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be better not to. :
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Because he is supposed to be the son of a bricklayer,
Alf Huggins has been severely persecuted by the snobs of
St. Frank’s, including Mr. Snuggs, the new Remove master.
On account of his unfairness towards Huggins, Mr. Snuggs
is under notice to leave the school. But before he departs,

A

~T

accuses Al of maliciously assaulting him.

Mr. Snuggs is determined to avenge himself against the
unfortunate Huggins.
the master expected.. Snuggs meets with an accident, and

An opportunity comes sooner than

The circumstances are all against

Huggins, and he is expelled from St. Frank’s. The following story deals with the
final scenes at 3t. Frank’s prior to Huggins b_eing hounded out of the schoel by

his infuriated schoolfellows.

CIHLAPTER I.
FULLWOOD'S LITTLE SCHEME!

T ACKED,” said TFullwood gloatingly—
““ kicked out on his npeck!"”

‘“Yes. an’ serve him

¢ Rather!” agreed DBell.

The ecads of the Ancient Mouse at St.
Frank's were sitting in Study A, in the
Remove passage. And the whole school was
humming and buzzing with the dramatic
events which had just been taking place.

There had been excitement at the old
school, '

It was now pgetting on for bed-time,
before long the bell would clang out,
another day would be over. But this
# day which would live long within
memory of the Remove.

Alf Huggins had been expelled!

The boy from Hoxton—the bricklayer’s
son— had at last fallen a vietim to his
enemies, and he was in the punishinent-room,
awaiting the final ¢“kick out” in the early

morning.
Stafford thad

right !’

and
and
wWas
the

For Dr. announced that
Huggins would not be seen by the boys
again. It - was too late for him to leave
the school to-might, but when all the fellows

THE EDITOR.

came down in the nwruin;zf:'

have gone. :

And this was a thought which made Full-
vood -and Co. gloat.

It was largely owing to PPullwood's vin-
dictive nascality that Alf was now in the
throes of misery and disgrace. It was Full-,
wood who had plotted and planned. It was *®
Fullwood who had aided the scheme.

For, actually, Mr. Snuggs wag the culprit.

But even Gulliver and Bell did not know
this. They had no idea of the actual truth.
They believed, indeed, that Illuggins had
actually committed the crime for which he
had been sentenced. . And Fullwood had no
intention of enlightening them.

“Yes, the cad’s going!”? said Fullwood.
“1 don’'t believe in lettin’ him clear out on
the quiet, though. It's a filthy trick on
us to send him off in the early morning.”

“0Of course it is,”” agreed Bell.

““We wanted to kick him out ourselves!”
said Gulliver. “ My hat! Just think how
great it would be to hound the beast out
of the Triangle.”

“ Rather!”

Fuliwood noaded

“ Well, that's my idea, as a matter of
fact,” he said. *1 don't see why we

Huggius woula -
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The chap’s
derer—and he dezerves to be hounded ont.

should out of that pleasure.

beast—practically a mur-
P’ve
chaps,

only gof to whisper it to the nt-her
and they’ll join in like birds.’

It was rather extraordinary that ull-
wooid should talk in this way. For he
knew—le was aware of the actual truth
concerning lugegins. Ile knew that the lad
was innecent. Yet it was Fullwood who
originated this scheme to kick the unfor-
tunate junior when he was down.

It was an indication of
capacity for hatred.

IFurtherinore, the leader

Fullwood’'s

of the cads had |

Y A T—

repeated his lying story so frequently that {

I'necuseious,
indoors,

The doctor had come,
waited in a ferment,

All sorts of wild rumecurs had got about.
Some said that Mr, Souges was dead. Others
declared that he would peg out hefore the
nighit had gone. And then came the truth.

Mr. Suuggs was very much alive—and, in-
deed, would be able to resume his :Iulu-_c,
within a day or two. The blow had becn a
glancing one, and the master had uwol res
ceived the full force.

But this made no difference to the assaull.

The murderous intent had Leen the same.
The master bad been attacked with a heavy

Mr, Snugzs had been carried

and the =chool had
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he had almost begun to beliove that it wus |
true.- e had pearly succeeded in con-
vincing himself that Alf Muggins had

cominitted the erime.

Yet there had been no crime.

The whole school believed that the boy
‘froic Hoxton bad committed a brutal and

murcerous aftack upon Mr. Spouggs, the
master of the Remove. The Head believed
it. too—for the evidence was conclusive.
Earlier in the evening, Mr. Snuggs had
been struck down, and Huggins had found
Lbim lying in the woodshed—with a horrible,
ugly wound on his forehead. And when
Huggins had rushed for help, blood had been

scen on his hand. And then the uproar
commenced. '

crowbar. And it was only by pure chance
that he had escaped fatal injury.

And Al Huggins’ guilt was clear.

Not only had he been found with blood ou
his hand, not only had be admitted that he
was in the woodshed with Mr. Souggs, but
'i[«‘pllwend had given positive evidence against
im.

And then the thunderbolt had come.

Mr. Snuggs, recovering consciousness, had
definitely stated that he had been murder-
ously attacked by Huggmh, of the Remove!

There was no question—not the slightest
doubt. Huggins had followed him to the
woodshed, and had attempted to kill him.

But, as Mr. Snuggs had pleaded with the
Head to show the boy mercy, Alf was to he
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merely expelled, and the whole affair was toy

be hushied up as much as possible, In the
morning, Alf would go.

Even Nelson Lee hiuself had no cause to
suspect the trath.

And investigation was not necessary, since
Mr. Snuggs was definite in his statement,
Nelson Lee knew how Alf had been goaded
aund driven of late—he knew that Mr. Souggs
“had been Alf's chief persecutor.  And it
seemed only too obvious that the lad bad
turned at last, and in a fit of passion, h¢ had
assailed his tormentor.

It was quite simple—quite a trivial matter,

And yet how different was the truth!

Just before the alarm, DMr. Souggs and
Fullwood had gone to the woodshed for the
purpose of plotting in quietude. In the dark-
ness, Fullwood had tripped against some-
thing, and had fallen against the wooden
wall. The whole structure shook, and an iron
crowbar, lodged up on the rafters, came out
of place. = ’

It fell—striking Mr. Snpuggs, and hurling
him to the floor.

And that was all—the affair was merely an
accident. And Fullwood and the rascally
Remove master had seized upon this un-
expected opportunity to put the blame on
the boy they hated,

It was an astounding act of vindictiveness.

Injured though he was, Mr. Snuggs had put
the idea into TFullwood's head. Ile had
caused Fullwood to send Alf to him—and
then Mr. Snuggs had screamed for help with
his last breath before lapsing into a brief
spell of wunconsciousness—mainly brought
about by fright.

With sueh terrible evidence
there was no chance for Alf,
He was condemned to leave St. Frank’s.

And, no matter what some of the fellows
thought, Alf would never be able to hold
up his head again in the old school. He was
disgraced for ever. Ile had committed an
assault upon Mr., Snugegs which could never
be wiped out. And he was condemned by

against him,

all.
At least, nearly all.
The one fellow in the whole =chool who

ought to have felt a trace of pity was Full-
wood, T'or Tullwood knew that Alf was
guiltless. And yet Fullwood was even now
plotting and planning to kick the unfortu-
nate junior when he was down., Ralph
Leslice's hatred was appalling,

“Yes, the other chaps will help if* we only
give them the tip,”" said Fullwood.

“1 don't know about that!” exclaimed
Bell. “It's all very well to suggest these
things, Fully, but——"

“But what?”?

“Well, some of the chaps seem tag be
rather sorry for Hugpins,” =aid Bell. ¢ Now
that he's sacked, they reckon we'd better
leave him alone.”

¢ Oh. theyv’re only the
sneered  TPullwood.  © Fellows  like Merrell
and Marriott and the others will join in.
Only too willing. Just wait and see.”

“ But what's the wheeze?"

silly soft idiots!®

LEE LIBRARY
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“What have they got to join?*

Fullweod grinned.

“Jluggins is going in the morning, is
he?’” he asked.

“Yes, early.”

““Before the school gets down?”

“That’'s what the llcad said, anyway.”

“Well, two can play at that game,” said
Fullwood gritaly. ¢ 1f Huggins can get up
carly—so can we.”

“You—you mean—

“1 mean that we can get up at about six

n't

L)

—a whole crowd of wus!” said I'ullwood
teusely. Do you understana?® liuggins

can't leave before seven, because there's no
train until half-past.”

“By pgad!”

Gulliver and Bell looked at their leader
admiration,

“ Now, perhaps vou fellows can give me
a bhit of credit,” went on IMullwood. ** All
we've got to do is to steal down—without
wakin' the rest—an' then we can make an
ambush.”’

“ An' collar Huggins as he leaves?"

‘““ Exactly!”

“And what then?”

“ My dear ass!” said Fullwood. “Haven't
vou got any imagination at all? We'll make
the beast run the gauntlet. We'll give him
the frog's march down the lapne. In fact,
we'll hound him out of the place completely,
and make him wish he'd never been born!”

“0Oh, good!” \

“ Gorgeous idea!” ‘

“ And, what's more, we'll do it!"” said IMull-
wood. *“I'l1l go round now, and talk to Mer-
rell and some of the others. I'll get it all
fixed. You chaps had better say nothing—
leave it to me.”

And Fullwood, with a nod, went off on bis

rascally errand.
A well feel like sleep at all!™ he said
sadly. “The tissnes are fearfully
depressed and weakened, but I'm dashed
certain that slcep won't come to the young
muster.’
Phipps looked concerned.
“You are worrying, sir?”
“Well, dash it all!” said Archie.

In

.
CHAPTER 11

STAUNCH TO THE END!

RCHIE GLENTHORNE sighed.
““The fact is, Phipps, 1 dou't bally

“Worry-

ing? My dear old haddock, I'm positively
wilting away! This thing is too much,
Phipps. I have a ghastly fear that in the

morning I shall not be here.”

Phipps looked rather startled.

““You are thinking of leaving the school,
sir? he asked.

“3YWell, not absolutely—not the entire body
and soul, and all that,” said Archie. “ You'll
probably come in the old bedroom, and you'll
find my earthly remains lying between the

|

| sheets, But 1 shall be gone, Phipps—ahso-



“THE NELSOM

lutely!  Why, dash it, thiere's nothing else
to live for!”

Phipps was rclieved.

““*You gave me quite a start, sir,”” he said.
** There is no necessity whatever for you to
have such fears &

““ Fears!” interrupted
old chap, it would be welcome! 1 don’t
want to exist! Can’'t you understand that
Alf has ahsolutely caught about flive hundred
packets at once? Can't you realise that the
dear old lad is the throes, and all that
~ort of rot?”

Phipps sighed.

He was having rather
Archie Glenthorne. It was getting late. In
fact, it was bedtitne. And Archie and his
valet were now alone in the elegant junier’s
private little bedroom. Archie was in hed
already—sitting up, and hugging his kpees.

Archie. My dear

in

a difficult tinme with

llis gaily-striped pyjamas gzave the whole
room an air of colour,

But Archie himself was sad.

His usually cheerful fuce was pale and
drawn. He felt Alf’s trouble to a terrible
degree. For these two had been the firmest
of flirm friends. Throughont the whole of

Alf’s - troubles, Archie had stuck to him,
Archie had been as staunch as any f:wud
conld be.

And now—AIf was going.

At first, Archie hadn’t been able to rcalise
it. It had seemed too awiul. Even now,
he hardly knew what to do. Nobody could
console him, Even Phipps, who was tactful,
and knew  Archie's every mood, tound it
quite impossible to comfort bis young wmaster,

And Phipps had never 1aited before. 1t
worried the inan.
“You zce, 1 shall he dashed well alone!®?

satd  Arclie musingiy, I anean to say, life
un a desert island would be rather priceless
in comparison 1o this, Think of it, Phipps!
Do your ntmost to get the old brain depart-
ment into working order. @ct busy with the

hroom.,”

A broom, sir?®

=1 wean to say, sweep out the cobwebs,
and  think ! went on Archie. - In fact,

think fearfully. What about it? How can
I live, Phippz? low can I countinue to wo
through the good old daily arind without
Alf bwizzing about, and dashing Lither and
thither? My dear old turnip, 1 teel so fricht-

t'ully frightful that I'm dashed well all of
v Hlither!™
A You will soon he better, sir—"
*Absolutely not,”  =zaid  Archie zadly.
*Dash it all, I ought to know! I go hot,
,aml tien 1 seem to, pass under a dashed

shower-bath! Iciness sets in in chunks! And
then I gob hot again! I shouldn’t be sur-
prised, Phipps, if I'm sickening for ouwe of
\1Imse poisonous Kind of fevers!”

1 bardly think so, sir,"” said Phipps
uravely.

** Brain fever, and what m)tl”

** Quite impossible, sir.” .

“*Gadzooks! T mean to
protested Archie,

gay, dash it!"

LEE LIBRARY

It implies that I haven’t ,g,ot. any bally brain!
1 say brain fever! And you *-.43 impossible!
Rather near the edge, Pluppw The youug
master feels hurt!”

* 1 must apologise, sir,”” said Phipps. "1
did not mean to imply any such sugges-
tiop—-"*

“In that case, old peach,
the matter to .-alhle into oblivion,” said
Archie gracefully. * Of course, I'm quite
ready to admit that when it comes to brains,
I'in somewhat on the short side. Not
absolutely lackiug ent:reh but the braiu

we will allow

'depdrtment is llmlted

““ Not at all, sir)’ _
“I fear tlmt. it must be

_ s0, Phipps.)”
-sald Archie, shaking his head.

**1 mean to

+your3elf over Master Huggine.

F" Hugginsg is quite a
ruttal'k on Mr. Snuggs '

say, I can't dashed well think! I can't get
any ideas! I keep poudering over this, and
poudering over that, and I come back to
the same old spot without progressing. It
makes me feel sad, Phipps.”

“1 should advise you to get to sleep, sir,
said Phipps. It is quite useless to worry
Aud, indeed,
the boy is certainly not worth the cobeern
you have heen showing.”

** Not worth it!”

“I amm afraid not, gaid the valet.
hooligune His

sir,”
young

“Stop!”  commanded  Archie firmly.
* Phipps, I'm disgusted! In fact, I'm bally
well shocked! Do you meawr to actually
tell me, you fearful nnrm that you believe
m lIug"ms gujli?”
“It has been proved, sir H
“*That, 1 mean to say, iz nothing!”
“Mr, Snuggs himsclf testilied——-" : ..
““Mr, Spuggs is a blight—a Kiud of dashed
poison gas!” said Archie. ' As soou as he
wafts in, the atmosplrere. becomes rather
putrid! 1 mean to say, the chap is nothing
more or less than an individual of frightful
loathing! And when it comes to lying, he
can beat a bally {.reek' |
"I'm afraid youw’re somewhat prejudiced
against  Mr. Snuggs, sir,” said  Phipps.

“ llowever, it is not wy place to argue. 1
must let you ‘have your own way, sir. J
would like you to gct to sleep as =oom as
possible, I am hoping, Master Archie, that
you will feel better to-morrow.”
Archiec moaned.
“If 1 still live,

" Better!” he breathed,
Phipps, 1 shall be a shadow! 'There is one
You must get busy

thing that you must do.

on -the telephone at  once, and give an
order.”

‘““ An order, sir?"

“Bxactly—dashh about. and buy a buath-
chair!”

“1 beg yomr pardon., =ir.,”" suid Phipps,
startied.

** Oh, look here! 1 mu‘:m. look here!™ pro-
tested Arehie. “Don’t be - 80 deucadly

dense!  You don't suppose that I shall be
able to \mlh do yon? [ shall be weak, aml
L hath-chair \ull be absolutely ness.. Trickle

“ That sounds rather foul! |

along, and =ee about these things!”
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* Very good, sir,” said Phipps, without
any intention of obeying. *‘ In the morning
vou will have one worry off your mind, at
least. For Master IHuggins will be gone—-""

Gone!” shouted Archie.

He thrust the bedclothes aside, and leapt
out in one energetic hound.

“You do not appear tu be very weak,
sir,” remarked Phipps,

“ Absolutely wot!” said Archie. “ 1 mean
to say, you gave me a spasm! A Kind of
rapid developinent of the good old Kruschen
feeling. 1 simply had to whizz out like one
o'clock. But, laddie, you can't mean to
tell me that Alf will be gone when 1 stagger
down in the morning?"

““Yes, sir—he's leaving early."”

“T'hen, of course, the youndg master will
have to arise at an early hour, also,” de-
clared Archie, crawling back into bed. “ That,
I mean to say, is absolutely ness. You've
got to come along at about four o'clock,
Phipps, and yank me out. In other words,
if you are waking, call me early, mother
darling! That kind of stuif, Phipps!”’

“Just as you wish, sir,”” said the valet.

“1I mean, it's a queztion of life and
death!" said Archie. ‘‘I haven't seen the
dear lad for hours and hours and hours! 1
tried: to get at him, but the ITead wouldn't
allow me to buzz anywhere near. And so
the only thing is to catch him early.”

“ I will awaken you in good time, sir.”

Archie i1ay™ back, with a sigh.

“ Well, T mean to say, I'm feeling some-
what braced,” he observed. *‘ Only some-
what, Phipps. In a frightfully small degree,
but distinctly braced. The very thought
of seceing the dear lad-in the morning has
caused the young master to buck up in
several large slices. In fact., 1 have a price-
legs idea that 1 shall be able to indulge in
forty of the best!”

““That 1is splendid,
-gravely.

And he passed out of the bedroom, leaving
Archie to indulge.

e — .

CHAPTER III.
HIS LAST HOUR AT 8T. FRANK'S!

LF HUGGINS was dressing.
It was early—the whole of St.
Frank's lay &still and silent, bathed
in the sunshine of the late April
morping. It was almost like summer. ‘The
sky wag clear blue, the sun shone dazzlingly,
and everything was green and fresh and
perfectly delightful.
Never had the
olorious.

From the punishment-room window, Alf
could see out across the Triangle, ‘over the
playving fields, and right beyond across the
cpen country. He stood there, gazing out
wistfully,

He almost wished it had been a cold, wet,
~miserable morning, Then the parting would

sir,”” sald Phipps

old school looked so

fre ey AR o s

not have bheen so hard. But Fate had con-
spired against him at cevery turn. :

e had to leave to-day—he was going to
be buundled out before -the school awoke,
in case his very presence should contaminate
the other hoys. It was a bitter, terrible
thought.

And he
moments,

He could hear the birds singing gaily in
the tops of the old chestnut trees—gay and
fresh with their new spring coating of bril-
liant green. Ile could see Bellton Wood in
the distance, and just to the left a few
peeping roofs of the village. ~

And there, just near by, sparkled a streteh
of water in.the sunlight. It was a bend of
the River Stowe. . ._

Near at-hand, the playing fields were look-
ing at their best—green, inviting, and en-
trancing in every way. Alf could see the
College House, and the old chapcl—the fine,

stood there, lost for a few

stately old buildings of this magnficent
school,
And he was leaving it,

He was being hounded out in disgrace-—
and he had done absolutely nothing to
deserve such terrible treatment. That was
what made the thing so hard to bear,

It wag hardly surprising that as Alf stood
there, his-eyes became suspiciously moist,
There was a lump in his throat that le
tried, again and again, to force down.

And then he shook himself,

He held his head back proudly, and his
eyes flashed with defiance. He was innocent'
They could persecute him as they liked—1le
was helpless, and had to submit.

But he was innocent!

He was no longer a pupil of this old pile,
It was no use trying to fight against Fate.
Everything had conspired against him, and
it was absolutely useless to battle any
longer, ke had done his best.

‘“Oh, what's the good?” he muttered.
“T might just as well give it all up now.
They've got me this time—they've get me
proper! As for that Snuggs—by glory!”

He paused, clenching his fists, unable to
find any words that could adequately ex-
press his feelings for his chief persecutor.
He didn’'t actually hate Mr. Snuggs. It was
something different to that.

He regarded Mr. Snuggs as absolutely
wicked, and Alf's sole desire was to see
the man exposed for the rogue he actually
was,  Alf merely wanted justice. But it
seemed that he would never get it.

His eves burned fiercely as he thought of
it all. The injustice was unbearable—intoler-
able! And, at the same time, there was
that feeling of helplessness gripping him
harder and harder,

1t was like some deadly disease which
numbed him. He could do nothing—nothing!

And he turned away from the window,
mizerable, and boiling with inward fury.
Why should he be sorry? Why should he
worry because he was leaving St. Frank's?
Ever since his arrival he had been treated



with poihing bhut  scorn  and (';le.lt(‘.ll]pt.
The fellows had shown him the cold
~houlder,

There were a few, certainly, who were
diflerent.

All lost some of his anger as he thought
of them. Handforth, for example. Good
old impulsive, outspoken Ilandforth! lHe
was one of the best, if you like!

And Reggie Pitt, and Tregellis-West, and
Tommy Watson. All that set was made
of the right sort of stuff,

It was the others who had bh¢en persecut-
ing the bricklayer’s son—Fullwocod and Co.,
and Merrell, ard Griffith, and Armstrong,
and Hubbard—all those snobbish rotters.
They weren't worth thinking of!

And there was Archie.

Last, but most important of all—Archie!

Alf’s eyes softened now.

“Good old Archie!” he murmured.
* What a sinnper! rBut—but I'm beginning
to wonder,”” he added uneasily. ‘1 ain’t
seen nothing of him—lie ain’t given a single
gign!n

Alf paused, sccretly alarmed.

**Oh, it ain't possible that
turned agin me!”’ he muttered. ** He ain’t
that kind—I don’t believe it! And yc¢t he
ain't said a thing. Ile ain’t come nigh me
once. Well, he’ll have a chapce this mori-
ing. If he’s what I think be is—if he's
true blue—1'll fee him.” :

Aif brightened up somewhat.

Ife was convinced that Archic would get
up ecarly—so that he would be able to say
good-bye to his chum. There was a clean
pleasure in thas thought. And Alf went on
with his dressin% and a few minutes later
he was ready. nly just in time, {o0o0.

I'or the door opened, and two prefects
entered. They were Feuton and Morrow,

** Ready?”’ asked I'enton.

“Yes,” said Alf quietly.

“We don't like the job, Huggius, but
we've got to see you off the school pre-
mises,” growled Morrow. ‘' Take my advice,
and say as little as possible, Talk won’t
do any good now.,”

“Qh, don't be afraid.” <caid Alf.
not snivelling. I never done it, but
no good sayin’ that. 1 s’pose I cau
vood-bye to Glenthorne, can't 177

Fenton shook his head.

