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A Splendid Long Com-
~ plete Story of School Life
and Detective Adventure, with
a Strong’ Human Interest.
Introduces Softy Wade, a New
Character ; NELSON LEE as
the Famous Schoolmaster De-
tective ; NIPPER, the Leader
of the Remove ; and the well-
known Juniors of St, Frank’s
College. o

(The Narrative Related Throughout by Nipper.)

CHAPTER 1.

' .~ THE FARMER’S BOY!

Ll HAME!” '

" Mrs. Jones made that remark in
an indignant voice. She was stand-

- ing at the doorway of her cottage

in Bellton High Street. Mrs, Jones was the

wife of the village boot repairer, and she

‘always took a great interest in the doings

Street. She ' spent a large

'amount of time daily on the doorstep.

“ Shame! °~ That's what it is!” she said
warmly. * Going for the poor boy like that,
when he. ain't done nothin’! If T was
-nearer, I'd clip that there Lumpy over the

side of the head! A rare bully—that’s
what he is!” | '
Having .expressed herself by means of

these terse remarks, Mrs. Jones continued

to survey the scene.

It was not particularly
- excrbing.

About a hundred Yyards further

‘up the street there was a youth with a

barrow. He was nol more than sixteen, and
he was attired in the oddest assortment of
clothing one could imagine, and hardly one
garmantt fitted him,

—

He was endeavouring to guide an or-

dinzry garden barrow, which was filled to

overflowing with a supply of very healthy
turnips. Stauding in front of the youth
was Lumpy Bill, aud all round were numbers
of other village boys.

Lumpy Bill'was renowned far and wide as
the ‘ kid's terror.”” He ‘had the dis-
tinction of bewng the village bully, and he
was a big, burly youth with any amount
of muscle, and a limited quantity of brain,

“* That's right, soppy, try an’ push ’er
now!” he grinned. ¢ I'll give you a tanner
if you git that barrow on the go!  An’
you'd be:t be quick, too, because I'm fed

{ Lumpy,

up with watin’!”

The other youth shook his head in a dull
kind of way. . 5 .

“I can't shift the barrow .while that
stone’s in front of "it!” he said, in a sprrit-
less voice. ““Let me get on up the road,

Mr. Holt will be rare wild if [ ain't
back scon!" '

““ Who cares about Mr.
village bully,

Holt?"" jeered the
“I'm goin’ to teach you nob

| to bhe sancy. Take that!"

Bifi!



Lumpy Bill’s fist swung round, and the]

other boy received the force of it on the
<ide of his head. He staggered over, and
cat down in the road: amid a yell of keen
enjoyment from the youthful throng.

“ Qee?” said Lumpy. ‘ That’s what Yyou
git for bein’ a fool! Yah! Call yourself a
human bein® Lumme! You ain’'t no better
than a rabbit! Chaps like you oughter be
chucked in the river!” -

The other boy slowly picked himself up.

“oain’t fair!” he complained. “ 1 ain’t
hurt you!”

It did nob seem to occur to him to retali-
ate, although he might easily have sent
Lumpy Bill off, yelping with fear. For

Lumpy 'was a bigger coward than a bully,
and 1if only his victims would turn on him,
he would have done.

But Softy Wade was well known in the
district. Even the smallest urchins- could
cheek him without fear of suffering. He
had been called Softy because it was
generally admitted in the village that he
was not quite all there. He was perhaps
the most harmless specimen of humanity one
could meet.

As a boy, Softy was by no means unhand-
some. He was well set up, straight, with
good muscles, and he had a head of fair,
curly hair. His features wera well formed.
But of spirit he seemed to possess no trace.

Heo was attired in rough corduroy breeches,
heavy boots, and an ancient kind of coat
whieh was much too large for hmm. A
dilapidated hat adorned his head. Alto-
-gether, he was something of a scarecrow,

‘“ Now shift that barrow!” said Lumpy
Bill. * If you don’t move it quick, my lad,
I’'ll tip all them turnips in the road! See?”

£t Oh, don’t do that!’? said Softy, in alarm.
‘“* Mr. Holt would half kidl me if any o’ them
turnips was lost!” :

“ Twrn the barrow over, Lumpy!”
vised one of the small urchins.

“ Good old Lumpy! Nobody can’'t beat
T 1
- Thus encouraged, Lumpy grasped the
barrow, and lifted it slightly. Softy Wade
stood looking on, dull misery in his eyes,
It seemed very extraordinary that he did
not muake any attempt to stop the disaster.

At e time, pessibly, he had the normal
amount of spirit which is due to .every
healthy boy. But this had been knocked
ot of him during the course of thres or
four years employment at Holt’s farm—
W_tllllich lay only about half a mile out of the
village. -

Mr. Helt did not possess a very enviable
character in the neighbourhood. The St.
Frank’s juniors hated him, for if ever they
crossed over any of his land—during a paper-
chase, for example—he would chase them,
report to the headmaster, and generally
make himself exceedingly unpleasant.

And Softy Wad : i ;
had Beey. Y e, the simple farm boy,

‘Since he [eft school.

ad-

vay g

But this is scarcely

L but

in. Mr. Holt’s cmployment ever.

putting it correctly. Sofly was little belter
than a slave,

‘He never reccived any money, ho was
kicked and cuffed from morning till night,
and he was made to work like a nigger. He
got nothing in return except his food and
a pile of straw in one of the stables.

The gemeral public did not know of the
conditions in which Softy lived. He mnever
thought of complaining to anybody. It was
his life, and he said nething., Either he
was afraid of Farmer Holt, or his spirit
was &0 quelled that he mnever thought of
it. At all events, he was the butt of every
villaga lout.

For it was generally known that Softy
was an orphan, He had been born in the
Bannington workhouse—he had been brought
up in the workhouse—and Farmer Holt had
taken him out as an act of charity when
he was about ten. Ever since then he had
existed at the farm.

Softy didn't live. He was like a machine,
domg everybhing that he was ordered to do,
and ncver complaining. Even when he had
gone to school, he had been jeered at as the
biggest dunce of all,

Given a fair chance, he might have shown
up- well. But it was not generally known
that, winter and- summer, he ihad been
hauled  out at five o’clock in the morning.
And Farmer Holt had made him work until
within ten minutes of school time.

When he came home at the dinner-hour,
he had worked again, and at night he had
been kept busy on all sorts of farm jobs
until late in the evening.

The boy bad never had a chance. -

Ho had been erushed as a child. He had,
practically speaking, never joined in any
boyish gamec—not because he was a fool,
because he had never hiad the chance.
Farmer Holt had kept him ground down, and
the result, at sixteen, was rather pitiful to
anybody who had a spark of understanding.

For Scofty was almost like a child of seven
or eight. His manhood had never had the
slightest chance to develop. Even .now, with
a change- of scene and work, it would  be
possible for im to find himself. But there
was a very slim chance of this, for he was
Farmer Holt’s slave, and had to do’ the
tyrant's bidding.

He was down—crushed—trodden on.

Nearly everybedy in- the village accepted
him as the local idiot, and treated him
with disdain and jeers. The fact that he
worked as hard as a Trojan from morning till
night was accepted as a matter of course.

And nobody ever thought of protesting be-
cause- Softy never protested on his own
account. And he had been the butt of the
village bullies for so long that he never had
the slightest idea of defending himself,

While the little scene was going on, three
cyclists appeoared down. the street. They
were Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell, of the
Ancient House at St. Frank’s. The nuts of
Study A saw what was going on, and Ralph

| Leslie Fullwood grinned;
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“ There's that fool of a Softy down the
road!” he said. ‘° Remember how we
chicked thim in the pond last week?”

“ Rather!” said Gulliver, with a chuckle.
“ Biz enough to swipe any of us, and yet
he's as meek as an infant.”

“ Can’t expect a horn
thing el=ze!” remarked Bell. * Lumpy Bill
- spems to be enjoyin’” himself. Suppose we
pause for a minute or two an’ chuck Softy
in the pond again?”

His companions grinned at the thought.
- It was a half-holiday at St. Frank’s, and the
afternoon was comparatively fine.. The air
was cold and keen, with a touch of frost
in it. '

Fuliwood and (Co. slowed down as
approached.

And it so lappened that at that very:
moment, Lumpy heaved the harrow over,
-and the turnips went fiying over the road
in every direction. Fullwood, who was just
getting ready to dismount, found turnips
rolling on every side.
~He hit one of them with his front wheel,
wobbled, struck another, and then cap-
gized. Tha elezant leader of Study A went
over with a fearful crash, and it was rather
unfortunate that he should sit practically
~in the middle of a muddy puddle.

“ Haw, haw, haw,” roared Lumpy Bill.
Fullwood picked himself up, purple with
" rage.

“By gad!” he shouted. “ I'll

pay for that!”

~ He didn't think of turning on Lumpy, who
wa3s the real culprit. Instead, he went for
Softy, and, before that unfortunate youth
could back away, Fullwood’s clenched fist

struck him in the mouth. 4
~ Crash! ;

The blow was immediately followed by
another drive from Fullwood's left. Softy
recled, and then went over, gasping and
sobbing. He lay on the ground for a
momeni or two, crouching there. %

“Get up, you infernal worm!” snapped
-Fullwood. * What do you mean by chuck-
ing these rotten turnips all over the road?
My suit’s ruined'!”

“ 1 couldn't help it!" panted Softy sul-
lenty. *“It wasn’t me what pushed the
barrow over. I-— Oh! Oht”

" Before he could finish speaking, Fullwood
slzpped him on the face, a ‘heavy, resounding
cuff. And Fullwood, feeling that he had
‘done all that was necessary, picked up his
bicycle and remounted.

To tell the truth, he didn't wanft to re-
main loag, or Lumpy Bl might start some-
thing. And Fullwood was not very fond
-of Lumpy.- The latter was capable of de-
livering a very business-like punch.

Lumpy timself grinned at the msfortunes
of the unhappy farmer’s boy. And he con.
sidered that nothing more remained to be
done. So, with a number of urchins sur-
roundivg him, he walked off.

And BSofty Wade was left alone, sitting

fool to be any-

they

make you
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and with the turnips lying in all directions.
Softy was filled with misery as lie saw the
village bully was deliberately crunching on
every available turnip as 'he walked away.
Lumpy's hobnail boots caused enormous
damago to the vegetables,

Another fipure appoared along the road.
It was an elegant figure, dressed in the
latest of fashion, and surmounted by =a

top hat which fairly glittered and sparkied.
From head to [foolt the noewcomer wos
radiant,

He paused as he drew opposite the scene
of destruction.

“What-ho! What-ho! What-ho!” he ob-
served. 1 mean to say, what?”

He gazed round, assisted by a monocle.
Softy made mno comment, but sat there in
the road, breathing so heavily that he wus
practically on the point of sobbing. Softy,
in fact, was wondering what would happen
when I'armer Holt got to know about it.

““ It appears, laddie, that trouble is lying
about in conziderable chunks!” said Apshie
Glenthorne, of the Remove. ¢ That Is to
say, troublse and a choice assortment of
carrots and what-nots! Or are they turnips?
These bally things are so deucedly hard to
distinguish. But what, may I ask, is the
scheme? Xindly allow the old tongue to wag
slightly."”

Softy got to hiz feet, and rubbed
across his eyes.

““ Them boys did this,”” he said dully.
“ Nigh on half the load gone, and me got
to take 'em up to tho farm straight ofl.

a, sleeve

Mr. Molt'll be as riied as anything with
me. I sha'w't get no tea, nor yet no
stupper!”

¢ Dash it all!” zaid Archie. ** That seems
to be frightfully ridic., old scream! No
tea or supper, what? But, I mean to say,
accidents are bound to oceur. A - chappio
can't always steer a straight course!”

““1t were that thers Lumpy Bill!” mut-
tered Softy. ‘¢ Turned my barrow over, he
did. I'll be half killed when I get to the
farm. I daresn’t go! Mr. Holt'll Lit me
with a gret stick!”

Archie looked surprised. _

““ Absolutely not!” he declared. I mean
to say, what priceless piffle, old lad! I've
got an 1dea that Mr., Holt is several kinds
of a putiferous bounder! Certain rumours
have reached the old bean at various times.
But, all the same, old fruit—all the same,
as it were, the bhighter can’t touch you.
It was this Lumpy chappie who porformed
the bally deed!”

““ Mr, Holt never.do helieve a word 1
day!” exclaimed Softy pitifully.
Archie regarded him with a certain

amount of curiosity, It seemed to him that
Softy was decidedly in the wars, and Archie
always had a soft spot for anybody in
trouble. :

As a general rule, he would not dream
of soiling his hands, or damaging his per-

™were, with -his overturned barrow near by,

| fectly fitting gloves. Ii  he had bsen
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offered a fiver to pick those turnips up, he
would have refused on the spot.

But it seemed to Archie’s stmple heart that
this "youngster required a little cheering up.
And it struck him that a helping hand
would not come amiss. So he bent down,
and commenced piling the turnips back into
the barrow.

‘““I mean to say, the glad hand, and all
that kind of rot!” he remarked. * When a
cove is in trouble, you konow, it’s rather a
decent scheme to assist with something
practical, what?”

“You den't nmeed to do- that master!”
said Softy, with a fc:llllt show of interest.
“1 can pick these ’ere turnips up, thanks
all the same.
make your ’‘ands dirty!”

“ Ab-:olutely not,” agreed Archie. - ' As
2 matter of fact, my good chappie, the old

paws are posntnely protected. But I shall
certzinly rcquirc a new pair of digit
covars!” ‘

o continued with his task, and Softy
hastened to help. After three or four
minutes, all the turnips were on the
barrow, inciuding the crushed ones. = They

looked very damaged,
missing ,xitnoethor

“ Well, that, so to meak
Ardhie, at length.

““ Don’'t mensh., old boy!
shove forward tho assisting fist. Absolutely!
And now, iaddie, I should advise you to
trickle &long‘ the good old pathway.” .

Without' a word,. Softy lifted the handles
of the barrow, and walked off. He was so
afraid of Farmer Holt that he did not even
think ¢f thanking Archie. He was like a
hunted anmmal, and his dulled wits scarcely
ceemed to function properly.
~ Archie shook his head rather sadly as
Softy walked away.

. “Most remarkable!”
- gant junior,
as anything,
spineless.

and quite a few were

is tllat,” said

murmured the ele-
“* The chappie looks as right
and yet he seems so dashed
I mean to say, it’s not patural,

A fellow like that ought to be bursting with
energy aned health and this and that!”

And, shaking his head rather sadly, Archie

passed on,
¢

CHAPTER 1L,

THE STRANGER FROM LONDON.

R. JEREMIAH HOLT
paused as he came
out of the big barn.

-+ He was in the act

of lighting his pipe,

hecame aware of the fact
e o  that a youthful figure was

'trundhng a wheelbarrow up the muddy farm

road. There were a good many outbuildings.
eimilar
The farmhouse-itself was a com-:
a thatched:
But it was quite big emough for Mr. |
| simple reason that be was -afraid to.

‘mear by—cowsheds, and
struetures.
paratively small building with
roof.

Holt, who was a bachelor,

pigsties,

Tain’t right that you should |

Always glad to |

and he

“0Oh!” caid the farmer grufily.
time, too!’”’

He pulled out a vast wateh from his walqt-
cout pocket, and consulted it. Then he
glowered upon Softy Wade as the latter
came nearer. The boy was already shrinking
with terror at what the farmer would do.

‘“ A nice time you’ve been, you young rap-
scallion!’” exclaimed. Mr. Holt severely.
*“ You oughter have been back with them
turmps over an heur ago! What d’you think
I keep you for, eh? You ain’t never out o*
my sight, but what you get up to nuschief
Ye worthless young dog——"

The farmmer paused, as he gazed a,t “the
turnips.

“ What’s this ’ere?’” he demanded ﬂercely

e strode forward, one hand tugging at his
grizzled beard. And he irowned heavily
down upon the barrow.

““There ain't a full load here!” he ex-
claimed sharply. * An’ what’s this? What’s
this? Why, half ¢’ these turnips are broke
and bruised! What darn game haxe you
been up to, my lad?” .

I had an accldenﬁ"’

“ An’ high

‘“ Please, sir, qaxd
Softy. The b.arrow fell over, and them
turnips got thrcwcd out. It waren't my
fault, sir, an’™—"* . .

“que that!” roared - Farmer IIolt
brutally.

-Cragh! f

Ilis heavy hand swung round, and Softy

caight the full force of it on hts shoulder.
He went spinning over, and sprawled full
length in the mud. &nd as he lay there,
ITolt brought his foot down, and kicked the
boy viciously. -

Softy just gasped with but said
nothing.

He was accustomed to this kind of thing
—it was part of his daily life. It happened
with such frequency that Softy was never
free from bruises of some kind or other.

““You infernal little pig!”’ snarled: the
farmer. ‘‘I feed you, an’ I give you a- bed,
and all you can do is to waste good turnips!
I'll make ve suffer for this—not another mor-
sel of food shall ye touch to-day!”

Softy had picked himself up by this time,
and he stood there with hanging head. He
knew that he wouldn’t get any more food—
it as one of Holt’'s favourite punishments.
Considering how ill-fed the boy was, it was
rather surprising that he looked so healthy
and sturdy.

“You’d best get into them sties, and
clean them out!” ordered the farmer curtly.
“* An® don’t half do it, or T'll come along
with a broomstick! Any slacking, my lad,
an’ ye’ll know it!'”

ke turned on his heel ard walked away,
muttering into bis beard. .

It was well known that Mr. Jeremiah Holt
was an ill-tempered man. He was hated by
all the St. Frank’s boys. :Buf nobody in the
distriet . knew ‘how. harshly and inhuman]y
he treated this slave of his.

Soffy himself never ccmplained—for ‘the

He

pain,
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regarded the farmer as some kind of ogre.
Ever since hoe could remember he had been
held down—ecrushed and beaten. And the
thought of -sticking up for himself never
occurred to him. Since early childhood he
had never had a cheance.

And so, without complaint, he set about
cleaning out the pigsties.

He worked mechanically—with scarcely
any thoughts in his undeveloped mind. One
day was just the same as another to Softy.
The same old round of work—the same
?{no}gks, and the same harshness from Farmer
Holt.

Softy diin’t know what it was like to]

Fave a uindly word spoken to him. Even in
the village he was treated with seorn and
contempt. Moit of the rougher children
were -in the habii of trailing behind him,
jeering and calling him names, .
-There were some, it i3 true, who treated
him in a different spirif. Occasionally they
would give him a sweet, or a piece of cake.
And - Softy remembered these. They were
libtle friends who ccuanted for much in his
drab existence. ;

And a3 he worked in the first sty his mind
went back to Archie. And pow that he had
time to think—now that the fear of Farmer
Tlolt’s wrath had lef¢ him—he began o]
realise the wonder of it..

He ‘had frequently seen the St. - Fraak's
feilews—but only on rare occasions had one
spoken to him. And then it had been to
jeer.. Even Teddy Lonz: of the Remove—t':e
bigeest little sneak in the school—had Oncu+
punched Softy without retaliation. So com-
pletely w:s the boy's spirit quelled, that the
idea of hitting back was unknown to hiin.

Buf Archic was different.

Archie was a kind of tin god -in Softy’s
opinion. Ie was dressed better than any of
the others, and he spoke in a superior kind
of way. And yet he had helped Softy to]
pick the turnips up from the muddy road.
'This was something to wonder at—something |
thrat was zevonl Softy’s understanding. J

His mind worked very slowly—not because’
he was dull or brainless—but because he had
never had any occagion to use his wits. Tt
had always been work for Limn—hard grind-
ing manual work from morning till nizht.
And. e was =0 tired out at the end of the |
day that he was good for nothing but sleep.

- And while he cleaned out the sty, he
noticed a strang r apprcacking, 1t was most
unusual for strangers to appear at Holt's
Farm. Occasionally, there would be some-
pody fron: the villize come up—and this
would be something of an event. But now
the man who approached was quite unknown
in the district. He was a gentleman, too—
‘attired in sombre black, and a silk hat, and
an umbrella. He picked his way gingerly
along the muddy track.

““ Disgusting, quite disgusting!” Soity
heard *him mutter. ¢ Posttively unfit for
any - human being to walk upon. Huh!

Thank Fleaven [ am nearly there!”’ _
in

fbe saw the farmbouse immediately

iront of hin, and he was very glad to step
upon the cobbled yard immediately in front
of the building. He crossed this, and was
just in time to meet Mr. Jeremiah Holt as
the latter came round a coroer of the house.
The two men gazed curiously at one another.

“Am I addressing Mr.. Ilolt?"” said the

stranger. -

“Yon are!” said ‘the farmer, ““What may
your business be, sir?"’

“My nane is Mr. Brigstock, and my busi-
ness i3 of a private nalure,’” replied the
other. ‘' Will you permit me to step inside,
Mr. Holt, 8o that we may have a short
cenversation?®

The farmer Ilosked
nodded,

He said nothing, but walked into the house
and wiped his feet upon a big wire mat
just inside. Mr. Brigstock followed, and a
few minutes later the two men were sitting
down in the curious, low-ceilinged sitting-
room wiich Mr. Holt kept exclusively for
visitors,

“ Now, sir, what's the business?"” said the
farmer,

“1 must say at once that I am a solici-
for,”” replied the other. “* My name, as I
have already tcld you, is Mr. Brigstcck—of
Brigstock, Brigstock and Brigstock, Lincoln's
Iun, Londosn.”

Mr. ilolt was becoming very interested.

““ A solicktor!” he said eagerly. * That's
very interesting! Do you mean that yoilve
come here about some mcney, sir?”

Mr. Brigstock coughed.

“Well, in a way, ves,” he agreed. “ But
I must point out that my mission in no
way concerns yourself, Mr. Holt. I am here,
strictly speaking, to inquire after a youth
named Charles Wade."

The farmer frowned, and removed the pipe
from between his teeth. i

*“Charles Wade?’ he repeated.
know Why, good gracious!
mean Softy?” :

I am ofraid T have not yet heard cof
Softy,’" said the solicitor.

surprised, and then

“1 don't
You dou’t

“ Why, it's impossible!™ declared Mr.
Holt. ‘' Softy! He cculdn’t have o solicitor
cemin' to inguire about him—a worthless

little scamp of a2 raganuflin like that! Ile's
2 workhouse boy i

“ Ah!" interrupted Mr. Brigstock sharply.
“ His name is Charles Wade?"

“ Yes—but I'd near forgotten it!' replied
the farmer. ‘° He's always been known as
Softy—for the last seven or eight years. The
poor your gster is not much bettér than half-
witted, but he just about earns his food and
keep at the farm.”

“ [ should like to ses2
said Mr, Brigstoek.

“If g0 be i1t's important, I'll bring him in
afore loag,” said Farmer Holt. ‘* But mebbe
you can tell me what this 'ere business is?"”

“ ['mm sorry, Mr. Kolt, but it is qurtc
private,” interrupted the solicitor. e

“ private!” echoed Mr. Holbk. * Rubbish,
gir! The boy's my employee, and I've got

‘this young man,”
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a r:ght to know what this matter is. He
ain’t nothin’ but a young idjit, an’ can’t
t.a.lk sensible, even if he tries.”

Nevertheless, it is my desire to see
Cha,rles Wade in private,”” said Mr. Brigstock
firmly. *“ I must insist, Mr. Holt.”

