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AUTHOR’'S

Nelvon Lee and Nipper are at St Frank’s College, to escape the

altentions of the murderous Chinese Secret Society, the Fu Chang

Tonqg, whose hatred they have vieryrred,

school ¢ the characters of master and pupil, Nclxop Lce and

‘- Nipper,nwevevtheless, find meany opportunities to utilixetheir unique
dtective ability (i vecious mygsterious and adeenturous cases,

NOTE.

AUthough living in the

——

CIHIADPTER 1.
(Lecorded Ly Nipper.)

IN WHICH THERE I4 JUST A JIVLIE
MENT WITH tULLLWOOD X Con,

I nulovely head of Tdwand Os.

I wald Handioth gppeared round
tho door of Study ¢, in the Re-

move passage, ut St. Frank's. [
locked up from my prep. with an un-
patient frown,

ARG .

“Go and Bow 1t somewhere dlse,
Haudy,” I saud shortly, .
“ Lh? Go and blow what?” asked

Handforth, eutering the study,

“ That nugnphmm vowe of yours" 1
replied. * Wo dou't want to hear it
mm—we re busty. Who votes for clinck-
ing Handiorsth out?”

Qir Montie Tregellis-West and Torany
Watson, my »tudy chums, glinnml.

“ Carried  unanimounsly,  dear boy,*
vawned Montie, * lI.qut’mtln you're a
decent chap, but wve win't capable of
standin’  you Ju<t  pow, \\'lml with
verbs an—"

flandforth glarved.

“* You asses!’ he roared. ¢ Cuan’t 1

And if anybody
it's

como 10 for a minute?
says my voice i3 Lihe a megaphone,

pro..d

e

only votten jealonsy. T'm jolly
of 1y voice, 1f you wane to know—

“Wo don't!" suid Watson cliee rfully,
“Wo only want you to buzz off.*

“Well, I'm gotug tn stav until I'vo
eaid what I came for,” declaved Hand-
forth, with A anttl.  ““ Rats to your
boutl y prep.””

Fdward Oswald apoke firmly, and T
lutd my pen down with an air of resii-

ation. It was hLopeless to argue with
IHandforth, Once he’d made up  his
mind, ho was like a rock. The only

|m--l|'le means of getting vid of him waq
to allow him to jaw—or to e¢ject him
foraibly., And I didu'e feel ke cexer-
tion just then. _

** Go ahead,” U aaid,
“ (et 1t over quickly.”’

“You fathead! Uve caomne to gihve
vou a tip,” exclaimed Handioeth. 1
supposo you know that Favtaan is get-
tng mixed up with l'ullnmul anud his
rotten crowd, don't vou? I undesstoad

in a tired volce,

that you'd taken Fanman uuder your
wing~—-""
“ My dear oh. i, You're talking ot

of vour hat!’ T geinned.  ** Farman's
not ne3 cnough to plav the giddy woot
hike that, \\ ho's heen elbine vou those
silly _\'ul‘lls I t'mu_x_:lll vou  had RRTA)
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senae, nlthough you arve such a cuckon!”

“Don't you beliecve me?”’ bawled
Handforth, glaving., *This is_ what
comes of doing a good turn! Fat Jot

of thanks T get for it!l” o

‘* Keep your hair on, old son,” T sid.
““No need to get into a paddy. Who
told you this about Farmant?'’ .

“ Nobody,” #idl Iandforth tartly.
**Jf you vgnt to know, 1 saw Farman
go into SBtudy A with Iullwood bnd
Gulliver and Bell=and they wero all
laughing and  talking together. You
can guess what that means, I suppose?”

I looked rather serious. _

* Ia this the atraight tip, Handforth?’’
I asked grimly, |

*You usa! Of course it is—Iurman
only went into Study A a minuto ago,”
onswered Handforth, going towards the
door, ** I happened to ace him with tha
Nuts as I camo along tho passage. If
vou want to know anything more, you'd
better o along to Study A, DBut 1
thought 1'd let you kuow,”' < ’

And Handforth, still on his dignity
went out and closed the door behine
him—a most unusual  procedure  for
Handforth, I looked at Sir Montic und
‘Tommy rather quemly, -~ .

“ More trouble, Denny
Tregellin-West,
|m'|l7" o .. e . .

“1 don't know,” I .replied slowly,
“ Let's think o mwinute.”

1 chewed my  penholder © ubsently.
Handforth's words'llml made mo quito
~orious, What he had said ubout Iar.
man wasn't pleasant hearing,  Justin 13,
Farman, the Amgovican juusior in the
Mncient  Houso  Remove, was - a
thoroughly decent fellow in every way.

~ When he had arrived at St Frank's,
a month or two before, ho had Leen ex.
uemely anxious to bo on good terms
with everybody, 1o was tho son of an
Amecrican multi-millionaire, and always
had a great deal more money than he
hnew what to do with, J'ullwood and
Co. the scallywags of tho Remove, had
done their ulmost to get Farmnan into
their toils,© Tho American junior had
heaps of cash—und  the unscrupulous
Nuts had scen no veason why they
shouldn't get tome of it into their own
Lhunds. Fullwood aud Co. were in the
habit of holding card partics in Study
A; and if Farnnan hud becomo a mem-
ber of Fullwood's nutty circle, his cash
would have  found its wuay into ' other
pockets very rapidly,

boy?" diawled
““ Du we go il the war-
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Farman was casy-going and
willed : he had shown a tendency to uc-
cept Fullwood’s bait. But I had stepped
in, and the cads hadn’t succeeded in
their blackguardly afforts. Farman had
romained thoroughly decent. I hadu’s
thought it necessary to keep my eye on
him any longer. Duat,” as the sgippcr of
the Remove—in the Ancient lHouse—
I considered it ray duty to keep on tho
alert.

_ And now, according to Iandforth's
information, Justin B, Farman had side-
slipped, so to speak. If he had goneo

into Study A with Fullwood and Co.,

the 1ference scemed fairly obvious,

Tho Ancient IIouse had bucked up
tremendously - since I had beon at St,
Frank's,.and I took a certain amount of
pride in tho result of my eflorts, I was

anxious to keep the tono of the llouce

well up to the mark, Fullwood aud Co,
were - necessary - ovils—or unnecessary,
to speuk the honest truth. . But I had
given the:n up as hopeless from: the
atart, and ouly saw o 1t that their cirdl s
wasn't enlarged. -
I rote to my feet slowly, .and threw
the penholder dewn on to the- table.
Study C was very cosy. The electrice
lights gleamed brighldy; the firo blazed
cheerfully iz the grate. " Outside, the

winter's evening was dark and misere

able, ~
* Wo'd better
suid abruptly, .o
“Do "wo take cricket-stumps, deas

[/

boy?'’ asked Montie mildly. -

‘1 don't supposo there’ll be a scrup,”
I said. *“*In any case, our fists are
rrqtty useful. 1 don't believe in nter-
ering with other fellows, as a rule, but
I'm hanged if I'in going to see thoso

go and muke sure,”’ I

weaks

-

LY

rotters drag Farman into their blacke

guardly ways,” ) .

“ Wa'd better Onish prep. Orst,”” suid
Tommy. - .

“ Rats! We'd better get this over.™

I moved towards the door, and Tre-
ollis-West and Watson rose and f{ole
owed me. ‘ -

My two chums and I strode along the
Remove: passage until we came to
Study A—the headquarters of the Nuts,
It was nominally occupied by KFullwood
and CGulliver "and Bell. * But,_ Merrell
and Co., three kindred spirits, ‘usually
congregated in Study A of an evening.

1 was just wbout to:grasp.the. handle
of the door, when 1 heard distinet

-
-
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sounds of strife. Angry voices wero
talking on the other side of the door.

‘““’I'rouble in the family,” :nurmured
&ir Montie, adjusting his pince nez care-
fully.

‘“ There'll be further trouble in a
minute, perhaps,’” I seid grimly. “ Let's

0 In—we don't want to stand listening
ere,

I opened the door, and strode in,
Tommy and Montie following close be-
hind. We were just in time to see u
most nteresting sight. Justin B. Far-
man, the American junior, was grinning
Joyfully ; and his dst, at that precise
second, was landing upon the elegant
uose of Ralph Leglhie Fullwood with a
forcible thud.

“ Yow-ow!'!"
gering back.

‘“ Say, that's just a taster,”” exclaimed
Farman. “ You wool-brained galoot!
You got fancying that I should join this
gambling party, didn't you? Say, I'd
sooner make my pals with the first hoboe
I met' on the high road. You're jest
about off the rails this trip, IFullwvood—
you're sure bluffed!”

““ You—you rotten cad!’ snarled
Yullwood, heélding his nose tenderly.
‘““ By Jove! You'll pay for that, I can
tell you! What the dickens are you rot-
ters doing here?”’ hd went on, glaring
at me. ‘“Get out! We don't want
cads in this study!”’

““ I thought there might be trouble
brewin?," gaid calmly. If you're in
need of a hand, Farman—""

“ Not on your life, pard!”’ grinned
Faurman. ‘ You'd sure smile if youd
secn how I bluffed these fool fellers!
Say, it was the dandiest  racket cver.
They figgered that I was keen on gettin’
rid of my dollars—an’ I figgered dif-
ferently. GGee! the piles o' hot air which
were flyin’ around fair made my hair

rourcd IFullwood, stag-

sizzle. But, say, you interrupted: 1
was just | flattening Fullwood's
nose——" . _

“ My dear chap,” I said hastily,
* don't take any notice of us. Get on
with it—as soon as you like. ‘We¢'ll

form an interested audience.”

* You—you cheek
Fullwood, red in the face with fury.
“ If you don't clear out of thix study
in two seconds, you'll get chucked out

on your ‘necks! You'd better look
sharp!”’ . . .
Sir Montie leisurely took out his

superb gold watch, and consulted it.

rofters’’’ shouted |

“ One—two—time's  up, Fullwoor, "'
he said blandly. “ We're waitin’, dear
fellow. It would be wonderfully «nter-
tainin’ to be chucked out—by you!
Begad! You secn to be gettin® rather
red in the face for somne reason—-

““ Punch the cad’s nose, Fullwood:™
growled Gulliver, from the other «ilde
of the table.

Fullwood turned round furiously.

“Why the dickens don't you ecome
and do something?”’ he snarled. * All
the lot of you—we're six to four—"

“Oh, rot!” interrupted Merrell un-
easily.

*“ Rather stiff odds—what:"
Tregellis-West. *‘ Better not do any-
thing rash, dear boys. If you'd had
Farman, alone, you might have hurled
him out by sheer weight of numbers.
But you don't seem anxious to do anu:-
thin’ now—exeept work your jaws.
We're still waitin’, you know.”

“ Get out of this study!” said Full-
wood ‘sullenly.

“I don't want to spoil the panto-
mime,”’ I remarked. ‘' If you've guot
business with Fullwoed, zet on with ar,

erinned

Farman. We'll stand by and see fuwr
play. That punch of yours was
beauty."’

““ Say, 1t's up to Fullwood, 1 zuess.™
smiled the American junior. ‘I amn’i
exactly hankerin’ after bloodshed, but 1
reckon I'm ready to fight any cad 1
this room. I'll allow t

““ Clear out, you illitcrate cowboy!’
snapped Fullwood  savagely. ¢ I'n:
going to write to my pater complainmn: .
St. Frank’s-is coming to a pretty pass
when they let heathens like you into it'
Thieds a school for the sons of gentl.-
men—"’ _ .

““T don’t want to say anythin’ against
vour pater, Fullwood, but if he’s any-
thin’ like you, that remark of yours
about ¢sons of gentlemen ™ i8 mather
wide of ‘the mark,” I said calinl=
“I'm jolly glad to find that Farman
was punching your unose. He can go
ahead on the rest of your features us<
so6on as he likes. By the look of the
table, and by the blue condition of the
atmosphere in this study, I can see that
you wero blagging, as usual. I give
you the straight tip to case down a bt
If you don’t, there’ll be trouble—bix
trouble.”’ _

“ What's it got to do with you, yen
beuast?”’ roared Gulliver. -

“ I've zot to think of the House,” |

L]



s THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

replied curtly. ‘“ You fellows have becn
«loing your best {0 disgrace the Ancient
House for months past. Just recently
youw've been breaking bounds at night
two or three times « week. That’s got
to stop———”

““Who's going to stop it snarled
Fullwood furious«ly. ‘ ,

“The whole IForm,” I replied.
“We're just about getting fed up with
you, Fullwood—with you and your pals.
I didn’t come here to jaw, but i’m doing
it! You’'d better understand there's a
limit. -You've beén beyond that limit a
lot too much. The feflows are getting
tick of it. It’s a House affair. You’ll
bring dishonour on the whole Re-
move—"’

*What the deuce do I care about the
Remove?’ shouted Fullwood, with
blazing eyes. ‘“I'm going to do as I
hike! I'm not going to bo dictated to
by you or by anybody else. What do
ou fellows say?’ he added, turning to
18 coinpanions,

“The same as you!”

“ We're going our own road!”’

These two last remarks were from
Gulliver and Merrell. They were both
as furious as IFullwood. All the Nuts, in
{uct, were looking red with wrath. I'd
~told them some 'pfain truths, and I was a
bit heated myself. 1 had been intending
to talk to Fullwood, strgight from the
shoulder, for a week or two—and now
I'd spoken my mind. |

* You're poing yvour own road?’ 1
said grimly.  * That’s just where you're
mistaken, my bucks! What you’ve got
to do i1s to understand that the Form is
fed up with all this blackguardiam.
Study A is the talk of the whole junior
school—and I've been chipped for allow-
img you to go on. Well, I’'m going to
put my foot down. but I'll give you a
vhance first. If 1 sce that you're im-
proving——"’ :

_ Rialph Leslic Fullwood laughed sncer-
wnely.

“I suppose you think (his is going to
have effect?”’ he said roughly. ¢ You
preaching cad, you can get out of this
study as soon as vou dko. We shall do
exacvtly what we please—and, if it inter-
ests you, I'll just say that we’re all going
Jdown to the White Harp after lights out
to-night.  Understand? Beo hanged to
you!”’ . o
All the Nuta were on their fect, and,

Gght would ensue. We were guite ready,
i) any case. z

“ That sort of talk is sheer bluffi—"2
I began. | T

““You can call it what you lke,” cub
in Fullwood. ‘' The six of us aré goin’
down to the White Harp to-might.
There’s a special meetin’ there. Oh, L
know you won't sneak,” went on Full-
wood, with a sneer. ‘‘ You're too goodys
goody for that. And it’s our affair,
anyhow. You can go and take your
orders to somebody who'll listen 1o
‘’em!”’ | '

**You’d beiter not break bounds to-
night,” I said quietly.

‘“ Thanks. I don’t want your advice!”’

“TIve said all I mean to say,” I went
on. ‘I've given you fair warning, Full-
wood. Jlf you don’t take any notice of
it, you’ll have to take the consequences
instead.  That’s all.”’

‘“ Sermon over?’ smeered Gulliver. -

1 didn’t reply, but left the study.
Tommy and Montie and Farman came
out after me, and we went along: to
Study C. I was looking very grim-for
I knew quite well that Ralph Leslie Full-
wood had meant what he said. - -

Well, there was going to be--trouble.

Srpy® sleep

CHAPTER 1I.
(Nippér Continues.)

HOW FULLWOOD & CO. DIDN'T GO DOWN TO
THE WHITE HARP !

IR LANCELOT MONTGOMERY
S TREGELLIS-WEST was smiling
serenely as weo entered Study C.

“ Dear fellows, it was bluff,”’ he
remarked. ‘‘ Fullwood’s rather addicted
to bluffin’. That was all rot about goin’
out on the razzle——""

“Say, don’t you get foolin’ yourself
that way,” intcrjecte§ Justin B. Farman
quickly. ‘‘ Fullwood sure mrcant what he
said. Why, pards, he was tryin’ tq get
me to join the littie party! Say, it was
real funny. I made the hull crowd be-
lieve that I was hankerin’ after joinin’
them. They jest swallered everythin’ as
it came out of my mouth. 1 flourished
a wad of banknotes before them, and
they went green with envy. An’ then I
told them straight what 1 thought of
)cm.’!

‘“So it wasn’t simply. jaw?’ I said
scriously. ** Look here, you-chaps, Full-

for a mojneit. it seemed as though a frecl wood and Co. ave: gettmg.ous. of band.
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If we don’t put a stop to it, the masters
will smell u rat, and then the whole Form
will have to suffer. It'll end in a
month’s gatin’—or, perhaps, something

worse. It's not going to be stood. But
why did you go into Fullwood's study,
Farman? '

The American boy grinned.

“ Waal, say, I was jest feelin' lone-
some,” he explained cheerfully. ““1I al-
lowed that a little amusement would be
kinder welcome. An’ Fullwood got busy
askin’ me to join the party. So I went
along——  Say, Bennett, you ncedn’t
look at me like that. I guess I've
learned hoss-sense since I've ben around
this lay-out. Fullwood don’t appeal to me
none. He and his pals sure thought I
was comin’ round. Say, I'd smile! He
was huggin’ himself with delicht—an’
then I started in.”

‘“ Dear boy, proceed,” said Sir Montie.
‘““T'm surprisin’ly intercsted. What a
pity you didn’t call us in to witness the
pullin’ of Fullwood’s noble leg!”

