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YOU’LL BE THRILLED BY THIS STUNNING YARN-—-

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

CHAPTER 1.
The Party at Travis Dene!

i ¢ Y dance, I think,” said Handforth briskly.

“You'd better think again, old man.” smiled Church. Irene has already

promised this waltz to me.”

Handforth went red with indignation and wrath as Church coolly encirele.l
his arm round the dainty waist of Irene Manners, and took her off into the centre of the
floor.

“That’s the thicd time!” breathed Handforth thickly.

This was getting beyond endurance. The great Kdward Oswald IHandforth., of the
Remove at St, Frank’s, had been “dished ” by cither Church or McClure for the third
time in succession. It was almost more than flesh and blood could stand.



_ OF SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE, FUN AND MYSTERY !

Five St. Frank's juniors missing ; another found wunconscious! Amaiing
things bappen at Travis Dene, the ancestral bome of Edward Oswald Handforth,
ihis weck. Mystery after mystery ; semsation after semsalion! Readers will
revel 1 every chapler of this magnificent yarn.
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These were gay times at Travis Denc, tho ancestral home of the Handsforths, The
Christmas festivities were in full swing, and the schoolboy and schoolgirl guuests were
having o really wonderful time. Sir Edward Handforth was the kind of host they liked.
Not only was there an ample and luxurious supply of everything that was good in the
-«catable line, but the whole party was a-bubble and fizzing with gaiety and life.

This evening, for example, Sir Fdward's super-radio-gramophone was providing dance
music, It was almost equal to the music that any first-class orchestra could provide, the
stately ball-room being -flooded with melodious rhythm, There were twinkling lights,
gay decorations, and the floor was occupied by happy, carefree couples, Nearly all of
them were young, for most of Sir Edward and Lady Hand-
forth’s guests wore schoolboys or schoolgirls. Removites
and Fourth-Formers of St. Frank's were numerous, and
there were any number of voung ladies from the Moor
View School.

There were other guests, of conrse—Mpr, and Mrs. Stokes—
the Housemaster of the West Honse and his wife, There
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was, Mr, Nelson Lee, the famous schoolmaster-detective; there was Miss Eileen Dare,
the cgnally celebrated girl detective, "There was Molly Dare, Eileen's nicce—a pretty,
jolly happy child of about twelve. She was the particular charge of Willy Handforth.
Fiven at this minute, Willy was watching closely as Molly danced with one of the other
ot. Yrank's fags.

Willy had had most of Mollv's dances this evening, but he allowed some of his fellow
fags to have a look iu now and again. And whenever Lo did, he remaived on the
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was carnest and

watch. His expression _
his usual

thoughtful—very different from

carefree, mischievous attitude.
For Willy never forgot for a single

moment that there were some mysterious men

—deadly enemies—who had traced Eilecen
Dare and her niece to this stately old
home in mid-Suffolk Only a day or two

carlier they had attempted to kidnap Molly,
and had been frustrated at the last moment,

Willy and Molly were close chums-——which
was all the more surprising, because Willy
had frequently expressed a lofty contempt for
girls of any kind. Now he was changed.
It wasn’t that he was “‘smitten ”; he really
liked Molly. She was a jolly sort of girl, and
sensibie, too. She appealed to Willy wum-
wensely.  And now tha' she was in dangex
he had made up his mind that he would pro-
tect. her. All his fag friends were on the
wateh, too. Willy had given his orders;
Molly was to be guarded and protected.

Not that there was much danger at a time
like this. The mysterious encmy was hardly
likely to take any action in the nndst of
these Christmas festivities, However, it was
just as well to be on the safe side, and Willy s
vigil was constant. He knew that outside
there were gamckeepers and other men con
stantly patrolling the grounds by Sir
IEdward's orders. It was Nelson Lee, how-
ever, who had put this idea into his host’s
head. Those grim encmies, would need to
be very clever to approach the mansion now

So, really, there was very little need for
Willy to be concerned. His elders had taken
all the precautions that were necessary, it
seced.

Nelson Lee himself was easy in mind. He
had, he felt, safeguarded Molly 1n cvery
possible way. liven 1f the kidnappers suc-
ceeded in getting through the outer defences,
‘they would I'mcgl themselves up against a
rcsolute barrier within Travis Dene itself.
For here there were many schoolboys who
knew of Molly's danger—and who were ready
to protect her. Underlying all this gaioty
and fun there was a certain tension in the
atmosphere. The boys and girls were tho
roughly enjoying themselves, and yet, at the
same time, they were holding themsclves
ready for action. Nobody really expected
anything to happen, but it was just as well
to be on the safe side.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
E was furious.
As cverybody knew, he had a par-
ticularly soft spot for Irene Munners.
He had made up his mind that he would
have every dance with her this evening. e
made the mistake, however, of taking the
thing for granted. It had never occurred to
him that he might be forestalled.

Thus, when Chureh calmly claimed the first
dance, and McClure the second and so on,
Handforth became hotter and hotter and
angrier and angrier. He badn't the faintest
idea that his faithful chums were deliberately
ragging him, Church and MecClure, in fact,
had thought it distinetly “thick ” on Hand-

forth’s part to assume that Irene would leave
her programme free solely for his benefit.
e had been boasting all the afternocon—
during tobogganing and skating—that he
would have every dance with Irene during
the evening. 8o directly after tea Church
and McClure had pounced upon Irene, much
to that blue-eyed young lady's surprise, and
had taken her into the plot. Gleefully, she
had given the first eight dances to Church
and MeClure, alternatively, By that time,
she reckoned, Handforth would have learnt

his lesson.
I'he waltz ended, and there was much
laughter and chatter. Vivian Travers and

Jimmy Potts paused as they were about to

pass Handforth, and they regarded him
with pelite inquiry.
“Something on the mind, dear old

fellow 7" asked Travers. “1 hato to say so,
but you look positively dangerous,”

“I am dangerous!” fumed Handf{orth.

“No doubt your minor has been upsetting
you—""

“Bother my minor!” broke in Handforth
fiercely. “1It's Churchy who has made me
wild, and Mae, too. By CGeorge! When I
get those two chaps alone ['in going to
slaughter them !

“Well, well,” murmured Travers. “ Per-
haps we'd better not inguire too deeply, Jim-
my, dear old fellow  One of these little
family squabbles, what?”

“Looks like it!” grinned Jimmy Potts,

They passed on, while Handforth pushed
his way through a crowd of laughing boys
and girls and made for the spot where
Church and MecClure were chatting with
[rene, Doris, Mary and some of the other

eirls. But just before he could reach them a
fox-trot started.
“Oh, good egg!” said MeClure briskly,

“T think this is my dance, Irene, isn’t it?”

“Y believe it is,” smiled Irene.

“Here! Hil What the—"

Handforth halted, speechless. MecClure-
had just whirled Irene off into the centre of
the floor, and once again Handforth was
left stranded. It was noticeable that Church
was nowhere to be seen. Church felt that
this was a case where diplomaey was needed.

Handforth fumed and fretted, but it was
no good. He could not very well barge in
and drag JTrene away from the Scottish
junior. Handforth could only wait, growing
more and more oxasperated. He hadn't had
one dance with Irene this evening |

It seemed an age to him before the fox-
trot was over, but at last the music ceased,
and then it was announced that there would
be a brief interval for refreshments. The
guests, laughing and chatting, went erowding
towards the buffet.

Handforth's eyes gleamed as he noted that
Church had reappeared, and that he and
McClure were escorting Irene to a little tablo

set in a nook The girl herself was tho-
roughly enjnyirtnlg the fun,
"Oh, halle, Ted!” she said demurely, as

Handforth eame striding up. “Is anything
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(the matter this evening? You don't look
gumte well.” ‘
“I'm well enough,” * said Handforth

thickly, “but there is something the matter.
Do vou know that I haven't had a dance with
you \Lt””
‘There's plenty of time,” smiled IIEI‘LE‘.
“And these—these silly 1d10t-
“Are you talking ﬂ.b{mi us 7" interrupted
Church coldly. “If you're too slow -

o

‘We'll go to the library,” repeated Iland-
fDlH] his voice becoming ominous. There’s
nuhmiy there now, and 1 want a few private
words with you fe.!luws.”

HE library, as Handforth bad expected,
proved to bo cmpty, _
He thrust his chums inside, elosed

the door, put his back against it, and
then switched on the lights,

*J ust a “Now!” he
minute,” inter- said, 1 an ont-
rupted Hand - WHB'S WHO AT ST. FRANK'S. burst  of right-
forth in a sup- CONS indigna-
pressed voice. tion,

“I want a word
with you two
cha ps—out in
the hall.  And
nows the op-
portunity.”

“Sorry, old
man, but it
can't be done,”
said MecClure.
“We've got to
fetech some 1ce-
cream for
Irvene.”

“Will y o u
come out into
the hall, or shall
1 drag you out?”
demanded
Handforth.
“Goodness

knows I don't
want to causo
any trouble
here tn the ball-
room, but 1f you
won't c¢come
quietly I'll jolly
well drag you
out.”

“You'd better

“What do you
think you're. go-
ing to do?”
asked Church,
with a  swil.
“This 1s a nice
way  to  freat
rucsts under
your own roof,
p22

I must say!
“Never
my own
retorted
forth. “You've
Leen pinching
my dances—"
“Rats! They
werce JIrene's
dinces—to  give
to whom she
chose !” put in
= Mac. “Churchy
and I got ahead
of you =
R ORTTre &
couple of
trattors !” roared
Handforth,
“1I've been try-
ing all the gidd,
evening to have

mind
roof |”
Hand-

try it on!” said a danece with
Church, with Irene, and one
some spirit. of you fellows

Irene  looked JOHN BUSTERFIELD BOOTS. barges in and
rather distressed. cuts me outl

“Perhaps

A prominent member of the Fourth Form,

I've had enough

ou’ : - fit! I claimed
e better €0,°  and a power of strength in the fumior fool- 411 . en o’ s
with a  quick ball team, Keen on all sports, and some- dances before
glance at Church thing of a publicity expert, R LT e
and Mch»]u}re. g f P y &g “And it's IIIT\'E’.'
“Don't wtrer your nerve 1"
about the ice-cream just now.” said Church indignantly. *You take too

Church and MeClure were rather un-
cortain after this, and while they were
hesitating lIlandforth seized them by the
arms and whirled them outside 1nro the great
hall, which was more or less deserted. How-
ever, Mr. and Mrs., Stokes were standin
near the big fireplace, where the logs blazec
and ecrackled. Handforth gave them one
glance, and he propelled his chums onwards.

“C'ome on—we'll go to the library!”

“But look here, Handy—

i

i

| caught Church

much for granted, Handy! Come on, Mac—
let’s get out of here!”
“Just what I was
McClure,
They moved towards
forth barred the way.

“Try to get past me!” he said grimly.

They  tried—but, unfortunately, they
fnilpd to realise that their leader was 1n
deadly earnest. His right came round and
full on the chest. It wasn't

going to sayl” said

the door, but Hand-
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a heavy blow, and it wasn’t a painful one,
but the effects of it were rather startling.

Church staggered back with a grunt,
tripped on a loose mat, and then completely
lost his balance. He went sprawling over
just as he reached the panclled wall, and
Le hit the wall with considerable force.

Crash |

Something seemed to go, and Church.
dazed, sat on the floor to find a dark,

mysterious opening next to him!

CHAPTER 2.
The Secret Passage!

e Y only sainted aunt!” ejaculated
McClure, staring. “ You’ve busted
the wall, Churchy!”

“1 didn’t do it!” protested

Church. “I only hit this panel with my
elbow, and something seemed to give. Well,
I’'m ‘jiggered! There's a beastly earthy
smell coming out of here.”

Handforth was staring, fascinated. .
“A secret tanel!” he murmured, his voice
uivering with excitement. “By Georgel
ne of the old secret passages of Travis
Dene'”

He had apparently forgotten his quarrel
with his chums. Ie had eves for nothing
but that cavity in the panelling.

“1 say!” ejacuiated MecClure. “You
don't really mean it, do you? There aren’t
any sccret passages in this old house, arc
there, Handy?"

“I've heard there are—but I've only
found one or two uninteresting tunnels that
lead nowhere,” replied Handforth, moving

forward. ‘Perhaps this might he something
different. What price we explore it now?
I've got an electric torch on me, and it

won't take us long! I say, what a lark!”

They all stared ecagerly into the ﬂ-ﬂ-‘i'if?'.
It was obvious that Church had accidental ¥y
struck a secret cateh of some kind—or per-
haps he had forced the panel to move aside
by the very unexpectedness of his blow.
Anvhow, the panel had slid back, and there
was very clearly a chamber, or a passage,
bevond.

“"Come on s i {
lead the wav!”

They passed through, and they found
themselves in quite a big space. There was
room enough for Handforth to turn and
examine the mechanism of the panel. He
pulled at i, and it slid back into position
with a soft click.

“Look at that!” he said admiringly. "It
works as well now as when it was made—
perbaps centuries and centuries agol”

“Can you open it again?” asked Church
anxiously.

* Easy,” Handforth, " Look
here.”

He took hold of the metal knob, pulled,
and the panel slid back in its greove. He
closed it once again, and there was that same

click,

L

breathed Ilandforth.

replied

“We can get out all right,” said Edward
Oswald, his volce tense with suppressed ex-
citement, “Come on! Let's do some cx-
ploring. Jolly good job 1 brought this
torch., Useful things to carry, my sons!”

Handforth flashed the light round, and
there were ejaculations from all of them
when they beheld a flight of dusty stairs
leading downwards. This looked like being
a cenuine discovery—something well out of
the common,

“Wait until T tell my pater
find of mine,”

about this
said Handforth exultantly.
Ile’ll probably give me a fiver for myself!
He's as keen as mustard on secret passagzes

n
“Wait @ minute !” said Church. *“What
do you mean—this find of yours? I'm the
chap who discovered the secret panel.”
I'F"’"Rmﬁ! I gave you that punch, didn’t
“Yes; but I found the secret spring——
“You biffed into the wall, and you only
touched the spring by accident,” declared
Handforth., “I gave you that punch, =o
I'm the chap who discovered the panel.”

“Well, you needn’t erow,” put in McClure.
“Perhaps this stairway won’t lead any-
where.”

Handforth led the way, and he noticed
that the dust was thick on the stairs—so
thick, indeed, that it almost seemed like a
soft carpet. Evidently this hidden stairway
had not been used for many, many years;
perhaps not for centuries. The air was
musty and unpleasant, but the juniors never
gave it a thought.

“Where the dickens are we going?” asked
Church in wonder. “The library is on the
ground floor, so we must be going right’
down into the cellars.”

“There aren’'t any cellars under this part
of the house,” said Handforth, “There
must be an underground tunnel here leading
to some other—— Hallo! Where have

1w

we
got to now?”

The stairs ended abruptlv, and Hand-
forth’'s torch wevealed a narrow passaze.

The sides were of stone, and they were fairly
reeking with dampness. Overhead, the roof
of the tunnel was crudely arched, and the
air in the place was evil-smelling. |

“Hadn't we better go back?” asked
Church dubious]y.
f “EU back! What for?"” demanded Hand-
orth.

“This is a pretty mouldy sort of plnce
to be in,” said Church. ‘‘Don't forget that
we're in our evening tozs, Handy. These
walls are filthy—"

“We can’t stop for trifles like that!”
broke in Ilandforth impatientlv. “We're
making discoveries, and if we pet our
clobber a bit dirty it won't matter.”

The passage was only just wide enough
for them to progress in single file, Hand.
forth 'ed the way, and Church brought up

the rear. And Church did not feel too cam.
fortable. Behind him stretched the nky,
impenetrable darkpess, and although he
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wa=n't a nervous bov he could not help
foeling an irresistible impulse to look over
Lis shoulder.

There were no difficulties about this ex-
ploration, there was only the one tunnel;
~0 1t was impossible for Handforth to go
vwirong, There were no side passages, which
mirht have led to confusion. And before
long Handforth came to a halt, his pro-

oress bharred. ,

“ITallo! This looks interesting.” he said
tensely. “ A whacking great door, you
chaps. Oak, by the look of it. My only

[RL,

Lat! Look at all this massive mechanism!

His chums could just see by pressing for
ward and craning their necks. The entire
space of the passage ahead was filled with

a solid-looking door. It was evidently the
entrance to  some  sceret  underground

chamber, :

**Hold the torch, Mac,”
cacerly,

McClure held 1it, and Handforth set about
the task of econquering that great oaken
woor. T'he mechanism which controlled it
was spread almost entirely over the whole
door. There were great rusty rods running
from top to bottom, and diagonally across.
There was a big spring, too, and some rusty
catches,  llandforth tugged at the rods and
l."ﬂ.‘l‘ft;l‘d all his strength, but nothing hap-
pened.

sald Handiorth

“We've got to get in here!” he said,
1 . . 5 p
breathing hard.  *' By George! It might

be a treasure chamber|”

“Oh, draw it mild!"” protested Church.

““Why  not?” continued  Handforth.
“Travis Dene is hundreds of years old, and
in the old days there might have been kings
and princes hiding there. I believe it's a
fact that Cromwell spent a week in the
Liouse. In those old days men went about
with cartloads of gold. fleceing from the
Rovalists, How do we know that there isn't
big hoard under Travis Dene?"”

“I think we'd better go back and tell your
pater,” said Church. “W¢e'll never get past
this door, anyway.”

“Won’t we?” shouted Handforth. “By
Ceorge! Something gave just then!”

He had been pulling on one of the rusty
diagonal rods, and it suddenly crcaked and
groaned. Then there came a snap, and
when Handforth pulled on the door it moved
some inches, creaking protestingly.

“"Done it!"” he yelled excitedly.
on, you chaps!”

Church and MeClure were nearly as ex-
cited as their leader Ly now. Handforth
pulled the door back and passed through,
cipecting to find himself in a big under-
ground chamber. He stared in bewilder-
ment, disappointed.

“Well, Il?m jiggered I he said.
the tunnel !

The light from the torch revealed a con-
tinnation of that dank, narrow passage.
Handy pressed on, and Church and McClure
followed.

“Whoa! Fasy. vou chaps!” said Hand-
forth suddenly. *“‘There are some more steps

<l

“Clome

“It's still

7

here. Where the dickens ean we be getting

to?"”

They were so intent upon their exploration
that they did not notice that the air was
sweeter now. It was still dank and ill-smell-
ing, but it was much casier to breathe.
They went down a flight of steps, steep and

treacherous.  There was only just room
enough for them to squecze through,
They soon came to the bottom of this

fresh descent, and now they found a wider
passage, which almeost immediately opencd
right out into a big chamber. The hight
from Iandforth's torch did not penetrate
far. There *were spaces bevond the light's
power which were impenetrably black, Over-
head there were. quaint stone arches, like a
ery pt.

“Look !” muttered Chureh, in a shaky
voice. “Oh, my hat! Look there—in the
middle ! What—what's that at the table?”

Handforth, who was jerking his toreh
round, now brought it to a halt so that the
rays were steady upon the centre of the
chamber. e caught his breath in with a
sharp hiss.

“There’s a table and chair there!” he
muttered. “And—and there's something
sitting at the table. A sort of figure——"

“Leot’s go back I" muttered Church. “Hang
it., I'm not scarcd, but o

Ile broke off Handforth advanced.
There was something fascinating—spmething
horribly significant—about that figure which
sat at the table in the centre of the big
chamber. The whole space was filled with
horrors. The air was foul again. and it
was heavy with a beastly, earthy dankness,

s

under-

niddle of this
ground place of mystery, there was——

Aud there, in the

“A skeleton 1”
faint voice.

