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% THE MYSTERY

OF
ﬂgANK’s,’

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

A thrilling yarn of School and Detective Adventure in London, featuring
NELSON LEE, NIPPER and the Chums of St. Frank’s,

Narrated by NIPPER himself,

e =S

CHAPTER 1.
The Nuts® Hight Out!
ALPH LESLIE FULLWOOD gazed
R into the daricness of the Remove
dormitory in the Ancient House
at St. Frank’s,

“You chaps ready?” he breathed.

“¥es,” whispered Gulliver and Bell,
his chums.

“Good!” said Fullwood., “We'd better
be movin'. It's a quarter to eleven
already and we don't want to be late.”

The nuis of the Remove moved down
the dormitory towards the door. Every
other junior in the long apartment was
asleep, and darkness enshrouded all
From without came the ceaseless
rumble and hum of London.

Fullwood & Co. were rather enjoying
the school’s sojourn in London. All the
boys and masters had left St. Frank's

in a body after the fire which had par-
tially destroyed the College House, and
the temporary quarters in London were
so roomy and comfortable that many of
the fellows would be sorry to leave.

The school buildings were situated
right in the heart of London—within a
stone’s throw of Holborn, in fact. And
Fullwood & Co. were particularly satis-
fled with the new order of things. For
it enabled them to indulge their desire
for gambling to a greater extent than
was possible at St. Frank’s,

Only a few short days earlier they
had become acquainted with a plausible
gentleman who called himself Mr,
James Palmer—and whose name was
probabiy something guite different.

Mr, Palmer had introduced b
after lights-out one night, to a flat |
the West End. To the delight of Full-

(A1l vights reserved, and reproduction without permission strictly ferbidden.)
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wood & Co, they found that the place
was a gambling-den, where roulette was
the principal attraction.

Fullwood rather fancied roulette, and
he was not discouraged by the fact that
he had lost practically all his capital on
that occasion. He simply set it down to
bad luck, and was certain that he would
regain his losses on & second visit,

Fullwood & Co. were now preparing
to keep their second appointment with
Mr. Joseph Palmer.

It was Saturday night, and the nuts
had arranged to mect Mr. Palmer at
eleven o'clock in a littie alleyway which
ran beside the paddock or playing field.

Mr. Palmer was a genticman, and he
was not even connected with the
gambling-house, He was taking the
boys with him simply because he was
a lover of sport. It wasn't possible for
him to profit personally. And he was
not in need of profit, for he was
wealthy.

This, at all events, was what Full-
wood & Co. fondly imegined. It would
have surprised them, perhaps, if they
had known that Mr. Palmer “ran” the
gambling-den himself, and that he
acted 25 his own iout. When things
were rather slack Mr. Palmer wandered
about in search of victims, and he had
found three easy pigeons to pluck in
tBhrilpe‘.'scns of Fullwood, Gulliver and

ell,

They were worth plucking, too—at
least, Fullwood was, On this occasion
he was taking five pounds with him,
and his chums were far from money-
less, *If Mr. Palmer raked in seven
pounds from the {hree he would con-
sider it a good deal, and well worth the
trouble,

And the man was in no fear of being
betrayed. Fullwood & Co. would never
dare to speak, ho matter what they sus-
pected; for it would mean prompt ex-
pulsio_n for them, And Mr. Palmer was
safe, in any case, for the nuts were in
ignorance of the gambling-den’s exact
locality.

They were in high spirits as they
crept out of the Remove dormitory.

OF ST. FRANK'S!

Everything was quiet out in the corrl-
dor, but it behoved the trio to be
cautious, for several masters were still
out and about.

The sporting youths reached the win-
dow which overlocked the sloping roof
of the gymnasium. They lost no time
in creeping out. It was a simple matter
to descend to the ground, for the gym
roof was only a gentle slope, and the
gutter overhung an old tree-stump.

“Good!” muttered Fullwood, as they
all alighted. “All we've got to do is to
slip over the gate into the paddeck, and
we're safe.”

Bell looked round
vously.

“I—I suppose we shan't see that’
awiul figure again?” he murmured.

“Oh, rot!” snepped Fullwood. “Don't
be such a nervy beast, Bell. You only
fancied you saw somethin’ last week.”

“You saw it as well, anyhow!”
sneered Bell. “I'll admit I was a bib
scared-——"

“¥ou fainted!” said Gulliver sam‘ly.‘
“An’ Nipper had to come d to fetch
you in. But there was nothin’ found
or seen, an’ the whole thing dropped.
But if you get nervous, you'll see things
again.”

him rather ner-

ood & Co. hurried out of the
courtyard. They had no wish to be
confronted by fthne hideous-looking
Chinaman who had appeared like an
apparition out of the darkness several
nights earlier.

Once over the gate into the paddock,
the nuts felt better, And as they were
scaling the rear wall a clock hoomied
out the hour of eleven. It was the time
of the appointment, and Fullwcod &
Co. were punctual.

The well at the bottem of the pad-
doclk overlooked a little alley, which ran
from one quict roadway to another.
There were very few lamps, 1
night the place was practically dece

“Well, we're here on time.” remarked
Fullwood, as he produced his cigarette

case, “I can’t see any sigh of Palmer,
though. Smokin’, you chaps?”
*“Yes, rather!™
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said Fullwosd lan-
a fine thing, the

. I'd like to stop
St. Frank’s is 2 dull hole

reelves

here for good
compmsd to ¢ i
whis--

aitcd -'-:pec'a‘mv, A figure
vas striding briskly down the giley, and
after a momzat the b recognised it
as belonging to Iix

man was ta‘.i,
He secmed a gentl:
—to Fullwoed & Co.
ence would have guessed M

A man of ex
r. Palmer’s

calibre without much delay,

‘AR, here you are, boys—prompt to
tima!" enid Palmer ially. ““Splen-
did! And now we'll have just a little

sport—eh? 1 hope you've brought suffi-
cient funds with you to play with?”

“About cight quid, between us,” §aid
Fullwood.
“Excelleni!” declared Falmer, nod-

ding with satisfaction. “¥You must use
it carefully, and thea you will be able
to recoup yourczelves, You have a lot of
leeway to make up, my lads. You lost
rather heavily last week—but, with a
little more experience, you will be able
to make small fortunes.”

“That’s the idea!™ said Bell, rubbing
his hands,

“Well, come along,” put in Palmer
briskly, “I've got a taxi waiting handy,
and we can be at the scene of activities
within ten minutes.”

They walked along the alley, turned
into a quiet road, and three minutes
later were in Holborn. As Palmer had

said, there was a taxi waiting just
against the kerb.

“In you get, boys,” said Palmer
genially.

They piled in, and their guide bad a
few words with the driver. Iullwood &
Co. didn’t hear what their destination
was to be. The taxi was soon bowling
along, but the journey was only brief.

Fullwood knew that the vehicle went
along High Holborn, into New Oxford
Street, and then down Tottenham
Court Road. But it turned s> many
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times after that that he couldn’t follow
the route
1* mwled up after a run of twelve
s, however, and an open doorway
n {ront. The strect was dark,
"nq tnere were several brass plates
ﬂxari against the doorway. Obviously,
»m place was a business address; there
were offices in the building.

The nuts were hurried in, znd they

didn’t  particularly care where they
were. They had come to play roulette
—and that was all that mattered, Mr.

Palmer opened & door on a landing, and
all four entered.

A minute later Fullwood & Co. were
in the rouletie-room. They did not feel
S0 sirange this time—for it was their
second visit. The room wss blazing
with electric light, and a goecd many
people were present. They were a
motley throng. Some wore evening
dress, and others were the worse for
drink. And the place was hazy with
tobacco smoke,

Palmer was chatting with a man near
the door, The man was in evening
dress, and apparently a gentleman.
But he was Palmer's pariner, and
several kinds of a scoundrel.

“You've brought those boys again,
Joe,” said the man softly. “Anything
doing?

“They've got about
between them.”

"Wel!. that’s not so bad. ¥ou think

b e

“Safe?” chuckled Palmer. “My dear
man, where does the danger come in?
Do you think these kids will blab? They
don’t know where the place is, anyhow
—and they've got their own skins to
look after. If the truth came out,
tirey'd be kicked out of their school.
O, it's safe enoughl”

“I suppose so,” said Rogan, lighting
a cigarette. “But if we skin the young
fools ta- -night they'll never come again.”

Falmer grinned.

“They're young fools all right,” he
said, “You wait and see, Spike.”

He strolled down the room, past two
three tables where poker and

eight quid

or
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chemin-de-fer were In progress, and
joined Fullwood & Co., who were watch-
ing the roulette-table—before plunging.

“Leok at that chap!” whispered
Bell. “Look at his bundle of quids!”

Palmer looked as well as Bell’s chums.
A young fellow, much the worse for
drink, was playing with big sums. Ie
held a thick bundle of currency notes
in his hand, and he didn't seem to care
how fast they went. Palmer smiled
quietly to himself, and glanced at the
croupier. That gentleman was an
accomplice, but he looked a very genial,
innocent individual.

“Yes, he's got a nice wad of notes
there,” murmured Fullwood, gazing
curiously at the young fellow. “He'll
lose it all, too!™ )

“Silly ass!” said Gulliver, with a
sniff. “I wish I could handle a bunch
of notes like that—I'd soon douhle it!

BY gad! If only Tregellis-West had
some sense! He could rake in hun-
dreds. He's rolling in money. But he

looks upon this sort of thing as rot.”

They continued watching the game.
Palmer seemed pre-occupied. He had
heard what Gulliver had said, and the
words made him think. After a moment
he touched Gulliver on the arm.

“Who were you referrinz to just
now?” he asked casuaily.

“Eh?” said Gulliver, turning.

“You mentioned a name a moment
ago——"s

“Tregellis-West,” put in Fullwood.
“His full name is Sir Montgomery
Tregellis-West, Baronet. He's a junior
in our school—in the Remove, the same

as we are. But we don't bother about
him.”

“Why not?"” asked Palmer, “Is he
poor?”

The nuts laughed.

“Poor!” chuckled Bell
lionaire!™

“Oh!” said Palmer clowly. “A mil-
lionaire, en? You mean to say that he
is the heir to a large fortune——"
_ ““No, we mean to say that he is a mil-
lionaire—now,” said Fullwood. “His
people are dead. His uncle, the Earl

“He's a mil-
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of Westbrooke, is his guardian, but he's
an easy-goin’ old bird, an’ Tregellis-
West can do pretty well as he likes.
He's got his bankin’ account, and can
draw cheques for hundreds of quids if
he likes.”

Mr. Palmer was greatly Impressed,
although he appeared to be borad.

“Yes, some of these youngsters have
a deal of luck,” he observed. “Td
rather like to meet this young friend of
yours—"’ .

“He's not a friend of ours” said
Gulliver  “The rotten snob won't look
at s I mean, we won't have any-
thin' to do with him,” he said hastily.
“He's & goody-goody ass, an’ won't g6
in for anythin’ sporty.”

“Couldn't you get him
here?” asked Palmer. “W:
sum of money to handle, he
double and treble his capital

“He doesn’t want to win anythin’,”
interrupted Fullwood. “He's got sa
much cash that he doesn't care a rap;
when he's run through his supply he’s
only got (o ask for more, an’ he gets it.”

to come
ith a big

“That's very handy,” said Mr.
Falmer, “very handy, indeed.”
He strolled away, smoking, and a

moment later he was talking to IMr.
“Spike” Regan in a quiet corner.
“Look here, old man, I've just heard
a piece of news,” said Palmer softly.
“There's a kid at that school—a
barenst-who happens to be a million-
aire in his own right. It's a chance,
Spike! We can rake in a cool five hun-
dred if we're slick, probably a thou-
sand!™
“What's the
curious!:
The pair

idea?” asked Rozan

stood talking for five

minutes, and tiien Palmer nodded and
stroll

back to the reouleite-table,
& Co. were sill hovering near,
the play of the others.

any luck?” asked  Palmer

s—bad luck,” growled TFullwood,
“I've jusi lost a quid!”

“That's bad, but we'll sovn see an
L alteration,” said Palmer. “I'm inclined
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to do you a favour, boys. I'm an old
hand at this game, and you're fresh.
If you give me your money I'll guar-
antee to treble it within half an hour.”
The nuts looked at Palmer eagerly.

“By gadi” said Fullwood. “Do you
mean it?”
“Of course I mean it,” smiled

Paliner. “But hefore we start, I've got
2 little idea to suggest. Not long ago
we were speaking about that school-
iellow of yours—Tregellis-West.
Couldn’t you manage to get him here?”

“Impossible!” said Fullwood. “An’
even if it could be done, I wouldn't lift
a hand to help. I don’t like the cad,
It's no good, Mr. Palmer.”

The man was quite unmoved.

“You don’t seem to catch on,” he re-
marked. ‘“You three boys are my
friends—I'm pleased to acknowledge
you as such. You've told me that
Tregellis-West is a snob and an out-
sider.”

“An’ so he is!” declared Gulliver,

“Well, in that case, he's no friend of
mine,” went on Palmer. “I thought it
would be rather a good joke if we could
get him here by some little trick or
other, and shock him. Once he was
here, it would be easy enough to make
him play roulette; and then you'd have
the laugh over him.”

Fullwood's eyes gleamed.

“An’ a hold over him, too!” he ex-
claimed. “By gad! That's a rippin’
idea, My. Palmer. If only we could get
the cad here, an' keep him here for a
bit, we sheuld have him in our hands
for good—an’ that would come in useful
at times. Buf, of course, it couldn't be
done.”

Palmer smiled. He was rather pleased
with himself, for the nuts bad fallen
into the litile trap quite easily. They
did not realise that Palmer was
attemptinz to malke dupes of them.
They did not guess that this plausible
rascal had other and more sinister
motives in desiring Sir Montie’s pre-
sence, They merely thought it was
rather a good jape.

“My dear lads, there are many W'Z'.}'Si
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to get over the difficulty,” said Palmer
eagerly. “TregellissWest is no friend
of yours—therefore you can easily trick
him without being particularly con-
science-stricken. My suggestion is that
one of you should return to the school
immediately with, me—we’ll go in a
taxi, and bring Tregellis-West back
with us.”

“It's no earthly good,” said Full-
wood. “He wouldn't come.”

“Not if you did a little acting for the
occasion?” suggested Palmer softly.
“¥ou can say that one of your friends
has met with an accident, and
Tregellis-West will—"

“Oh, I know what he'll do!” said
Fullwood. “Hell wake up Nipper an’
Watson, an’ two or three others. Then
where should we be?”

Palmer considered a moment,

“Couldn't you urgently request him
to come alone, without waking the
others up?”’ he suggested, “Any
little excuse will suffice—and cnce he
is outside, I will do the talking, We
bring him here, and then you'll see
some sport. What do you say? And
don’t forget that I'll treble all fhe
money you've got.”

“Do it, Fully,” urged Bell, “Where’s
the harm? An’ think how we shall
be able to jeer at him afterwards.”

“Right you are, Mr. Palmer,” said
Fullwood. “I'm with youl”

CHAPTER 2.
Caught in the Metl
R. JOSEPH PALMER was evi-

dently not a man to waste
time, Within three minutes
of Fullwoed & Co.s decision every-

thing was ready. The nuts had heen
intreduced to Mr. Rogan.

“I want you to see afier these two
while we're gone,” said Palmer, indi-
cating Gulliver and Bell. “They're
rather fresh to roulette, old man, and
if you play their money for them, you
cail make a good bhit. See if yvou can
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treble their capital by the time we get
ok

“T11 do if!" said Rogan promptly.

“0On, rippin’!” murmured Gulliver.
“You'd better hand over your cash,
Fully. 'Mr. Rogan might as well be
playing with that, too”

“By gad. yes!” said Fullwood.

He readily surrendered his notes, and
almost immediately afterwards he and
Palmer took their departure. In this
particular irstance the two scoundrels
were sincere; they meani to fill the
pockets of their dupes. For they were
quite certain that they would get it
all back—through the medium of Sir
Montie,

“It'll be a rare joke,” chuckled
Palmer, as he and Fullwood descended
the stairs. “But you musin’t arouse
anybody else, my lad. It's got to be
secret. If by any chance some other
boys do wake up, give up the whole
thing,”

“Naturally,” said Fullwood.

They found the taxi waiting in the
street. Fullwood thought that it was
merely an ordinary cab, available for
hire. But it was for the exclusive use
of Mr. Palmer, and the chauffeur was
a friend of his,

The pal jumped in before Fullwood
could see where he actually was, and
they were soon bowling along down
quiet streets, until they turned into
Tottenham Court Road. Then along
New Oxford Street to Holborn, where
the vehicle came to a halt.

“I’'s not very late,” remarked
Palmer, as he and Fullwood walked
along the quiet road towards the alley
at the back of the school. “You'll be
able to get back in plenty of time for
a good night's rest, and you'll be able
to sleep with the happy knowledge that
your peciets are well filled.”

Fullwood grinned.

“An’ Tregellis-West 'will be havin’
blue fits!” he exclaimed.

Arriving at the wall of the school,
Palmer promised to wait in the alley
until Fullwood returned. He treated
the whole matter as a huge joke. But
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Palmer and Rogan were hot joking;
they had a rascally plot in mind.

Fullwood scaled the wall, and crossed
the playing-field to the courtyard.
Everything was quiet and still, for it
was just after midnight. Mo lights were
showing from any of the school win-
dows.

It was an easy task for Fullwood to
climb up the gymnasium roeci teo the
corridor window. He slipped inside,
and made his way cautiously and
silently to the Remove dormitery.

Inside all was still, Fullwood moved
forward like a shadow, and finally bent
over Sir Montie’s bed. The swell of
the Ancient House was sleeping peace-
fully,«but he shifted somewhat as Full-
wood laid a hand upon his shoulder.

“Wake up! Tregellis-West—walie
up!” whispered Fullwood.

Sir Montie turned over and opened
his eyes.

“Dear old boy, we can easily do ouwl
prep later on—— Eh? Begad! What
the dickens is the matter?” he mum-
bled, looking round. “Really, I-—"

“Hush!” breathed Fullwood
urgently. “Not a word! For goodness’
sake don't wake anybody else up!
You're wanted, Tregellis-West!"

Sir Montie awoke fully.

“You awful bounder!” he exclaimed.
“What's the idea of wakin' me up like
this, Fullwood? Pray refurn to your
own bed—-"

“I've just come in from cutside, an’
you mustn't arouse the other chaps,”
hissed Tullwood. “I've been a fool,
Tregellis-West; I went out on the ran-
dan with Gulliver an' Bell T

“You frightful raseal!”

“I know—I know!” moaned ull-
wood, “Culliver met with an accident
in the West End—he was knocked
down by a taxi—an’ they've” taken him
into o house there. IHe says he wants
to speak to you—he won't say why—an'
I've come as hard as possible, For
ss’ sake hurry up!”
fontie was rather startled. Hs
hardly knew whether to believe Full-
wood or not. But why should he come




THE SCHOOLBOYS'

to him in this way if the story was not
genuine?

“I'm willin’ to come, of course,” he
said quickly. “But wouldn't it be
petter to wake one of the masters,
an” "

“Mr, Lee is already t{here,” said
Fuilwood glibly. “But I don't want
you to wake anybody else in the dormi-
tory—not even Nipper. It would only
cause a rumpus, an’ we should be de-
layed. It was Mr. Lee who urged me
to fetch you, an’ he told me to bring
nobody else!”

“Is—is Gulliver badly hurt?” asked
‘Iontie in alarm.

Fullwood gave a kind of sob.

“I—I believe he i5,” he murmured
brokenly. “He wants you, Tregellis-
West. I think he wants to beg your
pardon for something—to ask you to
forgive him. You must come!”

Fullwood's acting was excellent, and
Montie’s doubts fled.

“Begad!” he muttered. “I'll be
ready in two ticks, old boy!”

He slipped out of bed, and dressed in
record time. In spite of his decision to
go, there was still a queer kind of feel-
ing in the back of his head that all was
not exactly as it should be.

But he could think of no other ex-
planation of Fullwood's conduct, Full-
wood usually did things for gain, and
what could he gain from this affair?

Thus, aithough Sir Montie was not
positively satisfled, he decided to go.
And within three minutes he was
ready, and the pair stole out of the
dormitory like shadows.

They made their exit without trouble,
and reached the little alley at the
bottom of the paddock. It was deserted
when they arrived, but Mr. Palmer was
waiting with the taxi in the side street.

“Ah, you have come!” he exclaimed
briskly. *“Good! You are Tregellis-
West, I presume?”

“That’s right, sir,” said Montie.

“Well, I am a doctor, and Mr. Lee
reguested me to fetch you without dis-
turving anybody else in the school;
that is why Fullweod came in the way
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he did,” said Mr. Palmer smocothly.
“And now we must hurry.”

The trio entered the taxi, and it was
soon buzzing along towards the West
End. Fullwood was chuckling to him-
self inwardly, Sir Montie had been
captured with extreme ease, and it
would be amusing to see his expression
when he found himself in the gam-
bling-den.

While Fullwood was still thinking
thus, the taxi came to a halt.

“Here we are,” said Mr. Palmer
briskly. “You run up first, Fullwood,
and warm Mr. Lee that I am following
with Tregellis-West, Make all speed.”

“Right you are, sir,” said Fullwood.

He hurried on, and went up the stairs
two at a time. On the landing he met
Mr. Rogan, who had evidenily been on
the look-out.

“Theyre comin’ up now,” said Full-
wood, grinning.

“Good!" declared Mr. Rogan, “Well,
boy, youwd belter come inside. ¥You
don’t want to be seen by other people,
do you? Palmer will be up with cur
guest in a few moments.”

Fullwood passed into the flat, and he
found Gulliver and Bell just within
the lobby. They looked at him inguir-
ingly.

“Did it work?” asked Gulliver.

“Easy as fallin’ off a form,” said
Fullwood, with & grin. “By gad, we'll
have a bit of sport in a minute! Great
Scott! What the—"

Fullwood paused, for Gulliver was
waving a big sheal of currency-notes.

“Yhere did you get them?” asked

Fullwood blankly.

“Winnin's!”  explained  Gulliver
ecalmly. “It's partly yours, Fully.
There's about thirty quid here, iny son.
Mr. Rogan pub our money on winnin’
numbers every time, an’ were in
clover.”

“Oh, gpodi" saifl Fullwood. “Hand
aver—'

He broke off abfuptly as the outer
door opened, snd Palmer appeared,
logking hot and cfumpled and angry.
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“The infernal little rotter!™ he
snapped

“Why, what's the matter?” asked
Fullwood, stepping forward.

“Matter!” snarled Palmer. ‘That’

confounded kid smelt a rat, or some-
thing, and just as we were coming up
the stairs he wriggled away and
bunked. I tried to stop him, but he
was off like a flash of lightning!”

The nuts looked dismayed.

“1 say, that's rotten!” declared Full-
wood. ‘‘We can’'t have our bit of sport
now, and Montie will know every-
thing!"”

“Hang the brat!” said Palmer,
scowling. “Bubt you neednt worry
about his knowing anything. He didn't
come inside, and I don't suppose he'd
be able to find this place in the day-
time. You boys had better be off; it's
getting late, and your schoolfellows
might raise the alarm.”

Fullwood & Co. were not inclined to
made any objections. They had raked
in a large sum of money—thanks to
Rogan's aid. And it was just as well
to clear out of the place while they had
that money in their possession.

Just as they were crossing the pave-
ment into the taxi a gust of wind came
along and neatly took Fullwood’s cap
off. Tt dropped just inside the door-
way, and Fullwood turned back.

He recovered his headgear, and as
he rose from a bending position his eye
caught one of the brass plates, fixed
just inside the doorway. The name
upon it was Owen Salter, but Fullwood
saw no more. It meant nothing to
him, but in due course it was to mean
a good deal Lo others,

The raseally nuts bundled into the
taxi with Palmer, and in due course
they arrived in the little street off Hol-
born. Palmer bade them good-night
and then vanished in the taxi. Ful
wood & Co. made their way into the
school.

Y1 expect
West in  bed,”
“The silly idiot!”

we shall find Tregeilis-
muttered Gulliver,

THE MYSTERY OF ST. FRIANK'S!

“I think Palmer’s the silly idiot,”
muttercd Fullwood, “ Why the dickens
didn’t he keep a tighter hold on the
chap? Ii's a pity I went upstairs first.
Tregellis-West couldn’t have escaped
from the pair of us.”

“Oh, well, it's no geood talkin',” re:
marked Bell “We've made a good
pile of tin out of the evenin’, so we
lneec‘m’t grumble. I'm satisfied, any-
1ow."”

“Same here,” said Gulliver.
been rippin’ sport.”

They crept into the Remove dormi-
tory at last. But, rather to their sur-
prise, they found that Sir Montie's hed
was emply. There was no sign of the
swell of the Ancient House,

“He had to walk, remember,” whis-
pered Fullwood. “We came by taxi. I
suppose hell roll in soon. Rats to
him! Good thing if he's lost himself
somewhere in the giddy West End!”

The nuts lost no time in undressing
and slipping into bed. They were not
at all anxious about the absent Sir
Montie. He would crawl in before
long, and Fullwood & Co. slept peace-
fully and contentedly.

Meanwhile, Mr. Joseph Palmer had
returned to his flat.

When he arrived he found that all
the guests bad been packed off by
Rogan. The flat was empty, save for
Rogan himself and the eroupier of the
roulette-table. His name was Halstead,
and he was the third member of the
little gang. These three men ran the
plece entirely.

“That was rather neat,” said
Palmer as he removed his overcoat.
“Those kids believe that the youngster
escaped, and they'll never be able to
prove otherwise, no maiter what (hey
suspect. But Tregellis-West is upstairg
—safe.”

“Did you have much treuble with
1 d Rogan.
little,” replied the other. “Ie
up like a lamb, believing that
7 was all vight. I simply teok
e, and bundled a sack over

“It's
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his head before he knew where he
was.”

“And what's
Halstead.

Palmer smiled,

“It seems to me that we've hit upon
a fine scheme for making a pile of
money guick,” he said. “We needn't
fear those three boy hey suspect no-
thing. And we've got Tregellis-West in
our hands, and we can keep him until
we get what we demand.”

“Well, that's your scheme,” said Hal-
stead. "I don't altogether agree with
it, Joe. It might mean skipping, and
this little place is a paying game just
now- 2

"If we can rake in a neat thousand
we shan't mind skipping,” declared
Palmer grimly. “And we can probably
get more than a thousand. It all de-
pends. This kid is 2 millionaire!”

The rascally irio talked for some
little time, and then Palmer donned a
heavy black mask, and Rogan followed
suit. The pair then left the flat and
mounted to the floor above.

One minute later they were standing
within a little attie, an apartment
never used by anybedy. It really be-
longed to the flat, and nobody ascended
to that part of the building except
Palmer or his companions. Above the
second landing, in fact, the house was
private,

Palmer switched on the electric light,
and closed the door. The room was
full of sll kinds of lumber, and a deor
in the opposite wall led into a second
attic. This door was locked, and
Palmer twned the key.

He opened the door and entered. The
light from the outer attic flcoded
through the doorway and revealed a
mere cupbcard-like apartment, with no
windows. There was only a grating
near the ceiling.

On the floor lay the unfortunate
Sir Montie Tregellis-West. The upper
part of his body was enclosed in a
sack, and ropes were passed round his
middle and round his ankles.

the wlan?” inguired
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EFzimer bent down and removed the
He pulled the sack ¢ff, and

5 blinked round him
rather dazedly. He was hot and dirty
—a condition which the junior disliked
intensely.  Furthermore, he had
dropped his glasses, and he could not
sce very distinetly,

“Begad!” he murmured.
vou frightful ruffians—"

“HNo harm will come to you, my boy,”
said Palmer in a deep voice. “All you
must dc is to agree to a certain litile
proposal I shall make, Your freedom
will then follow in a few hours.”

Tregellis-West stared at the two
masked men.

“I don’t know what your gane is, but
vyou are a pair of scoundrels,” he said
warmly. “I was got here by false pre-
tences, an’ Fullwood is a bigger rascal
than I ever thought possible. When 1
meet him again I shall knock him down
—I shall, really. As for yo 1t

“ As for us, we are not inclined to be
violent,” said Palmer smoothly. “You
don’t know where you are, my lad, and
there’s 1o prospect of your escaping.
Agree to what I say, and you'll be im-
mediately taken back to your schoel.”

Tregellis-West. shook his head.

“I will agree to nothin',” he said.
“¥You have kidnapped me, an’ I have
no intention of agreeln’ to any pro-
posal,”

Palmer smiled behind his mask.

“We shall see,” he said. “If you
went your freedom, Sir Montgomery,
all youw've got to do Is sign a cheque
for one thousand pounds. It must be
an open chegque, and it will be cashed
in the morning. When we have
obtaincd the money you will be freed.”

Sir Montie was startled, but he pre-
tended not to be.

“Begad,” he exclaimed, “you must
be mad! Do you think I will give you
a thousand pounds—for nothing? I
utterly refuse. You can Keep me here
if you like. But you will get nothing
{or your pains. I should advise you to
let me go at once— Begad, what the

“You—
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Palmer seized Montie's shoulder and
gripped it hard. With the other hand
he pressed a revolver against Tregellis-
West's chest,

“We mean business!” snapped
Palmer harshly. “Do you underst ?
You must agree to what I say, or you
will suffer! Write out that cheque as
I demand!”

“But I can't!” protested Mont\e T
haven't got my cheque-book

“Thal's a matter of no imporiance,
as you know,” interrupted Palmer. " A
plain slip of paper will suffice, pros
ing it has the Revenue stamp aff
Now, will you agree? You must write
out that chegue at once!”

Tregellis-West shook his head.

“You may think that Tm. awfully
scared by that revolver,” hLe
steadily. “But I'm not! I positively
refuse to do anything. You can do

your worst, you frightful rotter!

Palmer removed the weapon and
stared.

“Well, you've got a nerve, and no
mistake!” he exclaimed. “So you re-
fuse to do as we demand? Very well;
there is another course open to us. ¥ou
have refused to pay one thousand
peunf\.s your uncle will be compelied to
pay five thousand’ You will not re-
ceive your liberty until the money is
paid!”

Sir Montie compressed his lips, but
sai¢ nothing. Somehow he had an idea
that the men were blufling. And
Montie was not the fellow Lo do any-
thing in a hwry. It would not pay his
captors to harm him, so he was in no
way oiarmed.

It would he better to wait, and Tre-
gellis-West watched with angry im-
patience as the two masked men pr e-
pared to bind him again. But
Montie was not such a helpless
as he lcoked.

With one clean, neat spring he was
on his feet,

Crash!

Iz left’ hammered upon Palm
nose, and the man staggered back

=7
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a howl of pain and surprise
Montie bounded to the door and gras
the handle,

But Rogan recovered his wits j
the nick of time. He hurled himseil
Montie ns ihe latter was tearing open
the deor.

“Hold him!" gasped Palmer. “Iold
him, you fool!”

Rezan seized Montie fiercely.

“You infernal little brat!” -he

snarled, whirling the boy round. *“By
thunder! Hold still, confound you!”

The junjer was secized harshly, and
bound hand and foot. Then he was
left in the altic, helpless. He was a
oner in the hands of crooks; and
'ed how the affair would end.
Montie was not r\crtmued
He Ekad a feeling that ceverything would
tarn out all right in the end.

CHAPTER 3.
Missing!

RE'S Montie got to?”
Tommy Watson yawned gs
he sat on the edge of his hed
in the Remove dormitory. The sun
was shining in at the window, and the
morning was fresh and healthy. Only
a few of the Removites were dressing.
for the rising-bell had only just
finished its unwelcome song.

“That's just what T was wondering, .
Tommy,” I remarked, as I dressed.
“He's an early bird this morning, and
no mistake!"”

“He didn' tell us he was going to get
un early,” said Watson.

Hart saf up in ked and yawned.

“Talking about Tregellis-West?” he

asked. “I weoke up at five o'clock, ond
his bed wes emply then. He inusi
have got up in the middie of the giddy
night!”

1 lookad at Hart cu.mus!y.

“How o you hvo" the time was five
o'cleck?” 1

“I got under thz piilow,”

said Harf. “1I noticed that Montie was
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, and I wondered what the
was.”

“Thal’s queer!” remarked Watson.
“What in the name of wonder made
itie pet up before five? Where's he

i

lime

cod gave Culliver a significant
d Gulliver seemed to be a bit
“They, of course, were wonder-
t had happened to the swell of
Remove, He had not returned!

“Do you know anything, Fullwood?”
I as%ed sharply.

“Me? What the deuce should I
know?” snapped Fullwood. “I don't
take any interest in your pals!”

I felt rather worried.

By breakfast-time the whole Remove
was tolking about the absence of Sir
Mo:uitie Tregellis-West,  The prefects
got to know of it, and then the
masters, Nelson, my respected guv'izor,
and the Houscmaster of the Ancient
House, ran across me in the hall,

“What is this I hear about
Maontie?” he asked. “Do you know
anything, Nipper?”

Y Nothing, guvnor,” I replied. “Hart
says that NMontie wasn't in his bed at
five o'clock, and nobody saw him get
up and go out. It's a bit of a mystery.
I can’t think why he should go off like
that in the middle of the night.”

Nelson Lee stroked his clean-shaven
chin.

“Well, Tregellis-West must be
found,” he said gravely. “I don't like
this affair at all, Nipper, Montie has

never played such a trick before, and
I cannot help th:;kmg that it is not
his own doing.”

I stared.

“You meen to suggest that somebody
tock him off?” I asked

“I don't know, exactly,” said the
guvnor, “I shall wait until noon be-
fore I take any definite action, and——-"

“Great Scott!” I gasped.

“What is the matter, Nipper?”

“I—TI've just thought of that Chinese
band of crooks, sir!” I exclaimed
tensely.  ““You remember! Montie
and I got down 2n ¢ld sewer and were

1

coliared by Chinese rotters—a gang ol
drug smugglers. Then you came along
and rescued us!”

“Naturally, I remember—conslder~
ing that the adventure only occurred
last week,” said Melson Lee dryly. “I
ill confess, Nipper, that I have a sus-
picion that Montie has been taken by
those Chinamen. However, we cannot
be too sure. I can tell you that our old
d, Detective-Inspector Lennard,
poent keeping his eyes very wide
onen during this last week. The Yellow
Band—as we have calied the Chinese
crooks—may he broken up at any
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hour.”
“Why hesn't it been broken up al-
ready?” T asked.

“Yennard is anxious to make a com-
u.u e job of it,” replied Nelson Lee.
doesn't w a.lt to naba few under-
s—as he is lable to do if he acts
hastily. He is watching, and waiting
for his oppertunity to strike.”

“And, meanwiile, Montie is
coliared!” I exclaimed.

“I am airaid sc—bub his disappear-
ance may be entirely unconnecied with
the Chinamesn,” said the schoolmaster-
detective. I shall see Lennard this
merning, and if nothing is heard of
Montie by dinner-time—well, I shall
act on my own initiative.”

He wouldn’t say any more, but I was
glad to know that something was to
be done. Morning lessons started, and
still there was no sign of the missing
Tregellis-West. I couldn't help notic-
ing that Fullwood & Co. were ill ab
ease. Did they know something?

To guestion them would be futile, for
they were expert liars. And they
would not say a word if, by so doing,
they gave themselves away. It was
quite likely that the nuts had been on
the “razzle” during the night; but
they couldn’t speak without acknow-
ledeing this.

Morning lessons were over at last,
and Montie was still absent,

“This is getting serious,” I said, as
Tommy Watson and I walked along the
corridor, “Poor old Montie! What
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the dickens has happened to bhim?,you must remember that ihe letler

Look nere! Im going to see the | threntens that Montie will be harmed

guvnor!” if there is any atiempt to inter-
“Goot said Tommy., “I'l wait | fere-—"

for you.’ “Bluff!” snapped Lord Westhrooke.

I went along to Nelson Lee's study,
tapped on the door, and entered. Nel-
son Lee was sitting in his chair, and a
visitor was in the room. I recognised
him at once.

The visilor was the
brooke—Zifontie's uncle.

“It’s outrogeous, Lee—positively out-
rageous!” the earl was declaring. “I
didn't go to the police, because I

Earl of West-

thoughit you'd be able to give me somsz
advice. What can I do? Pay the
money? No—certainly not! I abso-

lately refuse to be victimised by a gang
of scoundrels! The idea!”

His lordship snorted, and paced up
and down.

“I am rather g:ad that you came to
me, Westhrooke,” said Nelson Lee.
“Perhaps I shell be able to help you.
Oh, is that you, Nipper? I am afraid
I have no good news for you. Montie
is still missing

Lord Westbrooke turned round.

‘“Ah, Nipper!” he exclaimed.
“Pleased to see you again, my boy. In-
fernal mess, this is! Montie kid-
napped and a ransom demanded for
his release!”

“A—a ransom!” I exclaimed.
Scott! These Chinese—"

“It is my opinion, Nipper, that the
Chinamen have nething to do with this
affair,” put in Nelson Lee, ‘'Montie
has been captured by guite a different

“Great

gang. Lord Westbrooke received a
letter this morning, by district mes-
senger, demanding the sum of five

thousand pounds for Montie's release.
The money is to be ha nded to an agent
in P‘c:vdtlly Circus
“Yes, and we could capture the man
and force the truth from him!”
snapped the earl.
Nelson Lee smiled grimly.
“You could capture the man, I
agree,” he said, “but I am afraid vou
would 1ot force him to spesk, And

e

“Very probably—but we dou't k
said Lee. “In any case, they won't
trust to that one agent. There will be
one or two cthers watching the spot,

and if they see that the agent is
ted, they will probably remove
out of London altogether—and

r demands. The position is
a difficudy c-nw W strooke.”
H 5 lordship nodded gloomily.
‘Yes, it is—it is, indeed!” he ex-
claimed. “And poor Montie is held a
prisoner. Would you advise me to pay
this meney, Lee?” »

Nelson Lee shok his head.

“3here is op need to sveak of paying
the money yet, Lord Wesibrooke,” he
said quietly. “We have a good many
hours before us, and much mway be
accomplished before the morning. If
we can rescue Montie within the next
twelve hours, all will be well—and I
think it is possible that we shall
succeed.”

“Have you any clue?” inquired his
lordship.

“No; I have not yet mte"*wqfed L
repiied the guvnor. “Please le 2 this
mafter in my hands. Say nothi 2.
the police, but wait until the morni
The letter says that you must ‘keep the
appointment in Piccadilly Circus at
nine-thirty in the morning. I will eom-
municate with you before eighl—se
you will have ample time to make final
arrangements—if such are necessary.”

