair. «
“Look here, Heathcote, you've been
talking loflg enongh,’”’ he said. *‘ I think
I'll tell the rest—I know it all, as well
as you."” ' .o
¢ Thanks.”” said Heathoote. *T've
been liatoning to my own voive quite
long enough.

“I've got a thouse-party down at
Wynsidney Hall,"" went on s lordlhf.
in his bluff way. ‘“You know, Mr

Lee—a gay crowd of young mea and
women, gno-tl_v. It is one of the mast
succeasful house-parties Lady W -
ney has ever held, as a matter of fact. .
Unti yesterday there wasn't a cloud te
mar the gaiety of the party, and we were:
ull enjoying ourselves tremendously.’
. Nelson Lce smiled. e



8 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY _

“Lady Wynsidney’s house-parties are

famous,”’ he remarked.

I bad heard of them, even. Lady
Wynsidney was ten years younger than
ber lord and master, and was one of the
most renowned hostesses in the kinf-
dom. Har house-parties were absolutely
*“ the thing.” All the best people were
_invited, and it was something of a dis-

tinction to be at the Hall on such an
occasion. . |

.. .My wife 18 rather good at managing
a crowd of young people,”’ smiled Lord
‘Wynsidney. ‘' Of course, Heathcote had
told me all about that Voodoo business.
Everybody knows of ii, in fact. Heath-
cote has been rather bothered by the
number of questions he’s been asked.
But his attentions have been attracted in
a certain feminine direction since he’s
been—''

<~ w0oh, I say !’ protested Heathcote,
flurhing and grinping feebly.

“ Well, aps I'm wandering from
the aubject,” chuckled Lord Wynsiduey.
“By gad, I nearly let the cat out of
the bag, Heathcote! I only wish to
Heaven that everything was as cheerful
now as it was a week ago. But, to get
to the point. Yesterday morning, Mr.
Lee, Heathcota made a stunning dis-
' covery. He was going to put his cricket-
ing *blazer’ on, when he found three
crimson feathers sticking in the sleeve of
it—three crimson feathers!”’

“* Great Scott!’’ I ejaculated, aghast.
* The sign of—"

‘ An extraordinary discovery,”’ inter-
rupted the guv’'nor thoughtfully.. * The
Voodoo death-sign in England! I think
you said that a number of your guests
were fully acquainted with the disastrous
Hayti story ?”°.

‘““That’s so, Mr. Lee.”

“ And your party includes a number
of young men?’’

'** A dozen, at least.” '

‘*Then don't you think it possible
that yon have been alarming yourself
needlessly 2"’ asked Nelson Lee. “1 sus:
pect that two or three_of your young
guests have perpetrated a somewhat ill-
natured practical joke——"’

head

Lord Wpynsidney shook his
promptly. -

‘““Why, bless your soul, I thought of
that as soon as ever Heathcote showed
me the feathers,” he said. ‘‘In facs,
Mr. Lee, we decided to take no notice
of the thing—just to malse the joke go

”

lat. For, to tell the truth, I didn't care
for that kind of humour. Heathcote had
onIF told me, and we kept it a secret.”

‘“ And then?” '

“ Well, I thought no more of it. And
Heathcote, I believe, was equally indif-
ferent. You see, he had other matters
to think about, and he didn’t take those
feathers seriously. Heathcote was think-
ing of a certain young lady——" |

‘“ I was sure that some of the yocung
fellows had been up to a lark, Mr. Lee,”
put in Heathcote ?mstily. “I1t was the -
Il-‘:nos't: %bvic%sij sollution. : Voodooi:’m' Ih:l

ngland! y. 1 simply grinned. T
done with Voodooism, ftold myself.”’

‘“ The day passed off without anything
hapﬁening,” went on Lord Wynsidney.
‘“ Then, during the evening, another
strange incideat occurred, ans this time
there was no room for doubt. It ha
pened that Heathcote and I were walk-.
ing across the park from the golf-links.
Just as we drew opposite a dense plan--
tation—my park is well wooded, you
know—we heard a kind of droning noise.
Then Heathcote uttered a gas?. y gad,

throu

a bullet had passed clean gh bis
left sleevel”

‘“ Didn’t you hear any report?’’ asked
tire guv’nor. ]

““ Not a sound! The bullet must have
been fired from an air-rifle,”’ replied his
lordship. ““1 was furious; 1 simply
foamed. Somebody had dared to .at-

temnt murder on my property! By gad,
I was speechless!”

‘“ It wasn’t any good searching the
woed,’”’ added Heathcote. ¢ It was grow-
ing dusk, and the unknown assailant
could easily have slipped off. I was
thoroughly startled by that incident. It
meant that those three feathers wero
genuine. The accursed Voodooists nave
found me, Mr. Lee! They may be wait-
ing ’f,or me outside at this very moment

““ Nounsense!”” interjected the great
detcctive sharply. *‘ You must not get
into a panic. You have excellent cause
to feel uneasy, I will admit, but remain
calm. Did anything else happen?”’

¢ This morning,” said Heathcote, “ 1
was foolish enough to stroll in the park
before breakfast—alone. I was thinking
of my troubles. It was a glorious morn-.
ing, as you know. I didn't dream of
danger 8o near the house. . But 4 second

shot 'was tired at me. You see the
resuls.”
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. He beld his left ear, and the guv’'nor
and I saw that it was grazed.

‘““ By all the laws of chance, I ought
to have been dead long ago,”’ went on
Heathcote. ‘I feel helpless. My hor-
rible enemies are hidden. They do not
show themselves. At any moment I may
.Tecelye my death-blow. It is ghastly,
Mr. Lee?!

Nelson Lee was very grave.

¢ There can be no shadow of doubt
that "the situation is serious,”” he said,
‘“but I am amazed. I never believed
that these things could happen in
England.”

““I really brought Heathcote to Lon-
don with the intention of taking him to
Scotland Yard,” said Lord Wynsidney;
‘““but I realised, before arriving at
Liverpool Street, that the police would
scoff at the whole affair. They would
not believe in Voodooism. Besides, there
would have been dctectives—infernal
official detectives, I mean—nosing about
the Hall. So I thought of you, Mr. Lee,
and advised Heathcote to lay the whole
matter before you.”

“] am glad you came to that deci-
sion,” remarked the guv'nor. “1 am
more than interested; I am filled .with
amazement and indignation. Voodooism
may hold sway in Hayti, but it must
never be allowed to exist in England. 1
can only think of one explanation for
this singular affair.”

““ What is that?”’ asked Heathcote
eagerly. ’ o

“ The man who went to his death by
falling from the steamer was evidently a
Voodooist of some importance,’’ replied
Lee. ‘I suspect that he was a witch-
doctor—a papaloi. His loss enraged the
other members of the cult, and it was
decided that you should be tracked down
and killed. You have therefore been
dogged to England, and, unless some-
thing is done immediately, you will fall
a victim.’’ | .

¢ That's what I'm afraid of,”” said
Heathcote gloomily. L |

¢ But your peril now is slight com-

ared to what it was in Hayti,”” went on
foee. ¢ There you were surrounded by
enemies. They were on every side of
you. Here there can be only 8 haadful
of the devils, at most. They are negrocs.
Have you seen any sign of black men
round Wynsidney Hall?’

“ There’s not one in all Suffolk that I
know of,”” said his lordship.

‘¢ A travelling circus, perhapsi‘

~ ““ By Jove, there was a circus pitched
in a village a few miles away from the
Hall "’ said Heathcote, with a start.
““ Good heavens, Mr. Lee, can it be pos-
sible that these Voodooists are connected
wi‘t‘hlthat circus'i'” X

t 18 not only possible, but ve ro-
bable,’”’ said Lee gl;(i)mly. “1It is rgro pl.ﬂ'l-
common thing for circus proprietors to
engage niggers. They work hard, and
are satisfied with little money. Suppos-
ing these Haytians learned that the cir-
cus wag to visit a spot near the Hall?
Their task would be simple. They
obtained jobs, offering themselves at low
wages, and then watched their oppor-

tunity. It _ is only a suggeston, of
coutse. We must look into things very
thoroughly.”’ ' ~

‘““ Would you.advise Heathcote to re-
main in London?”’ asked the old peer.

The guv’nor shook his head, and I saw
a look of relief come into Heathcote's
eyes. He didn’t want to stay in London,.
and I guessed the reason. Lord Wyn-
sidney had already given a couple of
strong. hints. There was an attraction
at the Hall—a feminine attraction.
Heathcote didn’t cotton to the idea of
remaining in London.

¢ No, I think it will be better for Mr.
Heathcote to return to the Hall with
us,”’ said Nelson Lee. “ But he will have
to be very cautious. I shall take care to
watch over him thoroughly. You see,
Mr. Heathcote, if you stayed away your
enemies would stay away, too. My
presence at the Hall would be useless.” .

After a little further talk, it was
arranged that we should all journey to
Suffolk by the four-fifty train from Liver-
Fool Street. * There was onlLabout an
)

our to prepare. and so we had to look
lively. — . _ | -
Of course, I was going. There ht

be all sorts of perilous work—we didn’s
know—and the gusv’'nor would want me.
I was tremendously elated, to tell the
truth. Nelson Lee and I had been stew-
ing in London for weeks, and the E:] .
ect of spending a few days in “ 8illy
uffolk ”’ was alluring. I don’t know
why Suffolk is called silly. It’s an insult,
because Suffolk is one of the finest coun-
ties in England. You can’t beat East
Anglia for a ripping holiday, or for
scenery. d the oountryfolk of 8uffolk
are kindly, hospitable, and shrewd. Any.
how, they’re not Hﬂ{l . .
We arrived at the ittle village railway-
station, and found a big motor-car wait-
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ing 4o convey us to the Hall, three miles
away. It was a glorious ovenin;r', and
the sweet country air was delightful after
the stuffiness of London.

Wynsidney Hall was soon reached.

I8 was a magnificent old Xl‘aco, sur-
rounded by a glorious park. I sat in
the car, looking at the scenery, I won-
dered if there could be any truth in Cecil
Heathcote’s statement.

Up in the guv’nor’s consulting-room
it badn’t seemed so preposterous, but it
seemed farcical now. .

" Why, i8 was idiotic to suggest that
danger lurked in this glorious park.
Wynsidney Park was indeed a splendid
place in every way, and the Hall could
just be seen now and again through the
stately old trees. |

The building was of white stone, and

it gleamed 1n the evening sunlight
almost like pure marble. Away to the
left of us I spotted the golf links, with

tiny figures dotted here and there.

Farther on, and more ahead of us, la
8 gleaming river. I promised myself
that the river would make ver{' close
acquaintanceship with me the following
morning, before breakfast.

Lord Wymidney’l lace was situated
right in the heart of Buffolk, about nine

e from Stowmarket. I'd never been
thers before, although I'd heard a lot
abous it. I was thundering glad to havo
the opportunity of staying at Wynsidney
Hall. Besides, there was a house party
being held at the present time, and that
rtom.ind a goud deal of jollity and good
un

Of course, Nelson Lee and I would be
introduced as ourselves. There wasn't
gng to be any deception. Why should

re be? There muy have been one or
two snobs amony ‘hit crowd, but they
could go to the '!: . 'ns. Those kind of
ople regarded N:iion Lee with a cer.

in aloofness. They said that he was a
detective, and therelore no good.

But the genuine aristocracy—the
‘“nobs,”” s0 to speak—were quite
delighted to meat the guv’nor. 1 have
known lords and dukes, in-fact, to say
that they are hi hl{.i honoured to possess
the friendship of Nr. Nelson Lee. And

the guv'nor didn's care a snap for the
snobbish rotters! Perhaps y had
certain secret reasons for dusliking
detactives ¢ :

Well, when we arrived at the Hall we
»re soon transported out of compara.
uve silegce into a world of bysgling noisc
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and laughter. Coming along in the car
we had all been rather quiet.

But we couldn’t be quiet now, and I
thought still more how incongruous it
was that there should be a ﬁouibilit;y of
the Voodoo curse followin eathcote to
Wynsidney Hall. Yet he had told us the
actual truth, and we had to believe it.
We did believe it, and I knew that it was
s bad policy to judge by appearances.

In nine cases out of ten, a hidden
danger lurks where it is least suspected.
And there was a grave, horrible danger
for Cecil Heathcote in this laughing
crowd of gay people—the majority of
them young men and pretty girls.

Of course, the war hadn’t started then,
and all the young fellows hadn’t rushed
into khaki. : B

Lady Wynsidney’s house-party was a
tremendous affair.

There were famous people there of all
sorts and sizes, and there was a super-
abundance of good cheer and laughter.
Only Lord Wynsidney knew of Heath-
cotﬁ'n grnum peril this was just as
well. . -

I the whole party had known, there
would ha. ) been a mild sensation, and
that wouldn’t have improved matters in
the least. Later on, Lgerhaps. the truth
would come out, but the guv’nor decided
to keep it dark as long as possible. He
and I were ostensibly down at the Hall
merely as a couple of guests.