T[IEY all stared at the grim relie in

gasped llandforth, in a

horror and wonder. It was, indeed, the
skeleton of a man, And there were even
fragments of tattered clothes hanging
about those age-old bones. The figure was
in a sprawling position, the skull resting on
the table between bony hands.
“Don’t touch 1t!"” muttered Church., “If
you do, it’'ll probably fall to picces!”
“I wonder if this is one of my ancestors?”
whispered Handforth, in an awed voice.
“By George, it makes a chap think, vou
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know!  This—fhis thing must have been
here for centuries!”

There was no doubt that he was right.
But it was impossible for the juniors to
hazard any cxplanation. Ferhaps this grim
guardian of the underground chamber had
been imprisoned by his enemies—perhaps he
had died of starvation, and had collapsed
over the table; and through the centuries he
had retained that position, which was suggoes-
tive of utter exhaustion. Or perhaps he
had been stabbed in the back. Perhaps

But what was the use?

“I think we had better go back, Handy,”
suitd McClure, trying to speak steadily. *““The
others will be wondering what has happened
to us. Besides, your pater ought to know
about this.”

“Plenty of time,’
ing himself togethoer,
for the treasure, my sous.
chap was guarding the hoard.
was a miser i

“More likely he was a political prisoner
of some kind,” interrupted Church. *“Don’t
be so certain of that treasure, Handy.
People only find hidden treasure in adven-
ture stories.”

They dragged themselves away from that
gruesome figure, and a brief exploration of
the full chamber revealed nothing. At
lcast, nothing in the way of treasure, as
Handforth had so confidently expected, But
the juniors found another tunnel opening,
which yawned mysteriously and eerily 1n
front of them. This was a much wider pas-
sage, being fully six feet from wall to wall,
and so high that a tall man could have
walked in comfort.

“Come on!” muttered Handforth,

“Wait !” urged Mae. " Let’s be sensible
about this, Handy.”

“What do you mean?”

“That torch of yours i1sn’t looking any too
bright,” replied the Scottish juntor. *The
battery’s giving out, and we don’t want
to be trapped down here in the dark, do
we? I don’t believe we’ve got a match
among the three of us.”

“There’s plenty of juice left,” said Hand-
forth, looking at the torch.

“Wouldn't it be a lot better te come
back fully ¢quipped?” asked Mac. “We
could bring three or four torches and some
of the other fellows—and Mr. Lee and your
pater, and Mr. Stokes.”

“Not likely !” said Handforth., “We dis-
covered this place, and we're going to un-
mask all its secrets. TI’'ll bet there’s a hidden
treasure down here somewhere.”

“0Oh, my hat!” groancd Church. “He's
got hidden treasure on the hrain!”

It was impossible for them to influence

replicd Handforth, pull-
“We've got to look
I'll bet this old
Perhaps he

their leader. He had the torech, and
wherever he went they had to go.
Handforth proceceded down the passage,

and it scemed to go on for ever. They must
have covered fully three hundred yards, and
there was not a turn or a dip. Here and

there a kind of recess was to be seen. and-

all these wore explored, but they led no

wheoere.
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“We must be right out under the grounds
by now,” said Illandforth wandering!v.
“Abaut balf a mile from the house, [
should imagine. Where the dickens can this
tunnel lead out 7

“There’s a sort of turn ahcad, isu't
there 77’ asked Church, straining his eyes.
Handforth held his torch steadily, but the

light from it was weak and feeble. Even
he was feeling a trifle uneasy now. The
battery was rapidly losing 1its power, as

McClure had hinted.

“I think we'd better be getting back.”
sald Ilandforth reluetantly. “Still, we'll
have a look at this corner farther on. It
won't take us a tick. Perhaps we shall como
upon the exit.”

He hurried on, and then came the surprise.

S0 suddenly that the three juniors wero
completely  taken  off  their guard--—o
abruptly that they had practically no chanco
of defending  themselves—some  figures
pounced ouf, from the darkness. The three
juniors caught a glimpse of an evil face—a
face with a scar running across it. Then the
electric torch was jerked out of Handlorth's
grip, and complete darkness fell.

Church received a blow on the side of the
head which stunned him on the spot.
MecClure tried to give battle, but a leun,
muscular arm was foreed round his throat
and he was borne to the {locor. Handforth
fought like a demeon, but he too, was scon
overpowered. In that black Stygian dark-
ness the fight was short and sharp.

A match was struck, and a candle was lit,
The three exhausted Dboys were quickly
bound hand and foot, so that there was no
possibility of them escaping. Two men
stood over them—and one was the man with
the scar. These were the enemies of Molly
Dare—the rascals who had more than onco
attempted to kidnap her!

No words were spoken. Handforth & (o,
were dragged down a narrow side passage,
and they were dumped into a cold, dirty
cell. There was an odour of stale tobacco
in here, proving that this cell had been
occupied before—apparently by the scarred
man and his companion,

Disaster had overtaken the schoolboy cx-
plorers !

s

CHAPTER 3.
Missing !

RENIS MANNERS wore a worried frown
I on her pretty brow.

“1 really can’t understand it, Marv,”
“It isn’t like Ted to go off
:"11'1{1

F-I'IE 1';}:’.. - 1..- '-"'.

she said.
in that way and not to come back.
what about Church and McClure ¥
gone, too.”

“Well, you needn’t worry,” smiled Mary
Sumrmers. “There are plenty of other nice
fellows to dance with.”

“It’s not that,” said Irenc. “I'm afraid
that Ted has been, having a dreadful scrap
with his chums.”
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Cautiously Nipper peered into the room. As he did so he felt his knees sazeing ¢ every ounce ol
strength left him and he collapsed in a heap on the floor.
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began to talk—and to make more insistent
mquiries,

It was a very late supper. It was after
eleven o'clock, and everybody was feeling
delightfully tired and happy. The evening
had been one of the most enjoyable of the
- whole Christmas holiday. Nothing had
occurred to mar the enjoyment of the occa-
gion.

Willy Handforth took little notice of his
elder brother's disappearance at first, but
he, too, was inclined to feel worried after
supper. .

“When was Ted seen last?” he asked,
coming up to a group of schoolboys and
schoolgirls in the great hall.

“He took Church and McClure out,”
said Irene. “He was very angry with them
because they had been stealing his dances.
At least, that’s what he said. They came
out here, I believe,”

“Into the hall ?” asked Willy.

WiXea”

“And haven't they ‘been seen since?”

“Well, nobody can tell us anything,” said
Irene. “We've made all sorts of inqurries,
but they’ve led to nothing. You see, it's so
difficult. You boys have been about all the
evening, and none of the servants took any
particular notice of two or three of you.
Why hasn’t Ted come back?”

“But there’s no evidence that he went any-
where,” said Nipper. ‘‘Perhaps he’s up-
stairs. Perhaps he knocked his chums about
so much—and they knocked him about so
much—that they daren’t appear again.”

“We've already thought of that,” said
Irene. " But is it very likely ?”

“We've been up to Handy's bed-room,
and he’s not there,” put in Travers. “In
fact, we've searched everywhere.”

“I wonder!” murmured Willy, looking
deeply concerned.

“Eh? What are yvou wondering?” asked
Nipper.

“It would be just like Ted to get himself
inio some serious tronble,” said Willy
grimly. “Don’t forget those mysterious
meél wh’? have been trying to kidnap Molly,
an

“(Oheese it, you young ass!” interrupted
Reggie Pitt. “There’s no evidence that
Handforth went out of doors, and it's a
cerlainty that those men couldn’t have got
into the house.” '

“"Well, you never know,” said Willy,
shaking his head. “Ted's capable of any-
thing—and Church and McClure are a couple
of asses. They allow him to mess them
about just as he pleases. I tell you, I'm
worried,”

HEY were all worried,
Sir Edward Handforth and Nelson
Lee and all the other adult guests

got to hear of the mysterious dis-
appearance of the trio. They, too, thought
little at first, but when midnight arrived
and Handforth & Co. were still missing,
there was every reason for them to feel con-
cernced. By this time, the girls had gone to
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bed, and the boys were thinking of follow-
ing their example.

“I'm wondering if Edward and his two
friends went to the library,” said Sir
Edward, as he stood with Mr. Stokes and
Nelson Lee in the hall. "I went there some
little time before supper, and I found the
lights on.”

**But nobody in the room?” asked Lce.

“Not a soul,” replied the host, *“Of
course, there may be nothing in it. Yot
I hardly think that any of t’ﬁe other hoys
would go into my library without permission.
Edward, of course, is 3iﬂ'crent; he fancics
that he has a perfect right to wander where-
ever he pleases. A headstrong boy.”

“I think we had better go to the library,”
said Nelson Lee.

They went, and Lee immediately noticed
that one of the rugs was rucked up and
ba.d!ﬂ disarranged.

“Do you know anything about this, Sir
Edward 7’ he asked.

“I don’t,” replied Sir Edward, frowninz.

“Some of the boys have evidently been
playing about in here. Infernal impu-
dence |”

“There is a graze on the polished floor-
ing just beyond this rug,” continued Leo,
searching keenly. “It is almost as though
somebody had slid along. Of course, there
1s no certainty——" :

He broke off as a tap sounded on the
door.

“Come in!” called Sir Edward.

The butler appeared, accompanied by a
rather scared-looking maidservant,

“This i1s Jane, sir—one of the scullery
maids,” said the butler. “8he has some-
thing to tell you.”

“Indeed !” said Sir Edward.

“Please, sir, I saw three boys going into
the library here while the dancing was going
on,” said the girl, “One of them was
Master KEdward, sir, and the others were
his twe [riends, Master McClure and Master
Church.”

“0Oh!” said her mastoer,
coming into the library ?”

“Yes s310."

“At what time?”

“I expect it must have been about half-
past eight, sir—or perhaps a quarter-to
nine,” replied the girl.

“Did you see them come out?”

“0Oh, no, sir—I was only paessing the end
of the corridor, end I happened to look
down,” said fthe girl. “They seemed to be
quarrelling e bit, and that’s why I noticed
them., I was carrying a tray nfy things for
the dining-room, and I forgot all about the
young gentlemen immediately afterwards. I
shouldn't have remembered, only there was
some talk that Master Edward wasn't to be
found.”

“You saw them

“Well, we at least know that your son
. - & - | i3 ] .
came into this room, Sir Edward,” =aid

Nelson Lee, after the butler and the maid
nad gone, ‘“Whethér they came out again
or not remains to he seen.”
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“But they must have come out again,”)
protested Sir Bdward, “They're not here,
arce they?"”

“I am wondering if there 1s a secret
pa<:age of any sort leading from this apart-
ment.”

“A  secret  paszage!”  cejaculated  Siv
dward, starving, “(Good gracious! A
seeret passage from the library? Quite out
of the question, Mr. Lee!” _

“But there are some secret passages in this
old house, arc there not?”

“Not that I know of,” growled Sir
Iidward impatiently. . “There’s been some
talk of secret chambers and hidden passages,
but in my belief that’s all nonzense., When-
ever a house happens to be two or three
centuries old people think that it must be
honmycombed with seeret passages,  As far
a+« [ know, the walls of this room arc abso-
luteiy solid.”

N Lour later Sir dward was intensely
A worricd—and so wa: Lady Iland-
forth,

The gamckeepers ouiside bad been
auvestioned, but they all declaved that not
a living soul had left the house between the
hours of eight p.m. and ten p.an. If it
came to that, nobody had left the house at
ail—nobody who could not bLe accounted
Sor. :

Ta spite of this, however, Nelson Lee and
Mr. Stokes and a number of the boys, in-
cluding Nipper and Willy, searched through-
out the grounds. There ‘was no trace of
1hie missing trio, Then the house itzelf was
ransacked from top to bottom. But Hand-
forth and Church and McClure had vanished
—apparently into thin air.

As for Molly Dare, extra precautions were
taken to-night—at Nelson Lee's suggestion.
Two of the gamekecpers were stationed on
the terrace immediately  bencath Lileen
Dare's window—for Molly slept in the same

room. Mrs, Stokes was in thai; bed-room,
too; she and Eileen took 1t in turns to

sit in front of the fire and keep guard over
the sleeping Molly. Outside in the corridor
there were two of the Remove fellows.
Nelson Lee was making absolutely certain
that the encmy could not possibly geb at
the child.

In the meantime, the scarch for the miss.
ing juniors continued, And 1t came to
nothing.

“I am very much afraid, Sir Edward, that
vour son has been scized by these thysterious
men who have been menacing Miss Dare’s
nicee,” said Nelson Lee at length. “It is in-
redible that your son and those other two
boys should have gone off on their own
accord, I fear that they have been seized
and imprisoned somewhere. You know this
house better than 1 do, and if you can
suggest——-=>"

“I can suggest nothing, BMr, Lee,” put in
Sir Edward huskily. “Whero can the boys
be? Where can they have been taken to?
I am more mystified than you. The whole
thing is most disturbing—most worrying {”

11

CHAPTER 4.
The Mystery of the Night!

IPPER and Travers and Reggie Ditt

N and somie others were in the great

Lull, collected round the big fire-

place, When  Sir Edward  and

Nelson Lee and Mr. Stokes in the
bovs turned cagerly.

“Any news, sir?” asked Travers,

“None,” replicd Nelson Lee. “I really
think that yvou boys had better be getting to
bed. It 1 after miduight i

“Not likely, guv'nor!” broke in Nipper.
“Handy and Church and McClure are our
chums, vou know, and we want to Lelp,. In
fact, we'd like. to remain on the alert all
night. if vou don't mind. It's an execeptional
occasion-—and it's the Remove's job.”

“Do vou think ir likely that anything will
happen during the mnight?” asked Sir
Edward wonderingly.

“Well, it 1z just as well to be on the
safe side,” replied Lee.  **We have done
everything possible, Sir Edward; we have
scarched the grounds, we have scarched
the house, and still we are at a
complete loss. All we can do now is to re-
main on the alert. To-mmorrow, if no news
is heard of your son and his companions, we
wmust inform the police.”

“Wouldn't it be better to inform the police
at once ?” asked Sir Edward.

“You can, if you wish, ring up the polico
at Bury St. Edinunds and report the matter,
but I doubt if they will take any action
before to-morrow,” replicd Lee. “For the
rest of the night we must rely solely upon
ourselves.”

“You think that the boys disappeared
frora the library, don't you?” asked DMr.
Stokes,

“I do,” replied Lee.  “How they dis-
appeared I cannot possibly timagine—unless,
as I have hinted, there 1s a sccret passage
of some kind.” .

“But that's impossible,” declared Sir
IEdward impatiently, “Iaven’t I already
told you that there 12 no secrct passage lead-
ing from the library?  Surely, if such a
thing existed, I should have known of it?
I have lived in this house all my life—and
my father and my grandfather———-"

“That neccessarily means rnothing,
Edward,” broke in Nelson Lece gently. ““It
is by no wmcans uncommon for such secrets
to be concealed in such an old house as this
for centuries on end. I shall make it mv
duty to-morrow to make a very thorough
examination of the library.”

“Well, for the rest of the night let me
keep guard there, sir,” salid Nipper eagerly.

“And I'll keep you company, dear old
fellow,” murmured Travers.

“Good man!"” said Nipper, with a nod.
“How's that, guv'nor? 'Uravers and I will
stay in the library—just to be on the safc
sido. We'll take it in turns to nap on the
big lounge. And if anything happens we'll
rouse the houschold.”

Sir Edward was impaticat.

Citnc

Sir
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“An absolute waste of energy,” he de-)
clared. “There is no carthly rcason why
ou boys should spend the night in the
ibrary. Utter nonsense! I don't agree to
it for a moment. You had far better be 1
your beds.”

“They shall go to bed, Sir Edward, if
you insist,” said Lee quietly. “They are
your guests, and they must——"

“Not at all—not at all,” broke in Sir
Edward grufily. “If you want these boys
to remain in the library, let them remain.
I wouldn’t presume to interfere with your
investigations, Mr. Lee. Your judgment is
better than mine, I have no doubt.”

in the library. They themselves had

had an idea that their time would be

wasted; but it was just as well to
take this precautionary measure.

There were other boys on duty that night,
too.

Willy, for example, insisted upon kecping
watch in the upper corridor, outside Molly's
bed-room. Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon
and other stalwarts of the Third were also
called upon to sacrifice some of their sleep in
the good cause.

When Nipper and Travers went to the
library they were accompanied by Nelson
Lee and Sir Edward and Mr. Stokes. Lee
went round the walls, tapping the panelling
and listening intently.  But, as far as he
could discover, those walls were thick and
eolid. Sir Edward watched impatiently.

“You'll find nothing here, Mr. Lee,” he
said. “‘This house was built when builders
knew what they were doing. These walls

SO Nipper and Travers took their places

are from eighteen .to twenty-four inches
thick.”

“To-morrow,” said Lee, “I will take
measurcients—with  your permission, Sir

Edward.”
“Measurements 77?

“I am not satisfied that there is no possi-
bility of a secret way out of this room,”
sald Nelson Lee, "“What 1s there, for
example, immediately below this library?”

“Nothing—but the solid earth.”
“No ccellars?”

“All the cellars are under the other part
of the house,” replied Sir Edward. “ Surely,
Mr. Lee, you can allow me to know best 1n
this matter? And once again I say that
these boys will be wasting their time by re-
maining here—and they’ll be losing their
slecp, too.”

“Don’t worry about us, sir,” said Nipper.
“We'll take it in turns, and we'll get a good
amount of sleep.”

They were left alone at last, Sir Edward
ﬁaing up to his bed-room to comfort Lady

andforth—who, of course, was intensely
worried over the whole extraordinary busi-
ness. Mr. Stokes went to bed, too. Nelson
Lee, on the other hand, had no idea of sleep.
He donned his overcoat and ventured forth

into the night. -
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“Well, this 1s a nice game,’” said Nipper,
as he put some more logs on the library fire.
“What do you think of it, Travers?”

“If 1t was any other fellow but Iand-
forth, I might think that something dramatio
had happened,” replied Vivian Travers.
“But, by Sampson, there’s never any telling
with Handy! How do we know that he
didn’t steal off of his own accord ? Naturally,
Church and McClure went with him.”

“The gamckecpers all swear that nobody
left the house.”

“That means nothing,” replied Travers.
“If Handy was on one of his stunts he'd
deliberately fool those men on guard.”

“That’s true,” admitted Nipper thought-
fully. “Well, perhaps something will turn
up in the morning. Who's going to take
first spell on the couch?”

“You are,” replied Travers. “I’ll stay
on guard for an hour.”

They had a bit of an argument, but at last
Nipper gave in. He rolled himself on the
big lounge, and was sound aslecp in less than
a minute, Travers remained on guard, and
he faithfully awakened his companion at the
expiration of the first hour.

Then he took his spell of sleep, and Nipper
kept awake,

And so it went on through the night.

were beginning to feel that they had

indeed wasted their time. Nothing

had happened so far, and there was
not one chance in a thousand that anything
would happen now. Before so very long the
domestics would be getting up and Travis
Dene would awaken for a new day.

But 1t was still a good way off dawn, and
the night was black and silent and mys-
terious. It was just that hour when every-
thing is more than usually eerie. Nipper
was on guard, and Travers was sleeping;
and Nipper had half decided to allow his
companion to sleep on. It seemed a pity to
disturb him now.

“I might as well keep guard for the rest
of the might,” Nipper told himself. *“Only
another hour or two——"

He broke off and held his breath, A
sound had come to his ears. He was sitting
near the fire, and the sound had come from
the other part of the room, which was in
deep shadow.

There was one electric light burning—a
table lamp, heavily shaded. 'The fire was
flickerings mmfortﬂ.hlfv, and it had afforded
the watchers a feeling of companionship
during their vigil, There is always some-
thi{_ng friendly about the crackle and glow of
a fire.

