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(INCORPORATINQ THE ‘“* BOYS' REALM.")

THE CLUE oF THE
FANCY VEST

A Tale of NELSON LEE and NIPPER
AT ST. FRANK'S. Specially written
RyThe

Sign of the Purple Circle,” etc., etc.

the Author of ‘“ A Terrible Lessoa,”
Lighthouse Prisoners,” ¢ The

AUTHOR'S NOTE.

Nelson Lee and Nipper areat St. Frank's College, to escape the alten-

tions of the murderous Chinese Secret Sociely, the Fu Chang Tong,

whose hatred they have incurred. Although lLiving in the great school 1

in the characters of master and pupil, Nelson Lee and Nipper .ever-

theless find many opportunities to utilise their unique detective ability
i varwus mysterious and adrenburous cases.
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CHAPTER 1.

SIR MONTIE'S RESOLVE—-THE HON. AUBREY
DE YERE WELLBORNE AND CO. TAKE A HAND—
AND MONTIE FEELS HIMSELF GREATLY TIED.

OMMY WATSON fainted.

He intended to do so gracefully
iunto Nipper’s arms; but Nipper, for
some unforeseen reason, moved at the

exact moment, and Tommy only just saved
himself from falling over the armchair by a
supreme effort. His recovery from the faint
was really remarkable.

o Ygu—-you ass, Benny!' he gasped.
‘““Can't you see that 1'm just on the point
of losing my senses?’”’

Nipper grinned.

‘“ Nothing new in that, my son!"’ he replied
calmly. * You lost your senses ages ago,
didn’t you?”

** Begad! That's rather good, you know!"
chuckled Sir Montie Tregellis-West. “In
fact, it's distinctly good, Benny!”

Tommy Watson glared.

““ You silly chumps!” he shouted wrath-
fully. °* 1 meant that 1 was fainting—and
it's a wonder you ain’'t in the same state,
too. Benny!” o

Nipper regarded his chum critically.

“1 suppose your dinner agreed with you,
didn't it?"" he asked. *‘ You don’t usually
act like thiz, Tommy!"”’

“1 was fainting at that!’”’ roared Watson,
pointing a quivering finger at Sir Montie.

The astonished Tregellis-West started,
adjusted his pince-nez, and regarded Watson
with a very severe expression. He could see
no reason why Tommy should fall into a
fainting fit simply because he—Montie—bad
just entered Study C. .

‘““1 think you are aware, old boy, that 1
hate bein’ rude,”” said the swell of th«
Ancient House mildly. ** But, really, I shou!d
like to inquire into this matter—I should.
really. 1 wasn't aware that I was sinch a
shockin® spectacle!”

Nipper grinned.

“* Well, it's a bit startling, Montie.”
observed critically.

‘“ Begad, 1 fail to understand—"'

* That waistcoat!'’ shouted Watson, point-
ing out the oftending article of apparel
accusingly. * I should like to know what th:
dickens you mean by coming downstairs
wearing half a dozen rainbows?’’

Sir Montie suddenly became dignified

‘“ Dear fellow, I have nothin’ to say,”” he¢
exclaimed frigidly.

““1 should think not.”” growled Watson.
** The blessed thing speaks for itself!”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“I'm pained.” protested Montie sorrow-
fully, “I'm pained more than 1 can say,
dear boys. 1 always had an idea that you
fellows possessed good tastes. An’ if you
can say that this waistcoat is starin'—well,
begad, I pity you! 1 chose it out of a selec-
tion of two dozen, an’ it cost two guineas:"”

“ My hat!”’ said Tommy Watson. ** What
a disgraceful waste of money!”

Tregellis-West liited his nose into the air,
turned round, and surveyed himself critically
in a looking-glass. To be quite truthfuil, he
had had just a few qualms concerning the
fancy vest himself. It was really a gorgeoua
article, but in no way ‘ Joud.”” True, tho
pale blue stripes were rather prominent,
and, as Nipper afterwards remarked, they
could be seen a mile off, but ag a whole

he

! the waistcoat was a work of art.
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8ir Mauli~ was always dandificd In his
attire, but this was something special; and,
not unnaturally, his choms wanticd to kmow
the reason for sueh splendoar.

It was a Iult-bo!ldly at 8t. Prank's. The
sun waa shining gloriously, and the whale
conuntrysido was looking Dright and greem in
the onthurst of spring. Disder wes over in
the Aocient Homer, and Lthe juniore were
mostly in  their uwdtu, ing vartous
arrangcments for the Bine alternnun.

** Anyihin® moro to say T’ asked Bir Montle
coldiy, as be tarned back to his chums.

Dick Beunett—otherwios Nipper—chuckied.

“My dnr oid ht.hud we were omly ehip-
ping you. “The walstcoat ie
simaply ri In; l{leu iife, we shouldn’y
mmd H yon wa with red, white,
and bloe atripes all over nu!"

Sir Montie looked borrified.

“Pray don't be s shuckin'ly abasard,
Bcuny bny,'” he protested. ' The very Jdea
m uppaliin’?

“Bus, what's the meaning of this
grabdeur?’”’ demanded Watson. ' My hat!
VYou haven't fallen in love, | sappose? Wha's
the Jucky girhb—-'"

“ Begad, 1 shall lose my tem in a
moment -1 shall, really!” mald Nir Mountie,
Lbreathing bard. ' Ther: ain's a fellow in
the Remove 0 easygoin’ as | but
therc's a Hmit, Tmn)!"

“Well, If b {en’'t a givd, what 1a 112"

“*You aro makin’' a ridicalous fuss over a
trific,”” sald Tregellis-West. * As a matter
of fact, 1 have decded to cyele over to
Banunin'toun that's all. 1'm guin’ to buy a
camera, and oseveral books on photo
H“PM "'

'Ha, ha, ha!"
Brnlly. dcar fellows, | unl sec anaythin'
junny in buyin' a camera.

“ There imm‘t,’’ grinned Nipper. ' But there
u'll be lomd.htu fenny ia the way jyou'M
take photngraphs, Montie. 1°'ve becn expect-
g this for days; all this weck you've
I-nuy on pho&qn phy. 8tin, if you tige to
vy & camera. 1 '}l show you bow to work it.’

“That's ury pice of yuw, dear boy; but |
ashould prefer (o tcach myesel,” sa'd Tre-
Kcllis-Weet stifly.  * You have treated the
whaule matter with ridiculous Jevity, an’' |
couldn’s dream of acceplin’ any stance.’’

Nipper winked at Tommy Watson.

* 0f course Dt,”’ he uld genially. ‘' Amd,
by tho way, dida't you that you were

g o over t0o B o
cing e,

“In thatl waistcoat?™
“Begad, 1 shall lose ®y temper in a
n:nmtc" b

o

loep ;lddy bair
Kip ; was to ask you, as
-.Jl e, vh Jou're pol wearing
)our

lrlmud

orfol Cyet In Btoss isa’t parti-
cularly comlortsblr. Aud you're rather par-
ticular as a rule.”’

Bir Moulle podded.

** Dear fellow, cxacy:!” he Jagreed
* Surely you o g_our last trip to Ban-
nin'ton?! Weren't we taught in raia?

And dida't my Norfolk swit get shoekin'ly
muddy and crumpled? 1t's bein’ cleaned
prrued at the tailor's—"
gt you've got a dozen other suite, ain't

On?" put in Tommy.

“1I'm not a clothes-hog, dcar boy,” inter-
rupted Pdonue tartly. “1] bave, as a
mattcr of fact, ome other Norfolk suit; but
there's a button missin’ fron the utet and
i1 simply couldn’'t thiak of tnrin ont in
that sheckin’ state.”

And Tregellls-Weet,’to avoid furtber argu-
ment, retired from 8tady C In a most digni-
fled manper. He droﬂui into the lobby, aad
then stood upon the Ancicat House steps
surveying the Triangle. It was at this
moment that be received quite a comsider-
able shock.

A very elegant junior was ltrolllnf across
the Triangle (rom the direction of the play-
ing-felds. In many ways he was even more
dandified than Tregellis-West himself—{for
Cecil De Valerie, of the Remove, was
Montie's omly rival. PFullwood, of course,
paid great attention to his dress, but he
never succeeded in looklng well dressed,
although bis clothing probably cost more
than Montic’s. There are some fellows who
simply cannot wear good clothes properly.

Do Valerie was not one of them, for his
elegance was a byword at 8t. Frank’a. But
Nir Montie was not shocked at tbhis—he was
well sccustomed to it. The reason for his
dismay was obvivas to the dullest eye.

‘* Begad!”' he murmured in coasternation.
He gazed at De Valerie's fancy vest in &
lascinated kind of wa It was n wonderful
crcntol—-umd It had u stripes! For any-
to wearinﬂ ¥ 'aut.coat which
clu‘nd ﬂth Sir ontie’s was a real
calamity. And here was De Valerie—popu-
larly ksown as the Rotter—strolling about in
blue strines,

Tregellis-West stood rooted to the spot,
fully expecting the otber juniors @n the
Triangle to roar with laughter. For some
remarkable reason, however, the juniors
didn't seem to notice anything wnusual what-
ever. landforth apd Church and McClure
continued chatting against the window of
Study D. Burton and Farmap were having
ap argument within three nﬂh of 8ir
Montie—and the nuueul Mhlng A erowd
of (ags were ‘“ touch ' under th-
elma totally obliv!uu of the awful state of

aflairs

Possibly the other feMows were not quite
20 sensitive as Bir Montls om the nlﬁk:.
And when De Valerie eame elose
’emo-wml horror was alightly tempered
or he now saw that the lﬂtﬂ’l waistcoat
was of a totally different pattern to his own.
The only aimilarity hf ln the biue stripes—
and even thess were io quite another style.
Viewed ciosely, the two fancy vests were not
cven distant relatives; bt Irom a distance
one wosMd casily take Wbem for twin
brothere.

B8ir Montie breathed agalan.

** How reliovin’'t”’ ho murmured fervemtly.
De Valerie passed bim whintling cheerfully,
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and strode into the Ancient House. And
8ir Montie, feeling that life was worth
living once more, procécded on his way to
the bicycle shed. His magnificent machine
was all ready for use, and he wheeled it out
and started on his journey to Bannington.

Nipper and Tommy Watson would probably
have accompanied him, but they were due
on Little Side for practice, and Nipper was
keen upon getting his men into fine fettle
for the coming cricket season. Montie, ot
course, was included in the team, but he
wasn't nceded this afternoon.

He pedalled away leisurely, and, under the
influence of the genial weather, he smiled
induigently at the memory of his chums’ dis-
paraging remarks concerning the fancy vest.
After all, 1t wasn’t to be supposed that they
should understand the matter as he did.

But Tregellis-West’'s trip was destined to
be marred in the most appalling fashion
before 80 very long. 8oon after he had
turned :nto the Bannington Road he espied
three schoolboys lounging againat the stile
which terminated the footpath from Bellton
Wood.

Instinctively 8ir Montie pedalled with a
little more dignity. For he had recognised
the boys as Hogs—that is to say, pupils
from the River House School, otherwise
known as Dr. Hogge's Select Academy. There
were quite a number of fellows belonging to
this school who were thoroughly decent, but
it had to be confessed that the majority were
prigs and upstarts of the first water.

The trio who lounged aguinst the stile were
the pick of the prigs, so to speak—the c¢lders
of the set who were pleased to call them-
sclves the Honourabies.

The name was quite suitahle, for the three
River House boys were the Hon. Aubrey De
Vere Wellbhorne, the Hon. Bertram Carstairs,
and the Hon. Cyril Coates. Without a doubt
they wcre three of the most insufferable
snobs in evistence.

The River House 8chool hadn't ~been
opencd long, and at first the Honourables
had attempted to chum up with 8ir Montic,
he heing considered worthy of companionship
with them. Tregellis-West, who had ideas of
his own, was on far more friendly terms
with the grocer's boy, considcring, rightly.
that that amiable youth was more fit for his
companionship. Needless to say, Weliborne
and Co. did not take this as a compliment.
They probably hated Sir Montie worse than
anyhody eiso at 8t. Frank's. To be scorned
was a deadly insult, and the Honourables
were always anxious to wreak vengeance.

h\lh'hat. happened next was almost inevit.
able.

The recognition was mutual, and Well-
borne and Co. at once beccame active. As
Sir Mortie was riding past they aroused
themselves from their customary lethargy
and sprang out upon him. Tregellis-West,
who was half anticipating the move, pedalled
like fury. But for the fact that a parcel-
carrier was fitted to his machine, he would
have escaped. As it was, the Hon. Bertram
just succeeded in grasping the rear bar of
the carrier. He was dragged along forcibly

for some yards, but his weight told, and ia
t{."?l end Sir Montie was pulled to a stand-
still,

'* You—you frightful rotters!'" he gasped,
leaping from his machine. * If you're askin’

jfor a scrap, I'm perfectly willin’ to oblige!

If you touch me——"’

**Collah him!” shouted Wellborne
citedly.

In a stand-up fight Sir Montle could eac!ly
have accounted for the three weedy River
House fellows. But luck was dead against
him just now. He was hampered by the
presence of his bicycle. Coates viciously flung
his cap into Montie's face. and his aim waa
true. It didn't hurt a bit, but Tregellis-
West was forced to take a step backwarda.
His foot fouled one of the pedals of the
bicycle—and the next second he and the
machine collapsed into a heap.

“On him!"" roared the Hon.
triumphantly.

The three cads piled on to the unfortunate
Sir Montic before he could even attempt to
rise, and, between the three of them, they
held him down with very little dificulty.
Carstairs found some string in hi3 packet,
and it was rapidly used for the purpose ot
tying the prisoner’s ankles and wrists.

Although the binding process was hurried,
it was, nevertheless, effective, and Trezellis-
West couldn’t hope to ftight his attackers
under such circumstances. They stood
round him, straightening their ruffled cloth-
ing, and surveyed him with unalloyed joy.

‘“ Bai Jove! I nevah hoped for such luck
as this, dear boys,”’ said the Hon. Aubrey in
his absurd, affected drawl. ** We'll make
the rottah sit up—we’ll put him through the
ball')' old mill! The very chap we wanted,
too!"’

‘“You frightful—"

Sir Montie found it rather diflicult to pro-
ceed with his remarks, for the Hon. Bertram,
without any regard for Montie's respiration,
had sat himself upon the latter’s face. Thia
was not only drastic, but decidedly eflective,

‘“'That silenced him!"" grinned the Hon.
Aubrey.

*Mind he doesn’t bite, old chap'™ said
Coates.

Carstairs jumped up hastily,
caught his breath in.

* There's a trap comin” ale.g!” he aaid
quickly. ‘' We'd better not be seen in the
road, you know!"”

‘* Bai Jove! Rathah not,”” agreed the Hon.
Aubrey. ‘ Drag the rottah ovah the stile,
deah boys. We’'ll decide what to do with
him ilatah on. We couldn’t dream of lettin’
him go yet.”

In less than two minutes the unfortunate
Tregellis-West was hauled over the stile, and
his hicycle was then rescued from the middl:
of the road. Finally, the precious Honour
ables dumped their victim into a little hollow
a hundred yards from the road. Trees eur-
rounnded the spot, and their movements woere
quise concealed.

‘“* What's goin’ to be done?” panted the
lon. Cyril.

ex-

Aubrey

and then
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Wellborne adjusted a monocle, and con-
cidered.

“ Well, T don’t see why the beast should
intalifeah with our little gamble, deah boys,”
he said, atter a few mcments. ** Supposin’
wo Keep him with us while we have a hand
at bankah? 1t will be rathah amusipn’, bai
Jove! We can think of somethin’ to do
with him latah on.”

Sir Montie found his voice. He was lying
full length in the grass, still bound and help-
less, and he literally trembled with indigna-
tion and fury. As a rule, Tregellis-West kept
his temper under the most trying circuwm-
stances; but just now he fairly boiled.

** Are you goin’' to keep me here while you
play at rottcn cards?”’ he demanded hotly.

The Hon. Aubrey nodded.

““ You've hit it first time, deah boy,”’ be
sald coolly. *‘* Trot out the fags, Bertie.
Perhaps the visitah would care for one?”’

Montic snorted with disgust while the trio
lighted cigarettes and puffed at them with
pretended enjoyment. After that a pack of
cards was produced, and the three young
rascals sat down to a game of banker. They
were, unfortunately, blessed—or, perhaps,
curscd—with plenty of cash, and they
gambicd with all the carelessness of profes-
sional card-sharpers.