Lord Westbrooke agreed to the pro-
posal, and shortly afterwards he took
his departure. Nelson Lee warned mc
to say nothing to the other fellows with
regard to Montie's fate; and I promised
that I would tell nobedy but Watson.

“It’s awful!“declared Tommy, when
he knew. “Poor old Montie kKidnapped!
Can't we do something, Nipper? Can't
we get busy?”

“What can we do?” I asked. “The
guv'nor’s got this case in hand, and the
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best thing we can do is to rely on
him. We should only mess things up
by butting in, perhaps. But I'd like to
take a hand some way.”

Watson scratched his head.

“But how did the rctters get hold
of Montie?” he asked. The;
have come into the dormitory
collared him, and——"

“Easy!” I  whicpered.
Handforthi!"”

Edward Oswald Handforth, of the
Remaove, came zlong, looking excited.
Church oind McClure, his chums, were
with him, and they were both serious.

“What do you think of it?” asked
Handforth bluntiy.

“Eh? Think of what?”

“Montie being kidnapped!”
Handforth,

“My hat!” exclaimed Watson. “ Who
told you?”

“Rats!” I put in.
Handy's fancies—"

“Fancies!” snapped Handforth. “It's
frue, you duffer! Montie was kid-
napped during the night, and some
awful scoundre!s have demanded a ran-

““Here's

said

“It’s only onc of

som from his giddy uncle. Tifty thou-
sand quid, or something.”
“Five thousand, you ass!” said

MecClure,

I looked at Handforth & Co. grimly.

*“Who told you this?” I asked.

“I heard it from Morrow
Sixth,” said Handforth. “Every-
body's jawing about it. It’s all over the
school! Do you mean to say you
don't know?” he added amazedly.

“Yes, I knew—but I thought it was
to be a secret,” I said.

It was obvious to me that Lord West-
brooke himself had been talking. He
had probably mentioned his troubles to

of the

one of the prefects; the latter had told
some other Sixth Formers, and the
news had naturally spread. In any

case, it was a secret no longer.

‘The whole school knew what had
happened to Tregellis-West, and there
was a greal deal of excitement. All
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sorts of wild suggesiions were put for-
ward by the juniors—suggestions for
the rescue of Montie. But they were
not adopted by Nelson Lee,

The guvnor spent some little time
up in the Remove dormitory, but there
was not much to be found there in
the way of clues. The letter to Lord
Westbrooke was of very little value, for
it told nothing. It seemed, in fact,
that there was very little scope for
investigation.

Meanwhile, a little discussion was
progressing in Study A. Dinner was
over, and afternoon lessons would soon
be starting. Fullweod & Co. were not
very happy-looking as they faced one
another in their study,

“We can't do anythin’,” Gulliver was
saying. “Tregellis-West must have
fallen into the hands of those rotters
after he escaped from Palmer, on the
stairs.”

“Of course,” agreed Bell

Fullwood laughed sourly.

“I don't thinkl” he exclaimed. “I
was wonderin’ all the time why thoese
chaps should be so anxious {o get hold
of Tregellis-West. They practically
brived us—although we didn’t realise it
at the time. As soon as they heard
that the chap was rollin’ in money,
they wanted to get him there.”

“To skin him at rouleite,” said
Gulliver. X
“Piffle! exclaimed Ralph Leslie,

“The game was deeper than that—al-
though I didn’t catch on at the time.
Don't yeu see? Palmer told me to get
upstairs in advance, after we'd arrived
at the flat. Why? Because he wanted
to collar him. TregellisWest is bein’
kept a prisoner in that gamblin’ place
—an' Palmer an’ Rogan are a couple
of crooks, That's the truth of the whole

thing.”
Gulliver and Bell were rtather
startled.
“My hat! gasped Bell. “We shall

have to keep mum/!
we visited
sacked! "

If it gets out that
the place, we shall be
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“We mustn't breathe a word,” said
Guiliver,

Fullwood sat on a corner of the table,
looking thoughtful.

“We shall have to be careful,” he
said slowly. “But it seemms to me that
it’s up to us to do somethin’. We let
Tregellis-West into the carl—although
we didn't know what the game was
then.”

“Then
Gulliver.

“We khow what the game is now,
don't we?” said Fullwood. “An’' it’s
only right that we should do what we
can to help the chap. He's in the
hands of criminals, an' we know who
those criminals are. I'm thinkin' of
myself, Montie will tell everythin® when
he's rescued—he’ll be furious with us.
But if we tell him we gave the informa-
tion leadin' to his release he might keep
mum.”

“But you can't go to Lee an’ tell
him everythin'? " protested Gulliver.
“What do you know, anyhow? Practi-
cally nothin’. You don't even know
where the flat is situated, an’ you'd get
yourself into awful trouble—"

“I'm not quite such a fool as that,”
said Fullwood. “Do you think I mean
to give myself away? The idea is to
write Lee a letter givin’” him the facts.
‘That's the best we can do, an’ we shall
feel comfortable. T'll disguise my fist,
an’ I shan’t sign the letter or any-
thin'.”

“An’ how is it goin’ to be delivered? ”

“ Easily,” said Fullwood. “There isn't
time to send it by post—it ought to be
in Mr. Lee's hands immediately. So
the best thing would be to write the
note, an’ give it to some boy in the
streei to deliver, Then Lee won't know
anythin’”

“My hat! " said Gullmr
think of things, Fully!”

“It’'s a good thing there's somebody
in this study who can think,” said Full-
wood sourly.

He sat down at the table and drew a
sheet of notepaper towards him. He

we cah’t be blamed,” said

“You do
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gazed at it fer a
placed it aside.

“ That won't do,” he remarked. “Lee
might spot it as bein' school paper. T'll
tell you what. Chuck over that maga-
rine, Gully. I can write the mwessage
round the border of one of the giddy
pages. Lee won't spot anything then!”

moment, and then

“CGad! That's smart!” Bell said
admiringly.
A moment later Ralph Leslie Full-

wood was lakoriously iting the mes-
sa which was destined to mean so
much. Fullwood was not all bad, and
just at present his conscience was
pricking him.

CHAPTER 4.
Leaiming ths Truth!

ELSON LEE, just as it happened,
N was in the hall when a grimy
little street urchin presented
himself in the doorway. Such an event
had not entered into Fullwood's caleu-
lations; he had supposed that the note
would be taken to the Housemaster by
Tublg, the page-boy.
“Well, my lad, what do you want?”
asked Nelson Lee.

“Please, sir, I goita note,” said the
urchin. '
“A note? Who is it for?”

Lee took the grimy envelope from
the grubby hand and glanced at it. The
writing was in pencil, and in scrawly

characters. “Mr. Nelson Lee.” The
Housemaster gianced curiously at the
messenger.

“This note is for me,” he said.
“Where did you bring it from?”

“T ain’t gotta tell you, sir,” said the
boy. ‘

krndeed,” said Lee. “I 'am quite
anxious to know who gave you this
note, and it will be worth a shilling to
you if you will give me the informa-
tion.”

The urchin’s eyes sparkled as he be-
held the coin.

“It was give to me by a boy, just in
Holborn, sir,” he said. “r'E was just
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like these ‘ere boys 'ere, with a blue and,

'E told me to take the note,

red can.
That’s all

and ‘e gave me a tanner,
I knows, sir.”

“ All right!
said Nelson Lee.

The urchin went off happy, and
Nelson Lee walked down the hall and
made his way to his own study. Once
there he tore open the flap of the enve-
lope and drew out the contents—a
single page, torn from a popular maga-
zine, Round the wide margin were
several lines of small, sprawling pen-
cilled writing.

“Hm!"” muttered Lee. “This looks
interesting.”

He read the words slowly:

Here is your shilling,”

“If you want to find Tregellis-West,
he is in the hands of two men named
Palmer and Rogan. ‘They run a
gambling den in a side-street not far
from Tottenham Court Road. Tregellis-
West was {rapped by these men. The
gambling-den is a flat on the third
floor. Find this place and you will
find Tregellis-West."”

There was no signature, and ho
address.  Nelson Lee read the words
through for' a second time, and then
gazed thoughtfully into the fireplace.

“ Somewhat crude,” he murmured.
“There is no doubt that this message
was sent by one of the boys—it is a
good thing I questioned the youngster
who brought it. And the boy respensible
is apparently one of Montie's Form-
fellows. He knows more about this
than he dares to admit.”

After a moment or two Nelson Lee
touched the bell, and almost at once
Tubbs made his appearance.

“You rang, sir?" he asked, locking
bbs,” said Lee. “Please
come to me.”

“Yes: T

Tubhs found me in the vicinity of the
Remove Form Room—Ifor it was nearly
time for afternoon lessons.

I went to!
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the guvnor’s study at a rapid pace,

wondering if anything {resh had
occurred,

“0Oh, Nipper,” said Nelson Lee
casually, “do you happen tg know

where there is a copy of this month's
‘Argosy Magazine’'?”

I was rather indignant.

“Do you mean to say you sent for mg
—-" I began.

“I want you to answer my guestion,
pper.”

“The ‘Argosy Magazine'?"” I said.
“ ¥es, De Valerie was looking at one, but
I think Somerton bought it.”

Nelson Lee raised his eyebrows.

“Someriton and De Valerie! ¥ he
repeated. “H'm! That's rather—"

“Hold on, though,” I broke in. “I
think De Valerie lent it to Gulliver, and
I expect it's in Fullwood's study now.”

The guv'nor smiled.

“I should like you to fetch it,
Nipper,” he said smoothly.

“Yes, but what—"

“And please hurry,” added Lee.

I couldn’t make out what the game
was, but I knew by the guv'nor's tone
that he was not in a mood to be ques-
tioned. So I went off, and arrived at
Study A. I was rather pleased to find
that it was empty—for I didn't like
asking favours of I'uliwood & Co.

The magazine in question was lying
on a side-table, and I seized it and
carried it away to Nelson Lee’s study.
Why on earth he should want this
magazine was beyond my comprehen-
sion.

“You have got it? " said Nelson Lee,
as I mavrched in. “Good! Please
turn to page 48, Nipper. I have an
ideq that you'll find it missing.”

I turned the leaves of the magazine
over.

“Page 48 isn't here, sir,” I said—
“it's been torn out, How the dickens
did you know it was missing? ”

“Because I have page 48 here,”
said Lee calmly.

He handed it over to me, and I gazed
at it in wonder, Then I saw the words
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writien on the margin, and I read
them.

“My goodness! " I exclaimed. “What
does this mean, guv'nor? ”

“It aneans, Nipper, that either Full-
wood or Gulliver or Bell wrote that
message,” replied Lee grimily. “Full-
wood is the author, I imagine—
although he has disguised his writing
quite cleverly.”

Nelson Lee told me how the note had
been delivered.

“But how did you know about Full-
wood? ” I asked.

“ My deductions were of the most
elementary character, Nipper,” smiled
the guvnor., “I learned that a junior
schoolboy had given the note to an
urchin to deliver. The obvious irfer-
ence was that the boy was a Remove
junior, and it was also apparent that
he was attached to the Ancient House,
A current magazine is generally passed
about among the juniors, and I realised
that the auther of the note had written
it upon magazine paper in order to
avoid detection., He was rather too
clever there, for you were quickly able
to tell me that the magazine was in the
possession of Gulliver.”

“Simple as anything—after you've
explained it,” I said. “But what does
it mean, guv'nor? What does Fullwood
know about this affair? ”

“I intend to question Fullwood very
closely,” said Nelson Lee grimly. “Lef
me see, it is nearly time for afternoon
lessons.  Will you tell Fullwood that
I want him at once?”

“I'd like to hear

“Of course you would, Nipper, hut
I would prefer to gquestion Fullwond
alone,” interrupted Lee.  “You might
explain to Mr, Crowell I am kesping
Fullwood. I will let you know every-
thing later on.”

I went along to the Form-room and
encountered Fullwood just as he was
stroliing up with Gulliver and Bell.

“Mr. Lee wants you at once, Fully,”
I said briskly.

The nuts started,

"
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“Mr—Mr. Lee w-wants me?” stam-
mered Fullwood.

“Yes.”

“What about? ”

“How should I know? ” I asked. “He
simply told me to give you the word.
Youwd better buck up, my son.”

Fullwood went off, after exchanging
alarmed glances with his chums.
was quite convinced that Fullwood was
the writer of the mysterious note.

He 1made his way to Nelson Lee's
study, and attempted to compose him-
self as he went along. When he
arrived there he was looking quite at
his ease. He tapped on the door, and
entered.

“You want me, asked
casually.

“Yes, Fullwood,” sald Lee. “Close
the door, and stand by my desk.”

Fullwood did so.

“What is this?” asked the House-
master abruptly.

He thrust before the startled Full-
wood the page torn from the “ Argosy
Magazine.” Ralph Leslie stared at it,
horrified. He gulped, turned pale, ahd
his hands shook as he took the page.

“Well? " said Nelson Lee quietly.

“I—I don't know, sir,” stuttered
Fullwood. “I—I mean it looks like a
page from a magazine, sir! "

“Precisely, Fullwood,” said Lee. "It
was not at all a bad idea on your part.
But I should advise you not to deny a
fact which is obvicus. You wrote ihis
note to me, and I want you to give ibe
some further details.”

Fullivood stared at the Housemaster
in a dazed kind of way.

“I—I don't know anything, sir” he
said weakly. “I've never seen lhis
piece of paper before—"

“You will not help matters by lving
to me,” rapped out Lee, “Tell me the
truth, Fullwood, and I may not find it
necessary to report you to the head
master. You have been visiting
gambling den you refer to. Admi

sir?”  he

—you might as well be frank with mc.”
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“I—I—I—— Will you let me off, sir,
If I own up?” asked Fullwood uneasily.

Nelson Lee shook his head.

“T will make no bargain with you,
Fullwood,” he said sternly. “It is not
my intention to make you speak by
bribery. You may tell me the whole
truth, and when I have learned all, I
will deal with you as I think fit. Iam
hoping that I shall be able to setile the
question personally, without going to
the headmaster.”

Fullwoed realised that frankness was
his best policy. A pack of lies would
only make matters worse for him. By
speaking up now there was just a
chance that Nelson Lee would be merci-
ful.

“I—TI've been a fool, sir,” said Full-
wood brokenly. “But it wash’t my
fauilt, sir—it was all the doin’ of that
scoundrel Palmer.”

“Tell me the facts.”

Fullwood did not intend to give
Gulliver and Bell away if he could help
it; and he adopted an injured and
humble attitude which was intended to
deceive Nelson Lee, but which did not
deceive Nelson Lee in the least.

“I happened to meet Palmer in Hol-
born, sir, some days ago,” said Full-
wood, “He told me that he'd give me
a good time, and last night I broke
bounds and went with him—to that
gamblin® place. Then we got talkin’
about Tregellis-West, an’ Palmer sug-
gested that I should fetch him——"

“One  mnment, Fullwood,” inter-
rupted Lee,  “You are only telling me
a portion of the truth. I want to
know everything—and I intend to know
everything. How did you lure Tregellis-
West to that place, for I have not the
slightest doubt that vou were the prime
mover in the abduction.”

Fullwood looked alarmed.

"I didn't know anythin’ about it,
Sir!” he exclaimed earnestly. “I
th_uught it was only a jape—honour
bright! We wanted to shock Tregellis-
West by gettin' him into that gamblin®
place. I didn't know anythin’ about
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the kidnappin’, or I wouldn't have
agreed.”

“I think I ean believe that state-
ment,” said Nelson Lee. “Well?”

In the end Fullwood was compelled
to tell practically everything. There
was really no escape. Nelson Lee was
not the kind of man to be put off with
a false story. And the agitated Full-
wood confessed all.

“I am amazed, Fullwood, that you
should sink to such depths as these,”
said Nelson Lee sternly. “I'm inclined
to take a lenient view, and {o assume
that you were led away by the man
Palmer, You have been a fool, and
it is just as well that you have told me
the whole thing.”

“ Shall-—shall I be sacked, sir? ” asked
Fullwood huskily.

“Whether you are expelled or not,
Fullwood, you certainly deserve to be,”
said the Housemaster. “For the
present, however, I intend to take no
action. I will not report your conduct
to the headmaster, and will reserve your
punishment until after Tregellis-West
has returned. Your conduct, in the
meantime, will be watched by me, and
your final punishment will be dealt
according to your deserts. For your
own sake I advise you to keep your
tongue still.”

“I won't breathe a word, sir,” said
Fullwood earnestly. *“And thank you
awfully for treating me so leniently

“¥ou need not thank me, Fullwood,”
interrupted Lee. “And do not imagine
for an instant that you are to get off
scot-free.  Your punishment will be
heavy. But it is in your own hands to
lighten it. If I see signs of genuine
improvement, I may be inclined to be
generous. And now I want to ask you
a few questions. Who are these two
men, Rogan and Palmer? ”

“ I don't know any more than I've
told you, sir.”

“Well, where is this gambling estab-
lishment? "

“ 1 don’t khow, sir.”
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“And yet you've been there on two
occasions?

“Palmer took me in a taxi, sir, and
I only know that it's down some side-
streel off Tottenham Court Road.”

“H'm! That is somewhat vague,”
said Nelson Lee. “Surely you saw the
street when you emerged from the taxi?
What kind of entrance is there to this
flat? "

“It's only a narrow entrance, sir, and
the street is narrow, too—a quiet place,
by the look of it,” szid Fullwood, * The
doorway of the place has got some brass
plates fixed up, so I expect there were
some business offices there.”

“Brass plates,” repeated Lee slowiy.
“Did you read them?”

Fullwood started.

“Now you come to mention if, sir, I
did see the name on one plate,” he said.
“It was Owen Salter. I didn’t see any
more, sir, although there were a lot of
small words on the plate besides.”

Lee made a note of the name.

“That piece of information will help
us quite a lot,” he said. “It is a very
good thing you wrote me that note,
Fullwood. It may mean that we shall
succeed in rescuing Tregellis-West from
these scoundrels. You are mainly re-
sponsible for the whole affair, and it
will be lucky for you if we are able to
effect a prompt rescue of the victim of
your folly. You may go now, Fullwood
—and say nothing.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Fullwood un-
steadily.

He left the study with mingled feel-
ings of relief and aaxiety. The blow
had fallen, but there was just a chance
that it would not be a knock-out,

CHAPTER 5,
An 0fd pall

ANG! Crash!
B “Ow! Yow! Yarcooh!”

It was only McClure of the
Remove alighting in the passage on
his neck, after having been hurled out
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of Study D. He sat up, blinked around
dazedly, and removed a portion of jam
tart from his left eye.

“Yow!” he groaned.
goodness!

“And if you come in here agaid,”
said Handforth grimly, “I'll rub your
silly face in the fender!”

I had been coming along the passage
as it happened, and I witnessed the
whole performance. Tommy Watson
was with me, for we were bcund for

tudy C, in order to partake of tea.

“Trouble? I inquired politely.

Edward Oswald Handforth glarved af
me.
“T didn't ask you to butt in,” he said
tartly,. “Of course, there’'s not any
trouble, you ass! ”

“Sorry,” I said; #I thought McClure
looked rather mangled! ”

McClure strugegled to his feet.

"You—-'you burbling lunatic! he
gasped. ~ “You dangerous idiot! What
the dickens do you imean hy chucking
me out like that?

“That’s enough,” interrupted Hand-
forth, “I'm fed up with you, Arnold
McClure!  You can go and eat cokel

“I haven't had tea yet!"” roared
McClure.

“Well, you're not going to have tea
in this study—*

“Hold on,” I said. “What has the
unfortunate youth done? How has he
earned the displeasure of the mighty
Handy?

“Oh, don't rot! ” snapped Handforth,
“If you think I'm going to stand by and
hear my face described as a gargoyle,
youre jolly well mistaken! ™

“And is that why you
McClure out? ”

sxest®

“TFor telling the truth about you? ” I
asked mildly.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“By George! ”
“I'1 wipe you up—~"

“My dear chap, your weakness Is a
tendency to become excited over ho-
thing,” I said gently. “Have you ever

“Oh, my

hucked
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logked at your face in the mirror? Have
you ever considered how closely it
yesembles the carvings on the fire
insurance building——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Nature is nature,” I went on. “¥ou
can’t be blamed for it, Handy. It
wouldn't be fair to blame you, anyway.
It's o sheer misfortune to have a face
like vours, but you ought to make the
best of it. It’s silly to get wild when
a fellow happens to tell the truth—
Look out, you ass! ™

Handforth charged at me, but I
dodged with ease, and walked into
Study C, next door, Watson following
me, chuckling.

And from next door came the sounds
of strife. MecClure, apparently, had
forced his way back into Study D, and
Handforth was still arguing—with his
fists, However, the disturbance was
only temporary.

“They seem to be gquiet now,” re-
marked Watson after a few minutes.
“The row'll break out again in about
two ticks. How those chaps stand
Handforth is more than I can under-
stand! ™

“Oh, Handy's all right in the main,”
I said. “He'’s not half such an ass as
he makes people believe he is. It's a
bit rotien here without Montie, isn't
it? Let’s hope he'll be back to-morrow.”

Tommy Watson looked.serious.

“Do you think hell be back by
then? ” he asked,

“He ought to be,” I said. *“If the
guv'nor doesn’t rescue him to-night
Lord Westbrooke is going to pay the
five thousand.”

Watson continued his task of making
the tea, and he was thoughiful for a
while, i

I gazed absently oul of the window.
We were too thoughtful to speak at the
moment. The door opened, and some-
body looked in; but we didn’t glance
round.

_ ““When does the funeral take place?”
inguired a familiar volee,

I jerked my head round—and gasped.
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“Tinker!” jumping to-
wards him, LEpTE

“Great pip!” said Watson, nearly
dropping the teapot.

“How goes it?” asked the visitor
genially.  “I thought you were just
going to view the body, or something.
Is anybody dead? Why this thusness?
Why the gloom and misery?”

T dragged Tinker into the study, and
closed the door. He was an extremely
welcome visitor. I hadn’t seen him for
weeks. Tinker, the assistant of Mr,
Sexton Blake, the famous Baker Street
detective, was my oldest pal,

“This is great!” I exclaimed en-
thusiastically. “I went round to Baker
Street last week, but you and your
guv’'nor were in the country somewhere,
I'm delighted to see you, old son. When
did you get back?"

“Yesterday,” said Tinker. “The
case was rather involved, but the
guvnor wasn't whacked. He dug out
the truth after investigating-— But
I didn't come here to talk ‘shop.’ I've
dropped in to tea.”

“Good!” I exclaimed, “As it hap-
pens we've got a good spread.”

“A little bird must have whispered to
you that I was coming,” sald Tinker,
sitting down at the table. ‘“But isn’t
there something missing?”
issing?”’ I repeated.

Something with elegant clothes and
eyeglass,” explained Tinker.

“Oh, you mean Montie,” said Wat-
son, looking serious.
“Youre duick
Tinker,” 1 said.

ing!”

“Missing!”  repeated
“What's the joke—"

“There's no loke about it, my son,” I
broke in. “Tregellis-West was kid-
napped by a gang of crooks, and he's a
prisoner somewhere. His uncle, Lord
Westhrooke, has received a demand for
five thousand pounds!”

Tinker stared at me curiously.

“Are you trying fto kid me?” he
asked.

I gasped,

to notice things,
“Montie is miss-

Tinker.
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“No, you ass! Ib's true.”

“And isn't anything being done?”

“The guvnor is busy on the case

“Well, that’s good enough,” said
Tinker. “If Nelson Lee is giving his
attention to the affair, Montie will soon
he back. Bubt tell me how it hap-
pened.”

While we had tea I told Tinker all
that had occurred.

“It was a bit of a mystery to me,”
I said, "“how Montie was taken out of
the dormitory. Now I know how it was
done.”

“I don't see how you can know,” put
in Watson, *You were alseep, and you
can only guess—"

“The guv'nor has since told me,” I
put in. ‘““Nelson Lee knows practically
everything, because the fellow who
helped to kidnap Montie has con-
fessed. That iel.}aw I may as well ex-
plain, is Fullwood.”

“Fullwood!”  yelled
amazement,

“Yes.

“ Gireat Scott!” said Tommy dazedly.

Tinker selected a bun from the dish.

“I don't want to be inquisitive,” he
said politely, “but may I inquire who
the interesting gentleman named Full-
wood happens to be?”

“Gentleman!” I grinned. “He's a
rank outsider, my son, and he belongs
to the Remove. He's only an Ancient
House junior. I've mentioned him be-
fore to you.”

“Yes, I do seem to remember the
name,” admitted Tinker, “He's started
out on a new line, then? Kl(unppms?
t us uall\, & boy's game
*Lock nmc I can't believe it, you

Jolson. " Fullwood may
but he’s
all,

a
*hﬁ‘;

Watson, in

(E a rotler,
wat] D
‘hC*J, m.d

1 lhat Full-
“Ho
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troduced Fullwood to a gambling place.
I've got a pretty keen idea lhat Gul-
liver and Beil were in the thing, too,
although their names haven't heen
mentioned,”

“Silly fools!”
temptuously,

“They are,” I agreed. “But Full-
wood & Co. have always considered
themselves to be sporty boys. well,
Fullwood was bowled out by the
guv'nor this morning, and the cad was
compelled to trot out the whole yarn.”

“It'l mean the sack for him,” said
Tommy.

“I don't think so,” I said. “He de-
serves the sack, but his information is
pretty valuable, and that may be taken
into consideration. I expect he'll get
off with a jolly good licking. Well, it
seems that Fullwood was at this
gambling place last night, and Palmer
gob to know about Tregellis-West. I
suppose Fullwood told the scoundrel
that Montie is a giddy millionaire.
Anyhow, he persuasled Fully to come
here and fetch Tregellis-West. He
spoofed Fullwood into believing that it
was only a kind of joke.”

“Fullwood seems to be a brainy per-
son, remarked Tinker.

“Montie was persuaded to go with
Fullwood,” I went on, unheeding. “I
suppose the cad told Montie some
faked-up yarn. In any case, Montie
went, and it’s quite clear that he was
collared and taken into some other
part of the house. And it's a ten-fo-
one chance that he's there now.”

said Watson con-

“Where is this place situated?”
asked Tinker. “The gambling house, T
mean?”’

“That’s just what we didn't know—
to begin with,” I replied. " Fullwood
could only say that there was a brass
plate on the decr with a name on if.
He happened to spot that by chance.
It only tock the guvnor half an hour
blish the fact that Palmer's place
t cn the third floor of a block
es, Tihe address is MNo. 39a,
k. Street. t's a quict sort of
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road somey \hme hehind Tottenham
Court Road.”

“Then there’s nothing simpler,” said
Tinker. “Mr. Lee hes only to go to
this place, and there you are, Why
hasn't he acted already?”

“Because there's no certainiy that
Montie is there now,” I relied. “The
guvnor means to set out after dark,
later on. He's going to waitch the
place, and act as he thinks best. I
asked him to let me go, too, but there
was nothing doing. He gave me Lhe
frozen refusal,”

“Hard lines,” said Tinker. *“‘Well, it
doesn’t seem to be much of a problem,
and there’s no need to worry.”

“If you think the guy'nor’s going to
put me of like that, you've made a
bloomer,” I said. “I mean to be in
this affair—-7:

“But Mr. Lee has refused,”
Tinker.

“I can't help that.
out permission.”

“Naughty boy!"” said Tinker, shak-
ing his finger at me severely. “Do you
think I ever disobey Mr. Blake's
orders? Never, until I think it's neces-
sary to assert myself.”

I grinned.

“I'm asserting myself this time,” I
said. “By jingo, 11l tell you what!” I
wenti on eagerly. “What are you doing
to-night?”

“Bleeping, I hope,” said Tinker.

“Not likely!” I declared. “¥You'll
meet me at eleven o'clock at the top
of Tottenham Court Road, just outside
the Dominion Theatre. Then we'll go
along and keep our eyes glued on ihis
gambling place. If the guv'nor gets
inte any trouble we can fish him out of

said

I'm going with-

it. Are you on?”
“With both legs!” sald Tinker
heartily, “Good! I was just wonder-

Ing what I could do with myself this
evening, and now you've solved the
problem.”

*Good!" T said.

Having come to that arrangement we
finished tea, and then Tinker took his
departure.
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Nelson Lee ha
didn't see
shouldn't play a
And, as evenis
iortunate that we too
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iie case in hand, but
reason why we

g , it wag
% the decision.

CHAPTER 6.

ided.

‘“Exactly, Lennard,” he said,
“For the present we will dc
nothing. The time for action
will be eleven-thirty. ¥You will then
stand a good chance of roping in your
prisoners.”

Chief Detective-Inspector Lennard,
of Scotland Yard, looked rather glum.

“At eleven-thirly we'll make the
road,” he said. *“As a matter of fact,
this fellow Palmer has been through
our hands before now. We're glad of
the tip, Lee. I hope we shall nab the
whole bunch.”

Neison Lee smiled.

“You're quite aware, Lennard, that
it won’t interest me if you nab no-
body,” he said. ““My object in getting
you to rald the flat is to effect the re-
lease of young Tregellis-West.”

“Selfish beggar!” said Lennard.
“You only think about your own end,
and you don't care a toss about me.
Well, I hope we shall rescue the lad,
and collar the rascals at the same time.
I'll be here with my men at twenty past
eleven.”

After a few 'minutes’ more conversa-
ticn the pair parted. They had been
chatting at the corner of Whitlock
Street, and the hour was just after ten-
thirty., Nelson Lee, apparently, was
1ot leaving much to .chance,

He had decided that it would be
better to have the co-operation of the
police. The gambling-den was to he
raided and Tregellis-West rescued in one
SWoop. The ~ schoolmaster-detective
considered that it would be unwise for
him to act alone in an affair of this
character.
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After Lennard had gone he walke
slowly down Whitlock Strest in
direction of the high building where Sir
Montie was probably a prisoner. 0.
59a was a big, old-fashioned h
with numerous offices on the grou
first and second {icors.

The third floor was a private dwell-
ing—ostensibly. As a maiter of fact, it
was the gambling-den run by Palmer
and his partner, Rogan.

Judging by all the evidence which
had come into his possession, Nelson:
Lee was convinced that Sir Montic
Tregellis-West was a prisoner in that

3

o

at,

He walked along the street until he
came to No. 59a. Then he turned
down a little alley, and made his way
round into some mews. Presently he
found himself at the rear of the place
which was to be raided.

All was dark now; not a light showed
from any window.

“ghutters, I suppose,” murmurad
Lee. “Either those or heavy curtains.
It wouldn't do for them to show lights,
night after night, Well, the little game
will be finished very shorily. Iir.
Palmer has over-reached himsell on
this occasion, I imagine.”

Nelson Lee stood watching the old
house casually, without any particular
interest. He had nothing to do but
wait for the police to arrive. The raid,
he felt certain, would be a complsie
surprise,

For Palmer and Rozan considerad
themselves to be safe; they had no
inkling that their game had been
spotted. And, from observations which
Lee had taken earlier, he was con-
vinced that gambling was going on as
usual,

And then, as Lee watcled, he became
aware of a change.

At the topmost window—an attic—
the curtain had been pulled aside. The
window was flung open at the hottom,
and the head and shoulders of s
body appeared. The figure 1e1mm=d
there for a moment or two.

“I wonder what—-"
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Nelson Lee pauvsed, catching his
breath in slightly. Fer, to his as-
tonishment, the figure climbed ous
upon the window-ledge and stcod up-
right. And there was a sheer drop in
front of him.

Cerfain death lay below!

The first thought which sprang into
Nelson Lee’s mind was an ohvious one.
He believed that the fizure was that of
a gambler. Ruined, he had decided to
throw himself to death.

But Nelson Lee was wrong—as hie sat
after a moment,

The figure, instead of flinging itself
down, edged its way along ihe face of
the building. To Nelson Lee it secmed
impossible that any human being could
cling there. The figure seemed like a
fly on the wall.

Obviowsly, there was a ledge rumning
right along.

In the gloom Lee could not see {his,
but it was there. And as he watched
the figuire his thoughts weie busy. The,
walk was a terribly perilous one, and
no living being would attempt it unless
the circumstances were desperate,

Who could this figure be?

Who would take such a chance?

“Upon my soull” muttered Nelson
Lee, really startled. “That must be
Tregellis-West.!  He has got free from
the attic, and he is making a bid for
liberty. The reckless idiot! He will
kill himself!”

The detective watched with terrible
anxiety. His first impulse was to shout
cut a warning—to order Montie to
veturn,

But that course, he knew,
the worst he could adopt.
would lcok cown, his atte: would
he diverted from his perilous task, and
he would probably loss his balance.

So Nelson Lee remained perfectly
till, watching.

“By James,” he muttered, “what a
nerve the lad must possess! I didn't
think he was capable of il.”

Montie was nearing the end of lhe
building by this time, where the ledge
ended abruptly,

would he
The innier
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Lee rather wondered what he would
do when he got to the end. By the
look of things the junior would be com-
pelled to return along the ledge, for
there was no other window handy, and
it was impossible to slide down the face
of the building,

Bubt something happened which al-
most gave Lee a turn.

Sir Montie, without any warning,
leapt into the air! Nelson Lee turned
sick for a second; he thought that the
lad had plunged down to certain dcath.
But then he saw what had actully
happened.

The next building in the street stood
only about six feet away. It was a
smaller building, and the roof at the rear
was practically flat. Sir Montie had
leapt from the ledge on to the roof—
a distance of five feet at least.

“Thank Feaven!”

Nelson Lee saw Sir Montie safe and
sound upon the other roof, and the de-
tective was inwardly amazed at the
schoclboy baronet’s nerve. That
jump was a terrifying experience in
itself.

And yel Tregellis-West had taken it
without hesitation.

And now he was running across the
roof as though with a definite object.
Lee saw what the object was—a
builder's ladder!

The place was being redecorated, and
the ladder had been left in position—
as the majority of such ladders are, It
was Montie’s salvation, for he de-
scended the ladder two rungs at a time.

Nelson Lee made a move at once. He
was in a tiny alley, and by moving
alonz he could easily reach the yard of
the building. He would be able to get
to Montie’'s side almost as scon as the
Junior alighted on the ground.

The detective jumped at the wall and
hauled himself up.

He was just in time to see Tregellis-
West fall the last five feet. He had
overigoked the fact that a plank was
Toped to the bottom of the ladder. In
consequence Montie landed on  the
ground in a somewhat dazed heap.
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But he picked himself up qulckly
enough.

Free!

He had got away from his captors!

And then a dim figure loomed up out
of the gloom. Tregellis-West caught
his breath and turned to flee,

“It’s all right, Montie,” came a voice.
“Don’t run!”

“Mr, Lee!” gasped Sir Montie, “Oh,
begad! How rippin’!”

Nelson Lee grasped Montie by the
shoulder.

“Are you in any way harmed, my
lad?” he asked kindly.

“Nothin’ to speak of, sir,” said Sir
Montie,  “Just a little graze on the
leit hsand, an' a big bruise on my

knee. Some shockingly absurd person
has been playin’ ftricks with this
ladder!”

Nelson Lee gazed at Tregellis-West in
real wonder. The lad was just as
urbane and calm as ever. His terrify-
ing experience had not affected him in
the slightest, it appeared.

He stood there, untidy and dis-
hevelled, but just the same old Montie
—cool and collected.

“Upon my soul, young 'un, I don't
know what to say to you!” exclaimed
Lee admiringly.

“That’s all right, sir—there’s no necd
to say anythin’,” said Tregellis-West.
“But I hope you won't give me lines or
a canin’ for breakin’ bounds. It wasn't
my fault—it wasn't, really! I have
been kept a prisoner by two rascally
bounders who run a gamblin’-den—-"

“ And if vou had only waifted another
half-hour, Montie, you would have been
rescued by the police,” said Lee. “A
raid is to occur very shortly,”

“Begad, that’s a piece of frightful
luck, sir!” said Montie, with a sigh.
“All that trouble for nothin’! An'I
was kiddin’ myself I was beating the
whole gang, you know!”

“How did you get
Nelson Lee.

“You see, sir, we had a bit of a scrap
up there,” said Montie. “Before I got

free?” asked
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out of the window I threw part of my
supper at Palmer, and then he

stumbled through the doorway right on
the top of Rogan, who was just comin’
up. I slammed the door, an’ locked the
pair of them outside.”

Nelson Lee started.

“Good gracious!  You should bave
told me this at first, Montie!” he ex-
claimed rapidly. “I thought you had
escaped on the quiet! ¥Your captors
know that you got away, then?”

“Yes, sir!”

“We must leave this place
stantly,” said Nelson Lee briskly.

Ee led the way to the wall, and
hoisted himself to the t&p. Sir Montie
was helped up, and Nelson Lee grasped
hiim by the arin as he was about to
jump down into the dark alley.

“Let me go first, my lad,” said Lee
softly.

“That’s all right, sir.,”

And Tregellis-West, who was already
half-way over, jumped lightly to the
ground,

Thud!

Something struck Sir Montie on the
head, and he fell to the ground in a
heap. Nelson Lee, with a growl of
fury, huried himself down. Without
being sure, he had half-suspected that
danger was near,

As he jumped down a stick whizzed
past his head with a deadly swish. He
turned like lightning, noticing that poor
Montie was motionless on the ground.
Two cthers figures were there—both
armed with sticks.

“Get him, you feol!”
harsh voice.

But Nelscil Lee was not so easy to
get as Montie. He grasped hand
which wielded the stick, an is left
smashed into the man’s face with cen-
siderable force. At the same second
Lee dodged.

He was only just in time, for
Palmer had aimed a blow at him with
deadly intent. It was Rogen who had
gone down. Put he was on his feet
again almest at once, and a moment

in-

snapped a
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later he and Palmer were attacking Lee
with all their strength.

The fight was unequal.

Both men still retained their sticks,
and although Lee had a revolver, he
had no opportunity of using that
weapon, In any case, he would not
have resorted to firearms.

He delivered a good few blows, but
the end wes inevitable. Dedging this
way and that, he avolded most of the
slashes. But the stick wieided by
Palmer caught him a glancing blow on
the right arm.

He swayed slightly, and then some-
thing struck him over the head with
terrible force.

It wes Regan's stick, and the force
kenind it was such that Nelecn Lee
swayed still farther, staggered, and
then =zank to the ground. Hec was
beaten—and both*he and Montie were
prisoners.

Before Lee could recover, his fect were
bound, and a handkerchief was secured
over his mouth. Montie was {reatzd in
the came way.

“By thunder, we have done it now,
Regan!” exclaimed Palmer huskily.

“What else could we do?” said
Rogan. “The brat was escaping, and
we had to get hold of him agaim. Who
is this chap, anyhow?”

