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F{GGINS
ARRIVES

or, The New Boy at
Frank's

This story, the first of a Great New Series,
sees the Boys of St. Frank’s back at school
~again after their exciting Easter Holiday
These new stories will be -
chiefy centred around Alf Huggins, whose
arrival at St. Frank’s in this story sychron-
ises - with the appearance of a new master,
Mr. Snuggs, who has come to replace, for
the time being, Mr. Crowell of the Remove.
cockney, born and brad, but in spite of his humble origin, he is
a character one cannot help liking. His reception at St. Frank’s
is rather mixed, for he has to live down much prejudice,

9

Alf Huggins is a

Unfortunately for

Huggins, the new Remove master is a snob of the first degree, and it is not long
‘before he singles out the new boy as a butt for his biting sarcasm and contempt.
In addition to the strong humar interest attaching to Alf’s uphill fight, the author
has not neglected the humorous side of the pmiure.

CHAPTER I.
coMING OF ALP 'UGGINS:

THE
i OISONOUS!" declared Archie Glen-
P thorna firmly. ** Absolutely poison-
ous, Phipps!”
¢ As bad as that, sir?”

slightly worse!” said Archie.
“0Of course, 1've gnt, nothing to say against
2hie dear chappie a3 a dear clmppw but
there you are! The low order, what? |
mean to say, the lower estrata, and so
forth!”

The genial ass of the Ancieut House at
St. Frank's, lay back on the soft lounge in
his study, and placed his feet comfortably
upon a handy chair. Archie was attired
withh all hig usual elegance. It was morn-
ing, and Archie was taking a short spell of
rest before lessons.

There was plenty

“In fack,

of time yet, and Archie

felt lazy.
This, of course, was no unusual feeling
with him. It was only seldom that he felt

an}'t-hiug else. And he had been having a
chat with Phipps, his faithful valet, con-
cerning the events of the holidays. IL'or the
school had gathered tugether for the new
term, only the previous day.

This morning, in fact, was the very first
working day of the new term. Aund the
s6chool was in something like order.

|
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Most of (he Remove fellows,
s¢lf, were rather curious about work. l'or
Mr. Crowell, our respected - Form-master,
was not with ns this term. The unfortunate
sentleman had met with a serious accident.

Mr. Crowell, in short, had broken his leg.
and the latest news to hand was thit ne
wias as well as could be expected, but would
certainly not be fit for duty for mang a
week, In the meantime, the Remove \-.uuhi
have to put up with a substitute,

It was this gentleman that we particularly
watted to~spet .

So far he had not even appeared in public,
and although many of the Remove fellows
had watched diligently the previous eveuing,
they had caught no =ight of the new muaster

including my-

of tha Renune—“lm by the way, cuffered
from the rather appalling wpame of Mr.
snuggs. He couldn’t possibly have rejoiced
in it.

This term it seemed that St. I'rank’s woul:d
be peaceful and quiet. The previous term
had ended up amid much excitement, and
now the old school was settling down to
norm:il conditions.

“0f course, sir, one meets with strange
people at times,” remarked Phipps, as he
moved about the luxurious study, putting
things straight tere and there. “But I am
sorry that you should have been so pe:tered

| on “_H ank Holiday.”
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Archie drepped his mopocle.

** Pestered!” he repeated. “* Why, great
poodness! What c¢n earth put that bally
weea into your head, Phippst”

““Yon made use of the word poisenouns,

aif-—"
** Oh, absolutely!"” agrced Archie. ¢ At the
same time, laddie, it appears that you have
cobtained a slightly wrong impresh. The
young master did not mean to imply that
Lbe was pestered.”

1 am afraid 1 am
Jark, sir.”’ = =

‘* Then, Phipps, it secms that it is up to
me to throw large quantities of light upon
the old sub.,” chserved Archie. * You zee,
it was this way. We were at the jolly old
Zoo—that is to say, all the lads c¢f the vil-
lage and myszelf. In fact, we were doing a
pind of revelry stunt, Dashing about
hither and thither, and seeing all the geood
old sights!” ' _ .

-+ [ quite understand, sir.”

v Well, while we were at the Zco some
awfully dashed s=coundrel buzzed along au’d
actudlly whizzed oft with the young master’'s
wallet!”” ¢aid Archie indignantly.  **What
«bout it, Phipps? The ccve positively toek
T out of my pockéet, and proceeded-to fade

13

into tha offing: _
 That was very awkward, sir.”

« Awkward!” echoed Archie. ¥ It was
ghastly. There was I, left stranded, while
that pickpocket—that dashed blister—buzzed
into the distance, carrying large and goodly
supplies of fivers and pieces of eight and
wiha§ not!” - _

1 trust the man was captured, gir?”
“wpash. it all!” protested Archie. ¢ Dash
it all! Not five minutes ago 1 distinctly
told you that the chappie was whizzed off to
thie police-station. He was nothing more or
jess than a blot on the landscape—an ugly
patch on-the tablecloth, as it were. You
prasp my meaning, Phipps?”

4 Yes, girl?

«\€ell, this blighter—this stain—having
ouzed away with the cash department, was
well ¢n the way to freedom, when up dashcd
Al ~

o XIL, sip?” _

** Absolutely !”- said Archie. “It has since
occarred to me that the chappie’s name was
probably Alfred. But he called himself Alf,
4bsclutely terrible, and all that, but there
you are. The common crewd, Phipps.
Ratlier wonderful how they mess about with
good names!” " .

s 1t ig certuinly remarkable, sir.”

‘““ Well, to proceed!” continued Archie,
 Alf Huggins—to give him his full name
—-collared hold of this blister with the cash,
and prcceeded to let him have it in large
and severe quantities. In cther-words, they
yought like the jolly old knights of the pact.
A grim and gory struggle, Phippe, in the
midst of which two Jads in blue proceeded
46 roll up.” -

“ Policemen, sir.”

* Absolntely,” said Archle.

'st_ill somewhat in the

“ As usnal, the
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blunderers wandered into

old
the landscape when the jcb was over. No

dear, darling

need to go into frightful details. I got the
pocket-book back, and this chappie, Alf
Huggins, discovered that hiz ankle was in
a somewhat hruised condish.” \ |
“An injury rececived in the fight, sir?*
asked Phipps. b o '
** A8 you =ay, old scout,” said -Archie.
““The pickpocket bounder kicked Alf in the
ankle department at the last minute. And
there he was—unable to walk—and I was
under an obligation to him. But I must say
he behaved dashed well. Wouldn't take a
bally quid!”?
“*That was rather extraordinary, sir.”
“ It was, until I learned that his pater was
a bricklayer!” said Archie. ‘ You see, this
bricklayer is worth pots—tons and tons of

money. Rolling in it, in fact. Wallowing
in wealth, Phipps.”

Phipps looked doubtful.

**1 have sometimes heard, sir, that
bricklayers receive high wages, but [
hardly thought—

““Gadzcoks!” interrupted Archie. L |

don't mean to say that the chappie amassed
largo quantities of bullion by laying bricks!
Absolutely pot! Some decent cove pegged
out.- and left Mr. Huggins large bagfulls of
the good old stufl!”

““Ah, now I comprehend, sir!”

“In other words, Phipps, the brain de-
partment is beginning to awaken,” said
Arclie. “@Good! That’s a rather decenu
piece of news, Well, this bricklayer
chappie was quite decent. I will say that.
No blessed swank about him, and no spoof.
He just assisted me in a time of scre dis-
tress, and tbere you are! No reward—
nothing!”’ '

“In fact, Master Huggins was an excel-
lent fellow, sir?” - '

“There, Phipps, youn have it,”” agreed
Archie. ““An excellent fellow, but daszhed
common. Ard, as you know, the young

master is somewhat partick. 1 hate becing
sncbbish, but one must draw the line, dou'y
you kncw.” - - .

“1 quite agree, sgir,” esaid Phipps firmiy.
“It is not at all pos:ible for those of the
lower order to mix with those of the upper
order. There i3 a distinct dividing line be-
tween the two classes.” .

“You think so, Phipps?” asked Archie:

“]I am positive, sir.” g

““Well, in a way, perhaps so0,” agreed
Archie. “But there are differences, no
doubt. I mean to say, a chappie ean hbe
a bally common cove, and yet rise to he a
dashed Prime Minister! Of course, that's
not rizing far, I kncw, bub a Prime Minister
is supposed to be just a shade better than
a bricklayer-—what?”

“I have heard so, s&ir,” said Phipps
zolemnly. "o

“The experience is now blotted out,” =aid
Archie, with a gigh. 1 might say that 1
fearfully glad. Alf wasn’t g0 bad. I meau,
I conld have stuck bhim for a bit lenger.
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Bubt his people were peisonous, = Phipps.
A(.tualiv and absolutely poisonous!

“In what way, sir?”

-6 Well, we saw this Alf chappie hume to
*Oxton—-" _

“No doubt you mean Iloxton, sir?”

“ Good gracious! I knew I should get

mixed up with it!” said Archie, in alarm.
¢ Alf said 'Oxton, and I wasn't quite sure,
Well, wo arrived there, and we were ushered
into t-he kitchen. Phipps, believe me or be-
lieve me not, but at that moment the voung
master waa in dire peril of instant ex-
tinction.”’

““You met with some danger,

“ The atmosphere, Phipps! Gadzooks!”
murnm:ed Archie, withh a shudder. * Fried
onions and kippers! To say nothing of large
and hefty clouds of shag tobacco smoke!
This, by the way, was proceeding from the
clay pipe of Alf's father. Cuan you imagine
et

“1I find it most difficult to do so, sir,” said
Phipps gravely. 1 c¢an well understand
.youe horroe.””

¢““In fact, I'm getting so dashed worked
up, that the very subject makes me feel
queer,” said Avchie, rising to his feet.
.** The morning is sunny, Phipps—the air is
laden with sundry lumps of ozone. I think
I shall trickle forth into the old Triangle

and proceed to inhale a few lungfulls.”

“The fresh air will undoubtedly be bhene-
ficial.”

‘““8a I believe, Phipps—so I believe,” said
Archie. ** Aud never refer to Hoxton again!

sir?”

The very word makes cold creeps dash up

and down the spinal departmeant. Alf
a ripper, but hardly in my line.”

“ Well, sir, you are never likely to see
him again.”

“Oh, absolutely mot,” said Archie. *In

fact, such a thing s qulte imposs.”

was

And the Genial Ass of the Remove strolled.

down the junior passage, passed into the
Triangle, and came face to face with Alf
Huggins!

Considering the nature of Archie's very
last spoken words, this meeting was little
more  than extraordinary, To come out
into the stately old St. IFrank’s Triangle, and
mcet, the boy from Hoxton was a shock that
Archie had never prepared himself for.

It brought him wup all standing, so to
speak,

He was in the centre of the Triangle at
the moment, and nobody el:e was near by.
And Archie was just inhaling the breezy
atmosphere when he observed a figure
striding towards him from the gateway.

It was with a feeling of blank amazement
and dismay that Archie recognised the
tigure as that of AIf Huggins. The Hoxton
boy was attired in the same ill-fitting, ready-
made suit as before. Ile looked broad,
clumsy, and his face was even more freckled
than ever.

His fair lmr escaped from under his cheap
looking c¢ap, and he wore big, clumsy boots
on his feet. In every possible way, Alt

 Huggins looked what lie was—the son of a

bricklaver.
He grinned at Archie, and came to a halt.

“Whot cher, mateyv!”’ he exclaimed
cheerily. :
** Absolutely!” said Archie, with a gulp.

“1—1 mean, greetines, dear old one! This,
don't you l-.now is a somewhat stunning
shock. I hardly P"(DE‘{‘tcd to see you mlu??m"
about in the picture!”

Alf Huggins grmnml

“I reckoned as 'ow you
surprised!"" he remarked.
I met you fust!

would be a bit
“ Still, 1'm glad

Just the bloke 1 wanted to
spe!”’

“The—the bloke!"" sald Archie, in con-
fusion. *' Oh, quite! 1 mean to say, at your
service, dear old sportsman! If tliere's any
dashed thing [ c¢an do, let the old word
pass!”

“ There's nothink as
I knews of,"” said Alf.
now. Y’'see, I've come."”

““Oh!” said Archie. * You' 1e come?"”

““That's the hidea!”

“ And a dashed good hidea, too—I—I mean
to say——"' -
- Fact is, I've come to St. Frank's for
good,”” went on Huggins canﬂdentmlly. “POw
do you like the bloomin’ hulea? I'm going
to stay here.”

- f:t:n " gasped Archie holding his llé’l!‘t

(1] L lrﬁ [

“ Yus?" in a tone of
horror, In ahout
five seconds 1 shall yelp for assistance! But
let us get this quite correct! You, as it
were.. have arrived?"

Alil: Well, any bloke can see that”"remarked

‘““ Absolutely,”” said Archie. ** Which
reminds me, dear old tulip, I haven't done
the old greeting stuff! How do you do? 1
mean to say, Thow do you jolly well do?
Extend the old flipper, and we’ll shake!"

Archie thrugt out his hand, and the pair
aripped.

““ Thanks!"" said Al quietly.

I didn't reckon as vou'd do that.
hidea as you might be too huppish.”

““ Dash it all!” said Archie, looking mjured
“ That's rather steep, laddie! Nobody camn
accuse me of being huppish—I should say,
uppish! Sorrow—sorrow! But do I gather
that vou have absolutely come to stay?”

“Yes. I've come to stay—I'm goin’
work ’ere.”

Archie hreathed an enormous sich of relief.

“ A large and frightful lump has arisen
from the depths of the heart!" he breathed.
“ Work. what? Ah, a dashed fine idea. All,
old onion, allow me to offer -huge,cougrata.

you can do, not as
" Leastwavs, uot

repeated Archie,

“ Some'ow,
I 'ad n

to

1 wish you joy, and hope you'll do bally
well!”’
“ Thanks, matey!”

Archie looked at Alf with new interest.
So the bricklayer’s: son had been engaged
for the domestic staff, That was rather
interesting. But it was a strange coincidence
that he should come so0 shortly after the
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ether meeeting at the Zoo. And Archie was

puzzled, into the bargain. If Ali’s people

were so rich, why was it necessary for him
to come to St. Frank's in a menial’'s job?

“Of course, it’s not my. business, but 1
had an idea that things were blooming in
1he old homestead'!"” said Archie. 1 mean
1o say, fortune smiled, and s0 forth?"”

‘* Rather!” said Alf, nodding, ** But that's
the very reason I'm ‘ere! 1 daresay 1'll see
~omething of youn later. So-long, matey!
(heerio!”

Alf nodded. and walked away. And
Archie, in a bit of a dream, wandered off
under the chestnut trees, and tried to com-
pose his thoughts. Alf Huggins arrived at
the steps of the Ancient House, and he was
inst, about to mount them when he came face
to face with Handforth & Co.

At the moment, Edward Oswald Handiorth
was encaced in a fierce argument with
thurch and McClure. The famous leader of
study D was starting the term well. In

lact, he had started the previous day.
McClure's left eye was showing stegns of
“damage, and Chureh had an ominous looking
« m at the corner of his lip.

*I'm not going to arzue any more!” zaid
Handfurttl grufﬂv ““If you asses can't see
<ommon sense when it's put before you,
«that's not my fault! I’ve never known such
& pair of fatheaded chumps in all my pufl'!”

“*0h, rats!” growled Church.

i Drv up, for goodnm; sake!" zaid McClure,

Alf Huggins grimned. | _

‘*At it agin?” he askéd cheerfuliy.
“ Lummy! I'm bhlowed if you blckeg don’t
0 it as a blinkin’ pastime! You was a-goin’
«+n like that at the Zoo on Bank ’Oliday.
o it! T'll be humpire!”

Handforth & Co. turned, holding - their
breath. They knew that voice! They knew
that common, uneducated way of speaking!
For they, of course, had been in Archie’s
party at the time pf the adventure at the
Zoological Gardens.

““Great pip!”’ said Handforth, turning,
o It" it’s the Hoxton chap!”

‘* The bricklayer’s son!” ejaculated Church,

Huggeins nodded.

“Yus!” he agreed. * Ain’ vou smart?
Pleased to meet you, old pals! I reckon as
‘ow you an’ me ought to get on well in this
‘ere school.”

Handforth clutehed at the stonework.

“* Get—get on well!” he stuttered faintly.

" But—but what are yon doing here?”’

AH: \foth:nh-—except looking at’you," replied

* You—you silly fathad!”’ Lowled Hand-
jorth. ‘I mean, what have you come for?”

“Why, wot did you think?” asked
Hugging, in surprigse. ** I've come ’ere as a
uew  boy—I’ve joined the Dblinkin’ school !
And if you blokes can tell me which is the
Hancient Ouse I'll' be obliged. I've got a
sort of notion that I'm a-goin’ to be shoved
in a class wot they call: the ;le«muw'"

Handforth & Co. fainted weakly into one
another’s arms! |

LEE LIBRARY {

CHAPTER II.
TOO STEEP FOR WORDS!

e —— ~ LF HUGGINS had ¢x-
. ploded a bombshell,

For the <hums of
X Study D to suddenly

> learn that this -bay . from
_f% Hoxton had ,come to the

school as a pupil was nothing
more nor less than a shock of the very first
arder,

It seemed utterly impossible.

And now a number of other fellows were
coming out—Reginald Pitt, Cecil De Valerie,
Jack Grey, Armqtrong and a few others.
Many of these, of courze, had never set ¢ys
on Al before.

They gathered round in a throng.

Handforth pulled himselfl together with an
eflfort.,

O course, it's rot!™ The &aid, “You
funny ass! Whats the idea of trying 1o
s1:00f me like that?” '

1 ain’t a-spoofin® of yer,” =zaid AllL
** Strike me pink, it's true!™

* True!” yelled Chureh,

“You bet yer llt'e'”

** True that you're coming into the Remove
——m the Ancient House?’

‘Yus!”

The ijuniors collected round, excited.

““PDon’'t try to be funnyv!"’ exclaimed Arm-
strong. * You've made a mistake, 1 think.
Haven't you come to the wrong entrance?
Perhaps you're going to be the new hoot
boy, or scullery help?”

Alf Hugeins flushed. :
~ ** Look ’ere, matey, I don't want to ’ave
no quarrellin’, but yvou'd best stow thut kind
of stuff!” .

** What!” said Armstrong blankly.

““ Stow it!”* said Ali. “I'm a bloke wot
likes peace—but if there’s any fightin’ to he
done, it don’t take me ‘alf-a-minit to awipe
a bloke aecross the jaw! So yvou'd best he
careful.”’ . Y x & o g

The ijuniors listened, more -nnd more
amazed.

It had been startling enourh nt first. The
very appearance of tite new oy was enoungh to
indicate what he was. . But his tnlk wias
terrible! He used the language of the
rutter itself—denoting an upbringing of the
worst possible type. And it =ounded
absolutely incongruousz at St. Frank's.

It eould hardly be possible that he was
really coming into the school as a pupil.
Already, some of the hoys were beginning to
feel indignant. There was nothing about the
fellow’s appearance to call for criticism. He
was good Inukittg enourh, in a big, ¢common
sort of way. He had a frank smile and e3ycs
that showed nothing hut Ilonestv, Ak w

But he was a bricklayer's zon)

And he had come to St. Frank'a withont
the Jeast word of warning—althongh the
mniors were fully aware: of ' the adventure

iy

 that had bappened at the Zoo.- That [ad
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heen told throughout the Remove several
times already.

In the middle of all the opening excite-
ment, 1 eame out, accompanied by Tommy
- Watson and Tregellis-West., 1 was  very
_astonished to see Alf Hugging, and 1 listened
in even greater astonishment as 1 heard the
facts being shouted about,

o “Ts this true, Huggins?"
went up to him,

“Wot, uanother of yer?” asked All
“* Lummy! You don’'t 'arf want a lot of
tellin’! 1 shau't 'ave no breath left arter
a bit more of this. Of course it's true! My
dad zent me here to get a good eddication!”

““ By George!”’ said Handforth, “ You need
! 4l A

““ Ho, an' supposin’ I do?"” demanded AlI,
flshing, “ Don't 1 know it as well an
hanybody? If you fellers 'adn't bheen 'ere
- all these 'ere years, you wouldn’t be like
wot you are! It's heddication wot counts!
And my dad says to me, he says, I've got
- to come here and inake good! An' I'm

I asked, as I

bloomin'-well goin® to have a big shot at
aE

““In other words, you're a new bhoy?” 1
asked.

" That's it."”

““For the Remove?'"
“So I hunderstands.”
** All right, Huggins,

et me welcome you

to St. Frank’s,” I said, taking his lnmi uuu
shaking it, “ I'm the Remme captai

i turned round, as I heard several
comments.

“ What's the matter with vou fellows?” I
asked quietly,

“ Well, 1T don't think much
shaking hands with that low cad!” said
Merrell sourly. ¢ He's not one of us! He's
nothin’ but a common gutter hrat! He can’t
he? in the Remove—the chaps wouldn't allow
) e

‘“ Rather not!”

“Too jolly steep!”

“Don’t take any notice of what they say!”

I said, turning back to Huggins. *“ If you’ve
come here as a new fellow, it's gcod enough
proof for me that you're all right. The
Head wouldn't allow it otherwise—neither
would the (overnors. [ hope you'll make
good, as you want.”
. “*Thanks, mate,”” said Alf. * 1 can see
vou ain't like some o' them others. I knows
" well enough that I'm common in me talk.
But talk ain't everythink, is it? A bloke
¢an’t help his heddication. Arter 1’ve bin
ere a year, I dessay I shall show <'uns of
himprovement.”

““ A vear!” sneered Fullwood, pushing for-
ward. * You low idiot! The Remove won't
stand you for a day! You'll get kicked out

on your neck if vou dare to come into the
- Axcient House.”

““ An’ pretty quick, too!" said Gulliver.

‘“ Hear, hear!”

*“ Steady, Fullwood!" said
“ There's no need to talk like that.
knows, I'm not a snob,

of vyou for

Armstrong.
Goodnes:.
hut I'm not standing
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for this chap in the Remove. I'll kick pretty
hard. if it's an absolute fact. Still, there's
no need to talk about hoofing him out !
_ " That won't be necessary—he won't come
in!"" said Hubbard.
L‘;Ihr Huggins looked at the contemptuous
crowd with calm eyes, and a set expression.
“My dad told me somethink Ilike this
would 'appen!" hLe said quietly. “ I den’t
blame vou—'tain't likely as you'd bhe any
ditferent. Still., I reckon vou micht wait

until 1I've done somethink disgraceful afore
you talk about kickinzg me hout!’

“ Hout!"” jeered Fuliwood. * Why, the
chap’s impcssible!™

“0Oh. rather!"

‘““And. what's more, we'll get up a
petition!”" said Armstrong “We'll do it

quietly, and without any big demonstration.
As I said before, I'm not a snob, but I know
where to draw the line!"

“1f you fellows had any decency, vou'd
hold vour tonguees for a bit!" 1 said eurtly.
“Can't you give the chap a chance to turn
round? !m all you know, there may be a

mistake.’