A5 Wellborne was well aware, this exhibi-
tion was gall and wormwood to the help-
less Sir Montie. Ho loathed gambling of all
varieties, and to be a compulsory spcctator
wa3 more than disgusting to his refined
tastes. Tregellis-West was philosophic, how-
cver: he could not escape, so he resigned
himself to his fate.

The Honourables apparently forgot their
victim, for it was not until the cash belong-
ing to the Hon. Cyril had been transferred to
the pockets of his successful companions that
# move was made.

“1'm finished!” growled Coates, who was
a bad loser. " I'm fed up with the rotten
game. What about this beastly St. Frank's
chap? Shall we let bim go now?"”

‘“ Rathah not!” egxclaimed the Hon.
Aubrey. ‘ I've been thinkin’, deah boys. A
toppin’ ldeah has occurred to me. The
rottah i3 too goody-goody to like this eort of
thing, ain’'t he? Why shouldn’t we send him
back to 8t. Frank’s with cigarettes and cards
stickin® out of his pockets? An’ I've got a
sportin’ papah heah which would add to the
jolly old effcet, don’t you know.”

“0Ob, don't be potty!” snapped Coates
crossly. ** The as3 would puil the things out
of his pockets beforec he got to the school!
Your idcas always were fatheaded, Well-
borne!”’

'* Well, this one isn't!” went on the Hon.
Aubrcy, whose temper was singularly good—
mainly owing to the faet that nearly all the
Hou. Cyril’s cash was in his pocket. *' It's a
stunnah, deah boys—a regular stunnah!
We'll send the cad back to 8t. Frank’s as
i szaid, an' he’ll cause a gensation when he
arrives.”

* But he’ll chuck the thinga away, I tell
you!”' roared Coates,

Tho Hon. Aubrey a{,‘rlﬁu‘d.

#

TiHIE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“Not if his feet are tied to the pedals
and his wrists to the handle-bars!”’ he said
coolly.

** Oh, my hat!”

His chums stared at him admiringly.

‘*Sce the idecah?”’ went on Wellborae.
‘“ What can the rottah do if he’s bound to
his bally machine? He can’t touch his
pockets, an’ he can’t jump off; an'" if he
stops he’ll come a frightful croppah! He'll
be simply bound to pedal on, bai Jove!”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”

By a great effort of will 8ir Montie pre-
served silence. Threcats and appeals would
only make matters worse. And he' wisely
decided that it would be more dignified to
maintain an air of indifference.

And. without further ado, the threc River
House cads carried out their plan.

It was an easy matter to hold Montie’s
feet while they were securely bound to the
pedals, and his wrists were next fastened to
the bandle-bars. He could not move them
an inch. Omnce set going, it would be vitally
necessary for him to continue his ride.

And, as the Hogs were well aware, Montic
would naturally ride straight to St. Frank's.
The fellows would understand there; but it
he appealed to strangers to set him free,
they would get ditferent ideas.

Several playing cards were stuffed into a
waistcoat pocket; an open pacctyt of cigar-
ettes was displayed in another <cket; and a
sporting paper proclaimed its character from
still another pocket.

And then, willy-nitly, Sir Montle was
forced towards the road. 1t was necessary
to wheel him through a gap in the hedge, as
the stile was too dificult to be negotiated.
With a push Tregelliss West was set going,
and, to save himself from a nasty fall, he was

compelled to Pedal.
** Good bye!®" grinned the Hon. Aubhrey
genially. ** A safe journey, deah boy!”

**Ha, ha, ha!”’

A roar of hilarious laughter came to Sir
Montie's ears. Nearly dying of shame, he
pedalled with all his strength. His ote
desire now was to reach Bt. Frank's with
all possible speed.

Poor 8Sir Montie little rcalised what
unfortunate results werc to follow this ill-
natured japel

CHAPTFR I1I. -~ .

THE MYSTERIOUS STRANGER—AT THE RACE-
g HO'S that chap?” T
\ﬂ } Nipper asked the question in 2
son were just about to cemerge
from the Ancient House, en route for the
for snme little time, and his chums were now
bent npon commencing their cricket practice
skipper of the Ancient House Remove, and .
it was bighly nccessary for him to bc pre-

MEETING—DE VALBRIE'S RUSE.
low voice. He and Tommy Wat-
playing-fields. Sir Montie had Dbecn gone
on Little Side. Nipper, of course, was tue
sent,

o
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‘““ Looks a miserable old boy, anyhow!'”
remarked Tommy Watson critically.

The obhject of their attention was a some-
what shabbily dressed individual, who was
slowly crossing the Triangle with the obvious
intcntion of entering the Ancient House. As
the stranger came nearer, Nipper and
Tommy Watson saw that he was somewhat
bent, and that his face was of a curious,
swarthy hue. A thin, straggly, grey beard
adorned his chin, and a drooping moustache
almost hid the shape of his mouth, He
looked up quickly, as though conscious of the
gaze from the two juniors. His eyes were
piercing, but they scemed to possess an
almost blank expression.

With deliberate footsteps he entered the
Ancient House porch, and made as if to pass
inside. Nipper, always obliging, stepped in
front of the stranger.

f ‘lll Anything I can do, sir?”’ he asked chcer-
ully.
4 Tlfw man walked on unheeding, as though
eaf.

‘““Do you want anything?’’ shouted Tommy
Watson, looking back.

Still the man made no reply. He walked
across the lobby, and turned into one of the
passages. Nipper and Watson cyed one
another wonderingly, and went to the
corner to see what the intruder was doing.
But the passage was empty; the mysterrous
individual had passed right into the interior
of the house. .

“VWell, 'm blessed!”” exclaimed Tommy
Watson. *‘The old chap must be deaf—
con}:e into the wrong place by mistake, 1 ex-
pect.”’

** Queer-lcokin® merchant-—what?”

Cecil De Valerie had joined the pair, and
he eyed them amusedly, with his customary
smile of bold composure.

‘““ Do you know who he {3?"" asked Nipper.
turning to De Valerie.

The Rotter shook his head.

‘““Haven't the slightest idea,”” he replied

languidly. *‘1I spotted him as I was coming
out of the cloakroom just now. (One of
Alvington’s pals, perhaps.”

‘“ Rats!"’ gaid Nipper promptly. ** Alvy

wouldn’t have a pal like that.’””

**Oh, well, I don't know who the rummy
individual is,” said De Valerie. * And, it
it cc:mes to that, I'm jolly certain I don't
care!"”’

He passed out into the Triangle briskly,
and walked towards the bicycle shed. He,
too, was bent upon a trip, and ha left
Nipper and Tommy Watson to puzzl¢ over
the mysterious stranger themselyes, Not
that they puzzled much; after a few remarks
the pair hurried away to the playing-tields.

Cecil De Valerie, meanwhile, was intent
upon something very different from cricket
practice. He was already on his bicycle,
and within a few minutes he was pedalling
swiftly and easily in the direciion of Ran-
nington.

He saw nothing of the unfortunate Tre-
gellis-West during the journey, for when he
passed the stile Sir Montie was a helpless

|
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spectator of the little game of banker in
the hollow. De Valerie looked rather detec-
mined. As a rule, he was onoe of the mozd
happy-go-lucky fellows at St. Frank's.
During his first few weeks in the Remove ho
had ecarned for himself the unenviable name
of ‘“ The Rotter.” Since then, however, D2
Valerie had improved in many ways, and he
was not quite so deserving of the unkind
sobhriquet.

His expression was now firm, as though hs
were journeying to Bannington with a very
set purpose. He cycled right through the
town, where for some re¢ason there was an
unaccustomed air of bustie and liveliness.

The explanation was simple, for, just out-
side the town, a race-meeting was being held.
The course was rather crowded, even for Ban-
nington, and the scene was one of great
animation and subdued excitemrent.

De Valerie left his bicycle at a small shop,
after paying the modest sum of threepence,
and paid for admission into the enclosure.
Here he looked keenly about him for a few
moments, and then nodded to himself.

Two minutes later he was talking freely
and easily to Mr. Josh Nickson. This gentle-
man was probably the most disreputable
bookmaker within a radius of fifty miles. He
was a big, bloated individual, with a coarse
voice, and he was a very questionable
character for Dc¢ Valerie to keep company
with. At present Mr. Nickson was in an
excellent humour, for he had done well over
the first two races of the afternoon.

Probabhly no other junior at St. Frank's
would have had the tremendous nerve to
attend the race-meeting as Do Valerie was
doing. Horae-racing and betting were looked
upon at St. Frank’'s as the most heinous ot
all crimes for a schoolboy to commit—or
nearly so. Several seniors had been publicly
expelled for betting on horses.

‘or De Valerig to boldly go upon ths
course in this fashion was almost breathless
in its audacity. But, then, De Valerie was
not like other juriors. He was utterly
daring, and his cool cheek nearly always saw
hiin through.

At the same time he was fairly convinced
that his action would not come to the notice
of the reverend Headmaster. It was most
unlikely that anyone in authority at St.
Frank's would be in the vicinity of the 3an-
nington racecourse. Furthcermore, (Cecil Du
Valerie kept his eyes well open.

It was just as well that he did, for scarcely
flve minutes had passed before he suddcnly
started. He hastily thrust some money into
the opcn hand of Mr. Josh Nickson, and then
turned into the crowd.

The cause of bhis sudden alarm was suffl-
ciently serious. The enclosure was-surrounded
by a fairly high wall. De Valerie had
therefore considered himself perfectly safe
from the eyes of anybody ~passing aloug tho
road beyond.

But the Rotter had overlooked one factor.

Bannington pozsessed a motor-omnibus,
True, it was a ramshackle affair; but it
managed to rattle along admirably, and it
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Rllcd between Bannington and severa] neigh-
ouring villages.

This public vehicle came thundering past
now—and, by all that wad unlucky, Mr.
Crowell, the Remove Form-master at St
Frank's, was scated upon one of the upper
scatls!

It was the fact that Mr. Crowell stood up
that had aroused De Valerie’s probable
anxiety to leave the spot. He had becn

scen! Mr. Crowell had spotted the well-
known echool-cap!
* Confound it!"" muttered De Valerie.

‘“*What an ass 1 was!”

He had thought about wearing an ordi-
nary cloth cap for the occasion, but had
ncgleeted to do so. And now the fat was in
the tire!

Ho reached a safe corper almost at once,
and he vaguely hoped that he had not been
recognised. Mr. Crowell in all probability
only knew that a St. Frank’'s junior had
been within the enclosure—it wasn’t likely
that he had recognised the boy.

The distance hetween Mr. Nickson’s stand
wnd the motor-'bus was quite considerable,
amd De Valerie hoped for the best. He
slipped out into a side lane, walked rapidly
down several turnings, and finally cmerged
mto the High 8treet. The motor-'bus was
nowhere to be seen, neither was Mr. Crowell.

**By QGecorge!”” murmured De Valerie,
taking a deep breath. ‘1 wonder if 1'm
safey’”

His next move was to redeem his bicycle
from the lLittle shop, but he hesitated before
doing so. An idea had just struck bhim—and
it was oné which caused him *' furiously to
think,” as thc French put it.

The fancy vest!

1t was quite distinctive, and, since Mr.
Crowell had scen the cap, it was only natural
to assume that he had seen the waistcoat.
Aund ft was a direct clue—the clue which
would probably lcad to De Valerie’s undoing
as soon a8 he arrived at St. Frank’s.

The Rotter, for all his cooluess, was dis-
mayed. He whistled softly to himself, and
realised that his daring had landed him into
a grave difficulty at last. What was to be
done? Mr. Crowell would certainly be on
the look-out for a boy wearing a fancy vest
such as hc had seen.

¢ GQilly idiot!" grunted De Valerie.

He was smiling now, for a very simple
solution to the problem had occurred to
him. Therc was no certnintg that it would
get him out of his trouble, but the chances
were that a very simple ruse would succecd.

lHe walked along the High Street for a
gshort distance, and turned into a big out-
fitter’'s establishment. Here hc purchased a
new fancy vest, of a totally diierent colour
and pattera, which could .nnt possibly be
mistaken for his other one, and donned it in
the shop. Then, with his old waistcoat in a
parcel, he sallied forth once more—{ecling
far meore confident.

It was the work of a few moments only
to obtain his Dbicycle, and then he cet oll
back Lo the school, fuldp prepared to face the

coneequences, if necessary. ‘D¢ Valerie was
not the fellow to fight shy of facing the
music.

He arrived in the Triangle while the
majority of the fellowsa were still upon the
playing-fields.

The afternoon 8sun was warm, aund De
Valerie was in a gentle perspirition. He
stowed his dusty bicycle away and then
lounged elegantly towards the Apcient House.
By & curious chance Mr. Crowell entered the
gates at that very moment.

‘*“* Now for it!” murmured De Valerie to
himself.

Most fellows would have hurried away
with all possible speed; but De Valerie had
his own ideas. 1f trouble was to come, it
might as well come at once. There was no
seuse in delaying matters. He deliberately
turned and walked straight towards Mr,
Crowell.

The master of the Remove looked at him
as he passcd, and De Valerie smiled coofly.

* Rippin’ afternoon, sir!” he remarked
casually.

** Quite 80, De Valerie, quite s0!"’ exclaimed
Mr. Crowell, with a nod. *' A really splendid
afternoon. I should be better pleased, how-
ever, if I saw you taking healthy exercise
upon the playing-fields.”

Mr. Crowell passcd on, and Cecil De Valerie
grinned contcntedly to bimsclf. The trick:
had worked—he bad not been recognised!
He was quite sure, however, that if he had
becn wearing the tell-tale waistcoat he would
bave bcen dropped on at once.

‘““80 that's all serene!” murmured the
Rotter comfortably.

And he made his way to the playing-fields
—not because Mr. Crowell had advised him
to do so, but his own inclination took him
that way.

He w3 too late to participate in any
cricket practice, however, although he was
anxious to do so. Alt.hough a gueer fellow in
many ways, Cecil De Valerie bad his good
points. He was a great lover of cricket, and
it was his one ambition to be given a place
in the Form Eleven.

Nipper and his merry men were just coming
ofi Little Side, highly pleascd with the after-
noon’s work. Nippcer, with a bat tucked
under his arm, was wondering what had
beccme of the absent Sir Montie—for it was
ggibe time that he returned from Banning-

D.

Nipper wasn’t to wondcr for long!

For, even as he and several other juniore
entered the Triangle, S8ir Montie came right
in at the gates. As he did 8o he Jeg out a
gasping hail of joy. His chums were in
sight !

‘** Dear fellows, pray come to the rescue!’
he shonted desperately.

He cycled towards them, and they stared
at him in wonder. Handforth and Co., who
were also near by. stared too. They
couldn't quite sce wiere .ahy rescue work
was required.

** Hold me,
frantically.

dear boys!” called Sir Montle
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“The chap’s dotty!” declared Handforth.
“ What the dickens does he:  want to be
held for? By George! That looks like a
sporting paper sticking out of his pocket!
And—yes, it is!—a pucket of cigarettes!”

Handforth concluded with a roar of indig-
nation. Nipper and Tommy Watson stared
with amazement. Tregellis-West was cycling
round and round in circles, making no
attempt to dismount. Thero was some excuse
for the juniors in supposing that the luck-
less Sir Montie had taken leave of his senses.

‘““ What's the matter with you, asst?”
roared Watson anxiously.

‘ Rescue, dear fellows!” panted the cyclist.
1 can’t get off, you know—I can’t, really!"”

“*Can’t get off!"" echoed Nipper, astounded,
gazing after his chum as he cycled past.
‘* Why, what tho thunder——"’

“1'm bound on, you know!"”

‘““Look at his feet!' roared McClure sud-
denly. *“ Oh, my only topper! He's ticd to
the jigger, hand and foot!’

There was a gencral gasp—and then a
roar. )

‘** Ha, ha, ha!”’

It was certainly unfceling of the fellows,
but the situation was altogether too ludi-
crous to be taken seriously. The spectacle ot
the dandified Sir Montie cycling round and
round the Triangle, unable to dismount from
his machine, was ton rich for words.

So the fellows didn’t attempt any words—
they yelled. And again the old Triangle
rcsounded with laughter.

‘¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

CHAPTER III.

HARD LINES FOR MONTIE—THE HONOURABLES
ARE NOT HONOURABLE.

ALPOH LESLIE FULLWOOD, of the
Remove, laughed mockingly.
‘“ Look at the pattern this noble
youth is settin’ us!” he grinned.
“ Sportin’ papers stickin’ all over him, cigs.
fallin’ out of his pockets, an’ I don't know
wh?t else. By gad, what a giddy showin’
u .il

12‘Rat.her!” said QGulliver heartily—'* the
crawlin’ hypocrite!”’