“How should I know?” oasked
Palmer. “Some passer-by, T ppose.
We've got to do something h the
pair now—we can't let the fellow
escape.”

The two men stood still for a

moment, breathing heavily.

“We'll have to take them both
said Palmer at last. “ Some-
t have seen, and there
later on. Were right
in this affair now, Regan, and we can’t
afford to drop it. If I'd kncwn this
trouble was coming I wouldn't have
uched the brat. But now we've
'ted we've got to go right on.”

Rogan nodded.

“¥cure right there,” he admitted.
“Ivll mean the bust-up of our little

away,”

hody else ir
may he inquir




THE SCHOOLECYS’

place, anyhow, and if we drop the affair
now we shall get nothing. But if we
keep these two until the morning we
shall get that five thou—and that’ll
make it worth while. I shan't care a
toss then!”

weil, lend me a hand, and don't
jaw!?” snapped Palmer,

The pair set to work, and Neison Lee
and TregellissWest were dragged along
the dark salley to a litfle doorway,
which led into the enclesed yard of No.
59. This yard was empty and deserted,
and the rascals were rather shrewd in
selecting it. Their own—5%a—was niot
so private.

And then and there, they made their
plans.

CHAPTER 7.
On the Job!

ARVELLOUS!"

M Tinker made that remark
as he strolled up at eleven

o'clock. I was just outside the Dominion

Theatre, at the corner of New Cxford

Street and Tottenham Court Road.

Tinker grinned as Lie came up.

“Eh? I said.  “What's marvel-
loug?”

“You're here on time,” he explained.

“I don’t want any of your rot, as
Handforth would say,” I remarked.
“I've been here five minutes, es
matter of fact. Feeling fit?"”

“Pit for anything,” said Tinker. “I
meuticned to the guv'ner that I was
up fo some game with you, hut he
didn’t seem interested. i
s0me smelly experi i
tory, and I've left hi
own niffs!”

I grinned.
coWell, let's get a rove on,” I said.

Whitiock Street is down this way.”

Tottenham Court Road was by ho
means deserted. ‘The hour was com-
paratively early for the W

/ rest End, and
buses and taxis were still lumbering

and shooting about in all directions.
S0 you left Sexton Blake in the

°
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laboratory at Baker Street,” I re-
marked, as we strode along. “Well,

my guv'nor went off a couple of hours
ago, and there’s no telling what he's
done by this time. He wouldn't ex-
plain anytning to me before he left.”

Tinker srunted.

“Just like my guvmor,” he said. “If
Sexton Blake gefs an idea inlo his
head, I have to drag it out of him by
force very oiten. At other times he'll
jaw to me for hours when I'm trying
to go to sleep. Guv'nor's are gueer
people to get on with, ‘but I suppose
we must inake the best of "em. How
did you manazz o get out?”

“I've broken bounds,” I said.

“Wicked youth!” exclaimed Tinker.
“You'll get swiped for that!”

“Rats!” I said. “Nobody will know

anything sbout it, except the guvnor.
And Lie wouldn't swipe me. I slipped
away efter lig out, and goi oub

througi the corrideor window. Te-night,
my son, we're going to make things
hum!”

“Let's hope so,” sald Tinker.

We walked along the streets, chat-
ting as we went. At length we arrived
in Whitlock Street. It was dark and
narrow, and quite deserted. It was
situated away from the main thorough-
fare, and was probably quiet and still
cvery evening after nine o'clock.

We walked right pest the front of
No. 5%a. The door was closad, and
there was nothing doing at all. T saw
at a glance that it would be Lhopeless
for us to attempt any investizaiion in
that quarter,
fe shall have to get to the back
how,” I murmured,

Tinker nodded, and we continued our
way onwards until we came fo a little
alley, which ultimately led us into a
kind of mews. All unknowingly, we
were following the same cowrse that
Mealgon Lee had followed, barely half
an hour earller. And we soon came
within sight of the dark rear of No.
50a.

The high, old house looked gloomy
and deserted, and Tinker and I stood
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for some little time wondering how we
should act. We knew that it would be
no good getting into the yard, for the
only door leading into the house be-
longed to the ground fioor. And we
wanted the top of the building.

“Look here,” whispered Tinker.
“Isn't there a fire-escape along there,
threz or four doors away? Can’'t you
see something?”

“It looks like one of those
ladder afTairs,” I said.

“I1t leads right up to the roof,” went
on Tinker. “I vote we go in that
direction, get on to ithe roof, and see
if we can find a skylight. I don't
know +what we're going to do, but
there's no sense in coming here for
nothing.”

“Let's go along and see,” I agreed.

We made our way back along the
alley, and then scaled a fairly high
wall. Picking our way through =a
number of boxes and other rubbish, we
eventually arrived at the foot of a
permanent fire-escape—one of those
spidery iron ladders affixed to the wall
from ground to roof.

We mounted from platform to plat-
form, and at length arrived upon the
topmost rung of all. It was possible to
reach the roof without any difficulty,
and we beth scrambled up and made
ourselves comfortable on the tiles.

Then, after a breather, we edged our
way alonz until we were on the roof
of 5%a. But now that we were there,
we nardly knew what to do.  There
was no skylight, and no trapdeor.

“It seems to me that we shall have
to get down egain,” I remarked. “A
Tat lot we can do up here—like a
couple ¢f old tom-cats! It seems to me,
Tinker, my son, that we're decidediy
off-side.”

“Hold on,” said Tinker briefly.

He climbed up on the roof, and clung
to the chimney-stack. He was about to
move forward again when he started,
and leaned right over the chimney.
Then he looked down, and beckoned to
me.

“What's the matter” I whispered.

iron
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“Voices!” hissed Tinker.

And then I understood. There were
some people in one of the rooms of the
house—probably the attic—and their
voices floated clearly up the chimney.
The occupants of the room were not
nket;y to guess that people were on the
roof.

I didn't suppose for a moment that
we should learn anything. The chim-
ney was an old-fashioned brick one,
square, and solid. And as Tinker and
I leaned over we could hear voices
floating up into the outer air.

“The fellow is coming up the stairs
now,” said somebody.

“Good!” came another voice.

“You're here in ‘good time, Greggs,”
said the first voice. *“Ydu've got your
van with you?”

“¥Yes; it's outside,” came a gruff
voice.
“All right, Youll find two big

packing-cases in the yard of number
fifty-nine—next door. I'll come down
with you to lend a hand. Be careful
with the stufl, because it's breakable.
You've got to take the cases to Reed’s
Wharf.”

“Where’s that?”

“I'll give you directions,” said the
other. “Ii's below London Bridge, on
the north side of the river. But you'd
better come down with me right away.
The sooner the cases are taken away
the better.”

The voices ceased, and there was
nothing further,

“Drawn blank,” whispered Tinker.

“Beems like it,” I replied. “Those
peonle are innccent right enouch, it
secems. I don't suppose they're con-
nected with Palmer’s crowd at all.”

“They sound like ordinary busine:s
peaple,” remarked Tinker, “although
it’s rather a queer hour to transact
business. It seems that some goods are
to be sent down (o the riverside.”

I thought for a moment,

“You cant get over the fart that
those men were talking in Palmer’s
house,” I said. “This upper part of
the building is all tenanted by Palmer,
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The

ion is, vwas Palmer
w, or Ro ”

1 believe. %

speaking just o

«That's a peint we can't decide,”
caid Tinker. e've never scen either
oi the bounders, and we can'l recog-
nise their voices. But it's quite on the
cards that they do a bit of business
in addition to the gambling. Anyhow,
we don't want to worry over what we
lezar it's not worth t{he trouble.
Everytning seems quiet dowr in the
room now.”

We listened for a moment or two,
but heard nothing. I puilled out my
electric-torch, thrust my arm down the
chinmey, and pressed the switch,

“1 say!” I exclaimed. “Look at this
chimney. It szems to me that the grate
in that room has never had a fire in

it. The chimney is smooth and clean;
there's not a sign of soot.”

We inspected the chimney with
intercst

“Ii's a good size, too,” remarked
Tinker. *“Old-fashioned shafls of this
kind are generally very big. My goed-
ness!” he added zbruptly.

“What's the matter?”

“An ideal!” breathed Tinker. “A

brainwave, my son!”

“Well, trot it out; don't
suspense,” I said.

“This chimney is big enough for a
full-grown man to squecze down,”
murmured Tinker. “You and I could
slip down with case! See the little
notches in the brickwork here and
there? It'll be dead easy, and we can
get into the house—just at the right
place!”

I gazed at Tinker admiringly,

"Youve hit it, my son,” I said ap-
Provingly, “That’s the very whecze we
Wwanted. My ouly hat! We might be
able to—01.

“Better not raise any hopes” ad-
Vised Tinker. “The thing is to get
dov, and see how the land lies. Who's
Soing first? I think we'd better toss
Up for it,” he added. ‘‘That'll save all
dispute.”

I'm game,” T said briedy.

¢ tossed, and I won

L]
ceep me in
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“If you find somebody in the room

when you get down there youwll prob-
ly have a packet of trouble,” said
nker, “If go, shove your head up the
imney, and yell. Il buzz down like
ntning.”
It was rather a novel proceeding. To
irm down a chimney would have
n impessible in  any modern
ing.

Eut this sduare shaft was oid-
fashioned, and for some reasen it had
er been used. So we should not be-
come grimy during the descent. Hav-
inz decided matters, we lost no time,

I entered the shaft first, and gradu-
ally edged my way down. Tt was rather
ish job, but it was not the first
I had descended a chimney-shaft.
After I had lowered myself about six
feet, Tinker commenced the descent.
I looked up rather anxiously.

" Yowd better be careful!” I hissed.
“Tf vou slip, vou'll fall on me, and it
duesln’t take long to slip in a place like
thig!”

(IquTy on!” said Tinker. *“I shan't
ol

d

slix

I hurried my movements somcwhat,
and at length I found myself nearing
the boitom of the shaft, When I was
practically standing in the grate I camne
to a halt, and listened,

Everything was perfectly silent, and,
what was more, the room was in dark-
ness. This indicated that it was empty,
and I felt that we were meeting with
some measure of suecess, after all.

It struck me that the room might
bz sublet to some business mzn. Even
if this proved to be the case, Tinker
and I would get into Palmer’s flat, and
that was the main thing,

Il was not an easy job, sguecezing
threough the fireplace into the room. In
fact, I thought it couldn't be done at
first, for the grate was not so old-
fashioned as the chimney. I don't quite
know how we managed to squeeze
through, but we did it somehow.

Tinker arrived a few moments after
me. He found me examining the room
by the light of my electric-t®ch.
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“yrell, it's not a business office,” I
whispered. “I can't guite make out
what's been happening here. It seems
to be a bed-room, and yet everything is
in a mighty queer state.”

The room was practically bare. There
was 110 covering on the floorioards, and
the bed iiself was a temporary affair of
mesgre dimensions. A small deal table
and a kitchen chair comprised the
other furniture. On the table stood the
remains of a meal

Although I did not know it at the
time, that apariment was the room
where Sir Montie had been held a
Prisoner. But we had no time to
investigate,

While we were standing there we
both became aware of a tremendous
comumetion in the house below. Shouts
rang out, whistles blew, and doors
slammed. Tinker and I stared at one
anecther in astonishment.

‘“Sounds like a concert,”
Tinker, “or jazz music!”

I strode to the door, and opened it.

The sounds were now greatly in-
creased in volume. There was evidently
a row of some kind proceeding. And
just at that moment a figure came
dashing up the stairs at breakneck
speed.

It bolted into the attie, and I saw
that the figure was that of a young
man, atlired in evening dress. He was
scared cut of his wits, and his face,
in spite of his exertions, was as pale as
chalk, .

“Is there any escape this way?” he
gasped hoarsely.

“What the dickens——" I began.

“You young idiots!” snapped the
other. “If you don't move yourselves
youll be arrested! Isn't there a win-
dow here? The place is raided, and
the police are swarming——"

“My hat!” I exclaimed. “So that
was the guv'nor's wheeze! He's having
the place raided by the police! That
ought to wake the bounders up, and I
expect Montie will he found, teo.”

The young man had been to the
window, but he furned now.

remarked
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“There’s no escape this way!” he
pasped frenziedly. “Why didn’t you
tell me, you young fools?”

“We can't help your troubles,” said
Tinker. “If you've been mad enough
to frequent a gambling-den, you deserve
to be collared. A few weeks in prison .
would do you a lot of good; but I ex-
pect you'll get off with a fine.”

“I shall be ruined!”

Tinker and I did not wait? to hear
any more. We hurried to the door,
and made our way along the landing.
But just then three police-constables
came hurrying up, and our path was
barred.

“Now then, young fellers!” said one
of the constables. ‘““You'd better not
try any monkey-tricks, Give in gquiet,
and you won't be hurt.”

I couldn’t help grinning.

“We're mistaken for habitues of the
wicked gambling-den, Tinker,” I said.
“It's all right, constable. This young
gentleman  here is Tinker, the
assistant of Mr. Sexton Blake, and I
ams: H

“Now then,” said the pcliceman
grufily, “I don't want any yarns of
that kind. Are you going to give in
quii'etly. or “not?“

Uf—

“Collar him, Jenkins!” said the
other constable. “Don’t stand there
arguing.”

“You silly chumps!” I shouted.

“We're friends of Mr. Lennard!”

“¥ou can tell that to the chief him-
self,” interrupted Jenkins. “It's my
duty to place you under arrest, seeing
as you were found on these premises.
Are you coming quiet, or do you want
a taste of this?”

He showed us his truncheon, and we
knew that he and his fellow constables
were in no mood for argument, It was
quicker to give in, and submit to arrest.
In any case, we could do practically
nothing now,

“I expect Montie is rescusd by this
time,” T remarked. “We'd better go
down like good little prisoners, Tinker.



THE SCHOOLBOYS'

Being arrested is a new experience for
us.” 3

Tinker grinned, and we were
marched down the stairs with the man
in evening dress bebween. He was
scared out of his life.

On the lower landing, by great good
fortune, we ran into Chief Detective-
Inspector Lennard, of the CLD. He
stared at us in amazement for a
moment, and then the corners of his
mouth twitched suspiciously.

“Three more of 'em, eh?” he said
grimly.

“¥es, sir,” said P.C. Jenkins. “They
were hiding in the top room.”

“March them away with the others,”
said the chief-inspector curtly.

“What the dickens—-"

“Look here, Mr. Lennard—"

“Now then, no imore of your bluff!”
zaid the consiable darkly. “Pretended
to be friends of Mr. Lennard, didn't
you? If I have any of your nonserfse,
I'll soon show you—-"

“But we're not going to be arrested!”
roared Tinker, struggling.

Lennard burst into a laugh.

“It's all right, constable,” he said
“You can release those two
Yyoungsters.”

“Release them, sir!” gasped Jenkins.

"They happen to be the assistants of
Mr. Sexton Blake and Mr. Nelson Lee,”
explained Lennard. “It was only my
fun, boys.”

“Well, I'm blowed!” said the con-
stable blankly, and he took his re-
m:!nrung prisoner downstairs.

"I don't know how in the name of
“of_"dﬂ}: you got upstairs,” said Len-
hard, “but I should like to know what
you're doing here, you young rascals?
&'E?ts the idea? = How did you get

“We'll explain that later,” T said
'Nlﬂ;«l;' “Where's the guv'nor?”
at’s what's puzzling me,” said
&f%‘ﬁmrd “Lee promised to be here
[ us, but he’s failed to turn up—as
ar as I know.”
.,§g}',e you found Tregellis-West?"
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“Bui he’s here—he must be here

“He isn't here,” interrupted the
chief-inspector. "“The place has heen
searched throughout, and the boy isn't
on the premises. An ecxplanation has
oceurred to me, and I think it must be
the correct one, because Palmer and
Rogan have slipped through our
fingers.”

“An explanation?” repeated Tinker,

“It strikes me that the rascals knew
something about this raid,” said Len-
nard. “They got the wind up. And
it's guite possible they tcok Tregellis-
West away with them. In fact, it's
chout the only thing they could do.
And Lee is on the track.”

“By jingo!” I exclaimed. *“‘That's
about the size of it. The guvnor must
have smelt a rat. Perhaps he saw
something suspicious, and followed. In
that case, it's not much good remain-
ing here.”

“No good at all,” said Lennard.
“The best thing you can do is to go
back to bed.”

We hbade the chief-inspector good-
night five or ten minutes later, after
satisfying ourselves that there was no
sign of Montie on the premises. Tinker
grinned at me rather curicusly as we
walked out.

“We came for nothing, after all”™
he remarked.

“Looks like it,” I agreed.
we've had a bit of excitement.”

Although we didn’t know it at the
moment, our visit to No, 59a, Whitlock
Street, was not to prove quite valueless,
after all.

“But

CHAPTER 8.
No News!
NY news of Mr. Lee, sir?”
A It was the morning follow=
ing the raid upon Palmer's
gambling-den, and I asked thabt ques-
tion as I met Mr. Crowell in the hall
I had hwrried over my dressing, and
was down before anybody else.

“No, Nipper, I regret to say thai
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there is 1o news whatever,” said Mr.
Crowell gravely. “I understand that
Mr, Lze went on a rather dangerous
mission last night.”

“I don't think it was exactly danger-
ous, £ir,” I said, “The idea was to
rescue Tregellis-West; but the police
raided the place, and didn't find a sign
of Montie. And Mr. Lee had gone,
too!”

‘“How do you know all this, Nipper?”
asked the Form-master,

“1 was there, sir.”

“You—you were there?”

“¥Yes, sir,” I said. “I went out lasb
night especially, and got back just after
midnight.”

“Upon
Crowell.

“I don't think Mr. Lee will punish
me, sir, when he finds out,” I said
easily. “It was 8 special case, you
know. I hope we shall get some news
before long. The guv'nor ought to be
here by now—Tregellls-West as well.
It’s & mystery.”

Mr. Crowell hardly knew what to say,
and he decided the matter by saying
nothing. He walked off, and I went
out into the courtyard.

It was my firm opinion that Nelson
Lee was on the track of Montie. But
I didn't know, And the uncertainty
was disquieting.

1 wondered what Lord Westbrooke
had done.

Would he pay the five thousand
pounds’?

Somehow I felt sure that he wouldn't,
In the circumstances, he would waii
until he heard something further,

Tommy Watson came down
after I had emerged inio the
vard, and he looked at me inqu
I shook my head.

“It's no good, Tommy,” I said.
“Ther='s nothing doing. Yes rday
Montie had vanished, and wos missing.
‘This morning the guv'nor's missing,
teo. There’s not a word known of
either of them.”

Watson looked alarmed.

“But what’s happened, Nipper?” he

my soul!” cjaculated Mr.

so00n
urt-
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asked. And what about last night?
Did you go over to that gambling
place——"

I explained to Watson what had
cecurred, for he had been fast asleep
a% the time of my return. He listened
with great interest, and was inclined
to agree with my view when I had
finished.

“That’s what it is—of course!” he
declared. “Mr, Lee went off on the
track of those two crooks. Anyhow, I
shouldn’t worry.” '

Breakfast-time came, and I went into
the dining-hall with Tommy. I was
not in the mood for eating, and when
the meal was over I sought the open
air again. By a piece of luck, the first
person I saw In the courtyard was
Detective-Inspector Lennard. He waved
to me cheerily.

‘“Morning, young ‘un,” he said, as
I approached him, “Mr, Lee turned
up yet?”

“No,” I replied. “Neither has
Tregellis-West,”

“H'm! That's rather queer,” said

the chief-inspector, stroking his chin.
“I was almost certain that we should
learn something further this morning.
I was talking to Lord Westbrooke over
the 'phone fen minutes ago.”

““Has he paid that money?"” I asked
quickly.

“No. He’s chancing it.”

“That's the mosi sensible thing he
can do,” I said. “The position is
different now. Palmer and Rogan are
in flight, and I don't suppose anybody
kept that appointment at all.”

“Lord Westbrooke thinks it will be
better to wait for the next develepment
whatever that might be. And 1 agree
with himn--because I've got a preity
keen idez that Lee is making the most
of his time. Our men are doing their
bast to get on the track; but so fnr
they have met with no success at o

“Haven't you discovered um 1
that place in Whitlock Street?’

Lennard smiled.
dear lad, the place was a
n:infature Monte Carlo,” he declarad.




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

«1t's o good thing we seized the place.
The only pity is that the chief culprits
have siipped through our fingers. But
they'll turn up—and.Lee will tun& up—
and Tregellis-West will turn up.

Lennard was very confident, and he
bucked me up quile a lot. When the
time for morning lessons arrived I was
feeling practically myself again. I went
into the Remove class-room wiih the
other fellows, and thrust all thoughts
of Sir Montic eside during the work
hours.

But I'll confess that I was very re-
Jieved when the bell clanged, announc-
ing that lessons were over. Tommy
and I at once rushed away, and sought
information from everybody we met.

But there was still the same reply
—10 news.

“This is rotten!” I sald grimly. “I
was sure that something would have
happened before this time, Tommy.
I'm getiing really anxious, and I've a
dashed good mind to ring up Mr. Sex-
ton Blake and ask his advice.”

“Good idea!” said Watson, “There’s
a ‘phone in Mr. Crowell's room.”

We went along the passage, and
tapped at the door of Mr. Crowell's
study. Receiving no reply, I opened the
door, and saw that the room was
empty. The telephone instrument was
standing on a side table.

“I'm going to use it!” I said.

But we had hardly reached the table
before a footstep sounded out in the
passage, and the swish of a gown an-
hounced the fact that Mr, Crowell was

apprqaching. He regarded us in
astonishment over his glasses.

‘Dear me!” he exclaimed. “Are you
weilting for me, boy$”

We—that is, Nipper-——" hegan

atson,

"I was just going to use your fele-
phone, sir” 1 égxplagiﬂed. ;

}\f[r. Crowell frowned.
wi Indeed!” he said. “May I juguire

10 2ave you permission?”

.. Nobody, sir—»
at Then you winl kindiy leave my siudy

01ce,” said the Form-master. ““If
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you want to use my telephone, Nipper,
you must go about it In a different
manner.”

“T1 gay, sir, I'm awfully sorry if I've
offended you,” I said earnestly. “But
I'm so jolly anxious about Tregellis
West and Mr. Lee. I was going to ring
up Mr. Sexfon Blake, of Baker Streef,
and ask him for his advice.”

Mr, Crowell looked less stern.

“That putsa different complexion on
the matter, Nipper,” he said. “ Why did
you not teil me your object straight
away? I thought you wished to use
the telephone for some mere common-
place purpose, You are at perfect
liberty to use the telephone.”

“Oh, thank you, sir,” I said eagerly.

Mur. Crowell smiled and withdrew. It
was very decent of him to take it in
that way. I was scon talking to the
Exchange. I got through to Sexton
Blake’s number quickly, and Tinker’s
cheerful voice was scon audible.

“Who's that?” he demanded.

“That you, old son?” I asked. “I'm
"Nipper.” ;

“Oh, good!"” said Tinker. “What's
the latest?” ’
“¥Yeou know it,” I replied. *Nothing

further has occurred since we parted
last night. I haven't anything to tell
you—except that Lord Woestbrooke
hasn’t paid the five thousand. I feel
jolly worried.”

“Poor old josser!™ said Tinker sym-
pathetically. *It is a bit of a worry
for you, I know. I say, why don't you
run over here? Ii's a half-holiday to-
day, isn't it? ¥You told me—"

“Wait a minute,” I interrupted. *“I
wanted to have a word with your guv'-
nor.”

“He's out.”

“Oh, that's rotten!” I exclaimed. “T
wanted to ask his advice—" .

“Then the best thing you can do is
to come over—to lunch,” said Tinker
briskly, “¥ou can cut dinner for once,
and feed with us, I'm expecting the
guvnor to blow in at any minute. See
if you can get here within a quaiter

of an heur, I time you.”
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«“Cpod!” I said. “I'll do it!”

A rmoment later I hung up the re-
ceiver, and turned to Watson.

“fHe's asked me over to lunch,” I
said. “Don’t you worry, Tommy. I
shall be back during the afterncon, and
1 advise you to carry on as usual. Oh,
by the way! Isn't Somerton getling
up a party of some kind?”

“Yes, I think s0,” said Tommy.

“Well, if you're invited—go,” I said.
“Don’t hanz about for me. Go and en-
joy yourself, I'd come along, too, hut
T've accepted this invitatien to Biaker
Street.”

And it was arranged like that.
Tommy Watson didn’t quite like it, but
there was no sense in objecting. And
less than two minutes later I had re-
ceived permission to dine out, and ¥
was hurrying into Holborn.

I managed to get a taxi at once, and
was soon bowling along towards Baker
Street. I arrived in good time, and
found Tinker waiting on the step. He
grinned cheerfully as I paid off the
taxi.

“It's O.K.,” he said.
here.”

“That's first rate,” I exclaimed. “By
jinge! It's jolly good to see you again,
in your own guarters, Tinker.”

He led the way upstairs, and I
passed through the superbly furnished
consulling-room into the dining-room.
Sexton Blake, the celebrated criminolo-
gist, was reclining in an easy-chair,
smoking and reading. He rose to his
feet as I entered, and shook my hand
warmiy.

“I am very pleased to see you, Nip-
per,” he said. “You are rather worried
at present, but you mustn't concern
yourself too much. Surely you can
trust Mr., Lee to take care of himsclf?”

“Yes, sir, but—:"?

“There are no *huts,” interrupted
Blake smilingly. “Tinker has fre-
quently worried himself thin—although
I'll confess his appearance doesn't give
*one that impression—because I have
been absent on a case longer than he

“The guv'nor's
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expected. There’s no necessity for you
to grow grey hairs yet awhile!”

“I wanted to ask your advice, sir,”
I smgi “When I rang up you were out

“Eh?” said Sexton Blake. “"Who
told you that?”

“Tinker did.”

“Then Tinker, T regret to say, is

guilty of a deliberate falsehood,” said
Blake. “I was in the very room when
you were on the telephone—-"

“Dash it all, you needn't have given
me away like that, guv'nor!” protested
Tinker. “I was in the consulting-
roomn when you answered the ’'phone,
and T told Nipper that you were out.
And so you were out—of the consult:
ing-room!"

“That is merely twisting the truth,”
said Blake severely.

“And what was the idea of spoofing
me, anyway?"” I asked.

“My dear old ass, I wanted you to
come over to lunch,” explained Tinker.
“If you had collared hold of the guv'-
nor gver the 'phone you might not have
come at all. These sort of things have
to be worked.”

We all chuckled, and shortly after-
wards we were sitiing down fo a very
appetising luncheon,

“No news, to quote an old adage, is
good news,” remarked Sexton Blake, ag
he tackled his food. “And you must
never worry, Nipper, until there is suf-
ficient cause. Tinker has given me the
main facts of this case, and it seems
to me that you both made one little
mistake,”

“ And what was that, sir?”

“You did not give sufficient aiten-
tion to the men who were discussing
the removal of some merchandise,”
said Sexton Blake. ‘‘There were some
packing-cases. I believe, bound for
some wharf on the river? If I had been
on the spof I should have sent one
of you down to follow that vehicle
with the packing-cases.”

“But why, sir?” I asked wonder-
ingly.

“Because it is always better to take
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- recaution,” replied Blake, “One
fﬂfx?'r pknows where a clue will lead
to. However, I am qmte‘ content to
leave this business in Lee’s hands. I
have no fear for his safety.

Sexton Blake cheered me up a great
deal, and before 1\;.1‘:::119011 was over I
felt quite high-spirited. I had an idea
that fresh developments would oceur
very shortly and I was not far
wrong.

“If you require help at any time,”
Sexton Blake fold me, ‘“‘you had better
ring up this number. 1f I am avail-
able, Nipper, I will come to you with-
out a moment’s delay. Don't forget
to ring up if you want me.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said.
member that.”

I'll re-

CHAPTER 9,
The Duke's Treat!

% IPPING !
R “First class!”
“A jolly fine wheeze!™

“Good for you, Somerton!”

“You're a brick!”

The Duke of Somerton smiled round
him amiably, Dinner was over at the
school, and Somerton, of the Remove,
was talking with a crowd of fellows

_the junior Common-room. The
Juniors were all talking at once.

“A glddy trip down the river!” said
Handforth. “I've often wanted to go,
but I haven't got tons of money like
Sommy has. He's a brick, and I accept
his invitation for Study I with many
thanks!”

Semerton raised his eyebrows.

"That's awfully interesting.” he said
mildly. “Bug I don't exactly remem-
ber inviting Study D"

Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth waved his hand.

«op 20Nt mention it,” he said casually.
of chew you were going to invite us,

| course, and thet’s why T spoke. Jt1l
° 1bPing to be your guesis for the
aftemoon, a1q son.

"Pushing bounder !

BYCW
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wood. “I'm hlessed if I'd have the
sauce to invite myself like that!”

The Duke smiled.

“Even if you did invite yourself,
Fullwood, T'm afraid you wouldn’t
come,” he observed calmly. “But
Handferth and Church and MecClure
are at perfect liberty to come along if
they pleasge.”

“Good!” sald Church and MeClure,
“Thnanks awfully!”

“Of course, we don’t want to come
if you think we're imposing on you,”
said Handforth. “I wouldn't dream of
letting Church and MeClure go o

“Eh?” said Church warmly, *You
lock after yourself!™

‘I don'c want any of your cheek

“Peace, children,” said Somerton,
helding up his hand. “There is to be
no quarrelling, We start out in half
an hour's time, and we shall all be back
in time for tea. The trip will ke short,
but there’s no reason why it shouldn’t
Je interesting.”

Sonmlerton’s idea was an excellent one
—in the view of the juniors. He had
hired a small river launch for two or
three hours. Hez thought it would be
an excellent way of spending the half-
holiday—to cruise down the river for
some distance, and to cruise back
again.

There was no foothall cn for the
juniors, and Somerton could have taken
sufficient guests with him to sink the
launch.

However, he only favoured the decent
fetlows—those he was on friendly terms
with. The party, when it started out,
numbered sixteen. They were very
cheerful and light-hearted; they meant
to enjoy the afternoon.

Tommy Watson was there. e had
made up his mind to be cheerful, and
i as certainly easy to be cheerful in
; sunny atmosphere. The fellows
ed to the Embankment, end found
ene of

W3
the stzam-launch ready agaiust
the little piers.

The captain was a young fell
about  twenty-five, and he ¢

of
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cheerily
boar

Handlorth & Co. managed to find a
position for themselves right in the
bows. This was considered by some of
the juniors to be the best place. And
it might as well be mentioned that
Handforth only obtained that piace by
force.

Owen major and Griffith and Clinlon
had ensconced themeelves right in the
bows, just before Handforth & Co. had
arrived. There followed a hriel argu-
ment, one or two howls, and then
Handforth & Co. had possession.

“Cheei!” said Handworth warmly.
“It's likely we're going astern, is
Those asses were nearly read
fight!”

The three juniors in question would
have fought valiantly had they been
within the school grounds. But they
didn’t like {o cause a disturbance on
such an ocecasion as this. Hendforth
had no such scrupies,

“This is  ripping!” exclaimed
MeClure, as they gathereﬂ speed and
glided down the river. “Oh, good!
Somerton deserves well of his country
for being so sporting. Good old duke!”

THE MYSTERY

as the juniois trooped on

“Hear, hear!"” sald Church.
The party enjoyed themselves
greatly. They glided down the river,

under Blackfriars Bridge, and then
aloag to London Bridge. Handforth
seemed to imagine that he was the
chiel guide to the party, and he pointed
out rplaces of interest as they pro-
ceeded. In most instances he was

cie, on the left, you see the
wer of London,” he exclaimed., “Ii
doesn’t seem quite the same as usual

"

“Ha, ha, hat”
“That place is a warehouse,
smd Pm with a grin,

“Rot declared Handforth. i
Tower i5 just against the north side of
Lendon Bridge, and nobody has shifted
it that I know of. That place is the
only building on the spot, so it m
be the Tower of London. I expe

Handy,
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they've keen
thing.”

“The Tower of London is next to
the Tower Bridge, you ass,” said Hart.

“By George,” said Mandforth. T
suppose it is”

They all grinned, snd the launch slid
peneath London Bridse, and then the
vezl Tower of London was withil
sight, the low, old buildings looking
sombre and mm'wuw from the level of
the river.

The launch slipped along beneath the
great structure of the Tower Bridge.
and then the scenery was not auite sc
picturesque, On either side lay wharves
and warehouses-—grimy and dirty.

The launch was fo proceed as far as
Greenwich, and then turn back and go
right up Richmeond before returning
to Blackfriars. The majority of the
juniors were not very interested in the
lower part of the river. It was toc
dirty and ugly to warrant much en-
thusiasm.

But an incident occurred which was
destined to mean a great deal.

The launch was moving down the
river smoothly and steadily, On the
north bank there were wharves and
warehouses in profusion. One ¢f these.
Handiorth: mnoticed, had t(he name
painted on the building at the rear.
facing the river. The vplace was old
and dilapidated, and the words werc
just distinguishable out of the grime.

“Reed’s Wharf,” said Handforth
reading t ords, “That looks a pretty
rotten show, T must say. Just have a
look at old crane, It's rusty and
ramshackle, and it looks as if it hadn't
been used for years.”

“It's being used now, anyhow,” said

disguising i, or some-

iovs watched the operations
ipped by. A barge lay in
ediately under the ware-
the crane was lowering a
g-case inio the.hold of the

the river i
house,
large pac
barge.

There was ancther packing -case in
the warchouse, nu to be lowered
when the crane was free.
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" Somebody
chain breke,”
he watched.

would get hurt if that
remarked Handiorth, as
“It doesn't seem to be
very strong, either., Why, that ware-
houss is practically a ruin! The win-
dows are smashed and the walls aire
cracking. I wonder why it's being used
in that condition?”

“¥ou'll have to wonder, too,” .id
McClure. “We can't tell you.”

“I'Nl bet those cases contain stoien
pmpe*ty, or something,” v
Handforth, who was always ready to
make wild guesses.

“well, I expect they contain some-
thing—so you must be right,” said
Church. “Look at this tug coming
along here. We shall roll a bit when
we get into its wash. Mind you den’t
fall overboard, Handy.”

Handforth was still watching the big
packing-case as it was heing lowered
Then, suddenly, he gave a start, and
watched even more intently.

“I—I say!” he exclaimed sharply.

“Eh?” said Church. “What’s the
matter?”

“Thai’s jolly queer,” said Handforth,
staring, 1 can swear I saw one of
the boards of that big box bulge out-
wards just now!”

“You saw it do what?”

“Bulge outwards—just as if some-
thing inside -was frying o break it
open,” said Handforth. “There you
are! 'There it goes again. Didn't you
see it?"”

Church and McClure gazed at the
packing-case, but it descended Into the
hold of the baree just then, and dis-
appeared from view. Handforth's face
was flushed, but Church and MeClure
were grinning.

“¥ou ass!” eaid Church, “It
only your fancy.”

" Fancy! " roared Handforth.
you—-

“Donr make 2 row, for goodness’
sake,” snapped Church.

“I tell you I saw that packing-case
bulge open,” declared Handforth. “You
can say what you like, but you won't
make me alter my opinion.”

was

“Why,
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McClure sighed.
“We don’t w-ant to make you alter

he said. “We simbply
the subject, Handy.
warped a bit because the chain
t fixed round it prepsrly. Any-
there’s nothing to get -xcited

“Ixﬁ net exeited!” sn‘mpcd Hand-

forth, “If you say——"
“Look out!™ put in Church. “That
tug's gone past, and we shall get the

\yash in two ticks. Better hang on
It would be a pity if you drcpped
oard, Hahdy!”
tug had been going at full speed
up the river, and the wash it caused
was considerable. The launch dipped
as ghe struck the disturbed water. She
heeled over, rolled, and dug her bows
into the river.
A great mass of spray came inboard
“Hi! Look out!” yelled Church, with

D.
Towi”

Handforth & Co. were swamped.

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled Owen major.
“How .do you like the bows, I{andy?
It’s a goed thing you got there—insiead
of me!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth was certainly paid for his
high-handed action. After that he
wasn't particularly anxious about re-
maining in the bows. And the incident
drove the matter of the bulging
packing-case out of his mind for the
time being.

But, later on, when the river trip was
nearing its end, Handforth thougit of
Reed's Wharf on several occasions. He
tried to get one or two fellows inter-
ested, but they were not having any.

“I don't care what you =ay,” de-
clared Handy. “T'm pretty certain that
there was something fishy about that
wharf.”

“Oh, give it a rest!” said Church.

“If I always took your ad.’lce,
Walter Church, I don't know where I
should be,” said Handforth sourly.
“Just consider the facts. That wharf
is filthy and rusty with disuse. The




fall
t 1ere‘cre
ases being

itself is nearly
N decay. V.l

50 two new pact
1 into an o.d barge?

“T‘r* answer,” said MeClure, “is a
lemon!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥ou—you silly ass——"

“Arcn’t you asking conundrums?”
quired McClure mildly.

“No, I'm not!” snapped Handforth.
“I'm telling you that it's jolly queer—
and I believe there's something fishy
about Reed's Wharf. Those cases
wouldis't bulge for nothing.”

“It’s got to the plural now,” said
Church, *“I thought you only saw one
case bulge?”

“Qh, go and eat coke!”

Handiorth felt decidedly aggrieved.
He had made up his mind that he had
got on the track of a mystery, and it
was rather annoying to find that his
chums ridiculed him, and laughed at
his suggestions.

Thne redoubtable leader of Study D
was always ready to make a romance
out of any unusual incident he hap-
pened to witness. In nine cases oub of
ten he was hopelessly at sea.

In this instance his observations were
of enormous value, and his ideas con-
cerning the packing-cases were correct.
But he couldn’t get anybody to support
him. The juniors thought he was
dotty—nas usual.

But when Handforth got a thing
firmly fixed in his mind if reguired a
good deal of knocking out. When the
river trip came to an end he was still
looking rather thoughtful, and he for-
got to thank Somerton for the after-
noon's pleasure,

“Jolly rotten, I call it!"” said Church,
as they walked back to the school. “I
think a fellow ought to have encuzh
decency to express his thanks. DBut,
of course, somé chaps don't think of
those things. They've got their heads
full ”of packing-cases and.barges, and

“Rh 9

in-
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Handforth looked at his chums
sharply.

“Oh, so you're beginning to agree

with me 2t last?” he asked. “When I
goet to the school, I'm going to tell
Nipper. He won't sneer at me like you
do, you rotters! That incident was
significant.” |

“Oh, my goodness!” gasped Church.

