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An Incident from. This Week's
Story :—

*THE BOY WHO COULDN'TLIE!*  §

THIS SPLENDID SCALE MODEL OF A
STEAM LOCOMOTIVE MAY BE YOURS!

Turn over the cover and see how you may win it.
(Pholograph by couriesy of Messrs. BASSETT-LOWKE, Lid.,
the nofed engine model makers)
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A “TWELVE GUINEA” LOCO. MODEL FOR YOU'!

This is'the Handsome Prize you see on the cover which is offered

to cur readers ia a

SIMPLE AND ATTRACTIVE |
STORY VOTING COMPETITION

BEGINNING THIS WEEK. )

—

.

i

THE PRIZE OFFERED

SCALE WORKING MODEL
STEAM LOCOMOTIVE,
MIDLAND RAILWAY EXPRESS,

‘“ Deeley '’ Compound Type.

- Complete with Railway Track, made by the
noted model-makers,

Messrs. BASSETT-LOWKE, Ltd.

Details of construction:—

FRAMES of Planizhed Steel late with
Foot-plating, Spiashers, and Buffer Beams of
" ~imilar material, all ornamental work being
machine pressed.

WHEELS.—Scale Model and in cast-iron.
On steel axles running in brass bearings.

BOILER.—The Boilers are of the plain
cviindrical  pattern, baving large water
capacity, and made of brass throughout.
Tested to 45 1b pressure, and fitted. with
Flame Guard for Lamp.

CYLINDERS _ AND MOTION.—Standard
Piston Valve Cylinders with Scale DMode!
Connecting and Coupling Rods.  Eccentrics
inside the wheels and Reversing by lever iu
Cab. Al Exbaust Pipe: lead to Chimney,

FITTINGS.—Covered Safety Valve, Bell
Whistle, Spring Buffers, Try Cock. Regula-
tor in Cab, Vaporising Spirit Lamp and
Steam Superheater,

LUBRICATION.—The Cylinders are lubri-
cated by special automatic lubricator in
smoke-box (the door of which is made to
open) with Regulating Cock.

TENDER.—The Tender is of standard pat-
tern. On 6 Scale Wheels with Steel I'rames
and Tanks and Cast Dummy Springs on

Axla Boxes,

- FINISH.—The
throughout in
M.R. practice.

model i3 hand-enamelled
accordance with the latest

| coupons,

THE COMPETITION

Begins this week and ends with issue datedd
Japuary 27, when a list of the seven St.
Frank’s stories to be voted for will appear
Oon a coupoll.

All you have to do is to place the fizures
1, 2, 3, 4. 5, 6, or 7 in the blanks provided
on the coupon against the titles of the
stories according to how you consider they
rank in order of merit, putting the fizure 1
against the story you like best, the figure 2
against the story you like second best, and
80 on. Where you like two or more stories
equally, piace the same numbers against them
according to their position with the other
stories.

All the listz will be totalled, and from
this a comparative list will be drawn up re-
presenting the general voting of all com-
petitors. The competitor whose individual
voling most nearly. corresponds to the general
voting will he declared the winner.

———agy,

AIMPORTANT!—A  =small counpon bearing
title of story and date of issue will appear
every week during the competition usually

on the back of the *‘ Answers’” tag, but
this week it will be found at the foot of
the last page of the hook. There

small coupons must be cut out and enclosed
with the final voting coupon.
Competitors may send in as many attempts
as they like, provided each attempt is ac-
companied by the required number of

The model will he on show this week for one week

A

at, Kitchensides, Newsagents, 8},

- Elcetric Avenue, Brixton, London, S.W., and Messre.  Bassett-Towke, Lid, 12 X High: -~

Haolborn, Londen, W.C,



A Topping Long Complete Story of
School Life and Detective Adventure
at St. Frank’s College, introducing
NELSON LEE, the famous School-
master Detective, NIPYER, the popular
Remove Skipper, and many other well-
known characters.

(RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER)

CHAPTER I.
A GOLDEN OPPORTUNITY.

€6 LEAR out ! ” said Kenmore curtly.
‘ * Begein® your pardon, Master Kenmore——"’

1 “ Get out of here!”

| Simon Kenmore, of the Sixth Form at St. Frank’s, was not in the
'+  swectest of tempers. And Tubbs, the Ancient House pageboy, regarded the prefect
1" rather uncertainly. He knew Kenmore of old, and had no special desire to receive
v a book in his face.

| It was evening, and rain was pouring down in torrents outside. The wind
p howled with the force of a powerful gale, and quite a number of chimneys in the
. Ancient House were behaving badly. :

Kenmore's was one of the culprits. Smokc and soot had been blowing into his
study for hours, and he was irritable in conscquence. No matter what he did,
the chimney refused to behave itself. .

“Why in the name of thunder don’t you go ? ”” demanded Kenmore impatiently.,
“ 71 don’t like the look of your face, Tubbs—it upsets me ! Clear off before 1 get
my boot to you!” -

“ Sorry, Master Kenmore, but there's a gent askin' to sce you 2
**What ?
“ A gent, sir—name of Frayne =

“Frayno !’ exclaimed Kcnmore quickly. ¢ Harold ¥raync ?

“ Yes, Master Kenmore.”

“ Then Whi’ the deuce didn’t you tell me before ? *’ shouted the prefect. *° Harold
Frayne ! Well, I'm hanged! Bring him in here at once, vou silly young idlot !

Why didn’t you bring him wjth you at first 2 ”
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““]1 didn’t know as how the young gent ! months earlier. He was the son of one of

might be welcome, sir,” said Tubbs. ‘* There
is gents as yeu don’t care to ’ave come to
thae school, 2

““ That’s enough!”’ interrupted the Sixth
Former. * Show Mr. Frayne in!”

Tubbs vanished, and Kenmore paused in
front of the mirror to tidy himeelf up a
bit, and te smooth his hair. The prefect
was nef one of the most likeable fellows in
the Ancient House. Oun the contrary, he
was a bully and a cad, and a great heliever
in going the pace whenever he had the
chance. - .

= Harol& Frayne!” he murmured. “1
wonder what on earth that youmg fool wants
with me? If he’s come 'to borrow money,
there’l be mnothing doing. He cleared me

of thirty bob the last timo we played
pOkeT!” =
Before Kenmore could think further on

the pleasant subjeet of poker, the door
opened, and Tubbs ushered the visitor into
the study. Harold TYrayne was a weedy
youth of about nineteen—only slightly older
than Kenmore, but looking younger. Ile was
narraow-chested, attired in the height of
fashion, and his chin appeared to cease be-
fore it reslly started. - 3 e

““ What-ho, Kenny!”’ he exclaimed, with a
wag of his cane. ** How goes it? The very
deuce of an evening outside. Raining like
thunder, ard all the rest of it. I wouldn't
have come, only I'm clearing off to London
by the last frain.”

“ Glad to see you, anyhow,” said Ken-
more. ‘‘ That’s all right, Tubbs; you can
buzz off. What’s the idea, Hal? It must
have been something pretty important to
bring you from Bannington in this filthy
weather.” '

Frayne sat down, and languidly produced a
cigarette-ease. o had already divested
rmeelf of a dripping mackintosh, |

“ Well,” the faet 1is, it’s about The
Shanty,” he observed. * Have a cig.? (Good!
"That's tha order! Now, what was I saying?
Oh, yes, The Shanty! I decu't know if you've
ever been there?”

“1 don’t know what you're talking
about,” said Kenmore.

“ My dear chap, of course mnot!” =aid
Frayne. ““I.never told you, did 1? As you

know, my people live in Baunnington—big
pots, and rich landowners—eh? Well, you
sce, we've got a cute little bungalow tucked
away among a lot of willows on the banks
of the River Stowe.- 'This bungalow is
about a mile from Bannington on this side,
and not far from the main road.”

“Yow're pretty long-winded!”’
more.

“ Sorry!” went on Frayne. ‘' As a matter
of fact, it’s a bore to tell the yarn at all.
I loathe this sort of thing.”

. I'rayne leaned back, puffed at his cigar-
ette, and Kenmore watched him. The pre-
fect’s visitor was mot very strong on brain
power, as anybody could sce Wwith one
glance at his face.

Kenmore had made friends with him some

sald Kean-

the big families who lived near Banning--
ton, and as he had plenty of cash to throw
about, Kenmore had no objection to his
company. As a rule, I'rayne lost heavily ad
cards, and so his friendship was welcome.

““ About this bungalow!”’ went on the
visitor. ‘* It’s quite a jolly little place, you
know. The pater got it especially for use
in the summer time—boating, and fishing and
swimming, and all thit kind of thing. Buf,
of course, in the winter time, it’s not much
cop. The governor’s paid scme chap to look
after the show, but we're not quite certain
that he's reliable. So we’d like you to- do
us a favour.”

“0h!” said Kenmore. .

“ Not much, old chap—a mere trifle, in
fact,” said Frayne. ** The faect is, I want
you to pop round teo the bungalow now and
again, just to =ee if everything’s all serene.
Do you get me, Steve? Just take a look
r?}und, and keep your eye open, and that’s
all,”

*“Mang it, I'm not a caretaker!”
Kenmore gruffly, ‘‘ And how can I get in?”

“ I brought the key—the duplicate key, as
a matter of fact,” said Frayne. ** The care-
taker’s got the other, and the pater’s told
him that you might be popping in at inter-
vals. That'll keep the old rufian up fo
the scratch, even if you don’t go at all.”’

“Oh, 1 see!”

“But the real reason I popped along to
cea you was this,” went on Frayne, ‘' Since
the pater wants you to do him this little
favour, there’s no reason why we shouldn’t
return the compliment. I’'ve got an idea
that you have a bit of a difficulty in having
a good time of it?”

“ What do you mean?”’ |

“ Well, cards, smoking, and things like
that,” said Trayne. ‘“I've heard the
mzasters are pretty hot on  you. It's
deucedly awkward to go to a hotel for a
spree—and risky, too. So you teld me, any-
way. Well, there it is. Do you get the
idea?”? .

““Do you mean that I can use this bunga-
low as I like?' asked KEenmore, with a
sudden show of interest. . s

'“ Well, not absolutely,” said the other.
‘““ Hardly as you like, c¢ld fellow. But
there’s no earthly reason why you shouldn’t
gather a few of your pals together and have
a spree now and again. That’s the wheeze,
You’'ve got the key, and there are plenty
of lamps there, and oil—and coal, and every- -
thing else.. If you like, you can have a
little champagne supper, or something of
that kind. I mean, it doesn’t matter to
me—not 2 jot. And I thought it would be a
nice, private little retreat to buzz to- whea

sald

-you're fedling a-Bit fed up.” Y

Kenmore’s eyes were sparkling.

“ 1 say, that’s jolly decent!’’ he exclaimed.
‘““ Yes, rather! A place like that will be.
thundering handy, I can assure you. Wae
do hold card parties in the studies here, but
they're always pretty ghastly. What -with

| being on edge in ease a master pops along,



and having to keep the door closed
case the qmﬂke getm out, the uuovmelnt is
‘a bit ruined.”

“ Well, at the Shanty, you would be able
to do just as you liked,” =aid I‘rayne.
“ Of course, I'll expect you to treat the
place decently—no-need to start any rough
atuff with the furniture and effects.”

““Oh, you can trust me to look after it
well,” siid Kenmore. *“ Thanks awfully,
Hal. It's jolly decent of you to give me
the chance. 1 can see thwt we shall enjoy
oirselves in the new term.’

‘““The new term?”

““ Weil, the Christmas holidays will begm
in a few days, so I don’t suppose we shall
have much chance  until afterwards,” said
Kenmore, “Gad, it'll be something to
luok forward to! Good man!”

- Harold Frayne beamed, and they chatted

on other subjects—including horse racing,
steeplechiasing, <cards, and smilar {opies.
And after zbout half an hour Jrayne tcok

his departure.

He had hamded over the key of the hunga-
low before going, and Kenmore sab in his
study, thinking, for some little time. It was
still comparatively early in the evening.

The door of the prefect's study opened,
and Grayson, of the Iifth, looked in.

““ Anvthing doing?”’ he inquired.

“ Well, there might be,” said Kenmore.
“ There's no telling. It all depends if
‘Hodder is willing. He’s been changing a
bit lately, and I think we've got him all
righd "'

Grayson entered the study, and closed the
doot.

“1 heard youn had
marked casually;

““Yes—that young ass, TFrayne,” =gaid
Kenmore. “You’ ve heard me talk about
him, haven't you? By gad! Why q.hould
wo wait till after the holidays? WLy not
geb up a little party for to-morrow night?
It would a decent wind-up to the term. ”

‘“Ib would; but I don’t know what you're
talking about!” said Grayson.

Kenmoro explained with much ‘relish.
Grayson and Shaw, of the Fifth, were two
of his best pals, and kindred spirits when it
came to card playing and smoking. Gray-
son was overjoyed.

““The fellow's .a brick!”
siastically.

visitor,” he re-

s
s

he said enthu-

our existence there! Nobody to spy on us
—nobody bothering in any way!"

“ Exactly!” said Kenmore. “We can
smoke as much as we want, have money
lying all over the table, aud we can even
go to the length of champagne. How about
getbing up a supper party for to-morrow
evening? You Kknow—a regular supper,
with cards to follow?”

itayson’s eyes sparkled.

“I've been longing for something like
that all the term!” he exclaimed. *‘ Yes
ratther! We'll do it, Kenny. But we sha.ll

need a few cther clmps you know, A party

** A bungalow—all to ourselves!:
Why, man alive, we can have the time of
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| pened that they were
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of that sort isn't much good unless there
are a decent few.”

Kenmore looked thoughtful for a moment.

“ Well, there’s Shaw and MHodder—taat
makes four,” he zaid.~ *1 don't know so
much about any others in the Sixth. I
wouldn’t trust them to keep the thing

secref. They're mostly a lot of snobs and
hrpocrites.™
"Same  in the Iifth," said Grayson.

““ OF course, there's FFullwood and his gang

- ——

“ Juniors!”’  exclaimed Kenmoro CORN-
temptuously. |
“ What's that matter?” >

“It wouldn't do; they couldn’t keep the
vhing quiet.” |

““Oh, yes, they could,” said the Yifth
Former, * Fullwood and his crowd are
pretty hot stuff, on the quiet; and, after all,
they're not much younger than we are.
Only about a couple of years. And for their
own suzkes they wouldn’t breathe a word.”

““Yes, of course, there's that about it,”
admitted Kenmore. ‘“ The young asses
wouldn’t dare to ftalk, would they? It

would mean the sack for them right enough
—or a frightful flogging, anyway. Besides,

we shall hold other parties next term, and
they'll want to join in, too.”
“Just my argument,”” agreed Kenmore.

*“1 say invite them.”

“ Good enough—I will!” agreed Kcomore.
“Oh, but wait a minute.  What about
funds?” -

The Tifth Former grimaced.

“ That's just the dd.shed trouble,”” he said.
“ I've only got about thirty bob until the

week-end—thirty -bob doesn’t last long
at » champagne supper. Still, it's all
right; I'll borrow a quid off Shaw. He's

roiling n funds just now. And those kids
in the Remove are pretty wealthy, too. 1
know for a fact thay Fullwood’s going about
with a fiver on him. He and his pals. have
been having a bit of luck in betting, or
something like that.”

““ Oh, well, that's all right,” said Kenmore.
‘““ 1If they've got money, we'll allow them to
join in. And, 25 you say, the more the
merr:er. The thing’ll be a frost if we don't
have seven or eight.”

“T suggest we call a meeting at once, and

sebtla it,”” said Grayson,
The idea was adopted.

Half an hour later Kenmore’s study was
well filled. The Tifth Form was represented
by Grayson and Shaw of the College House
and Sims of the Ancient House. The
Sixth Form contributed XKenmore and
Parkin. Hodder major had not beeun asked
—a3 he was considered rather uncertain.
For Hodder was inclined to be a decent
chap, and therefore out of his element with
these others.

The Remove fellows consisted of Ralph
Leslie Fullwood and his two bosom chums,
Gulliver and Bell. Merrill and Marriott
would hiave been invited, but it so hap- -
nearly broke, and
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therefore worthiess as far as {this affair
" wag concerned.

** What's #he idea?” asked Tullwood
languidly.

-““You'll see in a few minutes,”” replied

Kenmore. ** You Remove kids ough’o to be

thinking yourselves confoundedly Tucky to be

invited: at-all, Now, lock here! There are

ugnt of us here, and I fancy we're all
retty well in funds. What do you say to

;1, llttia champagne supper to-morrow even-

Ing, with ecards and smoking to follow?”

O Good!”

‘“ Jolly fing idea!™

“Yed, but where ean we drink cham-
pagne?”’ asked Fullwood.- *“It’s a rippin’

idea, but I don’t see how it can be wangled

‘“ Then I'll tell you,” interrupted Kenmore.

As briefly as possible, he went into the
facts of the case,
finished, his listeners were absolutely cn-
thusiastie.

“ Why, it’s terrific!” e*{clalmed TFullwood,
with glittering eyes. t’s a half- hohdw
to-morrow, and we can spend most of the
afternonn in gettin’ reddy I vote we have
the supper at about six o'clock, so that we
can -have a clear two hours' game after-
wards.”” -

‘““It’s all right; v,e’ll arrange those de-
tails later,” said Kenmore. * But I’ve just
‘been glanung at the prices of things in
the Stores-catalogue. It’ll cost us at least
cight quid to do the thing properly. My
idea is for us to contribute a pound each.”

““ Good encugh!” said Grayson. ° Here’s
my quid!”’

-All the other fellows handed over a simi-
lar amount.

“You can’t go wrong hy doing th:s <
caid Kenmore, as ‘he folded up the notes.
¢ I shall be able to get an hour off in the
morning. Being a prefect I can easily
make some excuse for going into Banning-
ton. I'll order the grub, and the cham-
pagne, and all the rest of it, and tell them
to deliver the goods by folu' 0 clock And
I know just the man to go to.

And, as all the details of the matter were’

r;cttled the little party broke up. They
WEre looki.ng forward with great anticipation
to tha morrow.

But they didn’t know what TFate had in
store!
——
CHAPTER 1I.
A VERY FOUL BVENING.

: RCHIE G&GLENTHORXNE
A sipped his tea, con-

tentedly.

_ ““The fact is,
Phipps, you're improving,”
h¢ observed, as he set the
cup down. “I mean to say,

thls cup OI tea is the real goods. - Absolutely
prime and full-blooded, as it were. Bravo.
Phipps!  I- should llke to remark, mthout
upsetting your mental sway, that you're a
Bon*e.wlmt brainy cove!”

And by the time he had |

LEE Ligﬁng WER

said Phipps smoothly.

*

sir,
and helped himself to0 a

“Thapk you,

Archie nodded.
piece of toast.

It was tea-time on the following evening,
and instcad of the weather improving, it
had gradually become worse. The gale of
the previous might had continued, and now
it was roaring and buffetting round the old -
school in a moest determined, . vigorous
manner.

And with it came torrents of rain—rain
had been pouring down since daybreak, and
even football had been stopped. The
Remove was rather upseft, bccause an jm-
portant match had been fixed for this par-
ticular afternoon. With Littte Side like a
morass, play had been out of the question.

Not that this affected Archie. He had
spent the afternoon in his own study—read-
ing, dozing, and lounging in froni of the fire.
Archie was mot the kind of fellow who
exerted himself needlessly.

“Yes, Phipps, I'm dashed pleased!”” went
on Archle ““On a foul evening of this kind
a chappie needs sundry quarts of the good

'nld ‘brew to shove the tissues into full work-

ing order. Gadzooks! Cast your ear towards

‘the north-west corner, laddie! The wind

howleth frightfully!” | )
** The evening  is very rough, eu*, said

Phipps. “1 hear that some pqrts of the
country lanes are aetually flooded.”

“'That's rather the limit, what?"” .

‘“Well, one could hardly expect anything
else, sirt,” said Phipps. ‘‘ The rain has been
continuous for over twenty-four hours. Is
there anything further you would requtre,
sir?’”’

Archie looked round

“ As a matter of abmlute fact, no!"” he

replied. ‘I rather fancy the \oung_master
is well supplied. However, we will see,
Phipps. Life is inclined to be. dashed

monotenous these days. I mean to say, a
chappie simply shoves in a few hours at
classes, and then proceeds to hang about
nntil the mext spasm begins. Rain, Phipps,
is dashed good. But, to put it neatly, a
chappie hardly likes t{] have slabs of the
heavens rbungve:c'l at him in lumps!’

‘“T agree, sir, that the weather cond:t:ons
are inclined to be deplorable,” said Phipps.
“0Oh, by the way, sir. -There is one little
pomt I should care to mention—although,
begging your pardem, gir, I hme no wish to
offend. -

Archie adjusted hiz monoele. '

““ What ho!"” - he ohserved. “ Thig, as it
were, is a kind of pre]iminary. It’s no good,
Phlpps I know you! There's something on
vour chest; something that needs to burst
forth. ‘Speak laddie! Allow the . words of
compiaint to flow forth in an untramelled
condition. The young master is listening.”

“With regard to your hair, sir "

= tht—mfhat p? mterrupted Archie,
rising, and gazing at himself in the mirror.
“I mean to say, the thatch? What about
it, Phipps? I rather thought that the old

| roof was looking somewhat priceless!”
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I was merely about to suggesb sir, that } with approval.

.this is your hair-dressing day,” said Phlpps
** 1 should advise you to visit Bannington at
the first opportunity. The hair is somewhat
untidy at the rear.” '

" Archie looked absolutely startled.

** Bub this is ghastly, Phipps!" he ex-
claimed in a hollow voice. *“ 1 mean, You
absolutely put me off my stroke. Untidy,
what? Trat's about the last straw, Phipps.
A chappie snnply can't go about looking un-
tidy. Absolutely not! I positively shudder
to think of it, In fact, I might even say
that the tissues are ws:bl,} wilting under
the strain.”

Phipps allowed himself to smile.

*“The anatter is hardly as serious as that,
Master Archibald,” he said. ** I merely men-
tioned the matter— "’

““ Enough!” interrupted Archie, holding
up his hand. ¢ Further conversash. is need-
less. 1 go to Banningtom!” -

“T would suggest to-morrow, sir.”

‘“ I'mposs., Phipps, absolutely positively
imposs.!” interrupt—ed Archie firmly. * Great
guudueca, and what not! Do you seriously
suggest, old tulip, that I should wander
through life for another twenty-four hours
with yards of hair growing like fungus at
the rear? Absolutely not, Phipps! I go to
Bapmington!”

* But the weather, sir—-"'

“The weather may be poisonous; it may
be absolutely ghastly in no less than five
different variations, but I will brave the fury
of the elements, Phipps!” exclaimed Archie.
“1 will eet forth and stagger into the cold,
clammy night. In other words, the bnght
. 3pots for me, Phipps! Within ﬁve minutes
1 shall trickie away to catch the old
local—"’ '

“ Please let me dissuade you from such a
decision, sir!”" exclaimed Phipps quickly.
“{ would not have mentioned the matter
if I had thought that you would take it so
much to heart. Your hair is quite tidy, and
a short delay will make no real difierence.”

“ Absolutely!” said Archie. ‘I mean, ab-
aolutely tie reverse! Certainly not! I am
going into Banningtom, and I shall arrive
bactk by the later train. Dash it all, I'm
pot made of jelly! I shan't ooze away.
Kindly bring in mackinfoshes, goloshes, and
all the rest of the weather-defying
mabterials!”’

Archie’'s mind was made up, and Phipps
knew very well that he would never be able
to alter it. When Archie was really firmly
fixed upon any matter, no amount of argu-
ment would prevail upon him. He mtenseh
disliked wet weather, but he positively hated
Iooking untidy.

“ At least, sir, you will sallow me fo ring
up the garage in Bannington, eo that a car
may be sent,” suggested Plipps. * The- ex-

pense will be rather high, but I do not think:

that that is a matter for concern.”
Archie adjusted his monocle again.

“ Well, now you come to mention it, the
-scheme is somewhat fruity!” he e‘:clmmed

| him to continue the journey.
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“1 might even say, Phipps,
that the brain department has obviously
been working overtime. Good lad! Trickle
forth and see¢ about it. Slide to the old
teleplhione and muke sundry arrangements.”

“ Yery gzood, sir.'

Phipps ‘was absent for about ten. minutes.
When he cntered Archie's study again, the
genial asa of the Remove was surveying "him-
self in the mirror with some show of concern.

*“ Oh, here you all are!” exclaimed Archie,
“ And 23 a matter of fact, here I all
am! During your abseunce, Phipps, 1 have
been surveyving the old reflection. I have
been thinking of this, and I have been think-
ing of that. Absolutely! And I have come
to the conclusion that the youmz master
looks somewhat foul!”