** No!” he replied.

** Oh, don't be——""

“* NO!"" repeated Feuton uncomfortably.
“1I'm awfully sorry, Huggins. But the 1llead
gave strict orders that you were to be

“I'm
it’s
say

eseorted straight off the schiool premises. }

You musf not come into coutact with anpy
of the other boys. Hard lines! I'm sorry.”
* Well, it’s a bit rough!” muttered AIf.
“But 1 ain't grumblin’.”
** Your box will be sent on in dJdue course,”’
<aid Fenton. * That's all.”

He spoke “coldly, for he shared the general
opipion—he believed that this boy had com-
mitted a bhlackgnardly ‘assault upon Mr.

Snuggs.  Therefore, he was not deserving |

Archie has

r
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of any pity. Having taken this for granted,
Fenton's attitude was correct.

They went downstairs. Alf got into his
overcoat and cap, and then they passed ocut
into the Triangle, .

Everything was qgunicet and still—and lovely.
It was just one of those perfect spring morn-
ings when one realises that life is worth
Hving—when it is a joy and a delight to

 be in the country.

But in Alf’s heart there was mnothing bunt
bitterness.

Joy! What joy was there for him? TFhere
was nothing but blackuess in front of him.
He hardly noticed the glories of the morn-
_ And, walking between Fenton and
Morrow, he passed over the Triangle to-
wareds the big main gates. '

He was being kicked out!

)N THE HANDS OF THE MoB!

o AKE up—wake up, you ass!" muts

He was bending over Gulli-

ver’'s hed. The rising bell had-

until another hour had elapsed. Bubti Full
weod had awakened.

he would be up in time. For~uis vindictive

hatred was sa great that he absolutely had

CHAPTER 1V,
tered Fullwood urgently.
not clanged out—it was not due to clang ocut
Before going to sleep, he had known that
to be gn the spot, in readiness to give the

’_ﬁna.l jeer when Alf Huggins took his de-

parture. And all the other cads and snobs
would be with him,

“1 say!”’ muttered Gulliver,
the idea? It's not time—-"

“ What's

‘*“Just  Lalf-past-zsix!”’  murmured Fulls
wood.

Gulliver sat up and rubbed his eyea.

“0Oh, yes! I remember!” he =aid, .

‘““ Pretty rippin’ mornin’, by the look of it..
I say hadn’t we better chuck it? It's a-
bally fag,  gettin’ out of hed now.” _

“Don’'t be a fool!” snapped Fullwood.
“Come on!” '

He pulled the bedclothes back, and Gule
iver reluctantly tumbled out. But a few
minutes later, when he was getting dreesed}
his enthusiasin of the night before returned.

And it was the same with Bell and Mar-"
riott aud Merrell and Hubbard, and all the
other snobs.

One by one they got up. They dressed in
silence, talking to one another in the merest;
whispers, '

For they had no desire to awaken any of
the other fellows. The snobs were in the
majority, but, at the same time, they didn't
want to cause any upset. That might bring
a master on the scene, and then-the whole
game would be ruined. |

So they took every precaution.

Aud when they were ready, theyv. crept ont



of the dormitory
one after the Oth?l".
and went downstairs

as softly as mice.
They did not want
to be stopped by

anybhndy

¢ We can’t do any-
thin’ within the
school grounds,"’
hreathied Fullwood.
“We'd be dropped
oun at once. Dut we
can make our am-
bush outside—in tho

fane. It'll be 7just
- as good!"

“ Better!" said
Marriott.

“ Rather!”’

And the cads went
on their way, They
succeeded in getting

outside, and then
slipped across the
Triangie to the
school  wall—which
they scaled. The

gates were not yet
unlocked.

Fullwood and his
- gang were delighted
when _they found
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that no alarm had
heen caused, They
gathered out in the

lane, aud  stood
there in & big crowd
—thanktful that they
talk freely.

*““ How long shall we have to wait here?”
asked Bell.

“ Oh, not long—about ten minutes, 1
should think,” said ullwood., *' It’s nearly
a quarter to seven, an' he’s bound to be
kicked out before the hour strikes.”

** Well, we'll be ready for him.”

“You bet!"

“ An’ we'll show him tbhat he's not wanted
at St. Frank's, too!"

** tlear, hear!”

The crowd of suobs moved off down the
lane until they were some little distance
from the extremity of the school. Here
they reckoned they would be safe. Any com-
motion they made wonld not be very notice-
able.

And they entered the meadows on either
side—hidden by the thick hedges, lying in
ambush,

(iazing up and down the road, one would
have believed that the lane wuas deserted.
But there they were—these contemptible
juniors—waiting for their victim,

Ille emerged even sooner than they had
expected.

Fullwood, peeping out from cover, and
keeping a sharp watch on the school gates,
heard a clang, and then looked- closely.
Alf Huggins came out., T[ullwood caught a

were now  able to

Archie deliberately reached forward, seized Merrell’s
nose, and twisted it violently.

|
|

elimpso of Fenton and Morrow, of the Sixth.

And, for a moment, LFullwood was dis-
maved, :

“Oh, by gad!"" he muttered.

He half belicved that the prefects were
coming down the lane with Alf. But this
was not the case. They went back, after
having a word or two, and the gate clanged

again.  Alf stood there, alone. He didn't
move away at once.

The gate was closed upon him—locked.

ITe had been turned out, and he gazed
dully at Fenton and Morrow as they re-
turned into the Ancient House. The Tri-
angie was deserted once more. Not a living
soul was to be seen. -

Alf stood there in a kind of dream. Dimly,
he heard the twittering of the birds, and
the humining of the insect life which was
already getting briskly to work on the day’s
labours. Aund in a dim kind of way, from .
behind the school buildings, came the sound,
of milk cans. 3 '

St. I'rank’s was awakening to the day’s
labours. too.

And Alf Huggins felt a kind of dead
weight within him. He wanted to burst out
crying—but he wasn't that kind., And he
couldn’t have cried even had he attempted
to do so, This was a hard, dry-eyed Kkind
of misery.

He almogt felt that it would have

besna
o '

ot
-



better if he had left in the middle of the
day—when all the fellows were about. There
was something terrible about this early
moming affair He had bheen thrust out
as though he were a leper—put outside the
school grounds, with the gate locked upon
hm,

L]

And Archie?
Not- a sign—not the faiutest trace of
bim,

Alf's last hope had gone. He had had
an idea that Archie would come—that the
noble junior would bid him farewell, in his
time of awful trouble. But Archie was not
out. '

With dragging footsteps, Alf turned away,
and commenced walking down the lane. He
had zome to St. Frank’s with the conviction
that he would find many snobs. He had
found them—he had proved himself to be
right, But at what a cost! Ile had fought
hard—bhut they had beaten him.

But, at least, they could not see him now,
in his moment of supreme humiliation. That
was o comforting thought.

He Kknew there was a train to catch—butb
he idn’t think of it now. What did it
matter? One train was as good as ancther.
He bhad the whole day befcore him.
down the lane in an absent-minded, dull sort
of way.

Then, suddenly, he halted.

From both sides of the road forms ap-
peared. Alf caught his breath in, and in-
stinctively clenched his fists. Thien he had
been wrong!
off, after all! They had planned to jeer
at him as he left the school.

And there was no escape.

Ifullwood led the crowd, and they swarmed
up like so many hornets—vindictive, veno-
mous things, ready to sting. AHM nearly
lost, controi of himself as he found that
Fullwood was there.

Fullwood it was who had betrayed him—
who had given false evidence against him!
Alf remembered that scene—he remembered
how Fullwood had sent him into the wgoad-

shed—deliberately, so that he would he
vaught in the coils. And Alf absolutely
" saw red.”

" You—-yon cowardly cur!” he shouted,

hig blood rising to fever heat at the very
sight of the fellow., ' So you've come to
jeer, have you? You dirty blackguard! You
scoundrel !

Fullwood started back, surprised at this
tierce outburst,

“Grab him!” he snarled.
cad——-""

“By glory, I'll shut that mouth
yours!™ shouted Alf thickly.

Crash!

With all<his strength, he hurled himself
forward, and his fist thudded into Fullwood’s
face ljke a sledgehammer, The leader of
Study “A nearly turned .a complete back-
«drd somersault.

“The wvulgar

of

co~ wile went down with a.erash in the dust,

piterly dazed and in the throes of agony,

L™

He wenb |

These rotters were to see himm |

:
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|
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L erabbed him.

| cluding Fatty Little.

And Alf stood over him—hot, flushed, and
illedd with righteous indignation and wrath,

" Now then—jeer!” he said defiantly.
“Call me o murderer now! If this chap
doesn’{ deserve knocking ount——"'

*“Hold him!”’

'“ He's dangerous!”

The cads rushed wupon Alf, and they
) He was held tightly, although
he fought madly for his freedom.

And Fullwood staggered to his feet, his
face an unpleasant sight. His nose was
bleeding, and his eyes were glittering with
evil hatred. lle was in pain, too, and still
somewhat dazed.

** Shove him on the ground, and grind his
face in the dust!”’ he snaried. * By gad!
I'll do it myself!”’ .

Alf was quite helpless in the hands o
s0 many. His struggles were of no avail.
Hands seized his arms and legs, and he was
forced down upon the road, and his face
was pushed into the dust. Ile was nearly
blinded and choked, and his skin was grazed
cruelly.

Then, half suffocated, he was hauled to
his fect, and the snobs practically lost con-
trol of themselves. They commenced bhat-
tering him about—punching wildly—kicking,
and tearing his clothing. It was a disgrace-
rnlhexhihition. The juniors had become &
imob, )

Truly, AN llugging was sufferingl.

CHAPTER V.
NOT TI'LAYING THE GAME!

r :
DWARD OSWALD HAXNDFORTH :at
up abd looked at me dazedly.
*“ Hallo! What's  wrong?”’ he

asked, yawning. ‘I say, Nipper, it's
not time to get up yet—-"

“ Fullwood and his gaug have got up--
they’ve gone outside to rag Huggins as he
leaves!” I said grimly. * It's up to us to
protect him. We can’t let the chap bhe
kicked when he's down!"

Handforth leapt out of bed with a roar.

“Why didn't you stop ‘em going?’ he
demanded furiously.

‘“ Because we can’t fight them here—bhetter
do it outside!”’ I replied. ** Besides, I didn'1,
wake up until they were on the point of
leaving the dormitory. They’ve been gone
about two minutes!”

“Oh, good!”’ said Handforth. *' W¢'ll
stop their rotten game.”

In a few minutes every other fellow in
the Remove dormitory was getting wp, ip-
: He was determined
to be in this affair, for he was just as in-
dignant as the rest.

“Of course, we've got to proteet the
chap,” said Reggie Pitt. *° We can't let
him suffer at the hands of those beastly
cads !

** Rather not!”

“ He’s gunilty all right—no question ahout
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that ! said De Valerie. *“ But that doesn't
make any difference. He's a dangerous
hooligan, but we can't see him Kicked!”

“ No fear!” said Jack Grey. *‘ He's been
sacked from the school—he’s got the order
of the Dboot. That's enough punishment,
goodness knows!” _‘

“It's not playing the game,” I said
grimly. *“ There’s something horribly con-
temptible and mean about kicking a fcllow
when he’s down. It's a wretched business.
We'll stop it."” , .

“ Begad, rather!" said Sir ®Montic Tregellis-
West., * Dear old boys, I'm feelin’ a bit
sorry for Huggins., 1 am, really, 1It's such
a frightful pity that he should turn out to
be a rotter.”

Handforth paused in his dressing.

“I'm not sure of it even now!" he said,
glaring,

**Oh, don’t be an ass =

“1 tell you I'm not sure of it!” roared
Mandy. * Fullvood’'s a cad, and Snuggs
is a rofter! They may have diddled the
Head—but they can’t diddle me! I've got
an idea there’s something fishy about the
whole affair.”

“ Oh, rot!”

“Draw it mild, Handy!"”’

‘“* Something fishy!”’ repcatcd Handforth
_ deliberately. “ By what I saw of Huggins,
he’s one of the best. He's true blue. And
I'm not satisfied about this Snuggs affair.
In fact, I've decided to make investiga-
tionsi™

**Ha, bha, h3!"”

‘“Oh, you can cackle!” said Handforth
sourly. * You can laugh! But I know what
I'm doing! You'll be a hit surprised when
I prove that Muggins is innocent—when li¢
- comes back without a stain on him!”

“That all depends,” said Pitt. “It's
nuite likely he'll have two or three stains
on hini, particularly if he goes across a
muddy road——"’

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“You—you funny ass!” sneered Hand-
forth. ** Without a stain on his character,
I mean. Wait! That’s all! Wait! 1I'm
not telling you to do anything else. Wait!"”

And Handforth went on dressing, glaring
at the other fellows with hLis jaw thrust out
in an aggressive way. )

As a general rule, Handforth was miles
wide of the mark in his surmises. But now
and again he met with an accident—he
would hit the nail on the head. And he
was astonishingly near the mark just now.

It was generally admitted that Handforth
was something of an ass. But Handforth
was absolutely human. He was open, frank,
and straightforward in everything. There
was not the slightest trace of deceit about
Edward Oswald. And he hadia happy knack
of summing up a fellow, and knowing his
true worth,

And just now it was his Instinet that
gerved him—not anything else. He felt,
within him, that AIf Huggins was not

capable of commijtting the crime for which

hie had heen punished. Aud, then and there,
Handforth positively made up his mind that
Alf was innocent,

He believed it—there was no question
about the thing at all. Ouce lHandforth
made up his mind, there wius no shifting it.
He was as immovabie as the rock of
Gibraltar, _

And ho was furious ot the thought of
Fullwood and Co. ambushing the unfor-
tunate junior. 1t was caddish—it was black-
guardly, And it was Handforth who led
the crowd of juniors out of the dormitory.
I had tried to be first, but he bheat me.

We hurried downstairs, and rushied acrosa
the Triangle.

The gates were still locked, but this was
a mere detail, Weo had nearly reached the
wall, when weo heard a hail from the rea:.
And we came to a halt, and looked round.

“ Where are you ycungsters off tg?” de-
manded Fenton, etriding up grimly.

“ Has—has Yuggins gone?” I asked quickly.

““ Yes; mearly ten minutes ago.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Pitt. * They've got
him, then!”

“1 shouldn’t advise ycu Kkids 1o inter
fere!” said Fenton. “ Let the boy alone! -
He’s had his punishment, and—-=-" .

““You—you blithering idiot ! rcarcd Hand-
forth,

“What!"” gasped the schoul captain.

“Ycu babbling lupatic!™

“You'd hetter stop titat, my lad, or I'i
get wild!” said Yeuton curtiy. “I'm not
going to have Huggins persecuted—"’

“Don’t you understand, we're gcoing to
rezcuo him!” hocted Handforth. ¢ Fullwood
and those cads have gono cut to rag the
poor chap, and we're off to his rescue. You
don’t think we’d descend to such dirtiness,
I suppose?”

IFFenton locked startled,

“Oh!” he said. “ You're gcing to rescue
him? Good! You'd better get going!”

He spoke briskly, aud we waited no louger.
We ran full tilt at the schocl wall, and
swarmed ovel.

And 23 scon as wo dropped into the road
wo knew that we wcere only just in time-—-
indeed, too late.

Two hundred yards down {hie lane a kind
of melce was going on. Fullwcod and all his
gang werg persecuting Alf Huggins in the
most cutrageous manner.

Handforth gave one bellow, and dashed

to the attack, followed by all! the rest of
us,

' SRR

CHAPTER VI.
| RESCUING ALF! .3
UN, you cad-—run!™ -starled Lull.
wood. ' oo '

_All Alf’s persecufors imd::'ﬁued up;
in a double row, and they woae. .

standing there with knotted, handkerchief® *-
aud clenched fGsts. Havivg wmauled -him about

[ -
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until
now
At the best of times this was a terrifying
Grde;l]
But just now Alf was not fit for such a

he could hardly
making him run the gauntlet.

thing. He could hardly
were full of dust and grit.
dazed, and his clothing was balf torn from
bi1 bacRk.

“QOh, you cads—you Dblackguards!”
muttered thickly. .

“Run, confound you!”’ snapped Fullwood.

He gave Alf a heave, and the unfortunate
junier was sent spinning forward. And the
very moment he started to move, the tor-
mentors commenced ou him,

Whack! Slash! Whack!

The knotted handkerchiefs and the fists
thudded upon him from all sides as he
staggered down the double line. He was
turned this way and that. In vain he put
up his hands to defend his face. The
blows came f{rom all sides. And at last,
quite blinded by the fury of the attack,
he stumbled, and fell in the dust.

“Get up, you hooligan!”

“Kick him!”

And the cads were quite capahle of doing
-it. But they wero startled at this moment
by a sudden roar from the rear. And bhefore
they coulil know where they were a swarm

cee, for his eycs
He was bruised,

he

of juniors appeared f{rom nowhere, with
Handforth in the lead.

Crash!
- For the sccond time that meorning Full-

breathe, they were
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wood went down. Gulliver thudded into the
dust, too, to be instuntly followed by Bell.
Handforth’s fists were ¢verywhere. He en-
tered into the fight with all his strength
and energy, and thoroughly enjoyed himself.
In a way, he was rather glad that this
affair had bhappened, because it gave bhim a
chanco to let go at these rotters as they
deserved.

Handforth was a terror for a scrap.

And the rest of us were fighting just as
hard, ,

Fullwcod and Co. and all their fellow
cads were put to rout.. They were ccoled
down, too. Our arrival on the scene had
been unexpected. Thy hadn’t had the
faintest idex that we should become aware
of their game, and intervene. And now
they had been caught red-handed.

After the first excbange of blows, most
of them fled® but paused after they had
reached a c=afe distance.

“Yah! Cads!" yelled Marrictt. “You're
no better than that beast of a bricklayer!”

“Go back to Hoxton with him!”

“Go and help him to sweep the roads!”

“Go and empty tho dustbins!”

HHandforth glared at thoe cads ferocicusly.

“ You—you micerable worms!” he roared.
“You mouldy set of insects! If anybbdy
ought to be chucked out of the school, it's
you! This poor chap is Kkicked cut for
assaulting Snuggs, and you go and do the
samae thlnrr‘ &
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“I'm blessed if Handy isn’t right!* said
Church breathlessly.

“0Of course I'm right!” snorted Hand-
forth. “I'm always right! If we hadn’t
come on the scene, now, those beasts would
~have half murdered Huggins Come on!
Let’s go for 'em bualdheaded!”

“Is this what you call playing the game,
Fullwood?"” 1 asked curtly. ¢ lHaven't you
zott more decency than to attack a fellow
~when be’'s down and cut?”

“Go and eat coke!” snarled
thickly.

- “ Deceney ! =zaid - Handforth,
sarcasm. * Decency! Thesa rofters don’t
know the meaning of the werd! A brick-
layver is a gentlei:an in comparison to these
cads! I'll cut the lot! I'll never speak to
one of 'em again! I wouldn't be found in
tho samoe room!"”’

Handforth was so disgusted that even his
anger cozed away.. And, while he continued
to m»2ke bitter remarks, Reggie Pitt and 1
helped Alf to his feet. The poor chap
needed help, too. 1 hoiled with fury as I
looked at him. He had been treated in the
most blackguardly manner.

He stood there, hardly able to keep
straight. His clothing was torn and dusty.
There were jagged rents in his jacket, and
his overcoat was hardly wearable. And his
hands and his face were grazed and bat-
tered and torn. He was bleeding from half
a-dozen minor injuries. And his face was
streaked with dust and grime, his hair
being literally choked with dirt from the
road. It was =some moments before le
could spexk.

¢ Hugging,” I said quietly, “I'm sorry!
I hope you won't think that we agreed to
any horr.ble plan of this kind. We've got
nothing but disgust for these contemptible
curs!” .

“They deserve to be Kkicked out a lot
more than ycu did,” declared Pitt.

Alf stood back, and looked at us dully.

“It’s all right; you don't need to hother!”
he muttered hoarsely. “ Thanks for ’elping
me.
have dcne if you ’adn’t come up. But you
den’t need to trouble now!”

“We'd like to tell you—>

“It's a queer thing you can speak to me,”
gaid AIlf bitterly. “Oh, I know you don’t
agree with this sort of thing, but you all

think me guilty. You all think T tried to
kill Mr. Snuggs.”

The juniors were silent.
¢ Don't you?” asked Alf fiercely.

“ Well, the evidence, you know——"" began
Watson uncomfortably. 3

“All right; that's enougn!”” interrupted
Alf. ““The evidence! You believe it, don't
you? Lies! Lies! Lies! Nothing else but
lieg!” ~

It was a passicnate outburst, and his voice
rose higher and hLicher,

Fullwood

with heavy

I don’t know what those blockes might-

Ilandiorth came rushing up.

“Good manl” he roared. *“I'm with you!
I don’t believe it! I've said all aleng that
the thing was a put-up job. Look here,
Huggins, will you take it?”

Ile impulsively thrust out his hand.

“You—yocu—you believe in me?”
Alf, in wonder.

“Yes, I do!” replied Handforth.

‘“Apnd so do I!” I said quietly. “I'll con-
fess T was doubtful at first, but this las
settled me. Muggins, old man, vou've had
a rotten time, but ycu'll get your reward
later.”

But the rest of the fellows hung back,
silent.

“Well, I'll be going!” said Alf quietly.
““Thanks for helping me. But you'd best

aski-d

not come too mnear, you other fellows. You
think - I tried to kill Mr. Suauggs, an' 1

ain’t fit to touch you! You reckon I'm
guilty, an” I don't want nothing more to
do with you!”

“Look here——" began De Valerie.

‘““What you've do¢ne, you've conly done
out of pity,” went on Alf. “You didn't
think it was right that I should be Kkicked-
when I was down. But you ’'ate me, all
the same, You think I'm a blackeuard and
hooligan, But I've finished with you—
finished! You won't sce me neg more!”

His voice was full of bitterness and misery.

And with a last look at us, he turned,
and walked down the lane towards the
village. I wanted to go with timn—I wanted
to have something more to say, but I felt
it would be better not to. I couldn’t.do any
good, and the poor chap probably wanted to
be alone.

I restrained 1landforth from going, tooc.

“Don’t, old man!” T said quietly. “Can’t
yocu understand that Iuggins has been
through a terrible time? 1le's grateful he-
cause we believe in him, but he'd rather
be alone. Give him a chance! Let him be
in peace!”