“But we were talking about some-
thing else, Handy,” remarked McClure
mildly. “We were saying that it was
rather rotten of you to forget to thank
Somerton for the afternoon’s enjoy-
ment!”

“Don’t talk twaddle!” said Handforth
pityingly. “Is Somerton going to drop
through the ground? Shan't I have
plenty of chances of thanking him this
evening? The most important things
of the moment always occupy my mind
at the—er—moment. And the most
important thing now is that wharf in-
cident. I tell you straight away that
it was sinister—— Hi! I'm talking to
you, you asses!”

But Church and McClure had walked
away, and Handforth was left to stride
along alone. After a wrathful snort,
he quickened his pace, and caught up
with Tommy Watson.

“I say, Watson, did you sce that
rummy business—-"

“About the packing-case?” asked
Tommy, “Don't trot that out now,
there's a good chap. Everybody has
been grinning at you, and I must say
that you're a bit potty. How can there
be anything fishy about a packing-
case?”

“It might have begen full of
herrings!"” remarked Pitt, who was
near by. ‘“‘Herrings are fishy enough.”

“I suppose that’s meant to be
funny?” sneered Handforth, *Well,
I'm not in the mood for humour just

now. Did you watch that packing-case
as it was being lowered into the
barge?”

“T hardly glanced at it,” admitted
Watson.
“Then vou re not capable of giving

any opinion,” said Handforth. “Nip-
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per's worth the whoele lol of vou.
tell me what he thinks, and he won't
scofl and sneer, eithe

And Handforth stalied ahead with
his nose in the air.

The party arrived at the scheol just | wi

in time for tea, and with healthy appe-
tites.

As it chanced, I arrived from Baier
Street just a few minutes before. I had
had my tea with Tinker, and I had
huiried back to the school to seek the
latest news. I heard nothing!

Not & word had arrived from Nelson
Lee, and nothing was known of Sir
Montie. I walized out into the court-
vard, depressed amd gloomy. I wanted
to do something. I was anxious to
help.

But hew? What could I do? Where
should T start? There wos nothing for
me to do, to tell the truth.

As the fellows came crowding into
the courtyard, Tommy Watson spotted
me at once and ran up. DBut he knew
by the evpression on my face that there
was no o to report.

“It's afmystery, Tommy,”
slowly. “I can’t imagine——"
“Ah, here you are!”
Handforth, coming up briskly. “Just

the chap I wanted to see!”

“Well, .you can see me,” I said.
“Take a good look, and then buzz ofi!”

“Don’t rot!” exclaimed Handforth.
“I wani{ yvour opinion. It's rather an
importont matter, you must give me
your full attention.”

I regarded Handy curiously.

“Well you seem to bz more serious
then usual,” I said. “What's the
trouble? My opinion is yours, old man.
There is no charge, and I'll give you my
views on any given subject for nixes.”

“I dare say you know that we've
keen down the river?"”

“Yes. I know that.”

“Well, were dovi

“Well, we were down below Tower
Bridge somewhere-—opposite Rother-
hithe, or Wapping, or Whitechapel,”
said Haudforth vaguely. “I happened
to netice a big packing-cass being

I said

ejaculated

Lelow the

we
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a crane into a harge. There
r packing-case wziting to

ve got all that,” I said. “Wcll?”
“As the hox was being lowered,”
ent on Handforth impressively, “I
distinetly saw one of the side-boards
bulze outwards!”

I stared.

“It bulged outwards?” I repeated.
“Yes. What was the explanation?”
: s a riddle?”
hal”

rs who had collected round

1 asked mildly.

<k ially.
o, s not a riddle!” snapped
Handforth, “You seem to be as silly

as the rest of the ecrowd——"

“Hold on,” I said. “The boards
bulged outwards as the packing-case
was being lowered. 'Why, there might

have something’ inside—some-
thing 4
“The 1 are!” roared Handforth.

as my idea, but these chaps
3 lled at me when I suggested it! This

wharf was dirty and disused, and all
the jvindows of the warehouses were
smashed. The whole thing looked fishy
—just like you read about—"

“Do you read about Reed's Whaif?”
grinned Pitt.

“Oh, dry up!” growled Handforth,

I started, and became intent.

“Reed’s Wharf!” I echced. “Is that
what the place was called?”

“Yes.”

“And two packing-cases were being
lowexged into a barge?"

“yes.”

“And you saw one of the cases
bulze——" I paused as a startling
thought came to me.

“What's the matter?” asked Watson.
. ‘t'rc_}reat Scott!” I gasped. “Oh, my
hat!”

Handforth’s talk had suggested some-
thing to me which fairly made me ex-
cited.

I forgot everything in that moment.
I turned round, and rushed into the
Anciernt House for all I was worth.

“He's mad!” gasped Handforth.
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“Ciean dotly!” agreed Pitt. “What's
come over the chap?”

“Let's rush after him!™

'I'hey came pelting indoors; but I

was in Mr. Crowell’'s study, busy at the

telephone. I had not troubled fo ask
for permission.
I gct through to the number I

wanted guickly, but it seemed ages to
me before Tinker's voice made itself
heard at the other end of the wire,

“Tinker, I panted, “is Mr. Elake
there?”
“Yes,” said Tinker. “What's the

matter?

Youre speaking in a queer

pper.”
t you and Mr. Blake to meet
me within a quarter of an hour irom
now!” I said rapidly, *“Can you do it?
Anywhere you like—say at the corner
of Osxford Circus, near the Tube
station?”

“But I don't understand——"

“I can't explain over the wire—hut
it’s important!” I exclaimed tensely.
“It’s vitally important. I think I've
got rignt on the frack—and the whole
situation is terribly urgent.”

“Hang on for a second,” said Tinker
briskly.

I heard him talking to Sexton Blake
for a nioment, and then he addressed
me again,

“¥ou there?” he asked.

“Yes!” I panted. “Well2”

“The guvnor and I will be at the
Tube station at Oxford Circus
exectly ten minutes from now,” said
Tinker. “See if you can be there
beforehand.”

“Right!” I said. " Good enough!”

And I slainmed the receiver back on
its hook.

CHAPTER 10,
The Chase!
ARRIVED at the meeting-place two
l minutes before Sexton Blake and
Tinker put in an appearance. They
iumped out of a taxi, and regarded me
very curiously. Sexton Blake took my
A

TERY OF ST.
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“I am convinced, Nipper, you
have something of importance to tell
me,” he said. “We will walk down
Regent Street, and you can talk as we
go. Well, young 'un, what is it that has
made you so excited?”

Do you remember what you told us
ebout those vacking-cases, sir?”

“That you cught to have given them
more uttentwn—yes" said Blake.

“Well, sir, we overheard that those
cases were ta be taken to Reed’s Wharf,
but we didn’t think anything of it at
the time,” T went on. *“This afternoon
some of the fellows went for a frip
down the river on a launch. And
Handforth, as they were passing a
certain place, saw a big packing-case
being lowered into a barge. And that
place was Reed's Wharf.”

“Well, what about it?” asked Tinker.

“Handforth pesitively swears-that he
saw one of the boards of the packing-'
case bulge outwards as it was being
lowered,” I said tensely. *Handlorth's
sudggestwn was that somebody was in-
side—'

‘“Great guns!” ejaculated Tinker.
“You—you mean——"

“I mean that we were a couple cf
blithering idiots last night,” I said
grimly, “I wouldn't mind betiing all
I possess that the guv'nor and poor old
Montie fell into the hands of Rogan
and Palmer somehow. They were
bunged into those packing-cases, and
taken to the wharf!”

Sexton Blake was quite unmoved.

“Your suggesticn seems wild on the
face of it, Nipper,” he said. “Rut,
taking all the facts into consideration,
I'm inclined to believe that you have
hit the nail on the head.”

“It must be the truth, sir,” I
declared.
“Those men were desperate,” went

on Blake, “Lee apparently fell into a
trap, and he was made a prisoner, in
addition to the lad. Palmer feared to
keep the pair of them in London, so
he made plans for their removal. And
it is easy enough to have an uncon-
scicus man taken from ons part of
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London to another in a packing-case.
Tiere have been many instances of
such trickery. ¥You know that those
cases left the house in Whitlock Street
last night. And, by pure chance, Hand-
forth =aw them to-day being lowered
into a barge. That fact, in itself, is
significant., I think we shall be justi-
fied in toking action.”

od a sigh of relief.

's why I rang you up, sir,” I
said, “Ch, I'm jolly glad youre here,
Mr, Bieke, I've got a kind of idea that
we chall rescue the pair of them now
That barge can't have got far by this
time,”

Sexton Blake nodded.

“It would have been rather gooi if
Lennard could have come with us,” he
zaid. “DBut we have no time to waste.
We muzt get to the river at once, and
speed dowrstream as fast as we can
go.

“How, sir.
we go in?”

“A River Police boat!” said Sexton
Blake grimlf.

Less than fifteen minutes later we
were cn board one of thosc tireless
little launches which are constantly
running up and down the Thames.
There was. an inspector on hoard, and
he waz well known to Sexton Blake.
The facis were briefly described to him.

““We'll go down the river at once,
Mr. Blake,” he said. “It oughtn't to
he difficult to pick out the barge.
Reed's Whar{ is not very far down. It's
an old piace that hasn’t been used for
a gocd many years now.,”

We were soon slipping down the
and Tinker and I stood to-
watehing the murky waters

I asked. “What shall

Thames,
gether,
ahead.

to me that we are going
mething this trip, old son,”
er. “I hope to goodness we
in getting hold of your
or.

2 shall succeed,” I declared. “I
it m my giddy bones.”

hepe your bones are right,”

all,
smd kaer.
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We continued on our way down the
river, and we were feeling too eager to
tallt much, Sexton Blake stood with
t‘"e River Police inspector‘ watching
everyihing clozely, and quite ai his

“Pe ans we ought to have had
cicrth with us,” I remarked. *“He
1d ha ave beezn able to spot the barga
ab once. Bul I think T heard Watson
saying tnat it was a black barge with
a red line uwumg round the deck, It
oughl 10 be easy enough to pick up.
There aren't 11mnv barges on the river
just now.”
“QOn,
Tinker,
e was right.
we reached that palt of the
vhere Reed's Whari was situ-
¢ found that the place was de-
bave. There was not a sign
' baige, and the whele warehouse
duamdatﬂd and in a state of decay.
“The birds have flown,” said Blake.
“But they can't travel fast on the
water®
We continved slipping down the
river, and hefere we had reached
Greenwich woe beheld several barges.
We had passed them all, for they were
full of coel, and other merchandise.
opposite Greenwich, however,
upon a tug, running down the
th the tide, with a single barge
The barge was a small one,
man and a youth, were walking
the deck. Everything was
I scanned the pair
asses, and then looked at

we'll spot said

in tow.
and a
about
innceent ‘looking.

through
fhb barge.
“That's got a red line round it,” I
said, *I wonder—-"
:, that’s the one!” exclaimed
. “We shall soon get at the
truth now.”
The police boat shot forward, and
signalled to the tuz to come to a stap.
And then I gave a little yell, for on

t"e tug were two men in civilian cloth-
They were dressed, and it
s net mere glesswork on my part to
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assume that they were
Rogan.

The scoundrels had no intent
giving in tamely.

Without warning, the hawser wiich
towed the barge was cast adrift, and
the tug shot ahead, whirling round, and
making straight for the muddy bank
at the side. The rascals were altemptl-
ing to escape!

But the police launch was not ts he
beaten. It spun round, and imme
diately gave chase. If we had been un-
certain before we were not uncertsin
now. The very fact that the tug had
acted in this way was proof positive
that something was radically wrong.

The police launch slipped alongside
the tug.

“Youd better stop those games!”
shouted the inspector angrily. *‘Slow
down at once, or it will be all the worse
for you!”

Whiz!

A heavy block of wood nearly struck
the inspector, and he snapped his teet!
angrily. He turned and gave some
rapid orders.

The next few minutes were exciting.

The launch went right clese in to
the tug, and half a dozen river police-
men, at considerable risk, leapt from
one vessel to the other. They swarmed
over the tug, and the next moment a
fierce battle was in progress.

“My hat!” I exclaimed. “We weren't
far wrong!”

The fight was short and sharp. Tt
could not last long, in any case.
Palmer and Rogan had scuitled below
to the cabin, where they were found a
few minutes later, cowering with fear.
The skipper was also zrrested, and the
tug was taken in charge by the police.

But we, on the launch, were other-
wise engaged.

Seeing that all was going well on the
tug, we turned back, and chased after
the drifting barge. The man in charge
was doing his utmost to keep the barge
in the middle of the river.

The launch slid alongside, and four
ovr five of us boarded her. Tinker and

Palmer and

i of
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I were among the first to geb across,
and Sexton Blake followed with the
inspector, The latter regarded the
bargee sternly.

“Any nonsense, my man, and you'll
be handcuffed!” he said sharply.

“I won't cause no trouble, guv'nor,”
said the man. “I know when I'm beat,
I do. WMot as I've done anything that I
can be pinched for. T'm only in charge
of this old tug, with Jim there as my
mate.”

“We ain't done nothin’, sir!” whined
the barge-boy.

“You've got two packing-cases on
board,” said Sexfon Blake, *Where
are they?”

“Well, they ain't In the cabin!” said
the bargee sarcastically, “Two packing-

cagses? Youwll find 'em down in the ‘old
—if they ain't fallen through the
boltom!"”

“Well, make yourselves useful,” said
ttf}fe inspector. “Get those hatches
off1”

The man sullenly obeyed, helped by
the boy. And when the hatches were
off we saw two huge packing-cases re-
posing in the hold, on the top of some
gravel ballast. Both cases were securely
screwed down.

“Spot the
Tinker.

“By jingo—yes!” I exclaimed.

Round the tops of the cases were
numbers of small holes, bored through
the wood. It was quite obvious, now
we knew the truth, that these holes
had been piaced there in order to pro-
vide the prisoners with air.

I was relieved to find that the cases
were 50 large. The inmates would not
even be ¢ ped. But I was quite sure
that they were sick to death of their
adventure by this time.

Sexton Blake and Tinker and T
dropped dewn into the hold, and a
serew-driver was produced by the
bargee. Then, without delay, Biake
commenced unfastening the massive
lids. The screws looked big, but.they
came out easily enough.

And at last the lid was loose.

air-holes?”  muttered
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“Up with it!” I exclaimed huskily.

The lid was raized, and we all siarved
eagerly into the interior. The case
contained either Nelson Lee or Sir
Montie, we were sure of that, But then
we received a sudden shock.

A man was in the box, certainly—but
he was o stranger!
vas a coarse, beeryv-faced man,

2

et us fiercely, And we looked at him
with absclute consternation.

“What—what the dickens
mean?” 1 panted.

“I really dom’s know, Nipper,” said
Sexton Blake. “But it is an extra-
ordinary state of affairs. We will open
the other case.”

This was soon done. We had hopes
of finding both Nelson Lee and Montic
in that case, for it was the larger of
the two. But when it was opened we
saw t this, too, contained a bound
and pagsed stranger! He was a youth
of about eighteen, and he looked really
frightened.

“It’s more than I can make out,”
said Tinker, scratching his head. “ Who
the dickens are these chaps, and where
al  Nelson Lee and Tregellis-West
eyt

A wild” thought struck me that the
rouzi-looking pair in the cases were
aciually the guvmor and Montie, dis-
guised. But a moment’s close inspec-
spection told me that such a thing wa,
impos

The

docs it

iC.
whole thing was staggering.

CHAPTER 11,
All Screne!
rgZERE was despair in my heart as
E’ I turned to Sexion Blake.
0 “It ssems that we've drawn
blank, after all, sir,” I said dully.
“We've captured the crooks, but we
havea't seen any trace of Mr, Lee or
Monlie. What shall we do? What
can we——"
“Thore's no call for you te be so up-
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set, young 'un,” said the bargee, taking
hold of my shoulder, “Haven't you got
your wits about you?” |

I shook the hand off.

“Kecp your paws off me!” I snapped,
“I didu't ask for your opinion—"

_“And yet, my dear Nipper, you some-
times value my opinion quite highly,”
said the bargee ceolly. “Don’t look so
startled, young 'un!”

HMBegad!” exclaimed the barge-boy
with a chuckle.

I thought I was going dotty for a
moment, and Tinker was staring at the
pair with startled eyes. Then abruptly
Sexton Blake burst into a roar of hearty
laughter. T dashed forward.

“Guvnor!” I gasped.
awful swindier!”

“I'm sorry, Nipper—"

“¥ou spoofing fraud!" I yelled,

“That is no way to talk to your
master,” said the bargee sternly.

“And Montie, too!” I roared. “By
jingo! What the dickens do you mean
by it, you bounder?”

And I seized the barge-boy and
waltzed him along the narrow deck.

The truth, startling enough, was that
the bargee and his boy were none other
than Nelson Lee and Sir Montie
Tregellis-West, 'We could be pardoned
for not recognising them at first. They
were wearing dirty old clothes, and their
faces were grimy and unrecognisable.
Sir Mentie was not even disguised—
except by his clothing and by the dirt.

Nelson Lee, however, had altered his
facial expression for our benefit. If was
an casy matter for him to do that for a
short peried, although such a method
of disguise could not be continued for
long.

“You deceived us nicely, Lee,” said
Sexton Blake.

“And 1 must ask you to forgive me,”
exclaimed the guvnor. "It was merely
a joke. I saw that you were about to
gearch the barge, and I told Tregellis-
West that we would keep up the decep-
tion until you had opened the cases.”

“But what does it mean?” I asked.

“How did you manage it?”

“You—you
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“The story is quite simple,” replied
Nelson Lee. “I was unfortunate enough
to fall a victim to Palmer and Rogan.
They stunned me, and when I awoke I
found myself in a packing-case. Food
and water were handy, and there was
plenty of air. Upon the whole, I did
not suffer much discomfort. I guessed
that Tregellis-West was stowed away in
a similar case, and I discovered this to
be the truth later on.

“We were placed in an old ware-
house, and left in charge of this bargee
and his boy. There's no need for me to
go into details,” said Nelson Lee. “The
bargee was curious, and he thought he'd
like to have a look at me. He did look,
and I overpowered him. The rest was
quite simple.”

“¥You changed places
capiors?” asked Blake.

“Exactly,” said Nelson Lee. “We
bundled thenm: into the cases, screwed
them down, and calmly waited for
events.”

“Why didn't you escape while you
had the chance?” I asked.

“Because I was anxious to get hold of
the rascals,” said Nelson Lee. “I didn’t
know where they were, or when they
would be coming. By staying in the
warehouse, I knew everything. Montie
and I kept to ourselves as much as
possible, and we succeeded in maintain-
ing the deception. My plan was to go
down the river with the tug, and to give
the whole crowd in charge at the first
stop.”

“So our part in the game was really
unnecessary?” smiled Blake.

“Not at all,” the guv'nor said quickly.
“¥ou have rendered the utmost assis-
tance, my dear fellow, and I thank you
heartily. I am very glad, however, that
Montie and I were not in the helpless
position you expected to find us in.”

“Didn't I tell you that your guvnor
could be trusted to make gcod?” asked
Tinker, with a nod. *“Still, it’s been a
bit of excitement, and I'm jolly pleased.
We haven't worked togethar for
months,”

with your

THE MYSTERY OF ST. FRANK'S!

The
pleted.

We found it necessary to tell our side
of the story, and Nelson Lee was pleased
when he heard that the raid had been
successful. The whole game was how
wrecked. Rogan and Palmer were in
the hands of the police, and their
villainous scheme had fallen to the
ground.

explanations were soon coms-

Sir Montie refused to return to the
school until he had had a complets
change of clething. So, upon the whole,
it was considered the best for us all to
go to Baker Street,

The delay was not a long one.

And when Sir Montle was arrayed In
a brand new outfit—which fitted him
atrociously, according to his own ideas
—we set out for the schiccl. Nelson Lee
was himself again, too.

We parted with Sexton Blake and
Tinker, laughing and cheerful, and the
three of us went off in a taxi in the
direction of Holborn. A wire had been
sent to Lord Westbrooke, and he would
come to the school.

It was still daylight when we arrived,
and the courtyard was thronzed with
fellows when we strolled in. Handforth
was the first junior to spot us. He stood
stock still for a moment, and then let
out a yell which might have been heard
in Holborn.

“Hurrah!” bellowed Handforth,

“Mr. Lee!”

“And Tregellis-West 1™

“They've come back!”

“My only hat!”

There was a tremendous rush, and we
were surrounded.

“Ciood oid Montie!”
“Glad to see you back!”

“Tharee cheers for Mr, Lee!”

“Hurrah!"”

The ovation we¢ received was tumultu-~
ous. Seniors came out in sceres, and
joined in the uproar. The courivard
was simply packed with excited fellows.
Lee had the greatest difficulty ju fight-
ing his wey indeors.

roared Pitt;
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Handiorth was in his element. He
grabbed hold of me, and danced me
round as though he had suddenly taken
leave of his senses.

“What did I say?” he shouted.
“Wasn't that information correct?”

? I said. “Handy, you're a

ha, hat”

“Ycu needn't laugh,” I went on, turn-
ing to tha crowd. “It's your turn to look
silly now. You laughed at Handforth
when he was on the right track.”

“Exactly!” said Handforth, nodding.
“I knew what I was doing all right, and
I knew that there was something fishy
about that beastly wharf. And yel these
duffers wouldn't take any notice of me.
Huh! It seems to me that the Remove
only containg twe brainy chaps.
Nipper's one of 'em!”

“Thanks!” I said. “And meodesty, I
presume, prevents you from naming the
other brainy one?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

But Handforth was victorious for
.once. He had every reason to crow—
and ke certainly did it.

Before supper-time thinegs were almost
normal. Of course, Montie had to tell
his story again and again, and there
certainly would be no peace for him
that evening. He was ordered to go
before the Head, and thz Head con-
gratulated him.,

After that'his uncle arrived, excited
and overjoyed. And, on the strength of
his freedom, Montie was presented with
a nice little fGfty-pound cheque. He
caused numerous cheers by annouicing
that he would provide a glorious spread
on the morrow.

And, meanwhile, the end of the little
drama was taking place—in Nelson
Lee’s study. There was only one other
person present. And that perscn was
Ralph Leslie Fullwood.

He stood before the Iousen
quaking in his shoes. He was ten
afraid that he would be expelled.
Nelson Lea looked stern and grim as he
sat back in his chalr and eyed the
guilty Removite,
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“ Now, Fullwood, I have to deal with
you,” he said quietly.

“Ye-es, sir!” falteved Fullwoed.

“It was solely owing to your con-
spiracy with Palmer that Tregellis-West
was captured,” continued Nelson Lee
“The trouble was caused by you, and it
is only right that you should receive a
very severe punishment—-—"

“But—but I didn't know, sir,” said
Fullwood meekly. “I've been a fool, sir
~—I know. But I did come forward and
give the information, didn't I, sir?”

“In a way, you did, and in considera-

tion of that, I am prepared to treat you
with leniency,” said Nelson Lee. I
hope this will be 2 lasting lesson to you,
Fullweod. You got into the hands of
these men, and they made a tool of you.
You will be flogged severely—now.”
“Thauk you, sig!” muttered Full-
wood.
“Purther, you will be confined to
gates for a period of two weeks,” con-
tinued the Housemaster. “Your half-
holidays will be stopped, and I shall
keep my eye on you, Fullwood.”

“Yes, sir,” said the culprit. “It's—
it’s awfully good of you not to take me
to the Head.”

“I can assure you, Fullweod, that if
you are caught with such companions
again there will be no mercy for you,”
said Nelson Lee. “I am only dealing
with you lightly now, because I am con-
vineed that you were led away.”

Fullwood hung his head.

A mement or two later the punish-
ment commenced. Ralph Leslie went
through it with a vengeance. By the
time the flogging was over he was so
sore that his face was screwed up with
pain. He yelped ence or twice, but, on
the whole, he tcok his punishment
pluckily. Fullwood was not a coward.

When he went, he made straizht to
Sludy A in the Remove passage.
Guiliver and Bell were there, shivaring.
They were in morta] fear that Fullwood
would sneak and drag them inte trouble
as well.

“Did—did you give us away?” askad
Bell huskily.
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Fullwood's lips curled.

“You needn't squirm!"” he said. “I
didn't give you away, and it's all over
now. I've often said a lot of rotten
things about Lee, but he's not such a
bad sort, after all.”

“Haven't you gol the sack?’
Gulliver, staring.

“No.”

asked

“You've been flogged?”

“Can't you see it?” snarled Full-
wood. “I'm racked with pain, and you
ask me if I've been flogged. Lee laid it
on with all his strength.”

“Beast!” said Bell.

“I'm jolly lucky to get off so lightly,”
said Fullwood. “I'm gated, but that's
nothin’, If you chaps had had a spark
of decency, you'd have come forward
and stcod by me—instead of skulking
here.”

“Rot!" said Gulliver. *“Where would
be the sense of that? You wouldn't
have been let off more lightly——

“Oh, yes, I should,” said Fullwood
sourly. “It would have mada all the
difference to me. The punishment
would have been divided up. But, on
the whole, we haven't done so jolly
badly out of the business. We got a
good few quids from Palmer, an’ we
haven't spent it yet.”

“Yes, there's that,” agreed Gulliver.
“By George, you won't find me messin’
about with any of these gamblin’ dens

again. We thought they were safe in
London, but we've had our eyes
opened.”

“We have!” sald Fullwood grimly.

The next day everything was going on
as usual. Sir Montie Tregellis-West
seemed none the worse for his alarm-
ing adventure. I was startled when I
heard how he had escaped from the

attic.

“¥ou reckless dummy!” I exclaimed
warmly. “You might have been
killed!”

Sir Montie smiled.
“Dear fellow, I wasn't killed. and
everythin' is all serene,” he said

THE MYSTERY O

5
languidly.,

FRANK'S!

“So what's the good of
draggin’ up the past? I saw a way of
escape, an' I teok it. That's all.”

“And, incidentally, you proved that
you re as plucky as

‘Pray talk sense, old boy,”
rupted Montie hastily.

He was very modest, and he con-
sidered that his action had heen quite
ordinary. And he was so tired of being
praised up by the fellows that he
threatened to cancel the spread if they
didn’t dry up.

And after that not a word was spoken
on the subject.

That feed was a record one.

It was held in the Common-room,
since there was no other apartment
large enough to accommodate the
crowd. The Common-reom wasn't, if
it came to that. The guests overflowed
into the passages, and the uproar was
considerable.

But the masters took no notice. It
was a free and easy evening, and prep
was not even thought about.

But if we imagined that our adven-
tures in London were over we were mis-
taken. Tor we were destined to have
some more excitement before we left
London to return to the rencvated St.
Frank's,

inter-

CHAPTER 12,
The Apparitionl
DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
E glared round the Remove
dormitory.

“Who's had my slippers?” he de-
manded warmly.

Nobody troubled to answer.

“Can’'t you hear me?” roared Hang-
forth.

“As I was saying,” remarxed Pitt,
“football in London is rather a tem-
porary business, We can’t do anything
properly until we get back to St
Frank's. We shall have to buck up with
our practice ¥

“Where are my slippers?” bellowed
Handforth.

“Begad! Will

somebody  kindly
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smother that frightful ass with o
pillow?” asked Sir Montie Tregellis-
West languidly, “It ain't reasonable to
suppose that a fellow can get to sleep
with that noise roarin’ through the
dormitory.”

But Handforth was not to be silenced.
The Remove had come up to bed ten
minutes earlier, and most of the fellows
were kelween the sheets. I was already
in bed, and I grinned as I waited for
things to Leppen.

Handforth rose from his bed, looking
Iric.

"I want to know where my slippers
are,” he said, “They're a brand new
pair, and I left them under my bed.
It’s a pity a fellow can’t leave slippers
under his own bed! Who's boned
them?”

“I expect vou left them somewhere
elsg, you ass,” said McClure, “I saw
a pair of slippers in the study this
morning.”

“I brought those slippers up here this
evening—and now they've gone,” said
Handferth. “I don’'t like to make a
fuss—"

“¥ou hate the very idea of it,” re-
marked Hart sarcastically.

“L don't like to make a fuss,” re-
peated- Handforth, “but I'm not going
to rest until those slippers are found!”

“And vou wo%t let anybody else rest,
will you?” said Pitt. “4f you don't dry
up, my sqn, we'll smother you with your
own bedclothes. Can't you see that
these chaps want to get to sleep?”

But Handforth was obstinate.

“When I start a thing, I always
finish,” he said firmly. *Some rotter
has pinched my slippers, and I'm not
going to bed without them!”

“My hat!™ sald Watson.
sleep in your slippers?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“INo, I don't!” bawled Handforth.

“Ther what do you want them neow
for?”

“I want them because they're mine—
I don't believe in 1obbery!” said Hand-
forth bhmtly. “I wouldn't mind Let-
ting that you took ’em, McClure. I

“Da you
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ure sob up in bed.
T've heard about that tie every day
for a week. T've had it rammed down
1y throat from morning till night!” he
sad deliberately. “I'm fed-up with it—
and I'm fed-up with you!”

“What!”

"I woulda't touch your slippers if you
berged me to accept "em,” said McClure

. “Go te bed, and let somebody
sleep! I recken you ought to be
gagged when you come up into the
dorinitory, you—you gramophone!”

ITandforth laughad bitterly.

“Even my own pals twrn against
me!" he sneered. “All right, my son.
I'll scon show you what’s what! I'm
Lleszed if I'm going to be jawed at by
an ass iike you, Arnold McClure!”

“Here, steady!” gasped McClure.
“Don't you touch me—-"

“Go easy, Handy!"” I grinned. “If
you're not careful, you'll have a prefect
along-—and then you'll receive a slipper
ia a place where you don't like it.”

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“T'm going to wipe up the floor with
this rotter!” said Handforth firmly,

He bent over McClure, and the next
seeond  theve was a terrific uproar.
Handforth, McClure, and a pile of bed-
clothes descended to the floor with a
series of bumps. Legs shot out every-
where, and the noise was terrific.

“Yaroooh!” gasped McClure, fighting
his way to the surface, *“You—you
babbling lunatic! If you aren't careful
vou'll have the Head here—and then we
shall all be gated, or scmething.”

“Drag the ass off befors he does any
harm,” T said briskly.

Many willing hands seized Handforth.
He was yanked up, lifted into the air,
and planked down upon his own bed
with ~ sufficient force to break the
springs.  He floundered there for a
moment, and then hobbed up like a
Jack-In-the-box.

“1 want my slippers!” he panted
fiercely. “I shan't rest—"

Whiz!
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body’s pillow caught Handferth
n the mouth, but he thirust it

a51ae.

“Ady slippzrg-—"
“Oh, my hat!” caid Pilt wear
“Deesn't  anyons koo where

beastly slippers are? We shall ne
get any rest until they're found.

i Ive
never heard af tuch a pestering bounder

in all my 1
“S]n'\p°1‘ exciaimed  Corn
Trotwocd, r’ﬂLhmw a word of

“Is E!l‘x)‘bGQ‘-’ mh(.ng about slipper

The juniors gasped.

“Is anybody ta.l\.m" about slippers
said Pitt weakly. ““Oh, my hat!”

Cornelius Trotwocd—tihe twin brother
of the redoubtable Niccdemus—was
extremely deaf, and he had been dozing
during Iandfcrth’s earlier re
The comnotion had awakened him,
he blinked round amiably.

“Do you know anything about ‘em?”
demanded Handferth.

Eh?”

“My slippers!” said Handforth.
“Have you taken them, you duffe1?”

Cornelius looked surprised.

“Why should I suffer?” he inguired
rildly.

*'Ha, ha, ha!”

“Buffer!” gasped Hendforth, “You
—yvou deaf idiot! TI'll make you suffer
in a minute if you don’t wake up! If
you know where my slippers are you'd
better tell me before I roll you on the
floor 1™

“I really must ask vou to speak a
lttle louder, my gecd Handiorth,” said
the deaf junior. “What was that you
were saying ahout the door? You can’t
expect me to hear if you only talii in
whispers,”

Handforth breathed hard.

“I'm not going to punch you, Trotty.”
he said, “aithough T feel like it. You
can't help being deaf, so I'll humeur
you. I always believe in kindness to
fellows who aren't quite all there.”

“¥es,” said Cornelius, “I think it
needs cutting!”

“Eh?”

“Your hair—"
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“My hair!” gasped Handforth.
" You—dotty ass—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

IHave you seen my slippars?”’ roarved
Handforth.

“ I understocd you to say somelhing
about your hair, my good Handforth,”
said Trotwood mildly. “But how is
your hair connected with your slippers?

saw your slippers this evening. They
vere downstairs

“An!” said Handforth.
at last!”

“Why should I speak fast?” asked
Cornelius.

“Oh, my goodness!”

“Your slippers were in Study B,”
went on Trotweod mildly. “I happened
to see them when I went in there to
spealkk to Hubbard. They were being
worn—-"

“What!” roared Handforth.
bard was wearing my slippers?”

“No, Hubbard wasn't!” snapped the
junior. “Don’t jump to conclusions,
you ass. Now I come to think of if,
Long was wearing a pair of new
slippers. He told me he’d paid five bob
for 'em!”

“Go on!” said Handforth ominously.

“I didn’t know they were yours,” said
Hubbard. *“Long offered to let me have
them for three-and-a-tanner—

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The awful young thief!” said Hand-
forth, “I'll skin him for this!” d

Handforth marched across to the bed
occupied by Teddy Long, the sneak of
the Remove. Long's tubby form was
curled up, and he was breathing heavily
and regularly. This was rather remark-
able, for I had noticed that Long’s eyes
were gpen a minute earlier.

“You little cad!” said
rrabbing Teddy's shoulder,

Snorel

“T'm going to skin you!”

Snore!

“And you won't get out of it by pre-
tending to be asleep, you fat little
burglar!” said Handforth, pulling the
clothes back with one sweep, “I'll give

“The truth

“Hub-

Handforth,
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you cne chance to confess,” he added,
administering a slap.

“Yarooh!” howled Long.
asleep!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You -won't be asleep for long!"” said
Handforth sourly. “What the dickens
do you mean by irying to sell my new
slippers?”

Long blinked at him dazedly.

“I—I'm

““Haile! What's the trouble?” he
said sleepily. * Gimme my bedclothes,
Handiorth, “'Tisn't time to get up
yet!”

“What have you done with my
slippers?”

“Your slippers?” said Long, pucker-
ing his eyebrows”~ ‘“How the dickens
should I know—"

“If you try this innocent stunt on
me, I'll swips you until you can't sit
down,” said the leader of Study D.

“I—1 didn't know they were vours,
Handy,” caid Long weakly. “I-—I found
’em, you know. I thought they were
mine. I—I had a pair just like 'em.
They're in Study B, vou know Hub-
bard wouldn't buy ’em, the mean beast.
I—I mean——"

Long was yanked out of bed.

“T'll teech you net to touch iy pro-
perty!” suid Handforth grimly. " You'll
go dovwnstairs now, you young hounder,
and yowll fetch my slippers up here.
Understand? Buzz off before I fan
you!”

Teddy Long shivered.

“I—I'm nct going now!” he panted.

“¥ou are!”

“But- but it's all dark-—"

“I don't care about that!”

“And I might meef a master

“If you meet a master, tell
truth,” said Handforth, “You
get into a row for feiching a pair of
slippers. Clear off, you shiverinz ass!
If you den't buck up, I'il pitch you out
on your necl!”

Teddy Leng looked round appealingly.

“I—I say, you fellows,” he pleaded.
“It isn't right to mal®2 me go down
now, is it? It's all davk, and—and I
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don’t know my way about properly—
Yarcoh! Leggo my ear, Handforth.”

“ You'd better cut off at once, Long,”
Isaid. “You took Handforth's slippers,
and deserve a hiding for attempting to
sell them. Youwll be getting off lightly
if you simply have to fetch them back.”
. Long was the most cowardly fellow
in the Remove, and he shook as he
edzed his way towards the door.

“I—1 shall complain to the Head
about this!” he said falteringly, “The
stairs are all black, and—-"

“¥You rotien little funk!” said Hand-
forth contemptuously. “T1'll give you
your choice, if you're afraid of the
darkness.  You'll either go and fetch
thess slippers, or youll take a hiding
on the spot.  Which is it to be?”

Teddy Long knew what Handforth's
hidings were like.

“T'll—TI'll go!” he said, with a gulp.

e cpened the door, gazed outside

for a moment, and then fcok the
plunge. The landing was in total
darkness, anpd somebady was unkind

enough to close the dermitory door.

Teddy Long groped his way to the
hes of the stairs, shivering with
frigat. At last he reached the stairs,
and he descended them as hard as
he could pelt, and made his way to
Study B. By the time Leng had found
the slippers he was in a pitiable con-
dition.

Quivering in every limb, he groped his
way back to the hall, cluiching the
slippers f y. He fancied he sbav:

rotesgue shapes in every corner; bu
Ee hacé the strength of will to fight
st the fear which was rapidly
wering him.

Ha managed to get to the top of the
stairs at last. He gasped with relief
=3 he turned into the corridor. The

itory was only a few yards now.

derm
He could see the slit of light beneath
the door.

And then he stood stock still, frozen
to the spot.

Right in front of him, about ten
vards off, scmething was moving. Teddy
Long gazed at it with his tongue cleav-



45

Ing to the roof of his mouih, and with
his hair bristling upon his head.

He was unable to move, and his gaze
was fixed.

The scmething took shape, after one
horrible moment. At first it had been
2 mere hoze sgainst the blackness.
But then it changed in character. The
haze disappeared—or, rather, it took on
a definite shape.

Instead of a haze, Teddy Long saw
an object which brought a gasp of
absolute terror from his parched
throat. It was a skeleton—and it was
moving towards him slowly and deliber-
ately.,

And then, at the lasgt second, Long re-
covered the vse of his limbs.

Wwith a wild scream, more husky
than loud, he fled along the corridor,
blundered into the dormitory, and col-
lapsed in a heap on the floor.

“ Great Scott!”

“What the merry dickens!”

“Shut-—shut the door!™ secreamed

Long. “It's coming in—it's coming
in!”

“¥You young idiot! Youre scared
over nothing——"

“It's coming in!" shricked Long.

Hubbard closed the door, after a
somewhat nervous glance oud into the
darkness. All eyes were fixed upon
Teddy Long. He crouched on the floor
shivering in every limb. I jumped
out of bed, for I saw that Teddy was
in a really bad way.

“Get up, you young ass!” said Hand-

forth., “My hat! Haven't you krought
my slippers?  T'll punch you—-—"
“Ne mind  yeur slippars now,

Handy,” I breke in sharpl
1% to stand any of your
little idiot is half-crazy w

“Long isn't
The
. Pull

yoursclf fogether, Long safe
enough here!”