The farmer looked red with sudden wrath
for 2 moment. But he realised that it would
never do to show his temper to this London
solicitor. He argued and argued, but Mr.
Brigstock would not change.

And so, at last, the farmer, grumbling
under his breath, passed outside. 1lle in-
tended hearing the conversation, if it could
possibly be done. lle looked upon it as an
outrage that he shculd be excluded.

He Tound Softy in {he barn, cleaning him-
self up a bit after finishing the pigsties.

‘** Here, Softy—I want you inside!” said
the farmer curtly. \

“I'm just a-cleanin’ c¢f myself, sir—-

‘“* That’s all right—you needn't waste no
more time on that!” interrupted Holt.

“ There’s a gent from Lunnon, an’ he
~wants to see you. 1 recl-:on he must be
Lur mad, but there it is.” :

A gent from Lunnon to see me?”
muttered Softy, in a dazed kind of way.

““ Yes—an’ you've got to tell me everything
he says to you,” {iE(ldI‘Ed the farmer. *“1
won't have mo secrets——'

“1 am sorry to interrupt. but I thought
it as well to come outside,” exclaimed -Mr.
Brigstock, suddenly peering in the doorway
of the barn. It would be better, perhaps,
for me to interview the lad in his own
quarters. Please do not let me detain you
any longer, Mr. llolt.”

The . farmer gnashed his teeth with help-
less fury. But there was no getting out of
it—he had to go.

And he could nct very well ““ listen in *’ at
'the conversation between Softy and the
solicitor. There was no convenient hiding
prlacz  Holt had already decided that he
weuld be eoutside the door of the sitting.
room while the pair were talking. Possibly.
Mr. Brigstock had anticipated something of
this kind. And so he had taken pains to
prevent any sucli eavesaropping.

Mr. Holt went, and the solicitor stoad
lecoking at Softy in a, curious, abstracted
kind of way. He had expected to find a poor.
ill-clad farmworker. The reality was not
quite in accordance with his mental picture.

To begia with, Softy was curiously dull in
-2xpression—bu% not dull from lack of in
telligence. There. was risery in his face—
mizgery and hopelesaness .in his eyes. And
there were a few stains on his cheeks, too—
left by the tears which had come from pain.

Sufty was rather a pitiful sight. A well

set up youngster, clad in the dlrest of rags,
unkempt, and obviously ill cared-for, Upon

L8 ]

the whole, Mr. Brigstock was more favour- |

ably impressed than he thought he would be.

The boy was all nght—but he ‘had been |
treated shamefully.

Well, well, thcre is mothing to be afraid

L then

of, yourg man,” said the solicitor kindly,

'So you are Charles Wade?”

*“ Yesu, sir, I—I think that’s my name, sir,”
sald Softy.

‘*“ Are you not sure?”

“Yes, sir, I'm sure,” said the boy. “I
got soine papers an’ things in my little box
as”ilftrcates, I believe, sir, an’ things like

0 b 3 £

“ Splendld"’ said Mr Brigstock. ‘‘ Certifi-
cates, eh? Good! You had bettef* lead the
way to your owl guarters, Wade.”

The boy walked out of the barn without a
word, and it was obvious to Mr. Brigstock
that Softy was accustomed to obeying orders
in & machine-hke way, The solicitor noticed
that. Softy limped rathier badly.

“Have you hurt your leg,
asked.

“* Master kicked me,
simply.

“ (lood gracicus!’” exclaiméd the visitor
startled. ‘' Your master klcked vou? Whers
did he khick you?”

“On ihe shin. sir.’

** Show me.” :

Soity bent down, and ‘raised a portion of
L:is rough trousers. le revealed an ugly
hack, which had been bleeding slightly. The
hruise was a severe one. Mr. Brigstock
looked at it in horror—and further noticed

~my lad?” he

su*, replied S@ft:,r

"that there. were small scars on other parts

of the shin.

“II1s your master ever ku,ked
fore?” he asked sharply.

“Ile be allus a-doin’ it, sir.”

“ Upon my soul!™ exclaimed the lawyer,
“ This—this is guite appalling! I am afraid
that your master has not been treating }ou
well, my boy."”

%fty made no rep]y He was still ]mnq
under a kind of spell. Over every action of
his lifz hung the grim figure of Farmer Holt.
And even now the lad’s heart was beating

rapidly with sudden alarm, for-he felt thbag
'w had said too much. The farmer would
get, to know it, and thl.'a would mean more .
hard knocks.

Mr. DBrigstock was lookmg very grim as
they passed through one of the stables, and
into a kind of disuzed. harness-room.
1t was not much better -than a cupboard,
with a tiny window high up in one wall.
On the floor lay a pile of dirty-looking straw,
and some canvas and sacKks. Softy halted
there, and said nothing.

“ Why have you brought me here?” asked-
the solicitor, :

** You told me to; sir’”? .

- Mr. Brigstock started.

you be-

“What!” he exclaimed sharp]} “ This—
this is 1.u;hﬂre you sleep?’”
‘* Yes sir.” , -
Mr. Brlgstock ‘recoiled in horror, and

cxamined the #Hiftle place with renewed in-
terest. Ie touched ‘the straw with his
vinbrella.,

“I am -surprised at you, Wade!"” he said
angrily, * This straw is quite filthy! Surely,



L} <

S 'E THE NELSON

if you have no hetter
bed, you could at
Ieast have kept clean
straw in the place.”

‘“* Master won't give | P
me no more, siv,"’ said
SQofty quietly.

“You are telling me
thrat Mr. Holt refuses
to  supply .you with
clean straw $o  sleep
upon?®’

" Magter say that
coat too much, sir.”

“ Good heavens!"
muttered Mr. Brig-
ctock., ‘" If the sani-

tary anthorities knew
of this, Hoit would be
proseeuted. The man
is 1 heartless ruflian.
I am exceedingly glad
that -1 came here—for
there is nothing like
- seeing with your own
eyes. Now, Wade,
show me those papers
you referced to.”

The boy went to a !
corner, and picked up
a little wooden box. |

- Evidently he treasured \
the contents, for the
box was tightly bound .

“round by a piece of |
rope. Softy unfast-
ened it, and Mr. Brig-

- stock  stood looking
<n. The lawyer had
come to the conclu-
ston that Charles
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Wade was by no
means a fool. He was |
not the village idiot, |
- a8 sene people had
led him to suppose.

alarm.

The owner of the village tuck-shop started back in some

Just as he was closing up for the evening, half

the children of the village were swarming round the
: shop like wasps round a jam pot.

His meekness—his" dull
obedience—was simply the result of being
continually c¢rushed and ‘held down.

Given a fair opportunity, the boy would
probably find his feet, and make good. Mr.
Brigstock felt that his duty here was one
of the most pleasant he had ever under-
taken—for he was in a position to bring
sunshine into the drab existence of this un-
fortunate youngster. :

I[o exammed the papers, aund was fully
satisfiedd. One was the boy’s birth certifi-
cate, and another the death certificate of
his father. There were a few letters, too,
apparently from a grandfather, and these
irad come from foreign parts. Mr. Brig-
stock was parvicularly keen upon these.

Hsa looked round, and found a box.

“Sit down, Wade,” he said kindly. 1
want to have a little quiet talk with you,
You needn’t be afraid, and you can put all
thoughts out of your head that Mr. Ilolt
will hurt vou.

It is my iatention to take |

you away with ma, You will leave the {arm
for ever.”

The words had a
Softy.

He clutched at Mr. Brigstock's sleeve, aund
his face flushed deeply. And this proved to
the lawyer that, in spite of appearances,
Softy was fairly quick-witted. So far he had
had no occasion to use his wits., Mr, Brig-
stock had taken quite a liking to the lad,
for all his rags and tatbters.

Softy wenb pale as suddenly as he had
flushed, Then he bent lws heaad, choking
back a kind of sob..

“0Oh, it isn't true, &ir!" ha mubfered.
““ I shall allus he here! I can't remember
no othar place, 'cept the workhouse,”

“ There—bthers, keep calm !’ said Mr. Brig-
stock.. “* What I shall tell you will seem
quite impossible, bub. you may bo sure that
I should nobt misinform you upon such =«
matter. Tell me, Wade, what is the largest

curiouz effect upon
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amount of money you have ever possessed?”’

Softy shook his head.

- "1 don’t never
replled.

‘“ But, surely on some occasion—-"’

v Once about three yeur ago, sir, a gent
give me a shillun!” interrupbted the hoy
quickly, ‘I picked up his hat after
blowed off in a high wind. That’s the most
money -I ever had, sir. But Mr.

ave no money, sir,”’ he

3

it ’ad
Holt took |

it as soon as he saw it. Said I hadn’t mo.

sense to keep money.”
¢ Dear me!” said Mr. Brlgstock ““ Have

you a.ny idea, my bhoy, what a thousand
pounds amounbs to?”

‘““.A thousand pounds, sir!” said Softy.

“ Why, that be a reg’lar pile o’ money, sir.

A thousand pounds he a fortune.”.

you are the -owner of twelve thousand
pounds?’’ asked the solicitor quietly.
Softy was not impressed.

“ I reckon you're kiddin’, sir,” he replied,
smiling.

Itr was the ﬁnstl time that he had smiled,
aud Mr. Brigstock was very pleased. Asca

mattzr of fact, Softy hardly knew how to]

smile.” It was only tho genial solicitor’s
kindly, fatheriy way which had -brought
about the change. XKindness -was something
foreign to tho lad.

. *“No, Wade, I am not kidding

you,” said
I\Ir Bri rrmach

“ Your grmdfather died in

a place “cified Bolivia two or ibree months 1
He died suddenly, without making any

_ dLgO
will. You are his only known relative, and
his direct their. Your grandfather’s business
Anterests in Bolivia have been sold, and there
‘15 a clear residue of twelve thousand four
hundred pounds. This money, Wade, is en-
tirely yours. The sum has been transferred
-to England, and it is in the keeping of my

| suggest as

| m the stable.

firm. We have been searching for you for the

past fortnight, and at last had information
},o the; effect that you were wurkmg on this
arm.’

Softy dimly began to realise that this was |

true—although it seemed to be an mmpos-
- sible, ridiculous dreamm. He—the

village |

idiot—tho fellow who was kicked and cuffed

worse than uz dog! He was rich!

He bad-:

money—perhaps six or seven times as much |

as Farmer Holt himself!

“ I knowed about my grandfather,
said Softy.
I knowed he was in foreign

sir,”

parts. But it

4
“1 ain’t never seen him, but i

seems too wunnerful, sir—me—with lots of |

money !’ -
Ho stood there, his eyes gleaming with
hope and wonderful joy. Mr. Brigstock .

could eee that the boy’s simple _mind did ]
not €ven su:pect any jcke now. He knew ]
that the statemont was true, but he was
rather stunned by if.

* Yes, Wade¢, you have lots of money,”
said Mr. anstock “But you must Tealise
that you are quite young, and it is impos-
gible for you to have charge of all this|
money. A trustee will be needed—somebody

e

"mt.erzupted Mr.
{,may mention, sir,

who will be willing to be*come your guardian, -
Do you quite understand?”’
““ T understand, sir,”’ said Softy. *“ *Tam’t

1 right that I should have all that money.
| I shouldn’t know what to do with it. You

mean that some gent will look arter it Ior
me, so’'s I don’t lose it?”

Mr. Brigstock smiled,

‘“ In effect, yes,” he agreed.

“And 18 it really true that I'm gomg
away from the farm, sir?” asked the boy.

11 ain’t never been happy here—an’ wmever

should be, meither. Oh, just think nf it
sir! I sha'n't need to be afeared o the
master no mgore.”

in  Softy

There was- a distinet c¢hange
already. The very knowledge that he was

| independent—that his bonds had been cut

{ —made a  great difference.

He was still

from his bonds.

“ Have you anybody you would care-to
L guardun?” asked Mr,
stock,

“1 don't know mnobody but the ma..te;,

59

sir——

“ Good gracious, no!” . said the solicitor.
“ Under the circumstances, I do nob think
it would be advisable to .).ppomt. Mr,
2s your frustee and guardian. The man, as
far as I can cee, is a heartless—"

He paused, as heavy footsteps were heard
A moment later the farmer
appeared, glaring angrily.

* Ain’t yocu done with that brat yet?”’ he
asked sharply. ““I can’t afford to let him
waste his timo chatting with you! I need
him now. He's got to go mto the village
with some hay——"’

“1 am very sorry, Mr. Holt, but Wade
will periorm no further duties for you,”
Brigstock curtly. ‘“ And I
that I am quite disgusbed
with the manner in which you have Tookexd

{ after the lad. You deserve to be prose-
cuted, sir.” .
Farmer Holt went purple.
*“ Why, you—you interfering——"’

“‘ Piease keep yourself calm, Mr. Holt, and
do not attempt to bully me as you have been
bullying this boy,”” interrupted the lawyer.
“It may interest you to know that he has
come Into a fortune of twelve thousand
pounds, and is now entirely his own mast&r
and free to go where he wills.”

The farmer choked back the words he Was‘
about to utter, and stood there, limp and
flabby. The news took all the go out of him.
“ What’s that?’ he said thickly. ‘¢ Softy!
Com2 into twelve thousand pounds? What
darn nonsense is this——"'

“ 1t .happens to be the truth, Mr. Holt i
said the cther. ** I have satisfied myself as
to the boy’s birth- and identity. I dare say
you are ralher sorry, now, that you have
{ treated him so hare[hfy in the past.”

Holt gathered his wils together rapqd]y

“ That boy is in my care,” ho :
roughly, * I'm his guardian, an’ the legal
trusteo of auy money thit may be hls'

Brig- -

Hoit

sa.ld :



-

B>

. £577Z8]| THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY [I2s

I've been a fabher to lm since he was a

kid, an this money—-"'

““Your idea of what a iather should be
to a son is apparently a curiously warped
one,”” interrupted - Mr. Brigstock sharply.
“Under no circumstances shall I allow the

boy to remain here.” -
- *“ I'm his legal guardian—*

“ Nonsense, sir!” snapped Mr. Brigstock.

- *1 am a solicitor, and you will kindly re-
frain from attempting to teach me my own
‘business! You have absolutely no legal
authority over this lad. You employed him,
and if I chose ‘to be unpleasant, I could
make things extremely hot for you. As it
15, I chall think about the matter and do
28 my better judgment dictates. Come,
1’}«'%[1&, we will go.
sIrlt”

Mr, -Brigstdck, bristling with anger, gave |

the farmer one final glare and passed out
of the harness room, grasping Softy firmly
by one hand. The latter was eclutching at
his precious box.
tained were now in Mr. Brigstock’s wallet.

Farmer Holt was so furious that he had
absolutely nothing to say. By the time he
ad partially recovered, . Softy
solicitor were half-way acress the barnyard,
-and making for the muddy road which led to-
wards the village. - Exactly what Holt’s
feelings were it would be impossible: to de:
scribe. | .

e stood there, staring after the departed
pair.

Twelve thousand pounds! . And this money
belonged to Softy! Farmer Holt had been
-2mazed several times in his life, but this
was the biggest staggerer of all. A few

gth?r people were destined to be staggered,
'to0!

L e S

i | CHAPTER I1II.
THE SENSATION - OF THE VILLAGE!

R. BRIGSTOCK paused
when he and Softy
Wade emerged upon
: the lane close to the
village. It suddenly dawned
‘upon the solicitor that it
would create a large amount
of public attention if he walked into Bellton
" fhand in hand with Softy. | b5
“We must pause, my boy,” he said,
“ We must think what is the best thing to
"be dome. Of course, I shall take you into
Bannington at the earliest possible moment,
and you will visit the public baths as a com-
mencement,- After that, you will have a
hiair cuf, and then a visit to the outfitter’s
‘will be somewhat essential. TUpon my soul!
By the time we have done, you will hardly
know yourself, young man.”
Softy - stood listening, and 1n a kind of
dream. g A g ow
““ You mean I'll have a real suit of clothes,
- §ir?”’ he asked wonderingly.
-. =~ My dear lad, you will be able te have

(ood-afterndon to you,

The documents it had con- |

and the 1

- often wondered

&
- w,!
.

T ~ 2 ead g
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a dozen suits, if you wish,” replied Mr.

Brigstock. “ Buf there is this point aboutb
your guardian. H'm! I think, on second

thoughts, that we had better leave that until

later. After all, the most important thing is
to, improve your appearance. Therefore, we
will make for Bannington.” |

The soliciior received many curious stares
as he passed through Bellton with Softy
Wade trotting by his side—for Mr. Brigstock
walked very rapidly. Shopkeepers came to
their doors, and wondered. |

Quite a number of people declared that
Softy had evidently been up to mischief,
and there could be no doubt that Mr. Brig-
stock was u« deftective. It was such an un.
usnal thing to ses Soifty going aloug wun-
burdened, that- this fact alone caused
comment. ' ‘ _

For the farmer's boy was a drudge, or had
been, He only occasionally appeared in the
village, and then he was the butt of every
jeer and gibe from the Bellton children.

Now, for some unexplained reason, Sofiy

“looked different.

Thoze who saw the pair going towards the
station could not{ understand. Somehow or-
other, Softy looked a bit tailer. e held
himself more straight, and there was a flush
in his cheeks. :

People had never seen him like this before,
and most of them took it for granted thuat
he was in trouble. But Softy kmew why he
was flushed—he wus beginning to emerge

1 from his shell.

‘Mr. Brigstock smiled once or twice as he
looked down upoh his young charge. He
tried to imagine what the boy was thinking
of. He supposed that Softy was attempting
to realise the extent of his good fortune.

But, as a matter of fact, in Softy’s mind’s
eye there was a tailor's window in Ban-
gington. And a wonderiul suit of brown
with a pronounced stripe tepeatedly arose
before Softy’s mental vision. He had seen

.it once, when he had heen zent to Banning-

ton by Farmer lioit, about four months
earlier, )

And the memory of that suit had remained
with Softy very vividly. To him it ssemed
like some unattainable glory, and he had
if he would ever have
enough money to buy such a suit., To him,
Banuningfon seemed fo be a ‘vast city. 1lls
had never been beyond the town, and from
early childhood he had been compelled (o
work for his bread-and-butter. _ ,

Arriving at the station, Mr. Bigstock found
that there was no train for another.twenty
minutes. So they sat on a seat on the plat-
form, and the <olicitor questioned Softy
¢losely about his earlier years. He heard
all about the boy’'s life in the workhouse-—

or as much of it as Softy could remember.

And then, when theg train came in, ohe

c lad was freshly delighted—for this was his

firsy journey in a railway frain. I{ seemed
to him that all this was too good te be true,

| and that he would soon wake up 3%v find
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himself in his httle 11a1’n€"~s room, on the)

pile of unclean straw,

But, instead of waking up, he went {rom
wonder to wonder. ie thoroughly enjoyed
his bath inp Bannington. And, in the mean-
time, Mr, Bngstmk was husy at the out-
sitters. A glorioug striped shirt, a pair of
thick weollen socks, boots, aud woollen un-
derclothing were sent 10 Softy to don after
his bath.

Then he was dazzled by a suit which com-
plctely knocked spots off the oune ha had
so longed for., It was blue, with the love-
iicst  stripes Softy bad ever seen, And,
heing a well-huiit youth, the “ ready made™
fitted him to perfection, as though he had
been measured for it.

By the time ‘he emerged, the transiorma-
tion was complete.

Barely an lhour earlier, he had been a
[.rmer’s boy—attired in ~"~01led ragged, cor-
duroy trousers,
scarf round his neck. His bair had been
tousled, his hoots ¢racked and ga,pmb.

- But now le was hardly recognisahle,

1fe stood there, smart from top to to toe.
A tweed cap wag upon his well brushed hair.
His face glowed with cleanliness. Over his
Line snit he wore a thick wioter overcoat,
and his feet were encased in good, sen-
zible hoots which fairly gleamed. The
patent toe-caps of those hoots nearly took
Softy’s breath away. _

He was wearing a eollar and tie—

new expetrience for him. They were a trifle

uncomfortable, but what did he care? He
would have suﬂe:cﬂ tortures just now—to
look smart was more wonderful than - he

could desceribe,

As a matter of fact, he was not suffering
atr all--he only lelt rather strange in his
new get-up, but the feeling of joy within him
compensated for any discomfort. And he
c¢merged upon Bannington High Street, with
the curious feeling that everybody in the
whole town was staring at him.,

Mr, Brigstock was more than delighted.

ITo had feared that Softy would look
climsy and awkward in hizs pnew clothing.
But this was not the case. The lad looked
quite ordinary in every way--just as though
he had been accustomed (o wearing such
clothing all his life. Aund his new gut-up
completely robbed him of that soft look
which had earned him his nickuame.

His frowsiness wss gone, and—and this was
far more important—that balf sullen, hunted
expression was  beginning to tamsh too.
Fcr he no lenger had the fear of Jeremiah
Holt upon him.

Although Softy repeatedly 1old lLimself
that he must be mad, he was thrilled
through and throigh by this wanderful hap-

pening. And he hadn’t got over Mr. Brig-
stock™s latest action, for tlie solicitor had

handed him a big pile of loose silver—to be
exact, thirty shlllmffs softy thought it was
a tremendous amount.

“Can—ecan Y spend this money, he
asked breathicssly,

gir ¢!

NELSON

tattered LOd-t, with a torn

a totally

ik Librany |

“1 have given that sum to you just as a
commencement, harles,”” said Mr. Brig-
stock genially, *'1t is for gour use as pocket-
money. 1 think we had better go into this
excellent restaurant now, and partake of
refreshment, After that, we will return to

Bellton.”

Mr. Brigstock was very pleased with him-
self, for it was only just about tea-time now,
and the whole evening lay ahead. The solici-
tor wanted to ftind a reliable, mspcrnaible
man, who would consent to act as Softy’s
gua.rdrm-.

They went into the Japanes¢ cafe—a
favourite Bapnington resort—and were scon
enjoying poached eges on toast, bread and
butter, and tea. To Softy, This was a sump-
tuous meal, and he felt that he was doing
something which almest amounted to &
¢Time.

Just Dbefore they came out the waitress
brought the bill, which amounted to three
and fourpence,

“ Oh, sir!”? smd Softy eagerly., ‘* May 1
pay for this, sir?”

‘Certdm.]} not, my hoy——"

“But I'd just love to, =ir!”? said Softy. “1
ain’t never paid d.llfbl)dy SO much money as
this, Besides, you’ve heen so kind to me, 1
reckon I'd like to pay for vour tea. I’leabﬁ
let me, sir!”

Mr.. Brlgbt{){lk with a chuchle, gave in.
And Softy very prcudly went to the paybox,
and parted with some of his silver. And
after that they went to the station, and
were in nice time to catch the evening train
back to Bellton.

In the train, Mr. Brigstock put more quee-
tions.

““ Now, Charles, we must think seriously
about this question of your guardian,” he
said. “ Mr. Holt is, of course, quite out
of the question. Is there anybody-—any-
friend—whom you would. like t0 suggest?’s

Softy slowly shook his head.

“1 ain’t got no friends,”” he replied quietly.

“Hm! That’s rather awkward,” said
Mr. Brigstock. ‘1 would prefer ycu to re-
main in this district for the time being, if
possible, But if there is nobody you ¢an call
a friend, I must seriously consider the ques-
tion of td]\mw you to London, The point
is rather a difficult one, and——-"

“Oh, sir!” said Softy suddenly.
the gent‘. from the school!”