“I guess I was kinder anxious to see
how far them hoboes would go with their
ell-fired racket,” smiled Farman. “I’ll
allow they outlined a dandy programme
—but, say, it don't appeal to meo at all.
There’'s a meeting of blamed book-
makers and cardsharpers at the White
Harp to-night, and Fullwood- and Co.
are sure going to get around. Fullwood
fooled himselr that I was goin’ with him.
That's all.. I reckoned I wasnt. 1 jest
told him that he and his pals could go

to the dickens in their own way. They
weren’'t going to take Justin B. wit

'‘em. 1

guess you fellows came along
good and smart. The Nuts were just
about to yank me into the passage. But
I guessed that I'd get in one punch first,
anyways. FKullwood’'s mose  looked
temptin’—now I guess it's tender.”

We grinned.

‘ Handforth told us you'd gone into
Fullwood’s study, laughing and chatting
with them,” I explained. “ Well, it
looked a bit gueer, Farman. I'm sorry
we nearly misjudged you. I ought to
have known that you’d got more sense.”

‘I aln't worryin’ any—so why should
you?' said Farman, good-naturedly.
‘“ But, say, them coyotes sure mean to
bring this House into disgrace. If the
hull crowd mets gay to-night, there might
be ructions.”

“I'll think about it, Farman,” I said,
frowning. ‘‘ Something's got to be done
«—and it wouldn't be a bad idea to start
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vight at once. If I think of a wheeze, I'l]
let all the fellows into it.”
Farman nodded, and passed out into

the passage. I turned and looked into
tho fire thoughtfully. Sir Montie and
Tommy sat down to their prep. ouce
more, and continued work.

“Dear Benny, it ain’t worth it,” re.
marked Tregellis-West.
““Eh, what's that?”’ I asked abszently.
“It ain't worth all that terrific brain
fag, old fellow,” said Sir Montie. ** Ir's
surprisin’ to me why you worry yourscif
over thoso cads. Let 'em rip. Let "em
play their own game. They'll be brought
to therr senses in the end.”

I shook my head.

“Don’t be an ass, Montie,” I pro-
tested.

“Dear boy, I can't help
nature,”” said Moutie blandly.

“Rats! You know as well as T do
that we can't let things go on like this.
It's all very well to talk about Fullwood
and Co. being brought to their senses
in the end,” I exclaimed. ** When’s that
end going to be? Unless we shove the
brake on, those idiots will get themselves
the sack.”

“Well, dou't they deserve it,
man?’ )

“ Of courso they do—but we don't de.

..'\ll‘l
H anthority as

"

it—1t's

dear

serve to be disgraced like that.
I'm going

to assert my
i sk

ipper of the Remove—
““ Eight o'clock,” said Tommy Wautson
abruptly.

‘““ Suppose it is eight o'clock

““ My dear chap, didn’t Mr. Alvingto
give you lines this afternoon?’ grinned
Tommy.

“1 suppose I'd better tuke 'em along ™
I said, getting up. “ It's a good thing 1
did them immediately after tea.”

I left the study with my impot. an:
went along to the lobby. During the
afternoon I'd been with Handforth ar?
(‘0.—chatting with them in the Triang!. .
There had been a little argument, ani
Handforth, who never considered odds.

and who never admitted himselt wrone,
foolishlv attempted to punch my nose.

He didn't succeed, but Nelson Lee hall
conte upon the zcene just at that zecond.
He found Handforth and I scrappinz o
the Ancient House steps, and calml.
rave us a hundred lines apiece. e had
to do this, of course. He couldn't wake
any distinctions with me.

The faot that Handforth wanted to
putich my nose doesn't mean toesay thui



6

Fdward Oswald was a rotter. He 1was
just as ready to fight with his best friend
as he was to do him a good turn. When
fIandforth argued, - he always tried to
drive home his points with his knucklés.
'T'hat was just his little way.

I arrived at the Houscmaster’s study,
and tapped. ,

“Come in!" said a deep, pleasant
VvOICE. '

[ entered, and grinned. Nelson Lce—|
otherwise Mr. Peter Alvington—was loll-
ing in an easy chair before the fire. A
book was in his hands, and a cigzar
burned lazily betwen his lips.

‘“Is that the way you work, sir?’ I
asked cheerfully. h

The guv'nor laid his book down.

““You have brought those lines, Ben-
nett?”’ he said sternly. *‘ Handforth has
alrecady been here. I am not sure that
vou don’t deserve a caning. Fighting on
the House sieps is a serious offence——"’

*“You do it well, guv’nor!”’ I grinned.

Nelson Lee frowned.

‘“ Just because of our former relations,
Nipper, you appear to have an idea that
you arc granted unlimited licence to be
as impertinent as you like. You must
vemember, however, that you are now a_
junior schoolbey—and, as such, it is your
Jduty to be respectful to your Housc- |
master—-""

**Oh, Jor’!"” T groaned.
it ap, sir!”

The guv'nor's eyes twinkled, and ihen
ho smiled.

“You young rascal!’ he chuckled.
*Well, where arc those lines? I shall
never teach you to treat me with the
respect which 1is my due. Seriously,
young ’un, 1t was wrong of you-to fight
Handforth outside the Ancient House.”

*“I didn’t fight him—it was only a bit
of an argument,” 1 replied, sitting on
the arm of J.ee’s chair, ** Handforth
tricd to punch my nose—and I wouldn't
et him. *~ Handy’s a decent chap, but
he’s hot-hcaded. Here are your rotten
old lines—a hundred of ’em. Tho next
time you sce me scrapping, turn your
head the other way. DBe sporty,
guv'nor)’’

Nelson ILee laughed goud-naturvedly,

““I should have Turned my head on
this occasion, but it was too late,” he
said. ‘‘ You’d better not be so in-
cautions, Nipper. How are your friends,
Tregellis-West agd Watson? I suppose
they. helped youWith these lines?”

grmq'éd. ) . e

“Don’t keep h

always successful,”
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“That’s telling,” T replied. ¢ You
needn’t look at ’em very -closely,
guv’'nor. They’re done--and that’s the
main thing. Anything doing lately?
Have you heard from old Dorrimore, or
Miss Eileen?’’ |

“My dear Nipper, I don’t: receivo
letters from my friends every day,”
smiled Nelson Lee.  “‘ Lord Dorrimore,
I believe, is out in New Guinea, or some
such wild spot. When our sojourn st
St. Frank’s is over, we shall have fyll
liberty again. I must confess. howcver,
that this change is doing us both good.
Your education 1s being improved, and I

lamn cnjoying a complete holiday. This

evening—very shortly, in fact—I am
soing down to Dr. Brett’'s for a quiet-
came of billiards. I shall return late, so
you had better bid me good-night——"

“You'll return late, sir?”’ I put in
quickly. ‘“ About what time?’ -

“T don’t know, exactly—in the neigh-
bourhood of midnight, probably,” said
Nelson Lee. ‘It might be earlter, or it
might be later. Why?” s

““Oh, nothing, guv’nor,”” I replied.
‘“ Nothing much, anyhow.  I'l be:run-
ning now. Good-night, sir.”” = .

I.ee glanced at me rather curiously, but
I didn’t stop to explain anything. In a
couple of minutes I cntered Study C.
My facc was det determinedly, and
Tommy Watson and Sir Montie saw
that somethjng was amiss.

“Begadl: Not a canin’,
asked , Tregellis-West,
thyougfl

surely 7’

regells gazing at me
his pince-nez with pained sur-
prise.

“ Caning? No, you ass!” T replied.
“I'm thinking of Fullwood and Co.—"’
“Oh, crumbs! Give the rotters a
rest!”’ growled Watson, J
““ Look herec, we've got to prevent
them leaving the dormitory to-mght,” 1
said grimly. ‘‘ I've just heard a picce of
news.”’
“Begad!” murmured Sir
“How interestin’ {’
““And we've got to stop them goipg,”
I said. : |
“How ?”’ asked Tommy bluntly.
“Well, I've got a whecze,”” 1 replied.
“It'll work beautifully, I believe.”
“Dear fellow, your wheezes ave
yawned Sir Montie.
““They're of the gHt-edged, Al quality,
begad! 1'm dyin’ to hear——"
“You'll have to wait a few ninutes,

|H

Montic,

old scout,” I .interrnypted briskly. ** Wo

v.ant some other fellgws in this business
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—ninc others, in fact. Handforth and
Church and McClure, of Study D; Far-
man and Owen and Canham, and two or
three others. I'll buzz round, and bring
thom along.”

Accordingly, I hastened out of Study
C, and rounded up the fellows I wanted.
I found them in their respective studies
mostly, and in less than five minutes the
whole crowd invaded Study C.

They comprised Handforth & Co., I'ar-
rman and his two chums, and Hubbard,
Armstrong, and Griffith. There were
twelve of us in the study, and the walls
were 1n danger of being squeeczed out-
wards.

“ What's the idea?”’ "asked Hundforth.

““Some new wheeze or other, I sup-
pose,”’ said Owen major. *° What is it.
Bennett? A jape on the Monks?
Christine & Co. need waking up—"

“ Rats to Christine & Co.!" I inter-
rupted crisply. ‘¢ This 1s a House affair.
Look here, you chaps! Fullwood & Co.
are going the right way to work to bring
the Ancient House into serious disgrace!
We've got to stop it. See? I want you
fellows to help me in a littlo scheme to-
night.”

I explained about the projected trip to
the White Harp. Handforth snorted, and
said that we should be asses to interferc.
"But I didn't take that view, and said s0.

“If the Nuts arc collared,” 1 ex-

lained, ‘¢ it’ll mean the sack for the lot,

reckon. Six fellows being expelled’
My dear chaps, we couldn’t stand 1t! We
should all share the disgrace indirectly.
This night trip has got to be stopped !”

And I explained how it was going to
be done. My listeners smiled as I
started, grinned as I proceeded, and
roared when I'd done.

“It’s easy,”” I said, ‘““and Fullwood
and his precious pals will be helpless.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ It’'s great, Benny
major. ‘‘I'm with you.”

‘““ Rely on all of us.”’” said Handforth,
waving his hand. *‘It’s as good as
done. Fullwood & Co. need checking, and
they’ll feel bound to remain in bed to-
night—very much bound, in fact'”

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The party broke up, after I had warned
them to keep the project quiet. I wanted
the Nuts to receive a surprise when the
time came. ‘l'eddy Long, the sneak ‘of
the Remove, had ears like a donkey, and
if he got hold of the idea Fullwood & Co.
would learn of it in next to no time.

'I?

grinned Owen

The conspirators, however, kept mum,
and the rest of the Remove knew
nothing. Ralph Leslie Fullwood swag-
gered about, his monoclo in his eye,
obviously glorying in the roapect of
visiting the disreputable “'ﬁite Harp.
Fullwood made no secret of his * dog-
gish "’ ways. He boasted of them.

At bedtime the Nuts were very ani-
mated. Gulliver sat on his bed, openly
counting a bundle of ten-shilling and
pound currency notes. Noys and Marriott
were discussing certain bets they had
made the previous day. Fullwood and
Merrell and Bell were conjecturing as
to how much they would win during tho
visit to the inn.

“ Dear fellows,” murmured Tregellis-
West, from his bed, ** if you go to the
White Harp—which T doubt, somehow—
you'll lose all that amazin’ wealth. It's
very sad. I don’t like to see good money
thrown away.”’

“We're not asking your advice,
West,” said Fullwood sourly. * You'd
better come along with us. You've got
plenty of tin to chuck about. Como
with us, an’ doublc the amount'! Be a
sport !’

Sur Montie removed his glasses.

““ We seem to have different ideas of a
“sport,” Fullwood., dear man,”” he re-

lied. ¢ I think it’s sportin’ to sleep in

ed, an’ be fit in the mornin’. gou
think it’s sportin’ to act the blackguard,
an’ risk gettin’ the sack!”

‘““We're not babies!"’ sneered Gulliver.
“We don’t mind takin' a little risk."”

““* You won’t take much risk to-night,”
grinned Handforth. ¢ Very little, in
fact.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

Several fellows roared, and the Nuts
looked rather uneasy. 1 believe they
guessed that something was on. But no
more was said regarding the projected
expedition, and very shortly Morrow, the
prefect, came and saw lights out.

Most of the: Removites settled down to
sleep. The doings of Fullwcod & Co.
didn’t interest them.

After about fifteen minutes T heard
the regular breathing of the majority of
the fellows. I sat up in bed.

““ You chaps awake?” I asked softly.

¢ Dear boy, we're waitin’ the word of
command,” came Montie's voice.

‘* Hallo! What are you 1idiots
to?”’ growled Fullwood, sitting up.

“ Just a httle jape,” I suid softly.
““ Rats to you!”

up
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Gulliver's voice came through the
darkness.

“ Kid's game "' he sneered.  ““ Raidin’
those College House asses, I suppose?”’

““ You can suppose what ,you like—
nobody’ll stop you,”” 1 murmured, get-
ting out of bed, and taking something
froom under my pillow. I bumped
against Sir Montie, and he nudged me.

‘“ Right, dear fellow!” he murmured.
“* Give the signal!”

1 waited just a moment or two, and
then Tregellis-West and 1 crept over to
Fullwood's bed.

“ Right!” T exclaimed sharply.

Montie and I sprang forward, and we
heard the other fellows getting equally
busy. IFullwood was grasped by Montie
and me, and before he could even guess
what we were up to, his two hands were
gripped. Montie took one, and I took
the other. In a second I had a piece of
string loopced over his wrist. It had been
looped in readiness, and it was only
necessary for me to slip it over. Then
I wrapped the string round several times,
and drew Fullwood’s hand up until it
was near the bedpost. And then I pro-
veeded to bind the rest of the string
vound the post 1itself.

- *“ You—you  howlin’ rotters!”’ gasped
Fullwood savagely. |

- *“ Dear ‘boy, you mustn’t speak too
loudly I”" murmured Sir Montie softly.
“* You wouldn't like a prefect or a master
to come an’ gee you in this state, would
you? It would Ee necessary to explain
why it’s been done, begad! An’
would be shockin’, wouldn’t it?’”’

““You silly idiots!’ panted Fullwood
hotty. ¢ Unfasten these cords! Let my
hands go, you rotters!”

Scveral echoes came from other beds,
n a kind of chorus.

*“You silly fathead, Farman!
my hands !’

: “gf you use those cords on me, Hand-
ore

** You—~you howlin’ cads!”

~AAll the Nuts had something to say, bat
it made no difference. My little plan had
succeeded completely. It had been aston-
ishingly simple. The twelve of us had
vach had a length of cord, looped before-
hund. Thus, when The signal was given,
every fellow knew exactly what to do.
'I'here were two of us for each bed, and
we all grabbed at once. 'The result was
very satisfactory.

that

Untic

In less than'a minute Fullwood & Co.’

were  all  completely  helpless.  Their

T replied.
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hands were tic! to ‘the bedposts, and no
amount of struggling would have any
effect. They would be compelled to lie in
bed until we chose to release them.

Practically every fellow in the dormi-
tory was awake by now, and there was
huge amusement.

“What do you think you’re foolin’
at?”’ snarled Fullwood furiously.

I grinned.

‘“We leave fooling to you, my buck,”’
““This is just a little lesson.
You told me that you and your goey
pals were off to the White Harp to-
night. Well, I’'ve got an idea in my
napper that you’re going to stay in bed.”

There was a gasp from all the Nuts,

‘““Do—do you think you’re goin’ to
keep us here?’  hissed Fullwood

chokingly.

“I've got that idea,”” I replied
calmly. ‘ What do you other fellows
think? Do vou think Fullwood & Co.
will visit the White Harp to-night, or
not?”’ '

“Not!” sauid a dozen chuckling voices.

“ When naughty boys get up to bad
tricks they’re locked in cupboards, eh?”
murmured Sir Montie. ¢ We haven't
got any cupboards, an’ so we're bein’
extra kind. You're nice aud comfy in
bed, Fullwood—an’ that’s where you’ll
stop !”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Removites grinned delightedly.

** There’s nothin’ to laugh at, you
cads !’ snarled Gulliver.

‘“ Isn’t there?’’ chuckled Tommy Wat-
son. -*‘ I'm going to laugh, anyhow !”’

But Fullwood & Co., in spite of the
humorous situation, didn’t see anything

funny in it whatever. They lay in bed,
fuming.

—— Sy

CHAPTER III
(Nipper Continues.)
THE STRANGE BEHAVIOUR OF LAMBERT, CF
THE SIXTH—TI SEE A POLICE INSPECTOR, AND
THEN THE GUV'NOR CIVES ME A TREMEN-
DOUS S8HOCK.

ALPH LESLIE FULLWOOD
R struggled furiously in his bed.

He lashed his legs about, and

wrenched at his hands, but only

succeeded in hurting himself. At last
he lay still, panting heavily.

“* Botter take it quietly, old son,” I
chuckled.  ** You’re gcing to be kept
like that uniil one o’clock. It'll be 100
late then to go out on the ran-dan. It
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i(.)il don’i struggle, you wou't be huet a
it."’

‘“ Let me go, you—you beast ! punted:
TFullwood huill'solyy. y r

‘“ Certuinly—at one o’clock '™
. % By George, yo’ll pay for this, yon
interferin’ rotter!” snarled IFullwood.
‘““ By George, you will!”

“We'll half kill you for this!"”
Gulliver.

“ We'll have you sacked!” mutiered
Bell, with suppressed fury.

I grinned.

. ““ Not -much good having me sacked
aiter Lin balf killed.” T chuckled. ‘¢ My
dear asses, what's the good of uiiering
silly threats? You can't do anything!
You've just got to lie there and think
over vour past sins. If you think of em
all, you'll get no sleep to-night!™

After a while the Nuts changed their
tactics. Knowing that they couldn’t re-
lease themselves, they tried threats first.
'Threats being useless, they aitempted
bribery. Fullwood offered Teddy I.ong
five bob if he’d cut the ropes.