Handforth nodded.

“Right you are!” he said. I suppoze
you're right. As a matter of fact, I didn’t
really mean to go. Poor chap! I can't help
feeling sorry for him! What a rotten time
he had here!”

He looked down the road rather sadly.

Alf Huggins was just disappearing round
the hend. He didn't turn—he
glanca back.

Handforth turned to the others.

“Well, he's gone!” he said. “1s that the
last we're to see of him?” :

“It locks like it!"” sunid Jack <rey.

“ Things are not always what they lock!”
replied Handforth. “But I'll bet we'll.see
Huggins again! I'm certain eof it!
feel it in my bones!” .

“By Jove!” I =aid.

™

“I hope your bones-

. ara right!”

didn't even

I can -



CHAPTER VILI

ARCHIE'S SORROW!

. HAT-1IO!  What-ho! Morning,
and all that!”» ‘
Archie Glenthorne sat up in

bed, stretched himself, and gazed
cub of the window at the sunlit landscape.
He had been awakened by the clanging of
the rising bell—a mcst unusual circumstance.
Ho generally =lept on
with a cup of tea.

““Yards of sunshine, gcentie breezes, and
the good old birds twitterin’ in the tree-
tops!” murmured Archie poetically. 1
~mean to say, dashed bracing! Just the
kind of morning to makhe a
semewhat priceless!”

But, somehcw, Archie felt uneasy.

There was a kind of heavy lum
him, and he counldn’t understand it. Then,
in a moment, He remembered—the truth
camo to him., Of course! What an ass he
had beed not to reccllect earlier!

Ali!

» Abzolutely!™ murmurcd Archie, aghast.
“ PDear old Ali! e trickles away this morn-
ing—ha whizzes cut of the landscape in dire
disgrace! How ahsolutcly foul! And I was

within

warhling about the beauties of the morn-
ing i
e got out of bed, and made his way

across the room to the window. lle opened
it, and looked ontside. And it rather startled
him to see Willy Handforth and a number
of other fages indulging in & game of cricket
in the Trianele. At least, the fags called
it ericket. Actually, they tiad got Willy’s
jacket for a stump, a scft ball, and a wooden
- spade did duty as a cricket bat. But the
fags were enjoyving themeselves.

“T mean to =ay!” murmured Archie.
“What? Ciicket, den't yon know! But 1
nnderstond that dear old Alf was going to
whizz off quite early. There appears to be
2 mystery!™

Very worried. Archie turned away frem
the window. and was just in time to sce the
- door open tu admit Phipps. Phipps was his
- usnal self. He carried the usual tray, upon
- which stood the usual. cup of tea.

¢ Good-morning, Master Archie!” he said.
*‘I' hardly expectcd you to be out of hed,
Sip ™

‘** Look here, TPhipps—Ilcok
. Arechie. *‘“ What about it?"

*“Your cup of tea, gir!”

‘““Bother the cup of tea—bother it!” said
Archie curtly. I mean, hand i over here!
Abszolutely! 1 feel in need of a bracer! And

here!” =aid

GET THE CHAMPION |
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until Phipps came,

chihappie feel

a vup of the gcod cld brew is always cals
culated to stimulate the tissues.”
Ho took several sips of tea,

frowned, |
*“And when, may I ask, isa Alf leaving??
he asked. '

** Master Muggins has already departed,”
zaid Phippa steadily.

Crash!

The cup of fea descended to the floor, and
the china broke to smithercens. And Archie
stared at Phipps blankly.

* Departed !’ he gasped. “ But—but—- I
mean to say, you are joking, Phipps! You
can’t mean it, old dear! 1 distinetly told
vou to call me early!”

1 am sorry, sir, but it was advisable not
to do s£0,” said Phipps quietly. ¢ Master
Hnggions left the school nearly an hour ago,
and caught the early train to London.”

* Gadzooks!” muttered Archie,  ““lle didn't
see me—he didn’'t hear a word from me!
How pocsitively poisonous! Why, dash if, the
dear old lad of the village will believe that
I have turned against him!”’

“1t was advisable to let you sleep on, sir,"?
raid- Phipps.

*“ And so—and so you disobeved the young
master’s orders!” exclaimed Archie fiercely.
“Thiz, Phipps, is the end! Go down to my
study, and write out a cheque!®”

‘““ A cheque, sir?”

““ Your wages, laddie!’ said Archie. “ Yon
may not be aware of it, but you are buzzing!
In other words, I am firing you! 1 desire
no other words—I am disgusted! Yon deli-
berately failed me!”?

“T am exceedingly sorry, sir—?*’

“1 am mortally wounded, Phipps,” said
Archie. *“You have delivered a blow that 1
shiall pever recover from. Aif has gone, and
1 did not say good-bye. Depart from my
sight !

Phipps remained.

He Lkpnew that Archie did not mean this—
but, at the same time, he was rather dis-
tressed, He did not like any Kind of imnis-
understanding.

1 am afraid, sir, yvou believe that I de-
liherately failed to awaken you,” said Phipps.
** As a matter of fact, I received orders &

*“Orders?? repeated Archie.

‘¢ Yez, sir!?

““That I was not to be disturbed till Alf
had gone??”

“Yesz, sir!?

“Dash it all! Who from?**

“Mr. Snuggs, sir!”

Archie stared at Phipps blaunkly.

“From Mr. Snuggs?” he repeated.

* Precisely, sir.”? :

‘* Abhsolutely not!? exclaimed Archie. “1I
mean to say, impossible! I regret, old tulip,
that the yarn does not go down. In other
words, I absolutely and positively refuse to
swallow it. Why dash it all, Mr. Snuggs is
lying in bed suffering from large quantitics
of bashing about! - Not that he doesn’t de-
gerve it, by the way.”

“1 am attending to Mr. Snnges, sir.”

and then
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“ Attending to him!” repeated Archie.
¢ What! Since last night?”’

““Yes, sir. 1 received instructions from
the Headmaster after 1 had bade you good-
nizht, sir,’”” replied Phipps. “And Mr.
Snuggs expressly told me that you were not
to be awakened until Huggins had departed.”

Archic sat down on the corner of the bed,
rather limp.

“ Well, this, I mean to say, is somcthing
of a blow!”” he observed. <1 ain staggered,
Phipps. 1 pay your bally wages—and You
jolly well wait upon this foul reptile of a
Snuggs! I mean to
say, 1t's dashed stiff!
Not to say steep, and
hordering upon the
perpeundicular!”

“I must admit, sir,
that it is rather thick,
as you would =say)”
admitted Phipps.
“But, as you know,
1n additjon to serving
yvourself, I also act in
the capacity of butler

to Dr. Stafford. |
couid not very well
‘refuse to cobey orders
—much as 1 dislike
them.”

Archie considered.

“Oh, well, of
tourse,” he said:

'y
> TV i ._l" { )
/4 .

i,

Six or seven Third-formers lay strewn about like
80 many ninepins. ‘“Want any more? "' demanded Willy.
‘“‘“Just say the word ! I am always ready to oblige achap !’

slowly, “I mean to

say, of couvrse! Oh,

well!  As you say, —

Phipps. Under the

cires, the young

master’'s  wrath 18

subsiding.  But, all N

the same, it's dashed frightful. And as for
Snuggs, the fellow is a blighting blighter!”
“]1 agree, sir!”

““ Not content with scheming to get Alf
hoofed out, he absolutely prevents me from
bidding a fond farewell to the dear chappie.
I mean to say, Snuggs is nothing more nor
less than a kind of snail! In fact, he's a
bally tadpole!”

Archie commenced dressing, fiilled with
utter misery. And Phipps could not console
Liim,

Mr. Snuggs had acted again!

Although he was lying in bed, with his
head bandaged, his mean, vindictive spirit
was just as strong as ever. DMr. Snuggs had
known full well that Archie would make
every effort to see AIf off. And Mr. Snuggs
had ordered Phipps to leave Archie sleeping.

It was contemptible—unbelievably con-
temptible.

And Archie's sorrow was so great that he
hardly knew what he was doing.’ Alf had
gone home, and Alf probably believed that
his best chum had turned against him.
What else could he believe? The thing
seemed so obvious—so palpably clear,

And Archie Glenthorne decided that life
was a fraud!

L grunted.

CHAPTER VIIIL.
DOING HIs BEST!

& ALLO, Archie! VFeeling bright this
morning?”
Handforth came to a halt in the

_ Remove  passage, and  barred
Archie's progress.
‘““ Kindly fade, old tornado,” zaid Archie
coldly.

“O0Old what?” demanded Mandy, staring,

“0ld tornado!” repeated Archie, with
firmness, I mean to say, yon always bally
well remind me of one of those frightful
storms, A kind of crash—thunder—roaring
noises, and what not! I'm sorry. but the
tissues are not strong enough to stand the
strain at the moment!'"

“ Why, you—you insulting rotter!" roared
IHandforth violently.

“ Help!” murinured Archie. “1I% appeaTs
that the old tornado has arrived in full blast?
Absolutely !”” Archie rubbed hLis fac®e. “F And
rain, too, by gad! I mean to say. it'! post-
tively pouring!” '

Handforth glared.

] didn't stop von to have 4 quarrel!” he
“*1 was going to symputlssel”
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“Thanks frightiully,

“I think you are a bhit of a bounder not to
rome down this morning!” went on Hand-
forth severely. 1 tlmught you were a pal
of Huggins'!?”

“ Pash it, T am!”

“Then why didn’t you show up to bid him
good-hye!”’

Archie explained in =ad tones.

“QOh, Snuggs again!” said Handforth
fiercely. ‘“The beast! This absolutely proves
it! Huggins ig true blue! Don't you worry,

Archie. I told Hugging to his face that I
believe in him. I'm positively certain that
he’s been mixed up in a plot. e¢'s innocent!”

Joy came iuto Archie's eyes.

“ Then—then you're one of us?” he asked
gladly. I mecan to say, one of me? That
15, we're absolutely together? You amd I,
as it were, exist under one banner?”

“Yes,”” =aid TIandforth. “ And there's
Nipper as well. Nipper's a gcod sort—he’s
with us.” :

“ Why, this ix pucclus!” satd Archie. “1
mean to s=ay, ripping! And what of Ali? 1
trust be scemed happy and confident when
he trickled off?*

“It’s a wonder he went oft at all!* growled
Ihandforth., < Strictly speaking, he ought to
have had the ambulauce.”

‘“ Gadzooks!”
Archie listened with duwnb horror s8 Hand-
forth explained the whele circuinstances.

““ But—but this is too ghastly for words!”
he exclaimed at last.  “It’s abhsolutely
terrible! Good glory! Pardon me, old lnd—
pardon ie! Something wust be done!”

Archie stalked down the passage, and cawme
face to face with Mcerrell and Marriott. ‘They
paused, aud lovked at Archie in aslonish-
ment.

““Qut of the way, fathead,” said Merrell.

“ Absolutely not!?? replied Archie. “1 am
aware that the atmosphere is putrid, but 1
trust I shall survive! T understand that you
fook part in the frightful demounstration
against Huggins this morning?™

** We hélped to hoof him out, if {Lhot's what
youn mean??” suecred Merrell,

Archie deliberately reached forward, seized
Merrell's nose, and twisted it violeutly.
* And sthat,” he said firmly, ““is that!"
*“You!” howled Mecrrell., ¢ You—you—->="
“ Yarooh!” scrcamed AMarriott.
. Before be could dodge, Archie had :eized
his nose in the same way.

.And thie genial ass of the Remove sguared
“his slmuidcrs .and walked off. e returned
to Handforth, who had been looking on in
-axtonishiment.

“ A Kkind c;l’ start!?”? said Archie. “ As a
. matter of fact, T intend to twist the bally
~-nnses of the whole .bally crowd!®

but absolutely ”H‘Jt b

** Not a bad idea, but a punch is ten thues
more effective!” said Handforth. :

Merrell and Marriott came rushing up.

“ @Grab bhim!?? said Marriott. “ We’'ll inuke
him pay for that! Why, the blithering fool

Wt e e

“What?” said Handforth aggressively.

“*You eclear out,” snorted Merrell,
“You're not—"
Bifi'!

Handforth was quite ready. His two fists
shot out, onc after the other. The noses of
Merrell and Marriott were sore from the
twisting—but they abselutely throbbed with
pain after Handforth delivered those puuches
The cads of Study G sglunk off, They haud
no stomach for the fight. "
“But what's the good?” growled and-
forth., “It’s all very well to punch ’em, but
that doesn't bring uggins back, does it??”

‘|‘ Abszolutely not!” agreed Archie mourn-
fully.
“] ecau't understand the fellows!” mut-

tered Ilandforth. * They’re nothing but «n
lot of cads and rotters! They're ruauly to

-believe anything against Huggins—just be-
cause he’s the son of a bricklaver!”

“ Dear old scout, it's bally awful!’® Laid
Arehie.

He went towards his study, muuruful and
sad. And when Lic arrived the!'e; he samnk

upon the Ilounge, aud
before him in a glﬂ Y
this did nmech good.

In the Triangle, at the same time, a fight
Wis In progress.

[t wuas not actwally a fight of the ordinary
kind, Just behind the shrubberyv, aund in
close proximity to the mwonastery rains,
2IX Or seven Tlurd formers lay strewn about
like so many nine-pins.

And Willy Haadforth stood in the middle.

““ Satisiied?’” he asked grimly,

“ You—you dangerous e |

“Want any -more?”  demanded . Willy,
“Jnst say the word!  I'mn alwavs rceady to
oblige a chap!”

Wiily glared round, weant over -towards
Iobbs, and gave hiny a punch on the side of
the head which causcd Hobbs to fall back,
gasping.

“That’s better!™ said ‘WEH}'.
look uite groggy enough!®

He took another look round.

“You’re just about even unow,
marked, “ You can’t grumble,
treated you all alike. . But ' always willing
to be reasonable. Just suy the-word, and 1'H
give you another dose.”

Chubby Heath picked Liinscif up dazedly.

“You—you dangerous - bounder!” he zdid
faintly. I knew you could fight, 'but ['n
hlessed if 1've seen you slosh out like this
before! It’s—it's like a° wassacre!”?

proceeded to stare
kind of wey., Not that

“You dida't

s

he Te-
becausze 1've

(Continued on ruye 135)
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FOR NEW READERS.

PAUL HERMAN, millionaire and well-
known figure in West End society, is
the head of the League «f the Iron
Hand, a dangerous criminat confedera-
~tion, which
NELSON LEE, the famous Gray's Inn
Road detective, has set cut to crush
with
DERRICK O'BRIEN,
detective, and
COLIN MACKENZIE, the leadinz Scots
detective, hailing from Edinburgh,

Following upon a daring jewel rob-
bery and the stealing of a marvellous
new airship by the “Iron Hand,” the
three detectives decide to watch the
movements of certain prominent mem-
bers of the league. O'Brien gets on the
track of Bernstein, an antique dealer
and suspected member of the league.
Whilst searching Bernstein’s shop he is
caught unawares and overpowered by
ths suspect.

(Now Ttead on.)

the young Irish

THE CIPHER LETTER.

$¢ ANDS up, quick, or I fire!” cried
O'Brien sternly. “It's my turn
now to dictate terms!”

But he spoke too scon.  Bern-
stein was red veagnisted yet. Undaunted by

WY A 7hrilling Detective Story of Nelson

el K'Y  [cc's Greatest Exploits against

criminal confederation organised by
the mysterious ** Number One.”

O'Brien’s threat, he lashed out with his fizt,
and sent the revolver spinning from the de-
tective’s hand. As the weapon fell to the
floor, it exploded with a loud report, whilst
at tie same instant, after dodging a blow
from Bernstein's other fist, O'Brien closed
with his opponent and tried to trip him up.

In ordipary circumstances Dernstein would
have had no chance in a wrestling bout with
the athletic young Irishman. But O’Brien
had inhaled a considerable amount of the
chloroform before Bernstein had opened the
safe, and this had not only dulled his
faculties to a certain extent, but had also
robbed his muscles of a good deal of their
suppleness and strength. The result was.
that, after a brief but desperate struggle,
the two men crashed to the ground, with
Bernstein uppermost.

“Wihose turn is it now to dictale terms?*
hissed Bernstein, as he planted one knee on
O’Brien's -chest and fastened beth hands
on the detective’'s throat. “Eh? Whose
turn is it now? That was a very cute:
dodge of yours to feign unconsciousness,
but you'll svon be unconscious in reality
now!” .

As he uttered these words he tightened his
arip on O'Brien's windpipe. DMadly the
detective tried to tear those sinewy hands
from his throat. - But his efforts were vain,
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"aud the stupor of suffocation was beginning
to ereep over him, when suddenly the shop

re-echoed with a thunderous knock
door, followed by the gruff demand:
‘“ What's all the row in there? Open this
door! I'm a policeman!”’
It was a constable of the D Division,

at the

who, while patrolling Lord Street, had
heard the report of the revolver.
Bernstein was so startled by this un-

expected interruption that his hands for an
instant rclaxed their grip on O’Bricen’s
throat.

It was only for an instant, but it was
enough. Galvauised into life by the sound
of the constable’s voice, O’Brien swiitly
wrenched his captor®s Bauds away, and let
out an excited shout for lLelp.

‘“Ilelp! Murder!” ho Yyelled.
a window open at the back!”

The words had scarcely crossed his lips
cre Bernstein, with a savage inmprecation,

ripped him by the throat and choked his
urther utterance. But the mischief bhad
then been done, so far as Bernstein was

¢ There's

concerned. The shrill blast of the con-
- stable’s whistle rent the air; then the

hurried tramp of his feet was heard as
he ran down the covered passage at the
side of the shop which led to the yard
at the back. :

For one brief sccond Bernstein seemed
fo be paralysed with consterpation a2nd fear.
Then, raising O'Brien’s head from the floor,
he dashed it down again with a viclenee
that stunned him. A moment later he had
leaped to his feet aud lhad darted into the
office.

As he vaulted through the open window
into the yard, the constable rushed through
the end of the covered passage. With
one blow of his fist Berunstein sent him
sprawling on his back, and by the time
the constable had picked himseif up, the
Jew bad bolted down the passage and had
vanished into the darkuess.

A momeat or two later three
stables arrived on the seene. When their
comnrade had explained what had happened.
so far as he knew, the four men climbed
through the office window and made their
way into the shop, where they found O’Brien
Jying on the fleor in o state of partial un-
¢onsciousness. ‘

The detective, however, soon revived, and
when he had told his story, anvd had showed
the four constables his translation of Bern-
stein’s cipher letter to Sir Edgar, he took
the jewel-case out of the safe and opened
it in their prescuce.

And then came the crowning triumph of
O’Brien’s victory. XNot only were all the
marquis's jewels apparently intact, but in
the ocase was the note which Sir Edgar
had written to Bernstein at the time he had
left the jewel-case at the shop.

Sir Edgar had appareutly enclosed the
note im the case, and Bernstein had left
it there unti) it was decided how the jewels
should be disposed of. -Like Bernstein’s

other con-

letter t« Sir Edgar, it was written in the
secret, cipher of the league; but as O'Brien
had already discovered the key to the
cipher, it did not take him long t{o decode
the note. And this is what lie rcad to the
astonished constables; -

“ Dear Bernstein,—I called here this afters
noon, but was told you were in Birmingham,
The contents of this case were formerly
the property of the Marquis of IlLuwimimer-
sea, and were secured by No. 1 and myself
at Moscar Grange last night. You will see
the account of the robbery in the papers,
and will see that we planted the theft omr u
young fellow named Donald Stuart.

“No. 1 wishes you to dispose of the
various articles as quickly as you can and
for the biggest price you can obtain. Botl
he and I think you might try to dispose
of the various articles in their present
state, as it wounld greatly diminish the

value of the collection if the stenes were

removed from their settings and recut and
reset in the usual way. Please drop me a
line at your earliest convenience, and let me
know what you think of this idea. Yourg,
E. FAWCETT.”

That’'s as good as a verdict of acquittal
for Stuart!” said one of the constables,

when O’Brien had [linished reading Sir
Edgar’s note.
“There’'s not a doubt about it,”” said

O'Brien. *“That’s one thing I've accom-

plished, af any rate—I've established Donald

Stuart's mnocence.” |
THE RESCUE OF CUNDLE.

: EFORE leaving London for Dartmoor,
Nelscn Lee had telegraphed to the
governor of the prison, informing him
that he was comiug, and orders had

accordingly been given for him to be ad-

niitted as soon as he arrived.

“Mr. Nelson Lee,” said the civil guard cn
duty at the prisen gate, when the detective
presented his card. * Quite right, sir. Tlie
governor is expecting you. Thompson, show
this gentleman to the governor's office.”

An ascistant warder stepped forward, and
respeetiully saluted.

‘“ This way, =ir,”” he said.

e conducted the detective to the gover-
nor’s office, knocked at the door, and cpened
it.

“Mr. Nelsecn Lee,” he announced.

The detective stepped iuto the office with
an anxious look on his fuce; but no socner
had he crossed the ihreshold +than the
anxious lcok vanished as if by magie, whilst
at the same time a cry of mingled amaze-
ment and delight burst from his lips.. .

The governor was not alone in the office;
another man was seated by his side. And
the ether man was Mac, locking somcwhat
y;n.!e-],thhub ctherwize apparently in perfect
1ealth.
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“You old fraud!” cried Nelson Lee, seiz-
ing Mac's hand and wringing it with a vigour
that made the Scotsmun wince. ““And I've
come all the way frem London believing you
were on the point of death!”

“You can't be more surprised than we
are,” said the governor, “ As 1 tcld you in
my letter, our doctor feared that Mr.
Mackenzie's skull had been factured; but
he was evidently mistaken, for last night,
quite suddenly, Mr. Mackenzie recovered con-
sciousness. And now, after a good night’s
rest, he asserts that he never felt bhetter in
his life!”
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attacked Mr. Mackenzio and stunned him
and Cundle didn't deny it.”

“Didn't deny it?” said Nelson Lee, i o
puzzled wvoice. *“ That's strange.”

“I was as bewildered as you at first,"
said Mae, “ when they tcld me Cundle had
admitted that it was he who had attacked
me. But now I "think I can guess what
happened, Croft was a member of the
league. When he found that Cundle was
also a member, and was willing to turn
traitor, he stunned me to prevent me hear-
ing what Cundle had to say. Then prob.

L ably lio persuaded Cundle ta take the blame
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Herman did not reply.