There's no need for me to go into all
the introduction business and that sort
of thing. Nearly everybody was jolly

leased to see the guv'mor, and to make
i1s acquaintance. fact, he was terr-
tically popular—especially with the Joung
[ adies. g’ho girls swarmed round Aim
lino flies, asking him to relate some of
his adventures, and to sign their auto-
graph-books, and that sort of rot.

As for me, 1 was indignant. Nobody
seemed to take any notice of me at all!
Of course, I was goungar then, and I
suppose I was rather insignificant—not
that I thought so at the time.

No fear! I considered that there were
two very impartant people at Wynsidney
Hall. e of them was the guv’'nor, and
the other was—— But I blush as I write,
so I'll let it rest at that.

But, now I come to think of it, I waa
rather glad -..:t people didn't bother me
much. I wua. able to go about and see
things and enjoy myseﬁf, and generally
have a ripping time, ‘



THE CASE OF THE CRIMSON FEATHERS

But this sounds as though Nelson Lee
and I merely spent a kind of glorified
holiday. Not a bit L'’ke 1t! Before we
left the Hall we were destined to go
through all sorts of strange adventures—
weird adventures, in fact. :

It's simply impossible for me to give
the names of everybody- of the house-
party. Well, not impossible, because it
wouldn’t take me long to look up the
names; but they’'d fill about two pages
- of my notebook—and this isn't a direc-
tory.

Bo I'll just mention the people who
loomed most prominently. There was
Lady Wynsidney, of course! Shec was a
stately lady, with a charm of manner
which was as famous as her cleverness as
hostess. Everybody liked her tremen-
dously, which wasn’t surprising.

Then there was the Dowager Countess
of Recke—a kindly old 1 Y' who was
a

responsible for a great deal of match-
making amongs the young people. She
was of very comfortable build. Rude

people said she was stout, but I wouldn't
dream of making that statement. T'll
Just s?y that she weighed about eighteen
stone

The Earl of Recke was there, too, and
Sir Edgar Warde, and hosts of other
titled folk. Among the mere commou-
ers, Mr. Unwin Mellford was, perhaps,
the most distinguished. (Always except-
ing the guv’'nor, of course.) Unwin

Mellford was the brilliant young tenor,’

~and he had already delighted the whole
party with his superb singing. He was
a genial chap altogether, and everybody
liked him.

Oh, I've got to mention that old Lady
Brownwood was there, too. She cha;lre-
roned DMiss Frances Hardinge, a really
ripping girl of twenty. I think of all the
gu’fs at Wynsidney Hall—and there
were plenty of ’em—Miss Hardinge was
the pick of the bunch. .

Well, we had dinner, and I enjoyed it
thoroughly.

The guv’'nor hadn’t forgotten that we
were in Suffolk on business, and he took
care that he and I should be placed at
the dinner-table so that we were quite
near by Cecil Heathcote. As Nelson Lee
said, there was no telling what might
happen, and it was better to take every
precaution. B

After dinner, some of the guests got

up a card-party; others adjourned to the
buliard-room. But those who bad most

1 4

sense went outside upon the lawns, in the
glorious sumumer mooulight.

It’s quite unnccessary for me to add-
that these were the young people. It
sounds as though I were an olcr fogey,
but when I'm writing a yarn I've got to
talk as though I were a full-blown
author. And, after all, they were youn
eople. The lawns were dotted witg
ittle clumps of laughing, joking young
men and girls.

The girls were all attired in evening-
dress, of course—soft, silky things, and
sll that stuff. It's no good! When it
comes to feminine attire, I'm floored.
But I jolly well know when a girl looks
nice. :

Frances Hardinge looked the nicest of
anybody. She was slim and dainty, with
beautiful brown eyes and chestnut hair.
When she smiled, the whole warld
seemed joyful, and I was terrifically
pleased when 1 made the momentous
discovery that Frarnces was claiming a
very considerable amount of Cecil Heath-
cote’s attention. -

So she was the “‘ attraction *’!

I was very pleased, for Heathcote
couldn’t have made a better choice. In
my opinion, he showed a remarkable
judgment. It didn’t take me long to find
out how the wind was blowing, so .to
speak. - i

Nelson Lee and T were strolling on the
wide terrace. Sir Edgar Warde just
come out of the house with Frances.

They were, chatting and laugilu.n' g-
Heathcote was quite near us, and I saw

him glaring at Sir Edgar almost
ferociously. : LT -
Two minutes later, Sir Edgar was
called by somebody -or other, and he
apologised to Miss Hardinge, and went
Ogo aoross the lawn. Heathcote started
towards the girl with eager strides, and
I grinned a bit. But before he oould
reach her, somebody else was there first.
It was Mr. Mellford, the fameus sunger,
I believe. "
‘“ Confound him?!” ] .
The words were muttered Cecil
Heathcote, and I distinctly heard them.
I looked up at the guv'nor, and saw that
he was smiling. : : :
“l?.l;. Helakthcote do;sn’t secm eo_hk
anybody talking to that n B :
doZa he? guv'nog?" I remrkeﬁ u goh
® Nelson Les nghed |
elson ughed. - - . . .
“J fail to see anything particularly
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‘yonimy ’ in it, Nipper,” he replied
easily. " Lord Wynn ney hinted to us
that there was a certain young hdy who
was claiming the greater part of Mr.
Heathcote’s | time.  Apparently that
youn& hdx is Miss Frances Hardinge.”
. ell, he’s got sense!” I exclaimed.
# 8he’s about best girl I've seen for
montha What do you say, guv’nor?
You’te & frst-rate judge of feminine
‘beauty and character, aren’s you?”’

| “‘ y 20.“ Ni”‘r'thi ‘cerf.a:lnily do not
- profess possess qu . pro-
el Nebow Tan, % Novetblon, |

with you r-
dinge is a very nice girl, indeed. But,
to change the subjec am not alto-

ther satisied with the way Heathcote
walking about .boab here,
Ni , we must kee company the
whole time” he is out.
=" -4t Perhaps it would be as well, sir,” 1
observed.

After all, Heathcote had been shot at
twice, and he might be shot at:again—
although this wasn't likely. . Both the
znvioun, Mtomfit!l upon his life bad

made while he was practically
alone; whereas now thete wera scores
of people dotted about the lawna

And, as it happened, the guv’nor’s plan
wasn't put into execution. For as we
were approaching HFeatbcote we saw
Miss Hardinge bow salightly to Unwin
Mullford, and then run lightly across to
Heathcote. He was obviously delighted.
and off they went together, towards the
gardens. gr. Mellford lit a cigarette,
'tnind ssuntered away in a different direc-

m . - ] - .

“Hn! That's rather awkward, Nip-
]nr‘." remarked Lee. '

*‘ We can’t go and force our compan
on Mr. Heathcote now, can we, uir?”

id, with a “1 don’t think we
should be at all welcome—in fact, I'm
jolly sure we wouldn't. There are times
when it ian's quite the thing to butt in.”

Now that i] Hoathcote had carried
off the girl in triumph it was only sport-
ing to Slow bim a little length of rope.

- We ocertainly oouldn’t shadow him under
tho present circumstances. In fact, we
shouldn’t have shadowed him, in any
case.” '

* Oh, let ’em enjoy themselves for a
bis, guv’nor,” I chuckled. ‘' Heathcote
won't come t0 any harm now. Hallo,
thqt’o! his lordship's laugh, I'l bet a
q ) o~ . T
" We turned round, and saw L¥rd Wyn.
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sidney strolling down with one or two
other men. But Nelsou Lee moved off
across the lawn in the direction of the
big plantations which edged the ‘park.
The moonlight was glorious, and the ait
was delightfully mild. It wasn't at all’
surprising that so many of the -guests
were out 1n the open.’ But, nhgoug'i'l
Se goo?l:’ﬁx': 1:;. a,d.: bright, therg vl:ero

enty o spots—and these
were fully utilised. '}g tell the absolute
truth, there was a good bit of mild flirta-
tion going on. But that was only to bé

uﬁeeted.
elson Lee and I wandered about, but
tkere wusn't & sign of anything fishy
until we arrived near the ‘plantatidn. .
We passed through a portion of the
gardens, and then cut off across a stretch
of grass which skirted the dark belt of
woodland. And, just for a moment, we
tted a crouching figure against the
Quite suddenly it shifted along in the
shadows very rapidly. We had appeared
fromx behind & clump of bushes without
a sound, and it was evident that we had
surprised the fellow, whoever he was.
In ‘:H case, be shifted along the trees
at a fast trot, and thea disappeared into
a portion of the gardens, pelting across -
a narrow strip of moonh"jgi:t to get there.
The guv’nor and I stood stock still.
“That’'s queer, sir!’ I exclaimed
quickly. | |
“Yes. We had better give chase,
ioung ’un,’’ said Nelson Lee. ‘‘ At first
thought he was just one of the gueats,.
but his movements are very suspicious.
Come, we must not waste a second !”
We shot round the trees at full speed,
but there wam't a sign of anybody now.
Two spler.i.i weeping-willow trees were
just to our left, and, quite suddenly, I
n‘t'. theé branches part, and a face looked
ou : . .
**Come on, guv’'nor!” I exclaimed.
_ We rnushed up to the willow tree, but
just as wa got there the branches parted
again, and Cecil Heathcote and Miss
ardinge appeared. They were both
locking a bit confused; the girl, in fact,
was blushing beautifully. ;

And if they were confusad. the guv’-

nor and I were even mc.- v Like &
couple of silly chumps blundered
right into the way; we'-. rurbed the

couple just as Heathcote hau been ** tel-
ling the tale.”” At least, that’s what I

suspected, and I felt pretty rotten.
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We were al]l tremendously ecmbarrassed
for the first few seconds.

Then Dliss Hardinge laughed, and we
all laughed. That seemed to Lreak the
tension, and Nelson Lec hastened to ex-
plain,

** You must allow me to apologise sin-
cerely,”” he exclaimed, with real feeling.
‘““ Nipper and I were chasing some man

who' apparently has no nght upon the

property. When we saw you, Heath-
colte, we made a rather foolish
blunder—"’ -

““Oh, it wasn’t your fault at all, Mr.
Lee,” interjected Heathcote nervously.
‘“ Frankie—er—that is—Miss Hardinge—
and I were just strolling through the
gardens, ‘you know! We heard you
coming, and—woundered!”’

‘“ Exactly—cxactly,” said the guv’'nor.
‘I quite understand, Heathcote.”’

‘““Oh, I feel so ridiculous!” murmured
Miss Hardinge, with another series of
blushes. “I—I hope you'll catch the
man you were speaking of, Mr. Lee.”

This eounded like a very polite hint
for us to clear off, hut I'm pretty sure
she didn’t mean it that way. She just
said anything to conceal her ma.lden[lfy
confusion. It certainly was a bit off-
side for us to come {)lunderin in on
two young people who were obviously
in love vwith one another.

Nelson Lee had no intention of staying
another second, but Heathcote stopped
us as we were about to retire.

“ Er—-the fact is, Mr. Lec—er—1I've
got something to tell you—" .
““ Oh!” said the girl softly.

““Now that you're here it would be
silly to keep it secret,” went on Heath-
cote, recovering his composure rapidly.
‘“But, you eee, I—I—that is— I
should say that Miss Harding has—
er X

“Yes?”’ said the guv'nor gently, ds
Hoathcote began floundering: again.

‘ Oh, hang it all!"”’ stammered Heath-
cote. ‘1 suppose I'm a bit of an ass
at this sort of thing—announcements,
and all that! But I thou
tell you the splendid news first, Mr. Lee.
Miss Hardinge has just made me the
happiest man alive. She's promised to
be my wife, and we’'re—we’re engaged !”’
he ended up all in a rush. and with a
sigh of tremendous relief at having got
it out. -

Nelson Lee thrust out his hand at
once .

t I'd better {-

13

‘““My dcar fellow, I congratulate you
heartily,”” he exclaimed with enthusiasm.
‘“T am really delighted to hear this won
derful piece of news.'

The -ice was broken properly now,
and in another minute we were alrlaugh- -
mg and chatting. 8o Heathcote had
‘““been and gone and done it He'd
proposed, and had been accepted. There-
foro all other matters of life seemed to
be utterly insignificant—at least, that's
how I understand it effects people. 1
may feel®like that myself one day—but

. -

that's a long way ahead! ‘

Of course, the guv'nor and 1 slipped
off almost at once. Lee remarked to
me that he didn’t think- Heathcote was-
in much danger so long as he was with
Frankie. Besides, they were both off
to the house.