Long dida’t think it worth while, and
stayed in his bed. Several threatening
growls from various beds had caused him
to come to this decision. Several other
fellows were offered similar inducements,
but rescuers were at a premium that
night.

Finally, growing lioarse, the Nuis re-
signed themselves to the ineviable.
They were really compelled to do this,
for the other Removites wero getting
rather fed-up. They wanted to sleep,
and Tullwood & Co.’s comstant growls
were -not conducive to slumber.

Several pillows had alrecady been
thrown, followed up by an occasional
boot, and the Nuts dectded that it would
be less painful to lie guiet.

“ We'll make vou jolly well sit up for
this, Bennett, you beast!” growled Full-
wood at last. ¢ Who the thunder’s goin’
to cut these rotien ropes? You'll all go
to sleep, an’ leave us like this!”

“ That's all right!”” I interrupted
cheerfully. ¢ Give me a hail when you
hear the school clock strike one. TI'll cut
the ropes myself then. It’ll be a bit too
late for any trip to the precious Wliite
Harp. If you’ll hail me before one
o’clock, you’ll wish you hadn’t!”

And I calmly turned over and went
to sleep. The other fellows were nearly
all in that delightful state. But if the
Nuts managed to get free and moved
about, I should awaken instantly. That’s

gasped
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just a habit of mine. It doesu’t need a
jug of cold wuter to bring me out of the
land of dreams.

Fullwood & Co. didn't interrupt, as T
had half expected. In all probabilicy,
they had fallen asleep themselves.
Although their hands were bound, they
suffered no discomfort. Their hands
were a trifle cold, perhaps, but nothin
more; and at one o’clock I awoke witﬁ
the sound of Ralph Leslie's sweet tones.
in my ears.

‘“ Rouse up, you interferin’ bounder "
came a growl through the darkness.
*“ Do you think we want to stay like thus
all mght?”

I yawned, sat up, and then had a louk
at my watch. This possessed a luminous
dial, and I saw that the time was two
minutes past one.

I got out of bed, and fished my pocket.
knife from my trousers. Thenl went to
the end of the dormitory, where the
Nuts’ beds were situated, and cut
through the cords. Except for being a
little stiff, not one of them had suffered.
Curiously enough, they didn’t appear to
be at all grateful for my services. Not
one of them uttered a word of thanks.

‘“ You can go down to the White Harp
now, if you hke,” I vawned. ‘' If you
try these tricks on again, Fullwood,
you’ll get the same medicine.”’

‘““ What business is it of yours, you
cad?’”’ snapped (Gulliver.

“I'm Captain of the Remove, and 1
choose to make it my business,” I replied
grimly. ¢ That’s good enongh for you'
You seem to be set upon dragging the
name of the Ancient House into the mud

“ My hat, there’s somebody comin’!”
exclaimed Bell nervously.

Bell’s bed was nearest the door, and he
had apparently heard something—or
fancied he had. I stopped speaking, and
everybody listened. The Ancient House
was completely silent.

““ Your fat-headed nerves!” 1 inur-
‘“ That’s the worst of being a
gay dog, Bell. Still, I'll just have a
squint outside, and make sure.”

I slipped to the door, turned the
handle, and looked out into the corridor.
The passage was deserted, but from the
lower end of the passage, where a
window allowed a shaft of moonlight to
enter, I heard a faint sound.

Just as 1 was about to back into th-
dormitory — a mere precautionar .
measure—I1 saw a dim form rise into view
from the staircase. The face of the uu-



70

known came just abreast of the inoon-
heam, and was, for a moment, illu-
minated.

“ Lambert!” I murmured to myself
in surprise.

T didn't back in then, for Lambert,
although a 8ixth-Former, was not a
prefect.  He hadn’t any right to be out
of his bedroom at this time of night.
And that one glance *at his face had
rather shocked me.

W was deathly whitc—the paleness
was, perhaps, accentuated by the moon-
light—and a dazed kind of expression
glowed dully in his oyes.

I couldn’t understand it. What on
carth was Lambert doing out in the
corridor at one o’clock in the morning?
e was fully dressed, and had appar-
ently just come indoors. He wasn’t
walking in his sleep—I knew that well
enough. He seemed to be suffering
from the cffects of some tremendous
rhock.

He came along the passage, and 1
didn’t move. 1 expected him to speak
to me, but he passed right by without
even noticing that I stood there.

*Well, I'm jiggered!” I murmured.

1 stared up the passage, and saw him
turn the corner, 'Fhen I re-entered the
dormitory and closed the door. Ful-
wood and Co. hadn’t troubled to get
ount of bed, and T didn’t fcel inclined
to tell them what I had seen.

‘““ Tho passage is cmpty, vou ass!”’ I
said, quite truthfully.

Then I went along to my own bed,
and shpped between the sheets. 1 was
thinkimmg of Lambert of the Sixth. That
face of his had given mo a start, and I
couldn’t quite get it out of my mind.

TThe Nuts made no attempt to dress
themselves, but dropped off to sleep
after conversing togcther for a few
minutes.

1 slept myself, then, and didn’t
awuken until the rising bell rang.. Cur-

iously enough, the first thing 1 thought
of was Lambert’s face. I was quite con-
vinced that the Sixth Former had re-
ccived u huge shock. Perhaps he had
been down to the White Hayp himself,
and had lost all hisanoney. that was
ahol cause of his paloncss it serred him
rieht,

Although I bad been the lust to sleep,
| tumbled out of bed first. There were
two rising bells Wt St. Frank's, and most
of the fcllows, of course, waited until
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the second was sounded—which was five
minutes later. .

But I always made a practice of get-
ting up at once. I was half dressed be-
fore anybody elso thought of rising, and
strolled to the window, fastening my
braces, and whistling cheerfully,

It was a fine, crisp morning. The
Triangle looked inviting, and I meant
to get down there as soon as possible.
Just then a motor-car turned in at the
gates, and I saw the figure of a police-
inspector seated within.

I stopped dressing, and leaned out of
the window The 1nspector had appar-
ently come from Bannington, the neigh-
bouring town, and the car drew up out-
side the Head’s doorway. I saw the

olice-officer get out, and enter the

ouse.

‘“ That's queer!”’ I thought musingly.
“Oh, I supgose it’s nothing.”’

I dismissed the matter almost at once,
and went along to the bathroom to
wash. Just over ten minutes later, 1
was fully dressed and prepared to go
down. The other Removites were now
in various stages of dressing. e

‘“ Who's car is that?”’ I heard Hand-
forth saying. ¢‘Jolly early for people
to be visiting the Head, ain't it?"’

I discovered that the car had just

[ taken its departure, and I couldn’t help

w.opderinF why a police official had
visited the school. don’t think the
other fellows knew anything about it—
cxcept that one or two of them had seen
a car leaving,

I said a %ew stern words to. Montie
and Tommy, regarding their lazy habits,
and then strolled downstairs. I thought
1t would be a good opportunity of
baving a word with the guv’'nor before
the others turned out.

To confess the truth right away, I
was curious. I thought that Nelson Lee
might know something about the visit
of that inspector. -

He did. : |

When I tapped at his door and cn-
tered, I found him pacing the study in
a way which reminded me of old times.
He. was absolutely himself, and his
brows were knitted anxiously.

“ Oh, it’s you, Nipper,”’ he exclaimed,
after turning his head.

¢ What's wrong, guv'nor?”’ I asked
quicetly. ‘“ You seem to be jolly wor-
ried over something. Didn’t I see &
police-inspector—"" ,

“ Tut-tut! T thought the inspector’s
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visit had éscape'd observation ! inter-, the White Harp—he’s one o i

Jected Lee impatiently,  Who else idiots. Ho wag_looking eu;f;zl:l?cscas;llz

saw him, my lad ?”’ _ ghost——""
¢ Nobod[y else, sir,”’ I replied. ¢ One “ Good gracious! Is this the truth

or two fellows saw the car leaving, but| Nipper”’ broke in Lee sharply. < Tl

they didn’t know who was in it. Why, | me what you saw!”’

what's the matter? Has anything hap-{ 71 gig 30, but went into no details re-

pened?”’ garding my reason for looki t of
Nelson Lee nodded gravely. th itory o, B ous
' Something appalling has happened, hot:]r.dormttory at such au unearthl,

young ‘un,” he replied—‘ something Nelson Lee listened intently ftly
1nexpressibly terrible. The school knows d ine hi Do SOILY
noth?ng of it at present—and it is to be m';‘;'f,’;’.’ﬁﬁg_ s fingers upon the desk

kept as quiet as possible. I'm not sure| .. You s e
that I shall even tell you—"" ou saw Lambert coming in just

, after one!” h > g !
““Oh, guv’nor'” I protested. r on e murmured tensely. Hiq

v . f' y - X -
““ Well, Nipper, you must breathe no | #€¢ Was pale, aud there was a dazed ex

. : pression in his eyes. Upon my soul,
;"o;;il‘)f “,l"lat I am going to tell you, to it’s terribly conviucing evidence, Niy.-

ht . o | Per. It 1s a good thing you spoke to min
. Not even to Montie and Tommy? about it. This information of yours i1

No, not éven—- .Well, perhaps|of vital importance—and it rmay ever
you may tell them,” said the guv’nor. be necessary for vou to give evidence in
““ They are to be trusted, I know. But a criminal court—:"

this ghastly thing mustn’t leak out, Nip- | " « But—but Lambert can't b tried for
per. If possible, the Head wishes the | W urder!” I gasped.
school to be kept in ignorance until— ““If he committed the crime, he will

£ s 9y
rathg};ﬂrtlgg? ly thing?” 1 asked,  have to be tried,” replied the guv'nor

1 é . ¢

“I will tell you, my lad,” said Lee gr:mly.. *“ But no more for the present,
quietly. “¢ This rr;orns:ng, an " elderly | MY .}’03“ I am _m“total ;gf.‘i”““‘e d'ﬂt
man—a  retired  sea-captain—named | details, and it would be futile to dis-
Roger Garwood, was found murdered at |cuss the affair. Ir}spect_or Jameson ‘(lt_‘-
his house, on the outskirts of Bellton— | clared that his own evidence was con-

: . . clusive—that Lambert had almost been
g;bti)ll]d’-’fashloned dwelling known as the proved guilty. But, of course, time

‘“ ! 99 id. | alone will settle that point. It's a hor-
£ BPh;l‘,:ﬁt h}ﬂ?iregése eflcl).r yoﬁ gsslvq', rible business, Nipper—St. Frank's will
nor.y But .why should you be so tre-|be the talk of the whole country.
mendously shocked? And why did the| ¢ A Sixth Former arrested for mur-
inspector come here——"’ der!” T muttered. ““I—I can hardly

‘‘ Because, Nipper, Arthur Lambert lIi)elieve it, sir, Does anybody els
- ’ ’ | 9

of the Sixth Form, has been taken away | know’ _ S e

from the school only a few moments ““Not vet. He went away -lullfj'l.;-‘

ago,”” replied the 'guv’nor gravely. | after making some statement, I believ.

“He has, in blunt language, been ar- | —and, of course, he protested his inno-

' B cence,”’ repled the guv'nor. * Thal
re;tesc:;::: ragﬁfugtll;h the crime! was to be expected. Very fewr mur-

' ir guilt straight awav.
‘“ Lambert!”” I repeated dazedly. derers admit their g g

- Why, he's only eighteen Lambort lBt(;l: y‘gu;'d (lj)ettfir bbe- Erftting alngg.t my
’ . : : ad. n on' reathe a wor o
?}Ei:hﬁag;;h gir:ss’ted! Wh"f‘“"“'he“ did soul, except your own two chums Al

' . . . t "
< | idnight lieve. I]warn them agains o
haveJﬁ:tarc?fxt:)r dg:.:fi'[':g.l.l_'" I believe ““.That's all nght, guv'nor,”” I put 1.

“ G P’ ] -] If I tell Montic and Tommny, they'l!
der:l;}OOd heavens!™ I exclaimed sud be as mum as oysters. My hat! Whu

t v’ nkly, and]a surprise—what a _shc.x:k!. I hope t.

I iei?g:gdlatvetx}:te sg(')‘:ne!\ﬁlratblgule.y oodness Lambert c}gt_.l.nt klnll t.hf-”mun
¢ Don't disturb yourself, Nipper——'| We don’t want publicity, do we? '

““ But—but I saw Lambert at one| I left the study after ar'm'thgr punﬁn:

o'clock,”” I gasped. “ He'd just come]or two, and wulke:ll gll:mlp. \2\\_:. tl::

in, and I thought he'd been down to' passage towards the lobby. Agaiu, the
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picture of Lambert’s white, drawn face
appeared before miy eycs, -

- C'ould 1t be possible?

The whole thing meemed unreal—
ascemed to be something apart from the
lifr at St. Frank's. It reminded me of
old times—and I wondered how it would
end. I certainly didn't guese, at that
moment, that the guv’nor and I would
shortly be plunged into a casc as mys-
tcrions and dramatic as any we had
evor investigated ! . ‘

.
oaaty eosmeald N

CIHAPTER 1IV.
(Related by Nclson Lee.) .

I MAKE DR, STAFFORD A PROMIAE, AND
I'TER Nipper had taken his de-
A parture from my study, I sat
ctte, and leaned back in my

chair, thinking hard.
arrest of a8 schodlboy, had given nme
something of a turn. And Nipper s

JOURNEY OVLER TO BANNINGTON,
down at my desk and lit a cigar-
‘This startling news, and the startling
own ovidence had added to my pertur-

bation. For, although I showed no sign
outwardly, i was very scriously con-
vorned,

Befora T could think for long, how-
ever, the door of my study opened, and
the Headmaster appeared. Dr. Stuafford
wns lookiug completely haggard. 'The
chango which had come over hin: within
the lart fifteen ninutes was  almost
sturtling.

1 had ouly spuken to hun for a few
nunutes—after Lambert had been taken
away—and was rather glad that he had
come, The Head, of course, knew my
real adentity, And, when in  private
with e, he kept up no pretence.

*“*Mr. Lee, 1 umn ulmost stunned,” he
siid hurhily, as ho rat down, ** I cannot
bebieve at=1 cunnot believe such a
klustly  thing! Yet the evidence—
Oh, it 1s altogether too preposterous—
too unthinkable!"”’

Dr. Stutford wiped his high forehead
gwrl\'ously, aud Jooked at e appeul-
ingly.

*Cannot you sce a ray of hope, Mr.
Lee!” he arked. ** You are experienced
i theso matters—it is your rcal pro-
fesvion——""
** 1 have had no details of the crime,
Dr. Rufford,” I icterrupted  gently.
“If you can gh'e me any information’
mmght, "possibly, be able to form an
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opinion. But the police would mnever
have acted as they have done uunless
they had obtained very positive evi-
dence—""

“The facts are simple—too simple, I
am afraid,”’ said the Headmaster, his
voice shaking with emotion and anxiety.
‘““ Yet, although the facts are all too
plain, I cannot bring myself to believe
that Lambert—a boy of eighteen—could
commit such an appalling crime-—"

“J am afraid thcre arc scveral pre-
cedents,”” 1 put in gently. *“In my-
own experience, Dr. Stafford, I bave
met with criminals of the most aban-
doned type no older than sixteen ‘or
seventeen. There are several cases on
tecord of brutal murders being com-
mitted by lads in their teens. If lL.am- -
bert killed this man, heo did so, I should
judge, under great provocation, or in
the excitement of a quarrel. I hava.
rcason to know that Lambert is hot-
tempered—"’

‘“But to kil a man—no, no!” said
the Head, tapping-tho desk concernedly.
‘** It i1s impossible, Mr, Lee—imposmible,
It appears that Lambert broke bouirds
last mght, for the purpose of visiting
this man, Garwood—he owed Garwood'a
suim of moncy.” ' : ‘

*“Is this Lambert’'s own statement?”
I asked. :
o l?os.!' - ’

“T am afraid he has done himself a
lot of harm,” 1 suid thoughtfully. ** Ho
should have rcserved any statecment until
later on. He admits visiting Garwood
—the polico will make the most of that,
Dr. Stafford. But please go on.”

‘‘ Lambert went to this captain for the
ﬂnrposo of gaining time,” said the

ead. - Of course, the boy has becn
acting dishonourably. In any case, beo
will have to be expelled from the school.
This debt, apounting to fifty pounds,
was incurréd, mainly at the inn knowny
as the White Harp, where Lambert was
in the habit of gambling with Captain
Garwood and others. The boy declares
that he went to Garwood’s house for
the sole purpose of pleading for an ex-
tension of time in which to pay the
debt. Garwood refused, and Lambert
came back to the school.”
_** That is the lud’s own story?”’ i

“ Yes—so fur as it-went,’”’ replied the
Head. It wuas very brief and dis-
jointed. e was . too staggered to say
much, As for the facts of the crimy,
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Carwood was found in his sitting-roorn
stabbed to the heart.”

‘“ There i3 no possibility of suicide, 1

presume?”’ .
- ¢ AccOrding to Inspector Jameson,
nore,”” answered Dr. Stafford. ¢ The
knife was thrust into the old man’s
heart from bchind; it i3 quite evident
that he was sitting in his chair at the
time, and the blow had been a sudden
one."”’

‘““ How did Lambert take his arrest?’

‘ He appeared to be dazed, and 1
must confess that his whole attitude whs
condemning in itself,’”” sail the Head-
master. ‘‘ Regarding the closer details,
I am as much in tgnorance of them as
you yourself. But, Mr. Lee, I cannot—
I will not—believe that Lambert killed
this man. It is too horrible.”