“ Indeed! From what school?”

‘“ The big one up the road, sir. 8t. Frank’s
they <call it. There’s nothing but swell
young gents. there, sir. Some of ’em ain’t

* There's

gents. meither!” he added rather hitterly.
“But there’s one what treated me real
kind.”

“ Oh!” enid Mr. Brigstock. ‘' Do you know

this gentleman’'s name?”
**No, sit, but I'd know him in-a mmut-e
said Softy. ' A real kind gent., gir—an’ I m
sure he’ d be ‘Millu to look after my maoney.”
“ This is good mnews!” said the solicitor.
“T do not think we can do better than visiv

| St. Frank’s at once, We will find this gentle-



- themselves.

roared Hagpdferth.

.man, und put the matter to lum without
" delayl?

Mr..
Softy was referring to a master at the
schiocol, and Mr. Brig gstock could think of no
better responsible p.u*t But Softy, of
course, really lmd Arcluf, Glenthorne in his
mind.

Tiiey arrived at Bellton Station, and then

cauzel a tremendous sensation in the village.

- It was not dark yet, and Mr. Brigstock

. smiled quietly to himself as he and Softy

walked through the High Street. People
were still staring, but now their former won-
der was turned to amazement.
" Strangers were not general in Beilton, and

" 'so the retumm of Mr. Brigstock was noted at

&t first the villagers thought that the
solicitor ~had come back with another
vouth altogether. Then somebody recog-
nised him as Softy, and the news flashed

ouce.

round like lightning.

Softly—all drossed up like a lord, in the
finest of clothing!

It was a real staggerer for the village
gossips, and after Mr. Brigstock had passed
tlirough, the sensation reached a fever pitch.
Every bo-dw was asking questions, and yet no
atm‘actorv e\planatwn could be thought of.

~ And at last St. Frauk’s was reached, and
the pair turped into the Triangle and
puaused for-a moment: It was growing rather
dusky, wnd the warm lights gleaming out
from bhe various windows m.:ule a very cheer-

. ful pieture.

The Triangle was deserted, for evmyhody
was at tea, or just preparing for the even-
ine's work. The last of the stragglers had
cecme in from the playing fields, and so Mr.
Brigstock and Softy had the triangle #o

‘“Now, my boy, about this gentleman,”
said Mr. Brigstock. * I think it would he as
well if we made inquiries, and asked to see
one of the masters. You will then he able
to describe the gentleman you mean.’
~ “Yes, sir,” said Softy, although he was

" very hazy.

‘They walked towards the Ancient House
umtmctwe-.l), for this was a larger building,
and more imposing, than the Colle"e House.
Thev mounted the steps, entered the lobby,
and then came fuce to face with three
juniors—who had appeared at lightning speed
irom the passage.

It seemed that one junior was chasing two
others, for he grabbed them with extra-

" ordinary violence as they came to a halt

upon seeing Mr. Brigstock. And the pur-
;sufmw junior pmceeded to hit out right and
eft
. Hi, steady!” roared one of them. ‘ Chuck
it. Handy! Can’'t you see this gentleman?
Yarooh!”.
Church broke off with a tremendous yell
“T don’t care about the gentlemfun'”
“1If 3011 thllllx I'm going
to stand your blessed clieek, vou’ve made a
bloemer! It's likely I'm going to be told

#hat' I don’t know mere than an earwig!™

Brigstock - felt delighted. Obviously,

i

|

, take care of my momney, sir,”

(iI

didn't say that’”
“You toid me—-"

snapped Church.
““ Dear me—dcar me!” . interrupted Mr.
Brigsteck. ** What is all this? Please centrol
yourselves, boys. I shall be greatly Ghllcmcl
if vou will direct me to a zentlem:in—-"
 Gireat pip!"” gasped H.,mdforth abruptly.

“He was staring fixedly at the farmer's
boy. & -

“Look!" he went on faintly. * Feast your
eyes on him, my scuns! It's Softy—Softy trom
Rolt’s Farm! My only topper!  Did you
ever see such a merve in all your life? Com-
mrf'he.re dressed up like a Piccadilly lolm—
nie!” - :

“ Well, I’'m blessad!” said McClur‘e. “1It's
Softy right en{}u"h' He must Lhave come
into a fortune.”

‘“ You will hear all about it later on. my
lads,”” said Mr. Brigsteck. “ For the moment
I should like you to tell me—’

“ Oh!” said Softy suddenly. *“ There he i3
sir—that’s the gentleman I meant.” -

“ What ho!” observed Archie Glentihorne,
as he strolled in. **1 mean to say, what:
The bally old pointing finger, and all that
sort of thing. What have I done, laddies?
W h}:? should I be singled out in this frightiul
way?"”

Mr. Brigstock adjusted his
regarded Archie critically.

“ xood gracious!” he said.
this is not a gentleman——"" ‘

‘““ Dash it all!”” protested Archie,
down at himself. * I mean to say, do' I look
like -a bally steam-engine, or what? You’ll

pardon me, old fruit, but T must really in-
ciqt. upon a few Iumpa of first-class explana-
tion.”

“ Kindly .allow me to conclude my observa-
tion, young man,” said Mr. Brigstock. “ I
was about to remark that you are mot a
gentleman of age and maturity.”

““ Absolutely not !»’ agreed Archie.
““ Maturity, what? Well, 'bhe fact is, I must
confess to being somewhat lacking in that
kind of stuff. Gadzooks! Is it poss.? Do
the optics deceive me? But surely this
chappie is no dess a person than the dear old
cove I hotmobbed with in the village this
afternoon.”

“ That’s right, sir,”” put in Softy earrer_ly.

“You helped me with them turnips!”

““ Absolutely!’”’ agreed Archie. * But you
must let me point out, old scream, that the
grammar is somewhat frightful. I mean to
siay—them turnips! Not quite the thing,
what? To he abaoluteh correct, a cove
ought to say—"

@ It is really a matter of small importance,
my boy,” put in Mr. Brigstock. *“ I have
been brought to this scheol under a mis-
apprehension. From Wade's remarks, 1
gathered that his friend here was a4 master.
And I discover that yow are nothing but a
junior schoolboy.. That is rather unfortun-
ate, as my calculations are greatly upset.”

* Oh, but—but I want this gentleman to
put in Softy,

glasses, and

“Bpt——-but

gazing
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*“ He's the
to me. I am sure he’d agree to help me.”

“ Any old thing!” said Archie. * Just say
thie word, laddie, and I'm at your service.
Absolutely.  Kindly state the nature of the
garvice that is required.”

" Mr. Brigstock was becoming impatient.

‘' Really, boys, we -are wasting time,” he
said, “ 1 dare say you all know this young
man. It will sm#rise you to learn that he
has inherited & very considerable sum of
money, and my object in coming to St.
Frank’s was to find a gentleman who would
act as trustee—since Wade appears to have
no friends in the village itself.”

“Great Scott!’ said Handforth, staring at
the farm boy. * Softy with money! Well
I’m blessed! A giddy:.farm labourer kid, you
kirow! Still, all the same, I'm jolly glad to
hear it—the poor kid’s always heen sat
Here's my fist, Softy!”

' Hamdforth grabbed Softy’s hand warmly,
and gave it a tremendous shake. Softy was
more astonished tham anything else, but, at
the same time, his face flushed with pleasure.
Helhad not expected to be treated so gener-
ously. o -

Mr. Brigstock looked rather suspicious. But
if he had known Handforth better, he would

not have ‘entertained any fears that the

junior was ftrying to be friendly = because
Softy had money. - Handforth was one of
those impulsive fetlows, who always acted on
the spur of the moment. He was genuinely
pleased that Softy had had some luck.

CAnd just at that mement I arrived oo
the scene, and stood looking on and listening
for a few minutes. It did not take me long
to gather the trend of the discussiom. After
I got over my first surprise, I thought that
I could be useful. . :

‘“ Well, . Charles, we. must be going!’ said
Mr. Brigstock. ¢ It is quite impossible for
you to appoint a yvchoolboy as your guardian.
Such a thing is by no means legal, and—"

‘s Pardon me for interrupting, sir, but per-
haps I could suggest some way out,” I put
in. “Do 1 understand that you would like
to find somebody who will act as a respemsi-
ble guardian for Softy?”’

“ That is so—-precisely.”

““ Then what about Mr. Nelscn Lee, sir?”
I asked. ““ I'm sure he’d agree. The guv'nor’s
always been a bit interested in Softy. In
fact, only a week aso he was telling me
that Farmer Holt was a brute, and if he
didn’t improve there would be trouble.”

Mr. Brigstock was interested.

““Mr. Nelson Lee?” he repeated. “ But
surely that is the name of the famous dete
tive of Gray’s Inn Road?”

“Mr. Lee lives at St. Framk’s most of his
time, sir,” 1 explained. * He's one of the
housemasters here. I’'m Nipper.”

“ Indeed—indeed)” - said  the solicitor,
pursing his lips. *‘Mr. Nelson Lee, e¢h? ‘A
man of world-wide reputation—a man of un-
mmpeachable character! - If he would consent,
I cannot think of a bhetter -trustee—mecre

only one who ever spoke nicely]

cn'!

‘L’

| he hae some lamin’.”

particularly as he lives in the neighbourhood,
and * knows the main facts concerning “the
boy.’ . | | Wy -

‘?Come along to Mr. Lee’s study, sir,” I
said.

And so, five minutes later, Nelson Lee and
Mr. Brigstock were talking together seriously
and intently. I steod close by with Archie
Glenthorne and Softy.  Softy had insisted
upon Archie coming in. -

‘““Under the circumstances, I- shail have
great pleasure in looking after the lad,” said
Nelson Lee, after he had heard everything.
“It delichts me to learn of his good fortume.
The boy has been crushed since childhood,
and it is indeed gratifying to-know that he
has been removed from Holt’s Farm.” _

“If you will look after him, Mr. Lee, my-
mind  will be greatly relieved,”’. said the
solicitor. ‘“ No doubt you will be able to

place him in a2 good home somewhere in the

district. I-shall return within two or three
days with various documents that will need
stgning, and I shall transfer the entire
amount of Wade’s inheritance to your keep-
ing. "Oh, and by the way—I will" leave .ten
pounds here for the boy’s use.” | o

It did not take sq very long to complete
the arrangements and very socon afterwards
Mr. Brigstock left the school, highly de-
lighted with his day’s work He "had- been
rather worried about Softy, for he did not-
want to be bothered with the lad in London.
He felt that he could not have left. his
charge in -safer keeping. .

And Nelson Lee, for his part, was agree-
able to. the arrangement, because he whs
quite interested in the lad.  After Mr. Brig-
stock had gome, Archie and I had to part,
't-llJO. And the guvnor falked with Softy
alone. : .

““YT have no doublt, Wade., that yoeu are’
somewhat bewilderad by “'all these rniew
arrangements,” he said kindly. “A few hours
4go you were working as usual on the farm.
But now your entire outlocok has altered. Mr.
Holi has no further authority over yeu, apd -
I advise you to have nothing whatever to do’
with him.” - g

““T hate him, sir!”’ said Softy, with a touch
of spirit. ‘I didn’t realise it before, sir.
But now that folks kave hzen su kind to me,
I'm beginwing to know things. It ain’t right
th.at”:fo-u should take so much trouble, sir
I cam assure you, Wade ~that I am tak-
immg no trouble whatever,” inferrupted Nelson
Lee. “ I have merely agreed to act as your
guardian,” and that does not add to my
labours in any way. You must realise that
you are quite independent now.. - What is
your maost cherished wish?” - S |

“1 don’t understand, sir,” said Softy.

- ** What' would you like to do?” -

“I1 reckon I wait to go to schgol, sirt!”’
said Scfty promptiy. - I"a-,iizf“_never had no
proper schooling. = I've-allus longéd to know
things, sir. A feller ain’t much use unless,
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Neison Lee nodded. -

“That is the right spirit, W ade,”” he =aid
gpprovingly, ““1I am bB"‘iIlIllll" to see
you have been grossly rnllSJl]ﬂ"ed for you
appear to possess a great deal of common
sense. We will see about yvour schooling. I
will make arrangements, and before lonn'
you will e mstallerl in & preparatory school.
Bet for the next two or three day;. you must
remain in the neighbourhoed, and T have no
doubt that you will enjoy Vou*self The cx-
perience will be a novel one for you.'

. “Seems dike I was dreamin’, sir,”
Softy. .
= E}:--.x':.alv " smiled Lee. ° Well, it is quite
early yet, »Jnd you may go out for an hour
or so, if you wish, You have been a prisoner
s0 long that it is only right that you shoul:l
enjoy your freedom. “You will «.leep here ior
to-night.”

“ Ylere, sir?” repeated Soft by breatiucqslv

“ There are one or two spare bedrooms on
the upper floor, and I will have oune pre-
pared for you,” said Lee. * Take my advice,
and keep well clear of Mr. Holt. With, re-
gard 40 this mcuey, I will give it into your
keeping,”

*“*But T got mon * gaid Softy. “1I
got loks!™

In spite of his protests, Nelson Lee insisted
that he should take the fen pounds whieh
Mr. Brigstock bad left. And Nelson Lee had
a definite objeet in this. He wanted to see
what the boy would do with s0 much money.
- 1t was by way of an experiment.
- Perhiaps 1t was a very severe test upon the
Ley—but Nelson Lee ‘thought that it was
advisable. Al his lifzs he had never possessed
morc-than a few pence. Would lhis large
sum of money turd his head? Nelson Lee
wanhted to see. And he would be greatly
interested in ‘the result of his little test.

- Softy left Nelson Lee's study in a kind of
maze,- Although' he krew that everything
was true, he was still dazed.. At dinner-time
he had been penniless—the slave of Farmer
Liolt. Now he was independent—with pounds
and pounds i his pocket. It was like a
fairy tale.. .

The very instant he got cuiside in the pas-
sage, he was surrounded by a ecrowd of wait-
ing .Jjuniors. They carried him along into
lobbjf, and the exm*emeub was mther tre-
mendous,

Softy was quite bewildered,

. After being ignored all his life, it was a
curious experience to find himself ‘the centre
GI dttentw 1. lie «dimly expected that every-
body would dry to take his money away.
‘And it was 4 surprise to him to find that
nclrody asked for even a penny. The juniors
werg not after his mcvey—they were simply
irterestel in hiw,

And, at list, he fought his way out into
the Triangle, and succeeded in gefting to the
gateway. Ile wanted to get to.the village.
There was an irresistible 3(5311'9 with him to
show - himself in DBellbon—where he had
always been scorned .and trodden upon.

said

9!!

Er
l.'_.

sir,

&

For the Grst time in his life, he would be:

that

I.EE LIBMRY

ey ol .

Armed with a neat leather handbag,

he looked very like a typical solici-

tor’s clerk, and was certainly very

difficult to recognise as Fullwood of
the Remove.

able to hold his head up. And ‘a great idea
had come to him—au idea that filled him
with intense delight. Alrea.d}, he was begin-

| ning to break fres from ais fetters,

— — —

CHAPTER 1V,

-

SOPTY’ FINDS HIMSELF.
R. BINKS was con-
' M siderably startled.
*“ Sakeg alive!” he
deciared wander-
ingly. °‘* What next? Well,

never did!”
s The owner of the ml!agp
tunk -shop started back in something like

i alarm. He was in the act of placing the old-

fashioned shutter in fromt of his door. 1le.
was just closing up for the evening—not
without regret, for he still had a large supply
of pastries and cakes left over.

And now, without any warmng, ‘his estab-
| lishment was invaded.
| 1t seemed to the startled Mr. Binks that
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half the ehildren of the village were swarm-

ing round his shop like wasps round a jam.

pot. He had certainly heard childish glee
in the distance. He had even seen the
erowds of youngsters tcaring along the Hign
vtreet. :

. But when the crowd swerved and pelted

into his shop, he was practically swept off |

his feet in th2 rush, After a moment, how-
ever, he recovered himself, and made great
haste in getting behind the counter. To his
alarm, some of the youngsters were alrecady
partaking of doughnuts, rock-cakes, jam-
tarts, and other dainties of a similar nature.

‘““You young varmints!” he sheuterd
angrily. * Put them cakes down! I never
did! I'll feteh the policeman after ye—that's

-what T'll de!”’ T

< It's all right, Mr., Binks—I'll pay!”’ said
Soity Wade., * I brought the kids along so’s
they can have a treat. See? It don’t matter
how much the bill comes to—I’ll pay it!*”’

Mr. Binks stared. :

“You!” he exclaimed, looking at Softy
rather dazedly. * Well, sakes alive! 1If
things ain’t comin’ to a pretty pass these
dgays! I've heard tell that you’ve come into
saome money, Softy. Like as not it’s got
into your head already. Still, that ain’t my
bisiness. 1 suppose you've got money?”’

Softy produced a number of pound notes,
and Mr. Binks was satisfied.

" He brightened up cousiderably. He had a
keen eye to business, and the prospect of
selling off his entire stock was enticing. He
hadn’t had such a stroke of business for
months. And by the way things were going,
he could see that cakes and pastries would
not be sufficient.

But he had plenty of biscuits and sweets.
He wouldn’t care if he sold the lot—he could
ecasily get a new stock in the morning. Aud
so, for the next half-hour, he was so busy
that he hardly had time to breathe.

The shop was simply packed out. And in
ihe street a number of elderly villagers had
gathered, and they were looking on, shaking
their heads and making grave comments.
But Softy was enjoying himself—and so wers
the children.

This was Softy’s big idea. He was revel-
ling in it. All his life he had longed to take
his little friends into the tuck-shop and to
treat theni. But he had never had a chance
-—he had never had any mcney to spend.

He wanted to be a child himseH—and was
one. And those who looked on were amazed
a5 the change which had come about in
Softy’s character. It was so swift—so totally
‘unexpected. A great many cof the children
were those who had always jeered at him—
but Softy didn't care.

He freely forgave them, knowing that they
had only jeered him bccause cthers set themn
the example. They were kiddies—and they
loved cakes and rastries. And it delighted
Softy to a very great extent to see them
enjoying themseives. To give things away
had always been Softy’s ambition. But until
row he had never realised the pleasure of

3
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iving—which is a far greater pleasure than
hat of receiving. He ate very little him-
self. He just stood there and grinned with
sheer delight. -

And, at last, Mr, Bink's stock was exhaus-
ted., Thare wasn’t a crumb left—not a bis-
cuit, not a sweet. g8 e

The bill came to over three pounds, but
Softy didn’t care a bit. lle knew that. he
had spent the money well. And just outside
he pan into a big, burly youth who grinned
amiably at him, and clapped him on the
hack, '

‘““ What. cheer, Softy!”’ said the burly
youth. ‘‘Jolly glad to know that you’ve
come into a bloomin’ fortune! I allus was
one o' your pals, and you ain’t the kind to
¢o back on a chum!”

Softy suddenly become very sericus. The
vouth was Lumpy Bill, the .village Qully,
and Softy regarded him coldly and in a
curiously dignified way. There was come-
thing about his bearing which stamped him
as being Bill’'s superior - in every pcssible
way. %

““ You never was my pal!” he said shortly.
"“ You’ve always ‘jeered at me, an’ done
things that no decent chap would do. 1
den't want to speak to you, or have any-
thing to do with you.”

Lumpy-Bilt had evidently thought that he
could easily win Softy over. Ile apparertly
forgot that he had always treated Softy in
an  atrocious way. Ie had kicked him,
cuffed him, and bullied himn at every meet-
ing. And Softy, crushed and held down,
had never thonght of retaliating.

But this was a different Softy now.

“Ho! So that’s it, hey?” exclaimed
Lumpy Bill coarsely. ‘““You don't wanv
nothink to do with yer old pals, hey? I'll
soon show you, you young brat! If you
dgz'l’rb lend me a quid, I'll knock your ’ead
0 .'l‘!

‘““ Let Softy alone!’” shouted a number of
the village boys. : ‘

“It’s all right, thanks—I'm not afraid ol
Lumpy now!” said Softy. ‘‘ At one time I
hated him—but that ain't any good. IHating
a chap don’t make him any hetter. I reckon
I pity him now. He ain’t got enough sense
to know what’s right and what ain't!”

Softy pushed past, and Lumpy Bill stood
there, nather dazed. To hear such woras
from the supposed village idiot was a bit of
¢ shock. And before Lumpy Bill could take
any action, Softy had gone, surrounded by
the crowds of children,

The farm boy came in for a lot of adverse
criticism from the older folks in the village.
They shook their heads, and sald that he
would make a fool of himself—that he would
run through his money, and squander it reck-
lessly.  But nothing could alter the facts
that Softy’s first act with his money had
been to give pleasurz to others. And there
was nothing very wrong in that,

He

And Nelson Lee was quite satisfied.
was, in fact, pleased when -Softy, later on,

| told him exactly how much money had gone,
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and low .it had becn expended. For Lee
could see that the boy’s heart was in the
Tight place.

Considering that this chdnge in his life
had only come about since the middle of
the day, the alteration in Softv was unot only
remarkable, but well nigh unbel:ev able. It
was almost. impossible to recagmae him “as
the sawme humau being.

That might he slept in a cosy, warn bed,
between snowy white sheets. The experi-
eruce hrought back dim recollections of the
werkhouse—where, at least, he had had a
bed. But that place had seemed like =
prison comparad ‘to 1his new life of his.
And his memories of It were very vague.

-When he woke up in the morning, it was
some little time before he could recall what
had happened. He only knew that he was
wonderfully comfortable, and he felt that
he must be still asleep.

It was quite dark, for the ‘hour was be-
tween four and five—3ofty’s usual time for
turning out. As he Jay in bed, half asleep
and half awake, he wondered why Farmer
Holt didn’t come and kick him out. There
were the cows to see to—the pigs to feed.
There- were sheds to be cleaned out, the
yard to be scrubbed down, and a dozen
other arduous duties that he usually per-
formed. It was like Heaven when he awoke
to fuli realisation of the fact that such tasks
were no longer necessary. For the first time
in - his life he was like other boyvs. MHis
pericd of slavery was at an end, and he
could live a normal life.

He was drestzed and down hours before any
of the juniors, In fact, as soon as he heard
the servants stiretng themselves he got up.
‘And then he went for a lecng walk into the
country—a luxury which he couid never pre-
vionsly indulge in.

It was a cold, erizp morning, and perhaps
it was Softy's chief objeet to show off his
new clothes. UVor, after all, he was only
human, and it afforded him intense plea-
sure to show people kis new suit and over-
coat. Ile walked through the village with a
bright, upright step, and the Bel]ton folk
looked at him with wonder.

When he returned to the school all the
fellows were out in the Triangle, or loung-
ing in the lobby or passages. And Softy
azain became the centre of interest.

All the decent §uniors had generally treated
him, well. 1If they had happened to meet
him in the village, they had spoken a cheery
word to him, and sometimes he had been
given a hand in some _taqk or other.

But Yullwood and Co., and Merrell, and
all the other rotters had generally Jeered
at him, and had not been abme (uf“inq him
about. It will give some indication of Softy’s
former character when it is realised tliat
even Teddy Loug could knock him about
with impunity.