After we'd got out of ear-shot 1
chuckled hugely. : -
‘“ Rather good, that, ch?”’ I grinned.
“I am certainly plcased to hear that
Heathcote 13 engaged,” said Nelson Lee.
““Yet, at the same time, I feel- that it
1s up to us to protect him even morc
strenuously. I am worried about that
strange figure we gaw; it is evident, now,
that it dodged off by this other path-
way. :
“We were standing quite close to the
.Elant.a.txon again; the high trees cast a
lack shadow, and the moon was
blotted out. And then, as we stood

there, we heard something strange.

The sound seemed to come from the
very heart of the wood. It was like the
beating of a small drum—faint and fer
away. Somehow, I felt my hair tingling.
The sound was mysterious and uncanny.

‘“Can you hear anything, guv'nor?!”’
I breathed. | .

“Yes,”” he answered. * Hush, Nip-
per | 8tand still and listen.”

We did so. On the still night air the
soft, throbbing drum-beats sounded

clearly and distinctly. What could it
mean? ‘ -
The Voodoo! .

I caught my breath in, and clenched
my fists; and ull the while the drum kept
on beating insistantly. It was a sound
which filled me with vague horror, and

I know that Nelson Lee was similarly

affected.

We stood there like statueg—listening
with strained ears .
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CHAPTER IIL

IN WHICE THE GUV'NOR AND I COME UPON
A WEIRD S8CENE, AND ARE DULY IMPRESSED
—DISASTER OVERTAKES US WHEN WB
LEAST EXPECT IT—IN CONSEQUENCE NELSON
LEE I8 WILD WITH HIMSELF AND EVERY-
THING IN GENERAL—WE GUESS THE TRUTH.

'

¥ ELSON LEE was the first to break
N the silence. _
- % Yes, Nipper, the sound 1s
~ cortainly proceeding from the
heart of this belt of woodland,” he said
evenly. “ I feel inclined to investigate.
The sound is very much like that caused
by a small tom-tom.” .

‘“ What's it caused by, sir?”’ I asked
huskily. ' .
~ T will not venture to form an opinion
~—just yet,” said the guv'nor.

‘“Great Scott! Do you think those
horrible Voondoo worshippers are—are
here?”’” I went on. ‘ Mr. Heathcote,
when he was out in Hayti, heard the
sound of a tom-tom, or a drum! I-—I
wonder—"" : .

“Then den’t!” said Lee sharply.
** Don’t wonder at all, Nipper! It would
be the height of absurdity to conjecturc
all manner of wild explanations:. This
drumming sound may be merely an
everyday noise. A wuater-wheel, perhaps,
hidden by the trees; or a windmull.

There is 8 windmill within a mile from }-

this spot, I believe. In fact, this sound
which resembles that of an African tom-
tom may have an absurdly simple ex-
planation. Therefore, we must refrain
from allowing our mmagination fo run
away with us.” - ' ’

**You're right, guv'nor,”” I said.

* You always are right, come to that.”
- Nelson Lee chuckled.

~ 4T have neither the time nor the in-
clination to ,Point_out how wrong that
statement is,”” he aaid calmly. ‘‘If I
"were always right, -as you say, Nipper,
I should be a wonderful person, indeed.
As it 15, I am a very ordinary mortal.
But come. Enough of this idle chatter.
Wo “will look irto this littla mystery.”
4o we marched into the plantation.

scting upon thae guvnor’s advice, I had
.-t aside all silly thoughts, although I
~.ust admit that those thought3 lingered
icliy nvar by, 1.l ready to be brougﬁht to
*‘he fc:o at the slightest provocation.
And perhaps they werer’t silly, after all.
The wood was rather dense, judged
from an English standpoint) Compared
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to an:African forest it was, of course,
as easy as pie to get through—and I’ve
been in tropical forests more than once.

Weo went carefully, malang no sounds.
Angd every now and again we paused to
listen. That steady, monotonous drum-
nan continued unceasingly. It cer-
tainly sounded like a tom-tom; but I
know from experience how deceptive
sounds cah be. And as wea progressed
deeper and deeper into the wood, the
‘““ dum-dum-dum "’ grew louder.

“I’'m a bit anxious about Mr. Heath-
cote, sir,”’ I remarked, after a bit.

‘“ If we were contemplating staying
away all night I should be anxious, too,”
said Lee easily. ‘“As it is, I am quite
easy of mind. No harm will come to
Heathcote at this hour of the evening—
it 18 not late, Nipper. And the gar-
dens are filled with young couples.”

“1 s'pose he’s safe enough,” I ad-
mitted. “If any of those Voodoo
blighters were about they wouldn’t be
able to act, would they? They'd stand
a chance of potting the wrong man.”

‘‘ Exactly,” said the guv’'nor. ‘‘ Moon-
light is all very well—but it is impossible
to recognise a man at a distance, even
in bright moonlight. -Moreover, I had
a word with Heathcote just after
dinner.” :
:éWhy, you didn’t tell me that)” I
said. . :
“Didn't I, young 'un? That was very
remiss of me—""

“Oh, come off it, guv’nor "’ T grinned.
“ What did you tell him, anyhow ?”’

‘““1I gave him strict injunctions not to
stray away from the_other people—that
15, not to get beyond earshot,” replied
Nelson Lee. ‘I also advised him to get
indoars as soon as possible, and to mix
with the guests. On no account was he
to remain alone anywhere. Oh, Heath-
cote will come to no harm at present.”

* That’s all nght then,”” I remarked.
“I say, it’s pretty near now, sir!”’

I was referring to the sound of the
drum. We had halted again, and very
distinctly we heard the steady ¢ dum-
dum-dum ”’ of the phantom drum. Of
course, it wasn't a p.intom at all, but
it scunds well to put - like thak.

W.. were in the he .t of the wood, and
the (rees were dense. Tangled masses of
ur..ergrowth grew evartiwhere, and the
going was rather slow. The moonlight
didn’t penetrate to here, for the foliage
overhead was thick, and overhanging
from tree to tree. | ’
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We pressed on steadily, altering our
course slightly to starboard—I mean to
the nght. And, quite suddenly, the
guv'nor halted and gripped my arm.

**Do you sec, Nipper?” he breathed.
¢ Ssssh! Not a soundi”

I gazed ahead, my heart beating
rapidly. There, through the trecs, a
glimmer of flickering ycllow light was
showing. And the beat of the tom-tom
wus very close. By this time both the
guv'nor and I had practically convinced
ourselves, in dur own minds, that our
or:)%ma'l vague suspicions had been cor-
rect. -

“Tt's a firé, sir?” 1 murmured.

“ Nelson Lee nodded.

“Yet me go first,”” he breathed.
“ Very carefully now, Nipper; we must
not even cause a twig to crack. There
18 no vital hurry.”

We went forward with tremendous
care.. Although I could -picture the
soene which would soon be before our

cyes, T felt strangely uneasy, all the

same. After all, we were in a Suffolk
wood, where everything was peaceful, It
was simply preposterous to suppose that
any horrible Voodoo business could be
going on in England—in Suffolk.

Voodooism was reserved for such
heathen places as West Africa, or Hayti.
.Oh, of <course, we should find" some
natural explanation,
thoughts were passing through my mind,
I told mysell I was a silly ass to have any
doubts. There was absolutely no mistak-
ing the sinister beat of the tom-tom.

Although we coyd see the flickering
-reflection of the firelight upon the trees,
the sources of that light were some little
distance ahead. And, acting upon the
guv’'nor's instructions, I cxercisgd all
‘my powers of wpodcraft. I don’t think
cither of us made a sound as we moved.
We had had a good deal of experience in
tropical forests, and this was easy in
COMpAarison.

The trees commenced thinning, and we
saw that we were coming upon a small
clearing. This was probably situated in
the very heart of the wood. Therefore
the fire was totally invisible to anybpdﬁ
outside. Had the night becn a pitc
black one, the glare would probably have
bLeen reflected in the sky above the clcar-
.ing. But, as the moon was shining bril-
Liantly, the firelight made no impression.
We could see it, of course, because we
were near by, and the thick foliage over-

Yet, while thesel]

s

head did not allow any mooubeams to
{ilter down.

The beat of the drum was now dis-
tinctly loud. And, as we paused for @
moment, we heard a low, chanting song.
It sounded indescribably uncanny, and
there could be no doubt that it was
caused by human voices.

- The devil-worshippers {

A queer kind of creepy sensation went
down my back. I was thinking of the
yarn which Cecil Heathcote had told us.
His advemturo had seemed very distant
and far away lthen; but it seemed to my
excited imagination that Nelson Lee and
I had been transported to the banana
groves of Hayti. - -
* The guv'nor placcd his mouth quite
close to my -ear.

‘‘ Whatever you see, make no noise!”

he whispered. -

““Do vou think it's the—the Voodap ?"’
I breathed hoarsely. ,

Nelson Lee looked at me steadily.

‘““We shall soon know for certain,'
was all he said. '

And then we slowly pressed on again:
Dead ahead of us thick bushes w.
Lec procecded to push past these with
great care. DBut, quile suddenly, hse
etopped dead, and allowed the bush to
swing into place again. He did this so
slowly that thc operation took well over
a_ minute.- ~ ;

I waited behind, wondering.
Then the guv’'nor laid down full

length upon his stomacB, and beckoned

to me to follow suit, placing a finger
upon his mouth at the same time.
he needn’t have troubled ; it wasn’t likel
that I'd kick up a row just then. But
soon saw why
ful. - . |

Once down on our tummies, we edg
forward, and squnted between some
of the thick leaves. And we gazed
right down into a deep hollow. It was a
kind of crater right in the middle of-the
wood, with high trees growing right to
the edge all the way round.

The hollow itself was cup-like, and
only a few bushes were dotted about.
The rest was grass and sand. Of course,
it wasn't a crater at all; very probably

v

ut °

e had been so jolly care .
g

a lot of the sand had been excavated for

building purposes years ago. On the
other side, betwecn tﬁe trees, there was
a tiny caft track leading away into d\e
open country. But we gldn’t know this
until afterwards.

The spot was, of coursc, completely de-
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serted at this time of night—at least, hear or see us. I am very glad that we
deserted by honest geople. We were | investigated, young ’un.” o

there, ‘of course, and I don’t mean to} *“ Why, what do you think they’re up
suggest that we weren't honest. to?” I asked. - |

- Within a foot of our faces there was a} * There can be only one explanation
eliff —a sheer drop of fifteen feet. Not | to this meeting,” declared. Nelson Lee.
ntuch, of course, but it was a good thing | * The Voodooists are going through some
we- had gone cautiously. @ We should [ schcme for the killing of their victim.
"have been betrayed 'pro%erlg if we had ] Then they will go their separate ways,
. blundered through those bushes. I don’t] and attempt to perform their vile work.
‘suppose the fall would have done us any | I have no doubt that this gathering to-

harm, because there was nothing but ther of the trio is because of the two
sand beneath. : ailures.” '

“Good bheavens!’ I murmured,| - *“ Tlé?{’ll fail the ne;:{ time, too 1"’
aghast. - | ~' | declar —_ .
““We -shall certainly do our best,

“ Quiet—quiet, lad ! | .

But I simply couldn’t help that] Nipper,” was the guv’'nor’s reply. ‘ The
startled exclamation of amazement. very first thing to be done is to
_For, down in the hollow, an extraordi- | 8¢t Heathcote away from this spot.

- nary scene was being enacted. And, in|The first thing "in the morning—
that second, I knew that our worst fears|after we have guarded - Heathcote
were realised. The Voodoo worshippers all night—we will take him with us to
_bad traced poor old Cecil Heathcote to| London. =~ There we will disguise him.
- England, and were evidently intent upon | 8nd pack him off to some secure rural
~doing him to death. They were within | retreat. " .
a mile of Wynsidney Hall—now holding | ““ And what abeut these. blighters?’*
one of their horrible meetings! f ﬁrﬁg} will have to be captured by the
cAlthough I had beén expecting it, Ifpolice, " anid Lee. “If it is not possible
" And Nelson Lee, too, was decidedly | t® charge them with attempted murder
“taken aback. I helieve he had regarded | \*° s %} least, cause them to be de-
Heathcote’s yarn as somewhat ~exag- 5&';;3 d czodgoxsm in England must be
gerated—the latter part of it, I mean; |~ 4 pecd ou atch(:(l?lce. Both felt rath
the guv'nor fully credited every incident | . ‘:j‘ wo, va W:ﬁ ° d te s er
of the Hayti story. ' awed: YWe were accustamed to strange
"But now the truth was obvious. scenes and sights, but this affair was

| . . go utterly incongruous that it fairly took

- - A party of Haytians were in Suffolk— possession of us for the time being: .
and, moreover, they were murderous{ A Voodoo meeting in the heart of
Voodooists, and their only object in| Suffolk!