** There miatake!" smrl Alf
quietly. “ Still, 1 don't bhear no malice.
"Tain't my way. 1 aiu’'t your sort, an’
you ain't mine. Mebbe we shall be able
to 'it it off arter a bit—but at fust it'1l
be queer. Now, if vou can shcw ‘me the
way hindoors )

“Not likely!"” interrupted Owen major.
“You're not going indoors, you cad! We
wouldn’t let you soil the place.”

‘““No fear!”

- “Keep the he.at out!"

“1f he tries to get in, knock liim over!"

““The hest thing is to chuek him out into
the road!"”

*Iadeed ™
doorway,

ain't no

came a cold voice from the

The juniors turned round, and saw that
Nelson Lee was standing there. And the
Housemaster of the Anpcient Ilouse was
lcoking rather grim and determined. 1
turncd to the guv'nor, and nodded.

“This is Huggins, sir,” I said. * DBy
what 1 understand, Huggins i3 coming to
St. Frank's as a pupil.”

“ That is quite right, Nipper,” said Nelson
Lee. -

““ Shaine!"

The murmur ecaome from two or three

boys on the outskirts of the crowd.
Nelson Lee looked in their direction.
“I will not inquire the names of the
boys who uttered that word just now.”
he said quietiy. I will content myself
by. saying that those boys are unsportman-
like and cadidish. Hu;.:ﬂluq will be in thg
Remove, and I sincerely frust there will be
no antagonism. 1lle may be of a different

class, but that is.a matter of minor impor-
taunce." _ _

““But he's not fit to be at St. Frauk’s,
sir!”’ -

**'He's not our sort at alj, sir!™
“He’s only a bricklaver's son!™
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Lee waited until the interraptions had

iedd down.

“ Boys. I would like to Ihl\ a few guicy
vords with you,” he said. 1 Jdo not thipg
Huggins requires any champion—ana 1 shall
certainly not act in that capacity. Al 1
ark is that you should "ne hin a far
«hance. He wants no favours—he wonld
Lot aceept any if they were offered. But
autil Huggins proves himself guilty of some
Jdisgracoful conducet, he is worthy to receive
tho same treatment as yourselves, Don't
" b down on him because of his upbringing.
" ‘that would he most unfair and unsports-
manlike., Judge him by his actions ot St
Frank's—and treat him accordingly.”

"Hear, hear!”

"That's the idea, sir,”! =a'd Pitt. " I'm
;ume!”

N0 am 1!V

" There is no nceessity for me 10 pive
any sort of cxplanation, but youn will be
yrobably ipterested to know one or two
facts,” =~aid Nelson Lee, "This lad’s
father—a most respectable citizen—has
persuaded the Governors to let the boy

come to this school-—for one term, at least,
In a way, it is something of a trial. Do
Lot let it be a failure. Give the lad every
opportunity to show what he can do tor
himself. That is all 1 have to rayv. Hugging,
I chould like yon to come to my study as
vnan as possible.”

"I'll be there
Alf.

Nel:zon Lee passed into the Anecient Honse
with a nod. “And the noisy demonstration
thoke out again practically at once. For
a great many other fellowz bhad coma ap
by now,

And they were looking at Alf as though
Le was soie Kind of insect. They walked
ronud him, sneering and laughing.

** What a suit!”’ said Merrell, 1 rc:'-kml
e must have got it from a pawnshop!”

*Or from a stall in Petticoat Lane!"

*Ha, ha, ha!”

' Look at his boots—made for his fathey!”’

** Ha, bha, ha!"

\It stood this sort of thing for a minute

t\'o and then clenched his fists,

inythlnl\ else to say?’”’ he asked quietly.

"Yes—we've got lots of things to say!”
caid  Armstrong.  ““But we Jdon't know
what anythink means., There izn't such
. word!"

The juniors yelled,

“ That's right—funny,

right away, sir,"”’ said

'L gty

~aid AN

“ Lor’ lummy! You blokes ain't arf got
a lot o brains! It don't take mmeh -to
iake you cackle! 1 ain't never ceen cuch
o ‘Gpeless set!” |
'l’he laughs died away.
*Look here!"” roared IInbbanrd, ' Arc
we coing to stand that?”’
‘ Not likely!”” i
** Qerag him!”
There was an ugly rush, but I homped
forward.
shouted, 3y

“Don’t be so rotten!™ ]

LEE men'sq I N

and when lie answers von
back you get wild! What do you think
he 187 A dommy? Why can’'t yon give
him a fair chance? You ought to be kicked
—the whole crowd of you!”

“Oh, vou'd stick up for him, of courze!™
icered lFullwood. ' Only a t‘t:-w vears ago
yon werz a gutter brat vourself —""

C'rash!

My fist shot out, and Fuilwood went G,
howliny,

e Yn'«\-m\ arcocoh ! he roared wildly.

“1I've Kknceked you down for the =ane
thing more than onece hefore. Fullwood, and
it yon say it again, I'll have the -ame
pleasure!” I said quietly. ** Huggins hLas
only been at the .school for ten minutes—
and nobody knows what sort of stufl he’s
made of. If he's a cad, I shall be as much
ogainst him as I am against you., If he's
decent, he'll be one of my pals.”

*That’s the way to speak!” said Hand-
forth. " But it's a pity you I-.nnr-]\od Full-
wood down—I was just going to do it!”

‘Better do it again—he's just gelting
up!” suggested Pitt.

goad the cbap on,

R |

And while the fellows were arguing, Alf
fTuggins passed.  indoors—escorted hy
Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West. Jusy

in the lobby they passed Archie—who had
cntered by means ol a rear door,

Archie came out, looking astonished.

“ 1t appears, Iaddies, that trouble of sonie
hind is brewing,”” ne observed, ' May 1
imquire what——"'

“1t's that new Kid—Huggins!™” said
Chureh,  ** Most of the chaps don’t like
him being here. And 1 must admit that
it's a hit off side. The Governors ought
to have more sense. Huggins i=n't the
hind 01‘ fellow to be in a school of 1tlis
sart.’ |

" 'What, are }(Ttl 4
Itapdforth,

“No—I'm not a snob ' growied Church.
"I'm shinking about liuggins. He'll have
a4 rotten rough time of it. Over half the

snob, too?" demanded

chaps  will give him bLeans. Jlis pater
ought to have more sense."

“ Well, that's true ennugh;" admitted
llandlmt'a

Archie stood looking on, rather dazed,

" Then—then the chappie is -absolutely in
the school as a bally scholar?’ he asked.

“Of course!”’

“Gadzooks!  And T wished
breathed Archie faintly.

“Well, that wasn't a crimme, wasg it?"”

“1—-1 mean to sayv, I wished him joy in
his work!"” cjaculated Archie, “ 1 thought
he was going to be a bally bootblack! 1
hadn’t the faintest nosh he was a pupil!
It seems te me that I must dash after tho

him joy!"

chappie, and tender a “~somewhat tUarge
apology!”’ e Lo
“You're going to apologise? a:kKed Arn-

strong, staring,
“* Absolntely I'?
“To that—that cad!l™
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gaid Archie. * But

twica,” ;
I must say that yvou are quite wrong. 1n

“ Absolutely

fact, frightfully wrong. As far as I know,
the chappie is a somewhat priceless cove.
1le's a.ripper at whizzing after pickpockets
- and grabbing wallets!"

‘““ He's far m.ore likely
himself!" said Gulliver.
was able to get yours back so easily,
Archie. He knows all about the game!
The cad’'s only a gutter snipe!l”

- Of course he 131"

Archie gazed. at the juniors stiffly.

to pick pockets
“That's why he

““I can only say that I'm bally well
shocked!' he exclaimed. ** You ought to
b dashed ashamed of yourselves! The

chappie’s absolutely one of the ones, and

I'll jolly well stick to him all through!
He can always rely on me as a pal—
absolutely!"”

And Archie, with his nose in the air,

turned and went back into the lobby. .

It seemed that AIlf Huggins would have
one friend, at least—-but there was not the
glightest doubt that he was in for a rough
time! .

CHAPTER III,
CROWERLL'S BUBSTITUTE!

(¢ EVER!" <caid Full-
wood.
i N{Jt

blessed
likely 1"

“We don't mind goin’ to

W . - a certaimn limit, but when it
comes to a low-down, common cad like
Hugging, we start jibbin'!"” went on Full-
wood, ‘‘ His name's cnough, without any-
thin' else!"

“* An' his father's a hricklayer!” jeered
Culliver. I expect he's goin’ to work
now—takin' a pint of beer in a can! My
hat!  Aun' we've got a chap of that sort
in the Rewmove! We'll never stand it!"”

All the cads had collected together in the
Jobhy, Oualy au hour earlier they had been
idle—so0 early in the term there was no
gossip for them to get hold of, and no
mischief to make. |

They had absolutely nothing to do.

But now, in this brief time, they were
full right up to the brim. Here was some-
thing after their own heart. A boy of the
lower class had come to St. Frank's as a
pupil! ;

What was more, he was in the Remove--
and would have to be in contact with the

MID.

juniors moroing, noon, and right. They
would even have to sleep with him! No
wonder the cads found plenty to talk

about!

“0Of course, that's all pifile, givin’ him
- a_fair chance!" said Merrell, “Yaun can
trust Mr. Lee for sayin' a dashed silly thing
like that! The chap’s a cad—a hopeless,
rotten gutter hratt”

" Hear, hear!”

“It doesn't matter wuat happeus

_ : \ herec,
it won't alter his character!”

said I'uil-

:Fh

P ‘l!
gl
JIJ'.*.

i

Y,

‘“ What cher, matey !
exclaimed cheerily.

‘“ Absolutely ! '’ said Archle, with
a gulp. ‘“ 1—1 mean, greetings, dear
old one! This, don’'t you know, is a
somewhat stunning shock. 1 hardly
expected to see you whizzing about

Huggine

in the picture ! "’

wood. ““ An' the sooner we get rid of him
the better. Life won't be worth livin’ with
a low beast like that in the school!”

Without any reason whatever these
juniors had taken such a dislike to Alf
Huggins that it amounted almost to hatred.

Of course, the whole thing could be put
inte a nutshell.

It was on exhibition of prejudice—elass

prejudice.  The juniors considered then.
selves to be far and away above a boy
like Alf Huggins. They looked upon it

as an insult to themselves that he shionll
be sent among thent, And they instinctively
agreed that things should be made very
hot indeed for the new boy!

This was very hard oun Huggins.

fle had done nothing—he had not even
ceme to St. Frank's from his own choice.
tle had been sent by his father. How,
then, could he be treated as though he were
a leper? 1If the fellows had only taken the

time to reason it out, they night have
been a little more tolerant.

~ This, ut._ least, applied to the ordinary
juniors, Fullwood and Co., of course, were
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vads of the worst type. and no amount of
jeasoning would alter them.

And then another subject caunie up.

““What about the beast’s study?”
Aerrell suddenly.

“ By gad, yes!"” said Fullwood. “1 =up-
pos¢ he'll be bunged on somebody! 1f Mr,
Lee tries to shove him in Study A there’ll be
riretions "’

* Why, we'd hoof him out in about thres
seconds,” said Gulliver.

“On his neck!” added Bell.

Put further discussion was
question,

vaid

of  the
clanginy

out
for just then a great
sounnded. Tt wag the _
irssons,  And the junmiors reluctantly broke
up the conference.

There were now two important subjects of
initerest for the Remove.

Never had a terin started so well, There
was not only Alf Hugeins to create interest,
Lut, also Mr. Snuggs, the new Form master.
Ail the fellows were enormously keen upon
veeing him, For Mr. Snuggs, so far, was a
kind of mystery man. He had only arrived
at the zchool late the previous day, and had
not yet made his appearance in publie.

The Remove went to the Form room full
of anticipation.

For the moment, Alf Huggins was for-
gatten.

This was mainly because he was not
vrezent. He had gone to Nelson Lee's

¢tudy, and it was generally agreed that he
would be excused from morming leszons, The
iuniors were not likely to :ee him until
midday, _

And so, althouch there were a few
whispered comments, the main interest of
the Remove now centred upon Mr., Snuggs.

“T'll bet he'll be a giddy washout!” said
Handforth, as he took his place. ** Oh, rats!
Lessons again!  Sticking in the rotten Form
room  for hours! Holidays ain't half long
enongh ¥’

“ It's a shame, dragging us back like this!”
cald Chureh mournfully,

“ We're treated ' like
MeClure.

They felt depreszed. And this depression
had fallen over the entire Remove, Now
that the actual moment had arrived, the full
realisation came upon the boys that the
holidays were at an end,

It was work again—the
vrind.

The juniors talked to one another alumly.
the only spark of consolation being the ract
ihat they would have a new master—and

slaves!”  agreed

same old Jdaily

ihat promised to be rather interesting.
Naturally, he wounld he a beast—simply

heeaunse all new masters were heasts.

‘A severe old bounder, 1 eupposze,”
wiispered Pitt. * You know, one of those
tonchy <¢haps, who start up if there’s the

¢lightest sound. O0ld Crowell was had
¢nongh, but——-" _
** Look out, you chaps, he's coming!”

exclaimed Morrow, of the Sixth—who had

reen the Remove into the Form room,
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don't envy you much, Mr, Snuggs seemns o
be a bit of a prize!” ' e
Morrow gaid this confidentially. and with a

arin. He stood aside as the new Form master
entered.

The Remove looked at Mr. Snuggs, and Mr.
Snoggs lcoked at the Remove,

And in about five minutes the Remove had
sized Mr. Spuggs up completely. There was
one general impression at the end of that
brief period.

Withiout a doubt, Mr. Snuggs was a worn.

Under the circumstances, it was a sone-
what swift summing up. But the Remove
could hardly be blamed. For Mr. Snuggs was
undoubtedly a man of unprepossessing

appearance. He was thin, weedy, and there
was a most unpleazant expression on Lis
face.

1t was a kind of permanent sneer, inter-
mized with an expression of supreme sell
zatisfaction. His lips were extremely thin,
and met in a straicht line. Upon his nose
were perched a pair of spectacles. His hair
was thin and whispy, and his shoulders were
stooping.

Mr. Snuggs might have been anythiug
between forty and fifty. His gown hung
about him like a blanket round a scarecrow, .
and when he walked his feet pointed ont-
wirds. '

He took up his pozition at his desk, and
beamed upon the Remove. At least, Mr.
Snuggs apparently intended to beam. He
only suecceeded in distorting hiz face,

** Good morning, boys—good morning!'" le
caid. in a thin and weedling voice. * Thi: s
our first meeting—quite 0! You may sit
down., Good! 1 sincerely trust that we sha!l
get on well together.” |
The Remove maintained a stony. silence.

I have come to St. Frank's knowing that
it 18 one of the most magnificent schools in
the whole ecountry,” went on Mr. Snuggs, in
a self-satisfied tone. **St. Frank’s is ¢ne ot
the schools where only the best may con-
eregate. There is no room here for the
second rate articles, eh? Am I Tight?”

The Remove didn’t feel inclined to answer,
They considered that Mr. Snuggs was a
decidedly second rate article.

“ Uniortunately. I am only here for a hrief
spell—probably for one term!” continued
Mr. Snuggs. *‘‘ However, one never knowe,
Needless to say, I appreciate the honour
greatly—for it is indeed an honour to be a
member of such a distinguished staff. And
I am pleazed to see, boys, that you are ull
well behaved and good-mannered. If there
are a few among vou that 1 must reprimand,
I shall do &0 in accordance with your
station.”

* Thank yon, sir,”” said some of the junicres.

“* And now we must get on with lessons,”
caid Mr. Snuggs. *“ I have an idea tha: we
are here for that reason, eh?”

A few Tlellows sniggered—much {o 1A
| Snuges’ delight.
“Quite so0o!” he went on, encouraged.

| " You did not congregate in this room {0



i e lecture. We must work, my boys—
lal:nllr $ork is not always pleasant. [ have
not the slightest doubt that we shall agree
famously. For am I not dealing with the
sons of distinguished people? Titled people
—ahem! You are all cast in the eame
mould—all boys of the finest type.”

“The giddy toad!”’ whispered Handforth.
¢ ANl he can think about iz titles and high

breeding! My pater’s got a title, but I
wouldn’t give tuppence for one! NOW-a-
dave it's far more distinguished to be a

LR ] 4

plain mister.

Mr. Snuggs turned, and gazed severely at
Handforth.

« Silence!” he said.
talking will stand up!”’

Handforth promptly stood up.

“Don’t you know, my lad, that it is wrong
to speak during lessons?' asked Mr. Snuggs,
wacging a finger at Handforth.

“ Lessons haven’'t started, sir,”” said Hund-
forth. _

“ That is an impertinence!'' replied Mr.
Snuges. “ What is your name?”

“ Handforth, sir,”

“ Ah., to be sure!” he exclaimed softly.
“ Am I right? Surely you are the son of Sir
Edward Handforth, the great buziness man?’
‘““ Yes, sir,” admitted Handierth.

¢“ Splendid—spendid!"" said Mr. Snuggs.
“T1 am most delighted to meet you, my boy.
I am most delighted to meet the son of such
a distinguished gentleman. You may sit
down. Handforth.”

Handforth sat down, and glared at Church, |

“The boy who was

“ See that?” he growled. *“ My pater’s
title!" : _
“Well, it cocmes in handy!" whispered

Church, with a grin.

Mr. Snuzgs was not impressing the Remove,
All the decent fellows had sized him up as
an extra .large sized type of snob. It was
clear that he was ready to fawn upon the
iuniors who were fortunate enough to have
titled parents. The others were in tite mere
common ruck.

And as Mr. Snuggs gazed over the ranks
of the ¥Form, he suddenly held one of his thin
fingers out., and pointed to Somerton.

‘“ Boy!' lie said severely. * Stand up!”
Somerton stood up.

“ What is your excuse for oming into the
Form rooin in that perfectly disgraceful con-
dition?" demanded Mr. Snuggs tartly. ‘“ How
dare you? Answer me at once! 1 demand
an explanation!” ‘

Somerton gazed down at himself, 1

“What's the matter with me, sir?"” he
asked.

Mr. Snuggas danced out from his place, and
stood in front of Somerton. Then he pro-|
cceded to pull the junior ahout. 1

__"“What is the matter?’’ he said. * Look!
Your trousers are smothered with mud! Your
waistcoat has two buttons misging—your
collar is smudged with ink—and “there is a
large tear upon your left sleeve!"

He
wiag about fihe most untidy fellow in the
whole Remove, He never cared a jot about
his perzopfl appearayce.

He c¢ould huve worn the finest clothes
nhtataable had he chosen. He could have
hbean as great a dandy az Archie Glenthorne.
But Somerton preferred to go about looking
like a tramp.

“I'm amazed—quite amazed!" said Mr.
Snuggs, his voice filled with bitterness and
sarcasm. ‘Y Of course, there is no necessity
for you to tell me your name! I have not
tlie slightest doubt that you are quite a
common sort of boy!”

““Of course I am, s5ir.”" said Somerton.
“ Well, I'm just the same as any other boy.

[ theae litkle defects were quite normal.

{ There's not much difference, is there?"

““Not much difference!"” snapped Mr.
snugzgs sourly. “ Good gracious me! TUpon
my soul! Hark at the boy! From your very

appearance—f{rom yotir very attitude—I have
no difficulty in conecluding that your parents
are cxececding!y poor. 1 am surprised that
vou should he at the schocl at all!l”

“BMy fees arc paid, anyway, sir,” said
Somerton ¢almly.
“Do not be impertinent, boy!"” retorted

Mr. Suaugzs. A youth of your type should
not be at St. Fraank's at all—although we will
not o into that. You are a hoy of obviously
low hreeding!” :
The Form giczied loudly,
“* Thank you, sir,” said Somerton.
[ sit down?"

“ May

“Not vei—not yet!™ said Mr. Snuggs.
have by no means finished!™
That gigele had spurred him on. He was

one of those kind of masters who evidently
took a great delicht in making himself
important—who seized every opportunity ot
heing funny.

"1 shall not tell you about your appear-
ance acain!" suid Mr. Snuggs. “If you

come  into the Form room for afternoon
lessons in this condition I shall bhe most
severe.  You. wili change your c¢lothing at

the first chance—tlh:at i8, of course, providing
vou have a change of raiment?”

*But I don't see—""

““* Do not dare to quibble!”’ interrupted Mr.
sauges acidly. " You will do as I command!
And if you have no better clothes, I shall
aere that vour parents are written to—I shall
see that new clothing is ¢obtained. That is,
if your pmrents can afford new clothing,” he
added sarcastically. :

Somerton was rather pale.

“ Have vou finishied, gir?™ he asked quietly.

““When I have finished T will tell you so,”
suapped Mr. Snuzgs. * You are impertinent!
A boy of your low breeding should know how
to treat wour betters! I shall certainly
write to vour father—-"

“That will be impossibie, sir,”" interrupted
Somerton auietly.

*“ Indeed ?*’

“My father 1> dead, sir!”

‘“ Oh, that's nothing, sir,”” said Somerton."

The Form sniggered again, For Semerton |

“Oh, ah!"” said Mr. Snuggs, ** Ahem! I-1
am sorzyl No doubt that accounts for the

A
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fact that you are needy—that you are lacking
in.the articles of clothing that cvery high-
class boy requires. You may sit down.”

‘““* Thank you, sir.” ;

. One moment,” said Mr. “ What
is your name?”’

‘“ Somerton, =ir.)’

Mr, Sllllﬂ,ﬂh ctaﬂgmmd, and (.lulL]!(_‘
20WR.

M-Somerton ! he - shouted . thinly.
‘' Somerton! Are—are there two ho;a name:d
Somerton in this Form?"

‘““No, sir.” : ‘

b Thua-— nen—Good gracious!” gasped Mr
Snuggv ““Can it he possible? Is it aLtlmII)

Snuggs.

at his

LEE LIBRARY |

was a toady

Knowing that Mr. Snuggs
—he had.shown it in every action—the boys
were very curious to esee how he would act

next.

NOw.

“My boy—my boy!" said Mr. Snuggs,
going over to Somerton, and placing &
hand on his shoulder, “*1 am deeply sorry!

You "must allow me to apologise for the
thoughtless " ;! | ,

““ There's mo reason why you should
apologise to me, sir,” growled Somerton,

““Wouldn't it be better to get on with the

Iv-amn e

Mr, Snuggs was not offended in the least.
“Yes—yes, to be sure!” he exclaimed,
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true? Arve you—are you the youthful Duke
pf Semertony"”

“ Yes. sir—althouzh there's no need to call
nme that.” crowled the schoolboy duk®. *“1'm
inst Somerton here—the same as anv other
fellow. Titles don't ¢ount at echoeol.™

The Form sniggered louder than ever.

And Mr. Snuggs stood there, trying to pall
himself together. Xe was horrified. He
courld have abnost bitten his tongue out!
'he things he had said! He had talked to
Somerton  as  though the boy were a
vabourer's son. It wae dreadful!  And
Somerton was a Duke—with an estate that
ymade him a millionaire! -Mr., Snuggs felt
desperately angry with himself.