Teddy was the bl*'fgf‘,"%t little coward in
the Remove. Yet on several occasions he
had cuffed Softy in the lane, or in the village
street. And the farmi boy, terrorised and

b helieve it,’

Ty

cowed by Jeremiah Holt, had never even
thought of retalixting., Or, if he had thought
of it, the prospect of Farmer Holt learning
of it, would. stop any action, He had been
a drudge—a human machine, with no char-
acter of his own.

The difference which had taken place was
so pronounced that many fellows could
hardly credit it. Teddy Long himself was
cne of those who declared that there was
no real difference. Softy was still a fool—
still a3 meek and harmless as a worm,

“** Blessed if I can nunderstand what the
fellows are making such a fuss about!” said
Marriott, with” a wsniff. ** He's nobody—
onLly a silly farin labourer. I wouldn’t touch
ni;n with a barge pole!”

** Makes me sick!'” said Merrill. * There's
Nipper and Handforth, and a lot of the
others shaking hands V.I'bh the young cad!
I suppose tlu,'r re crawling round him for
what they can get!"™

“You'd better not make a remark like
that in HHandforth’s hearing!” said Hubbard.
* Nipper and laondy are not the kind ot
chaps to sponge on a fellow. They're pally
with Softy because they're decent chaps,
that’s all. I'm blessed if I don't shake
bands witi: him. too! I hate a chap to bo
a stuck-up prig!” :

Hubbard walked off, rather disgusted with
the views <f the other juniors. And there
were still more who were busily discussing
Sofiig and his new wealth.

jwood and Co. were
about the matter.

“ What fatheads we were!”’ said Gulliver.

* Look what happened yesterday—just hefore

lte chap came into all his money, too!”

1t was Fully's fault!" said Bell. ** Think
ol it—he's got potm of money—bhags and bag:»
{J[ I't' And we ain't eveu {friendly wibh

vim!"’

Fullwood grunted.

“It's no good moaning,” he said grufily.
““We may not have been f[riendly in the
past, but we can soon get round the little

very iatrigued

fool, His money won't last him lopg—and ['l1
jolly well see that we get a Em}d share of
it.'li

““But he’s gob thousands, you ass,” said
Gulliver.

“ Well, that -what they say—hut I don’t

remarked Tullwood. ' I expect

he's come into five or &ix hundred gquid.
That’s a tidy little amount, anyhow. We'll
scon touch some of that cash.”

“How?" |

“ Leave it to me,” said TFullwood. **1It’'s
no good qomg about a thing like this in
a hurry. Ile’d sinell a rat if we did, and
then we shouldn't elick anything., I've

already got a wheeze. and I'm gotng to work
it ont."
“ But what shall we do to start with?"’
“wWell, the tirst thing is to get pally,”
=aid l'ullwnud
“ Te’ll never be pally, after what you did.”
Fullwood grinned. :
*Just wait and he said

seel” calmly.



“ 1t only ngeds a little tact, an’ you can
frust me to supply any amount of that. It
wouldn’t be a bit of good to go up to him
and slobbar over him. It's get to be done
by degrees.”

And while the Nuts continued their discus-
sion as to how they could relieve Softy of
some of his wealth, Teddy Long was actu-
ally on the job. Teddy thought tlmt the
niatter would ke simple.

He strolled up to Softy, with his hands
in his pockets, and nodded casualiy-

‘“ Hallo!” said Long. ‘* Lucky beast! Get-
ting all that monz2y J{or nothing! Some
fellows have all the jam!”’

- Softy looked at him coldiy.

“T’'m sorry if you don't like it,”” he said

quietly. -
“Oh, I don’t mind,” said Teddy. ' The
fact is, it’'ll come in jolly handy. I was

going te let you lend me a quid.”

*“ You mean that you want me to lemd
you a pound?”’

Teddy Long shrugged his shoulders.

“1 don’t exactly want you -to,” he re-
phed ecasually, “ But I'm not a fuob,
goodness knows. I thought it would be
doing you a bit of a good turn if I bor-
rowed a bit from you. On second thoughtq
1 think it’d better be a couple of quid. It'll
make it all the better for you—and you'll
find it hd,Ild} to have a frlend at  St.
Frank’s.

“ Bub I've got many frlefnds here alreadj,
said " Soity.

* Oh. they're only after your money!

““ But aren’t you after it, too?” asked the
farm boy. ‘‘ And don’t you think you've
got a lot of check, asking me this? You've
always been down.- on me»»you ve jeered at
me up till now.” >

* That’s because 1 didn't propeﬁrly under-
stand you,”” sald Long easily. “ But we
won't argue. Hand over that two quid, and
I'l say no more about it.”

“ No!" said Softy. **1 sha’n’t give you
ncething!”

& What"’ roared Long.

“I think you are a cad, and I despise
you!” sald the farmer's bO_y, with delightful

pry

““ Why, you—you

frankness. ‘1 don’t want you to speak to
me: at all!l®
‘““ Hear, hear!”

“ Good for yeu, Softy!”

‘“ Teddy asked for it, and he got it!”
Several juniors had “collected round,
tening to the conversation.
amopg them, and he pushed forward, and
was about to seize Teddy Long "when

Reginald Pitt ‘held him back.

lis-
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Hdndforth was

| I—I'm half killed !”

‘“ Hold on!” said Reggie easily.
“ Why, what—" -
“ Don’t butt in—let’s see what happens.’”
Teddy Long was bubbling with rage,
“You—you don't want to speak to me!”’
he roared. ** You call mo a cad! Why, you
—Yyou blessed pauper—you gutt—er brat—"

‘“Do you really think I'm a "utber
brat?” asked Softy quietly, “

“Yes, I do!” -

““And yet you wanted to borrow two
pounds from me—-"

“ Did hel’ bellowed Handforth, struggling.
“ The—the rotter! I’ll jolly well— Leggo
you ass!’

** Don’t bo in such a hurry!” gzasped Pltt -
““You’ll spoil everything if you butt in!”

Teddy Long was already pushmg up his
sleeves.

He had an audience, amd he knew from
past experience that he could knock Softy
about with impunity, He thrilled at the
thought of bringing his fist round and crash-
ing it into Softy’s face.

He woiild show these cha.ps what he was
made of. They had often called him a funk
and a coward, but now he would prove to
them that he was as good as they were.
When Teddy had a soft job on hand, he
could be very valiant,

“You .insultin® worm!”’ he roared.
“ You'vergot to apologise!™
{4 I w&n’t“’

“If you doﬁ‘t I'll knock you do“n""
yelled Teddy.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ J . &

“ Oh, you can laugh, but I'll show you!”?
Ihoél:oeti Long. *‘ Take that, you rotten farm
out!”

Thud!

Teddy Long’s fist missed its mark some-
how, for instead of striking Softy in the
face he only succeeded in de]nermg a weak
punch upon the farm boy’'s chest. Teddy's
aim was not particularly good.

If an incident of this .sort had occurred

the previous day, Softy would have meekly
accepted the punch. But he was not the
sams boy mow. And he saw no reason why
he should put up with bullying any longer—
e»ap%gmlly bullying from such a }oung cad
as this :

Crash! : 5
Without warning, Softy s . right’ came
round and hit Teddy Long on the jaw.

The sneak of the Remove went over with a
terrific howl. He bumped on the ground,
and sat there, yelling as’ though he ha.d
been half murdered.

“ Yow—yaroooh!” hﬂoted Teddy. *““Ow!l

“ Ha, ha, ha!”
All the other Jumor:. roared mth merri-
you are!”

ment.
% What
you ‘}!'!

““ There -
did I tell

“I1 like the chap!” 5a.ld Handfarth ap-
provingly. = ‘' With a little more practice,
that drive of his will be a terror. And it

1'ufnn-nrra-cl P:tt

always gives me pleasure to-see Loug stoshed



on the giddy jaw!
got 1!

Long scrambled to his feet,
with pain and rage.

“ Did—did you sco that?” he
“ This-—this pauper chap hit me!
well complain to the Head—"

“ Will you?"' roared Handforth, scizing
Loong by the coliar. “ You miserable little
sneak! If you breathe a word, you'll jolly
well be flogged for insultin’ the chap. Comie
on, you chaps—kick him round the Triangle!”

*It's all right,” [ grinped, *“ 1 think
he's had enough, Softy’s improving. In six
months time, he’ll bs a new chap altogethe\r
Zl[ m jolly ghmd the guv'nor’s taking care of
vim.""

. ‘There was certainly no doubt that Softy
Wade was kicking his bonds free, and I
- could see that the would soon blossom forth
into a full state of independence. But, in
the mmediate future, he was to learn the
first serious lesson of ‘his young life.

half blubbing

gcreamad.
I'll jolly

‘ CHAPTER V.
THE TRICKSTER AND THE TooOL!
EDNESDAY morning
--two or three days
- later—brought more

Dews .- concerning
Softy.

Hea was still one of
the chief items of conversa-
' : tion at -8t. Frank'’s. - For he
,ih.ad won the full approval of practically all
the: juniors.

On the Monday evening 'Safty had surpmse-d
everyhody by appearing at the school with
a huge hand truck filled to overflowing with
every kind of luxury one could imagine.
Pork pies, beef patties, sausage rolls, sand-
wiches, cakes, pastries, and almost every
other variety of delicacy.

And, then and there, he had asked the
juniors to join him in a big spread—a whack-
‘g great feed for all. Well, boys will
always ba boys, and the majority “of the
fellows entered into the thing with whole-
hearted enthusiasm.

There were a few of the rotters who re-
fused—saying, with a - sniff, that they
wouldn't lower themse:lves by accepting grub
from such a low class bounder. But the
festive party was all the better for the
abzence of these snobs.

Softy enjoyed himself more that evening
than 'he had ever enjoyed himself before,
For he was a boy among boys, and was the
host: of the party. He won mwny friends
over that feed, .

And he was also proving himself to be of
sound common-sense, There was nothing of
the fool about -him, And. we could all see
lhow unjust. it thad been to regard him as
the village simpleton.

And now on the -Wednesday mornmg
some more news came out.

His aroney had beeun trapsferied to a Ba a-
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He asked for it, and he)
| atozk
L.ondoa.
a cheque book,
draw outi as much cash as he desired.
And ho was no longer at the school,
very excellent room had been placed at his
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nington bank by Brigstock, Brij-
and Brigstock, of Lincoln’s Inma,

It was ¢ven rumoured that he had
and was in a position to
for a
disposal bt the George Tdvern, in the village
a small place, but quite select.

His presence at St. Frank's had besn
rather too disturbing to the juniors, for they
were always buzzing rtound him—particu-

larly the unqerupnlous fellows who were only
atter whuat they could get.

Ralph Leslie Fullwood had not given up
hope of gaining his end.

““ This 15 the best bit of news we've he(trd
yet!” he declared. °‘ So Softy’s got a bank-
ing account, has he? And a L‘heque book of
his own—eh? That makes it all the easier.
We'll soon think of some way to wangle tlm
gd,me""'

“It's all very well to keep talking,” said
Gulliver. *‘ But we're pretty well on the
rocks, and there’s no prospect of any cash
commg in. It's a queer thing you can’t
think of something easy.”

“1If it was a matter of twu or three quid,
I'd have had it long ago,” said Fullwood.
“But two or three quid won't suit us. I
want to get hold of somethin’ that I can see.
Anyhow, I've got an idea, an’ I'll slip to tha
village Immediately after lessons.” -

(1 “That‘ forgrl-

* Never mind what for!"" replied Fullwood.
“TI've got a bit of a scheme, but’ it’s hardly
developed yot. I want to be on my own, so
that I can think it out. Then I'll go and
seea Softy."

““ Look here, Fullwood, don’t be an ass!”
put in Bell seriously. “ You may thmk you're

)

| clever, an’ you may have a rippin’ stunt own

hand. But do you think that Softy will
even look at you? After what happened that
day in the village, you can bet your bhaots
that Softy will cut you dead.”

Fullwood scowled, and looked thoughtful.

““ All right; leave it to me!” he said
gruffly. “* I know what I'm doing.”

At the same time, Beall's words made him
think rather deeply. As soon as lessons were
over, Ralph Leslie donned hissovercoat, and
set out smartly for the village., But he had
only gone u hundred yards_ before he met
Gulliver and Bell—who, apparently, had beeu
waiting for him.

““ What's the idea of this?" demanded Fuil-
wood sourly. ** Spyin’ on me?"

“ Don’tebe mad!’ said Gulliver. “ But we
don't see any reaszon why we shouldn’t be in
this thing as well as you. If there's any
cash to be got out of Softy, we want our
share. We're not goin™ to be left out in the
cold.” , -

Fullwonod hesitated a moment.

** Oh, all right!” the grunted.
you'd better come."

So they went to Bellton together.

And, in the meantime, other eveants wero .
| happening. Mc. Jeremiah Holt, -looking

“1 supposs
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strangely good-tempered, was just entering]

the dourway of the {gorge Tavern. Mr. Holt
wasg attired in his best, and he had certainly
done his utmost to look less like a brute
than usual

The landlord met him in the lobby.

““ Just tell Master Wade that I'd like to
have a few words with him!” said Farmer
iiolt casually. ** I'm interested in the boy—
which ain’t to be wondered at, seein’ as I
kept him since he was a kid.”

“1 don’t reckom that you've got much to
boast, about, Mr. Iolt,” said the landlord

curtly., “* By what I gather, the lad doesn’t
ltke you much.  Still, I'll take him your
message.’”

He disappeared, went upstiairs, and entered
a. very comfortable little sitting-room on the
first floor. Softy Wade was secated within,
deeply emsrsed in a httle volume which ex-
plained a number of knotty points concern-
ing etiquette. Softy was keen on improving
his table manmners.

‘“ There's Mr. Holt downstairs, Softy,” zaid
ithe landlord. ‘' Says he’d like to see you
for a few minutes. What shall T tell him?”

Softy put his book down, and his eycs
looked grim. . ) )

““1 thought something Ilike this would
happen, Mr. Tapley,” he said. ** Please tell

Mr. Holt that I don’t want nothing to do |

with him, and I won’t see him, not if he
_ stays here all day long.”
*“* Good lad!” said Mr.
nod. “You ain’t near
people made out, Softy.
no good to anybody!”

Tapiey, with a
such» a fool as
Farmer Holt ain’t

He went downstairs again, pleasantly
smiling. :
“ Sorry, Mr. Hoclt, but Master Wade is

too busy!” he said blandly. ‘““In other
words, ha don't want to sse you.”

The farmer scowled furiously.

‘* The- impudent young  whelp!” he
cnapped. ‘‘ So that's what he says, is it?
Look here, Tapley, vou go and tell Softy
—~{hat I’ve got to see him——-——"*

“I'm not accepting orders from you, Mr.
ITolt!” said the landlord flatly. *'I've told
you what the lad wants you to know, and
tho sooner you leave my premises, the
better. I'm rather particular about people
who come lLere.”

Farmer Holt nearly choked with rage. .

“ You won't tell the boy what I says?”
he snarled.

id No!!’

For a moment it seemed as though Holt
would do something violent. He' lifted his
stick threateningly, and his hand quivered
with the rage which  surged through him.
Then he swors violently under his breath.

‘“ I don’t allow bad language in my hotel!”
said Mr. Tapley curtly. *‘ Outside, please!”

To Farmer Holt, this was gall and worm-
wood—it was the bitferest pill he had ever
been asked to swallow. His own farm boy—
his slave for years—had refused to see
him!" The lad he had kicked and cuffed
about to his heart’s content had sent down

THE NELSON
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a message that he was too busy! This, as
2 matter of fact, was Mr. Tapley’'s idea, bub
Farmer Holt didn’ts know it.

It was only by an effort thafe Holt held
himself in check. But, at last, he turned
on his heel and strode out. He knew well
enough {hat popular opinion was already
against him in the village. A scene in the
George Tavern would mot tend to improve
So he took his departure.

And just outside he ran into three juniors
who were about to make for the porch of
the Lttle inn. Fullwood and Co. ‘had ar-
rived, but as soon as the leader of Study A
saw Farmer Helt, lte paused. The expres-
sion on the man’s face was eloquent,

“ Has that brat been cheeking you, Mr.
Holt?"” asked Fullwood sympathetically.

It was a diplomatic question. Mr. Holt
was at once alive to the fact that these
boys were on his side,

““The infernal young cub!” he growled.
“ Refused to see me! Wouldn’t even let me
go to his room! Not because he was afraid,
neither. He’s stuck up—that money’s got
into his head!”

“Well, that’s only to be expected, con-
siderin’ that his head is a bit weak,” eaid
Fullwood. * Perhaps we can do somethin’,
Mr. Holt? I don’t mind tellin’ you that
we're fed up with Softy, an’ if we can help
_ jolly- glad. Anythin’
to get square with that workhouse brat!”

For a second Mr. Holt made as though
to push past. Then he paused and started.
He looked at Fullwood intently,

‘“ Yes, mebbe there's something you could
do!” he rcplied slowly. ** Seein’ as you're
a young gcnt, you might be able to help
in a thing like this. And I don’t suppose
you'll be above earning a bit of cash for
yourself—hey?’’ . :

“It all depemds upon what you want me
to do,” said Fullwood cautiously.

Farmer Holt looked round.

‘““ Well, we can’t talk here,” he said.
“Come up to the farm.”
Fullwood, who scented that something

good was om, at once agreed. And a minute
later the three juniors were accompanying
the farmer along the muddy lane which led
to the old farmhouse.

Having arrived, they went straight into
Mr. Holt’'s sitting-room. He closed the door,
and then erossed over to an old-fashioned
writing-table. He unlocked one of" the
the drawers, and took some papers.out.

“ Now, my lads, we’d best talk quiet,” he
said softly. ‘‘There’s that housckeeper o
mine dodging about somewhere, and it
waouidn’t do for her to know anything, the
inquisitive old hag! But, the fact is, you
mig’ht be able to do a stroke of business for
me.”’

““ Business?* said Fullweod. * What sort
of business?”

The farmer smiled.

“You needn’t think it’s anything shady,”
‘““But see here. - I don't mind



telling you young gents that I'm fealing a
bit bad about Softy. Mebbe I didn't treat
him right. It's only after you lose a feller
that you realise you ain't treated him as
vou might ha’ done. 1 went to the Georga
Tavern because I wanted to help him, and
the young brat wouldn't see me!”

“You wanted to help him?”
Yullwood incredulously.

* Yes—help him!” repeated the farmer
gruffly. “1 dessay it sounds a bit gqueer,
but folks ain't always judged me right. I've
got mothing agin Softy because he wouldn’t

repeated

see me. Likaly hell see you if you go
about it in the richt way.”

“ But what's the business about, Mr.
Holt?"

“ Well, these bonds!' said the farmer,

Lifting up the papers. “I bought ’em six
months back from a lawyer chap in Ban-
nington. They're honds of the Sunset Oil
Co. in Mexico aud these ’ere papers repre-
. sent five thousand at a pound cach.”

Fullwood nodded, as serious az a judsge.

““ Pretty big figures, Mr. Holt,” he suii
calmly. “ Do yeu mean to say that tlicse
papers in your hand are worth five thousand
quid?”’ .

‘““They’re worth every penny of it!" ro.
plied Tarmer Hoit, withh a eunning lock i
his eye. “1 paid five thousand, anyhow.
But, as I was saying, I feel that I ought to
make up a bit to Softy, so as to square
things. 8o I was going to offer him theso
bonds for three thousand.”

“And drop two thousand
deal?” grinned IFullwood.

“Yes, my lad!” said Holt. * There ain’t
nothing to laugh at-—"
- “ Laugh at!”" repeated Fullwood inuo-
cently. ‘“Not - at all! I think it's yery
generous of you, Mr. Holt, an’ Softy ought
1o be kicked for treatin® you like that—
when you were plannin’ to do him a joliy
good turn.”

Tullwood spoke so frankly that the
farmer’s first suspicions were allayed. He
had feared that the hoys would suspect him
of some trick or other. But it seemed that
they had swallowed the thing whole. Un-
fortunately, Mr. Holt had failed to observe
a flicker of Fullwood's left eyelid as he
glanced at his chums,

““ These bonds are a good investment for
the boy!” went on Holt. * They're worth
five thousand to-day, and they're likely to
go up in price. So I'm losing a good bit by
offering them to Soffy for three thousand.
How would you like the job of selling themn
to him?'"

‘““ Seein’ that it’s such a snip, T wouldn't
mind takin’- it on,”” replied Fullweod.
“* You're not the kind of man to try any
swindlin® business, Mr, Holt. S0 I shail be
safe enough In .acceptin’ the commission
But where do I come in %" _

“If you put this through, I'll give you
ten pounds!” said the farmer. eageriy.

Fullwood laughed, %

quid on the
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Fuilwood was just a little perturbed
when he saw the cashier give a de-
cided start as he glanced at the
amount of Ehe chequae.

vt

“1 think we'd belter he goin'!” he guaid,
turning to his ¢hums.
“ Right-ho!™ said Gulliver and Bell, taking

their» cue.

“ What the——  Wait a minute, yocung
man!”’ exclaimed Holt. * What's the idea?
Ain't ten pound enough?” .

“Ten pound i3 an insult!” replied Full-

wood ealmiy. * Look here, Mr. Holt—we’il
be straight about it. Agrege io give me

ifty quid, an’ I'll shove the deal through.
s it a go?” -

The farmer rose to bis feet, purple with
rage.

“You infernal young
thickly. “Fifty pounds!
you twenty pounds,
more.””

Fullwood shrugged his shoulders.

““1t didn't take you ‘ong to double the
first offer, anyway,”” he remarked. * You'd
better think again, Mr. Holt. We don’t
niind waiting a few minutes. Anythin’ to
oblige.” ;

And the rascal of the Remove lay back in
his chair, and whistled softly as he gazed
at the ceiling. Gulliver and Bell silently ad-
mired their leader for the cool manmer in
which he was handling the farmer.

As a matter of fact, Fullwcod knew well
enough that he was on safe ground. Never
for & moment did he believe Holt's abhsurd
blufi that the honds were worth &ve thou-

Tobbers!”’
Never!
and not

he wsaid
I'll give
a Tfarthing
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sand pounds, and  that he was prepared iol growled. *‘ The deal’s all square enough, of

sell them for three thousand. Fullwood was
yuite certain that the bonds were duds, and
worth practically mothing., It was nothing
nmere or less than a swindling attempt to
sell Softy a pup., _ &

But Fullwood felt t{hat he was safe in
accepting the job, because he. could always
protest—in the event of exposure—that hie
had acted under ihe best possible motives.
He would he abte to swear, truthfully, that
Farmer Holt had declared the bends to he
worth five thousand.
~ "““No!"™ he said, at length. “ Twenty pound
i3 my limit!"? :

“In that case, Mr. Holl, you'll have to
sell the bonds to Softy yourself!” replied
Fullwood. ** You’'ll have to do this gener-
ous act on your own account. Unless I cam
make fifty quid out of it, I'm mnot going to
touch the thing. So it’e up to you.”

Mr. Holt breathed hard.

“Thirty !’ he smapped.

“ Fifty!” replied Fullwood steadily,

* You—you—"

“ Fifty—or nothing!'® said Fullwood,

Again the farmer paced up and down,
mattering fiercely to himself. But by now
he was beginning to realise that Fullwood
held the upper hand. And he came to a
halt, at last, and sat down. _

‘““ You grasping young demom!’’ he spapped.
‘“All right—I'll make: it fifty. I'mn not
going to let this chance go by, and so I've
got to agree. F1I make it fifty—but you’ve
got to sell the bopds and bring me the
money in ¢ash.” |

“ Good “enough!? gaid Fullwood Dbriskly.
*“How much do 1 get on account?”’