. being .here could be the murdering It was almost unthinkable—but yet it
~of Cecil Heathcote. Down in_ the hol-} w33 true. We had the evidence of. it
‘law a rather small fire was blazing. | before our eyes. Afterwards, if we told
" It -was in the centre, and round it [ people about it, we should probably be
-were three- strange figures. They were | disbelieved. But we were satisfied
all negroes, but they were attired in a | enough ourselves!-
most fantastic fashion, and painted] And we soon had ample justification
fl:u'deoualg. L e for being convinced. Further rites took
- One of them had a small tom-tom upon | place almost at once; and they were
.- his knees,” and he was beatmng away a: : ~v1ictly as Heathcote had described. In
- this solemnly and steadily. The othe. ©. “7.i7ti, of course, there had been scores
swayed to and fro as they sat—just - : niggers present. But here they were
Heathcote had said—gabbling out sorr: 7!y three in number; for it wasn't pos-
" queer chant of their own. _j bie for a whole crowd to come over to
“It’s & Voodoo meeting, guv’nor!”’ i England. A number such as that, too, .
‘yourmured. . would have been unnecessary. .
- Nelson Lee nodded. These three Haytians were, in_all
~ "** No doubt about that at all, Nipper," probability, three of the worst witch-
be replied grimly. ‘“If we- talk in the ‘ doctors—the papaloi. They had come to
- merest whispers we are safe.  Those| England for the express purpose of kill-
three devils down there '‘cannot possibly | ing Heathcote; and they would not leave
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until the.y hod accomplished their pur-

e.
po:“ least, that's what they fondly sup-
posed. The guv'nor and I hud quite
diffcrent notions on the subject. This
vile kind of religion was too horrible
to thinuk of seriously,

We watched the Voodoo messengers
keenly. One of them suddenly jumped
to his feet and commenced capering
rcund the fire. He was only dressed in
a ragged loin-cloth, and lots of bceads
and other jnglomg things. His skin
was coppery brown, and shone and
glistened in the firehght. It wasn’t
possible to see his face, for that was
painted to such an extent that it looked
tike some ghastly demon.

Quite suddenly the Voodooist dodged
behind a clump of bushes. When he re-
t{urned he was dragging a small wicker
Lasket. From this, with many low
words of gibberish, he produced a live
foerl.

““They’re going to sacrifice the poor
bird, guv'nor!” I breathed.
‘** Obviously, Nipper.”
“Can’t we save 1t, mr?” .

“iI'm afraid not. After all, we hLave
our own sufety to consider, young ’un.
¥f we intervened now we should be
riurked down by the Veodoo fiends—and
that 1s just what we wish to avoid. We
shall need all our ingenuity for the pro-
tection of young Heathcote—not for the
protection of ourselves.”

‘““ That's right enough,” I admitted.

We watched grimly. 1 was feeling
thundering wild, and wanted to hit some-
thing—the noses of those rotters below
for choice. The papalos who seemed to
be 1n charge of thc show waved the fowl
. to and fro with a pendulum-like move-
ment. Was 1it. possible that these hor-
rihle blacks were going to drink——

I wasn’t able to think clearly any
Jonger.

Quite suddenly a twig snapped behind
mec.  Nelson e, who was lyinF full
Jength, twisted round like -an eel. I
did the same. But we were too late.
Disaster overtook us before we could de-
fend ourselves.

Both the gnv'nor and I received a vio-
lent shove from the rear. It was so un-
expected that we were momentarily off
«ur guard. Out of the eorner of my eve
I canght a glimpse of a dim figure—and
then 1 was falling. -

Being on the very edge of the cliff,
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wo were naturally in a bad position. But
we had never dreamed of danger from
behind. Even Leoe, astute as he was, had
not anticipated such a move.

Before we knew where we were we
went plunging down the cliff, We fell
together, like a couple of stones. Then
—crash! I hit the ground with a thud
that knocked cvery ounce of wind out of
me.

Fortunately, we Iell upon sand, and so
were not seriously hurt. But the fall
placed us entirely at the mercy of our
enemies. I was winded, and unable to
lift a finger. To ‘ell the truth, I was in
too mu agoni.r o struggle. When a
chap’s completely winded, he's not much
good for a scrap. - .

And the guv'nor fell on his hands and
knees; his face buried itself in the sand,
and he was momentarily blinded. And
while we were in this state, completely
helpless, we were pounced upon by the -
Voodooists. . :

In spite of my pain, I was gble to
think. : '

And T expected, every second, to feel
several inches of steel slicing into me.
And I couldnu't do a thing to defend
myszelf. It was a pretty rotten feeling,
I can tell you. :

We were at thc mercy of these devils.
Yet, rather to my surprise, tho slicin
business didn't come off. Instead, I-
felt my hand roughly brought together,
and my wriste bound. The same fate
overtook my ankles. A

Obviously, Nelson Lee was undergoing
the same treatmemt, for I was conscious
of much spluttering near by, accompanied -
Ly the sounds of a struggle. t was
impossible to see anything, for the fire-
had diappeared somehow. -

I suppose it had been stamped out all
in & hurrr. This was unexpected, and-
thiresult was that we were In utter
daTkness. I couldn’t see the figures of
our captors,
them. |

It wasn’t long before I pulled myself
together. _— . | ‘.

I lay etill and listened. There waan't
a sound of any sort now., Had the
Voodoo fiends cleared off?! Or were they
still lurking near in the darkness? Any-
how, I decided to chanoe it. . T

““Guv’'nor!” I exclaimed hoarsely.

‘“ Oh, €0 ‘vou"re there, Nipper?’’ came
Nelson Lee's voice. ‘I was just abouat
to speak to tfrou, my lad. I have nearly
been choked with sand, and I cannot

even—although I heard "



THE CASE OF:-THE- CRIMSON FEATHERS 19
“open eyes evert now. Wae appear to
have falleri into trouble, young ’un.”
¢ I—F thought they were going to kill
us,. sir}”’ g .
- 1% is rather surprising that they have
not,”’ was the guv’'nor’s reply. ‘' I must
canfess that I expected death. But our
énemies, having rendered us helpless,
have cleared off.”” - '

‘ Nos Nipper. I distinctly heard them |
erceping through the bushes. They have
gore, and ‘T bitterly realise what this
macans;”’ gaid Lee from the darkness.

- “'We -have been tricked—and tricked
cleverly; tao!”
.* I tned to scramble up, but couldn’t

and so we have been lured out of tho
way. By James! It is rather a com-
pliment, Nipper!”’ .

“I'm not keen on tMese sort of com-
pliments!” I grunted. ‘' It does seem to
show that the niggers were quite aware
of the fact that we were at the Hall to

ard Mr. Heathcote. And now we're
ike a couple of trussed chickens!”

We were both feeling very bitter.

We did not blame ourselves for falling
into the trap; that was just a piece of
bad luck. But we were intensely wor-
ried. As the guv’'nor had said, there
could he only one explanation.

. . The Voodooists had deliberately
do it. Nelsorr Lee was only about a|trapped us. Being rather scared of kill-
_,‘eouﬁl:: of yards-from me, as I could tell ing us, perhaps, they had merely ren-
Py“ volce. ' . . dercd us helpless hen, in the dark-

¢ What do you mean—tricked ? I} ness, they had slunk off to—kill Cecil
~ asked. | Heathcote | -

“ Precﬁely what I sa}, my lad,” said

}he vner. ‘“That tom-zolm was beaten
or the express purpose of luring us into CHAPTER IV.
the wood. Then, as we watched the

IN WHICH SEVERAL INCHES OF MY SKIN

scene in this hollow, we were taken un- SUFFER CONSIDERABLY—BUT I AM WELL

. awares. from the rear. Being upon the

sigerot e oWty T on 2 on ey o o
dssailant to hurl us both over. ' And »

ACROSS A BLACK, SINUNT"3 FORM—THINGS
. HAPPEN, AND THERE IS MUCH EXCITEMENT,

HEN disaster overtook us the
\ K/ time had been about ten o'clock,
- as near as I can remember.

Well, I'm going to akip three

here we are, bound and helpless. The
situation is terrible, Nipper.”

) | ii‘unted. - '

- ‘‘ Might have been worse, sir,” I said
philosophically. . '

‘“ For ourselves—yes, tt might have
_been far worse;”” was Lee’s grim answer. | hours. .
- But what of young Heathcote, Nip-| I’'m going to skip them completely—
-per? Have you thought of him? Why | because I don’t want to be reminded of
gﬁa this trick been perpetrated? Why |them! Beasides there wouldn’t be any
are we here, bound and helpless, left in | interest in sitting down and writing the
‘the heart of this wood—whera nobody } things that happered dunng the tume
comes once in a month ?”’ | between ten p.m. and one a.m.—for the
- " Hanged if “I know!” I said. sumple reason that nothing happened at
e lﬁesa it’s because those Voodoo | all! , S
blighters mean us to lay here and starve: When ond o’clock struck, the guv’nor
or- perhaps they’re coming bachk " t and I were still in the hollow; we were

*“You don’t seem to grasp the tsel! bound; and me were still wid. -
significance of this affair, Nipper. I don't know “.-here ane o'clock struck,
jected Nelson Lee. *‘‘ We havs .| because we didn’t heir anything, but I
.trapped in this way for one deiii. | 3uppose it must have been strixing scme-
rearon. While we are lying here, unable whero. I only know that.it was - ne
te move, the devil-worshippers intend }o'clock by the fact that I looked at my

_ wreaking their vengeance upon poor| watch nve minutes aftervards.
Heathcote !’ | That's queer, isn't it? -
. % You—you think they'll make an How could I look at my watch when
attempt—"’ e my iands were boand? Of course, only
‘“They wnlil no't, only make an|mazii.us can do that sore ‘cf thing.
attempt; but they will succeed, unless|I'm ::a mayician, and I don’t magish!

we manage to geft to the Hall in time
to frustrate the Voodooists evil designs.
They mean to strike ‘during theé night--

The aimple fact was, I took my watch
out in the ordinary way and squinted at
the luminous dial.
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“Five.
10arsely.

“Dear me! I'm afraid we shall be
too ate, Nipper,”” suid Nelson Lec
anxiously. *‘ But you have been wonder-
ful. my lad. I‘or goodness’ sake, get your
knife and cut through my ropes. Those
hounds must have tied me more securely,
for I bave not becn able to shift an
inch !”’

The fact of the matter was, I had
wriggled froe. '

That sounds eary, doesn't it?® A chap’sa
bound up, and he wriggles free. That
sounds onc of the simplest things
imaginable. But, for three solid hours,
I had been wriggling, and a chap gets
a bit fed-up.

It wa« the most tedious job ‘I had
cver tackled in my life; and I dare say
it would be just as tedious to make a
long song about it in this record. The
facts remain that I Gd get free—and 1
reckon that's enough.

My wrist8 were chafed terribly;
eéveral inches of skin’ had practically
dirapptared. At 'all events, my arms
felt raw, @nd they throbbed agonisingly.
But I was free, and that was the main
thing.

Of course, those rotters hadn't paid
much attention to me because they saw
that I was a young ’un, and considered
that any old way was good enough to
rope me up. That’s just where they
made a terrific bloomer. I pride Inyself
that I'm hot stuff when it comes to ropes
and things. I've got out of some tight
corners at different times—and when my
very lif¢c depended upon it occasionally.

Here the thing was different.

There was no violent hurry. I
shouldrn’t die a nasty death umnless I got
free. in half-an-hour; I had the whole
night before me. And I had just
wriggled and .twisted and turned, until
eomething gave way.

Inch by inch I.loosened the ropes, and
after threc solid hours, as T said, I got
a hand free Unless a chap’s been bound
up as tightly as I was, and had under-
goue the same ordeal, he can’t possibly
realise what a dreadful experience it 1is.

But what wus the good of being free?
That's what I asked myself. Three
hours had passed, and it was no good
trying to make it any less. It was now
just past one, and Wynsidney Hall would
Le asleep.

Three hours]

past one, guv'nor!” 1 panted

late,
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Why, poor old Heathoote would be
done in by this time. I didn't feel very
enthusiastic as I fished out my clasp-
knife and slashed through the ropes
which bound my aukles. My elation at
being free was completely overshadowed
by the terrible worry at the back of my
mand. _ .

I soon ripped through the guv'nor's
ropes, and then, for about five minutes,
we stamped about in the most acute
agony. \When our circulation had been

properly restored, and when the ¢ pins -
g::lte needles’ had vanished, we felt
r. : '

“I did my best, sir!” I exclaimed
rather glumly. .
b Nl:elson Lee slapped me lightly on the
ack. . ’

“ My dear Nipper, I have nothing but
praise for you,”’ he exclaimed. * Don't
despair, my lad. After all, there is a
possibility that we may be’in time to
avert the disaster. We are free—and

that is everything !'"