* I regret, sir, that the garage has no car
avalla.b]e,' said Phipps. _

“ Great Scott ! 'gacped Archie, “In other
words, my only sainted aunt! But, Phipps:
What, I mean to say, is the good of a bally
garage if there are no cars available? 1
mean, what's the good of these dashed
places? 1 am :mlmed to believe that Ban-
mington is in need of a somewhat severe
joit. These-business chappies require speed-
ing up. As they would say in America, the
blm‘htem could do with sundry injections of
pep, and all that Kind of stnff’”

““I am afraid you are right, sir.’ -

“ Absolutely!” said Archie.. * So it re
imains for me to dash out into the cold wet-
ness. Gadzooks! How pgoes  the time,
Phipps? 1 me:in to say, I shan't cateh that
bally train vatless [ do a counsiderable ‘amount

of -peed'

““T ain afraid it will be a close shave,’
said Phipps. “In fact, I hardly think it |
possible for you to catch the train now. I
should, therefore, suggest putting the matter
oft 11-
“ That's what I call rotten—not only rot-
ten, but inclined to be putiferous!’ inter-
rupted Archie severely. ** I am disappoiated,
Phipps. I didn't think it was in you. You
stand here, talking, engaging the young
master ic mile after mile of ﬂhat and youn,
know bally well that the train is buzzmrr
away. The trick, as it were, is dirty!”

And Archie, without waiting for Phipps to
reply, shot out of the study with unbounded
energy He meant to go to Bannington
now, and nothing would stop him, even it
he had to walk.

He was saved from this misfortume, for he
arrived at the stalion just in time to cateh
the local ‘train, which, by great good luck,
was five mjnutes late. And in spite of a
heavy mackintosh and goloshes, Archie was
very wet. He was smothered in mud, foo.

For the rain was pouring down in pllslleas
torrents, and the roads were running like
rivers of mud. - On three distinet occasions,
“Archie had paused on the way -down to the
station. And on each of these occasiong he

| nearly decided to go back.

There was only one thing which caused
And this one
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thing was the thought' of Phipps’ quict]

gmile. Archie eould see it on the wvalet’s
face. A smile which meant mueh. And the
junior had squared his shoulders against the
wind, and walked on.

He was glad of it now that he was in the
rain.

t“ Yes, by Jove, I'll show the <chappie!”
Archie told himself, ‘" He’s absolutely ex-
"pecting me to crawl back like the bally

Prodigal Son. DBut when I stream into the
old study again I'll have the dashed laugh
over him. Streaming, by the way, is rather
good. 1 mean to say, I shall be positively
pouring!” .

After all, thinking of bad weather is far
worse than being out in it.
listening to the rain and the wind, aund
decides that the weather isn't fit for a dog
to be out in.” But once outside, tramping
through the mud, thinge don’t seem half so
had as one feared.

"And now that Archie was fairly on the go
he was quite happy. He rather revelled in
the whole business. But it must be admit-
ted that he was dreadfully disappointed
when he arrived at the hairdresser’s. For
the establishment was closed. Aud Archie
gazed at it blankly. ‘ .,

‘He had walked down briskly from the
station, passing along deserted streets. The
very High Street itself was practically devoid
of human ivhabitants, and most of the shops
were closed.

““ Well, this, as it were, is a few paces
bevond the limit!" murmured Archie, as he
gazed at the hair-dresser’s. ‘1 mean to say,
it's not much after half-past six! And the
foul fellow has absolutely closed the portals!
I'm pot the kind of chappie to grumble, but
I regard this whole affair as being rather on
the mouldy side.” :

Archie mooched up and down the High
Strect very disconsclately. Under such pro-
vocation he would have visited another hair-
dresser's, but they were closed, too. 8o
there wasg nothing to be done. His ouly
course was to get back to the stationm and
take the next train home,

1t was all very annoyving, and Arcéhie ment-
ally decided that he wouild tick.the hair-
dresser off in no uncertain terms when he
went there on the morrow. Ieople wanted
their hair cut in bad weather just as much
as they wanted it eut in good weather. The
hair-dresser was an absolute blighter to close
s0 early. Archie tried to think of a few cut-
ting remarks.

And while he was engaged in this way he.

arrived at the station, and almost mechanic-
allv went to the hooking office and asked for
a ticket to Bellton—for he had neglected to
get a return. 2

** Sorry, young man, no train to Bellton
to-night!” said the booking clerk. '

‘“Independence won't do!” said Archie
absently. ‘1 think it’s dashed frightful for
a chaprie to c¢lose his shop—"

:Eh?" .

1 mean to say, in these days, it won't
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One gits indoors,

do,” said Archie. ‘* Hali-past six, you know!
I don’t mind admitting that I'm positively
furious—— What? What? O0h, sorry! Did
you address e, laddic?”

The booking clerk stared.

“There's no frain ta Bellton to-night!”
he exclaimed.

Archie smiled.

“0f course, that's ridic.!”" he observed.
‘“1 happen to know, fruity one, that there
are at least three trains to Bellton. Dash
it all, I've travelled by the six-fifty about
six thousand, four hundred, and fifty-three
times.” -

“ YVery likely you have, but the six-fifty
isn't ruoning to-night!” grinned the clerk.
“I'm very csorry, but it’s mo good blaming
me, or thke railway ecompany. The fauit’s
entirely to do with the weather.”

““ The weather!”’ echoed Archie. * Gad-
zooks, and all that sort of thing! You're
not absolutely telling me that trains can’s
run because of a few chunks of rain? I
know well enough that these trains of yours’
are modelled after the style of a funeral
procession, or slow-motion phofography.
But, at the same time, you can’t fool me.
Absolutely not! What, to be exact, is the
scheme?”’ - ),

‘“It’s very simple,”” said the elerk. * There's
been =0 much rain that a considerable
amount of earth has slipped down iu the
Edgemore cutting. We got wews of it
through about a quarter of an hour back.
Both the lines are blocked, and I don’t sup-
pose it’ll be clear for traffic until the morn.
ing. Auyhow, all to-night's trains are can-
celled.” '

““ Absolutely?'’ asked Archie, aghast.

‘“ Absolutely!”’ :

““It appears tkat this is my evening out!"”
said Archie in a hollow voice. " I'm a good-
tempered chappie, but when it comes to a
poisonous bhusiness of this kind, the blood of
the Glenthornes begzins to ocoze somewhat.
No hair cut. no train! I mean, this seems
to be one of those positions!”

“ Sorry, young man; I can’t help it.”

Archie moved away from the ticket office,
feeling rather dazed. But he brightened up
considerably when he remembered that there
were two or three garages where cars could
he hired. Phipps had tried them, it is true,
but there would certainly he a car avaiiable
by this time.

There wasn't.

Only two garages were open, and they
both informed Archie that there' were no
cars ready for any journey. They had either
been delayed, or were not im a state of re-
pair. 8o it really seemed as though Archie
would be compelled to face the awful pros-
pect of walking fieme. And he was not alto-
gether enraptured with this idea. The  rain
was still pouring down in sheets, and .the
gale was whistling and howling with un-
abating fury. .

“It seems to me, laddie, that you would
have been a dashed lot bhetter off if you

| had accepted the advice of Phipps!” Archie
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told himself, * What I mean is, everything
looks black and ghastly. Storm clouds in
the offing, and all that sort of stuff. It
rveally appears that I am scheduled to get
a very considerable packet!”

Archie shivered as he paused in the High
Street.

‘““ There's no denying it, laddie!” he went
on. ‘1 mean to say, the whole thing's
plain. There, as it were, it is! I'm pipped
—ahsolutely and positively pipped! What
I need now is to gather the old tissues to-
gether, and buzz forth into the dark and
stormy night. There’s nothing else to do, so
{ suppose I'd better have a stab af it. But,

hy Jove, the old spine will require large:

doses of massaging when we trickle into the
old homestead!”’

And, pulling his mackintosh more tightly
rcund his throat, he set ofl.

Archie was in splendid condition, in spite
of his general assertions to the contrary.
'And when it came to a brisk walk, he could
move as rapidly and energetically as nearly
every other fellow in the Remove., His help-
Ifissness was more of a pose than anythiog
else

An:i when he really got going, he didn’t
mind it much. He hated crossing a muddy
sireet, in case his boots got splashed. But
when it was necessary to wade along a. road
which was literally inches deep in mud and
water, he cheerfully splashed along, and
revelled in 16.-

The rain tore down, and the wind hooted,
but Archie walked along, whistling to him-
self for company. The darkpess was intense,
but he could just faintly see the writhing
tree-tops ouflined against the murky sky,

“ Why, dash it all, there’s nothing to make
a cove mizzy!"” exclaimed Archie, as he
plunged along. “ I thought the whole thing
was going to be the absolute last word in
foulness. But it's not so bad, after all. 1
mean to zay., the wildness of the night, and
afl that kind of thing. Makes a chappie
realise thie mighty forces of nature. and the
fury of the element department!®

Ho was already on the outskirts of the
town, and now he left the last house behind
- him, with the open country road ahead. It
was utterly dark, and there was not another
goul to bear him company. Archie now
thought about what he would do when he
arrived back at St. Frank’s.

It scemed to him that he had been walking
for about half an hour—in reality it wasn’'t
much more than a quarter—when an extra
big gust of wind came swooping down. over
the tree tops. e heard a splintering, rend-
in[.lz sound above the roar and violence of the
gale, .

‘“That,"”” he remarked, *‘ has torn it!”

For an instant he caught a glimpse of a
preat tree top- tearing itself asunder- from
the main trunk. It came_ swirling down,
but Archie lost sight of it in the gloom.

He was just thinking that he would have

to. go- cautiousty:iu ‘order to:avoid- the ' fallen-

ey L
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The booking clierk stared.

¢ There's no train to Beliton to-
night !’ he exclaimed.

““ Of course, that's redic.!’”’ ob-
served Archie., * 1 happen to know,
fruity one, that there are at jeast
three trains to Beilton 2t

the night. It was a shout of pain, short and

sharp.

Archiec paused, -
It seemed to him that the shout was in a
hoyish voice, and bhe silence which followed
was even worse than the cry itself. For it
suggested all sorts of ghastly possibilities.

- Somebody had -been caught by that falling

mass of jagged branches! :

Or was it sheer imagination? .

With so many noises going on all round
kim, Archie could not be absolutely certain.

branches, when another sound came out of | He #ried to coamvince himsell that he had
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méde a mistake, but in his heart he knew ) He judged that the other was-a boy of about

that e was not alone on that road. So ie
hurried on, Lolding his hands out in front of
him, as though to ward off any obstacle.
The darkpess was very thick, and the rain
sozked his face, hal! blinding him.

He had not gone far before he plunged
headlong into a mass of sharp branches, The
back of his left hand was grazed, and he
narrowly escaped getting some of the fallen
tree in his fuace,

“ What ho!” exclaimed Archie breath-
lessly. ‘‘ Hallo! Hallo! Here I am, don't
you kuow! What about it? Anybody here?

Any peor chappie pinned down by the wreck-
age, or something like that?”’

He waited, listening. :

And then a voice came to him out of the
darkness.

“* Thank goodness!” it exclaimed. “ I say,
Jend a hand here, will you? Confound these
branches!”’

“ Hold steady, laddie—I'm on the spot!”
said Archie. ‘‘ That is to say, Archie is abso-
lutely here! Don’t worry, and don’t get ex-
cited, Everything is all serene.”

He groped forward, guided by a call now
and again from the -unkoown person ahead.
And after a short search, Archie found some-
body held down by many of the branches.

The junior’s eyes were somewhat accus-
temied to the gloom by now, and he could
faintly make out a form, entangled amid the
branches. Archie bent down towards it, all
concern.

““Well, here I am!”’ he said cheerfully.
““ Here I am in all my young beauty! What
about it, old onion? Just say the word,
and out ecomes the helping fist! It seems to
me that you're in a somewhat ghastly
predic.!”’ '

“ It’s—it’s all right—I'm not hurt much,”
said the other. “1 was walking along and

this tree suddenly fell on the top of me.
That’s all.”’ | |
*“ Absolutely!”’ said Archie. “* All? Waeli,

there you are! It rather depends upon the
peint of view, what? 1If a tree suddemly
came swooping down upon my beam, I should
bz 1aclined to sound the S.0.S. in repeated
doses! But we’ll see about the rescue work,
first aid, and all that kind of rot! Heave
ho! Yoicks, and all that sort of business!”

He hauled at the branches, and after a con-
siderable amount of effort, he succeeded in
dragging the soaking wet mass away. A
form about his own size rose to its feet, and
staggered clear of the obstacle. He swayed
for a few moments, and then suddenly sank
down. |

““ I—I think my head's hurt a bit!”’ he said
weakly.

** Good gracious me!”? gasped Archie.
““ The S.0.8. is useless, old chappie! I'm the
only cove on the spot—and I'm about as
much use as a defunct monkey! However,
vwe'll buekle to, and see what can be done.
Never say die! Absolutely not! Kindly pre-
pare for the biz!"* . '

He bent down and lifted the stranger up.

| there?” he inquired.

3

-

b was right.

3

his own age, but he had no idea as to his ap-
pearance, or status-of life. He certainly
spoke in an educated fashion.

Archie had no matches on him, and no
electric torch. So he was obliged to make the
best of the circumstances The stranger
leaned heavily against him. And it required
all Archie’s strength to hold him up.

“I—I'm sorry to give you this trouble!”
muttered the oth=sr. *“ I—I didn't think I
was (uite so bad. Perhaps one of the
branches Lit me on the head—it’s aching
terribly !

“I’'m dashed surprised that you've got a
head left to ache at all!”” said Archie. ‘‘1I
Inean to say, when a chappie suddenly finds
himself buried beneath the ruins of the good
old British oak he gets a bit of a shock.
However, it’s no gocd worrying .ourselves,
The position is frightful, but there you are.
I gather that the best thing to do will be
to dash back into Bannington—— But hold
cn! What do my eyes see? What, to be
exact, do the optic nerves convey to the
brain section?”’

Archie stared away towards the river, at
right angles to the road itself.

““Do I see things, or is there a light
“ Kindly verify it, old
dear. I may be wrong, but it seems to me
that—"’

“ Yes, there is a light—a red light!”

‘““ Absolutely!*’

The red light which they could see was
coming from the blind of some house or cot-
tage. It gleamed warmly and invitingly
through the murk of the night. And it was
at no great distance, either.

Archie could have sworn that it was not
there five minutes earlier—and possibly he
The room with the red blind
inight have heea unilluminated until a minute
or so earlier.

“1 must remark, dearie, that I’m feeling
frightfully braced,’” said Archie. ‘I mean
to say, there it is! Beckoning to us with the
glad fist of welcome! The good old haven
of refugs hovers in the offing! Cling to me,
fair youth, and we'll proceed to buzz some-
what!"”

The other made no comment, but allowed
Archie to assist him towards the hedge.
Ihere secemed to be no road or path leading
towards that house with the red blind.

So Archie, who was fairly practical when
it came to the point, decided to make a bee-
line for the light.

It was possible that fioods would be en-
countered on the way, but there was really
no sense in meeting trouble before it arrived.
And something certainly had to be done. .

The stranger was hurt—perhaps seriously.

Archie couldn’t tell at present. He was
hoping that the blow on the head was trivial
—that the chap had only just been slightly
stunned, and would soon recover. But until
a light was reached, the truth was hidden.

They struggled on across a sodden, spongy
mass of awful mud which had once been a



THE NELSON

meadow. Their feet sank ankle deep into the
mire at every step, and nobody ever knew
exactly what effort it cost Archie.

ilis coinpanion hung like lead in his arms,
and seemed so dazed that he hardly knew or
-cared where he was going. But for the
junior he would have sunk down four or five
times—and would probably have perished of
exposure.

Archie never complained—he uttered no
word. But he was certainly beginning to
get desperate. He ached in every limb, and
in spite of the cold, perspiration oozed from
every por:, He was working harder than he

had ever worked before, and it was a manly,.

and persever-

And having crossed #¢he meadow, the
ground rose somewhat. The red light was
hali hidden for a few minutes by some inter-
vening trees. They passed round a kind of
coppice.

And then, suddenly, they were at their
destination. '

“Thank absolutely goodness!’” breathed
Archie. * Well, here we are! I mean to say,
here we all are, cherriul and smiling and as
lively as the dickens! Succour is at hand,
old lad! Im fact, this is where we ohtain
vast slices of cheer!”

They found themselves against a little gate,

splendid exhibition of pluck
ance.

= _ R

which they could faintly see in the gloom—
for it was painted white. They opened it,
and went up a short, paved pathway.

And just as they reached :the little poreh,
with the wind howling fiercely, Archie’s
charge sank down. Archie himself was nearly
on the verge of i, but he held up, and
rapped upon the door Joudly and insistently.

CITAPTER III,
GOING THE PACE.
ENMORE looked round
with keen approval.
“ Topping!'’ he ex-
clainmied Enthusiastic-
ally. *I must say that
Frayne is a brick to let us
e have 1his bupgalow. I'd no
idea it was such a cosy place. By what he
told me, I expected it to be a tumble-down
shanty where we should have fto rough it.
But this is the real goods!”

““ Rather!' said Grayson. g

““ As good as the bally Ritz!” grinned Tull-
“woaod, '

There was every reason for the remarks
uttered by the gay spirits who had gathered
together at the I'rayme bungalow. For the
little place was luxurious in the extreme, and
it was a practical certainty that Irayne
senior had no knowledge that his hopeful son
had given his pals permision to use it iu this
way. .

The bungalow itself was comparatively
small, being specially decsigned for summer
use. There were tiny domestic quarters, two
bedrooms, and oue very large sitting room.

This was furnished in a lavish fashion, with
soft carpets, rugs, and furnifure of the best

!
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quality. There were lounges, rich curtains
at the windows, and an enormous fireplace
with an open grate,

It had been designed especially by young
Frayne’s pater, and he had made excellent
provision for our Engglish climate. Cold -
nights in the summer are by no means ua-
common—and a fireplace is always handy,
anyway. At the present moment a huge
roaring blaze filled the open grate, casting
a flickering cheer throughout the big room.

Candles were burning on all sides, giving
a picturesque efiect, and an abundance of
light., And the table in the centre of the
recom was set as though for a bangquet, The
FEportsmen of St. Frank’s were in for a good

ime.

The table was covered with a snowy white
cloth, and at intervals there were bottles of
champagne. DBoxes of cigaretties adorned
the centre of the festive board, and there
was practically everything to be desired in
the eatable line.

A ham, cold chicken, rolls galore, pastry,
cakes, and everything else that a hungry
fellow could appreciate.

The various members of the party had eaten
nothing since dinner, and so they were fairly
ravenous by now. They had dispensed with
tea deliberately—so that they would be able
to thoroughly appreciate the champagne
supper—a luxury which they had often longed
to indulge in, but had never bheen able to
“ wangle.”” Owing to Frayne’s offer, tho
thing was now a fact.

“Well, I must say you've done if in style,
Kenny!”’ said Grayson, lcoking round with
approval. '‘ And ali for eight quid, tco.”

“ All for eight quid!” agreed XKenmore.
““T looked up all the prices in the stores
catalogue—they’ll probably be cheaper down
here—and the bill totalled up to0 seven pound
fifteen. So we're well on the right side.
Where the dickens are those Remove kids?"

“ (Oh, the young fatheads couldn't wait!"
put in Parkin of the fixth. ‘ They’re having
a go at pontoon in one of the bedrooms!’

“ Young idiots!” said Kenmore tartly.

“T1'l1 fetch ’em!”’ said Sims of the TIifth.

He passed out of the cosy lounge, and
entered a small bedroom where there was a
red blind—it was the light shining through
this which Archie and his charge had seen.
So, perhaps, it was rather a good thing that
Fullwood and Co. had retired to this apart-
ment for a little preliminary gamble,

“You young duffers!” said Sims, grinning.
‘“ Bverything's ready—come on!”

“ 0Oh, rats!” said Bell. * Fully's -twisted
me out of fifteen bob, and I shan't have a
chance to get it back!”

They crowded out, Sims making severe
remarks upon the folly of gambling. And
they were all ready for the meal. They felt
free and easy—absolutely certain in their new
safety. There were no spying eyes here—
nobody who could tell of their goings on av
8t. Frank’s.

And, a few minutes later, the eight young
“Dblades ' bhad settled round the festive
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board, and Kenmore was busily carving the
ham, while Parkin gave all his attention m
the cold chicken.

‘““1 must say that this is a rare trea,t.!”
remarked Shaw, of the Fifth, '* That pal of
your’s Kenmy, is a stunmer. Just think of
the .good times we can have next term M

J{enmore nodded.

“That's just-what I .am- tlunkmg of == hp

- We'll--have scme topping parties, 1-

“This-is just . an -opening. you.

know—a kind of preliminary round. Next

term we’ll have bhigger parties.”

‘“ We shall have to be careful, though,”
said ‘Fullwood. * Bverybody here c¢an be
trusted—we wouldn’t give anythiug away,
because it would be all up with the whole.:
gang of us. Bul I'mn-not so0 sure -about m]y
other fellows,”

- “What about. Wellhorne, and his crowd,.
of .the River House School?” asked Ken--
‘““They’ve -got a few- seniors there,:

I know some chaps irom the Grammar.

Why, we can have parties

We’ll make:

“But what abatut

- School as well.
- of -twenty here—cr even more.-
- the place into a.cluh!”

“ Good !’ said Graysob.
Frayne?”’

*“ 1t -was his idea, so &ie can’t grumble,’’:
- chuckled Kenmore. ‘‘-Anybody else for hamn?
‘Touns of it here—" :

- Rap—map—rap! : -

Kenmore’s  carving- kmfe fell out of  bhis:
- fingers, and clattered on to the plate. The:
door of the bungalow opcued straight out.

might he somebody from St. F rank’s——

into the big
thumped upcn it with no unecertain knuckies.

lounge, and

somebody had

“ Great Scott!” hredtlled Shaw. Wlm s
tlmt?”

““ Quick—shove that eh.lmpagne away!”’
gasped Sims, - ‘“ The cigarettes, too! It

*“-Keep your -hair-on!?” -interrupted Ken-
nore, recovering his. composure. -* There's
no mpeed to worry. - Theré’s not a soul - at
St. Erank’s- who - knows -anything -about if.
Who the dickens would come here on a fear-
ful night like this? There’s only one man
who knows——"" -

- *“0Oh, the caretaker!” said Graygon, with
relief. _

“0Of course,” ‘S-ald Kenmore easily. ““ And
he’s all right, because I’ve squared him. I
had to do that—couldn’t take any risks,
you -know But I'll touch him up for mter-
rupting us like this!”

. Rap—rap—rap! g

The - knocks came once more and kenmnrﬁ -
frowned, and crossed over to the door. He
pushed back the bolt, and lifted the heavy-
|Jateh, and flung the door open. A greaft
gust 0[ wind and rain swept-into the lounge,
| setting the candles flickering. and gutberlng
A burst:of smoke flooded - out cf the ﬁre-~

place. _
And Kenmore - stood there, holding .the

| door, and staring.

‘“ Glenthorne!”. he ejaculated, startled and
amdbed

“ Absolutely ! replied . Archle faintly.
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f'This, I might remark,
prise. old bean! St I'rank’s chappies, what‘:’
‘Good! Kindly do the old assisting act——"

“Who $old you to come here?’ snapped
Kenmore savagely.

Is a gladsome sur-

“ As a4 matter of absolute fact, nobody,”:

said Archie. “ We saw a glecaming beacon
through the hurricane, and all that rot, so
we procecded to skate towards it. Or, to be
more exact, we wallowed——""

~ ““Then you can wallow away again!" said
Kenmore curtly. “ You're not coming in
lLere!"”’

" Ile closed the door—but Archie, guick as a

flash, pushed his foot in such a position that

the door was held slightly ajar. The clegant.

Removite was not very surprised to receive
this welcome—for at first glance he had
noted the mature of the gathering.

He was very much amazed, for such an
ddea had never entered into his head. But
in the extremity of the moment he had no
time to show his real feelings. But he was
certainly not going to be turned away..

“Take your infernal foot away!” rapped.

out Kenmore.

““ Not absoltely yet!” said Archie.
just like to point out old seream, that some-
thing's got to be dowme. Absolutely! This
cove is uuured and needs large quantities of
first aid.”

“1 can't help his troubles r

““ You ecan—and you've gob to!”’ interrupted.

'Archie indignantly. * Dash it all! No-
‘body but a perfectly foul ruffian would turn
a dog away on a night like this! T tell
you the chappie is positively winged! As for

rmy spotting things that were not intended !
I’ve observed:

for young eyves, it's all up.
the bubbly and the cigarette-boxes, and all
the rest of it. So, vou see, laddie, some-
thing has got to be put into moiion, what?”

Kenmore growled out an exclamation. He
knew that Archie was right., He had seen so
much already, that it would really be quite
pointless to turn him .away.
a sz2cond’s consideration, Kenmore decided
that such a course would be a mistake.

