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attentions of the murderous Chinese Secret Society, the Fu Chan-g
T'ong, whose hatred they have incurred. Although Uving in the
school in the characters of master and puptl, Nelson Lee and
Nipper, nevertheless, find many opportunities to ulilise thesr unique
detective ability in various mysterious and adventurous cases.

CHAYTER 1. stand that talking in clas 18 not pec-
. nllt:th ”
(Recorded by Nipper.) 1 mnpei up with a sigh.
IN WHICH BOB CHRISTINE AND CO. ARE “It wasn't Burton’s fa,ult sir,”” I saud.
VERY MYSTERIOUS—A DECISION. ﬁ'“ I spoke to him, and he ]ust auswored,
, I'll ta,ke the fifty lines, if you don't mund,
HERE'S somcthing on!’ Burton wasn't to blame.”

I ma%o t,halliolc')emaclik in thef&e- ““You have acted commendably in own-
move Form-foom during after- ing up, Bennott, but since you have ad-

noon lessons, and I ddreesed o) P - o
’ mitted that the faul (o} I
to Tom Burton, who sat next to me. He | )., w:xtg ,tnee ﬁi}? v lﬁngs T ‘f&u ;1]1-.

looked up from his work with a smile (Jlowf\u tartly. Y Bu1°torl has no ex.

upon his jolly, good- na.tur?d face. cusc in sayving that he merely answercd
o Something on, Benny?”’ he repeated | you. I will insist upon having cuietne:s
in a puzzled whisper. —— Christine—Talmadge !”
I‘ nodded. Mr. Crowell rose, and his voice rose
*“ Just have a squint at Christine and | ith him.
Co., I murmured. * They e hatching up| "« yeq " sir? said Bob Christine and
ﬂorqe plot, I'll bet. They’ve been puttmﬂ Charlie Talmadge together.
}:hen hea(}s to"etherddurml; gle “li}ole “ You were ta.l.kmn"’
c230D. t's a wonder o rowe-feeb} < vy e
hasn't spotted ’em.” mc'e]gfere we, sir?”’ said Bob Christino

“ Silly swabs!” whispered the Bo'sun|™" You were talking even whilst I was

—as Burton was called in the Remove. Do
¢ Talkin’ ain’t allowed in class - jl" the act of admonishing other boys

’ for the same offence!” exclaimed the
Mr. "Crowell looked up severely from | Form-master angrily. ‘ You will each
hlg‘ desk. , write me one hundred lines, and if thore
Somebody is speaking !” he cxclaimed | i; any mor2 talking this afternoon, the

soverely. ’ o whole class will be detained for half-an.
“* Souse me! That's done it!’ mut- | hour.

tered the Bo’sun, as he stood up. *“It| The Remove, as a whole body, glared
was me, sir,”’ he added,.ungramatically. | 3¢t Ohristine and Talmadge, and the

“You will take fifty lines, Buiton,” | Bo’sun and I. They didn’t fa,ncy being
gaid Mr. Croweoll., ‘“ You must under- 'detained for ha.lf-an hour on account or
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Gar <ins,  We sat down, and the lcsson
proceeded. ‘

It was some consolation {o know, how-
cver, that Christine and Talmadge, who
had been the chief offenders, had received
the heavier imposition. I grinned at
thom sweetly, anl received black looks
in reply.

[For the Fossils and the Monks were at
war. The Fossils, I may as well explain,
were the Ancient IHouse juniors, and the
Monks resided in the College House.
There was a keen rivalry between the
two sections of juniors at St. Frank’s.
And. if the truth be told, this rivalry ex-

iended to the seniors, only in a more |

redate forin. And it was some source of
satisfaction to me to know that I had
been the cause of this healthy spirit of
friendly antagonism which pervaded the
s~chool.  When I had arrived at St.
frank’s the spirit had been dead for
vears, and one of my first objects had
beon to revive 1. I had been so success-
fal that there were minor House rows of
<ome sort twenty times a day!

And, as I remarked to the Bo'sun,
something was ‘“on” amongst the
Monks. Not only in class, but for a day
or two past, Bob Christine and his merry
inen had been observed in solemn con-
vlagve on many occasions. They all ap-
poared to be supremely cortented, and
there wus a feeling rising in the Ancient
House that the Monks were concealing
something up their sleeve.

Bob Christine was a jollvy decent fellow,
and the skipper of the Colleze House
Remove. I, a2z you probably know, was
the skipper of the Ancient House Re-
move. And, naturally, the fellows looked
to me o get busy. That's one disadvan-
1age of beihg a leader; you are expected
to do miracles, almost. And if you don’t
do ’em, vou're in danger of being cast
umde ignominiously. Junior schoolboys
aren’t in {he habit of making allowances.

-After lessons the Remove streamed out
noisily, and 1 joined my study chums,
Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson.

“Sillv ass!” remarked Watson can-
didly. *‘ What were you jawing about?”’

“ Fifty lines, my dear chap, are a
trifle,”” I replied. “‘1 was only calling
the Bo’sun’s attention to Christine and
his lot. Those beggars have been knock-
ing their heads iogether for daye. There's
something brewing. L'l bet a quid
they're plotting some big jape or other.
1t's up to v3 to aet wind of it before

1 started
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they strike. We can't let them gain a
victory, that's certain.”

“Tt- strikes me you're slacking, Ben-
nett,”” declared Handforth, who waus
{standing near. ‘‘ It ain't good genera!-
ship to allow the cnemy to steal a march
on yvou. You'll have to wake up, or
there'll be a new captain in the Ancieat
House!” he added darkly.

‘““Dear boy, if you can name a better
fellow for skipper, pray do so,” said Sir
Montie Tregellis-Weet languid'l'y. ‘““ Name
him, Handy, old boy. Bennett’s the only
chap, to my thinkin’,”

Handforth smiled.

“Well, T wouldn'* mind naming him,”
he said. ‘‘ But I'm a modest sort of chap.
and ,} don’t want to swank about myecelf
| Yourself?"  said Tommy Watson.
“We weren't talking about you, ass!®

“Didn’t Wezt ask me to namne a new

skipper?’’ demanded Handforth.

“Well, insiead of naming hin: ~ vou
talking about yourself, you

chump!™

“ My dear, innocent chap,” I put in.
“ Handy was too retiring to speak in
plain terms, but I don't mind speakinz
for him. He meant to say that hc was
perfectly willing to take up the reins if
I threw ‘em down.” ‘

“That’s it!’ agrced Edward Oswald
Handforth. * You've put it neatly,
Benny.”

‘“ Handforth—captain of the Remove !”
gasped Tommy Watson,
| “ Why not?” roared Handforth aggres-
sively.

““Ha, ha, ha!”’

Tommy Watson doubled himself up.
| This wasn’t exactly complimentary to the
famous leader of Study D. Church and
McCluwre, Handforth’s 1nscparable chums,
were grinning from ear to ear. But, as
they caught Handforth’s eye upon them,
they became almost preternaturally
grave. They had trained themselves to
accomplish this rapid manceuvre through
long association with their hasty loader.
Handforth’'s fists were formidable, and
he was quite impartial in their use;
friends and foes alike had often fclt their
weight.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tommniy Wat-
sON. -

“ You—ycu am't sure!” bawled Hand-
forth. ‘‘ There ain’t anything to cackle
at! If Benny left St. Frank'’s, who'd .
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have to be skipper? That's what I ask
vou—who'd take his place?”

“ Well, you'd do, of oourse,”” I said
thouchtfully.
“Do! I'm glad you recognise—"’

‘“ Providing, of course, that everybedy
else in the Remove refused the job,” I
went on genially. *“1 dare say you'd
last a week, Handy. After that, of
course, vou'd be too sore to continue
your duties.”

“Ha, ha, ha!’ chuckled McClure in-

cautiously *‘ That’s just about right—
ahem! I—I mean you're talking out of

your hat, Benny!”" went on McClure, as
he found Handforth’'s eagle eye upon
him. “TI—I ain’t sure that Handy
wouldn't be a better skipper than you,
after all.”