With a snarl, he sprang towards the bed, and

thrust the muzzle of his revolver into Donald’s face.

e ——

“And I never did,” declared Mae, with a

langh.
At Nelson Lee’'s invitation, the Scottish
detective then described the events which

hiad followed his arrival at Dartmoor. le
related how he had obtained the governor's
permiszion to interview Cundle, how Cundlc
had ultimately promised to tell him ali he
knew about the league, and how, hefore
Cuudle could fulfil his promise, a warder
named (roft had leaped on -Mac and stunned
Lim with his truncheon.

“0Of course, I knew nothing of this when

; wrote you,” said _t-he governor, breaking
in. “When the affair was first reported to

me, Croft said that it was Cundle who had

by promising to help him -
something of that kind.”

“You hiave questioned (roft, 1 suppoze’"
said Nelson Lee, turning to tho governor.

“1 haven't had a chance to question him,”’
said the governor, ““le went offi duty ab
¢ix o'clock on Saturday night, and since
then nothing bhaa been seen or heard of
him.” |

“Then I don't think there can be any
doubt that your theory is correct,” said
Nelson Lee to Mac. “ Croft knew that you
would give the show away as soon as you
recovered consciousness, so he tcok time by
the forelock and disappeared. Huave you
interviewed Cundlo again?”

escape, or



““No,” sald Mac.

“ Remember, I only re-
covered consciousnpss last night, and this
is the first day I have been out of bhed
since Saturday. 1 should have Interviewed

him first thing this morning; buft the
gnvernor told me you were coming, s8¢ 1
decided to wait until you arrived, so that
we might interview him together.”

““Then may we Interview him now?”
asked Nelson Lee, turning to the governor.

““ Certainly,” replied the latter.

*“\Where is he?”

*“Taking exercise In the yard seb apart
for those convicts who are confined in the
punishment cells.”

With these words the governor led the
way out of the office, with Nelson Lee and
Mac at his heels. After tramping through
innumerable corridors, they at last reached
a fog-enshrouded yard, surrounded by high
walls, in which about a dczen convicts were
solemnly walking round and round in single
file, under the supervision of a couple of
warders. -

“That’s Cundle!” said the governor, in-
dicating the third man in the processicn—a
hurly, coarse-featured fellow. ¢ Halt!™” he
called cut sharply. :

The convicts obediently halted. Even as
they did so0 a curious humming sound was
heard, and the next instant the dark form
of an airghip floated down through the fog
and came to rest about thirty fect above
tho convicts’ heads.

To say that those in the prison yard were
astounded by this unexpected apparition, is
to put it mildly.

Even Nelscn Lee, usually the most =zelf-
pos:zessed of men, was so completely taken
aback as to be deprived for the time being
of the power of speech or action.

In the meantime, the two men who were on
hoard the airship—both of whom were dis-
guised and masked—had received almost as
greatt a surprize as that which they had
created, for as the airship floated down
into the yard, and their eyes fell on the
governor and his two companions, they
recognised Nelson Lee and Mac.

‘““Good heavens, Nelson Lee and Mae-
kenzie are here!” gasped Fairfax—for it was
he and Paul Herman who had flown to
Dartmoor in order t¢ rescue Cundle,
“D’you secer them—on the other side of the
yvard, with the governor?®

But Herman had already scen them, and
his hand had dived into one of the side-
pockets of his jacket, from which he swiftly
drcw out a cardboard hox, lined with cotton-
wncl, and containing a small explosive bomb.

““ Quick, there's not a second toc he lost!”
he said, as he hastily drew the homb ouf, of
the box. ““I'll leok after Lee and Maec-
kenzie, while you attend to Cundle, and
if they attempt to interfere with us TI
blow them to smithereens! There’s Cundle,
the third man on the left. Hail bhim, and
drep the ladder overboard.”

He had scarecely tinished speaking era

U

Fairfax flung the end of the rops ladder
over the airship’s side.

“ Cundle,”” he shouted, beckoning to ihe

convict, ‘“we're friends! The league has
sent us to rescue you. Quick, swarm up
this ladder!”

For one brief second, but ouly for a

second, Cundle was too dazed by hLis good
fortune to obey; then, as the glorious truth
burst into his bewildered brain that these
men had come to take hiim away, he let
out an exultant yell amd darted to the
foot of the dangling ladder.

By that time Nelson Lee had regained his
wits, and as Cundle grasped the ladder »with
both hands and began to swarm up, the de-
tective whipped out his revolver.

But Herman was narrowly watching him,
and the Iinstant the detective’s revolver
flashed out of his pocket Herman sprang to
the airship’s side and raised his hand.

“Down on your faces!” roaréd Nelson
Lee, who espied the bomb in Herman's hand
and divined the scoundrel’s intention.

Mac and the governor instantly fluug
themselves flat on the ground, an example
which was immediately followed by the two
warders and all the convicts, except Cundle.
But Nelson Lce pluckily stood his ground,
and almost at the same instant as the
bemb left llerman’s hand the detective
prezsed the trigger of his revolver,

It would have been a comparatively easy
matter for him to have thot Paul Herman
thrcugh the heart, but if he had done sG,
Herman's death would have been quickly fole
lowed by the death of Nelson Lee, and probh<|
ably also by the death of Mae and the
governcr, when the bommb struck the ground
and exploded.

Instead of aiming at Herman, therefore,
the detective aimed at the bomb. But his
bullet missed it by the merest fraction of
an inch, struck one of the steel masts of the
airship, and glanced cff into space.

What happened next happened so swiftly
that it was all over before the governcr and
Mac had time to realise that they were wit-.
nessing one of the most gallant acts and
ocne of the most superb instances of presence
of mind that history has ever recorded.

For as soon as Nelson Lee saw that lis
bullet had missed its mark he instantly
dropped his revolver, for there was no

| time for a second shot, threw himself for-

ward, flung out his hands, caught the bombh
a bare half-inch from the ground and
scooped it up in his hollowed palms. Then,
as many a cricketer has done after making
a similar catch, he pitched forwards on his
faco and rolled over and over on the ground,
but never lost his hold of the litfle glass
hall and never let it touch the ground!

His dexterity aund cooclness undoubtedly

| saved his life and probably also the lives of

3

his two companions; but by the time he had
scrambled to his feet Cundle had swarmed
to the top of the ladder and was clambering
ahcard the airshin,
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Aud even as Nelson Lee snatched uvp the
revolver again, Fairfax and Cundle threw
themselves flat on the airship’s deck, ller-
man sprang to one of the levers, pushed it
forward, and the airship began to rise.

It should here be explained, in justice to
the governor and Mac, that neither of them
was armed, while the two warders carried
only short, wooden truncheons. Everything,
therefore, depended on Nelson Lee, and as
soon as he had recovered his revolver he flung
up his hand and fired at Paul Herman.

Quick as thought, Herman threw Limself
down on the deck, and the bullet struck
the lever which he had just pushed forward.
Glancing «ff the polished steel, it crashed
into a neighbeuring switchboard, aud
severed one of the wires. There was a
slight report, followed by a shower of
electric sparks, and the next instant, to the
consternation of Ierman and his com-
panions, the airship began t¢ descend.

“ Hurrah! I've winged her! She's coming
down!” yelled Nelson Lee in triumph.

Alas, his triumph was premature! Seeth-
ing with excitement, yet outwardly as calm
as ever, Herman swiftly crawled towards the
lever on his hands and knees and pushed it
as far forward as it would go. And no
sooner had he dons s¢ than the airship
soared upwards through the fog with the
swiftness of an ascending rocket, and
vanished from the detective's view.

“*By Jove, 1 thought we were done for
thent” gasped Fairfax, as he staggered to
hiz feet. “ What happened?”

“T don’t quite know,” =aid Herman, as
he also rose to his feet and examined the
damaged switchboard., ¢ The bullet appears
to have smashed one ¢f these wires, but
why the vessel went down I can't imagine.
However, she’s all right now apparently.”

‘“Are you going to keep her at this
height?" asked TFairfax, when Herman had
consulted the compass and had started the
airship off in an easterly direction. ¢ It's
jolly cold up here. Can’t you bring her
down a bit?”

“Just what I''m going to do,” said Her-
man.

He pulled the lever back and in the twink-
ling of an eye the airship shot down with
the swiftness of a falling star. With a gasp
of alarm he hurriedly pushed the lever for-
ward again, and again the vessel bounded
upwards.

“I don’t like the lcok of this,” he said
anxiously. “That cursed bullet has evi-
dently damaged the electric apparatus which
controls the suspensory screws. As you
see, she goes up when 1 push this lever for-
ward and comes down when I pull the lever
back, but I can no longer regulate the
movements with the same nicety as hefore.”

‘“But I hope you'll be able to bring her
down all right when we reach Ryeroft lall,”
said Tairfax, in a nervous voice.

Herman sirugged his shoulders and lif a
cigarette, _ ey il

“Time will show," he said. “In the mean-

time, ['il let well alone. She's travelling ali
right now, and [ don't either raize or lower
her till we reach the hall.”

All this time Cundle was squatting on the
deck, gazing round him with. a bewildered
stare, and wondering whether it was really
true that he had been rescued in this sen-
sational fashion or whether it was all a fan-
tastic dream from which he would presentiy
awake and find himself on his plank bed iu
tha punishment cell.

His doubts, however, were speedily ban-
izhed when Herman presently turned to him
and explained that he was Number One, and
that his companion was Willoughby TFairfax.
Cundle, of courge—~"»d met both of them
many times befcre tiis conviction, although
he had failed to recognize them in their
present disguize; and after he had giveu
suitable expreszion to his gratitude for what
they had done for him, he bombarded them
witlh a never-ending volley of eager aud
excited questions.

How had they come by the airship? Who
had built fier? How long had they had hert
When had they decided to rescue him? How
did they know that he would be in that par-
ticular yard at that particular hour? MNad
they seen darder Croft? Did they know
about Mac? Where had they come from?
Where were they going now?

By the time Herman had answered all
these queztions, and C(undle had told his
story, the airship was approaching Ryerofi
Hall. The fog was still as dense as ever,
and although it was only about two o’clock
it was almost as dark as night.

In the grounds of the hall, a shed had
been built for the accommodation of the
airship,  The walls of this shed were of
wocd, but the roof was merely an enormous
shect of tarpaulin, which was removed when-
ever the airship descended into the shed or
ascended out of it.

Whilst the airship was approaching the
hall four men were standing at the four out-
side coraers of this shed, each man with an
electric torch in his hand. They were fcur
of Fairfax’s servants, and all of them, of
course, were members of the league.

‘““They ought to be here before very
long,” muttered one of the men to himselr,
as he glanced at his watch. “It's nearly

two ¢'clock, and Nmmber One satd—--
ITere they are!™
The ticoting of an owl-or, rather, a

human voice that simulated the hooting of
an owl—floated down through the fog. In-
stantly the four men pressed the buttons of
their electric torehes, and held them higl
abova the'r heads,

The result of this manccuvre was that
those on board the airship, which was thes
sailing over the grounds of the hall, sud.
denly perceived four twinkling points -of
light spring into view whitty told them the
exact positicn of the shed.

““ Now comes the tuz of war,? said .Her-
man, as he brought tle vezsel to a stand-
still immediately cver the four pointe of

=



¢ Wiil she settle down ‘slowly, or

lirht.
will she go down with a rush, like she
did the last time I tried to lower her?”

He laid his hand on the lever which
controlled the suspensory screws. With his
heart in his mouth, he gently pulled the
lever back a little way. To his intense
relief, and the relief of IPairfax and Cundle,
the airship slowly settled down. Suddenly,
however, an comincus whirr was heard, the
screws ceased to revolve, and the airship
dropped at a furious pace, and Herman had
harely time to fling the lever forward in
time to prevent the vessel crashing down
on the floor f the shed with a violence
that would have wrcekad her and destroyed
her occupants. N

The moment he flung the lever forward,
the screws whizzed round, and the airship
shet up with dizzying speed. Again he
cautiously pulled the lever back, and again
she descended, slowly at first, and then with
a rush.

A dozen times or mare this perfermance
was repeated, and then, by dint of skilful
manceuvring, IHerman contrived to bring the
airship to a standstill about twenty feet
from the floor of the shed.

“[ daren't risk trying to bring her any
lower,” he said to his two terrified com-
panions. “We'll deseend by the mope-
ladder, and then we'll see if we can drag
ficr down by main force.”

The ladder was accordingly lowered, and
a moment later the three men stood on
terra firma, all of them eprofcundly glad
that: they had reached their destination un-
injured and alive. Ropes were then affixed
to the bows and stern of the airship, and
when with the help of the rest of the ser-
vants, she had been forcibly pulled down
until her keel- rested on the ground, lfer-
man clambered _aboard, pulled the lever
back, and stopped the revolution of the
SUSpPensory Screws.

““ That's the last time we'll ever he able |

to use the airship,” said Fairfax, with a
regretful sigh, as he and IHerman and
Cundle entered the house. '

“How do you make that out?”? asked
Herman.

“1t would he madness to use Ler when
we can't regulate her ascent and descent,”
said . Fairfax.

* True,” said Herman. “And T
never dream of doing so.”

““ Well, that’s what I meant when I said

should

wo should never be able to use her again,”

said Fairfax. ““She’s worse than wuseless
now; she’s positively dangerous.”

Herman laughed and selected a cigarette
from his case.

“We’ll have her at work again in less
than a week,” he said, as he lit the cigar-
ette and blew out clouds of smoke.
have lots of skilled engineers amongst our
members, and they will be able to repair
the damage without any difficulty.”

“I'm not so sure about that,” said Fair-
<ax, shaking his head doulitfully, =

N e

After events were to prove that Fairfax
was right. Herman, however, pooh-pcolred
Lkis confederate’s forebodings, and after
reiterating his confident opinion ~that the
airship would scon be ready for work again,
he anncunced his intention of returning to
London at once by motor-car.

A few hours later, Paul Herman was back
at his mansion in Curzon Strect; Fairfax
was hack at the Centurion Club; whiie
Cundle, his convict garb exchanged for a
cast-off suit of tweeds, was enjoying the
nnwonted luxury of a pipe and a quart of
heer at Rycroft Hall

ACQUITTED !

N the morning of Monday, the twenty-
ninth, Mac and O'Brien, leaviug
Nelson Lee to keep watch on Fair-
fax in London, travelled down to

Guildford in order to Do present at the
trial of Donald Stuart. ' '

The court was crowded when the judge
tock his seat on the bench, amongst thoese
present heing the Marquis of Hummersea—
the owner of the stclen jewels—Paul Her-
man—in his character of ‘“ Squire Mande-
ville ?—and several of the c¢ther guests who
had been at Moscar Grange on the night
of the robbery.

There is no need to describe the {rial,
which lasted nearly half an hoar. When the
case was called on, tho prosecuting counsel
rose and explained that since the police-
court preccedings certain facts had come to
light which rendered it unnecessary for him
to do more than ask that the prizuner should
be discharged.

Having briefly indicated the nature of
these facts, he put O'Brien in. the witness-
box; and after the Irizh detective had told
the story of his adventures at Bernstein’s
sltop and had produded the two cipher
letters, and after one of the four constables
had confirmed his evidence, the prosecuting
barrister announced that he now wished to
withhdraw the charge against the accused.

The judge, however, pointed <ut that the
charge, having been placed on record, could
not be withdrawn, and that the jury must
return a formal verdict of ¢ Not guilty.”
This the jury unhesitatingly did, and Donald
Stuart etepped out of the dcck a free mau,
“without,”” as the judge remarked amid
cheers, ““a stain on his character.”

Warrants were out for the arrest of Sir
Edgar Fawcett and Samuel Bernstein; but
that pair of scoundre!s had completely dis-
appeared, leaving no trace behind them.

Mac was the first to congratulate Donald
Qtuart on his triumphant vindication of -
his innocence. O’Brien was the secound, and
the third was Squire Mandeviile, alias Paul
Herman, who came up to Donald "and the
two detectives as they left the court-house,
and shock the young Scotsman by the hand.

| &I trust you dom't bear me any ill-will



for the apparently hostile evidence which 1
gave against you at the magisterial inquiry,”
caid ‘Herman, when he had congratulated
Donald on the result of the trial.

“ Not abt all,” said Donald frankly. * You
cculdn’t do ctherwise than you did. You
only described what you actually saw, and
I den't wonder that you thought me guilty.”

“I'm ashamed to confess that I did think
you guilty at the time,” said Herman. “ It
was very foolish of me, but, as you say,

was hardly to be wondered at, cousidering

the circuomstances,. What an unmitigated
scoundrel Sir Bdgar Faweett must be, and
Low cleverly he and that mysterious Number
One must tiave laid their plans, to make it
appeiar g0 conclusively that the jewel-case
had been stolen by you. I wonder why they
selected you as their vietim?”

“To get him arrested,” said Maec, “ and
keep him out of the way whilst they stole
his airship.”

Herman glanced at Mae, and then at
Donald, as if to say, * Who is this?”?

“ This is my cousin, Colin Mackenzie,” said
Donald. .

“J] am proud and delighted to make your
acquaintance,” said Herman, graspiog Mac’s
iand. “You are the famous detective, are
you nct, who is bhelping Mr. Nelson Lee and
Mr. O'Brien here to unmask that villainous
League of the Iron Hand? 1 have read the
newspaper accounts of ycur exploits, and
have often wished to meet you. You must
come and seo me some day. I live at Hartop
Manor, which isn't very far from here. Are
you staying in Londoun?”

“I've becn staying with Mr. Nelson Lee
up to now,” said Mac, “but I'm going to
spend the next few days with Donald, at
his house at Wimbledon.”

“You are going back to Wimbledon, then,
are you?”? said Herman, turning to Donald.

“0Of course,” said Donald. “ Where else
could 1 go?”

“Well, if I were in your place,” said Her-
man, ‘I should want te go for a long holi-
day after the terrible strain ycu have un-
dergone. Well, good-bye, Mr. Stuart. Good-
bye, Mr. Mackenzie. Good-bye, Mr. O'Brien;
and may the best of luck attend your efforts
to unmask the League of the Iron Hand.”

He shock hands cordially, and made his
way to the railway-station. An hour or so
later he arrived at Waterloo and drove by
Taxi from there to the Centurion Club.

Nelson Lee, watching the portals from the
other side of the street, saw © Squire Mande-
ville #* alight and enter the club. Lee, of
course, did not know Mandeville; had no
suspicion that Mandeville was Paul Herman;
while still less did he suspect that he was
«“ Number One »* of the League of the Iron
Hand. R

“(fome up to my room in five minutes,”

gaid Herman in-a low voice as he strolled |

past Fairfax .in the smoking-room.

Fairfax waited five minutes, then made his
way. upstairs to Herman's privato sitting-
room, ' ;

“Stuart has been acquitted,” announced
Herman a9 the other entered and locked the

door after him,

“How was
astonishment., o

Herman briefly told of O'Brien’s dis-
coveries at Bernstein's,

“The police kept the secret very well,” he
concluded. ‘““ Until to-day the public were
ignorant of the whole affair. I kpnew of it,
If!owe-ve-r, some days agco, and knew that
Stuart was bound to be acquitted.” .

‘““And where is Bernstein now?”? azked

that?” asked Fairfax, in

Fairfax, ~
“At Walworth Road.”
“And Fawcett?” :.
“Safo on the continent.”
“And Cundle?”
“0h, he's lying low at Rycroft!”
“And what about the airship? Has she
been repaired?” : :
Herman shook his head,

“_No,’{ he said, “she hasn't. You were
quite - right when you said you feared it
wouldn’t be an easy joh. I've sent six of
our most expert electrical engineers to Ry-
croft in the last ten days, but no one of
them has been able -to discover what is
wrong. lHowever, I know now of a man who
will put her to rights in a couplo of days—
perhaps less.” -

“I'm jolly glad to hear that.
the man?”’

“Donald Stuart!” :

Fairfax stared at Herman in amazement.

‘““What on ecarth do you mean?” he

gasped. _
said Herman coolly, “that I'm

Who i3

“I mean,”

going to kidmap Stuart, take him to Ry-
croft Hall, and make him repair the air-

ship ! '
“Fasy to talk!” said Fairfax, with a
shrug. *““ But how are you going to manage

it 2*
~ ““Quite simply,” was the reply. ¢ Stuart
is going back to his Wimbledon ticuse to-
day, and Mackenzie is going with him. To-
night, therefore, Stuart will be in the house
with only Mackenzie and that deaf old
caretaker as his companions.

“And to-night,” concluded Herman, as he
rose to his feet, ‘“Cundle and I will pay a
visit to Wimbledon in: my car, and when we
return to Rycroft Iall we shall have Donald
Stuart with us!”

e

DONALD IS KIDNAPPED!

T aboub an hour after midnight, a
motor-car glided silently aleng the
neglected drive leading up to
Donald Stuart’s house at Wimble-
don, and pulled up just in front of the
dining-room window.
- In the car were two men--Paul Herman
and Cundle. ;
" Having alighted, each produced a black
crape mask from his pocket and affixed .ib

L over the upper balf of his fat?. Bach drew



¥

viiif

S—— S ——

a pair of rubber-soled goloshes over his fect.
Each slipped this hand into the outside
pocket of his ccat, and assured himself that
his revolver was ready for instant use. Then,
whilst Herman rummaged in the back of the
car, and fished out a gag, a pair of haud-
cuffs, and a coil of rope, Cundle stole up
to the cutside of the window, and examined
the fastenings by the light of a small ¢lectric
torch.

“It's a soft job, guv'nor!? he chuckled,
when Herman came over to tiim., “ We'll be
inzide in a brace o' shakes!”

Drawing a diamond glass-cutter from his
pocket, he described a circle with it on the
outside of one of the panes at the meeting
of the sashes. Renlacing the cutter in his
pocket, he produced a lump of putty and
gently pressed it on the centre of the ring
which he had drawn. Grasping tho lump of
putty béetween tiis forefinger and thumb, he
pulled it towards him, thus removing a
circular piece of the pane, and then thrust
his other hand through the hcle.

Thirty seconds later the catch had bcen
pressed back, the lower sash raised, and the

two men were inside the dark and silent
house. _ _
““ Wait here while I reconnoitre,” whis-

pered Herman.

Ho glided across the room, opened the
door cauticusly, and peered into the hall.
Then he beckened to Cundle, and handed him
tho gag, the handcufizs, and the rope.