For Archie would naturally be angry and
upset—and he would take absolutely no pre-
‘caution to keep quiet. Kepnmore knew that
‘Archie wasn't a sneak, and wasn't afraid in
that dircetion. Butf, under provocation, he
would probably let something out.

“ All right—come in!” said the Sixth-
Tormer curtly.

. Archie bent down to help the stranger,
but he was feeling very much exhausted, dmi
couldn’'t manage it. But Grayson and Shaw
and the others were croudma round now,
and they all gave a hand to assist ‘the
dremhed pair into the room. Until- now, the
:knuts had not realised’ the serious nature
of the affair. :

. They had half—believ-ed that
.merely spying on them. But now, in the full
light,, they could see that he was haggard
with exhaustion. And he swayed as he
-stood. The other pewcomer couldn't keep
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tell us. so-

“I'd

In fact, .after ¢

Archie was,

gl i L

but had to be assisted to a
chair, into which, he sank heavily.
He was a youngster of about
well-built, mther tall, and by no means
bad-looking. He was well dressed, too.
And under ﬂrdlndt‘v circumstances he would

steady at all,

ﬁftéen%

have presented an exeellent appearance,

But now his face was pale, and streaked

with blood. He was soaked to the skin, and
looked an awful wreck.

‘““Good heavens!" exclaimed irayson,
arrlnsta “* The kid's m]ured'”

“Why on earth didn't that young {fool
at first?” snapped Kenmore.
“ Look! His head’s bleeding, or something!
What's happened, Glenthorne? Who is the
fellow, and how did you meet him?"

Arclue wagged a hand.

Afterwardb, old dear!” he murmured.
‘““ At the present moment, kindly -administer
restoratives in abundant doses. I mean to
say, the poor chappie is in a shoeking con-
dishi. DBrandy, and all that kind of stuft!
Warm blankets, and——"’

“By Jme‘ He’s right!” exclaimed Parkin
briskly. * Look here, vou fellows, we’ll have
to postpone our !__rttIe supper for half an
hour. 1It’s cold, so it won't come to any
harm. In common humanity, we've got to
help these youngsters.- They’ve been
through a terrible time, by the look of it."”

Parkin’s example was a good one. Just
because the champaene party were ‘‘ sporty
blades »* they were uot necessarily heartless.
Even Fullwood and Co., cads of the worst
type, bustled to with a will, fetching
blankets, and helping in other m.w'-s I'or
all the members of the party could see
that Archie and his companion were in sore
need of succour.

Fifteen miuutes saw a remarkable chaage.,

The clothing of the two youngsters 'lmrl
been torn Dﬁ—L‘rEIV shred. And now they
were sitting 1n two chairs, in front of the
blazing fire, wrapped up to the eyes in
blankets. Suech treatment was well caleu-
lated to save them from any after-effects.
Archte, indeed, was beginning to feel practi-
cally himself again.

And the stranger was showing signs of
recovery, too. ke
1t had been found that his chief injury

4 was a nasty cut on the top of his head,

where a ‘jagceced branch had struek him. The
blow had torn the skin, and had ecaused a
bump- which dazed the unfortunate boy to a
considerable extent.

But he had gulped down a large dose of
brandy, and the fiery spirit bhad put new
life into him .at once. His head and face
had been washed. and now a handkerchief
was bound over the jagged c¢ut. The colour
was coming back into his cheeks.

“ Ieel better now%’' asked Kenmore, af
!f;nﬂ:*h

* Yes, thanks awfully !’

* I'mi h&;p% l}etter

do all this for us.’

““I should say it was!” eulam}ed Gray-

said the stranger.
It was decent ot' you to



“ We couldn’t very well leave you to
die¢ out in the cold. Who are you, anyway?”’

¢ My name is Lawrence Scott,” said the
other,

“ A atranger about here 7"’

&4 Yes | -

““1 found the poor chappie lying in the

sS01.

road,” put in Archie., ‘““You see, about half
a dozen trees fell down all at once, and
this cove was buried amid all the debris.
We saw the welcome light shining in the

wilderness, and so we proceeded to buzz
towards it forthwith!”’
““ Well, there's not much harm done,”

“You’'ll both be all right in
less than an hour. Your clothes are drying
quickly in front of the fire, too. Take my
advice, and sit still for a bit. It'll do you
good.”

““0Oh, absolutely!” agreed Arche. * And
pray allow me to express a vast amount of
surprise—three bags full, in fact. I didn’t
think you were the kind of coves to rally
round in such a priceless manner.””

““ We're not hooligans!” said Kenmore
shortly. |

““ Absolutely not!*® agreed Archie. * In
point of fact, precisely the opp., old dar-
liuﬂ* You've come to the rescue like good
uns, and we owe you large quantities of
gllt-edged gratitude.”

““ Then perhaps you’ll show your gratitude
by keepinzg mumn about anything you hap-
pen to spot here,” said Kenmore.

““ Well, rather!”

"~ “You promise not to sneak on us?” de-
manded Fullwood grufily.

“ Tt seems to me that I shouid be a
fairly unclean kind of blighter to blow the
old gaff,” said Archie. ** Dash it all., it’'s
not my business. I mean to say, we bhiffed
in upon you unannounced, and you treated
us_ like gentlemen. Good enough! Proceed
with the revels! Kindly regard us us non-

existent. What happens here remains firinly
loecked in the old bosom!”’

Kenmore nodded, looking very relieved.

““ Well, that’s all right,”” he said.
know I can trust you, Glenthorne.”

said Kenmore.

“I

All the members of the party were
leagced now. As far as they could see, no
wrm had been done. Archie had been

speaking truthfully when he said that he
‘would keep the whole affair secret.

He had his own private epinion about these
orgiecs but under ordinary conditions he
would never have known about this par-
ticular affair. And as the gang had taken
him in and treated him well he couldn’t
possibly peach. Ilis code of honour sealed
his lips absolutely.

. As for the other fellow, he was a stranger,
and didn’'t count. He wasn’t even ques-
tioned. Kenmore decided that as soon as
the pair were sufliciently recovered, he
would request them to go.

And, in the meantime,
ceeded.
~ Some of the party even offered Archie
cold chicken and ham—but Archie declined.

the revels p2o-

Disapproving of these goings-on as he did, it
was impossibie 7or wim to accept a port.ou
of the feast. Why, if he did that, he
would be practically joining the pa,rt}'—and
the thought was a ghastly one.

No, as soon as his clothing was dry, he
would stagger forth.

Thinking it over later, he believed that he
must have dozed. Anyhow, when he looked
round again, he found that the atmosphere
was absolutely hlue with cigarette-smoke,
and heavy with the fumes of champagne.
Archie woughed chokingly - and he was
aware of a certain dizziness. '

The air in the room was thick, heavy,
and most unpleasant,. And at the central
table the party was engaged in a noisy
game of cards. Money lay all over the
table, and the faces of the revellers were .
flushed and excited.

“I mean to say, dashed fearful, what?"
breathed Arechie.

He bent down, and . felt his clothing. It
was practically dry. In the oppogite chair
sat the stranger, Lawrence Scott. He was
sleeping now, and appeared to be .in an al-
most normal- condition.

““ What-ho!” murmured Archie. ‘' That is,
this is where I proceed to start something.
It seems to me that the one thing to do
under the cires. is to massage the old spine,
drape a few garinents around .me, and then
have a stah at ughtmﬂ the elements! I
must admiv that I'm feeling deucedly braced,
and so forth!”

So oeccupied were the g.:u,n*:blerf-. that they
didn’t even know that Archie was dressing
himes=elf. And he was practically ready
hefore Kenmore happened to glance round.
Archie was certainly feeling- all -right except
for i dizziness—which was undoubtedly
caused by the hot, fume-laden atmosphere.

“Hallo!”’ said Kenmore. 1 didn't know
yon were awake!®’ :

i I

““The fact is, yes!” said Archie,
mean, rather! Awake—what? Do I look
anvithing else, old horse? I'm about to

sally forth into the dark and stormy night.
In other words, Archie for the turnpike!”’

“What, gcing?’® said Parkin. “ Well, L
suppose you might as well—you’ve come to
no harm, and it’s getting a bit late in the
evening. You’ll miss calling-over; but yvou’ll
easily be excused on this nlthy m,r:ht "

Archie swaved as he donned his biz mac-
kintosh. The fumes were making him quite
glddv

*“ This is what comes of drinking a whole
!mtt[-e of champagne!”’ grinned Grayson.

“I'm surprised at you, Glenthcrne!™

‘““ Dasgh it all——"’

“ Two -hottles. you mean!” put in Ken-
more. ‘“ Look at his. face—he’'s forgotten
it! In a minute he'll be tl"}"lﬂ" to deny that
he swilled the stuff!”

“ Abzolutely !’ said Archie
“Two bottles, don’t you know!
I mean to say!”

“It’'s no good, Archie—it’s too late to
deny it!”? said Fullwood. * You drank the

mdl_s_.,nahuly.
But, really,



stuff, and you can't get out of it. No won- }

der yvou're feeling rocky on your pins!’

Archie had a dim kind of feeling that they
were pulling his leg. But, at the same time,
a vagne fear came to him that he had actu-
ally partaken of champagne. He decided
that the sooner he got away the better.

And now he noticed that Scott was awake,
and was looking at him steadily.

“ TFecling bhetter?” inquired Archie.

““ Heaps, thanks!” said. Scouvt. 1 say, it
was splendid of you to help me tlie way you
did. I'm realising it now. Why, but for
you, I might have died from exposure and
exhaustion *

“ Pray don’t be so ridie.. old bhird!” pro-
tested Archie. *“ There was nothing in it—
abhsolutely not! A mere helping hand from
one chappie to another chappie. Every
timme!”

Archiec made no inquiries concerning the
stranger but took his departure about five
nigutes later. And. to hisz intense delight,
he found that the rain bad ceased.

Rageeod. uneven clouds were scudding
across the sky at an extraordinary speed,
and a it of a moon was peeping in.and out
at intervals. The wind still roared and buf-
fetied, but the general conditions were
vastly tmproved.

For now it was possible to see with a fair
amount of distinctness, and there was no
dangar of gotting soaked for a second time.

But as Archie strode along he was greatly
concerned. e wanted to slip in quietly,
once he ot back to the school. For it would
be an nbzolute disaster if anybody saw him,
1lis colla® was a rag, lLis tie a pitiful object.
‘And  his elegcant clothing was  absolutely
ruined.

Ha war lueky.

TFor as soon 25 he got into the Triangle—
after taking the precaution to climb over
the wall-he came face to face with Phipps.

And the lutter, ecalm and unruffled, dis-
creetly smuggled Archie indoors by a rear
encrance,

And hal? an hour later Archie was

in his

study, lounging in all his msual glory, as
though nothing had happened.

CHAPTER T1YV.

A Bli 0 A SHOCK.

1 HAT-1O! . What-
ho! What-ho!”
exclaimed  Archie

brightly. ““In fact,

a few more * What-ho's '!

Morning, and all that! Sun-

shine and ozone and the

chirping of the merry old sparrows!”
Archie was gitting up in bed, wazing
out of the window with distinct approval.

The moriing had broken fine and clear,

with only a trace of the previcus day’s gale.
The sky wus intensely blue, and the sun

shone dazzlingly. Archie smiled with de-
light.

““Oh, there vou are, Phipps!” he said,
nodding to his valet. ““ It seems to me,

His companion hung like lead in his
arms, and seemed so dazed that he
| hardly knew or cared whers he was
going.

R e e o S —

laddie, that the <cove who controls the
weather is doing his best to make up for
the foul assortment of vileness he gave us
yesterday. What? I mean to say, don't
you agree, dear lad?  Don't you join the
young master in his priceless opinion?”’

‘“ Yes, sir,”” caid Phipps gravely.

“ Good!” said Archie. “ In fact, bally
good! Good with knobs on! Do you kiypw,
Phipps, I lounged in bed, and the old bean
positively buzzed as it was thinking out =
suitable remark regarding the weather.”

“T am not surprised, sir,” said Phipps.
“ The English climate is quite suflicient to
exercise any mind to a veryv severe extent.
Buf: will you be getting up now, sir?”

“ Absolutely!” replied Archie. “0b-
serve!”’

He flung the bedclothes aside, and give
one leap which carried him clean over the
foot of the bed. He landed with a thud,
and nearly sent Phipps charging headloug
into the open doorway of the wardrobe.

“ Really, sir!” gasped Phipps.

““ That,” said Archie, ** is what the chappy
does in the good advertisement. Haven't
you seen if, Phipps? There's a whacking
great picture, showing a fairly athletic sort
of cove proceeding to leap out of bed uas
though somebody had just shown him a
fiver, or something equally eaticing. That's
just how [ feel, Phipps——bright, brisk, and
positively bubbling with extra large doses of
energy!” :

“ So I observe, sir,”” said Phipps. *° Would
you prefer the grey suib, or the brown
tweed?"”



“ Well, T chould rather say the brown
tweed, what?” . . '
‘““ The morning is qu1tes sunny, sir, and

you look well in grey——" _
‘““ As you remark, Phipps, tho sun shines

hllﬂhtly,” said . Archiec. ‘** Grey, what? I
leave it to you, Phipps. You're the laddie
with the brains, Bung forth the carcase

coverings, and I will procptd to robe myself,
This morning, Phipps, we will surprise the
natives!”

It took Arehie about half an hour to dress,
and to complete his toilet. But Phipps had
called him rather earlier than usual, and
he was eonsiderably dismayed to find that
he was one of the first fellows to go down-
stairs. The lobby looked quite deserted when
Archie descended the staircase.

He had nearly reached the bottom when-

he came to an abrupt halt. He stood therc
with his mouth open, and there was
startled look in his eyes. Ho groped for
his monocle, jammed it into ‘his eye, but
even with the assistance of this he still saw
thé-object which had caused him such alarm.

A boy was standing against the mnotice-
board, reading the various “school notes.
Archle gazed at him with a Kkind of fas
cination whiech gradually and rclent]essly
turned te horroz. :

*“ Great Scott!”’ gasped Archie. I mean
to say, that was rather priceless! Scott,
don’t you know! The very chappie himself!
Here, on the spot—gazing up at me like a
da&hed bad dream!”’

“ Hallo!” said the other boy, smiling.
*“Glad to see you looking so bright this
meorning. 1 haven't thanked you pmpeﬂ}*

for. what you did yesterday. And I don’t
know your name.”

The boy against the mnotice bOard
Lawrence Scott!

But what was he doing at St. Frank’s?
This was the question wliich tore through
Archie’s brain like a gale. IHeow in the name
of all that was impossible did this feilow
get to=St. Frank's at such an early hour of
the morning? Mis very presence, in Archie’s
opinion, was a disaster,
 ** This is absolutely a bit too much!”
said Archie, as he descended the last few
stairs. ““ You mustn’t be here, laddie! I
mean to say, you saw me at the old party,
and- it’s got to be kept secret. Who are
you?  What are you? That is to say.
why? Or, in other words, what about it?
I don’t want to be inquisitive, but it seecms
to me that there's a fairly large necessity
for you to trot out a few words.”” .

“1 don’t quito understand,” said Scott.

was

“What I mean is, .Lbsohrtelv"’ said
Archie. * You, as it.-wen:«, are here. Why
are you here? What, old bean, is the
idea?” -

“T've come to the scl 1001 =

“ Well, dash it all, I ean see that!”’ =aid
Archié.

“I’'m a new hoy.”?

““ My only whiskered uncle!’” gasped Archie
faintly. ¢ What? Say it again—perhaps |
misunderstood! I trust so, laddie—I sin-

a.

And-
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cerely hope that my ears gathered up the
‘1 wrong impresh!” '

L |

“Tm a new fellow,” said Scott. * 1 ar-
Tived pretty late last night, and I under-
stand that I'm to be placed in the Remove—
Ancient House side. This is the Ancient
House, isn’t it?*? '

‘“ Abs solutely!’”” panted Archie. ** Abso-
lutely twice! 1 mean to say, absolutely as
many times as you like! [ don't mind tell-
ing you, laddie, that this is distinctly and
pricelessly putrid. Don’t think that [ dis-
liko  you. Absolutely net! But a new
chappic! The outlook is what I might call
sinister!”

“But 1 don’'t understand—"’

“ Gadzooks and spring onions!” shouted
Archie. * You don’t understand? DBut—but
you mustn’t tell the lads of the village a
word about the merry party last night. Not
a word! If you did, the fat would “not oniy
be in the fire, but it would positively over-
flow! It’s up to you, darling, to scal the
old lips, and to give a first-class imper-
sonation of an gyster!”

Before Archie could say an}thmg else, a
number of junicrs came tearing downstairs
as though they were five minutes late for a
train, It was only Handforth chasing
Church and McClure. A few others came be-
hind. But, anyway, Archie found it impos-
sibie to hold any further private chat with
the new {ellow.

Sr, he hastened off like a Marathon runner
to his own study. As he had expected,
Phipps was there, tidying up.

‘““ Help !’ gasped Archie '' Phipps, I need

you'!?”’
‘“Is amything wrong, sir?”’ asked Phipps
1mperturb:1bly
Wrong!” panted Aru]m:. “Wrong! I

mean to say, there’s nothing right! The
lad is here, don't you know—absolutely
aimoungst us!”’

“ Tha lad, =ir?”

‘““ Absolutely!”

“I'm afraid, sir, I don’t quite follow.”

‘““ Oh, come, Phipps—come!’”” said Archie.
“ Come, come! But don’t go! I always
thought you were a deucedly brainy sort of
merchant. 1 explained everything quite
elearly, and yet you bleat out that you
den’t understand. That’s just what makes
a chappie feel dashed exhausted:”

And Archie sank dowa upon the lounge,
breathing rapidly.

“The fact is, Phipps, you'll ohserve a
classy kind of look in my eyes!” he went
on. “It’s a sign that something frightfuily
frightful has happened. You know all about
tha littlo ,xifan last night, w.hat‘?”

““ No, sit.’

‘“ What ?** _

“ You neglected to inform me, sir.” _

“By gad!”’ said Archie, with a start.
“T mean to say, by gad! in szeveral differ-
ent tones! Of course! That is to say, of
course not! I'd forgotten, Phipps; the
pldi’.f‘% of memory have done the dirty on
med™

(Continued on page 15.)
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BLUKE haze of smocke, which even the
electric fans could not entirely dis-
pel, overhung the emoking saloon of
the S.S. Columbia.

With the procrastination of con-
firmed poker players, tlgy had lingered at
the game till well after midnight. Silver-
valo cut off a remurk to glance at his cards.
Ho yawned as he flung them down.

““ She can call herself Eleanor de Reszke
or anything else she likes on the pussenger
list,"”” ‘'he deeclared Jlanguidly, ** but
Madelme Fulford all right. She’'s come on
a bit in the last two years, though she

always wias a hit of a high stepper. Won-
der if de Reszke knows anything about
Crake?”

Across tha table a sallow-faced man whose
play had hitherto evinced no lack of nerve,
threw in 2 full hand, aces up, in a moderate
rize. No ono save ‘himself knew that he had
wzsted one of the best of average poker
hands. His fingers, lean and tremulous,
drummed mechanically on the table.
second a pair of lustreless, frowning blue
eyes rested on Silvervale's face.
© ¢ 8n that's the woman who was in the
(rake caze? 1t was her evidence that got
the poor devil seven years, wasn't it? As I
rememmber the newspaper reports, she was a
kind of devil incarnate.”

“ I wouldn’t go as far as that,” observed
Silvervale dryly, * and I'm & newzpaper man

she’s

For a |

myzelf. I didn't hear the trisl, but [ saw
her afterwards. It never came out why she
gave him away. There must have been some
mighty strong motive, for lie had spent
thousands on her. 1 guess theros was another
woman . at the bottom of it. Anyway, her
reasons den’'t matter. She cieared am un-
pleasant trickster out of the way and put
him where he belongs. But for her he
might have heen carrying on that swindling
bank of his now-— I'll tuke thres cards.'’

The man with the pale-blue eyes jerked his
head abruptly.

““Yes, the's where he belonzs,” he as-
serted, ““and she—why, she's DMrs. de
Reszke and a deuced pretty . woman.
Hallo!™

He broke off short, storing with fascinated

fEa = : vt r A . ko
eyes beyond Silvervale. The journalist

swerved round in his chair, to meet a livid
face and furious eyes within a foot of his
oW1,

1t was Richard de Reszke himself. lle
had not made himszelf popular on sliip-
board—indeed, it is doubtful if he could
ever ‘have been popular in any society. A
New Yorker who had made himszelf & mil-
lionafre in the hoot trade, he was un-
gracious both in manner and speech. -He had
entered .the saloon unperceived, and now -his
tall, wusually shambling figure was un-
wontedly erect. His left hand—big and
anarled it was—fell with an ape-like clutch
oun Silvervale’s shoulder.



« You scandal-mongering little ape!” he
snarled, with a vicious tightening of the lips
under his grey moustache. ‘' By God, youw'll
admit you're a liar, or I'll shake the life
eut of you!” -~

The chair fell with a cerash as he pulled

the journalist forward. Men sprang to in-
tervene between the two. Cursing and
struggling de Reszke was forced back, but
it took four men te do it. Suddenly his re-
sistanca relaxed. .
. *““ That's all |
i« Wg’ll let it go for now.”” A {fresh access
of passion shook him, and he shot out a
malignant eath. ‘‘I'll make you a sorry
man yet for this, Mr. Silvervale!” .

The journalist had picked up the fallen
chair. His face was flushed, but he answered
coolly.

“ { apologise,” he said quietly. “1 ‘llad no |

business to talk of your wife.”

“ Then in froot of these gentlemen you'll
admit you’re 2 liar.” . _

] guess not. I am sorry I said anything,
but what I did say was the truth. Irs.
de Reszke was Madeline Fulford, and sl}e it
‘was who gave evidence against Crake.’

The little group between the men stiffened
'in expectation of a new outburst. But none
came. The stoop had come back to de
Reszke's shoulders, and he lifted ome hand
‘wearily to tug at his moustache. Then
without another word he turned and
shambled from the room. .

" There was a momentary silence, broken at
‘last by the scrateh of "a maich as someone
1it a cigarette. The embarrassment waus
‘broken, and three or four men spoke at
once. '
"¢ Took out,
‘young New York banker.
we touch Southampton to-morrow.
than is a-gunning for you, sure.

meant murder.”’ -

“ Phanks. I’ll Jook after my own corpse,”

drawled the journalist. Ie spoke with an
eise he did not entirely feel. ' I suppose
the game’ss broken up now. I've had
enough excitement for one night. I'm going
ta turn in.” . .
. “The short remainder of the voyage, in spite
of de Reszke's threat and the prophecy of
Bowen, passed without incident. It was not
till he was back in London that the episode
was recalled to Silvervale's mind. The hoat-
train had reached Waterloo in the early
afsernoon, and at six e’clock; Silvervale, for
all that his two months® vacation had yet
three days to run, had been drawn intc the
sfir and stress of Fleet Street.

The harassed news editor of the ‘° Morn-
mg Wire >’ was working at speed through a

S

“ Lucky for you
The old
Iiis face
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right,” The said quietly. |

‘Silvervale,” said Bowen, af

| interposed one of the crowd.

basket of accumulated copy. He paused
long cnough to shake hands and exchange a
remark or two, and then resumed his labours
with redoubled ardour, for he was eager to
hand over the reins to his mnight assistant.

Hea snatched irritably ‘at a piece of tape
that was handed to him by a boy, and
then, adjusting his pince-nez, glanced ab
Silvervale. | |

“ Here’s a funny thing, Silver. Didn’t you
come bhack on the Columbia Read that.”

Silvervale took the thin strip and slowly
Tead it through:

“* 5-40: Mrs. Eleanor de Reszke, the wife
of an American millionaire, was this after-
noon found shot dead in her sitting-room at
the Palatial Hotel. She had been at the
hotel only an hour or two, having arrived
by the Columbia from New York this
morning.”’ .

Hardened journalist though he was, with a
close acquaintance with many of the bizarre
aspects of tragedy, Silvervale eould not re-
press a little shudder. Here was a grim
sequel for which he was in a degree re-
sponsible, He traced the sequence of events
clearly in his imagination from the moment
when de Reszke first heard. that his wife
had been the associate and betrayer of a
swindler, to the uwltimate gust of passion
that must have led to the tragedy when it
was borne upon him that the statement was
tha truth. .