Scratch—seratch—scratch |

The sound came again, louder this time,
but every bit as mysterious and as eerie,
Travers, on the big lounge, stirred and then
sat up. He blinked at Nipper, who imme-
diately placed a finger to his lips.

‘““Hallo, hallo! Something doing, dear
old fellow 7 murmurced Travers, alert on the
instant,

BY five o'clock both Nipper and Travers
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“I dou'’t know—but there's a rummy sound

against that wall behind you,” breathed
Nipper,
“For the love of Samson!” ejaculated

Travers, looking round.
Scratch—scratch—serateh ! X
It camo again. It scemed to be in the

room, and yet it wasn't in the roomn. There

was 4 ghostly quality about that sound which
affected both tche listeners, They held them-
sclves tense and ready for instant action.

Somchow, they could not help feeling that

gomething was about to happen.

“Rats!” murmured Travers.

“You think that seratching sound is caused
by rats?”

“What eclse?” smiled Travers. “It's the
still hour before the dawn, and I dare say
that a couple of roystering rats are having
a nibble at the floorboards somewhere,
understand that rats are rather partial to
floorboards.”

“You're wrong,” whispered Nipper.
“These sounds don’t all come fromn the same
direction. I heard the scratching over in
the corner at first, and then it shifted along
the wall—— listen to that! By Jove! It's
rummy "

Thud-thad! There were one or two soft,
alinost imperceptible bumps, and they were
numediately followed by a repetition of the
scratching noise.

“Wait a minute!” breathed Nipper.

Ho crvept towards the door, intendine to
switch on the other lights, Travers remained
on the lounge, half amused, half zerious.
When Nipper reached the door he paused,
hi: hand rcaching up towards the switeh.

A mnew sound had come to hiz ears, and

:

this time it ceme frem outside—from the
corridor. It wasn't exactly a J
creal, but something very
like it. It was repeated, and
Nipper suddenly switched the
main lhights on in the library.

“That’s better!” said

Travers, with a sigh.’ *I
don't mind admitting that
cold shivers were running

down my spine. It's wonder-
ful how a little light restores
a chap’s courage.”

“There's nothine  here,”
said Nipper, in a Tow voice, as he looked
mumi. “but I heard something outside just
now.,

“Nerves, dear old fellow,” declared
Travers. *‘For goodness sake don't let your
nnarination—->"

“It wasn't'imagination,” interrupted Nip-
per. I tell vou I heard something along
thie corridor. You stayv here, and I'll ercep
out and have a look round, 1f anything
happens, yell!”

“Make no mistake—I'll yell
Travers.

“And if T discover anything, I'll call to
vou,” said Nipper, softly opening the door.

He crept out, and found tho corridor black
and cold.

(B

promised

Creak-ereak!
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The sound came to his cars again, and he
slowly advanced, one hand on the switch of
his electrio torch He reached the end of
the wide corridor, where it bent round, and
suddenly switched on his torch. The
light slashed through the darkness—and re-
vealed a carelessly-closed window at the
corner. A breeze was springing up with the
approach of dawn, and it was causing the
window to move slightly,

“Idiot I” muttered Nipper, thoroughly fed
up. “Travers was right—my imagination is
getting the better of me.”

He switched off hiz torch and went back
towards the library. Then he half-hesitated
in his stride. He knew that he had left tho
library door slightly ajar, but now he could
sec nothing. The lights in the library wero
out, Why had Travers switched them off ¥
They wero all out—even the little standard
lamp on the table. What on carth had
L'ravers been up to?

It occurred to Nipper that something
might have happened during his absence.
He approached with extreme caution—until
he was right in the library doorway. He
felt the door, and it gave slightly under his
pressure—proving that it was still ajar.

“Travers!” he whispered, *"What's the
came? What are you——"

Then the words choked in hiz throat, An
extraordinary senszation of bewilderment and
counfusion came over him. He felt his knces
sagging, He felt every ounce of strength
dramming rapidly ont of his muscles. Ilis
wits became more -scattered—

With a soft thud, Nipper collapsed on to
the corridor floor.

Nipper

davlight
found at the end of the corridor

came, Wwas
by Nelson Lec—stretched at full
length, completely unconscious.
Aund in the library. nothing seemed to have
been disturbed., The standard lamp was
glowing on the desk—but there was abso-
lutely no sign of Vivian Travers!

CHAPTER b.
Another ®Disappearance!

ELSON LEE was apparently unmoved,
and vet, under the surface, he wag

intensely disturbed.
Nipper unconscious—Travers miss-
I[Tere was a dramatic turn!

ing .



14

Lee himself had made no discoveries dur-
ing the night; he had been prowling about
in the grounds, up and down the lanes in
the neighbourhood of the house, and he had
f)atmi]ed the halls and corridors of Travis

cne, too. And this thinF had happened 1n
the library in spite of all these precautions.

All efforts to restore Nipper to conscious-
ness were in vain. He was carried to bed,
and a doctor was fetched., The medical man
was mystified and alarmed. He could do
nothing to bring Nipper to his senses.

“The boy's been drugged — heavily
drugged, Mr. Lee,” he declared, ‘I don’t
know what drug was employed, but he is
in such a stupor that it may beo hours before
he comes round.”

“He is in no danger?” asked Leec.

“As far as I can tell, the drug has not
affected his heart,” replied the doctor. *‘It
is beating strongly, and I have cvery reason
to hope that when he recovers consciousness
he will be himself. But I must acknowledge
that I am utterly mystified. I have never
come across such a case as this.”

Nelson Lee went away, satisfied that Nip-
per was not in any danger. But this thing
which had happened to the junior was dis-
turbing—indeed, alarming. It proved that
the enemy was gotting desperate.

And Travers? What had happened to

Travers? He had completely vanished,
whilst Nipper had only been gassed or
drugged. And why should these mysterious

men seize Travers in that way? 'Their only
possible motive would be to silence him.
Perhaps he had discovered something which
might give them away, therefore it was neees-
sary for them to kidnap him as they had
kidnapped Handforth & Co. '

Molly Dare was quite safe. There had
been no disturbance upstairs during the
night. One of Nelson Lee’s first duties, of
course, was to hurry up to KEileen Dare's
rooms and make inquiries. He found that
Molly was sleeping peacefully, and that
nothing untoward had occurred,

WILLY was looking haggard and care-

worn this morning,
He was determined, more than
ever, to stick closely to Molly; he
sensed that her peril was now growing acute,
These unknown enemies were getting ready
to pounce. If this was not the case, they
:;*muid not have seized Travers as they had
one, ~

Willy, too, was worried about hig elder
brother. He genecrally affected to scorn
Fdward Oswald, but it was, after all, only
an affectation. When Edward Oswald was
in peril, Willy worried intensely.

Not unnaturally, the whole of Travis Dene
was in an uproar this morning. Inspector
Jerrold, of Lhe loecal police, put in an
appearance in answer to a telephone call
and he brought one or two constables to
assist in the search for the missing juniors—
and to stand guard.

The guests. were anxious and excited,
Breakfast was a scrappy meal. Neither

v
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Sir Edward nor Lady Handforth appeared.
But Molly Dare came down as usual with
Eileen, and it was impossible to keep from
her that there had been some dramatic hap-
penings. And Molly, in consequence, was
deeply affected. She knew that she was
really the cause of all this.

“QOh, those boys must be found,” she said,
looking at Willy with wide, frightened eyes.
“One of them is your brother, Willy, and
it'’s all my fault—"

. *“Oh, draw it mild,” protested Willy.
“Iow can you be to blame for anything ?
You mustn’t talk like that, Molly. I ex-
pect my major’s all right, and before lﬂng'
we’ll have the whole mystery cleared up.’

There was a lot of wild talk going on
between the schoolboys and the schoolgirls,
Many of them were wondering whose turn
it would be next. Handforth and Church
and McClure had vanished, and now Travers
had followed them. Nipper was upstairs, un-
conscious, Small wonder that these other
schoolboy and schoolgirl guests were begin-
ning to feel slightly apprehensive.

Nelson Lee was rather misled by the fact
that Nipper had been found unconscious at
the end of the corridor. This indicated that
he had been attacked in the corridor, and not
in the library. It seemed, then, that there
was no menace in tho library, as Lec had
first supposed. Yet it could not be deniea
that Travers had vanished from the hbrary,

The whole affair was puzzling and baffling,

partook of their scrappy breakfast,
four other people were feeding—but
in a very different way.

They were Handforth, Church, MecClure
and Travers.

Handforth & Co., sleeping as well as they
could on the hard stone floor, and with their
ankles and wrists bound, had been disturbed
in the early morning by the noisy opening
of the door of their prison.

They were in a kind of cell—an old dun-
geon, perhaps, which had been used in the
bygone centuries. The juniors had been
dazzled by the light from an electric torch,
and they had scen a figure thrust in upon
them, and then the door had slammed, and
the bolts had been shot home,

“Who is it?"” asked Handforth huskily, as
he sat up.

“Well, well!” came a well-known voice
out of the darkness. “JI waj wondnring,
dear old fellows, if I should meet vou g

“Travers!” ejaculated the three prisoners,
in one volce.

“Unhappily, yes,” said Travers, with all
his usnal sang froid. ' Thev've got me, too,

3 ND while the guests of Travis Dene

vou see. A nasty, uncomfortable business,
I’'m not in the least impressed by these new
aquarters.’”

“You ass!” said Handforth. “You can'
<op them '™

“If 1 saw them, I should probably be
lpse imipressed rthan ever.”
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on Hand-

“How did you get here?"” went
Why

forth eagerly, “What's happened?
uac--11 t somebody come to rescue us?”

“I'm afraid the rescue squad 1z slightly
at sca,” replied Travers, as he bent double
and gently eased himself to the floor., *In-
fernal nuisance, having these wopes round
my wrists and ankles. However, I think
I rather dished them about this roping busi-
ness. A trick T learned off a counjurer chap,
Without a great deal of exertion, I belicve
I shall be able to get my hand: free.”

“Good man!” said Handforth.

“1 imagine that you were grabbed by the
enemy in the library?” inquired Travers.

“No; wo found a sceret panel,” explained
Church. “Like asses, we eoxplored it in-
stead of telling the rest of vou. And while
we were down in this tunnel we were sud-
denly pounced upor by those beastly men.
They shoved us in here, and we've been here
ever since,"

“Somehow,” said Travers, “I" don't think
we shall be here for long, Nipper and I
were in the library on the watch. Ie went
out for half a minute, and then things began
to happen. I saw your famous panrel open,
and a shadowy figure came out, holding a
revolver,  Before 1 eould give the alarm or
do anything the blighter pounced on me
and fetched me a packet which made
me lose all interest in the procecdings., I
didn’t remember much else until I found
myzelf near this prison of yours. Buat
Nipper must have noticed -mthmg and
the very fact that he didn't sfow himself
indicates that he was on !Iw alert, 1 dare
say the rescue party will come along 1n due
course,”

Travers gave a final tug. and hiz bhands
were free. A moment later he had untied
the ropes from his ankles, and he chuckled

“That was easy,” he said. in an amused
voice. ““If you fﬂllo“q would care to have
vour ropes untied

“Come on!” said Handforth tensely.

LE

were free.
But for some little time they were
unable to take any action because
their limbs were so eramped, and even after
that they found that the vault had such
strong door that there was no hope of them
breaking it down,
“ow many men arc there on this job?"
asked Travers.
“We don’t know—two or three, at lecast,”
replied Handforth,
“ Have they brought any food to vou vet?”
“Not a bite!” said Church bitterly. 1
believe they're going to starve us to death!”
“Don’t you believe it.,” said Travers.
“They'll come soon—probably with some
erub, How about pouncing on them when
they appear? You never know—we might

T[—IREE minutes later Handforth & Co.

be able to work the dodge.”
They waited, expectant ‘and hopeful. The
situation was Lertmnh better now. Travers’

advent had made all the difference.

bl Tl

1b

A full hour clapsed before there came any
sign from the vnmny. The silence of tlas
underground vault was oppressive and
rather terrifying. More than once the
prisoners inwardly wondered 1if they were
to be shut up here for good—io be left here
to starve. They could not help thinking
of the skeleton they had seen in the other
vault. He, too, perhaps, had been left to
starve in this subterrancan prison.

“Listen !” cjaculated Travers suddenly.
“Somebody coming, I think, dear old
fellows,”™

“Let's get ready!” breathed Iandiorth.
“Two of us on cach side of the door. And
when the man comes in we'll pounce on
him."

They held themselves ready, standing ex-

pectantly in the darkness. Sure enough foot-
steps sounded—growing nearer and ncarcr.
At last they halted ontside the door, and
the bolts were shot back., The door nppnml
and a gleam of light cume flashing in from
a forch.

“Detter let them bave their hands free
while they ecat this bread and cheese,”
growled a wvoice., “They're only kids, any-

how, and they can't—"

“Now !" roared Handforth excitedly.

With one accord the four juniors charged
forward., Travers wus vexed, beeause in his
opinion this attack was prewmature. Far
better to hnv walted until the men actually
came into the dungeen. Tt was Handforth's
impulsiveness which had spoilt the effect.

Indecd, this attempt at escape was ruined
practically at the outset.. For Handforth
and Church succeeded in getting throngh the
doorway, but before McClure and Travers
could follow the door itself was slammed
and one of the bolts was shot.

Thus the schoolboy party found itself
divided. The four of them 1might con-
ceivably have overpowered these two men,
but as it was the men only had Handforth
and Church to deal with—and they dealt
with them drastically,

“Hi! Come on!” guasped Handforth, as
he elenched his fists and dashed to the
attack. “We'll s=oon smazh these rotters

ar

“IKKeep that door bolied !” snarled the man
with the scarred face. “Hang it! low
cid these boys get free? Quick! They'll
give us a lot of trouble if they start run-
mng‘”

As he spoke, he lashed ottt with one of his
feet, and his heavy boot caught Ilandforth
on the shin. The unfortunate junior gave
a gasp of pain, lost his balance, and toppled
OVOeT, Simultancously  Church  was  sent
crashing against the stone wall, half-stunned
by the heavy blow that the other man had
dealt him.

The next moment both the juniors were
on the dank floor of the passage, a man on
each of them. They weve held down, and
in spite of their struggles their ankles were
roughly tied=—this time with handkerchiefs.

After that the searred man and his com-
panion wenut into the cell, and they made
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short work of Travers and MecClure. Not
that these two juniors did not put np a good
fight. They did—although it was hopeless
from the start.

Ten minutes later the four captives were
once more roped up, and now they were tied
with eruel tightness, There would be no
second chanuce of themn getling free.

“Young hounds!*” snapped the scarred-
faced man. “We'd better bring them into
the other vault—where we e¢an keep our
eves on them. They'll be safer there. We
shan't need to keep them prisoners much
longer, anvhow,”

The juniors were roughly dragged out, and
soon they found themselves in a much larger
vault where an oil-stove was burning aund
where there were one or two oil-lamps,
shedding a yellowish glow. The men were
obviously using this vanlt for thewr
temporary headquarters.

And now perhaps a few words of explana-
tion here will not be out of place. The
men had known nothing of the entrance into
the library until Handforth had stumbled
unwiftingly down the tunnel. As a matter
of fact, they had pueviously found that
heavy oaken door, but from this side there
wuas no mechanism—no means of opening it,
The three juniors had very kindly opened it
from the inner side, and had left it un-

fastened., Thus it had been ecasy for these
men to get into the library and to trap
Travers.

And now, it zeemed, they were preparing
for the climax!

— —

CHAPTER 6.
The Door in the Ruins!

. AS anybody seen Willy1”
H Ena Handforth asked that ques-

tion in an anxious, troubled voice.

Breakfast was over at Travis
Dene, and the young guests were drifting
about aimlessly, hardly knowing what to do
this morning. The whole party was upset;
and everything was at =zixes and sevens.
Groups of boys and girls stood in the great
hall, others were wandering about on the
terrace.

“Willy 7 said Tommy Watson, looking
round. “He was with Molly last, I think,
They were in the morning-room ¥

“I know,” interrupted Ena. ‘‘But then
Molly went out with Miss Dare and Mrs
Stokes. They went upstairs, I think, and
Willv remained in the morning-room.”

“Well, it's just as well for that little kid
to be kept upstairs,” said Jimmy Potts,
“You never know what might happen. And
if she’s in her bed-rocom, with Miss Dare
and Mrs. Stokes to look after her, she’ll be
safe enough.”

“Nobody seems to have seen Willy since
then,” said his sister. “My only hat! 1
hope to goodness that nothing has hap-
nened to him! It's bad enough for Ted to
aet himself into a mess, but i1t’s not like
Willy to go and do the same silly thing."”
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It wasn't long before everybody was in-
quiring for Willy, but nobody could fnd
him. Nelson Lee was informed, and Lee
soon organiscd a systematic nunt,  And 1t
was quickly estabiished that Willy was not
anywhere in the house. Ilis strange dis-
appearance had an uncomfortable effect
upon the others,

“There’s sowething uncanny abouf ,this
place,” =ard Gresham in a lew voice as he
stood with some of the other boys. “Iirst
Handforth and his chums—then Travers, and
now Willy ! They've all vanmished ! Where
are they? What's happened to them? And
who'’s going to be next?”

“That's what 'm thinking,” said Jimmy
Potts. “We fellows had better stick to-
getheor, T think, or we might find ourselves
pouneed upon and spirited away.”

“What about the girls?” asked somebody.
“They'd better be careful, too.”

It wasn't exactly a scare, although it was
very akin 4o one.  And after that the school-
boys and schoolgirls kept closely together in
big groups. They all had an eerie feeling
that they might be mysteriously captured by
these unknown cnemies if they separated.

And the disappearance of Willy remained
a fresh sensation.

~URIOUSLY c¢nough, Willy wasn’t
(_ missing at all.

At least, he hadn't been captured

by these grim enemies of Molly's.

Without any attempt at scerecy, Willy had

walked out of doors and had made his way
through the grounds.

It was just by chance that nobedy had
happened to see him. It was guite natural,
for the men on duty outside had not heen
told to take any particular notice of the
schoolboy guests; and Willy had certainly
chosen a route which did not lead him any-

where near the guards.

He was filled with anxiety gbout Edward
Oswald, and he badly wanted to get on the
track. He knew how his father and mother
were worrving, and his keenest desire was
to take some action which would bring them
camfort.

It did not occur to him that he was only
adding to their worries by going off entirely
on his own like this. As a rule, Willy was
thoughtful on such matters, but it must bo
explained that he had had no idea when
he started out that he would be awayv for
lonz. Unquestionably, he had not suspected
that his absenece would be noted and made
the subject of a [resh sensation.

Earlier that morning he had propounded a
theory to his father. He reminded 8Sir
Edward of some old ruins not very far from
the main mansion. They were the ruins of
an old wing which had once been part of
Travis Dene itself, but for two or three
hundred years this seetion had bheen isclated,
and it was now an ivy-grown, picturesquoe
ruin.

Willy, of course, was a

born explorer;
‘during many a summer holiday he

had

epent  fascinating hours looking through
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The man with the scarred face lashed out at Handforth, and the junior toppled over
Simultaneously Church was sent crashing against the wall by the other man.

those ruins, and he had found more than
one entrance to a vault or crypt. He had a
vacue idea that there was an underground
tunnel  which linked wup the ruins with
Travis Dene, but he had never been able to
find it.

I1is theory was that the men must have
discovered the old tunnel, and by this means,
pervhaps, they had got mto the house, Un-
fortunately, Sir Idward had pooh-poohed
the whole idea, and he had told Willy to
“run along.”