“Not ~ a  farthing—pothing until you
put the deal through!” gaid Farmer Holt,

“Well, perhaps that's business,”” said Full-
wood smoothly. ** There's just one other
little point, Mr. Holt. J'd like 7you to
write out a paper sayimg’® that you've com-
missioned me to sell five thousand pound
worth of bonds to Softy Wade for three
thousand pounds, and that yocu accept
all responsibility.” . . | -

Holt looked up sharply. - -

‘““ Nonsense !’ he said. ‘* That's not neces-
sary.”’

T think it is.” said Fullwood.

“Well, ¥} won’t sign apy paper.”

“ Al right—the deal’s off,” said Tmllwood
calmly. ;

““ By thunder! Didn't you just agree?”
rapped out the farmer harshly. " What's
the idea of chopping and <¢hanging about
like this?"” %5 7

“I'm not chopping and changing about.,”
said Fullwood. '*Youn told me that this
deal is sqguare, Mr, Holt, and I accept your
. word, If you sign that paper, I'il get on
with the job. If you dow’t sign it, I ghail
begin to suspect that the thing’s not so
square as it looks.”

Jeremialh Holt was cornered,
knew it, - '

““Oh, well, it’s

and Le

all vidiculous nonsense!’’ be b,

Course. I'll' give you that paper, I jyou
particularly want it. I ain’t the kind of
man to haggle over a trifle.”?

Two minutes later Fullwood glanced
through the paper and nodded, amd placed
it in his' pocket. . Then he accepted the

phonds, carefully checked them, and 5towec}

them away with the other document.
“Leave it to me, Mr. Holt,” he said
calmly., * The job’s gs good as done.” '
He and his, chums walked out, and Ralpb
Leslie’s eves were gleaming.

CHAPTER VL
FULLWOOD'S LITTLE SCHEME.
worK, eh?”
a3

¢ MART
said  TFullwood, ,
they walked down the
lane.
“By gad! I’'m blessed if I
know how you do it!” ex-
' claimed Gulliver admiringly.
*“You talked to that old bounder like &
Dutch uncle! Fifty quid, eh? Do you
think you’ll get it?7° _ _
“ 11l get it if I sell these honds!” re-
plied TFullweod. T
- “ But he mighti’'t dub up—"" -
““ What about that signed paper? He won’t
get ‘that Back unless he pays me my fifty.
And he knows it, too.”” '
e ’I’?erhaps he won't ‘care about that paper

9"

“Won't care

.'-—I A d
N

abhout repeated Full-

wood, * You ass! It’s worth hundreds to
him! An’ you mneedn’t think I'll let him
have it back easily! If I can’t squeeze

more than fifty out of him, it’'ll be a queer
thing. These giddy bonds ain’t worth five
thousand, you fatheads! I'll bet they’re not

L worth two thousand Y -

~ Gulliver and Bell looked rather startled.

- “ Then—then it's a swindle!” said Bell
uneasily. ‘' I—I say! It’s a bit risky, yeou
kno":f, especially over such a large amount

“Rot!” said Fullweod. “ Where's the.
risk? With this paper, were as safe as.
houses. We can alwiays make out we were
actin’ with the best intentions. I wouldn’t.
o into a thing like this unless I was on
solid ground to start with. As for swindlin’,
that's Holt's affair, not mine. He knows,
an' I don’t. They're his bonds, and I'm.
simply an agent workin’ on commission. If
there's any trouble Holt'll get it in the neck,
not us.”

“My. hat, you're deep!” caid Bell.
‘““ Blessed if I thought you were so deep,
Fully,” _

Fullwood chuckled,
“ It's not a questiesn of being deep,” he

said.  “I'm simply wide awake—that’s all
Now, look here, gliv,a got- to sell these

bonds to Softy, aniif. possible, 1’il do it this

afternoon, as soon as I can.” _
“ We'va got- to get back fo dinner—"
“Blow dinner!” interrupted Fullwood.



‘““ We can’t waste time like that.
half-holiday, anyhow.,

“ Well, it seems easy enough,” remarked
Gulliver. “You've only gﬁt to see Softy, an’
spin the yarn, and you’ll be all right. He's
g0t a bankin®' account, an’® his own uheque
hook, so there’s nothin’ in it.”

Fullwood looked at his chums almost paty
ingly.

“1 always knew you were a bit scft, but
I didn’t think you were so dotty as all
that!” he said sourly. * What’s the good
of me goin® to Softy? In the first place, ho
wouldn’t see me—one of you chaps said
the =ame thing. Not only that, but even il
he did see me, do you think he’d buy
threce thousand quid’s worth of honds?”

“* Blessed if° I know!” said Bell. “ Why
did you take the job om, if you don’t think

you <am manage 1t? You know jolly well
you can't bring anybody eclse into the
thing.”” - J

‘“ That’s just the point,” said Fullwood.

‘“* You remember that cold solicitor chap?
What was his name? Brigstock, wasn't it?
Well, the fellow who sells these bonds to
Softy has got to he an agent of Mr. Brig-
stock. He has come straight down from
London with theése honds on purpose to uﬂ‘er
Softy a gilt-edged, brass-bound opportunity.”

' But—but how the dickens can you get
hold of one of Mr. Brigstock’s agents??’ de-
manded Gulliver lﬁlj}atrlent,ly

“ How can I—— Ye gods and tadpoles!”
said Fullwood, taking a deep breath. ' O,
you poor mutt! Can’t you see through the
little scheme? Are you absolutely as blind
as a hat? I'm going to he Mr. Brigstock’s
agent !”’

“You!” gaspui bu.hur forgt.ttmg to ve
insulted.

(41 '17%,' me!'lll )

‘“ But—but——"

¢ But _nothin’t” said Fullwood. “It’ll be
as easy as fallin’ off a Jog. We'll slip bhack
1o St. Framnk’s like lightnin' am’ borrow a

foew effects from the property room of the
Dramatic Club. A high collar, an’ a wide
soft hat, an’ a neat false moustache will
malke e look ten years older. Softy’s a
simple kid— he'll never suspect anythin’,
I can wear glasses, too. Just leave it to
me.”’

Gulliver and Bell were becoming more and
more astomished. There was no doubt that
Fullwood was determined to hamdle the
thing thoroughly. His scheme was not only
possible, hut {feasible. And the more he
ﬂu)u;,ht of it, the simpler it became. The
main thing was to put some speed on.

ot} they hurried back to 8t. Frank's as
quickly as they could go, They arrived at a
very convenient time, for: e\e:rspody was at
dinner, and they were able to get in unob-
served. '

And then, in the property I0om, Ful]uood
prepared,

I1t's a
S0 there are no
lessons to buther about. We’ve got to think
of this hond business.”

"THE NELSQN LEE .li‘BRgHY '
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He didn’t trouble to don a different suit,
because that wasn’t necessary. He already
wore striped trousers with his Eton jacket, .
and a big overcoat was sufficient. He would
take care not to open it. He completely
bronzed his face by wmeang of some simple
colouring, and the addition of a tiny mous-
tache—quite secure amd IJIellk&—adde ten
years to his age.

Finally, he put on ecme spats, a pair of
pince-nez, and a bowler hat, He decided
that a bowler would look more business-like.
Armed withe a neat, leather hamdbag, he
looked very much like a typical solictor’s
clerk, and was certainly very difficult to
recognise as Fullwood of the Remove.

“All right?"’ he askﬂd, as he turned Lim-
self round,

“ Great!” said Gulliver enthusmstma,l]y.
“DBy gad! It’:. absolute»ly ma-rv-ello-u No-
hody will know you.’

‘“ Simplicity, my sons,” said Fullwood.
““ The great danger in a thing of this eort
is to overdo it. I know just where to draw
the line. Now, lock here—you chaps bad
better remain in the school,”

“ Why?'?

" Because it might muck up everythin’ if

‘you're seen with me in this get-up,”’ said

Fullwood. * If amyhody happens to see me
walkin’ out of the school, they won't think
anythin’., I shall be ta.ken for a trade»mn €
canvasser, or somethin’ like that.

And Fullwood set ofl almost at once, his
chums rather dmappomted because they
couldn’t accompany him. And it must be
admitted that the rascal of the Remove had
planned - out this. scheme amazingly well.

He strode down towards the village at
a smart walk, and passed- Hodder major
and Frinton, of the Sixth, Just near the
Stowe bridg-e They. looked at him, kLut
with no sign of recognition. And Fullwood
tcok good care to face them boldly He was
satisfled that his make-up was good enouhh
to fool Softy.

S0 he was feeling in eme]lmt spirits when
he entered the George Tavern, and inquired
for Master Charles Wade. Mr. Tapley, the
landlord, was rather surprised to see this
smart-looking visitor, but he certainly

showed no sign of suspicion.

“* You might tell Master Wade that I've
just come Jdown from Koudon,” said Full-
vweod crisply—in accents very different to
his usual drawl. * Just a little matter of
business. Tell him that I'm from Messrs.
B*:gstock Bngqtagk and Brigstock, of Lin-
coln's Inn Fields.'

‘*“ Ah, yes, to be sure!” sald Mr. Taplu

* Just a minute, sir.’”

It was as easy as shelling peas. In a few
moments Fullwood was u#fiered upstairs into
Softy’s room, and the door closed behind
him. He had been accepted without ques-
tion by the landlord. And now the farm
boy came forward rather eagerly. He had
been feeling a bit lonely, and a messenger
| from Mr. Brigstock was very welcome,
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“My name is Jarrow, and I represent
Messrs. Brigstock, Brigstock and Brigstock,”’
said Fullwood, in clear, business-like tones.
““ The senior partner of our firm has sent me
down especially to see ycu, Masfter Wade.”

** About my money, sir?’”’ asked Soity.

“Well, in a way, yes,” said Fullwood.
“The fact i3, Mr. Brigstock is very Kkeen
upon helping you in every way he can. #lLet
m> see, what is the approximate amount
of your inheritance.”

“They do say that it be about twelve
thousand pounds!” said Softy, as though the
amount awed him—which, indeed, it did.

“ Ah, yes—twelve thousand!™ said Full-
wood, mwardly pleased. “ Well, Mr. Brig-
stock has been very much concerned about
this money of yours, and -he wants you to
invest it safely and in the best possible
manner. That’s mainly the reason he sent
me down.’’

‘* Invest it?"" repeated Softly, rather out
oi his depth.

‘“ Exactly!” said Fullwood, as he opened
his bag, and produced an official looking
bundle of papers, tied round with coloured
tape. *“ Probably you don’t know much
about investments, Master Wade?”

‘““1 dunno what they are, sir,” -confessed
Softy. '

““ Ah, Hut you'll soon learn—youn'll soon ]
learn!”’ said thz rasecally Removite cheer-
fully. * Now that you have come into this
money, my boy, you’ll find it necessary to
learn all sorts of things concerning invest-
ments and other lezal points. But to get
to business. I understand that Mr. Brig-
stock has transferred your money to Ban-
ningtopn—-"’

‘“ Mebba you're right, sir, but I thought
it was Mr Tee what did that,” said Softy.

“Mr. Lee?” repeated TFullwood, rather
startled.
“Yes—Mr. Lee f{from the school,” said

the farm toy. * He’s my trusty guardian,
or whatever they calls it, sir.
has been put in the bank for me, ay, and
I've gov a book, £00.”

“ Book?"

“I've just got to write on one of the
pages, and sign my name, and 1 can get any
n.oney I like from the bank!” said Softy
with pride. “ Ten pound—twenty pound—-a
hundred pound, sir! It’s rare wunnerful!”

‘“ Ah, you mean a cheque book!” said Full-
wood. :

" Yes, that’s the word, sir.”

Fullwood was pleased to learn that the

rumour was correct—that Softy actually had |

a bank:ng account, and was able to draw his
own cheques. This simplified matters
greatly. He had half-feared that Softy-was
soing to say that he would have to approach
Nelson Lee before signing one of those |
i pageS.ﬂ

So far as Tullwood could see, the thing
was now plain sailing. |

“ Now, about this little investment,” went
on Fullwecod. ‘I don’t want to alarm you,

S T weison tes vibmany JIBRg:

that poor

t You ean be quite certain that Mr.

All this money |

but this matter involves an amount which
may surprise vou. But remember that Mr.
Brigstock is advising you solely for your own
gocd," .

“I'll do anything what Mr. Brigstock says,
sir,”” declared Softy. -

“ Splendid!” exclaimed Fullwood glibly.
“ Well, this investment will be a very profit-
able one for- you, Now, you see thgse
papers? They are what we call bonds in the
legal parlance. Each one ef these bonds is
worth a pound each at the present moment,
and there are five thousand of them here.”

“ Five thousand pounds!” . ejaculated
Softy, in wonder. _ '

“ It seems quite a large amount, ¢h?”
smiled the plotter. “ But, actually, Mr.
Brigstock has obtained them for three thou-
sand pournds. That is why I am here—to
offer them to you. It is really a chance in
a million—a chance that may never occur
again, You understand? Remember, these
bonds are far better than having money in
the bank—for the interest which accrues is
altogether more advantageous fo an investor
than the usual interest on a deposit account
at the bank. Do you quite follow me,
Master Wade?”

Master Wade didn’t follow him. Fullwood
was using all the biggest words he could
muster, amd he was talking as though con-
versation of this kind was an everyday habit
of his. It was hardly to be wondered at
Softy, utterly inexperienced,
should be deluded.

“I don’t reckon I understand, sir.”' he

confessed.
**Well, - never mind!"” said TFullwood,
secretly delighted. “* Never mind, my lad.

Brig-
stock knows what he is about. I have been
instructed to leave these bonds with you,

| and to obtain a cheque for three thousand

pounds. I should like you to write it out at
once.”

Fullwood was feeling absolutely confident.
The +thing had gone s0 well, and Softy
seemed so awed, that it was really child's
play. Softy never suspected that there was
anything fishy about the business.

There was no question that Fullwood was
acting In a very rascally manner. It may
be some excuse for him to say that he did
not fully realise the enormity of his con-
duct. At all events, this is the charitable
view, . But, rascal though he was, he drew
the Line at a certamn point. '

A tempting idea had come to him to sell
the bonds for three thousand five hundred.
It would be just as easy—and Farmer 1lolt
would never know. But a moment's reflec-
tion told Fullwood that such a course would
be, indeed, absolutely criminal. And if the
truth ‘came out, he would have no leg to
stand on. Besides, the sum of five hundréd
pounds was an awe-inspiring one. Greedy
though TFallwood was, he didn't want so
much as this.-

No, it would be far better to fulfil Mr.

Master Wade by talking about large sums, | Holt's commission, and nothing further, In

-



this way, Fullwood would remain the $ool all )

{he time, and could not be prosecuted if any
trouble arose. Holt would be the sole suf-
ferer.

Softy Wade, accepting TFullwood’s state-
ments without question, produced a cheque
ook and wrote out the desired amount.
He did so without a thought of any swindle.
. This gentleman was from Mr. Brigstock—
and that was quite good enough for Softy.

Tullweod had been expecting this result,
and hopiug for it all the time. Yet, now
that the cheque was actually in his pos-
session, he corld hardly believe his luck.

Fullwood took care that the cheque was
an open one, and made payahle to bearer.
He would be able to get the money from
the bank without difficulty. This was neces-
sory, because Tariner Holt  would never
accept a cheque.

Fullwood had it all planned out. e would
go to Bannington at once—arriving well be-
fore closing time. Once he had got the cash,
he would take the money to Farmer Holt,
colleet. his commission, and the whole thing
would he over.

But there’s many a slip—!

CHAPTER VII.
IN THE XNECK!

ANNINGTON was
rather quiet as Full-
wood strode smartly
up the High Street. It

was Wednesday afternoon, and
very little business was doing.
He turned into the bank, and

L_t=¥ &
handed his cheque across the counter with
all the assurance in the world.

ile was still wearing his disguise—and for

a very obvious reason. The bank would
ncver pay a sum like three thousand pounds
to a schoolboy. And if TFullwood had had
much experience of barks-——which he had not
-——he would have known that they would hesi-
tate before paying three thousand pounds
on a bearer cheque to anybody.

But the leader of Study A fondly believed
that the thing would- be simple. The bank
officials would take him for a man, and they
would hand over the money without a word.

Consequemtly, he was just a little per-
turbed when he saw the cashier give a de-
cided start as he glanced at the amount on
the cheque. Then, to increase Fullwood’s
uneasiness, the cashier walked briskly away,
and disappeared bhehind a glass-topped door.
Fullwood tried to appear at his ease while
he waited for a minute or two. But it was
very difficult. He was, as a matter of fact, on
tenterhooks, and more than once he felt an
almost unccntrollable desire to take to sud-
den flight.

He was, in fact, contemplating a strategic
move out of thie bank, when the door of the
manager’s oftice opened. Fullwood’s heart
lcapt into his mouth. But he cooled .down

as he observed that the cashier was coming
hack, and that he was smiling.

‘“ Sorry to keep you waiting, sir, but we
very seldom have such large cheques handed
across the counter for cash payment,” said

the cashier smoothly. ** Indeed, we find it
difficult to place our hands on such 2 sum
at a momcnt’s notice.”

“Do you mean that you can’t cash it?"
ssked  Tullwood, assuminz indignation,
althongh he felt sick with alarm. _

“QOh, no, sir—not at all,” replied the
cashier. *“Thz managec begs me to teuder
his sincere apologies. Would it be con-
venient Por you to call round just before
closing time—say, in about twenty minutes
from now? Or, if you prefer it, you may
spend the time in the waiting-room.”

Fallwood recovered his equanimity.

“ Oh, that’s all right,”” he said carelessly.
‘“ As a matter of fact, I've got one or two
business calls to make, and it makes practic-
ally no difference to me. You’ll have the
money in about twanty minutes?”

*“ Yes, sir.”

“ Right you are—I'll be back at aboul ten
to three.” .

Fullwood walked out, and he heaved a sigh
of intense relief as he reached the pavement.
After his opening fears, he was now feeling
as though he trod on air. He had begun
to imagine all sorts of awful things while the
clerk was in with the manager.

“ That's the worst of these bally tin-pot
banks!” he grunted, as he walked up the
street. ‘' Haven't got tuppence to bless
themselves with! A bank, and can’t raise
three thousand quid! I expect they’ve got
to go chasin’ about gettin’ the cash from
the strong rcoms, or somewhere.”

However, Fullwood didn't mind much,
altbough he hated the thought of going back
to the bank again. He -had been hoping
that it would be over in one spasm. And
now he had to go through it again,

At the same timne, he feared nothing. The
cashier had been very pleasant, and Full-
weod’s inexperience on all matters concern-
iig banks lulled him into a sense of false
security. i |

It seemed to him that the town hall clock
must have stopped, and that his own watch
had stopped, too. That' period of twenty
minutes was like an age. 'The minutes
dragged by as though they were hours.

But, at last, the time was ten minutes fo
three. TFullwood gathered all his assurance,
and marched back into the bank, The
cashier smiled genially as he caught sight -
of him,

‘“ All right now, sir,” he said  briskly.
‘“ Here it is—ready for you. 1 gathered that
you required the sum in Bank of England
notes.” - :

“ That’s the idea,” said Fullwood.

The cashier. handed them over, checking
them as he did so. If seemed quite a small
bundle for such a large amount, but it was
quite correct, and Fullwood could hardly
conbain his inward excitement as he stuffed

the notes into his pocket.
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lie nodded casually, and walked out— ]
vwondering i his stride was as unsteady as
it felt.
ing wave of victory.
off'!

Aud then, in a flash,
seemed to I‘ulluood that a kind of explo-
310n occurred in his mind, and for a second
. he stood zbsolutely still, open-mouthed, with
fiis wits scattered,

For there, just outside on the pavement,
stood Netsou Lee!

Considering the shock of it, Fullwood
pulled himself together with reallv remark-
abie rapidity. A thousand and one thoughts
ctowded through his startled mind. But “the
wost coherent of all was that he had to
gel away. He was disguised, and it was
surely a mere coincidence that Nelson Lee
was here. Lee would never recognise him if
he brushed past quickly.

But it was not such an easy matter to
brush past.

'or Nelson Lee came straight up to Full
wood with a smile of recognition. And be-
fure Ralph .Leslie could dodge, Lee had
grasped his hand,

Y Well, upon - my -soul!” exclaimed the
detectiva delightedly. °° This is a most un-
expected pleasure, Mr. Bradley. I never

Ie had pulled 'the thing |

dreamed of seeing you down in Bannington, i

How are you?”

Fullwood gurgled. This was ghastly.
Nelson Lee had mistaken him for somebodly
else! Quite accidentally, he had disguised
bimself in such a way that he resembled a
IEL] personality.

' I--I—"" Fullwood paused. * You—you
—must have made a mistake, sir!”” he went
on hurriedly. * My name is Jarrow—""

* What nonsense!”” said Nelson Lee, seiz-
ing Tullwood’'s arm affectionately. ** That
wunt do, Bradley! You can’'t tell how
pleased I am to see you. Come along!”

The grip on Fullwcod’s arm was like iron,
and he ‘had no chance of getting away. And,
in spite of himself, he was half pulled, half
pushed, waecross the pavement, and into
Nelson Lee’s waiting car,

In a moment Lee slipped the cluteh in,
and they were soon speeding along at a pace
"whichh was contrary to all regulations of the
road. In vain Fullwood protested. Lee
merely laughed, and drove all the faster.

To leap owt was impossible—at least, un-
Iess-he wanted a broken neck. The position
was quite horrible. The plotter of the
Remove was absolutely at his wits’ end. He
felt that the meshes of the net were closing
ahout. him—and he didn’t feel far wrong.

In next to no timec the car was at St.
Frank's. It ‘t.'urned into the Triangle, and
tiaen Fullwood was again seized by tlie arm.
Opee lhe attempted tu get away. But that
"once -was enough. The pain that shot

through his arm was excruciating. Dismayed
Nelson

and “dred he found himself .in
Lee's st-udy
* There—there's

he began weakiy.

»

been some mistake—'

But within himn there was a surg- 4
mitigated young rascal!

the heavens fell. Tt |

| thousand, sir,

ST T
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“ No, Fullwood, fthere’s been no mistake!”
interrupted Nelson Lee hnekly, as  he
turned the key in the lock. “You un-
Haud over thakb
money you obtained from the bank.”

Fullwood stared, dumbfounded.

‘““ My-—my name i3 Jarrow——-""

“You will cease that noncense at once,
Pul[wuud'” cut in Nelson Lee, tearing open.
the junior's overcoat, and revealing this
Etons, “ Take my advice, and drop this
foolery without any further delay. You had
better n‘(;)l:un fully to me why you are
masquerading in this get-up, and how you
obtained a chequu for fthree thousand
from young Wade.”

Fullwood felt as though his legs would nob
beur the weight of his body. '

But, even in this extremity, he fought to
I'f‘ageliu his composure, and partially suc-
ceeded. And then lhe had the audacity to
tell Nelson Lee tihat the whole thing was
merely a business transaction.