““Yes. It’s—it’s queer, Danvers,” he zaid
unsteadily—*'* deuced queer.”” Then with a
realisation that the news editor was regard-
ing hira with curiosity:. “ I'm sorry, old
man; you mustn't ask me to handle the
story. You’d better put Blackwood on it.
It should be a good yarn, but I'm rather
mixed up in it. I may be called as a wit-
ness,’”’ _

Few things are calculated to startle the
news editor of a great morning paper, bud
this time Silvervale had certainly succeeded.
To tell the truth, the young man was
astonished at his own scruples. lle made
haste to escape before he could be
questioned. '

OQut in Tleet Street he hailed a taxi and
was driven straight to the Palatial IHotel.
A couple ¢f men were in the big “hall,
smilingly parrying the questions of half a
dozen journalists. One of them shook -his
head as Silvervale pushed 'his way to the
front. -

‘“ Good Lord! ere’s vulture,
It’s no good, Mr. Silverdale. We’ve just
been telling your friends here that we don’t

another

| know anything. 'The doctors have not
finiched their examunation yet.” .
“ But it looks like guicide, Mr. Forester,”

“You’ve iound
a pistol.” PRy WL
A Inowing smile extended on Detectives-
Inspector Forrester’'s genial countenance.
“ That won’t work, boys,” he . remon-
strated, with a reproving shake of his head.
“*You don’t draw me.” < u
Silvervale managed to get the detective
aside. -



he
“ I know who killed her.
1 came over in the same boat.”

“You must give me five minutes,”
whispered hastily.

Forrester thrust ‘his hands deep in his
trousers’ pockets. His brow puckered a
fittle, and he studied the journalist's face
thoughtfully. For all his casual, unworried
air, his instinct rather than anything
definite in the preliminary investigations
had warned thm that the case was likely to
prove a difficult one. A detective—the rea:
detective—is quite willing to take short cuts
in his work as any other business man.

“The deuce you do,”” he said. ** Come,
let's get out of this. Half a moment,

Rokee.” |

Hjs assistont disengaged himself from the
other newspaper men, and Forrester led the
way to tho lift. At the third floor they
emerged. Very quietly the door of the lift
closed behind them, and half-unconsciously
Silvervale found himself tiptoeing along the
corridor, although in any event the soit
carpet would have deadened all sound. A
man stainding stiffly agalust a white door
flung it open as they approached. Within,
a couple of men were bhending over some-
thing ¢n a eouch, and two more were busy
near tite window overlooking the river. No
one icoked up. Yorrester passed straight
through to another and smaller room, and
fitted his burly form to a basket armchair.
He waved Silvervale to another one.

“ And now fire away, sonmny,” he said.

Coneisely, in quick, succinct sentences,
Silvervale told his story. As he concluded.
I'orrester drew a worn briar pipe from his
pocket and pucked it with a meditative fore-

linge!,
o Are vou writing gnything about this?"

“ Not a word. I know I may be wanted
a1 A witness,” |

““ That's true.”” The inspector puffed
contemplatively for a moment. * Then
there's this I don’t mind telling you: That

chap downstairs was right. There was a
pistol—a  five-chambered  revolver—found
clutched in that woman’s hand. But de
Reyzke is missing. He never came with her
to the hotel.”

*“ Then you think it is suicide after all?”

The detective leaned forward and levelled
a heavy forefinger at his questioner.

“You've earned a right to know some-
thing .of this business, Mr. Silvervale. It's
no sticide, The body was discovered by the
maid just after five: o’clock. No one heard
a shot, but that’s nothing—these walls are
pretty well sound-proof. The dead woman
- was lying on a2 couch with the revolver in

her hand—so the girl's story runs. She
thought her mistress was  asleep, and it was
only when she touched her and the weapon
fell to the floor that she-discovered she was
dead. She was shot through the left eye.”

“I see. You mean a woman wouldn't kill
herself that way. She'd poison or drown
hrersell —some bloodlezss death.” -

‘“ There is something in that, but it proves
liktle by itself. But  there
people who'd shoot themselves deliberately

'one.

o would -

-ridor,

are - not- many-

L put it on the table.

in the eye. It's curious, but there——- DBut
to my mind the conclusive thing is the pistoi.
Any student of medical jurisprudence will
tell you that usually it needs considerable
force to relax the grip of a corpse from
anything it is clutching at the moment of
death. No. Mr. .‘aﬂvermles, this is a care-
fully ecalculated murder, if ever there was
And I think your information will help
fo fix the man. Roker "—he addressed
lus companion—** yon might get hold of the
maid again. Get a full description of de
Reszke, and there’s bound to be a photo-
graph somewhere, Take ’'em along to the
Yard and have ‘em circulated. We merely
want to question him, mind. Now, Mr.
Silvervale, wo’ll see what the doctors say.”

Tho two doctors, the police divisional sur-
geon and the medical man who had been
first called on the discovery of the murder,
had finished their examination as Forrester
passed into the next room. Ile spoke a
few words in an undertone to the surgeon,
who nodded assentingiy.

The two men by the window were still
busy. Now Silvervale had an opportunity
to seo what occupied them. They were busy
with scale plans of the room whereon were
shown the relative positions of everything in
b"ne.room, marked out even to inches. Pho- .
tographs,  ho surmised, must already have
been taken

Torrester seemed to have [orgntten Siiver-
vale's existence. As soon as the doctor: had
gone, the inspector had extracted a amall
bottle of black powder from his pocket and
sprinkled it delicately over the open pages
of a book resting on a table & couple of yards

from the couch. Presently he blew 4he stuff

AWAY, The finger-pnints had developed iu.
relief on the white margin,

‘“* There's a blotting-pad over there on the
writing-tuble, DMr. Silvervale,”” he smd;
- you mind helpivg me for a
moment Y

I'orrester and business-like,

was cool veb

it was very gently that he lifted the dead,

white hands and impressed the finger-tips
on a sheet of paper on top of the pad.
Sileatly he compared tlie impressions with
those on the book.-

“I'm oanly an amateur at this finger-print
zame,”’” he said at last. *° Grant ought to
bave becn lere. See -if you make these
prints agree, Mr. Silvervate.” ' |

Silvervale carried the book to the window
and bent his brows over it. lle found (&
siow work, but at last he raised ius head.

i Thﬁse are her thumb-prints on the outer
mdrgm, he said.. “ The Jone at tlle hottom
of the book is not hers” ; :

“ That's how I make .it, Now we can get a
fair theory of how the tihing was done:
Mrs. de Reszke was on the- couch reading.
The murderer entered softly from the cor-
ctosing -the door behind him. She
looked up and placed the book beside her.
He must have fired .point-blank, Then to
work out lis idea of suicide he placed the
pistol in her- hand,.and; picking. up the book,
lere’s where we st.mb
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from—a piece of indisputable proof when we
catch the murderer.”

A little contempt at the apparent de-
liberation of ihe detective—at the finesse
wasted on what seemed an obvious case—had
come to Silvervale’s mind. He hazarded a
suggestion, Forrester grinned.

“1'll bet a dollar I know what you're
thinking. I’'m wasting my time meddling
with details while the murderer's eseaping.
Do you knoew I had five men here besides
these ’—he nodded towards the draughts-
men—** questioning every one who might
know anything about the case? Mrs. de
Reszke has received no one:; no one re-
sembling Iter husband has heen seen in the
hotel. Do you know that there is not one
railway station in London, not one hotel
that is not even now being searched for a
trace of de Reszke? We are not so slow as
our crities think. If de Reszke did this
murder he won't get away, you can take it
from me. There’s plenty of people trying
to catch him—I've seen to that.”

He checked himself suddenly as if he
realised that be had for a while lost his
wonted imperturbability.

““I thought you knew better than to run
away with the delusion that all we’ve got to
do is to arrest a man we've fixed our sus-
picions on. In point of fact it is often
more difficult to get material evidence of a
'mnral:i certainty than to start without facts
ab all.”

He moved heavily to the door.

- “I'm going on to the Yard,”” he said.

‘“ Care to come?”

As they turned under the big wrought-
-iron arch that spans the entrance to New
Scotland Yard, Silverdale noted that they
avoided the little back door that leads to
the Criminal Investigation Department, and
went up by the broad, main entrance to
those rooms on one of the topmost floors
devoted to the Finger-print Department.

Grant, the chief of the department, a
black-moustached giant with lined forehead
and shrewd, penetrating eyes, was seated at
2 Jow table pushing a magnifying-glass across
a sheet of paper. TForrester had clapped
him heavily on the shoulder, and he wheeled
around frowningly,

“It's you, is 7?7 he growled. * One of
these days youw’ll play that trick too often,
my lad. Of course, you come when every-
one’s gone home. What do you want?”’

“ Don’t be peevish, old man,” smiled For-
rester, and seated himself on the table.
‘“You’ll be sorry you weren’t more kind to
me when the daisies are growing over my
grave.”

"“ Fungi, you mean,” retorted Grant acidly.
““ What’s the bother?”

‘“ This.”” Forrester produced the book he
had found at the hotel and the scrap of
paper on which he had ftaken the murdered
woman’s finger-prints. ‘“ It's the Palatial
Hotel business. The prints on the paper are
lthose of Mrs. de Reszke. They agree with
those on the sides of the book, The one at

' one of the staff photographers.

{ was no waste of words on either side.

€% OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION |72

Bhe bottom of the book is that of the mur-
eree.”

“H'm!” Granb glanced at the prints and
gave a corroborative nod. " Youw’ll want pho-
tegraphs of these, 1 suppose?”’

“Yes—as soon as I can get them. I sup-
pose you'll have to have a search to make
sure that the other print isn’t on the records.
It’s unlikely, though.”

‘* That wiill have to wait. I’ll have the
photographs taken and sent down to you as
8000 as théy’ro ready. Now go away.”

e dismissed them abruptly, and they
could hear his deep voice thundering into the
telephone receiver as they made their exit.
He was ordering a wire to be sent recalling
As in any
other big business firm, the ordinary staff of
Scotland Yard goes off duty ab six.

Downstairs in his own room, Forrester
found three or four subordinates and a

' handful of reports and messages awaiting

him. lis leisurely manner dropped from
Lim. He became brisk, official, brusque. A
sherthand clerk with open notebook was
waiting, and to him the chief inspector
poured out the bulk of his instructions to be
forwarded by telegraph or telephone. Silver-
vale realised how vast and complex were
the resources that were being handled to
sclvae the mystery.

Forrester dismissed the clerk at last and
turned abruptly on the waiting men. There
As
the final subordinate left the room, For-
rester yawned and stretched himself wearily.

“That’s all right,” he said. * I guess we
can’t do anything morsa for an hour or two.
It may interest you, Mr. Silvervale, to know
that de Reszke has booked a passage back
to New York in his own name, the boat
that leaves Liverpool the day alter to-mor-
row. He called at the White Star offices at
five o'clock. It's a blufl, I guess, and pretty
cbvious at that, He thinks we'll concentrate
attention on that sceme while he slips some
other way. Yes—what is it?"”

Somoone had torn the door open hurriedly.
A young man, tall and sparse, whispered a
few words into Forrester’s ear. The chief
inspector soft up as though galvanised. His
hand searched for the telephone, ;

“Get him put through here. You have a
taxi-cab ready, Bolt. You may have to come

with me.”” The young man vanished, and
Forrester spoke into the telephone. ‘‘ Hello,
that you, Gould? Yes, this is Forrester.

At the Metz, you say. How many men
have you? All right, I’ll be along straight
away. Gonad-bye!l”

*“ Located him?” ventured Silvervale.

““Yes.” TForrester’s brow was puckered.
“He's at the Metz under his own name.
Ifanged if 1 can make it out. Heo’s either
mad or he’s got the nerve of the very devil,
Come on!'” '

Rolt was awaiting them in a taxi-cab out-
side, which whirled them swiftly away as
they took their seats. They drew up in Pic-
cadilly, a hundred yards or so from the

| severe arches of the great hotel, and walked



forward till they were met by a bronzed, )

well-dressed man of middle age who nodded
affably and fell into step with them.

“ Well, Gould?’ queried Torrester.

“ Everybthing serene, sir. He’s gone in to
dinner. There’'s two of our men dining at
the next table."”

** That's all right, then. I'Il the
manager and fix things.”

A commissionairg pushed back the revolv-
ing door and the four walked in.

see

Fivo minutes later a waiter crossed the !

{»> have occasion fo lcave the room by the
same exit.

Forrester and his companions were waiting
in a small room which had been placed at
their disposal. As de Reszke was ushered in,
the first face he caught sicht of was thatb
of Silvervale. 1Iis face lowered and he
paused on the threshold.

Quickly and deftly Gould shouldered by
him as though to pass out. De Reszke gava
way, and the detective closed the door and
leaned nonchalantly against it.

‘““ Mr. de Reszke,” said Forrester quickly,

A
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The next Silvervale saw was a byiama-clad man being held on the bed,
with Forrester and a cclleague at either wrist. '

softly lighted dining-room with a card. It
did not contain Forrester's naume—nor indeed
Lthat of any one he knew. Nor did de
Reszke scemn to know it, for he frowued as
the waiter presented it to him,

“I don’t kmow any Mr. Grahame Joln-
ston,”’ he said. ‘“ This_ isn’'t for me.”

The waiter was deferential, .

“The gentleman said, “ Mr. John de
Rezzke,” sir. He says it’s very urgent, and
wants you to spare him a minute in the
smoking-room.”

The millionaire slowly divested himself of
the cerviette, and, rising, shambled after the
waiter. Curiously enough, cne of the diners

**I am a police officer. Your wife has been
murdered since her arrival in London. . If
you wish to make any statement zs to your
movements you may do s0, though I 1inust
warn you that unless you can definitely con-

vinca me that you had no hand din the
murder I may have to arrest you.”
Blankly, uncomprehendingly, de Reszke

stared in front of Lhim as though he had
not heard, 1His lean fingers clenched and
uncienched, and his eves had hecome dull.
The police officers, although neither their at-
titudes nor their faces showed it, had braced
themselves to overcome him a% the first hint
of re¢sistance. But this man bad no appear-

at the adjoining table seemed simultaneously | ance of being the madman that Silvervale



. heard—=—

The life seemed {0 have gone

irad pictured
oui of ‘him,
‘“ You heard

_ )nef”
sho I‘le

quc"tmncd Forrester

“ [ heard you,” mud do. Reaake dully
“ You say Nell's dead-—mo,. not Nt,ll—-her
name’s not Eleapor; it's M.’a.d,eline,—-Malde]ine
- Fulford; that's
Haj; --ha, -bha!” He.
~ shrill,- uncanny - laughter, -and- then,
- both hands-to -his -temples,; pitched forward
heavily to tho floor.

““ A doctor, some one,” ordered Forrester,
and Gould vanished. Unceoscions. de Reszke
was lifted to a couch by the ofher three.
lorrester shrugged hie shoulders. ' Looks
like a bad-job,”* h¢ mutiered.

The doctor summonad hy- Gould LOI}ﬁfﬂlﬁd
ihe suspicion.

‘“ I¥'s a paralytic stroke,” idio
““ I doubt .if- he'll ever get over
gentlemen -are friends of hig?”’

- Forrester inserted a muple of fingers Imn
his waistcoat pocket.

“ Not exactly,”. he suid.

broke -inte

cexplained.
it

officials. Thero.is my curd.” .
“Alh!” The decler’s eyebrows jerked up.
- Well, it’s no business of mine. Of ¢ourse,

it’s obvious thaf he's had a shock.”
““ Of course,” ogrecd Yorrester.-
.- The inevitable-search of d¢ Keszke’s room
and .baggage was conducted with therough-
. ness, .but it yielded -nothing that seemed of
importance  to  the 1nvestigation. [orrester
. voiced  his. misgivingy as he walked bazck to
- Scotland Yard with Silvervale. - .
““ This business is rupning too smoothly.
- I don’t- like it. .1 Jeel there’s a-smack in
- the eye coming Jrom  somewtere. - There’s
saveral little odds uznd cnds to he cleared
-up, It would #arave PHeen ecasier if he hadn't
- had that stroke.”

‘““There's. the finger-print op Ahe hﬂr:!s .

" ventured Silvervaie.
“ Yes. I took de Reszke's.and sent Boit
with them to the Yard. Grant will have

fixed all that up by the time we get there.”

Grant was waiting for them when they
arrived.
series of enlargements of finger-prints.
shook his head ;';r'ncly at l*orreﬂer
“It’s -no geod, old chap,”” he said,
" ;ll‘neue things you sent mo up by Bolt don't
_ t.l }r )

Forrester, suddenly arrested with  his
overcoat half off, felt his jaw drop. For a
fecond he frowned upen Grant. Then he
writhed himself freo of the garmept.

‘““Den't tally?”’ ho repeated. * You're
joking, Grant. Thoy must!” '

“* Well, they don’t!”

The chief detective-imspector Wrrought his
fist down with a bang on the table. lle laid
no claim to tbo superbuman intelligence of
the story-book detectives. Therefore he wus
considerably annoyed at this abrupt dis-
covery of a vital flaw in 1hie chaiu of evi-
denco that conuected de Reszke with the

murder. Ho had no personal feeling in the
matter.

1le

(9]

1t—&he’s been murdered?- 1.

-pressiug .

-You

“We are pol:co

On his table he had spread out a

mat 1t was merely the. discontent of the
business man at finding that work bad heen

1

fitm at-
-{.rominiscence in Silvervale.

wasted. He brought his fist down with a
bang on the table.

* It beats me!’”’ he declared viciously. ** It
fairly: beats me. Who e¢lse could have done

1Y Who elso had a motive?”

. Grant stole out of the room, and Forrester
rested his elbows on the table and his
chin in his cupped hands, striving to recall

some avenues- of 111veﬁ1gatmn fthab he mtﬂfht

have overhloked.

Suddenly his  faco h;.t-hi«l,ned and he-
lerked himself fn}m Lis chair with a swift

Tovement of his whole body. Ignoring the

lournalist, ha rushed from the room. It
was long before he returned. When he dld

e was accompanied by Grant,

“ 'Pell me V’--he addressed ‘a:lvenﬁle-—“ dld
you ever seg Crakc?”

The other shook his head.

** I was cut of town when he was tried, 1t
was after the case was over that I mter-
viewed Madeline: FFuiford.””

Grant .wag frowning. '

“If I hadn’t seeu tho remrds, borrester -
I'd say you were mad. 1tv's the most un-
heard-oil thing-—"

“ We'll seo whet,her I'm mad or m}t ? said
the chief - inspector grimly. le p]aced &

‘photograph the oflicial size and the tulkface, -

before Silvervale. *‘ Did you cver see that

ma=n hefore?”?

d4 NG.!}

““ Nor thuat?'’ The sccond pl]ot.ogra.ph was
a L.‘t-m]m portrait with the narhe of a Strand
he bottom. 1t awoke some vague
“Heo -held it e]oaer
to the light. . .

*C Wait a minute.” - Grant placed a.sheet
of paper over the hottom of the face, hiding
the moustacio and chin. Recollection came
to -Silvervale. in a flash. Jt was Norman, the

1man. with -the -Justreless blue eyes, who had
.commented : on.
: --,mokmmrmﬁm of the Columbia,

Maudeling Fulord in- ‘ohe
He expla.med
**'The  hair’s -done d:l’i’erer}t]y,” he added,
““but 1 can recognizse the upper part of tahe
face, though he’s older now than when this
photograph was taken. Do you think he’s
m:xed up in this?”

“ May he,” answercd Forrester enigmutie-
a.lly. H I'll have a man motor down to the

13

priscn now “—he was spcaking to Grant—
*“and we’ll go on to the Palatial. II I’'m
any judge he’ll still be there. His room was
No. 472, almost oppesite Ler suite, I had
him- questioned, of vcvourse, but 1 never
dI("tlTﬂf"d

Silvervale lit a cigarette 18';1gnedly

“It’'s all Greek to me,” -he complained.

¢ Still, I have no right to ask questions.”

“You'll understand in an hour or two,”
said Forrester. “ It would take too long to
explain DOW. Conu, on, aud you'il see what
you'll sce.’

It was back to trhe Pal.1t.1a1 Hotel that he
tock the journalist and a ccuple of subor-
dinates. = There he remained closeted with
the manager for fivo minutes. MHe reappeared
with that functionary, a master-key danghng'
on hig finger, - o

-



“ Qur bird’s at home,” he said.
roost, probably.” '

Notlun more wag said till they reached
" the thrrd floor. The manager led the way
until they came opposite a door facing the
suite which Mrs. de Reszke had occupied.
~ ** This i3 No. 472,”° he said, in a low vom-e
“Shull ' I knock?”

‘Torrester made a gesture of dissent, and
" his hand fell coaxingly on the door. He
“made no sound »s ho pushed a key in the
lock and turned it. With a sharp push the
door flew open, and a quick, angry question
was succeeded by confuzed sounds of 2
"struggle. - The next Silvervale saw was a
pyjuma-clad man being held on the bed with
Iorrester and a° colleague ab cither wrist.
~ “1 don’t know who you are or the mean-
ing of ihis outrage,” he protested angrily.
‘“ Some one will huve to pay for blut b

*“ Hold on to his hand a minute, Roker,”
said I‘orr&ter, arid one of the other detec-
tives seized the wrist he had been grasping.
" The chief inspector thrust his hand he-
neath the pillow and @produced .o small anto-
matic pistol.
- Ib;ust grabbed him in t1me, ? “he sa,nd a
little "oreathlessly. :
“1 want' to know—7
“prisoner.

Forrester turned sternly upon him.

“1 am a police officer,” the said. “1
-arresting’ you as an Eﬂcanﬂj LOIIV}Ct
-John Crake.”

perzisted ﬂm

alll
one

Something- approaching a gleam c,i' interest

shot ‘into Crake’s lifeless eyes.

*“So that's it, is it?”* ‘he said quietly. ‘1
“wonder how you got on to i, According tc
official reckoning, J(}h[} Crake has etill got
five years to serve.’

It was impossible to-doubt that the man-
‘knew--the toal- season of his arrest, bub Ebl
e
-smiled sardonically and a shiver swept: over.

‘manner, gave no -hint.of - pertm-batwn

his slight% frame.

** T ‘suppose you aren’t going to take me
to the police-station in my sleeping suit?
‘Will these gentlemen allow me to dress2”

At -an order from Forrester his clothes
were searched and passed to him, He was
adjusting his tie with a steady band when
he next chot out a question:

““You have something else to say?"” .

““ That can wait,” retarned - Forresler.
“ Remember that anything you say—--"

““ I know,” interrupted Crake; * you're
bound to give that warning. What's the
good of all this finesse. Mr. er—Forrester—
thank you? I know you want me for murder,
and if you want me to say anything you’d
better listen now while I'm in the mood.
First of "all, though how dld you get on to
me?!_!- g

‘* There - was a- hnger prmb and “we had
yours in the records when you wcre on trial
for the- other thing.”

Crake’s thin llpq curved into a sneer.

“* It was just the' ofi-chance of your com-
paring the prints that did it,”’ he said.’

Forrester made a dlsclaammg gesture.’

¢ The records would have becn ﬂcafchéd.
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“ Gone to s

-for the ple(}I}l people to explain.

she

‘would not be a light one.
| money—never mind how I kept it out of other

letter,

sooner or later in any event, and we'd have
hit on you. 1t would have taken a day or
two, thougi, and yon’d have got a start,”-

‘“And you don’t know how it i3 I'm not
still in prison, and no one knows ['ve he:en
ab largo for a year?”

““ No, not altogether,”! admiticd tho ohlef
detective ccbrelessly ““There’s been a change
of identity and big bribery somewhere. That’s
" He was
careful mot to ask any questions. '

“ Well,” said Crake slowly, “ 1 can help
you oub on that. 'This is what happened-:
When that- Jezebel there *—he jerked his
thumb towards.the door—‘‘ sold me at the
trial, I swore I'd get quits with ‘her, if 1
swung for it.”” He spat out the words in
an even voice that made them ten times
more  venomous, ** Mark you, in the time
that I knew her she had bled me for thou-
sands. Then when the other man turned up,
had to g¢t rid of me—and the Old ~
Beailey was the method she chose. I don’t
know if any of youn gentlemen know what
hate is—real, white-hot, flaming hatred that
eats a man’s vitals out "'-—he choked a little
—" but never mind that. My first idea was
to work an e:cape, for I kunew my sentence
1 had plenty of

people’s elutehes.”

Crake then made a iull confession, des-

 cribmg how he had escaped frem prison by

exchanging sentences amd finger-print identi-
ties with a fellow convict for a large sum of
money and how he eventually tracked the
woman Madeline Fulford and carried out his
velgeance.

The scratching of a pencil as a detectne

-who had followed Crake’s statement in short-
‘band put the finishing touches to his notes

was the only sound for a few seconds alter

‘Crake liad . finished™ . The manager fished in
‘his pocket and. produced a2 letter which he
‘handed to l*urreste'

““ T forgot. to give you this,” he said. ‘ ‘1t
was left in the cffice early this eu,mng It
is addressed to Mrs. do Reszke.'

Forrester broke the seal and read the
eilently at first and them aloud:

* Madam,—You have no moral claim upon
me since ycour admission yesterday that yon
are the infamous woman formerly known as
Madeline Fulford. T then told you as plainly
a8 possible that you need look to me
no longer for support. I have now, however,
thought the question over, and wnil allow
you three thousand dollars per annuin, paid
quarterly, on condition, firzt, that you as-
sume some other name than mine; secoudly,
that you make no attempt in future to molest
or communicate with me either in person or
by letter.