Willy had tried to speak to Nelson Lee,
but the schoolmaster-detective had been too
busy with the police to give any attention
to him. So Willy, rather fed up, had de-
cided to work on his own,

Now he was at the ruins, and he had
sitececacd o getting there unknown to a
soul,

And he soon made an 1mportant discovery.

As he was perfeetly ready to admit. he
made this discovery by sheer chanee. Tor
no sooner had he entered the runins than he
fancied he heard stealthy footsteps. With
the quickness of a fox, he withdrew behind a
mass of creepers, and stood there motion-
lesz, his heart beating rapidly.

It was more than likely that the stealthy

sounds were cauzed by one of the game-
keepers, or perhaps by a policeman. Still,
it was Willy's poliecy to be cautious. And

c0. in order to he on the safe side, he con-
coaled himself.

He was well rewarded.

For, as he crouched there, peeping
through a mass of leaves, he saw a straneer,
The man’s very appearance was suspicious.
lie was walking on tip-toe. and he was on
the alert. He had come from the direction
of a narrow lane which ran just on tho
other side of a neighbouring wall. Now
ne approached one of the ivy-clad buttressed
walls of the ruins, and he suddenly vanished.

Willy Dblinked.

The man had simply gone through the
sercen of ivy, apparently into the solid wall
itself. The thing was uncanny. Willy
wias on the point of moving out of his own
conccalment when he drew . himself back.
The man had reappeared, and now he went
off in the direetion from which he had
originally come.

“Rummy " muttered Willy.
game ?"

He was agog with inward excitement ove:
this discovery of his. He could hardly be.
lieve in his good fortune [t ccemed toq
good to Dbe true. Within the first ten
minutes of his mvestization he had learncd
something of paramount importance,

He waited until the sounds of the man’s
footsteps died away; then he crept from his
hiding-place and ran quickly across to the
other wall. He parted the 1vy and peered
into the gloom.

“My only sainted aunt !

“What's th:

he cinenlated,
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Instead of a solid wall, there was a big )

crevice. Some of the big stones were out of
place, 1t seemed. Willy pressed upon them,
and they moved heavily inwards,

Then he knew the truth.

This wall was not as solid as 1t looked.
There was a door here—a door which
seemed to be a part of the wall itself when
closed. But it was ajar now—and this in-
dicated, to Willy’s shrewd mind, that the
man had only gone away temporarily. Other-
wise he would not have left that door in this
condition, :

“It’s nmow or mnever,” muttered Willy,
making up his mind on the second.

He pushed on the stonework, and it went
farther inwards, He erept through and
found himself in a dark, dank tunnel. Willy
hesitated here, wondering what he should
do. If he went forward he might casily
come face to face with some other members
of the gang. And, single-handed and un-
armed, how could he hope te put up any
sort of a successful fight?

Far better to hide here and wait for that
man to return. Then, perhaps, he would be
able to follow the fellow, and he might be

able to make some more important dis-
coveries.

As before, Willy decided that caution
would he all to his advantage. It was

Edward Oswald’s policy to rush headlong
into danger; 1t was Willy’s policy to think
beforehand.

E waited.

H Striking one mateh, he had quickly
scen a deep crevice in the stonework
of the tunnel, just behind the door.

He had erept into this, chancing whether he

would be discovered. In any case, it was

the only possible place of concealment, and
this was no time for hesitation.

As 1t happened, the man returned within
two Iinutes. He came cautiously into the
gloom from the daylight. He closed the
door quietly behind him, and flashed on an
cleetrie torch.

Willy’s heart nea-ly stopped beating.
Would tke man flash thar light round? If
0, he could not possibly fail to see the
ficure of the intruder.

But no. The man did not pause for a
momepnt. He plunged on into the tunnel.
and Willy breathed o sigh of relicf. The fag
could see that the man was now carrying a
parcel. It was this, no doubt, which had
cansed him to return. Either he had for-
gotten to bring it in the frst place, or else
he had made his preliminary trip in order
to see if the door was open. What did it
matter, anvhow? The man was there, and
Willy was able to follow him.

This was an adventure after Willy’s own
heart! Ile was enjoying every moment of
it—more particularly as it scemed probable
that he would get on the track of the missing
juniors—one of them being his own brother
Willy did not doubt ‘hat those four boys

were imprisoned somewhere in this strange
catacnmh
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Willy waited until the man had gone
some twenty or thirty yards down the
tunnel, and then . he followed. Creeping

along cautiously, he had no difficulty in
keeping his quarry in sight. He was com-
paratively safe, too, for while the man was
carrying that bright light, Willy was in
total darkness. And if the man should sud-
denly turn and flash his light down the
tunnel, Willy would probably have plenty of
time to slip into one of the handy ncoks
and crevices which he had seen at frequent
mtervals.,

But the man did not look round once. Ife
walked on, with no thought in his mind of
any possible shadower. 'The light suddenly
vanished, and Willy broke into a run.
The man had gone off down a side tunncl,
and Willy was just in time to see him dis-

appear for a second time round another
bend.

With greater caution than ever, Willy
followed—for now he could hear voices.

This was gomng to be a tricky business. At
all costs he must find out what was beyond
that bend; he must see with his own eyes.

But there was danger now—acute danger.
For if he should run into the arms of any
of these men he would be lost. Not that
Willy hesitated. He crept forward as reso-
lutely as ever, with a full knowledge of the
chances that he was taking. He arrived at
the bend, and, peering round, his heart gave
a jump.

‘here was a kirmd of wide space here, and
almost immediately in front of him he could
seo a pile of fallen masonry and stoncework,
The roof of the tunnel had collapsed here—
it had been in this condition, perhaps, for
countless years, But there, in that pile of
disordered stonework, Willy saw an excellent
hiding-place.

e crept towards it, slipped between two
of the big stones, and crouched down. He
now found that he had a perfect spy-hole—
through which he could look right into a big,
domed vault, where two or three lights were
burning, and where two men were standing,
talking.

What was more to the point, Willy could
sec his cclebrated major—and Church and
McClure and Travers, too! There they were,
111 bound up like so manv trussed chickens,
They were in a row, against one of the
farther walls.

“Tt’s not worth the risk, bringing this grub
for these infernal kids,” one of the men was
saving, in an impatient voice. * But now
vou have brought it they might as well have

i

“Well, we can’t starve them,” =aid the
other man. “We don’t need to untie them
—we don't want another scrap in here like

this morning! If we just loosen their ropes
a bit, they’ll be able—"

“We won't loosen their ropes at all!’ in-
terrupted the other harshly, “Cut that
hread into slices, and the cheese, too. They'll
manago to pick it up and eat it. If they
don’t they can go hungry!”
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CORRESPONDENTS WANTED!

Iivic Fender, Gwynfryn, Gwaenysror,
Prestatyn, NorthWales, wants to hear from a
boy on a training ship; also from a reader in
Scotland. .

Edward Woolfson, 13, Arnott Street, S. C.
Road, Dublin, wants to hear from Scouts.

Leslie C. Edens, 10, Paradise Street,
Oxford, would like to exchange ideas for
chibs with readers living in South Africa,
India, Canada, U.S.A., China and Germany.
Also desires for correspondents interested
athletics, football and  ericket—outside
Eneland, Australia and New Zealand.

Ralph Clarry, 14, Algonquin Avenue,
Toronto, Ontario, Canada, wants new series
N.L.L 1—-84 and 89, also 118-131; 10s.
offered,

W. Harrison, 28, Scalegate Road, Currock,
Carlisle, wants correspondents who are in-
terested in birds’ eggs; ages 14—16.

Jack L. Crickett, Park Street, Morrins-
ville, Auckland, New Zealand, wants to hear
from readers in Ameriea; ages 13—15.

Jumes Allan Adamson, 2, Providence Ter-
race, Lower Wortley, Leeds, Yorks., offers
N.L.L., new series, 13d, each, post free. Also
wants to hear from E. B, Waterficld.

(. Ramscar 34, Leasowes Road, Leyton,
London, E,, wants an Australian correspon-
dent who i3 intervested in birds’ eggs.

John Smith, 59, Norman Avenue, Lordship
Lane, Wood Green, London, N.22, wants cor-
respondents.

A, . Thompson 16, Parkstone Street,
Harpurhey, Manchester, offers N.L.L. old aud
1HOW Series,

Desmond Mellroy, 206, Donegall Avenue,
Belfast, offers back numbers of the N.L.L.

l

“T don't think we're any too safe in here,”
satd the man who had brought the food.
“They've got the police on the job, now.”

“ Hang the police!” said the other man.
“They'll never find us. . We're safe cnough,
And to-night we've got to act. We can't
have any more of this fooling about. The
whole thing is getting on my nerves. We
never bargained for this trouble when we
sturted the game.”

“Looks to me as if we've bitten off more
than we can chew,”

“Have we!” snarled the man with
scarred face. *“We'll see about that!
night, my friend, we're going to win!”

CHAPTER 7.
Nelson Lee Investigates!
ELSON LEE stopped his car outside

the village garage, in close proximity
to the singie petrol pump.

A man 1n overalls came out,

“Tour gallons, please,” said Lee.
i

the
To-

l

James Smith, 33, Brooksby Walk, Homer-
ton, London, E.9, wants members for &is
stamp elub.

J. H. Budgen, 41, Totland Road, Brighton,
wants N.L.L. new series Nos, 1—45.

Miss F. B. Wells, 40, Baggott Street,
Blakenhall, Wolverhampton, Staffs., wunts (o
hear from girvl readers, ages 14—15.

Miss Mary Hardy, 2, Lawson Street,Wall-
send, Northumberland, wants to hear from
girl readers for her Hobbies Club; America,
Japan and France especially,

Alfred V. Smith, 109, Jack Lane, Huunslet,
Leeds, Yorks., wants correspondents.

M. D. Forero, Apartado 1605, Lima, Peru,
South America, would be pleased to hear from
readers in South America who would like to
join the Imperial Correspondence Club of
which he is the South American Secretary.
F. W. Minde, at 100, Dalston Lane, Londou,
I2.8, the Secretary of the Club, will be pleased
to hear from readers anywhere.

F. A. Clarke, 25, Elms Park Road, Leyton,

London, E.10, wanis to hear from readers
who will help to.forin a club,
Francis H. Burrow, 4, Okeburn Road,

Tooting, London, $.W.17, wants to hear from
readers in his distriet interested 1n sport.

Willlam Burt, 23, The Downs, Altrincham,
Cheshire, would like to hear from stamp col-
lectors in Gambia, the West Coast of Alfrica,
ete.

Jack Hardy, 48, Blessbury Road, Durnt

Oak, Edgware, Middlesex, wants correspon-
dents in  Lancashire and the North of
England.

It was not really a car-ride from Travis
Dene to the village, but Lec had a reason
for deiving instead of walking, He wanted
to make a few inquiries, and he was desirous
of making them as unobtrusively as possible,

The village garage was a very buwmble
affair. At onc tvime, no doubt, it had been
merely a repair-shop for cveles. It was a

little woo.den huat, with various enamelled
signs plastered on the front of it, and there
was this solitary petrol pump on the road-
sidde.  Over the hut there wa: the wnawme,
“G. A, Lambert.” Ividently 1t was Mr.
Lambert himself who was in attendance.

“Nice dayv, sir,” remarked Mr. Lambert.

“Quite mice,” wgrecd Lee. “You don't
often get cars through Great Travis at this
time of the year, do you?"

“Not so many as in the summer, of course,
but you'd be surprided at the number of
folk who stop for petrol,” replied Mr. Lanu-
bert, conversationally. *“Now and again [
got some repairs, too.”

*Didu't 1 see a big Puick here yosterday ?”
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“Tt wasn't a Buick, sir,” said the man
“It was a Graham-Paige.”

“1 thought it was an American car, any
way,” =aid Leo.

“Goent came in to have one of his tyres re-
paired,” said Mr. Lambert. *““A Firestone
tyre, it was. Funny sort of puncture, too.
The cover was gashed pretty badly, and 1
found some splinters of wood right inside.”

“Certainly strange,” agreed Nelson Lee.
“Fortunately, we motorists don’t often have
our tyres punctured by splinters of wood.”

“I reckon this gent must have taken his
car off the road, sir,” said the garage man.
“Hit against an old stump, or something,
and a jagged bit went throught the wall of
the cover, I asked him about it' but he
told me to mind my own business, Un-
pleasant feller, he was.”

“1 dare say you meet all
mented Lee,

“Feller with a scar right across his face,”
continued Mr, Lambert. *““Not one of our
sort, as you might say. JI'rom London, 1
suppose. I thought he was stayin’ up at
the Dene at first.”

“IFrom your deseription, I hardly think
he is the type of man whom €ir Edward
would invite,” said Lee dryly.

He paid for the petrol, bade Mr. Lambert
gmrl-c{ny, and drove off.

He stopped at the village post office, which
was also the grocer’s; he stopped at the to-
bacconists, and at the little newspaper shop.
And, in the same way, he made casual in-
quiries at each of these places,

T

sorts,” com-

HE information that Nelson Lee gained
was quite satisfactory.

A stranger had been into the
grocer’'s that very mornming, and had

bought one or two loaves and a couple of |

pounds of cheese. It was
an unusual purchase, for
strangers of that class did
not make a habit of buying
bread and cheese in such a
fashion.

As ILee drove back he
took note of the route.
There was no possibility of
finding any tracks on the
main road. The snow was
beaten down by constant
traffie, until it was as hard
as macadam. But just near
Travis Dene there was a
small side lane whicech
skirted the high wall which
surrounded the property, Lee did not pausc
here, but he noted the lane, and he drove
on and put his car in Sir Edward’s garage.
Then he strolled back towards the lane.

He was impressed by the fact that a stran-
ger had bought bread and cheese that morn-
ing

“Four boys have vanished from Travis
Dene,” muttered Lee. “There is every
reason to believe that they have been cap-
tured and imprisoned by these strange men,
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I'll warrant that the bread and cheese was
purchased for those prisoners.”

He wandered round to the little side lane,
and at first he could find nothing definite,
Thero had been a number of carts along
tho lane, and these carts had made theiwr
cough, uneven marks on the frozen snow,
But-here and there, after a close examina-
tion, Leo detected the faint impression of
molor-car tyres,

Farther along his attention was attracted
by the mangled condition of a low hedge,
There was no ditech on this side, or beyond,
The hedge was so low that he could ecasily
step over it, and beyond there was a wall,
then a thick belt of trees, and beyond these
trees the ruins of the older section of Travis
Dene could just be seen.

“H'm!" mused Lee, as he stood
“This 15 rather significant.”

He stepped over the hedge, and it wasn’t
long before he found some more tyre tracks,
He was familiar with the pattern of most
motor-tyres, and he had no difficulty in iden-
tifying these as belonging to the Firestone
brand,- A car with FKirestone tyres had
plunged right over that hedge and had pene-
trated into the belt of woodland. No doubt
the car had been coneealed there—in readi-
ness, perhaps, for a quick dash away. And
Lee remembered how Molly had nearly been
kidnapped some days earlier. That attempt
had failed, and here, in the swow, was part
of the story. The men had had their car
ready, but owing to the intervention of the
St. ¥rank's fellows they had been unable to
complete their job.

No doubt. one of the tyres had been pene-
trated by a stump in the hedge. The car was

there.

| not here now, but Lee did not douot that ‘'t

was at no great distance away,

He was puzzled, however, as to th» where-
abouts of the men. He had definitely estab-
lished that they were not
staying at any of the village
uqmi and th:{e:f,rI were cer-
tainly not lodgin any-
where, Thereg E*as zji'u
cottage elose .at hand where
they could possibly be hiding
~-no haven of any kind.

Where, then, were their
headquarters ?

Lee was looking
he surveyed the old ruins.
He had an idea that an
investigation of those ruins
would not be in vain.

He carefully examined
the wall, and his trained
eyes immediately detected the marks where
people had been scaling the wall. An
ordinary observer, perhaps, would have
noticed nothing significant, but Lee kuew
what to look for, and how to look.

Over on the other side of the wall he ad-
vanced cautiously towards the ruins. There
were no footprints here, for the ground was
hard and frozen. The, snow had been drifted
into banks by the wind, and very little of
it had fallen direct. There were plenty of

rim as
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QUESTIONNAIRE !

Here are twelve fesiers for you, chums—aquestions which refer fo St Frank’s and

1is members.  Give them the ¥ once-over

? jot down the answers lo Ihose which

you know, and then compare them with the correct list which will be given, logether

wilh another sct of

Y

. Who are the occupants of Study MNo. 16
in the East House?

Where is the St. Frank's chapel situated?
What is the School House used for?
Where do the Third-Formers board?

How many Sixth-Formers occupy each
senior study?

In which Houses do the Removites board?
Wheo is the junior who is crazy on botany?
. Who is the inventor of the Remove?
When is Archie Glenthorne's birthday?

. Who are the operators at the St. Frank’s
Private Telephone Excthange?

Which school was it that Handforth went

ol

SewNo

1

11.

questions, sext week,

to for a period after he had given Lim.
self the sack from St. Frank's?

12. What was the “Silent Two''?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S QUESTIONS .

L Zhe first St. Franl's story was published
on July 28th, 1917, and 1t wus called “ Nipper
at St Frank's.” 2, Hubert Churehman,
Grorye Hollund, and FErigst Lawrence. 5.
The bell-buoy in the mouwin of Caistowe Buy,
whieh marks a trcacherous shoal, 4. Mr.

Marzhall, 5. Spratt, 6. EKight—four eacl
way. T. Cornelius T'rotwood. 8. Yes; from
6 70 10,30. 9. Zen. 10. Dirown und Gold,

11. Professor Cyrus Zingrave, 12, In the cen-

tre of the Triangle,

places where a man could walk without )
treading in any of the snow, and the erooks, |
no doubt, had taken great care to avoid leav-
ing any footprints. Lee approached the 1vy-
covered wall of the ruin, and almost at once
his attention was arrested by a tiny patch of
white on the ground, half-concealed by the
vy, He bent down and picked up—a i'mnd-
kerehief,

“Very interesting,” he murmured.

An examination of the handkerchief re-
vealed the initials “W.H.” in the corner,
Furthermore, the handkerchief bore the St.
¥rank's laundry mark, which was well known
to Lee.

“So Handiorth minor has been here,”
mused thes schoolmaster-detective. “And
he was careless enough to drop a hand-
kerchief, Yet Willy is not careless, This
looks promising.”

With great care he examined that ancient
wall, parting the ivy, and it was nnl{ a
matter of three or four minutes before Nelson
Lee discovered something of exceptional in-
terest, Some of these big old stomnes did not
scem to fit as closely as the others. There
was no dirt or moss in the crevices, Lee ex-
arained the wall with even greater care and
it was not long before he had satisfied him-
self that a portion of this wall, apparently
so solid, was really a secret door.

Pushing on it and heaving against it made
no diffcrence, however., The door was im-

movably closed.

- "Well done, Willy,” murmured Nelson
Lce approvingly. *That was a cute dodge
of his to drop his handkerchief. I haven't
the slightest doubt he did it deliberately—
knowing that he was entering this tunnel.
I'll wager everything I've got that this door
leads into a passage that joins up some-
where with the main building.”

LS —— KE—
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It was more than probable, Lee concluded,
that Willy knew of this tunnel—Willy hav-
ine lived at Travis Dene all his life, on ana
oft. Or perhaps he had followed the mysteri.
ous men. In any ease, he had left that clue
behind, a clue which had enabled Lee to
discover thia door and 1o get a “line” on
the lie of the land.

Nelson Lee did not hesitate for long. Ho
felt convinced that he had hic upon tha
hiding-place of the crooks. But 1t would
never do to smash thiz door down, thus
creating a lot of nolse—and warning the
enemy that their lair had been found.