And the Remove watched, waiting for thei

e ——r - = = it i S IEs -~

beaming. ' Good gratmus' Ilm'. thought-
1ess of me to make such a terrible blunder?
Of ccurse, you need take no notice what-
ever of the orders I gave you.”

somerton looked surprised.

“* N¢ notice, sir?”” he asked.

“ None whatever, *‘1 am quite sorry 1
offended you.”

“The oily, greasy pic!” said
in disgust. ‘" Look at him!
slobbering over the chap!”

“He'll be licking his boots next!” said
Chureh, -

“1 shouldn‘t. be a bit surprised,’’ said
Handforth. ** My hat! We've lost Crowecll
—and look what they've sent us! 1t's like

Handforth,
Absolutely



and linding a tureepenny-

aquid,

losing a
bit!" o e &

Mr. Sauggs was abeolutely fawning
Somerton now. He even apologised !
"_i'hc vouthful duke was= not only l“h}.ﬂli‘*ti‘_ﬂ.
but i.:hn:t' parts of the Remove was  dis
”"thtil too. The suobs aud their set--
Fullwooed and Co. —regarded Mro Snuggs as
a distinet ..u{m1<-.rtlmt They -could sce t‘hdt-
Lie would be helpful to them. e was just
the. kind of master they liked.,

Mr, Crowell had been inpartial, as
good l'ori masters should be.  One i.m_f
was just the same as another Loy to hin.
But Mr. Snugus was a, very ditferent type.
He would make favourites—nhe would have
certain boys who could do practically as
they hked.

" A little flattery, aud the ifact that their
parentz were well-to-do, would gain the
snobs privileges that they had never -pre-
viously enjoyed.

At last DMr., Snuggs had finished
Somerton.,  And then. he observed
Glenthorne, sitting in  solitary itute

fact,

upon

all

with
Archie
up
che corner. As a wmatter of Archie
was nearly asleep, ‘
. The -proceedings did not interest himn in
the least. Lescons, of course, had to be
dcne.” DLessons vere a hateful pecéssity, and
Archie generally bucked up wonderfully
when he really started to work., e was
by no means a slacker. In fact, Archie’s
lanzuor was mainly assunicd.

“ Ah!"” said Mr. Snuggs. rubbing his thin
hands together. ** Ah!” '

** Gadzooks ! said Archie, startled,

- Mr. Snuggs was standing in front of him,
adjusting his spectacles.

“1 think you are Glenthorne,
Mr. Snuggs softly. " ** The very distinguished
son of a still more distinguished father,
Splendid—splendid! How are you, Glen-
thorne? 1 am {iviightc(i to niect you,
he:f." |

" Oh, absolutely!™ " Greet-
irgs, old bird! how do
you do, sir?"” '

“ Your father is
elieve?"

““ Absolutely,

“I thought so!” beamed Mr., Snuggs.
““ Colonel Glenthorne — the amazingly
wculrgh_\' landowuer, and the famous soldier

all ™ *“There's

eh?" saia

said Archie.
[—1 mean wo say,

Colonel Glenthorne. 1

sip "

““"Dash it said Archie.
no need to drag the hally old family hlston
{ut what?'

You have a family to be proud of,
boy,” said Mr, Hnurﬂfs

“ Well, of ccurse, in a way, I suppose
$0,”" gaid Archie. *“ But, t!tere you are!
h\er\ jolly old famllv lms a dashed skele-
ton! Of course, we've got dozens in ours,
don’t you know! It's all very well to be
distinguished, but there was my great-
uncle.”

“ Al, he no doubt was a wonderful man?”’
. Ahr-,nluteh" agreed Archie, nodding,

Wmulerfnt? I mean to say, he positively

Iy
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| dashed

again, |

my

II

and robbed the hally
for five years, don't you

Mr. Snuggs  hastiiy,
is w03t distressing! A
brauch of your family, uo

into a bank,
place!  Chokey
Know——"
“Ahein!”  said
‘That, of course,
very  distant
doubt?"”

“ Not so distant, sir,”” sajd Archie calinly,

* Then, of course, there was my Lmud
father. A priceless sort of cove, but he
was only a private in the army—started
as it bally drummer-hoy—came out of arn
orphanage! 8o, you see, old lad, thie family
al’t so distinguished, after all!”

L

*Good old Archie I breathed.
a knock for old buu""h'
any effect—he's a prgper‘wormi"

Mr. Sunggs cougihed, and went
his desk. He was not exactly satisficd
with his conversation with Archie. lle
loved to hear about the important relations,
but he had no desire to learn of the othera
Mr. Snuggs didn't seem to realise that
Archie had delivered a distinet snub in h.s
own delightful way.

But the’ Form saw it, and silently
applauded the Genial Ass—who wasn’t sucit
an ass, after all.

And then, just a: the Remove was settling

down to [B‘:&OHS, the door opened, and Alf
Hugeins came in.

“That's
But it won't have

back to

_— e

CITAPTER 1V.
THROUGH THE HOOP !

SUNGGS adjuntml
!ns glasses, aud
gauazed at Huggins
severely,

“ Indeed!” he said, t!m*
sarcastic tone creeping back
. lutc‘: his  voice. * Indeed!
And so “e “’d”\ in just as we please, eh?
We stroll in twenty minutes late, and
appear to he quite comfortable about it!"

' Sorry, sir,”’ said Alf.

“Sorry! And so you should be sorry,”

said Mr. Snuggs sourly “And 1 should
llke to have an mstant explanation! How
dare you appear in the class-room for
lessons at such a time as this?”

“ It was Mr. Lee wot kep’ me back, sir,”
sald Huggins,

Mr. Snuggs started.

““ Mr. ch, what kevt you back!” he re-
peated, agnast. ** Good gracious! What
sort. of grammar is that?” '

“ Blowed if I know, sir,” said luggins.

“I mnever was much good at grammar
Iair ’ated the stuff, 1 did.”

“You what?”

“* "Ated it, sirl” :

¢ Ated it!" shouted Mr. Snuggs. "Ated

it! Upon my soul! This is extmordumn'
For a boy helongmg to this school to talk

‘in that fashion—-"'

““He doesn't helong to the school, sir,*
put in Fullwood.
“ Whate" said Mr. Sﬂllgg“s turﬂiug

“Then who is he?”
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“lle's
st !
—only

thhe brickhlayer’s

Alf Huggins, sir
sneered Fullwood.
arrived this mornin’.

It's more than
woe can understand, sir. We don’t knpow
why the Head allowed it, sir.”’

Mr., Snuggs looked appalled.

" Huggins—the son of a bricklayer!
exclammed blankly,

“Yez, sir.”

Is—is this

“No, it ain't a
binutly. ** Lummy!
nike o fuss, are you!?
{hese ‘¢re young
without the masters duppin® in!”

“=Sitenee, you young bhrat!’ suapped '\lr
*nn;..;.s tartly.

“Oh, go on!"' zaid Alf, with a sigl.

“ He oughtn't to be in this. school, sir,
put in Gulliver., ™ His father’s come into
movey, 1 think, an’ so he’s been sent here.
Were goin' to kick up a fuse about it, |1
can tell you, Our
HT' good hreedin’.”

"Whe told you that?” roaved Handlorth,
tiood breeding! MHub! | should say your
people cante cut of conviets?!™

"Ha. ha, ha!”

" Boys—boys!™"  protested Al
appealingly. “This ix dreadiul!
forth may 1 request vou to sit down?”

Haudforth sat down with a grunt.

*May he request me!” he muttered wath
disgust. " This chap Huggins is just th>
samge--as [ oam—and yet he’ll be sat on!l
He's an unlucky beast not to have a lord
taor o father!™

1’1l het there are plenty of bricklayer -
Better: than lords!”” munmnaurcad Chureh,
\I-r. Snuggs turncd back to Huggins,
“We are getting on—we arce ﬂ(,ttm" uu
h :,.-..,_n(I lubhm-f his hands tu.&uthm And
-0, Huggins, your father is a bricklayer?”

Ty

he

ridiculous joke?”

joke!”  said Huggina
You ain't goin’ teo
It's bad cnough for
snobhs to start on me- -

~0e

SHugYs

“1 don’'t see ‘ow my father’s got any-
Ahink to do with it. sir!” said Huggins
stoutly, " 'E ain’t at St. Trank’s. is lhe?
I'in the bloke who's come to be eddicatod

pot wy father! IU's a pity you can't
Jeave: i oout of at !

e, Sauegs smiled, aud turged to  the
lormn.

"You sce—you sce?" he asked. The
hov's very lowness comies out in the fiyvet
words hie utters! It iz what 1 expected— |

it ie what anyone vwould eapect of such as
he!?
“Are we going to
poorping, sir?”? put
“Yes—ves, to be sure!
“Wark? To he sure!
to this hoy first,

do any work, this
in Reggie Pitt cahinly.

said Mr. Spuges.
But 1 must attend
Now, Huggins! Per.

GET THE CHAMPION
The Tip-Top Story Weelly.

Every Monday———Price Twopence.
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*“He's 4 new boy,

people are all rich aud

Hand-

haps you'll be good cnough to caplain why

yuen were late?”’
“That won't take me long, sir——"
“1 am very glad to hear 1t!” said Mr.

Snuggs., L oam quite delighted that jou
are willing to entertain the Form by teiling
us how it comes about that you, a bhrick-
layer's son, ean calmly walk in at your
own icisure! We are positively on tenter-
hooks., Huggins, We hang upon your
words!"

IFullwood and Co. and many of the others

givgled, and Mr. Snuggs fairly hugged him-
sClF.

“Oh, the crawling worm!” said Tommy
Watson, with disgust.

“1oain’t goin' to make no song about
it sadd Huggins, quietly., = Mr. Lee toid
e to go upstairs aud change into these
‘ere Ftons. ‘That's all!”

AL And so that is all?” exclaimed Mir,
Spnges uppleasantly, . That is all, c¢h?

v, Lee told yon to go upstairs to chapge
mto these ‘ere Etons? A dehightful  ex-
pression, Huggins! A charming  sclection
of perfect gramanar!)™

Aagain the IForm cackled. , _

*These Tere Etons!” said Mr. Spuggs.
" How delightful!™ il 8

“That ain’t my fault, is L% demagied
Hugginus  deliantly. 1 ain’t.. never. “ad
nroper teaching, and you cau’t expecet g
(o know as muech as these other fellers!
Taimn't fair, sir!  You ain’t givinm me a
chance!  Luwmmy! [ thought as how the
masters would be square!l™

"How dare you?” shouted Mr. Snuges.
“Ahis is droadiul!  The very instant you
cotme into this Form room you start iw

You hecome impertinent! But
ciuan one expect? " Go to your place

sultine me!
what else

hoy! 1 <hall take very good care Lo keep a
~harp eye on you!" s

“ I ain't sarprized to “ear that. sir,” said
M.

“Do not presume to answer me hack!”
said  Mr. Snneges, v Boyzs, I advise you
21l to look after vour desks well. You
must not be careless with any u.hmh]u.
They can ecasily be lost!'”

Alf turned round, his fz2ee red, and his
eves hlazine, e

" Was that meant as o jeer at wme?” he

shounted hotly. '
" Good—ueood  gracious!T gasped My,
Snngyes, -
“Telhin” the
lcoked arter!

hlokes to keep their desks
~houted Huzuins, © = That's
as mueh as savin® thot 1T might be on the
pinch!  Yon said it i osuch a way 28 it
could be took different! But | knowed wot

vou meant!  An' 1 oaiu't a bLloomin” fool,
neither!” - '
We all looked on with interest.  Ther

was nobt the slightest doubt that» 1luggnh
had been greatly provoked. Mr. Snuggs had
certainly intended that advice as "a direct
jeer at the new boy. And it was'a caddish,
contemiptible thing to “do.”  Every decent
fellow in the form was utterly fed up with



Mr. Snuggs by now.
what he was—a crawling kind of worm.

“ You—you wretched youth!” he shouted.
“T am astounded that you should have
the audacity to shout!”

‘““ Alf cooled down.

“1 didn’t mean to shout., sir!"” he said
grufy. ‘It wasn't right, and I know it!
1I'm sorry, sir—I apclogise! "Tain't right
for a boy to talk like that to a master.
But a chap says things he doun't meun
vhen he's riled.”

This was -rather handsome of Iuggins,
but Mr. Suunggs did not appreciate it.

“Oh, you imagine that you can conciliate
me by soft words?" he sneered. ‘I can
assure you, Huggins, that such trickery will
have no effect. Your place is in the second
row on the left. Go to it at once! 1
will deal with you later. Lessons miust not
he kept' waiting any longer.”

And, at last, the Remove started work.

And there could be not the slightest doubt
that Mr. Snuggs was an eminently capable
man. In less than Lalf-an-hour he proved
that when it came to a question of work, he
was an excellent scholar—and quite equal
to Mr. Crowell. himself in the matter of
‘quatifications. 5

He was painstaking. too—and once he was
thoroughly into. the work he took great
interest in the bovs themselves. But they
hated him, nevertheless. He was full of
carping ecriticisin—full of bitter sarcasm.
And he loved to play to the gallery.

If he could possibly make the Remove
givgle, he made it gigele. It was only the
rich fellows and the ones with stitled parents
who escaped from Mr. Snuggs attentions.
They were left severely alone. Mr, Snugge
was as mild as milk to fellows like Handforth
and Archie and Somerton and Fullwood,

['pon the whole, he proved to he rather
ecasy going. The Remove would probably get
on with work all richt—even better than
unhder Mr. C(rowell's supervision. As a
master, Mr. Souggs was capable!

A3 a man, he was detestable,

And Alf Huggins came in for Mr. Snuggs’
sneers every few minutes,

In the geography lesson Alf went through
the hoop.

He was veryv vague when answering
auestiona concerning the  positions of
continental towns, aud Mr. Snuggs thought
that here was a good oppoirtunity to amuse
the Form.,

**1 can see, Huggins, that I shall have to
give you some very particular attention,” he
exclaimed. * For example, I should like you
to tell me the exact position of Con-
stantinople.”

Huggins thougit for a moment.

“It’s in Greece, ain’t it, sir?”

““ Gireece!"" shouted Mr. Snuggs. “ Do you
hear  that, . boys? (ireece! This—this
ignorant nincompoop calmly assures us that
Constantinople is in Greece!”

The Remove chuckled heartily,

“We are learnine!’ gaid Mr.

They set him down asl

ol |

‘“ |1 think you are Glenthorne, eh ?
said Mr. Snuggs softly. ‘‘ The very
distinguished son of a still more dis-

| tinguished father. ‘““ Splendid—
splendid ! How are you, Qlenthorne ?
ll: am delighted to meet you, my

oy.

““This is  distinetly  enlightening! So
Constantinople is in (ereece?  Possibly,
Huggins, you are so well acquainted with

tire subject that you can tell us how to speil
Constantinople ?"’

I“Ihl don't know as I could, sir,”
Alf.

“* Really?" asked Mr. Snuggs, in surprisec.
“Dear me! You know so much on the
subject, and yet you cannot spell suen =«
simple word! Just one of your little jokes,
Huggins! We are quite amused! Ha, ha!”

Mr. Snuggs gigeled, and the Remove giggled
with him.

And at that very moment the door opencd,
and Nelson Lee walked in.

said

““Yes, we are quite amused,” said Mr.
sSnuges, unaware “of the Housemaster's
arrival,  ** Your crass stupidity is perfectly

amazing! But then, of course, we must not
overlook the fact that vou have come to
St.. Frank's straight from the gutter. And
$0 you are somewhat handicapped, eh? Quite
s0. Huggins—gnite so! I am indeed sorry for
you!l”
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ir,”” sald Huggins

1 want no pity, =l
snllenly, -

“Pity. indeed!” said Mr. Spuggs. *‘ Good
sracious mwe! You are nothing more nor
lvss than a low, common——7>

** Ahema! Just one word, i you can spare
the. time, Mr. Snuges,” =:aid Nelson Lee
auietly. “] am sorry to interrupt
jessong—""

“Oh! I—=I—" Mr. Snuggs paused, and
gulped. * Really, sir! This—this is some-
what surprisine! I had no idea!l”

“Youn were engaged with Huggins, Mr.
Snnggs,” eaid Nelson Lee smoothly.

Alr. Snuggs breathed rather hard, He

that Nelson Lee
those sarcastic

nad an instinetive feeliny
had overheard some of C
yemarks., And Mr. Snuges didn’'t like it.

That sarcasm was &'y intended for the
Eemaove.

““ As a matter of fact, my very mission
here is” connected  with Hugginsg,” went on
Nelson lLee. ‘‘ He is a new boy, Mr. Snuggs,
and he has come from an entireiy different
cphere of life. 1 shounld like you to he
particularly patient with the tad and give
i special attention. He is quick and will
voon cateh up with his studies.”

““To be sure, sir—to be sure,” said Mr.
spuges, eringing, ‘* You may be quite
<certain that 1 shall give Huggins very special
attention—very particular care.”

““ And if possible, Mr. Snuggs, will you
please be patient?’’ asked Lee. ** The boy i3
sirange to his new surroundings, and it will
e some little time before he shakes down.
Have I your word on this little point?”

' Ahaolutely, sir,”” said Mr. Snuggs, rubhing
his thin hands together., *‘ You may be quite
sure that I shall treat the dear lad with
every possible considcration, To be sure!”

‘““Very well, Mr, ‘Snuggs, I shall rely upon
ven,” said Nelson Lee, turning to Huggins.
“* I+ truet, my boy, that you will do your
utwost to please Mr. Snuggs, and obey him
without query.”

* Yes, sir,” said Alf quietly. 1’1 allus
Jiv my best, sir.”

l‘-’ No boy c¢an do more than that,” said

8, ;

. He went cgh of the room, and cloced the
(o,

““So youn see, Huggins, you are to be
privilezed!” exclaimed Mr. Snuggs unpleas-
sutly, ' Have you not every reasom to con-
cratulate yourself? Here you are, a boy
of a distinetly lower grade, and yet yon are
10 he treated with very special consideraticn!
Indeed, it is quite an advantage to be born
under a lowly star!”

‘Huggins said nothing, .

** You may sit down, Huggins,” said Mr.
Cuuggs, 1t is a pity that Mr. Lee should
ihink it necessary to treat you as though
voil were wrapped in cotton wool. Delicate
whild! I must take care to be very, very
carefd!”

And Mr. Snuges, with a smirk, turned back
to his desk.  He just misted seeing Hand-

L

' There's
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forth bend over towards Church and McClure,
- I'Il tell you one thing!’ breathed Hand-
forth grimly, -

*“ Shush, you ase

“Rats! He wen't touch
Handrorth. * My pater's titled!
you one thing!”

“ Well 2 ‘

‘“In less than a week [ shall he Lauled
hefore the Head!” said Handforth, In 2
arowling voice,

** Hauled before the Head?”

““Yes—and I shall be flogged!”

““Oh, well you know best!”
McClure.
~ " Flogged!” repeated Handforth impress-
ively. 1 shall he shoved on the giddy
earpet for punching Snuggs on the nose! A
week! By George! He won't be spared for
a week! I've a good mind to do it now!”’

But Handforth refrained—which was jush
as well, perhaps!

L

me ! sniffedd
g1 teld

murmurcd

- e e —

CHAPTER V.
NOT WANTED!

ESSONS wete oyer.
And in\the,passages,
and in the' lohhy, and
~ the  Triangle, the
Remove had formed iteelf
into groups. The Remove was
J W@ Lkeenly discussing two very
important subjects—Mr. Snuggs and All

Huggins,

“ There’s no doubt about it—the chap’s a
oiddy reptile!”” said Reginald Pitt, with a
sniff. * He'’s nothing better than a crawling
worm! My hat! He made me squirm.”

“ The rotter!”’ said Jack.Grey warmly.
“ The way he talked to-Huggins! Mind you,
I think the chap is a bit off for the Remove
—bhut to he treated like that was too bad.”

“ Don’t you like Huggins?”’ asked Pitt. |

“I haven't had time to like him or dislike
him,” replied Jack. * He’s common—there's
no doubt about that. DBut he’ll soon ‘shake
down—he'll sogn improve. When I say he's
off. T mean the chaps will ¢hip him to death.
It’s hardly fair to Huggins himself. I shan't
specr at him. My bhat! Wasn't I in pretty
rotten circumetances when I was a Kid?”

The other fellows were talking just . as
keenly. _ e ,

Handforth was veliement.

“JIf that cad goes on the same this after-
noon, I'll get up and .punch him ‘on the
nase!” he snorted. *‘1I shan’t be able to help
myself! I was on the point of doing it this
morning! He’s a toad-—a blessed tadpole!”™

‘* Hear. hear!”

“ Al the same, he’s pretty capable!” =said
Church, *“ I loathe him like a pest, but !
think we shail have a pretty easy: time ‘this
term.” ; -

“ Basy!” snapped Han, "". ! Why, it
was torture to sit in the mgiu.y Form, room!
nothing I hate worse than that
sneering sarcastic voice of his!”

(Continued on page 15)
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A Thrilling Long Complete Mystery Story of

s

Abel Link, the famous detective.

Paul Hartsen Gets a Double Shock—The

Man with the Fierce Eyes—Oliver is Trapped
—The Mystery Deepens.

UL HARTSEN, commonly known as

the Diamond King, sat in his oflice

glancing at & copy of a South African

journal. Suddenly, as his eyes rested

on a paragraph, tie gave a start. The cigar

dropped from his lips, and every vestige of
colour faded from tis fAorid face.

‘““ Escaped!” he muttered. * By heavens,
excaped! No trace of him a fortnight after!
And this paper is more than a month old!
If he fled the country, he might easily be in
England now. It has come at last—the blow
ihat I have dreaded all these years!"

For a time the diamond merchant sat with

" his head sunk on s chest, a picture of fear |

with the newspaper
crumpled in his hands He did not hear the
door open, nor the sound of footsteps. Not
until his name was calleq did he look up.
to see before him a lad of about seventeen,
with honest and intelligent features,

‘“ Are you ill, sir?” inquired Oliver Heath.

*“No, no—it replied Paul
Hartsen, as ' ° .astily composed himseli.
“ A touch o; headache—-that's all. But
what brings you back at this hour? I had
g¥ven vou up unti! to-morrow.”

and consternation,

nothing!"

““1 sailed last evening," said the young
clerk, “ and the boat was delayed by an

accident to her machinery. I safely delivered
the uncut diamonds to Bogardus & Co.,.at
Amsterdam, and here are the cut stones ''—
laying a small packct on the desk. *‘Mr.
Bozardus also sent this to vou,” he added,
producing a letter from another pocket.

Paul Hartsen opened the envelope, and
when he had read the few lines that it c¢on-
tained he went ghastly white again, and
sprang to his feet with a stifled cry. He
thrust the letter into his pocket, letting the
newspaper fall to the floor. Oliver stared at
his employer in alarm -

“You are surely ill, sir,”” he exclaimed.

“I—1 don't feel quite myself,” was the
stammering reply. * Tell me, my lad, did a
tall, lean man cross over on the hoat with
yeu—a man with fierce eyes and dark
moustache and beard?”’