A fist was suddenly shoved under Gulliver’'s
nose, and Gulliver saw the grim features of
Edward Oswald Handforth behind the fist.

‘“ See that?"' roared Handforth.

‘“Oh, don't he an ass!” _

““If you call Tregellis-West a crawling
hypocrite again, I'll turn you inside out!”
threatened Handforth wrathfully. “You
know as well as I do that the poor chap has
been japed by somebody!”’

‘ That's only his silly yarn! Ow—yow!’”

Gulliver sat down upon the ground with
great abruptness. Handforth, always hasty,
had landed out with full pressure. Fullwood
and Bell, and one or two other members of
the noble order of Nuts, moved off hurriedly.
When Handforth rolled his slceves up it
generally meant trouble.

Sir Montie Tregellis-West had just been

released from his bicyele.  Hiz indignation
at the wuproarious merriinert of the B
movites was reduced by the svmpathy  ha
reccived from Nipper and Tomwy \Watson
when he told his story.

“It was a {frightful position,
lows!" complained Montie  breathleaaly
“Tied to my jigger, becad!  An' 1ast ook
at my hands—they're shockin'ly dirty. I
must wash myself at once—I must, reanly !

““Who wcre the rotters who  ¢ollireld
you?' asked Watson.

‘“ Why, those beastly Honourables — -

‘““Yes; but which oncs?”

dar £l

““Dear boy, wc'll discuss all thia lat~r
on, begad!” said Sir Moatic. “I'm simply
flustered by all this excitement., Tt ain't

good for me, you know.
strong——"’

‘““Rot!"’ grinned Nipper. *‘ Buzz inside andd
get washed. You’ll have to tell us the who!e
yarn at tea-time.”

‘“ With great pleasure, old man,” said Sir
Monti¢ obligingly.

He was glad to get away. His ankles andd
wrists still smarted from the chafing of the
tightly-bound ropes; and the handling b
had received from the Honourables had
crumpled his elegant clothing sadly, and h:
was grimy with dust.

His adventures on the way home had been
few, for he had met only a couple of countr-
labourers, and these hadun’t noticed anything
unusual in the schoolboy. But Montie palcd
to think of what would have bhappened if he
had chanced to encounter the Head himself:

He felt glad that he had been enabled to
escape the evil eyes of masters and prefects,
The juniors didn't matter so much--
although it had ccrtainly been extremel:
galling to see them roaring with merriment
whilst he rode round and round the Triang!c,
unable to dismount.

Montie was not the f:llow to keep things
up, however; now that he was free, he could
easily see the point of the jokec himseli. And
he grinned slightly as he ran into the
Ancient House and hurried to the stairs.

A wash was what he needed. His thoughts
came to an abrupt standstill. for, descending
the stairs, was Mr. Crowell! Sic Montis
paused in dismay. To be seen in such a
shocking condition by his Form-master was
positively agonising to the sensitive Trc-
gellis-West.
h.He turned to flee, but Mr. Crowell stopped

im.

*“ Tregellis-West!'"* he rapped out sharpl-.

*“ Really, sir, I beg of you not to detain
me now!'’' appealed Sir Montie plaintively.
““I have becn havin’' a frightful time, you
know, and—""

‘““ What is that sticking from your pockc!,
Tregellis-West2''

There was nothing of the usual kindliness
about Mr. Crowell’s tone. It was sharp and
icy, and Montie gave a littlc start as he
realised that tbe Form-master was pointin:
to the Hon. Aubrey’s sporting paper. In
the flurry Montie had quite forgottem to
throw the hateful thing away.

My heart ain't very
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«ir! That is to say, it ain't mine, sir. Obh,
Jear! I'm gettin’ into a shockin’ mess—1 am.
really !’

1 am not surprised, Tregellis-West,'* sald
Mr. Crowell tartly. * Hand me that-paper!”
- But, really, gir—"

‘“Hond me tf'mt paper!”’ -

Sir Montie paesed it over resignedly. The
master merely glanced at it, and then
stuffed it into his pncket. He was now look-
Mg very grim indeed.

‘““* Where were you this afternoon, West?”
he asked.

“Why, 1 went to Bannin’ton, sir—tbat
13 to say, I started goin’,”” replied Sir
Montic. ‘ But l-—er--met with a shockin’

-mishap, sir, an’' couldn’'t get to Bannin'ton
sfter all—"'

""_I‘hat. will do, Tregellis-West! Come with
me!”’

Sir Montie starcd.

" Begud! Where to, sir?” he asked.

**1 intend to take you to the Headmaster’s
study.”

“Oh, my goodncss!”
‘“ What for, sir?"

‘“1 think you understand well enough,
Tregellis-West,”' seplied Mr. Crowcll grimly.
1 am more pained than 1 can say that ]
should be compelled to take you into the
presence of the Headmaster. 1 had always
regarded you a3 a boy of irreproaehable
character. But after what 1 saw this after-
noon—-""

** Begad, what did you see, sir?'’ gasped
Tregellis-West fajintly.

Just for & moment he suspected that Mr.
Crowell had seen him with the Honourables,
and had assumcd that he had been taking
part in the gamc. But that wasn’t a feasible
sugpicion at all—Mr. Crowell couldn’'t pos-
sibly think such a thing.

*“1 shall tell the Headmaster what I saw,
Treuellis-West,”” said Mr. Crowell sternly.
*And you have not improved matters by
tabrication!”

** Fub—fabrieation, air!”
Lant junior,

* We will not continune this discussion on
the stalrs,”” went on the master. *‘ Come
with me, 'Cregellis-Weet.””’

* Begad! But I—really, you know——""

** Silence, you wretched boy!”

Sir Mountie followed Mr. Crowell in a
dreamy kind of fashion. He couldn’t quite
get the hang of things yet. However, by the
time the Headmaster's study was reaclied
Tregcellis-West was completely composed and
screne.

Being perfectly innocent of any wrong-
doing, be {felt quite comfortable. There
was somio misunderstanding, of course. Mr.
Crowell wasn't a harsh man by any means,
and his present tone pained Sir Montie more
than huo could say. The Form-master bad
never spoken to him in such a way before.

The Headmaster was alone in his stady
when the pair arriv .and he adjusted his
glasscs Inguiringly as he*sat back in his chair,

gasped Sir Montic.

panted the ele-
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* Begad!” hc gasped. ‘' It's—it's nothin’, ) A somewhat concerned expression had ap-

peared upon his kindly old face.

** Dear 'me! 1 trust you have not'brought
this boy to me for punishment, Mr.
Crowell?’’ he asked. * Tregcllis-West has
always heen a model of good conduct.”

*“1 am very sorry, sir, but I am afraid
that Tregellis-Weat is deserving of not
merely ordinary punishment, but a public
flogging—"" '

** Begad!”’ murmured

_ Sir Montie, In con-
sternation. '

The Head frowned with perplexity.
‘“* Please explain, Mr. Crowell,”” he said
quietly.

The Form-master placed before the Head's
startled gaze a newspaper, the character of
which could not be ignored.

‘* That disgusting journal was protruding
from one of Tregellis-West's pockets, sir,”
said the Form-master grimly. 1 cannot
imagine what has come over the boy. He
even had the audacity to walk about the
House with that paper exposed to view.”

‘** Upon my soul!’’ ejaculated Dr. Sgtalford.

Sir Montie smiled.

* If you will permit me to explain, sir—"’

“You will bave a chance of detending
yourself later on, Tregellis-West,”” inter-
rupted the Head kindly. ‘‘1 must hear what
Mr. Crowell has to say at once. If you are
inpocent of any wrong-doing, you may be
sur¢ that you will reeceive no punishment.”

‘* That’s splendidly comfortin’, eir,”’ beamed
Sir Montie.

*“1t would be comforting to me, too, if I
could only believe that Tregellis-West is as
guiltless as he appears to be,”” said Mr.
Crowell, with a elight frown of perplexity.
** But, really, sir, the facts arc so glaringly
signiticant—so absolutely obvious—that 1
can do nothing but accuse the boy of a dis-
graceful uvreaeh of echool rules.”

‘“ What has he done, Mr. Crowell?”" asked
the Head gently.

‘* As you know, sir, 1 visited Bannington
this afternoon,’’ said Mr. Crowell. ** Whilst
there I had occasion to make usze of the
motor-'bus which runs through the town.
This afternoon a race-meeting was being held
just beyond the town--on the Bannington

racecourse.’’

‘“ Well?'® queried the Head.

‘“ While the 'bus was passing the race-
course enclosure 1 dist.actly saw the cap of
a St. Frank’s junior schoolboy among the
crowd,” contipued Mr. Crowell grimly. ‘ He
apparently saw me also, for he lost no time
ip making himself scarce.”’

‘“*Amd you reco@nised Trecgellis-West?'
asked the Head sternly. -

“ Begad! Surely not, gir?” muttered Bir
Montie.

** No, 1 cannot positively say that I recng-
nised the boy,"” replied Mr. Crowell slowly.
‘* 1t would not be fair on my part to say
that 1 did. At the same time, I have every
reason to believe that this lad is the cul-

rit.”’ :
at But how can you be so eon.tldent.'?" asked
the Head. '''You have admitted yourself-
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Mr. Crowell, that you did not recognise thce

boy."
““1 did not catch a fair sight of his
face,”” said Mr. Crowell. ‘" The sun was

glightly in my eyes, and 1 could not swear to
the boy’s features. KEven at the time, how-
ever, I thought of Tregellis-West, but dis-
missed him from my mind. The boy I saw
wa3 wearing a fancy vest of a decidedly dis-
tinctive pattern,”” went on the Form-master
quietly. ‘ The main colour seemcd to be
brown, whilst blue stripes, of a fairly wide
design, were most noticeable of all.”

‘ Oh, Jupiter!’' murmured Sir Montie in
dismay.

The Headmaster's gpaze was fixed upon the
junior’'s striped waistcoat. He could not
fail to observe that it corresponded cxactly
to Mr.. Crowell’'s description. It seemed
hardly likely that another boy would be
wearing a fancy vest of exactly the samec
pattern.

And whilc the Fiead was thinking thus, Sir
Montie himself had other thoughts. He
was well avare of the fact that Mr. Crowecll
hadn't seen him on the Bannington race-
coursc—for the simple reason that he hadn't
been there. »

Mr. Crowell, therefore, had seen somebody
else. Who? A junior belonging to tne
Ancient House Remove—and there was only
one boy who could possibly fit in with the
circumstances.

‘““ De Valerie!" Montie told himself quict!ly.
** Begad, this is what comes of wearin’
waistcoats with the eame kind of stripe. The
awful rotter—attendin’ a race-meetin’! But
there's nothin’ to worry about.’”’

Tregellis-West had suddenly remembcered
that he had a perfect alibi—his innocence
could be proved at any moment he liked.
Of course it was impossible for him to
sncak—to inform against De Valerie. If thc
Rotter escaped punishment, he would be
Jucky; but Sir Montie would have no hand
in his downfall.

. **You imply, of course, that the boy you
saw was Tregellis-West?”” asked the Head-

master slowly, raising his gaze to Mr.
Crowell’'s face. ‘““ This waistcoat tallics
almost exactly with your description, Mr.
Crowell.”

‘““ Was I not right in bringipg the boy here,
8ir?’”’ asked the Form-master. ‘I met him
upon the stairs, and almost the tirst thing
I saw was that racing paper protruding from
one cf his pockets!’ .

‘ Most significant—-most significant!’ de-
clared the Head grimly.

Sir Montie grinned.

* Begad! f I'd attended that race-
meetin’, sir,”’ he in(Luired blandly, *‘‘ do you
suppose [ should have come back with
gportin’ papers stickin’ out of my pocket?”

‘“H’'m!' Rather a pertinent question, cer-
tainly,”” exclaimed the Head, stroking his
«chin. *'I do wnot accuse you, Tregellis-
West—neither does Mr. Crowell. He has
simply brought you to me that this matter
may be clcared up. Personally, I belicve
there is some misunderstending.”

‘““T hope so, sir—I sincerely hopc so!'’
Mr. Crowell.

“It's a frightful misunderstandin’, sir,”
said Sir Montie calmly. ** It couldn't hav-
been this waistcoat you saw at Bannin'ton,
because 1 haven’t becn to the town all this
week."”

‘‘Indeed?’’ said the Form-master coldly.
“* Didn't you tell me, some little time agnH,
that you went to Bannington?’

‘* No, sir,”" was Montic's firm reply. It
you'll remember, sir, I said that I starte:i
on the trip, but met with a shockin’ mizhap
I'd rather not cxplain exactly what hap-
pened—"'

‘** I fail to understand you, Tregellis-West, ™’
put in the Head.

‘“ Begad! It's rather difficult,” complaired
Sir Montie. *“1 met threc of the River Hou.:
fellows, you know, an’ there was quite an

gaid

argument for a while. Nothin® much, of
course, but I—ahem!—I decided to s*tay
bchind with the chaps, an’ didn't go to

Bannin'ton at all.”

The Head raised his eyebrows.

‘“ llow long were you with thecse boys?' he
asked.

“* From about half-past two until half-past
four—two hours, sir, at least.”

‘“ Are  you telling the truth, Tregelli:-
West?'' demanded Mr. "Crowell sharply.
“ The hour was soon after three when I saw
you—or somebody remarkably like you—on
the Bannington racccourse.’’

‘I was with the River House chaps then,
sir, miles from Bannin'ton.”

** Then there is no need for us to pursue
this inquiry—so far as you are concerned,”
smiled the Headmaster. * You could scarcely
be in two places at once, eh, Tregellis-West?
1 think we'd better let——"'

** Pleasc do not be hasty, Dr. Stafford.,”
put in Mr. Crowell quickly. ‘ Are you sug-
gesting that we should take Tregellis-West's
hare word?’’

* Certainly.
ful boy."”

** Thank you, sir,”” said Montie quietly.

Mr. Crowell coughed.

“1 am afraid my attitude will give you thc
impression that I am unduly harsh,’ he said.
*“ But, really, I find it very hard to bclicve
Tregellis-West's statement—although, to be
just, I must say that I have always Jlound
him to be vcracious and honourable. |
would swear to that waistcoat, however—
and the sporting paper! Honestly, I am
unable to decide. You will notice, sir, that
Tregellis-West’s alibi lics upon the evidence
of three boys belonging to another school.”

‘* Quite so,”’ said the Head. *' You would
have no objection to a detailed inquiry,
would you, Tregellis-West?"

Sir Montie hesitated. .

““ No, I—I suppose not,” he said uncom-
fortably. .

“* Dear me! Your manncr is somewhat
strazze!” exclaimed Dr. Statford, with sud-
den acidity. * You suppose not, my boy!
What do you mean by that?”

“* Well, I don't want to get the chaps into
troublc—""

I believe him to be a truth:
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“Whn =arre they—their names?’’ cut In
Ve Crowell,

“Tlwy wertea River Hounse 8echnnl fellnws,
nir.*’

“Yen, yea-hut thelr names?’’

“ Weltharne was one,” replied Sir Montie,
g ring thoughtfully at the colling. ** Well-
barne an’ two other {rightiul rotters— ahem!

| mean chaps, sir. Coates an’' Carstalrs, |
beltowe. ™

“Then IV would be as well to settle this
affair stralght away,” said the Head, rcach-
1ng for the telephone. ° I will be far more
salisfactory. hoth I(nr the boy himsell and
for us, to ohtain the cvidence of the Rivar
Nouae bop. There can thes be no dlspute
whatever.”’

str Montle fely rather i flcant. His
wurd was npot eufficiest. Head and
Mr. Crowell needed the evidence of others
Liut, opun due consideration, Sir Moatie
rnderstond the ithn. Mr. Crowell had
‘ecd & hoy 00 Lthe racecocurse, and Montle
vac wearing & waistcoat almost exactly the
‘ame--and he had heen found, luter, carrying
4+ aporting paper abnut with him.

A hboy w would attend a bhorse-race
would pmbohlr posscea no qualms aboug the
wentle art of rlu. It waa almost unthinhk-
«bla o Imagine that Tregollie-West had
taken the wrong road ;. but it wae as wel) to
he en the sale dlde.

Within five minates Dr. Rtaflord had
Aniahed his telephoning. He bad spoken with
r Hougge himself, and the latter guntleman

had &mmlnd to eend the three boys up to
Mt ank’s, o the ¢harge of an wader:
mster, withoat dela

" This la far the Lut course fo pursue.’’
1ald the Head, ss he drummed lightly uwpon
t'w desk with his fingers. ' It ls hatefsl to
Jotht your word, Tregellis-West, hut it is
« wntial that tho matter should be sifted
W the bottom.”