“ 1 chzll instruet my lawyer that the
foregoing payment is to he made to you.
I sail for New York in two days’ time.

‘““R. DE RESzZKE.”

NEXT WEEK'S STORY:—

THE MAKER OF DIAMONDS !
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House, Essex, and Burlington

Street, W., died at the latter place

last might under peculiar and sus-
. piciousg circumstances. According to the ser-
vant’s story, Mr. Corrie was starting for his
club about eight o'clock, and cpened the
front door just as.a mair was in the act
of ringing the hell. A few words passed be-
tween the two, and then Mr. Corrie turned
back and led his visitor to the smoking-room
on the first floor. The light being dim in the
hall, and the servaut at the far end of it,
the had but a vague glimpse of the man,
and cannot give the slightest description of
him. He heard ncthing until nine o’clock,
when the sound of the street door closing
suggested to him .that his master and the
visitor had left the Lhouse together. Malf
an hour later, on going upstairs, he saw &
bright light burning in the smokiug-room,
the door of which was partly open. 1le
looked in, discovered his master lying on the
floor, and found bhim to be quite dead. Ap-
parently nofhing in the room had been dis-
torbed. A doetor was summoned at once,
and he stated the cause of death to be
apoplexy, probably induced by some strong
emotion or shock. The deceased gentleman
spent thie greater part of his life in India,
at first in the Civil Service, and then in the
management of his extensive tea and indigo
plantations, out of which he made a ‘hand-
some fortune. He returned to England ten
vears ago, and resided mainly at his house
in Burlington Street. He was a collector
of curios and antique rings, and had the
reputation of being eceentric. His age was
fifty-eight, and a younger brother is said
to bs the sole heir.”

The above paragraph, or the substance of
it, appeared in the noon editions of a number
of London papers one October day, in the
year 19—— Nothing of importance—save the
fact that the mysterious visitor could not be
found — subsequently transpired. Apoplexy
was prcved to have Kkilled Mr. Ruthven
Corrie, but there was every reason to be-
lieve that the fatal stroke was due to some-
thing which occurred between himself and
his unknown caller. No clue to the latter’s
identity was furnished by Mr. James Corrie,
aged forty-five, who was presumably the sole

& M R. RUTHVEN CORRIE, of Ganges

.............

| heir,

ww

.....
‘-II..--' -------------------------------------

FROM THE MEMOIRS OF THE
' CELEBRATED DETECTIVE, CARFAX BAINES.

He stated at the inquest. that he was
married, and lived at Hampstead. He ad-
miftted that he had quarrelled with his
brother five years before, that he had not
seen him to speak to for three years, and
that the deceased had allowed ‘him four hun-
dred pounds annually. On the whole this
witness made a favourable impression, and it
was drawn from him that the quarrel was
caused by ‘his brother, who was a woman-
hater, forbidding him to marry.

The smoking-room at the house in Burling-
ton Street was more than its name implieds
it was a large and well-furnished apart-
ment, and coitained hundreds of books.
several glassz-covered cabinets filled with
antique rings, and the late Mr. Ruthven
Corrie’s private desk. Iiere. a couple of days
after the funeral. four persoits came together.
Ona was Mr. Tapford, Ruthven Corrie's
solicitor, and another was a distant cousin
of the dececsed; his name was Arthur Las-
celles, and he was a dissipated and penurious
young man about town. The other two
were James Corrie and Carfax Baines, who
had been intimately acquainted for szome
vears; why the detective had been asked to
be prezent on this occasicn will shortly
appear.

““As no will can be found, either here or
at Ganges House,”' the solicitor said coldly,
““ and as none is in my possession, the pre-
sumption is that my late client neglected to
make one. I think I may congratulate you,
Mr. Corrie, on coming inte a fortune of
conziderably over a hundred thousand
pounds.”’

“ My a will!”
“*Pid he
you, Mr.

relative must have muade
Arthur Lascelles cried sharply.
never intimate as mucih to
Tapford?”’

**Not in plain words,” the solicitor re-
plied; ** but he certainiy spoke to me of hia
intention to endow scveral c¢harities, and to
bequeath his ecollection of rings to the
South Kensingtocn Museum. However, thers
is no will to be found.”

“ My brother’s wishes shall be sacred lo
me,”’ said James Corrie. Iis face was
marked with grief, and he flushed as he
spoke. He seemed ill at ease, and rising, he
paced slowly across the room. He stopped
before one of the cabinets, and his maaner
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changed as he looked through the glass. ]
Then he lifted the lid and examined it for
a moment.

“ Here is a discovery!” he cried, bringing
the rest around him, *‘‘ A valuable ring is

missing, Look! It’s place is empty! The
lock as been broken and the lid forced.
And it was donme within a few days—the

night of my brother’s death.”

““ Yes, about that time, I should say,” as-
seuted Baines, after scrutinising the tell-
tale marks. “ This is interesting. I don’t
suppose any person could have tampered
with the cabinet since. What sort of a ring
is missing?”’ :

‘““ An Afghan ring, of curious workman-
ghip,”’ repiied James Corrie. ** It came from
Cabul. Afghan! Afghan!”—he repeated the
word dreamily.

““You are sure it was in the cabinet that
night?" demanded the solicitor.

*“ Yes, it was always there—in that empty
place. Nothing else is missing. Ruthven
velued it highly, and would not have parted
with it for any consideration. It was un-
doubtedly stolen by ‘his mysterious caller.”

‘* You ceem to know a great deal about it,”’
said the solicitor, *‘ and you have a good
memory for jewels. You have not been in
this room, I believe, for three years?”

“ It is quite that since I kept an appoint-
ment here with my brother.”

““* Three days would be more like. it!"”
Arthur Lascelles cried sneeringly. * No, Tap-
ford, I'm going to speak out. You yourself,
Jomes Corrie, were Ruthven's mysterious
visitor. 1 believe you angered him, causing
his death, and then you took his keys,
opened the desk, and stole the will that
cut you out of a——-"

** Liar!” thundered the accused man.

A scene followed, and but for timely in-
tervention the cousins would have come to
blows. Lascelles would neither retract nor
apologise, and finally, breathing threats until
the door closed on him, he was led away
by tha solicitosr.

-1 feared something of this sort,”” said
James Corrie, as soon as he could master his
feelings and speak calmly. *° The scoundrel
expected to profit by my brother’s death,
and in his rage he will do me all the harm
he can. I dread the scandal, Baines. Think
of it!" That I should be accused of coming
here that night and stealing poor Ruthven’s
will while he lay dead! But you, my old
friend, know how baseless this foul charge is.
You will help me to refute it. On my
henour, I believe my brother mneglected to
make a wiil.”

““ And 1 agree with you.

“ Well?”

. **Unless the unknown one carried off with
him both the ring and the will.”

** e certainly took the ring. As for the
will—if one existed—what motive could any-
body have for stealing it? Baines, find this
man for me. That is my only salvation.
Prove that it was not I who visited Ruthven,

Unless——"*

otherwise Arthur Lascelles will blast my life,

my good name., And Tapford, ke, too, thinks
me guilty.” -

““ Let them think what they like,” the de-
tective answered heartily. ‘' I am convinced
of your innocence, my dear Corrie, and if
it is in my power to clear you I will do
so.”’ i

The little word *‘ if ™ carried full weight
with Carfax Baines, and in this case it
justified its use. A month shpped by—two
months. 'The identity of the mysterious
stranger, his business with Ruthven Corric
that October night, were things as remote
from discovery as ever. Vain were adver-
tisements—vain were all other efforts to find
him. James Corrie had taken possession of
his brother’s estate, but riches brought him
no happiness. Ile and his wife were socially
ostracised. The finger of suspicion was
pointed at him, and when he tried to enter
a couple of good clubs he was promptly
blackballed. So much for the malicious, re-
vengeful tongue eof Arthur Lascelles, He
would have gone much farther had there
heen any grounds for a legal action.

The winter cloced in, and December came.
One cold morning, when Baines picked up
the paper after breakfast, his attention was
arrested by the following paragraph, to which
considerable prominence was given:

““ Prince Azam Ceorrie Khan, an Afghan, is
the latest distinguished arrival in ZLondon.
He claims to be the legitimate son and heirs
of the late Mr. Ruthven Corrie, and pro-
poses to take immediate steps to secure his
rights; those who are familiar with Mr.
Corrie’s past will not hastily condemn the
claimant.” :

Baines did not know if James Corrie was at
Ganges House or in town, but the at once
drove to Burlington Street at a venture. He
found his friend there, examining a heap of
documents with an anxious and haggard face.

‘* You have secf the paper?” Corrie cried.

[y YE:—&.”

““ So have I. That is what started me at
this task a =econd time. I thought I might
have missed But sit down, Baines. The
scandal must eome out now—it can’t be
huzsbed up any longer. I will tell you the
whele story.”

‘““ You had better have done so before,” the
detective said drily.

He lit his pipe, mixed a whisky and soda,
and liztened for half am hour to as strange
a narrative as he had ever heard. Ie pon-
dered it over a second pipe, and asked many
questions.

““ 1 believe I have the hang of the thing,”
he said fipally. “ About these papers—you
are certain they were in your brother’s pos-
session?*’

‘““Yes, in this desk. I missed them long
ago, but did not think much of it at the
time. It’s o bad business. Here is a letter
I got this morning {rom the scoundrel’s
solicitoer.”’

Baines read it. :

““ A bold blufi-—a daring fraud,” he said.
‘““ The theft of the puapers proves that. And
Wardlaw i at the bottom of it. I dou’t




know what their evidence is, but we must

uqu‘t it.” | :
How?" ' ' i
“ There is only one sure way. I will go to
Peshawat.’ .
‘“ By Jove!” gasped Corrie. * Why, it's
half-way round the world! But you are

right, Baines. A thousand pounds above ex-
penses if you win. And there is more than
my fortine zt stake—you will lift this black
cloud of calumny and clear my name for
:::c-od and all, Don’t you believe that?'
‘Yes; the two are certainly woven to-
get-her.”

Muany thousands of miles across the globe,-
far off at the top of the Punjab, stands the
border city of the Indian Empire, known
equally. well as the gateway to the Khyber
Pass. To the scuth of it, law and order
reign in the land of the Sikhs; to the north
and the west, where rugged roads lead to
distant Cibul, incipient anarchy and warfare
lurk in the mountain fastnesses of Afghan-
istan, Peshawar! -Jt is a name to conjure
with, a name suggestive of many a tale- of
blended romance and savagery, and Carfax
Baines felt a strange thrill when he entered

e

the old, walled town one nconday, after
wecks of travel by land and sea. . - ‘
- This was India, and yet not Imdia. For

hours he wandered zbout, feazting his eyes |
on the fascinating and uncommon sights.
1'raders shrieked their wares, and the air was
heavy with peeculiar smells. Dark-skinned
men of a dozen races jostled one another in
the narrow streets, - which were choked with
strings of horsez and camels, along which
struggled ceravans from beyond the Khyber.
Here one met a British soldier or a Sikh
policeman; then a fanatical Afghan armed to
the teeth, or a group of wild-eved Beloochi.
In tho bazaars was a coatinual clamour, a
pounding and hammering in many keys as
the artisans worked -deftly at their benches,

fashioning wood and leather, gold and sﬂver

and steel, into thmgs curious and useful.

By the close of the day Baiues had not.
begun to exhaust the delights of Peshawar,-
but he was footscre and tired, and, more-
over he must needs remember that he was
not .a pleasure-trip. = Evening found him
resting in a lodging that an English merchant
had procured . for him—a little room over an
armourer’s shop in the native quarter, for it
wus here that his work would lie. The day’'s
labour was finished, and a ‘hum of voices rose
from the crowds that filled the streets. As
the shadows.of the.night deepened lights and
torches began to  flash. The old, grey-
bearded armcurer, fdluwmﬂ the ehhmple oi‘a
his neighbours, lcunﬂed in lis doonuy and

moked a curved pipe.

Another pipe glowed redly at the ldttlﬂﬂ
window merhea,d where the English detec-
tive sat gazing at the passing. throng, and
wondcring how he was to accomplish t-heﬁ

formidable task that he had set himself.
somewhere around him were doubtless

natives who knew the secret that he w
ife must search thiem out with the aid of
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an interpreter, find the right ones, and hava

anted. {.

their evidence taken in proper form by =
magistrate.

““I will begin in earnest to-morrow,” he
resolved. “ There is no time to waste. Bub
success is fwr from certain, since after all
these years the witnesses may be dead or
scattered. Norman Wardlaw is possibly in
Peshawar, though Captain Dare said he had
heard nothing of him for a long time. If I
could find the scamp, I think my mission
would speedily come to a satisfactory end.
But ‘he is more likely to be in London.”

IHalf an hour slipped by, and Baines was
filling his third pipe, when he heard at a
distancea a shrill- outery that rose distinctly
above the other sounds of the night. He
thrust his head from the window and
listened., It was a tumult now, a roar of
angry, howling voices, and it was coming his
way. More curious than alarmed, though ho
knew that a native riot in Peshawar was
sometliing to be dreaded, he thurried down to
the lower floor. The excitement was spread-
ing to the people in the street, the greater
part of whom seemed bent on sceking shelter
or protecting their merchandise from possible
looting, Nearer and louder rang the hoarse
c¢lamour, and the report of a couple of fire-
arms blended. with the din.

“ Sahib, this is no place for you,”’ said tho
Hindoo armourer, who spoke English fluently.
‘“ Hida thyself quickly.”

“ But what is tho matter,
Baines questioned. -

“1 know not, sa;hib.
springs from nothing.”

The shutters of the .s-hop. which were leb
down in daytime to form a booth, had
already been drawn up. The old man has-
tened to secure them on the inner side,
crying to the -detective to follow him and
clogs thea door. But Baines hesitated, wish-.
ing. to lezrn the cause of the disturbance,
and half a minute later he saw a man fturn
the corner of a street a few yards to the
left. A light from a window, shining on him
for a qemnd revealed a face that had once
been - white, -a- castume half native, half
European. Tihe fugitive came on, staggering
as he ran. He would have paszsed Baines/
but suddenly catching sight of him, he turned
and threw himself at his feet.

‘*“*You are an Englishman!"” he gasped.
“ For the love of .Heaven save me——proteet )
fellow-countrymant”

There was no time to hesitate, to think
of _consequences, for now the foremost of
the howling band of pursuing natives had
turned the corner, and in another moment
they would be upon the two. The detective's
plucky leart instantly responded to the
appeal. He dragged the exhausted man over
the thrashold, slammed the door shut, and
dropped the heavy bar into its place. (iung;t
Das ‘had secured the window,. and the rays.
of a bra-s lamp showed the anger and terror
on his face when he realised what his lodger
had done.

. Sahib, you .have ruined .me!” he cried.

“ May you burn for ever!” And with that,

Gunga Das?"”

In Peshawar a riob
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nttering dreadful threats and imprecations,
he darted through a door at the rear and
made it fa:t on the inner side.

The mob, having seen their victim’s
escape, were now clamouring for admittance,
choking the narrow street from house to
house, and filling the 2ir with fremzied cries.
Baines glanced about the shop, with its store
of arms and armour. He had a loaded pistol
for his own protection, and he bade his com-
panion choose a weapon from the wall.

‘““God bless you!' the man replied
hoarsely, as he selected a long sword, ** You
are a true friend!”

of rage, they pounded on the door and the
shutters, and occasionally a bullet tore
through the woodwork. 'Then having found
some heavy missile, they attacked the door,
raining biow after bhlow against it. Baines
tried the rear exit, thinking they might
escape from the shop as the Hindoo had
dene, -but that hope was elusive, so firmly
had Gunga Das barred his way of retreaf.

“It’'s no use!” he shouted to his com-
panion. ‘* We must face the worst. Waich
sharp; here they come.”

The noise was frightful, The timbers of

| the door cracked and bent, -and suddenly it
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i Yells of agony arose, and a long Afghan rifle was discharged into the room.

“But what have you done?"” Baines de- |

manded curtly.

‘““ A scoundrel of an -ifg'han struck me,
and I knocked him down,” the {ugitive an-
swered. “ It was a nmd act, and it set
the pack at my heels”” '+ .

-, % Ay, madman, indeed! And it is likely to
10ost us both our lives: But we will try to
hold out ¢till help comes, if t{here is any
chance of that.”” - o ;

- Further conversation was impossible, 50
deafening was the tumult raised by the in-
i'urla.ted natives. With bloodcurdling cries

purst at one side and flew open a couple of
feet.  Swarthy faces appeared, and Baines
fired at once. Yells of agony rose, and =«
long Afghan rifle was discharged into the
rcom. Through the curling smoke the de-
tective saw his companion fall, and he
realised that his durn must come quickly.
He emptied his revolver, which seemed to
lhold the mch in check for an instant. Then
when certain death confromted him, an un-
expected thing happened. The triumphant
clamour in the street changed to -cries of

| alarm. A rifle volley spluttered above the



tumult, the armourer’s doorway- was sud-
denly deserted, and the now panic-stricken
- natives were in full retreat.

When Captain Dare forced his way into |

the shop, followed by hali a dozen of his
force of Sikhs, he found Bainez bending over
the man who had caused ihe 1iot. = The
latter was shot in the c¢hest, and his bearded
face was white with pain; but he was per-
fectly conscious,

“1'n done fer,” he =said to the delective.
“ This will finish me. I'm glad yon're safe,
anyway. I lied to you, sir. I was trying
to rob a native goldsmith, and he caught

me at it. I needed money——"

*“*By  heavens,” interrupted  Bainegy,
staring into the man’s features intently,
“ you are Norman Wardlaw!”

“That’s who it is,;”" assented Captain

Dare.
“Yez, I am Norman Wardlaw/’
man. ‘‘ You seem to kncw me.”
“1 came to Pceshawar to find you,”” de-
clared DBaines. _
“I1f T can do anything for you, sir-——
““ You can. Repent before it is too late.

* said the

t ¥ 4

T know all about Prince Azam Khan and the ;
Do |

plot to steal Ruthven Corrie’s estate.
not die with that erimo on your soul.”

The manh was zilent for a moment, ,

“1'll tell the truth,” he said. ** Yen shall
have a fuil confession.”

Half an hour later his story was told, set
down on paper, and signed by himseli and
two witnesses. Medical assistance was pro-
cured, but it was of no avail; ex-Captain
Norman Wardlaw sank rapidly, and shortly
after midnight he died. A few hours later,
with the precious document in his possession,
Bazines had left Pashawar,

The curtain rises on the last scene in far-
away Loudon, where Prince Azum Khan was
backed to win by the general public, so well
had his ease been put forward by the Press.
It was a day in Mareh when Baines, accom-
panied by James Corrie and a Scotland Yard
detective, went to a certain West End hotel
and were shown to the prince’s apartments,
where they found him with his solicitor and
a reporter. At sight of the warrant the im-
postor’'s dusky face turned the colour of
arev chalk, and .when the charge wasg read
to him
dropped limply into a chair and had to be
braced up with brandy.

““ Under the circumstances,” siid Baines,
glancing at the reporter, ** and for the sake
of Mr. James Corrie, I will -briefly state the
faots we are prepared to prove. As the
public already know, through the medium of
the Press,- Mr. Ruthven Corrie-—-whom we
may call eccentric from early life——twenty-
five years ago- married & beautiful Afghan
girl of presumably roval blood, while he was
in the Civil Service on the Indian frontier, A
year afterwards, when he had heen trans-
ferred to the North-West Provinees, a son
was born; and six Yyears later the wife,
tempted astray by an English officer, Cap-
tain Norman Wardlaw, fled with him to
Pechawar. She took with lter the child, and

and he was formally arrested,. he |

!

the -certificates of his birth
riage.
tives. Ho was moved farther south,
the Service on inheriting a legacy from a
relative, and invested in tea and indigo plan-

! _ and bher ‘mar-
Mr. Corrie did not pursue the fugi-
left:

tations, which turned out so well that he
was a rich man when he came home to Eng-
land ten years ago. Meanwhile, several years
after his wife's flight, he received a letter
from her informing him that his son was
dead, and within «+# month or two he heard
that his wife also was dead. Ile sent a
native agent to Peshawar to investigate, and
the man made a written report coafirming -
both facts. Mr. Corrie kept the letter and
the report, realising their value. As for
Captain Wardlaw, the depths of degradation
to which he fell need not be described.
Suffice it to say that for eighteen years he
has been that most pitiable of objects—an
Englishman shunned by his own kind.

“ And now we come to the present time—
to the history of the plot. Within the past
year the man Wardlaw drifted to London.
He learned of Ruthven Corrie's wealth and
saw an opportunity to transier some of it to
his own pccket; he had preserved the certi-
ficates tltat his paramour took with her when
she fled. Corrie’s wife and child had actnally
been dead for years, but that was no hind.
rance to Wardlaw. He went back to Peshawar,
where lived a mnatural =on of his by an
Afghan woman, who had been born aboutb
the same time as Corrie’s child. This young
man had been well educated, but he was
unserupulous and a willing tool. He listened
to Wardlaw, was schooled in the part he was .
to play, and when all was ripe he travelled
to England and lodged somewhere in the
East End. lle sought out Ruthven Corrie
last October, and declared himself to be
that gentieman’s eon. What passed at the
interview iz not known, but a stroke of
apoplexy killed Mr. (orrie. The visitor took
the dead man’'s keys, stole from the desk the
two papers that meant ruin to ‘his claim, as
well as a ring from one of the cabinets, and
then slipped from the house. In the suc-
ceeding interval he wrote to Wardlaw in
Peshawar, and on receiving instructions he
suddenly blossomed out in the West End as
the newly arrived son of Ruthven Corrie,
and the heir to his wealth. Wardlaw, who
had exhausted in the venture all the money

| he could raise, was waiting in Peshawar for

funds to bring him home as the principal
witness. IFortunately he was still there when
I went to the Punjab in James Corrie's
interests,”” At this point Baines related his
adventure, and produced Wardlaw’s confes-
sion. ‘““ You observe, gentiemen, that the
case is without a flaw,” he conciuded.

As Carfax finished ‘his statement, Azam
Khan hastily produced a rinzg from his
vest pocket and beforea anyone could stop
him,. he put it mn his meuth. A second
later he-had fallen back on a couch, dead.
The ring had contained a powerful EFastern
poison which was released by a tiny spring.
And so euded this remarkable case.

THE END.
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(Continued from page 14.)

Archie stared straight in front of him with
an expression in 'his eyes which was cer-
tainly somewhat glassy. 'Of course, he
Ladn’t said anything to Phipps about his
movements of tlie previous evening. |
" The valet had raiced his eyebrows some-
what upon seeing Archie's clothing—clothing
that had been obviously soaked and then
dried. But Phipps was too well trained to
ask any questions,

“If I can bhe of any assistaunce, sir——

‘* Leave me, Phipps!”’ said Archie, in &
hollew voiee. * Leave me to- my thoughts!
The fact is, old lad, I’'ve just remembered
something! Absolutely! And it seems to
me that I'm in the cart. In other words,
the young master is just about up to his
neck in a dashed foul morass!”

“I am very sorry, sit.” :

“You wouwld be, Phipps, but it so hap-
pens that your sorrow doesn’t alter the bally
posigh!” said Archie mournfully, *‘ You see,
I'm bound by honour mnot to breathe a
dashed word. The bonds of the good old
code make it imposs. for me tc get busy
on the explaining stuff. Of ,course, you
don’t know anything sbout the Scott chappie,
da .you?” '

- ** The Scott chappie, sir?”.

_“* Absoiutely,”” said Archie. ‘“ But there
you are! Suffish, Phipps—suffish! It was a
mere passing thought, and so, don't you
know, we'll let it pass! If I require it, I'll
give iF a call!” "

Phipps bowed, and silsntly withdrew,

And Archie lay back on the lounge, and

conbinued to stare before him,
- **The great thing is to start wrestling!”
he murmured. ‘‘ That is, I've-got to find
out precisely where I  am. The good old
problem requires sorting out, and what not!
And, dash "it, the old bean secms somewhat
feeble!”’ - 2 3 '

However, it did not take Archie long to
sort things out,
~And he was by no means delighted at the
result. He knew well enough that Kenmore
and all the ofhers were positively rely-
ing on him to breathe no word about the
happenings of the previous evening. Con-
sidering that the gay party had helped
Archie and Scott in their extremity, the
least they could expect was that the un-
bidden guests should remain quiet—no
matter what their private opinions of the
affair migh$ be.

Archie had given his word that he would
remain mum. But there was no telling what
tho new fellow would do. That was the awk-
ward part of it.. Being.. absolutely fresh to
everything, he might. not redlise that it was
necessary to keep his mouth shut.

And if he talked about the affair, big
trouble would follow, and Archie - would be
accused by Kenmore and Co. They .would
. think that he had let the cat of the bag,
and would consider his word of honour to
be wuseless. They were not fair-minded

b
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) fellows, and would paint Archie with the

same brush as the new chap.