““ You—you ain't sure!” bawled Hand-
forth.

“ Ye-yes, I am sure, of course!'’ gasped
McClure. *‘ Quite sure, old man!”

“Well, this argument seems to be
rather pointless,”” I said. ‘* There’s no
question . of me dropping the reins,
Handy. so you won't have the chance to
become skipper.”

“T give you fair warning,” declared
Handforth, *‘if Christine and (Clo. score
over us, it’ll be your downfall, Bennett.
Don't say I haven’t told you! You'll
come a frightful cropper, and will be rele-
gated to-——to 1insignificance!”’

And, with that dive threat, Handforth
marched off, evidently under the impres-
sion that ho had created an effect. Un-
doubtedly he had, for everybody was
grinning broadly,

“Tt's a disecase with him,” remarked
Owen major. ‘ He can’t help it, poor
chap. But, seriously, Benny, something
~will have to be done, you know. Chris-
tine and Co. are planning some wheeze."”

“It’s all very well for you chaps to
talk,”” T said. * The game can’t always
be one-sided. You secem to think that
the Ancient House ought to score every
time.”’

“ Well, so it ought,” said Hubbard
grimly.

¢ Rats! Tt's not possible,” I declared.
¢ But, if Christine and Co. score agamst
us, we've got to avonge it promptly by
scoring a lot heavier. TI'll adinmit that 1t
wiil be petter to nip their little game 1n
the bud, but it can’t always be done. If
you leave things to me, I won’t let the
House down. [ suppose you cun trust
me? 1 haven's proved a falure vp o

a

oy, bave T

)
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“You've done wonders, Benny,” aid
Uonroy mnnor. ¢ Nobody denies that.
And I'm willing to trust you, for one.”’

‘“ Hear, hcar!”’

“ Leave it to Bennett!”

My little speech hac alone some goodl,
for the fellows were unanimous in their
scntiments; they were all ready to
““leave it to me.”” There was some satis-
faction in doing this, for it left thom
without responsibility. I didn't mind,
for T was quite sure that T could whuck
Bob Christine at his own game,

At the eame time, I was a bit worried.
I didn’t want the Monks to spring a sur-
prise. I strolled out into the Triangle
with several other fellows, and found

Christine and Co. chatting under the
chestnuts,
“T.et’s go and question ’em,” [ =aid.

““ They won’t answer us, of course. bui
we shall be able to tell by their manner
how the land lies. If there’s something
big on, they'H be sweetly innocent—uud
that's just the clue we want.”

“* Bogad! I should never have thougl
of that, you know,” said Sir Montie

| mildly.

We lounged acrosa, and Christine and
Talmadge ard Yorke at once commenced
talking in loud voices about footbalil.
Thir, to begin with, was quite satisfac.
tory. ,
““ No Jarks!”’ said Bob Chuistine. ** W
don’t want a House row now, my dear
chaps. Just talking about football,” he
added carelessly. |

‘““ Yes, I heard yvou,”” I replied. *° But,
mv dear chap, football ain’t very impor-
tant just now, is it? What'’s the idea?
What little wheez~ are you preparing fcr
us? What plot are you concocting?”’

Talmadge and Yorke looked rather
dismaved.

“ Why, how the dickens did you know
*Shut up., vou fatheaded ass!” hissel
Christine. treading forcibly on 'Tai-
adge's foot. " Plot?”’ he went on, us
though he had never heard the word
before. * Who's talking about a pla?
Dreaming, or what?” _

“ No, I'm not dreaming,” T replic:l
cheerfully I thought, perhaps, youil
settled rather a sore point, Christy, o'd
man. Some of the chaps eon our sid:
say that vou're planning a large-sized
jape, and [, as skipper, am natwrall
curious. [i's rof, isn’t it?”

Christine and Co. laughed.

- Some chaps do get queer deas i
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times,” remarked Christine, * Just fancy
thinking of such a thing! A jape? My
dear kid, we havon’t any idea of a jape
—not the slightest. We've gott somec-
thing better to do.”

“Ha, ha! Rathi:r!” chuckled Yorke.

' Oh, there is sometiving, then,” I sid
grimly. “ But it’s not a jape?”
" Yorke doesn't know what he's talk-
ing about!” said Talmadge fiercely. ‘* It’s
sheer pifle to think that we’re oconcoot-
ing a kid's jape. It’s nothing so trivial
mean, we wouldn't demean our-
welvng——"’

“1s that a pun?”’ asked Watson, with
u emff.  *“ If mo, it’s rotten!”

““ Oh, rats!”
.~ And Christine and ("o. strolled off care-
]c‘.‘lﬁl)’.
grin of satisfaction.

** Thero you are, my sons!” I said.
“We know now |’

“Bust my scuppers! What do we
know 7** asked tho ﬁo’nun

“A fat lot, dou't
‘Tommy Watson.

** Not_exactly a fat lot, but o gocd
deal,” T rephed. * For example, we
know that Christine and Co. are planning
~omcthing or other. It ian’t a jape, but
something bigger. Thercfore we've got
to prepare acoordingly.”

** Begad! That's rather vague, ain't
it !

* Well, it has to be vague at present,
Montie,”” I rveplied. *‘ There's no nced
to warry ourselves. We've got the cluc
we wanut, and now it’s up to me to make
nvestigations."’

** In—investigations "’ repeated Owen
major blunkly.

** Leavo it to me," 1 said, waving my
hand.

And. for the time being, the matter
was dropped. The fellows went in to
toa, and 8ir Montie and Tommy and 1
wended our way to Study C, with a
similar objcet in mind. But there was no
getting away from the fact that a certain

—

wo?'  growled

uncasiness prevailed in the Ancient
House, . .
Bob Christine and Co. were acting

mysteriously ; they had got into the habat
of strangely disappearimg for hours at a
time. Kellows going across to speak to
(Christine, or one of his chums, came back
empty-handed, so to speak. And nobody
socemed to know wherd ¢he Monks had
rot. 0.

¥ ‘T'he wheeze, whatever it was, secined

I stood watching them with al
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to be of big dimensions. And Christine
and Co. were taking very particular pre-
cautions to keep the secret. Teddy Long,
the Paul Pry of the Ancient House, had
tried in vain to probe the mystery. And
if Teddy Long couldn’t find anything out
—well, things were pretty hopeless!

But Long’s system of prying wasn't to
bo commended.. I meant to go to work
in another way. Omne thing was settled
in my mind. Bob Christine and Co. were
certainly not going to ‘‘put one over”’
on me. |

I meant to start investigating straight
away.

[ S

CHAPTER 1I.
(Nipper continues.)

IN WHICH 1 INDULGE IN A LITTLE DETEQ-
TIVE WORK, AND DISCOVER MUCH.

¢ AR is a gamo of ups and
\x} downs!"” 1 remarked impres-
| sively. ¢ Wo can’t always be

victorious—it’s not reasonable
to suppose that we can be. But it's
something to be prepared in advance.
And, if "we're slick, we'll diddle the
Monks yet !’ -

Tommy Watsen took a bite out of a
ham sandwich. '

‘““That’s nll- very well,”” he said, as he
chewed. “ But I'm blessed if T can sco
how we're going to diddle ’em. If they
were in this House, it would be a differ-
ent thing. But the College House is
quite separato from this one, and if we
show our faces thcre we shall be simply"
wiped up! Wae can’t do any real scout-
ing in the enemy’s lines !’

*“ Dear fellow, that’s just what I'm
thinkin',”” said Montie, as he sipped his
tea. ** We're at a shockin’ disedvantage.
There's no gettin’ aver the fact, begad !
The Monks can do just as they like on
the other side of tho Triangle, an’ we
can’t scoc anythin’ of it. It’s a frightful
state of affairs—it 1s, really!”

‘“T dou'’t see that,”” I obscrved. “ Tho-
sama_ applies to us, Montie, don’t forgct.
There’s nothing to prevent us getting up-
some scheme, and keeping it mum.”

“Then let’'s do it!” said Tommy
promptly. .