“The coast is clear,” he said. ¢ They're
in bed and fast asleep, I expect. Remem-
ber, everything depends on our overpowering
Stuart before he has time to raise an alarm.
If ie doesn't wake when I open the dcor,
you must eram that gag into his mouth, and
stip the handcuffs over his wrists, before
he knows what's happening. On the other
hand, if the opening of the door awakes him,
I'll keep him quiet with my revolver while
vou gag and bind him. Come along!”

He extinguished his electric’lamp, and drew
out his revalver. Then he led the way across
the hall and up the first flight of stairs,
closely followed by the ex-comvict.

Reaching the door of Donald’s bedroom,
Herman paused and listened at the keyhole.
Hearing no sound from within, he switched
on his pocket-lump, and gently turned the
handle.

It turned without the slightest sound; but
the instant he began to push the door open,
a startled exclamation fell upon his ears,
telling that his intended vietim was awake
after all! |

As a matter of fact, Donald Stuart.
although he had retired to rest hours before,
had fcund himself uvuable to sleep. He had
lain tossing restlessly from side to side,
thinking of what he had recently endured
through the machinations or the League of
the Iron Hand.

* Hallo! Who's there?” he excluimed,
when the-. door swung open and a shaft of
licht flashed into the room.

~+ Herwan Qid not reply. WiHR a suarl, fig
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sprang towards the bed, and thrust the
muzzle of his revolver into Donald’'s face,

“Hands up, or I fire!” he hissed.

Taken utterly hy surprise, Donald raised
fiis hands. At the same instant, Cundle
seized his wrists, hrought them together,
and snapped the stecl bracelets around thein.
Then as Donald, regaining his presence of
mind, opened his mouth to shout for help,
Cundle clutched him by the throat with
one hand, and thrust the gag between his
teeth with the olher.

After that the rest was easy, and in littie
more time than it takes to tell Donald’s
arms were pinioned to his sides with the
rope, and his legs lashed together from the
ankles tc the knees.

“ Now listen to me, Mr. Stuart,” said Her-
mauy, in a low, tense voice. “ By this time
you have doubtless realised that you are
completely in cur power, and that rcsistance
is useless. 1 beg you to believe, however,
that we have not the slightest desire to
harm you in any way whatever—that 1s,
of coursze, il you act sensibly. We have a
motor-car outside, in which we propose
to convey you to a certain place for a pur-
posa which I will explain when we get there.
In the meantime, if I untie your legs, wilt
you give me your word of honour that you
will walk quietly down to the car, and will
make no attempt 1o escape or to raisp au
alarm?”

Daonald, who could not speak, of course,
;13,' Seagon of thio gag, vigorously shook his
1ead.

“You won't?” said IHerman, raising his
eyebrows. “ That's very foolish of. you.
Mr. Stuart. You admit, I suppcee, that yon
are entirely at our mercy, and that you
have nothing to gain by being obstinate?”

Donald made no sign.

“Come now, will you accept my ofler?”
said Herman.

Donald sl:ook his head again.

IHerman shrugzed his shoulders and turned
te Cundle. )

¢ Then we shall have to carry him down
to the car, that’s all!* he said. < Help me
to wrap him in one of thesze blankets.”

When Donald had been enwrapped ‘in the
blanket, Herman grasped him by the shoul-
ders, and Cundle by the legs, and in thi=
fashion they carried Lim cut of the room
and down the stairs. |

It was not an easy task, for Donald was
no featherweight, and just before they
reached the bottom of the stairs Cundle, who
wad walking backwards, slipped.

In order to save himself from falling, the
ex-convict loosed his hold on Donald’s legs
and made a wild grab at the bannister.
The result was catastrophe. For the momeunt
Cundle released his hoid on Donald's legs,
the weight of the young Scotsman’'s body
dragged Herman forwards and downwards,
and the next instant all three were rolling
down the few remaining stairs with a clatter
that reverberated through the house.

Another Powerful Instalment Next Week .
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CHAPTER I,

I'EAWW moments before, Gordon Fox
had heard a vague sound, like a
a stifled shriek, that seemed to
come from nowhere in particular;

2ind now, as he pedalled down the crest of

4 kno!l, a fearful cry rang distinctly on
his ears—thrice repeated.
* Murder! Murder! Murder-r-r!”’

A faint tumult was swelling, and the
detective was convinced that a crime had
heen committed, though he had supposed
that he -was miles from any habitation.
For fifty yards he pedalled noiselessly on,
and then, warned by a crashing noise, he
hastily dismounted.  He put his machine
flat on the ground—the lamp had long since
hurnt out—and crouched heside it. The
next instaut the dark shape of a man
crossed the road, from left to right, a short
Jdistance 2head, and plunged into the
thickets. He tore on, was visible for an
instant on the top of a hillock, and then
vanished in the direction of a ragged, moun-
fainous heap of rocks that towerced far off
against the murky sky.

Gaordon box bad no chance to apprehend
the fugitive, if such he was. Having
niounted his bicycle he sped swiftly on, and
soon came to an old Devon farmhouse stand-
ing by the edge of the lonely Exmoor Road.
He saw a light in front of him, shining
from a window, but he did mat go any
farther. He stepped into the open door
of the farmhouse, and fcund himself in a
tow-ceilinged, stone-paved kitchen—in the
presence of a tragic and thrilling scene.
A grey-bearded man was stretched by the
ireplace, and by him knoelt a weeping girl
and a vouth, whose face was distorted with
rage and gnef Around them were half-a-
duzen men, oue a police-constable and
another an iuspector. All turned towaids
ch strapger as he entered.

‘I am on a eycling tour,” =aid the detec-
-gm:, “and I have lost my way on the
moors, Is this a case of murger?”

“* That's what it is, sir,”’ replied the con-
utah!c,

"'Well, perliaps 1
pame is ox--Gordon Fox,

can  assist

you, Mx
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' neighbouring ion, the Monmouth Arms,

‘myself.
and ran over the moor towards
mile of rocks"
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Gorpon [fox, LETECT/ILE,

** Nott the London

detective of thab

name?’’ exclaimed the inspector,
““Yes, I am,”’ N
“Then I'm proud to meet you, sir. 1

ain  Inspector Luke Tredennis, of Lyuton,’
and it so happens that Constable Trewth!
and 1 are on the spot; but we'll he glad
of your help, Mrp. Fox, though there isn't
apy niystery about the case,”

He went, oan to explain the situation. The
murdered farmer, Isaac Polwin, had been
in the habit, of sitting up later than his
son and daughter, who had retired between
eight and nine o’clock, Roused from sleep
by the sounds of a struggle, the girl, Ruth.
had crept downstairs, to find her father
Jying ¢n the floor in a pool of blood, and to
see the murderer fleeing from the house with
a gun on his shoulder, and in one hand a
canvas-bag of gold, which the farmer had
received that tlay for the =ale of some
sheep., The girl had- fallen in a swoon.
with a shrick that woke her brother Hugh,
and he had given the alarm that brought
the others to tlhie scene—two farm-hands,
Inspector Tredennis, and the constable, and
the landlor@ and his son, Eben, from t.{le
The
inspeetor and his companion had driven
over that evening, with the intention of
lying in waitt for some sheep-stealers who
had lately heen committing depredations.
The murderer had been recognized, and that
part Ruth Polwin told herself, in a sobbing
voice,

It was Joel Pengelly, cur shepherd.”
she declared. " He was alwayvs a sullen
and morose man, and a couple of days ago
ho had a bitter guarrel with father. But he
must have killed him for the gold, which he
knew to he in the housze, locked in the
kitchen ecloset.”

*“F heard no shot,”” said the
as he stepped towards the hody.

‘““No, he did the decd with the butt of
the gum,” put in Hugh Pnlmn “If 1 get
hold of him,” he added, “I'll blow his

detectlive,

- brainsg out!”

“* e ig sure to be caught, I think,’
clared €lordon Fox.

" de-
““I saw the murdcrer
Me crassed the road ahead of me.
a gareat



, Tor,”” said one of th
farm-hands. “ Over the coast.’

“It's queer that he should strike in that
direction,”” said. Inspector Tredennis.

“* Not at all,” replied thie detective. * For
he is evi cleutlv a shrewd and cunning fellow.
Knowing. that the country will be widely
searched for him, he means to hide close
by until the huz and cry has subsided and

-he has a chance of escape.”

LY

from the iovn, to keep the aistracted

O'clock.

" Meanwhile, fircarms had been collected,

* oeaid

place,

“1hen we'll find him at Carn Tor, sir,
Constable Trewth., * It a rocky
full of caverns.”

““And he has no doubt laid in a supply
of food,” said Joshua Haggard, the land-
lord of the Monmouth ATins, _ :

‘“He has,” put in Onen Polwin, * e
ag elcured out the larder.”

“ We had better start at once and make

15

sure of him,” urged the inspector, " or he
may give us the siip by morning.”
** Are there any . other houses near bhy?”

asked Gordon Fox.

o Nnuo. mr,‘ was the reply. ““ Not within

Iltll
Au}' chance of getting a dog that is
gnod at tracking?” : :
* Not nearer than Minehead,” said the
inspector,

“ Then we'll make the hest of it. It wili
certainly he wise to surracund this Carn Tor
without. delay.™

Gordon TFox took matters in hand, and
acted promptly. Two traps being available,
one of the farm-labourers was sent off to
Lynton and the other to Minehead, to give
information of the murder, and to ask the
local authorities to assign men to watch
all the roads leading away from Exmoor.
and
had come over
girl
compabvy, the scarch-party set forth. They
numbered six—the detective, Trewth and
Tredennis, Haggard and his son, and IHugh
I’ﬁlum-——'md all were provided with “atar-
proof coats or capes; for a storm had been
threatening all day, and it promised to
burst very scon,

It was now hetween ten and eleven
The little party struck seaward
across the wild moorland, carrying unlighted
lantérns in  case of necessity, and an hour
of hard aud diflicult tramping brought them
close to Carn Tor, which had been constantly
in view, rising black against the sky-line.
It was a tall and ragged mass of houlders,
and the slope that led up to them og all

when the landlord’'s wife

sides was covered with bushes and loose
stones, The circumference was not very
large, however, and Gordon Fox saw that
the place could be easily guarded by six
pEersons, =

“We had better not go any farther,”
he whispered. “If our man is here he
must not discover il-':. is

e

The first thing
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As he spoke there was a flash and ga
rernort from up among the rocks, and a-
bullet sang within an inch of hig, bhead.
Hugh Polwin instantly fired at the spot,
and a peal of mocking laughter answered
him,

“We've got you,
inspector. ** You'’ll
you can’t escape!"’

“1 won't be taken alive!'' shouted the
enragzed and desperate murderer. ** Mind
you that! Come on,if you like, and I'll Kkill
you one by one.”

*“ Shall we rush him?" gaid thﬂ detective.

It would be madness, sir,”” declared
HHageard., ** He'll do what he says. HMe can
easily dodge from cave to cave, and Kkeep
lei(mdm" -

It was a dark night, and the llttle parh
did not have to retreat far to be invisible.

“ He las the best of wus,”” grumbléd
Inspector ‘I'redennis. ** What's to be done?"”’

“We'll have to wait till morning,”” replied
Gordon Fox. ‘“ And we’ll take good care
that tlhie man don't give us the slip in the
meanwhile, - He. is not likely to make a
dash, though he has prepared for a siege.
Inspector, you and Haggard post yourselves
here, on the south side. Hugh Polwin and
Constable Trewth will slip round to the
north ¢f the Tor. 1 will mount guard on
the east side, and young laggdird on the
west. And we must all keep our eyves and
ears open, remember that.”

The detective's instructions were at,. LBCO
obeyed, and a few moments later, when the
six were af their posts, the threatening
storm broke in wild fury.

Pengelly!" cried the
have to surrender, for

CHAPTER 11I.

THE VILLAGE RY CARN TOPR—A STARTLING
COVERY—THE TRAGFEDY

DIS-
AT THE EMPTY HOUSE,

T was an April storm, and not for a long
time bhad the Devonshire men known

a worse one of its kind. There was

no lightning or thunder, but the rain

fell in sheets, and the wind rose to a fear-
ful cale. In spite of his eycling-cape Gor-
don Fox was soon drenched to the skin.
Quite alone, he crouched in the lee of the
rock, peering over it occasionally at the
dripping mass of Carn Tor, though the dark-
ness was so intense that Joel Pengelly might

have crept by him unseen.

There he sat wretchedly for three hours
and more, exposed to the raging elements;
and then, of a sudden, the faint report of
a gunshot was borne to his ears. 1lle rose
to his feet and looked seaward, gazed in
surprise at a light that appeared to be
shining from a window. He summoned his
companions by a whistle, and four of them
promptly joined them.

“ Pl you hear the shot?' he asked. * Do
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you seo that light yonder?
mean?”’

“*There is an empty house down tllerc—-+P
an old inn that was used in the smuggling
days,” replied Imnspector Tredennis. ** The
light must be there.
stable?” he added.

The missing man had been posted some
ten yards from Hugh Polwin, but the latter
had pot seen him. Ie did not answer when
his name was called, and a brief search was
cqually  fruitless. | T '

“I have it!” the inspector cried excitedly.
“Trewth slipped off to the house for
shelter, and Pengelly must Lave dodged us
and gope there also, to seek a fresh hiding-
place, for the water would have been stream-
ing through the crannies of the Tor. The
two have met, and one has shot the other!"”

*“ My word, I believe you are right!’'’ de-
clared Gordom i'ox. * Come!” he added.
“* Keep in sin le, so as not to spoil any
tracks that we' may cross.”

- They soon arfrived at the inn, and entered
by the open door.

A tragedy had evidently taken place. Con-
stable. Trewth’s lantern was alight on a
table near the window, one pane of which
liad been Shatiered by a hullet. A three-
legged chair had heen broken, and there
were ofther, signs of 2 struggle, In the
middle. of the floor was a jagged opebning,
where the rotten planks had given way to
teavy force, and near-by lay the constable’s
hehinet and a greasy tweed cap, that was
at once identified by young Polwin as the
property of Joel Pengelly.

“* Keep away from that hole,” urged In-
spector Tredennis. ** It runs down through
the cliti, aud the smugglers used to throw
the excise men iuto it! The sea runs in by
a cleft, and it is high tide now. Don’t
vou hear the waves roaring far below? Pen-

What does

it

{-.

selly and poor Trewth are down there,
heing 1nangled on the rocks, and their
hodies may never be recovered. Pengelly

ot here first, and when Trewth came and
lit his lantern, the scoundrel fired at him
and missed, Then the two grappled, fell,
and broke through the floor. 1t is all as
plain as daylight, Mr. T'ox.”

That such had happened all believed, ex-

cept the detective, whose keen eyes had §

discovered a remarkable thing about the
damp foot-prints on the dusty floor. MUe
kpcw that they lhad heen made by the
same person!

Taking the lautern—another one had heen
lichted—Gordon Fox led the way out of
honse. The footsteps of the party of five
ran straight away from thre door, and to
right and left, diverging at an angle, were
the separate prints of the two missing men.
Both had entered the. door, .and neither
had afterwards left the house. Of that the
detective and his companion satisfied them-
celves by making a cirenit of the building.

But where is the con- }

*“This is Trewth’s trail, for T know his
broad-soled beots,”’ declared the inspector,
*“and the other, with the big hobnails, is

Pengelly's. They med their death together.’”

The deteetive was silent. 1le followed the
two trails, ove by one, to the verge of
the soft earth, where he found that they
ended amang the rocks within twenty yards

of each other, and that hoth pointed heels
first, towards Cara Tor.

“Come, we Wwill go back,” hLe said.

They returned to the inn, where, after
leoking about for a time, Gérdon Iox took
a ball of stout cord from his pocket. MHe
tied an end to the lantern, which he lowered
into  vhe black, draughty  hole, peering
cautiously over the brink.

“* Ah, what i3 that?” he exclaimmed, when
the light was a dozen feet below,

* Laok, Tredennis! Do you sce
thing sticking to a spur of rock?”

“It is one of the constable’s hoots,” de-
clared the inspector,

** But the sole is missing!”

“Yes, torn off! The poor fellow muszt

have eaught his foot in fulling.”

Gordon Fox shrugged his shoulders, and
when he drew up the lantern he was smiling,

“There has been no  tragedy — no
struggle?* he <caid quietly. * Constablg
Trewth was not inside this house to-night.
Joel Pengelly was here, but he went out
alive. 'There ar¢c no bodics down there.”

“ Impossible!”” ericd Inspector Tredenniz.
““ Both men cntered the house—look at their
tracks—and they dil not leave it. I know
you are a c¢lever detective, Mr. I'oy, but
when it comes to telling us that—-"

T am right,” broke in Gordon Fox, * and
I will convince you of it before you are
much eolder. But now for your instructions!
I am going te ereep close up to Carn Tor.

here and pass by the Tor, as if homeward
bound, talking londly about the death of
Pengelly and the constable. Carry no
lights. When you have gone on for a quar-

selves within earshot of me, so that you
will bhe ready when I need you. Wait
patiently, and you won't he disappointed.”’

A moment. Jater the -deteetive was off,
leaving his companions iu a state of utter
stupefactiou,

)
—_——

CHAPTER IIL

WHEN THE DAY DAWNED—THE FIGHT TN THE
CAVERN—GORDON FOX EXPLAINS.

IIE sobbing gale and the angry clouds
I departed on the wings of the night,

apd the dawn broke .slowly on a
elear sky. Cramped and stiff from
his long vigil, squatied under a dense clump
of busghes, Gordon Tox gladly watched the

sOome-

and within o few minntes yon will leave.

ter of a mile, turn back, and. hide your-.
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grey light flash 6ver wild moorland, and

“grassy clills, and raging sea.

He waited a brief time, and then, before
the first glimmer of the sun had shown it-
self, he started to climb the castorn side
of Carn ‘Tor. Noiselessly, with the stealth
of a cat, he drew himself up from boulder
to boulder, grasping a revolver in one hand.

Having mounted for a dozen yards, he
suddenly paused on a ledge. lle was listen-
ing to a sound that he recognised—the
sound of deep breathing. It came from a
cavernous opening in front of him, and when
had crept iuside and peered round a
spur of rock, he saw what he had expected
to find,

Within a conple of yards of him was
stretched Joel Pengelly, a huge man with
a mattcd beard, and a little further back
lay Coustable Trewth. The latter's eyes
were closed. Ile was bound and gagged, and
his helmet and boots were missing.

Gordon Fox warily advanced, bent over,
and picked up the murderer’s gun. With

- that Joel Pengelly awoke, and as quickly

leaping to his feet with a yell and a curse,
ho threw himself upon the detective and
thed te wrest the weapon from him. The
gun was discharged, doing no harm, as the
two mcen fouecht for possession of it. They
grappled and fell, rolling to and fro in a
desperate ewmbrace.

“I'll fix you!" snarled Pengelly. *1I
won't be taken alive!” |
. Help, help!”’ Gordon Fox cried hoarsely.

Ilelp came, but not until he was getting
the worst of the furious struggle for life.
Then Inspector Tredenwis and his com-
panions swarmed into the cavern, and when
they had overpowered and bound the raving
murderer, they turned their attention to
Constable Trewth. They cut him loose, and
.took the rag from his mouth, but he showed
only faint signs of life.

““He is unconscious, that's all,” declared
the inspector. ** There’'s an ugly lump on
his skull, and perhaps a slight injury to the

- THE

brain, but, with proper treatment he’ll pyup
through. This beats the world!"’ he addeq
“How did you get on to it, Mr. Fox? IHow
did you figure it out?"” i

“It was very simple,” replied Gordop
Fox; and he stated what had given rise
to his theory. * Pengelly slipped away,
meaning to escape,” he went on, * and he
caught sight of the constable in the bushes,
He stunned him with a single blow—Polwiy
did not hear anything, owing to the wind—
and that suggested to him the cunning idea
which hg carried out. He was a powerfut
man, al. when he had bound and gagged
Trewth, and robbed him of boots, lantern,
and helmet, he shouldercd him and brought
him up here to the cave. Then he crept
down to the empty house and arranged his
plans. lle tramped about the room, broke
the chair, smashed the rotten planks over
the hole, and threw the cap and helmet on
the floor. He fired the shot to draw us to-
the scene, and meanwhile he had ecut the
uppers from the constable’s boots, flung
them down the hole, and tied the soles to
his own boots, in a reversed position.

“Then he left the house, making the
deceptive foot-prints, the wuay here. I felt
sure that he bhad returned to Carn Tor from
the moment 1 discovered the clue to the
mystery. Believing that his death would
be accepted as a certainty, he hoped to lie
safely concealed for a day or two, and then
get away from the neighbourhood.  Before
leaving, no doubt, he would have murdered
Trewth!”

The murderer was lodged .in gaol ‘before
the close of the day, and by then Constable
Trewth had recovered consciousness. Gor-
don Fox finished his cycling tour and went
back to London; but later he returned
to Devonshire to give evidence at the trial
of Joel Pengelly who, in due course, was
hanged. The bag of gold, it may be said,
had been found on himm at the time of his
capture,

END.
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(Continued from page 14)

Willy nodded.

o [ meant it to be!?® he replied. ¢ There's
not quite enough hlood, that’s the only thing.
i tapped Lemon and I tapped Owen minor.
But your tap doesn’t seem to bhe running!
What’s the matter with your silly nose? I'll
sive it another punch——-"

You—you fathead,” gasped Chubby,
Jdodging away. “All this silly fuss over
Huggins! He's gone now—what's the good
of fighting about him? He wasp't in the
Third, anyhow!” .

“ That's got nothing to do with me!*’ saild
Willy. “Huggins is a brick—one of the
hest! ¥ know! I've seen what he can do,
and you can't spoof me! He didn't biff old
Sluggs,”

“ Slugas?”?

“0Oh, well, Snuges!’ =aid Willy.
does it matier about a wpame? When it
comes 1o that, he is a siug! I'll bet a penny
to a pound that he made & bloomer. e only
thought it was Iluggins who hit him. But
I'm not going to arguc any more—I've settled
with the matter.”

Willy had proved auite conclusively that
he was very stropgly in favour of Alf Hug-
gins, The other Third-formers bad rather
gloried in the fact that Alf had gone. And
Willy had expressed his own opinion. He
geperally did this, assisted by his fist.

e stalked off, and came upon hig hrother
nn the Ancient House steps,

“Oh! 1've been looking for you!?’ “eaid
Ianaforth frowning. .