“ Yoo, olr, 1—1 suppose 00, murmured
% r Montle

The unfortenate Removite was feeling I»-
wardly alarmed. Wellborne and Co., of
“wurse, would clear bim al omoe; but they
sould naturally assaume that Mootie had
driiberately sneaked. And the very thought
of bhelag stigmatised as & aneak caueed Sir
"ﬂ““. to er. o

Ilis very obvicas perturbation was not
misrod by the Read and Mr. Crowell: they
cot!ld e thal Tregellis- West was IIMI'\I1
wader sume dlstress. And It was only natura
that thoy wid put a wrong eonstrection
upon his atUtude- especlally In the light of
the cvents which immediately (ollowed.

The waill was a short ome, for presently
Tubls, the pajye - boy, sannounced the arrival
ol " Mr. Wragy and three young gents from
the River ‘Quac, air”

The vialtors we¢re at nnee brought In.

Mr. Wragg was looking ailmast Jeflant. He
was & myan, toadying master, who winhed at
the misdocds of Wellborme and Cuv. Aud
row, beljeving that his three favourites were
lo bg hauled over the cnals for sometsing,
he was prepafed Lo bq.s,ndy aAs possible—

¢q.

as the oveaston deinand
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*Ah, Mr. Wragg, I am glad you have
brought the boys uver.” sald the Head, rising

to his feet. ' There are just one or two
questiona 1 wish to pat to them. 1 don’t
think it will be necessary to detain you

lm .DO

1”3. Hon. Aubtey and bhis two preclous
chums were quaking i» their shoes. The
looka they cast at 8ir Montie were kliling,
and it wu&:ltc ¢vident that they were pre-
arcd for woret. . They believed that
ontic had :neaked.

** Now, boys,” 0.:id the Head slowly. ** Tell

me Juur ma ’
The three ms aaswered sulleuly.

“They are Lthe names jou mentioned, 1
believe, Tregellis-West?®

“*Yes, air," sald B8ir Montlie huskily.
* These are ‘hl ehaps.”’

** Quite so—quite o, sald the Mead.
‘* Now, Weliborne, plesse eunsider ‘ournll
spokeaman. Were you, and these other two
boys, with Tregelills- West betwecn the honrs
of two-thirty and four-thirty this aftersoon?
Much depends upon your amswer, my boy.
W.s Tregellin-West with you or uot?”

The Hon. Aubrey grisned slightly.

" Tregellis--Weat ain't a friend of ours,
sir,’' be said coolly. ** As a matiab of fact,
we generally cul bhim dead—dom’t we, deah

boys?”
declared Carstairs and

[ ‘)h‘
Coetes.

** Begad, you frightful—"

* De ?nm. Tregellis-West,”” ordered the
Head. “ And you have ot answered my
questing, Wellhorne. | have no wish to learn
of your vale differcaces. Was Tregellls-
Weest with youw this afternocon?"

“Why. of cowrss not, elir!’’ declared the
Ron. Aobrey, in a tose of mild surprise.
** Who the co sald he was?”

The Head and Mr. Crowell exchanged
glances

‘*What!’ c3claimed the Mead. ** You
dnyrl.nvm seen Tregellis-West this alter-
nOM

** We haven't seen the horrid rottah for
"‘Y‘ﬂ sir!"’ sald Wellbnene giibly.

‘“Not once thlha week!'” 3 the Hon.
Bertie, with a wifl.

‘* Rather not!’ chimed In Costes.

There was a deed silcoce in the

rather!”

Bead’s

study The Hon. Aubrey d¢ Vere Weli-
bormme and Co. bad given the lle to Sir
Montic's statement |

CHAPTER 1V,

SIR MONTIR’S PREDICAMANT —TO BE PUBLIVLY
YLOGGRD—RIPPER I8 DELYERMINED 7T0 GET
BUSY.

EVERAL creconds elapsed before any
body spoke.

Poor 8ir Montie was practically

struck dombd. His coolness and serenity

deserted him abruptly, leaving him with s

pale face and eyes which glcamed wiih fury
and indignation.
The lie Jirect!
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Wellborne and Co. had denied secing Sir
Montie that day—they had all three con-
spired to make it appear as though Montic’'s
own statement was u shcer fabrication. The
trio of precious young rascals were thinking
of their own skins—and they decided that
the only safe¢ course was to deny having seen
Sir Montie.

Of course the Honourables were suffering
from a delusion. They helieved that Montie
had informed, and that they had been
brought here, to 8t. Frank's, so that in-
quiries could be made regarding their smok-
ln)nr and gambling. -

regellis-West found his voice at last.

* Begad!'" he¢ panted, starting forward.
“ You—you horrid—"'

** Silence, Tregellis-West!"® snapped Mr.
Crowell. ‘' I will not bave you abusing these
boys in the presence of your Headmaster!'

‘““But thcy're tellin® lies, sir—whoppin’,
thumpin’ lies!"" gasped 8ir Montie despe-
rately. ‘I was with them this afternoon for

over two hours. How they can stand there
an' deny it beats me—it does, really!”

‘““1 never set cycs on you to-day—until
now!’’ sncered the Hon. Bertic.

The Headmaster snapped his fingers
patieatly.

** Dear, dear! This is most unseemly!" he
exclaimed. ‘* Either Tregelis-West is delibe-
rately lying, or these other boys have a
reason for denying——''

*“ Pardon me, sir, but I can answer for the
absolute veracity and honour of my boys!”
put in Mr. Wragg acidly. * You will oblige
me by refraining from casting any doubts
upoglI the statcments made by these three
pupils.’’

he Hecad compressed his lips.

‘It I think the boys are telling falaehoods,
Mr. Wragg. I shall certainly say so,”" he ex-
claimed coldly. ** But there could be no pos-
sible reason for them to join in a concerted
- lie on this occasion—so far as I can see. It is
too painfully evident that Tregellis-West him-
eclf js the culprit.”

“I'm not, sirl’”” sald Sir Montie steadily.
“I've told the perfect truth. It's thcse
fearful bounders who are lyin’.”

im-

‘“May I Inquire why my boys were
wanted?’’ said Mr. Wragg. .

**The reasoa was perfectly simple, Mr.
Wragg,”” replied the Head. ‘ This junior

made a statement to the effect that he wae
with your lads between the hours of two-
thirty and four-thirty. Mr. Crowell had a
slight suspicion that the story was a made-up
one in order to throw dust in our eyes. |
am grieved to find that Tregellis-West de-
scended so low——"'

‘ Bai Jove!' murmured the Hon. Aubrcy.
‘** What is the matter, Wellborne?"’

‘** Oh-—er—nothin’, sir!’”’ said the Hon.
Aubrey—*‘ nothin’ that mattahs!’’

To tell the truth, the Ionourables were
just bceginning to realise that Sir Montie
adn’t sneaxed at all. Their presence at St.
Frank's was merely required to clear up a
doubt; therc had been no mention of their
own ‘' gay ' doings.

Wellborne and Co. were by no mcans grate-

i1

ful to Sir Montie for having kept silont.
They merely considered themselvea rather
lucky to get out of a scrape. And it was
now too late for them to back out of their
statements without proclaiming thcmselves
to be liars of the first order.

Moreover, they were only too delighted to
see Tregellis-West in dire trouble. If thcy
could contribute to his woe, all the better.
They considered that any act of despicable
meanness was permissible.

“*I do not think it will be necessary for me
to detain you any longer, Mr. Wragg,”' said
Dr. Staflord coldly. He didn't like the crawly
under-master of the River House, and w:s at
no pains to conceal his attitude. ‘' Goon-
afternoon, eirl"’

Mr. Wragg bowed stiffly.

‘“ Come, boys,’” he said, waving a bony hard
towards the door.

The quartette passed out. Sir Montie half
started forward. It was in his mind to kncck
Wellborne down upon the spot. But such a
proceeding would have been highly disrespect-
ful, when accomplished in the Headmaster's
study. Montie would have plenty of other
chances.

The position had to be faced—and it wa3
an ugly one.

Montie had denied being on the racecourae,
and had stated in his defence that he bt
spent the afternoon with Wellborne and Co.
Those precious youths had now made it
appear as though Montie’'s story was an
entire invention, suggested for the sole pur-
pose of deceiving the masters. The Hen'}
assumed that Montie bad not calculated
upon an {investigation being made.

The clue of the fancy vest, too, was well-
nigh conclusive. True, Montie himself could
have cast some light upon the subject, I[..r
he had seen De Valerie's waistcoat; but hv
breathed no word.

“ Tell me, Tregellis-West,”” said the H-ad
slowly, * why did you go to the races?’

‘I didn't, sir,”’ replied Sir Montie stcadily.
‘* Those chaps were lyin’; I was with them
the whole afternoon, gir. They were ju:t
bubblin’ with joy to sec mec in hot water.”

‘“*Upon my soul! Are you still darirg to
deny that you are guilty, Tregellis-West’’
snapped Mr. Crowell. ‘I saw you distinctly,
boy. You were talking to some disrenutab!:
bookmaker, and I even saw you pass hun
some money."’

‘ Begad, it's wonderful,
Montie calmly.

* Ah, you admis your guilt, then?"’

“1 couldn’t do that, sir, because I ain't
guilty,”” exclaimed Tregellia-West. ** But iv'«
wonderful how you could see me doin’ a:l
those things when I wasn't there! Begad, it's
simply amazin’!"’

‘“ Enough of this nonsense, my boy.” sail
the Head quietly. ‘1 bave done my best to
believe in you, and | am intensely grieved
to be forced to the conclusion that you ar-
guilty. Hitherto your character in th°
school has been splendid in every way, and
it s for that rcason that I am so shocked
and disgusted.”

sir!”’ said 8-
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‘“I'm awfully sorry, sir,’”” said Montic
quictly., ‘“I've done nothin® that I'm

ashamed of, an’ there’'s no need for you to
he disgusted. 1 respect Mr. Crowcil ver
highty ;. but, if it ain’t impertinent, 1 shoul
like to repeat that he has made a shockin’
hloamer—ahem'!
sir. }'ve told vou nothin® but the truth——*’

'**1 find it impossible to believe that state-
ment. Tregellis-West, ' interrupted the Head
angrily. * Bearing in mind your good
character, 1 will allow you to remain at St.
Frank's—although many
pelled for a similar offence. You will be
flogged in the morning, in the presence of
the whole school !’

** A—a public flogain'!"” gasped Bir Montie
blankly. * Oh, gad!”

‘“And you may consider yorvrself very
fortunate!’’ said {{r. Crowell grimly. * Dr.
Staflord is very lcnient, TregellissWest, and
you should appreciate his kindncss of heart.
Why cannot you own up—'"

* There's nothin® to own up to, sir,”’ in-
terrupted Montie quickly. ** Before the
mornin’ perhaps somethin’ fresh will have
come to light. Perhaps the fellow who really
visited the racecourse will be discovered.”

“You may go, Tregellis-West,”” said the
lead coldly.

Montie went, and his chief feeling at the
moment was one of regret that Dr. Stafford
could entertain such base thoughts. Montie
had always regurded the Head as a gentle-

man of great intelligence, kindliness, and
justice.
Just now, however, the swell of the

Anclent House could not help a tiny feeling
of hitterness cn.ering hia brcast. However,
Montie scarcely ever worricd over anything,
and even a public flogging was not appalling
enough to upset his nerve.

By rare good fortune he succeeded in reach-
inZ the bath-rooms unohserved. Here he
washed himself thoroughly, and then changed
his collar and tie. It was quite tea time
now, and practically all the juniors were in
their studies.

Pushing inte 8Stud
two chuma just sicting down to a cheerful
meal. Thcy looked up at their noble chum,
and nodded.

‘“ 1 should think so, too!” remarked Nipper
gcnially.  ** You've been long enough, 1
should hope, Maontie. What's become of that
racing paper? Fullwocd had the sauce to
request the loan of it not long ago.”

Sir Mortic seated himself at the tea-table,
and beamed.

**A rippin’ spread!' he remarked. *° Yes,
Il.-;\" have gsoine of Lthat anchovy paste. Tommy

y.?.

** 1 epilt a little dry tea Into it,”” remarked
Watson, as he pushed the pot acrosa. ** 8.iil,
that'll improve the flavour a bit—if that’s
possible. The glddy stuff’s becn in the cup-
Loard for a couple of days, and anchovies
generally nitt  even when they're first
openod.”’

‘* Dear fellow, that’s Deauty of anchovy
paste,’’ sroiled Sir Montile, “ One little morsel

1 mean a frightful mistake,

boys bave heen e¢x-|

C, Montie found hisJ

J

f
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is suffieient to flavour a whole slice of bread-
an’-hutter, begad! By the way, there’s guin®
to be a little excitement in the mornin’.”

**Oh!" said Nipper, who was muking a
piecce of toast. ** What aort of exci.ement?’

* A floggin’!"’ '

Tommy Watson paused whilst pouring out
the tea.

** A Hogaing!'' he repeated ' Phew! Who's
been getting it in the ncck?”

Tregellis-West sighed. -

‘“Life's full of horrid misunderstandin’s,”
he said resignedly. ‘ You wouldn't belirve
it. old fellows, but 1 was makin’ bets with
a frightfel bookie this afterncon, on Ban-
nin’ton racecourse!"

His two chums stared at him rather cone-
cernedly. .

**oing dotty?’ asked Nipper, buttering
his piece of toast.

“l am merely repeatin® the assertions of
our highly esteemed Form-master,”” said Sir
Montie calmly. * Mr. Crowell saw me, so
thete can't be any mistake. An’ the Head
was lenient. Instead of sackin’ me, I'm goin’
to be publicly flogged—'"

“You!" roared Tommy Watson, dropping
the teapot in his excitement. ‘' Do you mean
to say—— Yow! OQocoooch!’

‘** No, dear hoI, I don’t mean tn say that!™
smiled Sir Montie.

The teapot had fallen into Watson's lap,
and the hot liquid had poured down the
junior’s leg rapidly. It was some few mo-
mcnts hefore order was restored in the study,
And even then Tommy Watson persisted in
declaring that he was horribly scalded.

‘“* Blow your troubles!” snapped Nipper.
'* You've caused enough commotion a8 it
is, with your fatheaded teapot! Loak here,
Montie,” he addcd, turning to Tregellis-
West, “if you were joking with us—'’

‘“* Dear boy, 1 was frightfully serious!’’

i “?You're going to be flogged in the morn-
n '

g—lontle hit into a slice of bread-and-butter,
and nodded.

** You seem jolly calm about it!’* shouted
Watson, who nearly always became ex-
asperated at his roble chuin’s serenity under
diffcult and disturbing eircumstances. *' 1
dﬁ-;‘t believe you’re golog to be flogged at
n .’t .

‘*Let's hear the yarn,
Nippor briskly. .

Sir Moncie lost no time in going into full
detuils of the affair. He explained how Mr.
Crowell had taken him utterly by surprise
on the stairs; how he had gone, bewildered,
to the Heudmastier's siudy; and how ' the
(ljtlver House cads had maliciously ‘‘let him

own."”

** Oh, the rottcrs—the howliug bounders!'!”
exclaimed Watson wrathfully. ‘““ And dc
you mean to say the Head believed ’em? I
didn't think he was such a silly old duffer!”

‘* Pray refrain from speaking with such dis-
respect, Tonuny boy ! exclaimed Bir Montie,
in a shocked voice. ‘ The Head isn’t a
duffer by any meauns. I ean quite under-
stand his point of view, jou know,- The

my son!” gaid
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‘“ 1 must oall upon another member of the Fourth Form to stand for-
ward,’”” went on Dr. 8tafford. *‘ Come to the platform, De Valerie!" £3
(e rays <1
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looks black

Ca 0
really—

*“ Rot!"" snapped Nipper.
gered! Tbe Head was too jolly hasty, and
old Crowbsfeet scems to be a lot worse—a
prccious pair of muddlers, that's what they
arc! Do you think we're. going to scc you
tlogged in the morning, Montie?'

fcarfully against mc,

‘“ Dear fellow, 1 suppose you will sce it—|

unlcss you close your cyes!'’

Tommy Watson snorted.

““ And you sit thcre ns cool as ice!" he
growled. 1 don’'t belicve you care two-
pence whether you have the flogging or not!”’

‘“0Oh, I'd rather not: 1 care that much,
old man,” smiled Trcgellis-\West. * But
what's the good of makin' a fuss? A floggin’
ain’t goin’ to kill me, an' all the chaps will
underatand —"'

““ All the chaps won't!" declared Nipper
urimly. *° As soon ds this yarn gets abhont,
Montic, A certain number of fcllows will
make a dead-sot against yon—you mark my
words! And the only way Yo act in a casc
like this is to put things straight.”