Far Detter to proceed with 1infnite
caution,

EE walked across the gardens of

I Travis Dene, and on the terrace he

encountered one of the constables whe

kad been placed on guard. He imme-
diately commandeered this man. Ifor, al-
though the investigation was nominally in
charge of the police, the inspector recognised
that Nelson Lee was the rAaster-mind,

“I've got a job for you,” =aid Lee, a3 he
and the constable walked back towards the
ruins. “I'm afraid you'll have a colc
vigil, but you must be prepared for that.”

“Anvthing you say, sir,” said the polico
man.

They reached tho spot, and Nelson Les
indicated the hidden door behind the ivy
Then he took the constable to a neighbouz-
ing clump of laurels, and parted them.

“I want you to conceal yourself in these
bushes,” he said, *“You are to watch the?
section of the ivy-covered wall I have juat
indicated. I believe there iy a secret deme
there, and it is possible that somecbody wil
anter or emerge. INeep your ryes well opges
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and report to me as soon as any-
thing of an unusual nature hap-
pens,’”
N oR.
constable.
“1 will come out to you within
a couple of hours, 1n any case, and
vou will then be relieved,” con-
tinued Lee. “Don’t move untl
you hear from me—don’t show
yvourself under any consideration.”
Unfortunately  the  constable
failed to obey these orders to the
letter. For after half an hour had
clasped he parted the laurel
bushes and took a closer survey of
the scene. He did not quite be-
lieve in Lee’s theory. He could
not credit that there was actually
a door in that great, solid wall
of the ruin. And as it happened
the door had opened at that very

sir,” said the surprised

minute. It was just a piece of
bad luck.
One of the men was on the

point of emerging, but before do-
ing 0o he peered cautiously
through the sheltering ivy leaves,
And the first thing he saw was the face
and helmet of the half-concealed constable,
amid the laurels,

It was a grcat pity that the policeman
snould have disregarded his orders—for by
that one act of rashness he had given himself
away. Ife, for his part, knew nothing of
those cyes which had just watched him.

The man behind the 1vy closed the door
in silence, and then he went burrying back
elong the dank tunnel,

——

CHAPTER 8.
Willy Gets Busy!

i OLICE !”

P The man with the scarred face
started up as his companion came
dashing into the vault, frightened

and agitated.

“What do you
harshly.

“It's true, Kegley !” panted the newcomer.
“The police are outside—watching the
ruins! They must know of this secret
door 1™

“You're mad said the man with the
scarred  face. “Pull  yourself together,
Ronson. These country policemen are harm-
less. And if you saw one of them he was
probably pottering about by chance 4

“PBut he wasn’t1” broke in the other. " He
was hiding behind some bushes, and he was
watching the wall. It was only by chance
that I took a peep out beforechand. He
didn’t see me—he didn't know anything
ebout it. But I'll swear he was watching
that door.”

i

he man named Keeley swore,

“Then it’s Lee!” he muttered fiercely.
‘Lee’s at the bottom of thiz! No need to

mean?” he demanded

3+
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be afraid of the  ZF R .
country police—but

Lee's different, He's

put them up to 1f.

We've got to act,

Ronson—and we’ve

ot to malke it

snappy, teo!”

“Aren’'t you going 10
wait until to-night, as you said?”

“T don’t know what to do now,” replied
Keeley. “If the police are on to us we
might be trapped in here. Curse this detec-
tive fellow—and all these schoolboysl!
They've messed everything up for us!”

“1 told you it was foo:ish to come here

¥

“You can keep your sneers to yourself!”
snapped Keeley. "“We're not going to be
foiled like this, We'll get that kid—and
we’ll get her now!”

ANDFORTH & CO. and Travers,
H listening to this, felt considerably
bucked. There were indications that
their ordeal would soon be over.

The two men had not paid the slightest
attention to them; they were far too con-
cerned with their own affairs. They had

intended to lie low until night came, and
then to make a bold bid for success. Now,
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. . “I Sl WY L A 5 -y 1tiper
:; and glreat Enllnwmg masses of smoke were being carried — y e constelin woiting
e vault where lay the bound and helpless figures ofs i TOvV ing."” i

: . at oves

forth and his chums and their captors. ‘“ The place is on I{{_.uh:;,_ D I}{;}b Hfﬁh]ﬁiﬂ h’f;l:}
> 1 7 exclaimed one of the men. ‘ We’re trapped | ” stationed there by ‘c‘hanm I'mn
not satisied that they’ve dis-
covered that door—and I don't
believe they have, In fact, if

it seemed, they woul. be compelled to take
action almost at once.

For, with their exit watched, and with
capture certain if they tried to escape that

way, they had but one alternuative. That
was to make a dash through the house
itself.

But this plan would be fraught with
danger for t[l("l’tl. It seemed just as likelw.
that they would get captured that way.

They were bottled up. Their only hope was
that the secret Imm*? had not yet been dis-
covered. This gave them the advantage.
IFor if they made a sudden attack they would
do so by surprise,

They discussed these matters as they stood
there, and they were unable to come to any
definite decision.

“I tell you, Ronson, we'd better wait,”
said the man with the scarred face, at length.
“How do we know the police have found
the exit door in the ruins?”

they had they would have started
smashing it down, No, we'll
wait for a bit.”

Willy, listening amidst the pile
of masonry, felt his heart beating

rapidly. Ho was still there—
still on the watch. So far he
had been unable to formulate any
scheme that promised 1{o be
successful; Single-handed, ha

could not do much against these
men. And, very wisely, he had
remained inactive.

But now the situation was differ-
ent,

Ho knew that his handkerchief
trick had succeeded., Nelson Lee,
probably, had found that handker-

chief, and had then discovered
the stone door. He had placed a
policernan  on  guard. Willy's

brain worked rapidly.

If only he could force these
men to act at once—to disclose
the sccret way into the house—
he would probably force them inio
the hands of Nelson Lee and the
police.

FFor, 1f 1t came to a sudden
panic, the men would undoubtedly
run  towards the house exit,
They would never deliberately
take the other route, which, as
they knew, would land them into
the hands of the watching police,

And 1t was here that Willy's
ingenuity found full play.

Close to him there was a big
pile of old straw and hay. It
was quite dry, and he knew that
it must have been brought in here by these
men. Perhaps they had used it as a couch,
They must sleep sometimes, and straw, after
all. makes a comfortable bed,

Willy quickly formulated a plan.

With extreme caution, he backed out until
he stood in the wide passage outside the
vault, He could feel a distinet draught
blowing, and he knew that if this straw was
ignited 1t would waft up the tunnel—away
from the door in the ruin.

This was what Willy wanted.

Ilis work now was ticklish, With ex-
cessive care he crawled back, seired & huge
armful of straw, and edged his way back-
wards into the tunnel again, Ilis idea was
to place this straw in the tunnel zo that when
it blazed up it would block that way of
escape. The men would naturally be alarmed
at the sudden flare, and they would assume
perhaps that the police had broken through
the door and were on them. Willy figured
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that they would instantly make a dash for
the other exit—thus showing himn whire it
was, and throwing themselves perhaps into
Nelson Lee's hands,

At any rate, it was worth a trial.

It was not Willy’'s wayv to hesitate or to
waste time. Ie made one more jouarncy,
and seized another great mass of straw, )
one fear was that the rustle of it would be
heard by the men in the vauit; Lot they
were so engrossed with their own conversa-
tion, so anxious about the whole situation,

that their vigilance was relaxed.
'— ' Quite by chance he found somo
heaps of old sacking and clothing
near one of the walls, In all probability
thiz stuff had been in the vaunlt for ages,
It was damp and rotten—and would just
sorve the purpose for which it was needed.
Willy feared that the straw would blaze up
too fiercely, and that it would soon consume
itself. But if he placed a lot of this old
clothing on the top of the straw neap there
would be large masses of smoke, and the
flames would be deadened. The fire would
lust longer,

It was ouly the work of a moment or
two for Willy to grab this ol¢ stuff and
to distribute it over the surface of his great
straw boufira. Then, taking a cdeep breath,
he struck a match.

Quickly and with a steady hand he
ignited the straw against both walls and
in the middle. Simultancously the bonfire
blazed up, the flames running along rapidly
until the siraw was alight from wall to
wall, forming an impassable barrier. _

“Good egg!” muttered Willy under his
breath.

He dodged back and cencealed himself in
a ecrevice that he had previously noted. He
had figured on exactly what would happen.
The men would rush out, and they would
flee towards the other exit—the exit which
led into Travis Dene itself. Willy, having
allowed the men to pass him, would follow.

A great cloud of dense, acr’d smoke arose
from the bonfire. The flames were licking
lozily now, held in check by the damp
clothing and sacking on_ the top, and the
current of air carried the smoke in blinding
masses into the vault itzelf.

“Ilallo! Someth ng tecems to be burn-
ing.” said the man Ronson, sniffing the air.
“What on carth Good heavens 1"

He stared in stupefied amazement at the
vault exit. The smoke was pouring in in

ILLY made another discovery which
gave him much satizfaction,
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thick clouds, and through it a lurid ycllow
glow could be sccn,
“The place 1s on fi:¢ ! he gasped.
“It can’t be on fire!” shouted the
with the scarred face. “It's a
Ronson! The police must have got
thev're tryving to smoke us out!”
With  one accord they rushed for the
exit and went plunging through the smoke.
Out in the tunnel they paused. They could
see the flickering glare of the fite on their
left—in the direction of the guarded exit,
There was no going that way., The fiec
formed a%h impassable barvier,
“Quick ! said Keeley harshiy.

min
teap,
111~

T & B 'l1
:lil[‘LU 3

only one chance for us now, Ronson. Curse
them, theyv've forced our hand! We'll
make for that door which leads into the

librarv. Cot your gun handy?”

“Yes !" panted Ronson,

“Then use it if necessavy !” snapped the
other. **We'll Lold up the whole crowd—
bovs and all! Ouly we've got to get out
of that house. We're not going to be
collared now!”

They went rushing off, exactly as Willy
had aunticipated, and he prepared to follow,
But just then he heard something else—some-
thing which brought him to an abrupt
standstill, and which made himm abaundon his
original 1dea.

“We're trapped !” came a startled, half-
choking voice,  “Oh, my only hat! The
police conldn't have known that we were in
hore!  We shall be suffocated—and perhaps

burnt to death I
“Steady, you chaps!” came Handfortls
volce. “No sense in getting the wind up.
I expeet we shall be rescued before o
“Look !I”" shouted one of the prisoncrs.
“The flames are licking into the vault itself
—they're spreading ! And this straw is all
We're bound up and we cun't

round us.
cseape ! We're going to be trapped!”

Willy's heart necarly stood still.

Now that it was too late—or almost too
latc—he realised that he had inadvertently
placed his elder brother and the other
juniors in a position of dire peril. He had
only intended that bonfire to blaze up; but
in carrying the straw out of the vault ho
had left a trail of it Lehind, and thie Hames,
licking along this straw, had peuctrated into
the vault itself,

And now Willy remembered that he had
only taken a very small portion of the straw,
The whole lot of it was catching fire, and

his brother and his chuwws were being
suffocated—with the prospect of being
roasted.

This was a time for instant action.

And Willy, instead of following the men,
made a quick dash thiough the choking
smoke and flames., They were leaping up
through the vault entrance now, and Willy's
dive through the flames was an act of sheer
heroism. He was scorched and dazed, but
he got through into the wvault in safety.
Then he plunged forward through the
smother and came upon the bound juniors.

(Continued on puge 26.)
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Edward Oswald Handforth undertakes lo answer, in bhis own unique fashion,

any question ** N.L.” readers care to submil lo him.

But, although of a cerlainly

lhe resulls will be amusing and entertaining, the Editor takes no responsibilily for

thetr veracily.

H. SMITH (Kings Lynn) states this is the
first time he's written to me, and he hopes
it won’t be the last. What do I think about
it—wel], perhaps I'd better say nothing! I
certainly will not give you Irene’s home
address. And look here, just you keep your
nose out of it. Irene's my chum, and I don’t
want you treading on my corns, as the saying
goes. Sorry 1 ean’t answer your riddle: If
it takes a man an hour to walk four miles,
how long will it take a blind blackbeetle to
walk through a barrel of tar? 1 found a
blackbeetle, but 1t wasn’t blind; hence my
inability to answer your question.

‘““ JOAN " (Runcorn). Thanks for your
letter—which had no stamp on it. Grrreh!
Glad to hear you love me with all your heart,
but I didn’t tell this to Irene as you sug-
gested,
fighting——

7777 (777) writes me an extraordinary
epistle, on which is stamped a fingerprint.
This reader wants me to prove my ability as
a detective by telling him or her what he or
she is. A chimney-sweep, I should think!

“RASTUS " (Melbourne) asks me to tell
him the difference between a pillar-box and
an elephant. Well, I'm jiggered! I should
never trust you with a letter of mine to post,
“ Rastus.”

“ERIC" (Norbury) wants to know
umpteen things about Irene. Go and eat
coke !

E. P. E. MAY (Seven Kings) would like
me to give him a few tips on how to find
coiners’ den. Easy! You just pick up the
clues, disguise yourself as a farthing or u
ha’peuny, and then go and capture them.

G. MUMFORD (London). Here’s the
answers to your three questions: (1) Where is
the disease elephantiasis mainly found—in an
elephant, I should say. (2) What is it caused
by—-I don’t know. (3) What exactly is it—a
disease, I think,

I can’t bear the thought of two girls |

Write lo Handforth, clo the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, lo-day.

“BUNSEN " (Tunbridge Wells). The date
of my birthday is the 18th of April. Judging
from the aromas that sometimes exude from
Willy’s study, I should say that he IS inter-
ested in chemistry !

JOYCE BARTON (Streatham), You want
to know how many pips there are in a pome-
granate, do you? Send me one of these
veretables, and I’ll soon find out for you.
This is how 1 shall do the counting. 1 shall
get Churchy or Mac to stand against the
wall, and then I shall proceed to throw every
pip at him one by one, eounting them as I
do so. 1 cannot tell you what my face is
like. It’s beyond description. (Hear, hear,
Ep.)

“INTERESTED " (Stafford) aske where
do flies go in the winter-time? Chase one
and see. 'The difference between a cabbage
and a canary is this; you peck at one and
the other pecks at you if you're fool enough
to get near 1t

F. P. FISHER (Tooting). Interested to
hear that you're a member of the Tooting
Secret Society. Please convey my sympathies
to the society. If I cateh you going out fo
lunch with Irene next week I—I'll make
mincemeat of you and then stuff you down
your throat.

“SPARKS " (Bexhill) asks me one ques-
tion: Could I puneh him on the nese? He
bets me I couldn’t. That’s very rash on your
part, old man. I've a good mind to get out
my Austin Seven right now and pay you a
visit. But no; I rather like your hawnd-
writing, and so I’ll let you off this time.

“ARTIST " (Camberwell). This reader is
keen on drawing, and wants to know if 1'm
the same. I am. I'm very good at drawing,
and I’ve supplied the Editor with some small
sketches which 1 expect he’ll publish.
(There’s something wrong with your expecta-
tions, Handy—Ed.)
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The Peril of The Haunted Room !}

(Continued from page 24.)

“All right, you chaps!” he panted.
soon have you out of this!”

“Willy 1" yelled Handforth excitedly,

“It's all Pn fault, Ted !” went on Willy,.
“I lit that bonfire—but I never realised
that the flames would spread into the vault.
Hold tight and I'll have you free in two
ticks "

But, cven while he was speaking, he was
horrified. 'The flames were leaping towards
bem with a feroeity which was appalling,
and the fumes and smoke in the vault were
so dense that already his head was swim-
ming, and he doubted if he would keep his
senses for more thgn another minute.

1". t_”,ll!]_d !1{_‘ b{‘: i!h]n to savo Inn. I-r'niTn e rl!l"u']

these other boys? Or would he cellq;w and
perish with them in this blinding inferno ?

“I'll

CHAPTER 9.
Getting Exciting!
ELSON LEE was by no means idle,
Having left the policeman on

guard m the ruins, he had imme-
diately gone indoors and sought an
interview with Sir Edward Handforth. Lee

felt convineed that there was a enbterranean |

tunnel leading from the ruins to Travis Dene
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itself—ang he was equally certain that the
tunnel hé. its exit in the library. In that
roOm SOImew here there was a secret panel,
Lee no !¢ zer believed that Nipper had been
;tttackod in the corridor., He had dismissed
that origiaal theory of his. He had gone
back to .ie assumption that the library was
the scat of the sccret.

“You re quite wrong, Mr. Lee,” declared
Sir Idward. “Hang 1t, I’ve lived in this
honse a' my life—and my father lived in it
before v.e—and his father before him. There
has never been any suggestion that a secret
pessage leads from this library o

“That is neither here nor there, Sir

Edwarg * interrupted Lee. “We know that
a boy ranished from this room during the
night—and we know, too, that your clder son
aad 1§ companions were ln,tt seen in this
apartment. I &m convinced that they acci-
dental*s found this secret tunnel and pene-
trated it—only to fall in the hands of the
enemy.’”’

Sir Edward shrugged his shoulders.

“If vou are so certain, Mr, Lee, perhaps
you * 11l locate this secrct panel,” he said.

“But surely I ought to Lm:m. best. I am
tlw owner of this louse.’

‘7t .t vou have never ern the trouble to
take measurements. Sir Kdward,” replied
Ne'e n Lee grimly. “1 have been measuring
for some little time. and I find that there 1s
a snace behind the west wall which cannot
be . ececounted for.’
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“Indeed ! said Sir Edward in astonish.
ment.

“Do you know of any such tunnel as 1
suggest 77 asked TLee. Do you know of
any underground chamber which might lead
out, possibly, into the old ruins?”

Sir Edward shook his head.

“I've heard my sons speaking of such a
tunnel and such a chamber,” he replied,
“but I have never given much attention to
their malk. I put it down as mere schoolboy
romancing. So many old houses are sup-
hosed to have secret passages—and so many
}'1:1,1:9, none at all -that one
iIs apt to regard these
things with amusement.”

“So you have never
seriously attempted t o
locate this tunnel,” nodded
Lee. “Well, Sir Edward,
I am poing to make a
serious attempt now. The
mformation in my hands
already is significant, and
I have no doubt that—="

He broke off, alert.

“What is 1t ?"” asked Sir
Edward, in surprise.

“Tasten!” muttered Lee

tensely. ““Don’t you hear
something?  Thuds —fool-
steps !V

“Upon my soul!” ejacu-
lated Sir Edward, staring
blankly at the west wall of the library.

They were in that apartment alone.

Until
a minute ago Sir Edward had been impatient

and shghtly annoyed. Now he was
thoroughly startled, and at that moment

one of the old oak panels in the wall burst
open. At least, so it scemed to Sir Edward.
Actually, it slid back with a jarring thud.
The man with the scarred face came plung-
g out, and behind him was a second
man.

“Great Heavens " ejaculated Sir Edward.
Keeley took in the situation at a glance.

“Hands up!” he"” rapped out harshly.
“Don’t shout—don’t move! If either of you
utters a sound he'll drop—dead ! I'm mn

ecarncst, gentlemen !

“"You—you infernal scoundrel—"" began
Sir Edward.

“Hands wup, i say!” snarled Keeley.
“You'd better not let me tell you——"

He broke off as Nelson Lee made »
sudden movement. Ile pulled the trigger of
his revolver, and there was a sharp, deafen
ing explosion. The bullet hissed past Nelson
IL.eo’s ear. The next second the revolver
itself followed. The man had fAung it with
all his strength; it caurht Lee on the side of
the head, and he went reeling over.