And this, after all, was the least
ing aspect of tho matter.

There was quite another side to the
question. , , ‘

And this one caused Archie to turn pale
as he thought of it. Supposing the truth
came out?  Supposing he was questioned?
He would have to admit that he was at the
party!

Certainly, he would be able to explain his
reasons for going there. But Archie had
quite enough sense to realise what Fullwood
and Co. and the other cads would do. They
would inwardly accuse him of giving them
away, and then they would cpenly accuse him
of being a member of the party.

Archie’s denial would not be of much worth
against so many—particularly as he would be
compelled to admit that he was there.

No, from every point of view, the position
was rotten. Everything depended’upon Scott.
If he kept quiet, no harm would come of the
matter. If he didn’t keep quiet, #he fat
would be in the fire with a vengeance,

-And while Archie was in the throes of this
storm, Lawrence Scctt, the new
junior, was the centre of all the attention
in the Ancient House lobby. As was to be
expected Handforth was well to the fore.

For some extraordinary reason, the
famous leader of Study D considered that it
was his duty to put every new fellow
through a sort of catechism. Unless they
answered all his questions freely and frankiy,
they were in momentary peril of having their
noses punched. '

Edward Oswald Handforth gave a whoop
as he caught sight of the new bhoy.

He forgot all about Church and MecClure,
and the sinister thoughts he had in mind
with regard to them. Their crime had not
been very great. The whole trouble had
arisen owing to Church’s inaccurate aim.

e had playfully thrown a sponge at Me-
Clure, who had dodged out of the way just
in timo to allow the sponge to whizz past
him and alight with beautiful precision in
the very centre of Handforth’s face.

The sponge, of coursze, was full of water,
and Handforth was mot very partial to cold
water taken in such a way. Explanations
were quite useless. Handy was not the kind
of chap to listen to explanations after he
had received » wet sponge in his face. So
he simply gave chase with all speed, and
with his fists clenched ready to do large
amounts of damage. -

But as soon as Handforth saw the new
fellow, he had no further thoughts of
sponges. He dashed up t{o the newcomer
at full speed. |

““A new kid!”’ he declared triumphantly.

‘“ Impossible!” szaid Regirnald Pitt. ' It’s
nearly the last week of term. New kids
don’t come at such a time as this. Don’t you
believe it, Handy.” 2 =T am

Handforth planted himself in

alarm-

fi'ont. of -

L SC‘Dt'tu
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“ Who the dickens do you think you are?”
he demanded.

“ My name scott,”
tht other.

“ A uew fellow

“ Yet. '

““ What's the idea of cominz bere so near
the end of tcrm A gut in  De Valerie.
- It » mob usual.’ )

‘No, I don’t thtnk it i3,” replied Scott
caimly, ‘“* Bubt my people have goue abroad,
-and 'so they eent me to St. Frank's straight
away. I suppose I shall spend- the Christ-
maus - holidays here

*“ Poor chap!”’ said Pitt -~,mpathetually

** That's ‘hard lines, if you like! Are you
in tha Remove?”

1s Lawreace replied

here 7"

““Sa I understand.” .
_ ‘' Shut up! Lebt me tals to him!” said
Handforth, ‘“ Now, look here, Lawrence, I

might as well put it to you pl.un‘y at the
very beginning, and then we can’t have any
?lu ;lgrlerstdndm"s Jater on. Do you see
lu L
He planted a hinge fist under Scott's nose.
“Yes, I see it!"” said the new hojy.
“ What does it look like?”

“ 1t looks like the fist of a navvy!"” said
Scott simply.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!l"”

The whole lobby broke into a roar. The

new fellow’s desu:ptmn of Handforth’s fist
was about as accurate as any description

could be. And Scott had made the state-
menb without any apparent aittempt at
humour. |

Handforth gave two or ttnee aulpes.

“ You—you «cheeky rotier!”™ he roared.
‘““Like the fist of a navvy, en? All right,
you'ill feel it——  Leggo! What the
dickens

“No punching llerc!™ I zrinned, as T held
Handforth's aru.

*“*You mind your own hn-me~-,
snorted Edward Oswald. * Didn't
this cad insult me?”

“No!” 1 replied.

‘““Ha, ha. ha!"”

Handforth glared round and then sniffed.

“Oh, of course, youre always ready fto
jeer!” he said bitterly. * You meedn’t worry
—I won't touch the kid. But I'm joliv well
going to ask him some more questions!
Now then, Scott, look here! What do they
call you at home?”

*“ Larry,” said the new boy.

“ Well, Larry, just yon listen to this!
said Handforth. *I don’t allow any fellow
to tell me that my fist is Jike a nawv-e'
You've got to remember that I'm one of the
chiefi chaps in the Remove. If it wasn't for

Nipper!”
vou -hear

Jfavouritismm  and  jealousy, T should be
ekipper.”” -
SPOL!YT said. Scott.

“But that doesn’'t make any difference
about you,” went on Handforti. “I'm not
mqumtwe‘ but wlien a new c¢hap comes, I
like to know all about him. Where were }ou
-before you came here?”

“ At Barrowecliffe Schoeol, Hampshire.“

il TH!:‘. NELSON " LEE | ‘LanAHY j
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answer truthfully.

“ Why did vou leave?”

“ Because I had a fight with the schivol
captain, and knocked him out.”

“What!"’ shouted the others.

“Do you wean to say that vou were ex-
pelled?”’ demanded Haundforth.

“No, but there was some unplecasantness,
and my father decided to take me away,”
replied Scott. * The school captain was a
cad, and I had to fight him. Of course, he
was a senior, And that’s what led to the

trouble.”

.The -juniors regarded Scott in surprise.
They were rather astonished that he should
be so frank about his reasons for leaving
his previous school. It wasn’'t very credit-
able to explain that he had been expelled—

or practically expelled.
“1 don't know whether you're spoofing,

but _you don’t look much like a hoxer to
me,”” gaid Handforth bluntly. *“ Do you
think you could whack me?” he added.
“Yes.”
“What!” roared Handforth violently.
“Yes, I do think I eould whack vou,” said
Scott calmly.
. *Why, you weheeky vyoung ass!” snorted
Handforth. “ I could wipe up the floor with
you! I could use you as a broom!"”

“It's all right, Scott. Don't take ton
mueh notice of him!” I said, pushing for-

ward. “ It's just his little way. He can’t
help it, you know. He's a decent chap in
the main.’

“Yesg, so I thought,”” said Scott. “ I rather
like -him.”

“TI'm flattered!"" sneered Handforlh
heavily.

“ Like him¥’
his ugliness?"
“Yes,” said Scott.
Handforth went red all over. :
“If you think I'm going 1o stand this

" grinned Pitt. * In spite of

you've made a bloomer!” he bellowed. *“ This
new kid just said that I'm ugly ”

““He didn’t,” said Pitt. *““That was my
remark."”

“Yes, but he agreed with you!” smorted
Handforth. * Look here, my lad, we'll have
this out. And don't Iarget vou've got to

Do you think I'mm hand-
some or ugly?”

Larry Scobtt smiied. )

"l don't hike to offend you, but I think
you're very ugly indeed!" he repl:ed frankiy.
“I've uever met a fellow quite so ugly
before!”

*“Wa, “ha, ha'”

“ 8o now you've got it, old man,’
Pitt.

‘““1T haveu't got a quarter of what this
chap’'s going to get in two seconds!’ roared
Handforth, *‘“Great pip! A new chap has
the nerve to say that I'm ugly! What else
do vyou think abmlt- me?’ he demanded
ferociously.

“ By what I have seen, I should judge yqu
to be quite good-natured in the main, but

" chuckled

* very aggressive, and v.;_.it-h a highly-inflated



opinion of yourself,”
fully.

. ““'Well, that’s more than flesh and blood
can stand!” breathed Handforth huskily,

‘““ But why?”’ asked De Valerie. ‘' The
chap’s simply told the truth; in fact, it's the
first time I've heard am}body tell the truth
quite so candidly.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

- Maudforth dellberately pushed
sleeves.

“ There’s nothing I hate worse than Dbif-
fing a new chap, but it’'s got to be done!”
he said. *“ If he thinks I'ln ugly, he might
a8 well think a few more things as well!
You chaps had better stand by to pick him
up when I've finished!"

Handforth was seized by half a dozen fel-
lows and dragged 'back.

“We can‘t have any ﬂghtmg in the
lobby!”” I said severely. ‘‘ Look here, Scott,
it's all very well to be frank, but it's rather
rwkv You're a new Kkid, and I must say
you've got a bit of a nerve. If I were you
I should apologise to Handforth.” |

““Certainly not »  gaid Scott ‘“ What 1
said was true.)’

‘““There you are—listen to hun'” howled
Handforth, struggling wildly.

-« What’s the idea?’ I asked, looking at
the new fellow curiously. ‘“ Do you always
‘tell the truth like that?”

““Yes, of course.”

“We'll see!” I said with a grin.
Montie, come here!’

Sir Montie Tregellis-West lounged forward.
He was wearing a new fancy vest, and we
had had a3 bit of an argument about it in
the dormifory. Tommy Watson considered
it to be rather too startling, but Montie
had insisted upon wearing ift.

It would be rather interesting to hear the
new fellow’s opinion en this waistcoat, he-
cause if he reaily spoke the truth he could
not possibly give a favourable verdict.

“Do you see that waistcoat?”’ I said,
pointing to it. ** What do you think of it?’ 3

‘“It's terrible!” replied Scott promptly,

“ Begad!” gasped Sir Montie.

“Don’t you like fhe colours?” I asked.

“ They are atrocious!” said the new boy.
“I’'ve never secen such a ghastly thing
before!”

“Ha, ha, ha"’

o Well, theres mothing like being candid,
after all1” grinned Pitt.

up lis

“1 say,

'8ir Montie froze the new boy with a
glance.
“I'm frightfully sorry; I am, really,” he

said frigidly. “1I had rather liked you at
first, dear old boy, but a fellow who can
__msult me like that is a rotter! ‘Whatever
. ¥your opinion was, you., neednt have been
.quite eo shockin’ ly 'blupt

- _“But they asked ma for my. opinion!”’
'prot-eated Scott. I only told the truth!”
1 grinned. ' ’ _

“ 1t seems to me this chap tells tha truth
. about everything!” I chuckled. * That
ought to be rather interesting, if ho keeps

replied Scott thought- )

it up. Supposing we pul a test question 2’

“That's a good idea!’’ said Pitt. *‘ Look
here, Scott, answer this. Have you ever
done anything that you're ashamed of?"

“Yes,” replied Scott.

“Oh! What was it?” .

*1 struck my mother when I was in a tem.
per one day,”’ said Scott quietly.

Everybody was silent in a moment. For
any fellow to make suech an admgi€sion was

amazing. Certamly, Scott had said that he
was ashamed of it, which showed that he
was SOrry.

But a junior like this was unheard of. He
had been under no obligation to tell us such
a thing as that. And yet we knew it to he
the truth. Scott spoke with such quietness
and conviction that there was no getting
away from it.

“You struck your mother?”’
Hubbard. * Then you’re a cad!”

*“I was a cad. And my father flogged me
until e raised weals on my back!” said

repeated

Seott. *“ But I deserved the thrashing. Any
fellow who strikes his mother, even in a
temper, is a brute.”

“ You're mot doing yourself any good by
saying this!” I put in quietly.

%) mas afraid so,” replied Scott. ‘“ But I
was asked the question,. and I had to
answer. I think it only fair to tell you that
the blow was only a light ome, and I have
never ceased to be ashamed of myself.’"

“ Well, hang it all!" exclaimed Pitt,.
“You're just about the _limit! There's
hardly any need to be so truthful as all that,
Scotty! By the way, what is your fdthel
by professiom Or tr.:lde‘?"

““Hle is a retired sweet manufacturer.’

“ How did he start?” asked Pitt W1th a
“lﬂk at us.

““ He had a stall in Deptford Broadway,”
said the new boy quietly.

“ What!"” gasped Pitt, But‘—but you
needn’t have told us that, you ass! I never
expected you to say a thmg of that sort!”

‘““But I simply told you how my father
started.’” said Scott. * There’s nothing dis-
gracefu’l abhout it,
business up from that stall, and soon became’
a wholesale manufacturer.” =

‘“* And now he's retired?”

&1 qu 1

‘“ And he made all his money honestly?"
asked Hubbard.

“I'm afraid not,”’ replied ucott. “‘But that
is buginess.”’ |

Somehow or other we could not feel any
dislike for Larry Scott, because he spoke so
truthfully, and with such delightful candour.
After all, there are thousands of business
men, wno retire, who have splendid names,
And’ vet, many of them did not always deal
with ‘strict honesty. But for the fellow to
express his ‘opinion about his own father ln
such a way was rather startling.

"And Larry Scott’s inclusion in the Remove
seemed likely to be of particular interest.” A
fellow who couldn’t tell a lie was a distinch
novelty!

is there? Ile built his .
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CHAPTER V. ‘

THE TRUTH, THE WHOLE TRUTH.
ELSON LEE put a stop

————
iy il g e S

: to the little meeting
in the lobby just when
-1t was  getting in-
- teresting.

ol .mtcd to speak to you,
2 my hoy,” he said, addressing
Scott. “ Just come with me to my study,

please.” :

“Yes, sir,” said Scott. .

He followed the {amous Housemaster.
detective along the passages, leaving the

crowd discussing him in animated tonea If
Larry was so trnthfuI about his own family
]ustory, it was hardly surprising that he was
truthful about Handforth’s face.

He followed Nelson Lee into the latter’s
study, and then stood at attention.

““ I understand, Scott, that the Headmaser”
has already put you thrrmwh a short ex-.
amination,” said Lee “ Did you pleage Dr.
Stafiord?”

““ Not particulariy, sir.’

“ Do you mean that vou are rather back
ward?"”

““Yes, sir.’

“ Well. you mll have to buuklu to and see
what you can make of yourself,” said Nelson
.T.ee smoothly: * I am afraid you will not
have mueh ehance before the holidays, but
'when the new term begins you will soon
settle down into your stride. I hope you like
your new qurmundmﬂs, my boy?™

* Very much, sir.’

“] think you slept in a separate room,”
went on Lee. * To-nmight vou will be accotn-
dated in the dormitory. Did you sleep
well?"”

‘““ Not very well, eir.”

“I am sorry to hear that,
was the cause?”

““ T was troubled by a flea, sir,”’ said Scott.

““ Good gracious!” ejaculated I\Tc}mm Lee.
“ My dear lad! What on earth

'y thlnk I must have picked it up in the
train, sir,” said the new boy. * Trains are
Yery bad for that, eir; as, }}{‘lh.lpb vou have
discovered for 10urae]f

“ Well, since you are so caudid. perhaps
1 had better adrhit that 1 have,” said Nelson
T.ee drily. “ Let us hope that yon will not
be bothered in suclh a way again, Scoft. I
expect you will have a few trnu‘r)le:,, as most
mew hoys have them. But try to bear them
lightly, and always do your best to geb on
well with yvour schoolfellows. I have decaded
that you shall share Study N with a boy
named Singleton. This may he a temporary
arrangement, for there will probably he
room in another study when the new term-
begins. However, we will see how you get
on. Singleton happens to be alone in
Study N, whereas the other studies all have
two or three occupants,

*Very well, sir,” said Secott.

‘A minute or two later he was released, and:
he made his way to Studv N. DBut before
be_could find it the breakfast- bell rang, and

L

my boy. What

| study with you—-

L
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80 he went off to the dlﬂll]"‘ hall mt,h
other juniors.

Scott was one of the first juniors out after
morning prayers. He still had his mind on
the question of his study, and he made his
way gtraight to the Remove passage and
glanced at the letterz on the doors until he
arrived at the apartment which was occu-
pied by the Hon. Douglas Singleton.

He walked in and . found the little room
empty But one glamnce round was sufficient
for him. The study was luxuriously furn-
ished, for Smgletun was one of the rich
juniors of the Remove; and, until now, he
had enjoyed the prmleged of having a study
to himself.

Scott had only just managed to look round
when Singleton himself came in. He re-
garded the new fe]!ow amiably.

“Hallo! So you're the chap who cant
tell a whopper, eh?"” said Singleton. *‘lu
that case, I'd like to krow why you came

the

here?”
“Mr. Lee told me to come here.”
“Oh! - What for?”
“ Mr. Lee said I'm going to share this

T

‘““Oh, did he?” interrupted Singleton.
* Then yon can go to Mr. Lee and tell him
to eat coke! And, at the same time, you'd
better tell him that I'n not d“OWlnff any -
new fellow to share my study with me! It's
like your piddy nerve to walk in here as ii
you owned the place.”

“I'm very sorry,” said Scott.
want to quarrel—-'’

*“Don’t be an ass! I'm not quarreiling,”
gaid Singleton, “ But I've always had this
study to myself, and it's an understood
thing. There must be a mistake. Apvhow-
I shall be much obliged if you’ll scoot!”

Scott didn’t argue but wazlked out. Aund
it so happened that be ran intn Nelson Lee
just before he arrived in the lobby. The
Housemaster looked at him with a smile,

“Fixed up?"’ he enquired kindly.

“1 didn't

¥4 NO, Si[‘.” '
‘; Ah, you haven't been to- Singleton
Ye LS | .

“Yes, I have, sir, but he wouldn't let me
stay in Study N,"” replted Scott. I didn't
want to argue with him. as that would have
been provoking trouble.” '

“DPid you give Singleton my message?”
asked Lec frowning. _

“Yes, sir."” ‘

““ And what did he say?"

‘““ He told me to say that you can e¢at coke,

gir!"" replied Larry Scott.
Nelson Lee looked startled, as well Jhe
might. Even if Singleton had -aui it, it 1-3:18

remarkable that Scott should have repeated
such a phrase. But the new fellow took ib
all in the same matter of fact way. -
““Indeed!"” said "Nelson Lee grimly. *1
am quife interested, Scoti! So Master Sin-
gleton says that ¥ c¢an eat coke, does he?
Did he hdppeu fo suggest any further dieb
for me?" _
¢ No, sir.”



- Scott.

-« He. asked me what you-said and I told him.””

‘* He said mothing else at all?”

“Yes, sir,”” said Scott. ‘“ He mentioned )
that I've got to tell you that he’s pot allow-
“ing any new boy to- share his study with
bhim.” | :
© *“0Oh, so Singleton is not allowing it. And
he told you .to tell me that?” asked Nelson
“Lée: - ““"We will soon square ‘matters up,
“Come with me.” ' '
" " Lee's face wae ‘clouded as
“Study N, with Scott just behind.
. “6Good morning, sir!’”" said Singletos
brightly. | -

‘“ Good morning, my Jad,” said Lee. “ Do
I understand that you disapprove of Scott
coming into your study?”

" 'The Hon. Douglas was rather taken aback.

*“ J~I—— The fact is, ¢ir, I'vc alwaye had:
this study to myself,”” he said lamely. "1
didn’t know——-"" '

"« *“You had absolutely no right to send 7

Scott away;” = interrupted - Neison  Lee [ 27
severely. * Yon will please understand, Sin-'| 2’3 27" 2 |
"gleton, that he will  share this study with'} A, —

' )

you by my orders. I hope you wiil get on
‘well together.” '
Lee nodded and walked cut, closing the

‘door after him.

““ Well. 1 didn’t think you were capable of |

it " exclaimed Singleton. bitterly.
rnshing off  to Lee and 'sneaking——
1 didn’t sneak,” protested Scotf.

“t Fancy

III

simply wént to him and explainéd that you|

"didn’t want me here. 1've got to have soine
kind of study, I suppose, and'#l  thoaght,
"perhaps, he would put me somewlere élse.

‘““ Oh, well, 1 suppose I'd better make the
hest of it.” said Singleton gruffly.  * Yon
told him what I said, eh? Inciuding the bit
‘ahout eating c¢oke?” T -

- Yes.”! - = 2 &

“ What?" howled . Singketon, Jdeaping up.
* You—yon told him that 1 said, he couid |
go -and eat -coke?™ '

“Yes."”’ | ‘ '

“My only Sunday topper! gasped the|
Hon. Douglas. * You—you blithering idiot !
1 heard the chaps saying you conldn’t tell
a lie. But I thought it was ajl rot! What
on earth made you do it?" '

Mr. Lee asked me what yon said.

‘““ But, you -ass, you  needn’t bave toid
him !’ snorted Singleton. '

“ What

-',.

i

“1 had to!” said Scoil simply.
else could I say?”
What else——!”’ Singleton paused, breath- |
ing hard. *“ Oh, you priceless dumimy! Amd
did you tell Mr. Lee that 1 said ¥ wasn't
allowing any other fellow to ehare the study
with me?"” |
i YOS-” |

The Hon. Douglas clutched at his head.
““ But—bhut this is awful!” he . gasped.
“Hang it all, you're positively dangerous!
It's fearful to have a chap like you running
about the place! I don't helieve in telling
Ifies- But you carry the thiug a bit teo
ar!” .

gt e
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The clothing of the two youngsters
had been torn off —every shred! And
now they were sitting in front of a
blazing fire, wrapped up to the eyes in
! blankets.

For the fact of the matter wae, he abso-
Jutely didn’t know how to tell a falsehood.
‘And we were soon to find this out in other
ways. He-told the truth on all occasions—
on every question, big or little. There was
soiie Kkink in his brain which made it a
matter of sheer impossibility for him to tell
a lie; or even a hali or quarter lie.
- " &ood heavemns!” mutiered.-Singleton. I
nrght - have been. flogged! I say, what a
brick, you know! Mr. Lee didn’t even men-
tion it! He must have known that I never
meant him to hear such a - thing., But why
in the wrame of wonder did you tell him, yon
fuany fathead?” ,

“Yon toid me to tell him!”

*“But that doesn’t mean to say you ought -
to have dome it!"” roared Singleton.
- He ‘burst out of the study in sheer despair,
and told all the other juniors about it. And

{ when Larry Scott came out, he found him-

seil seized, and horne swiitly down the pas-
sage towards the Commca Room.

Once there, the door was closed, and le
was surrounded.

Handforth was to the fore.

“Look here, my lad, I've been thinking
things over!” said Handforth deliberately.
“1 won't give you a good hiding yet—TI’ll
reserve that until later on. But I want you
to know a few more faets ahout you. We
come down this morning, and discover that
vou'’ve heen pushed into the Remove! Last
night we dudn’t even know that yea were
coming! It's a downright shame that these
things should be done! When did you

Straogely emough, Scott seemcd puzzled.

 arrive?”
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¢« Rather late last night.”

“« And I suppose you slept in a hedroom
to yvourself?”’ . _

i Y% ry .

““ PDid you turn up after we went up to
the dormitory?”

““ No. shortly before thdt I smd &cott
“ But I was with the Headmaster.”

“H'm,” growled Handforth. *' And 'why
the dickens couldn’t you have come earlier,
instead of arriving at euch an uacarthly
hiour?”’

“T was delayed,” replied Scott.

“What by?"

“Wher I got to Banunington I found that
there was no connection through to DBell-
ton,”’ replied Scott. ** There had been a rall
of earth in the cubting, or something, and
all“i:hge tmms were cancelled. So I had to
walk.”

“In all that {}oulmg rain and wind?"”

“Yes,” said Scott. ‘It was rather a
rough trip, particularly as I met with an
acecident. I should have been here much
earlier but for that—more especiaily as I was
delayed for some time in a bungalow.”

. “Delayed in a bungalow?”’ repeated Pitt.
‘“Who by?"”
*“ Bight or nine boys.”

““St, Frank's hoys?”

(11 qu | B

“ We ve bowled the bounder out now, any-
how,”’ said Handforth trlumphantly

““ Always tells the truth, does he? 1t strikes
me he's the biggest spoofer we've had here
yet! We know jolly well there’s mo bunga-
low between here na:nd Bannington——"

*“Yes there 14" 3 put in. ' There’s a
place,called * The Shanty,” just about a mlle
from Bannington, standimg near the river.

““Is that the place?” asked Handforth.

“I think it must be,” replied Scott.

‘“Bight or nine of our fellows there,”” 1
said, puzzled ““ What were they dmng‘?”

- Eating cold clncken and ham, and drink-
ing champagne.”

“ What!” yelled Handforth.

““ We're learning things!” said Pitt calmly. i
“Eight or nine of our chaps eating chicken
and hnm, and drinking champagpe! This is
getting quite interesting! Did they do any-
thing else, Scott?”

“ They smoked and played cards,” said
Scott, rather uncomfortably. * But I wish
you r.'ouldn't ask me these things. 1 would
rather not say anything about it. But if
you question wme, I've got to amswer!”

“I think it's a jolly good thing we did
question you!’’ said Handforth rrmnly “ By
George! We'll see about this!
fellows drinking champagne
cards and smoking! If that’s
what is?" '

(44 Oh
Valene
lous.
Scott?’ .

“Yes, t..ree or four—"

:: What- were their names?”