“Don't let it come iIn!” moansd
Teddy., “Oh, it was ghastiy!”

I pulled him to his feet, and sat him
on one of the beds. His face was ashen,
and there was a wild expression in his
rolling eyes. The other fellows began
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to see that the junior was genuinely
frightened.

‘Hand over some water,” I said
briskly.
Teddy Long gulped down a glassful

of water, and sat panting heavily.

“Pull yourself together, kid,” I
sak “You needn't be scared now.
What did you see? I expect it was
your fancy-——"

“It wasn't—it wasn't!” gasped Long.
“I—I saw a—a skeleton—"

“A which?”

“A what?”

“A skeleton!” said Teddy fearfully.
“QOh, it was horrible! I-1I caw it
down the corridor. It was a kind of
film at first-—all hazy and indistinect.
Then it grew info shape, and—and it
was a skeleton! It came towards me
with its arms outstretched, and—and
there was an awful smell—-"

“Rot!” interrupted ~ Handforth.
“The chap imagined it alll”

“Of course he did!"”
major.

And their view was shaved by almost
everybody in the Remove dormitory.

said Owen

CHAPTER 13,
The Haunted Cerricor!

CMEHOW, I couldn’t quite believe
S that Teddy Long was a victim
of sheer imagination. He was fan-
ciful and nervous, but he was not quite

so nervous as all that.
“You'd peticr get into bed, my son,”
I said. “Co to sleep, and don't be
sear d any more. Youre all screne

slippers?”  de-
3om‘ silly slinpers!” I
Give 'el a rest, for good-
! I you want them so
go and fetch them!”

id Handfor “And
ittle funk a ing to-

ivered afresh.

let him go!” he
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I rushed to the window, and what | saw brought a cry to my llps. " Guv'nor

—guv'nor!" 1 panted. '“You—you—"" Nelson Lee’s perilous position made

me fes! faint, ke was lylng on the roof, his head over the edge, gripping the
Chinaman by the wrists.
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panied. “Thal horrible thing will get
him! Don't let him go! His slippers
are at the top of the stairs, but—but
that skeleton is there!”

Handforth laughed scornfully.

“Do you think I'm afraid?” he de-
manded. “I'm not full of fancies,
Long. I don't believe in ghosts!”

He moved towards the door, and
everybody watched him. A good many
fellows, I kmew, wouldn't have ventured
out into the darkness just then. Long
had made them feel creepy, and they
were glad to be in their beds.

“He's going!” whispered Long fear-
fully.

“Let him go!” I said. “You snuggle
down, Teddy, and make yourself easy.
I'll go with Handforth, if you like, to
keep him company.”

“Oh, yes—do!" faltered Long.

“Rot!"” snapped Handforth. *“ Do you
think I'm a kid? Keep me company,
indeed! I'm going alone, thanks!”

I grinned.

“Just as you like,” I said, “I expect
you'll come back whole. And when
you've got your slippers, you'd better
put ’em in a glass case, and seal the
case up. They'll be famous for ever,
after ail this fuss!®

“I haven’t made any fuss!” said
Hangtorth warmly. “If you accuse

“Oh, he's off again!” I groaned.

Handforth snorted, and strode to the
door. A moment later he was outside,
and the door was closed. Long sat in
bed, watching the door with a fascin-
ated gaze which made me feel rather
uncomfortable,

Nobody spoke, except in whispers. A
minute passed, and we all leoked for
Handforth's return.  Then, suddenly,
there was a scuffle outside the door.
The next second the door burst open,
and Handforth appeared.

His face was white, and his cyes were
staring.

“Good—good heavens!” he panted.
closing the door, and leaning against
it.

“What's the matter?”
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“Have you seen anything, Handy?”

“Tell us, you ass!”

“Speak up!”

Handforth tock a gulp of air.

“I—I saw it!” he said shakily.
“Long was right! I saw something
out there—a filmy kind of skeleton

“You've been dreaming,” said Pitt
bluntiy.

“I haven't!” gasped Handforth.
“I'm not the sort of chap te imagine
things, am I? I scoffed at Long, be-
cause I thought he was a silly little
ass—a scared baby. But there's really
something out therel”

I jumped out of bed.

“Something!” I repeated.
you see it distinctly?”

“No—it was only hazy,” said Hand-
forth, sitting at the foot of his bed.
“I thought it was my fancy at first,
but then I saw that the blur took on
a kind of shape, until it looked like a
skeleton.”

“That's — that’s rtight!” faltered
Long. “1 don't want to stay in
this scheool any more! I shall ask my
people to take me home!”

“The rotten place Is haunted!” =aid
Gulliver, looking frightened. “The-—
the ghost may come in the dormitory
next—"

“Dry up!” I said sharply. “There’s
no sense in scaring the mervous chaps,
Gulliver. If you're afraid, keep it to
yourself. I'm game to go out into the
corridor to investigate. Who'll come
with me?”

There was 2
answered. #

“I'll come,” said Watson, at last.

“Begad! An’ you can reckon on
me, dear old boy,” said Montie.

“Good!” I said briskly.

“I'm game, too!” said Pith.
go out—"

“Thanks all the same, but I think
the three of us will be sufficient, old
man,” I interrupted.

“I—I snouldn’t mess about with it!”
said Hubbard, hugging his knees in

“Didn't

pause before anybody

“Well
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bed. “The best thing we can do is to
yell, and bring some masters and pre-
fects here. What do you say?”

“Geod idea!” declared Gulliver
“ Help—help—"

“Chuck a pillow at that idiot!” I
rapped out.

Swish!

Somebody obliged, and Gulliver sub-
sided.

“That's the very way to get the
whole dormitory into a panic,” I de-
clared engrily. “Keep calm, for good-
ness' sake. There's no danger, and
we don't want the masters here until
there's something worth bringing them
for. I shouldn't be a bit surprised if
the ghost is really a moonbeam, shining
through the branches of a tree.”

“Oh, rot!” said Handforth. “The
sky’s all cloudy, for one thing, and I'm
not suclr an ass as all that! This thing
I saw was at the end of the corridor,
and I don't mind admitiing that T
bunked.”

1 looked round.

“Well, we mustn’t bunk, that's all”
I gaid. “We've got to find out what
the thing is. Are you chaps ready?”

“Waiting for you, dear fellow,” said
Sir Montie.

“Come on!" I said.

“I hope you come back all right—
that's all!” said Handforth. “I'm not
the kind of chap to ecroak, but don't
blame me if you fellows go dotty; it
wouldn't be a difficult job to turn you
dotty, anyhow!”

Several juniors grinned, and some of
the tension was relaxed.

“Are you trying to comfort us?”
asked Watson bluntly.

“I'm only giving you a word of warn-
ing," said Handforth. “If you see that
thing, take my advice, and bunk.
Everybody knows I'm not a coward,
but when it comes to ghosts, I draw
the line. I've seen this thing, and I
know what I'm talking about. Go
easy, my sons!™

For Handforth to use that tone was
significant. He was the last fellow in
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the world to advise a chap to hunuk, and
it proved that he had been really

startied by what he had seen. The
matier-of-fact Handforth was half-
ready to believe in ghosts! The ap-

parition must have been particulariy
awesome.

I led the way out of the dormitory
before anybody could say anything
else. The electric light was burning in
the apartment, although, of course, it
wasn't supposed to be. Morrow of the
Sixth had seen lights out half an hour
earlier, and had switched off the
“juice.” But, although the switch was
a patent one—turned only with a key
-—several juniors were able to work the
thing easily.

“My hat! It's dark out here!” mut-
tered Watson.

The wide corridor was pitchy black,
and it was weil calculated to make even
a strong-willed fellow mnervous and
touchy. A chill draught blew along
from somewhere, and we shivered,

“Keep your pecker up, my sons,” I
whispered. “And don't forget that
r2 are no such things as ghosts.
r somig funny ass was playing a
X on Long and Handiorth, or they
imagined things. It's quite possible
that Christine & Co. have been up to
some of their rot!”

“I—I don't believe it,” said Watson.
“Christine couldn't scare a chap like
Handy!”

We moved forwerd cautiously. I led
the way, and my chums followed. Just
near the head of the stairs the corri-
dor took a turn, and a long section of
it led away to the Third and Fifth dor-
mitories.

I reached this turn before the others,
end I felt my way round. I carried
my clectric torch ready to be switched
en at any moment. But it would be no
rood looking for a ghost with a light
burning. If possible. I wanted {o take
the thing by surprise.

Just round the bend I paused.

A window stood a little distance
ahead, on the lefs, but scarcely any
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light entered. And all was dark and
still Joeyond. Then a sound came (o
my ears—a faint, dim sound. A board
creaked. I set my teeth grimly, d
waited. Genuine ghosts don't make
beards ereak!

I waited and watched, Tregellis-
West and Watson remaining just in my

rear. And as I stared down the pas-
sage, I fancied I saw something
moving in the darkness—something

lighter than the black surroundings.

It was so indistinct and hazy that
for a few moments I thought I was
mistaken Then I stared harder.
The haziness was fading, and the out-
line of a human skeleton became op-
parent.

And the awful thing was moving for-
ward—owards us!

“Oh, my goodness!” muttered
Watson. “Can—can you see it?”
“Begad! i

“Don't jaw, you asscs,” I breathed.
“There’s nothing to be alarmed about.
That thing's no ghost—it’s a fake!
It's either a joke of somepody’s, or
something deeper. But it’s human
enough.”

Montie znd Tommy were relieved.
But, at the same time, they were feeling
rather uncertain. Personally, I was
convinced that the apparition was a
fraud. The skeleton looked horrible
enough, but the proportions were all
wrong. It was my opinion that some-
body was dressed in a tight-fitting suit,
with the skeleton painted on his clothes.
Perhaps the paint was luminous, which
accounted for the spectre being seen in
the darlkness. And the culprit only
needed to wear a cloak to render him-
self entirely invisible. The merc open-
ing of the cloak would exhibit the
ghost at ance.

“Yes, it's a fake,” I repeated grimly.

And, without waiting for anything
further to happen, I dashed forward,
switching on my e.echnc torch. The
brilliant gleam of light revealed a black
figure for a second, but then it van-
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ished. And when I reached the spot
there was nothing to be seen.

I came to a halt, puzzled and slartled.

Then, without any warning, some-
thing soft seemed to envelop me. My
strength ebbed away, and all I remem-
ber is sinking to the floor, dazed and
dizzy, with my head whirling.

Sir Montie and Tommy did not Liow
what was happening. They saw me
dash forward, and they saw my light
suddenly extinguished. But there was
no eassailant visible to them. They
only knew that I had rushed forward,
and that there was no sign of me.

“What—what’s happened?” gasped
Watson fearfully.

“Dear old boy, T can'’t tell you,” said
Montie, clutching at Tommy's arm.
“But Nipper seemed to collapse, or
something’ Supposin® we go forward?”

I was there all right, but not in a
position to answer. Watson and <Tre-
gellis-West went forward gingerly. They
had no eleciric torch, and they were
in total darkness. The wiicle experi-
ence was creepy and weird.

Their anxiety for me was greater
than their fear, for they did not mind
admiiting afterwards that they wers
hoth in a state of blue funk as they
went along that passage. Nobody
really believed them, for they had
proved themselves to be just the
apposite.

“He seemed to vanish just about

here,” remarked Watson softly, as he
felt his way forward. “I can’'t imagine
—— Great goodiess! What—what's

that?”

“What's what, dear fellow?”

“My—my foot touched something,"
said Watson huskily, “I—I say,
Montie! We ought to have brought a
light with us—-"

“Begad! T've got some matches,
breathed Tregellis-West.

“QOh, good!”

Montie produced his box of matches,
and within a few seconds one of them
was faring up. The weak light seemed
quite brilliant to the boys after the in-
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tense darkness. They only nesded one
glance ahead to convince them that
something serious had occurred. A
black figure was lying huddled on the
floor. .

“Oh, goodness! It's Nipper!” mut-
tered Watson shakily.

“What's the matter with the dear
boy?" asked Montie anxiously. " Begad!
T've burnt my fingers now!"”

He dropped the match-end, and
struck another light. Watson grabbed
nhold of me, and pulled me over. My
face was pale, I believe, and I leoked
rather awful in that flickering light.

“He must have fainted,” said
Tommy. “And can't you smell any-
thing, Montie? There's a kind of nasty
smell in the air—it's making me feel
quite dizzy!”

Sir Montie ncdded.

“The best thing we can do, old
fellow, is to rush away to Mr. Lee's bed-
room,” he said. “This affair is too

much for us to handle, an' we'd better

let Mr. Lee know at once. Come on!"

Tommy Watson nodded.

“Yes, youre right!” he said. “We'll
fetch Mr. Lee.”

They hurried from the spot, excited
and anxious.

It didn't take them long to reach
the Housemaster's door. Everything
was still and quiet, and there was ap-
parently no sign of the ghost return-
ing. Watson rapped upon the panels
of the door sharply.

“Hallo!” came Lec’s voice. “Who
is that?"

“1, sir—Watson!”

“Watson!” exclaimed Nelson Lee.

“What on earth are you doing out of
your bed at this time of night? Wait
one moment.”

The door opened, and allowed a wel-
come flood of electric light to stream
into the passage. Tommy Watson and
Sir Montie Tregellis-West stood there,
blinking at Nelson Lee.

“Tregellis-West, too!"” exclaimed Lee.
“What on earth is the meaninz of

OWN LIBRARY 53

this? Why are you not in your dormi-
tory?”

“IVs—it's Nipper, sir,” said Watson.
“He's unconscious!”

Nelson Lee stared.

“ Nipper unconseious!” he repeated.
“Upon my soul! You are both as pale
as death. What has happened?”

“It—it was the chost, sir—-"

“The ghost?”

“Yes, sir—the apparition,”
Watson. *“The skeleton—"

“Dear me!"” exclaimed Lee smoothly.
“There is evidently something wrong.
Come inside, and tell me exactly what
has happened.”

“Yes, sir!”

And the two juniors entered the
Housemaster's bed-room, and the door
was closed  Nelson Tee regarded
Montie and Tommy keenly.

said

“Now,” he said, “let me hear the
trouble.”
CHAPTER, 14,

Helson Lee's Promise!
TOMMY WATSON clutcned at Lee's
arm.

“But we want you to come, sir
—now!” he exclaimed huskily. “ Nipper
is lying unconscicus, and—and that
awful thing might take him away, or
do him an injury. You must come
now, sir.” .

“Begad, yes!” said Montie.
no time to lose, sir!”

Nelson Lee regarded the palr keenly.

“Very well—I will come at once,” he
sald. “But if you have been alarming
yourselves needlessly, my boys, I shall
be annoyed. Lead the way, Walson.”

Watson dashed to the door, and went
out into the passage. Montie and
Nelson Lee followed. The Housemaster
detective, who knew a great deal about
boys, had no idea that the situation
was so serious as Watson made out.
Lee believed that somebody bhad been
joking.

But

“There's

his thoughts underwent a
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change three minutes later. TIor, ar-
riving in the long corridor, my chums
were relieved to find that I was still
lying there. Nelson Lee strode for-
ward, and bent down beside me.

“Hold this, Watson,” he ordered
sharply.

Tommy took the electric torch which
Nelson Lee handed over. The bright
rays enveloped me, and perhaps the
light helped to revive me. At all events,
I stirred and opened my eyes.

“He's coming round, sir,” said
Watson, “Oh, gcod!”

“Hallo! What the dickens—-" 1
paused, and looked round dazedly.
“What's the matter here? And

what's wrong with my head? It feels
like a lump of lead, and it’s throbbing
Great Scott! Is that you,
guv'nor?”’

“Yes, Nipper,” said Nelson Lee. “I
am glad to find that you are all right
-—although, a moment ago, you looked
extremely pale. I shall be very pleased
to hear what has happened to bring
about this state of affairs.”

The guv'nor produced his brandy
flask, and compelled me to gulp down
one or two mouthfuls. My strength
began to return.

Nelson Lee stowed his flask away.

“What is all this talic about ghosts?”
he demanded. “Give me a full ex-
planation at onee, boys. It may in-
terest you to know, Nipper, that you
were bowled over by a drug. Do you
know how the drug was administered?”

“No, sir, I don’t,” I replied. “And
what was it—chloroform?"”

“No, not chloroform,” replied Lee.
“I can't give it a name at the moment.
It is some Bastern drug, and it is
highly dangerous unless wuged with
extreme caution. ¥ou are lucky to
have escaped so lightly, Nipper—and
the very presence of the drug proves
that there is something grim and
sinister about this affair.”

“That’s what I think, sir,” I said.
“We were out looking for a ghost, sir,
and I saw the thing down this corri-
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It looked like a skeleton, but T

"

dor.
am sure it was only a fake

“One moment,” interrupted Lee.
“Why were you looking for a ghost?”

“Because some of the other fellows
caw it, sir,” I explained. “The dor-
mitory is awake now, and some of the
fellows are scared out of their wits.
Long saw the thing first, and he was
nearly crazy with fear.”

“Why was Long out of the dormi-
mw?u
“That's hardly sticking to the point,
guv'nor,” I protested. “Long only
went downstairs to fetch something.
And on his way back he saw an awful-
looking skeleton moving towards him.
When he came info the dormitory he
was as white as a sheet, and nearly off
his head.”

“Long is a nervous boy,” said Lee.
“He imagines things—"

“That's what Handforth said, sir,”
put in Watson “And Handforth went
out, as bold as brass, scofing all the
time. But after five minutes he was
back, almost as badly scared as Long
had been. He saw the thing, too.”

“So you three came out to investi-
gate—is that it?"

“Yes, that’s right, guvnor,” I re-
plied. “I caught sight of the ghost
down this corridor. I was sure it was
a fake, and I thought perhaps some
silly ass belonging to the College
House was responsible. So I charged

at the thing, and it seemed to vanish
into n zir. Anyhow, it faded away.”
“Into a recess, probably,” said Lee

zrimly, “And what then?”

“I don’t remember much more, sir,”
I replied. “I felt myself become weak,
and before I could yell I simply col-
lapsed.”

“H'm!” murmured Lee. “I should
say that the mysterious marauder—
probably a thief—sprayed vou with
this drug, and you conseguently col-

lapsed to the floor. But ths whole
matter must be thoroughly investi-
gated.”

“I can't imagine why anybady should
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dress up as a ghost,” I went on. “It
seems such an idiotic thing-—"

I broke off, for at that moment we
all became aware of footfalls, and as
we watched, the figure of Sun-
cliffe hove into view. The T
master was attired in a dr g
and slippers, and he carried a light
candle in his hand. His hair was look
ing like a mop, and he prezented a
somewhat untidy appearance alto-
gether.

‘He stared down the passage at us.

“Really, how fortunate!” he ex-
claimed. “I was just about to arouse
you, Mr. Lee. Is anything the matter
here?”

“These boys have been seeing ghosts
—that is all,” smiled the guv'nor.

Mr, Suncliffe started.

“Ghosts!” he ejaculated. “Dear
me!”
“Why, have you seen i, sir?” I
asked.

“No, Nipper, I have not,” said Mr
Suncliffe sourly. “I do not believe in
ghosts, and what has come over the
school is beyond my comprehension.”

“But why were you coming to me,
Suncliffe?” asked Nelzon Lee.

“Why was I coming?” repeated the
Third Form master. “I want you fo
come to my dormitory, Mr. Lee. The
Third Form is awake, and some of the
boys are in a highly nervous condition.
They are only youngsters, and it seems
that they are thoroughly frightened™

“But why, sir?” I asked.

“Because the boys have been kept
awake by rappings on the walls,” said
Mr. Suncliffe grimly. “These rappings
have continued, at intervals, ever since
the lights were put out. 1 was called
into the dormitory, and I must con-
fess that the whole thing is very
mysterious. The taps are most dis-
tinct, but it is impossible to locate them.
The juniors also declare that they

eard the sound of flendish laughter—
but that, I am certain, was pure
Imagination.”
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“My hat!” mutiered Watszon.
whole school is haunted!”

Nelson Lee looked grave.

“Haunted by spirits of a very human
type,” he remarked. ‘“These manifes-
taticns are occurring simultaneously,
it seeras, and the only object of the
perpetrators can be to get the boys
into a panic.”

“But why?” asked r. Suncliffe.

“I'm not quite sure—although I have
a suspicion,”’ said Nelson Lee, “I will
come with yocu to the Third Form dor-
mitory, Mr. Suncliffe, after I have paid
a brief visit to the Remove. There are
some boys there, I believe, who need
calming.”

Nelson Lee led the way to the Re-
move dormitory. I was only too glad
to get back Into bed. We found that
hzaif the Remove had dropped off to
sleep, and the others were much calmer
now. A few words from Nelson Lee
put matters right, and everybody was
soon atb his ease.

Then Nelgon Lee departed with the
Third Form master, and I fell straight
off to sleep. I didn't waken until the
rising bell clanged cut—and I left my
bed feeling almest as fresh as ever.

“Well?” I said, yawning. “What
aboypt the ghosts?”

Handforth sniffed as he looked out of
the sunny window.

“We were asses last night!” he de-
clared. “Ghosts? What rot!”

“Yes, it’s easy to say that when the
sun’s shining,” remarked Pitt, grin-
ning. “But it's a different story at
night, when everything is still and
dark. You weren't so contemptuous of
ghosts last night, Handy.”

“I suppose it does make a differ-
ence,” admitted Handforth. “But I've
been thinking over things, and it's my
belief that some silly ass was playing 2
trick on us last night.”

“Bob Christine, perhaps?” suggested
McClure.

I shook my head.

“The Monks had nothing to do with
it,” I said. “Most of you fellows were

55
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asleep when Watson and Tregellis-
West and I came back. Mr, Lee was
with us, and I can teil you thal some-
thing queer has been going on.”

*Yes, rather,” sald Watson. “Why,
Nipper was unconscious for ten
minutes. Hz encountered the ghost out
in the corridor, and we found him
lying senseless on the floor.”

“Unconscious?” asked Handfortl
Didn't I say he was senseless?’’ said
Tommy.

“Yes, but he's always senseless—"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“I was bowled right out,” I said,
grin{}ing. “My head still aches a bit

“Fainted through fright, I sup-
pose?’ asked Fullwood, with a sneer.

“No, that's more in your line,” I
retorted. “Some kind of drug was
sprayed over my face, and it's as clear
as daylight that the ghost wasn't a
ghost at all, but a fraud.  Somebody
was trying to get up a panic. The
kids in the Third didn’t escape, either.”

“Why, did they see the ghost?”
asked Pith.

“They appear to have had a variation
of the manifestations in their dormi-
tory,” I said. “They had spirit rap-
pings—or something that was supposed
to be spirit rappings. Perhaps some-
body wants to clear us out of the
school.”

There was a good deal of discussion
on the subject, and when the Remove
went downstairs, they heard all about
the Third’s experiences. Owen minor
was relating everything to an inter-
ested group of Remavites in the hall

“¥You chaps can talk ahout your
ghosts all you like,” he said. “But
we had a rotien experience in our dorm.
Not five minutes after the lights had
been put out, something started tap-
ping on the wall”

“Some ass playing a joke, I expect,”
said Owen major.

His minor glared.

“I knew you'd say that!” he snapped.
“As a matter of fact, we did think
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some funny idiot was having a lark,
Eat after a while we knew that there
was no joke about it.  The rappings
came from all sides. Jolly mysterious,
it was!”

“And what about that fiendish
laughter we heard?” asked Heath.

“And those hollow cackles?” said
Lemon. ’

Owen minor shook his head.

“I didn't hear any laughter, and 1
didn't hear any cackling. I believe it
was one of the kids snivelling,” he

id.

“Rot!” snapped Heath. “I heard
as plain as anything.”

“Well, it's pretty rotten,” said Owen.
“I'm blessed if I shall want to sleep
in the Third domitory again, if that
sort of thing goes an. Half the chaps
will be afraid to go to bed to-night!”

Owen minor was quite correct in this
statement. And the same applied to
the Remove. All the juniors professed
to be contemptuous of ghosts and
ghostly phenomena, but I was positive
that when bed-time came there would
be a marked reluctance on the part of
the more nervous fellows to retire.

Nelson Lee, too, was of this opinion.
He was greatly concerned over the
whole matter, and he was summoned to
Dr. Stafford’s study during morning
lessons. He found the Head lcoking
worried.

“I am very glad that you are here,
Mr. Lee,” said Dr. Stafford. “What
does this all mean? I am referring, of
course, to the strange happenings
which took place last night.
suggest any explanation?”

“I hardly know at the moment,”
said Nelson Lee. “But it seems that
some evilly inclined person is making
an attempt to frichten the hovs i

“¥ou are of the opinion, then, that
the ghost was the result of human
agency?” asked the Head.

Nelson Lee smiled.

“My dear sir, there are no such
things as ghosts,” he said. “This affair
was engincered by something very

Can you
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human—and there can be little doubt
thap the object is to get up a scare—a
panic.”

“But what
reason?

“Probably to get us all out of the
school as quickly as possible.”

“Well, that will be achieved unless
soniething is done,” declared the Head.
“I shall not be able to keep the boys
here if we experience any more nights
such as last night. The junors, in
particular, will be in a very nervous
state when they go to bed to-night.
And if any ghostly effect is produced
there will probably be a panic. By the
end of the week the whole school will
be disbanded.”

“I am glad that you realise the
seriousness of the situation, Dr. Staf-
ford,” said Nelson Lee. “I quite agree
with you. Something must be done—
to-night—to put an end to this situa-
tion.”

The Head fapped his desk agitatedly.

“Do you know, Mr. Lee, that I have
received no fewer than fifteen applica-
tions from the boys this morning?” he
said. “They want to be sent home—
they are afraid to remain in the school.
You may be sure that those hoys will
write home, and anxious parents will
communicate with me—or call upon
me. I am really in a great state of
worry. Even the Fifth Form had a
visitation last night. Several seniors
have declared that their sleep was dis-
turbed by uncanny sounds during the
small hours. What is to be done?”

“It is my opinion that the whole
trouble was caused by one man,” said
Nelson Lee thoughtfully, “Such a
thing is possible—although, from the
reports we have received, one might be
excused for believing that a whole army
of tricksters was at work. One man
could have accomplished the various
moves easily enough. First in the cor-
ridor, in the guise of a ghost. Then the
rappings in the Third Form dormitory,
and so on.” *

#But how did he cause the rappings?”

why? For
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i “There are several cupbeoards in the
jlear passage,” sald Nelson Lee. I
examined them closely early this morn-
ing. The rear wall of thess cupboards
is also the north wall of the Third
Form dormitory. It would have been a
simple matter for the marauder to
move from one cuphoard to another,
and to rap upon the wall. The other
sounds were caused in a similar way.”

“And the ghost?”

. “A fake,” said Nelson Lee. “A ghost
is the easiest thing in the world to fake
—al midnight. And with a lot of boys
to deal with, the task is even easier. I
am glad that Nipper was awake last
night. He did much to quell the fears
of the Remove boys."”

“But I am worrying about to-night,
Mr. Lee,” said the Head, “I do not
know what to do. The boys will go to
bed, I dare say, but they will be rest-
less and uneasy. At the first sign of a
ghostly manifestation there will be a
panic 4

“I have a plan in mind,” interrupted
Nelson Lee. *‘I want you fto leave this
matter in my hands, Dr. Stafford. As
I have told you, I have a suspicion of
the truth. But to-night, with ordinary
luck, I shall be certain. In any case,
I promise you that the mystery will be
cleared up to-night.”

Dr. Stafford's relief was obvious.

“1 trust you, Mr. Lee—I rely on you,”
he said. “¥ou have eased my mind a
lot, and I hope that you will be success-
ful in your efforts.”

Nelson Lee left the Head shortly
afterwards, and he was busy until
morning lessons were over. He sallied
out into the City, and when he returned
shortly before dinner, there was a look
of quiet satisfaction in his eyes. I met
him as he was coming in through the
courtyard. =

“Youre looking cheerful, sir” I
remarked. “Have you found anything
about the ghosts?”

“My dear Nipper, you need not he
afraid of any ghosts to-night,” smiled
the guv'nor. “Evervhody can go to hed
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in comfort and with easy minds. It is
most improbable that there will be any
further visitations.”

“But aren’t you taking
cautionary steps, sir?” I ul

The guvnor shrugged his ehOU]"l”lE

“What can we do?” he asked.
“Where would be the sense of seiting
people to watch the coiridor? The
most sensible thing for every hoy to
do is to forget last night's affair and
go to sleep.”

“Then nothing’s going to be done at
all, sir?” I asked.

“There is no sense in wasting one’s
time,” replied Nelson Lee vaguely.

He walked off, and the other juniors
who had overheard the remarks looked

at one another with disappointed
expressions.

“That's rotten!” remarked Owen
major. “Nothing's going to be done!”

“I expect they're all afraid!” sneered
Fullwood.

At the same time the majority of the
fellows were disappointed to learn that
Nelson Lee meaunt to take no action.
They were assured, however, that if
they went to bed quietly, everything
would be all right.

Personally, I was rather puzzled. It
was not like Nelson Lee to abandon
a thing so tamely. And I wasn’t ready
to believe that he had done so. And
my surmise was nct wrong.

Shortly after ten that evening the
guv'nor came across me alone in one of
the passages.

“QCh, Nipper, I want
study,” he said briefly,

I followed him along the corridor,
and regarded him curiously when we
were within the study with the door
closed.

“What's the
meekly.

“There is no erime, Nipper,” smiled
Lee. “I want a word with you pri-
vately. To get to the point, I shall
require your assistance to-night at haif-
past eleven. When the other boys are
asleep, slip your clothes on and peep
out of the dormitory.”

you in my

crime, sir?” I asked
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I was eager in a sccond.

“What's the game, sir?”
bending forward.

“I should imagine you ought to guess
what the game is.”

“The ghost?”

“Of course,” said Nelson Lee.

“But you told me this afternoon that
no action was to be taken——"

“¥ou will pardon me, Nipper, but I
told you nothing of the sori,” said the
guvmor calmly. “I did not give you a
direct answer—for an excellent reason.
I wanted the boys to talk; I wanted
them to meake it known that no pre-

I asked,

cautions would be taken to-night. We,
however, will be on the alert.”
“Fine!” I exclaimed heartily. “And

what's the programme, sir?”

“You'll find that out later—when
the time comes,” was Nelson Lees
reply.

CHAPTER 15.
Capturing the Ghostl

coD!”
‘ ;l I sat up in bed and mur-
mured the exclamation with

great satisfaction. Eleven-thirty had
just struck, and everybody in the
Remove, barring myself, lay aslecp.
The dormitory was quiet and still,

There had been no disturbances of
any kind whatever.

The Remove had gone up to bed at
the wusual time — nine-thirty. The
fellows had been rather unsettled after
the lights had been put out. Untii ten
o'clock not a boy thought of sleeping.

But after that, one by one they
dropped off. By half-past ten every-
body was asleep, except the more ner-
vous fellows. And as nothing took
place between half-past ten and eleven,
they fell asleep, too.

And now everything was quiet. I was
the only wakeful fellow in the dormi-
tory. I slipped out of bed, and quickly
pulled some clothes on. Then I crept
across the dormitory and slipped out-
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side. At the end of the corridor, in 2

little recess, I found Nelson Lee.
“That you, Nipper?” he breathes.
“Yes, sir.”

“Good lad!"” said the guvnor. “Not
a word. Just walt with he.”
He whispered a few other things,

which I received with feelings of ex-
treme satisfaction. And after that we
waited.

The minutes ticked away slowly.

The whole school was now in a state
of slumber, and it was a good chance
for the *“ghost ™ to begin his operations.
Of course, there was no guarantee that
he would begin at all.

It was quite likely that the man
would do nothing that night—that he
would allow the school to settle down
once more. Then, on some other night,
when everybody was feeling comfort-
able, he would begzin again.

But it was just as well to be prepared.

I was expecting midnight to chime
out at any moment when I fancied I
heard a slight sound down at the cnd
of the longer corridor. I had my hand
on Nelson Lee's arm, and I fell him
grow rigid.

He, too, had heard the sound.

And together we waited expectantly.
Another faint creak came to our ears.
And then, far down the passage, we
saw something dim moving. Yet every-
thing was pitchy black in the passage.
The object which moved was lighter
than the darkness—a kind of dull
luminaosity.

And as it grew nearer we faintly saw
the outline of a grotesque-looking
skeleton,

A slight thrill passed through me, but
I was not at all scared. I was con-
vinced that the thing was human, and
that took all the terror cut of it. We
knew that we were dealing with a spoof
ghost.

The] thing came onwards, slowly and
silzanily,

At last it was within twelve fest, and
was just passing a small window set in
the wall. And exactiy as it drew level

a9

i Nelson Lee pulled with all his force

upon a rops which he held in his hand.

Swish!

There followed a clattering kind of
thud, and a shrill cry of surprise and
rage. Both Nelson Lee and I switched
on our electric torches at the sane
second, and darted forward.

There, on the floor, lay the ghost—a
captive,

He was struggling fiercely—strugsling
in the meshes of a powerful net!
Escape from it was impossible, for the
more he strugeled the more he became
entangled.

“I think we've beaten you, my
friend!” sald Nelson Lee grimly.
It had been the guvnors idea. The

fixing of the net upon the ceiling had
been a comparatively simple task. It
had been slung aloft, and was arranged
so that one tug would cause it to drop.
We had simply waited until the ghost
walked beneath the net, and the latter
had dropped upon him.

And as our lights blazed upon him
wa saw that he was a Chinaman!

“Well, I'm jiggered!” I exclaimed.
“A Chink!"

“Of course, Nipper,” said the guv'nor.
“What did you expect to see? I was
convinced from the first that our
Chinese friend was responsible for this
little by-play. Have you forgotten the
Yellow Band?”

I looked down at the captive with
great interest. He was a smallish
fellow, dressed in a closely-fitting black
suit. Upon the surface of the material
the skeleton was painted—as I had
originally guessed,

A black robe over the top of this
completed his attire, It was a loosely-
fitting thing, and one sweep was suffi-
cient to envelop him. This had the
effect, in the darkness, of causing the
apparition to vanish at a second's
notice.

“I should advise you to subinit
quietly, my friend,” said Nelson Lee
grimly. “You won't do vourseli any
good by attempting to get away.”



6o

The Chinaman ceased his struggles
with the net, and looked at us with his
eyes glittering in the light of the
ekctr,c torches,
no meance harm,” he said pant-
“Me velly solly!™
It’s rather late to be sorry,” said
Lez. “You have been attempting to
causz {rouble in this school by means
of your s

in

B

Chinamen plaintively. “No tly to do
any damage. Me no thief, boss. Letltes
w2 go liee, and I come back no more.
Allee same big piece solly!”

“Get up, my friend, and we'll talk
afterwards,” said Lee curtly.

We helped the Chinaman out of the
net. But the cunning rascal was intent
upon gaining his liberty—if such a
thing was possible,

The very second he was free from
the nzt he acted.

Although Nelson Lee was holding his
'11-11 he wriggled round like an esl,
cd out of his cloak, and darted
amnf’ the fioor. The v.ho.b thing was
unexpected.

“Now then,
guv'ner.

I flung myself forward, and grabbed

t ¢ Ciainaman’s leg. To lose him in
izme way after capturing him so
ne?tiy would be gailing in the extreme;
and I did my utmost to prevent the
rescal slipping through our fingers.

I saized his ankle, but he tore it away
imstantly. WNelson Lee was upon him,
There was a quick tussle, and I saw the
guv'nor attempting to hold the captive.
But the fellow was amazingly agile,
and it was almost impossible to retain
a grip. And as I was rushing forward
the Chinaman slipped away
went down the

with Nelson Lee in full pursuit.
ent after him, and was quite certain
t the fellow would be

Nipper!” pgasped the

“Lie only play leetle jokee,” said the |
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mthln a minute or two. He darted up |

& narrcw staircase which

unper 1loo;

guvnor!” I gasped,

led to thei

o
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This advice was rather umxece:sary,
se Nelson Lee was domg his
ssb to get held of the fumw\c The
yellow man, however, was racing up the
stairs es fast 25 he could 2o.
Even if we lost him, there was some

b

satisfaction in. knowing that the
mystery was selv My thoughts were
curicus as I rushed up the stairs. A

good deal passed tizrough my mind in
thos2 brief sesconds.

I remembered a former encounter
with this man &nd his rascally com-
panions. Thers was a whole gang of
them, and they were quartered far
underground, in some old, disused
g s. The enirance to their lair
ap lcd to be a manhole in the very
courtyard of the school itself,

At least, this was one entrance, for I
hiad entered by it with Sir Montie Tre-
gelil esi; and we hsd only just
escaped by a bare inch with Nelson
Lee’s timely assistance, It had been a
risky experience.

I khad supposed that Scotlzand Yard
would act upon the information we had
keen able to supply. But the authorities
had decided to hold their hand for a
while — probably hecause they were
anxious to capture the Chinamen “with
the goods.” There would be little use
raiding the place merely to discover a
common apimm deil

For these yellow fiends were engaged
in the drug traffic. They were respon-
sible for the smugzziing of considerable
quantities of that deadly drug, cocaine.

I was pretty sure, in fact, that this
vellow band had pretty nearly the
vhole cocaine trade in their hands so
iar as the West End was concerned.
They supplied their wares by devious
courses to certain depraved circles.
All this passed Lhrough my mind as
hurried up the stairs. And I won-

T

dered why the yellow brutes had played
*TJC‘C

upon  the school.  The
ction was that their
s hindered—nserhaps
2d—by ocur prosence. /ears
=t building had heen empty, and

this

¥
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the Chinamen had had their own way.
The coming of the St. Frank's crowd
had changed everything.

Arrived on the landing, I just caught
a glimpse of Nelson Lee diving into
one of the upper rooms—a topmost
attic. I was in the doorway myself a
moment later. The Chinaman was
just in the eet of scrambling through
the window.

A cickly kind of feeling came over
ne.  Did the fellow intend to throw
Limself down to death? And then T
remzmbered. These rear attic windows
were built actually in the roof itself.

Immediately below the window-sill
the tiled reof sloped away to the gutter.
Bui it was a very steep slope, and it
seemcd impossible that any human
being could escape by that means.

“Come back, you fool!” exclaimed
Nelson Lee hoarsely.

But the Chinaman took no notice.
He scrambled out upon the roof, and
at that moment I joined the guv'nor at
the window.

The night was not absolutely dark,
and we could see our late quarry quite
distinctly. He was edging his way along
the roof, sideways. His intention, it
seemed was to get along to the end of
the building, and escape altogether.