‘““ Ah, but that wouldn’'t be a wise
move,” I went on. ‘' The chief pont 13
to discover Christine’s little game first.
Once we know that we can get to work
10 the vight way., 8See? And I snpposo.
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we all agrce that we're at war with the janrhow!"”" I replicd. ¢ Come, we'll slip

Monkas?"’

“ It's a deadly conflict, dear Benny!"
nodded Sir Montie.

“ Then it’s quite fair and above. board
for us to do some scouting,”’ I declared.
‘“ Not spying, vou know. We don't want
to nose about in a mean kind of way—
that ain’t allowable. Ssouting’s different
—and I've got a wheeze.”

Tregcllis-West smiled sereuely.

“ T was waitin’ for it!” he exclaimcd.
*“J knew it would come before long,
Benny. When haven't you got a wheeze?
I'm as comfortable as anythin’—with you
ot the hflm, decar fellow ; there’s nothin’
to fear.’

“I'm not going to get up and bow,
Montie,” I grinned. ¢ As a matter of
fact, the wheeze isn’t worth it. Any-
body could have thought of it. All we've
got to do is to post ourselves in_the
Triangle after tea. It’ll be cold, I know,
but that won’t matter a toss. It’s just
a preliminary move, you understand? I
don’t suppose we shall find out much, but
there’s no telling.”

Accordingly, as soon as tea was over,
we put on our overcoats, and sallicd out
into the dark Triangle. ‘That's not quite
right. though, because we did our prep
first, so as to allow the darkness to com-
pletely descend. It wouldn’t be any good
hanging about in the Triangle while we
could be scen. |

It was a cold job, for an East wind was
blowing rather severely. After half an

hour Tommy Watson declared, in no un-|

certain terms, that my idea was abso-
lutely a dud. Tommy was chilled through,
and T couldn’t blame him much. But,
just after he had spoken, we were re-
warded by sceing three Rerfovites leave
tho Colleze Housc quickly, as though
afraid of beine secn. They made their
way round towards the rear of the
College House, and disappeared.

Two minutes later another group ap-
peared and went off in the same direc-
tion. Then a window opened—a window
of a Remove study—and - five or six
Monks piled out and slipped away into
the gloom.

‘“ Patience

““ Nice kind of

rewarded "’ I murmurced.
reward, ain’t it?"’
srowled Tommy, beating his gloved
hands together. ¢ We don’t know any
more now than we did before !”’

¢ Wo know that there's something on
round at the back of the College Ilouse,

round in that direction ourselves!”’

I.tkke shadows we crossed from the old
chestnut trees where we had been stand-
ing. I had high hopes of discovering the
truth at once. But, just as we wcre
passing the angle of the rival House, a
low whistle sounded.

The next moment seven or eight dark
forms loomed up.

‘“ Who goes there?’” whispered a tense
voice.

‘“ Begad!” ejaculated Sir Montie in
shecr surprise.

“ Fossils!"* oame a sharp hiss.

Montie's unmistakable voice had given
the game away, and we were simply
whacked. The group of dark forms cam:
at us detecrminedly, and we didn’t stand
a chance. We were just hurled back by
sheer weight of numbers, and left in =
dishevelled, muddy heap. And when w~
scrambled up the enemy had vanished.

“ My—my hat!”’ gasped Tommy Wat-
son dazedly.

‘“ Where are they, dear
asked Sir Montie. ¢ Begad!
anvthin’ in this darkness!
shockin' state of disorder!
rush to the attack again?”

““ No good !"”" I whispered. ¢ Christine
has tsken more precautions than [
counted upon. There must be sentries
posted all round the College House—
standing there, guarding the way, so to
speak. Our only chance would be to
make a charge in numbers—and we
couldn't do that without giving the
Monks warning. They'd see us concen-
trataing for the attack.”

We retired as gracefully as possible,
and returned to Study C. Here, having
dusted ourselves down, we reviewed the
situation.

““ This secret, whatever it is, is being
safegzuarded very strictly,” I said.
‘ Scouting 13 out of the question. Bur
I'm not done yet, my sons! By break
fast timo to-morrow I'll know the giddy
truth, I'lLbet!”

I had decided upon a plan. Sir Monu:e
and Tommy were not very enthusiast.c
when I told it to themn, but T was quite
satisfied myself.” And the fact that ramn
commcenced to fall very shortly after-
wards gave me more satisfaction stll
Rain, at that time, was just what 1
wanted. Tt was only ,a sharp shower,
and that made it all the better.

I went to sleep in the Remove dormi-

’

fellows “'
Y can’t seo
I'm in a
Suppose we
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tory that mght with a fixed resolve in my
mind. That resolve was to wake up at
six o'clock. The guv’'nor had trained me
to do this little tinick, and it wasn’t often
I failed. Nelson Lee was, of course, at
St. Frank’s with me—he was ‘¢ Mr.
Alvington,” the master of the Ancicent
l1lousec. ‘

The time was just five to six when 1
woke up, and the weak light of the new
day was streaming in at the window. The

sun was just shining, and the air struck
hill ae T elinnad And Af haAd ANl +haA
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other fellows were soundly asleep.

I didv’t dress properly, and in a few
minutes I was ready to slip down. In
the passage downstairs I met several sur-
prised domestics. It was nearly an un-
hecard of thing for a junior to get up be-
tore rising-bell; but there was no rule
agamnst such a move, and I couldn’t get
into a scrape.

Out in the Triangle I walked sharply
across to the College 1House. Everything
was extraordinarily still, and the effect
was wte strange. But it was just what
1 wanted, for I was bent upon doing a
little detective work. After participating
in scores of Nelson Lee’s intricate cases,
this business was a mere trifle. 1 met
with success at once, and grinned with
satisfaction.

My object was to follow the tracks
made by Christine and Co. the previous
night. As the fellows had-all gone in the
same direction, they naturally made quite
a conglomeration of footprints, and 1
could have followed the trail blindfolded,
almost. The shower of the previous even-
ing helped wonderfully, for it had taken
place before the return of the mysterious

party.

Witiout the slightest difficulty I fol- |

‘fowed the tracks right round the College
1louse until I arrived at the old monas-.
tery ruins. I was grinning now, for the
truth was becoming apparent.

There was an old vault under the ruins,
as 1 had good rcason to know. 1 had
visited the place under more exciting
¢'recumstances than these. And when 1
found all the footprints converging upon
one doorway, my Ssuspicions were verl-
fied. .

1 took out my electric torch, switched
it on, and swiftly descended the rough,
- circalar stairs which led down into the
. rypt. And here I found much enlighten-
mnent. The vault had obviously been oc-

cuned by many persons just recently.!

Candles were lying about in niches every-
where, and up one corner I found
numerous bundles of paper.

Upon examination these turnéd out to
be actor’s parts for a play—written on
excrcise-paper by Christine and Co.! 1
chuckled hugecly as I glanced through
them. The play was nothing more nor
less thari a new and improved version
—improved, mind you!—of *‘‘ East
Lynne” ! T could easily guess how Bob
Christine and Co. had dramatised Mrs.

Hanry WahAand?le famane ctare |
A3CIHLYy wOUUU 5 1ailiwus dvlL y .

There was also a big play-bill, half
completed. It was done really beautifully
in coloured paints by an unknown genius
of the College House. The announce-
ment was nteresting, for it stated that
the play would be produced on the fol-
lowing Saturday evening by the Collcge
House Junior Dramatic Society.

I had probed the great secret!

And, although I chuckled, I was a bit
worried. If produced, the Monks would
score a distinct success. They had taken
the precaution to kecep the whole thing

‘secret 1n order to spring a big surprise

on their rivals.
Well, the surprise wouldn’t come off !

1 left everything as I had found it, and
went straight back to thc Remove dor-
mitory in the Ancient House. And when
the rising-bell went, I sat up in bed with
the rest, yawning and rubbing my eyes.

i‘ommy Watson snorted as he looked
at me.

““ T knew what it would be!” he cx-
claimed. ‘‘Y've heard chaps talk about
getting up early before!”