I d@m*t kaow them all, but one was

and piaying
not the limit,

it can’t be true!”’ exclaimed De
““The whole thing sounds ridicu-

Were there any Remove fellows there,

] called (}‘lenthorne,

—
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" said Scott. ‘ But Glen-
thorne didn't——"" He was going to explain
that Archie took mo actual part in the pro-
ceedings, but he was not allowed to do so.

A perfect roar of voices went up. :

‘“ Archie!” sghouted Pitt. *“Oh, I can’t
believe it— it’s too thick!”

“Is it?’’ sneered Marriott. ** Archie’s nof
such a saint as he makes ouft! I shouldn't
be a bit surprised if it turned out to be
true. [He pretends to be such a simple
bounder, and yet he’s a rotten hypocrite.”

“ Look here, I'm mot going to hear that
kind of thmg'” - I exclaimed sharply.
‘* Scott has only been here a few hours, but
he’s already got a reputation for tellmg the
truth. In this case, I think he’s mnistaken.
But the very best thmg of all 18 to go and
ask Archie facé to face.’

“Yes, that's it!”

“We'll put it to hm straight from the
shoulder!"’

** Good!”’

The - fellows were eager to carry out the
plan, and they_at once rushed off to Archie
Glenthome’s ‘:fudt leaving Larry Scott in
the Common Room. MHe had had no oppor-
tunity of explaining matters fully.

Archie was still greatly worried, but he
had calmed himself down somewhat. After
all, there was not much prospect of the
matter heing talked about. And Scott
wouldn’t say anything unless he was asked.

Archie bad just arrived at the conclusion
that he had worried himseli needlessly, when
the door burst open, and a crowd of izcllows
came in. They fiooded the place like an in-

vading army.

“1 mean to say, dash it all?’ gasped
Archie, sitting up. “ What about it? To
be exact, why the frightful excitement, dear
old lads?”

“We've . got something to
Archie!” said De Valerie grimly.
were you iast night?” :

Archie looked round im a frantic Xind of

ask vyou,
“ Where

way.
‘““Last night?” he repeated weakly. *'Oh,
of course! You mean last night, what? Ab-

solutely !’
- That’s no answer, you ass!”

“No, no; of course not!’ said . Archie
hastily. ‘1 take it, old scout, that you
want an .answer! I mean to say, where was
I last mnight? Well, dash it all! That’s a
frightfully queer thing! Where was I?"”
He scratched his head, trying to gain time.

‘““ Yes, where were }ou‘P” demanded Hand-

{ forth.
Eight of our|

‘““ Don’t flurry me—don’t flurry me!’" ex-
claimed Archie, breathing rather hard.
‘““The question is frightfully awk.! I mean
to say, a chappie can’t always remember
where he was at a certain time on the spur
of the good old moment! The fact is, I was
here. (Gadzooks! Of course! What ho!
Got it, don’t you know! Here—on the jolly
old spot!”

“You were herg—in your own study?™
enqu:red Pitt, - .
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*“ Absolutely!” said Archie triumpluamtflgy'.1 prised, and in future, I'll take good care to

““ The whole evening?”

““ Yes, rather!” said Archie. ‘Er—that
is, to be precisely precise, rather not! 1
mean, what? The whole evening? Well,
now you ceme to put it like that, perhaps
net. Im fact, absolutely not! (h, nol”

Beads of perspiration were appearing on
" his forehead, and he looked round like a
trapped rabbit.

““Look here, Archie, you're hedging!’ 1
eaid severely.

“I'm nwhat?” said Archie. ** Hedging?
My dear old lad, what frightful rot! The
" fact is,-you've fiustered ime—absoluteiy put
me off my stroke! I mean to say, when a
chappie is surrounded by about a thousand
other chappies who all give him the frozen
optic, he is somewhat inclined to wilt, as it

were. The fact of the matter is, 1 was at
DBannington—-""

‘““ Ah!” said Handforth. “ Af{ a bunga-
low?"”’

‘““ Help!'* wailed Archie. *‘Phipps! Phipps
—I—1 mean, that's dashed queer!
need Phipps, and yet I'm calling him!
will soon be time for leseons, old tulips

““Therc’'s well over half aa hour befcre
lessons!” broke in Pitt. “1 must =say,
Archie, that your attitude is very suspici-
ous.”

“But, really—"

* Were you at this card party?”’ demanded
Hubbard. *‘“ We'’ve heard that the chaps

It
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were drinking champagne, and smoking and |}

gambling—and you were there! Is it true?”

“ Absolutely not!” said Archie firmly, *'1
mean to say, I was there, bit I didn’t——
My o-nlgr sainted aunt! Let me think,
old sports! What was I saying? The whole
thing is poisonously fearful! The tissues are
weakening at every word, don’t you know!"”

““ Well, we've heard enough, anyway!’’ ex-
claimed Me Valerie. ‘* Archie’s behaviour is
quite enough by itself, but he’s just admit-
ted that he was there. So it’s no good ques-
tioning him any further.”

‘“ 1 shall get to the truth, anyhow !’ 1 said
quietly. *‘1 don't believe that Archie would
do anything so disgraceful.”

‘““I breathe again!”’ murmured Archie.
** Thanks, my dear old darling! Large
gquantities of gratitude for such Kkindly
words!”’

‘T expect Fullwood and Co. were members
of that party!” I went on. ‘' If they were,
they’ll have to suffer! We're not going to
have the good name of 8i. Framk’s dragged
into disrepute by a set of cads like that!”

Hubbard sniffed.

*““ They're all tarred with the same brush!”
he said sneeringly. ““We all heard him
admit that he was at this party. And why
was he there if it wasn’'t for joining in the
fun? The very thing speaks for itself!”

“0f course it does!”

‘““ Archie’s a blessed hypocrite!”

““He's worse than Fullwood; because Full-
wood doesn't even pretend to be goody-
goody!” exclaimed Owen major,

1 don't |

“I'm sur- |

give Glenthorne -the eold shoulder!”

‘* Hear, near!”

It was npot at all unusual for the fellows
to come to such hasty conclusions. To them,
the whole thing seemed perfectly clear.
Archie stoud there guilty-—self-condemned,
and worthy only of scorn.

The crowd of fellows passed out of his
study, and he was left to himself once more.
He sank back upon the lounge, and feebly
mopped his brow,

“The blow has fallen!” he murmured.
“*The [frightful disaster has overwhelmed
the horizon! I mean to say, Archie is in
need of large slabs of assistarce! I sha'n’t
Eb at the flogging, but when it comes to
L Deing _expelled—— Gadzooks! I can’t even
think of it. I'm going all goosey! The
pater—the dear old dad! He’ll absolutely
cut me off without even the old bob!”

And Archie fairly wallowed in his misery.

In the meantime, the excited juniors had
retumed to the commomn-room. The new
fellow was still there, and he looked as un-
comfortable as he felt. He had an idea that

he had bcen unconsciously causing more
trouble. )
“ Look Dlhere!” he exclaimed. *° About

 that fellow Glenthorpe. I didn't mean you
to suspect——"’ _

“It’s all right, Scott. We've asked Archie
about «it, and he's been compelled to admit
-the truth,” said De Valerie. ‘' Now, you
were there, you =cay? You were in the
bungalow with Glenthorne and the others?”
‘' Yes,” said Larry reluctantly.
“* Did Archie drink champagne?’’
| I dido't see him drinking at all.”

‘* Did ha emoke?”
 “I don’t know, I fell asleep.” _

“ Then Archie might have done anything
while you were asleep?”’ | '

‘I don’t think he—"* _

“It’s no good thinking—we want facts!”’ -
interrupted Pitt. ‘' Did you see Archie
leave?” .

(K] Yes-ﬂ

‘- How was he—I mean, did he look quite
steady?”’ :

Larry looked more uncomfortable than
ever. -

*“ He seemed a bit shaky and giddy!'" he

said quietly. y

* Greabt Scott!” gasped Ilubbard. * He
. must have been tipsy!”
- ‘“ Ob, my hat!”

Larry hardly knew what to say. lle knew

nothing for certain about what had taken
place in the-bungalow while he was asleep.
But he had told the abselute truth when le
said that Archie was unsteady.

‘“ It seems to me the whole affair was
pretty disgraceful!” exclaimed Armstrong,
witth 2 sneer. *‘ And I dare say this fellow |
had something sbronger than water to drink.
Did ‘gon take some champsagne, Scott?”

* No.*

. {)id you drink anything at all?”

i TGSI}!

** What was it?” asked a dozen voices,
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¢ Brandy!"” replied the new -junior. * But )

““ Brandy!” roared Handforth. * You—
you bhoozing cad! So Archie was drinking
champagne, and you were drinking brandy!
My only topper! You both deserve to be
‘jolly well kicked out!” |

Larry Scott vainly attempted to get a
lhearing, but after his admission of a
moment before nobody would listen to him.
It was just the same with Archie. He had
wanted to speak, but nobhody would heed

fuim. And it really Ilooked as though
mmbtc'rs would chortly become extremely
warm! |

—_—t

CHAPTER VI.
FOOTING THE BILL!

IMON - KENMORE was
not exuremely happy.
While the jJuniors

about Archie, the prefect was
o i going through a decidedly un-
=Sihe FBR  pleasant time. He had gone
to his study directly aiter prayers, and had
found a tall, thin gentleman in possession.

This gentleman turned out to he Mr.
Groves—the caterer- from Banuington who
thad supplied the goods for the little party at
the bungalow. Mr. Groves had lost no time
in putting in an appearanece.

Kenmore did not regard him with
approval.

“I say, Mr. Groves, this is a bit thick,
you kuow!” ‘he protested. **I promised to
settle that bill to-day, and I think you might
hiave waited until the evening, I was
coming azlopg with the cash.” -

M. Groves smiled. . .
-1 was in Bellton, sir, and I thought I'd
just Took you up,” he said, in a smooth, oily
voice. *“ Sorry if I've annoyed you, sir. Bub
I did it to save you the trouble.” .

“1'd have patd in advance if I'd known

that you'd spring it on me like _this,”
growled Kenmore. ‘' There might be some
wquiries if you're seen.” .
" Surely not, Master Kenmore,” said the
caterer, ““I do other business besides the
dittle affair we arranged. . I sell cameras,
footballs, football boots, and all that kind
of business. Surely I can.come here to ar-
range for the purchase of a few such
atticles?" - - *

““ Oh,.well, we won't argue,’” suid Kenmore.
“I'vo got the money—Iet’s have the bill, and
we'll settle it straight away.”

- ““ Thavk you, sir—thank you, Master Ken-
more!"’ _
. Mr. Grovez produced an envelope from his
pockel, and passed it over. Xenmoro was
aiready feeling in his pocket for the notes.
He had the eight intact, and about. two
pounds of his ¢wn money. He knew that he
would be able to square the thing promptly,
aud his main desire was to get
unwelcome visitor. R e W
ile paused as the envelope was hauded over,

were getfing so excited.

-:q-—-—'l"——mm

much °

=1 5

rid of 'his

- of the London:stores.

. - ¢ I am sorry, sir, bub-that
| mine,” said Mr, Groves.
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and he extracted the bill. Ile had previously

reckoned that the full amount would come to

a few shilings uuder eight pounds. '
Io unfolded the bhill, locked at it, and lis

eyes bulged. - D1
“ What—what's this?”" he asked hoarsely..

- ¢ Your account, sir!” beamed Mr. Groves.
“ But—but there's a mistake!” stuttered

Keumore. “This bill is for twenty-two

'pounds ten!”

“* Precisely, sir!” :

“You're mad!’ exclaimed the prefect,
“ Twenty-two pounds ten! Why, I figured it
all out—I looked up all the prices before-
hand!  You must have made a miscaleula-
tion or something! The amount ought to be
about scven pound fifteen!”

Mr. Groves laughed—an unpleasant laugh.

“ Really, Master Kenmore, you are quite
amusing” he said. ' I cannot help how you
worked -it out for yourself. 'The bill is a

{ detailed one, and you will see the various

prices. You must remember that the cham-
pague was a very heavy item—four bottles at
three pounds amount to twelve pounds alone.
Then there was the brandy at thirty-five
ghillingz, and the cigarcttes at twenty-seven
shillings & hundred.”

Kenmorg gasped. :

“ Champagune—three pounds a bottie!"” he
exclaimed  furiously, “You confounded
swindler!” . .

“ How dare you?” demanded the caterer..
“ You will be careful what you say——" .

“ Will 1?"" snapped Kenmore. * You're an
infernal rogue—that's what you are! That
champagne wes muck—{ilthy rubbish! And
the same brand is quoted in a current catba-
logue at fourteen and six! What’s the idea
of charging over four times as much?”’

“ Three pounds is my price, sir.”

““Well, if you think you're going to geb
your price, you've made a mistake,” re-
torted Kenmore hotly. * The cigarettes,
too! Why, ordinary Navy Cut are only aboub
five ehillings a hundred, and those things
you sent were like hay! They weren’t worth
using to light a fire!” :

“1 am sorry If you did not find the goods
to your liking,” said Mr. Groves. “. At the
samo time, Mr. Kenmore, I must insist upon
the payment of my account. I am distressed
that thera should be any unpleasantness.”

Kenmore glared at hm. : , .

‘“The whole thing's a swindle!” he said
hotly. “ I won’t pay it!”

“If you are unable to settle the whole bill, -
I am prepared to wait,’” said Mr. Groves, in
his smooth voice. “ We will say eight or ten
pounds on account, ¢h?  The rest can be left
over until a_more favourable opportunity—or
perhaps you will be willing to pay me the
balance by weekly instalments?”

Kernmorg hesitated. - :

“ No, I'm hanged if I'll agree to it!" he
declared. ‘' I can show-you the prices of all -
theas goods in a current catalogue from ono

The very same goods—
tho same brands!” : :

“You made no

is no-business of -



mention of prices when you gave the ordern )

or 1 should have told you, I must insist upon
‘you paying the bill. You have had the goods,
and you are responsible. I should greatly
dislike any unpleasantness.” :

Kenmore looked startled.

““ What do you mean?’’ he asked sharply.

‘““ T am sorry, Master Kenmore, but unless
we can come to some definite arrangement, I
shall have to interview your headmaster,”
said Mr. @roves smoothly. ‘ That, of course,
would be mosb lamentable!”

** You—you blackmailer!”” exclaimed the
prefect, clenching his fists. * I've a good
mind to knock you down! You wouldn’t dare
te go to the Head about this affair &

‘* No?” said -Mr. Groves. ‘‘ And why not?
You had the goods, and my bil must be paid.
If you won’t pay it willingly, my only re-
gsource is to appeal to your headmaster.”

And Kenmore was certain that the man
meant it, He was filled with wild alarm,
But he tried his utmost not to ¢how it. For
a moment or two he stared straight before
him. Then he picked up the bill again.

“ Do you mind waiting for about two
minutes?’’ he asked abruptly. s

‘“ Not at all.” said Mr. Groves.

Kenmore passed out of the study and ran
as quickly as possible to the Tifth Form
passage. He entered one of the studies, and
was glad to find Grayson and Shaw there.
They had just looked in from the College
House, and were calling upon Sims, '
1 say, Groves is here!” exclaimed Ken-
more sharply. ,

‘““ Groves?”

‘““ The swindling robber who supplied the

stuff for our little party,” said Kenmore.
*“Wa reckoned it would come to about eight
pounds, didn’t we? Well, he’s made the bill
out for twenty-two!”’ -
 What?’ gasped Sims.
“* Look at it for yourselves!”
The Tifth-Formers did so,
‘smiled. . RN
“ Well, that's about tho biggest piece of
nerve I’ve ever seen,” he said coolly. *“ Not
that it’s got anything to do with us.. You
fixed the prices, Kenny, and you collected all
the contributions. It seems to me that this
i§ you: funeral.”
Y Of. course,” said Grayson, *‘it’s nothing
to do with usg.”
‘“ Nothing whatever,” agreed Sims.
Kenmore argued at first, and then he bhe-
came livid with fury at the way his chums
were leaving him in the lurch.. But all his
arguments were of no avail, and in the end
he had to go back to his own guarters, abso-
lutely unsupported. ;
. Perhaps it was lucky that I happened to
come along about three minutes later. In.a
fit of temper, Kenmore had . given me fifty
lines to do the previous day—just because I
happened to commit some. trivial technical
breach of tha rules.

Kenmore was a prefect, and so I had tb do
the lines. I was taking them to his study
now, to get the matter finished with. I was

and Grayson

also rather curious to take a close look afs
Kenmore, After what 1 had heard, I sus-
pected him of being one of the members of
that champagne party. | -
By looking at him face to face, I should
easily be able to tell, 8o, after a preliminary

t tap at his study door, 1 entered. Apparently,

my knock had not heen heard for, as I
opened the door, Kenmore 'was speaking
bitterly and anpgrily, | '

“It’s a confounded shame, that’s what it
is!” he was saying. *'‘ You put your prices
on .like this because you know jolly well
you've got me in a corner! All right, I'll pay
ym;,talm eight pounds down and the rest later
oD.

““ Thank you, sir—shall we say a pound a
week ™

Kenmore was about to answer, when he

L Jooked up from the bill and saw me,

““You spying young hound!”’ he snarled,
utterly startled. **What are you doing here?
Clear out, before I kick you out!”’

“ Sorry—I just brought theso lines!” 1
said. “ What's the trouble here, Kenmore?
Is this {the man who supplied the goods for
your little ¢hampagne supper?”’

Kenmore’s jaw dropped.

““ What do you know about it?"” he asked
harshly. |

‘““T know nothing for certain; bub I
guessed,” I replied calmly. *“ You were
saying something about paying him eight
pounds down—-"’ - ',

*“The whole bill ought to come to eight
pounds; but he’s nearly trebled it!"” said
Kenmore bitterly. * That’s just because he
knows he's got me on toast. But, look here, .
clear cff, and don’t dare to breathe a word
about this business! If you sneak on ime, I'll
make your life a misery!”

I closed the door, and smiled.

“If I sneaked on ou, Kenmore, you
wouldn’'t be here to make anybody’s life a
misery,’”” 1 replied. ‘' If any mention of that
aflair came out, you’d get the sack—quick!
The other members of the party might be let
off with a flogging, but not you. Can I have
& look at that bill?”’ s

‘* No, confound you, you can’t!”

*“ All right—sorry!” I said. ‘I thought
perhaps I might be able to help you. Of
course, you don’t deserve it! It would be
rather a good lesson if you were forced to
pay that swindler’s . account! But right’s
right, and if I can give you a hand, I'd like
to. Groves is a well-known character in
Bannington—he's been loeked up more-than
oncel” _

Groves rose to his feet, livid with rage.

““Do you allow this?”” he demanded hotly.
““Do you ailow this—this junior boy to come
here and insult me? You had better take
care! If you go too far, I will not hesitate
to visit the headmaster at once!” -

Kenmore, looking more scared than I haad
ever seen him, allowed me to take the bill.

‘* Champagne three quid a bottle, eh?’’ 1
exclaimed. ‘* Of course, I know that some
champagne is even dearer than that——"
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4 his stuff is quoted at fourteen-and-six
in » current catalogue from one of the hig
atores,” said Kenmore. *‘ The whole thing
is a bare-faced fraud—and I cau’t do a thing,
becauso he'll tell the Head!”

It took me about three minutes to verify
the matter. The full amcunt of the bill
ought to have come to about seven pounds
tea. 3

“ Have you got eight quid?” I asked.

““ Yes,”" said Kenmore.

¢ Give it to me!” 1 said, taking command.

of the situation without difficulty. * Now
lock here, Mr. Groves,” I added, as I held
the notes, ‘‘ take my advice, and write out
a -full receipt for the whole list of gzoods—
and the amount is to come to eight pounds,
aiid ne more!”’ = ' : '

‘2 You young fool!”? snarled Groves. * My
bill s for twenty-two pounds—-"

*“You may be able to scare Kenmore, hut
you can't scare me!” I interrupted curtly.
** Unless you write out a receipt within five
minutes, I'll send for the police and have you
arrested on a ¢harge of extortion!” .

.(aroves wavered, and then laughed harshly.

““ If you think you can threaten me, vou've
made o mistake!” he snarled. * I'll put up
with no more of this nonsense, 'l go
sbraight to the headmaster—’

““ What on earth’s the good of attempting
that bluff?” T interrupted. ** You know very
well that you won’t go, Mr. Groves., It
wouid certainly mean trouble for Keunmore,
but youw'd get into far greater trouble on
your own account. Now, arg you going to
niake that receipt out or not?”

- “ 1L am not!” shouted Groves furiously.

I wulked to tho door, opened it slightly,
auwj luoked out. - :

“1 say, Tommy,” I said, addressing the
empty air. ** Buzz down to the village, as
quickly as you ean, and bring the policeman
us here——""' .

I Lall turned, as I hecard a gasp.

“ What's that, AM#. Groves?”
smocthly. _ .

“ Don’t—don’t let him fetch that police-
man!” stuttered the man. “ It's all right—
I'll zccept the eight pounds!”

Mr. Groves, every ounce of his confidence
and bluster gone, scrawled out a full receipt,
and took the money. Two minutes later he
slunk away. And Kenmore stcod looking at
mo in a dazed kind of fashion.

“ Thanks awfully, Nipper!” he muttered.
“ How—how did you do it?” |

““T don't want any thanks. from you, Ken-
more,” [ said coldly. * And you needn't
think I did it because I was sorry for you.
It simply thippens that I don’t like to see a
scoundrel of that sort praetising his villainy
at 8t. Frank’s—he might be encouraged to

I said

try ik again.” I've git the good name of fhe:|-

aschool
bave!”

Aud without another word I passed out
aad slammed the door.

at heart—which is more  than - you
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CHAPTER
NE glance (troves
O had shown me the
aud [ koew  well
eaough that the very simp-
_ htm to abandon his swindle.
It necdn't be suppused that I was sorry for
b wasa't. B
My™ object in bulting in had been quite
he would have been periectly willing to sup-
ply further goods for {further champagne
that he would never deal with any  &St.
Frank's fellows -again. This sample had
It was solely for the good of the school
that [ had stopped the thing. It would have
pelled to pay the larger sum. However, us3
[ had told him, right was right. !
expected 10 hear the bell go at any moment. :
I went back to the Common Room just
Nelson Lee in possession, to say nothing of
about three parts of the Remove. The
Obviously, he had just arrived.
““I have come here, boys, because I want

THERE'S NOTHING
tyvpe of man he was,
lest Kind of bluff would cause
Keumote.
ditflerent. 1f this man had had his own way,
parties. But it 'was an absolute certainty
becn enough for him.
served Kenmore right if he had been com-
[t was now mearly time for lessons, and [
to see how things were going, and 1 found
guvwor 'was looking very grim,
to get at the truth of the question which

has been gencraily rumoured about this
morning,"" lie exclaimed gravely. * Duriug

the last half hour I have been informed that
a certain number of boys attended a dis-
graceful party last night,”

“Oh!" said the Remove.

Fullwood went pale, and Gulliver and Bell
were visibly shaky at the knees. They edged
towards the dodr.

*“ Fullwood, you will remain here!” said
Lee curtly. * I shall want to question you
in a few 1 oments.” |

“ Que-que-question me, stuttered
Fullwood in a faint voice.

“Yes!" said Nelson Lee. *‘* These rumours
gcet about very quickly, and the sooner they

sir?"

can be investigated the better. I have
decided to lose no time over this matter.”
I was secretly delighted. I knew very

well that the guv'nor would not rest cou-
tent until be had probed the whole thing
to the bottoin.

“ Al, Nipper, I am glad you have come
in!" said Nelson Lee, as he caught sight of
me. *“Whbkat do you know about this
rumoured orgy?"”

* Not mucn, sir,”” [ peplied. * According
to what [ can hear, some of the fellows met
together at a place a mile or two from tha
school. They had a card party, I think, or
something of that kind."

“1 rather fancy you know mnore than that,
Nipper, but you do not feel inclined to

| speak,” said the guv'nor. ‘" However, we



will proceed further. It has come fo my ears
that both Glenthorre and Scott were con-
nected with this revel. It is harcly couceiv-
able, since Scétt only arrived at the scheol
last night.”

**He's admitted iv, sir!”
excitedly.

“Indeed!”” said ZLee. *““*Very well, we
will go into that in a few minutes. At the
meoment, I should like to question you, Full-
wood.”

*“Me, sir?” gasped Fullwood,
look unconcerned.

“Yes!” went on the Houscemaster.
have learned, Fullwood, that you and Gul-
Jiver and Bell, asrived home very late. In-
deed, you missed your supper, and \Ir
Crowell accepted your explanation that }ou

said Hubbard

were compelled to walk home from Ban- !}
nington in the storm, and that yoeu lost your i

way.” ‘

““ That’s true emough, sir,”
‘“Haven’t you heard that there were
trains last night?”