“Shall—shall we go aiter him, sir?”
I panted.

“Good gracious, Nipper, what are
you talking about?” asked Lee. “It is
practically impossible to obtain a hold
on this roof. Only a man with the
agility of a monkey—and in a state of
desneration—would dare to attempt it

ood heavens!”™ T whispered.

For, as we waltched, the Chinaman
slipped.  His feet failed to retain their
grip, and he slithered for a clear foot,
his fingers clutching at the tiles. Then
for 2 second he paused.

But his hold was net strong enough,
and again he slid. This timz he
gathered such speed that there was no
possible hope of checking his downward
courze. ITe slithered down the tiles
with a low, pitiful seream.
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Gl

For he knew death
awaited him,

The building was high, and the walls
were absolutely sheer, and far below
there was nothing but the paved court-
yard. The man would be dashed to
dzath.

I closed my eyes in horror, not car-
ing to see the last of the wretched man
as ne went over the edge of the roof
to his doom. Then a curious, gasping
cry came to my cars, and with it a
metallic creak,

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Nelson
Lee. "Look at that, Nipper!”

I looked. And I thought that T was
dreaming for & moment. The China-
man's head was still visible above the
gutter! In a last despairing effort,
prompted by the instinet of self-
preservation, the fellow had clutched
at the edge of the gutter as he fell feet
foremost over the cdge of the roof.

And he had gained a grip—and was
hanging there, kzatween life and death.

“My goodness!” I muttered. “He's
saved himself from certain death, sir!
But what can we do? Ib's impossible
to rescue: .

“Helpce—helpee!” panted the China-
man, his voice eracked and shrill with
fear. “Me be veily good—me tell you
evelything, Savee me! I slipped—I no
hold longee!  Allee samee dead!”

Nelson Lee turned to me sharply.

“Rush downstairs to the lower land-
ing,” he said anxicusly. *In the second
cupboard from the corner you will find
2 long coil of rope. Bring it here at
once—and hurry.” .

“Right, sir!” I said briskly.

T went off like & streak of lightning,
and fairly tumbled down the stalrs
four at a time. A human life was to
Lo saved—and, even if that life was
it was our duty to make
mpt to cave it.

I found the cupboard at once, and
the coil of rope hanginz up as Nelson
Lee had indicate zing it, I pelted
upzleirs at top

that certain

3 oceurring
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en the roof which I had not antici-
pated.

After I had gone Nelson Lee half

climbecd out of the window, waiting
impatiently for me to return.

“Keep cool!” he said rapidly. “A
acpe is being fetched, and if you can
heold on for two minutes you will be
saved.”

The Chinaman gave a pitiful cry.

“Me no hold on,” he panted. *“ Allee
samee dlop down. One minute—him
no good! Me dlop one piccee now. No
holdee on!*

“Have courage!™ said L=e sharply.
“The rope is coming

“Me no hold—slippee allee
gasped the Chinaman. “I go!”

Nelson Les tooX in a deep breath. To
see a fellow-creature plunge to his death
before his very eyes was too much for
him.

“Wait!”
coming!”

He climbed out of the window, and
cautiously edged his way down the roof.
It was a terribly risky thing to do, and
if T had been there I should have
sereamed to him to come back. For it
seemed like certain death.

One slip, and all would be over! Both
he and the Chinaman would plunge to
“their doom!

Nelson Lee was risking his own life
in order to save that of this worthless
heathen. It was a mad thing to do;
but that was just like the guvnor. ile
never thought of dangers.

And he wormed his way down the roof
head-first until his outstretched hands
gripped the gufter. The position was
enoush to turn anybody faint with
horror.

But Nelson Lee was absolutely cool
Even in a tense situation like this he
kept his nerve. And, reaching out his
hands, he bade the Chinaman grasp
them.

“Do not pull teo tightly, or we shall
hoth plunge down!” he warned. “Help
will be here almost at once!»

The Chinaman said nothing. He
clung to Lees hands as a drowning

tims,

he rapped out. “I am
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man will clutch at a straw. And at that
moment I rushed to the window. What
I saw brought a gulping ery to my lips.

“Guvnor—guvnor!” I panted. “You
—you—"
“It's all right, Nipper—keep your

head!” said Nelson Lee, with icy calm-
ness, “Throw the rope down cautiously
so that I can grasp it. Then tie the
other end to the uom-auohwand lmld
it as well. Make haste, young 'un!

The guv'nor’s very position made me
feel faint. He was lying on the roof,
his head over the edge. And he was
gripping the Chinaman’s wrists.

In a perfect fever of anxiety and
horror, I flung the rope down. The rest
was merely a matter of physical exer-
tion. Holding on to the rope with one
hand, Lee was secure. And it was a
simple matter for him to assist the
Chinaman. Four minutes later both of
them were safe and sound within the
attic.

The rescued man, panting heavily,
flung himself at Lee’s feet.

“*Me vellee glateful-—allee samee your
servant,” he muttered. “You savee my
life. Me do anyting. You my master
—me obey your orders. Yen Sang vellee
glateful. Me no betlay you. You savee
my life!”

“Yes, and you weren't worth it!” I
said huskily. “You must have heen
mad to get on to that roof like that!
Nobedy else but Mr. Lee would have
had the courage to go down to your
assistance.”

“Yen Sang, you must regard your-
self as my prisoner,” said Nelson Lee.
“You need not pretend to be surprised
when I tell you that T am fully aware
of your game. Your object was to
frighten the boys of this school, so that
big trouble would be caused. But you
have failed, and I intend to hand you
over to the police, with all the other
members of your drug-smuggling band."”

Yen Sang clutched at the guvnor's
feet as he grovelled.

“Me your servant!” he exclaimed.
“Me no care whatee you do. My life is
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yours, and I glateful. Me showee you
how to find others. Allee samee help
to catch bad Chinamen!”

“What does he mean, sir?” I asked.

“He is apparently intending to con-
vey the knowledge that he is willing to
help us to get hold of his comrades,”
said Nelson Lee. “T've saved his life,
and he is anxious to make amends.”

“‘But we can’t trust him, sir,” I said.

“¥You tlust me allee light—me 10 be-
tlay you,” said the Chinaman earnestly.
“Me be dead if you no savee me. Me
sollee. Do muchee for yeu, blave
Blitisher!"”

Nelson Lec looked at the Chinaman
very grimly. The fellow sounded sin-
cere enough. But was there any truth:
in his statement? Would he help to
round up the other members of his
rascally band?

CHAPTER 16,

Yen Sang's Littie Way!

ELSON LEE, I felt sure, was not

N' lilkely to accept the yellow

raseal’s word. At the same time,

there was just a chance that he was

in earnest. He certainly ought to have

been, considering that he owed his life
to Nelson Lee,

“Well, sir, what are you going to do?”
I asked.

“I hardly know yet, Nipper,” said the
guvnor. “In any case, there is not
much to be gained by going down into
the old sewers. We have been there be-
fere, and we know what they contain.
‘What I mostly require is to discover the
secret hiding-place of the drugs these
Chinamen have been  smuggling.
Cocaine and opium, for cxample. I
want to know where I can lay my
fingers upon the hidden store.”

Yen Sang’s eyes gleamed.

“Tlust me,” he said softly.
showee you evelything.”

“Look here, my friend,” said Nelsan
Lee, catching the Chinaman by one arm.
“I want you to be straightforward with
me—if such a thing is possible. ¥You

“Me
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must tell me everything you know, if
you are anxious to help me.’

“Me takee you down into tunnel,”
said Yen Sang. “Me showee you big
piccee storehouse. Me vellee glateful,
and no betlay you. Me betlay yellow
men.”

Nelson Lee considered for a moment,

“Very well,” he said smoothly. “We
will go with you, Yen Sang. And you
must not be offended if I do not take
your word. You will lead the way, and
I shall follow immediately in your rear.
I shall have a revolver, and it will ke
pointing at your back. At the very first
sign of a betrayal, I will shoot!”

“That's the way, guv'ner,” I said,
nodding.

But the Chinaman shook his head,
and smiled.

“No playee tlicks,” he said. ‘“‘Me
vellee tluthful. Me want to get away
flom my fliends. No more my fliends—
me glad to levenge on them. Me heipee
you, bess. No talkee out of hat. Me
tluthful.”

“Well, you sound fairly sincere, said
Nelson Leée. “Lead the way, Yen Sang
—but don’t forget my warning. I am
taking no chances.”

“But you no tlust me?” asked Yen
Sang.

“I will trust you when you prove
that you are worthy of being trusted,”
said Nelson Lee quietly, “Now gct a
move on.”

The Chinaman nodded, and passed
down the attic stalrs to the floor be-
low. We went along a corridor, and
then down into the hall, Nelson Lee
unlocked the door, and then we fol-
lowed Yen Sang out into the dark
courtyard. We found that he had made
a habit of entering the school by means
of a small window in the servants’
quarters. The window was barred, and
it had been considered impossibie for
any human being to get through. But
Yen Sang was astonishingly slim, and
extremely slippery. He had found no
difficulty in negotiating the restricted
passage DLetween the bars.

Out in the courtyard there we
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iron covering, which ostensibly con-
cealed an ordinary drainpipe. The

Chinaman lifted this covering, and a
shallow hasin was revealed. But it was
only o fake.

One touch caused the basin to sink
away, and a deep shaft was revealed—
the shaft leading right down into the
depths of the earth, There were iron
supporis fixed at regular intervals
down the wall.

Yen Sang led the way, and the guv'-
nor and I followed.

1 had been terribly afraid that Nelson
Lee would forbid me to undertake the
trip. But he had said nothing—and I
naturally kept my tongue still. I was
very anxious to be with him on this ad-
venture.

We arrived at the bottom of the
shaft, and found our new friend await-
ing us. The Chinaman did really seem
grateful, and it was his intention, it
appeared, to betray his own friends as
a mark of his gratitude.

““You follow me,” he whispered. “We
no wantee light.”

“Lead the way, then,” said Nelson
Lee. “One moment, though. I should
like to know exactly where you are
leading us to?”

“Me showee you cocaine and other
dlugs—heap plenty of them,” said Yen
Bang. “Me no takee you to my fliends.
Me showce you dlugs, then you come

back. Savvy? Allee same make hig
laid with police. Me no wantee g0
plison.”

“I'll see that you escape punishment
if the raid is successful,” said Nelson
%.ele “But go .ahead now—and don’t
allk.”

We proceeded along the old sewer in
the darkness, It was quite cold down
there, and we walked briskly. Nelson
Lee kept one hand upon Yen Sang's
shoulder, so that the man would not
slip away in the darkness,

_And I brought up the rear. We con-
tinued in this way for several minutes.
Then came a slight turn in the tunnel,
and a dim glow was visible ahead. Yen
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Sang came to a halt, and the guv'nor’
and I bumped into him.

“ Goee careful,” whispered the China-
man. “Store-loom close here--we no
wantee go to place where my fiiends
are. Savvy? Me stop soon, and then
you see. All one piece honoulable.”

“I hope you are,” said the guv'nor.

Again we went on, and I understood
what the programme was. The store-
room, containing the smuggled cocaine
and other drugs, was situated by itself,
away from the apartments occupied by
Yen Sang's yellow colleagues. The
Chinaman's scheme was to show us the
secret of the place, and then escort us
away. He knew well enough that any
trickery on his part would lead to
disaster—for himself.

At last we came to a doorway set back
in the tunnel. We could dimly see it
in the light which was reflected from
the room farther along. And Yen Sang
paused, and came closer.

“Be plepared to lun!” he
“No safee. If we seen we—"
*“Great Scott!” I gasped abruptly.

‘A pair of lean, sinewy hands grasped
my neck from the darkness behind. The
next second I was pulled over back-
wards. Nelson Lee, before he could act
in ahy way, was similiarly sattacked.
And Yen Sang, with one swift move-
ment. snatched the guv'nor's revolver
out of his hand.

We had heen captured!

Prepared for treachery as we had
been, we had been taken by surprise.
The guv'nor fought like a demon, buf
it was hopeless. Before we knew where
we were, seven or eight of the yellow
beggars were upon us.

There was a tremendous Jabbering,
and I noticed that Yen Sang was doing
most of the talking. I bitterly realised
that he was explaining to his friends
how completely he had duped and de-
ceived us,

There ‘were many exclamations of
satisfaction when he had finished.
Lights were brought by others, and
then the guvnor and I were carried

said.
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along the tunnel until we arrived in a
siuare stone apartment.

The place reeked of opium, and there
were several flickering lamps burning in
different corners of the dungeon—for
it was really little better. Nelson Lee
and I, each held by four Chinamen,
had no hope of getting away. We had
been disarmed, and to make any at-

fempt to break away would he mad- |

ness.

“Looks like trouble, sir!” I remarked
breathlessly.

“I've beerd a fool, Nipper,” said
Welson Lee harshly. “I ought to have
had more sense than to let you come
down here—-"

“Oh, don't worry about me, sir.”

“But I do worry about you, my lad,”
said the guvnor. I must confess that
my judgment was at fault. I thought
the fellow was really grateful to me,
and that he meant to be true. And now
we have to pay for our incautiousness.
Yen Sang led me right into a trap.”

“The yellow dog!” I said hotly.

Yen Sang came over towards us, leer-
ing triumphantly.

“‘Allee samee heap big plisoners,” he
said, in a gloating voice. “Me vellee
pleased with you. TFallee into tlap
plenty good. Now you die. No escape
flom here. ¥You dangerous—and you
must die.”

“You confounded rascal!” I roared.
“I—I1n—"

“Don't lose you head, Nipper,” ad-
vised Lee quietly.

“It makes no difference,” said Yen
Sang. “You no gettee away flom here.
Big piecee tliumph for me. Savvy? We
fixee up your death.”

He walked away, still leering, and
with his glittering eyes full of hatred
and contempt. The fact that Nelson
Lee had saved his life weighed for
nothing.

In a very few moments ropes were
brought, and Nelson Lee and I were
bound together tightly and securely.
Then we were left in the centre of the
floor while the Chinamen collected in
a group and talked in their native

OWN LIBRARY 65
lingo, The guvnor was listening in-
tently.

“Can you understand, sir?” I asked.

“Very little, my boy,” said Lee. "I
am acquainted with Chinese, but this
particular dialect is new to me, and I
cannot follow what is being said. Only
one or two words are familiar to me.”

“Do you think they’ll harm us, sir?”

“My boy, I'm afraid they will,” said
the euv'nor quietly,

I locked at the yellow men curiously.
They were attired in all sorts of weird
costumes. Some wore European dress,
others were in native attire; while still
others wore & mixture of the two. And
all were dirty and repulsive-looking.

And after their jabbering had pro-
ceeded for a few minutes, an agree-
ment was apparently arrived af, for
there were many ncds and grunts of
approval. Then Yen Sang came over
to us once again.

“You wishee to know how you die?”
he inquired softly. “Velly well. T tellee

you. You pgo into black cavern and
wait. Then a man him comes, and
uses knife. You both die quick. Then

you will be flung in sewer, dlep in liver,
and float away. A mystery for the
police—eh? Allee same big piecee
joke!”

And Yen Sang laughed to himself in
a manner which made my blood run
cold. I had never pelieved that such
a heartless, ungrateful scoundrel could
exist, And there was no hope for us,
no chance of making our escape. We
were in the hands of these Chinamen,
and it was their evident intention to
get rid of us without any fuss.

“Stabbed and thrown into the
river!” I muttered. “Oh, guv'nor!”

“Keep your spirits up, young ’un,”
urged Nelson Lee.

But I knew that he was only saying
that in order to comfort me. He was
quite convinced in his own mind that
there was no hope for us.

Before we could say anything further
we were seized by many hands and
carried out of the apartment. Along
several tunnels we went until, at
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length, we heard the sound of running
water, And then I noticed an opening
in one of the walls. The sound of the
running water came through this open-
ing. I needed no telling that an active
sewer lay beyond. Probably a sharp
shower was pouring, and the streets
were being emptied into the sewers.

Both Nelson Lee and I were set down
on the floor near the hole in the wall.
Our bonds were tightened up, and then
we were left to ourselves. Total dark-
ness surrounded us, end our captors
vanished into the blackness.

““What's the meaning of this, sir?”
I asked huskily.

“I presume it is the Chinese method
of mild torture,” said Nelson Lee. “We
are to be left by ourselves for a time.
And then, when we least expect if, the
executioner will come along with his
knife. I am afraid, Nipper, that we are
in a hopeless position.”

“It’s not like you to chuck up the
sponge, sir,” I said. “We're alone now
—can't we do something? Can't we
make an attempt to get free—-"

“My boy, such an attempt would be
doomed to fallure,” said the guvnor.
“These knots are absolutely tight, and
the more we struggle the tighter they
will become.”

“And—and do you really think we
shall be stabbed?” I asked huskily.

“These yellow men have nothing to
lose and everything to gain by getting
rid of us, once and for all,” said the
guv'nor. “We are at the mercy of these
fiends, and I fear that nothing can be
done.”

“What ghastly luck, sir!” I mut-
tered.

“Luck!” Lee retorted bitterly. “We
are faced with death solely because of
my foolishness, I was idioi enough to
trust Yen Sang. I prided myself that
I knew something sbout human nature
—but T was wrong. This man has be-
}irfaéy'?d us, even after we saved his

“The way Yen Sang leered at us
made ‘my blood boil,” I said. Vet it
seemed such a safe proposition to start
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with, We weren't going near the actual
danger zone—-"'

I broke ofl with a slight gasp, for a
sudden keam of light had sprung out
of the darkness. I knew at once that
it was caused by an electric torch, and
my heart jumped.

But then I realised that the torch
was my own, or the guvnors. The
executioner had come to carry out his
work., There was no need for any in-
formation to be given on this point.

For a yellow hand, with a knife in its
grasp, was visible on the outskirts of
the light. I gazed at that glittering
blade with a kind of fascination, and
the knowledge that we could do
nothing in our defence galled me to the
utmost.

A soff, thin chuckle sounded.

“Plepare to have the knife,”
the voice of ¥Yen Sang.

As he spoke he turned the light
round, and revealed his own grinning,
evil features, He was alone with us,
and I told myself that our last five
minutes on earth had come.

“Do your worst, you yellow rat!” I
snapped flercely. “If you think we're
going to beg for mercy, youw've made &
mistake! We're not afraid of you!”

Yen Sang placed the torch on the
floor, so that the light played upon us,
and then stepped closer, his knife
ready in his hand. Nothing in tha
world could save us; rescue from an
outside source was impossible.

“You makee one big bloomer mis-
take,” exclaimed ¥Yen Sang in a soft,
purring voice. ‘“Me vellee soliy—"

“Stop that kind of talk!” snapped
Nelson Lee. “You treacherous—-"

“Lettee me explain. Me no tlaitor,”
interrupted Yen Sang, ‘“Chinamen
comee unexpectedly in passage. Me
surplised. No meant it to be likee that.
Me solly if you catchee flight!”

“What are you getting at?” de-
manded Lee curtly. “You have come
here to carry out the orders of your
gang—so what do you mean?”

“Me ordered to knifee you,” ex-

came

plained Yen Sang. ‘‘Me comee here ta
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kill you one piecee quick. Then you go
in sewer. Savvy? You floats down
into liver. Me came on this work for
special leason. Me no play any tlicks.”

“Whnat do you mean?’ I asked, a
faint hope in my breast,

* All blufl—spoofee, as you call him,”
said the Chinaman. “Me velly
fliendly. You save my life—me glate-
ful. Me doee much for you. When we
caught by yellow men me forced te
aglee. They killee me one time mighty
quick if I tell them tluth. So me turn
against you—but only bluffee.”

Nelson Lee caught his breath.

“He means, Nipper, that his friends
surrounded us without his knowledge,”
said the guv'nor. “He was compelled
to agree with them, or his own life
would have been taken. His only
course was to pretend that he had
trapped us. And now he has coms to
carry out the orders of the band.”

“No, no,” gaid Yen Sang. “Me only
pletend to. You escape—I cuttee your
lopes, and you go flee thlough sewer.
Savvy? All very simple. You commee
back with plenty big police. I lettee
you in. Big laid,-and soon allee over.”

“I see,” said Nelson Lee. “So you
are faithful, after all? I thought my
criginal opinion of you could not be
wrong.”

The Chinaman grinned,

“Me your servant,” he said. “Evely-
thing I can do not enough. I never
lepay you for savez my life. You can

swim? Goed! You scon get into liver,
and then allee plenty goed. Heap big
police—-"

“But how shall we get out?” asked
Lee keenly. “In the school courtyard?”
Yen Sang shook his head.

_“Me know better way,” he said. “I
give you dilections.”
He proceeded to give his “dilec-

tions.”  There was another way into
ithe secret tunnels, it seemed, from the
other side. But this was not much
used, because it was capable of being
observed,

It was the best way for a police force
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to enter, however, and Yen Sang gave
us full instructions, He further in-
formed us that he would have the door
unfastened, ready for us to enter,
It scemed aimost too good be true.
The Chinaman had not twned upon
us, and escape was within sight,

CHAPTER 17,
The Smuggler's Downfalll

EN SANG pointed with a bony
Y vellow finger.

“You goee thatee way,” he
whispered. *‘All stlaight and no mis-
takee. Dlop into liver heap quick. No
piecee danger. Yen Sang him "know,
boss. Me goee that way once. All
safee,”

“I hope so,” I remarked, looking into
the sewer rather unecertainly. ‘“What
do you think, guvnor?”

“We must chance if,” said Nelson
Lee.

We were standing just against the
opening in the wall which led into the
active sewer, Yen Sang had removed
our bonds, and now he was waiting for
us to go. There was no further doubt
in our minds regarding the matter. He
was truly grateful for what Nelson Lee
had done, and was our friend.

“Me goee back—tell plenty yarn,”
grinned Yen Sang. “Tell fliends me
killee you and thlow ycu into sewer.
Allee samee good joke!”

He chuckled in his own peculiar way,
and a moment later Nelson Lee and I
took the plunge. The guv'nor carried
the electric torch, and we felt much
moere content with the light in our
possession.

The water in the sewer was muddy,
and it was swirling along about knee
decp. The tunnel itself was small, and
the guv'nor and I were obliged to bend
low as we walked. The sewer, accord-
ing to Yen Sang, went right down to
the river and cmptied itself into the
Thames.

It would be 2 fairly long rmun for us,
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and the most difficult part of the under-
taking would probably be when we
were near the exit. For if the tide was
in and high the exit would be under
water.

This weuld inean a trying ordeal—
g dive through water, chancing
whether we got out alive. However,
there was no sense in thinking of diffi-
culties where there might not he any,
so I dismissed the subject from my
mind.

And we went on slowly, but surely.

“How long do you think it'll take us,
guv'nor?” I asked, after a while.

“Oh, not so very long,” said Nelson
Lee. “One is liable to form a wrong
estimate of the distance from Holborn
to the river. In a direct line it is not
so far, and we are travelling in a direct
line.”

But we met with a stroke of luck
which was quite unexpected.

Not thirty yards farther on, where
the water was slightly deeper, Nelson
Lee came to a halt ana looked upwards,
I wondered why, for there was nothing
that I could see, except the roof.

“What's wreng. sir?” I asked.

“Nothing,” said the guv’nor,
leok here. Nipper.”

I went closer, and then saw that a
narrow shaft led upwards. And, eight
feet ahove our heads, in the shaft, was
the first iron footrest. Others could be
seen higher up, and all were rusty and
disused.

“My hat!” I exclaimed. “Do you
think we can get out this way, sir?”

“I think we should be very foolish if
we did not try,” replied Lee. “We
may have our trouble for nothing, for
it is guite likely that Yen Sang knows
nothing about this shaft, and so could
not tell us. It ought to lead upwards
to 2 manhole, and that will be far
better than taking a plunge into the
river.”

“Rather, sir,” T declared. “T wasn't
looking forward to a swim very much.”

I was hoisted up first—for, in order
to reach the first support, the guvnor

“But
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had to lift me on to his shoulders. I
caught hold of the rusty iron, and then
leaned down and assisted Nelson Lee
up.

A moment later we were both climb-
ing the shaft.

It was not so deep as we had ex-
pected, and when Lee directed his
torchlight upwards we could easily see
the underside of a covering of a mun-
hole.

“The question is, can we lift it?” I
said.

A test. soon settled this question I
pressed against the covering with my
shoulder, and heaved with all my
strength. But the thing wouldn't shift.
It had probably been untouched for
years, and was jammed firm.

“Let me try, Nipper,” said Nelso:
Lee.

He managed to get up beside me, and
it was a good thing the iron supports
were strodg, for they had to stand the
weight of our bodies, and also the
pressure which we exerted.

And our united efforts shifted the
covering at last, and it went up with
a sudden, jarring jerk. One moment
later it was elear, and the cold night
air was blowing down on our heads.

“Thank goodness!™ I murmured fer-
vently. ‘“We've really escaped!"”

1 scrambled out into the open, and
Nelson Lee was soon by my side. We
found ourselves in a very quiet street,
apparently in the heart of the City, I
wasn't sure where I was—and I cer-
tainly didn't care.

We heaved the heavy covering hack
upon the manhole, and just as we were
finished a soft footfall sounded just be-
hind us, and the light of a torch
illuminated our dishevelled persons.

“Now, then, what's this?" demanded
a gruff voice. “What's the idea of in-
terfering with that manhole?”

“It's all right, constable,” said Nel-
son Lee, turning round. "“Nipper and
I have been doing a-little exploring.
My name is Neison Lee, and, as it hap-
pens. I need the ceo-operation of the
police at once,”
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The constable was rather inclined to
think that we were pulling his leg at
first. Bubt when he was really salisfied
with regard to our identity, he was only
too eager and willing to help.

And, exactly fifteen minutes later, w2
were seated in the charge-room at a
small police station, and the station-
sergeant was hvtemng to the guv nor
with great ¢ ttem\on

“¥Yes, Mr. Lee,” he said at last. “I
think the best th.%m_z you can do is to
ring up Mr. Lennard, of the ¥ard, He's
enpaged upen this smuggling case—
and, as it happens, he’s on duty to-

night.”

“That's very ilucky,” said the
guv'ner,  “I thought Lennard would
be in bed.”

“He is in bed, as a rule, at this time,
sir,” said the sergeant. “But there's
been a murder over in Bloomsbury, I
bhelieve, and Mr. Lennard has been
pretty active. He ’'phoned us here
twice.”

Nelson Lee was -soon through to
Scotland Yard, and he got hold of
Chief Detective-Inspector Lennard, of
the Criminal Investigation Depart-
ment, almost at once,

“Yes, Lennard, I want you to come
over,” said the guvnor urgently, after a
few preliminary remarks. “It's very
important. You'll come straight away,
won't you, old man?”

Lennard evidently answered *“Yes,”
for when Lee hung up the receiver a
moment later he was looking quite
pleased.

Within a very short time the chief
inspector arrived cn the scene, and he
greeted us cordially,

“Well, this is a nice time to find re-
spectable people in the charge-room
of a police station,” he exclaimed.
“You seem to be in a pretty fair mess,
too! When did you clean your boots
last, Mipper?”

“Wever mind Mipper’s boots,” said
the guvnor. “We want you in con-
nection with those cocaine smugglers.
I can lead you to the exact spot, and
show you the hidden store of drug. But
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we shall want a good few men to help
us in the raid.”

Lemnard was all eagerness.

“Splendid!” he exclaimed, “But I
should just like to know what has hap-
nenecd?”

‘It didn’t take the guv'nor long to ex-
plain,

“Fhew!” said {he Yard man. “You
seem to have had a pretty Lot time of
it—a case of exiremes, too. ¥ of all
excitement on the roof, and then a nice
little tussle underground. You fellows
can't say that you don't see life!”

“We thought we were going to sce
death!” I put in grimly.

“Well, that Chink ought to get a
medal,” declared Lennard. “He's evi-
dently a good sort, Lee. We'd better
hustle as hard as we can—before the
fellow changes his mind. We don't

want him to give the others z warn-
ing.”
There was considerable bustle in the

police station shortly after that., Tele-
phone messages were sent out urgently,
and when Nelson Lee and I left we
were accompanied by half a dozen
powerful men. We picked up another
dozen in the neighbourhcod of Hol-
born, and then went to our desiination.

This was a quiet alley in a backwater.
There was 2 manhole here, which led
directly down into the Chinese strong-
hold. But the yellow men did not
care to use if, for it was in a public
thoroughfare, and their movements
would probably have been spotted
sooner or later,

Tor us it did not matter, and we
were soon descending a wide shaft. The
solice went first, headed by a sergeant.
Then Lennard went down, and Nelson
Lee and I brought up the rear.

It wasn't our job now, and we were
quite willing to let the police do the
fighting, if there happened to %e any.
The guvnor and I were feeling rather
wernl out after our experiences.

Tiere was scine fighting.

We were aware of this belore we

reached the bottom of the shaft. When
we arrived at the foot we found the
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constables chasing about in all direc-
tions.  Several Chinamen were

and others were fleeing info
G It was only a matter of
time before they would all be rounded

up.
Yen Sang was among the first
prisoners, for he had shown no re-

sistance. Nelson Lee assured him that
he would receive no punishment; but it
was necessary for him to accombany
his companions to the police station.

‘The raid was a complete success.
Considerable quantities of cocaine were
discovered, and a good many cases of
opium. to say nothing of other for-
bidden drugs.

After the excitement was over Nelson
Lee and I lost no time in returning to
the scheol. There was nothing to re-
main for, and we were tired out after
our night's adventures and thrills,

CHAPTER 18,
Little in Nams Alena!
HE elephant,” remarked Reginald

Pitt, “has arrived!”
“Eh?”

said

“Gaze upon it and wonder!”
Pitt.

“What the dickens—"

“Youre not looking in the
direction,” went on Pitt, grinning
“Ouiside in the road!”

Several juniors of the Ancient Housa
were lounging against the archway
which led into the courtyard of the
temporary school buildings, situated

just off Holborn.

The sclol was cloge upon the read,
and

the courtyard was reached by
us of a tunnel-like archway. The
w2in entrance, however, was in tha
front. And a big open motor-car had
just [ ed up.
iy hat!™ remarked Jack Grey, of
e. “You're not far wronz
that merchant as an
e!  Phew! What o

cl :‘J):‘Nl‘t RG
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size! I wonder how much his suits
cost?”

The other juniors grinned.

‘““What's the humour about?” I in-
quired, coming up with Sir Montie
Tregellis-West.  “ Anything special in
the joke line?”

“Yes,” said Tommy Watson. “There
it is—look!™

I looked.

What I saw certainly made me stare
in a manner which was not exactly
polite. The gentleman who had just
stepped oubt of the big motor-car was
one of the fattest men I had ever set
eyes upon. He was not particulariy
tall, but astoundingly stout. His body,
his legs, his arms, his neck—all wore
of enormous size.

“WWell, it’s hardly fair to make fun
of the poor chap,” I smiled. “Don’t
let him see you grinning—he wouldn’t
like it. Did vou notice the way the car
jumped up after he'd got out? What
a load off its mind!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“8Shush, you asses!” I said warn-
whiz!” grinned Justin B
Farman, the American junior. “rd
sure say the guy was the biggest ever!”

The stout gentleman locked in our
direction and then walked towards us.
I was rather surprised to see thay he
didn't waddle, but walked briskly and
easily, in spite of his enormous bulk,

“There you are!” I whispered. “I
warned you not to laugh too loudly, you
asses! Youd hetter stand  your
ground!"”

Some of the feilows had begun to
fade away, bui they halted as I gave
them the advice. And the fat genfle-
man paused before us, and smiled in
the most genial manner possible. It
med 25 though a house had sud-
v sprung up, and we stood in its

075,

oys, having a little smile on
eh?” said the gentleman
“But you can't offend me—I
fat, so what's the good of
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worrying about it? I suppose you he-
long to St. Frank’s, eh?”

“Yes, sir,” said Pitt. “This is St.
Frank’s. Can we be of any as-
sistance?”

“As a matter of fact,” =aid the
stranger, “I have been making
arrangements with your headmaster,
and with the school governors, for my
son to receive his education amongst
vou.”

“Oh, that's interesting,
Pitt. *“Is he a junior?”

“Yes, my lad, if you can call a boy
of fifteen a junior,” said the fat man.
“He will scon be one of your school-

sir,”  said

feilows, although I can't tell you
exactly in which Form he will be
placed. I am very pleased to have

made your acquaintance. My name is
Henry Lit{le—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Somebody cackled loudly—Handforth
was the culprit, I believe—and some of
the other juniors grinned. They really
couldn't help it.

“Don't mind me, my boys—don't
mind me,” chuckled Mr. Henry Little.
“My name is rather incongruous, eh?
One of life's little jokes. And I sup-
pose I really was little at one time of
day!”

The fat gentleman nodded genially,
and went to the front entrance. He
vanished ingide, and the grins broke
out afresh among the juniors.

“Ye gods and little fishes!” said De
Valerie. “Mr. Little! I reckon his
name ougiit to be Mr. Monster!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““And his son's coming to St
rrank’s,” said Pitt. “If he’s built in
the same proportions as his father,
mercy save us!  We shall have every
passage in the school blocked up when-
ever the chap's about!"™

“Ha. ha, hal!”

“Still, Mr. Little is a jolly decent
sort,” I remarked. “Let’s hope his son
takes after him in his jolly manner.”

That was the first we heard of the
new junior—and Master Little himsel
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was destined to arrive much sooner
than we had anticipated.

His father was interviewing the
Head; and that worthy old gentleman
was much concerned regarding his
study furniture. There was really no
chair in the room capable of accommo-
dating the visitor,

“¥es, Dr. Stafferd, I have made all
arrangements with the Board of
Governors,” Mr, Little was saying.
“My son is to be admitted to St
Frank’s at once—and I°can assure you
that I'm very pleased.”

The Head nodded.

“I understand that you have had
some trouble with the lad?” he sug-
gested quietly.

“Well, not exactly trouble,” said Mr.
Little., “James is one of the best boys
breathing, but his will power dwindles
away to nothing where matters of food
are concerned. His appetite, my dear
sir, is simply tremendous. It will be
necessary to feed him far more liber-
ally than the other boys—and, of
course, I am prepared to pay the
extra expense.”

Dr. Stafford smiled.

“I do not think we need discuss that
question just now, Mr. Little,” he said.
“Your<son. I feel sure, will be well
looked after at St. Frank's. The school
will return to Sussex early next week,
I may say. And I presume the lad will
be introduced to his schocifellows on
that occasion?”

The fat visitor leaned forward.

“Well, Dr. Stafford, I wanted to ask
you a favour,” he said. “I should like
my son to come at once—to-day, if pos-
sible. I want him to get acquainted
with his new life here, in London—be-
fore he goes away inlo the country, I
shall be able to sce him almost every
day for a few days, at least, and by
the time he gce: he will be comfortahle
and content

“That is mt a bad suggestion,”
Dr. Stafford. “For my part, I have no
objection to ofer. You are quite at
literty to bring your son to-day, if you

said
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wish to, Mr. Little. Tell me yvour plan
definitely, and I will make all arrange-
ments.”

Mr. Little's face screwed itself up into
a smile.

“ Spiendid—splendid! "’ he exclaim:
“How very good of you, my dear s
1 shall leave my son in yeur care with
the greatest confidznce. I feel sure that
he will not get into any mischief while
he is in your charge. He is a2 boy with
a high standard of honour, truthful
and chivalrous. If only he is in con-
genial surroundings he will be happy
and contented.”

Mr, Henry Little took his departure
shortly afterwards, looking very good-
humoured. And that afternoon, soon
after lessons had commenced, Mr.
Crowell made an announcement in thz
Remove Form Recom.

“Boys,” he sald, “I have a little item
of news for you.”

‘The juniors regarded the Remove
master with interest.

“About going back to St. Frank’s,
sir,” inguired Owen major,

“No, my lad—that would not be
news,” said Mr, Crowell. “You all
know, I dare say, that we shall prob-
ably return to the old school carly next
week. I wish to inform you tkat you

d.

will have a new Form fellow from
to-day onwards.”

“Which House, sir. asked Bob
Christine.

“Not your House, Christine,” said

Mr. Crowell. “The new boy, whose
name is James Little, will reside in the
Ancient House, and I have decided that
he shell share Study L with Trot-
wood minor and Trotwood major.”
“Really, that is most interesting.
my dear sir,” said Nicodemus Trotwood,
who was about five minutes older than
his brether Cornelius. "My brother
and I will be most delighted to weicomz
the new boy in our study.”
“That is very nice of you,
wood,” sald Mr. Crowell dryly.
“I beg your pardon, my good sir,
but did I hear my name mentioned?”

Trot-
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asked Cornelius, who was the exact
countervert of Nicodemus—so far as
looks went.

“I was speaking to
Tretwood minor,” said
“You need not trouble.
clude the lesson.”

Cornelius looked surp:

your brother,
Mr. Crowell
We will con-

od
ceen him to-

day,” he said mildly,

“Eh?  You have not
asked the Form-master.

“Jesson, sir——"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“I was not talking about Jesson of
the Sixth!"™ shouted Mr, Crowell. “I
said that we will continue the lesson,
Trotwood. Please be silent.”

“But, Mr. Crowell, I
violent."”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“I did not say you were violent,”
roared Mr. Crowell. “I am sorry to
say, Trotwood minor, that your affiic-
tion of deafness appears to become
worse day by day. We have wasted
enough time. Boys, continue your
work.”

Cornelius looked mildly astonished,
and asked his brother’ in a whisper
why Mr. Crowell should have referred
to a Turk. Nicodemus grinned, bub
made no attempt to explain. He didn't
feel up to it.

It was inferesting to know that
Master Jimmy Little was booked for
the Ancient House Remove. I decided
to be on the look-out for him after
lessons—for, as junior skipper, I felt*
it my duty to welcome the new fellow.

We had learned that Little was likely
to arrive at any time during the even-
ing. And, having seen his father, there
was a good deal of speculation regard-
ing the new fellow's size.

Some of the juniors reckoned that he
weuld be slim, for it was not at all
certain that he would take after his
pater. However, the best thing was to
wait and see. We should all know then.

Sir Montie  Tregellis-West  and
Tommy Watson and I were just on the

scen whon

10t
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point of going in to tea when we heavd
a shout from the archway. And at
that moment Mr. Little's big notor-car
rolled into the courtyard.

There was a rush at once, and the
car was soon surrounded.

“My hat! They're a pair!”

‘“He's as big as his pater!