I merely grinned .and said nothing. It
was a Wednesday that day, and a half-
holiday. 1 kept my own counsel until
after lessons. Then I gave the tip to a
dozen fcllows that there was to be a
meeting in Study C immediately after
dinner—a council of war, in fact.

Everybody turned up, and the study
was crowded. My chums and I were
there, naturally, and the others included
Owen major and Farman and Canham of
Study H; the Bo’sun and Conroy minor
of Study F; Sessue¢ Yakama and Kemp
of Study 1; and Handforth and Church
and McClure of Study D. It was quite a
meeting of the strong men of the
Remove.

‘“ Some wheeze, I suppose?”’ asked
Handforth, trying to lock important.

‘- Well, this meeting 18 to decide upon
a plan of actien,’”’ I replied briskly, *‘ The
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Monks mustn’t be allowed to spring a
surprise on us—and they won't!”’

‘“But we haven't found out
they're up to yet!” said McClure.

“Yes, we have!” 1 replied calmly.
‘“ At least, I have!”

‘“ Souse my scuppers!”

““ Rats !’

““ Don’t swank!"”

““ My dear chaps, T do thivk while
you're lying in bed,”” I went on ooolly.
‘“ Long before the rising-bell went, I was
up and doing. I found out cxactl§ what
Bob Christine and Co. are up to—and
that's why this meeting has been called.”

‘“ By old Glory! You don’t say!” ex-
claimed Justin B. Farman, the boy from
(alifornia. ¢ You're sure a bright boy,
Bennett. Say, we’ve been mussin around
like a lot o bocbs, an’ you've been
gettin’ busy, playin’ a lone hand. Gee!”

I grinned.

“ The fact 18, T suid, ‘“ the Monks are
producing a play!”’

¢“ By hekey!”

“ A play!”

“ ¢ FKast Lynne’ to be exact.”

““Oh, my only hat!” gasped Hand-
forth. ¢ That's a bit stcep, ain’t it?
We've had Shakespeare at St. Frank's
before now, but ¢ East Lynne’ is the
Jimit! It’s a dirty trick to turn a seriﬁgs

8
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play into a screamng farce! e
Monks’ll simply turn the thing inside
out!” - ,_

“ They'll make hay of i}, sure !’ agreed
Farman. ‘ Them guys don’t know a
thine about play-actin’. Say, 1it's onc
over on us, though.” _

“ We must unquestionably put a stop to
this excruciating performance.” mur-
mnured Sessue Yakama smilingly. ¢ It 1s
impossible that we should permit the
honourable Monks to give a presentation
of their august ahd amazing play.”

“ Look here, Jappy, I've got nothing
against you personally,”” remarked Hand-
forth, *“ but if you're going to take part
in the discussion. we sha’n’'t get done
until tea-time! Your chief fault 13 that
you say about a hundred words when
two would do. \What you want to do 1s
to condense—be brisk and concise !’

¢ Somethin' like you, dear fellow—
what >’ drawled Sir Montic.

flandforth turned red. Ilc probably
realised thaut he'd becen using far more

words than were necessary. Handforth,
in fact, came u good second to Yakama

in this respeet,

SLECRET -

¢ !Vc_ll.'l don’t know about muckin=
up Christine’s play,” I said thoughtiuliy.
“ That would be rather tame, wouldn't
it? And 'it wouldn’t be a very nice thing
to do. We don't want to be spiteful.”

““ What about producing a play o -
selves 7’ asked Canham.

“ My dear chap, there’s not time,” 1
replicd. ‘“ The Monks must have been
preparing this thing for weeks. W
couldn’t get a play all ready for present:
tion by Saturday night. Besides. there'.l
be nothing original in that; it would ju.1
be a copy of Christine and Co."

‘““Then what the dickens are we to
do ?”’ asked Handforth bluntly.

““I've called this meeting so that we
can dccide,” 1 said, looking round.

*“ Ain’t you got a wheeze?”’

‘“ Not yet.”’

““ Well, there’s a fine thing ! snorte:l
Han.(‘]forth. ““You drag us all in here

“If you ain't careful, Handy, you'li
wet dragged out—and locked out!” I
threatened. ¢ There is something we can
do—something terrific—but it’'ll require
some money. 8till, we might bo able
to club together, and the thing we shall
buy will last for raonths, and provid:
constant amusement.”’

“What! A giddy musical-box?”
roared Handforth.

““ Your imaginative powers, my dear
old chap, are altogether novel,” 1
chuckled. “ A musicul-box! Ye gods!
What a suggestion! No, the thing's
something quite different, and it’'ll cost
us about twelve quid !”’

Tommy Watson fainted:; at le~.t. he
sank mto Sir Montic’s arms, and gasped
for breath.

“ Twelve quid{'" yelled Coproy nunor.

“ Bust my mains'l!” grinned the
Bo'sun. ¢ Tha#'s pothing, messmatcs!
It won’t take us long to rake up a sum
like that.™

'The Bo'sun was sarcastic: but Ju.tin
B. IFarman and Sir Montie puiled out
their purses.

“I've got five,
Tregellis-West.

‘ And, say. I can add another four
right now !"* declared Fagnan.

T sha'n’t need all that!” I exclaimed
“1 can add a fiver myself. DBut, of
course, it will be just as well to have a
surplus. I think it’s ripping of you to
offer your money without knowing what
it's for. Now, just have a look here!”

dear fellows,” said
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I pulled from my pocket a copy of the
“ Bannington Gazette.”

“IUs to-day’s, I said. ‘‘ And therc’s
an advt. in it that a chap doesn’t often
tco. Have a squint!”

I pointod out the advertisement, and
nll tho juniors crowded round. Several
gasps went up, and just as many snorts
of iinpatience.

‘“ You—you ass!’”’ roared Handforth.
‘“ What’s the good of that? How the
dickens could we fix things——""

“Nothing easier, my son!”’ I put in.
‘“ Jusat listen to me a minute, and I'll ex-
plain fully. ¥ we oan do it, it'll knack
the Monks' silly plans into litfle bits!”’

And 1 lost no timo in explaining the
wholo thing in detail. The meeting lis-
tened with great attention, and, at last,
they wero all tremendously enthusiastic.
There wasn’t a smingle objector—except,
perhaps, Iandforth, who oontinued to
shake his head dubiously.
~** 1t might bo all right,”” he said, *‘ but
I's my opinion we shall be taking on
more than wae can chew. DBcsides, what
vbout asking permission? We can’t do a
thing liko that without the beaks know-
ing about it.”’

“ Leave it to me,”” I said cheerfully,
and with perfect confidence, *‘I'll pop
nlong and jaw at old Alvy. I can get
vound him 1n a tick !”’

“Yes, I've noticed that before,”
prowled Handforth. *‘‘ Bleased if you
don’t seem to be favoured, somehow !
"Taint quite fair to my mind. 8tll, if
you ocan work this, it'll be ripping !”

I rushed off and had a short chat with
the guv’'nor, and returned victorious. A
collection was then made. I contributed
fomr pounds, Sir Montio four, Farman
thrce, Yakama two, and another two
from various slimmer pockets. This gave
us some surplus money for odds and ends.

A trip to Bannington was then under-
taken, not on bhikes, but by the afternoon
train. Wo didn’t return until after dark.
St. Frank’s was glowing with lights when
wae turned in at the gates, and there
wasn't a soul to be secen in the Triangle.
This was quite satisfactory.

Prnctica“y every fellow with me- and
I, myself—ocarsied bulky and mysterious
parocls. We wended our way round to
the big paddock at the rear of the Head's
garden. Passing down_ the pathway
laboriously, we arrived at a big, gloomy
.old building. And here we left our goods
und chattels,

Then, feeling that something good had
bcen aocomplished, we hurried into the
Ancient House to tea, knowing that we
had thoroughly earned it. But what was
the secret? If you haven’t guessed it,
you'll have to wait a bit. Anyhow, I'm
not going to write any more of this par-
ticular narrative of events. It'll all be
done by the poor authorchap who has
to wade through my stoff |

CHAPTER II1.

THE PROWLERS OT THE NIGET—FULLWOOD
AND DE VALERIE SEE THINGS.