“Gooat!”  said  Willy the
frouhle??

flandforth Iocked at his wminor critically.

T can sce you've been fighting!”” he re-
warked. “Good man! I hope you whacked
him hollow?”?

« Whacked him?%” sneered Willy.
like you—1 don't take on one! I've just
langhtered half the Third! If you go Dbe-
hind the shrubbery, you'll find all the dead
hodies!”

Haudforth grinned.

“ It's all very well to have a scrap now and
again, but there’s no need to be go blessed
wholesale!” he said, becoming severe. “ And
1'I1 bes the fight was over nothing!”

1t was about Huggins!”’

“Oh, it was about Huggins?”

“Didn't I say =077 asked Willy. ¢ What
a chap vou are for repeating things! You
see, the young idiots started saying that
Huggins was a cad. Then they said that
Buggzins deserved what lhe got. So I just
painted out the triath."

“With your fist?”

Willy stared. _

““ What's the good of pointing it out with
anything else?®” he asked. < My hat! Do
.you think those voung fatheads would take
any notice if I didn’t xlosh 'em at the same
time? I told ’em plain out that TTuggins
is a good ‘un, and that he didn't {ouch
Smnges at alll”

Hzudfortn thrust out a L-t,

“ What

“VWhat's

“T'm not

v “Put it there!*? he said warmly.

mistake.
l

{
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you are with Huggins?”’

“ Bvery thme!”’ said Willy heartily.
Several Removites who were .in the

Triangle nearly fainted. Such a spectacle
as this was upprecedented. To see Kand-
forth major and landforth minor gserapping
was nothing—but to see them shaking hands
was unbelievable.

_ ““That’s good!” said Tandforth.

jolly  glad—— You—you beastly
bounder!?

“What?? said Wiily blandly.

“JFam ! roared Handiorth, glaring at his
fingers.

“Oh, that's nothing!” said Willy care-
lessly. *‘I've got one of Mrs. llake's jam
tarts in my pocket, and [ touched it by
Don’t make a fuss over nothing.
Blessed if you ain’t always grumbling.”

Handforth stared at his hand in a herrified
kind of way.

“This is what comes of heing pally with
a sticky fag,” he snorted. ¢ By deorge!
It's tho last time I')l shake hands with you,
my lad. Y've got to go in and wash oow.”

‘““ Well, you wneeded omne, anyway,” said
Willy. *1I was just thinking that it would
be a pretty good idea to put some jam on
your face, toco. So long!”?

Under the circumstancez, Willy deemed it
wiser to stroll away. 1o did so, fishing out
the jam tart at the same tiime. Iie munched
at it, quite careless of the fact that several
pieces of fluff adhered to it.

Handforth took a deep breath.

“One of these days, that young ass will
he missing,” he said darkly.

1le turned, and went into the Ancient
House-—-and passed wpstairz to indulge in a
totally unexpected wash. Handforth didn’t
mind washing, but he objected to too inuch
of a good thing.

In the meantime, Avchie still =at in his
study, wondering what on earth he could
do. He was terribly worried. Ife hadn’t
secen Alf, and his wmain idea was to dash off
a3 So00n as possible.  Bnt how could he?
How could liec go to Londen? What about
| lessons?

It occurred o Liiin that he might go to
the Jlead, and ask for permission. But
this didn’t strike him as being very hopeiul.

Only the previous evening he had
approached the Head—with a .request that
he could see Alf at once. But the Head
had curtiy refused. 8o it was a dead cer-
tainty that Dr. Stafford would not sanction
a visit to Leondon.

And-then Archie had another idea.

“ Absolutely !’ he murmured, starting up.
He paced up and down quickly.

| “] mean to say, it’s the absolute goods!

Of course, the idea of going to the rotter
is rather ghastly, but tlis is the time when
 a chappie must put personal things aside.
Yes, by gad! I°l} do it!¥

He moved to the door, which opened, and
adnritted Phipps.

“Ah! Good!*? said Archie. *In fact,

“1T'm
little

| gistinelly good! The very laddie! Semehow

-
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or other, Phipps, you generally manage to
float in just when the young master requires
large chunks of assistance. This, Phipps,
1s where you shine.”

“I trust 30, sir!?

“In other words, I require your advice,”
said Archie. “1 am just going upstairs,
Phipps, and T mean to have a few words
with the blister!?”

““The blister, %ir2”

“ Absolutely—>Mr. Snuggs!”

Phipps started.

“You're going to have a word with Mr.
Snuges?” he asked.

“That, as it were, is the scheme.”

“ Really, sir, I strongly advise you not to
attempt any  such thing,” said Phipps
earnestly. ¢“In my opinion, it would be
most unwise—most ill-considered.”

Archie looked rather aghast.

“But, I mean to say!” he protested.
¢“That’s rather @ blow, Phipps!” he
ohserved. “ Dash it all! I came to you for

advice, and all you can do is to reel out a
dashed silly thing like that!”

““I consider, sir, that it is the reverse of
]illy,” replied Phipps. ¢ To begin with, Mr.
Snuggs is in bed, and I doubt if you would
be admitted——"’ -

“1'd bally well walk in!”

““Of course, sir, there is that possibility,”
caid Phipps. ¢ But it seems to me that no
wo0d would result from an interview with
Mr. Snuggs. He is not the kind of man one
can arcue with.”

Archie sat down.

“You sce, I thonght about trying the
good old detective stuff,”” he remarked. I
mean to say, I was going to shove Snuggs
throueh a bally cross-examination,
you and me, I think he made a bloomer.”

“In what way, sir?”

“Why, it wasn't Alf who sloshed him at
all!” said Archie. “Don’t you grasp the
idea? 1t was prohably some fearful cove
‘'who was hanging about—a tramp, or some-
body like that.”

“There is that undoubtedly,
sir.”

¢t Ahsolutely!” =aid Archie. ¢ Then, you
cee, there was the darkness, Mr. Snuggs
hated Alf in the most frightful way. He
didn't see exactly who biffed him, and so
he accused dear. old Alf on the spot. It was
a fearful mistake. And it struck me as
being a ripe and fruity scheme to go to
Mr. Snuggs and ask a few questions. Don’t
you think so? Or what?”

Phipps shook his head.

“1 am afraid I must dizagree, sir,” he
said firmly. .
““You absolutely fail to approve?’
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1 da, sir®
“ Well, of
Archie.

that's
“1 even thought that you might
be able to waungle the old interview?”

“]1 doubt it, sir,” said the valet.

foul,”

course, said

“ Now
there is this possibility. I am permitted to
enter DMr. Snuggs bedroom at will. As I
have told you, 1 have been instructed to
look after the gentleman.” |

¢ Precisely, Phipps—precisely!”’

¢ And Mr. Snuggs has shown most decided
inclinations to talk,” continved Phipps.
““There is just a possibility that I may get
into conversation with him, and do the very
things you require.”

“ You absolutely think so?¥

€] dn;, sir.?

¢ Then, I mean to say, that's priceless!”’
said Archie. ¢ But what about the nurse?”

“ There is no nurse, sir.”

““In other words, you can bally well ecatch
Snuggs alone?”

“Yes, sir.”

“ Good—absolutely good!? said Archie.
““And I sincerely trust that you will meet
with success, laddie. Do your best—question

Mr. Snuggs like one o'clock. You grasp
the trend?”

¢“Yes, sir.”

And as Phipps went out, Archie had

renewed hope. But neither of the pair had
Hle faintest idea of how Fate was to help
1e. _

e 4
CHAPTER IX.

A RAY OF HOPE., * -

HIPPS cntered Mr. Snuggs’ bedroom.

Ile did so quietly, and with all his

usual imperturbability. Phipps was

a very welltrained valet, and he

knew his business perfectly. That was why

Archie was 80 pleased with him as a
servant,

Phipps did not have much hope oif achiev-
ing any result.

He had promised Archie that he would
try to question Mr. Snuggs. DBut it seemed
to him that the thing was impracticable—
to say nothing of being preposterous.

Tigere was no question as to Huggins's
guilt.

That was the way Phipps looked at it.
He did not actually dislike Huggins-—he
disapproved of him. From the very [lirst,
Phipps had regarded Alf as a kind of
intruder in Archie's study. And he was
secretly pleased that Alf had gone, although
exceedingly sorry that he had gone in such
disgrace.

Although he considered Huggins guilty,
Phipps had a great contempt for Mr. Snuggs.
The blow on his head was nothing like as
bad as Mr. Snuggs had made out.

But Phipps would do his ntmost.

e was loyal to Archie, and - he was
determined to question Mr. Snuggs if such
a thing was at all possible. And he had



at
v. lle passed into the room.
Mr. Snuggs was apparently asicep.

The Remove maszter lay in bed, with his

come
view.

up once with that objeet in

head on the pillow, and it was obvious
that his slumbers were not peaceful. e
seemed to be murmuring in his sleep-—
and every mow and again he would shiit
his position.

““Is there anything I can do, =ir?" acked
Phipps politely,

No reply.

Phipps went cleser {o the hed.

““ A little water, sir, perhaps?*
beuding nearer.

But Mr. Snuges was obviously azleep.

“Yes—yes!?” he mumbled, in a peeculiarly

toneless voice. “Quite =0, Tullwood. An
accident—an  aorikdent! 1 kpow! Daon't
stare at me like thiat, hoy. Go at once!
t;n!!!

Mr. Snpuggs moved wmaoare unneazily than
ever, and Phipps looked at him in o startled:
way. :

“Go!Y came NMr. Snuggi’z voice onee
more. “* Bring Huggins here—it is onr
chance! I will aecuse him—he will never

be able to etcape the toils. Bring Huggins!
It is the one opportunity we will have.”

Mr. Snuggs moved again, tossing as though
in a nightmare.

- And then, suddenly,
half =at up. .

He opened hiz eves and looked round.
Phipps was over by the window, attendine
Mo one or two litile details.

“Phipps—Puipp=!"" muttered Mr. Snugg-.
“ Water!™

“Pardon, <ir?’" =aid Phipps, turuing,.

“Water, 1 =aid! Quickly!"”  =aid Mr.
Snunggs., “I—I've had a most uapleasant
sleep—most unpleasant.™

“I'm =sorry, sir,”” said Phipps. * 1 ob.
served nothing to cause any alarm. [ trust
vout are feeling bhetter.”

““No—no! My head 15 aching abomin-
ably,” said Mr. Snuggs. “This is what
comes of adwmitting young hooiigaus to the
school. You hear, Phipps? Young hooli-
gans! I am glad the boy has gone.”

“Yes, sir,”” said Phipps.

He got the water for Mr. Snuggs, and
managed to get out of the bedroom five
minutes later. Ile went straight down-
stairs, and entered Archie’s study. The
latter was sitting down, looking very sad.
.But he brightened up as Phipps appeared.

“Well, laddie—well?” he asked. *‘Any
news '

““ Well, I'm not quite sure,”” zaid Phipps.
“In a way the matter may be important
—but it is just possible that I am mistaken.

he turned over, and

Again, one is often inclined to speak mis-

leading words during a nightmare.”

Archie stared.

“] may be frightfully denze, old dear,
but 1I'm bothered if I can cateh the trend,”
he observed. ‘I mean to say, it seems so
involved. What, as it were, are we dealing
with nightmares for? What is the idea?
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The wheeze? Extend the lungs, Phipps, and
explain,?”?

“*By a most remarkable chance, = sir.
Mr. Souggs was suffering from a night-
mare when I entered his bedroom ten
minutes ago,” replied Phipps. : -

“This is extraord.!” obscerved Archie. 7 -
mean to say, bhow Im the pame of all
that’s wonderful did you know that Mr.
Snuggs was nightmaring——  That is, how
did you know that he was indulging in

one of the good old spasms?®
“He tossed in his sleep, <ir—and
in his sleep, sir.”?
“What!”  said
What ! _
“le talked in hiz sleep, sir," repeated
Phippz. “And by what I could understand
he was dreaming about the cvents of last

t:l}k&i

Arehio, ¢ (1adzooks '

night. It appears to have bheen an accident.
Master Arehie. Moreover, Mr, Snuggs was
& party to a plot.”

“Great Scott! A plog??

“Yes, =ir. For Mr. Snuges planned with
Fullwood to bring Huggins to the wood-shed.
so that he conld be acenzed of the affair,”
said Phipps steadily, 1 should like to
add, sir, that this is mere surmisc—we ecan
only assume it fromm what 1 heard Nir.
Snuggs saying in his sleep.*

Archie looked at Phipps excitedly.

“ But—but it’'s evidence,” he declared. 1
mean to say, chappiez have heen absolutely
hanged through talking in their sleep. It
ctrikes me, Phipps, that we're absoiuteiv on
the track.”

“1t would appeur so, sir."

And Phipps told Arehie evorvtiing abont
it in detail.

Archie listened, growing more and more
excited.  And when Phipps had done, his
yeune master war flushing. '

“ Phipps,” he declared, *‘this i3 absciutels
it! 1 mem to say, there's no doubt about
it! I'm dashed well going to the Head!®

“ Really, sir o

“I'm going tc the Tead!™ =4id Archie
firmly. “ Absolutely! I'm goinz to tell the

dear old lad all about it.”

“I =should strengly advize
sir,”?

“0Oh, but really—*

It would be wmeost unwisze, sir."”

“ Unwise?’” repeated Archie. “But it's
dashed important!”

“I will agree that the matter is very
important, Master Archie, but it would be
mistaken policy to approach the Headmaster
at this juncture,” said Phipps. * Indeed, it
wculd be quite uszeless. Dr. Stafford would
take no action. Ile could not poszibly take
action.”

“But why not?”

‘““ Because this
dence, sir.”

“ Not evidence?”

‘“ No, sir.”

“0Oh, come!"” =aid Archie. I mean to
say, come! The blighter abaclutely gave the
whole show away! I mean to zayv, be chatted

you not to,

information is not evi-
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about the plot in the course of his night-

mare. Tho foul villain!  Just imagine it.
Ho -deliberately pub tie blume on poor cld
Alf.”

“So it. weuld seem, sir,” said Phipps. “ut
I must urge you ounce agiain to remain calm.
I should '-;!l,'::',f.{fwt that we do nathing for
the present. Mr. Snuggs is guiity, the truth
will certainly come out in the lcng run.
Therefore, 1 advise inacticn.”

] disagree,” said Archie firmly. “ It may
be right tc refrain from approaching the
HE,‘-'&ld—-—*tLbiﬂtu_t{‘I}’. Jut  naction—never! I'm
jolly well going to dash about hither and
thither, and I'm going to do this and that!
fn other words, the young master is going
to be frightfully busy!"

“In what manuer, sirf”

“ That,” replied Ath:e ‘15 my biz. Scrry,
old lad, but I've g.ol; a pruel:‘as whecze, and
I mean to shove it along like one o'clock!”

(CHAPTER X.
THE PAILURE!

Li* walked with flagging steps along
the Noxton streets.
It was just after midday, and
Londan was locking quite brilliant in
the spring sunshine, But Alf hardly noticed
these things. Ever since he had left the
vicinity of St. Irank’s, his thoughts had been
busy.

And at last,
Hoxton.

Ho had managed to patch himsell up a
bit.

e did vot look so untidy a: he had done
after Iullwoed and the other cads had
finished with him. The rents in his clothing
were not so obviotus. lle had had a wash,
and lic had managed to fasten his crumpled
collar, and make his tie look fairly respect-
able. |

As for his bruises and scratches, he didn’t
care much about theze. Alf had other things
to think about—other matters to worry him.

And vow ho camo within sight of the Hug-
gins' cottage.

This was occupied by the Moxten brick-
layer and his wife. AIlf was rather pleased
that this was midday, for old Huggins would
probably be at home for dinner. He® some-
times camo home if he was working in the
neighbouriiocod. Alf wanted to see him.

Of course, Mr. and Mrs. Huggins were not
hia parents.

The St. I'rank’s feilows thought they were,
but ghe St. I'rank's fellows were wrong.

Startlingly onough, Alf was really the
hopeful gon of Sir John Brent, the millicn-
aire contractor.  Sir John also happened to
be thd Chairman of the Board of Governors
of St. Frank’s College.

%'u‘d this was the bo}r who had been kicked
out!

This was the boy who had been hounded
from scaool! The cads and snobs had
treatad him so badly because they believed
fiim to be the son of a bricklayer, They

BOW, he had arrived at

ML T

would never have perzecuted him if they had
known the actual truth.

Al Imri come to St.
test.

[t was his seeret, and nchody else
schocl knew. At his previous scheol, we haq
made a wager with several of the fellowy
that the St. Frank’s Remove was harg ly com-
posed of =nobs. If he went in hiz cwn
character, ic would be treated well. DBut if
he went as the son of a labouring man, he
would be dezpised and scorned.

All maintained that personality counted
for nothing., The fellows would judge him
by his rocial standing—not according to his
own actions. And so he had gone to the
old school as the son of Mr. Huzeins—his
father being fully conversant with the truth.

Indeced, Sir John had approved, fecling that
this would be a good test.

Aund this was the result,

trank’s on.a kind of

m the

Kicked out—sacked! Persecuted and
hounded from S8t. Frauk’s! Not becaunse he
had done anything wrong, not because he

was i }'nun" blackguard, but because he had
committed the awful crime of being the sou
ol a bricklayer.

All of Mr. Snuggs’ petty maliciousness—al
his vindictiveness—had been on account of
.'L!fs pretended breeding.

It was some consolation, perhaps, to hnn*v
that his contention had been right. But to
leave the school in this way was a blow—a
dreadful shock. And Alf was afraid to go
home.

He couldn't do it—he couldn’t tell Sir J&La.
of this. At least, he wanted to think“—he
wanted some advice first. So he had decided
to come straight to MHoxton, and tell his
?rnuble& to the kindly c¢ld foreman brick-
ayer

He reached the cottage, passed round the
little path to the rear, and entered by meuns
of the back door.

It copened straight into the kitchen.

There was a hearty smell of roasting heef

and cooking vegetables. Ana there, over
by the little stove, stood Mrs. linggius. Mr.

Huggins sat
midday meal.

at the table, ready for the

“Why, bless my soul!” te exclaimed,
starting up. *It's Muster Alfred!”

“C’ome in, sir—come in!” said Mrs.
Hugeins,

Alf was already im, and he went forward.

““l expect vou're surprised tc sce me!” he
exclaimed. * Well, it's all up, dad! This i3
the end.of it. I'm f{inished !”

They both looked at him curiously.

“ Here, I say, lad!” growled Mr. Huggins.
“Wot’s the ircuble? It laoks to me as if
you've been goin’ through a preity bad . time.
I hope as 'ow it's nothin’ very buad, sir”

Alf laughed in a hollcw kind of way.

“hﬁt.hin" bad!”* he echoed. ** I've been

expenedﬂ"
“Oh, dear!” said Mrs. Huggins.. “Is thab
“ Kicked. out!

anything very dreadful?”
““ Sacked!” said All. I've
got the order of the boot!” -



"The old coupl!e lcoked at him with much

worry and concern,

I doun't nghtly understand, sir,” said
Mr. Huggins qu.etly. “1I knowed as them
voung gents down there was a pretty lively
lot, but——-*"

“It wasn’t the boys!” Dhroke in Alfl
*“* They're bad enough, but they weren't the
callte of this! It was Mr. Snuggs—that
rotten Remaove master who treated you so
badly when you came down to the school!*”

Mr, Huggins nodded grimly,

** Ay, I remember him,” he said.

And, starting from the beginning, Alf ex-
plained exactly what had taken place. He
took his time over it, hecause Mrs. lHuggins
insisted upen giving him dinner. e wanted
it, too.

He had had nothing to eat all day—le
hadn’t even thought of buying food. And
now he suddenly discovered that his appe-
tite was just as healthy as ever.

By the time he had finished his explana-
tion, Mr. and Mrs. Huggins were very grave.
Y1t strikes me, Master Alfred, that things
is bad!” caid the bricklayer, at length.
“I'm sure I dunno wot your father will
cay. It'Hl be a nasty blow for 'im, lad.”

Alf nodded miserahly,

*““ That’s what I'm afraid of, too!” Lo said.
“O0Oh, dad! Isn't it a shame! I've done
nothing, and yet I've bheen kicked out! And
that gang of Fullwood’'s! The cowards—
the curs!”

V!t Steady, sir—7 7

‘““Rteady ! shouted Alf passionately. “You
can’t kdow what they’re like! They tcok it
fer granted that I was guilty—they wouldn’t
listen! They didn't give me half a chance!”

“It dom’t seem right, do it?” asked Mrs,
JInggins.

‘““1 was accuscd unheard!” wrnt on Alf,
quieting down., ‘ They tock it as an ab-
solute certainty that I was a murderous
young ruffan! And as for Spuggs! DBy
glory! I'll make him pay one day!”

“It's all very well to go on like this,
Master Halfred, but that den’t improve
matters at tho moment,” =aid Mr Iuggins
practically. “I were afraid o' this, lad.
I told ye so at the start.”

““ Ay, and so ye did,” agreed Mrs. Huggins.

“1 knowed what would happen,” went on
the bricklayer. “It’s a pity—ay, it's a rare
pity.?

“I'm more sorry about you than anybody
clee,”? said Alf, with concern. “J mean,
how rotien it looks! I'm supposed to bhe
your gon, and I've got inlo disgrace! It
makes it so bad—"

‘“ Bless you, lad, don't worry about that,”
said Hugging kindly. * These ’ere young
rascals can’t hurt me. Huh! I know wot
you are, an’ I know wot them boys are
tool?

““ Then—then yon don't helicve I'm guilty
of this?”? asked Alf.

“ Why, Master Alfred, that ain't fair!”
suid Hugging, *Just as if I sbowld think
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‘“ Frightfully sorry, old darling!
I—1 should say, dear lady !'’ came a
well-known voice. ‘' It pains me to
bother you, but about Alf. The dear

H L]

old lad who probably arrived .

you could do a thing like that! XNo, sir!
I've knowed 3y~ since you was a nipper,
an’ I've allus had the best respect for you,
sir. You ain't the kind o' boy to hit no-
body unfair!*’ -

Alf was more relieved than fis could say.

'The old couple had taken the ihing very
well, For, of course, as he was suppnsed
to be their son, discredit would naturally
fall upon them.

““ Why, there’s one good thing about all
this, Master Alfrced,” went on Huggins,
“1’'m durned glad that there won't he bo
scandal. Thero wecn't he no disgrace for
your father.” '

¢ Ay, that’s a thankful thing?!” said Mrs,
Huggins.