‘“ There was such a passenger,” admitted
Oliver. ** and I fancied that he was Keeping
an eye on me most of the time.” '

“ Ah! And what became of him? Did be
travel up to Liverpool Street with you?"”

“ Not that 1 Know of, sir. 1 saw nothing
more of him after I landed at Harwich."

] Paul Hartsen stepped to a cabinef aand
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poured out a glass of hrnndy. bnt the
firry stufl did not seemn to steady bhis nerves,

““ I have had bad news—of a loss in busi-
ness.” he said, ** and it has naturally upset
we. 1 shall probably have to leave {own.
I'aske this half-crown., my boy, apd buy me
a <oil of stout rope.”

* Hadn't I better feteh a doeler?
e lad.

** Certainly not,)” the reply.
“Do as I tell you. Go!”

Oliver departed wondering why  his
emplover wanted the rope, and what could
have happened to cause him such agitation.

The lad's quest proved a difficult one, and
iwenty minutes elapsed when he returncd. As
he drew near the building, he heard a mumflled
report, and he had no more than entered the
itall when a man brushed against [um,
¢olliding violently, and took to his heels,

‘““By Jove, that’'s the fellow who crossed
1o Harwich with me!” thougbt Oliver, as he
pot a glimpse of the vanishing figure,

He hesitated for a mement: then hurried
into the fronmt office, to find it empty. He
vpened the door of the private office at the
rear, amd recoiled with a sharp ery. Stretehed
full ‘length on the floor was his employer,
apparently lifeless,

Bat the diamond merchant was rot dead.
He rose to his feet hefore the lad <onld rup
for assistance, and, after fnmbling in his
hreast-pocket, he produced a gilver c¢igar-case
that was flattened and dented.

“ It saved my life.,” he declared. **The
hullet glanced off. But that seonndrel doubt-
less believes he has killed me. Where 13 he?
Did you see him?"’

** He passed me in the hall,”” cried Oliver.
** He can’t be far off. 1 would know him
again, and if I can find a constable—=""

‘““No, no; I won't have the police,”
interrupted Paul Hartsen, ** This is not a
matter for them. The man is a half-witted
fellow named Andrews, wbo has an imaginary
yrievance against me. It is all right. He
vwon't try again.”

‘“* And you mean to let him go free, sir?”

Paul Hartsen did not answer. He stepped
imto the front room, and for a few :econds
peered through one of the windows under
the blind. When he turned away, he was
ehaking like a leaf. He drank another glass
«f brandy, and it seemed to compose him,

“ Did you bring the rope?” he inquired
* Yes, that's right. Now go to your supper,
my boy. Don’t hurry. Walk along as Laim]v
as if nothing had happened. As 1 told yop,
I may have to leave town. Come bhack in
an hour, and if I am not here you will find
imstructions for your guidance. But I will
tell you one thing now, lest I should forget
it,. 1 don’t want you to sleep on the premiges
during my ahzence. Can yon get a hed where
you lodge?”’

““No.doubt T ean,” z2aid Oliver.

“Then do so,” replied Paul Hartzen., “ Yaou
flad hetter arrange it at once.  You have

* asked

was sharp
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been a trusty c]erk
interests faithfnlly, say nothing of what has

Continue teo serve my

ceeurred, and you will not regret it.  Thay
is all for the present.”
Oliver's father xmq a solicitor, of Cam-

bridge, and when he died after a. failure .
caused by an unfortunate investment, leaving
bis little ramily - alimost destitute, the lad

considered  himself Jucky in obtaining =a
clerkship with the Diamond King—a title
that Paul Hartsen had acquired by the

magnitude of his dealings, and the superla-
tive quality of the gems be handled.

Chosen out of a score of applicants, Oliver
had started at a liberal wage that ztllmwd
him to send a small weekly amount to his
mother and sister. And not only was his
salary increased with six months, but he
was entrusted with the important duty of
taking parcels of uncut dizmmonds to Amster-

dam, and bringing back cunt stones, r1eady
for the markcet.
A vyear bhad passed since he left home,

and in all the twclve months his relations
with his employer had been cf, the most
placid nature, so the events of this evening
came as a shock to him, and he v as puzzled
and alarmed, worried by vague Jdoubts for
the future, a8 he walked to the 1led Lion
Square hnardmn house where he took his
meals. Why the mysterions stranger had
tried to kill the diamond-merchant. why the
latter was unwilling to inform the paolice.
what he could possibly want with the coil
of rope—to these tjuestions the lad could
find no answer.

“1t is a big mystery,” Olue: tohl himself,

‘and it wiil he bigger still of Mr. Hartzen
:1:-3&;1[10:11-% ] have never known him to leave
town befere. One thing is certain. was
disturbed by scmething in that newspaper
before T came in, and the letter I brought
him added to his fright.”

Oliver ate his supper, arranged with the
landlady for a bed it it should be meecded,
and returned to Hatton Garden at half-past
seven o'clock. The hall-door* was unlocked,
and the door of the front office stood open.
The room was empty but the electric light
was turned on, and pinned to the lid of the
roll-top desk, where it could not escape
attention, was a large sheet of paper. The
iad bent over it, and read the following
message:

““I have gone abhroad, and may be away
some days. You will keep the usual. hours,
and inform all callers that no business can
be done during my absence. See that the
premises are made secure each nicht before
you leave, for the safe contains property tu
tlle va}ue of many thousands of pounds
Your salary will be posted to you at 'the
end of the week. Meanwhile, adhere strict!y
to my instruections.” - ¢ i Bt '

Oliver was staggered. It was a heavy
responsibility that had fallen upon him, ana
his heart sank as he thought of the l_ug sale,
in the private office,

»
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“T1 don't underatand it,"”” he 1auttered
“* 'fhis is the very time when I ought to be
sleeping here, to protect the place. Why
did Mr. Hartsen tell me to get a bed out-
«ide? And he knows that I have a set of
kevs, Why, then, did he go off, and leave
everything open? It looks almost as if he
wanted that man Andrews—or whatever his
real name is—to walk in and read this
aessage.  But, of course, that 1is too
idiculous for——"

A creaking footstep cut short the lad's
reflections, and he turned with a start to see
a revolver pointed at his head. Behind the
sycapon was the tall, dark-bearded stranger,
and from the wild, restless gleam of his eyes
—it was easy to believe that he was not
altogether of sane mind. He had evidently
heen hiding behind a screen in a corner ol
lte room. '

“Don't move!' he said in a hoarse
whisper, “ If you open your mouth to cry
for hielp, I'll blow your brains out. Where
is the black-hearted scroundrel who employs
you?'

‘“* Mr. Hartsen has left
answered, with {orced calmness.
I can tel! you."”

“ Left town? I'm not to be fooled by such
o trick. I've read the letter, and I don’t
believe it. Have you the key of the safe?”

“ No, I haven't,” the lad told him, *It's
not likely. And what's more, you couldn't
open the safe il you tried for a week.”

“ [ don't want to open it,"” was the cunning
reply. “I'm here for revenge—not money.
Paul Hartsen lives in the house, as 1 happen
to know. Which floor?"

‘* The sccond,’”” Oliver admitted.

““ And what use is the first floor put to?”

“1t is let to a lodger—a German.”

The man hesitated for an instant.

“ Show me to your employer’s rooms,” he
bade, with an oath,

“You won't find Mr
assured the lad.

“I'fl make sure of that. Yonder is a
candle on the desk. Licht it, and lead the
way. And remember that I hold your life
in mv hands, you too! of a treacherous cur.
Try to escape—uftter a sound—and you die?
I'm desperate, boy.” 1

Oliver could well believe it. He dared not
disobey. He was alone in the house with a
possible madman, for he knew that the
lodeer, Fritz Muller, was always absent from
early morning until late at night. *

“1 can't get out of it,"” he told himsell.
“ 1 wonder what this fellow will do when he
finds that Mr. Hartzen is really gone?”

. The street door was closed, and at this
hour Hatton Garden was comparatively quiet
and deserted. The lad started upstairs with
the lighted candle, and the man followed
closely, with the revolver still in his hand.
They reached the first landing, went on to

town,"” Oliver
“ That’s all

Hartsen there,”

the sezecond and top onc.

They listened, buf |

N Y

The man quivered with
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could hear nothing.
excitement.

“Open  the
whispered.

The door swung wide as Oliver turned the
knob. The two entered, and the light
shms;ed them a back room, comfortably
furnighed as a sleeping chamber,

Pav’ IMartsen was not there, but an open
window and a rope dangling over the sill
told a’plain tale. One end of the rope was
tied to the bed-post, and the other hung
invisibly down in the darkness.

‘““The coward!” exclaimed the man, with
an oath. * He's gone! What lies below?”

“ A court,” replied Oliver.
“It leads to the street?”

“Yes, by a passage at the side of tle
house.”’

The man peered under the bed, examined
the cupboard and wardrobe, and meanwhiie
Oliver, who had stepped to the window, dis-
covered something that made him catch his
breath for an instant. Incredible though it
seemed. he knew that he must be right. He
hauled up the rope coil by coil, lowered the
sash, and then watched his companion's
search with covert eagerness.

“ No use!” muttered the latter at length.
‘““He’s given me the slip. There’s another
room on this floor?”

“ An unfurnished ome,” said Oliver.

The man was not satisfied gptil he had
looked into the {front apartment—the donr
was unlocked—and then, sending the lad
downstairs ahead of him, he paused at tle
end of the hall.

“I'm off now,” he said. ¢ If Paul Hartsen
has gone abroad, I know where to find him.
As for you, boy, I'm going to give you a
chance. But if you raise an alarm, or tell
anvbody that I've been here, I'll come back
and kill you.”

With that, still keepinzg his revolver
pointed, the mysterious Mr. Andrews opened
the estreet door with one hand, darted
through, and drew it quickly shut behind
him. And the next instant with a sigh ot
relief. Oliver had shot the bolt and turned
the key.

“I'm well out of that scrape,” lhe told
himself. “1I was afraid the scoundrel mcant
to shoot me, and then tackle the safe.”

The lad had no intention of summoning
the police. His first step was a curious one,
for he returned to the top floor again,
thoroughly searching that and afterwards the
ground floor, calling his employer’s name in

door, boy — quick!" he

every room. Then bhe =at down and
pondered for a time. Strange things had
happened. and he felt himself unable to

cope with the situation. The sense of his
responsibility, and a dread of he lxew not
what, weighed heavily upon him.

““It's the biggest kind of a mystery,” he
thought, “.and I ought to confide in some-
body, though that would be contrary to my
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orders. But for my own sake it must be
done. I'm not going to run such a risk, with
thiousands of pounds worth of diamonds in
the eafe. But where can I laok for a friend?

1 have none in London—not even a trust-
warthy acquaintance.”

Suddenly he s=aw a way ont of his
difficulties. He remembered the famous

private detective who stood at the hecad of
hig profession.

“1'11 go to Abel Link,” he deeided, ‘' and
teil him all. This is just the sort of ¢ace for
him, and he won't betray my <confidence.”

Oliver knew the detective's address, He
picked up the South African newspaper from
the fioor, and put that and the letter of
instructions in his pocket. Then he Jeft the
bailding, loeking office and hall doors, and
walked rapidly towards Holbern,

Abel Link is Interested—The Scrap o
Writing—Oliver Plays Detective.

BEL LINK happened fto bhe at Lome

that night when Oliver c¢alled, He
I, listened without comment to the

whole story, which
clearly and lucidly, beginning with the «ir-
«nmstances that had led him to enter the
diamond merchant's employment.

“This is certainly a mysterious affair,”
vaid Abel Link, **and the more so heeause
of Paul Hartsen's promiuent position in his
lime of business. You did well {o come to
me, my boy. And now let me see the paper
which vou think was at the bottom of your
cmployer’s agitation, He was firet upset by
roniething in that, T understand, and his
alarm was  increased hy the letter you
hrought him from Bogardus & Co., his ageuts
in Amsterdam?”’

“ That is the way it struck me, #ir,” replied
{Jliver. I may bhe wrong.”

“ No, vou are probabty right, Mr. Hartsen’s
uuaestions about the dark wan who ¢rossed to
Harwich with you, and the latter’s murderous
visitt. to Hatton CGarden shortiy afterwards,
joint to that theory.”

Having carefully read the letter of in-
«iructions, the detective turned to the copy
of the ** South African Courier,” He glaneed
down the columns, and bad not goeme far
when  his attention was arrected by the
following paragraph:

“Though a reward of £300 is autstanding,
nothing has vet bheen heard of the conviet
Kelsev, who escaped from {he Cape Town
breakwater a fortnicht ago, and it is feared
tirat he bas managed to leave the conntry in
rome veszel, Kelsey had served five years of

a twenty years’ sentence for :hooting a
poiice-seraeant.”
Abel Link's thin lips tightened, and his

mdolent expression was gone as he pat the
paper aside, His profescsional instinet was
thorcughly aronsed,

Oiver told him |

‘““ How long has the Diamond King been in
London?” he asked.
‘““ About three years, I think,” said the lad.

‘““And he came to Hatton Garden {rom
Amsterdam?”’

“So I have heard, sir.”

“This German lodeer—is he a friend of
your employer’'s?” |

“1 think not, sir.”

“Mr. Hartsen, I believe, leases the whole
hounse, and has been living on the top floor?™
**Yes, sir.”

“ And how long has the QGerman becn
there?”

“1 ecan't tell you that, sir,”” replied
Oliver. ** He was there when 1 came.”

For some minutes the detective sat in deep
thought, pufling at his pipe until he was half
hidden by a ecloud of emoke. Then lie arose,
consulted a bulky scrapbook, and took from
;t ﬂa zerap of paper, which he showed to the
arl, : '

“ Do Lie
asked,

“ By Jove, T should say T do!" exclaimed
Oliver., *“ 1t is Mr. Hartsen's writing.”

“You are sure?’”

“I eounld swear to it, sir. I know by the
neeuliar turmm of the capital Jetters, B and
K. But what does this mean? How did
}'f’}}l—-—-——”

“* Never mind that now,” interrupted Abel
Link, with a gleam of triumph in his grey
eyes., *‘'The case grows interesting. Mucn
hangs on your letter of instructions, which
seems to contain a hidden meaning. Let us o
partly over the ground .again. When Mr.
Hartsen had inquired abeut the dark man he
sent you for a rope, and during your absence
hisz lJife was attempted Then, after peering
from one of the front windows, he told you
to 2o to your supper, to walk slowly, and to
come baeck in an hour. He fastened . the
street, deor after you, but when yvou returncd
it was unlocked, the lizht was turned on, and
you found this letter in a conspicuous place.
The man Andrews—we will c¢all him that—
was hidden ‘in the office. You led him to
the bedroom on the teop floor, and found that
your employer had escaped by lowering him-
self from the window.”

“No, he did not do that,”” broke in Oliver,

“Why not? What do you mean?”

“1 will tell yom, sir, and you can judge
for yourself. 1 forgot to mention it before.
There was a coating of grime and dust on
the window-sill, but it had only been dis-

vyon recocnise that writing?”

turbed where the rope touched it. A
tot of it wonld have been rubbed off
if Mr. Hartsen had c¢limbed ouvt of the
window."’

“Yery «ood!” said the detetive. “ Ygu are
a smart hoy. So you think that your
employer concealed himself in the honse?”

“*He was not in the liouse,” deeclared

Oliver. I am sure of that. And there's
the mystery, sir. If Mr. Hartsen left by some
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otiter way, as he must have done, why did he
wish the man Andrews to believe Lhat he hod
escaped by the window?"

Abel Link smiled.

“ Wo are getting on,” he said, rubbing his
bands. *“* We are getting on, Aud now for
a [ew more q:1t‘~ti0:1 Al‘e the stoek of
diamonds still M the -Hd‘t-

“ They are, o far as | know."

“ Have you ever seen your emplover and
Fritz Muller together?” :

* Not once, sir.”

““ Have yvou ever seen Muller pass in or out,

or heard him overhead, when Mr, Hartam

was in his office?”

—_—ee e ————— . v

STORY SECTION]

whichi T have been in the babit of sleeping.
The sule is in the private oftice, and there
is a window opening on to a paved court,
surrounded by blank walls. From the court
18 & passage which leads to Hatton Garden.”
~ “That is enough,” said Abel Link. “I
intend to get to the bottom of this mystery,
and 1 shall want you to help me."

“1 hope I won't get into any trouble, or
lose mvy  herth.,” Oliver replied aoubtfully.
= I have a mother and sister who Jook to me
for——

“You would have been more likely to get

{ into trouble it you had kept silence. Don’t

.' liln:-lil

silifhiily

and grappled with his enemy.

e e
) He staggered for an instant, hit in the shoulder, then struck out blindly l

“I never have, sir, that 1 can remember.

**Ah, we are getting on famously.
Describe both men.”

Oliver did so, and the detective reflected
for a moment. _

“Give me a plan of the hiouse,”” he zaid.
" There are Mr, Hartsen's two ooms on
the top floor,” replied the lad, ** and
Muller's two on the floor below. On the
f.round floor are the hall and three rooms.
Chere is the front office, with two rooms
hchind it. One is the prw:te office, and the
other, to one side of it, is a small room in

worry, my boy. You thave done quite right.
If this matter turns out as I think it will,
vou will share in a large reward; moreover,
[ will find you another and a better berth.”

“ Then vou can count on me, ¢ir,” vowed
the lad. “ What am I to do?”

“I'll tell you,” replied Abel Link. He put
a ragged cap on Oliver's lhead, pulled his
Ct}ﬂt-(.‘{)“dl‘ up, and with a few touches of
picment altered his features. ‘“ Here are
vour instructions,” he added. * Go back to
Hatton Garden, and if the man Andrews is
lurking ahouat, follow him secretly and learn

. wherg be is stopping, (hen eend his address
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to me fsom the mnearest telegraph office.
. Don’t watch for him longer. than q]idnjght

~and whether you fail or succeed you mmt

sleep at your ledging in Red Lion Square.”

- And what about Mr, Hartsen’s prem:ses"”
asked the lad,

‘““ I shall- keep an eye on them to-night.
To-morrow morning - you will open the office

-as usual . and remain there during busidess

hours. - In the course of the day—if nothing
happens. in. the meanwhile—you will recetve
further instructions from me. That is all,

my hoy."” -
“Pm off.”” said Oliver,
“A smart boy and an honest. one,”’

muttered Abel Link, as the door closed. * It
was feortunate, indeed that he thought of me
and came here to-night.”

He smoked another fontemphtne pipe, re-
freshed bis memory from the scrap-book,
“and then hegan to don one of his numerous
disguises,

.1t iz a fairly clear case,” he told him-
self.. '*Fhat newspaper paragraph,. the
writing 1 wisely preserved, the attempt on
Paul. Harteen's life, and his cunning pre-
parations—yes, I am certainly on the right
track. There can be no doubt of it. 1t won't
be long, 1 think, until I have the irons on
Tom . Kelsey, -and on another famous
criminal who has ‘bheen badly wanted for five
long years, -

Muller Unmasks.

HAT success Oliver Heath met with,
after he set out to play the part of
amateur detective—and vastly proud
he was—may be

words. It was a dark and misty night, with

a fine rain falling, else his task might not |

have proved easy. As it was, he loitered
about the .neighbourhood of Hatton Garden
frop ten o'clock until twelve, and then,
getting a glimpse of his man, le shadowed
him for another half hour, t.lkmrr care not
to be secn.

Over and qver again the mysterious
Andrews slouched past the premises.of the
diamond merchant, looking into the.passage
leading to the court, and glancing up at the
darkened” windows of the upper floors; but
whatever his purpose was, he wisely con-
cluded to pestpone it when he observed that
he had attracted the attention of a con-

stahle. He started off at a brisk pace, walk-
mg north, and Oliver furtively dogged his
steps.

“TIt's all right,” the lad reflected. *‘‘ He
has had ennvgh of it, and is going to turn
in now,"”

The ¢hase was not a long one. Andrews
struck through Clerkenwell and along Amwell

Street, croesed the Pentonville Road, and |

‘Mr.
‘evenings,”

told in a few|

— e e —

finally entered a. dingy-looking - house in
Albert Street, Islington. Then Oliver sought
a telegraph Gfﬂce, .sent a wire to - the
detective's address in Buckingham Street, and
went off to bed in Red Lion Square,

- The next day was mild and sunny. At trhe
usual hour the lad opened the office, and
having looked about the premises—he was
relieved to find everything all right—he
seéated himself at his employer’s desk as if
prepared for business, It was difficult for
him to.realise what had c¢ccurred on the
previous night, and he half expected to see
the Diamond King's familiar figure appear
at any moment.

“1 can’t imagine what it all means,”” he
told himself; ** but Abel Link seemed to have
a sort of a grip on the case. Shall I hear
from him to-day, I wonder? Will he want
me to shadow the man Andrews again to-
night?”

The morning wore on, bhut no message came
from the .detective. Several customers
called, inquired for Paul Hartsen, and went
away disappointed. At: one 0'clock Oliver:
walked round to Holborn for lunch, and he
had not long been back when, to .  his
surprise, Fritz Muller stepped into the office.
The '(erman lodger was a thick-set man of
apparently forty, with a pasty complexion, -
tawny moustache and beard, and a shaggy .
head of hair. His eyes were supposed to be
weak, and he incessantly wore ‘blue goggles.

“Vere is Mr. Hartsen?” he inquired,

““Out of town,” replied the lad: “and 1
don't know when he will return Can 1 do

. .} anything for you?”
Oliver's Visit—The Burglar Trapped—Fritz | RS

“ Nodings, my boy. I shust vished to ask

Hurtsen‘ to haf dinner mit me dis

‘And with a nod the German vanished,
ascending the stairs to his apartments.

‘“ Queer!” thought Oliver. ‘‘ He haﬁ never
turned up before at this time of day.”

The afternoon D&ﬂaﬁd mouotonnuely, with
still no sign fromm Abel Link. At four o’clock
the lad went out to tea, and on the way
hack, at the corner of Holborn and Hatton
(zarden., a box of matches was thrust at
Lbim by a ragged- lonhlug mendicant, who
hegged in whining tones: |

‘“ Please buy, kind sir. Help a [.ooT man
who is cnpp]ed by rheumatism.”

“1 don’t want any, thank you,” Oliver
told him. ““No; I mean it. Let me pags!"

“But you must buy,” the
suddenly altering . his . voice,
know me, my boy?”

“ Abel Link!™ exclaimed the lad.

“ Hush! Be careful! 'Soméone'mn,z} "hﬁ
watching you. Take the box on the right,
and put a penny on the tray.”

Matehes and copper changed place. 'ihe
disguised detective limped off, crying his
wares, avd when Oliver returned to the

man replied,
*“Don’'t you
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nflice he opened the box. and found inside a ;

folded- serap of paper that read as follows:

‘ Before you go to dinner unfasten the
window of the private ollice. Lock the
front as usual, as if yon were leaving for
the night. Come back at nine o'¢lock, and
slip into the <court when no one is looking.
Enter cautiously by the window, and secure
it again, Then remain in the little bed-
room, make no noise, and do not go to
sleep.. If you have a pistol keep it by you.
Something js likely to happen to-night, and
I may need your assistance. One thing hear
in mind: I shall be at hand, and yon are.to
‘do nothing until I c¢all for you. Carefully
destroy this.”