“ Find the real culprit, you mecan?"

‘“Of course."

Nipper leoked at hiz two chums squarely.

“The culprit won't need much finding,
cither,”” he went on. “TI'll bet a penny to
& pound that it was Dc Valerie.”

Sir Montie nodded.

““That's what 1 was thinkin’,"”
calmly.
[ )] 0
“Of course, old boy. Wasn't De Valeric
wearin® a fancy vest that looked like mine?
Hasn't lhc attended race-mnectings before?
It's only necessary to put two an’ two

together, begad!”

" You may lock a languid sort of nss, but
there's sensc in that giddy brain-box of

he said

yours,” said Nipper approvingly. ** Of course
it was De Valerie. An’ there’s another
thina--a jolly significant matter, toco. 1

spotted De Valerle just before tea; and he
wasn't wearing that striped waistcoat then.”

“ Perhapa he’ll be decent,'’ remarked Wat-
acn  thoughtfully. I don't suppose he
knows anything about the Hogging yet, but
when he learns of it it'll be up to him to
confess. e Valerie's a queer bird, though,
and there's no telling what he'll do.”

His chums nodded. Ceefl De Valerie, of
the Remove, was certainly very queer in his
habits. Bince Lis arrival at 8t. Frauk's he
had performed some very despicable actions
-he had praved himself to be a thorough
rotter. At other times a difterent spirit had
heen munifested in him; he had shown
Nipper that he possessed quite a consider-
uble nmount of decency.

“I'm not sure of him, exaetly,” egaid
Nipper. **The worst of it i8 we haven't got
any real proof. If he doesn’t confeas, poor
old Montie may get it in the neck, in spite
uf everything."’

Nirpcr jumped to his fect.

“1'm going along to Study M, anyhow,”
e went on. ' I'll tax De Valerie with the
subjoct, and-see what hg'sgot to say. Don’t

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

you worry yourself, Montie.

Leave cvery-

] 1H-thing to your kind uncle.”
**Black be jig-

Tregellis-West yawned.

* Dear fcilow, therc’'s nothin’
over,”” he said Ilazily. ‘*“ And I shouldn’t
bother about interviewin' De Valerie—I
shouldn't, really. Hc'll only tell you some
frightful whoppers—"'

to worry

‘““ Rats!" interiected Nipper.
to investigate this case.”

And he opened the -door and passed out
into the passage. Nipper knew quite well
that Montie was ready to stand the racket,
if necessary; but it was only right and just

“I'm going

that Cecil de Valerie should reap the re-
ward of his sins.

——— -

CHAPTER V.
FULLWOOD’S LITTLE GAME—NIPPER GETS AN
IDEA—THE MYSTERIOUS BSTRANGER AGAIN.
TUGDY M, in the Remove passage, was
locked when Nipper arrived. Other
study doors stood half -open, pointing
to the fact that most of the fellows
had finished tea, and had passed along to
the common-room, or other places where
juniors generally congregated.

Nipper had no positive cvidence that De
Valerie was guilty, but he had very strong
guspicione. And he meant to put the matter
to the test without delay. He found theo
Rotter lounging before one of the windows
in the common-room. Quite a number of
fellows were outside, for the cvening was
fine and mild.

** Just a word, De Valeric.”’

The Rotter turned.

‘““ Hallo! What do you want, Bennett?”
he asked, eyeing Nipper languidly. ‘' You're
lookin’ sur,'visin’'ly grim over something or
other.”

“Do you know what's bhappened
Tregellis-West?'" said Nipper quietly.

“I'm afraid I'm shockin’ly ignorant of his

to

| fate—"'

‘“‘It's all very well to bhluft like this, De
Valerie,” intvri‘ccted Nipper. ‘‘ Even if you
dida't konow for certain, you mus?! have
suspected. Sir Montie has been hauled be-

| fore the Head on a charge of attending a

race-meeting at Bannington this afternoon.”
‘“ Poor chap! That's awkward, ain't it?"’

‘““ Mr. Crowell recognised him; or rather,
he recognised a fancy waistcoat which Mon-
tic was wearing,”” added Nipper grimly.
‘““You know as well as T do that Tregellis-
West was mauvled about by those River
House cads. But when old Wragg broucht
them up here they lied like - Cabinet
Ministers, eapecially to get poor Montie into
trouble. He's booked for a flogging in the
morning.”’

De Valerie yawned.

“ He has my sympathy, U'm sure,” he re-
marked carelesgly. ‘' Jt'll be rathcr painful,
probably. What arc you starin’ .at?”’

*“*1I'm staring at a chap who isn’t really a

cad, although he acts like one sometimes,’’
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replied Nipper steadily. *“ You know as well
as I do, De Val=riz, that Montic wasn’t on
the Banniungton racecourse. And you know
as well as 1 do who wus.”

“Do I? Whd was it?”

‘“Ycu were there yourself, you rotter!”’
declarced Nipper hotly.

‘* That’s very interestin’.”

“It was you whom Mr, Crowell saw——""

““One moment,” interjected De Valerie
easily. ‘‘ How are you going to prcve all
this?”

Nipper breathed hard.

*“ You admit that—"

“1 don’t admit anvthin' at all,” replied
De Valerie. *‘ An’ yca’ll oblige me, Bebnett,
by attendin’ to your own business an’ not,
to mine. 1 hate bein’ rude, but it’s
necessary to speak out now an' again.”

And the Rotter strolled acroes the common-
room with his hands in his pockets. Nipper
didn’t follow him; he knew well enough that
farther argument would have been useless.

But he was extremely determined upon one
%oint._ De Valerie wns the culprit, and- De

aleric should receive the punishment.
Clearly, the Rotter was living up to bhis
nickname again. He calmly intended to let
Sir Montie take the blame and the punish-
ment for his own misdeed.

It was a cad’s trick—a mean advantage
to take of the situation. But one was never
sure of De Valerie. He performed the most
surprising actions almost every wéek. The
fellows had ccased to wonder at the Rotter’s
vagaries.

Nipper was aware of one thing. If De
Valerie kept silent, rothing could save

Montie from the Pogging in the morning.
Even if Nipper told the Head all he knew it
would he really useless. For there was no
positive evidence which pointed to De Valerie
as the culprit.

Suapicions were uselees, and Nipper de-
eided to obtain positive evidence without
delay. An idea had already occurred to
him, and he hurried away to 8tudy C with
tbe object of telling his chums of his
decision.

Turning into the Remove passage, how-
éver, he received a surprise.

The wide corridor. in the vicinity of Study
C, was packed and crowded with jmuiors.

Jeering voices were plainly heard, and
Nipper caught his breath in sharply. What

conld be the meaning of this demcunstration?

He strode nearer and pushed his way
through the juniors. The study itself was
erowded, and Sir Montie, with a face which
expressed complete screnity, stood gazing at.
Fullwood and Co.

** My only hat!’ sbouted Nipper furiously.
“* Who the dickens told you to crowd into
this study, you cads? Clear out Fullwood—
buzz off, you rotters! What do you think
you're trying to do, anvhow?’

Fullwood stared at Nipper insolenily.

“ Nobody asked you to come byttin’ in!”’
he sneercd. ‘

*] don't necd pernrission to ¢nter my own

- ———
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study!”” snapped Nipjer hotly. ' You v

' Fullwood, and I'll bet you never got per:

mission to crowd in here.
excitement about, Tommy?”
*“ Why, about Montie,”” snortedg Tommy
Watson. ‘‘ The silly ass went anpd told some
chaps all about that fiogging affair, and it's

What's all this

all over the House by this time. Thesa
l')mslts crowded in before we could step
em!”

** Who'll help me to chuci 'em out?” asked
Nipper, looking roend.

** H1old on!”’ bawled Handforth, pushing his
way forward. ‘‘1f there's anything in wh:t
we hear, Tregellis-West jolly well deserves a
ragging. Attending race-meetings, by George!
But I don’t believe it!’'”

* Thanks awfully, Handy, old man!” mur-
muared 8ir Montie. * It’s simply rippin’ to
Lrow that the terrific weizht of your
opinion is on my side. Knowin® that, 1 feel
that 1 can face the world bravely.”

‘“ Ha, ha, haV’

Handforth nodded.

‘* Nothing to laugh.at, that I can =ee¢,” he
said, looking round with a frown. ‘ Of
course I stick up for Montie. There's a fist
here for anybody who says that Tregellis-
West really attended that race.”

I;Jlipper pushed his way forward
en

(X

impati

{ dare say you mean well, Handy,” he
exciaimed, ‘‘but tarn off the tap. for pood-
ness’ sake! 1 can’t understand what you’re
all jawing about. Who started the affair—
that’'s what I want to know.” -

1 led the chaps here,”” said Ralph Leslie
Fullwood calmly.

*“0b, did you?”
for?’ .

*“ Well, chiefly to let them see the bigges?
hypocrite at 8t. Frank’s!’ sneered Fullwood.

said Nipper. ‘" What

“That’'s what you cume for?” asked
Nipper.
* Yes.”'

‘“To let the chaps see the biggest hjypo-
critc at St. Frank’s?’’ went on Nipper. ** My
dear chap, there was no need for you to go
to all that trouble. We 3ll know you're
a hypocrite—nothing new ip that It's far-
famed—"

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ And I'm blessed if 1 can vnderstand why
you led them here,”” went on Nippe:, in 2
puzzled kind of way. * There's far mor2
room out in the Triangle——"

“ You—you idiot!”’ snepped Fullwoad,.
turning red. ** You know jo'ly well that 1|
was referrin’ to Tregellis-West. Ain't he
goin’ to receive a floogin’ im the mornin?"

‘“ Not that I know of!’ retorted XNipper

grimly. ‘‘ Somehody will, 1 expect; but not
Montie. There’s hern a gilly mistake.”
‘“Very nice, ain't it?” jeered Gulliver.

** It's likely the Head won!d rage a mistake
of that sort, 1 don’'t think. A two-fac:d
hypocrite, that's what Ticgellis-West is!
I'retends to he horrifled at the thought of
smokin’ an’ horse-racin’ an’ he's spotted on
a giddy racecourse himself.’

“ The erawlin’ worm!”’ jecred Fu!lwoad.
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8ir Montic andjusted his pince-nez calmly.
‘““1 puppose all these remarks are ad-

dressed to me?’' he asked. *“1 dont. take
any notice of what Fullwood says, an' he'll

wet punished for it, anyhow. But what
uh(;ut you other chaps Are you all against
me ?"’

** Ruther not!”

‘“ Good old Montic!"

There was a perfect chorus of approval,
and Sir Montie beamed. Fullwood and Co.,
having failed in their cflorts to stir up an
%ltatlon. fely that their position was somc-

1t precarious.
‘“ Well, we'll be goin',’”” said Gulliver, with

aoyawn.

““ Might as well,”” agreed Fullwood care-
leasly.

**Just a minute, dear fellow,” said Sir
Montie, reaching out and grasping Full-
wood's shoulder. *‘* You owe me an apology,
1 believe?”

“ Oh, do I?"

‘*“You called me a cravlin’ worm——"

““That's what you are, ain’t you?" said
Fullwood calmly. ** A measly cad who pre-
tends to be a saint, and who gambles an’

bets an’ *  T'ullwood paused
abruptly. “ Hi! What the—— Yow!”
Smack!

Sir Montic's fist shot out in a leisurely
fashion; at least, it seemed as though
Tregellis-West was in no particular hurry.
But his knuckles lost no time in reaching
Fullwood's nose. And the leader of the Nuts
stageered back with a roar.

But once Montie had started, he saw no
rcason why he shouldn't continue. Punch-
ing noses was not so very difficult, after all.
Tregellls-Wesl's arms shot in and out like
energetic pistons. Gulliver and Bell and
'glrirrcll each felt the weight of those elegant
ets

‘“Oh, by gad!”

‘“ Hold him, somebody !’

““Yaroooooh!"

F'ullwood and Co. were frantic in their at-
tempts to vacate Study C. If they had
possessed an ounce of pluck they would have
stood up to Montie boldly; but Tregellis-
West's abrupt activity had taken them by
surprise.

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Serve you jolly well right, Fullwood!”
roared Handforth.

** Ycs. rather!”

*“ There’s nothing wrong with old Treyellis-
West."'

‘“It's only a few cads who believe that
varn about Banunington!' exclaimed Nipper
wrathfully. * Practically every chap here
Kknows as wcll as T do that Montie was kept
vhe whole afternoon by those beastly Hogs.
I suppose Fullwood tries to make out that.
Montie tied himself to that jipger—just for

fun'!"' added Nipper, with biting sarcasm.
. 1(;'0 fact is, there's been a bloomer
made—"'

‘““ Dear fellow, it ain't worth discussin’,”

protested Sir Montie, adjusting his glasses

*Mr. Crowell muade a mls ake an’ therc's
H
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nothin’ more to be Bbaid.
other chap for me, an’' I'm goin’ to get it in
the neck. Dear boys, it won't kill me, an’
if T ain't grumblin’, why should you?”

‘“You always wcre a philosophic sort of
idiot, Montic!” exclaimed Handforth. ¢ But
that sort of thing won't do. Whom did Mr.
Crowell see, if it wasn't you?”

‘* Why, somebody else, of course, old boy.”

‘“ You—you ass! Of coursc it was somec-
body else—"’ ‘

** Handy, old man, there’s no necd for you
to butt in just now,” interrupted Nipper
smoonthly. * The flogging isn't coming o¢ft
until the morning anyhow—and quite a lot
may happen before then.”

It was some little time before Handforth
could be made to understand that his absence
was more desirable than his presence. He
was finally bauled away by Church and
McClure and one or two other fcllows. And
Study C, being quiet once more, resuined its
normal aspect. All the visitors had departed,
and the rightful owncers were in sole occupa-
tion.

““ Well, Fullwood’s little game failed, didn’t
it?"’ remarked Watson comfortably.

‘* What little game was that, dear boy?"’

“My dear ass, Fullwood and his nobby pals
were trying to get up a huge demonstration
acgainst us—and if they'd succeeded you
would have been ragged unmercifully, So you
ought to cousider yourself lucky.”

*“Oh, I'm Jucky—frightfully lucky,” acreed
Sir Montie. ‘' It'll be rippin’ in the mornin’
—being flogged, I mean!”

““ You won't be flogged, Montie,’”’ exclaimed
Nipper briskly. .‘‘1It was De Valerie who
visited that racecourse. 1 taxed him with it,
and asked him if he was going to own up. He
calmly told me to mind my own business."”

“Just what the Rotter would do,”” grunted
Watson.

‘““ He thinks he's safe,”” went on Nipper,
with a determined shake of his head. *‘‘He
thinks that he’'s only got to keep quiet and
he'll escape punishment. The awful cad! He's
going to let Montie take a floggiug for some-
thing he didn't do. 1 didn't think De Valeric
was such an outsider."

‘“ Well, what’s to be done?’’ asked Watson.

‘“ We've got to get proef—evidence,” re-
plied Nipper. *“If ve can only find out for
certain that De Valerie was in Bannington
this afternoon we shall be on the right track.
And don't forget that fancy waistcoat! De
Valeriec was wearing it when he left the
schocl, but not when he returned. He'd
changed it—why? Simply because he had
spotted old Crowell. It isn't likely that the
Rotter carries another waistcoat about with
him, i3 it?”

** Hardly, dear boy."”’

‘““ Well, then, our job is to make inquiries
at the outfitters’ shops in Bannington,” said
Nipper shrewdly. *‘ And, what’s more, we're
going to start o at once. We're going to
make some investigations.’’

*“(Qood! Any old thing you like, old man,"
drawled Montie.

He was quite

Ho mistook some

rcady for the adventure,
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although hLe appeared to be as languid as
ever. Montie, after all, was not particularly
anxlous to receive a thrashing in the morn-
ing. It would be far more comforting if the
rcal culprit received his due. And there was
practically no douht at all regardiug De
Valerie’s guilt. The Rotter's offcnce was
sreatly intensified by the fact that he was
;:tanqint to allow another to be punizhed
or it.

Before starting out Nipper dodged along to
Nelson Lee's study. But ** Mr. Alvington ""—
to give the great detective his school name—
was not at home. His study door was locked.

**1 was only going to ask bim if there was
anything to be bought in Bannington,” re-
marked Nipper, as he and his chums went
away. ‘‘ Never mind.”