“J1 am well aware that there was a fall
of earth in the Edgemore Cutting,”’ replied
Nelson Lee. “ There certainly were no trains,

1o

TFullwood. Perhaps you will tell me why you.

went to Bannington?”’
“ Certainly, sir,” said Fullwood, "ammﬁ
confidence. “I went to the 1ncture'¢

““ Can yvou prove that?”

“Certain]y, sir. Gulliver
with me.

“That’s right, sir,’”” said the other two
nuts promptly.

““I am hardly inclined to regard the evi-
- dence of those two boys as proof,”’ said
Nelson Lee drily. “ What time did you
leave the pictures, Fullwood.

‘ About eight o'clock.”

“You arrived home a few minutes before
hedtime,”” said Neleon Lee. ‘Do I under-

and Bell were

stand that it took you an heur and a half

to walk two and a half miles?”

“We were held up by the storm, sir,”
said Fullwood.

“1 am afraid, Fullwood, that your story
is not quite convincing,” said Nelson Lee.
‘““Did you go to any other place besides the
¢cinema?"”

‘* Nowhere else at all, sir.”

- “* You did lmt -attend any card party?”

““ No, sir.’

“ Yon are qmte sure ?"

‘¢ Positive, sir.’

% X tn afrald you havé a bad nemory,
Fallwood——"’

“No, sir, my memory’s ﬁrat rate!” said
Fullwood calmly.

“ Then, perhaps, you can tell me uhe name
of the ’blg pleture you saw last might?”
asked Nelson Lee. *‘ Come, come—no hesita-
tion!”

Fullwood -caught breath
clenched his teeth.

“ I—I don't seem to remember t‘ne name
of the picture, sir,”” he said blankly. *“It

his in and

said Fullwood.

trying to 589 ’\
ying to SUZAE
O | 3 Ny o S

exclaimed the

mad T 2
o Twanty-two pounds ten !
Why, | figured it all out—I looked up
all the prices beforehand. The amount
ought to be about seven fifteen.’’

-‘* You’re
prefect.

o

—it was about -Canada, sir—one of those
films of ranch- life, with cowboy stuff.””

‘““ A long picture, Fullwood?2” .

““ Yes, sir—about five reels?” |

“ And you saw this at the Pal]adlum
Cinema last mght?” .

“Yes, @ir.” ]

“That is very remarkable,” said Nelson
Lee smoothly. “* It so happens that the chief
picture 4t the Palladium yesterday was a
purely English production, with the scenes
Jaid on the sea-coast of Cornwall! There
was no Canadian picture of any descnptmn
in the programme.”

Fullwood gulped.

““ J—I must be mistaken, sir—

‘““ No, Fullwood, you are not mistaken.
You have been . deliberately lying!” inter-
rupted Nelson Lee curtly, * What you have
said has convinced me beyond any shadow
of doubt that you and Gul]ner and Bell at-
temded this gambling orgy.’ '

There was a breathless paunse in the Com-
mon Room. XNelson Lee had tripped Ttull-
wood up perfectly, and the cad of the,
Remove had absolutely nothing to say. He
stood there, pale and tenmse, looking utterly
beaten. Gulliver and Bell were shivering
with fright.

- “1 have heard another rumour,” went on
Nelson Lee. “ This is to the effect that
Scott i3 am astonishingly truthful boy. By
+ what. I have seen of htm I believe ‘that he
- actually is.”?

He ldoked round and beckoned to Larry
Scott.

“Come here, my boy, and answer my
questions,” he said gently. I have heard
that -you were at this cisgraceful partv lnst
night. Is that true?”

2

i  The Remove walted in iniense expect-ancy.
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The majority
Larry would deny the statement.

“Yes, sir,”” he replied steadily.

“ You were actually at this party?”

% ¥, e&ir”

“1 think. Scott, that we will trace your
movements from the moment you left Baun-

nington,” said Nelson Lee. ‘' By doing so,
I rather think we shall obftain a true
account of what actually occurred. You
decided to walk to the school, T believe,

because there was no tram to brmg you to
Bellton 2%’ : :

“Yes, sir.”

“ Describe your walk.”
“I didn't know the way, sir, being a

stranger. DBut I knew 1 lhad to get to St
Frank’s," said Larry. ‘“1 asked a policeman

e the town, and he pointed out the road,
and told me that I couldn’'t possibly go
~-wrong if 1 kept on.”

“ And did you Keep on?”

“ Yes, sir, for about a mile,” said the new
boy. “ I couldn't see very well hecause of
the darkness and the rain. But then some-
thing suddenly happened. A big gust of
wind broke off the top branch of a tree, aund
it fell down just where I was standing, I
wag ‘half smothered, sir, and pinned down
I think I was a bit stuune_d too, and I felt
dizzy and weak.”

‘“ And then?”

‘* Somebody was coming along the road
not far behind, sir. Hé ecame along, pulled
the broken branchies away, and rescued me,”
said Larry. “1I didn't know him at the timne,
but he was Glenthorne.’

“ Archie!” exclaimed half the Remove.

““ S0 Glenthorne very bravely came to your
assistance?’ asked Nelson Lee.

‘““ Yes, sir. Although the brave part of it
came later on,” repllpd Larry, his face flush-
ing, and his eves gleaming. * I was practie-
ally done, sir, And I reall:,r think that if I'd
been left to myself I should have died -from
cold "and exposure. Glenthorne practically
carried me in his arms, sir, I can only dlmly
remember what took™ place But, there was a
kind of red light shining through the trees.
.and Glenthorne decided to make for it, as
there would possibly be some shelter there

“* Well?"

“It was a terrible
Larry. “ I don’t know how Glénthorne man-
aged it. But by the timme we reached the
light he was nearly exhausted. He saved my
I:fe, sir, and I haven't had a proper oppor-
tunity of thamking him yet. He knocked at
the door of the buntm!ov. and it was soon
opened."”

“You were taken in?”

“Yes, sir.’

‘“Who by?”

““ There were ¢ight sch{mlbms there re-
plied Larry. “ They undressed us, pub us
in. front of the fire between. blankets, and
mnade us comfortable. It was this treatment
which saved us from catching colds or
poneumonia.’’ :

“ What were these boys doing?"

journey i declared

of tbhe feliows expected that,

‘Scott.

“They were just about to have a meal,
oir.” ' '
“Did you see any champagne on the
table?"” :
““Yes. sir.

“ Did (fleuthornt join in with these other
boys?™
“ No, sir, not to my knowledge,” replied
1 dozed for a little while, and so
I can’t say what took place then. But I
am sure in my mind that Glenthorne was
not a member of the party at any time. He
leit before I did, sir, because [ think he
felt rather dizzy from the efiects of the

smoke and the fumes.”

“I think that will be quite suflicient,
Scott,” said Nelson Lee grimiy. “I am
very pleased that this matter has come
thoroughly to light. 1 accept your story
unregervedly, for it rings true in every
detail,”

““Thank you, sir.”

“ Furthermore, it has now become clear

that Glenthorne’'s share in the evening's
doings was an extremely creditable one,”
went on the guvmor. * Glenthorne behaved
bravely and unselfishly. And it is most uu-
just and enfair that he should be the object
of any suspicion. I am very proud of Glen.
thorne.” :
““We—we thought
“I know well cuuu"'h “]mt yvou thought,
Armstrong !* mterrnpted Lee, cutting “thae
junior short. * Without any evidence what-

ever, a number of you boys accused Glen-
thorne of dishonourable ' conduct; -whilst,
u:,tuallv he was deservin" only of your
DI‘JI&B

The only members of thaat ill-fated e¢ham-
pagne-party who escaped detection were
Kenmore and Parkin, of the Sixth.. This

was just as well for them, for, if their names
had come ocut they would . certainly have
been expelled,.

The others were publicly flogged as am
example. And it was a pretty safe thing to
guaramtee thaut there would be no more little
parties at the Frayne bungalow.

As for Archie Gleuthorne, he lived once
IIIOI’E

He had spent an hour of utter misery,
secluded- in his own study, believing that
hie Form fellows were all against him. And
Archie had racked his brain for some way
out of the difficulty until his head ached.

Then the Remove had arrived to set lum
at ease

At first, he thounght they had come to
slaughter him on the epot, and was rather
alarmed, until he found fthat their only in-
terition was to cheer him up and to con-
gratulate him upon his plucky behaviour.

And so the arrival of Larry Secott was

marked in a somewhat qtnkmn manner.
There was no doubt that he was a real
terror.

For a boy who couldn’t tell a lie was a

very dapgerous sort of individual to have
ruaning loose about the place!

THE END,
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HORNBY:=TRAINS

The Train with the Guarantee

A most valuable and remarkable feature of the Hornby Train 1s that it can
be taken to pieces and rebuilt just like a Meccano model. Any lost or damaged

“THE NELSON LEE 27

parts may be replaced with new ones. 4
=R == (e o el Sl Dol o
Eﬁ . SR = e ha b
Hornby and Zulu Trams Are Fully Guaranteed

ZYULU=TRAINS -

The Zulu Clockwork Train is a new and cheaper ‘type of

mechanical train, the chief charactenisiics of which are fine and

durable mechanism and immense strength of construction in

all parts.  Richly enamelled and highly fimshed; fitted with -
brake and governor ; non-reversing.

Free to Boys.

This is a new and splendidly illustrated book,

telling of all the good things which come from
Mecccanoland. No boy should be without this book.

HOW TO CET A PREE. COPY,—Just show ihis page s Mhrse shums gnd send s tiek
names and addresses with your own. Address your letter to Dept. S. J

MECCANO LIMITED. BINNS ROAD, LIVERPOOL._

= g’raphs & Films.

Scend for New Free Illustrated List
of ATachines, Toy and Professional, |-
from 10/6 upwards,andAccessorics.
Films, all lengths for Sale, or
Ewlnnqp Enquirieg invited, |

is all you pay for a superbly
made Mead Gramophone
with solid oalk cabinet,

richly coloured horn
extra large motor and
unusually loud sound
Reproducer. Sent with
40 tunes packed firee
and carriage paid on
10 DAYS FREE TRIAL
Your money refunded
if- not satisfied. Lx-
quisitely designed Portable
Hornless and Table-
Grandsin solid mahogany,
beautifully hand polished,
at 40% below shop prices, :

Co. (Dept. G105), Birmingham.

e ST

ey, FORD’S (Dept. A.P.),
caisee 13, Red Lion Square,
London W .C.1.

S8 are our terms for these 30/=
& opa Winter boots, soled with Dri«
P pedDouble—wearLeather.

B, Send 4/- now and

L say size. Satisfaction
o4 or Deposit refunded.
MASTERS, Ltd.,

......

BRE=ES® 50 Hope Stores, RYE
us a card for our illustrated
list of Sporting goods,

DRG? .which will be sent free,

FRANK CLARKE, Crown Works,
6, WHITTALL ST., BIHMINGHAM. ;

MAGIC TRICKS, etc.—Parcels 2/6, 5/6. Ven-
4riloquist’s Instrument. Invisiblc. Imitate Birds.
price 6d, each; 4 for 1/-.—T. W. HARRISON,
239, Pentonville Road, London, N.1,

4

BLUSHING. Famous Doctor’s reclpa for thla
most distressing complaint, 6d. (P. 0.), never fails.
Testimonials daily. Mr., P, George, ,Xasirhaven,
Clevedon, Somerset.
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Great Northern Railway Express Locomotive

No. 1471.

‘hx yITH this issue is presented a photo
_ plate of the latest type of express

locomotive for the G.N.R. Although
this type is mot novel as regards wheel
arrangement (the G.W.R. being the first
to introduce the ‘* Pacific ”’ type—as far back
as. 1908, when **The Great Bear,”' was
built), this locomotive may be terralded as
the mos: modern example of British <on-
struction.

This enzine has three ¢ylinders, each being
20in. by %Gm two outside and oeone inside
the frames, all driving the middle pair of
coupled wheels. The outzide are placed
Liorizontally over the bogie, whilst the in-
side is placed over the bogie trailing axle,
and is inclined at 1 in S to L]Edl‘ the ]t:.uim"
axle,

The hoiler is of \-t:r}-huge dimensions,
being no less than 6 ft. 5in. in diameter at
the fircbox end, tapering down to 5ft. 9 im.
just behind the dome. The firebox is similar
to the wide form on that line, and which
has given such excellent results on the “' At-
lantics.” It is made of copper, and has an
over-all maximum length of 9 ft. 5% in. ex-
ternally, 8 ft. 8 in. at the bottom and aniddle.
and a width of 7 {t. 9in= The grate area is
1no ]ess than 41,20 square feet. A “‘ Robin-
son '' super-heater hd% heen fitted, giving a
~ heating surface of 525 square feet. The total

=z

4-5-2 TYPE.

nl o =

heating surface, including the super- -heater,
is .3.455 square fect.

The boiler pressure is 180 Ib. per square
inch, and two 4 in. Ross Pop safely valves
are situated on the fire-box. Walchaert's
valve gear is used for the outside cylinders,
whilst a simple sytemn of rocking levers is
used for the inside.

All the rods are fluted and made of heat-
treated nickel chromium steel, thus securing
great lightness and stremgth. ¢ Skefko ™
ball bearings are used for the return crank,
and ‘““ Hoffman ” roller hbearings at the main -
pivots of the motion levers.

The ‘tender runs on eight fixed wheels wlth
outside bearings, the second and third pairs
having extra side play to allow for travers-
ing curvesa. The water capacity is 5,000 gal-
lons, and accomodation is provided 1ot
eight tons of coal. A water * pick-up”
apparatus iz also fitted.

At preseni, only two of these fine engines

have appeared, namely, No. 1470 * Great
Northern ” and No. 14:1 recently named
“Sir Yrederick Banbury,” aiter the chair-

man of the line. Ten more are undergoing
construction at Doncaster, where the loco-
motive shops are located.

Mr. H. N. Grezley, the Chief Mechanical
Tngineer of the G.N.R., i the designer of
these powerful engines.

FEditorial Announcemenmnt.

My dear Readers:
OUR CHRISTMAS NUMBER.

Next week will appear our special Christ-
inas Number, whieh includes a tip-top, long
commplete Christmas story of the Boys of
St. Frank'’s, wrnitten expressly for the ocea-
. sion by our ever-popular author. Entitled
“THE GHOST OF SOMERTON ABBEY!"” it
deseribes how the Juniors spend a memor-
able Christmas at  -the Duke of Somerton’s
ancient ancestral home, which, -as with any
historical mansion \mrthv of a traditional
past, boasts of a ghost, who generally makes

i3 appearance at Christmas time. Tt is
just the story to read during  the festive
S¢aA~0N.

THE DETECTIVE STORY SECTION.

[n our Detective Story Szciion next{ week
you must not fail to read *THE MAKER
OF DIAMONDS! fer it is a .real life
detective story of Scotland Yard, and as
clever a battle of wits between one of our
~best C.I.LD. men and an astute gentleman
c¢rook as you will read anywhere. The other
complete story features Carfax Baines in
THE CASE OF THE RAJAH CASCOIGNE,”
and makes our coming Christmas Number a
gaodly feast of fiction to read over the
Yuletide embers.

A COMPETITION FOR ALL.

Below you wiil see the first coupon for
oiur STORY-VOTING GOMPETITION. There
will be ‘five more of these coupons (ons
appearing each week), and then the final
voting coupon. I hope every one of you
will enter for this <competition, for it
requires no effort bevond reading the stories,
whiclt yvou will do in any case; and you mayv
becomne the fortunate possessor of the very
fine model locomotive shown on the cover.
I may remark that the prize iz not a toy,
but a trivmph cof mechanical ingenuily—a
recal large engine on a small scale.  The
workiratship, the finizh, and detail are
characteristic of the excellent models turned
out by the makers, Massrs. BASSETT-
LOWKE, Ltd. = B

Your sincere friend, -
THE FDITOR

Coupon NO. 1.——STDRY-VOTING COM.
PETITION, The Nelson Lee Library,
No. 393, Dec. 16, 1922. Story Title:
THE BOY WHO COULDN'T LIE.
(IMPORTANT.—This coupon must be

enclosed with your attempt in the ahnvn
competition.)
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|  THE GAME FOR THE WINTER R MONTHS

V250 Prize
. COMPETITICN

!
J With every game there 1s a
wonderful opportunity for

SUCCESS|

you to earn big pnzes in a

s1mp le competmon for
which prizes are being
awarded as follows
ITirst prize £100 : Second
prize £25: Thud prize

FROM FACTORY-HAND TO ||

£10: and 100 valuable

MANAGING-DIRECTOR

consolation gits.
"SOMEONE MUST WIN
~ THESE PRIZES — Why
-~ Not Yon ? How lo enter—

Read ihis carefully,
Go to the nearest Toy or
Sports Shop and buy

‘Success. With each
game you will find full in-
structions. lf vou have
any dlfhculty in obtaining,
write to ** Success,” 54,
Great Eastern "‘)treet.-
London, E.C. 2, enclosing
postal order for the size you

require.
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and which every member of the famly
will enjoy—just what you have been
looking for.
it 1s a succession of thrills and adven-
tures from the first move to the last,

AEtABTesERrandd B (TR TN IREEEEBRIdtencspsaTrenadsdabinantiumy Tissarsanitine s

(RN N

here s an exciting game.
which you can all

Simple to understand,

: BRARBRRAIARE AT RN

[=g !6 5/- t |

GHEAT MUSIGAL DISGOVERY

Pocket In-
strument that plays
in all keys as per-
fectlyas a violin with-
The only British-

Range, 31 Octaves.
cut the laborious study of scales.
made Pocket Instrument on the market, Post free,
witlh full instructions, 1/9. Better quality, 2/9, from
THE CHELLA.PHONE 00. {Dept 15V, HU’DDERSFIELD

W‘ LOOK ! —

USEFUL XMAS
GIFT
Theatre & Opera
Glass. Poweriul
- Lenses. Complete in
case. 3/= per pair.
Inland post free.
Colonial post 6d. ex,

Send P.O. to:
J. SGI_)'I'T & SON, Iﬁs,lﬂewip_gton Causeway, Lon., S.E.1

BE BIG During the past ten years we have sup-
plied our Girvan Scientific Treatment
t for increasing the height to over 20,000 students.
Less than 200 have written to =ay ihey have not
sceured all the increase they desired. If under
40, ne?d pte rl‘er parﬁwr;mrq Mand our £100
guaraiice, to Enquiry Dept. A . M. P.. 17. Strou
Green H(}ad London, N.4. ’ kg SRt

ARE YOU FRIGHTENED

of meeting people, mixing in company geing to
social gatherings, dances, etc. P Do you lack Sell-
Confidence, suffer from Nervous Fears, Depres-
sion, Blushing, Timidity, or Sleeplessness? Be-
come Self-Confident, full of Courage, - bright and
happy by sending immediately 3 penny stanips
for particulars of the Mento-Nerve Strengthening
Treatment, GUARANTEED CURE OR MONEY
REFUNDED. GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, LTD.,

%436 4Impe:ri:ﬂsl Buildings, Ludgate Circus, Lonﬂen

FREE FUN!

Cute Conjuring Tricks,
Funny Recitations,
21 Monologues,
delichted!
Street,

3

Our Funny Novelty,
Rears of Laughter,
o all sending 1/- for 100
250 Riddles, 18 Games, -5
10 Funny Readings, 73 Teasts,
Yentriloquism, Etfte., Thousands
Great Fun! ¢, HUGHES, 15,
Edgbaston, Birmingham.

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS,
Large Stock of TFilms. QRmp]e Film, 1/-, FPost
Frec. Lists Free, Desk " Pean Cinema Co. ;
94, Dravfon Avenue, West La]mg, W.13,

Stop Stammering {7 o

ticulars FREE.—FRANX B. HUGHES, 17,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.

causing
FREE

Wood

from 7/6.

1} Cure vyvourself

}
¢

All applications for Advertisement
Spaces in this publication should
‘be addressed to the Advertisement
Manager, THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,
Farrmgdon Street, E.C.4,
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[BOYS., YOU CAN BUILD THIS FINE CRANE WITH

ECCANO

ENGINEERING FOR BOYS

A pcrfect crane one day, a splendid transporter bridge
thenext, then a wonderful tower, with running elevator.
and so you go on every day for a year, without repeating
a model. A big lllustrated Book of Instructions goes
w:th each Outfit, making everything perfect]y clear.

BIGGER MECCANO OUTFITS THIS YEAR.
NEW PARTS ~ADDED:. SPLENDID NEW
- " “MODELS.. . |

: T Y. e ST FREE TO BOYS:

;A wWwSPLENDID .. NEW
MECCANO BOOK. This
bea.,ut:f“u .new - book  tells |
boys * how to enjoy every *

. minute ; of - their leisurc

’ RS huur-: T

HOW TO OBTAIN A FREE
+ et COPY.
Just show this page to [/
=three chums® and send us
ww theirznames and  addresses
with your own. - Put
No 12 aftepy your name foi
N refercncs.

This ‘contest brings golden opportumtmg
GRAND £25D PRIZE UOMPETITIOH to brainy, inventive boys.

-

: * Write us®™ for * particulars - or 'wk your dealer for an antry form, .
RS P MECCANO LIMITED BINNS ROA:D LIVBRPOOL*WL . :

L L e e -

‘COMBINED CIMEMA *..“_ e YOURS FOR _.1 [= ONLY
& MAGIG LANTERN , 'I‘Ius handqome full-sized Gent 8

of 1!-.,\1’1&1 apprmal send 1/-
Ei?]t]grgﬁggs ;%{?%?Piiedr‘i;&: more:; thetbalancéé may then be
acedssories. ~ Price™ O/™ od. paid bn 6 monthly instalments

Other models10°6,15/-,21/-ea. of 2/-¢ach. Guaranteed 5 yvears)

Chain offered Free with every

" MODEL TYPEWRITERS watch. Cash returned in full

Speedy & Accurate, 7/6 post 9d. if dissatisfied. Send 1/- now

MINIATURE ? ELECTRIC to Simpson’s, Ltd., (Dept.

. LIGHTING SETS 12), 94, Queen Road.

gomplete wi}t}h laaup. hricke(ii: Brighton, Sussex. -

h'itter cable, switc a3 oxed 3/3 post 6 ,
PILMSF 50 ft.. 1/3 post 4d. 100 ft., 2/- post 7d. Illus- NERVOUS SHY Do YOU lack Self-
trated Catalog'.‘ues of Electrical, Mechanical Models, ’ y Confidence? Do
Novelties, etc. Pcst3d. Our Guarantee : Satisfac- BLUSHING YOU Blush, Start,
tionorCashRefunded. —_BENNETT BFIOS.,S i Tremble. Grow . con-

Theob ) C. fused when spoken to? Feel Nervous in Company ?
- alds Rd ,Hnlbnrn, London,W.C.1 Write for free particulars of simple home

cure in 7 days.—U.J.D., 12, All Salnts rd
St. Anne's-on-Sea. »

CUT THIS OUT FUN FOR ALL. Ventriloquist’s Voice Instru-

. The Nelson Lee Library. Pen Coupon. Value 24. | ment, Invisible, Astonishes, Mystifies. Imitate
Send 7 of these Coupons with only 2/9, direct to Birds, Beasts, ‘etc., 6d. each, 4 for 1/- (Vet.
the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet Street, | Treatise incld. F—IDEAL Co.. Clevedon, SOM.

B.C.4. You will.receive by return, a splendid “WIRELESS > SETS.$ Simplest, Bes
‘British-Made  1ldct Gold-- Nibbed- Fleet Fountain 3: - mples t, and
Pen, value 10/6 _(Fine,. Medium Jor.. Broad nib). . Cheaplest “ sets: and arts for beginners.  Tllus.

- If only 1 coupon is.sent, the price~is 3/9,. 2d. ~Catalogue Free, Desk C.,” Dean Trading Co.,
being allowed for “each fexf¥a™ cotipon ,up to six. | 3 Drayton ZAveniier West . Ealing, "W.13. ;

(Pocket Clip 4d. }*Fatlsfmtmn naranteed or cash --Be sure-and*rmention- ‘‘* THE NELSON
r»:-turm-d Special Neiw Offer: our Own Name o35 ~

in gi' “lotters on either pen for 1/- extra, Lever | FEE"LIBRARY > th_en Qommunlcﬂﬂﬂg
. Selt- ﬁlltng Safety Model, '27- extra. ~— w:th ad\?a‘i‘tla“brs. bori T @YD o 5
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Printed and Pllbllhhi‘d every “mlnoad'u by the l’rc:]]rnetmq The’ .'Lnnlg'lmated P:eqs (1922), . Ltd., The

Flectway House, “Farringdon “Steet, London, E.C.4. Subser lptmn H"ltes “Inland, 13- per annum.

6,6 for six months, Abroad, 11/- per annum: 56 for six imbnths. - Sole Agenta for South

Africa: The Central News Agf-ncy, Limited. Sole Agents for Auqnflln and New Zealand: Messrs,
Cardon & Gotch, Limited: and for Canada:-Tie JImoerial” News Company, Limited.
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