Ronson followed his leader’s example, and
he quickly picked up a table-lamp which
was near 2y wnd flung it at Sir Edward
Althongh he dodged Sir Edward did not
entirely escape the missile, and he stumbled.
The next moment the two men had made a
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dash for the door, and they had suceceded in
getting through. :

Lee, half recovering, saw that smoke was
drifting out through the opened panel. The
very atr was pungent with it.  And Leg was
alarmed.

“After them, Sir Kdward!” he shouted.
They can't get far—the police arc outside,
and the gamekeepers, too. But you'd better
follow. I'm going down into this tunnecl.”

Sir Edward, with a gquick recovery, went
dashing out into the corridor, shouting at the
top of his voiee. Nelson
Lea jerked an electrie torch
from his pocket, and
plunged through the sccret
opeuning,

He had a "hunch ”
he was needed down in
that underground tunnel.
Perhaps it was the smoke
that had aroused his [cars.
He knew that those iss-
Ing juniors were prisoners
in the tunnel-—or, at least,
he had every reason to he-
lieve that this was the
case.

And there was
t0o; Willy had
appearcd. Some instinet
scemed to tell Lee that
those boys were in danger.

v

that

Willy,
dis-

T was fortunate that Willy Handforth was
] a boy of courage and resource, other-
wise those unfortunate prisoners would
undoubtedly have perished. Nelson Lee
would have arnved too late.

Down i that vault, where the lames were
spreading and converting the whole place
into an inferno, Willy was fighting with des-
peration and dogged pluck,

[t was natural that Willy should think of
his brother before the others. His first move
was towards Kdward Oswald, and he [ran-
tically pulled out his clasp-knife. ¥e could
hardly see what he was doing, for the
smnoke was now so thick in the vaulr that it
was liko an impenetrable fog. It gripped
his throat, it well-nigh blinded him. and it
made his senses reel.

““Hold steady, Ted!” he panted,
keep our heads, we’ll be all-right.”

With a steady hand he slashed through
Handforth’s bonds, and the next moment
Handforth was free  But he was so cramped
that he could hardly move. He rolled over
----- just in the nick of time. The flames were
licking round through the straw towards him,
and cven as he rolled away from them they
burst alight.

Willy was trying to locate the others, IHe
knew that they were lying right in front of
him, but the smoke was so dense that they
had already completely vanished.

“Kick the straw away. Ted!” he croaked.

Handforth was alveadv doing so. Ienoring
his cramped limbs,-and the azouv of “pins

“If we
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and ncedles ™ which well-nigh robbed him of
movement, he elumsily kicked the burning
straw away. IHe did so just as the flames
were beginning to surround Travers and
Church. A delay of two seconds, here, would
have been disastrous, As it was, Handforth's
action eame just in time,

Slash-slash-slash ! .

Willy was busy with bis knife, and
although it scemod to him that hours elapsed
before he cut through all those ropes, actually
only a bare thirty seconds passed.

And then, as though from far. far away,
came a voice—an anxious, horrified voice.

“Boyvs—hoys! Where are you?”

“All right, sir!” shouted Handforth, his
voice cracking in his exeitement, “We're
in here—we're safe so far!”

“Thank Heaven!” came Lee's answer.

But the famous detective was freshly stag-
pered. Ho was outside in the passage. The
bonfire was burning furiously out there, and
the. flames were spreading right across the
doorway of the vault, To him it seemed that
the vault itself was a raging mass of flames.
How could those boys be living in that fur-
nace?

But Nelson Lee did not hesitate.

Taking a deep breath, he ciosed his eyes
and plunged blindly through the vault open-
ing. He collided viclently with Willy and
Church, and nearly szent them flving. It
was impossible to see anything, The smoke
was almost solid in here. Only by a tremen-
dous cffort of will was Willy keeping his

SCNSCS.
“It's no good—I'm done!” muttore‘d
Church feebly. “I can’t breathe—I can’t
sce—-""

He had been inactive. and this, perhaps,
was the reason for his collapsing. His limbs
were eramped, too. and with his lungs choked
and well-migh bursting, he was unable to con-
tinue the battle.

Lee managed to seize him as he fell, and in
a moment the deteetive was plunging out
again—into the corridor, where there was
less danger,

In the meantime, Handforth had grabbed
hold of MeClnre, and thev both went stag-
goring - drunkenly  out into the tunnel.
Travers followed, and Willy was the last,

“Are we all here?” actked Lee hoarselv.

“I think so, sir!” gurgled Willv. *“Oh,
my hat! T didn’t mean to put those chaps
into any danger when I lit that fire! T only
wanted to scare the crooks out of their bolt-
hole !’

“You succeeded, Willy—and,
there has heen no tragedy,” said Lee. “ But
come! Wgé mnst be ont of this as quickly
as possible! Within another three or four
minutes there will be no air left, and we
shall all succumb.”

THEY never remembered how they ‘pro-

mercifully,

grqlzssed along that smoke-choked tun-
nel.

Leo led the way, and they found
the grim chamber where the skeleton kept
guard; they passed on inte the other tunnel,
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through that open doorway. and so on up
the dusty stairs to the sccret panel in the
library.

It was a nightmare experience. And when
they came tumbling out into the library,
Church and McClure and Travers all fell
pronc on the carpet, gasping for breath.
Handforth was not quite so “done,” and
Willy—who, really, Ejmu}{l have been the
first to collapse—was still in possession of his
wits., Ho went staggering blindly across to
the library door,

“Como back, Willy!” commanded Lee.
“You had better stay here——"'

“But Molly, sir!” panted Willy.
safe, sir?"

At that moment Nipper ecame running
down the corridor from the great hall,
Willy forgot to be surprised to sce him, for
Nipper was supposed to be upstairs, in bed.
However, Nipper had recovered, and al-
though he was still slightly groggy, he was
determined to be in at the finish, He had
heard the commotion. and he had dashed into
some clothes and had ecome down.

“Guv'nor!” he shouted. as he caught sight
of Nelson Lee. “What's happened here?
ireat Scott!  You all look scorched and
blackened !”

“We're safe, Nipper, and that’s all that
matters,” repited ILee.

“They've got Molly-~they’ve bolted with
her, sir!” want on Nipper. “Sir Edward
was shouting——-"

“They've got her!™ yelled Willy, horrified.
“Oh. where? Which way did they go?
Quick! We've got to save her! They've
got Molly, sip!”

Nelson Lee made no reply. He ran ont,
with Nipper at his heels. In the great hall
they found Sir ldward Handforth and the
local inspector. Both of them were looking
flustered and exeited,

“Tell me!” rapped out Tee.

“Those two sconndrels held us up!” panted
the inspector. By a piece of ili-luck, Miss
Dare was coming throngh the hall with the
child at the moment, They bhrutally knocked
her down and scizede«the little girl. They
ran off with her z

“Why didn’t you stop them?” demanded
Lee angrily,

“I was unable to de anvthing.” replied
the inspector. who had blood streaming from
his face. *“They threw a chair at me, and 1
was momentarily knocked out: 1 have only
just recovered——"""

“Ts she

I.ee did not wait to hear anv more. He
ran out through the open door, into the
sunshine. The worst had happened! These

crooks, in spite of all the precautions, had
managed to capture Molly Dare!

ELSON LFEE'S car was all in readi-
ness. Jle had left it just ontside the

garage, and there was nothing to do

but switch on and press the self-
starter,

He leapt into the car, with Nipper beside

him, and a sccond later the car was shoot-

ing off. As it moved forward, a scorched,
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The oak panel slid back and into the library jumped the man with the searred face.
to the astonished Sir Edward Handforth and Nelson Lee.

he rapped,
blackened little figure made a wild leap. He
landed aboard ‘:dfb]\’ and neither Lee nor

NlpEor took any notice. Willy Handforth,
smoke-begrimed and {ll"-hP‘wE*]ll'-(! was deter-
mined to be in at the finish. His brain was
clearing now, and he was acurely worried
about the safety of his girl chum.

Zurrrrrh-zurrrrrh |

Nelson Lee sounded the electrie hooter,
a crowd of St,
girls scattered

and
Frank’s boys and Moor View
from the drive as the hig

car came ftearing down upon them. They
were all looking eoxeited and flushed.

“The side lane, sir!” shouted somebody,
“Those men got mmto a car and went ofl
down the lane!”

“They started two minutes ago, sir!”

“Hurrah!?”

“Mr. Lee will overtako them!”

“(x0 1t, sir!”

They were more exeited than ever, and
Lee was glad of this informmation As he

drove, he quickly remembered the geography

of I,Elp district, Ie remembered, too, how
the side lane made a fairly wide detour,
owing to the intervention of meadows. If

those men obtained a good start, they would
probably completely escape. lhf_,}’ were In
possession of a very powerful car, capable
of high speeds. And now that they haa
gained this victory, they would go all to con-
solidate 1t.

“Handsup !

Then and there Nelson Lee made up his
- mind.
“ Hold tight!” he shouted,

He Tulm‘-:l the ear off the drive and wont
plunging headlong across the Travis Dene
lawns.  The schoolboys and schoolgirls
watching, gasped with consternation. IFor 2
second thev believed that Nelson Lec had loss

contro! of the car. But, no; lLece was doing
this deliberately. _
The car took the lawns in its stride,

p! lunged on over some flower-beds, charged
through a light trellis gate as EiIf}lli.’;il it had
never s*uvm} and t‘lIli*I‘"‘i‘[] with a throbbing
roar into the snow-covered parkland.

Lee accelorated now, and the powerful car

raced across the undulating, snow-covered
turf, Tle was taking a direct route—cutting

thoe
fugi-

corner. If he could reach
junction of the main reoad before the
tives he might be able to eut them off.

Tt was a bhig chance.

As he drove Lee caught a glnmpcr\ of some-
thing flashing past the hedge-tops over on
his left. It was almost a neck-and-neck race.
The crooks were in that other car, but they
were on the lane, and there were several
twists in that lane yet.

off a big

“We've got to do it!” muttered Lee
harshly.
I Te trod on the accelerator harder than

ever—until the car was plunging along like
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a thing of life. With amazing skill and)
jadgment he brought this mad drive to an
end. At the last second he lifted his foot,
applied the brakes, and the car went charg-
ing through the hedge diagonally. Nipper
and Willy hung on for their lives—and they
needed to hang on, too. The car bucked
like & broncho, and the next sccond 1t was
in tho lane, just at the point where 1t joined
the mein road. I.ce brought it to a stop,
broadside—entirely blocking the lane exit.
It was narrow, and therc was a bank on
one side and @ ditech on the other. It was
impossible for the fugitives’ car to pass.

It was coming up now at full speed—and
it was not until the final bend in the lane
was taken that Keeley, who was driving,
realised the trap, A pgasp of horror came
into his throat, and his foot went down in-
stinetively on the brake pedal. To charge
this obstruction mean instant death.

But even as it was there was insullicient
time for him to pull up on this snow-covered,
treacherous road. The big Graham-Paige
skidded, slithered sideways, and then
charged into the ditch. By a merciful
Providence it did not overturn, but sagged
to one side and then buried itself almost
completely in the drifted snow.

“Molly !” shouted Willy.

Ie found her in the snow, unharmed—
where she had been flung. Willy was grate-
ful for that snow. If it had not been there
the child might casily have been gravely
injured. As it was, she had not even suffered
a bruise.

It was the same with Keeley and Ronson.
They, too, had been flung out, but they
were at a disadvantage., For before they
could rise Nelson Lee and Nipper were
upon them.

A last bid, my friends,

- 9 h but you have
failed,” said Lee grimly.

He was filled with satisfaction. That short

cut of };is had saved the situation. But the
man with the secarred face and his com-
panion were not yet done. They were

fighting madly, Keeley was being success-
fully held down by Lee, but Ronson, with
mrn':_.' Nipper to fight, was_ getting the best
01 1Lt.

“I'll soon settle with this kid !” he shouted
hoarsely. *“Hold yvour man, Keeley! We'll
pinch their car, and we'll get away even
yot 17

But just then, unfortunately for them, a
great shout oame, and a ecrowd of St.
Frank’s fellows dashed up, having run across
the park.

And afrer that, of course,
swift.

The juniors, excited and cnergetic, hurled
themselves into the battle.  Keeley and
Ronson were dragged off, flung down, and
veritably  smothered.  Thev disappeared
beneath the mass of boys, and in next to
no time they were completely overpowered.

ithe end was

L]
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CHAPTER 10.
Eileen Dare Explains!

.5 IHEW ! That was pretty warm work,
P guv'nor!” said Nipper, wiping his
perspiring brow,

“It was touch and go, young

'un,” agreed Nelson Lee. “Thank Heaven

we were in time—and Molly is safe. She

will be in no further danger, for these men

are now in the hands of the police, and they

will receive very stiff sentences for their
villainy.”

The inspector and

the other policemen
had alrcady come

up, and Keeley and

COMING NEXT WEEK!
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Ronson were handeuffed, and were being

marched away to the local lock-up. Their
spectacular game was over.
There was plenty of excitement. The two

cars were left in the lane—they could be
moved later. Everybody went streaming
back towards Travis Dene, and Willy was
perfectly content to be by Molly’s side. She,

herself, was bewildered; she had been
thoroughly frightened upon being carried

off, but her qguick rescue had restored her
to the normal. And the fact that those
“horrid men” had been arrested made all
the difference. Molly knew that she need
fear them no longer. At Travis Dene Molly
was taken by Ilileen Dare, and hurried
upstairs, h
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Sir Edward, bustling about, relieved
Nelson Lee by assuring him that the fire had
been completely extinguished down in those
old vaults. en had been sent there with
patent fire extinguishers, and they had suc-
oceded in putting out the blaze. And, of
oourse, there was general rejoicing at the
reappearance of Handforth and the other
mizeing boys.

It really seemed that all danger was over,
and that the mystery was cleared up.

A
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“THE WORST BOY
IN THE SCHOOL!"

Who is the boy with this unenviable
reputation ? You’ll be surprised when
you know, chums. He is a newcomer to
the St. Frank’s Remove—and he’s Edgar
Fenton’s uncle ! That wants a bit of
getting used to, doesn’t it ?

This new ehap is a real ** bad egg,’’ too.

On his first night at the famous old school %

FULL hour elapsed before there was
anything like order at Travis Dene.

However, by then the servants
had got over their excitement, and

he ‘‘breaks bounds.”” But he doesn’t care;
he knows that his nephew is head prefect
and skipper !

There are worrying times in store for
popular Edgar Fenton. There’s the prospect
of a real treat in store for all readers of the
NELSON LEE LIBRARY. Don’t miss the
first yarn of this amazing new series of
sehool stories, chums, Coming next
Wednesday. .

“THE FOUR-LEGGED EAGLE!”

There’s thrill after thrill in next week’s
sensational instalment of this magnificent
detective serial featuring Ferrers Locke
and Jack Drake.
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the guests were able to think clearly, A
great peace had settled over Travis Dene
NOWw,

Handforth and Willy and the other
juniors had charged, after bathing, and one
or two of them were wearing bandages and

plaster, where they had been seorched. Their |
heads were still aching from the cffects of |

the deadly smoke fumes, but otherwise they
1 (O
were all rignt

And it was at Eileen Dare's sngmestion
that all the guesis wore eolleeted in the
great hall,

“T want vou all fo know the trnth,” said

Eileen quietly, when ihe mament eame for
her tn speak. “Tt had heen my hope, at
first, in kenp ihis matter a secerot—for,

strietly speaking, I am only acting on behalf
of a client. But the circumstances are so
oxtraordinary that an explanation 1s very
necessary.”

The guests felt that this was certainly the
case,

“When I‘came here at Sir Edward’s in-
vitation T had not the slightest notion that
I should bring all this trouble on my host,”
continued Eileen regretfully. "I am in-
tensely sorry i

““I shall be far happier, Miss Dare, if you
skip all this,” growled Sir Edward. “We
quite understand that you had no intention
of bringing this peril upon Travis Denec.
Nobody blames you. Indeed, we are all full
of sympathy, and we are glad that the affair
has ended so satisfactorily.”

“Ts Molly safe now, Miss Dare?” put in
Willy.

Fileen smiled.

“Molly is in no further danger,” she re-
plied. “1I did not bring her down, because
it is better that she should hear nothing of
the explanation that I em now about to
give yvou. She is upstairs with Mrs. Stokes,
After T have told you what I feel compelled
to tell you, I hope that the party will cou-
tinue as before,”

“I don’t think a little excitement of this
sort will upset my guests to any great ex-
tent,” said Sir Edward dryly.

And then Miss Eileen Dare exploded her
bombshell,

“I must tell you, in the first place, that
Molly is not my niece,” she said quictly.
“Her real name is Molly Stapleton.”

“Not your niece, Miss Kileen?” asked

HIOh’_

Nipper, In surprise.

“Well, I'm )iggered!” said Willy.
well, she's reajl]:.r none the worse for that.
Molly's a jolly nice girl, anyway."”

“But the story concerning her is so strange
that T almost hesitate to tell it,” continued
Kileen. *“Her father and mother, Mr. and
Mrs. Stapleton, went to India when Molly
was about five vears old. Mr. Stapleton
was an important bank official in Bombay,
and they were a very happy couple. They
sook great joy in their little daughter. And
then, tragically, both Mr. end Mrs. Staple-
ton were attacked by malaria.”

“0Oh, how awful!” murmured Irene.

“Molly was immediately sent to Mr.
Stapleton’s brother, who was also in Bom-
bay,” continued Eileen. “He was a trader
of some kind—he had only come out to
India because his brother was there, and
hecause he had always been a sponger and
a hanger-on. But Mr, and Mrs. Stapleton,
in their extremity, thought only of their
danghter, They were dreadfully afraid that
Molly, too, would catch the malaria.” ’

“But she didn't, did she?"” asked Willy.

“Molly escaped—bnut, sadly enough. Mr,
and Mrs, Srapleton died,” said Eileen, in a
low voilce. “It was a terrible tragedy, They
were dead in a week, and Molly was left
fatherless and motherless—and in the hands
nf that worthless scamp of an uncle.”

There wes a svmpathetie silonee.
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“Tor ycars Mr. Stapleton had practically
supported his brother,” continued Eileen.
“He was a drunken rascal, and it was only
Mr. Stepleton’s influence which hed kept
him  from going completely to tho bad.
After the death of Molly’s father, as you
can unegine, this man bad no controlling
influence to -guide him, He did go to the

bad.”
“And Molly was in his asked

Willy, horrified.

“IHe was her sole relative, and naturally
he had the law on his side,” replied Eileen.
“He was Molly’s legal guardian. She lived
in his house, and I fear he treated her
badly.  Mecrcifully, she was too young to
understand much; she certainly never knew
that her uncle was guilty of & great swindle
which was the talk and scandal of Bombay.”

“Do you mean that her unele was sent to
prison?” asked somicbody,

“No; he was not sent to prison,” replied
the girl detective. “This swindle involved
the rumn of a very powerful Indian merchant.
But before Molly’s uncle could escape, be-
fore the police could get on his trail, he was
punished—and he was punished in a dreadful
way. He was found murdered |”

w Ull !”

“And Molly was left without a soul in the
world I muttered Willy compassionately,

“The child never knew anythine about the
murder,” said Eileen. “She believed—and
she believes still—that her uncle went to
another pait of India ou business. For-
tunately, some friends of Mo, and Mrs,
Stapleton, who hald cowe to Bombay for a
holiday, were there at that particular time,
and they immediately took Molly into their
ownr care. As they were returning to
Englond very shortiv they brough. the child
with them., They felt it would be better for
her to come right out of that tragie
atmosphere. Indeed, they adopted Molly.”