“Great Scott!™

“Is that young mountain coming
into the school?”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

There were a good many yells, and
some of the fellows were not at all
particular whether they were overheard
or not. Ralph Leslie Fullwood, for in-
stance, regarded the motor-car and its
?ccupants with & sneering smile on his
face.

“Rotten swank!” he exclaimed
sourly. “I'm blessed if I know what
the school's comin’ to! We don't

want any beastly pork butchers
here. Yarooh!™

Fullwood sat down abruptly in the
gravel. Handforth’s fist was respon-
sible; for Handforth was ever on the
look-out for some excuse to use his
knuckles.

“¥ou insulting cad!"” roared Hand-
forth. “If you can't say anything polite
when you open your mouth, you'd
betier clear off. 8t. Frank's sank
pretty low when you were admitted!”

“Hear, hear!” said several voices.

Mr. Little apparently heard nothing
of the sguabble. His back was turned
towards Fullwood and Handforth, and
he beamed upon all in general. Beside
him stood a second edition of himself
—an edition in miniature, o to speak.

And yet he wasn't so miniature, after
all. James Little was proportioned in
exactly the same way as his father.
His smooth, pink face had precisely the
same jolly expression, and his eyes
twinkled merrily. A tult of fair hair
escaped from under his topper, which,
in spite of its size, seemed too small for
him.

I seemed to take to the chap at once.
He leoked the soul of good nature, His

SCHOOLBOYS OWN

LIBRARY 3

fatness was rather startling, and his
Eton suit bulged everywhere, although
it was the largest Eton suit I had ever
set eyes on. His figure closely re-
sembled a barrel, and his arms were
as fat as any ordinary fellow’s thigh.
I couldn't guess the size of his collar,
and his neck simply filled it.

“This, boys, is my son—and, frem
now onwards, your schoolfellow,” said
Mr. Little genially. “I feel that I am
really introducing two boys in one, for
his bulk is considerable.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You needn't talk, dad,” said Little

junior, “And I'm not to blame for
being fat, I° suppose? Hallo, you
chaps! Jolly pleased-to meet you all.

I hope we shall rub along all serene!"™

Jimmy Little jumped out of the car.
There were one or twe murmurs of sur-
prise, for the fat boy jumped out with
wonderful lightness. There was no-
thing lumbering about him, in spite of
his tremendous bulk.

I stepped forward.

“I'm pleased to meet you, Little,” X
said. “You'll excuse me, but I feel in-
clined to address you as ‘Big’ ‘Little
doesn’t suit you at all—"”

“It doesn't,” agreed the new boy, “Bub
when a fellow’s born with a name of
that sert, he can’t very well change it,
can he? I'm pleased to meet you, al-
thoughh I don't know who the currant
bun you are!”

“Who the what I am?" 1 asked.

“You mustn't mind that sort of
thing frem Jimmy,” chuckied his
father. “His thoughts generally run
on food, and he is in the habit of men-
tioning eatables in ordinary conversa-
tion.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, I see,” I grinned. “Well, my
name's Nipper, and I'm the captain of
the Remove. You're coming into our
Form, Little. As soon as you like, I'll
show you round, and escort you to
Study L.”

“Thanks muchly,” said the fat boy.
“Welil, pater, you can clear off as scon
as you like, you know. Don't let me
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detain you. I dare say I shall he
able to find some tea knocking about
somewhere.”

“Great Scott!” said his father. “I
spent fifteen shillings on your tea not
an hour ago!"

“ A change of scenery always gives me
an appetite, pater,” said Little junior.
“I reckon I shall be jolly comfortable
at St. Frank’s.”

The new fellow evidently intended to
make himself comfortable at all costs,
and when his father took his departure
Master Jimmy Little appeared to he
quite at home. He was something

novel in new boys!
] with abundant good nature after
he had been left to the tender
mercies of the Remove. His fat figure
looked something like a monument on
the steps of the Ancient House—as we
called that portion of the school the
Fossils inhabited.

Little was quite at his ease. New
boys as a rule were nervous and rather
scared, but this new boy acted as
though he had been at St. Frank’s for
a whole term. It was really impos-
sible to dislike him.

His round face wrinkled itself up
into smiles every time he spoke; and
his great weight did not seem to
bother him in the least.

“I suppose tea is served here?” the
new boy asked rather anxiously.

I grinned.

“Bg. I thought you'd had tea?” I in-
quired.

“Well, T had a snack,” admitted
Little. “Nothing much, you know.
Only a chop and vegetables, and fiuit
pudding, to start with. I had some

CHAPTER 13,
Somsthing Like an Appetitel
IMMY LITTLE beamed round him

ish and potatees, of course, and five or |

six rolls with cheese aftc
finished vp with a dozen past
a thres-bab cake.
that much!”

ds. I
tries and
Eut you can't call
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“Much!” gaspzd Pitt. “It sounds

like a meal for a dozen!"”

“Something like an appetite!”
grinned Watsen.

“Well, I suppose it is,” confessed
Little.  “Something—but not much!

They do have tea here, don't they?”

I glanced at my watch.

“Too late, my son. Tea in hall is
nearly over.”

“Great doughnuts!” said Little, in
dismay.

“But you needn't be alarmed,” I
went on. “We're allowed to have tea
in our own studies—the fellows can pro-
vide what they like. You'll have tea
with the Trotwood twins—it's thei
honour, you know.”

““Oh, ripping!” said Jimmy Little,
“Is tea ready now?”

“Never mind about tea!” exclaimed
Handforth. “I want to ask you a few
questions, kid. To begin with, why
doni't you tell your tailor to make you
a decent suit? In a week’s time you'll
be oozing out of this one.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Dry up, Handy,” X gmmed “Don't
chip the new fellow now——

“I'm asking him some plain ques-
tions,” said Handforth. “They may be
personal, but new kids are supposed to
put up with that sort of thing.”

“But tea—" began Little.

“Blow the tea!” roared Handiorth.
“I want to know all about you. Are
there any more at home of your
quality?™

“I'm awfully sorry, old chap, but 1
can't answer questions until I've been
strengthened by a meal,” said Little
calmly., “You dont mind mowng, dc
you? I don't want to be rude—

“If you don’t answer my guestions in
two ticks, you cheeky bounder, I'll jolly
well punch you!” roared Handforth.

“Go ahead!” said the new boy
calmly.

Handforth took him at his word.

His lc.r, swung round, and t
upon Little's ch Any o
junior would have boen sent epinning.
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But Little didn't even stagger., He
apparently failed to feel the blow.

“Well, my hat!” said Handforth
blankly.

Biff!

Again he landed out. Jimmy Little
aade no attempt to guard himself.
Heg received the punches on his arms
and chest with the smile still upon his
face, and Handforth stood back and
gasped.

“Aren't you hurt?” he asked.

“Hurt?” said the fat boy. “ You don't
think those taps hurt, do you?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Taps!” sald Handforth fainily. “I
was using all my strength!”

“He's armour-plated, Handy,” I
said.

“His face isn't!” roared Handforth.
“And I don't stand rot from anybody.”

Swish!

Handy's fist lashed out—but it didn't
land upon Little's face. The new boy
dedged with amazing agility, and then
simply walked forward. He collided
with Handforth like a battering ram,
and didn't pause in his stride, Hand-
forth went staggering back, recovered
himself, and then Little ran into him
again. This time Handforth floundered
over with a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It waa really funny, and everybody
howled. The fat junlor simply walked
into the leader of Study D, and Handy
was knocksd over as though a bus had
collided with him. Little's weight
was something to reckon with!

“Give it up, Handy,” chuckled Pitt.

“The—the cheeky ass!” gasped
‘Handforth, struggling up. ‘““Aren’t you
chaps going to lend me a hand? H

me Lo bow! him over, you rotters! Bask
me up!”

A pgood many of the juniors were
quite

ready to join in the rag, and
a rush at Fatty Little as he
ut to enter the building.

vs bumped against him, and
Imost as though they had
ainst an indiarubber ball, But
ght told, and Little was sent
T over

Td

He collided with the ground with a
thud, rolled over, and rose to his feet
uniturt and smiling.

“Is this a new game?” he asked

politely. “It doesn't do a feliow's
clothes any good——  Frying steaks!
Lock out!”

Over he went again, with a jar which
ought to have shaken every bone in his
body. But he was so extremely well
protected by his fat that he was quite
unhurt. And again he picked himself

up.

“Sorry, but I'm going indoors,” he
said. ““This is a silly game.”

“Hold him!” roared Handforth.

A number of juniors planted them-
selves in the doorway, providing a thick
barrier.

But Fatty Little walked into the
group as though it didn't exist. He
didn't even use his fists, but simply
charged unconcernedly. The eflect
was rather staggering—and, most de-
cidedly, it was funny.

The juniors were sent in all direc-
tions like ninepins, and Little walked
through them without even pausing in
his stride. A yell went up from the
iors who were watching.

Oh, my hat!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
Hubbard,
bow

who was one of those
scrambled to his feet
He looked round in

“That

Jed over,
er dnz..dly.
azement.

“Great pip!” he ejaculated.
—that chap’s a human tank!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I kelicve he'd walk threugh a brick
walll” grinned Pitt.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

And, meanwhile, Jimmy Little was
walking screnely down the passage,
looking fer Study L—and tea. I found
him after a moment or two, and he was
just as cheerful as ever.

Youre a holy terror, my son,” I
“1 don't think you'll ind many
bs us to have a scrap with
the way, can you box ab

you
al?”

“I'm pretty fair at it,” said Little.
“You see, although I'm-fat, I'm quite
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agile.  Without boasting, T'll bet I
could race a good many feilows over o
measured hundred yards. I believe in
keeping fit—-and the only way to keep
fit is to have plenty of grub.”

“Grub again!” I grinned. “I'm
afraid yowll starve at St. Frank's if
you require grub in wholesale quanti-
ties. This is Study L,” 1 added, as
we halted outside the doorway. “You're
geing to share this with two fellows
named Trotwood. They're twins, vou
know, and quite decent chaps.”

“Three freaks in one study!™
erinned Owen major.

“Ha, ha, hal”

1 passed into the little rocom with the
new boy, and I noticed that his gaze
was fixed upon the table, His smile
vanished as he saw that the tea was
not particularly plentiful. A loaf of
bread was on one plate, and half a
tin of sardines was on another plate.
There was some jam and three or
four cakes. The Trotweod twins
themselves were not present.

“Is—is this my tea?" asked Little, in
dismay.

“Begad!” put
“Y¥Your tea, dear fellow?
three of you!”

Little gave a gulp.

in  Tregellis-West.
That's for the

“Three of us!” he gasped. “But—
but that's cnly a mouthful.”
“My hat!” I grinned. “I can see

that the teas in Study L are going to
be plentiful in future—with an appetite
like this to satisly. I hope your dad
allows you about five quid a week for
extra meals, Little?”
The fat boy shook his head sadly.
“No such luck!"” he said, in a mourn-
ful voice. “I only get thirty bob a
week pocket money, and it's always used
up Tuesday. Thenn I have to starve
until Saturday comes round again!”
“I wish I had thirly bob 2 week
pockel moneyi” said Tommy Watson.
“T reckon I lucky to get o quid—and
I don't spend half that on grub. The
school itself provides plenty to eat.”
“Well, we'll leave you to it, old son,”
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I said, slapping Little upon the back.
I hope you're still alive by six o'clock.
It wouldn't look well in the newspapers
to read that a skeleton of a chap had
died through starvation at St
Frank's!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“It’s all very well to laugh!” said
Little sadly. “But you wou!d_u‘% laugh
if you had an aching void like T have!
Just look what I've got to fill up every
Jdi?yl!‘ It's—it’s the only worry in my

ol

We went our way, chuckling. I was
inclined to believe that Jimmy Little
was exaggerating a bit. He un-
doubtedly possessed an unusual ap-
petite, but I couldn’t quite believe that
he was capable of eating much after
the meal he had demolished earlier in
the afterncon—if, indeed, hs had
tucked away as much as hé had
described.

I went along to inform Nicodemus
Trotwood that the new boy was wait-
ing for tea. Meanwhile, Little eyed
the table in Study L with great dis-
favour. He cut himself two slices of
bread, and disposed of them in record
time, aided by a few sardines. Then
with his mouth full, he went out into
the passage.

He was looking for his new study-
mates—because  politeness  forbade
him to begin without them. But his
appetite was a more powerful factor,
and it won the day.

He happened te glance in Study M,
next door. The door stood ajar, and
the study was empty. Little's eyes
grew round and gleaming as his gaze
rasted upon the well-spread table.

Study M was occupied by the Duke
of Somerton and Cecil De Valerie—but
not at the moment. Augustus Hart
was also in that study. The three
junicrs were in funds that evening, and
they had provided themselves with a
particularly fine spread. They didn’t
go in for quantity, but quality.

Hart had prepared the tea, and he
had just gone along to find his study-
mates. And the coast was clear!
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Jimmy Litfle had a fizht with him.
self for & moment.

But he knew well enough that his
appetite would win, and he edged his
way into Study M, as though fasci-
nafed at the sight of the table. On a
plate were a number of delicious-look-
ing little rolls. There were dainty
pats of butter; & small tongue was set
out appetisingly with parsley. A glass
dish was filled with choice pastries.
There were other delicacies, too.

“I must—I simply must!” murmured
Little, “Oh, it’s too good to be missed!
And it's always allowable to raid an-
other chap's study—it's always done in
Public schools!”

His scruples went, and he closed the
door and sat down at the table. The
way the good things went was simply
staggering  The rolls, the tongue, and
the pastries disappeared at record
speed.

Jimmy Little had just cleared the
table to the last crumb, when the door
opened, and three cheerful juniors
marched in.

“ A nice thing, being late,” Hart was
saying. " There you are, my sons! A
feast for the giddy king—— Why, what
the—— Great goodness!™

Hart paused and stared. He stared
at Little, and he stared at the table.

“Where—where’s all the grub?” he
demanded huskily. “ Where's the feed?”

“Old chap, that's rather an unneces-
sary question,” said the Duke of
Somerton. “The feed has gone like a
glorious dream-—although it's not far
;)f{., The new fellow has scoffed the
ot

Hart and De Valerie grabbed the fat
boy in righteous wrath,

“Have you eaten our tea?’ roared
Hart.

"‘I}VhIere 1§ it?” shouted De Valerie.

“You burglar!” yelled Hart.

“You gorging elephant!”

“But please let me explain—"
gasped Little.

“There’s nothing to explain, you
burgling rotter!™ said Harlb fiercely.
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“You've had the cheek to come inte
this study and wolf all the grub—"

“I-I looked in by chance, and I
couldn't resist it,” confessed the fat
boy. “I'm awiully sorry, you fellows.”

“It's no good saying you're sorry—
now!” snapped Hart.

“But I am sorry, and I feel that I'm
a greedy rotter!™ said Little earnestly.
“I do feel like that—afterwards. When
I see the grub I forget everything, yot
know. If youll allow me, I'll pay for
another supply of fodder—and I hope
vou'll forgive my nerve.”

The chums of Study M couldn't very
well resist the new boy's manner.

“You'll pay for another lot just the
same?"” asked De Valerie,

“Yes—willingly,” said Little.
only right.”

Hart was already grinning.

“Well, you're a queer card!" he ex-
claimed. “¥You come here, scoff our
grub, and then offer to pay for another
lot! Dash it all, you chaps, one can't
be wild with this merchant!”

Fatty Little looked relieved.

“How much?” he asked, pulling out
his purse.

“A small tongue—tinned, a dozen
rolls, a dozen mixed pastries, a Jam
rol,” said Hart, naming a few other
things. “That’s how much. We don't
want money, Fatty. We want the
same as you scoffed. You can go out
and buy the stuff.”

“By Jove! That's rather a good
idea, old chap,” said Somerton. “It
ought to teach you a lesson, Little.
You've boned our tea, and now you've
got to go and buy another one. Buzz
offi—we're hungryl!" A

The fat boy was given directions, and
he went off cheerfully., The shops
were only a short distance away, and
the chums of Study M waited patiently
for their tea. They felt that they had
done right in sending the culprit.

At least, they felt that way to begin
with. But after twenty long minutes
had passed, and there was still no
sign of Little, they bezan to change

“Iis
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their minds. Hart glanced at his watch
impatiently.

“The ass ought to have been hack
before this,” he said.

“Oh, he's new to this district,” said
De Valerie. “We oughtn't to have
sent him, really. Still, he wolfed our
grub, so he deserves to have the
trouble. It doesn’t do to let new kids
get too fresh.”

‘The door opened, and Pitt put his

head in.
“Finished tea?” he asked cheerfully

“Good! I want you chaps—"

“Rats!” sald Hart. “We haven't
started tea yet.”

Pitt stared.

“Where's the grub, then?” he
asked.

“In Little's big tummy!” said De

Valerie grimly.

“What the diclkens—-"

“The cheeky ass came here and
burgled our tea!” said Hart warmly.
“Buft he did the decent thing, I must
admit, and offered to buy a fresh lot.
He’s out now, fetching the stuff.,”

Reginald Pitt chuckled.

“That chap's a masterpiece!” he
remarked. “Fancy having the nerve
to raid a study on his first giddy after-
noon!  You say he's gone out—— By
George! I wonder—"

“Well, what do you wonder?”

Pitt’s face broke into a broad grin.

“Well,” he said, “five minutes ago I
spotted the new kid in the courtyard,
in a secluded corner. He was carry-
ing several bags, and he was dipping
into the bags pretty heavily. Rather
suspicious—what?”

The chums of Study M jumped up.

““He's otit in the courtyard!™ roared
Hart. “Eating?”

“Yes!™

“Great guns!” said De Valerie. “It's
impossible!”

“Well, his jaw was going at express

speed, anyhow,” said Pitt. “I'd bet
anybody that he was eating—although
where he was putting the stuff is a bit
of & problem.  You said he had scoffed
your tea—enough for three of you?”

“He did!” said De Valerie. “You
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must be mistaken, Pitt, Even a giant
couldn’'t eat any more——"

“I'm going out to see!”
hastily.

De Valerie went with him and the
pair fairly gasped when they saw
Jimmy Little tucked in a corner of the
courtyard, feeding his mouth with con-
siderable rapidity from a number of
bags.

said Hart

“You—you glutton!” roared Hart
wrathfully.

“0Oh, I say—— I—I —-7

“Is that our grub?” bellewed De
Valerie.

“Ye-es!” confessed Liftle. “You—
you see, I—I couldn't resist it! I man-

aged to keep myself in check until I
got here, but the stufl was so jolly good
that I couldn't help sampling—-"
Little loocked up, confused and guilty.
“But you were choked up with grub
before you slarted!” yelled Hart.
‘Oh, that was only a snack!”
‘*A—a snack!” said De Valerie faintly,

“That’s all! I was hungry, you
kenow——-"

“Hungry!”

“Of course! The walk gave me an
appetite—-"

“Oh, my stars!” gasped Hart, “ This

chap will be the death of us inside a
week! He-—-he was hungry because he
walked into Holborn, after eating all
that grub, too. Great Scotf!”

De Valerie and Hart seized the bags,
and found that there was very little
left of the second feed. Their amaze-
ment was so great that they almost
forgot to be angry.

In fact, they couldn't help seeing the
humour ef the situation—and the
were gocd-natured fellows, They ha
entrusted Little with the task of pur-
chasing the duplicate tea—and he had
demolished that also!

“You're absolutely the limit!” de-
clared Hart. ‘'There’s a moral to this,
you chaps. Never in any circum-
stances, trust grub to this human food
destroyer. He's not to be trusted!”

Fatty Little looked pained.

“It's true—I know it!" he sald
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mournfully, “I'm not to be trusted
with grub. It's my weak spot, and
I'm Liopeless when there's any grub
about. You see, I'm always hungry—
and hunger makes criminals of us all!”

‘The juniors only stared.

“TI'll pay for another lot, of course,”
went on Little. “It’s a good thing
I've got the cash—my pater tipped me
a fiver this afternoon. But don't, for
goodness' sake, let me go for any grub
when I'm stony! I shall scoff it just
the same, and then I can't pay for it!”

De Valerie laughed.

“Well, thanks for the warning,” he
said. “But as for this grub, you
needn’t pay for it, Fatty. It was worth
the money, anyhow! You ought to go
.Into a giddy side show, as a champion
eater!”

The new hoy was greatly relieved,
and declared that the chums of Study
M were bricks. They were. But if
Little had really been like his name, he
would probably have been bumped on
the spot.

But to bump the fat boy was a task
which three ordinary boys were not
capable of accomplishing.

CHAPTER 20.
The Mysterious Stranger!

- NE of the best!”

This was the general verdict
concerning Jimmy Little,

1 was quite in agreement with such
an opinion. The new boy, apart from
his craving for food, was a really
decent chap in every way.

On the morning after his arrival he
was apparently quite at home. It was
a bit startling to go round a corner
suddenly, and to find the passage filled
with Jimmy Little. But that is what
we experienced frequently.

And anyone who chanced to run into
him by accident got far the worst of
the collision, Jimmy himself wouldn't
nove—but the other fellow invariably
staggered over backwards. It was like
running into an elephant.
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It was simply impossible to shift
him, and he was not subjected to any
of the little japes which were generally
tried upon a new fellow. He was not
an easy customer to tackle! Even
Handforth thought it wiser to steer
clear of Fatty, after his experience of
the previous evening,

Just before morning lessons, I came
across Little in the doorway. There
was & sad expression upon his face, but
he smiled immediately I came up.
slapped him on the back.

“Cheer up, old son!” I sald.
the worried look?! Homesick?"

The fat boy shook his head.

“I—I'm hungryi” he said plaintively,

“Hungry!” I gasped. “But you only
had your breakfast a quarter of an
hour ago—and yeu demolished three
times as much as any other fellow!™

“I was satisfied for the minute,”
said Little, “But what's the good of
a tiny meal like that? I believe in
starting the day well, by having a jolly
good meal. I shall starve at St
Frank's if things go on like this, It's
awful! I don’t know how I shall last
out until dinner-time.”

“Well, I don't suppose you'll die of
starvation,” I said cheerfully.

During morning lessons Little was
cheerful and serene. When his mind
wasn't on the subject of food he was
the happiest of junjors. And he proved
himself to be an excellent scholar.

Mr, Crowell was quite satisfied with
him, There was some doubt as to
whether the form upon which he sat
would bear his weight, and Handforth
facetiously suggested that a cast iron
one should be made. That remark cost
Handforth fifty lnes, and he didn't
attempt to be funny again.

As soon as lessons were over I caught
hold of Little by the arm.

“Watson and I are golng out into
Holborn,” I said, “Care about com-
ing with us?”

“Yes, thanks—I'd like to come,” said
the fat boy.

“But we're not going for grub, mark
you,” I said warningly.

“Why
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“Don’t remind me of it,” he said
“T'm all right when I'm not thinking
about the stuff. I suppose everybody
here thinks I'm an awful glutton—but
I can't help it, you know. I was born
with a ferrific appetite. I am told that
I used to eat as much as a full grown
man when I was seven.”

“I can quite believe it!” I said
readily. “But come on—and mind you
don't get in the way of a motor-bus,
We don't want to have a bus overturned
in Holborn, you know!™

Little grinned, and we passed out
into the courtyard, and then into the
street. He was a very genial compan-
jen, and Tommy Watson and I were
kept guite amused as we walked along.

We were in Holborn, our objective
being Gamage’s. Tommy wanted to
buy a new film, and we had plenty of
time to accomplish the mission before
dinner. We walked down the crowded
pavement cheerfully.

And when we were nearing our des-
tination I was rather interested in the
behaviour of a total stranger who hap-
pened to be crossing the busy road.
He caught sight of us, and simply
stared at us in astonishmen

He reached the pavement and then
stood staring after us in a manmner
which could not be mistaken. I was
quite convinced that he was interested
in Fatty Little,

He was a coarse-looking fellow of
about forty-five; a man dressed in a
loud suit and wearing a bowler hat.
As for his face, he advertised to the
world at large that he and whisky
were the greatest of friends, A small
moustache adorned his upper lip. Al-
together he was a coarse, horsey-look-
ing customer

“Come on, Nipper,” said Watson,
who hadn’t noticed anything. ‘‘What
the dickens are you staring at? We
haven't got all day.”

“Eeep your hair on!” I said calmly.

We continued our walk, and I won-
dered if Jimmy Little knew of the stare
which the stranger had bestowed upon
him, It seemed that he was uncon-
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scious of the man’s attention, for his
manner was unaltered.

When we came out of Gamage's, I
glainced about me. And there, sure
enough, stood the man in the loud suit
on the opposite side of the road.
we moved up Holborn he kept pace
with us on the other pavement.

I didn't say anything to Little—for
I was not absolutely certain that he
was the object of the man's interest.

When we turned down the quiet road
which led to the school, I saw that the
man was still looking at us. But after
that I lost sight of him. Little was
quite cheerful as we entered the court-
yard of the school.

“Nearly dinner-time, isn't
asked.

“Yes, in about ten minutes,” I said.

“Ten minutes!” exclaimed Fatty.
“Great cream buns! I can't wait till
then.”

But he did wait, for there was
nothing else to be done. And during
dinner he was the star turn. Even
fellows from other tables craned for-
ward in order to see “the gorilla eat,”
as somebody unkindly put it.

But Little didn't mind.

He beat all records in the Remove,
and some of the fellows began specu-
lating as to how much the school would
lose on Little during a couple of terms,
But these little pleasantries had no
effect upon the new boy.

During the afternoon lessons I won-
dered who the mysterious stranger
could have been. As it turned out, I
was to see more of the fellow almosh
at once. And I was destined to he
puzzled even more.

After school the courtyard was rather
crowded with fellows. The air seemed
heavy, and the sky was overcast. Thera
was every indication of rain during the
evening, and the juniors were making
the most of the fine weather while It
lasted.

Little was in his study, with the Trot-
wood twins. In all prebability they
were discussing tea. I happened to be

it?” he
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out in the courtyard, and Handforth
& Co. were there, too.

Then I noticed a familiar figure
entering under the archway. I paused
in the middle of a remark to Tregellis-
West, and stared. The newcomer was
the siranger I had seen in Holborn.

He was already in conversation with
Hubbard and Owen major. I strolled
over, curious. Sir Montic looked after
me rather indignantly.

“Really, old boy, you are frightfully
rude,” he protested. “What do you
mean by walkin' away just In the
middle of tellin’ me about the footer
fixtures——-="

“T1l go on with that later, Montie,”
I sald briskly.

“But, dear fellow—-"

“Come on!” I said, “There's some-
thing special doing.”

I regarded the flashily-dressed
stranger with interest as I drew nearer.
He was even coarser than I had sup-
posed him to be. And yef, at the same
time, his manners and his speech were
quite polished. I was rather surprised
at this, and concluded that he had
fome down in the world through drink.

“The boy I want fo see is Master
James Little,” he was saying. *““He be-
longs to this school, does he not? Will
one of you run and tell him that a
friend has called? Just run in and
tell him that Mr, Montgomery Ford is
here to see him. I'll give you six-
pence.”

Handforth fainted.

“Don’t all run at once!” he gasped.
“Sixpence! What riches!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

I pushed my way forward through
the crowd.

“What is it you want, sir 7 I asked.
“Keep quiet, you fellows!"”

“Iam glad to see that there is some-
body here, with a little politeness,”
sneered Mr. Ford. “I want you to go
indoors, sonny, and I want you to tell
James Little that I've come to have a
word with him.”

“Are you a friend of Little?” I

8L
“I mean to say, is he expecting
, and dees he want to see you?”

“That is none of your infernal busi-
DE"SS!" snapped the man. “Jimmy and

ENow one another quite well—="

“If so, why don’t you apply to the
Housemaster in the usual way?” I
asked keenly. “I'm afraid Little isn’t
here at the moment—-"

“I suppose he's hidin' away some-
where,” sneered Fullwood. “I thought
the kid was no class—if he's got pals
of tiis sort.”

“Dry up, Fully!” snapped Hart,
“We don't want your rotten opinion
—— Hallo! Little's on the steps now.
You can't mistake that mountain.”

Jimmy Little had just emerged from
the school house, and he stood looking
over towards us for a moment, Then
he turned his back as though to go in
ance more.

“I say, Little!” I called.

But Fatty took no notice; he went
straight in.

“Very friendly—I don't think,” re-
marked Handforth.

“Hold on—T'll go and see,” I gaid.

I hurried across the courtyard, and
made my way to Study L in the Re-
move passage. The door was ajar, and
I pushed it open and entered. The
fat boy was azlone, and he was leaning
over the table, apparently writing. He
looked round in a rather guilty fashion,
and nodded, trying to conceal his feel-
ings.

“Hallo, Nipper!” he said
thing the matter?”

“There's a man out in the yard ask-
ing for you,” I replied. “He says he's
a friend of yours, Little, and he wants
to see you.” i

The fat boy looked surprised.

“Oh, that’s rot!” he said.
should I know him?"

“He gave his name as Montgomery
Ford,” I added.

“Rather a high sounding name,” said
Little carelessly. ‘“Perhaps he's made
some mistake, Nipper. I don't want to
see the fellow. You might ask him to
go away, will you:"

“Any-

“How
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“Then you do knew him?’
T B

“And youre afraid to go out and zee
him?” I demanded.

“I'm not afraid!” said Liitle, with a
troubled look. “Why should I be
afraid? Not likely! Tl come with you
it you want me to. But whal’s the
good of seeing the fellow?”

He moved towards the door as he
spoke, and I couldn't gquite make out
what the trouble was. But I did feel
sure that this visitor was decidedly un-
welcome, and that Little didn’t want to
have anything to do with him.

The fat hoy walked briskly along the
passage, his great form looming up in
front of me so that the whole view
ahead was obscured. We enlered the
courtyard, and Little broke into a run.

“Look out!” shouted Pitt. “Clear
the way for the tank!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors scattered, for they had
come to learn that it wasn't wise o be
in Little’s way when he wanted to get
through a crowd.

“Ah, here you are, Jimmy!” said Mr.
Ford genially, extending his hand.

‘“How goes it? Pleased to see you
again.”

Little smiled blandly.

“I don't get the idea,” he said

“Haven't you made a mistake?”

“Look here, you nheedn’t pretend you
don’t know me——-"

“Pretend!” said the fat boy, his man-
ner changing. ‘“Who's pretending?
As T said before, you must have made
a mistake. I should advise vou to get
oub of this place.”

“You—vou younz hound!” shouted
Mr. Ford. “If you dare to deny that
you know me, I'll show you up-——"

“None of that!” roared Handforth.
“¥ou're a beastly fraud—and I believe
that youre one of those rotten confi-
dence men. How would you like to go
out? On your feet, or on your n2ck?”

“You impudent "

“You've got ten seconds to get out
on your feet,” said Handforth. “Taat’s
plenty of time, and if you don't choose
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to clear, we don't mind obliging by
chucking you out.”

Little turned to Handforih.

“There’s no need to he viclent, cld
man,” he said quietly. “The cha
harmless by the look of him. I'm 50
Mr. Ford, but I should advise you iou
go. Good-afternoon.”

He held out his fat hand, and Mr.
Ford took it.

I was watching casually, and I
rather wondered why the Tfat boy
should have shaken hands. Then I
ceased to wonder, for I spotfed some-
thing which escaped the notice of the
other juniors.

As the pair gripped hands, I caught
a glimpse of something white. And
then I knew the truth.

During that brief handshake a scrap
of paper passed from Little to the
stranger.

It ‘was this paper, evidently, which
the new fellow had been writing in his
study. I needed no telling that the
paper contained a message.

How was Little connected with Ford?

What was there between the two? I
didn’t quite like the look of things, for
I was sure that Fatly Litile was a
thoroughly decent sort, and I was just
as sure that Montgomery Ford was a
rascal. 3

The latter had seen Fatty in Holborn
by sheer chance, and he had lost no
time in coming to the school. Fe was
an acquaintance, and Little evidently
did not welcome him.

The man tried to look unconceined.

“If you don't choose to kinow 1
can't do any more,” he cai i
“But I can tell you, Master Liitle,
youre not the boy I teck you to he.
I'm disappointed in you.”

He carelessly turned away, and I zaw
him give a hasty glance at the paper.
It was clumsily done, and I did not
miss it.

When he looked up, there was a
different expression on his face, and he
placed one hand in his pocket.

“Well, T'll be going,” he said hriskly.

“Maybe, I've made a mistake. Come o
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think of it, you don't look just like the
young geantleman now, Perhaps it's
your brother, or your cousin, I'm think-
‘ng about. Well, good-afternoon!”

He turned on his heel, and went out.
Jimmy Little looked relieved, and his
tace broke into a sunny smile.

“Now we'll see about tea,” he said
cheerfully.

“You can't diddle me,” snecered Full-
wood. “Those two know one another,
an’ it's my opinion that Little is a cad!
He's pally with that horsy-lookin’
bounder, although he won't admit it.
I'll bet the pair have been arrangin’ a
few bets, or somethin.”

Little turned on his heel.

“What's that you said, Fullwood?”
he asked calmly.

“Nothin'—to you!” snapped the cad
of the Remove.

“You said something insulting about
me, anyhow,” said the fat boy. “I
don’t allow that sort of thing.”

“You—you don’t allow it!” stuttered
Fullwood.

“No, T don't!"

“Why, you cheeky new kid—"

“And I treat cads in this way,” said
Little grimly.

He seized hold of Fullwood, much to
that junior's alarm. The other fellows
watched with joy.

Fullwood was raised in the air like a
feather, The next second he came
down upon Little's knee, face to the
ground.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

The fat boy's hand rose and fell, and
the juniors yelled.

“Go it, Fatty!”

“That’s the stufl to give him!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, my hat! A spanking for
Fully!” yelled Watson. “0Oh, you
naughty hoy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Fullwood struggled and roared, bub
it was useless. He was held tight, and
ne received the ignominious punish-
ment against his will. Finally, Little
allowed him to go.
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‘I may be fat,” said the new hoy,
“but I'm not helpless!”
‘“' You—you—you-—-"" i
Yah! Dry up, you cad!” hooted
the crowd. ]
Little went indoors quite calmly, He
had raised himself a good deal higher
in the estimation of the Remove. It
was quite evident that he was not will
ing to put up with any nonsense.
“Good man!” grinned Watson.
“He's the right sortl” 4
“Begad! Rather, dear old boy,”
smiled Sir bMontie. “I am beginnin’ to
think that Little is a decided acquisi-
tion to the Remove—I am, really! He's
gapable of lookin'- after himself, any-
ow!"” .
But what was the mystery concern-
ing the unwelcome Mr. Ford? T
admit that I was very curious. And I
had an idea*that I should be doing
Little a good service by looking intq
the matter. N
There was something wrong somes
where. But what? ;
And what was the message which
Fatiy Little had given to Mr, Ford?

—

CHAPTER 21.
On the Trackl

OMMY WATSON grunted.
T “Drizzling,” he said
gustedly, turning away from the
study  window. “I thought th
weather was going to turn ou
rotten.”

“Never mind about the weather,” I
said, bursting into the study. “Cleared
away the tea things? Good! Geb
your coats and caps on, my sons. I've
got a pass-out for the three of us from
Fenton. We're O.K. until half-past
eight. Fenton's a good sort.”

‘“Really, old boy, what is the good
of goin' cut on an evenin’ like this?™
asked Sir Montie mildly. “I fail f;Q‘
see——"

“We're going to gob on a motor-bus
in Holborn,” I explained, “and we'rd
going to get off the bus at the top of
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Kingsway. Then we're going to walk
down to the Stoll Picture Theatre, and
have an evening’s enjoyment. How's
that?”

“Gh, ripping!” said Watson heartily.

Sir Montie beamed.

*I am willin’ to admit that the idea
Is first-class,” he said.

“Then get ready,” I said briskly.

“What about prep?” asked Tommy
Watson.

“We'll worry about prep when we
come back,” I replied. “If we hurry
off now we shall be in time to get good
seats before the crowd comes along.
That place generally fills up hetween
six and seven.”

My chums lost no time, and, five
minutes later, we sallied out in the
drizzle and walked into Holhorn. The
cvening was certainly a “beast.” In
addition to the drizzle, there was fog
in the air. I looked up into the sky.

“The fog will get worse before long,”
I said. *I shouldn’t be surprised if we
Liave to walk back. The buses won't he
able to run in thick fog.”

“Well, don't anticipate trouble,” said
Walson. “And even if we do have to

liz, the distance isn’'t far. In fact,
s hardly worth taking a bus now. If
it was fine, I'd rather walk.”

As Tommy had said, the distance was
certainly not far. Only just up High
Holborn, and we were ab the top of
Kingsway, We walked down that wide
thoroughfare, and soon came to the
picture theatre.

“\"chl}re shall we sit?” asked Watson.

rcle

"“Oh, we'll go in the stalls,” I said.
‘There's a queue waiting for the circle,
anyhow, and I don't fancy standing in
2 giddy queue.”

So we walked up the wide steps, and
I purchased three stalls. Then we
entered the great entrance-hall, and
were soon down on the floor cf the
building.

We found three seats tozether sev
rows from the front. They were
on the centre gangway, and we |

| encugh to logk a
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back in the luxurious chairs in com-
fert. Fortunately, a topical picture was
showing, and then commenced a long
“feature” film, imported from the
United Stales. But it was a good one,
and we were soon interested,

My whole attention was on the ple-
ture, a quarter of an hour later, when 1
heard a familiar voice quite close to
me. Two people were passing down the
gangway, and, as they had only just
come in, they couldn't see distinctly.
I could see them quite plainly, for my
eyes were accustomed to ihe gloom.

“I think there are two together in
the front row,” said the familiar voice.

“Fatty Little!” I murmured, sitting
up.

Then I saw that he was accompanied
by Mr. Montgomery Ford. So that scrap
of paper had arranged for a meeting
here! It was a coincidence that I
should be in the theatre at the same
time.

They seated themselves in the front
row, totally unaware of our presence,
And it was qmte evident that they were
not interested in the screen. They sat
together, talking in whispers.

“Did you spot ’em?” I hreathed,
turning to Montie.

“Eh? Spot whom, dear old hoy?”
asked Tregellis-West. “It is quite easy
to see that frightful rascal, Julius
Hartz, because he nearly fills the
sereen——"

“I wasn't talking about the
characters in the film, you ass,” I
grinned. “Did you see the pair who
just came in and sat down in the front
row? It was Fatly Little and that
coarse bounder, Ford.”