Alf looked at them warmly.

“ Yon're great! Oh, you're great!” he ex-
claimed. : '

«“ We wouldn't be much good if we treated
you else, Master Alfred,” said the bricklayer.
“The best thing you can do is to go straight
to your father, apd (¢!l him tho whole truth:
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“21f I know anything of Sir Jelin he'll set «
_few of 'em stirrin"!”

¢ How do you mean, dad?” .
" Alf - always referred to Mr. Iluggin: as
“dad,” He had gct into this habit deliber-
ately, for he bad trained himself in the most
thorough mannper before starting on this ad-

“yventure—this experiment which had turned

% out sogb

© % Why, Master Alf,

adly.
: I mean that your
‘father will make a few ol 'em ¢it up!™” de-
clared Mr. Huggins. ¢ Lor” bless yer life. he
won't let things stand as they arc! You
didn’t do this thing, and Sir Jochn—"

“But I don’ see what we can do'™ inter-
rupted Alf. “Tt'z ail very well to talk like
that, Mr. Hugginsy; but how can the pater
prove I'm innocent when Mr. Snuggs has
sworn that it was I who attacked him?¥?”

" Mr. Huggins considered.

“ Well, that's certainly a point!*’ he ad-
initted. “I don’t say as 'ow Sir John will d¢
somethin’ right off. It'll take time, likely
as not. But 'e won’t be content to let things
stand still.”

“I'd rather not go home!” muttered Alf
miserably. “Oh, it's awful! And I wanted
te do everything =s¢ well, too! I'd planned
all sorts of surprises for the pater! Aud
everything's gone west!”

“You ain't the fust one what's met with
disappointments, Master Alf,” said Huggins.
‘* Afore you've gone fur through life, you’ll
find there'll be c¢thers. That's what lifo is.
sir. Jest when things seem right, somethin’
comes along and sets you back. But if a
man’'s got any grit in 'im, be squares his
shoulders, and starts again. Same with a
boy.”

Alf took a deep breath.

“You're right, dad!” te declared. *1I'm
nnt going to lose heart now. 1'd be a weak
1diot if I did. I've got to go back home—

and the sooner it’s over the better. T'll time
it so that I get there for tea. It'll bhe an
awful shaek for the pater.”

“Don’'t you- beliecve it, son,” said Mr,

Huggins., “ He's had his shock.”

““You—ycu think he knows already?”

“ Knows?”’ repeated the bricklayer. 0O’
course ‘e knows! I dessay the "Eadmaster o
your school sent ’im a telegram. There’ll be
fair ructions, and don’t you forget it! But,
as I said afore, it's a fine thinz that you
didn’t go to the school under your own
name.” '

“If T bad done, this wouldn't have hap-
pened,” said Alf. “But what about your
work, dad? I'm Kkeeping you—>»

“That’s all right, Master Alfred: there
ain't no call for me to go back this arter-
nyon,” said Mr. Huggins. *‘‘Things is a bit
slack just now. T'll stay heré., 1t don't
make such difference.”

All was too worried to realise that the
bricklayer had decided to sacrifice the after-
noon fos his sake. - |

“Therc's Archie, tao!” muttered Alf. I
can’t understand him! And [ thought he was

80 staunch, tgo!”
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“You mean that there swell young genti»

“Yes,” said Alf.

“ Why, ain’t "e done what ’e cught?”

“I don’t know—I don't know,” said Alf,
intenzely worried. “1Ile didn't come and se:
me last night, although I can understand
that, But thiz morning! All the other fel-
lcws in the Rcmove turned out—they al!
saw me leave. But Archie wasn’t there. He
didn't think it mecessary to say good-bye!"

The old couple were silent.

¢“1 suppose he belicves I'm guilty, too!"
said Alf, with a =sigh. *“Thail's the worst
blow of all, dad. Archic! The one pal 1 had
all the time! And he turns against me!
Oh, it's awiul!”

Alf sank his iead down, and the old people
didd not bother him with questions. Then w
tap came at the door—the front door. Mra.
Huggins removed her aprom, and passed
through the parlour. Alf heard her open
the door, and then slic gave an exclamation
ol surprise.

“Frightfully sorry, old darling—— I—{
should say, dear lady!?? came a well-known
voice. “‘ It pains me to bother you, but about
Alf. The dear old !ad who probably arrived

All leapt to his feet, s face aglow,
* Archie!™ he shovted joviully.

CITAPTER X\I
BACK TO ST. FRANK's!

RCHTIE GLENTHORXNE beamed upoa

Mrs. Muggins with all his natur-
serenity. pes

“The fact is, 1've just popped up!™

he cxplained. -*“That is to say, I buzzed into

Bannington like the dickens, aud whizzed wup

by Ehe express.  Absolutely! I trust that

““ Archie!"" shouted Alf, brushing past Mrs,
Huggins.

“Dear old lad!” said Archie gladly.

““And--and I was thinking all sorts of
horrible things about you!” said Alf, his
cyes shining. ** Crikey! This is great! Come
ins_id:a-. mate! You've made me feel all happy
aginl®

They clasped hands with great warimth.

At the very =ight of Archie, Alf auto-
matically dropped back into his assumed
speech. IFor Archie believed that Mr., and
Mrs. Huggins were Alf’s father and mother.
He had no suspicion of the actual truth:

““ Yes, Master Glenthorne, do come in!"
said Mrs. Huggins. .

Archie passed into the cottage, aad went
straight through into the kitchen. He wasn't
at all particular., And just at present lLe
wouldn’t have minded if onions—his pet aver-
sion—were frying by the hundredweight.
He had found Alf--and that was all that
mattered. | .

*“You see, old lad, it's like this,” said
Archie, as he sat down. “I told Phipps to
call me this morning. That is 40 say, I told
him last .night. T wmean, last night I said—or,
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where else! You are gaining s%pforteri'iwiﬁﬁé}-
cvery hour, 'The dear lads of the.village are
commencing to tbink that they've made a
bloower{” e T S

‘““ A bit late, isn’t it?” asked Alf quietly.
‘“Well, rather!” agreed Archie.- *Late is
hardly the word,. When you come to think;
of it, they're a get of fearful rotters. As forh
Fullwood and bis set—they don't "counes® .
They’re only a collection of stains!” .. & #f
“Lummy! Yaou're right!” e o
‘“ Absolutely,’? said Archie, ¢ And you’ve

“You're getting mixed!” said Alf. “1 sup-
pose you mean you told Phipps that you
wanted to be called early?”

““ Absolutely,” said Archie. * Thapks for
the good old helping hand. But, you see, the
faul hounder didn’t do the job!”?

* He let you sleep on?”

= Absolutely twice!?”?

'**And that’s why you didn't see me off:*

* Absolutely three times!’? said Archie,
nodding. *1 sincerely trust you will forgive
me, dear old fruit. It was fearful of me,

You can imagine my feelings when 1 found
that you had whizzed away into the next
connty! Why, dash it all, I was like one of
those frightful chappies in a padded cell!
Nothing whatever would console me! 1 even
twisted a few bally noses!”

Alf grinned.

**1 bet they needed twistin'!” he said.

“* Oh, rather!*’ agreed Archie.
the getting up business. Of course, it wasn't
absolutely Phipps’ fauli., He, don't you
know, had been supplied with large-sized in-
structions to wait upon Mr, Snuggs in the
sick-room. You gather? You follow?" i

1 think s0.”

‘“*Well, there you are!*? said Archie.
“That, I mean to say, is it. Phipps was
chbatting with Snouggs last night, and  the
fearful blot propounded this fruity scheme.
Ille ubsolutely told Phipps to keep me aslecp.
In other words, there was to he no if-you're-
wakin’-call-me-early-mother stuff!”

Aif grinned again.

‘““ 30 it was Snuggs, arter all!*’ he said,
_,“.-Absnluteli!” agreed Archie. “ When you
voE to think o it—when you come te probe
the wliole matter to the bottom—you find
that the Souggs bird is jolly well at the base
of .everything! In fact, he’s just like those
dashed savoury things of Heinz!"

*“ Heinz !>’ repeated Alf,

* Fifty-seven variet$,es, don’t you know!"
explained Archie. “Only, of course, whereas
the lleinz articles are fifty-seven varieties of
_goodness—DMr. Snuggs is fifty-seven varieties
of badness!”

“You're just about right there, mate!”

saill Alf. “TI'm glad you've come up—I was
worrving awful.??
“Wait! Wait!’? said Archie. * Why, dash

it all, I've only just started! I've only just
commenced to reel cut the news! You've
got to come back! You've absolutely got |
to let me lead you back to the fold!”

Alf shook his head.

“You don't mean back to St. Frank’s?' be |
aske-l.. '

* Precigely.”

“Tt ecan't be done, old mate!”?

' Absolute rot!® said Archie.
to he done.”?

“T’'m not wanted!*” said Al

“Rot again!? said Archie. *“ As a matter
of absolute fact, a particularly foul brand
of rot! My dear old priceless jackass, you
Jdon't know what you're talking about! Half
the chappies are beginning to have doubts. 1
mean to say. they're absolutely chatting

“Tts got

‘“ But, about }

ahout the old sub here, there, and cvery-

got 1o come back—notb openly, but in secret.
I've fixed everything!”

“In seeret?”? repeated Alf.

*“ Precisely,”?

* But—hut——*’

“ Phipps is working like the dickens!” said
Archie, beaming. ‘“ He's planning all sorts of
dashed ripping plans. And he’s doing all
sorts of dashed ripping doings! 1 mean to
say, the dear old cove is positively ®orking
like four men rolled into one. He’s nothing
more. nor less than an exploded atom!”

“ What!”?

‘““Epergy by the ton!*? said Arckie. ““ Yon
grasp the trend? And all for you, old lad.’
You see, we'rg getting up a rather ripping
scheme to prove your innocence. We have
€ven gone so far as to order a few thousand’
yards of hunting, and o supply of flags., 1
shall engage the brass band later.”

Alf Jooked at his chum strangely.

“Well, I'm blowed if you don’t take the
biscuit!”’ he said. - _

“ Pray don’t be so bally ridie!” said Archie.:
““Now, this is the explanation. Snuggs has’
been talking, In fact, Snuggs has been
giving the whole bhally game away. He de-
clares that Fullwood apnd he were im the
woodshed together, and he sent Fulkwood to
fetch you,*? ;

“That’s right!” said Alf eagerly. ¢ Full-
wood did come and fetch me!” :

‘“ Absolutely!’”? agreed Archie. ¢ That's
why I'm so dashed confident. What Snuggs
has said, pesitively tallies with your own:
yarn. I mean, they fit in. A dashed lot of
dove-tailed business,”

*“ But—but—"

“ Archie has not finished!”’ said the elegant
visitor. “ Wait. dear old hoy. Snuggs also
let out that there had been an accident.
and it appears that the foul blister bally:
well shoved the blame on to you on purpose. -
Now, what, do you think of that? I mean,
don’t yon c¢omsider that blot on humanity
ought to he rubbed away—like a bally mis-
take on an exercise book?”

“It’'s—it’s too much!” said Alf. “You—
yon don’t mean that Snuggs has confessed2”?

*“ No—not, at all!” .

“'Then —then what—"

“Youn see,” explained Archie.
has been chatting in his sleep.”?

““In his sleep!”? yelled Alf,

* Abgolntely !*?

“ Buot—but that’s mo good!” said Alf, in
dismay. “ It may be all a dream—there mpy
he no truth in it at all!”» *

* Priceless rot:1?? said Archie,

“Sanges

“You @n't
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% iB‘h me‘ &uug,.,a talked in his sleep, and he

Ve he-’-ﬁ'p{rle bally show away. That’s why

g‘g ~whizzed up to London. That's uhy
pﬂ ve ot to,

whizz back with me. In fact,
Oné?"ngref:, I'll kidnap you!”
AIl looked” at him helplessly,
"-*- “I’v& got a taxi waiting outside,” said
“.Archie. ealmly. “ A taxi, and we’ll shoot

ack to Victoria, and ¢ ateh o train that will
What

: nd us in Bannington iu the evening.

seeagout it?”

. “Oh! You're a brick, Archic!” said Al7
“I--I can't believe that it's really going to

happen! 1If there's any possible chance of
the truth comin F out—I'll come with you like
a shot! Crikey! It's too much all at once!”

“Not ai all—not at - all!” said Archie.
“It’s not often I huve a brain wave—but this
time it was a kind of storm. I mean to say,
the old brain cells positively surged with
wheezes, I didn't kuow the dashed staff was
in me!

Alf considered for.a moment,

Archie said that he had everything planned
—and Alf Hugging was quite certain that the
elegant junior had not exaggerated.

It was a chauce.

He dida't want to go liome vet—he didn’t
want to meet Sir John, Wouldn’t it be ten
times belter to return to St. JFrank's, estab-
lish his inpnocence, and then face his father

proudiy
“Lumnmy !’ gaid Alf suddenly. ¢1I'll go!”
~ “Brave

Archie patted him on the back.

“Good lad--geod lad!™ he said.
words!?” :

“An’ I'll fight this out to the finishi!" de
clared Alf fiercely.

before I've done! I'll inake him admit all his

guilt, and then the fellows will be sorry for:

themeselves, too!”

““ Absolutely !’

Alf was ﬁlui by the pGSRlliI[IfIE

What had happened could be put- right.
He had been hounded out of St. Frank’s be:
cause he had posed as a bricklayer's son.
Liven in his direst extremity, he had not re-
vealed the truth—he had made no capital ont
ﬂf thte fact that he was the son of Sir John

rcnt.

And now he would return—still as a brick-.

layer’s son.,
But this time he would establish his inno.
cence. Ever since leaving St. Trank’s in the
morning he had realised that he was doing
wrong. The very faet of going was enough
to convince mast people that he was guilty.
Less than half-an-hour later—after Archie
had partaken of a meal at the cottage—the
two friends started off in the taxicab to
‘Vietoria. .
¢ We're going back,

-'!'-'I-:-—-—--—-#-——ﬂ-—-

BNSWE

EVERY MOKDAY..PRICE @

and we're going to

RS

And here we are—just about to set

“I'l make Snuegs crawl,

.

‘be seen up and down the river,

.\'011'11 know all about it later.
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make things jolly w ell hum!” said Archie, ip
a plegsed voice. ‘I mean to say, we'rg
dashed well going to paint the uhule Place
blue'”

““ Rather!” gsaid Alf. “Oh, you ain't ’arg
a good "uun!” ;

“ Rats—rats in large swarms!” said Archie,

They went to the train, aod during the
journey down to Bannington, Archie  told
Alf all his plans—plans that made the Hox.
ton boy glow with anticipation.

And by the time they arrived in lmnmng
ton, everything was clear to him.

There was no train to take them on ta
Bellton—at least, no train until an hour had
elipsed. &o tim set off walking. And, iuv-
stead of keeping to the main road, they tonk
one of the side lanes and at length seame out
by a- footpath, on the banks of 1‘11( River
Stowe. y .

It was gegking dusk by now.

Everything®was quiet—hardly a soul could
Aud cer-
tainly none of the St. Frank’s juniors had the
faintest idea that Alf HMuggios had come
back.

Archie came to a halt just against some
bushes nearly: opposite Willard’s Island. He
pushed his way through them, and gazed
below at the water.

“Good!™ he murmured.
has doune it!”

There, lying in the water, was a small boat,
securely tied to an overhanging willow. ;
The two juniors got into the boat, and .
then it slipped out across the water, and iy
a few minutes it touched Willard's ilr -d.

“Phipps, old lad,

Thie little piece of land was quite irted.
In the Tiddle of the summer picni® parties
would sometimes go there-——but only in the
middle of the day.

Now, in the deep du&Wﬁ:e evening, the
island was urinhabiteda™

As everybody knew, fthere was a kind of
building on it—an old stone place construc-
ted in the style of a miniature castle, It was
luc'ﬂly called Willard's Folly—for the build-
ing had never been completed.

Archie and Alf passed inside, and went
down gome stone steps to the small cellars.
They could smell an oil lamp burning, and
a few moments later they cntered one of the
cellars, which had evideutly been prepared.
There was a camp stool there, a supply of
food, a good lawp, and one or two books and

papers.

Archie beamed.

“Now, I might as well ochserve that Phipns
is a dashed useful sort of cove!” The said,
“He had the beat ready—and he's r..nb this
place ready. Alf, old darling, all you've got
to do is to stay here. M

“Tlow long?” asked AlLS. _

“0Oh, hours—rather!” replied Arclie. ¢ PBut
I've got to
"buzz like the dickens. So long, old tulip!
Se¢ you later! Don’t worry, because every-
thing's going to be all serene.

A moment later. Archie had gone,
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CHAPTER XIIL
THE CHANGING VIBW!

. RCHIE -strolled languidly across the
Triangle, after-haviug been let in by
old Cuttle, the .porter. Naturally,
Archie was late—the gates had heen

_ locked some time earlier.

And Archie was feeling happier than he
had feit for weeks and weeks, As far as
he could see, cverything was going beauti-
fully.

HT: heard a faint little rumble in the dis-
tance, and remembered that the air was
“very sultry., Overhead, too, there was a
curious murk in the sky, and -there was
every indication of a thunderstorm.

Archie vaguely decided it was rather early
in the year for that sort of thing.
after all,
English climate would he' up to next.

Archie got -into the Ancient MHouse, and
met Reggie Pitt and Grey just inside.

" Hallo!”" =said Pitt, ' So youw’ve conie
back?”’ 3 .

** Absolugely !’ _

“ They ~were jusb .gaing to send search
parties out for yoal%® said Grey, ** What
Jdo you mean by it,
afternoon . lessons—"’

‘* He's missed morning lessons as well!”
said Pitt. *“ I'm afraid, O youth, that large
~and awful things are going to happep! Why

this business? Where have you been,
naughty ot

Archie smifed, .

" Sorry, old darlings, but I'm afraid I

can’g get busy on the old explaining stunt,”
he said... *“ Just "a" little private matter.
You see? Sorrow! I-don’t want to offend
you, but there you are!”

Handforth came up.

“Oh!"" he said, planting himeell In front
ot Archie.

** Exactly,”” said Archie. “ Dash it all!
Hardly any need to bore holes through me,
old lad! The glare that kills, what?”’

“I'm jolly well going to tell you off!”
roated landforth. , |

** Absolutely,’”’ said  Archie, staggering.
** Kindly refrain from exploding necar me,
old thunder! I should say, old tornado! 1
wasn’t aware that you had any authority
t‘-}____!?

“That's my authority!” =said Handforth,
pushing his fist under Archie’s unose.

* Great gadzooks!”” murmured Archie,
** Kindly remove the offending digit! I
mean to say, 1 saw something like that
when the chappie was putting coal down the
hole!  Somewhat grimy, if you under-
stand——"’ E .

“ Look here—I'm not putting up with your
insults!” snorted Handforth. *~ Where have
you been?"”

** Qut, dear old chap!”?

“I know you've been out!” stormed
Haudforth. ** Don’t be a potty ass! But
; LTI EY é ‘ B
where diil yYou dizappear to f‘,l,!-:?'mlself i

n by
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But, |
there was no telling what the:

rchie? You've missed

.10 loek

gald Archie severely.

sanl De Valerie,
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pose yon kpaw that you're going to get into
trouble?" i

‘“Well, T had a slight idea to that effect!”
32id Arvchie, :

“ Weil, that's one thing!" growled Hand-
forth. ‘' There’s another. You’'ve missed.
a lot! Spuggs is nearly well enough to come
down, and he’ll probably be in the Form
room to-morrow., Blow it! I was_hoping
we should have another casy day! There's
for usl” o

Before Handforth could continue the argn-
ment, De Valerie came up.

“* Why, hallo, Archie——-="" he begaun.

* Kiodly refrain from addressing me, vou
fearful rotter!” said Archie stiffly,

“Oh! What bave 1 done?”
- You ar¢e one of the ‘lads who believes

at dcar old Al awiped into Mr. Snuggs!”
“He didn't. You
At least, you ought to

know he didn’t!
know!”’ :

“Well, I'm beginning to have doubts!”’
“In fact, I'm sorry that
1 didn't believe in Huggins before. There
seems to be something fishy about the wholce
husiness!’" : s "

“ Then—then you are coming round, too?™.
asked Archie, ,

e YEﬁ.”I g ‘

“Good lad!’ said Archie. * Bright bhoy!
Allow me to officr my congrats! Why, dash
it all, we're gathering supporters all the
bally time!” ,

And Archie found this to be literally true.
All sorts of fellows were expressing doubts
—and ITandforth did not lose any oppor-
tunity to drive home the points that he
had originally stated. :

'*Just think!” he declared. *‘ Think!
Who-are the people who brought this accusa-
tion against Huggins? Souggs was one,
and  IFuollwood the other! They're hoth
rotters—and both liars!”

“ I say—go easy——"’ : .

“I'lh repeat -it!’ declared Handforth.
“ Haven't we proved it dozens of times’
And  these two—these rotters—were the
only one¢s who saw Huggins go to the wood-
shed. Aunud the chap has been kicked out
on their word! I don't believe it! It was
2 put-up job!”

' Hear, heart®

“1’'m blessed if Handy isn't right!"

“1'm not saying who kunocked Snuggs
about—hunt it wasn’t Huggions!” maintained
Handforth. ‘' But you npeedn’'t worry—I'm
going to find out! My invesligations ave
already in full awing!”

“la, ha, hal"

“ Oh, yez, you ean cackle!" spneered Hand- -
forth. . “Po you think I care? All famous
detectives are smeered at when they w=tart
on their caseal But they triumph in the
end, don't they?” .

“Yea, in ftiction!”” grinned Reggie Pitt,
“ Buty this happens to he real life—and you
won't triumph in the end. It’s far more
likely that you”ll come a fcarful cropper!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!® Al '

5



Handforth looked round witheringly.

“ ' disgusted!” he said coldly. " I'm
absolutely disgusted! You're nothing better
than a set of mouldy sprats!”

He walked away, with his nose in the air,
But he was grimly determined that he would
see the thing through,

Archise was fceling delighted. He was
glad of thizs commotion., All wasn’t despised
so much as he had believed, Everything
would soon be all richt., Just a few hours—
and then—trivmph! -

Archie had a ratlier painful interview
with P'enton, but he einerged esmiling as
gserencly as 2ver, PFenton had told him that
fe “ould have to see Nelson Lee later on
—to give some sort of explanation for his
absence. Archie was quite agreeablie—par-

ticularly as it was rnot necessary to see
Nelson Lee until the morrow.