HE Remove dormitory in the
Ancient House was black and still.
But, as ten-thirty boomed out,
gsix beds creaked, and six forms
sat up. A chuckle, in Nipper’s voice,
sounded.

“* Well, I'm jiggered !’ he murmured.

‘‘ Blessed if you’re not all awake!”

Nipper was certainly surprised. On
other occasions, when a late jaunt had
been arranged, the jumiors had been
sound asleep at the appointed time.
Now, however, they were excited, and
sleep had. not overtaken them.

The six forms slipped out of bed and
commenced to dress. They were Nipper
and Sir Montie and Tommy Watson ; and
Justin B. Farman, the Bo’sun, and
Sessue Yakama. Handforth and Co. had
boen allowed to sleep—which was perhaps
as well. The lumbering Handforth would
undoubtedly have awakened the whole
dormitory.

As it was, two other fellows were alert.
Right at the other end of the dormitory,
Cecil do Valerie and Ralph Leslie Full- -
wood, the scamps of the Remove, were
bending over towards one another in the

8.
‘“ It’s Bennett and his lot I’”’ murmured
Fullwood mn surprigced accents. ‘‘ What's
the little game? Are they startin’ in the
bounds;breakin’ line? F1l bet they're off
to the White Harp, the dashed hypo-
crites !’

‘“ Somethin’ of that sort,”” whispered
De Valerie. ‘* My hat! What a show-up
if wo could catch 'em at it! Always
preachin’ to us, an’ bein' goody-goody,
an’ they're off on the ran-dan them-
selves !'” ] _

*“ Might bo a jape against the Collrge
House.’



A DREAD SECRKRET 9

“Rats!” They wouldn't get up for
that !"" whispered De Valeric. ¢ Look
here, let's slip our clothes on quickly, and
follow 'em! They won't spot us in this
darkness.” |

And so0, a moment later, Fullwood and
De Valerie were rapidly dressing them-
selves. They were greatly expericnced
in the art of dressing in the dark, and
they raced Nipper and Co. ecasily. As
their beds were near the door, they lay
upon théni, and drew the quilts over
their fully-clothed bodics.

The six other juniors, stealing out, had
no idea that the two Nuts were very
much on the alert.

The very instant the dorwmitory door
closed, FFullwood and De Valerie slipped
off their beds. Then they ventured out
into the corridor, and were just in time
to seoc Nipper and his chums descending
the stairs.

It was a novel experience for Fullwood
and the Rotter to be shadowing their
saworn enemies at this time of night. It
wasn't late, of course, and the masters
were still up. It was necessary, there-
fore, to be very cautious. The mysterious
parts all went into Study C, and the door
was closed. De Valerie, creeping up,
heard the window being pushed up.

“They're goin’ out!” he murmured.
¢ They ro off on the razzle, T'll bet!”

The two cads liked to make themselves
believe that Nipper and ('o. were off on
some blackguardly pleasure, and they
chuckled immensely at the thought. As
eroon as they emerged into the Triangle,
however, by means of another study
window, they were somcwhat astonished
and disappointed to see their quarry
making off round the Ancient Ilouse to-
wards the Head’s garden.

They skirted this sacred precinct, and
took the wide pathway leading into the
paddock itself to a big old stable building
at the bottom. The ground wasn’t for-
bidden to the juniors, so Nipper and Co.
were not breaking bounds so far—except.
of course, in the fact that the dgrmitory
door was the limit of bounds after lights-
out.

‘“ By jingo, I've got it!”" murmured
Fallwood. ¢ They’'re goir’ to have a

smokin’-party in one of the old harness-|.

rcoms—<ard-playin’ and all that, I ex-
nect. Il bet they’ve been at the game
for weeks !

¢ \We'll show ’emn up!”’ muttered the

.all were disused.

wtter, By Georze!  What
down for the heastly little cads! "

The patrewere quite certain. by thid
time, that they had hit upon the truth.
They followed stealthily, and. at last.
reached the old huilding.

It was quite spacious, and coverel a
large piece of ground. There were several
stables and one or two coach-houses: but
More eonvenient out-
buildings had been erected near the
school, and so this place had fallen inte
disuse. TFullwood and De Valerie were
somewhat surprised to find that Nipper
and ('o. had centered the end stable. and
had then made their way up to the bixg
loft. This loft ran over the atables anil
coach-houses, and was a huge. empty
place, quite as large as the big lecture-hall
itself. It was reached by means of a suly.
stantial staircase, with a huge trap-door
at the top. On the other side there were
biz double-doors, openina ont upon
arass bank. As this was much higher
than the ground in the frout. it was pos-
sible to walk straight out of the loft into
the adjoininz meadow.

I'ullwood and De Valerie were non:
plussed. They couldn't very well believe
that the six juniors had gonc¢ up to the
chilly loft to hold « card-party. And, a
few  mnnutes later., the wnmistakabte
sound of brooms getting to work 1aade
them look at one another in astonish-
n.ent. |

“ What
Valeric.

“ Let's nip round to the other side.”
suggested Fullwood. ¢ We might be able
to seo in through the crack of the doors.™

It didn’t take them long to hurry
round, for it was only necessary to o to
the end of the building, scramble up the
steep bank. and work their wav round
through the long grass. A chink of lieht
showed here. K

Many voices were heard within, and
tho pair outside found that they could
gain a clear view of the interior througtk:
the chinks in the woodwork of the doora.
Fullwood had a look first, and he looker:i
for quite a minute. : :

“Well, I'm dashed ! he murmuared 1r;
sheer surprise.

‘““ What are the assesup to?”’

‘‘ Have a squint for yourself.™

De Valerie had a ““3quint.”” He :orw
Nipper and Co. terrifically busy unpack:
ing parcels. He saw other things as well,
and he grinned.

ad Cof e

the deuce——" began Do
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e thought, v hoaw ’
ie whimgered. " SUll, we krow tre
silly sevret, Fully. I say, weshall be abl.
1o grt o bt of our onn back with thie
But 1t'« no good doing austhing ta night.
We simld only get ourselves wiped up
foor o tronble. '’

Thev  remnined watching  for  fally
taenty mmutea antil. in fact, they be-
«aime a0 cold that the game was no longer
warth the candle. Nipper and Co. within
the loft, were quite uncoimcions of these
Atentions.,

Having thoroughly satishied themselves
ax to the cause of the tremiendous energy
within the loft. Fullwood and De Valeric
crapt away until they reached thae end of
the paddock. They mere now just against
the Lm-, for unly a hedyge divided 1t froan
them.

Fullwood sinsered as the East waind cut
toreme the meadows,

“(h, rata' Jet's ¢t bhack to bed !
he matterad, hunohing nmieelf ap.

 Well. I waa thinking— -

“ Thawnkin® what?™”’

“We'tre out now, «0 why not go [or a
jsunt to the White larp?”’ said De
Valerie. “* Maght as well do sorncthing
pow we've taken all thns touble,. What
“tho vo1 say, Fully 7°

“[ sayv nn!'"’

“Oh, don’t he dotty

“Yon know jolly well 1 haven't got
any Gin ! growled IFallwewd * Bradimore
took the last qurd 1 Lad, becausa that
rotten horse duju't win Lt Mouday ! 1
thall be stony until the end of the week !’

*J¢t was your own fault,”" said De
Valenie calmiv, ** | wld vou to nut vour
money on ‘'Black Bews' and  you
wouldu't. ‘1 raked in a fiver mygolf,
and you could have donc the same if
vou'd been sensible—"’

' Oh, don't rub it in!"’ grunted Fwll-
wood savagely. ** What's the good of
talkin’?! I'm stony, an' I'm not goin’ to
sponge on you. Let's get back to bed !”

But e Valeiie was vbetinate.

“Rot'’ I'll lend you a quid,”” he
urgod. ** Might as well make o mght of
it now we're fully dressed. 1'mm blessed
f I'm geing o (rawl back wuto bed
tamely ! There’ll be some guod sport at
the Harp tonight "’

. | tah you | ain't goin" to aponge on

ou'!"’ said Fullwood obstinately. ‘' The
fm time you lent nie & quid you kept
worryin' e for davs. Keep your monev,
and blow vou! 1'm jolly vold '™

e e v

LEF LIBRARY

Pe Valerie chue kled.