They went out to the bicycle shed and got
their machines ready. Just as they wcre
starting, however, Nipper saw a somewhat
hent form moving near the ruins of the old
monastery. The dusk was growing deep, and
there were not many fellows in the Triangle.
Nipper paused and stared.

The figure was that of an elderiy man, with
a swarthy face and a straggly grey beard—
the mysterious stranger who had appeared
in the Ancient House in the early afternoon.
Who on earth was he?

“1 don't quite like that chap dodging
about,” said Nipper critically. ** He's got no
right to roam over the school in this way."

‘“0h, rats to him!"’ said Watson. *‘‘ He’s
some relative of onc of the masters, I sup-
pose. No necd for us to intericre. Besides,
we shall be late for the shops unless we start
off at once.”

** Oh, all right,” said Nipper, accepting the
good advice.

They started off to Bannington without
delay. and their trip was uneventtful in every
way. By the time they reached the old town
darkness bhad completely descended, and sub-
dued lights were g¢gleaming in the various
shops. )

‘““ Now what do we do?”’ asked Watson, as
they dismounted.

Nipper soon showed him. He strode straight
into a big outfitters’ establishment and made
inquiries concerning De Valerie. After a few
moments he was satisied that the Rotter had

aid the shop a visit.
no‘t.. I!))rawn blank,”” he remarked to his
chums, as they strode gut-. ‘“ Better luck in
the next shop, perhaps. l

But the proprietor of the next shop pro-
fcssed comp?ete ignorance of Cecil de Valerie,
and went so far as to add that he had no
fancy waistcoats in stock. That statement
clinched mattcrs. .

‘* Never say die,”” observed Nipper cheer-
fully. _

H’é led the way across the High Street to
another big establishment. It was on the
point of closing, and Nipper dod in while
Sir Montie and Tommy looked: after the
bicycles. The palr decided to wait outside.

‘* Another frost, of éourse,” groyled Wat-
gon. * Potty idea, I call it.”

|
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* Victory, my bonny beys!” he execlaimed
joyfully ** Our giddy investization has pro-
vided the necessary proof that De Valerie is
the horrid culprit, and that the noble Sir
Galahad Montgomery is innocent of ye awful
crime.”’

*Pray don't be ridie—"

**Have you discnvered
asked Watson quickly.

“ All that’s necessary,” replied Nipper. * A
S8t. Frank's chap went into this shop this
afternoon and bought a fancy vest—and was
most particular thav it should he a cherk
and not a stripe. He put it on in the =hup,
and had the gme he had been weuring
wrapped up,’’

** Was the chap De Valerie?”

** Of course he was, you ass!" said Nipper
genially. *The shopmun remembered him
well—a slim, elerant bO{. wearing  the
Ancient House colours. Rather foreign-look-
ing, with dark eyes and block hair. Fits De
Valerie ali over.”

The juniora were very pleased. For this
evidence was conclusive, The Head, in the
face of such information, would never flog Sir
Montie without having made a searching in-
quiry—and such an inquiry would mean the
exposure of De Valerie.

Nipper didn't think it would come to that.
It was his intention to face the Rotter
holdly and force him to confess. De Valerie
apparently did not posscss enough decency to
own up voluntarily.

“ Home now,” said Nipper briskly, ‘a3
fast as we can pedal!"

‘“1 shall decline to scoreh, ccar fellow——
Oh, begad, look there!"” |

Sir Montie stood stock still and stared
down the High Street. Nipper and Watsou,
surprised by their chum’s tone, locked too.

‘“ What’s the matter, fathead?’ -<asked
Tommy Watson eariously. ‘I can’t sce—
Why—Great Scott! That—that old josser!”

“ Well, I'm jiggered!' muttered Nipper, in
A temse whisper.

For, walking steadily along the opposite
pavement, a familiar igure was vigible. The
mysterious stranger! The curious mab, with
the swarthy face, who had beén twice seen
by Nipper and Co. at St. Frank's.

Who could he be?

‘“* There’s something queer about the chap,”
said Nipper griml{. ‘“ Look here, my sons!
You take charge of my bike for a little while.
I’'m going to follow this rammy merchant!"

‘* Shadow him?'"* breathed Tommy Watson.

‘“ That’s the idea—a little bit of detective
work,’’ nodded Nipper. ‘I don’t suppose he's
anybady in particular, but his movements
seem rather fishy, to my mind."

‘** Dear boy, but what about us?"

'*You'd better follow on bebhind—just kee)
me in sight,” replied Nipper, as he atarted
off across the road. _ ‘

He couldn’t quite aatisfy himsell as to why
be was venturing upon tbia little expedition.

¢ minutcs later Nipper emcrged—heam
‘®

anything, then?”
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[+ was probably mecre curiosity and detective
nstinct.  The bent old man had acted very
nuecerly. and Nipper was quite keen to follow
his movements more clescly.

The _mman had bzoen at St. Frank’s at the
ti.ne of Nipper and Co.’s departure--and
they had  eycled quickly. How had the
«tranger arrived in Bannington so soon after-
wards? Possibly the thing could be very
sinply cxplained; but Nipper was kecn.

JHc shadowed the bent figure without dAdiffi-
culty, and noticed that his two chums kept
well in the rear with the bicycles. The
vicinity of the High Street was left behind,
and a quict road, leading to the open coun-
try, was entcred upon.

Big houses, each set in its own garden, bor-
dered the pavements—for this was the sclect
residential quarter of Bannpington. Nipper's
quarry turned down a small side lane—prob-
ably a mere alley—and Nipper quickened his
pacc.

He turned the corner sharply, judging that
tllu.- Bent man was already somc little way
alr¢ad.

Crash!

‘o Why.
Nipper.
~ He stared up at the swarthy-faced stranger
in utter consternation. The wman had been
standing there—just round the corner—wait-
ing for his shadower! Nipper, well accus-
tomed to this work as he was, stared in
somplete hewilderment.

““Well, boy?" demanded a harsh voice in
Icvel tones.

“*1—I1 was just walking——"'

Nipper paused, recalising the utter futility
of attempting any explanation.

‘“Why are you following me?” asked the
old man angrily.

Nipper was lhelpless. The mysterious
stranger’'s eyes glittered, and his whole bear-
ing told of his fury. How had he known of
Nipper's attentions? The lad was a past-
master at the difficult art of shadowing, and
yet this queer old man had been aware of
the fact from the start! |

‘““ Why—why was I following you?'’ repeated

what—  OL, corks!” gasped

Nipper confusedly. *Oh, I—I—— Here, 1
say! What the dickens—"'
Without the slightest warning the

stranger’s hands shot forward. Nipper found
himself grasped in an iron grip. He was
;t?ickled up like a feather; his struggles were
utile.

And then. kicking and wriggling. Nipper
was hoisted to the top of the fairly high
wall. His head and shoulders went over—
and a push sept him flying into the unknown
darkness beyond.

“* Oh, Jupiter!’’ gasped Nipper.

He had landed in tall grass, and wasn't
hurt in the least. Scrambling up hastily,
he flew at the wall, grasped the top, and
hauled himself over. But the lane was
quite empty and deserted.

The mysterlous stranger had completely
vanished!

1

.
L

|
|
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CHAPTER VI.
(Set doun by Nipper.)

IN WHICH THERE IS MORE MYSTERY—DE
VALERIE MAKES ME FURIOUS.

OU will notice, to hegin with, that I

am now telling the yarn personally.

1 I must do a bit of work for my
living occasionally, you know.

Well, to begin in the correct style, I am
discovered in the dark side lane at Banning-
ton—sadly bewildered, I'll admit, but indig-
nant as well. I had becen handled in the
most undignified fashion.

Pitched over a wall! Slung into somebody’s
garden like a sack of rubbish! And bye
whom? Who was the unmenticnahle scoun-
drel who had committed the frightful out-
rage? Who was this queer old man, with the
fiercc eyes and the swarthy complexion? 1
was not only 'puzzled, but positively enraged.

I felt diddled, so to speak. My little game
had been spotted—and I had been summarily
dealt with. And while I was standing in
the lare, trying to collect my wits, Sir
Montie Trcgellis-Weet and Tommy Watson
arrived.

‘““ What's the fTathcaded game?’’ asked
Watson sarcastically. *‘‘ Are you going to
keep us banging about all night? Where's
the old man? What have—"'

““Oh, dry up!” I growled. ‘' He twigged
the little game.’”’

‘“ Begad!"” murmurcd Sir Montie. ‘ Did
he really, old boy?”’

““ Turned on me, and pitched me over this
rotten wall,”” I went on furiously.

Tommy Watson grinned audibly.

, ‘““ Anything to cackle at?’’ I snapped, glar-
ngt

“1 thought you werc a giddy detective?”
gsaid Watson pleasantly. ‘I .thought the
assistant cf Mr. Nelson Lee was a marvellous
shadower——"'

“I don't know about that,”” I interrupted
darkly; * but he's handy with his fists!”

Watson wisely decided to chip me no,
further. T don’'t think he feared my fists;
but he wasn’t anxious for a dust-up in tha
street. And the three of us mounted our:
bicycles and pedalled for St. Frank'’s. “

On the way home 1 recovered my temper,
and told my chums all about the little inci-
dent at the corner of the lane. They were
interested, and our perplexity was matual.
Who on earth was the quaint old fellow?

By good luck we managed to arrive at the
gschool just before locking up. Having put
our bicycles away, we strode towards the
Ancient Housc. It was my intentian to
interview Master De Valerie without delay. I
looked forward to that interview with great
satisfaction. De Valerie was done—he would
have to cave in. ~—--

And then we received a shock.

Just as we were about to enter the House I
spotted a figurc over by the gymnasium, It
scemed familiar, somehow. I caught my
breath in, and paused. The ncxt second all
doubt was dispelled.

-



There, walking towards the College House,
was the mysterious stranger!

** Great Scott!’ 1 gusped In amazement.

My chums had seen him, too. ‘The thine
was becoining a positive nightmare. We
had seen the man bcefore starting for Ban-
nington; we had seen him in the town itsell:
and now he was hack again at the school!

There was no question about it. The
bent figure was unmistakable. 1t was simply
astounding, and 1 clenched my ftists with
determination.

** Come on, my sons!” 1 muttered fiercely.

We simply pelted across the Triangle. But
when we arrived at the Oollege House the
old man had disappeared mto the gloom. |
. came to a halt, panting. Over by the foun-
tain 1 fancied 1 saw a movement.

‘“ Begad! It's fairly amazin'—"

I didn't wait to hear the rest of Montie’s
remark. The fountain was reached, but it
was deserted. And all was silent in the Tri-
angle. The queer stranger had dope the
trick again—he had eluded us. 1t was the
most exasperating affair I had experienced for
weeks and montha. :

I just boiled with helplessness and frritation.

** Confound it!"" I cxelaimed. * Hapg it!
Bust it! Blow—""

‘* Steady, dear fellow,”” remonstrated Tre-
gellis-West. ‘' You'll be sayin’ somethin’
strong it you let yourself go—"

‘* Where’'s that old mani” 1 demanded
Bercely.

* Dear Benny, I haven’t got him in my
-pocket, you know."

*“ He’s like a ghost—a will-o’-the-wisp!" 1
went on. *'And bhe canm’t be a visitor at the
schoasl. Visitors don’t slink about—— Look
here, 1I'm going to spcak to the guv’'nor
about ft!’”

** Oh, dan’t bother Old Alvy,” said Watson.
* He wouldn’t understand. Besides, he’s out,
isn’t he?”’

“1'm going to his study, anyhow,” } de-
clared.

And, having hung my coat and cap in the
cloakronm, 1 hurried along jhe passage to

Nelson Lee’s study. Sir Mentie and Tommy

went to Study C for prep.; they were not so
interested in the matter.

1 tapped on the door and eatered. XNelson
Lee was standing on the hearthrug, lighting
a cigarette. HHe smiled a3 I entcred, and
threw aside the paper he had been reading.

“You are looking excited, Nipper,”” be
observed amusedly. °* Anyihing wrong?”

‘“ Not exactlly wrong, sir,”” I replied; and
without delay 1 told him of the strange old
man who had been practicaily haunting me
all day.

Nelson Loe listened carefully, nodding occa-
sionally. ‘ |

‘*“ Coincidence, Nipper,” he said at last.

* Coincidence, rir?”” 1 repecated crossly.
*“ Who is the fellow, anyhow? Why is hc
hanging about the sechool now? What busi-
ness has he here?
abhout him?"

Nelson Lee yawned.
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Do you know anything ]

I9

worrying yourze!f,”’ he safid. °** By what I can
understand, the old chap is quite harml:zs.
He pitched you over a wall, it is true; but
you were not hurt. And, spcaking honestly,
you had no right to foliow hin in Banuiagron.
He was justified in taking drastic ac.inn.”

‘* You—you uphoid him, guv'nor?” I
gasped.

"* Not exactly,’”” smiled Nelron Lee. ‘' Now,
Nipper, 1 am busy—"

** Reading the paper!” 1 eut in. * Look’

here, guv'nor, 1'm not going to he diddled like
thia. You know somcthing abhout tiaisa old
man.”

“Do 1?"" chuckled Lee.

‘“Yes, you do!” 1 retorted.
going vo tell me anything?”

“*Certainly. I tell you to dismisa tho
matter—>’

1 giared at the guv’nor angrily.

‘“ All right,”” 1 said, moving towards the
door. ‘1 believe you know all about the
chap, and won’'t tell me. 1'll jolly well find
out for myself—that’'s all!”

‘* Bravo, young 'un!”

' And I'll show you that I'm not belpless:”

‘“ Splendid!”’

I Telt that 1 should burst something if I
remained; so I retired from the study, bang-
ing tue door after me. The guv'nor, 1 was
sure, knew a lot more than he admitted. 1
badly wanted to hit somebody or something—
anything to relieve my feelings. -

And it struck me that it was an opportine
time to beard De Valerie in his den. I was
just in the mood for tim. But when 1 arrived
at Study M it was locked—De Valerie alwayi
locked his study, for sorne unearthly reason.

I found the Rotter in the common-room. He
was chatting with the Bo'sua and Owen
major, and he grinned slightly as I entered. 1
knew well enough that he was expecting
something from me—and he was keeping in
the common-room deliberately.

It was impossible to talk to him in front
of the other fellowe—and he kpew it. Right
until bed-time he took good care to remain
among the rest of the Removites. Never for
a moment was he alone—the artful bounder!

“* Never mind!” 1 told myself. * I'll have
you in the morning, my beauty!”

I knew that he was *‘ nailed ”’; there was
no escape for him. When bhe knew that 1
bad obtained eonvineing evidence of his guilt,
and that 1 intended to produce it, if neces-
sary, he would crumple up. He would go to
the Head and confess. In fact, he couldn’t
do anything eisu, 1 decided. ‘

In the dormitory, Fullwood and Gulliver and
Long and several other Nuts attempted to
'« git gay,” a8 Farman expressed it. In other
words, they tried to start a rag, with Sir
Montie as the victim.

Of course, I wasn't standing any of that
nonscnse, and I called upon the other fellows
to lend me a hand. To my surprise, De Valeric
assisted nobly in the gentle piocess of squash-
ing the rag. e punched Fullwood’s nose in
the most artistic manner, aad Gulliver’s ears
were quite swollen when the Rotter had

** Ain’t you

“ My dear lad, I should advise you to cease’ finished with them.
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De¢ Valerie apparently was quite content to
nllow Tregellis-West to take the flogging; but
he barred a ragging,. I must admit that my
anger subsided somewhat ; perhaps the Rotter
would listen to reason in the morning.

1 went to sleep with a grim reaolve for the
morrow. And when 1 awoke, with the clang
of the rising-bell in my ears, I jumped out of
bed briskly. Cecil De Valerie was already
up, for his bed was empty.

It wasn't long before I was washed and
dressed. And then I hurried down with the
express intention of getting hold of De Valerie
»y himself. Possibly he was mooching about
the Triangle.

I found him, however, in his study. Ile was
standing by the window, and when he turned
at my cntracce I saw that his face was a
trifle pale. But his customary calmness had
not descrted him.

“You've cornered me at last, then,”” he
remarked coolly.

I closed the atudy door.

*“Yes, I've cornered you,” T said.
to have a little chat, De Valerie.”

‘*“Go ahead.’

‘“ What are you going to do ahout Tregellis-
West?'' 1 asked quietly. * Don’t raise your
killy eyebrows; you know what I mean.
Mountie is booked for a flogging this morning,
after prayers.”

**He has my sympathy,” yawned De
Valerie. **I hope it won’t hurt much.’”

I glared.

*“Are you going to let him tuake the flog-
ging?’’ I asked hotly.