He went into his study, and founa Phipps
there, -

“ Everythine all right, sir?"” asked Phipps
softly.

Archie. * The
and now he's

* Absolutely great!” said
dear old lad bias come down,
waiting,”’

“Phat is Yery good news, sir.’

“ Rather!" said Archie. “ W h at about
it?  Aunything fresh, old seream¥™
“No, sir—nothing fresh,”” said Phipps.

“PBut 1 have not the slightest doubt that
there will be some good news before long.
I do not altogether approve of your plans
—~but 1 have done my best.’

“You don't approve?”

“I'm afraid not, sir.”

“ But don't you thiok it's a rippiug idea
to have Alf on the spot?”

“In a way, ycs, sir—but you are pro-
p(-amn to have him very near ‘indeed,” said
Phipp “ However, 1 “111 carry out your
iust.ructi(:n.:s. Possibly you are right, Master
Archie. I sincerely trust so.”

“I'm bally cerbtain I'm
Archie firmly,

And he lay down on the
sprawled himself out in  comfort,
thought over the priceless scheme. He was
still tlnul-:m,r. when the bell clanged out,
and announced that it was bedtime. Archie
went upstairs with a light tread. e had
an idea that a few remarkable things
were going to happeu before long!

right!"” said

and
and

lounge,

— — ——

CUHAPTER XIII.
IN THE OLD TOWER!

AULF-PAST ten!” murmured Alf
Huggins. * How much longer, I
wonder?"”’

He was pacing up and down just
outside the Ilittle building on Willard's
Island. e had grown tired of remuining
down the cellar. And as it was very dark,
he considered that it was perfectly safe
for him to take a stroll.

H

1

And he was puzzled.
Archie had told him his phmu up to g

certain point, but no further. Tle didn't
exactly know. what was going to happen
next., And that was the puzzling part of it.

Alf was filled with & warm kind of glow,
It was grand to have a pal like this! It
was fine to have a friend who would take
all this trouble. And Alf was glad to be
near St. Frank’s again,  Somechow, he felt
that something good was coming out of it.

It wasn’t possible that Fate would be
against him all the time.

He heard a slight splash,
keenly across the water. I'or a moment or
two he thought that the sound had been
caused by a fish, or a water rat., Then he
detected something moving on the surface
of the river.

Jt was a small boat

“ Hallo!" murmured Alf.

and peered out

“There's some-

thing doing.’

IIe crouched behind a bush, and stood
watching. The boat came right to the
island, and pushed its nose uagainst the
bank. It was Archie, of course, decided
Alf. And he was just ‘about:

W move for-
ward when he paused. e -

It wis the figure of a man,

This was rather startling. Who could th:
fellow he? Probably he had ne conpection
whatever with Archie at all, . Alf decided
to remain in hiding, and to watch clogely.
But just then he chuckled.

He had caught sight of the
line agninst the dimness beyond
““ Phipps!" breathed Alf.. ** Then §t's

right!” .

He moved out at once, and came near.

“T'hat you, Phipps?’ he whispered.

Phipps turned and came towards him,
- *“1 was expecting you to be down in tli
cellar, Master Huggins,”' he said.

‘ ()h I got a bit fed up with it,”" said
Alf. Tt was stufly down there, and 1 put
the lamp out and came up.”

“In that case, sir, we may as well make
a move at once,”” said Phipps,

“Yes, but where are we going to?”

“The school, Master Huggins!”

man's out-

all

“The school!"” said Alf, with a start.
“ But—but they won't let me stop there,
Phipps!”’

‘“1 think they will, Master Huggins—for
the simple reason that they will not know
of your presence,”” replied T'hipps calmly.
“You need not worry. Master Archie has
thought of everything.”

“ It strikes me that Muaster
of a wonder!”

"““To be quite confidential, T'm exceedingly
surprised myself,”” sa:d Phipps. *' I did nog
know that Master Archie had such energy
in his composition. IHe certainly awakened
in no uncertain manner to-day.”

AI‘l: Crikey! 1 should say he did!" grinned

He couldn't understand it at all, but bhe
followed Phipps into the boat., and very
soon afterwards they were rowing quictly

Archie’s a bit



np stream.
said Phipps,

hoys—and then over the playing fields.
They found themsclves in  the Triangle,
where everything was quiet and still

The air was still sultry and heavy, with
a promise of thuuder. Bft. so far, there
had heen no rain. Phipps knew, however,

that the barometer had been dropping
rapidly during the last few hours,

e B e T PSPy
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At a point further up the bank, )
they  got out, and the boat was coucealed
in some bushes.
" This way, sir,”
They went across the meadows, round by
the old barn—kunown as l'ort Resolute by the
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a small door, and after that Alf followed
him up a back stairway. They traversed
two or three corridors.

Then they went up some more stairs—
narrow, cirenlar stairs—fhinally arriving at
an old oaken door, studded with knobs thut
soniehow reminded Alf of a church, Phipps
:nsﬁrte:_l a hig hkey, and turpned it in the
0k,

Al wanted to question him, but refrained.
They passed inside, and the door was closed.
and

Alf, to his surprise, saw that
steps

Phipps proeduced an electric torch,
fiaxhed it on.

sonie  stone led upwards. And the

S

T ———

Then he detected something moving an the surface of the river. It was a
small boat. ‘‘ Hallo!” murmured Af. ‘‘ There’s something doing.’’

“Well, what now?” a-kKed Al in a) pair mounted these quietly, picking their
W hisper. way on the nneven steps.
Phipps came to a halt, And, at Jength, they came to another door

*“ 1 should like to warn yon, Master Huog-
ging,” he said, ' Please do not speak. We
must be very careful indced. Any chance
~meeting, and all Master Archie’'s plans
would go wrong, DPlease folow me, and
say nothing.”’ '

** Right you arc!” said Alf,

They went round by the rear of the
Ancient House—unscen and unpheard. Here,
everything was quiet, for the domestic stafi

**Go ahead!’’

had gone to bed, Thipps Iet-himself in by | Housey(?”

att the tap., This, also, was unlocked, and
they passed within,

‘* Now, Master Huggins,
poscible,” said Phipps.

lut—but where are wc?” asked Alf, in

wondey, . 2

“We oare at the very top of the old tower,
<1, replied Phipps,  ** You have seen it
frequently cuongh from the exterior——-"’

“That great, old. tower over the Ancient

converzation is



“ Exactly,"”
Alf looked round
were in a kind of square apartment.
one corner there was a camp bed—quite a

said Phipps,

in astonishment. They
Along
comfortable-looking affair. And next to it
was a small table, and upon this stood a
tin of biscuits, some sardines, bread, and
all sorts of other articles of food. There
was alsp a spirit stove, a supply of water
and condensed milk and tea and cocoa.

1 think you'll fied everything necessary
for your immediate necds, Master Iluggins,”
sald Phipps, as though this was quite an
ordinary, every-day affair. *° It was Master
Archie wvho suggested these phms. You
will remain here for the night.’

Alf walked round, babbling with (ngernesa

“Why, it's Lalrueml»" he exclaimed., *1
shall by comiy here!”

I trust so, Master Huggins,” said Phipps.
“You need have no fear that your preseuce
will be suspected. Nobody in the whole
school will know of your occupation of this
tower,

“ But—hut how long shall I be here?”
“That all depends, “Master Huggins,”

“On what?”

I should prefer not to discuss the
matter, sir,” said Phipps firmly. 1 am
sorry, but the whole business is in a rather
peculiar pocition. It is certain that you
will be here to-morrow.”

“Shzll 1T see Archie?”

“It 1s possible that Master Archie will
visit you,” erlied Phipps. ** In any case,
all you need do is to go to bed, and sleep.
There is no d‘m"er-—-thﬁre is no fear of any
interruptions.”’

"
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Alf stared at him.

“Well, I'm blowed if you ain’t a caution-

he said breathiessly. *' You take it all
so calm! Like as if this was your usual
work!”

Phipps allowed himself to smile.

“There is no reason for eéxcitement, sir.”
he replied. * And now—good-night, Master
Huggins. I may as well tell you that on
the morrow you will probably be produced.™

“ Produced?"™

* Master Archie will bring vou down from
this tower, as there will be no further need
for secrecy,” explained Phipps. *° And then,
of course, c¢veryvthing will be all right."”

A moment later.Phipps had gone, cloging
the door behind himn. But he left the key
inside—so that Alf could open the door if
he wished to. fle would npot feel such a
prisoner, There was certainly no danger
of Alf leaving his place of concealment,

The boy who had been expelled—the hoy

who had been hounded out—sat down on
the edge of the camp bed, and took in

two or three big, deep breaths.

“1t's going to be all right!” he told him-
self tensely. “1 know it! Everything will
come out fine! And what a pall
the greatest chap that ever lived.
brick!"

And Alf fairly hugged himself.

He was certain that something good was
coming. But little did he realise the in-
tense, dramatic events which were due to
take place before the light of day cnce
ore davned upon St. Frank's!

END.

He's a

Editorial Annquncemem‘.

My Dear Readers,

Some weeks ago, just before he came to
St. Frank's, Alf Huggins rendered Archie
Glenthorne a service which the latter has
not forgotten, for when Alf had to leave St.
Frank’s in disgrace, everyone thought him
guilty of the brutal attack on Mr. Snuggs ex-
cept {tie Genial Ass. Glenthorne remained
staunch to his study chum. He refused to
believe Alf capable of such a vicious attack
on Mr. Snuggs. This belief has been
strengthened by wnew evidence supplied by
Phipps, and very soon Archie hopes to lay
bare the whole truth before Dr. Staflord
and to clear Alf of the monstrous imputation
made against him by Mr. Snuggs,

NEXT WI]Eh STORY.
All this takes place next week in the
grand, concluding story of the series: “THE

PRISONER OF THE NORTH TOWER; or,

After Lights Out!” But I should mention
that befure Alf Huggins resumes the honcured
name of Alfred Brent and takes his place
amoung his new schoolfellows, his character
completely vindicated, he meets with a ter-
rible experience in the North Tower.

THE COMING NEW SERIES.

Look out next week for an important an-.
nouncement concerning the extra fine series
i stories due to begin in a fortnight from
now, These coming stories will be something
quito novel in the Tealm of gcheolboy fiction,
at least, us regards apything that has before
appeared in Thy NELSON LEE LiBRATY. As
usual, they will be packed with humour and
exciting situations, such as has spread the
fame of our inimitable stories far and wide,

Your sincere friend, .
THE EDITOR.

Avehie’s . .
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This Week's Magnificent Programme :

«“« THE HEAD-HUNTER.”

Another Stirring Adventure of the Famous Kerry and Co.

e THE ZELZENBERG DOCUMENT 1
Speed Thrills and Execiting Incident.

“OUTLAW OF THE STABLE.”

A Brilliant Yarn of Horses and Horsemen.

“*THE PLANET OF PERIL.”

Amazmg Adventure on Anether World. .
ARTICLES ——JOKES —PUZZLES

UT ON _THURSDAY'!
- ORDER NOW

— - o= i - I R e e e i ———— o  m—
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SEXTON
BLAKE.

the world’s greatest detective,
appears every week in “ The
Union Jack,” Sexton Blake's
Own Paper. Long, complete
stories, full of thrills and
detective work; ¢ Treasure
Isiand,” by R. L. Stevenson,
a9 a serial; and a weekly real-
life Detective Supplement?

Ask for the

UNION
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- JACK
_ E Every Thursday.

& The Best

E Twopennyworth.
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BETTER THAN EVER
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Richard Randolph is famous for his county

cricket yarns.  Last year he wrote “ Smith

of Rocklandshire ; the year before ,* Young

Yardley.” They were both great yarns, but
“neitther of them was a patch on

_EIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIllIIII|IIIIIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIl!IlIIlI LHTTITRETE A

Carden of Cardenshire'!
ST R B i i i hs

the stupendous tale, of which the opening
chapters are being read to-day by thousands’
of eager sportsmen, all of them enthusiastic

readers of the biggest and best paper for

sports yarns, the
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- BOYS’ REALM

e HTTTH T Tt s H
If YOU are not reading ° “Carden of Car-

denshire,” you are missing a county cricket
masterpiece—you are missing something that
has never been equalled mn any boys’ paper.
But there 1s no reason why you should muss
it. All you have to do 1s to hurry along
with your twopence to your newsagent and.
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Get Your Copy NOW'!
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is all you pay forcur No, 400A Mead
““Marvel”’—the finest cycle ever offered

on such exceptionallyeasy terms, Bril-

liantly plated; richly enamelled; lined

in colours. Sent packed free carriage
+paidon 15 DAYS’' FREE TRIAL.
“+ Fully warranted. Money refunded if
'¢ dissatisfied. Old machines exchanged.
L “Big bargainsin factory soiled mounts,
" Tyres and accessories 331-3°/5 below
* shop prices. Write TO-DAY for testi-
_monials and illustrated art catalogue.

L

!‘"'-'1“’4‘*‘]‘,'-1_ -”;"'Eis*’.'.‘

Cycle Company (Inc,
(Dept. B787), Birmingh'm.

.

1-; -

4 Fine New Model Ac-
- 2 PRIG cordeon, 10x10}xE
A ins., Piano-Finigched and Meta
Yy /g3 Bound. 10 Keys, Etc. Grand
""" fic Organ Tone.Sent by Return Post,
57 to approved orders, for 1/- De-
¢ V)7 posit ang 1/3 Postage, and
=@ promise to send 2/- fortnightly
s> till 15/~ in all is paid. 2/-
== Tutor Free. Cash Price, 12/6
wpa Post, Free. (Elsewhere Double).
il mmiy Delight or Money Back. Others
e 1 5/-1042/-. Catalogue Post Free
———r Pain’s Presents House,
Dept. SA, HASTINGS.

NERVOUS FEARS.

How many people fear meeting others, -travelling
in Trains, Trams, Tubes, or Buses, mixing in
Society, going into a Restourant or of -having
anything important to do. Such Nervous Fears
are ruination to any man or woman's chanee of
success in life. Become Nerve-Strong, Self-Confident,
Brigcht and Happy by sending immediately 3p§nny
stamps for particulars of the Mento-Nerve
Strengthening Treatment. GUARANTEED CURE
OR MOXNEY REFUNDED. Godfry Elliott-Smith,
Ltd.. 543. Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus,
London, E.C.4, :

YOURS for 6d. ONILILY
This = handsome . full-sized
Jent's  Lever Watch sent
upon receipt of &d. After
approval send 1/- more, the
balance is thcn payable . by
6 monthly instalments
of 2/- each. Guaranteed 5
years. Chain offered Free with

every watch. Wrist Watches,
etc., on same terms, Cash
returned if dissatisfied. Send

1/- naw to Simpson’s Ltd.,
(Dept. 122) 94, Queen’s
Road, Brighton, S5usseX.
NNAPT | oLN " 1f you are under 40, you
DONT BE SHURT. can ecasily increase your
height by the Girvan Scientific Treatment. Sindents
repors from 2 to 5 inches increase. Resuli- guite
permanent. Send P.C. to-day for particulars, and
our £100 guarantee to our Enquiry Dept. AM.P.,
17, Stroud Green Roatl, London, N.4.. B
MAGIC TRICKS, :tc.— Parcels_2/6, 5/6, Vcn-
triloquist’s Instrument. Invisible, Imitatc Birds..
Price 6d, -each; 4 for 1/-—T. W. HARRISON, 239,
Pentonville Road, London, N.1.

£2,000 Worth of Cheap Job Photographic
Material, Cameéeras, etc. Send at once for
Catalogue and Samples Free—HACEKETTS
WORKS., July Road. Liverpool. E.

I 100 AUSTRIA & HUNGARY stamps

free to applicants for Blue Label Appro’s, Enc,
2d. post. Mention Gift 584,. B. L. CORYN,
10, Wave Crest, Whitstable. Kent.

HEALTH AND STRENGTH ARE YOURS
* Training For Great Strength ** only a 1/-, whicli

is returned if dissatisfied. CHAS. G. TREVOR,
17. Penford Street. S E5. - :
Genuine home cure.

S TAMMERING :zticiars free. . 5.

BURTON, 27a, The Sguare, St. Annes-on-Sea. .

| A 0

!

k! m— IS
~ “ANSWERS’
i:Ea Week :

i “THE DAUGHTER
€ . OF A- GENIUS”

E  25,000-word novel by LUCY
- . WHITEHEAD.

-

Sharacter Told by Handwriting FREE.
ce This Week’s “ Answers’ Library,” 2d.

,hg Best Long Novel and Short Story Paper

IBRARY ” — the paper which gives along

complete story and a special
Magazme Supplement every
week. |

Now on Sale.
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N Yours for 5
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*k_\ Oﬂly
% THE GREATEST BARGAIN
\q TERMS ever 1?ut before the
}.‘ British ' Public by uvune of

LONDON'S OLDBST-ESTAB- \
¥ LISHED Mail Order Houses.

\ An ahsolutel I‘RBE GITT

P\ Free of a Solid Slflver English L!l

W Hallemarked.Double Curb’ Albert. (T

¥ with Sea: attached, given FREXZ \3
with every Wa‘ch. - SNY O

Specification : Gent's Full-size
Keyless Lever .Watcih, «improved
action; ﬂtted patem recoil ‘olick
prewentmg brestage’ of main S
spring by overwinding, - A \1

10 YEARS' WARRANTY. (&

L m e  —— —

S——

X3 Sen. on rpeupt of Bd C\
deposit; after, approval, -\
B(*NI"IIG more. The '\

baldncee '?mw then be )
paidiby 9 manthly pay-
~1ments of 2/- c.ch Cash
refuaded in full if dis-

ﬂll‘iﬁi"ﬂ SE’HU 6d. now
LR T C R S L

J A. DAVIS&CO
- 44 (Dept.s £7),°
26, "Denmark Hill
Londnn. S E. 6

- (" pj 3 ‘-I" "\.J

. H" .

.l"_ - . = -, f = o r— s ...-"'

20 ZOOLOGICAL S"‘*‘iﬂlPS FREE!

Send 11d, postage and ask 0 see OUr bargain approval

sheets, STOCKTON & CO. {Dept.A ), Westcliff-on-Sea.

Stop Stammering! &
ticulars FREEBE.~-FRANK B. HUGHES, 7,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1l., =«

All you require. Boots. Suits, Coztumes,
Raincoats, Ovorcoats,Accordions, Watchas, Rings,
Ulocks, etc from 4/~monthly. Catalogue free {Ioms
or Abroad :(—Masters, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE,

- CUT THIS OUT.

The Nelson Lee Library. Pen Coupon. Value 2d.

_Send 7 of these Coupons with only 2/, direct to
“the F¥leet Pen Co.,. 119, Fleet Street,
B.C.4: .Yru-will
British-Made 13:* Gold Nibbed = Fleet Fountain
Fen, w.luo 10/6 (Fine, Medium, or Broad nib).
If on'y one coupon is sent, the pr:ca is 3/9, 2d.
being allowed for each extra. coupon up to six,
{(Pocket Clip 4d.) Satisfaction guara; iteed or cash
returncd. Special « New_ - Offer: T .ur Ownbp
Name in gilt letters on either pen tor 1/ extra,
I.euer Seli-Milinyg Safety Model, 2/- extra,

yourself
did,

Cure
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Par-

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

eceive ~bys return a splendid-
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RHEUMATISM cums

e Paddington Recreation Gro
-_.;.,.-‘::; Sirs,—I' sutfered from acuts Rhel
tism, .y knees, ankles, and l.l‘l’:
: B bems terribly swollen. A fri
vised me to try Urace; ver af
: the terrible pains nau vanishe
* 10 my astonishment was baLk
tho track again. My recent record -breaking .vdll
from London to Edinburgh, of 420 miles in B4
hrs. 5 mins. 44 2.5 secs, proves | nave rid. m}
zi._:,stun of Uri{: Acid by {vnur valuable aratie
Urace.”’ —Yours faith ully..ﬁho C ING
World’s PI‘O‘DH‘:I?HRI Waliking Champion . -
URACE, and URACE alone, can cure Rheu
tism. It directly attacks the ' cause—uric acj
dtssoi?es and expels it from the system, and pre
vents  its 1eapq}arance That IE why it LL'HF
and CURES QUICKLY. 1{ 3/-, and 5/ ~pei
box, from Boots, Timothy Vhita&Co Taylor’'s
and all Chemists and Stores. or direct from Qe

URACE Laboratorievs, 10
et L, ories, 3, Woburn House, j*art

URACE.

TABLFT —

LUSH INQ: SELE-CONscI0USNESS,

‘SHYNESS, - TIML A X
Simple . 7-day Permanent ...--_-': :
*fur%elthnr*‘set. = Write at onca..h
get = full #particulara qmta
,prwa.taly.—-b J.D.;7 12, - All
Rd ST, ANNLSJ-OH SEA.

-
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"RES,
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e avz L . B VOUR N
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R Tho mysterics of ...-'f—u
- .- made clearg®
WIRELESS ,,_:*;_
AIIII Bd-.&nfl-ﬂ. 3
SIMPLII‘IED A
LESS. 1/
At all bookse Iers
post free from :-=53

RADIO PRBSS 3, Devereux Bldgs., a

FREE PRESENTS For J

SEND NO MONEY-"WE TRUST

‘For. ‘_%elling our High Grade Picture Pr;btc'xrdhf
Jdd.—each~toyour fricnds, we.give'. theso.Presen
ABSQI:‘UT LYJI‘-RI:E—BIC.}C.{.S Wirelesz-Scld
Gramophone§, " Footballs, Tennis Racquets, Jew8
lery, —-Toys anu- t:.-mes,' Razors, Fountafi
Pens, Watches, Clocks, ecte., etc. Write |,
day for a selection of 72 Cd!‘dﬂ and Presents Lis
A Postcard will do. !
PERTIELD LIMITED, 1 GA.B'I'LE S""

CITY RCAD, LONDON E.C2: -

DON’T BE BI.ILI.IED
Special offer. Two Illus. Sample Les
gons from my Complefe Course,ol
b JUJITSU for { penny stamps. Jujits1y
. is the best & simplest science of sl
v defence and attack ever in-y
venfed, Learn to take¢arg
¥of yourself under all cire
) , = cuwstances and learn t
protec: the small & weak. SEND NOW—'' YAWARA"}
SCHOOL (Dept.A.P.), 31, Golden Sq, Regent Streeb W.

-
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