“Ohl"

“Bwa.d'”
r]on* like that chap, and I be-
be's up to some shady business
that fat ass.”
Well, he's old cnough and big

fter himself,” remarked
e gots into troubie, it's
. Stop jawing, and look
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Watson gazed at-the screen intently,
and lost all interest in his immediate
surreundings. Bub the arrival of Little

ad o difterent effect upon me. I lost
all interest in the picture, and centred
my cttention upon those two seals in
the front row.
ile and his companion were still
although, of course, it was im-
to hear even a whisper. They

poke together in the lowest of low
voices, in order to avoid disturbing
their immediate neighbours.

I saw Little shake his head once or
twice, and it struck me that Ford was
srguing with him. This went on for
about twenty minutes. Then, rather to
my surprise the pair rose to their feet
and prepared to leave.

“Bend forward, you chaps,” I whis-
pered hurriedly.

Tommy and Montie obeyed just in
time, and when Little passed up the
zangway he did not notice us sitting
there. I looked round, thinking that
the pair might be bound for the
lounge, in the rear, where they would
be able fo talk in comfort. And I was
right.

“Stick tight, my sons,” 1 whispered.

-m going fo the back. If you don't
see anything of me by the time the
show's over, go home, and don't worry.
But I expect I shall be back soon.”

Without waiting for them to reply, or
argue, I seized my cap and walked up
the gangway. There was only one or
two people standing at the back, and it
was easy enough for me to take up a
position where I could look info the
founge and remain unseen myself,
_Jimmy Little and Mr. Ford were sit-
ting on one of the comfortable settees,
talzing together earnestly. Cups of
coffec were brought to them, and they
sipped this while they talked.
hen, apparently having come to a
sn, they rose and passed through
one of the exit doors. I made up my
mind quickly, and acted.

t follow them, but hurried up
in stairs to the big entrance
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hall. I arrived outside, to find that the
fog had inecreased already, and every-
thing was looking drab and cold and
miserable.

Exactly as I had expected, the fat
hoy and Ford emerged from one of the
side exit deors. They saw nothing of
me, and walked round to the front of
the building, and set off up Kingsway,
in the direction of Southampten Row.

I began to think that I had wasted
my time, for i{ seemed that Little was
on his way back to the school. How-
ever, it wouldn't matier much, Barely
forty minutes had elapsed since Montie
and Tommy and I had entered the pic-
ture theatre, and the show lasted abouf
three hours. ‘

The fog was not thick; I was able
to shadow the pair up Kingsway with-
out difficulty, and I kept [airly close.
The fogz, in fact, was a great help to
me. I soon discovered that my surmise
was wrong, fomLittle and his unsavoury
companion turned into New Oxford
Street and procesded along  that
thoroughfare until they turned down a
road to the right. Within a few
niinutes we were in Blocomsbury—quiet,
dark and subdued. In the fog every-
thing was still and ghostly. It seemed
i ihle that we had been in the
bustle of the trafiic only a few moments
earlier.

I wondered what the game could be.
/ s the fat boy accompanying
mery Ford to this quarter?
was evidently something “on”
between the pair. I decided to watch
closely, and I did not feel that I was
taking an unfair advantage. I was
cortain that Jimmy Little needed advice
and guidance. He was being led away
by the smooth-tongued rascal.

After a short walk, the pair entered
the doerway of a drab-leoking building,
which, I guessed, was a third-class
hatel. They appeared into the
interior, and I ched from the open.

Gozing throughh the open hall, I saw
the pair vanish into a doorway at the
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yrear. This, then, was Ford's tempor-
ary abode. He had taken Little home
with him. What could this man want

of a mere schoolboy?

There was practically no hope of dis-
covering anything by remaining in
front, so I took a stroll down a little
alley, and after a few minutes I came
within view of the hotel’s rear.

There was a fairly big yard at the
back, and the wall was not very high. I
jumped up and looked at the building.
It was indistinct and ghostly in the
mist, but the lighted windows of several
lower rooms were clearly visible.

I decided to risk it.

I dropped down from the wall, and
crept along the yard until I neared the
windows, They steod out much more
distinctly as I approached. If any of
the hotel servants happened to spot
me-—well, I could slip away in next to
no time in that fog. I'd done things
like that scores of times, while shadow-
ing for the guv'nor.

But I was undisturbed. One of the
windows was that of a room in a jut-
ting out portion of the building. The
blind was up, and the window itself
was open at the top. As I watched,
I caught my breath,

Montgomery Ford came to the win-
dow, and pulled down the blind. There
was no chance of my seeing within. It
was 2 dark blind, and the window was
almost blotted out.

But I didn't mind.

There was nothing I particulariy
wanted to see. I was more anxious to
use my ears. I glanced at the open
window at the top, and I crouched
under the sill, A murmur of voices
came to me—but no distinct words.

“Well, there’s nobody to spot me in
this fog,” T told myself.

Within three seconds I was on the
window-sill, with my head on a level
with the open space.  And now the
voices wore clear and quite loud, and I
found I could see through the chink
between the blind and the wall
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CHAPTER 22
The Fat Boy's Decision!
R. MONTGOMERY FORD lay
M back in his chair and crossed
his legs.

“Well, my lad, I'm glad you've come
with me,” he said genially. “We can
talk comfortably here. That picture
theatre was all right—but we've got
business to discuss, and we want
privacy.”

“Yes,” said Jimmy Little.

He looked round the dingy apariment
rather anxiously. There was nothing
but old-fashioned furniture, chipped
ornaments, and a miserable bit of a
fire in the ancient grate.

Mr. Ford grinned as he watched his
young companion.

“Ah, I Eknow your weakness,” he
said, with a chuckle. “You didn't get
anything at the theatre, did you—har-
ring a cup of coffee. Hungry, I sup-
pose? "

“I'm a bit peckish,” admitted Little
eagerly. A

“Well, we'll scon put matters right,”
said Mr. Ford, rising. “I've got a few
good things in the cupboard, Jimmy.
‘While you're eating, I'll talk to you—
and point out the advantages of my
little plan.”

He rose to his feet and opened the
doors of the sideboard cupboard. Tg¢
Little’s delight, he proceeded to take
out dish after dish of expensive deli-
cacies. The fat boy’s mouth fairly
watered as he gazed upon them.

“Oh, ripping!” he exclaimed
“Great cheese-cakes, what a feed!

“It’s nothing to what youll have if
you'll agree to my scheme,” said Mr.
Ford pleasantly. “Now, laddie, tuck
in for all you're worth, Il smoke.”

Fatty Little needed no second bid-
ding. He proceded to “tuck in" at a
rate which caused Mr. Ford to regard
him with wonder.

Outside, in the fog, T was listening—
unsecn and unheard. My presence was
not suspected, and the pair in the rcom
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were confident that they
alone.

“It’s this way, Jimmy, my lad,” said
Mr. Ford, as he lit a long, black cigar,
“¥ou and I are fairly old friends. We
know onc another thoroughly—and I
think you rather like me.”

Jimmy Little nodded and grunted—
his mouth was too full for speech.

“It happened when you were at that
private school, down in Kent,” went on
Mr Ford remiaiscently. “I brought
the old circus to the town for two days,
and I spoited you as you were sitting in
the three-bob seats with some of your
pals. That's right, isn't it? ”

“Yes, Mr. Ford,” said the fat boy.
‘Wa'd seen your circus advertised for a
week before that, so when it came we
paid up and went in, And, if you re-
member, we thought the show wasn't
worth the money——"

“That's right, laddie—that's right
cnough,” admitied Mr. Ford, “ Several
of my best turns weren't appearing that
day, and the whole show was upside
down. By jip, Jimmy, I was fairly
knocked over when I saw you, because
I knew you were just the fellow I'd
been looking for for vears. A real,

were quite

genuine fat boy! No padding, no
swindle—the real goods!”

Little grinned.

“No need to be personal,” he re-
marked.

“Personal! ” echoed Mr. Ford. “ My

dear fellow, this is a business talk—and
the business mainiy concerns your hulk.
Youre fat, and you mustn't take
offence because I speak about it.”

“I was only joking,” mumbled
Jimiy, with his mouth full.

“Yes, I was fairly astonished when
I set eyes on you for the first time,”
went on Mr. Ford, laying back in his
chair again. *“As a circus proprietor of
iifteen years' standing, I recognised in
veu the finest turn I could possibly have
in my show. But you were a school-
boy in a good school, and of good
Parentage, and I thought the case was
hopeless—until I had a chat with you.”
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“I'm afraid it's hopeless now, Mr.
Ford—"

“Now, none of that!” interrupted

the circus proprietor. “If it’s possible,
TI'm going to secure your services for
Fordelll's Gigantic Circus. The whola
show Is on a better footing now—it's
one of the most palatial cencerns on

is it bigger now?”

Mr. TFord laughed
heartily. "Why laddie, I've added new
Cdpml to the business, and the circus
is now simply a travelling palace.
Luxury galore—a sumptuous life for
any gentleman, By jip, youwve
only got to see it! The caravans are
lke royal coaches! I've had one made
specially for your benefit—if you think
well of my offer.”

“Yes, but I don't think—- "

“This carawan is the Jast word in
luxury,” went on Mr., Ford, rubbing his
hands together. “Electric light, a
natty little bed-room; a living-room
furnished in polished mahogany,; every-
thing, in fact, conducive to comfort and
ease. The larder itself in that caravan
is almost as big as an ordinary living-
rcom—and my ovder is that it shall
always be fulll ”

The fat boy's eyes gleamed.

“PFull of—what?” he asked eagerly.

"Food, laddie—the finest food obtain-

able,” said Mr. Ford. “All the choicest
eatahles one can imagine, and a con-
stant supply—that’s what I've arranged
for you. When we made that last
arrangement, six weeks azo, times were
bad. There’s been a marvellous
change since then.”

“youve been pretty quick about it,”
remarked Little.

“We've had fifty men working on the
job,” said the circus proprietor. L
tell you, Jimmy, you won't know the
show when you see it again. I offered
you three pounds a week and all your
focd to appear in my show—and you
agreed, Well, things went wrong—""

“Yes, the grub wasn't what you said

asked
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it would be,” put in Fatty. “And after
the first night I decided to clear off.
Then my pater came along and took me
home, and I was taken away from the
school, too. That arrangement of ours,
l\t«n-. Ford, wasn't very successful, was
it?

“It wasn't. I've got to admit the
truth,” said the man. “But you didn't
give it a fair trial, Jimmy. The food
I ordered for you didn’t come in, and
before I could straighten things out
your dad came along and took you

away, I nearly got into trouble for
that, too. But this time it will be
different.”

The fat boy made no remark; he had
even ceased chewing, which was a clear
indication that his thoughts were very
busy. Ford sat watching him, won-
dering what effect his words had had.

And, meanwhile, I stood outside on
the window-sill

And now I had a perfect understand-
ing of the whole position. 1 knew
exactly why Jimmy Little had come
with this man to such a dingy hotel.
The pair were old acquaintances.

I was certainly astonished at what I
had heard. Jimmy Little had run away
from his former school to appear in a
cireus! It was amazing, and I could
only find an explanation in the fact
that the junior had been fascinated
and blinded to the truth by the
thoughts of the free and easy life he
would lead, and the amount of food he
would be allowed.

As I had learned, the attempt had
failed, and Jimmy had been taken
away. Now, by all appearances, Mr.
Ford was intent upon persuading
Jimmy to go to him for a second time.
I guessed that Ford had seen the fat

jun.ior quite by chance, and had
immediately taken advantage of the
opgortuni*.y which had presented it-
self.

I listened more intently than ever,
feeling that I was perfectly justified in
acling the part of an eavesdrooper,’
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For I knew that Montgomery Ford was
a lying rascal.

Withm the room, they were talking
again.

“It's all very well, Mr. Ford, but I
don't think I can accept your offer,”
said Fatty Littie slowly. “I've just
got to this new school, ahd my pater
trusts me. It wouldn’t be right Z

“Tush!" interrupted the man
“There’s no quastion of right or wrong
about it. You've got to think of your
own interests in this world, Jimmy. T'll
Jjust tell you what my offer is, and you
can accept it or refuse it—as you like.
But I can give you my word that I am
treating you very kindly. You happen
to be valuable to me for the circus, and
I'm willing to pay you well.”

“Yes, but—-"

“No, don't interrupt,” went on Mr.
Ford. “This is what I propose, my
lad, As long as youre with the circus
T'll give you five pounds a week in solid
cash, It's quite likely that after a
month or two I'll increase your pay to
seven-ten. You'll have your own cara-
van—and yowll have all the food you
want. You'll give your own orders to
the chef, and he'll carry them out to
the letter.”

“It sounds all right,” said Fatty, with
gleaming eyes.

“It's absolutely fine! " declared Mr.
Ford. “Why, in three years’ time
vowll be worth twenty pounds a week
to anybody. I'll give you that money
myself. And don’t run away with the
idea that there's anything degrading in
circus life. This show of mine isn't
a third-rate affair, remember. It's
positively the biggest travelling circus
on the road to-day. You'll be one of
the most honoured members of my
company. You'll have no work to do
except to appear in the ring for ten
minutes every evening. You'll lead a
life of comfort and luxury, and you'll
be able to pub all your wages in the
Lank.”

“My father wouldn't agree—"

“I don’t suppose for a minute that he
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would,” said Mr. Ford. “But you
needn't consult your father about it.
Just come with 1ce, and everything will
be all right. I want you, Jimmy.
Youre valuable to me.”

The fat boy shock his head.

“But what would be the good of it?”
he asked. “My father is pretty smart,
you know, and it wouldm’t take him
long to guess where I'd got to. Within
three or four days he'd find out where
your circus is located, and he'd come
down.”

“Precisely! agreed Mr. Ford geni-
ally. “That's just the very idea.”

“But pater would take me away——"

“No, sonny, that's just where you
make a mistake,” said the circus pro-
prietor. “If you went to your dad now
he would put the ban on the whole
thing., That's why I'm going to work
in this way. M. Little will come down,
and he'll see the circus as it actually
is. He'll see you in your own caravan,
comfortable, happy and contented. I'll
talk to him, and I guarantee that he'll
be agreeable to your staying on. If he
ism’t—well, you can go away. There’s
really nothing in it. And what’s move,
Jimmy, I'm prepared to engage a
private tutor to travel with you. So
your father won't have a leg to stand
on—he'll be bound to consent. But the
main idea is for you to run away, and
make him come down to the circus. It's
the only way of proving to him that
everything is above board. You see
the point, don't you? "

“ Yes, of course,” said Jimmy. “I
—1I like the idea all right, Mr. Ford.
It scems to me that everything will be
fine. And now that you've explained
things about my pater, I'm more in-
clined to agree. Youre sure I shall
have all the grub I want, aren’t you? ”

“Yowll have more than you can
eat,” declared Mr. Ford. “Look here,
laddie, let’s decide this cvening. There’s
1o sense in delaying matters. The show
opens to-morrow at Bristol, and I've
eot to go down by the mail train to-
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night. T can’t see you again, so we
must settle the thing at once,”

“But—but it means going away at
once! ”

“What of it?"” asked the showman,
“You're strange in this school—you
don’t know anybody. It'll be no wrench
for you to run away. I'm going down
to Bristol by the night{ express from
Paddingten. Meet me on the departure
platform at a quarter to twelve, Il
have the tickets and everything. You
can steal out of the school easily
enough——"

“Oh, thatill be casy enough, I ex-
pect,” said Falty. “We go to bed at
half-past nine, and I needn’t sneak out
until eleven. I{'ll mean getting up at
about half-past ten. I'm game, but—
but it's so sudden! "

“You mustn’t let that worry you,”
said Mr. Ford easily. “Most great de-
cisions are taken quickly. Hang it all,
Jimmy, I'll be even more generous, If
you’ll agree to come with me for a year
I'll give you siy peunds ten a weelk, all
the food you can eat, your home, and
all your clothes. How’s that?”

“Splendid, but——"

“But you're afraid I won’t carry out
my promise?” asked the showman.
“We won't leave it to chance, any way.
I sign an agreement, binding myself
to carry out every condition. And
you'll sign this little paper, promising
to appear in my circus for a year. Now,
Jimmy, let’s have your final answer.”

The fat boy sat still for a full minute
and his gaze was resting lovingly on the
food which still remained. Food was
his one weakness, and the thought of
having all that he desired fascinated
him. And Mr, Ford was so plausible
and so smooth that Fatty was caught
in the net.

“All right,” he said, after a long

pause. “I agree.”
The circus proprietor slapped the
table.

“Splendid! ¥ he exclaimed. “That's
the way, my lad! Now we can talk
properly. Just put your name to this
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sheet of paper while I'm signing the
agreement. We trust one another all
right, but business is business! "

Fatty Little glanced at {he piece of
paper which was laid in front of him.
The words were few, and merely con-
sisted of a promise to sexrve Mr. Ford
for twelve calendar months from the
date of signing. Jimmy put his name
to it without hesitation, and Mr. Ford
pockeled the document.

“The agreement isn't quite ready
vet,” he said. “I've just remembered
that’s it's got to have a stamp—and I'll
do it to-morrow, anyhow. Now, my
lad, don’t forget the arrangement. Be
at Paddington at a quarter-to-twelve
to-night. I shall have the tickets, and
then everything will be rosy. You're
in for a splendid life! ”

Little rose to his feet.

“By chutney!” he exclaimed. “I
shall enjoy myself fremendously after
I've settled down to it,” he said. “It’s
splendid, Mr. Ford! I shall kecp all
the“ money you pay me, and save it

up.

“That’s just the idea,” said the show-
man, “How many lads of your age
are able to earn ten or tweve pounds a
week—for that's what it comes to, con-
sidering that you have free board and
lodging. You've got to be thankful
for your amazing luck, laddie.”

b ’flzle fat boy gazed down at his huge

UK,

“I'm blessed if I can understand why
I'm worth so much!* he said, “ Where
the pork-pie is the sense of paying
money to see me? ‘The public seem to
have queer ideas, Mr. Ford. It's a
mystery to me.”

“Well, we've got to cater for the
public, and so long as we give them
what they want—well, we needn't worry
our heads,” sald Mr. Ford. “All right,
Jimmy, you get back to the school
be£01;e you'];c\ missed.”

Ves, I %k s0,” said Fatty. “I'll
find my w nyhow.”
Thg pair went out of the room.
And, outside, I didn't shift from iy
position. I couldn't possibly intercept
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Little, even if I wanted to—which I
didn’'t. My first concern would be to
report the whole affair {o Nelson Lee.

And there was 1o hurry about that.
I remained on the window-sill, motion-
less.

And then I heard voices again.

“Yes, you can come in now, Bill " Mr.
Ford was saying. “The kids gone,
and everything is settled.”

I listened more intently, and was
very pleased that I had remained. Now,
in all probability, T should hear the
truth. For I certainly did not accept
Mr. Montgomery Ford's statemcnt as
honest truth.

“Settled?” said a gruff voice. 1

couldn't quite see the new arrival. “Did
the kid swallow the yarn, then?”
“Whole!" chuckled Mr. Ford. “I

piled it on so thick that I was almost
afraid he’d rumble me,” said Mr. Ford
pleasantly., “ But he took it all in—and
a good thing for us he did. We've got
him now, Bill, and he'll be worth all
the trouble we've taken.”

“¥ou think he'll look all right in the
circus?”

“As a fat boy he'll make a tophole
turn,” declared the showman., “You
ought to know that, Bill, without ask-
ing me. Later on we can make him do
some tricks, He was pleased akout the
caravan.’”

The other man chuckled.

“An' it's the dirtiest old box of
rubbish I ever saw!” he remarked.
“An’ strictly speakin’, the cireus ain't
even so good as it was, old man. Did
you promise to pay the kid five quid a
week?"”

“It's settled at six-ten.”

Bill roared.

“He'll be lucky if he sees the colour
of a penny!” he exclaimed. “And the
food won't be anything particular,
neither. But youwll have to feed him
pretty well, old man, or he'll get thin!
And don't you think there's a chance
that he'll write to his father as soon as
he sees he's been done?”

Mr. Ford grunted.

“The brat won't have a chance,” he
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said. “As soon as we gef to Bristol I'll
take him straight on to the ship—pie-
tending that I'm going to see a friend.
Then I'll make him sleep there, When
he wakes up after a few hours we'll be
out to sea—and the next land he'll set
eyes on will be South America!”

“It's easy,” observed Bill

“The whole thing came into my head
when I spoited the kid in Holborn,”
went on Mr. Ford. “He's worth seven
or eight guid a week to us, Bill. The
show's not extra grand, and young
Little will be able to fill one of the
gaps. When we open in South America
he'll be trained, too—T'll keep him busy
on the voyage.”

“You don’t think he’'ll cause trouble
out there?”

“How?"

“Well, he might complain to the
nolice—-""

“Not likely!™ said Ford. “I'll see to
that. And we shall have a really fine
fat boy for the circus without paying
him a farthing. It’ll make pounds a
show difference to us, once were really
on the road.”

“Yes, I suppose you're right,” said
Bill. “Well, Ford, I don't need to stay
here any longer. Everything's packed
up and on board, and I mean to get
down to Bristol by an earlier train. IT'll
see you down there in the morning.”

“Right vou are,” said Mr. Ford.

They talked for a few minutes longer,
but I was not intercsted.

I had heard all I wanted to know—I
had learnt the truth. Ford was a
bigger scoundrel than I had taken him
to be, Under false promises he was get-
ting Fatty Little to run away. Once on
that ship at Bristol, he would be power-
less, He would be taken to South
America, and would be compelled to
serve in the circus for years, in all
probability. In a {oreign land the boy
would be helpless.

It was a deliberate case of kidnapping,
and as I slipped down from the window-
sill and made my way across the yard I
felt very pleased with myself for having
followed Ford and the fat boy from the
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Stoll Picture Theatre. My little piece of
detective work had rewarded me well,

What was the next move to be?

I glanced ai my watch, and found
that barely an
and Montie would still be in the picture
theatre, wondering what had hecome of
me. I decided to pay again, and to
fetch the pair out. Then we would go
to the school, and tell Nelson Lee all
about it.

A guarter of an hour later, I was tell-
ing Temmy and Montie what I had seen
and heard, as we made our way back to
the school.

Arriving there, I hurried along to the
guvnor's room and related the story
once more.

“What will you do about it2” I asked
afterwards.

“It seems quite slmple,” said Nelson
Lee. “We will make our plans accord~
ingly. You will remain awake in the

-
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dormitory, Nipper, and will prevent
Little from leaving ithe apartment. Even
if you should fail, it will not much
matter, since I shall be at Paddingtomn.
It will be better, however, to prevent the
lad from leaving the school. I think
I can trust you and your two friends—
Watson and Montie—to look after
Master Little.”

“We'll keep him in the dormitory,
sir, even if we have to tie him down,”
I said. “And what will you do?”

“I shall consult the police at once.”

“Scotland Yard?”

“No, not Scotland Yard,” said Nelson
Lee. “I will walk to the nearest police
station, and obtain the services of two
officers. We will leave the station in
time to arrive at Paddington by eleven-
forty-five. Ford will expect Little—and
we shall turn up in the boy's place. It
will be rather an unpleasant surprise
for the rascal, and he will take quite a
different journey. For, instead of going
to Bristol, he will accompany us to the
lock-up.”

“Good!" I said heartily.
ripping, sir!”

* And remember, not a single word to
Little—don't let him guess for a
moment that his plans are known fo
anybody else,” sald the guvnor, “The
boy is foolish, but I think he is a decent
youngster.”

“Yes, sir,” I agreed. “He's as steady
as a rock, and there's nothing wrong
with him. He's simply an ass for listen-

“That's

ing to a man like Ford. Will you
punish him?"”
“I don't think he will need any

punishment at all,” replied the guv'nor.
“No, Nipper, the boy is not to blame.
He is young and inexperienced, and
Ford has got him under his influence,
However, there is no need for us to
discuss this now. It will soon be bed-
time for you—and I rely upon you to
carry out your part of the programme.”

“Right, sir!” I said. “I hope every-
thing will be O.K.”

After that I went back and reported
to my chums—and they were fully
determined to keep awake with me, and
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lend a hand in keeping Jimmy Little
forcibly in bed. We could trust Nelson
Lee to deal with Mr, Montgomery Ford.

The guvnor did not sally out upon
his mission until after bed-time. It was
just after ten when he entered the
police station, and it was geiting on
towards eleven when he had explained
matters to an attentive inspector.

“So you see how the matter stands,”
said Nelson Lee at last. *“'There is
plenty of proof that this man is
attempting an act of deliberate abduc-
tion. I want you to let me have two
ofiicers in plain clethes. My plan is fo
walk up the platform at a quarter-to-
twelve, and to arrest Ford with as little
commotion as possible.”

The inspector nodded.

“Quite an excellent plan, Mr. Lee,”
he said. “Butl I shall have to let you
have uniformed men. It really doesn't
matter—you’ll be able to get your man
without difficulty. There will be no

hitch.”
The two men were brought in—a
sergeant and a constable. They were

informed of the plan, and everything
was got ready.

A taxicab was outside the police
station just after eleven, and Nelson
Lee took his seat at once. The fog, how-
ever, delayed the trio, and it was mid-
night before they reached Paddington.
And the express for Bristol was steam-
ing out of the station.

They were too late!

CHAPTER 23.
Second Thoughts !

EN o'clock had already struck, and
the Remove dormitory was still
and quiet. But three juniors

were wide awake, One of them was
myself, and the others were Tregellis-
West and Watson.
I sat up in bed, and saw that my
chums' eyes wers open, A
“It seems to me, dear old boy, that
everything isn't gbin' to pan out as we
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thought,” whispered Montie. “I be-
lieve the chap is sound asleep, bezad!”

“Lools Hke it,” I replied. “But don't
jaw, old son. Little planned with Ford
to meet him at Paddington fo-night,
and it's pretly certain that he’ll go. As
the guvnor will be there, everything
will be O.K. The fat ass won't get into
any trouble, and hell be brought back
after Ford has been arrested. But dry
up now!”

Ten-thirty boomed out at last, and,
as the stroke died away, there came a
movement from Fatty's bed. T looked
up without making a scund. Tommy
Watson and Tregellis-West were alert,
too. Our plan was to prevent Little
from going, and we meant to do if.

However, I wanted to see what the
chap weuld do. He got out of bed,
vawned, and proceeded to pull his socks
over his fat feet. Then he prepared
to remove his pyjamas. But he paused
while doing so.

For a full minute he
moving.

Then he rose to his feet, paced up
and down for a few minutes, and sat
down on the edge of his bed. He re-
peated this performance three times.
But at last he apparently came to a
decision,

Far, with a quick shake of his bulky
figure, he pulled off his socks, and got
back into bed again. And as he lay his
head upon the pillow, he gave vent to
a soft, low chuckle.

Fatty Little had recovered his senses
at the eleventh hour!

He had realised how mad and foolish
the whole project was. And he had
determined to remain in bed, and to
leave Mr. Montgomery Ford in the
lurch,

My opinion of Fatty rose in a leap.
He was the fellow I had first taken
him to be, after all. His moment of
weakness had passed. It was very
gratifying to know that he had fought
his own battle—and that he had won.

It was auite clear to me, however,
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thaf the fruth would come out. He
would know that when he learned of
Ford's arrest. So I slipped quietiy out
of bed, and went over to Little—
watched curiously by my chums.

“Good man!” I muttered heartily.

“Great rock cakes!” muttered Fatty,
sitting up. “What—what——"

“Give me your fist, old son,” I said.
“I'm jolly pleased with you! You've
proved that you're made of the right
stuff!»

Litile was quite staggered.

“But—but I don't understand!” he
exclaimed. “What's the idea, Nipper?
What do yvou mean by grabbing my
fist? I—I've done nothing—-"

“You've decided not to run away on
a fool's errand,” I said quietly. " You've
decided to leave Mr., Ford to his own
devices.”

Fatty stared at me, and gulped.

“You—you know?” he breathed.

“ s
“But how?” he asked, after a
moment. “How did you—-"

“I spotted you with Ford in the Stoll
Picture Theatre, and I guessed thab
something was wrong,” I said. “I
knew jolly well that that fellow was up
to no good. I followed you, and I was
just outside the window when you were
talking to Ford in the back room of
that private hotel.”

“You were—listening?” asked Fatty.

“Yes; and I don’t mind admitting
it,” T replied. "Little, you don’t know
what you've escaped! After that chap
had sent vou away he spoke with an-
other man, and then I heard the
truth.”

“The—the truth!”

“That rotten circus is going off to
South America next week, and you
were to have gone with it,” I said
grimly. .

“Good heavens!” gasped Little.
“But—but he told me—"

“He told you a whole string of lies,”
I interrupted. “ After he'd got you, he
weuldn't have paid you a cent, On the
ship you weuldn’t have had an earthly
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chance, and in South Amecrica you
would be as good as dead!”

The fat boy stared at me in horror.

“And—and you knew all about it?”
he asked.

“¥es”

“You knew it, and you were going
to let me go?”

“Not on your life!” I replied
promptly. “I may as well tell you that
Mr. Lee knows all about it, and he's
going to be at Paddington at two
minutes to twelve, and he's going to
have police with him, and Ford will be
arrested for conspiracy and attempied
shduction.”

“Great doughnuts!”

“Tregellis-West and Watson and I
were all ready to collar you,” I went
on. “As soon as you were half-dreesed,
we were going to spring out and keep
you here by force. But what has hap-
pened is a thousand times betler, Fatty.
You made up your own mind, and you
took the right decision.”

For a few moments he said nothing.
Then he gripped my hand, and hela
it between his own plump fingers.

“I've been an awful fool, you know,”
he whispered. “But it was the grub!
Ford promised me six-ten a week and
all the food I could eat, and—and when
I get on the grub line I'm willing to
agree to anything! But I saw the
idiocy of the whole thing, and I
chucked it up.”

THE MYSTERY

“You've done the best,” I said.
“That man is a crook—"
“Ch!” interrupted Fatty abruptly.

“I'va just 1’emembcrcd something !*

“What is it?’

“Didn't. you say that Ford is to be
arrested?”

“Yes.”

“Bui he's got a paper I wrote out
and signed—a paper promising to serve
him for a year,” said Little earn
“I was a mad idiot to sign it, but
didn't realiss—-

“It dozsn’'t matter,” I said.
can't make use of that paper.”

“But the police will find it, and my

1

“He

OF ST. FRANK'S!
pater might get it!" said Fatly, in dis-
tress. “I—I don't want the pater to

know anything, if it can be kepi ouiet.
what—I've got an idea.
it

“I'll go io Paddington, after all—"

“Iu go there, and sce Ford,” said
Fatty eagerly. “I'll get him to show
me thet paper for some reason, and
then I'll simply wait with him until
Mr, Lee and the police atrive—so that
he won't be suspicious. I'd like you to
come, too, in case of accidents, buf
youw'll have to keep in the background.”

I made up my mind in a second.

“We'll all go—the four of us!” I said
briskly. Thelas no reason why we
shouldnt be in this little coup. Dress
yourselves as quickly as you can.
There's not a minute to waste.”

Tommy and Montie had been listen-
ing, and they raised no objections.
Fatty Little was pleased and relieved,
and he shivered when he realised what
a nariow escape he had actually hed.

We were soon dresced, and then we
stole out of the dormitory, and got out
of the school by means of the gym-
nasiwm roof.

We hastened along to Chancery
Lane Tube Station, and went to Pad-
dington by Underground. The fog had
not interfered with the Tube service,
and we arrived in the great terminus
just after eleven-thirty.

“Splendid!” I said. “Tons of time!
Now look here, Fatty. What time have
you arranged to meet Ford?”

“Quarter to twelve, on the departure
platform.”

“He'll have the tickets!™”

“Yes; I think so.”

“And then you'll take yeur seats in
the carriage,” I said. “The best thing
vou can do is to use some soft soap.
Keep Ford nicely spoofed until you
caich sight of Mr. Lee and the police.
Then you can show your real hand.,”

“And where will you be?” asked
Fatty.
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“In the nearest waitingroom to your
carriage,” I replied. “ We shall watch
you, and, if I get a chance, I'll give you
a signal from the waiting-room door.
That's all. You'd better hutry off now.”

“Right,” said Fatty. “And many
thanks for what you've done!”

He hurried off, and we looked after
him with feelings of gladness.

He found the departure platform
sasily enough, and there, as he had ex-
pected, he found Mr. Montgomery Ford.
The rascally circus proprietor nodded
genially as Little approached him.

“Good for you, my boy!” he said.
‘I knew you wouldn't disappoint me.
I'm going to give you the time of your
life, and before many weeks have
passed you’ll look upon me as your own
father.”

An empty compartment was soon dis-
covered, and, after they had settled
themselves down, Fatty leaned out of
the window and looked down the plat-
form. I saw him at once, and waved.
He popped back almost immediately.

Then commenced a rather anxious
time of waiting.

I was sure that Little would succeed
in his object. The train was due to
pull out at twelve o'clock precisely, and
when the clock showed the time to be
eleven-fifty-two I began to get anxious.

Where was the guv'nor?

Why hadn’t he arrived?

1 saw the guard getting his flag ready,
and all the doors were already closed.
Fatty appeared at the window again,
looking up and down anxiously. He
was obviously becoming alarmed. He
didn’t want to be taken away, after all!

““Begad! Somethin’ has gone
wrong!” muttered Tregellis-West.

“Come on!” I said. “We're going to
take a hand—- By jingo! Fatty's
Jumped out of the train! He's coming

“Ford's
excitedly,
Little, knowing that there was only
a few seconds left, had decided upon
the only course. He jumped up vefore

after him!” sald Watson
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Ford could hold him back, One leap,
and he was out of the train. He
streaked across for the waiting-room.
h_A:}d the circus proprietor ran after

im!

Fatty burst in, breathless.

“Mr. Lee hasn't come!” he panted.
“I've got that paper—I snatched it at
the last moment! The train’s going
out in two ticks—-"

Ford rushed into the waiting-room;

“You little fool!” he raved.-“ What's
the matter with you? The train's going
in—— By thunder! What the—"

“On him!” I said fiercely. “We'll
collar the scoundrel ourselves!”

*Good egg!”

Mr., Ford was overwhelmed in a
moment., Fatty's weight alone was
enough to hold him down. And as he
lay on the waiting-room floor, the train
slowly steamed oub of the station.

Before it was quite lost to sight three
figures came rushing to the barrier—
Nelson Lee and two uniformed police
officers. They had arrived too late,
and, of course, I found out the reason
shortly afterwards.

“Hold him tight!” I said rapidly.

I went outside, and waved my hands.

“Guyvmor!” I roared, carcless of
attracting ettention. “Mr, Lee!™

Nelson Lee saw me and heard me,
and—— Well, there’s practically no-
thing more to tell, Mr. Montgomery
Ford was taken prisoner by the police
and hauled away. Fatty Little went
hack to the school with us, and on the
way the guvnor gave him a quiet,
kindly little lecture.

In the finish, the affair was hushed
up, and I think Mr. Ford was brought
before the magistrate on another charge
altogether. Anyhow, we didn't see any-
thing more of him,

And there is not the slightest doubt
that Jimmy Little will listen to no more
offers of employment—for the sake of
grub! The fat boy of St. Frank's had
learned his lesson!

THE END,
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BIG BANGS!

HEN you decide, after deep
thought, to blue your whole
Saturday sixpence on one giant

cannon rather than a mixed assortment
of little squibs and jumping crackers,
you probably think you've got some-
thing pretty powerful.

But do you know there are explosives
so powerful that info the case of that
sixpenny cannon could he packed
enough to sink a battleship? And some
of them are so sensitive that it doesn't
need a lighted touch-paper to set them
off; a fly settling on them will do that!

Handle With Care!

One of these is a form of picric acid.
It isn't much use because it's far too
dangerous to handle. Even expert
scientists who are used to dealing with
such things hardly dare to breathe
when they are touching it.

Quite a lot of the most powerful
explosives are very easy to handle, how-
ever, Dynamite you can carry about in
your pocket, and unless you get too near
a fire there's nothing to worry about
It's only when it’s set light to in a con-
fined space that dynamite really shows
what it can do.

Gun-cofton is just the same. How
would you like to have a piece of gun-
cotton—cotton-wool, it looks like—
placed on the palm of your hand and
lighted? You'd be perfectly safe; you
wouldn't even get burnt. There would!
just be a flash and ths gun-coiton
would have vanished. It would have
burnt too rapidly to have harmed you.
But shut up some gun-cotton in the
detonator cap of a shell, and that’s a
different matter.

During the war the Germans used
ammonal — an extremely powerful
explosive—to bring down our nalloon-
strafing aeroplanes. They had to do
something, because Allied 'planes were

shooting all their observation balloons
out of the sky.

So they sent up a bslloon with a
dummy observer in the basket and
enough ammonal en beard to blow the
balloon and , anything near it out of
France altegether. After a Dbit, a
venturesome pilot was pretty sure to
have a pot at it, and then, of course,
the fireworks started. No pilot who
put a round of Bellingham—as the
special  balloon-strafing ammuniticn
was called—into an enemy sausage cver
escaped with his life But one cant
really blame the Germans for using the
trap. The idea was, of course, that once
a pilot heard of another fellow being
citught, he tended to leave all ballcons
alone,

Safe-Opening ““ Soup !

In quite another sphere of life are
men who also have to be experts in
explosives. They are the skilled cracks-
men who use “soup,” as they call it, for
opening safes. For most safes dynamite
dees the trick, but occasionally it-is
necessary to take a chance and use
nitro-glycerine.

The story is told of how a gang of *
American safe-crackers, with their eyes
on a big bank, decided to try nitre-
glycerine for the first time. Since it
would be impossible to experiment on
the actual job, they made up their
minds to try out the new explosive on
the safe of a country post office.

They got into the post office easily
enougn. But when the safe had been
drilled and the time came to lay the
charge, a problem arose. How much
nitro-glycerine would it take?

A safe like the one they were opening
would require five shots of dynamite,
they argued. And nitro was a goed deal
more powerful. Try three!

Three shots were accordingly incerted,
the fuses lit, and the cracksmen re-
treated—wisely, as it turned out—to a
safe distance.

In a moment there came a blind-
ing roar and the entire front of the
rost office was blown across the street!

EXR
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DON'T MISS THESE GRAND COMPANiON NUMBERS, CHUMS!

LIBRARY no2860 £

EBELLION at St. Jim's! Un-

precedented scenes and excite-
ment follow the action of Figgins
& Co. in openly defying the
authority of the sour-tempered
Mr. Ratcliff, their Housemaster.
Here's a great story that you will
vote one of the best you have ever
rcad ‘

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

On Sale Now

THERE are hours and hours of

exciting reading in this power-
ful book-length yarn of Harry
Wharton & Co., featuring Gerald
Loder, the bully of the Sixth
Form, in the role of captain and
tyrant of Greyfriars. Get it
to-day.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Price 4d. each
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