Oliver read the message several times over,
until the instructions were impressed on his
memory; and then, setting the paper alight,
he tossed it into the grate. '

“1t means business,” lLe reflected. ‘“ If
Abel Link thinks there is something going
to happen, something will happen. He ex-
pects a visit from the man Andrews, of
course, and he wants me 10 help to capture
him. "I hope we’'ll succeed, so that Mr.
Hartsen can safely come back.” |

The short afternoon faded into the dusk
of the antumn evening. At seven o'clock,
having done as he had been told, Oliver
locked up the premises and wemt to dinper. A
little after nine o'clock found him in his old
auarters, in the emall room adjoining the
diamond merchant's private office, waiting
in darkness with a loaded revolver in his
pocket. He had unlatched the door, so that
it could be opened without noise.

The vigil was to prove long and monotonous
The lad at .first sat up in a chair, and then
settled himself more comfortable on the bed.
For a couple of hours he heard nothing,
except a faint rumble of traffic that still
limzered in the neighbouring streets; but
after a clock had sfruck eleven, a peculiar,
seraping sound reached his ears. He could
not, tell where or what it was, It was con-
tinued for a little time, seeming to draw
nearer {from above, and finally <ceased
altogether.

** Mice in the wall,” Qliver told himsell,
“1t couldn't be the lodger. He must he
out. for I haven’t heard him come in.”

Twelve o'elock struck, and them one. Fritz
Muller—if he was out—had not returned.
The lad was becoming drowsy, and the feel-
ing gradually eonquered him, though he
fought bard against it. Twice he fell into a
doze. and he would soon have heem asleep
had he not been aroused by a noise close at
hand. He sat up, all his senses on the alert,
What he had been expecting had come at
last. He listened for a quarter of an hour,
and from the various sounds he judged
exactly what was taking place,

““It is a burglar—no doubt Andrews,” he
thought. *‘* He has <¢ul a piece out of the
ground-glass window, put his arm through
ad unfastened the catches of the sash.

There goes-the grill,"” be added to himself a |
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5 ahsolutely hare.

little later. ** He has managed to unlock
that and slide it back. And now he js inside.”

The window-sash was softly lowered, and
footsteps crossed the private office. Oliver
waited a little longer, and then, graving
removed his shoes, he crept to the door and
drew it open an inch. This gave him .a view
towards the rear wall of the room, at one
side of which was the window, with the safe
next to it, and beyond that a corner cupboard.
The upright form of a man, vague and indis-
tinet was thrown into black relief by the glow
of a dark lantern that he held In front of him
with” one hand, while with the other he
attacked the lock of the old-fashioned safe.
Once he flashed the lantern quickly to right
and left, and Oliver saw that the circle of
glass: from the window had been deftly
fitted into place again, '

“It is Andrews, of course,” the lad vowed,
“and he is after the diamonds. . He has
¢hosen the time well, for he knows that the
constable on duty don’t look into the court
more than once in a eouple of hours. But .
where can Abel Link be! He promised to he
on hand, and yet there is no sign'of him.
Something must have gone wrong, or this
fellow would not have been allowed to
accomplish so muceh. 1 might capture him, if
I conld tutn on the light without his hearing
me. I wouldn't be afraid to try, if I dared.”

Oliver was in a dilemna. He was reluctant
to disohev his instructions but, on the other
hand should he do as he had heen told, and
trust to the detective, he feared that
Andrews would get away with the diamonds.
He decided to wait, however, and for a few
minutes he kept his eyes on the shadowy.
form, listening to the sound. of the steel
"tools that were trying to pick the lock.

““ Where is Abel Link?" he asked himselt
again. “ Why don't he come?"’ Y

There was a low murmur of satisfaction,
the creak of hinges, and then a swift and
startling thing cccurred, The electric light
was suddenly whipped on, flooding the rcom
with silvery radiance, and revealing two
men standing face to face. One was Fritz
Muller, and he was pointing a small, odd-
looking pistol at the head of the astounded
and trembling hurglar, who was, indeed,
Andrews., The safe was open and empty—
The door of the cupbeard
was also open, and from that hiding place the
German must have emerged, RN

For a second ar two neither :poke, and in
the silence, Oliver feared that the beating
of his heart would betray him. '

“1 haf you, my man,” sald Muller, with
a cunning smile; ‘Do not move, or you gie,
You come to steal, is it not?—to rob my
-friend Hartsen of his diamonds? It is a goed
thing that he tell me to watch them.”

Andrews stood helpless, e dark luntern

in one hand, his tools in the other, ‘
“Are you going to call the police?"” %
asked sullenly. - '

“ Not sos”" was the reply. I/l have mo
need of the police. . % s



The burglar gave a start, peering intently
at his captor,
““ Hartsen’s
with an oath.
black-hearted hound,

friend, are you?" he exclaimed,
o Y{m thief, yvou trmchemm,
do you suppose I don't
a neat disguise, but your
You can't fool me, Ros2

know you? It's
voice betrays you.
waymond.”’

“Can’t 12" said Muller. dropping his
German accent. His face twit¢ched with rage,
and he thrust his weapon closer. * Well,
have it as vou like. You are in my power,
you revengeful dog.”

“T know that,”” muttercd
I am willing to make terms with you.
me half of the diamonds, let me go,
we'll call it quits between us.”

“I think not,”” sneered Muller,
fool, to imagine, that you ecould get the
upper hand of me! 1 set a trap for yvou, and |
voir have tumbled into it. Now I mean to
kill you, to be rid of you for gecod and all.
1t is no crime to sheoot a burglar, and the
lhw won't—-"'

“ You'll kill
Andrews.

As he leapt forward, the weapon—it was
an ait-pistol exploded with a dull, muftled

Andrews, “ and
Give
and

“ You

me, you scoundrel?’ snarled

report. He staggered for an instant, Hit in
the shoulder, then struck out blindly and

grappled with his enemy. They fell to the
floor, and a brief, desperate struggle ended
in the defeat cf Andrews, who was disabled
by hizs wound. The German pinned him
down. clutcehing his throat. and silenced his
choking cries hy heating him on the skull
with the butt of the pistol.

The burglar's writhinz limbs remaxed, and
hie lav still. Fritz Muller slowly tose, hut he
was Fritz Muller no lonzer. His blue gogeles
had dropped off, he had lost his wiz and
false beard, and he stood unmasked, hLis true
illentity revealed, before the startled eves of
the watehing lad.

““Paul Hartsen!"" gasped Oliver. ‘“By
heavens! What does it mean?”
Unconszciously he spoke half aloud, Paul

Hartsen looked round. saw the shadowy face
staring at him from the adjoining room, and
as quickly threw himeself against the door,
hurling it back on its hinges. Oliver was
upset, crushed against the wall, and as he
got to his feet, e was immediately seized.

“Ttter a sound,” threatened Hartszen,
“and I'll kill you!™

Cunning Preparations—In a Death-Trap—
Abel Link Arrives.

HE lad fought hard, realisine lis
peril; but e was lll.e a ¢hild in the
arip of the infuriated man. He gave
one husky shout, and iv was stifled

as a hand tightened on his throat. Then he

was dragged from the bed-room into the

private office where Hartseu thrust him into !

a chair and glared at him with the face of
a fiend—with a livid countenance that wus
carcely to be recognised.

“So0 it's vou, Heath!" he exclaimed. * Youn
have been plaving the spy! You were hiding
in there! You saw and heard all! Why did
yvou disobey me?".

Oiiver could not speak, for the musclar
ingers were still pressing his windpipe; nor,
as he well knew, could he have oﬂered any
explunation that would appease his employer
after what had just occurred.

“ Answer me! What does this mean?*

“ Let me 20,”" the lad managed to whisper,
“ 1 was watehing in your interests o

“ Yon veung fool!”snarled Hartsen., 1
warned vou. Didn't I tell you to keep away

from here? You disobeyed me, and it will
cost you vour life. You know too much!™

He loosened his held, and with that, seizing

the opportunity, Oliver jerked {ree anc
aprang ta his fL‘t’t He made a dash for the
outer door. hut was overtaken before he
ecculd reach it. MHe felt a stunning blow,
reeled, aud remembered nothing more for
a time.

The Jadd was not mueh hurt, for it was the
barrel of the pistol that had stroek him.
When he came to his senses with a throbbing
headache. a gag had been forced between
his teeth, und llli wrists and ankles, were
ticht!y bound. He was ritting half-upright
in a chair. The electric light bad been
turned off, and Paul Hartsen was standing
hy the window, apparently listening, with
the dark Ltntcrn in his hand.

“ What can have hecome of Abcl Link?"
Oliver azked himself in despair.

Hartsen left the window. He put the
lantern down, and withh a knife, prised up a
trap door in the middle of the floor. Then
he drew the dead or unconscious body of
Andrews to tiiec edee of the hole, ana, with «a
dul'! thud it fell into the cellar below.
Having put on his gogeles, and adjusted the
wig and false heard, the disguised diamont
merchiant approached the trembling lad, who
naturally feared that he was to be sent after
Andrews,

But Hartsen had a different plan in view.

He was a strong man, and, taking his
prizoner hy the ecollar, he dmgged him
thronzh the frent office to the hall, and

thence up the staircase, flashine the lantern
altead of him. He went on to the top of the
house, entered the rear bed-rcom, aid
deopped hizs burden to the floor.

“ There you lie,” he said. “ You've spoilt
the game, aud you've got to suffer for it.
[ must destroy the place, and you with it.

*It's vour own fault, for spying on me. Yon
know too much, and I daren’t let you live.
1 couldn't trust to you to hold your tongue.”

With that he hurried away, closing tie
door, and Oliver was left in darkness, helplcba
and speeclhless, to ponder on what he had
just been told. As yet he did net reatise the
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meaning of the words. For a tlme he tried
{0 Joosen his cords, and to eject the gag from

his mouth: but he could do neither. He lay
«till, listening to faint sounds on the floor

helow. They presently ceased, and receding
tnotsteps oan the lower staircase told him

that his emplover had gone,

“ e has fled,” thoucht the lad, **and
taken the diamonds with him. lle must
have removed them from the saic last even-
ing. But what does it all mean? Why has
raul Hartsen been playing the part ol Fritz
Vuller. and why was he so anxious teo trap
an:d kil the man Andrews? 1s his real name

1NE
nq
{ L1 s
+i 111 Erh z
| T e
B e TR — Shari
-] * 4 —
1 . S
¥z

l]l‘E]
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shall be hournt to death!
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Ieaven help me!”

The lad soon knew, beyond a doubt, that
snspicions  were correct.  Sick  with

lost ! he groaned.
fire to the house,
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has set

horror, maddened by his helpless plizht, he
strained ¢very nerve to break hiz fetters.

were tightly _
made them eut into his flesh.

up.
panting for hreath.
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hut the ropes
struggles only
He had to give
racked with pain, he lay
He c¢ould hear the angry
splutter of the spreading fames, and could
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With a furious oath, he struck at Oliver, who dodged the blow

and

fastened on to his collar.

Raymond? Andrews called him that, It is
too deep a mysterv—I1 can't Tathom It.
And what will become of me? What can
have happened to Abel Link? Unless he

turns up and loocks for me——"

[;}Hver’s reflections were suddenly
Ofl .,
detected a smell of burning paper. Then
the ghastly truth fashed wpon him-—he
realised what Paul Hartsen’s threat had
meant. aud the awlul discovery seemed to

turn his b'ood to ice.

hroken |
He heard a hissing, crackling noise, and

J

alreadyv feel the heat. Little puffs of smoke
spurted through the crevices of the floor,
commg faster and faster, and his eyes begau
to tingle. No =houts of alarm rang from
Hatton Garden, for the hour was late. and
the fire was at the rear. It was not likely

to bhe discovered until the building was
dooined.
1 won't die like this,” vowed Oliver. 1

must e=cape—I must!”
Again he tried, and again the knotted cords
hatled  him.  The emoke was growiug
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suffocating, and the floor scemed to scorch
his body. He worked his tongue agzainst the
gag, and, by a desperate effort forced it out
of his mouth.

“Help!"' he eried frantically,
heip!”

Did a voice auswer him, or was it only
imagination? No, he was right. He heard
rapid footsteps ou the stairs, and the next
imstant the door was burst open, and a man
dashed into the room. ‘

‘““ Where are vyou?" exclaimed a familiar

v ileln,

voice. “ Where are yvou, my boy?"
“1s it you, at last, Mr. Link?"” ecried
Oliver.  “You are juszst in time, thank

Heaven! DBuf be quick!”
Abel Link groped over to the spot, and,
drawing a knife, he knelt by the lad.

“Yes, I am just in time,” hLe said, as he
fumbled for the cord: and severed them. ‘It
was fortunate that I thought of coming up
here. after I discovered the fire. I looked for
you below first. I should never have forgiven
myself if you had come to harm. For once
my plans miscarried badly. I lost the man
Andrews. 1 have been shadowing him halfl
the night, and he had been gone for some
time before I discovered how I had heen
tricked. Then I hastened to Hatton Garden
with Inspector Hart, whom I had meanwhile
met by appointment, and we entered by the
broken window. 1 was aware that Andrews
meant to tackle the safe to-night, and |
lioped to catch him in the act. My object
in putbing you on guard was twofold. I
knew I might need your assistance, and I
wanted you to see for yourself——"'

“That Fritz Muller was Paul Hartsen?"
broke in Oliver, as he rose to his feet and
«tretched his cramped limbs. “Had you
guessed that?'

“I suspected as much from the first.”

“ Well, you were right. I found that out
hy myself. I Wave had a terrible adventure
But where is Hartsen? Has he cscaped?”

“ He has,” replied the detective. **I have
seen nothing of him. But we’'ll talk of that
later. The first thing is to get away from
this death-trap.”

% Can we do {t?" asked Oliver.

“Yes: don't be alarmed. The fire was
started on the first floor, and it is confined
to one room as yet. Come! Every second
increases our peril."

They were very nearly too late. Dense
volumes of smoke surged in their faces as
they groped from the room, and along the
passage. "It grew worse as they started down
the staircase,

“I'm choking "' gasped the lad.
“We must go on!” cried Abel Link,
““ Hold your breath! Give me your hand!

Now, then!"

They stumbled blindly down the first flicht
of stairs, dashed by a lurid red flare, that

shone from the door of Iritz Mulier's!

-
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apartments, and on reaching the lower hall,
where they could breathe more easily, they

were met by a constable with a lantern. o
the private office to which they hurried,
were another constable and a police.inspector,
The light was turned on, aud the window
had been thrown up. Out in Hatton Garden
men could be heard running and shouting.

“80o vou've found the lad!" exclaimed the
inspector. **I was beginning to be worried
about you. I've sent Wilson to the fire-
alarm at the corner. We had better be oft,
for the flames are eatiug their way through
the ceiling!”

‘““ Have you searched this flecor?” inquired
Abel Link.

“ Thoroughly, There is nobody here,
Hartsen and your burglar must have—

““ Andrews is here, in the cellar under your
feet,”” Oliver interrupted. '

And in a few words he told of the tragic
scene he had witnessed from his hiding-place
in the bed-room.

The trapdoor was at once lifted. The
detective descended with a lantern, followed
by the two constables, and the victim of
Paul Hartsen's rage was hoisted up the steps
and placed on the floor.

He was a ghastly sight, with clotted hair
and battered face, but he was not dead.

He stirred and groaned, opened his cyes,
and looked consciously at the little group
bendinz over him.

“ We've got you, Kelsey!" said Abel Link.

““ That's all right,”” was the faint reply.
“The game's up. I'll go back to Cape Town,
if I pull through. But where's Raymond?”

“We'll get him, too, depend on it. You'll
give evidence acainst him, Kelsey?”

““ Will I?"” snarled the man, trying vainly -
to rise. * Will I?  Just give me the chabce!
I'd hang zladly if Ross Raymond could stand
on the gallows with me. The black-hearted
cur and traitor! Wihen I think how he¢ served
me in South Africa, how he set a murderous
trap for me to-night-—"'

Hiz head dropped back,
closed.

‘““ He is badly hurt,” said Abel Link, *' but
I hope he will recover. About that trap——-"
He stepped to the cupboard, thrust the
lantern inside, and showed his compaunions ay
cpen panel, and a glimpse of a narrow ladder
hehind it. “.I thought so!" he exclaimed.
*“ A secret snaft leading to the floor above,
and probably to the top floor as weil
Hartsen must bave discovered it after he
leased the building, and it helped him to
play the double role.”

“ That accounts for the scraping noise |
heard,”” Oliver told himself. “It was
Hartsen descending the shaft to hide in the
cuphoard.” -

Both

and his eycs

It's risky to stop here any longer,” urged
the inspector. . -
““Come along, then,” said Abel Link.

““ Bring Kelzey, and handle him carefully, If
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Nothing can be guained

The firemen will want to go in.” .

Oliver had the keys, and as the party feft
by the front office and the hall, feeling their
way throuvgh eddying smoke, a HhOre-eanginc
came dashing up. The two constables put
the unconscious man @ a  taxi, and
ctarted off for the nearest hospital, and by
ilien flames were bursting from the firsi floor
of thie house. )

« That fixes Kelsey all right!” said the
detective, as he hailed a taxi. ** And pow
tor the other and worse scoundrel! In with
yvou officer; and you, my lad! You ¢hall see
_the finish.”

' You think you can catch Hartsen?' asked
Oliver.

«“1 am almost sure_of it,” was the reply.
1 shadowed him yesterday, and learned his
plans. He intends to sail for South Africa,
to the River Plate, by the cargo-stcamer
Moutezuma. She leaves the Pool in the early
nwours of the morning, with the ebb tide, so
we have but little time to spare.”

von have the keys, my boy, unlock the front.

On the Trail—Oliver's Struggle—The Mystery
Revealed =
URING the ride Oliver gave a graphic
account of his adventures, and in
return he hoped to hear a full
explanation of the mystery; but that
liad to be put off for the present.

'The cab rolled through the lonely City,
<rossed London Bridge, and stopped a short
dictance beyond. The three got out, and for
a few hundred yards Abel Link led his com-
panions parallel with the river, and down-

<tream: then they bore to the left, and hy.

a dark and narrow passage reached a wharl
fronting a warehouse.

. They paused for a moment in shadow, none

whserving them. Within a few yards, at tbe
water's edge, lay a big steamer, with smoke
J:ouring from her stack.

The three men hurried across the gang

plank and on board the vessel,

On the farther side of the deck a thick-set
ficure, mufled in a travelling-rug, could be
»cen standing with his back turned,

The three stepped noiselessly over to him,
angd the detective tapped- him on the
ehoulder with one hand, while with the other
he drew a revolver.

The man swung round with a start, show-
g the disguised features of Fritz '}Iuller,
ahd for an instant lie stared incredulously,
nttering a gasping ery, as he recognised the
tad whom he believed to have been burnt $o
Jeath, - :

Y 1'm not a zhost !’ Oliver told him calmly,
* Your fiendish ‘little plan didn’t, succeed
that's all!”

* Hands up!” Abel Link, said sternly.
" Ross Raymond, alias Paul Hartsen, 1 hold
a warrant for your arrest! You had hetter

i

|

;il]icit, diamond buying.
a

xi

some along quictly.
ny resistance.”

““Therc's no
Hartsen muottered.
may as well—"

With that, risking a shot from the levelled
weapon, he suddenly threw the rug over the
detective's head, and as quickly turned and
leapt overboard. The splash and “the
inspector’s shont woke a clamour of voices,
bringing captain and crew to the spot.

“‘The daring scoundrel!” cried Abel  Link.
““Where i3 he? Stand aside! If I can
eripple bim with a bullet &

“Don't shoot!” broke in Oliver—‘“don’t
shoot! I ece him! Leave him to me, while
you lower a boat! I can swim like a duck!”

As the lad spoke he sprang erect to the
rail, ¢lasped his hands, and dived into the
river. He went deep under, and as lie rose
he caught a vague glimpse of the fugitive..

He struck out rapidly, and a dozen strokes
brought him within reach of 'Hartsen, whose
heavy ciothing prevented bim from swimming
fast. e

With a furiovs oath he struck at Oliver,
who dodged the blow and fastenced on to his
collar,

A terrible struggle ensued, and to Oliver,
holding grimly to his prisoner, the minutes
seemed as many hours. With dificulty he
kept his head above water, avoiding the
cluteh of the desperate man. =~

Twice the two sank, risine again as the
ehb-tide swept them downstream, and .then,
as sgtrength was failing them, a hoat that had
been hurriedly lowered from the vessel
dropped alongside, and they wcre dragged

help for it, 1 suppose,”
“* The gume’s up, and I

into it. _
A few moments later, shivering and
exhbausted. Paul Hartsen and his young

captor stood on the deck of tiie Montezuma.
Ahel Link searched tlie subdued prisoner,
took from around his waist a heavy helt, and
held it up with an exclamation of triumph.
"“The diamonds!” he said. * There are
ilundreds of them! The haul s complete.”

The fire in Hatton Garden. was not
extinguished until the building had been

ccmpletely gutted, and when morning dawned
the wildest rumours were rife among the
crowd that egazed at .the dianlond mer-
chant’s premises.

OHver was none the worse for the adven-
tures, and-on the afternoon of ‘the rame day,
at the dctective’s chambers ih Buckingham
.gf,reet. the whole mystery 'was revealed to
him, R

“ It is a very simple story,” said Abel Link,
“ Paul Hartsen was Ross., Raymond, and
Andrews was Tem Kelsey., For, a long period,
up to five years ago, the two men were
partners in the 1.D.B. trade, which mecans
They purchazed for
mere zong jewels stole+ from {he.Kimbexley
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mine3s by the Kaflir labourer:, until they had]
amassed a stock worth many thousands ol
pounds. At last they got into trouble—they
had been suspected for years—and Kelsey
shot a police-sergeant while trying to avoid
arrest., -

““ His hiding-place was basely betrayed by
Raymond, and he was sentenced to a long
term of imprisoument. Meanweile, Raymond
succeeded in getting away from South Africa
with the stock of diamonds. He went to
Amsterdam, entered the c¢mployment of
Booardus & Co,--fo whom tie partners had
previously been in the habit of sending
stones—and after three years came to London
and launched out in business.

‘*“He lived in dread of his partner’s
vengeance, and for that reason he doubtless
invented the role of Fritz Muller, Ilis fears
were well founded, for a few weeks ago Tom
Kelsey escaped from the penal settlement at
Cape Town. IHe went slirewdly to Amster-
dam, got on the track of his old partner
through Bogardus & Co.—who sent a warning
to Hartsen—and crossed to England. ‘

“ Such waz the situation when vou came to
me with your strange story, and it did not
take me long to get to the bottom of the
matter, The first clue was the newspaper
paragraph, and I was convinced that I was
right after you identified the scrap of Ray-
mond’'s handwriting, which the South African
authorities had sent to me several years
before. From the attack on Hartsen, from
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tionz to you, I judged what would happen.
Kelsey returned and read the letter, as he
was meant to do; he searched the upper
rooms, and was satisfied that his treacherous -
:‘rgl-rtl.uer had fled, leaving the diamonds be-
1ind.