‘“But Mr. Heathcote will be killed by
this time——" :

““I don't see why we shounld assume.
that, Nipper. One o'clock is not at all
considering the circumstances,”
went on Lee. “ It is even ible that
some of the fellows at the Hall are still
at the card-tables, or in the billiard-
room. And it is not likely that the Voo-:
dooists will act until the whole house 1s
M]e’ep." -

I felt distinctly better. ,

“Somet-hl"ﬁg in that, anyway,” I ob-
served.’ The best thing we can do, guy’-
nor, 18 to cut the cackle and get
business! In other words we must stop
Jawing and hurry to the Hall as fast as
our legs will carry us.”

“ That's the very idea; young. ‘un,”
said the guv'nor crisply. o

And we set off without further ado.
I'd bound my handkerchief and Lee's
handkerchief round my two wrists, and .
they now felt a little easier. They had
been bleeding a bit, and they were fear-
fully raw. That dash through the wood
didn't improve them, either.

For we didn’t trouble to.go noislessl
this time. We just blundered throug
the trees for all we were worth. I allowed
Nelson Lee to lead the way, so if there
were any prickly brambles or things he
hit them first. I'd had my share of pain.
If there was any more skih to come off, -
it might as well be his! '
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. As it happened, my" cruel little plan
didn’'t work, for we didn’t strike any
brambles at all. * And, at last, we
emerged into the open. The night was
rather- black now, for the moon had
decided to go to bed. At all events, he
was lying down quite comfortahle, and
hud already drawn the blankets over
bim." That is to say, he was quite near
the horizon, and was partially obscured
Y ferefore everything was now gl
: refore everything was now gloomy
and dim. o
The clouds were obscuring: most of the
stars, t0o.-and Wynsidney Hall was prac-
. tically invisible.
Nelson Lee and 1 passed through the

En.rdens, and we didn’'t see a glimmer of
ght- ahead. Evidently everybody had
ne to by-by—and this struck me as
ing rather queer.

. ** Rather funny, isn’t it, sir?’ I mur-
mured, as we walked. ‘‘ Why should
. everybody have gone to bed so uncon.
cernedly? Ain’t we of any importance?
- Have we been left out in the cald, cruel

m'%ht, without ' anybody searching for
us » D . - '.
_ Nelson Lee grinned. . , 7
. “T strongly suspect Yyoung ."un, that
our exccllent host, 1::13 Wynsidney, 18
peacefully sleeping in the sublime belief
that we are quite safe,”” he replied.
¢ In all probability a false message was
sent to ﬁ:, saying that we should be
away—a telegram, probably.” -

‘“ Must be something like that,” I
agreed ¢ His lordship knows the

-

danger, and if we disappeared he’d a! |

once suspect things, and send out scarch-
" parties to find our man%led remains.
y hat! And we were lying in that
beastly wood while everybody calmly
went to bed. Ifs a bit thick, ar!”

~ Nelson Lee didn’t make any reply to
that remark. He walked on, and at last
came to the lawns.. The bulk of the
Haull now loomed before us. There wasn’t
a light showing in the whole building.
The whole blessed crowd of guesta were
im bed and asleep. ]

‘“ What’s the ar?’? 1
breathed. - .

"¢ There -is -only one thing to be done,
mv lad. Wa must get indon-s and find
out whether Heathcote is still safe. From
the ‘appearance of. things [ should say
that he is.’ ' If his enemies intend making
any attempt to-night, they are apparently
reserving it unti later. Upon my soul,

programme,

al

Nipﬁer, it will be excellent if we can
catch the villams red-handed. The
tables will be tumed, indeed, then.”

‘* Well, there’s no harm in being opti-
wistic, 18 there¥” I remarked. _
“And, to tell the truth, I was optimis-
tic. The house didn’t look as though a
trugedy had taken Ela.ce within its walls.
If Heathcote had been killed, then his
remains must still be M his bedroom,
undiscovered. And that wasn’t likely.

It was just about half-past one now,
and it was quite obvious that card-play-
ing and billiards had been deserted. As
a matter of fact, old Lady Wynsidney
had rather severe motions regarding late
hours. She believed in everybody being
in bed by midnight at least.

We moved across the lawn noiselessly.
The grass was superb, and felt like a
velvet carpet beneath ocur feet. I was
just about to speak to the guv’'nor again,
when he suddenly gnpped my arm and
pulled me to a stop. : b

e

“Not a soumd, young
hissed right into my ear.

I wondered what was the matter, but
the next second I learned the truth. For
Lee pointed.

'His finger was directdd towards the

un !”’

‘houze. A clump of bushes growing near

the terrace concealed a portion of 1t, but
th® guv’'nor pointed just beyend. Then,
in the gloom, I could see a black sinu-
ous figure steadily and siently climbing
u;;u the thick ivy which clung to the
wall.

My heart went into my mouth.

The Voodooists!

Or, at least, one of them. I don’t sup-
pns8 any more of the wretches were
about. A job of this sort w.: essen-
tially a one-man business. Leit undis-
turbed, he would have accomplshed his
object as easily as wminking. ‘

For we saw Heathcote’s window was
wide open at the biotom, and the 1v7
did duty for an excelent ladder. The
black ‘murderer wculd easily be able to
slip into Heathcote’s bedroom, and . then
do- his worst. Injedt some deadly poison,
as likely as not.  That would be sumple,
and 1 wouldn’t esuse any commction.
Heacthcote would be entirely at hus
IGercy. )

But these thoughts were cast aside for
others. . . :

We had come in tme ! .

If we were quick, and acted in the
right way, we showhkd be able to .defeat
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the enemy, after all! Yt was a tense
moment, and I don’t think I should
have known what to do if I'd been left
to myself. ]

Then Nelson Lec whispered again.

“ T must get into the house at -once,
Nipper,” hc excluimed. ‘‘ There is a
window at the back, I noticed this even-
ing. I shall be able to rcach Heath-
cote's room just in time, I believe. You
remain out here, and you must prevent
the fellow from escaping Ly means of
the ivy.”

The guv'nor didn't wait another
second. There was no time for making
alternate plans. e just had to act—
and act at once. Hesitation would Lave
Leen fatal. 1 gazed at the ivy in a
kind of Jazed way. 8carcelr ten seconds

had passed since we first sow the black.

figure. 1 easily guessed why Nelson
Lce had not rushed up to the¢ wall and
mounted in chasc of the rould-be
murderer.

For one thing, the chap above would
have all the advantage, and for another
thing, he could climb uﬁ quickly, get
into the room, -and make his escape
through the house. By this plan there
could be no escape f Lee's idea could
be worked. The fellow would be trapped
completely.

But 1 very soon saw that I should
have to act on my own if Heathcote was
to be saved. I'or the sinuous figure
reached the window-sill almost before
Nclson Leo had -left me, and he cau-
tiously hauled himeself into the bedroom.

Why, in less than a minute Heathcote
would be killed !

The guv'nor hadn't foreseen that the
Voodoo messenger would reach the
window so quickly, and there was cer-
tainly not sufficient time for the detec-
tive to get round. I saw that I should
have to use my own wits.

And tbere was only one thing to be
done.

That wae to climb
quickly as ever I oouﬂ and tackle the
rotter single-handed. Heathcote would
awaken, of course, and he’'d lend a hand.

The main thing was to prevent the at-
tack.

Even as I came to a decision, 1 saw
the figure disappear into the dark room.
I strcaked across the lawn like lightning,
and fairly hurled myself at the ivy. It's
easicr to climb ivy than it is to descend

the ivy just as
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it. and T simply ewarmed up with the
agility of a monkey.

It wasn’t necessary for me to keep
quiet, 50 I just let myself go. It's a
wonder I idn’t fall to the ground, for
the ivy swayed and tore away from the
wall 1n several places as I climbed.

But none of these nasty' things hap-

ned, and at last I gripped the window-
cdge. As 1 did so something black
lcomed up before me against the window,
and a gasp sounded—a frightened,
choking gasp. . . '

. [ caught a vision of something glitter-
ing.

It was a knife—a long, wicked-looking
merchant, with a point like a needle.
Evidently it had been sharpened up for
the occasion, The sight of that knife
fairly made me shift.

1 was in a most awlul position. X
either had to drop sheer to the ground,
or allow myself to be used as a target for
five inches of steel. But I didn't see the
fun of cither. The knife woulda't do
me any good, and a fall to the ground
would be rather uncomfortable. For,
richt beneath, there was'  nothing but
gravel. And gravel is not to be com-
pared to a feather bed. B

Quick as a Hash I jerked myself up-
wards. My head butted clean into the
stomach of the chap at the window—
just as he “was rais ‘his  knife, I
thought. Anyhow, the knife went clat-
tenng awayv, and the Voodoo man gave
s louder gasp than ever. The next
recond we both tumbled on the floor of
the bedroom. | L

““Great Scott! What in Heaven's
name—?’. . .

It was Heathcote's voice, and it was
rather sleepy and dazed in tone. I sup-

he was a bit surprised, waking up
to find two dim figures struggling on.
the foor of his bedroom. -
" “Lend a hand, Mr. Heathoote!” 1
gaspdd. ‘‘ I've got one of these Voo-
doo——'"' |

I couldn't get any further. My assail-
ant’s fist caught me clean on the mouth,
and before I could bring my own s
upper-cut into use, the black wriggled
away and dashed to the window,

By the timc I scrambled up he was
already dscending the ivy with reck-
less speed. As I watched he jumped to
the ground and landed with a thud
Then, without pausing a second, he
pelted away round tho terraoce..

I pelted away, too, for I mopped down
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the ivy with all speed. My blood was, The guests clustered about in all
up, and it wa3 a bit too thick to see |stages of dress and undress. It was
the fellow eacapmg before my eyes. Bat | really funny to see old Lord Wynsidne
when I reached tho end of the terrace I |chatting with Nelson Lee in the ba.lf
could see nothing and could hear; His lordship was attired only in a dress-
nothing. - . _ jing gown and slippers, and his hair—
All the same, I jerked out my re-|what there was of-it—closely resembled
volver and ran on for a little way. It|a mop. Clumps of girls were on the
- soon became evident to me that the ruf- | stairs, and they were all airily attired,
fian. had escaped. And, rather re-|[and I saw more than one pair of dainty
Juctantly, I turned back to the house. |fcet. Lady W{naidney, when she ap-
Lights were now. appearing in almost | pecared, was rather shocked, and sent
.every windew, and as I hurried up the | scme of the girls hustling back to their
front door opened, and Nelson Lee ap, | bedrooms. It certainly wasn’t the thing
red. "| to be on public view clad only in silky,
“Is that you, Nipper?” he asked |lacy . kimonos—or whatever the funny
anxiously, things are called I must say they
‘““Yes, mr.” - -} looked ripping, at any rate.
. %“You are all right?"? 1 Heathcote, of course, wasn’t touched.
% As right as rain, guv’nor,” I re-| Before the intruder had a chance to
plied. *‘ But that chap has escaped com- | reach the bed I had intervened, and the
pletely. Did I do nght m chasing him little game was it Heathcote ~vas
.up the ivy ?* o extremely grateful, and expressed great
Nelson Lee gripped my arm. .| surprise at the whole affair.
- “You have saved eathcote’s life,| Lord Wynsidney himself was amazed.
l!:fpe_r—that will show you whether you.| For, late in the evening, he had received
did right or not!” he replied quietly. |ga short note, presumably from the guv’-
“I had a little difficulty in getting 1in, | nor, saying that Lee and I had gcne off
and I certainly could not have reached | on the trail, and would not be back until
Heathcote’s bedroom in time to avert the.| the morning. The note added that all
tragedy. It seems that you have proved | dunger had passed This was why
yourself to be the better man on this| Heathcote and his lordship were so aston-
occasion, Nipper.” . "ished.
.*‘Oh, rot; sir!” I said modestly. The note was net even cleverly forged.
the same, I was a bit flattered. | The writing resembled Nelson Lee’s in
And then we both turned back into the | a sligh: degree, but that was alL  But,
bhouse, and found everything in uproar. of course, Lord Wynsidney was not a
Excitement was general, and it was| bandwriting expert, and he was not very
obviously impossible to keep the Voodoo | closely acquainted with the guv’nor’s fist.
business a secret any longer. This was| He admitted that he thought the writing
rather unfortunate, but it couldn’t be | was rather strange, but concluded that
hel ~ And before another five minutes | it had been written in a great hurry.
b assed everybody was talking about| “I’m rather puzzled,”” Nelson Lee ex-
Heathcote’s danger, and his narrow | claimed thoughtfully, as he examined the

escape, with bated breath. letter. *“ How did these Haytians obtain
- -—— a specimen of my handwriting? It 1is
CHAPTER V obviously an attempt at forgery, this

L ietter, but crudely performed. It is qute
N WHICH THE GUV'NOR AND 1 EXAMINE | evident that one member of the enemy,
THE EKNIFE AND A CURIOUS SANDAL— | gt least. is acquainted with English very
A POT OF PAINT PLAYS QUITE AN IMPORTANT | thoroughly.” o

PART IN THE INVESTIGATION—NELSON LEE *“That's nothi_ng to be surpnsed 'ﬁt"t
GOES TO LONDON, AND I KEEP WATCH ON | -smarked Heathcote. *‘ A good few of
BEATHCOTE—1 AM HUGELY ASTONISHED | the Haytians are splendid scholars. But

OVER SOMBTHING. it’s certainly queer how your a.md
THE excitement was tremendous. writing was copied. Mr. Lee. o
! B This wasn’t at all surpnaing, for «“ Well, we will dismiss the subj=ct for

-.it must have been a bit of s |the time being,” suid the guv'noc ° I
. - ghock to most of the guests ' |think, Nipper, ’that .ve had g:tter attend
learn that one of their- number had}]to your wrists.” ., _
nearly been murdered in his bed. ‘*“Oh, I'm all right, sir,” I ad
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‘“Let’s go up to Mr. Heathcote's bedroom
to look for clues.” _ -

“I’'m afraid there will be none,”” re-
plied Lee. “In any case, I do not think
they will be much we to us. We know
sufbicient already to tell us that the
‘Voodoo worshippers are really here, in
Suﬂ'olk,’ and that they are a deadly
Tuenace.’’ .