“*Just a< vou hke,”’ he sgid.
down to the Harp alone !’

“ Ponu't be a silly fool—-"

...[’m not going to offer you that quid
aguin,”’ said De Valerie. ‘ But. lvok

here, of sou're going back to the dormi-
torv, you might as well do me a favour.
Hunch my pillow up in the bed, 20 that
thowe cads won't notice anything when
they go back. 8o long!"

Do Valerne, without another word,
pushed his way through a gap in the
rdge, and commenced walking brizkly
down the lane. He had paid several virits
to the White Harp since his compara-
tively recent avrival at 8t. Frank's, and
he was already woll known to the shady
frequenters of the disreputable inn. The
landlord, Mr. Jonas Porlock, always wel-
cotmesd the Nuts, for they gzencrally spent
a godd deal of money in his establish-
ment.

And De Valerie. on this present visit,
was greeted warmly., Mr. Porlock and
eeveral Kindied spirits  were quite
cffusiva. D¢ Valcrie was soon playing a
game of billiards with Mike Bradmeore,
tho village bookmaker. Bradmore wus a
regular ruscal, and a renowned hilliard-
sharp. The game. of course, was for
money ; to the minds of the plavers it
wouldu't have been worth while other-
Wisg.

De Valcrie was. a good player. and he
won the lirst gane—and a ‘‘ quid ™’ with
it. Rradmoro winked at the landlord,
and the sccond game commenced. Do
Valerio wasn't 30 successful this time, al-
though the stakes were doubled. He lost,
aud had to haud back his winnings with

another pound as well.

lle threw down his cuc, and kit another
cigarette.

*“Can’t atop for more to-night'’ he
declared. ‘' I'll whack you the next time,
Bradmore. Must have iny revenge, you
know !"

‘ Quite night, sir—quite right ! said
the- bookmaker genially. ** You had 'urd
luck during the last half-hour, aw’ no
mistuke! But don’'t be goin’ just vet. 1
can put you in the way of makin' a nice
little bit next Monday. You drew a fiver
off mo last week, you remember !’

Bradmore was a barly, coarse man,
with a bloated kind of face. Exactly why
De Valeric shauld care to share his oomt-
pany was puasling, for the Rotter was a

“TH g0



felicy  with somewihat  refined
generally.

“ Well, T don't mnind riskii’ o aquid if
vou've got something good. Bradmore.”
he anad,

They talked for some little time, and a
bet was booked. Mr. Bradmore was
quite satisfied, for he had succeeded in
Ketting three pounds out of IDe Valerie
inatead of the original onc.

‘“*1 suppose you'll be comin’ down on
Monday night to sce how things went
with the ruce?” suggested Bradmore.
“ You stand a chance of,clickin’ a nice
fat little sum, Master De Valerie !

The Rotter nodded.

“* C"ouldn’t you manage to mect me be-
fure supper-time?”’ he asked. I could
«usily slip out into th& road:; or, I'll tell
vyou what, if you'll come to the bottom of
the paddock, I'd meet you there. It's
only divided from the lanc by a hedge.”

Mr. Bradmore considered.

“* Well, my time's valuable, as you may
know,” he said thoughtfully. = ¢ Still,
secin’ as you're a particuar pal o' mine.
I don’t mind goin’ to a little trouble. I
could be up at the school at eight or nine,
of that would suit you.”

“* Right-ho! That’ll do fine!"”’ said De
Valerie. * Be there at nine, Mr. Brad-
more. No, we'd better say cight, an’
then 1t won’t interfere with sunper. T'll
be waiting for you, so you won't be kept
hardly a minute.”

‘“ Good cnough, young gent,'* =aid Mr.
Bradmore. “T'Il} be there at eight
prompt.  But, mind, T sha'nt it no
longer than ten minutes if you don’t turn

up.”’

‘“T'll be there,” said De Valerie. And
the appointment was sottled.

('ecil Do Valerie, as he hurried back to
St. Frank’s, little imagined what that ar-
rangewent was to lead to!

1 he could have had an inkling of the
terriblo  after-consequences, he would
have sacrificed his pocket-money for a

whole vear rather than allow the appoint-
ment to stand !

tastes,

CHAPTER 1V. -

TWO SURPRIBING ANNOUNCEMENTS AND A
SCORE FOR THE FOSSILS,

S bright, crisp day. Whether is was

the weuather (no pun intended!), or

something else, 1t was an un-

ATURDAY turned out to be a
deubted fact -thut the juniors of both

<A DREAU SECRET

.Clapson’s work, T'll bet'

Iz

Houses at St. Frauk'~ were i i state of
brisk expectancy.

Christine and Co.. and the College
House juniors generally, went about with
superior kind of smiles upon their faces.
Chey wcre somewhat troubled to see
answering smiles upon the visages of
Nipper and Co, but set this down to lofty
indifferecnce -on the Fossils’ part. Cer.
tainly, they did not suspect the truth.

It was a day which was long remem-
bered in the old school, not because of
the incidents which took place on that
day but because it was really the stars-
ing-point of somethiug totally different.

Nothing happened until after morning
lessons.

Then, just before dinner, a dazzlinglv
brilliant poster, in five colours. was dis-
covered in the middle of the Triangle.
It was pasted on to a board. and the
board was hung to one of the chestnut-
tree. )

Nobody knew cxactly how it had been
placed there; but a crowd of Monks had
been observed on the spot shortly before.
Hubbard, of the Renrove, was really the
first to see it, and his excited yells
bfought othcrs to the spot. Only a few
select members of the Ancient Iouse Re-
move knew the sccret, and the announce-
ment came as a big surprise to most
fellows.

“Great pip ' gasped Griffiths. ¢ A- -
a play! ‘That's what those Monka had
been cackling about! Oh, crumbs’
This’l make the Ancient tlowse =ing,
small, and no giddy error!”

““ ¢ Bast Lynne,” too!"" yelled Hubbard.
‘““ The silly fatheads will make a frightful
muddle of it! It'll be simply a scream!”

‘“ We'll go and boo the rotters !”’

‘“ Rather !”

“ We'll buy up all Mrs. Hake's squiffy
egga !’ |

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

The Fossils found some little consola-
tion ig the anticipation of giving the
play '\ery hot reception. Thev were
naturally disappointed, for Bob Christine
and Co. had certainly won a point. To
produce and bresent a play was quite an
schievement. What the play itself was
like was merely a detail.

Handforth and Co. stirolled up, and
agrinned hugely. ' ’ o
‘“ Jolly fine poster. ahyhow ! re
marked McClure admiringly. **Thats
He's always

messing about with paints.’
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“Rats to the janter ! roared Marriott.
“ Where's Bennett now? .Fine kind of
leader, ain’t he 7

“ You wait, my buck !”’ grinned Hand-
forth mysteriously. **Juat you wait a
bit. *“ Then you'll sce—er—what you
will see !’

“Go hon!” snoered Marriott.

The ¢xcitement grew, snd Nipper and
(‘0. came out to have u look on. They
were quite serene, and exanined the
poster with great interest, It was, indeed,
cleverly executed, and ran romething like
tho following :

TO-NIGIIT! TO-NIGHT ! TO-NIGHT !
1he College Tlouse Junror Dramatio
Neciety will present an Entirely New
untt 1'n-To Date Version of the Famous
Play:
“FAST LYNNE.”
Theve will be Six Splendid Acts, and
Twenty-Five (lorgeous Scenes.

Robert Christine as Archibald Carlyle.
(hewles Talmadge as Francis Leveson.
Wil Nation as Constable Bullock.

l.conard Clapron as Lady Isobel.
Harry Oldfield us Barbara Hare.
Roderick Yorke as Miss Cornelia. °

And Many Other Characters Altogether
Too Numerous to Mention,
FULL, DEPAILS OF CAST AND
RYNOPSIS OF BCENERY ON
PROGRAMME,

AL 730! At 730! AL 7-30"

The Above Magnificent Play Will be
Presented in the
COLLEGE HOUSBE LECTURE-ITALL.
Admission :
6d., 1s., and 2s.