You can imagine the rest. Hartsen, baving
arranged the false evidence of his flight,
became Fritz Muller. His object, of course,
was to trap Kelsey in the act of burglary and
shoot him under the cloak of the law, thus
ridding himself of a determined foe. But,
fortunately, the affair did not come off as
he had planned. All has turned out well,
and you, my boy, need not fear that you will
be a loser by your plucky conduct.”

Abel Link was richt Tom Kelsey, who had
been injured internally by falling into the
cellar, ultimately died in hospital. But his
evidence was not necessary, for Ross Ray-
mond, alias Hartsen, was convicted on the
charge of arson, and sentenced to twenty
years' penal servitude.

When in due course the rewards were patd
—£200 for the apprehension of Kelsey, and
£1,000 offered by the South African Miners’
Association for the arrest of Raymond—
Oliver found himself in possession of a third
of the total amount.

And by then, through the detective’s
influence. he had obtained a fresh and
luerative berth in one of the biz London
 banking houses, where hie had every reason

his apparent flicht, and his peculiar instruc-

to feel that his future was assured.

THE END.
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(Continued from page 14)

‘““He can’'t help bis voice——"

*“»Yes, but he can help the tone!” retorted
Handforth. *If 1 punch his nose, he’ll
turn round and slobber over me! That’s be-
ranse my pater’s Sir Edward Handforth. |
nelieve he’d wash Somerton’s feet!™

** Ha. ha, ha!"

*.There’s no limit to what a rotten snob’li
Jdo!” arowled Handforth. * The chap isn't
a.bally—and when it come to ability, I darce
«ay he’s got a spark of sense!”

* As a Form-master, he's pretty well all
that conld be desired!” cxclaimed Armstrong,

who was in the crowd. * Anyhow, we've
Li»l. nothing to grumble about. What 1 like
afmut Snuges is his capacity Tor wasting
time If thc Remove laughs, he goes on
wasting it! And that’s all to the gm}d o

** Rather!”

“ Well. I'd prefer Crowell any day,” said
Bandforth. *“ Crowell may he a bit of a
béast, but he's not a worm!”

This was the ceneral opinion in  the
lemove.

Mr. Snuggs was bitterly down on all the

pocirer boys of the Remove, and it was casy
cnongh- ta-see that lie would be particularly
spitetul and venomous against Alf Huggins.
On the other bhand, he would allow the
snobs of the Form to do pretty well as they
ked.  As long-as they flattered him, aml
e¢eceived him, he would be easy-going.

lwas in

|

quick tempered,

all the deccut [ellows regarded him
as a rotter. This being so, Yullwood & Co.
nawurally set Mr. bnu"qa down as the finext
master the Remove had ever had.

There was still a considerahle spell hefor**
dinner, and out in the Triangle a shower
progress. The April weather had
started carly, and although the day was mild
and pleasant, these showers were a bit of
a nuisance Tllf‘.}* kept the fellows indoors.

The Remove passage happened to Ie
deserted—for the juniors were either in the
lobby, in their studies, or in the Commoi-
rcom. And Alf Hll"i,!ll:: came along, with a
colleetion -of books under his arm. :

Alf was feeling pretty ¢heerful now.

Morning lessons were over, and the
influence of Mr. Snuggs had wormoff. By
nature, All was a most sunny dispositioned.
ivnior. He wanted to be cheerful at all
times. And, like many another, e was ratber
and a little uu.lim.d to he
sulky i things upﬂet him,

But these spells did not last long, And
now, with his books under his arm, he set
out in search of a study. As a member ot
the Remove Form, he had a perfect right
to a place in one oI the studies.

Alf was ratber dubious about it.
wav the fellows had treated hLim,
idea that he should have szome
Bui, althongh scme of the

And

After “"Q
"a had air
dificulty,
fellows aere

-



snobbish aud down on him, there were a
good few who werc not.
Upon the whole, Huggins was not very

disappointed. He nad ql]!te enough sound
common sense tu kpow that this
was to be expeoted. In a great public school
like St. Frank's it would have been very
cucious if he had been accepted without
question.

. He arrived at Study G, and fapped.

“Come in!" sang out a voice.

Alf entered, and found Merrell and
Marriott sitting on two corners of the table,
in the middle of a discussion. As a matter
of fact, the pair Lad becn talking about Alf
hrimself—&nd also about Noys. Noys had
been their study mate the previous term, but
he had left the schcol. His people had taken
him away for some reason. Merrell and
Marriott didn't mind much because they had
never cared particularly for Noys.

- They stared at Alf aggressively.
-« Who the thunder told you to come in
Liere?” spapped Marriott.

“You did!” said Huggins.
not two seconds ago!”

““Oh, you 'card me?” sneered Marriott.
“Well, you're not wanted. This study isn't
for the purpose of sheltering low bounders!
Clear out, and if you shove your ncse in
here again you'll get kicked!”

Alf flushed. There was utterly no reason
for Marriott to talk to him in that way.
He had never done Marriott any barm, and
it was extraordinary that the junior should
speak 80 contemptuously. But Marriott
toek gmtg a dehghb in doing so.

idn't come 'ere to pick no quarrel!”
aaxd Alf steadily. “I thought as 'ow I was
goin' to share this study with you blokes.”

The two juniors gazed at Alf _in horror

and alarm,

“Share it with wus!"” shouted Merrell.
¢ Did—did Mr. Lce tell you to come here?”
Lee says as 'ow [ was to come to

1 eard you,

¢ Mr,
Study G

“Jt's the limit!” declared Merrell hotly.
¢ Look here, Marriott, are we going to stand
this? We can't live here with this filthy
bounder! I'm not going to share a study

with a cad like this!”
“You'd best be careful!” zaid Alf quietly.
““ What?” gﬁf‘w
“J said you'd best be carcful.” =% )
“Oh!” said Merrell. “And why?”: &
“I'll stand a bit, but I'm blowed :?:af”i
stand too much!” replied Hugging:-
ain't a block o' wecod! An' I won't sta.’d
'ero an’ bhe called a filthy bounder agini’

« And what will vou do it I do call wu
a filthy bounder aqain?” sueered Merrell.
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treatment.

sage
v This was occupied by Skelton and Ellmore.
---nw__u were at home, and they stared at Alf

.} taken a firm

Huogeins lifted his fist,
“That's what you'll git!” he said quietly.

and held it up.

““An’ when I ’its, I' its 'ard!”

““ That’s  interesting!”  said
““When he ‘its, he ’'its 'ard!”

“ An’ I'll stand vour sneers up to a certain
point,” went on Ilutfgmﬂ “I'm Leeplmz
my temper back—I'm dein' a good bit o
swallerin’,.  But there's some things as 1
shu'n't swaller. See? If 1 can git throug’u
tc-day  without fightin’, I'll do it--"cos 1
told my dad I wouldn't ave no_fights on the
fust day. But, crikey! You blckes ain't
‘arf askin' for it !”

Aond there was something in Alf's tone
that made Merrell and Marriott slightly
nervous. They decided that it would be a
somewhat unwise proceeding to call him a
filthy bounder again.

“ We've got something better to do than
to talk tc you!” said Marriott curtly.
“ Clear oub of this study—and be quick
about it! You needn't think we're going
to have you shoved on to us.”

“Mr. Lee says—"

“I'll go and see Mr. Lee myself about

this,”” put in 1".Ierrell
on!” interrupted Alf.

“ Keep your ‘air
“1 wouldn’t stcp in this 'ere study if you
arst me to! A couple o' blinkin' snobs—
that's wot you are! I'll clear out without
no tellin’!”

0, thats good !”’

“Y’«ee, I 'appen tc 'ave a choice!” said
Alf. “Mr. Lee told me as ‘ow I can ge¢
into either Study G, or Study I, or Study
J. 1 reckon it won't be G!. Lumc. You
blokes make me sick!” -~ ,

And Alf walked out, dlsgustad

Mauarriott.

“The low down cad!” said \Ierrell-h&f v”a ”L

“I'm not going to let. him ‘talk tc me b

that. A rotten bricklayer’s son, calling me
“Pon't go after him!” interrupted the
other. ““He's not worth it. The best thing

is> to ignore him!”
And they decided that this course should

he adopted. It was far safer, too. Neithe-
Merrell nor Marriott wero famous i
fighting.

And so Alf Huggins pa:sed along the pas-
and preserted bimsell in Study I.

ggre:snelv as he entered. Skelton and

g i";"‘f.“ were not quite so caddish as the

‘0 junicrs of Study G. But they had
dislike to the new boy.

They looked upon him as an outsider.

¢ Mr. Lee sayvs as I can come inte this
study if T likes!"” said Alf. “ Do you fellers
object?”

“Yes!” said Skelton.

“We do!” said Ellmore.

Alf looked at. them steadily.

[ say. mates, wot's wrong wi' me?” he
asked quietly. ¢ I ain't diseased, am [?"

“You dou't look it!” said Skelton. “ In
fact, you look pretty well fed.”

L]
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me
pe though 1 was as hugly as sm?”? asked

“ Then why de you coves stare al
Al. “"Wot's the hidca cf tellin’ me to elear
h:nt as scen as I oshow my nose mside the
Joor?? N

«Oh, you're not the same as us” growled
i'”mﬁri‘* _ .
e Ain’t 127 asked Niuggins. * Wot's the
difference? Ain't I made ¢ flesh an’ blood?
Ain't 1 got feet an’ ande? Mebbe I don’t
i:1k the same, but there ain’t a crime In
tiral, 1 <poze? Lumme! You blokes ain't
*adi a qucer lot!®

Ellmere and Skelton went a trifle red.

“ Leck here, we den’t waunt to arguoe,”
«.id  Skclton grufily. * We've got nothing
againet  you  personally—you may be all
right, but we den't believe in  mixing
with a chap of yeur sort!”

“ Jlo, that's if, is it?” said Alf. * Down
(i way fthe l]'d[h .mlt the same. They

judge a feller by what ‘e docs—pot by 'ow
‘e talks! In 'Oxten they ain't so blinkin’
pertickler!™ |

- +*8t., I'rank’s isn't Hoxton!"” ¢xclaimced
Bllmcre. *“And if you think it is, you'd
boetter get the idea out of your head.

Tie socner you leave St. Frank’s the better
for everybady. Ycur pater ought to have
hal mcre scnse than to send yom here, and
ihe governors cught -to have had more senge
thap to let you come!”?

“New, Jet’s get this ’ere thing clear,”
g.id AM. © Yeu ain't got nothink agin me
prersonal 2”? ‘
U Well ne”

“Yon dow't 'ste me like pizen??

“We've got 1o reascn fe Late you,’” czaid
Skelten, **At the same time, we don’t want
to mix with you. And a2s for living in the

rame study, the thought's imaossible, We'd
rather die!” | :
“Then ycu den’t want me?? asked Alf

eiradily,
“Ne, wo dopt!v
‘ikclton and Ellmcire were mo-t emphatic,
Al right; that’s good cnough for me!”
said AMf. 1 ain’t the kipd o bloke to stay
wicie 1 ain’'t wanted! Never was, No
'l bung cff, an’ you can- keep the blinkin’
*iirdy to . yourselves! I ‘opes as ‘ow you
gits tired of your own facves!”

‘Aud Alf Muggins walked out,
the door.

He was angry--furious-
1 Kecp himeelf in check exceedingly well.
‘He had cne chance left—and that was in
Study J. But he had very little hope. OfF
courge, it would he casy encugh to go to

and closed

but he managed

Mr. Nelsen Lee and explain what bad hap-
}tuf_d

“Ard then, no deubt, the Housemaster
vould come alcag and force cue certain
ttudy (o accept the new boy. But Alf
vasn’t a sneak. He¢ wouldn't dream of

vyeing Lo Nelson Lee with his troubles.

1 he wasn't wanted in any  of these
stadics, lie wouldn’t stay. After all, a
stady wasn't an abeolnte ncuessity, He

' [EE L!BRARY
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conld get aleng  without one—and would

| prefer to, if the fellows disliked his presence.

He arrived at Study J, and entered. It
was empty at the mo-ment and Alf looked
round with approval. It was quite a ccom-
foitable little ctwdy, and had been occu-
pied during the previous term by Armstrong,
tGriffith, and Doyle. But Doyle had had a
Ciff with the others, and had transferred
to Study K., g0 there was a vacancy there,
It was to be filled by Huggins—provided,
of course that Armstrogg and Griflith were
agrccable.

All apprcved of the study. It would suit
Lim down to the ground. And he was . just
censidering how the two juniors would take
him when they arrived. Ile was disap-
pcinted. He recognised them as a pair who
had been decidedly antagonistic earlier in
the morning.

“* Hallo!? said Armstrong, staring.
*What are you doing here?”

**Just "avin® a look round.”

** Like your infernal nerve!” growled
Grifiith.  When we want you in this study,
we'il tell you. Clear!”

I’he same treatment as before! '
O, all right!” said Alf. “It’s the third
time I've bin . chucked cut! I ain’t grumblin’® *
—he:ause I den’t want toc be nowhére jf
my 1oom’s preferred to my company!”

* What ‘the dickens do yoir mean?”

“Mr. Lee told me to come to this ’ere
s.tudy.-“ =

*You-—you've been shoved on
gasped Armstrong, in dlsmav .

““ Keep your bloomin’ ’air on!” said Alf
hittelly. I aim't stayin’! Leastways, I
won't s:.tay if you don’t want me. If I was
shoved in ’ere by force, we should only "ave
rows twenty t!mes a day. Look ’ere,. let’s
'ave a kind o’ compromise. Suppesin’ |
stay for a week——”’

“Ycu won't stay
shouted Armstrong.

* Notb lil-.d}‘” agreed Grifiith. “In these
tudiks we've got to pay our wh*tch——we Ve
got to chare and share alike—-"

“You needn’t worry abcut that,” said
Alf. I may be common, but I've got all
the cash I need, I'll pay equal shares in
everythink that’s goin’', But, as ] says
afocre, if you f{fellows don't 'like me—I"ll
clear out. An’ glad te! I'm gettin’ fed up
with the ’'cle blinkin’ ecrowd o' you!”’ -

““Well, that’s one good thing,” said Arm-
s..tmng. “1f you're getting fed up with us,
we're jolly well fed up with you! In fact,
if you don’t clear out qmckh we'll kick
you out!*

& We re rather partwul.ir“‘ ‘ndﬂed Gnﬁlth

*So am I retorted Alf. ““By 'wot I can
see of it, you ain’t nothin' better than a
set of rotten snobs! Jf we ’ad chaps like
you in 'Oxton, we’d use you to Llean up the
bloomin’ roads !

“Ycu-—-you insulting cad!” roared &rm-
strong. **And if you go snivelling to Mr,
Lee, wg'|l—-—-"

“There ain't no need {o say

to usy”

for five minultes!”

wot you'll’
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do. I ain't the kind that snivels!™ hmkf; in |
Alf hotly. “But I'll tell you one thing.
If any o' you blokes was to arst me on

yer bended knees to come into your studies,
T'd rather go outside au’ it in the dorg's
kenuel

Aund Alf strode outside, and slaramed the
doot, '

o S L

THY {.'OLI; SHOULDER !
JATH feelings of dis-
' ;i paused in the Re-
move passage.
practically uo hopc of pget-
-ting into one. His books were

CHAPTER VI.
gust and anger, Alf
He had uo study now, and
still under his arm, and they were getting

aveighty,  His thoughts were bitter and
fierce.
Was it fair that he should be treated

in this way?

. Why should the whole Remove be so much
against him? 1t was not playing the gume—
it was totally averse to Alf’s own code of
Thonour. At least, they could have given
him. a chanece—they could lmvo given him

a kidd of trial trip.

- But instead of that, withcut a =;1nﬂle thing
againdt him, they decided that he w as 4 cad
and ia worm—the'. barred him! Tair play?
All laughed bitterly at the very thought.

. Ile was beginning to see that he was not
1-1‘91\ to get much fair play at St. Frank’s.
The -whole place was seething with snobbery
and little-mindedness,
. It came as a bit of a sheck to Alf

‘He. had been prepared for a certain amnunt
of it—but hardly all this!

And as he paused there in the passage, he
lJrzan to reconsider his views. In 'the heat
of : the moment, die had decided that he
v mﬂdn t stay in either of the three studies.

But: why should Lé be kept out?

What -right :had these tnohq to bar him
from a f-tudx that was as much his as theirs?
In fact, he began to consider the possibility
of going back and insisting upon his rights.

Certainly; he wouldn’t go to Nelson Lee.
That wasn't to be thought of. But he could
use his fists!  There was no reason why he
should knuckle * under, and allow tuese
rotters to jeer at him.

He would go back, and st If they tried
to put him out, he wounld show them what
he could do with his fists. In a fair fight
he would be content. If they succeeded in

but Alf

putting him out, he would accept it

knew that the snobs would have a pretty

sEtiIf  job. Then, as he continued his

cogitations, his momentary fire died down.
it wouldn't do!" he tocld himself.

17 NO.
“1 don't want to start no bloomin' trouble!
Cuss the 'ole crowd!

]
"
tlll

Blow the lot of ’em.
If I fights ’‘em, they'll only say I'm a kind
of 'oolizan. Blokes like them’ll grasp at the
fust straw they can!”

y It was a wise decision, and proved All’s

tHe

hiis
knew that he could lick these rotters into i

sound common sense—and colrage.

cocked hat—and yet And it
needed courage. -

He was just [IIO\'H'I” along 4he passage, his
fuce sullen and sulky, when I bhappened to
come along on my way to Study C. Alf was
sp engrossed, that he didn't even see me.

“ Anything wrong?" 1 asked, as 1 pauscd in
front of him, -

“Eh? Oh!” said Alf. * All right,
There ain't nothink wrong., Leastways,
as you can put right."

“1 don't know ahout that,” 1 =aid. "1
was going to look for you in a few mluute 'y
as it lmppens.

“ Well., you've found

‘“ About ycur study, I mean,”” I went on.
“You see. I'm the Remove captain, and it’s
a sort of unoflicial duty for me to see that
a new fellow gets comfortably settled down.”

he refrained.

matey.
not

me,”" said Alf,

“Oh, vyou kpows about that?” azked
Hugzeains. : |
“ Yes, of course.”! .
“ Well, it's just as well you didn't come

“ I've saved
‘appens that

along afore!" said the new boy,
vou a 'ole lot o’ trouble. It so
I ain't goin' inter no study.”

I stared.

‘“ But, my dear chap, you must!’ 1| said.
“ A-sfudy is necessary. You can’'t do your

prep. in the IForm-room. You can't——"

“Can’'t never ‘didn't do anythink!" in-
terrupted All. *“ You c¢an stop all that
worryin', mate. [ tells you I ain’t got no
studyv. 1've bin in them three already. 1've
seen an -'eard a.l I wants.”

I frowned.

“Did thoese <cads give you the <cold

shoulder?” I asked sharply.

“ They told me as plain as plain can he
that I ain’t wanted," replied Alf. * They're
partickler! Thex don’t want me!”

““The rotten set of snobs!” 1 exclaimed.

“An' I don’t want them neither!™ went
on Alf. *I've bin a thinkin' of it over.
You seem.to be different to the rest—an’ 1
likes you. .Blowed if you ain't one of the
right sort!™

** My dear

ass, we're getting away from

the point,”” 1 interrupted. *If you mean
I'm not a snob, you're rizht. If there's one
thine I hate more than another, it’s

snobbery. It seems to me that I've got to
assert my authority as Remove skipper. 1
don’t like to, but it's necessary.”

“1 don't foller.,” eaid Alf.

““ Well, it's my duty to see that you have
a study, and you're going to have it,” 1
replied. “* If these cads object to you, I'll
put them in their places. Come on! We'll
start with J.”

“ But look ‘ere——"

“ Well?"

“1 don't want it!"” said Alf uncomfortably.
“ Crikey! D'you think .I'm going to shove
myself in on these bloke:? Not likely! TI'll
be without a study——

“ Don't be a eilly ass!” I broke in. ** This

isn’t a question of perzonal feeling at all.



I'm not doing this for your sake—at least,
wot mainly. It’s right that you should have
a4 study, and yow'll have it. But if I let a
thing like this- slide, I should be neglecting
my proper duty. As Captain of the Remove,
I've got to.” .

“ Oh. well, if it’s like that——""

“ It is like that!”? I said grimly. * Come
on!”’ _

Alf didn't seem to like it, but I took him
along to Study J. Instead of entering with
me. he remained outside. In a way, I was
rather glad. Armstrong and Griflith were
looking out of the window at the rain.

“* What’s this about Huggins?” I asked
sharply. _

“ Eh?" esaid Armstrong, with a sneer.
“ Has that common cad been sneaking?”’

* No. he has not!”’ 1 retorted. ““ And
Huggins may be common—he’s the first to
admit it—but he isn’'t a cad. So don’t mis-
represent! He'’s coming in this study!”

** Who said s0?” demanded Griffith.

“1 said so!”’ |
**Oh! And who the dickens are you?”
roared Armstrong.

“I'm not going to pick a quarrel—I'm not
going to start any kind of .row!” I said
quietly. I always had an idea that both
vou fellows were decent. I thought I could
count upon you to do the right thing at the
right time. Why can’t you be sportsmen?”

** L.ook here—"? ,

‘“* Why can’t you treat Hugging with a little
decency,” I demanded. * Mr. Lee gave him
permissicn to share this study with you two.
It's rather a pity that the guv'nor gave
Huggins a choice—he doesn’t quite know
where he is. Let's settle it by having him
in here.”

“ Not likely !”” <aid Armstrong warmly.

‘““ He’s not coming in!” snapped Griftith.

I locked at them contemptuously. .
' 8top here a minute!” I said. “T1'll ¢o
and feteh the othere from Study G and
Study I. This matter’s got to be threshed
out at cnee—it can't wait.”

I hurried out, and found Alf in the
passage,

“Chnek it!”” he said gruffy. It don’t
matter—"

“ 1t does matter!™ 1 caid. * It mattiers a
lot 1"

“And T passed along, and soon returned with
Merrell and Marriott, and Skelton ana
Ellmore. We all entered Study J. Huggins
still remained outside—far more uncom-
fortable than he had been before.

“ What's this—a  conference?” asned’
Skelton, leoking round.

" Nipper wants to talk some lot of rot
abont that brieklayer cad,”” said Armstrong.

I looked round the room.

“T'Hl tell you "what I'm doing!” 1}, - —
exclaimed.  *“I'm gazing at six snobbish
rotters who onght to be downright ashamed Alf Huggins was angry, furious,
of themselves.”’ | but he managed to keep himself in
‘' Oh, don't start any rot——"* check exceedingly well. He had one
“T wmean it!” I interrupted. * Six of chance left, and that was in Study J.
youl Huggins was told that he could come || But he had very little hope.
anto one of your studies—and all you cap do



the c¢old shoulder. Haven't
Haven't you gobt any

is to give him
you got any decency?
better feelings?”’

“ On, don't preach!"” growled Armstrong.