“It's the most astounding thing I've
ever heard of,” exdaimed Unwin Mell-
ford, who had just come into the library,
where we were congregated. ‘' If this
had not actually happned under my nose
I should have been decidedly loth to be-
liove the story.”

““You haven't been in Hayti, old
man,’”’ said Heathoote quetly.

* Mellford smiled.

"““1 am sure I have no wish to visit
that delightful island,’”’ he said drily.
.. The famous tenor was very friendly
with Heathcote, haring known him for
years, and he was mtensely relieved to
find that no damage had been done.

" While we were talking Miss Hardinge
appeared, accompamed by Lady Wyn-
sicf:ey and three or four others. Frankie
was looking very pale and anxious, and
I thought she'd never looked prettier.

Of course, she had reason to be anxious.

She'd only been engaged a few hours,
and it wasn’'t exaetly stimulating to
awaken in the middle of the night to
Jearn that her fiancé had been very near
to death’s door. ,
, For her Lenefit Nelson Lee retold the
slory of our adventures in the wood, and
she and the others were tremendously in-
terested. They knew that the danger
had not passed, but were reassured when
(Nelson Lee explained that a further at-
tempt would be unlikely.

The Voodooists must surely realise by
‘this time that England was a bit too warm
for them. In Hayti, perhaps, they were
able to perform their dastardly work—
but in England things were a bit dif-

ferent. _ |
" "Well, I had my wnsts bathed, and all
that sort of thing. As a matter of fact,
I was rather glad that they were I‘gm.zed.
Because, don't you see, it was Frankie
who attended to me, and I made her pro-
mise that she’d go through the whole
operation again the next day, In fact,
from that moment 1 made . out that my
injuries were much more serious than
toey really were.

It was getting dawn by the time every-
thing quietened down. But Lee and 1

“West
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went upstairs to Hcathcote's bedroom
and had a look round. The first thin
we spotted was the long knife which i
had jerked from the Voodooist's hand.

‘“ This 1s interesting,”’ exclaimed Lee,
tuking the weapon bencath the strong
electric light. *‘ This knife undoubtedly
came from West Africa originally.” The
design is quite familiar to me.”
~ " But West Africa isn't Hayt,” I put
11. ~
‘“ Nevertheless, there 1s a distinct con-
nection between the two places,”” replied
the guv'nor. “ Voodooism originated in
Africa, and therefore there 1»s
nothing remarkable in the fact that an
African knife is used by a Voodooist. I
will admit, however, that it 13 somewhat
curious.”’ |

We searched the room thoroughly, but
there wasn’t anything else of interest.
The bedroom was qute in order. The
chap I had struggled with must have
been actually on the point of stabbin
Heathcote to the heart when he hea
me climbing the ivy. All things con-
sidered, Heathcote and I had both had a
lucky escape. i

It was rough luck that the villain had
managed to slip through our fingers; but
nobody was to blame for that

To be on the safe side, it was arranged
that Heathcote should sleep with the
guv’'nor and I, in the big bedroom which
bad been set aside for us. There was an
extra bed in there, and we all repaired
to the room for the purpose of having
our night’s rest. — .

Evervbody else toddled off to their
own beds. .

But, somehow, Nelson Lee. did not
scem inclined to tumble between the
sheets. He stood by the window, gmn?
out over the lawns in the weak light o
the summer dawn. Heathcote ocom-
menced undressing again, and I was lug-
ging off my waistcoat. .

*“Is this paint down here?” asked the
guv’'nor abruptly. .

‘““ Paint?”’ querted our companion.
‘“ Where?”’ - ~ -

‘““ If you come here you will see it.”’

Heathcote crossed over to the window.
And I, being a curious sort of bounder,
followed suit. The window was big, and
we all three leaned out and looked down.
Right below us there was a tiled path-
way. Heathcote’s room was on tho
north side of the house—ours was on the
west, round the corner. And, a little to

the left of us, we saw a pot of dark green
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.paink: At least it had been a pot at,
one time or ather. Just now it was
.empty, and the paint was smeared all
over the coloured tiles. , i
“Qh!” exclaimed Heathcote, with a
laough. “I know what that is.”
- Paint!” I grinned.
““No. - Last night one of the fellows
ecame into the billiard-room and said
-that he’d ruined his shoes,”” laughed
‘Heathcote. ‘It appears that he’d
blundered into this paint-pot . in the
‘darkness. and had overturned it.
ety il thing to 1 |
“Jolly si ing to leave paint m
“such a ]Saca,’yl observed.
- * Yes, I can see somebody getting into
a row to-morrow,”” said our companion,
‘with a chuckle. “ It's those painters,
r)n know. They’re dging up a summer-
;house or sowething” just round the
.corner. -One of the men laid the pamt-
_pot- there, and forgot all about it, 1 sup-
. '§ yawned, but the guv’nor still con-
- linued to look down upon the pathway.
~Thep he turned to us again and rebut-
toned his coat. ] -
. .‘“X sha’n’t be long,” he said. “I'm
-_.gng down.” ) LG .
- *“QGoing down!'’ I echoed. ¢ What
the dickens for?” .
¢ . **If you care o come, you'll see, my
‘dear Nipper,” replied Nelson Lee
anoothly. .
. 1 was sleeepg' and tired, and for a second
.1 determined to jump into bed. Bat
there was something about the guv’nor’s
tone which told me that he had made a
. discovery. . .
- And so, grumbling & bit, I went with
him downstairs, leaving Heathcoto to
-follow ov not, as he wished. As it hap-
pened, he came after us.
‘"'n the stairs we met Unwin Maeliford.
K> was going down, and he looked at
~w4 :n some surprise, and nodded cheenily.
, * Still investigating?’” Ho smilcd.

- **That’s is,”’ said the guv'nor. *‘ What
. are you doing out at this unearthly anvr,
Mr. Mellford? I thought everybyd
had gone back to bed.” -
The singer chuckled. )

*Oh, I’ve been plotting,”’ he replied.
. * SQir Edgar Warde and I put our heads
together and decided that it wouldn't be
_healthy to go back to bed agam. So
we're off on a long tramp, to give us an

his hat, and went through the French

‘windows of the library. In a minute we

came to the spot where the paint was
upsed over the tiled pathway.
And Nelson Lee at once {ent forward.
‘““That is what I saw from upstairs,”

‘he exclaimed eagerly. “ I could not be

qute sure, and s0 I came down. Do
you see, Nipper?”

I saw right enough.

In the middle of the splash »f paint
there was a distinct footprint. I had
seen 1t from above, and had 'nacluded
that it had been caused by the man
who bad knocked the pot over the night
before. -

But, when I eame to think of it, this
wasn’t Lkely. The man wouldn't have
knocked the pot over, and then tramped
ul\sto the paint. And there was something
else.
¢ Th'e footprmt was that of—s naked
oot !

‘““ My hat! The fellow didn’t climb
the ivy with ks bare feet, did he?’ I
asked, in astonmshment. .

‘“* No, Ni His shoe came off as ho
lll:;riedly escended,”” replted Nelson
‘- How do you know his shoe camo
oft ?’° I asked. -

‘ Because I found it beneath the vy
some little time ago,’’ replied the guv’'-
nor.N"Didn’t | 'il you?“' aver I

“No, you jolly we idn’t !
growled. * I..et’: have a look at it.”

Lee smiled, and produced a small
article from his coat pocket. It wasn't
a shoe at all, really. It was a very
curiously designed sandal, and the guv -
nor said that it was of African make. It
looked old and dry, and tho leather waas
cracked in seores of places. ,

‘“ This shoe, or sandal, and the Jagger.
ite  two important .cfues'." said* Lee
‘atetly. “ T fully believe that we ,shall
suc. -=d in freeing you, Heathcote, from
this * Voodoo curse’ before another
twenty-four hourz have passed.”

I shook my head .

“1 don't see where the importance
comes in,’' 1 objected. °' Thesa‘ thing?
can't be called clues! We can’t trace
them, can we? We lknow, as a matter
of fact, that thay come from Hayt:r!

“* Do we?” said Nelson Lee easily.

‘““ Why, yes, of course—"" _

I paused, for the guv'nor was lookinz

. appetite for breakfast.- I expect Sirjat me strangely. And I dropoed the

Edgar will be down in a minute or two.”
.. Wa left Mellford in .the hall, finding

subject then and there. Had Lee tormed
sonie theory of his own—some theory
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which was to flood fresh light on the
whole matter? '
I didn't trouble to puzzle over the

affalr yust then. Together with Nelson

Loe I bent down and closely examined
tho footprinl. The pamt had dried some-
"what. There was only a thin film on
%he tiles, and this film had dried over in
u partial degree.

Therefore the footprint was as neatly
outlined as though it had been made 1n
soft wax. It was a perfect impression;
cven the lines of the could be seen.

“Will 1t be of any use to you, Mr.
Lee ?"’ asked Heathcote .

‘“ Very possibly—very possibly,”
plied Lee absently.

He took out his pocket-book and then
sharpened his pencil. After that he
made an exact copy of the footmark. The
guv'nor is clever with the pencil, and
that sketch was perfeét. On the little toe
—it was the left Yoot—there was a kind
of kink—a deformity. This stood out
clearly, and couldn’t be mistaken. A

““1 have made this sketch just for the
sake of precaution,”” Nelson Lee re-

marked. *‘Of course, this paint must not
be disturbed, Heathcote. @ We had bet-

re-

ter cover it over before we retire to.

X

bed.”

We found an old paidl, and placed. this
over the footprint.. Then we went up-
stairs and tumbled between the sheets.

It was eight o'clock by the time we
rose. The sun was shining brillantly,
and the birds were singing. Several of
the guests were away an the golf-links,
enjoving a before-breakiast game. -

And when the guv'mor and I went
down we made a remaYkable discovery.
Tho pail had been removed from the
footprint, and the latter was completely
obliterated! It had been scratched
about and destroyed,

Who had done it?

The painters knew nothing, whatever
of the ‘matter at all; they did not even
know that the paint had been overturned.
And certainly no member of the house-
party had deliberately performed that
ob)ectless act. -

_ The Voodooist must bave returned—
in daylight {—to deface the clue.

“It is rather a good thing I' took a
copy, Nipper,” said Nelson drily.

“By jingo! I should think so!” 1
said.
Surely that rotter didn’t come back—"'

“Don’t trouble your head about it,

“But I can't make it out, sir.
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young 'un,” put in Lee. “I fancy the"
mystery will be clcared to-day.”

“ Why, what's .going to happen to-
day?' I asked. '

“T am going to London, for one
thing.”’

‘“Going to London?” I echoed.
‘““What the dickens for? Look here,
guv'nor, vyou might be oEen with me,
you know! Have you kept anythin
back from me? Because if you have %

call it *?

““ Never mind what you call it,”
smiled Nelson Lee. ‘I am off to town
immediately after breakfast. I shall be

Lack before this evening, and I leave
Heathcote in your charge. - You must
look after him very thoroughly.” .

And after breakfast the guv'nor went
off. I felt ruther slighted, for I knew
that he had got some wheeze or other in
his head. That's just like hum, though.
He wont tell me things until he's certain .
of himself. .