‘1 hardly think it i1s wise to take that
view,”” I said gravely. ‘It wonld be
better, in my opinion, to weigh the evi-
dence carefully, and form your opinion
accordingly. If Lambert committed
this deed, he must suffer for it If he
did not, then he will be set at liberty."

¢ But when—when?'' asked the Head
nervously. ¢ Mr, Lee, you are excep-
tionally clever at this work—I am aware
of that. I beg of you—I implore you—
to look into the whole case—to do your
utmost to find out the actual truth be-
fore the whole dreadful affair becomes
public property.”’

¢ But my position here—=""

“ You will be quite safe—quite safe!™
declared the Headmaster, *‘*Is 1t not
natural that one of the schoolmasters
should inquire into everything? You are
acting under my wishes, of course, and
your real identity will never be sus-
pected. I want you to probe the matter
to the bottom.”

“ I'm not sure that the police will
allow me to do that,’”” I replied with a
smile. ¢ They will not be willing to
give Mr. Alvington the facihities which
they would unquestionably extend to
Neison Lee. However, I will do my
best, Dr. Stafford. I will go over te
Bannington immediately after breakfast,
and try, if possible, to interview the boy
himsal{" )

Dr. Stafford was much relieved, and
seemed to rely upon my accomplishing
much. I was not sure, however.
Nipper's evidence—on which I had not
spoken—was rather black. But I must
admit that I was intensely eager to com-
mence my inguiries,. _This astonishing
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you to tell me,
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affair seemed to take me Laet {a a7y
chosen profession all in a moment, ‘

After breakfast was over, and the boya
had gone into their various Form-rooms.
I set out on my bicycle for Barumzton.
Upon arrival at thq police-station, 1 gt
oncoe introduced myself to Irspecror
Jameson—who appeared to be a capab'n
officer, but somewhat narrow-minde«l.

““Yes, the prisoner 13 here,”” he ¢<-
claimed, in answer to a querv of mine.
** We have made no mistake Mr. Alvinu.
ton; it was Lambert who committed the
crime I went to the school quite pre.
pared to find that the boy had fled—a-ud
was, indeed, astonished and pleased 1
find that he was there. Of course. he
wa3 too stunned by this terrible act to
make any move at all.  Or, possibly. he
imagined that he would not be :ns-
pected.”’ '

‘*“ Dr. Stafford has requested me to in-
quire intq‘t-he whole erave affair,’” 1 ex
plained. * ‘“ Naturally, he is extremel:
anxious. Would it be possible for me to
have a few words with Lambert?”’

The inspector chewed his moustach-
thoughtfully.

“Well, I don’c know,” he said.
supposc it would be possible——
why do you wish to see him?"’

““ I merely want to obtain ins own
atory."”

“FH'm! I don't suppose he'ill sax
much to you,” grunted the inspector
‘* He made some sort of statement to me,
but it was very much against himseli.
I advised the boy to say nothing until it
was absolutely necessary. But, if you
wish, you may have five minutes with
him, Mr. Alvington.”

I thanked Inspector Jameson effusivelr,
in keeping with my character, making
him know that I ful]y realised the great
value of his favour. And, a few minutes
later, I was ushered into the little room
whioch was occupied by Lambert.

The hov was sitting down with his face
in his hands. He looked up at me dully
as I entered, but then an eager light
entered his eyes. .

¢ Mr. Alvington!" exclaimed Lambert
huskily. ¢ Have you—have you.broug}}t
any news? I can’t bear this, sir. It's
horrible. Have they found the mur-
derer? Are they going to set me
free—" - ,

‘?Not just vet, Lambert.” I interrupted
gently. * I came here because I want
frankly. exactly what hap-

(4 [
B
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pened. Tell me the truth, my bor; it
will be much better for you in the end.
Vou have admitted, T helwve, that you
vimted Garwood last nightl”’

v Of course T did. «ir,” said the young
pricancr, without heditation. I've heen
a fool—eh, 1 can’t tell you what an idiot
I've been, Mr. Alvingtem. I1-1 owed
(Iarwond over fifty pounds, and he kept
worrsing me for the money. I couldu't
pay it, sir—1 hadn’t got it.”

““ And you went to aea him?”?

*“ Yeoo—after lights out last night, sir.
I 1 suppose 1 incriminated myself lv‘\'
t-ling the inepector that, didn't 1
ssbeal Tambert anxioualy,  **Tho police
wiil holieve that T had a maotive for kill.
ing——  Oh, is rounds awful! I didn’t
touch Garwond, sir—I didu’s harm g harr
of hie head 1"

** But what actually bappened, Lam-
bert?”’

** Nothing much, sir. T went into his
little 100, and spoke to him there, It
was nemly midnight—or just after. I'm
not quite sure,  Gaiwood was terribly
harsh. He swore dugracefully when 1
saul that I coullu’t pay the money—and
t ld mo that he would wiite to iny father
'Iu-du). | hat's l", Mr. .\l\'illglﬁno"
|“ You left the house innncdintoly after
thats''

**] was only there a fow minutes, sir,”
aad Jambert dully. ** When Garwood
aad that he would write to iy father, 1
bopged of him to give mo more tine.
But he wouldo't, He sworo that he
wonnld wate today., Anl ;3 went back
t o the school nearly mad with misery and
fircht, 1 knew what it would mean—
the capoame of the w holo wretched bust-
nese, and the sach for me."”

“Can’t you prove, Lambert, that you
beft Gurwood alive—="'

“I've been thinking, sir- thanking till
it sectus as thouyh my brain's on ire!”
muttered the boy brokenlv, 1 cau’t
ln'ow umlhm‘t. Garnmood and 1 were
'y ourslves—his housckeeper had gouo
to bed-—and he let me out of the house
bhimalf. He camo to the gate with me,
sir—and that's all 1 know. 1 ddn’t kill
hin—1 swear tut | ddn’t! Cen't you
v lieve me, sr?”'

Lambeit Jooked into my face ragerly,
and with wild anasery,
not the slightest trace of guiit in bis ex
preesigg, . .
b elieve—ngt  withous  veason- that
] sm snincthing of a Judye of characier.

But there was
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And. try as T would, T conld not bring
nyself to believe that this boy had
Iwutally stabbed an old man to death.
There was not the least sign of a gmlf{
wonscirnce in this foolish boy’s appeal:
ing and stea'ly gaze, ]

“ Can't von believo me, sir?” he re-
peated hm‘tily. “When I lcft Garwood
he was alive~as much alive as we are.
{ swear it, on my oath—on my oath
hwefore Heaven ! didn’t touch him—I
Judn’t touch him—"" )

** 8teady, Lambert—stcady,” 1 said
cently, 71 do believe you, my boy.
You have been fuolish and wicked, but
[ am quite sure that you dil not comn it
tho erime with which you are charged.”

*“ Thank Heaven!” muttered Lanbert,
his eves filling with moisture. ** What
am 1 to do, sir?” o

** You must remain here for the timo
being, 1T am alfraid,” 1 replied. ** But
vou may rely upon me doing my uwtinost
to get at the truth. I must go now,
lambert, for I have only been allowed
fivo minutes. Dou’y fret, and dou't get
into & panic.” '

“I—1 won’s, sir,” muitered Lambert
hoarsely. *1 kunew it would all coma
out, and I'm punished. 1¢'« a]l my own
mad fault, But, once ! started, I
couldn't atop, sir. Tt'll mean expulsion,
in any casr— but that’'s nothing compared
to—to—0""

“ Without a doubt, Lambert, you must
lvave St, Frank's,” 1 said quietly, ** For
the time being, however, we are not
thinking of your misdeeds—you are in a
trrible position, and I am determined to
Jo my utmost to secure your releace.”’

" (t01 blesa you, ar!’”’ muttered Lam.
bert, with shining eyes.

1 left the boy a winute later, and re-
turned to Inspoector Jameeon,

* Perhaps you were justitied in placing
lambert nnder arvest, but I am con-
vinced that the boy is innocent,’” 1 said
quietly, “‘Hhis story is quite straight-
forward, and. although tho evideuce is
somewhat black——"'

** My dear sir, you do not understand
theee matteps '’ interrupted tho inspector
importamly. .« You have hal no oxpori.
ence, and, naturally, you caunot judge as
[ can.”

“ Perhapa not,” T replied drily. ¢ At
the same time, inspector, if I may so
presunie, T should advise you to act with
extreme care. Lambert i innocent of this
hargo——"! - '

“lunocent? Twsh?® eoxclaimad Ins
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spactdor Jameson sharply. ““You don'e
understand. He condemns himself—and,
before long, he will confess. The case iy
so plain—so exceedingly obvious—that
any investigation is almost neerdless.’

Y May I be allowed to hear these
simple facte?'’

““There is very little to hear,” replied
the inspector. *‘ Early this morning old
Captain Garwood’s housekeeper—an aged
lady named Mrs. L.enman—descended as
usual to attend to her duties. She was
oshocked and frightened to find her
master in his sitting-room, stabbed to the
heart. His body was reclining half in a
chair and half upon the table. He had
been stabbed as he sat—from behind.
Naturally, the old lady was nearly mad
with fright, and she rushed from the
house screaming. She still had presence
of mind enough, however. to go to the
cottage of a lorcal comstable., She told
this man what had occurred, and he in-
vestigated. After that he wired to me,
and I went over.”

‘' But how 13 Iambert implicfted "’

““1 am coming to that. When 1
reached Bellton, Mr. Alvington, I found
that Mrs. Lennan had recovered suffi-
_ciently to be questioned,” went on the
inspector. ‘* Her story caused me to go
to St. Frank’'s without a second’s delay.
T.ato last night—towards midnicht—she
was laying in bed, quite awake. Captain
Garwood was in his little den alone. Mrs.
Lennan heard the bell ring, and then re-
cognised the voice of Arthur Lambert—
the boy had been there many ¢imes
before. Tho captain’s room was juat
below hers, and she had heard the man
and boy talking heatedly and excitedly.
It is quite obvious that a quarrel was in
progress. Tho old lady fell asleep, how-
ever, and ‘knew nothing more until the
morning."’

“H'm! It's rather Bimasy, isn't 1t7"" 1
said musingly.

¢ Flimsy !"’ The inspector glaved. “ It
is not flimsy, sir—it is decidedly strong!
Without the slightest doubt, Lambert
killed Garwood in the heat of the
quarrel. It is obvious—palpably
And his very attitude when arrested con-
demned him. The fact that he admitted
visiting Garwood 13 very conclusive -in
itself.’
1 can't quite see that,” T objected.
** The boy ﬂid visit Garwood—so why
should he deny it?  Surely, if he had
been guilty, he would have told another
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story? He would have declared that he
hadn’t been neac Garwood's house—"’

““Tut-tut! The boy lost his head,” in-
terjected the inspector curtly.

‘“ At the same time, the evidence i3
quite circumstantial, isn’t it¢”

“Well, in a way, 1 suppose it is,”” arl-
mitted Jameson. *‘ But that i3 of little
importance, my dear sir. Before the
day i3 out Lambert will confees—I'in
quite sure of that. Who else could have
committedd the crime? Have you asked
yourself that? Garwood hadn’t an cnemy
in the - world; he was a peaceful old sea-
captain, retired from active life. Lam
bert must have been stung to fury, and
struck the blow on the spur of the
moment. The whole thing i3 as simple aa
A B C. The boy was so terrified that
he even made no attempt to flee. He
just went back to the school. And this
morning, when I arrested him, his who'a
attitude was one of guilt.”

I nodded slowly. '
““ T should like, if possible, to ingerview
Mrs. Lennan myself,” I said. *‘ I'yhould
like to have a look at the body——"

““ There's no reason why you shouldn’t,
Mr. Alvington,” said the inspector. * I
realise that you and Dr. Stafford avo
keenly anxious. It mhy be somewhut
out of ovder for you to mix yourselt in
the business, but the result is foregone
When .JT.ambert is brought before tu-
magistrate to-morrow, he will almoat
certainly be sent for trial. Or, powibly,
we shall ask for a remand.” .

Jameson was rather good-natured: f
easily obtained from him a written perinit

which would give me acceas to Captam
Garwood’s house. My position was
somewhat difficult, for I was a mcre

schoolmaster. If I had revealed my trie
identity to the i{nspector, he would have
granted me every possible facihity. But,
considering how-- matters stood, | got
round him very nicely. o
Then I rode back to Bellton, thinkine
over Lambert's story, and the facts
which Jameson had supplied me with.
It was a grim business—and puzzhug.
The police did not think it worth whila
to probe deeper into the matter. T did.
Lambert’'s story was truc—he had left
Carwood alive and well.  Whe,
had committed the crime?
‘The inspector’s statement had easnld
my mind, for he had shown me taat
there was no actual proof against Iam-
ber{ The whole case relied upon the
somewhat hazy evidence of the old

then
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honsekecper. 1t was weak—and that is
why I had hopes of success. This

country inspector had merely looked on |

the face of the affair. But 1t was ncces-
sary to investigate closcly.

I was quite clated as I rode into Bell-
ion. There was the prospect of some
mmterosting work ahead of me. In the
village strecet I met Nipper and Sir
Montie—and rcalised that morning
lnssons were over.

** Hallo, sir!’ said Nipper, as I dis-
mounted. *‘ Have you heard anything?”

“I have heard sufficient to make me
believe that Lambert is guite mnocent,”
I replied. ‘I am now going along to
tho murdered man’s house, with the
object of making a few mquiries.”’

Of course, though Sir Montic was un-
aware of my real identity, 1t did not seem
in the least odd to him that T should be
making investications.

“ Begad!” said Sir Montie.
rome, sir?’”’

. Oh, you'll let us go along with you,
won't you, fir?”’ asked Nipper cagerly.

I smiled.

“Well, I suppose I shall have to be
rood-natured,” I replied. ‘‘ Perhaps, on
the whole, it will be better if we go to-
gether.  But you must behave yourselves,
boys, and refrain from talking. Where
1is Watson 7"’

**Oh, he didn't come down!"! replied
Nipper. ‘' Let’s hear tho  news,
guav’nor.” ‘

We walked along towards the end of
the, village, and I briefly told my young
companions of my doings in Bannington.
And, just as I had finished, we came in
sight of a small, neat-looking house, sur-
ronnded by a wide earden. All the
blinds were drawn, nd a police-con-
stable stood at the door,

_-‘*

CHAPTER V.
(Nelson Lce continues.)

IN WHICH I INVESIIGATE, ANXD MARKE THE
ACQUAINTANCE OF THE COPriR FROG,

NE or two villagers were standing
about the gateway of the Cabin

and they looked at Yhe boys and

me curiously as we entered the

freit garden. 1 took no notice of them,
" but approached the constable.

‘This officer was well known to me; he

was the villdge policeman, and an_excel-

Jent example of @ burly, ihick-headed
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is lying upstairs, I presume?

“May we |
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provincial constable.
as I went up to him.

‘* This ’ere’s a bad business, siv.”’ he
said heavily. '‘I reckon you genticmen
up at the sthool are fair worrited over it.
Just fancy that good-for-nothing 1ov a-
stabbin’ old Cap'n Garwood. It beats
me, sir.”’

“It’'s a
Sparrow,’”’

He touched hiz cap

tragic affair

a'together,
I said gravely.

“The boly
Is Mrurs.
IL.ennan here?”?

** Indoors, sir,” replied P.C. Sparrow,
with a jerk of his thumb. ¢ Fair
knocked up, she is, poor old gal. Ain’t
the inspector comin’ over again?”’

*““1 don’t know—I dare say he will bo
along later on,” I replied. ‘‘ At present,
I am rather curious to question the old
hou-sekeepe.r, and to look at tho
body——"

“I dunno whether I can let ye go
inside, sir,” said the constable doubtfully.
‘*“ I’ve had orders to admit nobody.”

I produced the permit, and Sparrow
was quite satisfied and relieved.

He opened the deor and preceded us
into the house. In the little hall cvery-
thing was gloomy.

‘“ Mre. Lennan,” called out the con-
stable, ‘‘ you’re wanted!”’

A door opened, and in another
moment or two we were ushered into
a little  kitchen-sitting-room.  Mrs.
Lennan stood belore us. It was easy to
see that she was terribly upset by the
great shock. She had obviously been
crying, and I mentally decided that T
would not question her too severely. She
was an old lady of quite sixty-five, with
almost white hair and angular figure.

““ The bov didn’t do it on purpose—I
know he didn’t!” she exclaimed tear-
fully. ¢ But the poor master and he wero
havip’ high words. .Oh, it’s dreadful—
dreadful! What will become of me?
Fve got nowhere to go—nowhere!”’

“Don’t give way, Mrs. Lennan,” I
sald gently, leading her to a chair. ‘“ The
great shock of this tragedy will soon pass.
I am Mr. Alvington, fromm St. Frank’s,
and I am naturally greatly concerned,
regarding the fate of my u%)il. If there
has been a mistake, as ear, I want
to sct matters right.”