** Why ehouldn’t 1?2
_*“Why shouldu’t you?” I retorted. ‘' Be-
cause you're the culprit—that’'s why. It was
vou whom Crowell spotted on the Banning-
ton racecoursc; it was you who wore that
fancy striped waistcoat.”

““ Was it?" drawled the Rotter calmly.
*“You scem to know & lot, Bennett.”

‘“ Are you going to own up?” I demanded.

De Valorie eyed me steadily.

** No!" he replicd. .

* You caddish rotter!” I burst cut. *‘ You
ought to be hoofcd out of the school!”

* Thanks!"'

“] thouvght you were improving,” I went
on indignantly. * Instead of that, it secms
to me that you're a bigger rotter than cver.
A chap who can stand by and eee anotner
fcllow punished for lris misdeeds is a cad of
cads.”

** He's worse than that,’”” agreed De Val-
erie. ‘“ He ain't tit to touch.”

“ Well, that's what you're thinking of
doing,”” I said. ** But I'll see that your rotten
game is spoilt. I came here to reason with
vou, De Valerie. If you've got a spark of
deceney in you—"'

“But I haven't, have I7" he interrupted.
‘““ So what’a the good of talxin'?”’
“If you've got a apark of decency in you,”

I repeated, * you'll go straight to the Head
and tell him that Tregcllis-West is innocent.

“] want
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Crowell saw, and that you want to take the
flogging.”’

“But I don't want to take it; I hate
floggin’s.” '

‘* You—you howling rotter!" I shouted, cx-
asperated by his coolness. ‘“ Are you going
to own up or not? Yes or no?"”’

De Valerie sank into one of his luxurious
chairs.

‘* As they say in the House of Lunacy—I
mean the House of Commons—the reply is in
the negative,”” he smiled. * In plain, good
nglish—no!"’

I breathed hard.

‘“You'll have yourself to thank for what
happens, then!” I suid fiercely.

he

‘““You're going to sneak—what?"”
sneered.

“ No, I'm not goinzg to sneak!” I roared,
standing over him. “ It’s not eneaking in a
case like this. I'm going to ¢xpose a scoun-
drelly rotter! I'm going to save Tregellis-
West-« from punishment which he hasa’t

earned. Is that clear?”
‘“ Painfully clear, old man.”

‘“Don’t you call me ‘old man'—"

‘“ Sorry,’”” he said calmly. “I meant
“young man.” Don't burst a blood-vessel,
will you? It wouldn't do you any good, you
know."”

I realised the futility of getiing angry;
and, by sheer force, I compelled myself to
remain calm. I sat down, and eyed Do
Valerie steadily.

‘“You're a queer chap,” I satd. *‘ In some
ways, De Valerie, I admire you. Hang it all,
there’s plenty of decency in you if you’ll
only let it come out. Why the dickens can’t
you do “bhe right thing?'

‘““That's what I am doin’.”

“You think that you're safe, don't you?”
I went on grimly. * You're not! 1've got
positive proof that you were in Bannington
yesterday-—that you bought a fancy vest in
a big shop during the afterncon, and that
vou put it on in the shop. What will the
Head say to that?”

‘““ He'll call you a spyin’ young bounder,
probably."” .

‘““Spying isn’t a habit of mine,”” I re-
torted. * Look here, De Valerie, you'd better
realise that you're in a hopeless position. If
you don't own up I shall inform. I'm
skipper of the Remove, and it's my duty to
cee this thing through. I'll ask you for the
last time—will you go to the Head and
contess?’’

“No, T won't!” said the Rotter languidly.

“1'll show you up before the whole
school—-"'

* That'll be excitin’, won't it?’

I glared at him, at a loss for words.

“ 8o the little argcument’s finished—what?"
he remarked, rising to his feet. ‘‘I'm glad
of that, Bennett. 1 don’t like havin’ rows
with you. Youre a thoroughly decent chap,
an’ I like you. You've got such a polite way
of apeaking, you know. You won't stand any

You'll te¢ll him that you were the chap } nonsense—eh?”
' ' ..t
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“I shall give yon away, you snecting
rolter!” 1 raid hotly.

De Valerie opzned the door.

‘““My dcar chap, you cun do just what you
Hke,”” he replied, walkirg out of the study.
“ Pon’t mind ine, you know. I don’t count.
Just please yourself—an’ you can be ratisfled h
¢hbat I shall approve.

He strolied down the Remove pasrage, and
I stared after himn. His coolness was a2imost
oo much for me. And he was goirg to
bluff it out! He was going to let poor old
Montie take the flogging. _

“You cad!” 1 mutterod fiercely. You‘
won't be smiling for long!”’

1 was quite determined. It wasn't a matter
of meaking. 1 was ‘“down™ on sneaking
hot and strong,; but this affair was some-
thing b’gger—somobiking which called for |
drastie action.

Cecil De Valerie bad committed a grave
breach of school rules by attending a race-
mneeting—nany {fellows, in fact, had been
sackad for the same oflence during the course
of St. Frank’s history. And De Valerie, find-
Ing that thie blame had been placed upon the
imnocent shoulders of 8ir Moutie, was coatent
to let it rest there. He was content, also,
to let Montie take the punishment.

But 1 waan't content—and, whit was more
to the point. 1 intended putting a spoke in
the Rotter’s wheel. I had given him {fair
warning—and lhe would have to take thé
consequences. I was sick of his eaddishness.

Try as 1 would, though, 1 couldn’'t help
Yking the chap. That may sound queer, but
it's a fact. De Valerie, with all his faults,
bhad a ecrtain ™ way '’ with fuim one couldn't
quite resist. His very cooloess was worthy
of admiration. B

I met Sir Montie and Tommy soon after
the “‘scenc” in Study M, and I told them
all about it. They were highly indigaant.

“ You’re goin’ to speak out, Benny?'’ asked
Tregetlis-West.

**Yes,”” 1 said grimly.

It be rotten if 1 comes to tiat,”’ re-
marked Watson in a dubious wvumice. ‘' Some
of the abaps will accuse you of sveaking——"'

“Let them!"” I snapped. * WEat do 1
care? Do you supposec I'm going to stand
by and see poor old Montie whopped for
eomething he &dn't do? Not kkely!”

Sir Montie sighed.

‘“ It's shockin’ worryin’, old boy,” he com-
pliined. * I’m causm’ a frightful amount of
trouble—1 am, really. Begad, 1'd rather take
the flogging” an’ dome with it. The pa.in;

won't lust lang, will it? 1 ain’t made of
gingerbread, you know—I can etand a
whoppin’ all right.”’ -

“It's not that, Montie,” 1 said. "You’
could stand a dozcn thrashings if pecessary,
I daresay—"*

‘“Oh, begad! I hope it won't come to
that ¢
. ‘““1t’s the prineiple of the thing which I'm
Jibbing against.”” I want on. ‘' Jc Yalerie's

guilty—and Lc¢'ll huve te suffer. It's op'y
just.” . ) |

And that's all 1 would aay. “Yater o, when
the echool arcembled in the B Hall, roy
detcrminutdon wai us atrong as ever. I
waited grimly for Sir Moniic to be ealld out.
All the school knew what was coming, of
course. A notice, in the Head's hapdwritive,
had been posted on the board the Pre.vionn 3
evening, to the effcet that Tregellis-West,
nf the Remove, wis to he flogied 11 the
presence of the whole school, iminediately
after prayers.

At last Dr. Stafford appeared on the plat-
form. He stood gazing at the vast crowd of
boys for a few seeond3 and then cle.red his

{ Vhroat. He was looking almoct clieerful.

" Boys,’” he said in bis deep vcice, you are
all fully aware of the reason for thia gatier-
ing. You bhave been called togrther to wit-
ness the punishment of Tregellis-W: <¢, of the
Fourth Form, for a very cerious offence."’

He pawsed, and 1 got ready to walk
forward.

“It tberefore gives me great pleasnre to
announce,” went on the Head, ** that there
wil be no floggine thia morningz. I have
learned that Trezellis-\Wegt i3 quite innneent ;
and 1 take this opportunity to express my
regret that T should have suspected the lad
of wrong-doing. Tregeliis-West, you must [or-
give me,”’ added Dr. Stafford gently, and
speaking with mueh fecling.

“1—J—— Begad!” gasped Sir Montie.
“* Yes, of course, sir—rethear!  Thark vom
awfully, sir. It's—it's rippin’ of ycu—it is
really ¥

‘The Head emiled—and 1 listened in a dazed
kind of way.

“ I must, however, cal! upon another mem-
ber of the Fourth Form to etand forward,"
went on Dr. Btafford. * Come to the plat-
form, De Valerie.”

‘ Cartamdy, sir,” raid the Rotter.

He glanced at me as he passed—and 1
simply stared. De Valerie's expression was
one of armused carelcssmess. I couldn’'t under-
stand things at all.

EEe———

CHAPTER VIl
(Nipper concludes.)

JUST LIKE DP* VALERIE—1 RE(EIVE A HUGD

SURPRISE, AND THE GGV'NOR THEN GIVES )P

AN ITEM OF NEWS WHICH DOESN'T EXACTLY
PLEASE ME.

ECIL DE VALERIE stood upon the plot-

‘ form and faced the sechool as caimly

as though he were about to recvive o

prize for good conduct. The check of

the chap was something coluoesal. And a3 he

looked o my direction I posHively saw hLim
wink at me.

* Tregellis-West was to have becn punishad

for atiending a race-meeting at Bamnington

yesterday afternoon,” explained the Heud,
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auite regardicas af the fart that everyhoudy | be ecalled ‘' good old De Valerie ' was rome

in the whole schomd knew t. “ Both Mr.
Crowell and mywel! wern convinced oA Tre-
allis-Weat's guidt, and it Is 40 ocur diecredit
thet we were 80 ready to believe the worst
of the 1ad4.”

Mr. Crowell dida’t look exantly comfortable,
but Dr. Staflord was famnues for hia plain-
spcaking. The (etlows reaprcted him all the
mite for admitiing himeell! In the wrong
when soch wda the case; and he did not
hwe an atam of digaity by so doing.

‘“ Tihis morning. however, before the rieing
hell awnke you all, [ was scsmewhat surprised
to teceive a visit from De Valerie,” continned
the Head. *“ This lad came to me and tnid
me the whole t¢uth. It was he whn visited
the Banningtop racrcourse, and he requested
me o punickh him a8 Re deserverd. Needlees
to ray. 1 cannot apeak too highly of e
Valere s condoct In openly confessing when
be rnuld have remmained silent.”’

I lonked at Bir Montie and Tommy heip

lwd{.
" The ths awfal houndor ' I gasp=l.

e Valerie had biesn slmply laughing at
me up bie aeeve! When [ had vieited him,
and had tatcd him with $he matter, he had
Mrrady comfrese { 89 the Hmd! Nn wonder
lie had refuced to own up --no wonder he had
axid Lhatl he was dning the right shing--Le-
tanse he'd already éone 8!

It war jut bike Ceril De Valerle, It was
hever poanible to know what he wonld be ap
to acvt. e had lod me on <he had let me
threaton him, knnwing all the while that
vrerything wae all serene. Of couree, 1|
cowildn’'t be angry with him. In fact, 1 felt
the opposite

“You will all think, no doubt, that De
Valerte should recelve the foggiag which

Tregellio- West bwms 80 narrowly ecocaped,’”’
wiut on e Headmaster. * The circum-
stances, however, are rather exceptional.

e Valerie. 1t scems, visited the racecourse
tw the asnle purposs of ying off an old
Jdebiy to a scoundrelly maker. [ do not
think it |» nccossary loe me to pain this lad
).y reminding you of cortala delinquencies of
his ln the past. e recelved punishment at
the time. and | have overy reasom to bellave
Lhat be it doiag his uimnst t0 live down the

1 have also positise information that
do Valerle relfused to do further business with
this Lookmaker, slthoagh he was pressed to
dr» eo. The lad bas —well, Yurmed over a
new loaf, shall wo say—and i wish to give bim
cvery chance (o suooeed. 1 think you will aH
egtv® with me thatl a public flogging would
le hards and owt of place.”

* Rthice, odr!’’

* Hour, hear!™

“ God s I Valerle!

Quite a nu.aber of Remove fellows gave
vahe to the latler shout, and | distinctly
saw e Valere flush That unexpected cal!
tad movod him more than aaything. He wus
knoen as the Rulder, and, (n a cynical kind
of way bhe had grown }mgllcrcnl to . To

ting qwite new to him.

‘" Bravo, De Valerie!” [ shouted enthu.
slastically.

I couldn’t quite help mysef. The chap wne
certainly a bounder in some ways, but he
had dome the right thing now. And not
beocunuse of my threat, either—for he had
already spoken to the Head hefore I uttered
a word. | was tremendously glad of that,
for [t showed me that the er had been
moved by motives of genuine decency. I
had heen a gradual process, but Cecll De
Valerie was certainly ‘‘ making good.”

The Head raleed his hand for sl nce.

* U'nder the circumstances, hoys, De Valeria
w'll he allowed to step down from this plat-
form unpunished,”’ he exclaimed. ' There is
Ll:-t one thing more I wish to state. Thre

ys belonging to the River House Bchool
deliherately tied to me In order to blacken
Tregellia-West's character. [ have aleendy
communicated with Dr. Hogge, and the three
boys in question are to he severvly punished.”’

" Good!” went up a roar from the Remove.

** Three groans for the Honourables!”

After that we were diamissed, and [ don’t
thiink many fellows were dissatisfied with the
Head's declsion. Fullwood and Co., of course,
were greatly disappointed. They had been
looking focward with huge satisfaction to the
prospect  of srecing  Tregellis-West  squirm
under the birch, o

De Valerie was grinning all over his face
whon [ collared hold of him.

"“ You deceiving bounder!” 1 exclaimed
warmly.

“My dear chap, you shouldn’'t take things
for grantcd,” he replied coally. 1 meant
to tell the truth aM along --although [ don’t
suppose you'll believe that. But I'm a queer
chap, aad * de things in my own way. I'm
turning over A& new leaf, you know,” he
added, with a grin. * Startin’ life afresh—
winid? Let's hope I don't take th: crooked
path again, Bennett.'’

1 gripped his band tightly,

“I'm Jolly glad, De Valerie,” 1 said.
“T'm hanged {f I hnow whether to take you
serfously, though.’’

“0bh, I'm deadly serioue.” bhe said lan-
g:lndly. * I've finkshed with all that rottin'—

our bright.”

And, somehow, [ felt that De Valerie was
slncere.

[ left him with a crowd of other chaps,
and hurried away to Nelson Lee's study. |
was rather anxious to ' make up *’ with the
gav'nor. [ had parted from him in & bhit
of a hutf the previona cvening, and [ wanted
to set things right again.

Arriving at his study. [ tapped upon the
doew and entered. And then [ received a
double-barrelled shock. Ntanding before the
window, as bokd as you plcase, was the mys-
terious stranger with the swarthy com-
plexion !

“* Well, I'm blowed! ' | gaaped amaaedly.

The old man turned round quickly.
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“ Who tald you to come in here, boy?'’ he
demanded harshly, *Uo-go at once. Do
you hcar me?”’

1 stoud my ground firmly. The inferoad
ehcek of it! Hce—an ulter stranger, order-
ing me out of Nelson lee's study!

“ Look beve,” 1 sald warmly. “If ymi
think I'm going to take your orders, you're
jolly well mistuken. [ don't want to De dis-
respectful, but—"

* Enough!" he marled, turming to me.
* You young cub! [ :hall inform Mr. Alving-
ton, as soon as he eomes back, of your out-
rageous conduct. 1 Kknow you—yra are
Bennetd. 1 have heard much of you. The
Jaziest, chechiost youngster fa this school!”

* You—you—'"

“Don’'t dare to Interrupt me, buy ! he
went on furiously. ‘1 shall make it my duty
10 go to the NHeadmaster at omce, and | my
influence is of any use, you shan be cx pelled
from this school this very day—'

He paused, and hiz face broke into a mmile.

“'Pon my soul!” he ehuckled.

markable, my dear Nipper. In
anger were striviag to obtain firet plice—
but now ] think amazement won the day!"’

1 Jumpcd about three feet into the air.

“Guv'nor " 1 gasped Taintly.

The mystertoms strancer nodded.

1 take it as a great compliment, Nipper,
that you déid not penetrute my diaguise,”’ he
cxclaimed softly. ** We had quite a little
adventure last night, eh? I trust you were
not hurt when you tumbied over that wall?"