During the morning Heathcote and I
and several other fellows went down to
the river for a bathe. There were pro-
per sheds and evervthing, a ripping
diving-board, and all sorts of luxuries.
Lord Wynsidney didn’t bathe himself.
but he had an eye for the pleasure of his
guests. R

That bathe was glorious. A whole
crowd of us splashed about and generally
let ourselves go. There was one parti-
cular rough-and-tumble which I shall re-
member to my dying day. Because I-
made a discovery during that rough-and-
tumble—a discovery which made me gasp
with amazement. o i

I won't say what that discovery was—

vet. - _

Anyhow, -I dressed myself, and then
sat down and had a good think. I didn’$
tell Heathcote of what I'd seen; I sus-
pected that.he'd laugh at me. But I
was tremendously impressed myself, and
longed for Nelson Lee to return.

And then, just before tea, wmethiﬁg

happened. . .

1 was walking with Heathcote towards
the Hall. We had been on the links for
a couple of hours, and were passing a
dense spinney. The sur was shinin

loriously, and the air quivered wi

cat. - : S .

Suddenly there was-a low cry from

HHeathcote. - | RN A
and fell to the

He threw up his .ha;ldq
ground in a heap! ‘ :
There was blood on his forehead!l .- . -

-
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"+ €CHAPTER VI
IN WHICR I ADOPT A RUSE, AND PIND THAT
T WASN'T NECESSARY—FOR THE GUV'NOR
FUYS IN AN APPEARANCE, AND CAUSPES
GENERAL AMAZEMENT—THE TRUTHR COMES
OUT, AND CECIL HEATHCOTE IS V¥REED
FROM THE DREAD CURSF. OF THE VOODOO !

.3 UST-for one second I felt sick.

' - A dozen . thoughts crowded
through my mind I had failed!
Nelson Lee had left me in charge

of Heathcote, and I had failed to pro-
tect him! What would the guv’nor say
to me? And who had ﬁrefuthe shot?
Where had the bullet come from? I
had heard no report!

Then my wits returned, and I dropped

" to Heathcote’s side.

y,_ Next second I heaved a sigh of relief.

For I saw at once that the bullet had

- merely grazed his temple. The skin was

enfy torn for about an inch. But it had
'been a very narrow escape-  The third
attempt by shooting! T didn’t think
much of the Voodooist’s marksmanship,
anyhow. But it’s not so easy as it seems
to pot a fellow as he is walking.

- X looked round, and saw that there

was s summer-house near by. It was

- shady there, and I managed to drag

Heathcote into it. He was beginning to
eome to then, and in a few minutes he

. was gitting up, blinking at me.

‘“It’s all right,” I said. ~ * You were
shot, Mr. Heathcote.”

‘“ Shot ¥’ he echoed dazedly. ‘‘Good
Reayens I’ -

-A. wild idea was taking shape in my

mind, and I decided to put it into prac-|

tice right away. You see, I had made
- discoveries, and I was pretty certain that
the shot had been fired by—well, some-

- In annther ten minutes Heathcote was
ractical!y himself, except for a bad
eadache ind a huge bump. The grazed

-skin didn‘% bleed much. talked to him

‘seriously for quite a long while, and he

to what I said. e was thinking
of his own safety. The next time his
enemy wouldn't miss, perhaps!

1 left the summer-house and ran to-
wards the Hall -

On one of the lawns I met Lord Wyn-
sidney and Miss Frankie, and one. or
two other ladies. Very quickly I ex-
plained what had occurred. rankie
" turned pale, but was plicky. She had
been asking Lord Wynsidney where
Heathoote was, it turned out. Of course,

he'd told her that he and I were going
on to the linkm, but she was maturally
anxious to be with him.

¥ positively amured her that Heathcote
was not really bmrt: and then I explained
my idea. Bhis, m-short, was to announce
to the bulk of the guests—the men in
gsrhcuﬁr——thd Cecil Heathcote ' had

een shot dead! It was a whopper, of
course; but ® was a pardonable one,
under the circumstances.

I had a good reason for this step, of
course—a very excellent reason.

But, as it happened, my ruse wasn't
really necessary. For the denouement
of the whole buminess came almost at
once. And 1 was very glad of this, for
1t wasn’t exactly mice to say that Heath-
cote was dead  Besides, there would
have been tremendous difficulties in the
idea which I did not see at the time. All
I thought of was affording Heathcote
protection. For, if his enemy thought
him dead, ancther attempt at murder
would not be made. That was logic.

1 spotted a gromp of men over on the
terrace. They were chatting in the
shade, nearly all of them attired in white
flannels and blazers. Sir Edgar Warde
had just joined them.

With a rush, I was upon them.

“Mr. Heathoste has been’ shot !
I gasped out.. “S8hot in the head——""

“Great heavems!' gasped Sir Edgar
Warde, with a start.

He tutned very pale. Ard the others
stared at me in Borror. My announce-
ment had come lke a hombshell.

““You must be mad, Nipper!"” sail
Unwin Mellford hoarsely. “ Is—is
Heathcote dead?”

I nodded, feeling that Y wasn't telh'n§
a lie by doing that Jf these chaps like
to take my nod the wrong way, tgiﬂ"m
their fault. EREE o

‘“Dedr old Heathcote I2ad!” muttered
Mellford brokenly. ‘‘ 72, how awful!"’

And then, at th.- orecise moment,
Nelson Lee appears’ [ was hugely re-
lieved to see him, fr- was beginning to
feel that this affaz- vis too much- fon
me. And with th¢ - :v’nor I saw qur
old friéend Detective-i spector Morley, of
Scotland Yard. o v

The two detectives—othcial and unoffi-
cial—came briskly along the terrace.

They were looking grima, and I rushed
up to them. Ina quick sentences I
told them of my disxevery of the morn-
ing, and of what kad bappened ance.
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Nelsou Lee, to my disguet, didn't seeta a , in the sandal and the dagyer. Both, he

bit surprised at my discovery.

‘“You have done well, Nipper,” he ex-
Aaimed crisply. * What yvou found out
just puts the finishing-touch to my own
discoveries. Your scheme for the pro-
tection of Heathcote i1s rather drastic,
perhaps, but quite sound. Fortunately,
there is no necessity to adopt it. In five
minutes’ time everybody can know that
Heathcote 1s very mudz alive. Thank
Heaven, he was not killed by that shot.
[ ¢hink, Morley, that you had better
make vour arrest straight away."’

Detective-Inspector Morley nodded.™
We all walked forward. The liroup of

men in fannels were still talking to-

ther, gravely, and with le faces.
ﬁorley strode straight up to Mr. Unwin
Mellford. I just saw a flash of steel. and
then Mellford’'s wrists were tightly en-
circled. The bracelets were on him !

‘ What—what is the meaning of this?”’
be panted wildly. .

‘““The meaning, Mr. Mellford, 1s that
I have a warrant here for your arrest,”
said the inspector coldly. ‘‘ Acting upon
information from Mr. Nelson Lee—"
. “You're mad—mad,” cried Mellford,
white with fury.

‘ Pethaps 1 had Letter warn you that
anything you now say ma be used in
evidence against you,” said Morley for-

mally. ‘‘I'm sarry to cause this commo-
tion here, gentlemen,’’ he added to the
others, ‘' but this man 1s rather a

desperate character.”’

The others were smply ltacfgered.
MBut that was the truth of it—and 1 was
jolly glad that I had made the discovery
quite independently. While the guv'nor
had been making discoveries in London,
1 had done my share at Wynsidney Hall.

The truth of the whole matter was
there weren't any Voodooists at all, and
the whole murder scheme had been
evolved in the cunning brain of Unwin
Maellford, the famous temor! - -

It was an amazing revelation—but it
was the truth.

Mellford nearly went mad in his pas-
siorate fury, and we easily discovered
the truth of the whole affair. I don't
know much about love, but it was love
which had caused Meliford to plot so
fiendishly against the man be had called
bis frierd. .

Nelson Lee had been very interested

bad declared, had come from West
Africa  But ho had been struck by the
fact that the sandals, in particular, were
dried up and old, as though they had not
been used for vears and years.

At the same time, Nelson Lee had
noted the fact that Unwin Mellford had
not appeared from his room at the
time of the alarm until q full half-hour
afterwards. Then he had quietly slipped
ito the library. He was pale and ag-
tated—and the guv'nor had guessed
things. He couldn’t be sure, of course,
but he had formed a theory.

This theory was strengthened when he
found that Melford was going for a long
walk Dbefore breakfast with 8ir Edguar
Warde. Mellford had got down first, s0
that he could slip round the house and
obliterate that tell-tale footprmt. He
had done so later, s I have described ;
but he didn’'t know that Nelson Lee bhad
taken a copy of that footpnint.

The guv'nor had gone to London and
had made a thorough investigation. He
had visited many antique dealers, and had
established the fact that the curious shoes,
the dagger, and other things had been
purchased by Mr. Unwin Maellford two
or three weeks before.

This proved that the whole plot had
been premediated. There was amply euf-
ficient cvidenoce to warrant an mmmediate
arrest. I, for my part, had aoccdentally

rabbed hold of Melford’s foot as be and

and a lot of other men were bathing.
It was Mellford’s left {oot, and 1 had
immediately scen a curious deformity of
the left toe. This corresponded exaatly
with the footprint in the paint! I thus
knew that Mellford was the man who had
ciimbed the ivy.

Mellford, of course, had trodden in the
paint as he fled round the house.

But what of the motive?

That was made quite clear by Mellford
bimeelf.

He had attempted to kill Cecil Heath-
cote because the latter was his rival. The
singer ssed & passionate nature, cap-
able of intense love and intense hatred.
He was passionately in love with Frances
Hardinge—which was rather an insult to

such a sweet girl, I thoughs.

But there it was. Three months before
this record of events, Mellford had pro-
to her, and she had frankly told

iim thas she liked him, but not
give him her band. Mellford had oon-
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esaled his real vile character very cloverly.
For it afterwards turned out thut be was
® scoundrel to his Bnger tipe—a brute
and a beast. ‘

Frankie bhad not let¢ him down ton
beavily. Bhe had told him tp wait sivx
monthes, and at the end of that time sho
weould give Bim het final answer. 8he,
of course, had beon rather unwise, dut
Bad never dreamed that Mellford would
take her words seriocusly. She had
thought that he would give in at once.

" But, in a strange kind of way, Mell
ford had loved her with all the {ntensity
of his passionate temperament. Heath.
cote had come along, and Maellford had
seen that Heathcote had won the girl’s
affectiona He bad seen his chances slip-
ping away, and he conceived a bitter,
dangerous hatred for the other man.

I really believe that, scoundrel though
Mellford was, he had no idea of vio-
f}nce until he heard the Voodoo story.
That, of course, was real enough. And
Mellford bhad decided to kill his rival
zmﬂno of a trick—by making it appear

t Heathooto had been murde by
the Voodoo blacks.

Thus, when Heathcote was dead, no
toion would attach itself to him. Ha
made Nhis plane cunningly. Ha
had placed the three crimson (eathers
upon Heathcote's coat, and had then at-
tempted the cime. Learning that Lord
Wmsi meant to fatch the guv'nor
on the scene Melllford ;rew desperato—
and made fresh arran; monta
He planned with somns shady [talian
scquaiuntances frum Soho to motor o

39

Suffollk, and then dress themselves ac-
cogding to asmangement. We qpaver
kriaw tho actual truth of the matter, hut
8 was clear that VM - !ford had luced
Nelson Lee amd [ & ne odge of the
wood—it was be - a we hat imen
slinking along—and wn, of course, wn
had heard the &um. and had witnessed
the '* Voodoo ™ merting. [t had heen
vory cleverly dume.

The Italians dad m~ Iy playad their
‘urt. and had temdered the guv'nor and

helpless. Thea they had goue back to
London under the imprewion that the
whole thing was @ practical ;| kn.  And
Mellford had dressed up and *: .«f anteted
Heatheats's window. S'nco h:s eival wae
out of the way, Mellford hop. ' -vainly.
of course—that the girl would . & apon
hitn with favour. The whole 11 ic was
a cnsa of love and hatred.

That was beface the war.
have changed smse thean. Leas than o
month after the house party the war
broke out. U'nwea Mellford, by a trick,
escaped from his captors on the way to
londaon, and it was later learnad that ho
joined the army wmdar another name
fe was killed ot Vhe battle of Mons,
aind diod an bhemwurable man's death.
with Prankin'e name upon his lipa A
w0, upon the Wmttlvtield, ho had ¢o
Jeemadd his charsster.

Cecil Haathcota jninad up us wall, was
wounded, and ianicfml ont of tho aemy
A\t the prownt tme ho and his bride
vo tn the Weat Indies, on & magruficent
} .ana plantatiom |

But & an't in Hayti!

Thinge

TED END.