‘“ It wasn’t a mistake, sir—it was the
boy who did it!’ said the old woman
shakily. * The inspector said that the
case is quite plain, and he ought to kuow.
Oh, T'll be thankful when I hear from



““ A man with a wooden leg has been in this garden,” said Nelson Lee
keenly ! '’—(See page 19.)



son! T've askad Lhim (o come and
take me away—'°
“ Quite av—qquite 80, § said w.fily.
With the conetable, T went upstairs
inle, the little front bedroom to have »
look at the body, leaving the boye below.
A rery brjef cxamination was sufficient.
Captamn Garword had bweem a grizzied
betit old man. Hie death had beaen cauves
mdged. A stiletto, or a
knife, bad been plungad
There had

instanty, |
NArvTOw .- Il."
inta hie heart from beland,
beet, little external bleeding. But 1t wae
clrarly a cave of murder. No man could
bave inflited such a wound huneelf
Only & strong man could hava dnlivere
that deadly thruett 1 doubitad aven of
Jambert could have strink auch a blow,

“ Where is the knife?' 1 adhed, tum-
ln, o Hgarrow,

““The insgnctor took i, air,”” replied
the constable, nho was looking extremely
urvomfortable in the reom of death
“It wan a long thing, sir; summat hike
a shewer, In my thinkin®,’

A stiletta, Hparrow—a most deadly
instrument I 1 exqplained.

We went downstairs, and found Mrs.
Lennan ricking to and fro in hoe chair,
muttering  hall hyvaternally to Lereell.
Nippar and Trogellis- West wore by tho
'l'“h)'c

“1 lave seen the body of
marter, Mrs. LAnnan,” 1 aaid quietly.
“The wound wlich killed him  wae
maused Ly a stilrtto, 8o far as [ can sew,
Have you eyer seen such a weapon about
the bouse® [ can’t quite believe thut
lambert vwned —*

** It was the master's, olr,” sail the ol
lady, luding up. “ He's nasd at for
Years a8 a paper hnife. It alunye used
te lay on hius table. “I'he Loy afust have
pebosd ot up in a fury,”

* May 1 cuter the captain’s room?*”

Mrs. leunan hesitated a momear, and
then rose, muttoruny that the polive were
enough  bothee without anybody  elan.
Howover, she led the way into the late
caplain’s room, wluch | saw at 3 glance,
had beon tidied up This was rather a
drawback, The apartaient was furiishied
in suchi a way that it losely reeenibilod
a slup’s cabun.

The tablo at which Garwood had sat
was haed to one walk and it would have
born an casy mattor for anybody to have
stablieal humy in the bach as b sat bl
i The whole rvun was peovided with
s great number of truphice of all dewrip
thuw—artiies from sluwst gvers parn

o thy wurld,

our late
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1 could see that a protongad search was
ntunecesary. There was very little to be
Jiwnveead. But one particular curio
interestad ma.  Mtanding upon a cornee
nf the mantelpirce, as though it had
been recently [Ravﬂd there, 1 saw a small
ornamental casket. It was made of
polished brass, and was quite unique.

“(ne of the captain’s Oriental

trophies, I presume?”’ 1 asked casually.

‘‘ That, air?"’ Mra. Lennan looked ab
the caaknt wonderingly. * I've nover
seen it before,”” she added.

Tuawardly, I felt a thrill run through
me,

“You hLave never seen it belore?” T

rapeated, picking the thing up. ** That
is rather curwons, isn’s it  Didn't i
belong to Captain (Garwood*”’

* Not—not that | know of, sir.””

Mes. Lennan stood on the other side of
the room, her tears forgotten for »
moment. There was nothing remarkablo
in the fact that she hadn’'t seen the
casket before, and now that she had
lnarned of it for the first time she was
naturally astonished.

' Something rattled inside the little beaw
0¥,

“ I don’t know what's inside, sir,” sahl
the old 'll"’. o .\lnylm it lnﬁlOlll{Nl to
the captain. It must have done. Master
lambert wouldn't have brought it here,
would he? Jt looks like one of them
Indian thinge.*’

I forced the lid back, Nipper and
Mountie looking on  interestedly, and
within the casket 1 found a small image.
It was maide of metal —polished copper—
and sliaped into the form of a frog. 1
piched it up by the head and glanced at
it curwusly.

Almost the first thing 1 saw was a

clourly defined thumb-print upon tle
r»!uhul. under-surface of the frog.
wvery lino of the thumb-mark stood ous

dﬁmu-tly and clearly.

‘H'm! ‘This may prova of great
value,”” 1 said thoughtfully. * Do you
swe, boys? ‘There is a clear mark of a
thumb just heee, I judge that the imayge
was realoved from the box quite mmnﬁy
—within the last few hours. If we can
diswover whose thumb-print that is, we
ma) accomplish something."’

1 replaced the curio into the casket and
o keted both—without asking permis-
sidula.

*“ 1 don’t think it will be necessary for
us to buther you any longer, Mry,
dennan,” } said, turning to her with a
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smile. “ And it is very improbable that
my amateur cfforts will bear any fruit.”

“It was the boy who killed the
‘master,”” said the old woman, wringing
hee hands. “ It couldn's have been
nobody else. Oh, I'm terrihly upset !
They’ll be thinkin® that I did it!" ,

“No, no! You mustn't get such
absurd ideas into your head, Mrs. Len-
nan,’”” T protested gently, * The blow
which killed your master was delivered
by a man—a strong man, too. There’s
no fear of your being imphlicated in the
least. You mustn’t get alarmed.”

_ I won’t, sir,” she said shakily. ** But
it's a shocking affair!”

Wa passed outside, and found the con-
stahle on the doorstep, as betore. 1
didn’t leave at once, however.

‘“ Hlas the garden been examined,
Sparrow?” | RSE d.

*“ The garden, sir?”

. t"" Yes. Has the inspector bcen over
it

“ Over it?7 What for, sir?”’ asked the
policeman, staring at me. -

“ Why, to look for clues, of course!”
put in Nipper impatiently.,

4 Oh, cloos!” said Sparrow, scratching
_his whiskers. *‘ Cloos! This ain’t one o'
them cases, air. - It's all plain. There
an't no cfona, not what I knows of.
Inspector Jumeson sez that it's all clear
an’ simple.”” ) .

I was rapidly becoming convinced that
Inspector Jumeson was an incapable
ofticer, and P.C. Sparrow had a head
like a turnip. |

With tho boys, I passed round _ the
house until I reached the window of the
apartment we had just left, Outside, it
was an ordinary lattice, but within it
resembled the porthole of a ship. -

** Hallo! \th’a this?"” exclaimed
Nipper abruptly. L ‘

f turned, and found him bending over
the soil which stretched out beyond the
pathway. There were cauliffowers and
cabbages growing there,

*“ There’'s a footprint here, guv’nor.”
muttered Nipper. * But I can’t under-
stand it. There’s onlr a lofs footprint—
uot a sign of the right!” ) _

““ That's queer,” said 8iz Monatio.
“ Begud !’

I crossed the path and looked carefully.
A3 Nipper had said, thero wera several
distinct left footprints, but no others. Tt
was the tapression of a big, clumsy boot.
'The path itself was quite hard, and thevo-
fore revealed uothing, I stepped among
the cabbages and bant down %

.rg

‘““Ab, what s this?”’ T murmuced.
*“ By James, I am becoming interested !’
.For 1 had seen several round impres-
sions, They were an inch ovr two lfeep,
and appeared where the unknown man's
right fvot should have left a mark.
Obviously, the man had lost a leg, and
these indentations were caused by a
stump. ' ' J
N man with & wooden leg has been
in this garden,”” 1 said keenly. * Don’t
you sée, boys? We had better follow
them for a little way."”

My hat,” exclaimed Nipper, ¢ this
18 getting exciting}”’ o

“I'm all agog, begad I’ mupmured Sir
Montie. : .

But he looked quite calm, and the three
of us passed among the cabbages, and
found ourselves upgn the opposite path..
Hero we were checked for a moment, but
the curious footprints were again dis-
covered on the open soil beyond. Thereo
was no difficulty m following them.

But our task was a short one.

After & few minutes wo found our
selves right against the low wall which
divided tho garden from the voad. Glane-
ing over, 1 salv that a widd border of
grass lay on the other side, with the hard
road just beyond. It would be a hope-
less tusk to attempt to follow the. foor-
prints any facther. - -~ ' 7

“ That maun, whoéver he i3, was here
only a - fow haurs ago,” I exclaimed
thoughtfully. ** He came, I should
judge, during the nivht.” o

“ Do you think he's connected with
this murder, sir?”” asked Nipper eagerly.

“I don’t know, my boy,” 1 roplied
slowly. ¢ But it i3 my opinion shat he 13’
vory closely connected with it. The whole
thing i3 more intricate than the police
seem to imagine. On the face of it,
Captain Garwood was killed by the hot-
headed action of a senior schoolboy. He
met his death as somebody else’s hands.”

“ Whose?”’ asked Nipper. ‘

¢ Thae is what [ am going to find qut,”
I replicd grimly, _ '

ﬂ

CHAPTER VL )
(Nipper picks up the threud aguin.}
WB LEARN SOMB VALUABLIE INFORMATION
—AND THEN THE GUV'NOR SURFRISES ME.

ELSON LEE had entered into this
N. case with all his old enthusiasm.

Of caurse, ho and I were as much
positions at St. Frank’s wéra so vastly

—

oursclves as ever. Although oup
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different to our usual mode of life, we

were not changed in the slightest degree.

And, at the first suggestion of a
mystery, the guv'nor was hot on 1its
track. We had only been at the Cabin a
very short while, and he had already
discovered a fat lot more than the police
knew.

“ Yes, boys, we have got to find out
the truth as quickly as possible,”” the
guv’nor said, as we walked back towards
the front garden. ¢ These unusual foot-
prints may be totally useless, but it
would be foolish to ignore them. Don’t
mention the matter to the constable, in
any case.”’

We found P.C. Sparrow—who was
facetiously called ¢ Dicky Bird "’ by most
of the juniors—staring stolidly before
him, and looking rather tired. I couldn’t
quite understand why he should be on
duty there. The one or two gapers had
gone, and nobody else was in sight.

The whole village, of course, knew of
the tragedy, and was shocked. DBut I
don’t think it was general knowledge
that Lambert had been arrested. Mrs.
Lennan was not a gossip, and had spoken
to no one during the morning.

¢ What about that copper frog, sic?"’ I
nsked, as we walked down the road, the
detective wheeling his bicycle. ¢ Do you
think that will be of any wvalue—that
thumb-print, T mean?”’

“It might be, Bennett. Tt all
depends,”’” replied Lee vaguely. 1
shall, of course, hand it over to the
police in due course. I believe that it is
connected with the crime,”

“ But how, sir?"”

“ Tt is impossible to form any opinion
at this early stage, young 'un, I .can’t
quite see where the copper frog fits in,
but I am convinced that it fits sorne-
where. It 1s something of a problem.”

““It may have been brought by the
wooden-legged johnny,”” remarked Sir
Montie brilliantly. ¢ It's a sign. It’s
gomethin’ which means somethin’ elsel”

Y grinned. :

“1 shouldn’t tax gpour mighty brain,
Montie,”’ I remarked. ¢ That little frog
must mean something or other, or it
wouldn’t have been there. Mrs. Lennan
didn’t know anything about it. I yonder
if that chap with the wooden leg actually
did bring—-"" - ]

““ By Ceesar!”’ ejaculated Sir Montie
suddenly. |

He stopped short in the raiddle of the
road, and stood staring across the low
hedgo. We had pessed through the vil-
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lage. and were on the quiet stretch of
fane which led towards St. Frank’s. On
the left lay-a rough meadow—almost a
piece of waste land—with the gaunt trees
of Bellton Wood beyond.

‘“ What's the matter, you fathead?” 1
asked, nudging my chum.

‘“ Dear fellow, look at that!"”
Tregellis-West, pointing.

Both Nelson Lee and I were looking,
and we saw something which surprised
us. For there, on the farther side of the
meadow, stood a tiny encampment. It
was merely a wretched, patched-up tent,
with a small fire burning near it. Ovyer
the fire a man was bending, and that
man's right leg was missing from the
knee! A stump replaced the absent
portion.

‘““ Well, I'm blowed!” I gasped.

““T am certainly surprised myself, Ben-
nett,”" observed Neron Lee calmly.
““ Surely this cannot be a coincidence?
We are anxious to find a man with a
wooden right leg, and here he is before
us! 'This may be merely a ruse! The
fellow 1s possibly playing a part. But
we will speak to him.”

““ Now, sir?"”’ I asked.
| ““ Why not? Delay would be point-
ess.”’

The guv'nor laid his bicycle against
the hedge, and we all broke through into
the meadow. We had walked half-way
across before the owner of the wooden
stump became aware of our approach,
and even then he scemed very little in-
terested. He merely looked up from the
fire for a moment, screwed an old clay-
pipe more securely into his mouth, and
then went on with his task.

A pot was suspended over the fire, and
as we drew nearer a savoury odour of
boilinz ,vegetables end meat assailed our
nostrils. Over by the side of the temt
stood a queer looking machine, which I
recognised as a tinker’s grinding and pot-
mending outfit. Roughly painted on the
front was the name “° Jeremiah Binns.”

The wooden-legged man himself was
carelessly attired. His hair was grizzled,
and an witrimmed beard adorned his
chin, He looked at us with his face all
wrinkled into smiles as we came up.

‘““ Afternoon, gents!’ he said cheer-
fully. ¢ Mebbe you be wantin’ somethin’
mended? I'm just a-gettin’ my dinner
ready, but I sha'n’t be long——"

¢ fc», we don’t want any repaira done,
thank you,”’ said Nelson I.ee.

* That's a pity, sic. Old Jerry Binns

said
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dou’t ’ave none too much work,” said
the aged tinker, shaking his head. “I
ain’t done wrong in campin’ in this erc
medder, ’ave 17

“Not that I know of,”” smiled the
guv'nor. ** But I wish to ask you omne
question—and I want a truthful answer,
Did you enter the garden of & small
bouse known as the Cabin—"’

““Lov’ sakes! I knowed I'd be found
out!” cjaculated Jerry Binns, in dismay.
‘*“I didn't- mean no ’arm, sir. They was
fino kebbiges, an’ I only took two. "I sez
to myself, jest afore I went over the
‘cdge: ‘ You’ll be found out, you old
fool,” I sez.” “An’ then that’il mean
prison for ye,” I scz. I ain’t got much

‘money, sir, but I'll pay for them
kebbiges if so be as ‘you——"
“One_ moment Binns;”” interjected

Nelson Lee. “If you took some cab-
bages which were not your own—vwell,
1t 13 not my place to inform against you.
They weren’t my cabbages.”

“Lor’! I thought yo was goi’ to
hev’ me took up !’ said the old man.

The guv'nor and Montic and I
couldn’t help smiling. The old fellow
was quaint, and he certainly bore no re-
semblance to a murderer. Ho was
smiling again now, and his eyes shono
with relief and cheerfulness.

“ Tell me what happened, Binns,” said

Lee. :

“Why, I was comin’ down the road
last evenin’, an’ I *appened to see them
kebbiges all a-growin’,” explained the
one-legged tinker. ‘‘I stops an’ looks
at ’em. ‘Them’s fino wegitables,” I sez
to myself. ‘A couple o’ them'd make a
tine dinner,' I sez. An’ I no more to do
but steal in the garden last night, right
late, an’ pull up a couple of 'em. One
of ’em’s a cookin’ now.,”

Nelson Lee smiled, and Montic and 1
erinned, The footprints were clearly
explained. They had merely been mado
by this cheerful old pilferer, who was
quito open  about his outrageous crime
now that he knew our intentions were
not hostile.

““The cabbages will not be missed,
Binns,” said the guv’'nor quietly, *for
their owner 1s now dead. I presume jou
bhave heard of the tragedy?’ .

‘“I ain’t stirred outer this ticld this
mornin’,”” replied the other. ‘‘That
there orinder o’ mine. went wrong, drat
it! I hin repairin’ the thing. Somecbody
bin killed, you say? An accident, L des-

gay,’’
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““No, Binns. The owner of ihe house
was murdered,” replied Lee. ' Your
footprints in the garden were somewhat
stnister, but I now know, of course, that
you were not connected with the crme.’”

“Lee’ save us! I ain't never killel
nothin’ bigger'n a mouse!’ declared
Binng,. hig 2mile vanishing. ““ But now I
knows who done it.  That ain’t right,
though—’cos when the young feller left
the "ouse, the old man was alive. That
couldn’t '« bin ’im—""

*“ What's that you're saying”’ put io
the guv'nor sharply. ‘It secms o me
that you can give us some very valuable
information, my man.” :

The old tinker scratched his whiskevs.

‘I dunno about that, su,” he repliod.
‘“You sece, I caught a rare fright when
I was in that there garden. I'djest got
me kabbiges, an’ was goin’ out, when 1
’eard the duor open. I crouched Jdown,

|an’ saw a young feller of mebbe eizhteen

or twenty walk to the gate. There was
somebody with 'hr—an old man. They
scemed to-be ’avi’ “igh words; so far a3
could ’ear.”
“*Go ou—go Leo
sharply. | | -
,'They dida’t stop at the gate long,
sir—jest "arf a miuute,” said old Bibns.
“ An’ then' the man went indoors agin,
an’ locked up the door. I waited ar foo

onl” exclaimed

h

| This

mmutes afore movin’. Then, Like the old
fool I am, I weunt an’ cracked a great ole
dead branch. Lov'! That spapped like
a gun, an’ give mo a rave firght!  The
winder opened, an’ the ole man looked
out. But he didn't seo - nothin’, an’
closed the winder agin. Aw’ then I como
away, feelin’ right skcered. Themn keb-
biges wasn’t worth it, sir. But I reckon
they look nice now, don’t they?”