“Did this Indian merchant—the one who
wis  swindlcd—murder her uncle?” asked
Nipper.

“'here was never any suspicion against

caret"

him,” replied Eileen Dare. “This Indian
merchant  was  an bhonourable man, and
although he had every rcason to desire

revenge against the scamp, he was not the
kind of man to commit murder. Noj; that
crime was comnitted by fanatics—people
who had suflered through the merchant’s
ruin.”

"‘Dut who were these men who tiied to
kidnap Molly ¥” asked Iandforth, in sur.
prise. ““These rotters who have been up to
21l this monkey-business here "

“I am afraid that Molly’s adoptive father
and mother were rather incautious on their
way home to IEngland,” replied Eileen.
“The tragedy was, of course, the talk of the
suloon on the homeward bound boat. The
story went the rounds continuously. Ivery-
body was talking about the scandal, and the
unfortunate position of the child, And these
men, Keeley and Ronson, were passengers
on that boat,

“I have every reason to believe that they
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are confidence men—international eriminals.
They saw a chance of making some money
here, and they acted upon the 1dea. I have
no doubt that it was their intention to kid-
nap Molly, and to pretend that they were
agents of the Indian merchant who had been
so cruelly wronged.

“Molly’s guardians received one or two
warning letters, and they were very
frightened.  They came to me, and I took
up the case. It was at my suggestion that
I went to St. IFrank’s, taking Molly with
me as my own niece. I thought that she
would be safe there—and, later, after the
attempt at kidnapping, I believed we should
be secure at Travis Dene. _

"In the meantime, I have been getting
into touch with the Indian authorities, in
the hope of establishing beyond all doubt
that these two men are 1 no way connected
with the Indian merchant.”

“And huas that information
hand ?” asked Sir Edward.

“It has, Sir Iidward,” replied Eilcen., It
has been positively proved that Keeley and
Ronson were acting entirely on their own.
Their scheme was to seize Molly and to hold
her a prisoner, and then to demand a big
sum of monecy for her safe rcturn. Failuro
to provide the money would have involved
Molly sharing the fate of her uncle. That,
in short, was the general idea.”

“A very pretty plot,” eommented Nelson
Lee, nodding. “Tﬁmsﬂ men took advantage
of the story that they heard on the liner.
Their plan was to work upon the fears of
those kindly people who had adopted the
child.  They felt that it would be easy
enough to fool them into believing that they
were  acting  on  behalf of the Indian
moerchant.”

Eileen nodded, while Sir ¥Fdward Hand-
forth breathed a sigh of relief.

“Well, thank Heaven the whole thing is
over now!” he said, *Perhaps we shall be
able to enjoy the rest of the Christmas holi-
days in peace.”

THERE was no “perhaps ' about it,

come to

Now that the shadow - had been
lifted, the Christmas purty at Travis
Dene was more jolly and happy than

cyvor.
Molly herself was a lighthearted child, and
she was not affected by the narrowness of

her recent escape. And her foster parents
arrived at Travis Dene the next duy. They
proved to be kindly, lovable people. Willy

Handforth was thovoughly happy. It didn’s
matter to him whether his girl chum’s name
was Molly Dare or Molly Stapleton. S8he
was a ripper, anyhow!

And so the Christmas party at Travis Deno
finished up the holiday in peace and harmony
—and, as Willy himself remarked, every-
thing was now all serene! '

THE END.
(Another grand series of yarns featuring

the chums of St. Frank's is starting next
week, Look out for the opening yarn, which

L is entilled: “L'he Worst Boy in the Schooll")
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ton, New Zealand, 13 a new reader, for
he (or she) asks me to state something
which has appeared in these ecolumns

quite a number of times. What is the date
of the first number of the Old Paper? Here
15 is—June 12th, 1915, Some other new
readers might be glad of this information,
too, and that’s why I’'m repeating it here.
And while we're at it, we might as well have
the tvitle, too. It was called “The Mystery
of Limehouse Reach.”

L « L

ERE’'S a South African
H reader, living in
Wynberg, who must
forgive me 1f 1've
got his name wrong. It
might be “A. Esdale,” or it
might be “G. Eldader,” or it
might be any one of a hundred
names. In fact, it’s such an
awful signature that IT've
given it up in despair, and
if this Wynberg reader hadn’t
raised a point of interest he
wouldn’t even have a men-
tion. I hope he’ll recognise
this reply, and sign his name
in a legible fashion when he
writes to me next time. Any-
how, here’s the point. He asks if boys of
any nationality can apply for membership
of the League? Of course they can! People
of all nationalities can join ”YlE St. Frank’s
League. And age or sex doesn’t matter in
the least.

E * »

Kenmore 18 a much better chap than
ho used to be. In fact, I should say
that the doubtful honour of being the
cad of the Sixth is now held by Guy
Sinelair. Anyhow, Sinclair, who used to be
one of Kenmore’s bhiggest pals, has now

THERE’B not much doubt that Simon

OUR READERS'
PORTRAIT GALLERY
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.
Things Heard and Seen By
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

IT’S evident that “A.E.0.,” of Welling-

“cut ¥ Kenmore completely, which speaks
very well for Kenmore. . Treasem, of
Altrincham, who has asked me who is the
cad of the Sixth Form, will recognise this
as a reply to his letter.

13 rather keen on reading about

MARGE?W WYTON, of Alderminster,

Archie Glenthorne. The fact i3,
Archie isn’t very keen on being
featured. He has spoken to me quite

strongly about it more than once. He comn-
plains that such stories give him too much
limelight, and he’s a modest sort of fellow.
otill, for all that, I suppose I
oughtn’t to take too much
notice of him. And if he daes
anything particularly funny in
the near future, I’ll make a
point of recording it.

» * 3

EG. T. STAPLE?S
wants to know how
many masters there
are at St. Frank’s,

who wears the longest pair of
tronsers in the Lower School,
what coloured tie De Valerie
wears on a Sunday afternoon,
and how many pockets- the
Removites have. I can’t
help thinking that Regegie’s trying to pull
my leg with these questions. So all I ecan
do is to advise him to guess the answers.

¥ W ¢

HIS week’s photograph shows us R, Jas,
Smith, of Wellington, New Zealand.

He wants me to tell him what subjects -

are taught in the Remove. ik &
thought this was of sufficient interest, I'd
make full inquiries and give a detailed list
of all the work that the Removites are sup-
posed to do, but the majority of readers, [
imagine, are not at all interested in this
direction.
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ARE YOU READING THIS

EXCITING

DETECTIVE SERIAL, CHUMS?

‘‘‘‘‘‘‘
ny

Ferrera Locke

Locke On The Traill
DIS.\I’PUINTED though ho was, Jack

realised that nothing more could be

done. Of Ferrers Locke there was

no trace; he had completely dis-

appearcd—whether to his death or not Jack
could not bear to think.

The river police motor-boat was now head-

ing for headquarters, Suddenly tho ser-
geant muttered an exclamation, and then

pointed into the darkness. The pilot stecred

rowards the spot in-

Jack Draks

The viver police relvencd {o headquarters,
and Jack had a talk withi the superintendent.
He was careful not to say anyvthing about
King Ferdinand and Prince Carlos and the
plot in which they were involved.

“What'll you do, now, son?” asked tho
siuperintendent,

“Go back to Baker Street,” said Jack, “I
don’t know what’s happened to Mr. Locke,
but if he's still alive and kicking—and I
refuse to think anything else at the moment

—that’s where I shall

dicated, and they i i 1 find him.”
came alongside the  PPrince Carlos and his conspiraiors " v .
e e s s are congralulating themselves. Fer- " o, i pappened
o ¥y B | i '
Eltgﬂlhlm:t;t” llgt& w::ira rers Loche 1s dead—or so ﬂ_‘,lgy Li::CkH w;:lid‘rui;}i'cﬁ;mll
ol 4 ‘iCcr- XL, i AlLve H| 1o 1.
and” gven then s think. Yel, bad they only known - is 1 Prince Carlos
ast sinking! Indced, . . - could think quickly
before the river 31{», the fﬂ.’ﬂOHS deleclive 15 oery and act quickly—so
police could muke mich alive and kicking ! quickly that he could

any investigations 1t
had sunk completely,

Jack had immediately recognised it as the
boat used by Princo Carlos, but ho said
nothing. He was more concerned in wonder-
anz what had bhappened to Ferrers Locke.

“Throw out a buoy, Jim, and mark the
spot,” said the sergeant to one of his men.
“Weo'll come back later.”

The ;usition was marked with a tem-
porary buoy, On the morrow a bargo would
bo moorcd there, flying a green flag, and on
her sides would be the word “ Wreek,”
painted in huge letters. And another
miyetery would ko added to the long list of
river puzzles,

vso a sinking boat

with which to recap-
ture his royal prisoncr—Locke could be just
as astute and artful. When Major Patens
struck with the clubbed revolver, he hit
Locke, but not on the head. The blow
struck the detective's shoulder.

It was obvious that Prince Carlos would
succeed in recapturing the king. There
was nothing to stop them, for both Locke
and Drake were badly handicapped.

So Ferrers Locke feigned defeat, He pre-
tended ho was stunned and allowed himself
to sink out of sight, but beneath the water
he swam, as ncar as he could, towards the
shore, He was blessed with a good senso of
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direction, and when he broke water again
and poked his head above the surface, he
saw the dim, black shape of the motor-bout,
very low in the water, creeping past the hulk
of the barge that had so cruelly deceived the
fugitives.

Locke followed, swimming almost noise-
lessly. He noticed that the motor-boat was
badly water-logged, and wondered if Prince
Carlos would succeed in getting ashore. IHe
could not help admiring the skill with which
the sinking craft was handled. 'The boat
was hardly making any speed and the tide
was sweeping her seawards, but somehow
Carlos got her past the moored barge and
brought her alongside the deserted wharf.

Locke trod water, a few yards away, and
saw the senscless form of King Ferdinand
carried ashore. Perilla was the last to leap
out on to the wharf, and he thrust the motor-
boat out mmto the river with his foot; the
craft drifted away with the strong tide. 'The
water was gaining on her and, as she slipped
away into the might, was barely .six inches
from her gunwale.

Locke swam round her stern and reached

the wharf. He found a rope langing over
the stone edge and managuj’ to haul himself
up to safety. He was cold, but there was
work to be done. He squeezed the water
from his clothes as best he could, then
hastened away.

By the gate that gave access to the dark
roadway he saw his foes, and erouched back
behind a pile of cases, while Patens,
evidently tho streng man of the gang, forced
the lock of the gate and opened it. 'They
went out, carcefully closing the gate behind
them,

Locke followed cautiously out into the
road. He knew exactly what he was doing.
Before he could resene King Ferdinand of
Abronia he had to learn a lot about the men
he was up against, He had had one good
try, but circumstances had been against him.
The next time he came to grips with Prince
Carlos and his aristoeratic gang, he meant
to be armed with a better knowledge of this
unique case,

The thing that troubled Locke most of all
was what had happened to Jack: but he
knew, firstly, that Jack was tongh, and
secondly, that Jack had been all right before
Patens had started flinging his clubbed

revolver about., In any case, he could not
help Jack now, any more than Jack could
help bim.  The thing to do was to carry on,
And that Locke procecded to do.

With Prince Carles as guide, the party
sct  off, without the slightest hesitarion,
thr{}llg}l tha dreary, davk, descrted streets
of the dingy riverside. They pursucd a tor-

tuous course, diving down dark alleys,
through dense blagk archways, our into
dreary, gloomy streets again, until (lLey

halted outside a house. There was ncthing
significant about that house; 1t was m a row
of about twenty other houses exaetly ibe
same. Locke crossed over and slunk aiong
in the shadows on the opposite side ot the
street. King Ferdinand was carrvied up the
steps. Prince Carlos opened the door with a
key, and they all went in. The door closed
very quietly, and the dingy street was
deserted again,

Locke took especial notice of that house.
It was Number Seven, Then he turned and
slunk back the way he had come, out of that
street, went round the corner, and stopped
by the blank wall that skirted the gardens
at the recar of that dingy row of houses. No
doubt at one time, many years ago, those
gardens had grown flowers, but all that
Locke could make out in the darkncss, when
he had c¢limbed the blank wall, was rubinsh
—empty tins, broken bottles, and seraps of
forgotten washing hanging on clothes lines

He had to get to the back of the ceventh
house in the row, which meant ithat alto-
gother he had seven walls to ¢limb. Some
were easier than others, but he managed 1t
All the houses were in total darkness, except
Number Seven, and there a light in an upper
room sent a beam of light out inta the
night. But not for long. Someonc pulled the
blind down with a rattle, and the cheery
gleam was blotted out.

If possible, Locke wanted to find out what
Prince Carlos and the others were doing,
and what they meant to do next. The detee-
tive surveyed the house and located the stack
pipes, but none of them lead anywhere ncar
the window of the room where a chink of
licht still showed around the edges of the
blind. So he apnroached the back door,
carefully, ecautiously,

The door was holted, top and bottom, as
well as locked, and therefore was next fo mn-

JACK DRAKE, are
foreigner,

travelling on the
PRINCE CARLOS OF ABRONIA.

(4 SO0 i IcCnree e AN s TEémoraL,
her husband: | th - {

Ferdinand to his country.

prisoner.

boat.

he interviews a Mr., Isaac Mossman, who is in the pay of Prince Carlos,
Jack are captured and are placed in a motor-boat, where they find King Ferdinand, also a
Carlos and his followers come aboard and the boat heads for London,
prisoners escape by jumping into the river, but Ferdinand is recaptured.
and disappears under the water, while Jack, drifting about, is picked up by a river police
They search for Locke, but can find no trace of hin,

(Now read on.)

HOW THE STORY STARTED,

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous London deteclive, and hiz boy assistant,
Underground wheén
Following investigations, they discover that the deed was committed by the
Grand Scigner, or Count, of Perilla, working on the instructions of

(*arlos® ambition iz to become king of Abronia, and already
he has kidnapped the reigning monarch, King Ferdinand, and brought him over to England.
The murdered man was an emissary of Quecn Zita of Abronia, who has followed to rescue
The queen asks Locke to help her restore King
The detective's investigations lead him to Thames Ditton, where

they witness the murder of a

Both Locke and

The three
Locke is stunned
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possible to open quickly.
windows were protacted by stout iron bars,
too narrow to admit a man’s body. Close
by was a drain pipe that camc out of the
wall just over the first-floor windows. It did
not go right up o the window of the room

whero Carlos was, but it served Locke’s
purpose. He swarmed wup it nimbly and
gomed the sill of tho first-floor window.

With the blade of his pocket-knife he slipped
the cateh of the window, raised the lower
sash and euntered the room.

The place was meanly and shabbily fur-
nished. TFerrers Locke decided that this was
an emergency hiding-place for Carlos and
his followers. Owing to the murder on the
cscalator at Charing Cross, the interference
of Ferrers Locke, the sudden arrival of
Locke and Drake at Dlossman’s up-river
house, they had bolted here. But with tho
atltention of Locke attracted to them and
their aetivities, it was a moot point what
they would do next.

Of course, Carlos might think that both
Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake were drowned,
but even then he could not be surve that the
Scotland  Yard officials might not pry
around, both at Thames Ditton and on the
lower reaches of the Thames, Carlos plaved
for safety.

So did Locke. He took off his bools and
crept across the room to the door. He could
hear nothing. Very slowly he opened the
door. Tortunately, it did not creak, and

Locke only opened it wide cnough to allow |

him to sidie round it out into the piteh-black
passage. Then he climbed the staivs up to
ithe next floor.

There were two doors on the next landing,
one giving access to the front room on that
floor, and the other to the back room, where
the deteetive knew that Carlos and his fol-
lowers were assembled, Locke went to the
door of the back reom, Lnelt down and
placed his car to the kevhole. The key was
in the lock, on the inside, ¢o0 lLic could sce
nothing, but he could hear.

At first the wvoices sounded all jumbled
together, then Locke, becoming more accus-
tomed to the various noisex, began to pick
out cach individual voice: the bullving com-
mands of Carlos, the sharp utterances of
Major Patens, the snarl of Perilla, and the
toadying whine of the Duke of Silene.

Locke frowned with annovance. Tie could
hear them speaking, but could nel uunder-
stand what they said. They were talking in
the native dialect of Abronia.

Locke listened, however. There was no-
thing else for him to do, and one thing

struck him. The name of the queen was
being continually mentioned.  Time and
time again he head that neme—Zita. He

heard the voice of King Lerdinand., It
sounded weak and weary, which was only
natural sceing what he had been through,
but it was still defiant. Yet Locke had an
idea that the more the name of Queen Zita
was mentioned the defiance began to fade
out of King Ierdinand’s voice.

The ground-floor |
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And in a flash Locke understood—or
guessed at the truth, He knew that Prince
Carlos was trying to force the king, not
only to abdicate in his favour, but to sign
a will leaving the Abronian forlune to him;
and Ferdinand had refused to sign.

But suppose Prince Carlos kidnapped the
queen ?  Suppose Ferdinand saw Queen Zila
in the power of Carlos?” Wouldn't that make
him sign, as Carlos wanted him to do?

Locke reckoned he wasn't far out in his
surmise, but cven then, what was the best

thing to do? . Could he rescue the king
ﬁmgi‘u-humlvd?_ He decided against tha,
It was impossible. These men were too

desperate. There was so much at stake that
they would stop at nothing. The most 1.
portant thing of all was to aafeguard the
queen, then return to rescue the king.

And even while Locke conned these things
in his busy brain, Carlos rapped out a
guttural command., Patens answered, and
then heavy feet thudded on the floor. Locke
only had time enough to move aszide and
crouch in a ecorner when the door was flung
open., A shaft of light illuminated the
landing, but Locke was in the shadow,
Patens came out and closed the door. lle
turned to go downstairs, then somcething
else occurred to him, He turncd back
arain to return to the room he had left, and
so he espied the dim figure of Locke.

He stared a moment, then—Locke sprang.
There was no time to argue. Locke's fist
crashed full in the man’s face with terriblo
force. The major reeled backwards, and
foll headlong down the stairs behind him
with o erash. Locke bolted into the front
bed-room, which, luckily for him, waa
cmpty.

And that house was silent no longer.
Helter-skelter, Prince (Parlos came rushing
out, followed by his satellites; they thudded
downstairs to pick up the half-stunned
major. By now Locke was out on the
window-zill.  Me grabbed a stack pipe and
slid down on to the front door step. The
next woment he was sprinting away up tho
street, infent on escaping.

In a way he was anuoyed. He had had
to hit the major before the major hit him,
but it was not that which worried him. The
trouble was that Carlos now kpew he was
still alive and on their teail, Not that it
could be helped. The next move was clear
before him. e lmd to get to the queen
and warn her,

Locke. although he did not realize it in
the stress of the muoment, looked a completo
wreck, His clothes were sodden, and he
wore no boots, It was not surprising, there-
fore, that when Le hailed a taxi the driver
took one look at him and drove on, yelling
oui that it was late and he was going home.

When the next taxi came along Locko
didn't stop to argue. He leapt on to tho
running-board and showed his card.

“Baker Street!” he hissed. *“*And doun's
worry about speed limits,"”
The streets were desertied, so that ex-

| cossive speed was not essentially dangerous.
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At Baker Street the taxi-driver discovered
that he had not lost on the deal, for Locke
tipped him lavishly. The deteetive went
bounding up to his flat, burst in and camec
on Jack, pacing to and [ro in the study.
But whatever agonies of mind Jack had
been through he didn't talk about themn then,
He saw from the loek on Locke's face that
there was work to do, and he was glad that

he had alrcady changed his clothes,
“(Glad to see you, guv'nor,” he said sin-

cerely. ‘“What's the next move?”
“Change first,” said Locke breathlessly,
““then to tho hotel—to the queen, I'll talk
while I change.”
Against Time!