** You will probably realise, Fullwood, that
this * business transaction’ will result in
your being expelled from the school iu dis-
grace!'" said .Nelson Lee coldly. “ If you
can satisfy me that you have been used
28 & tool by somebody. else, there may be
a cdhance for you. But, remember, I de-
mand the whole truth—every single fact
from the very beginning.”

That mention of expulsion scared Full-
wood more than anything else could pos-
sibly have dome. And, then and there, in
scared tones, he told ‘how ‘he had met
Jeremiah Holt, how he had gone to the
farm, and »ll the rest of 4. Neclson Lee
succeeded in worming the whole story out..

‘““A very prebby story!” exclaimed the
deteative, at lengbh. ““ So this criminal
scheme emanated from Mr, Holt's brain!
No doubt he is the prime mover, Fullwood,
but your shar& in the affawr is despicable
and utterly dishonourable.”

“ But—but that paper—" -

““ This paper may save you from expulsion,
Fullwood,”” said Nelson Lee, a8 lLe glanced
at Farmer Holt's signed: statement. ** Do
you happen to kaow what those bonds are
actually worth?”

-““ Mr. Holt said they're worth
sand pounds."

Nelson Lee smiled very grimly,

“ It may interest you to know, Fullwood,
that the bonds of the Sunset 01l Co. of
Mexico, were quoted  yesterday abt a ﬁgure'
which renders Mr. Yolt's bundle of bonds
worth on> thousand pounds at the utmost.”

“ (rood heavens!' said Fullwood, in weill
assumed amazement,.

““ So, according to that, Mr. Holt was de-
liberately attempting to swindle Wade oub
of two thousand pounds!’’ said Nelson Lee.
“ That is a very serious matter indeed-—all
the morse so when it is remembered thab
Holt has always treated tfhe, boy with the
umost brutality.””

ol | tdmughb the bonds were worth
* mutbered Fullwood..

five thou-

fivo



“T1 will not openly
dispute what you say,
" Fullweod, although 1
have very decided sus-
picions,” said the de-
“tective curtly. ** How-
bver, under the cir-
cumstances, I suppose
1- must give you the
benefit of the doubt—
and therein you are
very fortunate. Bub
you must not imagine
that you are to escape
punishment.”

““ Shall T be sacked,
sir?” asked Fullwood
nervously.,

“That remains 10
he seen—it will, in
fact, depend omn the
headmaster’s = deci-
sion,” replied Nelson
Lee. ' You will Tre-
move those absurd
things at once, Full-
wood, and return to
me here. If you at-
tempt to disobey me,
there will he no ques-
tion whatever abous
ycur expulsion.™

Fullwood erawled out

of the study, miser-
able, - shivering, but
Iucky enough 10

escape at all.

In the passage he
met Gulliver and Bell.

“What’s hap-
pened?”” breathed Gul-
liver .fearfully.

“ There is only one swindler in this rom:n, Mr. Hoit ! >’
interrupted Neison Les coldly. *' You desired to sell
those bonds for three thousand pounds.

0! You shall have '
vour desire.

‘* That infernal beast
of a Lee has twigged the whole game!”’
snarled Fullwood. ‘' We're done—we don’t
draw a red cert! But, by gad, old Holt’s
going to get it in the neck as well as me
—but he'll probably go to chokey!™”

Fullwood didn’t wait to talk longer, but
cuicky removed the remains of his angni,se.
Then, feeling omewhat better, but still very
nervous, he once more presented himself
in Nelson Lee's study. :

‘“ Come with me, Fullwood!” said the de-
tective briskly. | .

Tullwood went—to the punishment room.

“And now,” murmured Lee, as le strode
out, ‘* for Farmer Hoit!”

CHAPTER VIII.
ONE FOR HIS Xo0B!
- S OFTY WADI was nearly

on the point of sobbing

after he had told
‘Nelson TLee all about
it. But the latter scon

calmed him, and assured him
him that everything was all

O et

“ As a matter of fact, my boy, I was
prepared for something of this nature,”’” said
Softy’s mew guardian. “1 really allowed
you to have the cheque Look in order that
you may be taught a lesson. I hope you
have learned that you must never trust any
stranger, no matter how smooth-tongued he
may be.”’ | :

“ I—-I'm all dazed, sir,” said Soity help-
le=sly. Sev '

“ Well, never miund,” went on Lee. ** No
harm has been done—in fact, I am highly
pleased with the result. 1 imagine that Mr.
Holt will be feeling very sorry for himself
pefore long. I may as well tell you, Wade,
that T laid the bait deliberately—just iun
order to sea if the wolves would be after
you."

But Softy hardly knew what to sayv. He
had already told Nelson Lee about the man
who had c¢ome from Mr., Brigstock, and
about. the chequer and the bonds. . Lee ex.
amined the bhonds with grim interest,

Then, telling Softy to say nothing, he took
his departure, and walked straight to
Holt’s farm. Asf it happened, Holt him-
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self was jusl crossing the barnyard when
Leo appeared, and he halted, eyeing the
newcomer inquisitively,

“* Anything I can do, sir?” he asked
gruffly..
“ Yes, Mr. Holt; I should - like a short

private conversation with you,” said Nelson
Lee smoobhly,
ilolt -¢id not scem at all pleased, but there

was something about Nelson Lee's mauner |

which was not to be denied. And, after a
moment’s esitation, the farmer led the way
into a little etting-reom.

“ Now, Mr. Holt, it is not my intention
to beat about the bush!” said Nelson Lee
sternly. ** You will probably be rather
sturtled to learn that I am fully acquainted
with your srrangement with IFullwood to sell

Charles Wade five thousand bonds of tho |

Sunset Oil Co., of Mexico.”

Holt started.

“You—you know all about it?" he asked
blankly. “ Good gnsh! I—I—— Well,
witat's it got to do wi’ you?’ he went on,
with a sudden burst of fury. It ain't
your business to conle he*'m interfering!
I don't want no truck wi’ busybedies what
{Jon"t: know Low to mind their own affairs

“ Tnis happens to be my affair, Mr. Holt,
bhecause Fullwood is one of my boys,” in-
terrupted lLec. “You deliberately used
him ag a teol in your unscrupulous swindle

el

““ Swindle!" shouted Farmer Holt jumping
up.

(¥4 '1""
Lee. -
Holt nearly choked.

“ What—what right have you gob to in-

si-r, swindle!"’ thuudered Nelson

terfere?’” he snarled at last,
“I have already told you that I am
responsible for Fullwood,” replied Nelson

Lea, *““ It may also interest you to know
that I am Charles Wade's legal trustea. [
have not yet informed the police—"

“ Do you think I care if you inform the
poiice or not?"" broke in Holt harshly.
““ The transaction was perfectly honest.’

““ Honest ! repeated Nelson Lee sharply.
“* TIonest! You have the audacity to tell
me that, after signing a document for Full-
wood, and giving him a prumise of fifty
pouudn if he transacted this swindle!”

Holt #opped back into his chair and
agulped.

Actually, he collapsad. If Nelson Lee
knew all this, it was quite impossible lo

keep up the bluff. The very fact that Holk
had promised to pay Fullwood fifty pounds
was =ufficient to condemn him.,

‘“ Don't—don't tell the police, sir!” he
pleaded wildly. * I¥'il ruin me, sir—abso-
lutely ruine me! [ dldnb mean to take no
andvantage of the boy.”

“ That, of course, is a lie!” said Nelson
Lee. ns_he placed the bundle of bonds on

(Contitued on next page.)
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the table, with the three thousand pounds in |
bank-notes beside it. ‘‘ There, Mr. Holt, are
the bonds, and the money you.attempted
to obtain. I should like to knmow your esfi-
mation of the value of these bonds.”

*“ They’re worth three thousand pounds!”
replied Holt guickly. ,
. ‘* Their value was quoted in the news-
. papers yesterday at oune thousand pounds!”
snapped Nelson Lee. A

Holt said” nothing—he knew what the
bonds had been quoted at. His very silence
~was sufficient indication of this,

“ Now, look ‘here, Mr. Holt, I fhave
already decided what shall be done,”” said
- Nelson Lee smoothly., °*‘ Nothing can miti-
gate the nature of your offence. You have
deliberately attempted to defraud Wade out
of the sum of two thousand pounds—and for
this swindle you were prepared to pay Fuli-
wood fifty pounds.”
. “Don’t tell the
Holt pleadingly.
_““ It is not my infention to tell the police,”
said Nelson Lee, “1 have a far betler
scheme, Mr. Ilolt. It is my intemtion to
punish you in another way.” -

The farmer gasped with rebef.

‘“ Anything but a prosecution, eir!” hLe
exclaimed. A
... ‘““As you say—anything but a prosecu-
tion,” agreed Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Let me tell you,
Mr., Holt, you thoroughly deserve a term
ofi imprisonment Jor your dastardly be-
baviour, But uunder all,the circumstances I
shall toke another course. You have a pen
there? And paper?”

‘“ Why, yes, sir!”

. * Then you wiil at once write out a re-
ceiptt for the sum of three thousand
- pounds—being full payment for five thou-
eand bonds of Sunset 0Oil Co. stock,” said
Nelson Lee smoothly. -

llolt had already lifted his pen. But it
" droppe.d from his nerveless fingers.

“ But—but——"" Le began, in amazement.

““ Write the receipt!”

‘““Is this some firick?” demanded Ilolt
thickily. ‘‘ Are you trying to get the bonds
- out of me for nothmg? By thunder—-"

. “There is only cune swindler in this room,
- Mr. Holt!” interrupted Nelson Lee coldly.
“ You cesired to cell those bonds for three

police, sir,”” muttered

thousand pounds, and you were willing to
- pay fifty pounds commission on the
treasacticn. You shall have your desire, and

it wiil not even cost you a penny.”

Holt, utterly bewildered, wrote out the |

receipt.

“*Thank you!” said Nelson Lee, placmg
the bonds in his pocket. ‘* There, Mr. Holt,
is your money. Kindiy chlicek it.”? .

Ioltb lifted the bundle of notes feebly.

“But—but why . have you. done this?”
he asked, hreathing hard, “ You know as
- well as I do that the bonds are only worth
a thousand pouads.” *

**1 am glad that you have admitted your
despicable guilt!” said Nelson Lee, .

“ There's some trick about it!” muttered

real—I

ish’t
reckon as how they must be Z®rged notes!

Holt. ‘* This—this - money

That's it.! You're trying to get them bomnds

for nothing, because you know I can't say

a word, or clse you'll tell the police!”
Nelson Lee smiled. ' '

Holt was passing through agony, but
Nelson Lee was thoroughly e'njoyxfg him-
self.

“ During the whole of yesterday,” said
the detective, ** Sunset Oil bonds rose hourly
and with meteoric rapidity. By the end of
tho day thcy were quoted at a figure which
will really astonish you. Their present
value, Mr. Helt, is three pounds each.”

RFarmer lolt neairly fainted on the spot.

“ Good gosh!” he said feebly,

Nelson Ley had fairly revelled in the
littlo chat, for it was extremely gratifying
to «es this rascal so thoroughly confounded.

Exactly what Farmer Holt said after-
wards, Neison Lee never knew—and he cer-
tainly didn’t care. The man would never
dars to breathe a word, for exposure of the
plot would undoubtedly mean a criminal
trial for Mr, Holt, Lee considered it far
bhetter for him to suffer in the other way,
It was only fair and just that Softy Wade
should beneiit by the.sale of those bonds—
for Softy had bought them in all innocence,
in a thoroughly legal manner.

Softy was so overjoyed that he hardiy
knew what to say. '

He had been down—erushed and fettered.
But now he was beginmng to feel his free-
dom. Mis boyhood was only just beginning,
and the fuiure was rosy. The farm Loy who
had received nothing but kicks and cuffs
was just about to enter upon his first reul
taste of life. .

Iucidentally, it might DLe mentioned that
R 'lph Leslie Fullwood had a most painful in-
terview with the Head that same evening-—-
and for at least four days TFullwood revealed
quite a. remarkable aversion to sitting down!

THI END.

NEXT WEEK! o
“THE DEMON
WITHIN HIM!”

This 1s one of

the finest stories of
the season.
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A Hundred Years Ago.

By the Oldest Inhabitant of Bannington,
in an Interview with Cecil de Valerie.

5 IMES ain't what they used to be,”
mutiercd the old man who was sitting
ouiside the White Hart as T arrived.

He was a very old man, with a very long
white beard. And hLis face was seamed and
wrinkled like parchment. I saw at once that
he was the oldest inhabitant.

** Nor ain’t boys,” he went ou. fixing me with
1his old eyes. ‘I don’t call e boys now, I
don't. They're namby-pamby milksops now.
That's what I calls them. XNot an ounce o
pluck among the lot of them.”

“That's rot,” I =aid. * Why =some of the
St. Frank's fellows ride moter-bikes anc i

““* Bikes ! the old fellow snorted. © Who's
talking o’ bikes. I mind ihe day when all the
boys came back to the college on a coach. In
winter it were as I remember. There used tco
he snow in those dayvs. And on many oceasions
their coach used to be held up by hichwavmen.”

“ Highw aynien !’ I gcasped.
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“Aye!™ continued the old gaffer. “I've
seen that old coach held up by as many as fAlty
fieree highwaymen, The leader of the gan:
was a huge great fellow standing over seven
feet. And they was all armed with swords
and pistols and muskets and daggers. They
set on the coach like mad.”

“Great Pip !’ I said,
pened.” ®

* Why the boysin the coach drove ‘em off,”
the old fellow went on.  * They drove ’em off
withh their fists like good "uns. Oh they was
real boys in those days. They was stirring
times then. And I mind one o the chaps from
the College was put in the stocks. There was
stocks in Bannington in those days. They left
lhim there three days without neither bite nor
sup. Then they flogged the poor fellow.
Then they put him back for nearly a week——-"

“ But—Dbut didn't it kill him ? '

“ Nary a bit,” said the old gaffer. <1 tell
‘ce they was real boys in those days. You
couldn’t frighten ’em then. I've seen a pacty
come down here from the school and capture
:ome of the young towusiolk. They've
matched 'em back to the College and flung. e
into the dungeon.”

*“The dungeon !

" Aye ! There was a dungeon in those days.
I mind it well. And I mind ithat

“And what hap-

St. Frank's was surrounded by a
moat. And it had two towers with
little windows like slits. And
behind these windows all the termn
through were posted archers.”

* My—nmy hat ! I shouted. “ I‘
don’t believe it =

But the old gafier suddenly coze
with a grunt, and went into the inn.
i he wasn’t the oldest inhabitant
he certainly must have been the
oldest liar !

THE
GEORGE
TAVERN

(BELLTON)

It 1s interesting to note that

this picturesque old tavern
15 where Softy Wade stayed
as mentioned in this week's

narrative.
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CHAPTER ONE..—ON THE PROWT.

HEN late one evening the well-known
Ex/ criminologists, Messrs., IPodge and

Midge, emerged from their rooms in
Quaker Street, disguised to play a dangerous
role at the headquarters of the Red-Headed
Jeague, n¢ one could have mistaken the
1deutity of the huge, ponderous physigque of
Mr. Podge, nor the dwarf-like figure of his
partner, Mr. Midge, notwithstanding that they
both wore red wigs and red beards.

Their journey, made on foot, lay in the
direction of Soho, and although their appear-
ance excited some- curiosity from passers-hy
and cries of “ Beaver!” from high-spirited
youths, they did not fail to reach their objective
at the appointed hour.

CHAPTER TWO.—IN SoHO.

Arrived at a dismal doorway in a dark and
squalid street in Soho, Mr. Podge rapped thrice
with his-stick on the woodwork. The door was
opened a few inches, and a gruff voice

demanded :

: ““Who are vou ? ”’

“Mr. Pod—Powder and—ecr—Mr.
der ! ”* answered Mr. Podge. E

“What do you want herec ?” growled the

other.
- “We have an appointment with Mr,
McTavish of the Red-Headed League,” ven-
tured Mr. Midge, while Mr. Podge was clearing
his throat.

“ Enter ! ” commanded the voice.

Chow-

Mr. Podge and Mr. Midge obeyed and found

themselves in an evil-looking corridor.

““ Follow me !’ said the stranger as he led
them along the passage and then down some
stecep wooden stairs. When they reached the
bottom the ground suddenly gave way, ahd
they plunged downwards through a trap-
door until they alighted i a huge under-
ground vault.

CHAPTER THREL, -——HLADQUARTER‘-‘- OF THE |

R.H.L.

Seated around a table in the vault were
twenty scowling red-headed men listening to
an address from one who was apparently their
leader, and whom the detectives recognised
as Mr. McTavish.

As Mr. Podge and Mr. Midge appeared, the
speaker paused and motioned the two new
arrivals to two vacant chairs, The detectives
sat down amid the fLI‘DClOHS glares of the red
heads.

‘*“ Brothers of the Bed Hair,” said the spea.ker,
“ these two gentlemen, Messrs. Powder and
Chowder, have come here to-night to fill the
vacancies made by our late Jamented brothers,

Brvan and Taggart, who perished, as you know,
in the attempt to demolish the new palaee of
the L.C.C. at Westminster.

“ If the candidates do not meet with your
approval, they will be removed at once to the
death chamber and there summarily disposed of.

“ Signify in the usual way!”

Several hands went up. =

*“ Brothers Powder and Chowder,”” continued
the chairman, ‘““you are elected as members
of the Recd-Headed League, and your first
duty will be fo carry out the work begun by
vour predecessors, Brothers Bryan and
Taggart.”

CHAPTER FOUR.—MR. PODGE DECIDES TO

ACT,

Two murderﬂus engines of destruction the
sjize of cricket balls were pushed towards the
astonished Mr. Podge and Mr, Midge. Beads
of cold sweat began to form on their foreheads.
They felt that now had come the moment for
them to act. Kach grabbed his bomb, and
then Mr. Podge rose to speak. -

““ Brother Red-Heads, you can depend that
I and my friend will not hesitate to do our
duty when the time comes. We shall not
bungle—we have never been known to bungle—
and if we have to die, we shall all die together
here and now ! ”

As he uttered these words Mr. Podge and
Mr. Midge tore off their disguise. -

““ Scoundrels, murderers!’  Thissed Mr.
Podge, “if any man moves a fingér, T "will
hurl this bomb into your midst.” .

CHAPTER TIVE.—THE BOMBSHELL,
“ You traitors ! ?’ shouted McTavish,
shall die for this! Scize them!”’ .
Following several fearsome oaths; a rush
was made for the two detectives, who imme-
diately let fly their bombs with a Ioud crash on
the table. Raucous laughs filled the vault,
and Mr. Podge and Mr. Midee blanched with

horror—for the bombs had fa1led to etplode

CHAPTER SIX.

The detectives were quickly ov erpm'. ered .
and manacled with their own handcuffs.

“Silence ! ” roared MeTavish above the
uproar. ‘

‘““ Prisoners,” he said, “ you are caught like
rats in a trap. You have sought to come where
wise men fear to tread. Those bombs were
dummies and a test of your trustworthiness to
our cause. You have proved yourselves un-
g'iort-hy of our confidence, and now you must

e.

“ Remove these traitors to the wdeath-,
chamber | ” he commanded. ;

Mr, Podge and Mr. Midge had heen in many |
tight corners before, but now their doom was;
sealed. (To be continued.)

“You



THE FLAMING GOD

A Baffling Detective Mystery Story from the

P19 8e]l. Iatest Adventures of NELSON LEE and NIPPER
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Synopsis of Part 1.

Mr. Charles Stannard's country residence is
“burgled, and a Brahmin idol is stolen; the
thief, who was seen by the butler, appar-
ently being a Hindoo. The idol had bees
purchased from a curio dealer by Mr.
Stannard for a few pounds. A Hindoo,
corresponding to the thief, is arrested in
Eondon. As the suspect had made no at-
"tempt to conceal himself, Nelson Lee, who
is called in to investigate, is doubtful of
~the prisoner's guilt. Yet there is evidence
that the suspected man has been intent on
getting possession of the idol, and is will-
ing to pay a large sum of money for it,

. PART I1.
| 1.
NELSON LEE IDENTIFIES THE HINDOOS.
‘HE eloquent appeal made by ihe
youth Naryan, his urgent request

that the elder Hindoo should confide
, in  the detective, his disclosure of
fhe relationship that existed between the
two—all this brought mnot even a flicker of
surprise to Nelson Lee’s countenance.

There was no reason why it should, since
it only corroborated a theory which he had
previously formed by shrewd deductions. As
for the relationship, he had also been aware
of that since he had been in the apartment.

““We can trust this Englishman, father,”
the youth repeated. aiter waiting briefly
for an answer. “ Tell him everything.”

‘““ Heed your son’s advice, Meerza,” urged
Nelson Lee. *f It will be for the hest if you
do §o0.” '

There was still no answer. The man sat
gazing into wacancy, an ‘inscrutable expres-
gsion in his eyes. He was deep in thought.
Once or twice he opened his lips, and was
on the point of speaking, but as quickly
he checked himself. For nearly a minute he
was  silent, and at length, looking up at
~the detective, Le shock his head firmly.

.you,” he declared.

“It is for me to judge, sahib, *noy for
“1 have carefully eon-
sidered this matter in my mind, and not now
will T give you my confidence, for I hope
that in a short time all will be well, and
my friend Gondal will be set free. Should
it not be 30, however, them I will tell every-
thing to you, aud will be glad to have your
assistance.” .

“Do mot delay,
ploged. *° Coniide

father,” tihe youth im-
in the Enclishpun now,
else you may be sorry. We areé strangers in
a strange city, where you have not the
power which you have at home, and with-
out the heip of this sahib who has talked to
you s a friend, we muay never recover the

}

“ Hush, my son!” "Meerza interrupted.
“ Say no more. I know what is best.”

Nolson Lee whispered a few words at
Nipper's ear, and at once the lad stepped
to the door, and slipped from the
room. Turning to the elder Hindco, Lee
moved closer to him, and _lcoked him
straight in the face.

“You are behaving very {fcolishly, your
Highness,”” he said quietly.

Meerza was struck dumb. He drew a

quick deep breath, and the youth gave a
violent start. Nelson Lee repeated the
words, his guze still hemt on the man, who
was trying to hide his emotion, '

“Why have +vou thus addressed me,
sahiib?’ he asked.

““1t is your proper title,” Lee replied.

*“ My title? Meerza is. my name, and

“Not =o. You are Thakur 8Sind, " the
Raja of Purana. And this youth, as he ap-
pears to be, is neither of that sex, nor i3
he your son, It is your daughter, the
Princess  Lativa, who hLas assumed the
name of Naryan. IFurthermore, the man
Gondat is the c¢aptain of the guard of
soldiers which you ‘keep at your palace in
India.” o e

“ How does it higppen that vou bhave know-
ledge of these things, sahih?"”
- ¥ 1 paid a visit to India a year ago, your
INighnes=, 1 was in the city of Lalapur whew

»




-

#7735l THE NELSON

you came there in state to attend a public]
ceremony, I saw you pass by in- your car-
riape, with' the princess seated by your
side, and I also saw tlie man Gomdal riding
at the head of your escort of troopers. I
have a good memory, and I recognised the
three of you on seeing you again.”