He stirred the concoction in the pot
with a satisfied sigh, and Nelson [Lee
looked from Sir Moptie to me. There
was a gleam of triumph in his cye—and
I knew the reasowu.
information, which had been
totally unexpected, was of tremendous
value. For Binns's evidence proved

sitively that Arthur Lambert had not
illed Garwood. The Sixth Former had
told Nelson Lee the truth—he hal parted
with the old captain at the gate of his
housec. N |

“The murder had been commitied after
Lambert left—that was obvious. But
who had. cominitted the deed?

.4 Did ‘you com¢ away from:the ganlen
as soon as Captain Garwood closed the
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window—or did you wait?’ asked Lee
keenly.

“That must ha’ bin
minutes arterwards, sir.”’

“Did you hear voices from within the
house?"’

“ Not a sound, sir—unless, mebbe,
you'd call a kind o' sigh a sound,” re-
piicd the tinker. “ Jest when I was a-
gettin’ up I heerd somebody sigh real
loud like. That must ha’ bin this 'ere
captin what you spoke on. Like as not,
he was asighin’ for the sea agin,”’

Lec put several other questions, but
the old man was unable to give us any
further information. He expressed his
entire willingness, however, to tell his
story to the police—after the guv'nor as-
sured him that he would come to no
harm. Hec¢ would remain encamped at
Bellton for another week, and we should
always know where to find Lim. _

“It’s gettin’ late, Benny boy,”’ mur-

about three

mured Sir Montie, as we started across;

the meadow again. ‘“Dinncr’s been
served for some time. We shall have
nothin’ but the leavin's, begad! But it's
'no good grumblin’,”

“You won't: get into trouble, Montie,”’
said the guv'nor, with a smile. ** You
have been with me—and I am your
Housemaster. It was extremely for-
tunate that we saw old Binns. - His stote-
ment has simplified matters . exceed-
mgly." _

“It seems to me that it's made the
casc even more mysterious,”” I objected.
“We know that Lambert didn't do it—
but who did? There wasn’t a soul in
the house except Mrs. Lennan—and we
know she couldn’t have done it.”

‘““There was one part of Binns’s story
which needs careful thought,” remarked
Lee. ‘‘ He said that Garwood and Lam-
bort stood at the gate for a minute talk-
mg. It 18 possible that somebody crept
in by the open door during that period.
The old housckeeper was in bed, and it
would have been an easy matter for the
intruder to enter Garwood’s room—the
door of which was probably open. He
could have concealed himself there, and
struck the blow as soon as Garwood sat
down. He escaped, of course, by merely
walking out in the usual way.”

‘“That's one explanation, isn’t it?"' I
remarked. ‘I think it’s jolly likely, too,
sir.« But what's the next move?”

“ Dinner is the first thing,” smiled
Nelson Lee. - {* And then, young ’un,
you will have to attend to your after-

ﬁ

tea—other
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noon lessons. I shall make my report to
the Headmaster, and take another trip
over to Bannington. The chief thing 1s
to effect Lambert’s release—and that can
be, done, 1T think, this afternoon.”

As soon as we got to St. Frank’s,
Montie and I went in to dinner. We
were late, of course, but the guv’nor
made that all right. Then he went off
to explain what had happened to Dr.
Stafford.

Afternoon lessons were a tremendous
bore, but we had to go through with
them.  Scarcely a single junior knew
that Lambert had left the school. The
seniors thought that he had been called
awayv by his parents, or something of that
sort. The real truth, at all events, was
unknown. '

Some rumours regarding the tragic
death of Captain Garwood had penetrated
into the school, and these were being cir-
culated rapidly. But nothing definite
was known. I told Tommy Watson, of
course, and we two and Sir Montie were
the only fellows who knew the cxact
faots. ’ ,

The veory instant lessons were over I
dashed to the guv’nor’s study, making
some excuse for doing so. But the door
was locked, and I learned that he haa
gone out. I went to Study C, therefore,

and found Tommy and Montie preparing
tea.

It was almost dark by now, and the
night promised to be stormy and wet.
There were many interruptions during
fellows . were constantly
putting their heads into the study. And
so any private talk was out of the ques-
tion. There was much amusement con-
cerning the discomfiture of Fullwood and
Co. the previous night. The Nuts them-
sclves were going about with fierce,
black looks. But this only amused the
fellows all the more.

More than once Fullwood darkly hinted
that revenge was in store.  But that
didn’t alarm me in the least. I was quite
prepared to suffer any revenge Fullwood
was capable of plotting.

But, for the time, I'd dismissed all
such minor matters as IFullwood’s re-
venge from my mind. I badly wanted to
hear what Nelson Lee had been doing all
the afternoon, .

Tea over, I again went to his study,
and this time found it occupied. The
Head himself was there, and I prepared
to back out hastily,
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*“You necedn’t go, my boy,” said tho
oguv’nor, looking up.

I closed the door, and walked into the
room. The Head, of course, knew every-
thing. He was looking almost cheerful.

“I am indeed thankful that I re-
cfuested you to look into this affair, Mr.
J.ee,” he was saying. ‘‘ You have done
wonders—wonders |”’

“1T am afraid you are exaggerating,
Dr. Stafford,”” smiled the guv’nor.
“ Well, Nipper,” he added, turning to
me, “ I suppose you’re anxious to know
what has been happening while you were
grinding away at your lessons? I took
Binns over to Bannington, and his evi-
dence, with my own, convinced Inspector
Jameson that a blunder had been made.
I think Lambert will be released this
evening. I was just about to explain
matters to Dr. Stafford. To be brief, I
strongly suspect that Mrs. Lennan is
deeply concerned in this murder—indeed,
-1t i3 possible that she struck the blow
herself I’ '

I stared blankly.

*““ Mrs.—Mrs. Lennan!’ I stuttered.
‘“ Why, that’s impossible! You’re dotiy,
“guv’nor!”

.Both Nelson Lece and Dr. Stafford
smiled. '

¢Is that the way +to talk to your
Housemaster 7 demanded Lee sternly.

“ Oh, blow it! I'm not talking to my
Housemaster I'm talking to you, sir!”
I said impatiently. '‘ You ain’t a House-
master now !”’

“I don’t suppose you'll ever learn to
trcat me with proper respect—"’
=** Oh, crumbs !’ I groaned. ‘‘ A giddy
Jlecture now! If I was an ordinary
schoolboy, I should be caned for imper-
tinence, I - suppose? But I'm not a
schoolboy—and you'll never jolly well
make me one, either! What’s that you
said about Mrs. Lennan, guv’nor?”’

“ Indeed, Mr. Lee, I am greatly
stavtled myself.”” put in the Head gently.

““ I am afraid Nipper is not so obser-
vant as he could be,” smiled Nelson Lee.
 Otherwise, he would not be so surprised
now. He was present during my conver-
sation with Mrs. Leanan,” :

““Yes, I know I was,” I agreed. ” Bu-i’;
I don’t see why you should suspeot her!”

‘“ Well, there are two reasons, N;S’pel‘,
went on the guv’nor. *‘ First of all, the
old woman struck me as being totally 1n-
sincere. 1 can’t explain exactl what I
mean, but that was the impression which
fixed itself in my mind. Everything she
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did, every word she uttered, was false.
She acted a part. You didn't notice it,
ch? Well, I did, young ’un. Anid I was
at once suspicious. But the most unpor-
tant thing is connected with that copper
frog. The old woman positively de-
clared that she had never seen the
casket, and that she had no knowledge of
its contenis.” .

“Yes, I remomber she said that, siv.”

“Yet, when I produced the frog, sh:
expressed no surprisc whatever, and she
gave a very visible start when I reinarked
that a clear thumb-print was visible,”
said Nelson Lee grimly. “ Why did she
start, Nipper? For one of two reasons—
because she knew that a thumb-print is
one of the most positive elues it is pos-
sible to obtain, and the print was either
caused by a confederate of hers or by one
of her own thumbs. That was why :he
was so startled.” |

‘“* But she wasn't startled, sir—

““ We differ there, Nipper. You weic
not observing Mrs. Lennan as 1 was—
and I don’t think I am mistaken,” said
Nelson Lee quietly. ‘It was she who
gave tho information concerning Fani-
bert, don’t farget. It was to her mteress
to throw suspicion upon the boy.””

“ But a woman couldn’t have struck
that blow, guv'nor!’ I protested.

“Women can do far more than some
people imagine,” replied the great tetec-
tive. ‘*1 have an idea—but this is -a
mereé suspicion—that the woman 1s
some way disguised. I don’t believe she's
so old as she makes herself out to be.
And some women are very strong, don't
forget. At all events, I am going to
make an attempt to secure an impression
of her own right thumb. If the two cor-
respond, things will look black agamst
her.”

““ But
used'_—” .

““You don’t seem to grasp the situa-
tion, my boy. Mrs. Lennan positively
denied all knowledge of the thmg. .She
did so. I believe, on the spur of the
moment. But, having made that state-
ment, she could not back out from it.
' And if we can prove that she hed over
that, she will probably break down. In
any case, I mean to put the matter to the

test.”’ . o
“ When are you going, sir?” ‘
. % Very shortly—within half an hour.”
« Can I come with you?” . ,
T don’t think it’s necessary, Nipper,’
smiled 'T.ee. “I_sha.ll or)_]y_ he_’a}vny a

"

that copper  frog  wasn't
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veryv short while—not more than an hour,
at the most.”

I 1eft the etudy, feeling rather dis-
appointed.. The case seemed to have
fizzled out all of a sudden. Now that
Lambert's innocence had been proved,
and his release from polico custody was
a certainty, Dr. Stafford ceasel to
worry. It was bad enough that Lam-
bort should be expelled—but that was
a mere trifle in comparison to the other
. matter. Besides, it wouldn't be an or-
dinary expulsion, Lambert had simply
been taken away from the school by
his parents. |

But the guv’'nor and I looked at the
thing in a different way. The mero fact
that Lambert was innocent wasn’t sufhi-
cient. JIt, was only half a case. VWe
wanted to get at the truth. So, al-
though the guv’nor could bhave left the
matter as 1t stood, he didn't intend to
do so. '

I went back to Study C and told Sir
Montie and Tommy something of what
had occurred.

But there was to be other excitement
that evening—and I didu’t know any-
thing about it—yet.

CIHAPTER VII.
(Nelsun Lec Icattmnes,)
MY JMISSION—AND ITS VERY UNEXPECTED
RESULT, -

R. STATFORD remained in my
D study only a few minutes after
Nipper had gone. llis whole
aspect had undergone a rapid
change riuce my return from Banning-

ton. .

I had certainly never anticipated such
a prompt relcase for ILambert. The
thick-headed country police would have
kept him in custody for dayvs, probably,
if the evidence of Jerveminh Binns had
not been forthcoming. I don’t think
the polico caved for the idea of letting
LumLert r0, even then. In any case,
they would certainly keep him under
supervision until they had got on the
right track.

But the trouble, so far as St. Frank’s
was concerned, was all over. 'There
would be no scandal, and Lambert’s
namo would not even appear in connec-
tion with the affair, "If there were any
rumours, they wquld be quickly denied,
,But 1 was not satishied, Ly any means.

ﬂ
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There is nothine I hate worse than. ve-
linquishing my efforts when half-way
through a case. I had.a very strony
suspicion that the murder had been comn-
mitted by Mrs. Lennan—or, at least,
that she i';ad been implicated. .

And so I prepared for my visit to the
Cabin as soon as ever Dr. Stafford had
gone. These preparations were very
simple. All I did was to take an or-
dinary envelopey and write a fanciful
name and address upon it.- Then I pre-
pared the surface of the paper in such «
way that it would take a thumb-print,
or finger-print, perfectly—without show-
ing any trace, until carefully looked for.
A little fine powder, dusted over the sur--
face, would instant\y bring the tcll-talo
marks into relief.

This envelope I placed between two
others, and tucked it into my pockel.
I reckohed that 1 should be in the vil-
lage only a few minutes. And I wae
quite cager to learn tho result of my
test.

When I emerged into the Triangle [
found the night to be somrewhat will-
and blustery. The wind was cold aud
cruel, with occasional flurries of rain. |
was well wrapped up, however, and |
set out briskly for the village,

When 1 arrived outside the litile
house of the dead captain, the rain was
coming down aquite briskly, There wu-s
no constable at the door now-—indeed,
it was not neccessary.” Although the vil-
lage could talk of nothing else bLut the
murder, it was quite certain that the-
countryfolk would give the Cabin a
very wide berth, N

I was somewhat astonished by  the
fact that Mrs. Leunan had elecled to
stay in the house during the night—
alone. Most of the villagers had been
shocked, for that piece of news had very
soon got abroad. Sparrow, the con-.
stable, had given it to me—and I had
no reason to doubt it. Nlrs. Lennan
would not hear of staying the night in
the house of a neighbour

‘This, in itself, was suggestive.

I walked up the short gavden path,
and {apped gently at the door. Ruther
to my surprise, it was opened within a
minute. " A small light shone in oné of
the rear rooms, but the bhall was in
gloom. The angular fizure of Mrs. [en-
nan was silhoutted against the yecllow
glow, |

““ Who is that?"’ she asked tentatively.

“1 am DMr. Alvington—from the
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school,” T replied. “Can I have  a
word with you, Mrs. Lennan?”’

** What do you want, sir?’’ he siid
doubtfully, .
- “I wish to show you romethinz—and
to ask you a question,” 1 answered,
shaking the rain-drops from my hat.

“ Perhaps you'd better come in, sir.”

She stood aside, and I passed into the
housa.  The door being closed, we went
into the back_sitting-room I had visited
on the. previous occasion. ‘fhe room
looked nice and cosy, with its cheerful
tire and shaded lamp. DBut I conld not
help remembering the still, stiff form in
one of the rooms above.

** I only wish to stay just a minute,” 1
satd, producing the prepared envelope.
“Can you tell me if this handwriting
‘13 known to you, Mrs. Lennan? Yonur
answer will" have some bearinz on the
case, in all probability.” '

I handed her the envelope, and she |-

took it exactly as I would have desired.
ITer right finger and thumb closed upon
it m a -arm grip, and I knew that the
unpression would be bold.

. ‘“No, Mr. Alvington, I haven’t seen
. this before,”” she said, lookinz at me
curiously. “ 1 don’t know what it 1s at
all. Did you find it here?” |

“No,”” I replied, taking the envelope
back, “ I just wished to know if yon
had seen 1t or not. The result of this
littlo visit, will, you may be sure, harve
some certain confequence. But I'd
rather not explain anything further
now, Mrs. Lennan. I sha’'n’t Lother yon
any longer.” | .

“T'll do anything T can for you, sir—
anything to prove that that poor boy is
innocent,”’ said the woman sincerely,

- ** But, alas, he's guilty—I know he is!
IIe struck down my poor master. 1
don’t know how I'm bearing it all!”’

She opened the door while she was
speaking, and I picked up my hat and
cntered the hall. I was feeling very
satisfied. My sole object in coming was
to obtain that impression—and 1 had
got 1t,

It was very dark in the hall,"and as 1
was lecading the way. 1 was necessarily
alow, not being quite sure of the ob-
structions, _

And it was then that I received a
stunning surprise—in real earnest. 1t
was stunning in more senses than omne.

For, as 1 was feeling my way down
the hall, I heard a rustle behind me—a
sound as though Mus. Lennan  had
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moved suddenly and quickly. Befors I
could turn, something ternbly hard—a
poker, I found out afterwards—de-
scended upon my head with brutal force.

Everything went whirling, a thousan

fires danced before my eyes, and I
pitched forward on my face. And I
felt, with a snrprise, ‘that my ankles

were tightly bound—and that my wrists
were 1n a similar plight.

Opening my eyes, 1 saw that a candle
flickered -on the floor—and I was no
longer in tho hall. From the acuto
rake of the ceiling I needed no telling
that I occupied a small attic,

Obviously, a distinct space of time hadl
elapsed. But yet it scemed to me as
though T had only just been struck.
During the first moment, I hLad
imagined that my eyes opened inune-
diately after my fall. This, however,
was absurd,

I had been carried upstairs—

(C*arried upstairs!

How in the name of wonder coull
Mrs. Lennan-have dragged ‘my inert
body up those stairs? A ‘strong man
could have done so, hut it would have
been an appalling task. But a woman!
I couldn’t quite undcrsrand it.

My head was singing and throbbinz
paiufully, and,I knew that my skull
was badly bruised. A little more force,
and a fracture would have resulted.

There conld be only one explanation.
For some unknown reason, the woman
had struck me down from behind as [
moved towards the ball door. And all
my suspicions were jJustiied. Mrs.
Lennan would never have acted in this
drastic fashion if she had been innocent.

I attempted to work my hands a little
casier, and succeeded in a slight degree.
But then I heard footfalls upon the
staire, and the door opened. Mra. Len-
nan, her eyes blazing with anger and
malice, stood before 1ne.

“ What dil you take me for?’ she
asked, with great scom. **Did you sup-
pose that I should be tricked so simply?
TThat envelope waz prepared—you
wishel to obtain my thumb-print. Yon
interfering fool, why didn’t you attend
to your school duties, withous mixing
yourself in this case?” _

*“ Because, Mrs, Lennan, T had certain
suspicions regarding yourseif,” 1 replied
calmly., *‘Those suspicions are now
justified. T knew that you had made
the thumb-print upon the copper frog
—and [ suspect—"
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“ What do I caro what you suspect?’’
sho cut in harshly.. ““1 did _make tho
thumb-print—what of it? Docs that
yrove anything? As soon as you found
out, 1 fclt alarmed, and T wade a slip,
I lct you sco that I was nlarmed.  Well,
vour troublo has bLeen for nothing, 1
am going to scltlo with you at once.”