“1'm not preaching!” I retorted. ¢ Here's
this chap, new to the school—and new to his
surroundings, +too. Everything's strange--
everything's totally different to anything he's
experienced hefore. Why on earth can’t you
zive him a chanpce?”

“It’s a bit thick when Lic's shoved on
us——-=" "
*“ Mr. Lee zave the orders, and you ought

to have obeyved them,” 1 exciaimed. * An:-
way, he's going into one of your studies,”

*“Oh, is he?”
- *““Heis!” 1 declared. * And since you can't

agree on it, the best thing you c¢an do it to
draw lots, Or you can toss, if yvou like,
Come on—Griffith, Skelton and Marriott.
Toss up, and the odd man——-"’

“I'm hanged if we will!”” broke in Merrell
sourly. ** We're not going to take a risk
like that!”

“I'll make you!" T shouted.

“You're jolly concerned about the
down cad!” sneered Marriott. ** Why
vou take him in your own study?”

““ That doesn’t enter into the question!”
I said quietly. * Mr, Lee gave instructions
that Huggins was to go into either G, I, or
J. But if you fellows are such utter cads,
I'lt ask Huggins to share Study €  witn
Watson and Tregellis-West and_./.{':”w,-,—_*f

“ Good!”

!

[ow-
don’'t

“ But that’s wrong—and you know it!" I
went  on. “ These studies are Dullt to
accommodate  three fellows — not  four.
You've only got two in caech of vyours
and——"

- 'Erel” exclaimed Alf, from tbe door-|}

way. ‘““'0Old on!”

We turned. arnd looked at hLim.

“ Blow me, if you ain’t a funny lot!" said
Alf. * A snappin’ at one another like a lot
o' bloomin' Tom cats! An' all over me! 1
don’t like it—an' I don't want it!”’

““ Then we're all of vhie same opinion!’
Armstrong.

“You can keep your stndies—you ¢an boil

"sala

vourselves!” exclaimed Huggins., * I'Il go
off on my own—an' rats to you!"

‘“ Look here, Huggins!” I said. *" You've
vot every right—-"

“This ain't a question o' right!" in-
terrupted Huggins. “ When it comes to

that., I'm safe. But wot’s the good o' me
comin’ into one o' these ’cre studies, if these
hlokes 'ate me? Life wouldn't be worth
livin'! Crikey! I'd rather find a4 cuphoard
somewhere!”’

“Well, we'll settlic it now,” I said curtly.
“I'd like you to come alt:rn"r to Study C
Huggins.”’

He looked at nme warmly.

‘““ You're a bru,k Nipper!” he said guictly.
“You're one o’ the real good sort. Thanks
all the same, but I‘d rather not. Don’t thiuk
I'm ridin’ the ‘igh 'orse. I ain’t. But Mr.
Lee didun't tell me anythink about Study C.

Besides that, 1 don’'t want no favours!’™ .

LE

“ Yes, but 1t1uk here——

“ Az for these ’ere hugly lot, they can ave
their ¢cwn wav!”’ went on Hu"gma A N1
just as pert*hlu ~as them! T'll do without
a study!”

And "Alf turned away, and walked out. ¥
couldn’t blame him. 1t was merely =
repetition of what had happened before

And all myv efiorts had been in  vain.
[ looked at the six juniors with utter cori-
tempt.
“*You deserved that snub!” I said grimly.
“Snub!" sneered Marriott., ¢ What snub?™
““Oh, T suppose you're too obtuse to have
noticed it!” I snapped. *“ But if T was in

H

Huggins® shoes, I'd have done exactly the
same thing. You look upon him as
commou cad. But, compared with you chaps,

lie's gold! He's worth the whole crowd of
you lumped tcgether.”
I went out ef the study,

——— ———

CHAPTLER VIL
NOBLESSE OBLIGE!

RCHIE GLENTHORNE
strolled into tha
Ancient House
languidly.

The shower was over, and
Archie had just come in from
. - the gymnasium — where he
!md been sheltering. And now Archie was
coina to hiz own study to spend twenty
minutes there before the dinner bell rang.
Arechie felt in need of a little rest.

And Alf Huggins was in the Remove pas-
sage—-still with the books under his arm--
feeling very sulky.

He had been scorned by three different
studies. and ou the top of that his own
pride had stopped bim {from taking advan-
tage of an offer that had been made to
him. The result was that Alf was, =o to
speak, all dressed up and nowhere to go.

It was an awkward position.

“ 1 ain’t ’arf enjoyin’ of meself!” muttered
the Hoxtnn boy. " Lumme! This is wot
comes o' being sent to a swell school!™

He went along the pussage moodily, de-
ciding that he would find the Form-rcom.
and put his books there, in the cupboard.

It was the best thing he could do And he
was just turning the corner when he ran
full-tilt into Archie.

“*What ho!”™ said the jatter * How goes
it dear one. Allow me to offer a large
nuantity of condolences. I mean t-o- say.
remrdm" the bally old Snuggs

‘Oh, I'm not thinking about ‘-snugr"s
now,”’ =aid Alf. * I'm blowed if T ain't lost
my way! I'd like to find the Form-room.”

“ Absolutely,” said Archie. * The scheme,
don't you know, is to keep to this passage,
and then whizz round to the left, and branch
off at a tangent, and then—-"

Archie paused, and looked at Alf thought-

fully. . X
he observed. *‘ That's

¢ Gadzooks !
dashed queer!  Yithout being frightfully

hoiling.
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inguisitive, old tulip, what’s the priceless
idea of trickling away to the Form-room
et now 1 mean to say, cold and {leserte:l
benches, and what not! Nothing doing——"

1 want to put my books there,”” said
Alf.

Ah. the «hoice collection under your
arm?’
ti. \'Es' ’ .
“ But, my dear old sport, you're quite
vrong,”" said Archie, ** It appears, you

know, that you are considerably off the rails,
] mean, what about the old study¢”

[ ain't got no study.”

Archie stared.

“* No study!” he repated,
all! That's somewhat foul!
gad! How on earth can a chappy proceed
on the even tenour of his way without =
study 2"

* Look 'ere, matey—you're a queer sort o'
cove, but you ain’t Jike the rest of ‘em,”
~aid Alf. . You're different."”

** Absolutely!” agreed Archie.
of the other chappies tell me,”

““You ain't one o' them enobs—although,
tukin’ a fust look at you, one might think
vou was one o' the worst kind. That ain't

“ But, dash it

“So zome

o kind of insnlt, but you know what I
mean.  The heve-glass, f'rinstance!”

* Oh, absolutely!” said Archie. *‘* But, of
conrse, yon mustn’t judge by appearances.
I shionld bally well hope 1I'm not like those
frightful snohs who think that some chap-
pies are dirt beneath their feet! Bunt, |
fgay! I say! What about it?"

“ Hey?"

It seems to me that we're wasting gcod
apd valuable time,” went on Archie.
** standing ahbout m the jolly old passzage, as
it were. Somewhat draughty and dashed
fagging.  Proceed with me, Huggins, and
we'll continue the confab surrounded by
goodly portions of comfort.”

They went along to Archie's study. Al
was nol averze from the idea, for he had
taken a liking to Archie, and felt that he
vould safely unburden himself to a certain
degree. 1t was rather incongruous that this
should be so.  The biggest dandy in the
and the bricklayer’s son!

Alf had done Archie a service during the
holidays, but he was not presuming on that,
In fact, b2 was not asking any favours at
all., But it was good to know that Archie
wus his friend.

- Haying arrived at the study, they made
themselves quite comfortable.

Archie placed himself on the lounge, and
All sat in one of the easy chairs, And he
lcoked round with a mild kind of astonish-

ment. He was, in fact, surprized at the
great splendour.
* My!” he exclaimed. * Yon ain't “arf

g6t a torf’s place ’ere!”” he exclaimed.
A torf’s place?” repeated Archie. ** Sor-

tow dear ane, but 1 fail to grasp the trend ¢}
i

—— il

He paused, and then looked nup.
*Abh, torf—you mean tott?"” he went on.

No study, by’

- Absolutely !

Alf,
is somewhit

old tulip, bubt
steep at times,
mentioninz it. No harm

Pardon,
your accent
Pray forgive
done, what?”’

" 'Ow ecould a bloke ’olp it?” asked Alf.
*“ But look ‘ere. It ain’t right that I should
be intrndin’.”?

* Absoliutely  rot!”"  interrupted Archie.
“Kindly allow me to point out that yon
are talking the most frightful pifie. Dash
it all, can’t one chappie have another chap-
pie in his study? I mean to say, what
you’ve got to do is to bung all such thoughts
of intruding out of the good old mind!”

“* Thanks,” said Hugegins., * But this fair
takes iy breath away. I didn’t know yon
wias allowed this ’ere kind o' thing! ‘The
ather hlokes ain't got 'all such nice studies!™

Archie smiled,

" The fact, is, I've got a sort of pull on
them!” he said confidentially. ** Well, not
cxactly a pull, but yon probably know what
I mean. You see, 1I'm a helpless sort of
chappie,  Absolutely! When it comes to
doing things, I'm just about as usefnl as
i chupk of gingerbread!”

“Garn!” said Alf. “ You ain't :0 ‘elpless
as wot you seems!”

“Well, possibly not,”” said  Archie,
brightening up. * It's dashed interesting
to bear yon say so—dashed interesting. Most
of the chappies seem to imagine that I'm
a bally walking dummy! But there vou are.

me

1 mesn to say, let them imagine! We
dor’t care, what! And there’s Phipps. Of
course, you doun't know Phipps.”

“1 ain’t wpever ‘eard of 'im!™" zaid Alf.
“ Your dorg, I s’posze.”

“ Great gad!” said Archie. * Dorg? T-—-I
mean dog! It's a frightfully good thing
that Phipps isn't whizzing about at the

moment. You see, Phipps iz my valet—the
chappie who does all the buzzing ahout,
apd the dashing to and fro. He’s here,
there, and everywhere, and here and there
again! In  faet, the chuppie’s ba'ly well
nbiquitous!”’

“ Wot, some kind o' dizease:”

“Ubignitons!” repeated Archie, 1 mean
to say. Well, hardly a diseaze, old lad! 1t
simply means that the cove is always knock-
ing ahont in the ofting. A useful chappie.
Dashies in with tea, and shoves out the old
ciobber in the moraing. In fact, he’s a part
of my life. If Phipps went, I should wither
away like a bally leaf in the Autumn blast!”

Alf looked at Archie with mare interest
than ever. o

‘* Strikes me, youn an’ me srve
licpposite ! he said.

“Well, nearly!” =aid Archie.
shift your chair just a trifle—--"' 7

““1 don’t niean hopposite one another as
we're sittin’ Cere,”’ said Huggins, © Were at

asked Alf.

st ahout

“If yon

{ the two extreme hends, =0 to speak. Yon
get e

“Pear lad, I'm dazshed afraid that the
biran eel's are weak!” said  Archie, in dis-

tress,  The trend absoluiely

witlt zes’ pust,
sud ) oean’t grab it)” |
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“ Well, vou and me are just hopposites,”

repeated Alf. “’Ere you are, surrounded
lth hevery sort of lmun, an’ with a valet,
an’ all the reat of it. An’ I'm a hrmki.xyers
son—scorned by most o' the blokes, an’
without oven a hit of a study of me own!”
Archie looked up, with concern.
“ But—but that's pretty ghastly!" he ob-

served.

“Oh, it don't matter—I g'pose I shall get
used to bein' kicked about,” said Alf. ** These
ere chaps don't seem te like me. An’ yet

who are they? The very coves wot would
like to spit on me ain't worth tuppence!
An' 'ere’s you an’ me a pallin® up together!
Strikes me as bein' rummy!"

Arclite nodded.

“Well, of course, rumm things do happen,
what 2" he said. ** But to hark back to the
old sub. About the study? C.m it be possi-
ble that you haven’'t got ome?”

“ Well, Mr, Lee did put me in one, but
them clmps don't want me.” .
‘““ Good gracious!” said Archie. “ But

that's somewhat vile!"

He listened with real concern as Alf told
Eim all about what had happened in the
Remove passage, a little earlier. Archie sat
forward, awakened into unusual activity,

*“ Well, it secems to me, Huggins, that
something’s cot to bhe done,”” he said firmly.
“1 wmean, some frightfully brisk business
must be accomplished. Abszoiutely! We
can't let it rest at this.”

“You see——"'

‘“ Absolutely!” said Archie. I see quite
‘clearly thiaat you are receiving large packets

dn. the neck! Dear o'd scout, my heart
bleeds! In fuct, the blue blood of the Glen-
thornes flows rapidly! How frightfully
shocking! And, at the same time, how
shockingly frightful!”

“ You mean about me?"”

‘“ Every time!"” said Archie. “These

bounders give you the icy shoulder—in other
words, the giassy optic.  And then there's
that Dblister, I thisvk that describes him,
you kuow."

‘ Blister¢"

“I am referring, dear lad, to the chapple
who presides in the Form-room," said Archie.
““ Mr. Snuggs, to be exact. Now there, as
it were, is a perfectly poisonous worm who
ought to be bally well thrown to the sharks!
He's nothing more nor less than a weed on
the lawn, don't you know! A dashed thistle
in the midst of a corufield!”

“ Somethink like that,”" agreed Alf.

““He's down on you, and the chappies are
down on you, and it seems that you're in
for a dashed awful time!” went on Archie.
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“ You haven't gobt a study, you haven't got
anything!"’

Al g,rmtm{l
“In fact, I've made what you might cal!
a bicomin’ good start!" he said. “ It's my
fust day, an’ I'm ’'ated lika 1 was a dose
¢t medicine! Queer, ain't it? And yet '1'm
a good-tempered chap."

Archie fell silent. ’

He considered for a few moments, His
heart had softened towards thiz junior who
was scorned by pearly everybody in the
Remove. © And Archie's heart was very soft,
100.

It secemed that the new boy was booked
for a rough time, and if Archie could help
to make the passage any smoother, he would
do so. And he remembered that Alf had
done him a big service.

Archie knew well enough that Hugging was

not presuming on that in the slightest
degree. And, in the enthusiasm of the
moment, he came to a decision. He beut

forward, and tapped Alf on the Kknee.
“ What about it?"" he asked.

“ Eh?* said Alf.

“1 mean to say, how does it strike you?"
asked Archie. “ 1'm dashed, lonely, dear
old lad."”

* Lonely?"

“ Absowtely!"

“ But 1 don't quite get the 'ang!”

“You see, this study is frichtfully big,

said Archie, waving a hand round. * There's
nobody here who can share it with rue,
What about it, Alf, old darling? You and

I, what?"”

““ You—you mean that vou'd like me to
come in——"' |

““ Absolutely!”’

“ Oh, but—hbut——""

Alf paused, and took a deep breath. He
had been expecting nothing of this kind, and
it rather took his breath away at first, Ax

for Archie, he had put the invitation in a
Very nice way.

From the very first, he had gloated in the
fact that he had a study to himeself. And
now, in order to make Alf comfortable, he
had given him to understand that lhe was
l{}neh

Alf bc-nt forward.

“Look ’ere, 1 ain't the Kkind bloke
ft.o tell no “l':-:” lie sadd earnestly.,  * Somae.
how, I've got a idea that you an’ me under.
stands one another., We ain't the same
class, an’ we ain't wot you might call real
pals. ’'Tain’t likely. You an' me can’t be
pals,”

“ But, my

01

dear old onion——"

‘““ All the sawme, we sort of 'it it orf,”
said  Alf., 1 don't s'pose for a minute
that we shall ever be friends—I don't want
to shove wmyself an your, and ‘tuaie't hkoiv
that you'll want to pal on to me. Still,
I'll tell yer etraight—1'd like to accept
that there offer!"

“You'll come tato the old study?' asked
Archie,

** Yes, if you really want me.”
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** Then, old lad, it's settled,” said Arechio,
. with relief. *Ttmt 1 mean to say, IS lel'
“Absolutely!  The *-uh in fact, is brushed
aside.  In future this stndy beloungs to yoy
and to me. How frightfully decent to }.n.) W
tlnt the bally guestion is setiled"’

- Blow me!” said Alf. "You're t']“
" ovly ‘gent among the 'ole crowd.”
* Absolutely wpot!” protested
*There's Nipper, and Pitt——" .
* Oh, some o' them are real good 'uns,”
adinitted  Alf,  “ But as for the rest—---
Lhiey're snobs—all the lot! Now look ’ere,
mate, Ts it real? Do von mean it? About

tlw study, I mean?”
" 0Of course l dn-—l mean to say,
Archie. * Rather!”
" Honest Tojun?™
" Honest absolute Injun!™?
“Then I'll just go out fur a
thhe Triangle, and ’ave a breath
air,”” said Al rising.  ** Crikey!
wrf a brick 1
Amd Alf weunt out, leaving Archie lying
Fiather himply on the lounge, |
* A dJashed peculiar expresh,” murmured
Archie. ** The dear cove absolutely called
mp half a brick! At least he said [ wasn’t

balf a brick! I'm trying to fathom the
L' ally thing out!”

Archie.

rather!”
. b ul

walk in
of fresh
You ain't

And he was still thinking when Phipps |
Cvame in,

Phipps proceeded to put a few
“beoks upon the shelf,

“Gh, there yon are!" said Archie, 'npﬂn-

}ing hLis eyes. ““Whar Lao! Plup]m, dear
old chappie, have yon ever heard of a
feliow being called holf a briek /" -
“*Not that 1 know of, zir.”
** Neither have I,”" =uid Archie. “ A whole
brick—ycs—but never half a brick! And

when yon come to think of it, it's a rummy
thing to say! Because bhricks, don’t you
h:mw are made nt’ clav!”

* Pre. isely, sir, :

" S0 that when on= dnpp e calls another
chappie a brick, it’s just as good as saying
that he’s soft!” weur on Archie. * Gond
gad! Logic, what? Tracing down the old
facts to their source, as it were! Bt it
seema that we are waunderiug, Phipps. I
lave news!" . o B

** News, siv?”" said Phipos. “ By the way,
may I inquire what these hooks are doing
ere, sir?”

“They belong

Al gir?” P T

“'Fhe-very came cove 1 was talking about
this morning,” said Archie, . You heard
about it, of course? Ho abseluytely rolled
up this morning, and I'm dashed if he
isn’t here, on the spot! 1In ithe Remove!
And, what's more, positively sharing the
old study!”

Phippa lookel startled.

to  AlLLY

S sharing  the study. sir?” he asked
anickly, e ‘

" Absolutely!” : -‘

“ But, Master Archie!' ejaculated Phipps.
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¢ You cannot mean to assure me that you

have invited that—that bricklayer's son
to live with you here? It cannot be
pessible!™

Archie sank back limply.

“It's .ot only possible, but it's arranged.
1 mean {to say, I've fixed it! Absolutely!
You see, the poeor old chap was homeless!
Wandering about like one of those lost
shecep you hear about.”

“ Nevertheleas, sir, I ain amazcd—shocked
~—that you should have been so extremely

rash,” said Phipps severely. 1 cannot
possibly imagine what you were thinking
Uf.l' :

“Weli, to tell the truth, I'm dashed it
I know!"

Archiec gazed across the room with a
giassy expreszion. Phipps had brought him
to earth with a shock.

“Izbclo not think you considered  all the
possibilities, sir,”” went on Phipps. " You
will be oblizced to partake of tea with this
~tliis common creature.”

“Tea!" said Archie, in a tired voice.

“Yes, gir, tea,”" said Phipps. * Master
Huggins will probably make a loud noise
“hen he drinks—he will undoubtedly eat
sardines with a knife! Aund there is not
the slightest question that he will use
a saucer instead of a cup!”

“Don't!"” pleaded Archie. “Don't!”
It's frightful, Phipps—absolutely foul! 1
must admit that I did not think of these

awful possibilities. You have made the
tissues absolutely quake like a  jelly!
Fhipps, I'm all of a dither! The young

master is wobbly at the knecs!”
Phipps looked quite stern.

“I'm astounded, sir,” he said, with dig-
nity. ‘1 am astounded that you should
have forgotten yourself to suech an extent,
May I inguire if this matter is really
definitely fixed?"

““My dear lad the contract is signed!”

““ Then, sir, the only course for you is
to retract,”’ said Phipps firmly. ** You must
make some excuse n

‘“ Absolutely not!" declared Archie, rising

and appearing to recover with great
- rapidity. ** Retract? I'm  dashed well
ashamed of you! Noblesse oblige, don't
you know!"

** But, Master Archis—''

“ Noblesse oblige!"" said Archie. *'In
other aords, nchle actions are expected

from those of noble birth! And, upon my

sonl, it would be a bailly ignoble action to

turn this poor cove out. He stayvs, Phipps!”
‘“ But, sir——"

“ He stays!"" tepeat:d Archie, with dig-
nity, * Gadzooks! HNow dare you? How
dare you criticise the young muster? 1
don't mind telling you, thiat 1'ur bally glad
I niade the offer, As for All, ne's priceless
—one of the absolute ones!”

And Archie sat down and glared at Phipps
dafiantly.

i
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CIIAPTER
LEMOVE
shower

the fellows to remaii

indoors. And quite a num-
ber of them had collected
: in the Common-room—for
there was well over half an hour before
afternoon lessons would begin.

Alf was the one subject of conversation,

VI1II.
AGAINST
INNER was over.

THYE

HiM!

QOutside anothicr

had caused

“Just like a giddy navvy!'' said Arm-
strong, with contempt. * Did you notice
his manners at table?”

*“ Absolutely made me sick!"" said Griffith,

“The rotter was like a pig!" declared
ITubbard. “Why, ke actually shoved
potatoes in his mouth with a knife!"’

*Awful!”

“I don't see why we should stand him!"
put in Fullwood. * lle's nothing more nor
less than a common beast—a brat out of
the gutter. The best thing we can do is
to tell the Head that we won't let him
mix with us,"

“ That's the idea!™

‘““Let's hoof him cout of the school!”

** Hear, hear!”
I entered the Common-room, and stood
listening, I didn't interfere. It wouldn't

have been much good even if I had done.
The fellows were in such a mood that 1
should ounly have made matters worse,

There was a certain amount of excuse
for them, I had to admit to myself that
Alf's table manuners had been shocking. He
had shown himself to be untraived in every
way, But, as Pitt had pointed out, the
fellow couldn't help it—he had never known
anything better,

The time to judge him would he after
about a month—it wasn't fair to size him
un row. That's what the muajority of the
juniors couldn't see. They were only to«
ready to drop oun the new boy on the very
instant. g v

Alf himself came into the Common-room,
and looked round. He had not wanted to
come—but Archie had invited him to do
s0, Archie reckoned it was far better for
the new fellow to show himself. It would
look peculiar, in fact, if Alf avoided the
Remove. And his arrival at that moment
was somewhat unfortunate,

FFullwood seized upon him at once.
wood was feeling xery bold,
rounded by his own pais—and he always
delighted in showing  off.  lHere waz a
chance to indulge in a little amusement at
the cxpeunse of the ' common cad.”

“Here he is!"" exclaimed I'ullwood jeer-
ingly., *“ Gaze upon it, you fellows! The
rotter who shoved his way into the school
where he ain't wanted! 1lle can't even eat
decentiy!"”