The Princess Lativa was overcome with
shame and confusion. She hung her head,
ber cheeks hotly flushed, and shrank farther
back on the couch as if she would conceal
‘her boyish figure, ' '

The elder Hindoo had recovered from the

- surprise, His expression was proud and
haughty, and there was a cold glitter in
:his .dark eyes.
- “You are right, sahib,”
mitted. ‘1 am Thakur Sind, .the Raja of
Purana, and this is my daughter the prin-
cess. Ifor certain reasons she accompanied
me to England disguised as a youth, and we
took the.names of Meerza and Narvan. Yet
.we have done no wrong.” '
- "“That is true,” Nelson Lee replied. ¢ At
least so far as concerns your using false
names. As for other matters, I repeat that
you have behaved foolishly.*’

“ How so?"” asked the. Raja.

"I will briefly explain,” said Lee. ** The
idol which has caused this trouble belomged
to you, and it was presumably stolen from
your palace., You prized it highly, theough it
was of little intrinsic value. .

“Having by some means learned that it had
found its way to a bhazaar in Bombay or
some other Indian city, and that it had
been bought by an Englishman of the name
of Judah, you ecame with your retainer ana
your daughter to London to search for the
man.

“You were successful. You ascertained
that he kept a shop in Wigmore Street, and
when you called on him he informed you
that the idel was no longer in his posses-
sion. To that point I find no fault.

“ But to-day, after.the arrest of Gondal,
you would not speak freely to the Scotland
Yard inspector, ami you have also refused
to0 give me any information that might
throw light on what occurred at the resi-
dence of Mr. Charles Stanmard. Will you
now confide in me fully, and let me deal
with the affair om your hehalf and in your
interests?”

““ No, sahib, not yet. You must wait. 1
myself desire informaticn of a kind, and if
I fail to get it I will be glag to have your
assistance, as I have told you before. Not
until then will 1 speak.” ;

“* Why do ycu set so0 high a value on the
idol ?”

**I have nothing more to say, sahib.”
~ “ How much were you willing to pay for

its recovery, your highness? What sum of
money did you offer to Mark Judah?”

“1 have nothing to say.”

"“Did you and Gondal know that the idol
liad been sold to Mr, Charles Stanmnard? Was
it. Gondal who stole it?”

he calmly ad-{
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With that Thakur Sind rose to indicate
that the interview was at an ‘end. He
frowned at his daughter, who would have

{ made another appeal to him. Nelson Lee

shrugged his shoulders, am«d, realising that
it would be useless to press the matier any
farther, he merely howed, and left &he
room. : - ,

“I can Tead the raja’s mind like an open
book,” he said to himself, ‘It is just as
' I supposed. - That it is a case of double cun-
ning I haven’t a doubt. I c¢an see my way
clear now., I will recover the idol, and if
meanwhile Thakur Sind gets into trouble it
will be his own fault, and will serve him
right.” '

He descended the stairs to  1he lounge,
where Nipper was waiting for him, and a
few moments later the two wete gliding
along Piccadilly in a cab.

Lee disclosed the identity of the three
Hindoos to the lad, and told him of his
conversation with the raja; and then he
sank into one of his silent and thoughtiul
moods, from which he did not rouse until
he was mnearly home,

“There is work for both of us to do, my
boy,”” he said. “1I want you to kesp an
eye on the movements of Mr. Mark Judah.
When he leaves his shop this evering you
will follow him in disguise, on the chance of
learning something of importance. That

-

will hﬁ your task, and mine will prebably be
to— .
Nelson Lee pauszed as the eab stopped.

‘“ Here we are,”” he added, ‘* we wHl have
our tea, and before you start for Wgmora
Street, Nipper, I will tell you what my
deductions are in regard to this interesting
and mysterious case.”

—y ——

I1. _
MARK JUDAH’S MIDNICHT YISITOR.

HE curio shop of Mr. Mark Judah was

~at the corner of Wigmore Street and

a mnarrow, flagaed passage that was

called Christopher Place, and struck

south to Oxford NStreet. The private

office at the rear of the shop projected from

the rest of the building, and had a Hat rcof

with a skylight set in it, and at the back of

‘the office was a small yard with blank walls
on three sides of it.

There was ro moon on the night after the
arrest of the man Gondal at the Kenilworth
Hotel, and as the sky was heavily clouded,
and @& grey mist hung in the air, 3t was a
fitting night, and a fairly safe oqe, for
deeds of evil.

At eleven o'eclock the slim fizure of a
youth, who wore a cap and a suit of
shabby tweeds, came slowly along Wigmore
Street, from the direction of Cavendish
Square, stopped for a few seconds at the
corner of Christopher Flace, ared slipped mmio
it.

At this hour all was quiet in the vicinily.

l

"« 1 have nothing to say, sahib.”

| No cabs, or cars, or 'huses were passing.
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Not a footstep could bhe heard, nor was any

prowling policeman to bhe seen in the shroud
of mist.

The youth paused again to listen, and to
peer into the gloom; and then, almost as
mimbly as a cat, he climbed to the top of
an eight-foot wall on his left, by tha crevices
of- the bricks, and droupped down on the
other side at the rear of the curio-dealer’s
premises.

That accomplished, he uncoiled ifrom
around his waist a ladder of woven silk with
a couple of hooks attached to one end of it,
and tossed it into the air. At the second
attempt it eaught on the low, flat roof
above him, and when he had mounted thes
slender, swaying ladder, and drawn it after
}}ilﬁ he crawled over the roof to the sky-
ight.

Having softly raised it, as far as it would
¢0, he made fast the silken Iadder to-the
edge of the opening, and descended into
Mark Judah’s private office, where a light
was burning dimly.

The youth had no intention of cntering
the shop at the front, nor could he have
dome so0 had he wished, as the communicat-
ing door was fastemed.

Swiftly and thoroughly he searched the
office, moving here and there with stealthy
steps. He scanned a row of shelves, opened
and shut the drawers of a flat-topped desk,
and looked into &
only some old rubbish. He twisted the knob
of a small safe at one side of the rcom, and
shook his head. : :

And at length, keenly disappointed, he de-
parted as he had come, leaving mo traces of
his visit behind him.

Back he went across the roof, after lower-
ine the skylight; down to the yard, where
he wrapped the silk ladder around his waist
agair. and over the wall into Christopher
Place.

As he was creeping warily towards the
mouth of the passage, he heard a faint
sound at the rear, and the next instamt,
before he could take to flight, a hand
gripped him by the arm, and he uttered a

startled gasp. For a few seconds he strug-

gled desperately, in a frenzy of fear; and
then finding it impossible to escape, hie hung
limp and trembling in the grasp of his
captor. He lcoked up, and dimly observed
a face that was familiar to him,

“ The Bnglish sahib!” he panted.

“ Yes, that's who it is,” Nelson Lee sternly
replied. ‘‘ I have caught you, princess!”

““ Let me go, I heg of you!" implored the
terrified girl., ** Oh, please do! Have mercy
on me, and don't—-"

“ TIush, not so loud! Calm yourself, and
be quiet, or you will have the police here.
There are constables in the neighbourhood.”

“ You—you are not going to have me ar-
resled, sahib?”

“ No, princess, I am not. Don't worry
about that. But what a mad thing you have
done! You may be thankful that you have
not fallen into the hands of the police,

closet that contained

——
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wiho would have taken you into custody, and
charged you with attempted burglary!”

“ Tt was mdeed madness. Yet I had &
good reason, sahib!" iy

“ According to your way of thinking, 1
dare say. You were wrong. England is aot
as India, where the native rulers have much
power. It wuas abt your father’s bidding, of
course, that you have done this mad thing,

“ If he had confided in mo to-day, as both |
you and I urged him to do, I should have
promised to ‘nelp him, and be would not have
dreamed of sending yon on such a foolish
errand, at the risk of capture and imprison-
ment."”

As Nelson Lec spoke he drew the girl out
of the passage to Wigmore Street, and led
her along the pavement for a few yards. e
could not but admire her courage and
audacity. Moreover, he knew what had
prompted her to such a desperate deed, and
he felt that there was some excuse for her.

““ I had my suspicions,” he said. “ I was
inclined to think that the raja, not you,
would come here to-night. I expected him
at a later hour, and when I arrived I had
a ghmpse of vou disappearing through the .
skylight over Mr. Judah’s office, At the
time I had just concealed myself in a door-
way yonder in the passage, and I waited
there until you returned.'”

“I will tell you everything,” the Princess
Lativa answered, ‘‘ even if my father be
angry with me.”

“You mneed not,” said Lee. “I know
enough as it is. Your object was to search
for the stolen idol, I am sure. But you did
not find it.”

““No, sahib, I could not find it.
may be locked in a safe that s
office.”

* Possibly it is, though I have my doubts
as to that. If the man Judah had the idol
would he not have called on your father,
or sent word to him?”

“ Perhaps not. My father and I do not
trust thim, for we believe him to be a wicked
and cunning man. It wag through him that
poor Gondal has been arresited. Ile is inno-
sent. It was not he who stole the—"

‘“ Never mind about that., Your faithful
servant will not he long in prison.”

‘““ And you will not have me arrested, too,
sahib? Do you mean it?”

“I have sard so, princess. Fortunagely,
no harm has been done, and therefore you
can go back to the hotel. Tell the raja
what has happened, and tell him also that
L will recover the stolen idol, and that he
must wait in patience until he hears from
me.”’

“ Ife will wait, sahib, knowing it will be
for the best. Oh, how good you are! [
will never forget your kindness!”

There were tears of joy mm the Princess
Lativa’s eyes, and as she was thanking the
detective, expressing her gratitude in fer-
vent words, a cab that was for hire ap-
roached.

~ Nelson Lee stopped it, and helped the girl

Yet it
in the



in, and told the chauffeur to drive her to
the Kenilworth Hotel, And when the cab-
had rolled away he walked slowly in the
opposite difection, his brows knit in con-
jecture,

It was of Mark Judah he was thinking.
He had partly solved the mystery of the
stolen idol, he was satisfied, but in whose
possession  was it now? That was the
problem he had to deal with.

**1 dare say Xipper is at home waiting
for me,” he reflected, “* I wonder if he has

after he had locked the door, but in the
darkness and mist he failed to observe a
youth who was loitering near by.

He did not take any further precautions,
did not once glance over his shoulder,

Satisfied that he was not wunder sur-
veillance, unaware that the detective’s
young assistant was following him, he went
through Christopher Placo to Oxford Street,
where he hailed a cab, and was driven to
Shepherd’s Bush. He left the c¢ab" here,
and a moment later Nipper got out of
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They were struck

.earred anything of importance? I1f not,
I shall have to try again, or I will keep the
curio dealer under surveillance myself, for 1
am confident that my theory is right.”

III.

WHAT NIPPER OVERHEARD.

0 go back a little in the thread of the
story, it was seven o’clock that even-
ing when Mr, Mark Judah left the
shop in Wigmore Street. He bhad

spent a restless day, waiting impatiently for
night to come, and there was a look of
anxiety on his face. Apart from being in a
fiery temper, he was worried and appre-
hensive as well, for he was afraid he had
roused Nelson JLee’s suspicions.

Iie threw a furtive glance around bhim

v“i:h consternation as they saw Jim Kerrigan mount a
bicycle®which he must have concealed in the woods,

i

another one that had stopped a few yards
in the rear,

Warily shadowed by the lad, Mr. Judah
walked along the main road for a shorb
distance, and turned into a street that ran
to the north; and presently, when he had
gone for less than a quarter of a mile, he
turned again into a roomy and squalid
thoroughfare, and entered a tall .tenement
house,

Having mounted two flights of stairs that
wercg dimly lit, he paused by a door, opened

it without rapping, and stepped into a bed-

chamber that was comfortably furnished.
And he had hardly more than shut the door
behind him when Nipper appeared at the
top of the staircase, and glided noiselessly
across the landing, _

Within the room, sitting by a table, with



dark man

a cigaxr in his mouth, was a tall,
of about thirty, with sinister features that

wera clean-shaven. e was well dressed, in
a flashy style, and he wore a diamond pin
in his cravat.

Jim Kerrigan was his name, and he was
a person of some notoriety, though it was
not of an enviable nature.

““ Hullo, Judah!” he said coolly.

With that he sprang to his feet, and stood |

(0 a defiaut attitude, a sneer on ‘his lips, as
tlie curio dealer advanced towards him.
Mark Judah’s cheeks were flushed, and his

fists were c¢lenched. :
he exclaimed. ° You

*“ You scoundrel!”
{Hrt-l},: dog! You—you sneaking, treacherous
Lue!™

* Hold on there!” bade Jim Kerrigan, in
& savago tone. *f Don’t call me names!”’

* It's what you are!” declared Mark
atidab, “ A scoundrel and a cur! A cun-
ning t-rlLl\bt-Ul 1

ke fmn it again, and T'll smash your face
in!  What's wrong with you? Have you
gone mad? What the devil are you talking
about?”’

My idol! Where it?

“You know! is

I've been waiting for you to——"’

“Don’t be in a hurry,” answered the
other,. “ We'll have d talk first. I'm
curious about this business. You didn't

make 1t clear to me, and I'd like you to
throw some light on it now. You picked up

the “idol «t a native bazaar out in India,
you told me."”

“ Yes, that's right,” Mark Judah as-
sented.

*“ Aud you sold it to Mr. Charles Stannard,
of White Lodge, for three hundred pounds.”
Jim Kerrigan went on.
be an ordinary sort of thing.
" have - given five bob for it.
fetch so much money?”

“ Because it is something like a thousand
years old, and there isn’t a duplicate of it
in the world.. T let it go for too little,
fool that I was! I didn't know the value
of it at the time.”

“ { remember what else you told me.
Judah. You said that some weeks after
you had sold the idol a gentleman who had
previously seen it in your window came into
the shop and inquired about it, and offered
you five hundred pounds for it if you would
zet it back. Who was the party?”

‘“ A Mr. Cameron, who lives in Scotland.
ITe iz a wealthy gtntleman and a collector
of antiques,”’

“You knew Mr., Stannard wouldn’'t part
with the idol at any price, so you promised
me two ‘hundred pounds if I would steal it
from him?*’

“ Yes, Jim, exactly.”

“ Why did you insist on my going to
White . Lodge looking like a Hindoo?  Why
-did you rig me out like that,
dress, and a false beard and moustache, and
with my face and thands stained brown?”
.2 To . lend- an atmosphere of Oriental
mystery to the affair, g0 as to divert sus-

I wouldn’'t
Why did it

** It seems to me to

in native.

picion [rom you and from me., That wa3
the reason.’

“ There was no other redwn?”

** No, Jim, there wasn't.”

“ There's one thing I don’y underﬁbzmd,‘f'

Jim- Kerrigan -conbinued. ‘° There huasn't

Y been auny mention in the papers of the affair

at White Lodge, so how did you know that
the idol was stolen on Thursday night?"’

“ Mr. Nelson Lee, the detective, told me,”
Mark Judah answered, I had a visit from
him." :

Jim Kerrigan sbared,

““ Trom Nelson Lee?”’ he said sharply.
“Is he on the case?”
““ Yes;. he has heen employed by DMr.

Stannard.”

“ Why did he call on you?"” :

“To find out where I had bought the
idol. That was all.”

“I'm not so sure, Judah. I shouldn’
wonder if Nelson Lee had his suspicions of
vou.’

“T thought so myself abt first, but T don't
now. If the detective had auspect-ed me he
would have had me watched, but I am
cerfain that I haven't been shadowed at
%uy time. You needn't worry about Nelson
ee.?i

“I hope not. He's the one man I'm afraid
of, and I dou’t mind admitting it.”

There was a brief silence again, The curio
dealer shuffled wuneasily in his chair, and
glanced around the. bedchamber,

“ And now for the idol,” he saaid.

“You shall have it,” Jim Kerrigan re-
plied. ‘* Not for two hundred pounds,
though.”

‘““ How much more do you want? What is
your price?’”’

““* Two t-housand pounds, Judah,
two hundred.’

“ Two-—thousand—pouuds!
Jim!"

Mark Judah wag struck dumb. He drew a
deep breath, and his eyes rolled wildly. e
showed intense agitation, and Jim Kerrigan:
gazing at him closely, shrewdly observed
that he had not named too high a figure.

“ Where is it, then?" he  asked.

“It is in a safe place. I hid it some-
where the night T stole it.”

“On your way back from Bromley?"

““Yes, for fear [ should be caught with

mst-eadI of

You're mad,

itl"
* Curse yon for a cunning rogue!' he
criedd. *‘ You've gobt the better of me!”

“1 know I have,” Jim Kerrigan cheerfully
assented.

“ But you'll get no two thousand pounds
from me.”

“1 think I shall. You will pay mtller
then lose the 1dol: Consider the matter, and
let me hava your answer to-morrow. I will
be at your place at two o’clock in the after-
noon.’

““* I had better co*a here, hadn't 19”

“No 1 prefer to #Ball at your office."”

. I w:ll be risky. Somehody might recog-

| nise youw,"”



‘“ There won’t be any risk of thaif-, Judah, )

for 1 shall be disguised.”

Jim Xerrigan rose as he spoke, and Nipper,
who had overheard all of the a,onversa.mon,
concluded that it was time for him to depar.
He crept downstairs and out of the house,
and walked rapidly towards Shepherd’s Bush,
“thinking of be amazing things he had
Jearned.

““Jim Kerrigan, the crook, known to the
police as the Toff!” he said to himself. ** He
stole the idol and hid it somewhere, and
Mark Judah is going to give him two 'thou-
sand pounds for it. My word, won’t the
guv'nor be pleased!” _ -

. IV,
NELSON LEE LAYS A TRAP.
T half-past one o’clock the next day
Nelson Lee entered the curio dealer’s
thop in Wigmore Street, and, with a
nod to the assistant behind t.he
counter, he went slraight through to the
private "office at the rear.

His appearance was an unpleasant surprise
for Mark Judah. He did not betray any un-
easiness at first, however, He rose from his
desk, a word of greeting on his lips: and
then, as he observed the detective's stern
and cold countenance,. he quailed, and sank
lleamly down again.

** How are "you, Mr. Lee?”™ he 3aid, in a
husky voice. *‘ Take  a chair. You have
some news for me, perhaps, about the queer
business at White Lodge.”

‘““ Quite so0,”” Nelson Lee replied. * Some
interesting news. As a matter of fact, I
have cleared up the mystery so far as re-
lates. to the theft of the idol.” -

“You have cleared it up?”’ asked Mark
Judah. *“* You haven't made g@n arrest?”

**1 have pot, but Inspector Lennard, of
Scotland Yard, has. He took into (.uﬂﬁody
yesterday, at’ the XKenilworth Hotel, in
Ryder Strcet, a Hindoo of the name of
Goudal.” You were mot aware of that, as
. there was no mention of it in the papers.
The imspector blundered, however. The
Ilindoo is innocent.”

“ Then you know \-.110 thc thief is, Mr.
Lee Q2

“I know who beth of them are. There
were two. One actually committed tho rob-
bery, and the other was, in legal language,
an accessory after the fact. The two per-
cons I refer to, Judah, are yourself and Jim
Kerrigan, a crook commonly called the
Toff. >

Every trace of colour ebbed from . Mark
Judah’s cheeks. He stiffened as if he had
rcceived an electric shock, and convulsively
clutehed the arms of his chair. r

** Oh, Mr. Lee, dnnt say that!” he "cried.
“ it isn’t true! It is absurd?!" - Something
must have led you to' suspect me, arid—and
you thought you could frighten me, mto
making a ‘confession! But' you are wrong!
I don’t know the man*you call Jim- ‘Ker-
rigan! I have” never 'seen"him! ‘I have no
knowledge of—— PR e

.

‘““ Don’t lie, you rascal,” Nelson Lee inter-

rupted. ‘‘It is not a question of suspicion
or deduclions. I accuse you of complicity in
the crimo on the strength of positive infor-
mation., When you left your shop last even-
ing you were shadowed by my boy Nipper,
who had been watching you.’

** o followed you to Shepherd’s Bush, and
from therp to the house where you had a
stormy interview with your friend the crook.
He listened outside of the door, and over-
heard all of the conversation that passed
between you and Jim Kerrigan, not miss-
ing a word of 1t.” =

Mark Judah was a picture of guilt and
terror now, ashen grey to the lips. He
gasped for hreath, and pressed his hand to
his heart.

“ So—so0 you know all!” he faltered.

‘““ Yes, everything,” Nelson Lee declared.

‘““Be merciful, sir! It was a strong
temptation, and I couldn’t help yielding to
it. Don’t arrest me! Don’t send me to
prison! Let me off, I beg of you!’'

“1 can’t promise that, Judah. It may be
to your advantage, though, if you make a
clean breast of the affair.” -

“T will, Mr. Lee. I am willing to confess.
I lied to you when you were here before.
It was in the c¢ity of Lalapur, not in Bom-

bay, that I bought the idol at a bazaar.

“ And I did recently have a visit from two
Hindoos. That was some few days ago, One

oave the name Meerza, and the other was

called Gondal.
speaking.

*“It appeared, from his story, that he had
come to this country to search for the idol,
on which he set a high value., It belonged
to him. It had been stolen from his palaee
in India, and he had traeed it to tho bazaar
at Lalapur, and learned that an Englishman
of my mame had bought it.

““ He related how he had found me in
London, and, en hearing that I had sold the
idol to a geut,le;ma,n—l did not say who the
person. was—he offered to pay me five thou-
sand pounds if I would recover it for him.
I promised to do so, and-told him I would
communicate with him at the :
Hotel, in Ryder Street, where he was stay-
ing, in the course of a week,.

“ Knowing that Mr. Charles Stannard
would not part with the idol at any price,
I went to Jim Kerrigan the crook, with
whom I had dealings in the past, and ar-
ranged with him to steal the thing for two
hundred pounds.

“1 sent him to White Lodge that mfrht
disguised as Gondal, the Hindoo who had
been here with the man Meerza. My idea
was to divert suspicion from both of us.

‘““ But that scoundrel Kerrigan played me
false. He did not bring the idol to me the
day after the mbber£ and when I called at
his place last night he demanded two thou-
sand pounds of me, instedd of the two hun-
dred we had agreed on.”

Nelson Lee nodded. It was ]uct as he had

It was Meerza who did the.

Kenilworth =
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suspected. The shrewd deductions he had
made vhad been corroborated by the curio
dealer's statements.

* 1 have told you the truth, sir,”” Mark
Judah continued, in a whining tone. ‘¢ Will
you be merciful, and let me off ?”

“ 1 can’t promise, as I said before,” Lee
replied. “ We won't talk of that now, Jim
Kerrigan is coming here at two o’clock this
afternoon for yvour answer, I believe.”

““ Yes, sir, that’s right. He won't have
the idel with him, though.”

“ 1 know that. But I must overhear the
interview. Whero con I hide, Judah?”

“In that closet, Mr. Lee. It contains a
lot of old rubbish, but there is space enough
for you.”

“ Very well.  Listen carefully to my in-
structions. You will consent to give Jim
Korrigan what he has demanded of you, and
vou will make an appointment with him,
either here or. elsewhere, for the delivery
of the idcl to you, and the payment of
the money to him.”

A1 will do it, sir.

Mark Judah rose.

“ 1t is getting near to two o'clock,” he

You c¢an rely on me.”

added, as he glanced at his watch. ** Ker-
rigan may be a bit early.”