“DBy using the same woapon as you
used beforn, probably?’’ T asked steadily,

“ You desorve to be killed—but 1'in
not going to be so drastie,’” she re-
plied, with a ancer. * You'll call this a
confegrion, won't yon? Well, you con,
{ don't care. You will never be wble
to trace me—or the public cither.”

‘““ Ah, you mean to flee " .

“1 must—it is 1ny only course,’”” sho
Lhroko in furiously, ¢ You have causcd
this, you fool! But I shall have a clear
night's start, for you will remain here
unbil to-morrow, at least.”

Sho  kicked the candle over, and it
extingiished  with  a  eplutter. Then,
without saying another word, eho left
the room and closed the door, locking 1t
kecurely, I heard her walk quickly
down the narrow top stairs—and it was
1ot tho wulk of an old woman,

Tho attic was ono of those with no
window, and I knoew that shouting would
Lo utterly useless, DMra, Lennan knew
it, too. Tho houso stood quite by it
sollf, and the attic was probably at the
roar. Nobody  could poasibly heav 1n
tho road, and mcadows stretched out be-
Lind. Moreover, the wind was howling
nosily,

I waa quite relieved.

I had fully expected that the woman
would act drastically., ¥t eho was cap-
uble of killing Captain Garwood—and 1
was aur¢g sho had killed him—she was
capablo of further violence., Yerhaps 1
Lind not seen the lust of her.,

JL bhad been rather nuwise of me to
walk 1in front of her i the hall. DBut,
then, one can't always be infallible. 1
Lhud not iinagined that she would act in
any woay violent duvring my short visit,

The truth of the matter was, 1 had
under-estimated  her abibity and  cun-
ning.

She had jumiped taw my purpose at
once.  Sho had known thut 1 had come
for tho sole purpose of obtaining her
thumb-print.  Undoubtedly, that  had
beon very astute on her part, and I
found myself wondering. Was it pos-
vible that the woman was a professional
crimnal?  The facts rather pointed that
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way. She had been absolutely on tha
alort—and I hadn’t been quitc prepared
for it. .

Tho result was fallmg, but by n»
means alarming. The prospect of lying
in that icy attic all night was not at
all alluring. DBut I couldn’t get free,
My hands and feet were bound with
rcally astonishing tightness, '

Again, I wondered how she had
brought me to tho top of the house.
Was there an accomplico in the build-
ing? If so, I had hcard no sign—I had
secn nothing to warrant such a sus-
picton,

'Tho position was mercly awkwavd—
nothing more. In the morning—
RBut I smiled in the middle of Iny
thoughts., T'here was little prospect of
my remaining at tho Cabin uatil tho
morning. Nipper knew where I had
gono, and he would soon institute -a
gcarch after a few hours had elapsed.

Mrs. Lennan had obviously missed
this point—which clearly proved that
sho was in a panic. The instant I was -
released 1 should, of course, communi.
cate with tho police, and it would bo
only a matter of hours before the mur-
deress was captured. - ] . ,

Twenty  minntes  passed—perhaps -
more. And thon I heard movements be-
low, I .wondered if my captor was
returning—with the object of paying 1o
somo  unwelcome attention. But  the
movements ceased, and "I heard the
front door close.

Mra. Lennan had escaped—and I could
not follow,

._—-—--

CIIAPTER VIII.
(Nipper concludes the narrative.)

I BECOME ANXIOUS, AND SET OUT FOR THE

VILLAGE WITH MONTIE AND TOMMY—WU

MEET A STRANGER—AND AFTER THAL
SOML EXCITING THINGS UAPPEN,

LLOOKED at my ‘watch anxiously.
l, “1 don’t care what you say,
Tommy, something’s happened!”

1 declared.

“ Of course something’s happened,”’
replied  Tommy, ¢ Something  always
is happeuing—""

““You ass! I mean somcthing bad,”
[ interjected, staring at my watch ajzain,
** Do vou know it's nearly nino o'clock?
Me, Alvington’s been gone for two
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hours and a half—and he ‘'was to he bacl:

almovst at once. It's jolly quecr.”

. I stared into the fire moodily. T was
with Sir Montie-and Tommy in Study C.
Prep was over, and it was nearly supper-
time. I'd been to Nelson Lcee’s study at
least six “times during the last hour,

"but he hadn’t returned. -

Handforth, meceting me in the lobby,

“wanted to know what new game it was

I was playing at, dodging up and down
the passages every few minutes. DBut I
didn’t stop to answer him, and Hand-
forth snorted.

To tell the truth, T was geting con-

cerned. T knew that Nelson Lee sus-
pected Mrs, Lenunan of being compli-
cated in the murder-plot; and the guv’-
nor doesn’t suspect lréeoplo without being

fairly sure of himse

-

Why had he been away so long?
I couldn’t think of any reason why he

should be detained—except one. And

* that one reason made me tremendously
“worried. I Dbelieved that he had mect
. with some" set-back—perhaps foul play.
% Tve a good mind to run down to
tha village,” I said abruptly.

¢ Now?’ asked Watson. ““It's supper
time— .
** Blow supper

L 3 o .
1?9
[ ]

“ And it's raining like the dickens

S—

“Rats to, the rain!’’ .
“ And you’ll be breaking bounds—
“\What do I care for-bounds, or eny-

thing else?” I demanded fiereely. ¢ I'm
going, I tell vou. .

. y ")
« All right, fathecad—don’t eat me!
“ Benny i3 anxious,”” murmurad Tre-

gollis-West.  “He's  getting worried.

"Tell you what, old boy, supposc we all

three go? Nothin’ liko stickin’ tu«:;ﬂlyn’,
you know. ['m gamo for any old thing
you like.”.

I nodded briskly. -
* Right-ho!” I suid. “ Wel'll all buzz

down.  If we meet * Mr. Alvington’ on
the way, all the better.  If we don’t meet
him, we'll make inquiries at the Cabin
—or break in, or something!”

“ Suppose someboly sces us gomng

out?”’ asked Tommy doubtfully.
_“ Yot *em see !V T replied, looking rennd
for my mufller. My hat! Youre

grumbling hke an nld,womun! If you
don’t want to come

Tommy Watson glave:l,

Y Yon sillyy ass—— e
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“Drey up !’ I said, o Tot's get off.””

“What a rapid chap you are, Benny,”
said Sir Montie. ** You're- puttin® e
into a fluster, deur fellow—you are,
really. You've liko a miniature whirl-
windywhen vou stavt thinkin® of ideas.
But }’'m with you every time, old gon.
AnI’'m Just as anxious'about Mr. Alvin'-
Jton as you are,” . . o :

~ We left Study C, and went along to the
junior cloak-room, just off the lobbgy.-
Ifere we selected our thick coats' and
caps, and ecmerged into the Triangle.
Somebody shouted out after us—it .was
Owen major, 1 believe—but we didn’t
tako any notice of him. This wasn’t the
time for explanations, even if we could
have given one. '

It was raining fast, and the cold wiid
lashed the drops into our faces sharply.
I've been out in a few miserable nights,
but thia was onc of the worst of any.

The gates were locked, of course,- but
we simply slipped along to the master’'s
private gate, and went out that way, This
gato wasn’t locked until ten, but -all the
masters had a. key, T s

Tho road was slushy and soaking.” The
wind -howled mournfully 'in the trees of
Bellton Woeod. But. we-went-to-the-vil-
lage at tho double} through denzo black-
ness.” By-tho time we reached the nret
house, -- however, - tha “darkness - wasn’t,
[ quite so -intense. - A slight break had
appeared in the clouds, and, besides, our
cyes had grown-accustomed to the gloom.
" The village was dark, except for ono
or two lights in tho "upper windows.
Although it was only just after nine, thy
people were in the habit of retiring very
carly in Bellton. « The’ public-houses, of

course, were an cxception. :

We didn't meet a soul passing through,
and very shortly we arrived at the side
turning which led to” the_ Cabin. I had
been expecting to meet-Nelson Lee, but
there had been no sign of him. o

Wo wero all silent as wo neared tho
houso -of tragedy. ~We -could see it dis-
tinctlv ahead, standing back fromr 'tho
road, dark and somewhut simster. I was
just about to make a remark to Montie,
when I checked myself. A dim hgure—
the figure of a man—appeared at the gato
of the Cabin, and emerged mio the ‘1‘-0:1(1.

«\[r. Alvingeon,” T murmured.  “ No,
i can’t be. By lingo!”’ .

I drew my chums cloze - against tho
hedge. - Tho man who had just left the
tonse had pausid for a noment. At
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I.had distinctly scen him ehake his (st
.at the building. “Then, with his head
down, he came along the road with rapid
footsteps. He passed us without know-
ing of our presence; but I could not dis.

tinguish his features. c

It scecmed to me as though Lo avas
- moving furtively. .

4 Who was it?" breathed Tommy,

“ Bleased if I know,” I replied. ** Did
you eco the way he shook his fist? What
‘the dickens for? I may, I'm beginning
to get alarmed. This thing looks fishy,
I can tell you."” :
- * Are you suro i
ton—” - - . - - o .

‘“ Don't be an ass, Tommy,"” I said im-
pationtly. ** This chap’s figuro was quilo
Jifferent. It secems to me that he's got
into some hole or other. lo must have
fallen.foul of somebody.” 'm going to
Lash at the door, anvhow|"” _

‘“ But supposo Mrs. Lennan comes—"'

- ¢ Well, I'll question her, that’s all,”
I replied grimly., *“ But I don't bLeliovo
s«he will come. - There's somothing
crooked afoot ¥’ . . :

I pushed ‘open the gate, and strode
down the path to tho front door. The
houso was in complete darkness, not a
light . showing from any window, 1
lifted the old kpocker and hamnmered it
down hard. .o :

“ Now we'll e2e,” I muttered between
my tocth. I'm fed-up with waitingt”

t _‘\‘vasu't Me., Alving-

ut we had to wait_ugain. . I'wo

minutes passed by—two minutes, threo
minutes, and thero was no answer to
my knock. I hammered again, larder
this time, Lut with the sawme result.

. And _then, faintly, T heard a cry; at
least, 1 thought 1-did. What witf‘;_ the
wiod and rain, I couldn't bo quite sure.
It seemed to conre from the very interior
of the housa . AR
‘' Look here, I'm going to Lreak in,”
Y ssid grimly. ‘ .
L :: Dear boy, you can't do that—""
Can’t 1" I cxclaimed. * You wait,
mi' gon!’ e L
- I left the little porch,and went (o one
of the front windows. As I had cxpected,
a shutter covered it,
work of a minute to wreuch it away.
And the lower snsh of the window went
up at the first touch.- . : :
“I—-I euy,” wsid Tommy Watson® in
8 scared voice. * We—wo can't get in,
ou know." It's burglary! Wou hall get
£E , Lo
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But it was only the
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“Rot! T'm going in!" T declarad,
throwing my lég over the sill, Coe

In two ticks I was inade, and 1 atums
bled across to the door and felt for the
handle. I heard mys chuings close behind.
me.' I found the handle, and openod
the door. e - .

“ Anybody at " bome?’ I

m":o‘. . . L I .

Thero was a dead silenee, And T realised,
for tho first time, that the dead bady of
Captain Garwood lay upstairs somewhere,
A cold “shiver passed down my apine,
Somchow, the near presence of death
always -mnkes a vhnr a bit “gooscy.”

Aud then I beard a faint hail from
upataics,
. **'That you, :young
attic?”’ .

“Mr.c Alvington! I mutlered exe
citally, I jolly well kuew that somes

thing had happened! Como on, kide!'’.

Wo stumbled up tho atairs heltees
skelterg aud in next to no timo we stood
outsidu the attic. The door was locked,
but it was ol as tho hills, and when wo
all threo pullod the wondwork gave way,

“Well idone,” boys!”" cumo. Nehon
[ee’s smooth toncs,  * Strikd a light!
You'll find a candle on the floor."”

* What have you been having a gamo
at, sir?” | askad breathlcwly, as T atruck
a mateh, *“Croat Scots! - You're all
trusserl up—and there's somo blood on
your collart” ' . -

A slight mishap, my Loy—nathing
wourse,” smiled Nelson Ieo. ™ 1 half
expected that you would turn up, but 1
wasn't hoping for such a prompt prescuo
as this. - How did you get in1"” )

"*“Broko in, sir,”” 1 roplicd, an T lit tha
candlo and took out my pockot-knifeo,
“We met sornebody coming out, sir.'

““Yes, 1 suppose you did. Mrs. L.ene
nan only left a minute or twn ago———""

““Mra.  Lonnan!” ojaculated Sje
Montio. * Ob, no, sirl I\ was a man
wo saw, an’ ho sliook his fist at tho howse
in quito a nasty way,”\ :

“A’mu: 1" waid tho guv’nor thought.
fully.  ** That's surprising! . Ah, of
course! . Mrs. Lennan disguised bersolf
in order to facilituty her oscape, 1Sut I
wonder—1 wonder—— By James!”
- Joo wan on his” feet now, and he
stampod about vigorously, ‘Just then wo
all hicard a low rumblo abovo the soine
of the wind, -

- 1s only a train,” T suid. * The lust

shouted

’un? I'm in the

| trgin to-night, I expoect.”
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nmrdu-ror.l who had been mieiug Lfos
years, - Finding himeelf encognised anel
captured, ho ruisedd no objection da tell-
10g hie atory, lla knew very well that
unything he saidd would not haemw, him, -
foe tha facte of tho Clapham murdes
alond wero, coough to tored him to tha -
gnl!mﬂ. &Y "
Yoars before, whon that foul erhno had
been committad, Gibbone had fled to
[lastings=to the houso of Captain (pe-
wood, who had been his beat friend, Gaes
wood himeelf had a most unsavoury ro-
cord, and his losa wonld not bo Ioﬁ. bv
anybody, Tt appeared that Gibbons had
aranged with hie friend to live with him.
in conecahment, For somn yeaes (iibbone
had been an actoe, and he wae une
doubtedly w clover impersonator, B

*In brief, ha had deeesed himaell as o
woman, and had poacd an’ Mea Lonnan,
tho owptain's houswkeeper. Novep for a
moment had I imaginad that that whites
haired old dumo had been a man!  Lven
Nelson Loa himwoll had nob ‘suspected
it yutil the [ast few minutes L
T thie pretenco, Gibbone had come
plutely ¢luded the pohtice, and twvo on
threo vears .Leforo ho and hile aupposed
master had settled down ln Bellton. Nat. .
n soul in the village had ever wispected
a thing, - Gibbons had.  kept . up. hia .
character foe so long and wuth .such
clovernesa that Lo had practicully becomn
tha c¢harvacter ho porteayed, In - that
character ho had always been gentlo and
kindlye - .- .- . o

But Gavwood had treatod him ]mnh.ly.'
Tho old captain had sbuwd hin becauso
he know that Lo. was -in his powee.
(abbous had navee been allowed o penngs

icoe, and ho had boen afruid to flco, for
16 wae gure that Garwoud would
'* peach,”  And ho had known that the
captain was hoardivg wp a big sum of
money, et Ceee

(sibbone bhad discovered tho hiding-
pl&wo of that secrct \\'culth; and had be.
comoe moro dusperato thair over,  [lw
wanted to steal tho money, bue Garwood
had suspected him, and had never givew
him a c?zanco to ack, /. '

For nonths on ¢nd the paie had lived
ou the very worst  powsiblo  terma,
although ~ nobody  suspected  it.  ‘Fhen
thare hadd been the quareel with Lambers
of tho Sixih, and Gibbona had soized hie
chance on tlm spure of l.hb'umllluut-.. ”d
had killed Gaewood, meuning ti.g Sixthe v
Foriner to bo .blnmccl. S AT

o Upon my soul, the fellow meana to
ewaps by that' train!" exclaimed the
“ guv'nor rapidly, ‘¢ Conw, boye, wo'll

rnt  It's only o chanee, but wo had
bettee mako sure.'* e '

Wo pelted downetalrs ae quickly ae we
had como up, and rushed at tuil speed
dowa tha roud. Nelsop Lee, T folt sura,
wag a bit donae up, but ‘m outstripped the
thirco of ua ‘

Tho station was only just ut the end of
the road, and as we turnad tho corner in
tlee rain, wo saw tho train just entering
tho atation,

It was a briak race up the 'sropo and
when wo dadhed through the bou'king-
oflico and arrived on the platform, [ was
only a ecouplo of 3tm‘n behind  the
guv'nor.  Ono man wae in tho ect of
entening on empty compartment towards
the reor of tho train,  He turned hid fuco
nquickly as wo appeaved, and then dived
into tho carriage, | |

*That's the fellow!™ [ roared. © . .

Nelson Lea peltesd up, and I followed.
As wo drow opposite the dovewny, we
cought a glimpso of the man, weenching
furiously at the handlo of the opponte
door,  But it waa kwked, and before ho
coulil quite realiss this fact, the guv'nor
was upon hun,  Ho fought [iko a8 demon,
Lut, with tho help of Tommy and Moatie,
ha very soon lay ~llat on his  Lack,
cxhausted, St .

1t had been a wild seramble, Lut it wae
over now., Outsido, tho two guards and
thd stationmastee wera all asking quee-
tione at once, - Bub Nelmon Leo bont closo
over the fuco of the fullon man, and then
whistled softly, " | L

“\Well, thie je 0 surpriso!’ ho ev.
claimed, ** Unless I amy vory much nis.
tahon, I am gazing upon Carter Gibbons,
tho Clapham murdoerce !’ :

Oue prisonee drow his breath in with
n whistling hise® |
© * Hang you!” ho snarled chokingly,
“Jt was quite a near thing, my
friend,” wont oun Nelson [aw, **The
Kame's up now, however, It will ba neces
aury for you to atand on trial, to answer
twou chargoy, both of wurder!'”