BY the time Locke was dressed in dry

clothes he knew all that had happened
to Jack, which was not such a lot,
and Jack knew all that had happened
to Locke, which was quite a lot. And then
they sallied forth, and went post-haste to
the hotel where Queen Zita was staying.
They burst in through the revolving doors.
The night staff sprang to stop them, wonder-
ing what this whirlwind invasion meant,
Locke went up to the booking clerk. That
official was hall asleep until Locke showed
his card.
“Quickly !” snapped Locke. “The
detective! I want him!”
The hotel detective was soon on the spot,
and Locke buttonholed him.
“Queen Zita 1s stayving here?”
(Continued on ncxt page.)
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(Continued from page 31.)

*No, sir. You see "

“Don’t argue!” said Locke. “There’s my
card. You know who I am? Very well,
don't waste time. 1 want to speak with her
at once.”

**At this time of night?
retired.”

“ I*etch her maid, then. Only be quick!”

There was something about Locke that
obtained both respect and dbedience. The
deiective took them Jup to the suite of rooms
occupied by Queen Zita and her attendants.
At the door of the ante-room they tapped
and waited. The trim maid aaswered their

She may have

summons and gazed at them in astonish-
mant.

“Sorry to trouble you——"" began the
hotel detective.

Ferrers Locke swept him on one side and
faced the maid. Ile studied her intently.
She was a native of Abronia, dark skinned
like a gipsy. but intelligent.

“l want to speak to her Majesty,” he
said. “Will you please take my card to her.
It is important,”

The maid took the card and stood there
looking at it, bewildered.

“But, m'sieur,” she faltered, 1 have ze
orders not to disturb——" |

“The genecral, then,” said Locke. “ General
Morina !™

“The general has retired, sir.

“Ilas the queen retired?”

“No, sir.”

Locke frowned, and then glanced at his
watch. It was one o’clock.

“Listen,” he said, in impressive tones,
“this is a matter of life and death. You
understand ? Does the queen usually remain
up so late?”

“So late?” queried the maid. ““No,
m'sieur, nevair so late. She scems—what 1
say —not like herself.”

Locke frowned, then he lurched past the
girl and stepped into the room, which was
empty. He turned to the maid.

“Where i1s the queen?”

“In her boudoir, sir.”

The direction in which the maid
was guide enough. Locke threw all cere-
niony to the winds. There was nothing to
be gained and everything to lose by waiting
on ceremony. He strode across the ante-
room and flung open the door. '®hen he
paused on the threshold, and bowed.

The queen was there. She sat at her writ-
ing-table, vefy prim and scdate. She
frowned to see Locke there, then smiled.

“Mr. Locke, 1s it not?" she said, quite
calmly.

Locke bowed again.

“You will pardon the intrusion, madam,”
he added, “but time is against us, and the
matter 18 urgent.”

The queen rose to her feet. She looked
very reral in her evening dress.  Jewels
blazed at her neck, and the rings that

ointed
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The FOUR-LEGGED EAGLE!

adorned her fingers sparkled brilliantly.
She frowned slightly, as if worried, but
Locke was studying her eyes,

““Nothing—I1 hope—nothing is wrong " sho

sald. ' '
“LKverything is wrong, madam,” said
Locke. "They have taken his Majesty lo

a house in the ltast Iind.”

She sank down again on her chair,

“Can nothing be done?” she sighed re-
gretfully. «

“It i1s a matter of time,
Locke, eyeing her shrewdly,

“And all the time,” she retorted, "he i3
sulfering. Where are your police, m’sicur ¥”

Locke's eyebrows went up slightly.

“Police, madam? You expressly intimated
that you did not desire the police to bo
brought into this.”

“Did I7” she queried, ““Ah, ves, I re-
member now. I am afraid I am distraught
this evening.”

“As a matter of fact,” put in Locke,
iz carly morning.” .

“I suppose so,” she agreed, hardly notic-
ing that Locke, considering he was address-
ing a queen, was acting very curtly and un-

madam,” said

EF it

courteously. “But you sald the matter wus
urgent.,” _
“It 1is., Your safety hungs upon i,

madam.”

She tapped on the writing-desk with her
finrers 1mpatiently,

“My safety hardly matters, m'sieur,” sho
argued.

“You dorn’t seem to realise,” said Locke,
“that if they captured you—"

“They would not dare so much,” she said,
and she rose to her feet again with a little
laugh. “M’sieur, you sce for yourself that
they have not dared so much vet.”

“Supposing they made an attempt—"
began Locke,

“You are here to protect me, m’sieur.”

“You trust me, madam?”

“Implicitly. What will you do?
outside this suite all night?”

She waved her hand airily as she spoke.
Locke was watching her hands, and he smiled
bitterly.

“I think,” he said, ‘‘the hoicl detective
can do that part of the business.”

“As vou hike,” she said, rather doubtfully,
“But you, m’sieur, what will yon do?”

Locke came closer to her.  Suddenly he
seized her wrist,

“I think,” he said harshly, “I'll put the
handeuffs on you! Did you think you'd fool
me twice 1"

She paled.
the chair.

“Peste!” she hissed. “You——7

“Last time,’ snapped Locke, “you wore
no ring at all. That gave you away. This
time you took that ring from the queen to
fool me.” He pointed to the ring she wore,
emblazoned with the four-legged eagle.
“But,” he went on, ““it doesn’t fit you, so
yvou wore vour wedding ring over it to keep
it in place. The queen, madam, does not
do that.”

Remaln

She trembled, sinking down on
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Be a Raillway Manager

OPERATING your own railway system—controlling—directing—fast

traffic running to the “tick™—"locals” interweaving with main-

line trains—planning schedules—organising—dictating. What fun to be

a Raillway Manager! Everything you need to build your own model

railway you can get—FREE—in exchange for B.D.V. Coupons. Begin
saving to-day and ask your friends to help.

GET THE 100 PAGE GIFT BOOK WORTH 5 COUPONS

It contains tull particulars of the Bassett-LLowke and Bing model raillway systems. Write to

Godlrey Phillips Ltd. (Gift Dept. N.L.), 112, Commercial Street, London, E.I.

BING “VICTORY" BASSETT-
ENGINE LOWKE ENGINE
260 375
COUPONS COUPONS
BING TANK & ;- TIME TABLE
ENGINE " BOARD
160 125
COUPONS as good as _the i est:l COUIONS
PASSENGER ||| IOI=COUPON cigarettes CORRIDOR
COACH . R BOGIE COACH
65 10 for 6d. 20 for 114d. Plain or Cork Tips 400
COUPONS Coupons also in every packet of SO/
B.D.V. Tobacca, 11d. per oz.
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The FOUR-LEGGED EAGLE

(Continued from page 38.)

The maid came bursting in. She starcd
at Locke, and the detective saw that she
was white to the lips. Then she stared at
the queen, and recognising that she was an
impostor, sprang forward. But Locke seized
her and dragged her back.

“What do you know about this?” he de-
manded.

“Nozzing, m'sieur, I
But her—"

- The savage glare she bestowed upon the
impostor was answer enough.:

“Leave her alone—for now,” said Locke.
“Where’s the general? Quickly !  They
have kidnapped tho queen. Where's
Morina 7"

“In his room, m’sicur.”

“Where 7"

“Zis way, m’sieur.” :

Locke turned to the hotel detective, who
all this time had been an amazed if silent
witness of the proceedings, and jerked his
hoad towards the impostor..

“Watch her! 1f she gets
answer for it to me.”

“Trust me, sir.”

“Good! This way, Jack.”

The maid led the way, through one door,
along a passage, until they came to the door
of Morina’s room. There the maid stood

dic for ze queen.

away you

back, and Locke secized the handle. The
door was not locked, and the detective
opencd 1t and burst info the room. Next

moment he came staggering out again, his
nose and mouth covered with one arm.

“Gas !” he eried warningly.

Fven as he uttered the word the stifling,
choking gas fumes came belching out into
the passage. The maid sereamed and
fled. while Jack went down on his knees,
stufling his handkerchief against his face.
And Ierrers Locke, his nose and mouth
covered with a handkerchief, sprang through
the doorway into that room—the room which
was filled with deadly gas!

Cunning Against Cunning!

OLDING his breath, Locke dashed
H into the gas-filled room which con-
tained General Morina and groped
about in the darkness. He crashed
against the foot of the bed, went off at a
tangent and hit the dressing-table. Then
he found the windows and flung them open.
Fresh, sweet air came billowing into the
room. Locke gasped as he released the stale
air pent up i1n his lungs and breathed in
that life-giving air.

Jack Drake came groping his way into the
room, He fumbled around the wall by the
" door-post, found the electric switch, and the
room was flooded with welcome light. Then
Jack darted over to the fireplace, where a
gas-fire was fitted. Iocke nodded approval
as Jack turned off the tap.

-
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They glanced abpout them, and saw the
senscless figure of the general on the bed.
Locke went over to him and gave him a
quick examination. The maid came oreep-
ing into the room as if half afraid of what
she would see and hear, She was followed
by the detective, who strode in looking very
fierce and important, Apparently he had
been attracted to the scone in spite of the
fact that Locke had ordered him to keep
guard over the false Queen Zita,

“It’s murder, I reckon!” he said.

“Not until the man’s dead,” said Locke,
“and he 1sn’t dead. Get water, quickly—
and milk—pints of i1t 1"

The hotel detective looked puzzled, but
there was something about Locke that made
pcople realise i1t was better to obey first
and argue afterwards. Suddenly Locke
gave a start; ho looked at the hotel detec-
tive sharply, and then left Morina and went
dashing out into the passage and along to
the queen’s apartment. He burst in,
bounded across the room, and just succecded
i grabbing the false queen by the arm as
she sought to escape.

“Just in time, I think,” he said, with sar-
casm. Then he called sharply: “Jack!”

Jack Drake came guickly.

“Here I am, guv'nor!”

“Then keep an eye on this impostor. We
nearly forgot her.”

“But didn't you tell that hotel ’tee to
watch her?”

“I did!” Locke snapped angrily, * I shall
iila.ve something to say to him about this
ater.”

Heoe then went back to Morina's room,
which was now completely clear of any
fumes. He bathed the general’s wrists and
brow with water. Fortunately Morina had
not been in that poisonous atmosphere long
enough for the fumes seriously to affect him,
and being strong, he came round fairly
quickly.

He stirred, opened his eyes, and then sat
up, alarmed.

“Some-zing happen!"” he cried,

“You're rrght!” said Locke. *“The room
was full of gas. If we had not turned up
you would have been choked.”

Morina stared at him.

“M’sieur,” he said, ‘““zat must have been
Prince Carlos or one of his men,”

Loocke nodded assent.

“Drink this milk,” he said.

Morina did so, and then he struggled to
his feet, cautiously sliding off the bed as if
not quite sure whether he would be able to
stand up or not. He must have felt groggy,
and he certainly looked it.

“But ze queen " he began.

Locke woent towards the door, motioning
to him to follow.

“Come!” he said curtly.

(This stunning serial gels more and more
cxciting cach week. Next Wednesday's
instalment s full of thrilling incidents, and
YU mum‘u"t miss reading it on any account,
chums.) -
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BOYHOODS BEST DAYS ~
BUILDING WITH MECCANO

Ilai youMwant to have t?fe happiest puri;sibie boyhood
e a Meccano boy. you want to be imaginative
and resourceful—if you want your days to be full No. 0 makes 344

of fun and thnlls—be a Meccano boy. You will models. Price 5/-
be able to build hundreds of working models No. { m;kf-' 564
with your Meccano Cutfit—and will gain prac- models. Price 10/-.

tical engineering experience that will be of No. 2 makes 612
inestimable value to you in later life. models. Pﬂtiﬂ 16/-
Meccano, the most thrilling hobby in the world, 0”“:: {3}215?_{! up

becomes more fascinating every day.

SEND FOR THIS NEW MECCANO
BOOK—FREE

[t is brimful of beautiful illustrations showing the marvel-
lous engineering models that can be built with Meccano,
All the Meccano Qutlits are fully deseribed, and many
other interesting details of this wonderful hobby are given,

We will . send you a free copy of this new Meccano
Book in exchange for the names and addresses of three of
your chums

Write clearly and put No. |2 after your own name
for relerence

MECCANO

MECCANO LTD., (DEPT 12) - OLD SWAN, LIVERPOOL.




The Chief Officer Chats
with ks Chums.

For East and West!

OME time ago I mentioned in this corner
S that M. Koli Mohamed, a very enthu-
siastic League-ite lnmg in Singapore,
was forming a correspondence club in his
district, and that he proposed to amalzamate
it with a similar club which is run by James
Herbert Sullivan, of Stretford, Lancuashive,
providing he could get the latter’s permission.
This weeks comes a letter from my Singa-
pore chun telling me

that cverything is
going swimmingly.
He has formed his

club, and negotiations
for the amalgamation
of the two clubs have
been satisfactorily con-
cluded.

Three cheers!

The Bimngapore-Marn-

an old copy.

Iﬂﬂm“tlu|||1hmlli]“ i i A
z» e-

THEIS WEEK'S WINNING LETTER

Dear Cuier Orricer,—/ have been read-
ing the NELsoN Lre Lisrary for nearly a
year now, and have be"anged to the St.
Frank's League since [uly.

I became known o the Old Paper by finding
I read it and, becoming infer-
ested, have never missed a sfn_fjfe issue since.

Here's his aldress o youw want t0
write to kim ; The Chicf Officr, “The
Nelson Lee Library,” Fleelway House,
Farringdon Streel, London, &.C .4,

introduced nc

St.
less than fifteen new members to the NELSON

Frank's League™ he has

Lee Lisrary, That is the stuff~to give ’en,
Len! Carry on with the good work.

Through the *Correspondents Wanted ™
column 1y Australian ehum has succeeded 1n
obtaining five pen friends, and the six of

themm have formed themseh'cs into a small
club and correspond with one another.,
Other readers might

do well to follow suit.

Worthy of Encourage-
ment!

ERI’S a reader
—Alee  Frog-
gatt, of Stock-

port—who says
he wants to join the
5t. I'rank’s League,

chester Correspon- In my opinion the St. Frank's League is and then asks meo
dence Club or the an cxcellent organisation, for it links up the o ANNOUNee that
.:"h.l’l“'{}l AMal ayan [nter- counfries frli’ﬂ'! we .E’Hﬂf.ﬂ fh)””vﬁg Ebﬂﬂf, ﬂi‘!u{ he wauts to form a
national ‘Correspon- clubs may be formed in all the corners of the club. Not so fast,
dence Club have been world by the help of the League. It brings Alec! You've got to
suggested as twao roqerhcr peopfc who live thousands of miles dd one before you can
names for this new  apart and who would otherwise never have  do the other, you
organisation, and I am known of each other’s existence. knov, In othier words,
i!lCiillUd to agree “r'ith Yﬂurs Slﬁ'fcrf!”. I"If'fﬁrf‘. vou can f{}j’lﬂ
my chum that the (Signed) Freperick W. STEVENS, a club you will have
latter ie the better of S. F. L. No. 9,634, to join the League.
tho two s i S (For this inleresting letter Frederick V. LThe aim of this
Readers who wish Stevens, of Walford, has been awarded a . roader’s proposed
to join this club— ful Enife) club, incidentally, is &
which looks like be- usefal penknifz. really excellent one,
coming a really big Alec’s idea 15 to get

and successful aflair—shiould apply either 1o
M. Koji Mohamed, the Treasury, Singapore,
Straits Settlements, or to James Herbert
Sullivan, Cemelery Hnuse Lime Road, Stret-
ford, Lancashire. There is no age limnit.

Here's a Bright ldea!

EN SAYERS, of Victoria, Australia,
I writes to tell me that during the two
years he has been a member of the

members who will be willing to give their
spare copies of the Old Paper to the orphaus
in various IHomes.

As I have said, such a worthy enterprise
descrves encouragement. My advice to you,
Alee, is to join the League as soon as pos-
sible, and then I shall be only too delighted
to give you all the assistance I ecan.

THE CHIEF OFFICER.
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BOYS! KEEP YOUR HORNBY

'RAILWAY UP-TO-DATE

: PRICES OF t
g HORNBY TRAINS {
| |
| I

FROM 6/-

ro 9,-

The big railways have been making
improvements and additions-—so has
the Hornby Railway., Boys, it's your
turn now ! Bring vour Hornby Railwayv
up to date.

This year Hornby Trajns are better
than ever. 'T'he new Locomotives arc
fitted with powerful mechanisms that
give great length of run, combined with
exceptional pulling power. There are
new accessories and rolling stock of the
latest types, all built in perfect pro-
portion and beautifully finished.

When you have a Hornby Train, the
great game of milwavs never emls.
You play as the big railways work,
and you carry out all kinds ol operations
exactly as in modern railway practice.

You simply must have a [fornbv
‘Train this year !

BOYS--GET THE NEW 1930
HORNBY BOOK OF TRAINS

The PHornby Book of Trains tells a
wonderful storvof our railwavs, It also contains
beantiful illustra- -
tions and full
particulars of the
“berter than
ever” Hoenby
Train Sets, Rolling
Stock and Acces-
sories,

Ger a copy to-
day  from your
dealer, price 3d.,
or send 21d. in stamps direct to us, aud we
will send aou a vopv post free. If you order
direet, mention the names and addresses of two
or three of your chums and we will send them
some interesting Hornby lhiterature,  VWrite
clearly and be sure to put the letter S atior
yvour own name for reference.

ey

HORNBY TRAINS

BRITISH AND GUARANTEED
Manufactured by -

MECCANO LTD.,

(DEPT, 8),

OLD SWAN,

LIVERPOOL
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From actual
phategraph of
Model 234
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BOWMAN STEAM LOCO 234

A real Brovisi v espress o stoiip
frgine, L. o £ .in, . lonwe, ‘h‘-'illi']:
;,1_'” a 10412 train for 11 miles
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potestow, »~ .
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branches and good stores
everywhere.
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* "Enginecring lines.
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BE A REAL ENGINE DRIVER!

Thnl\ of mnnmq a real locomotive tlml goes

by steam and vet
is as safe as clockwork! A real replica of the great expresses

vou see thunc!cring through the countryside~—a mode! that

Funs, not a few vards, but [} miles non- smp with a really heavy

1Dad '

(-‘r think of the jov in possessing a miniature steam stalionary
enp:*n'cﬂa real power-unit capabie of driving a number of working
mndt i«; or the largest Meccano Model !

Thuc all the difference 1n the world between thcw masstvely-
buult, really pott erful Bowman Models and the unml fragile toys
made from tin stampings—for Bowman Models are British
'wd guaranteed and are built of solid stee! and solid Krass on true
Order now to save disappointment,

L]

MODEL W™ 122

An exceptionally powerful twin-
-:yhn_d_qr modde! 'r.hat, with suitable
gearing, will Lt a hundredweight,

Price , .~ - 25 ."_

(Postage 1:2). '

The_complete range of Bowman
Steam Engines uuiudn&:s one and
two-cylinder meodels from 66 up

to 34,

All can be ubtained with bed cither
of heavy v.urd or of metal drilled
by permission, specially for build-
ing into Mececano Models,

Send 3d. in stamps for the Bool of Bowman
Models. It will tell gyou all aboiit lhese
and all the other u.umcrfuf produciions —
including the rolling stoch, wonderful new
rails, elc., ele.

BOWMAN MODELS

BOWMAN MODELS (Dept. 480),

DEREHAM, NORFOLK