Another Magnificent Story from ** NIPPER'S NOTE-BCOK™
| Will Appear In NEXT WEEK'S '

NELSON LEE LIBRARY, |
Entitled: |

“The Affair of the Duplicate Door.” |

- — ————— e - —

-—— - — —-

o
I

Telt Your Friends about ** NIPPER'S NOTE-BOOK'"

i
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GRAND NEW SERIAL—JUST STARTING?

The Boxing Sailor

A STORY OF THE RING AND LIFE IN THE NAVY. -
By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

S

P — ——

ARead this first !

| Ton  CrawLEY, clhampion light-weight
boxer, s a boy stoker on board H.M.S.
Flyer. Whilst on leave he learns that
his father's fishing smack has been
torpedoed. It promises ta go hard
with Fisherman Crawley, unti
|Dax SimumoNs, an old friend of the lad, and
proprietor of a weld-known boxing hall,
ehows a way ouwt of the difficulty by
o_gen'ng Tom a fight with Jimmy
Yowl, famous bantam-weight. The
offer ss accepted. Leavc for the contest
being refused, Tom takes *‘ French
lcave.”” He wins the fight, and on
leaving the hall vs arrested as a deserter.
Lventually he 1o paordoned.
- (Now read on.)

THE PURCHASE OF THE
DORA GREY.

OM CRAWLEY ocould not get

' ashore that day, but the following

morning he dropped into & ship’s
. boat, and was pulled to the land-
ing-stago.

And then, swinging onward with a
broad smile on his face, he made for
home. His father was there, and the
meeting between them and Tom's mother
was almost pathetic in its intensity.

N There were tears in all their eyes.
| His first emotion over, Tom sat himself
down and told his father everything.
l ““1I thought I'd get it hot and strong,
dnd,” he laughed. ‘‘ But, bless you, the
«captain i A man. The way he talked to
¢, and the look he gave me when the
king was over—my word, I'll never
Horget it ! - -
v “T'll never forget it,”” he went on.
““And I can’t help thinking now that
Lhe was sorry he didn’t give me leave.
'At any rate, I got the money to buy the
Dora Grey for you, dad. All we've got
to do now is to se® the bank-manager,
and to buy the boat, and get her insure8.
‘Then you can go to sea and make your
fortune while your son Tom, aboard the

Flyer, will help to protect you from the
) boats.” . :

Thomas Crawley, his face beaming with
joy. his eyes ehining with the light of
pride as he gazed affectionately at his
son, and Tom set out at once to round
up Fisherman Thwaites. They found
bim down at the harbour, and the meet-
ing between Thwaites, Bill Riley, the
first hand, and pthers who knew Tom
well, and the sailor-boy, and were aware
of what he’'d done, was worth going a
long way to see. |

They next adjourned together to the
Boxing Hall, where they found Dan
Simmons struggling with the difficulties
of war-time promoting.

After his arrest Tom Crawley had
given Dan his money to mind for him.
Dan surrendred it now, and also agreed
to accompany them to the bank.

“I'll put in a word with the manager,
if it's wanted,’’ said he. :

It was not wanted. Thomas Crawley’s
reputation for honesty and fair dealing
was well known, and upon the descrip-—-
tion and conditions of sale of the Dora

'Grey having been examined by the bank

manager, and the money the sailor-boy
boxer had won in his fight with Jimmy
Yow! having been paid in, he willingly
agreed to lend the rest of the purchase-
money upon the understanding that the
fishing-boat - should be properly covered-
by insarance. -

Three days later a representative of the
bank at Weathersea, accompanied Fisher-
mian Thwaites, Thomas Crawley, Tom
Crawley, Billy Riley, first hand, Sam,
the boy, Dan Simmons, and Mary
Thwaites, second hand, to Borrowmouth,
where the purchase-money was paid
over, and the bargain solemnly con-
cluded.

The dav was cold and, fine, with a
fresh sou’-westerly breeze blowing, and
white-caps showing out at sea. i

The whole party made their way down
to the harbour at Borrowmouth, where
the Dora Grey lay at anchor. Thomas
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a..,

amlhohnc into her face tb
a2 roguish t:t';'lkb. in hgn:;z-, “t:'m

pa.h-, aren’ t we??

impulsively threw ber amms
B L
am, '
wonderful what you | bave done And ;
could love you for k"

Whereupon she hlld him once,

S Tho Blor boy drey back, balf

e K- pleased,
half-annoyed. had never done that
before, excephns at Christmastime and’
an her or his Birthday., .

A sort of thrill ran thm;b ham. He

hu but his eyebrows came tagether,
like a flash, he remembered Bob

Bandle, remembered that ‘Thwaites

bad been out walking with many

e b et his life, perha

or time In

bhe was jealous; but as yet t

could not rstand wlq

Grog. whate Buoy bond avenyihing ship:

rey, where ev

shape and ready far the voyage

h.‘l:o Lee wa.:! an honest mani- His

ship was a good coe.  They shook hands

on the bargain, and Joe wished the

‘Weathersea ﬁshemnn the best of luek.

“ If only you get as much oat of her,”
said he, pattmg the bulwark of the Ill.l?
affectionately. ‘“as I have done, and
rackon vou will, Thomas Crawley, bemg.
a first-class Gsherman, you'll get all
pa:d for HAr pack soon, and a great eal
more bes:.':9; and you carry my hest
nwshes = . you, mate.”

An hou: lahrtluysatsail. mdastho

dusk ef -
and sea, md tho bnrm:ngw.ds

@=. the Dora Grey, after a and
niaventfal voyage, came safely mtohaa-

ﬁuwley’i faeo lit up at nght of her.
M y-hnenndofc ad he admired the
. fishing-smack when he had ran across her
atsea.orwhanshahadcomemﬁohr
bouratWesthetmmpnnmtofhr-

Elta Jane had been a handier
bml.porhapc. but certainly not a better
-craft, and as he realised thuf. he owed
.the pouamon of this new fishing-boat
to s so Tom, the sturdy, weather-
hllen herman broke down.
R “'l'ommy lad.” he said, with the tears
falling from his eyes, ‘' God bless you and
~you. I don'$ think any father
' ever had a braver or more dutiful son.”
Tbmhadsl'mnpmhnthroat, and was
-to corying, too. - Mary Thwaies
dooddmetot em with her face turned
seaward. Her lips were trembling and
ller bosom was heaving.
- She felt tl.n:dlhe was very near to the£
._ cious aggressive. companion o
Er girlhood, Tom :Crawley, just then.
‘Nor were the others free from emotion

Jolm Thwaites broke the silence with a

r‘ﬁpﬂ"’ he cried, “thensa.

flnr follow:m wind, and !entr of day-
light left. - gl'ak'n mL th.a Dora Grey
roond home.” .
The U boats are pretty achve." re-
marked Joe Lee, her ‘late owner, warn-
ingly ; “ and they say a lot of mines have
been sawn on this part of the coast.
Whynnt wait a day or 4wo till it’s dead
calm, and then h tha shore 1>
Rnl;mdh swung Thwaites, mtli s roar-
_ing lau
| -"‘antthol'!boats'" hee.ned. 4 Who
eatesa fig for them? He's a poor sort of
sesman whe’d s kuﬂrmhubo;r when it';
tha duty of e Britisher to comman
themtfﬂel:r?‘fhom we leave the}|: ur, to the ringing cheers of the
‘decision to you. Are you going to leave } ' - sqthersea fishermen, who had n&hered
" the Dora (irey here, or shall you sail]. . :he quay. fo watch ber m
~ her back to ‘Weathersea ?” - And ‘so Fisherman Crurley brmght
=~ “3m gﬁrsh harback," ﬂld_‘-;newboathom |
- Ton's fa )

- 48 a gmn 3t .
',“-A-:%’t*h lokafmarc & ™ Dunngthedau&atfollowed'l'how

"-".C

. Maga bn.cll . Orawley devoted the best of his time to :
m‘h-l_a Mhd better 80 'nahm:,md theDuaGmybemgam
“Mar: - smledscomfnlly ~ fgood sen boat, and h;rck.aakh of

© @ s by train?’ she cried. - \12; | best,.and i order, s was in. et
Mr. ¢ - ev. Dm second hand . -m9 Such fish as he broaght mto market:
: ghip, - *"’mgomg'tosmlmtbl: sald at high - rales, and ﬂ%
TAng - Eaahed a 'beammg e at pointed to a speedy vepayment
'.l'om mnhd hﬂl’ : As for Tom Crawley, what with his

“’b" he said, going _up__ to her, work aboard the F‘F_’a ""h M"

- e "
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ashore, his meetings, his quarrels with
Mary Thwaites, his joy at his father's
success, he wus as happy as the day
was long.

The Flyer was soon patched up, and

her sca trials at once began.

She answered them well, but did not
speed up with _her old celerity.

Her engines laboured a bit, in apite
of all the engiuecrs could do. How-
ever, there she was, a fast boat still,
ready to go out and meet the German
ruiders, if any of them dared to show
their noses on that part of the coast.

Her crew came ashore in the day-time,
and went aboard in the evening. She
luy with steam uﬁ, and always ready.

a

Captain Walsh, having completely for-
given Tom Crawley, now ignored him
altogether. Did Tom stand in his way
and salute with ceremony, the com:-

mander looked through him or past him.
If they met ashore,
been on the carth for all the notice the
skipper of the Flyer took of Lim.

Tom felt hurt. Be'd got to like the
skipper. He'd have laid down his life
for him any day. and it would have

iven him untold happiness if only
g‘aptain Walsh had thrown him a nod
or mado 8 sig. L

One night Tom was lying in his ham-
mock, listenipg to the ripple of the
water a8 it ran along the thin iron side
of the ship. Lo

Hc had a letter in his hand.
ter was from Bob Randle. .

Tom's face was grim as he read it
through. Tt was a reply to a letter he
had sent Bob warning -him that he’d
find a peck of -trouble ii he continued
to pay attentions to Marr Thwaites.

* She’s not for the likes of you,”” Tom
had written. *‘‘ You, an cxempted man,
single, and of a fine fighting age, ought
to Be out with the army in France.
Instead of which you're at home helping
in your father's grocery business. You
are making money while better men are
dviyg for King and country, and 1t's
not fair. Anyway,. you don’t play -any
tricks with Mary. She belongs to me.”

Tom had written in temper, because
Mary had defended Bob Randle.

Here was Bob's reply. It was couched
in the mildest of terms. It pleaded for
fair play.

‘*“.You ought to kmow me better, Tom,”
wrote Bob: ‘I am only helping. my
father because we have by degrees got
rid of every able-bodied man in our

The let-

om might not have|
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employment. As it is, there are three
girls, dud. myself, and one assistant, a
soldier discharged from the army, who
saw nearly two years' fighting at the

front. The tribunal exempted me, wve-
cause they thought it a fair thing to do.
And I allow no man to judge me. As
for Mary, che and I are pals, and 1 shall
never break with her until she says she
wishes 1t. I owe you no grudge. We
had a merry little set-to at Dan Sim-
mons’s, and all T ask is that you treat
me with the same fairness that I shall
extend to you.”

In his heart of hearts Tom felt shamed
by Randle’s letter. Bob Randle had
proved again and again that he was no
coward. - . T

But there was his friendship for Ma
to annoy Tom, and so, with a scowl,
e crunched the letter up, and flung it
.-~m . L
idob  Randle was a slacker., Bob
kv zldn’t walk out with Mary.  Next
tin.« he went ashore he'd see to all that,
ar;)c} if Pob wouldn’t listen to reason,
WhY —— : N

Just then there was a hurry-scurry, a
blowing of whistles;, and the ring of
commands. . o o

Even before Tom could get out of his
hammock the Flver was on the move,
wmaking for the open sea. |

The crew were piped to quarters,
guns and torpedo-tubes were manned.

Tom flung himself up out of the close
confinement of the hold on to the wind-
swept deck to see the black shadow of
the lighthouse at .the harbour’s mouth
drifting by. L

The nose of the Flver dipped.into the
swell. From her smoke stacks sparks
and great tails of smoke were flung.

‘“’Ere,”” cried Tom, looking round
him blankly, ¢ what’s the game?” :

‘“ Why, kid,” laughed Able Seaman -
Tomkins, ‘‘ we're out after “the Ger-
raans. They've raided the coast. There
—do ver 'ear the guns ?"’ as a dull, boom-
ing reverberating echo came to them

across the heaving waters. °‘ Listen to
that now. We're gomf into action,
Tom, my lad, and good luck to us, and

bad luck to the enemy, say I—"’

Tom looked for'ard, tried to pierce the
darkness. He fancied he saw a flash, and
he certainly heard the distant guns.

And the Flyer, gathering speed, leapt
n-ildly onward at over forty miles an

our. - -

{To be continued.)
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