-

‘Tho facts wero very surprising.
‘The guv'nor had bLeen quite right in

his surmise. Tho prisuner was nonn other
‘than Cartor Gibbous, the brutal Clapham
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Undubiadly his vile plot wonld have
par ceeded if kdm [2¢ hadn’t beon on

the wreme. It was the
had been mainly
d"lﬂ‘ of Gibbone.
caskel, had beren ammg OCarwond's
hdiden horde, and the murderer had
enitied o conceal 1. H1o had therefore
denied all knawinige of it, and, a8 you
know, that's mhiere the trouble sta

A large sum ol inoney—owarly five
huidrad prande ~was lound on (G.hbons,
i gdd and noles Naturally, he was
1wl ferr Leral, and b end -.n.il be a ft

Fing ona I would mean e ocaflndd,
vl course,

Dut the cese was an example of how »

copprr [rog winch
mnsitde foe the un-
is, with the braw
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moch-wantad eriminal could conceal him.
self {rom the police, and bow grved could
prove As @nduung.

The ocandal at SR, Prank’s had been
averted. The school, instcad of having a
regular sensation, knew nothing. lrer
cuv'noe and I, and my two chume, hadd
played our paurts im the drama, and 1t

wasn't necessary for us (o give any
evidanoe al Ui1bbons’s trial.
Wo had been of seevice, byt we

Jida’t get any laureh,

A+ a matier of fact, we prefcrred to be
without ‘emn.

Tho problem of the Uopper Frng had
been enlved, and lile at 34, Frank's wenb
on as ueual

THE txg.
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@ : @ ‘
The Boxing Sailor
, A STORY OF THE RINQ AND LIFE IN THE NAVY.
By :RTHUR S. HARDY.

e ——————

o

Read thia £| ret }

The Frincspal Characters in this Story ave :

Tox CRawWLEY, light-weight boxer, and stoker

on board H.M.S. Flyer, who has been
captured by the (lermans, as also Aas he
Jather, though several monihe before ;

Bos Ranouws, who Aas been sond bo France
wilA his regement,; and

Many TawAtTRS, daughler of old Fisherman
TAhwaites, with whom both Tum and Bob
are in love. Tom is taken to Zeebrugye
at the time of a British aerial bamburd-
mend. . The next morning he comes fuce
o fuce with Ais father., TAe Guards
.. let them Aave a short conversation. .l

. day or koo afterwards they ore surprised

o ses Iind Randle arrive in a new batch
of prisoncrs. Meanwhilo, one of the
guarda, who is a great bully, is making
Aimaelf ertremely unpleasans, ad the

’ n‘.:mtn swoar ey will get their own
: iy )
(Vow read un) )
LTS,

HUN v. BRLTON.

HE next day found the German

I bully thero aguin, and move

arrogant and brutal than ever.
Thomas Crawley, Buob, and
Tom, in spite of the risk, had guthered
together in the middle of the exercuie
ground, and were talking to ane another
in a low voice when he caught sight of
them, and strode hastily forward.

* Stop that talking, you British dogs!”
he cricd, making a feint at Tom—Tom
being the smallest
~ puint of his buyonet. .

Tom's eycs bluzed, his cheeks crim-
soned, his haie stufeuncd.

“If you touch me with thad thing,"’
said tho boxing ssilor, ' I'll knock you
down. even if it coots e my hife”

of the threo—with the |

The Hun laughed. -

' Oh, you Britishers are always bonst.
ing about what you can do wih jour .
fists,” ho snecred.
T can do something more than boast,”
anawered Tom, e .
The German soldier laughed.

“ Bah?’ ho oried contemptuously. “ k°
apent five years in vour hated lanl beforo
the war. And 1 tried my luck in your
boxing ring. I never found any Englisis-
man who could stand against me.”

He shouted in German to a comrade,
who hastened to join ¢nem: - |

‘“ Take my ritlo, Heincich,” cried tho
bully. “I'm going to show this Briysh
suilor what a German hoxer can do.” ;

The other, with & grin, seize'l tho rifle,
and its owner, withuut any more ago,
struck out savagely at Tom, and, takmyg
him by surprise, knocked himy heavily.to
tho gvound.  ~ i o

The suilor boy struck his head in fall-
ing, but, in aﬁttu of the shock, rose in-
stantly, and, urlini himself upon his
encray, sent several hard blows home on
tho fuce.

In a moment the ymnards rushed for.
ward, surrounded them, dragged tho
combatants apart. | '
One of them levelled his loaded riflo at
Tow's heart. Another menaced the boy
with bis bayoues ‘s '

Tom gave himself up for losk. Bob
Randle and Thomas Crawley were about
to interfere. .

Before the matter could go #ny fmj-
ther, however, the Hun bully ordered his
comrades to stand back. At the samo
time he began to remove his belt and

tunic. : o
« [ am used to using my fista,”” he ex-

olaimed. * Keep the British prisorers
back, and I'll show you how a German
can box.” '

¢
** But you don't mean to fight him with
your f[reta Hoffmann?" protested one’ of
the guarda.
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“Yes. Just for fun. I fcel like it.
Nobody will know. 1It’s only a lark!"
And his lips set in a brutal sncer.

He was evor so much heavier and
bigger than young Tom Crawley. Indeed.
he had selected Tom as being the smallest
of tho prisoners confined in the gaol.

It never occurred to hiin that he might
be beaten.

And so he stripped himself to his shirt,
and rolled up the sleeves.

His forearms were muscular and thick.
His chest was deep, his neck short, his
face battered as if from frequent punish-
ment.

Yet, the moment he realised that the
German meant to fight, a wave of joy
surged through the boxing sailor’s velns.

e had been longing for such a chance
as this, though he had never dreamt that
it would come his way.

So off he stripped his things, and up he
rolled his slecves. -

What a midget he looked beside his
ol?onent then, to be sure.

he Hun guards laughed uproariously.

““Kill him, Hoffmann !’ thev cried.

“I'll try,” answered the bully.

‘“Dad, Bob—stand by me,”’ said Tom.
and, as they rallied to his support, the
satlor boy gravely begged that they
might not be punished for daring to sup-
port him in this fight. .

Hoffmann laughed, and shrugged his

shoulders.
“Oh, no,” he cried. * They sha'n’t be
, Wwe arc wasting

h.a.rmeé. But come on
time ; let us begin the fight.”

P—

BEATEN TO A FRAZZLE.

T was for ever a mystery to Toin, to
Bob Randle, and to Tom’s futher

LELL LIBRARY

consideration of a little fire cater lLiko
Tom Crawley.

Fight? ;.rl“om was even niore eagoer
than the German to begin, for he nhad
that cowardly knock down, as well us
other insults at this man's hands, 10
avenge.

And so he met Hoffmann's opening
rush with a smashing straight left, went
into a clinch, and hammered the brute
viciously about the body, while the ring

of prisoners roared out their delight.

Hoffmann might have had some cx-
pericnce of boxing in England, but, if so,
it was plain that he had never met any
really first-class men.

Tom discovered that before they had
been at it a minute,

He leant on his man, let Hoffmann
push him away, and covered cleverly on
the break. Then round tho ring ho
leapt, retreating. advancing, and side.
stepping with all his old cleverness, while
Thomas Crawley, the fisherman, an: Bob
Randle called upon the onlookers to give
them plenty of room.

The Humn, enraged at the punishment,
and stung to desperation, caught hold of
Tom, and tried to throw him. Into the
air he whirled the boy, and then broucsht
him down with all the strength of his
powerful arms.

Tom landed on his feet, kept his
balance, broke away, and cut thy
German’s olicek with a stinging punch,

Then they closed, and both went down
amidst a scenc of uproar that battles
description.

All the prison:rules- were set at de-
fiance, a’xig the excited Hun guards
threatened the prisoners. One of them
e}hen struck at Tom with the butt of his
rifle. .

Thomas Crawley tuened the blow aside.

“It’s not my son’s fault,” he cricd.

I why the German lent himself to such
a grave breach of discipline.

The point was never satisfactorily ex-
plained. Probably it was an overween-
mg vanity that urged him on, a wish to
impross the comrades of his reguncent.

Thomas Crawley always declared that
the whole thing had been planned before-
hand, talked over betwcen them. At any
rate, the commandant that day wuas away.
and most of the officers had gone into
the town for an afternoon’s jollification.

Bo that as it nlay, here was Hoffmann,
a Hun eoldier, with arms bare, present-

“ Give my boy fair play.”

So Tom and his opponent took a brief
rest, and then stepped forward to renew
the fight.

Hoftmann was cautious now, covering
up and creeping in craftily.

Tom was wury, and backed away.
Hoffmann dashed in, and lot flv with the
left. only to be neatly countercl.

He tried again, only to find his blows
turned aside.

Then Tom sent left and right home in
the face, drawing blood once more, and
then repeated the dose on the body.

10g himsélf in a fighting attitude to the!

(Continued on p. iii of cover. )
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Hoffmann, thus early, looked dis-[wore the Tron Crosn anl soveral other

treseed, and his lower jaw droppedd.

Fhis eves were dull with pain, and Tom
knew that he had hurt hun.

Realiming thms, the smilor boy redoubled
his etfont, and, as he felt Holfimann
wetrtken and faltee, he drove blow after
blow to the abdomen with such effect
that he felt the German reel.

All thi« work was done at close quar-
tere, amd now, pushing his enemy away,
"l'um stepped back and glanced into hie
ace,

The Hun was beaten—if only he conll
lard a vital punch now, °

Fyvery muscle in Tom's ho ly seemed to
«titffen. He drew a deep zroath, and
hurled himself at his opponent,

Crack. llis left fist Im:drd nicely on
the jaw.

HotTman came stumbling forward,
his head well within range, and, as he
swung himsclf amide 10 order to give
greater effect to s punch, Tom hooked
the right hard home.

His enemy fell with a dull thud.
bruised and bleeding, and lay ahere he
had fallen, without attempting to rise,

Tom had beaten him, outclasswed him.

Panting, he stood staring down at nis
prostrate enemy,

“Well done. Tom ™ shouted Bob
Ruandle, in an eestuav-of delight.

“Ah, you're a true son of mine, my
lad.”” sid Fisherman Crawley. T ueed
to fight like that in my younger daya.”

As for Tom, he could hardly believe
hisn eyes.  White-face |, and wenk from
the reaction, he backed among the
swarin of prisoners who came to con-
gratulate him. _

Then, with angry cries, the guard, with
riles ready, threatened to shoot the pri-
soners down. :

** Shoot the dogs!” they cried. * Uen
your buyonets!”’ '

And «0 they might have done had there
not been an unlovked for diverson,

A ringing command echoed through the
excrcise vard, and, the pri-tum.'ﬂ p:uting.
stared i the dircetion of the sound.

The German  soldiers  ceased o
threaten.

They looked scavel.  And well they
micht, for 1t waa the commandant who
came striding towards them, with a frown
on his face, that boded no good to some
© of them,

A line, upstanding figure of a man he
was, whose uniform seemed to have heen
moulded o to hin. On his breast he

decorations, -

In licree, ringing tones he demande}
the cauee of the uproar,

** \ prisoner has been teying to murd.e
Hoffimann,"” axplained one of the Hun
wldiere,  *“ Brava tellow, he agreed to
Kight the Englishrnan with hic fata’ B
:\..- was foully treated. Look where he
s’ .

The commandant looked at the hattere t
and bleerding Holfimann, and scowled.

“* Who did 1t?"" he askech :

“That 18 the man'"
~ Tom (rawley was aboul to slip into hig
jnnper,

He bore marks of the ficht on his (ace.
There conld bhe no question as to hs
being the culprit,

“ Arrest him, and take him to the

punishment cells,”” commanded the com-.

mandans. “He will be trwed by court.

martiad to-morrow.”” .
lustantly Tom was seized and dragge?
away,

“Tom, Tom, my son'. My dear bay.'’
cried his father, in deep disteces, " Vup
are yoing to murder you?' . .

Tom laughod, A

“Doun't you believe 16 father'? -hy
crie, ' I'm worth » ley of dead men

yet. It wasn's my fanit.  You eun: ald

prove that. [t'll be all l’iuh‘."‘ Tee e

[{o had no timé to «ay mnore, for they
seized and deagged bin: foreibly away,
whilsg others, helping she batterad and
bheatf HotTimann along, aleo dimprun-l
with him into the sombre gaol thad
loomed 30 ominously before them.

C_________J

IN THE HANCS OF FATE!'!

FI'ER the scenc in the everciso
A yard of the prizon aé Antwerp,

in which lhttle Tom ('rm\lrly,
the boving sulor,. had so ably
demonstrated the superiority  of  the
Britisher over the Hun, the utmont
anviety and unrest prevailed among the
prisoners, .
What would be the onutcome of the in-
cident, they wondered? Every man wha
had the misforsune $o find hunsolf shus
up there, was avare ol the veneration—
waning fast perhaps--in which the um-
form of the Fatherland, naval or mih-
tary, but purtu-ulm'ly the latter, wuy
held by all the Germana.

(Centinuen ovorlealf.) .
! . | ’

[
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Incidents - in the ‘past in- Berlin, in
Munich, in Zabern had shown that no
.. man could question the power and might
of the military without being punished.
'‘And here was a case-of a prisoner of war
striking down one of his guards.

! *And 8o, whila Tom Crawley languished
in his cell, his ankles shackled, and his
wrists < handguffed, the - prisoners dis-
‘vussed the question in bated breath next
morning in the yard,  in spite of "the
strict _order .that had been issucd that
“they were not to talk to one another.

| Tisherman Crawley, who had not slept
a wink overnight, and whose faco -was
white and drawn, spoke hopefully of the
sitnation, . . e

“ They’ll not harm iy brave son,”
he declared. . They must know that he
was not ‘an aggressor. And he i1s-much
the smaller of the two men.” L
(- I don’t think that will make any
difference, ~ sir,”” returned - Bob Randle,
who "entertained no false ideas on the
" subject.” ¢ He struck a German in uni-

form.”” That will be suflicient for those
in authority.” .. L.
r- ¢ But the German  made my . son
fight."” S 2 S
% What of that? They’ll punish him
just the asame, - the Mmore certainly be-
cause he is a British sailor. [ dave say
the Hun will be punished, too; but that
"doesn’t matter one way or the other to
‘us. It's Tom we care about.”: - |

. And what do you think they'll’ do
tO him""—‘" s v, . .4 ¢ ) '_.:.'

Bob’s anxious eyes sought those of the,
grizzled . old sea dog. [or a moment
they were silent. ‘T'hen Bob spoke. i--
i I can’t say. -But I'm .afraid that—
they’'ll—"" ° Sl L

' ¢ 8hdot him dead, Bob, lad?"".¢ .

" ‘Another pause, and a solemn nod:.
= ¢ They'll make_what they term an ex-
nmple,#and -we are all powerless to help
him, sir.”” - -~ ‘o P
~Tho fisherman’s” lips trembled, : and
two great tears formed in his eyes and
guttered down his furrowed cheeks. "lle
spoke’ never a  word, but from -that
moment paced up and down, his hands
clasped behind lus back, his eyes stray-
ing every now and then to that part.of
tho prison which contained the exccitive
offices and commandant’s quarters, a, «. -

T rte s

Theso Iuns stopped at no'crime when
at war, as the murder of Nurse Cavell
and Captain Fryatt proved.

. Fiven at that very moment they might
be trying Tom Crawley for his life. -

. Bob Randle, -moody and silent,- too,
turned up and down the yard by Craw-
ley’s side. “The rest of the . prisoners,
glancing ever and anon acrosg ‘at them,
were silent, too. ) , B

-~ Overhead ‘hung a leaden sk¥,"and the
wind sighed mouwrnfully about:the angles
of the huge and ugly buildiag. o

There was a sense of traredy in the
very air,

Even the armed German guardy
scemcd {o feel it, for they paced up and.
down with faces grin and set,-and rifles
sloped. .

Presontly tho great prison bell tolled,
and3” the Jprisoners - were marshalled,
numbered,” and - marched off -into the
gloomy building, separated there, and
sent to their respective cells.

- They were silent,” and unusually sad,

Where was Tom:Crawley,. theo gallant
little boxing sailor ‘who -had shown the
Huns what ~;?Dritish ‘boxer could . do
against a cowdrdly.bully of -a 'Hun? *
.-What were they going,to’do with him,
or had they déne to lnm% Was he still
in the prison, or hadthey taken him
away, and already, shot: him as- an
example? |
. Before they wetre ‘taken apart Tisher-
man Crawley sought Bob Randle’s eyes.
ITis glance of inquiry ‘carried an unmiy-
takable meaning.” .- 0 o Ty
- Impulsively  Bob ‘turned to the ‘guar}l
who stood next him, . | ., .- .
. “ We are enemies,”” ho cried,+** but on
the battleficld I.showed and also learned
that there was still some chivalry in’ war.
The prisoner, Tom, Crawley,.13 a friend
of mine. Tell me, what have they done
tO him?" .-- | -._“\... ) s 0 '
‘An_angry and stern retort sprang to
the’ Hun’s .lips,* but something”in - the

soldier’s -pleading glancoe struck: home.
This - Hun,"*Bob "afterwards lecarned,
had a brother. who was a’ prisoner of
war in tho hands of the British. - . . |
“ You have no right to ask,’’ he said,
gruflly, ¢ but I will ahswer you. - Your
friend is being tried by court-martial
now.” ' ¥
* -+ . (To be continued.)
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