With that he opencd the closet. Nelson
Lee stepped inside, and when the curio

dealer had shub the door he sat down again
at his desk, his feelings now under control.
And shortly afterwards there was a rap,
and Jim Kerrigan walked into the office, dis-
guised by a Ffalse moustache., Mark .Judah
nodded to ‘him curtly, and pointed to a
chair. . i

“ So the thief has come for his ill-gotten
gains,” he remarked, with a scowl

“ None of that kind of talk,” growled the
crook, as he sat dowi.- ** I'm mnot in a mood
for it.” - |

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself,
vou cur!' ssid Mark Judah, who was exult-
ing tn the thought that he was going to set
s trap for shis faithless accomplice,

“ Why should 1 be? You tried to do me
by lying about the value of the idol, and
1 was too sharn for you. But what of our
pusiness deal? Will you pay me the two
thousand pounds?”’

“ Yas, you bloodsucker. I suppose I'l
have to. Not until you hand over the idol,
though.” |

= ’%‘ha,t will be all right. I'll get it fo-
morrow, and bring it there.”

“ At what time?” '

“ Tha same time as to-day. Two o'clock.”

“ Vory weil, Jim, that is understood.
You give me the idol, and I'll pay you the
motey. I'll have it ready in bank-notes.”

There was a pause, Jim Kerrigan was
lighting a cigar. And now, as Nelson Lee
was shifting his position, he unfortunately
brushed his leg against a broken statuetie,
and it toppled over with a dull thud. At
once Mark Judah and the crook leaped to
their feet.
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“It's a trap, you dirty hound!” Jim
Kerrigan cried- with an oath. “ Thero is
somebody hidden in the room!”’ :

With that, letting fly with his fists, he
dealt the curio dealer a 'smashing blow- that
sent him reeling to the wall. As quickly
he wheeled round, and darted from the
office, and the next instant Nelson Lee burst
from the closet.

The crook had stammed shub the commu-
nicating door between tha two rooms, and
he had dashed through the shop and out to
Wigmore Streef, to the stupefaction of the
assistant, by the time the detective had got
the door open. .

Having reached the street, and glanced
to right and left, Lee turned into Christo-
phar Place, and saw Jim Kerrigan running
a dozen yards and more ahead of him.

‘“ Stop thief!” he shouted loudly. * Stop .
thief!" : ‘

There were only two or three people in
the narrow thoroughfare, and they did not
interfere with the fugitive. Kerrigan tore
on as fast as he could, guining on his pur-
suer, and he had disappeared in the crowd
that thronged the pavement when the de-
tective emerged from the passage into
Oxford Street. :

Nothing coild be seen of him. Nelson Lee
looked in all directions, keenly disappointed
by his failure to catch the man; and as he
was standing abt the edge of the pavement,
depressed by the thought that he had lost
the opportuniby of recovering the stolen
idol, a shrewd and cheering nspiration
flashed to his mind.

He pondered it for a moment,-and walked
1':Lpi::}!]}' towards Oxford Circus, sceking for
a cab.

“ By Jove, [ am strongly inclined to think
I am right!” he said to himself. ‘It is
what I should have done with the idol if 1
had been in Jim Kerrigan’s place that mght.
I'll go home and get Nipper, and then we'll
drive down to Scotland Yard in my car,
and pick up Inspector Lennard.” :

V-
PURSUIT THROUGH THE WOODS.

NF}LSON LEE and Nipper arrived at
Scotland Yard in their-car at a little

past three o’clock that afternoon,
and were delayed there by the
absence of I[nspector Lennard.

They waited for more than au hour before
he returned, and it was between four and
five o'clock when they set off on their
errand, accompanied by the inspector, to
whom L¢e had meanwhile briefly related the
trus story of the theft of the idel, and had’
.?I_}.:':!-:en of the suspicion that had occurred to
um.

“They crossedl Westminster Bridge, and ran
quickly to the Elephant and Castle; and
from thery, in threading the main highways
of Somth London, they were compelled to
go slowly.at Intervals, and were frequently

THE
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held up by the traffic
to Lewisham. -

At rapid and steady speed they drove on
to Catford, and from Catford to Bromley,
&udcijt-hence for several miles along a country
road,

And when at length they stopped they
were within less than a mile of White Lodge,
the residence of Mr. Charles Stannard; and,
as nearly as the detective could judge, close
to the spot where he and Nipper had

, until they had got

| scribed?”

LEE LIBRARY |I%

on. this particular spot you have - de-

*“ Because I should have thought of it on
reaching the bridge, I imagine,” Nelson Lee
replied, “if 1 had Dbeen the thief, and
wanted to get md of what I had stolen.”?

“So should I, guv'nor,” said the lad.

“ Well, Lee, you may he right,” Inspector
Lennard continued. ‘' There is a chance of
it. But if you are right perhaps Jim Ker-
ripan came down here at once after he

emerged from the wood on the morning after

escaped from Judah’s shop in Wigmore
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The outer case was remcved and disclosed to view a slightly smaller image
of Brahma made of ebony with a large rare jewel on the forehead.

the robbery, when they had followed the
trail of the man 'who had stolen the idol.

“ Here we are,” he said. ‘““ 1 would like
{0 have a talk with Mr. Stannard, but I
will pestpone that until another day.”

The weather was cloudy, with a touch of
frost in the airn It was drawing towards
evening, and the sun was partly below the
horizon. Leaving the car by the side of
the rozd, Lee and his companions entered
a plantation on the left, and made their way
through it, groping in . purple shadows
amongst the trees and shrubbery.

*“*1t is a pretty far. fetched. theory of
yours, Lee; 1t strikes me,” the inspector
remarked. “ The -idel may be.concealed in-
London, or somewhere in the - woods be-

Street. 1lIe may have got ahead of us. He
would have had time for_ that.”

‘“* I doubt it,” Nelson Lee answered. ‘At
all eveants, Kerrigan would have waited until
night before attempting to—"’

‘““ Hark!” NXNipper interrupted, as a fairp
splashing noise was heard. ** What’s that¥’

They were almost at the end of the
plantation now. They hurried on, treading
softly, and a few seconds later they broke
from the trees on to the open meadow
‘through which the stream flowed,

There it was closa in front of them, spark-
ling in the sunset glow; and a short distance
to the left was the footbridge that spanned
it, just above the deep pool.

tween here and Bromley. ‘Why did you kit

“By Jove, look!” the mspector whispered-
: eagerly. '



Lo

'Jtin Kerrigan.

L‘.._..‘L

THE NELSON

I was right!” Nels son Lee declared. ''1
fliuhl vou [ was!”

On ‘the ncar side of the bridge and below
ub still disguised by a falsé HlOllStdLhe, was
He was standing at the brink

of. the stream, by the pool, hauling on a

stout -cord, to which a hook was doubtless |

"attached,

‘he drew
contaited some bulky object,
-instant,

He had no more than been observed when
from the water a small sack that
and the: next

as he turned to look behind thim,

:he saw the three figures that had cmerged
frum the woods.

Theels,

JAiis pocket.
dow.
-mark,

~avail.

A startled oath burst frem his lips. Tear-
ing the cord from the sack, he threw the
Latter over his shoulder, and took to his
And after him’ went Nelscn Lee and
hiz companions, the detective in the lead.

“I'm afraid we'll lose him, rrm"nor,“ said
Nipper.

‘““ Don’t worry,” Lee replied, lIe can't
et away from us, hard ss he may try

The crook, who had a start of dbDHt thirty
yards, held straight down the open-meadow
at first. He glanced back now and again,
perceiving that Lee and the others were
rapidly gaining on him; and presently, in
despemtmn ihe paused and swung round,
nipped a revolver out, and fired several
shots, all of which missed.

Then, swerving aside, he dashed to the
plantation, and plunged into it. His pur-
suers were not far in the rear of him. They

had glimpses of him running, and heard his |,

floundering tread amongst the fern and

bracken, and the tangled thickset.

He was still well ahead of them, though
they had increased their speed. They ron
faster, but when at length they burst from
the cover, at the edge of the rvad, they
were struck with consternation by what they
saw., Jim Kerrigan mounted a bicycle which
he must have concealed in the woods, and
was .already in flight on it, within a dozen
yards or o to the left.

“There he goes!” exclaimed the in-
spector. ‘ Confound the luck!”
““We've lost him!” cried Nipper. * He'll

have disappeared in some side road before
«we c¢an overtake him in the car! If we omnly
2uad it hiere, guv'nor!” -

Neison Lee had pulled a revolver from
e levelled it and fired, atmning
Crack! The first shot missed the

Crack! = The second report of the
-weapon was followed by a dull explosion,

.The back tyre of the bicycle had been
punctured. The crook skidded, wobbled, and
fell with a crash.

And by the time the crook had scrambled
to his feef, shaken and bruised by the fall,
4he three pursuers were upon him.

His frenzied .efforts to escape were of no
A brief struggle and he was help-
less, his wrists locked in fetlters. He swore
savagely, and this eyes flamed with rage.

““-I'll be even with you one of these days,
Mr. Nelson Lee!" he snarled.

Lee smiled, and shrugged his shoulders.

(—
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Taking up the sack from the ground, he
took feom it first a large stone with which
it had been weighted, aund then the grotesque
little idol. He scrutinised it with keen
Lurmmtv. and replaced it in the sack.

* Come along,” he said, ‘* You and Nipper
feteh the prisouer, Lennard. Our car is
within two or three hundred yards, round
that bend yonder,” he added.
YL
THE FLAMING GOD.

HE police went that night to the pri-
vate residence of Mr. Mark Judah,
with the inteantion of arresting him;
but they found that he had fled,

leaving a note in which he stated that he
had goue abroad, and that it ‘would be
useless to huve him sought for,

The next morning the iurmce_nt- man Gondal
was set free, with apologies from Inspector
Lennard; and in the course of the day
Nekson Lee motore:d down to White Lodga
to see Mr. Charles Stunnard, who, on being
informed of the circumstances, readily con-
sented to part with the idol for the sum
he had paid for it.

Lee kept it 1 his pussessiun, and on the
evening of the following day, he entwt.m:ed

at dinner, at his (!mmberw in the Gray's lun
Road, the Raiah Thakur Sind, his futhflh
retainer Gondal, anrd his d'u.ughter, the

Princess Lativa.

Nelzon Lee related the whole storv to hig
guests, telling why Mark Judah had em-
ployed Jim Kerrigan the c¢rock to ¢ommitb
the rnbbery, anil how the guilt of the two
rogues had been discovered; and at the con-
clusion of his narrative, the party having
finished dinner, the brought the small image
of Brahma from a cabinet, and put it on
Ehet table before the raja, who rose to lis
ee:

Amid hushed silence ‘he picked up the ulul
and, having pressed a secret spring at the
bottom of it, he lifted out the outer case
of painted wood, and disclosed to view
what it had concealed—a slightly smaller
image of Brahma, made of ebony, with a
large and rare Jeweal set in its forehead; a
beautiful stone that was of flame-colour, and
glowed and flittered and sparkled in various
shades of orange. Nelson Lee and the lad
stared at it 1in admiration and bewilderment .

‘““* My word, how wonderful!” exclaimed

Nipper.
‘“It is magnificent,”” he "declared. ol |
have never seen such a jewel before. What

is it called?”

“* It thas no name,” Thakur Sind replied.
“There is not another one like it in the
world, to the best of my knowledge.”

He held the idol up, so that it would eatch
the light; and then. replzcing the outer
shell on zt he sat down again.

‘““And now 1 will tell you, as far as I
can,”” he continued, addressing Lee, * the
history of this treaﬁure, which 1 value so
thighly.

(Continued on page 40.)
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A most valuable and remarkable feature of the Hornby Train is that it can he taken to
pieces and rebuilt just like a Mcccano model. Any lost or damaged parts may be replaced
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(Continued from page 38.)

“~{t iz called the.flaming god, and it has
been in the possession of my family for
cenburies. o

“ According to an old legend a holy fakir,
whs had hospitality for the night at the
palace of one of my ancestors, leit the idol
here as « gift on departing in the morning,
and with it some writing to the effect: that
it had the power of bestowing happiness and
longlife and prosperity. And so indeed it
proved. " . '

‘¢ Through many generations of my race
the. flaming god ‘has been present on the oc-
casion-of a birth or & wedding, and always
‘that which the fakir depicted was verified.
"fhe idol came into my possession when I sue-
ceeded to my iather, who has been dead for
a number of vears; and in the spring of
this year 1 set forth with my daughter
Lativa to travel in the North of India,
where we visited friends of ¢ur own rank.

“ We stayed for a time at the palace of
Nanghar, the young Nawab of Kutch, and
while we were there my daughter was en-
gaged to him, .We were ubsent for three
months, and when we returned home ]I was
told by my faithful Gondal that oune of my
servants, Durga Nath by name, had mysteri-
ously disappeared weeks before, and that
he had been killed by robbers on the out-
skirts of the city of Lalapur. _ 5

“ It was a strange tale, and it roused my
suspicions, I went to the locked chest in
which I huad kept the precious idol, and to
my dismay it was gone. I was in great dis-

tress, and so was my daughter, who was
looking forward to her marriage. Thinking
that the murderers might have disposed

of the flaming god in Lalapur, I sent Gondal
there with a party of troopers to make in-
quiries, and several days later he brought
back news which was better than [ had
expected to hear. -

‘““ He had leafned, with the help of the
English police at Lalapur, that the idol had
been sold to Romesh Ali, a merchant with
a shop 1n one of the bazaars of the city;
and that ghortly afterwards Romesh Ali had
sold it to au Englishman of the name of

THE

Ji THE NELSON _

LEE LIBRARY |liaay

Judah who had stayed for a fime at a hotel
in Lalapur, and was a resident of London,

“ 14 was a long journey to this country,
but I did not hesitate, so anxious was I to
recover the lost treasure,

““ Accompunied by Gondal and my
daugiiter, I crossed the ocean, and came to
London, where I 'had been hefore. We
sought for the man Judah, and we found
him. Meanwhile, however, he had sold the
flaming god to u customer. -

“]1 offered him five thousand pounds. if
he would recover 1t for me, and he pro-
mised that he would do so, and would send
word to me. Such is the story, sahib, apart
from that which you learned yourseif, and
what you have related to me . this .evening
concerning the wickedness of the man Judah
aznd the arrest of the thief.

“mPhat I 8id not accept your offer of
assistance on the day when Gondal was
arrested, was because [ suspected -that it
was the wicked dealer in curios, disguised as
my faithful retainer, who had stolen the idol
from the house in the country. :

1 wished to first get proof of his guiit.
and therefore, believing that the idol was
in hiz possession, I had my daughter break
into his shop to search for it. This was a
foolish and evil thing, I will admit. 1t
would have been better if I had confided in
you,. and told you everything, as I now
realise,”

The raja paused, and impalsively clasped
Nelson Lee's hand.

‘““ You are the wisest and the most clever
of men,” he said, his voice tremulous with
emotion. “ I do not know how to thank
you. It is a great service you have done for
us. Through you the shadow of misfortune,
the dread- we have felt in looking forward
to the future, have passed away.

““ As is the ancient custom, the flaming
god will shed its golden rays at the wed-
ding feast of my daughter and her lover
Nanghar, and will bring happiness and
pro=perity and long life to the young couple.
Never while we live, sahib, will either of us
i})\{'%&t— the debt of gratitude we owe to you.”

EDITORIAL ANNOUNCEMENT.

My DEeAR READERS,

“THY. DEMON WITHIN HIM,” an-
nounced on another page as ngxt week's
coming attraction, is, in my opinion, the
best story I have read for a long time. You
may he surg that you can expect something
particularly” good when next Wednesday
comes round,

Otr TirsT PROBLEM STORY COMPETITION.

In this next number I hope to publish the
names of the prize-winners in our finst
Problem Btory Competition. I have still
- guite a number of theories to read, every-
one of which is receiving my closest at-

-

tention. I am gratified to find so much in-
terest taken in this competition by my
readers, and heartily wish I could award

everyoune who entered a prize.
A PLEASANT SURPRISE,

Now for the pleusant surprise I promised
to tell you about last week, Beginning with
the December 9th issue, I am GIVING
AWAY the first of 2 MAGNIFICENT SERIES OF
REAL PHOTO PLATES of Modern British Loco-
motives, Theze photos are the best I have
ever seen of railway locomotives, and if
any of my chums fails to obtain the whole
of this splendid series, he must not blame
me for not warning him in time.

Your sineere friend,
THY EDITOR.



FRETWORK

FOR PLEASURE OR

PROFIT
The best way of spending the
long winter evenings

FREKEK

Let us introduce Fretwork to
vou. If you s¢nd us your
name and address on a post-
L‘lrd we will gladly send you
a Booklet about Fretwork and
several ' full-size  I'retwork
Pesigns free, :

No. 9 De.wpt
264- 263, Holloway Road, LONDON N. 7

If a.few extra inches

‘HHY BE SHORT? what you need, commebcee

. the Girvan Scicntlﬁc Treatment at once. Students
~ report from 2 to 5 . inehes increase. You wiil
work, eat, and qlee,p better. Sénd p.c. for par-
twul.n-s, and £100 guarautee, to Enguiry Dept.,
A.M.P. 17, Stroud Green Road, London Nid.
DRO list ‘of Sportiig goods,
which will be sent free.

FRANK CLARKE, Crown Works.
6, WHITTALL ST. BIRMINGHAM.

GHEAT MUSIGAL DISBOVERY

are

us a card for our illustrated

Pocket In-
strument that plays
in all. keys as per-
fectlyas a violin with-
The only British-
Post free,

Ra.nge. 34 Dcta.vea

~out the laborious study of scales,

made Pocket Instrument on the market.
- with full instructions, 1/9. Better quality, 2/9, from
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FUN FPOR ALL. Ventriloquist’s Volce Instru-
ment, Jnvisible, Astonishes, Mystifles. Imitate
Birds, Beasts, etc. 1/- P.0. (Ventriloguism
Treatise included). Ideal Co., Cleveland, SOM.

is all you pay for a superbly
made Mead Gramophone
with massive solid oak /&
cabinet, gigantic rich- /&
ly coloured horn, /&
extra large motor
and unusually loud

sound Reproducer,

Sent packed free,

andcarriagepaidon

Your money refunded NG
if not satisfied., Ex-
quisitely designed Port-
able Hornle&s and
Table-Grands in solid
mahogany, beautifully
hand polished, at 40%
below Shop prices,

Write
for
LISTS

Co. (Dept G105 ) Birmingham *

“NERVES” HANDICAP YdQU

O MAKE MONEY

to be & success in business or sécial
life, to gct ¢he real "happiness and joy
out of life you must have celf—conﬁdence
and nerve control. 'Nerve to do any-
thing ; to face anyone without flinching ;
to be seli-possessed 3 never at a loss for
words to express yoursclt; never *‘‘tongue-
tied,’> The Healthy-Nerve Strong are 1the
winners in the buattle of life. Nerve Weakness,
Blushing, Self-consciousness have kept many a-
vood man and woman ** down and out.” Are
you a victim to nerve weakness ? If so the day
—YOUR DAY has arrived to get free of your
handicap. You can be cured permanently in
7 days, gain nerve control, self assurance, and ;v
Personality that will make others respect and
admire you, Write this minute for free particu-
Iars will be willingly sent privately. Address,
ROOM SIX, 12, All Saints Rd., St. Annes-on- Sea.

j Send  for

FREE
GIFT!

BIFF-BALL oo
FREE ILLUSTRATED LIST of all the latest

Indoor Sports and Gamez—Racing, Foothall,
Structator, Cricket, Home Cinemas, Ltc

1 Roulex Top sent Freeto every Purchas't ol a
Biff-Ball.
THE VICTOR CO.
81, CHANCERY LANE, LONDON, W.C.2.

S/~

Monte Carlo, L

PPost a card now to—
(Dept. 3),

When replying to Advertisers please mention « Nelson Lee Library,”
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The reason why you can build such wonderful modcla as
this Crane with Meccano ‘is that every part is a real en-
gincering piece, all perfectly designed and accurately made.
“You never come to the end of Meccano fun, The youngest
boy can begin to build the noinent he gets his outfit home.
FUH [\*suwcuow ZA big ilustrated Book “of Instruc- .-

tions goces W1tl1 each Outﬁt mal{mcr everything per-
fectly ClRAr. writ wewos s " ]
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OK

This is a beautiful new_ book which ﬂhm'.a
boys how to cnjoy every minute of their
leisure hours. It is beautifully illustrated,
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6 monthly mthmcutq of 2'-vach, CINEMA : FILMS, MAGH""ES Spools,
"Guaranteed 3 years. Chain offered Screens, Slides, etc. - Lvervthing stocked for
~Frea with every wateh.. Cash re- the Amateur, 50-it, Sample ]"iIm 1,3 Post Free.

turned in full if dissatisfied. Send ) Q ¥
3/ now .to" Simpson's Ltd 100-ft, 2/3 Post Free, = Stamp “for *1llustrated

TR ] | Lists.—TYSON & MARSHALL' (Dept. A))
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FREE FUN 3 Our Junny Novelty, causipng
o Roars of Laughter, FR"EE
YOU CAN BE:TALLER, (6 ol sending 17 tor 1o
Cute Conjuring Trlcks 250 Riddles, 18 G"I.me‘i. 5
You can ’n.dd 2 3 or more inches to z,our -Funny Recitations, 10 Funns I{earlings 73- Toasts, «
height: Its simp]e harmless. -~ Write for full |.21 . Monologues. J‘."entﬂlommm Ete, - Thousanids
particulars, " FREE --I._'£:]-: «. EDISON, 51, | delightedl. Great Fun! «C. HUGHES, 15, Wood
church St.,, South Shore, Bla.ckpool , Street,” Edgbaston, Birmingham, -ss-e +
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l'hadﬂéuls?nihl.ee Library.” Pen Coupon. 'Value 2d ggﬂ;g‘a,ﬁgﬁ R e AL L GBS, 7,,
%ﬁg I'l%et eSPBaEOF%?s “::_Tg ﬂmgleei dsnter:t to | 20 stamps Free to applicants for approvals en-
E.C,4, . You will receive by return a quﬂﬁﬁfd closing_postage. 10 Nvassa Pict.,”9d.; 25 Frc,ncl:
British-Made l4ct Gold Nibbed ' Fleet Fountajn | - COIS-: 7d.: 20 ‘:\‘-Hﬂ!idi 10 Argentine, 4d.;

Pen, value 10/6 (Fine, Medium or Broad nib), Russia, 4d.; 10 Finland, 4d.—JIMENEZ, 14.

1f .only -1 coupon is sent, the price is 39, 24 | Scotney Street, Peterboraugh
being allowed for each extra coupon up to six.

{P{:-ckgtd Chpgdd) Slat?factiogﬂgumag}e#d or cash Re sure and mention (o THE NELSON
returne . Specia ew er our O 1
Name In gilt letters on either pen for 1/- extr?n L‘E'—' LIBRARY " when communlcatmg

Lever Self-filling Safety Model, 2f- extra. ' with advertisers.

. e

Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Préss (1922), Ltd.
Flestway House,: Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4. Subscription Rgtﬂs Inland, 13/-. p}ér annu'!tga
6/6-for .six ‘months. Abroad, 11/- per anoum; 5/6 for six months. Sole Agents for South
Africa: The Central News Agency, Limited. Sole Agents for Australia and.New—Zealand: Mossrs.
“Gordon & Goteh, Limited; ‘and for Camda 'The Imperial News Company. Limited.

No. 390. T DX Nov. 25, 1922,