All Proceeds to Go in Their Entirety to
TI1. BANNINGTON RED CROSS
FUND.

—— R —

TONIGIIT ! TO-NIGHT ! TO-NIGHT!
*1'll bet the poster’s the best part of
the whole show !” grinned Torumy Wat-
son, ax he gazed upon its glory. * Oh,
vorks ! Old Clapson as Ludy Isobel!”’

‘*“ 11a, ha, ha!”

Christine and Co. themeselves, were no-
whe: e to be seen. Possibly they were
touv modest to show the 3. or they
may have feered that t-hcf would be
chipped unmercifully by their joalous
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rivals. It waas universally- acknowledget
that the Monks had a terrific ‘ nerve ”’
to produce such a drama as ** East
Lynne.”” But the very cheek of if was
proof that Christine and Co. were daring
and original. They were out to gain
glory.

Everybody decided to go, of course. A
good many seniors were heard to men-
tion, in a casual kind of way, that they
rmg'i'ut drop in, just to see how ‘‘ rotten
the kids could be.

For quite two hours Christine and Co.
were abisolutely wallowing in notoriety
and fame. Great activity was procceding
in the College House, in preparation for
the stupendous show. It so happened
that therc was football fixtures for
that aftcrnoon, and the Monks were fore-
going practice. The Fossils, tco, did not
fecel much like footer. A considerable
crowd hung about in the Triangle, round
about the poster.

And then, in about threc minutes, the
glory of Christine and Co. faded into in-
significance, and a ncw scnsation stirred
the juniors.

Doyle, of the Remove, happened to
notice two box-kites ascending from tho
playing-fields. They went up beautifully
in the stiff breeze, anud cliinbed high into
the heavens. In the middle of Little Side
Nipper and Co. could be seen manipula-
ting the strings. Kite-flying was not a
new pastime at 8t. Frank’s, but it waa
gencrally confined to the Second and

| Third Forms. And. there were many

¢rins when the kites were observed in thoe
air. But as they mounted higher into
thd sky, it was seen that a large bunting
streamer was floating out proudly in the
wind. There was writing upon it, and a
crowd of juniors rushed to gain a clearer

‘View.

And there the words stood out clearly
—red upon a white background:

THE ST. FRANK'S CINEMA!
Opens To-Night at 7-15!

TWO HOURS OF CONTINUOUS
ENTERTAINMENT!!

Drama. Comedy. Travel.
For Particulars, See Small Bills !
There was a gecneral gasp of amuze-
ment as the banner was read. Fecliowy
loched at one another wenderingly, as
though they couldn’t believe their cyes..
** St. Franuk’s Cinema!"” roared IHub-
bard. = Rot_!“-__'l‘hera, aip’t a ciarmn
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riearcer than Bannington! This muat be
soIne ﬁlly joke !’

“Who's got the small bills?”

‘“ Where 13 the cinema, anyhow ?”’

‘““Who’s done it ?”
. Scores of inquiries were flung at the
Juniors, who hadn’t the slightest idea of
what it all meant. But', presently,
Nipper and Co. and three or four other
juniors strolled up cheerfully, cach carry-
ing a bundle of bills. They were proper{y
printed, and very neat, and they simply
went like wildfire. In less than ten
minutes practically every jurnior in tho
school had seen the announcement:

““ To-night. at seven-fifteen, the superb
St. Frank’s Cinema will give its first ex-
hibition of pictures,”” the bill proclaimed.
““It will not be a toy affair, but a real,
genuine cinematograph display. The
promotors of the enterprise, Messrs.
Jennett, TregellissWest & Co., Ltd.,
have much pleasure in announcing that
the first exhibition will consist of a splen-
did Feature Drama in Three Reels, sup-
ported by numerous Comedy and Travel
subjects.  Far better than Amateur
'Theatricals! Entertaining, instructive,
and elevating! The St. Frank’s Cinema
13 situated at the bottom of the Paddock,
snd patrons will find good accommoda-
tion at modest prices. All proceeds froin
the show will be handed to Mr. Alving-
ton. for presentation to the Bannington
ted Cross Fund.”

The bill said a Iot more than this, and
it was got up in the most business-like
manner. Mr. Alvingfion, it appeared,
would be present during the - opening,
and the enterprise had his entire support.

This fact, alone, proved positively that
the project was not a ‘‘swank’ onec.
And the juniors complctely forgot ¢ East
L.ynne' in their new excitement. The
Fossils, particularly, chuckled hugely
with delight. Nipper hadn’t farled them,
after all! He had gone one. better than
('hmstine!

" The Monks were filled with utter
dismay. The news of the picture-show
took all the wind out of their sails. For,
without question, the Ancient House,
solid, would atte tho cinema—and
there wasn’t the slightest doubt that a
great many Monks would attend as well !
Amateur theatricals were nothing new at
St. IFranks’s—but an Amateur Cinema
voad !

A great many fellows positively refused

I3

to believe that there would be anything
to sce except a magic-lantern show. They
couldn’t quite credit that Nipper and (‘0.
werc capable of handling a cinemato-
graph outfit. And, although the bills
stated that ¢ Dick Bennett” would '
“ Chief Operator,” this didn’t create
big impression. At the same time, :
packed house was assured. The fellows
would go merely for the novelty of it, if
for nothing else.

As a matter of fact, the whole thing
had been done properly. Nelson Lee,
with greut good nature, had worked hard
v.ith Nipper and his chums at the pre-
paration. The projecting machine wasn’
one of the most claborate type: on tho
contrary, it was a small affair, such as :3
used in hospitals, and so forth.

Nipper had seen an advertisement in a
local paper to the cffect that a moving-
picture outht was for sale at the verv
modest sum of twelve pounds. It was
second-hand, of ocourse, and the films
which were sold with it—somo eight or
nine reels—were of considerable ace,
But they had been kept in good con
dition, and were quite excellent in every
way. .

The installation had been used for
electric light, a powerful incandescent
eleatric lamp supplying the illuminant.
Nipper had discovered that a wire was
run to the old stables, and Lee had easily
lengthened this so that electricity could
be used in the loft, both for showing the
pictures, and for ordinary illumination.
It had been quite a simple job.

Nipper and Co. had set the machine,
and had done everything else in connec-
tion with the show. The screen had been
bought with the outfit, and was, of
course, a small one. The seating accom-
modation in the ‘‘ Cinema' was natur:
ally somewhat limited, but the juniors
wouldn’t mind standing in the least.

Nelson L.ee had not raised any ob)cc:
tion to the idea, for the projection light
was an enclosed one, and therefore safe.
Thus, at a comparatively small outlay,
Nipper and Co. were able to fit up a
really practicable ocinema.

There was a record crowd walung for
admissiqn as early as six o'clock—as soon
us tea was over, in fact. The icllows
werc quite eager to pay their monery, for,
after all, it was in ajd of a deserving war
charity.

Conroy major, cf the Sixth, an Arcient
House prefect, had consented to tuke the
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money.  [le rather regretted that he had
been a0 good-natured, for he was kept
bucy until the loft was practically packed.

Therc were a good many scniors, ac
well as juniors, among the patrons. The
placc was a loft, and couldn’'t be any-
thing else, and so Nipper and Co. had
merely tidied it up, and had made no at-
tempt to add decorations.

But this was only a dctail; it was the
vhow itsclf that mattered. A oconsider-
able number of College House Removites
had paid ‘their admission money in order
to create a disturbance—their feelings
were very sore—but the presence of
“Old Alvy” and two or three precfects
niade this programme impossible. -

Moroover, when the show started, they
becane 20 interested in the picturcea that
they forgot their war-like intentions.
Nipper, as oncraotr, did wonders. He
manipula.&m] the machine like an old hand
at the game, and there was no doubt that
an excellent programme was presented.