‘“ Shoves his knife into his mouth!'? said
Gulliver, with contempt. * That's what he
learnt off his father—1 suppose.”

I"ull-
Ile was sur-
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o Rats!"” said Fullwood. “ 1 don’t sup-
pose his father uses a knife at all! HMHi=
father goes 1o wmh with Iis dinuer wrapped
up in a red handkerchief!™

* i{a, ha, ha!”

And when the bricklayers knock off
umh, old ]lu"glm runs into a pub to have
nis pint!"" went on Fullwood jeeringly.
‘fhen he rolls home drunk, as likely as
pot!?

Alf ?«t:‘{}de forward.

" Look ’ere—I'll give
he <atid tensely,

1 don’t want to talk to
trullwood. © Clear off!” |

* Mebbe you don't want to talk to me,

his eves hlazing.
yon a warnin'lg

you!l' said

but I want to talk to you!"” snapped
Huggins, It doan't matter a cuss to me
wot insults voun sav—about me! But I
ain't eoin’ to hear no hinsults agin my
jather!”

* Hinzults?"" said lull“{)od

*1ka, Da, lm' ? .

“ Oh, go hon—carckle!"" <houted Alf pas-
'.-ximmtoly * Bloomin® funny, ain't it?
Lumme It don't take much to make you

blokes gn orf! It seems to me that ail
vou need 15 2 lut of nasty, vindictive——"’
" Steady ou!™ put in Arustrong. ** Better

lj-.'. careful what voun say!”’

‘Be careful what I say!” shouted Alf.
1 mustn't speak, e¢h? 1I'm different, |1
s'pose?  You fellers can say anythink you
like—youn can hinsult me an’ my dad to
your 'eart’s content! 4tnd yet [ mustn't
say a word! Iz that wot you eall bein’
fair?”

“Give the chap «a chanece!”” said De
Valerie grufily,

" Mind your own business!™ snapped FFuil-

wood. ' As tor his father, I'll say what |
Iike. What is he—a rotten bricklayer!”
And he's come into some money—won it

backed somwe
vot, hohd of

i a uwepqt.nke. or probably b
winners!  Either that, or he
it. h‘, Mue\m“—h—-'

Stop that!™ shouteds Alf thickly.

“ By George!" roared MHandforth. =1l
iolly well zlaugliter that cad! Lemime get,

at, him!” ,
But before Handforth could ruash at Fnll-
woed, he was seized by Pitt and Watson
and myselfl,
“What's the
hotly. 1 don’t believe in
here, but that's no reason
should be such a filthy cad!
sniash him np!"
*“No, you're not!'" |
" Lemme go
*Don't he

idea?” demanded Handy
Huggins being
why IMullweod

I'm going to

satd quietly.

- such an ass, my scn!” 1 in-
Lterrupted.  “ If Huggins hasn’t got encugh
sumption and plock to go for Fullweod
himseif, he doesn't deserve any suppart.
Lat's see how much Tluegins will stand!”
“Oh, well; that's not a bad idea,” grewled
Havdforth, < I snppcse he ought to «tick
up for himeself, <1f he doesn’t he's not worth
Smuch,  But Follwood makes me absolutely
boil. The hlessed heast!™ '
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¢ § don’t want it!’’ said AlIf un-
comfortably. ‘‘ Crikey ! Do you think
I’m going to shove mysalf in on those
blokes 7 Not likely ! 1'll be without
a study——"' '

Ralph Leslio Tullwood was as Tull of con:
fldeince as ever,

“Of course, we're
and £ay ncthing!” he exciaimed.
of a street cleaner wualks into

supposed to =tand hy,
“This sun
the =chon!,

and gets shoved.into the Remove! [ dou't
ce2 why we should stand h. {t's an insult-
it's too thick fnr waords And as for ln:n

rotten father -
“* Are you going to stop tu ot
\lf flercely.

* demanded

Yﬂ'” ‘

“Well, 1 give vou warning!" saill Hug-
@iLls, *If yon menrion my Iather’s mane
agin, 1'N swipe you acrost the jaw!™

TFullweod laughed: in his face.

“What lovely langunace!” ho sneered.
“Yeu'd swipe e acrost the jaw, wonld
Yol 2

‘“¥usl? |

“1If I mention your father again?”

“Yen'd best not drive maitog far. yoa
gleatin’ ceum ! shouted Al.. .. I .won't be

responsible if you drives me to.it. 1 come
with the intention of bein’ good-tempered.
But I ain't eoin’ to stand—-"

“It's not a question of what you'll ~stand -
we're the oncs who have to stand it?’? in-
terrupted Fullwood. * Wh}', yvou low-down
brat, you daren't touch me! You daren't
tay oune of your filthy paws on rue”’

CDaren’t 177 exelaimed Al tvuw Ys

*No, you sen of o dustman - "
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Crash!

It was moro than Alf could stand. All his
good resolutions went to the winds, TUlesh
and blood could put up withi a lot, but this
was too much. And Alf's right fist thudded
into Fullwood’s sneering face, and the
lecader of Study A went crashing over back-
wards with a fearful smash,

“Yow! Ow!” he moaned.

He lay on the floor, groaning in agony.

* That's what some¢ more o' yvou'll get if
you ain’t careful!” shouted Alf, white with
passion. * Just drive me a bit further—>’

“Oh, indeed!” came a rasping voice from
the doorway. “Indeed! Apnd so this is
what I find when I glance into the Common-
room!”

There was a sudden, tense silence, and
Mr. Snuggs strode into tlic centre of the
room, and looked round. IHis face was dis-
torted into a grin of sheer pleasure, 'This
kind of thing just suited Mr. Snuggs. He
seized Alf by the shoulder and shook him.

“You murderous young ruffian!” he said
fiercely.

“ Look 'ere, sir 2

“Not one word!” =chouted Mr. Snuggs.
“You—you wretch! This is what I discover
when I just happen to pass by! I look into
this room, and what do I find? What do
I find?”

He glared round, and shook AIf once more.

““I find that you cannot spend your first
morning in the school without indulging in
some of your hooligan tactics!”’ he went
on. “Your first object, it appears, is tc
pick a quarrel with the son of a gentle-
man!. I am amazed and disgusted——"’

“It wasn't me wot picked the quarrel!”
shouted Alf hotly. “It was 'im!
my father a thief—"

““Sneak!™

“Oh, that is not at all surprising to me!”
said Mr. Snauggs sarcastically. “Can you
expect this boy to be anything else but a
encak? Brought up amid the surroundings
of the gutter, lie naturally retains tis 2

“Hold on, sir!” I interrupted. “I think
it only right that you should know that
Fullwood ahsolutely goaded Huggins into at-
tacking bim. If these cads like to accuse
me of sneaking, they can do so——"

“ Silence, boy!” said Mr. Snuggs.
not wizh to hear one word in defence of this
wretched young hooligan. Indeed, there can
be no defeuce., What is he but a common
clod?”

“That's about all he is, sir!”

“ This—thia common clod!” repeated Mr.
Snuggs, relishing the words, ‘“Ile has dared
to touch a boy of gentle upbringing. Hug-
ging, you will go to my study at once.
will be there shortly, and I will administer
a severe caning. Do you understand?”

Alf was now absolutely calm.

““Yes, sir,” he said quietly.

“Go to my study, aud wait!” repeated
Mr. Snuggs. “You have no excuse—no
defence! 1 entered this room, and caught

you red-handed iu a most blackguardly at- |

| tack—an attack which was utterly

"E called

“1 do

e
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unplo-
voked, Go!” A

Just for one moment Alf seemed as thouzh
he were about to speak. But he probably
realised the futility of any protest. e
dropped his hands limply to sides, and
walked out of the room.

““ Sizzzzzzz " _

A low, sibilant hiss followed the new bow
out ¢f the Common-room.

It made me boil to hear it, for nething waus

#ncre undeserved than this treatment. As
for Mr. Snuggs, I longed to punch him. The

man was absolutely - insufferable.

But what could we do? He was the master
of the Remove, and he had already muide .
up his mind to treat Alf Huggins with con-
tempt and unfairness. ;

Fullwood had asked for that blow, and [
was immensely pleased that he had got it.
l'or it proved that Alf was not a worm.
He had stuck up for himself, and I liked

| him all the hetter for it.

And then I felt rather sick.

For Mr. Snuggs bent over Fullwood, and
fawned upon him, and was much concerned
about his injury.  Fullwood, like the cad hlie
was, pretended to be badly hurt.

¢““]—I shall be all right socn, sir,”” he
muttered. ¢ The young hooligan flew at me
like a tiger. I wasn't prepared. 1 didn't
know he was coming.”

“ My dear, dear boy, I quite understand,”
sald Mr. Snuggs gently. ¢ The attack was
most appalling. I am shocked. I am quife
shocked.”

“And I never said a word to him,”’ went
on Fullwood indignantly. “In fact, I was
trving to be pally—-" '

“You liar!” roared Handforth.

“@ood gracious!” ejaculated Mr. Snuggs.
“My dear Handforth! Such language!
Really, I must protest'”

Handforth relapsed into grim silence. And
Mr. Snuggs passed over towards the door,
and then turned back.

“There is just ene other thing,” he said.
“I1 do not believe in this nonsense which
prevents a boy from informing a master of
a grievance. There is no such thing as
sneaking. If Huggins dares to lay fingers
on any one of you again, please acquaint
me of the facts without delay.”

And the Form-master strode out of the
room, :
“ The—the ugly,
Handforth fiercely.
“Oh, I don't know!” said Armstrone,
“If Huggins gets a caning, he'll deserve it.”
¢ Deserve it!" roared Mandforth.

“Yes,” replied Armstrong. “I'm not a
pal of Fullwgod’s, but how dare this com-
mon gutter brat lay hands on one of our
class? He ought tc be shown that he can't
do that sort of thing!”

““ Hear, hear!”

¢« Armstrong's quite right!”

¢ The low-bred buunder cught to be taught
a lesson!”

“ Rather!”

lop-zided beast!™ said



1 listened ‘grinly. ‘There was po doubt
about it, the rank and file of the Remove
was dead against Alf Huggins. Yet, in
their hearts, the fellows must have known
that. he bad been fully justified in knocking
Jullwood down.

ITe had been provoked to a point almost
. beyond endurance. And for Mr. Spuggs to
come crawling in, and to drop on him like
that was the culminating indignity. The
whole affair was shameful. And there was
just one word to explain everything.
Prejudice!
That's all :
These young idiots considered themselves to
be on a higher plane than Alf. Whether
ihey were cads or not made little difference.

THE. NELSON

it was—just class prejudice. |
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Even Fullwocd’s natural enemies sided with
bim in this affair. | .

. And while the matter was being discussed
in the Common-room, Alf Huggins came out
of Mr. Spugge’ study. He.was hot, .sullen,
and in agony. But he walked proudly down
the passage, with a firm stride.

He had done nothing—nothing!

And yet he was despised and scormed and
lcathed! Was it fair? Was it giving him
a chance? ' 3

Tke bricklayer's son could almost have
?t”e{lll aloud with the dreadful injustice of
it all.

But Alf Huggins’ time of -trial at St.
Frapk’s wag only just commencing. He was
in for a fight—a bitter, uphill fight!

THE END.

Editorial . . .

_— S - - S — i

uncement.

My dJdear Readers, --The manper in which
Alf Huggins was received by the boys of
St. Frang’s in the above story may give you
the impression that the Old School is seeth-
mg  with snobbishness, In the following
few lines at my disposal [ feel I must
say something, if not in defence, at all
events In extenuation of the treaiment ac-
corded to the new boy by the school in
yeneral. We must make usllowances in the
first place for the natural disposition of all
sehcolboys to give voice to their opinioas
with a frankness that .does not spare the
feelings of others, and a new boy is invan-
ably subjected to amn ordeal in which any
peculiarity he may display is brought home
to him. This is really only a schoolboy's
form of introducticon, at the same time
being a test of the new boy’s good and bad
points. 1t will be here noticed that the
decent feliows do not pursue their atten-
tions towards the nmew boy as soon as they
ret to know him. They cither chum up to
him or leave him alome. It is the bully
and the rotter who persists in anpoying,
and subjecting his mnewly found victim
neyoud this stage. St. Irank’s, like any
other school, is not free from rotiers, and
tt, 1s from these that Huggins chiefly suffers.
1§  this. were all Huggins could easily
gt his own battle. But his lot at the
gchoo! is made immeasurably harder by the
attitude of Mr. Snuggs towards him. Mr,
Spyggs is a detestabla kind of snob, for he
'8 mot content with only favouring hovs of
Ligh social standing, bhut he goes out of his

way to insnit and bully those becys under
his charge who come of Liumble origin. We
shail hear a great deal more of Mr. Snuggs,
and of the eflect of his bad example on the.
Remove in another fine story next week, cn-
titled ** ALWAYS IN THE WRONG; or The
Snobs of St. Frank’'s.” _ s

TWO NEW FEATURES NEXT WEEK!

In * Our Detective Story Section” next
week 1 am starting two splendid new
features. One is a powerful detective seria!
of Nelson Lee, calied " THE LEAGUE OF
THE IRON HAND!' The other is the first
of a brilliant series of complete detective
stories featuring the celebrated sleuth,
Gordon Fox. The Nelson Lee cserial deals
with the adventures of Ne.son Lee in his
thrilling exploits against o dangerous con-
federation of crimjnals headed by Paul
Hermanu, an unprincipled and rutliless scouu-
drel who is known by hLis associates as
**The Mysterious One.” The confedera-
tion is called The League of the Iron Hand,
and few of its members are aware that
their Jeader is a millionaire who lives in
state in a {fashionabie house. in Curzon
Street, W. 1 can say with confidence,
kpowing that you will endorse my opinion,
that this coming serial will eclipse any
other detective :tory of Nelscn Lee that
has ever appeared in this Library. So on
r.o account must you miss the opening
instalment, and do mnot forget to tell all
vour friends about if.

THE EDITOR.
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: 'I'REASURE ISLAND

from end to end with real good stuft: quality and quantity For instance—

The serial now runnine is “TREASURE ISLAND”—at present in its most ex-

citing stage. A ~tory of pirate ¢old, and stirring adventure on land and sea; it is

the best of its Kind everwritten by the world's verdict. It is a masterpiece of

arrative, aud by that world-famed writer R. L. Steveuson. You may have read

“Treasure I=lard " already, but don't hesitate on that account. You can find

fresh delignt every time you re-read it. And you can read it cheaply and con-

x'tenientl_s' in the U.J. If vou have seen the film or the stage piay, read the
story.

Each week tnere is a LONG COMPLETE story of SEXTON BLAKE, the world’s
most popular detective. IFull of thrills, mystery, deteetive work, and adventure.
lilustrated by the best artists,

Each wecek also there is a real-life Detective Magazine Supplement. Iliustrated
articles on police and detective work, erime investigation, and so cun. Intensely
interesting. AsK your newsagent to lot you see a copy of this week’s

*UNION JACK “Own Paper. -
%OUT ON THURSDAYS - - - = =- 2.
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YU[' car’'t do hbetter than buy the * Union Jack "—regularly! 1t i3 packed

0076085 850590840
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is all you pay for our No.400A Mead
* Marvel'—the finest cycle ever offered -
on such e:coptmna.ily easyterms. Bril-
liantly pla.ted richly enamelled ; lined
in colours. - Sent packed free ca.rriage
paidon 15 DAYS'’ FREE TRIAL
Fully warranted. Money refunded if
dissatisfied. Old machines exchanged.
Big bargains in factory soiled mounts.
Tyres and- accessories 33 1-3% below .
shop prices. Write TO-DAY for testi-
momals and ilhstnted art cabalngue

Gycla cnmpany tlnn )
(Dept. B797) Birmingh'm

THE CHAMPION:

The Tip-Top Storv
Weekly.

.i?umper Number This Week.

A Splendid Long Complete Story
of the Great North-West.

“ RANGER TOM'S ORDEAL.”
“ NOT SUCH A FOOL ! "

A Rollieking Tale of an April Ist
Jape.

Free Glossy Phofo of H. Baker

(The Champion High Jumper, etc.)
Price 2d.  Out on Monday.

THE NELSON I.EE L!BRARY

the
| ilLibl‘aI‘y,,” enclosing the cou-
- ‘Ipon to be found in this week’s
|issue, and your handwriting

‘will be analysed FREE.

I

——— ——— i ——

V\Charac fer

Told

By .
\H andwrmzzq /

Would you like to have

|your character told by your

handwrltmg ?

If so, send a spec1men to
Editor of “Answers’

There_is no limit to the
number of specimens you
may send———your relatwes
friends’, etc. -

=1

Get a Copy of This Week’s

| ANSWERS' LIBRARY

now on sale,

and see for yourself.

“ Answers’ Library ” con.
tains a long complete story
‘and a magazine supplement
‘every week, also three big
money-making competitions.

2d.

Every Tuesday.,
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‘\5 "British Publil?a- byeh gﬁlee "Eo%

Y- LONDON'S OLDEST-ESTAB- ({"-30)]
LISHED Mail Order Houses. \ . /[

X An absolutely 'FREE:GIFT
h Free.of .a -Solid. Silver..English

: Hall-marked Double. Curb Albert,
with Seal attached, given FREE
with &very Watch, .. g om0 .4

—

N

O Bpécification: Gent's Fulisize B
Keyless Lever, Watch, ;improved :
action ;= fitted  patent “recoil click, (-

-nreyenﬂrng breakage of main '-

\ spring by overwinding. -3~:- ) 1
) 10 YEARS' WARRANTY.
4 . . 3
o NFF= Sent on.receipt of 6d. Q.

w . deposit; after approval, E‘-_- '

séend 1/6 .more., The (Y
balancéd may "then be s
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refunded in full if dis- »&
satisfied. Send 6d. now
to - 5

J. A.DAVIS & CO0. R

/. —-.. (Dept, 87), »~- &

| 26, Denmark ,Hill, \
: London, S.E.6. ()
! . '.-‘. '; .-.h \.:‘\
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£2,000Worth ot CheapJob Photographiec
Material, Cameras, etc. Send at once for
Catalogue and Sampies Free.—HACKETTS
WOREKS, July Road, Liverpool. E. - !

MAGIC TRICKS, cte.— FParcels 2/6, 5/6, Ven-
triloquist’s Instrument. Invisible, Imithte® Birds. -

Price 6d. each, 4 for 1/-—T. W. HARRISON, 239,
Pentonville Road, London, N.l. ;

| 50 WAR & ARMISTICE FREE to
applicants for Blue Label Appro's =-Enc.-
post. Mentiont Gift 501.—B. L. CORYN,
10, Wave Crest, Whitstable, Eent.=

- = R —

GUT THIS OUT.~

The Nelson Lee Library, Pen Coupon. Value 24,

Send 7 of these Coupons with only £/9, "direct to
the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet Street,
B.C.4. You will receive by return a- splendid
British-Made 14ct Gold Nibbed = Fleet zFountain
Pen, value 10/6 (Fine, Medium, or “Brd&ad. nib),
1f only one coupon is sent, the price is,3/9,-.2d.
being allowed for each extra coupon-up to.six.
(Pocket Clip 4d.) Satisfaction guaranteed or cash
returned. Special New Offer; " Your FOwn
- Name in gilt letters on either pen for 1/- extra,
Lever Self-filling Safety Model, 2/- extra,

paid=by.9 Monthly pay- _.
ments of 2/-.cach. Cash ¥{.1

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

WIRELESS

MAEKE YOUR OWN
SETI

The mysteries of wirelesn
.+ made clear,
WIRELESS FOR

ALXL, 6d.,and its scquel,

SIMPLIFIED WIRE-
e LESS;  1/-C

At all »ooksellers or 1/9

post free.irom:—

RADIO PRESS, 3, Devereux Bldgs:; W.C.2,

AL ol Ao e Mt 3, = T —

FREE.—P/CKETOF STAMPS, containing ASCEN-
SION ' ISL.axND, Argentine, GUYANE, Brazil,
JAMAICA WAR, Ceylon, MAURITIUR, Yicloria,
PERSIA, - Russia, " TANGIER, * Verfezacla, ‘SALVA.
DOR,_Bulgaria, BOLSHEVIK UKRAINE,-Nigeria,
"REUNION, -Mocambique,-DECCAN and PHILIF-
PINES. Send * 14d. : postage,~ and’ ask to see
approvals.-—VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK.

ARE .YOU - HAPPY

Bright and Cheerful? - It ig impossible to be s6
if you suffer from. Nervous Fearsy Awkwardness
int. Company, . Nervous = Depression,- r Blushing,
Timidity,. Sleeplessness,x Lack .of . Will-power, or
Mind Concentration.. You can absolutely overcoms
all*nervous; troubles if-.you usethes Mento-Nerve
Strengtiiening . Treatment.s GUARANTEED CURE
OR- MONEY REFUNDED.: Scnd 3. penny stamps
immediately for particulars. GodfrysElliott-Smith
Lid., 543. .Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus,

- Ebndon,e. B.C4, s« -« :u-

CICARETTE PIGTURE - ALBUNS

' S T b v 2 y 3 8 = .
Have a & Cyg-Pyc."« Holds 50 at one view.
A necessity to all Cigarette Picturg Collectors.

£2 5 for- PR IZES Particulars of our Gift of a Won-

cash

'3/4. Send P. Orders, * Thousands already sold.

o - GORDON BUSH CO.,- .
16, Great Russell Stre&t., London, W.C.1.

: < If you are under 40, you
DOMT, BE SHOML s Gy Jmcsin s

report from 2 to 5”inches, increase. Resultsquite
permanent - Send- P.C.«to-dayifo” particulars, and

|, A
w

derful Pocket Tnifé free to Boys.:
‘Price post free: one, 8d.: three,-1/10; six for

5
.*l

our £100 guarantee to our® Enquiry Dept. A.M.P,, °
17, Stroud Green Road, London, N.4. . s
Learn _the . Won-

Don*t Be BUIlied! derful Japaness Art

of - Self-Defence . without .Weapons. For small boys
and men (also women). Send 'NOW Four Penny
Stamps® for - Splendid..Illustrated -Sample
‘Lessons, or 3/6”for. Large_ ‘Portion of Course.
Dept. N.L.,- School of Juiitsi; 31, Golaen

e

Square, Regent St., Lonﬂon._j?.l. )
s .. Cure vourself

Stop -Stammering-!-i:"5 aa. rar.
{iculars PREE.— FRANK' ' B.-HUGHES, 7,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.

All yvou require Boots; Suits, Costumes,
Raincoats, Overcoats,Accordions,Watches, Rings,
Clocks,etc., from 4 monthly. Catalogue free Iome
or Abroad:—Masters, Ltd.,* 6,*Hope Stores, RYE.

Be sure and mention ‘' The Nelson Lee Library "
when communicating with advertisers.

Fleetway House,
§/6 for six months.

s Abroad, 11/- per annum;
Africa: The Central News Agency,

Gordon & Gotch, Limite¢d; and for Canada:

No. 4 09.

Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated: Press (1922), Ltd. The
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- 5/6 for six months,
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