1 was altogether too astonished to reply.
The queer old mam was none other than
Nelson Lee himaeli! What a blcckhend T was
not Yo have jsmped to it before. The pre-
vions evening, of coarse, be had rnshed in-
doors and had just manazed to doff his
disgnise by the time I red.

“My bgéh:t's too much, alil tnt. 4;‘gnca- d!:k]
Ppa on a cofper o e ek,
“m’c the idea, guv'nor? Why in the
name of all that's wonderful have you rigged
yourself up fn this fashion? 1It's simply mar-
veliows—I showid never have recognised you."

“1';.1.':: l.ad me ¢lll the t;l:mkler. he

** The ipper, 1'm going away,"”
sald quietly.

* Go—going away!” 1 stammercd,
you aln‘t serious, s<ir?”

“ You—

THRE

“T ecan’t
keep it up any longer—your faece is most re-
atiom and

“I am, young ‘un,” ne replicd. “ I caa't
explain the whole matter to you, for I am
pledged to secrecy. 1 promise you, however,
that you will not he kept in suspense.”

“Bat wiat's bappencd, wur?” | asked
amazedly.

“ Well, to be brief, I have accepted a
special commis<ion,”” Nelson Lee answered.
“1 bave decided to lcave St. Frank's for a
short while. I am acting for the Sceret
S8urvice Dupartment of His Majesty's Govern-
ment—and it was necessary that [ should
meet a special envoy in Bannington last
evening. 1 considered it moch safer to do
80 in the character in which jou now sce
me. Rather myaterions, eh, Nipper?”

* Myeterious ain’t the word for it, guv'nor,”
I :aid, completely Rabbergasted by this great
surprise. ** Can't you tell me what it all
means?'’

‘** Not just at present, lad,” was the guv”
nor's quiet reply. - But there is no .- ca-
sion for you to worry yoursell. I zhall »e
quite all right, and will communic.'e with
you at intervals.”

“ Then—then you'll be away for a long
while ?*’

*I hardly think 0. My absence may ex-
tend over six weeks—yperitaps longer—but,
in all probability I shall be back in my old
position at the end of three or four. It is
just pnesible that this speeial work may he
accomplished in a fortnight—but I hardly
think so0.” :

*IVIl mean a couple of months, ip the
end,” I said gloomily. ‘‘ And who's going to
take your place, guv'nor?”’ I went on. ** How
are we to manage in the Apcient House with-
out a Housemaster?’

‘“It won't be necegpary for you to manan~o
without ome, Nipper,” he replied. ‘1 shall
Jcave St. Frank's this afterncon—but a new
Housemaster will arrive early in the evening.
He will take uvwp my dutiea for the time
being.’* y

It had all been 30 sudden that I comldn't
qnite realise what it meant. The guv’'nor was
going away—and we should bave a new
Housemaster. It secmed queer—almost un-
natural. ‘

But I Jittle realised then what this change
was % meas. If I bad only known it, there
were some very exciting times im ztoce for
the Ancient House at S8, Prgok’s!

END.
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BEGIN OUR NEW SERIAL TO-DAY!

In the Grip

of
the

Huns.

A Magnificent Tale of Thrilling Experiences in Germany.

By CLEMENT HALE.

NOTE.—As the title ““ Inthe Hands of the Huns ’ has already been used, we
have altered the name of our Serial to the above.

The Chvef Characters in this Story are

GEORAE GRAY and his brother JACK, who are

the English Staff of the Berhin Rovers, a J

Joottall clud sn Germany.

GTITO BRACK 18 a scoundrelly German member
of the team. But another German, named

CARL HOFFMAN, 18 friendly, and advises the
Englishmen to leave Germany, which they
refuse to do. They are arresied and sent to
a camp at Oberhemmel. One of the guards
illtreats Jack, and George goes to his rescue,
knocking oul a gaoler named Kulz. He
and his brother are then put in separate cells.
Some days afterwards all the prisoners are
called out and formed up inthe square. The
new governor, Von der Klulz, 1s going to
make a speech. He tells thein that they are
-to leave the barracke and be put in an oul-
door camp. Thenext day this removal takes
place. The hours seem very long till a
friendly warder gives them a foolball. Two
sides are quickly made up ; one side, wearing
their waistcoats, 13 called Blacks, while the
other, in shirts, is named Whites. Then
play beqins, The game 1s interruplted by
Kultz coming on to the around and attempt-
tng to seizethe ball. He 13 knocked over, and
an officer appears and lays his hand on Kutz's
shoulder. “ What's the meaning of this?"
blusters Kytz. '

(Now read on.)

QEORQE QOES BACK TO PRISON.
“« yOU ure under arrest, my friend, and
serve you right,”” was the immedi-
ate answer. Kutz grew livid.
Under arrest! Was this his reward
for his zeal in furthering the interests of
the Fatherland? -

Was he to be punished for his attempt to
nstil proper order among a crowd of British
hooligan prisoners of war? JIf so justice must
be dead in Germany.

He began to plead, hut a stroke cn the
back from the butt of his own rile warned
him that he had better submit with a good
grace.

Well, well! he would have his chance when
he appeared before Commandant Von der
Klutz. He would, at any rate, gee that
justice was done. '

And so. with hanging head, and accom-
panied by a mob of jeering townsmen, he
was marched along the broad highway that
led to the gates of the town. .

Meanwhile, George Gray, delighted at the
complete triumph he had achieved over his
encmy, and laughing still, pumped out and
tired though he was, as he recalled the utter
mess he had made of his enemy’s face when
he had urged the football against it, had in
his turn fallen into the hands of the
Philistines.

The officer motioned to two of his men to
| approach the prisoner, at the same time
issuing a sharp command. He then stepped
up to the good-looking full-back.

‘“ You are under arrest,”” he cried.

‘““ What for?”' demanded George.

‘“ You have grossly assaulted a German
soldier. It is a crime that, in war time, may
be punished by death. You will be tried by
the commandant. March.”

George resisted, digging his heels into the
ground and threatening to hand the soldiers

off.
‘““ Wait a moment,”” he cried. * It was the
man’'s own fault. 1 question whether Com-
mandant Von der Klutz will approve of his
entering the camp and interfering with the
prisoners.”’

‘“ You were playing foothall—"'

‘““And why not? Is therc any order issuned
against it? The football was given us by
one of the men of the prison. Why shouldn't
we have used it? What right had Kutz to
take it upon himself to s the game?”
George spoke swiftly and in the Gierman
tongue.

The officer smiled enigmatically.

‘‘ All that is 4 matter for the Governor to
settle,’”" he cried. ‘' Mcanwhile, you are
under arrest. If you ofler resistance it will
be the worse for you. Now, march.” -

‘“* You'd better go, George,”’ advised Wilson.
“ Don't put yourself in the wrong. 'There
werc hundreds of witnesses. Even these men
saw what happencd. Insist that some of us
be ¢talled upon to give our version of the
aflair when you are haunled belore the
Guv’nor. If there’s any justice left in this
land, you ought to comec out all right.”

{Continued on p, ifi of cover.)
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George had already bepgum to mareh
between the armred guards. He waved his
Land as he went.

*« Al right,”” he cried. * Good-bye, old man.
So long, Abintt. Don’t worry about me,
Yack. Keep your pecker up, hoys, I'll soon
be back amongst you. And don't worry
about me, think of Kutz.” :

They cheercd him loudly, flocking after him
to the very harbs of the wires. A company
of armed soldiers guarded the exit from the
cump, Beyond them werec the eager staring
crowd.

One of the soldiers, at a command from the
officer, had picked .up the foothaill, and this
he now carried by means of the lace. :

And so they swung omt of the camp, and
in their turn took their way along the road.
And after them also followed a curious crowd
of men, women,- youths, and {irls from
()berhemmel.

Strange to say, in this instance they did
not jeer; but, then, George Gray, with hisfine
physique, handsome face, and utter feariess-

ness, was a tigure to inspire respect in any-
ovne. .

OET AT LIBIRTY.

ND so George Gray was escorted bhack
A to the prison which he bad left but

a short thne 0. In te of his

natural cheerfulness and indomitable
courage his heart fell as he pussed through
the gloomy portals and once more strode the
echoing corridors of cold grey stone.

A cell was opened for him, and into this
he was thrust, a crowd of curious soldiers
clad in military undress flocking to have a
peep at him.

During his passage through the gaol he saw
on every hand signs of a complete reorganisa-
tion of the interior. Moss of the ecell doors
had bheen removed, and insidc mattresses were
placed for the accommodation of the troops.
Only a few cells were * lock-ups,” and inte
one of these he wus driven.

He sat down and lost himsclf in a whirl of
reflections.

Was he to be [or cver getting himself Into
tronble like this, and, if so, how would it all
end? (George entertained no illusions with
regard to the thoroughness of German
frightfulness. He guesred, and afterwards
learned, that many an Englishman had heen
hrutally used and treated with the vilest
geverity for less than he had offered.

It his affajr with Kutz had not becn wit-
nessed by so many of the citizens of Oberhem-
mel, he would have heen even more copeerned
as to what the result was likely to be, hat
as o Irany had looked on and. knew the truth
of the matter, he hoped to estape with mild
punishment. -

But, at any rate,~here he was in a cull
again, and only scantily clad, for he had not
been permitted to don all his clothes. The
stote walls struck a chill inta his bones, and
presently the want of food made itsell Jelt.

He was left to fecd upon his owiyy reflee
tions,  as bad happened before. It was not

until night had [allen. an &8 matter of fact,
that some saup and hreall were broaght him.

His uaoler proved fo he a map he'd met
hefore in the prison, and when Ueoryge
demanded to know what his fate wonid
by the fellow grinwed.

‘*Ach!” he replied, "1 do nod thing vem
vill he padly bunished dls time. Kutz is
der laufink stocw of der down.”

That was news, at any rate, and,
much relicved. Ueorge devoured his [oad,
and felt the better for it. -

And so. presently, he was ahle te streteh
himself out upon his hard hed and fall
into a eound and refreshing sleep, from
which he did not awaken wndil a rough hand
shook him by the shoulder and he was
piven his breakfast. The man who hrought
it told him to be * quiek,”’ for he would be
taken befure the governor in hatf an hour.

Well, that promised a lesaening of the
time of suspense, at any rate, (icorge was
cager to get over. '

[t was lces than half an hour when the
eecort came to lead him into the ptesence
of Von der Kintaz.

Once more he was hu
chamber and  set  bef the  nniforneed
oificinl who held his fate in his handas.

Ho was sternly told to stand at attention,
and then the Governor of the Prison bhusieid
himsclf with many papers and documents,
and carried on desultory conversationg with
scveral officers. who came before him, and

jfed into the trial

-answered hia Inguiries.

The converaation was cartied an so rapidly
that George could only catch a ghimpse of
its meaning. That it concerned the font-
ball mateh and ite unfortunate tetmina-
tion he knew, but no more.®

At luat the governor tenmed towards him

* Well,” he cried, rapping the tahle top
with his clenched fist and glowertg ub
the prisoncer. ' What have you to save™

If it had becn -his Intention to reare tha
Englishman, he failed miserably. Rocthing
brows and harsh. thunderous voices mado
no :mpfellion whatcver on Heonrge Gray's
miRa.

In simple straightfarward he
told his version of the aticking
closcly to the truth.

Von der Kinta pulled at his monetaches,
and a grim light shone in his «teely cves.

“fi'm,” he grunted, but whether with
approval of disappreval, Gcorge . ob
know. ‘' You are George Gray, tbe Fnghsh
tootballer, wha taught and played with Lthe
Hvrl%n R'ovcrs bufore the war, ¢h?”’

" e‘-' '

“You are an International [fouthaller im,
your own country?’ .

‘“ Yesa, air,” answered (Qeorge. wondering
what all this had got te do with it

“And your brother, Jack -be is a4 clevep
foothaller, too, and he play«d for the
rovers, and helped 80 teach them, eh?™

“* Ho did, sir.” GQeorge's mannee  wild
respectiul, which the goveronor did wot lad
to notiee. '

“l'm, and you have other well-known

(Continued overleal.)

language
affair,
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foothallers  in the camp-—Ablott, Wilson,
Cowdray, and some more; isn't it so?"”

It ik, sir.””

The commandant made some rapid notes,
and then flushed. ont with: © Why , did. you
assanlt the, man, Kutz” He was brought in
covered with dust. and dirt and. blood. Do

alinost a capital
of the Kuaiser's

you- know it is a’ serious,
offence to attack one
s(altllt I's” N

"Yes, commandant. But it was hardly
my  fault. What right had he -to
gratuitously enter our camp and try to
put a*stop to a* harmless ‘game. \\ln it

was one of the men here who gave me tht,

foothull, as we_ went to camp. We were
merely enjoying oursclves, and it's a pity
i we can’'t. do that.”

“H'm.” Kutz ordered yon to give up the

ball .- yvou all refused, and he thvn tried to
seize it.” And then “you kicked the football
into his face. Ts that the truth?”

“ It s, sir.”

“Why _did you do it?"”

“T1 put it to you, sir, if a dirty cur, who'd
done¢e you-a mortal injury—and T have reason
to , hate . RKutz—assumed - to  himscelf  an
.mthmlt\ to which he was in no way entitled,
and -then insulted. yYou—tried to dopme you
of the only plmuure you'd had since you’d
heen® made a prisoner of war, what would
you'have done?”’

Von Der Klutz struck the table heavily.

Thien! with a- wave of his hand, he cried,
to Georee Grey's amazement

**The, prisoner- is djscharged.  Take him
lack to the camp.” And I want every officer
and man here to understand that I . will
allov no interference with  the British
prisoners, save by my orders.”

A FOREBODING.

FORGE was thunderstruck by the sud-
den and unéxpected *collapse of the
case acainst him. As soon as he re-
covered sufficiently from -his_astonish”

ment to bhe able to speak, he tried to thank
.\'nn der Klufz.

‘You have nothing to thank me for,”
scowled the governor.. ** Had there been the
slichtest offence on your part, 1 should have
made a drastic example. Understand, I am
master here.”

Then his beetling brows lifted.

*And now,” he.said, ‘‘go back to your
camp. Your football shall be restored to
you. I have seen you play in Berlin., [
lixe the English football game. I approve of it.
And—-there is no harm in it. The ball was

given you by my orders.”
This

revelation startled George Gray

Order ‘‘THE NEW MASTER’ At Once!

almost as much as his unexpected release ha
done.

The commandant half turned awav, and a
tap on the shioulder reminded George; Gyay
that the trial” if trial it could be- call‘m
wis at an end.

But he suddenly remembered a matter of
very vita nnport.nnce to all’ who were in-
terned in the canip.

** Commandant,’
word with you.”

i Round swung Von der Klutz, his hands
set behind his hack..lus brows Iowcrmﬂr

“Are you not satistied at being rnleabed?
he snapped.

“Quite, sjr; but—I wished to speak about
the conditions down at the camp—""

“The conditions are good enough,” almost
shouted the® gevernor.

“They are not,”. George replied boldly.
“We_don't mind sleepmﬂ out in the opon
under the sky now, while the weather i
warm and favourable. But there is not- a
single hut there, no shelter of any . kind.
The ground lies low. The slope from™the
town runs down to it. .If .we_have-rain—
5nd it must come soon—our posntlon will be

he cried, ““ May I have a

deplorable.  And, on-behalf of my defence-
less comrades, I bheg of vyou, commandant
to have .rajnoroof . shélters of Some sort

erected without dolay; and.to order. that oyr
meals, such as they are, shall be sent to
us rer'ularlv

' \on‘ der "Klutz's face was cu nvalsed. Mad
anger blazed in-.his . ‘sembre ‘eyes, and .his
llps trembled. Yet, by an cflort, lic choked
back his wrath.

;¢ Bah!” he cried, at last,

with a con-

“temptuous shrug:* * It is like being in fairy-

land down there in the camp. ., The fine weather
will hold for weeks yet. I w lll erect shelters
in my own time. At the moment the wark-
men of the Fatllerland hawe othcr jobs to do.
I>am having  some of “ygur: luggagessent
down *to-lay:x It " has arrived at Oberhem-
mel. You will have” changeof, clothing=" Be
thankful for that. The food re¢ gnlatmns will
be improved as soon as possible.” But 1
will not be badgered. Is that understood?”

George Gray nndded and was marched back
to the_camp.

It was not till then that he observed that
in the west the sky was overcast, and that
lowering -clouds were fast dn[tmg towards
the orb of the sun.

And a feeling of forehodmo‘ swept upon him,
more threatening even® than those sombre
clouds which caused his spirits to sink at the
awful -possibilities that presented themselves
to his mmd——should the rain-clouds break.

* (To be continued.)
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