About an hour after the exhibition had
commenced, Bob Christine and Co., look-
.nz very subdued, put in an appearance.
'T'heir  natural curnioeity had overcome
thetr anger. It was a sad blow for the
groat men of the College Houre Remove.
Kor, it turned out afterwards, only a
dozen fellows had shown up for * East
[.ynne’' ! y

1t was obvioualy impossible to play to
osuch a small ‘‘crowd.” In consequence,
the porformance was postponed until the
following Tuesday evening. Christine
und Co. were compelled to admit that
they had been outclasscd by the astute
I'oasils.

And when the affuir was all over and
the juniurs had returned, fully satiefied,
to the school itsclf, Christine waxod
v.rathful. e was hardly to be blamed
for this, considering all she circumstances.

““Just you wais!” he throatened
darkly, addressing a crowd of his rivals
in the moonlit ‘Triangle. ‘‘The Monks
min't beaten yot! We'll have our revenge
—we']ll show you which is cock-house at
St. Frank's ! |

v ad! Thoere's no need to show us,
dear falow," murmured Tregellis-West.
“ We know already—what ¥’

‘* Ha, ha! Rather!”

‘“ You're properly whacked, Christy,
old son!”

¢ Go and rchearse your sty old play !
““ 1'll have my revenpe !’ roarcd Chris-

tine, shaking his fist. “T'll make you
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chaps shrivel up with cnvy before long!
I've got nothing against Bennett person-
ally—he’s a jolly decent sort—but he’s
not goin;i to swank over me! "’

*“ My dear chap,” grinned Nipper, ‘1
haven't swanked——"’

Bob Christine snorted, and went off to
the College House in high dudgecon. And
so the day ended, with complete success
for the redoubtable Nipper and Co. But
a starthingly unpleasant discovery was
made by Tommy Watson on the Monday
morning.

Hc had gone to the loft just after
breakfast, before lessons, for some slight
object. He came running back red with
exottoment and fury, and met Nipper cnd
Sir Montie on the Ancient House steps.
Handforth and Church and McClure, and
two or three other juniors, were lounging
about.

““ ]I say !”’ gasped Watson pantingly.

‘* Tommy boy, you’re lookin’ shockin’ly
upset !”’ cxclaimed Tregellis-West, eycing -
the enraged Watson through his pince-
nez. ‘“JIs anythin’ the matter, old man?
Beged! Don’t ihake faces like that!”

Tommy Watson scarcely scemed able
to speak.

‘“ The—the howling rotters!” he
roared, in a sudden outburst. ‘‘ Oh, the
spiteful, vindictive cads!”

“'I’ hope you’re not referrin’ to me

“Dry wup, Montie!” interrupted
Nipper sharply. ¢ Tommy’s quite wild
about something. What the dickens has
happened, Thomas?”’ -

‘“ Didn’t—didn’t Christine threaten to
have rovenge ?’’ choked Watson wildly.

‘* When? On Saturday night?’’ asked
Nipper. * Yes, Christine did say some-
thing of that sort. But hc was a bit
waxy then——"

““ The rotter meant it!”’ howled Wat-
son. * Two of our films are cut to bits—
cut into little bite! Busted up till they’ro
no good for anything! I didn’t think
Christinc and Co. could bo such frightful
hooligans !’’

“By George!’ said Handforih,
comiog down the steps. ‘ By George .’

_‘l‘dll3egad ” murmured 6ir Montic
nuldly.

* Tt couldn’t have been anybody else,”
went on Tommy, boiling with wiath,
*You remember what ﬁe said, dou't

you? J vote we wipe 'em up straight
away! I've never hedrd of such a spite-
ful thing ! ' o '
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‘“ Hold on,” said Nipper. ‘ Wo don't
want to be too hasty——"

“ R;otl” bawled Handforth. ¢ The
thmg,s as plain as daylight! Hallo,
there’s Ohristine over there now—Chris-
tine and Yorke and Talmadge! Come
on, you chaps—we'll duck the three of
cm in the fountain!”

‘““ Hear, hear!”

Handforth and Co., followed by
'[‘ommy Watson and Owen major and
I'arman and the Bo’sun, pelted off across
the Triangle. Christine and Co. were
silnply overwhelmed. They found them-
selves caught in the overpowering wave
of I'ossils. Yelling and struggling, they
were borne towards the fountain.

““I don’t believe he did it!” declared
Nipper warmly. ¢ By jupiter, they’ll be
in the fountain in half a tick, Montie!”

Nipper rushed off, followed at a more
leisurely pace, by the elegant Tregellis-
West. Nipper arrived just in time to
stop the ducking. Probably no other
junier at St. Frank's could have calmed
the indignant Fossils at that moment.
But Nipper had a compelling way with
himn which was Puite irresistible.

“Chuck 1t!”  he shouted angrily.
‘ Hang it all, givé)Christine a chance to
speak ! - Nobcdy ought to be punished
unheard !”

The juniors turned upon Nipper hotly.

‘“Rats to you!” bawled Handforth.
¢ We're going to—"’

‘“ Look here, Christine, these chaps
believe that you or your chums have
destroyed two of our films,” said Nipper
quickly. ‘ Personally, I don’t think
you're capable of it, and I’'m only ask:ng
so that these fatheads may be satssfied.
They’ll be ready to take your werd, one
way or the other!”

Christine was frankly amazed.

«“T don't know what you'ro jawing
about!” he said warmly. ¢ Do you think
I'd touch your silly films? Besides, we
don't do those rotten tricks 1n the
(‘ollege House! You'd be nearer the
‘mark it you questioned those beastly
Nuts of yours—Fullwood and his pals!”

¢ Didn’t—didn’t you do it?”’ gasped
Tommy Watson.

““ Of course we didn’t!” yelled Tal-
madge.  Why, look there! Look at
I'ullwood and Gulliver and Bell! They're
cackling lika old hens!”

The Foesils transferred their attention
to Fullwood and Co. Those three rascally
youths were standing over by the correr
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of the Ancient House, and they wero
grinning broadly. Their very attitude
was significant; and, with the hastin®:s
of youth, the Fossils rushed upon them.

Fullwood and Co. attempted to escape.
but it was too late. Terrible punishment
would have descended upon them had it
not been for the timely intervention of a
prefect. As it was, they were bumped
very severely.

Christine and Co.. with indignant
snorts, walked away towards their own
House.

About the only two calm juniors were.
Nipper and Tregellis-West. They looked
on with their hands in their pockets,
grinning.

‘“ What about those films?" demanded
Tommy Watson. “ You don't seem to
care a jot!”’

““ My dear chap, it's no gcod making
a fuss,”” said Nipper serenely. ¢ That
won’t join ’em together again. will it? I
believe in taking things calmly. Besides.
that second-hand place in Bannington 1is
going to send a boy over this evening
with those two other films that weren't
readv last week, so we chall have our full
progcramme again all right. Don’t worry,
my sons. Worrying’s a silly game !”

But even Nipper, in spite of his con-
sistent cheeriness, would have worried 1f
he had Leen permitted the privilege of
peeping into the near future. For the
coming of the boy with the two films was
to be attended by strance and catas-
trophic events.

So far, the ¢ St. Frank’s Cinema ’ had
been a matter for general amusement in
the school: but it was soon to become
byword for all that was sinister and

disastrous.

————

CITAPTER V.

IN WHICH CECII. DE VALERIE UNWITTINGLY
ENTANGLES HIMSELF IN A DCADLY NET,

Eil’iHT o'clock boomed out from the

old towcer in the main school build-

ing, and Cecil de Valerie stepped

out of the Ancient House into the
moonlight of the Triangle. The evening
was quite a perfect one, except for 1
coolish bteeze which rustled the branches
of the old trees.

The Rotter appeared to be in no hueryv.
He strolled about under the elms w th
his bands in his pockets. The truth was.
he was in one of his ‘' solitary
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De Valerie was a fellow who had queer
fits; sometimes he would go for a whole
day without spcaking a word to a soul;
at other times he would be full of sneer-
ing talk. And, just at present, he wanted
to he alone.

ITe glanced at his watch, and compared
it with the school clock.

‘“ Another hour before I've got to meet
Bradmore,”” he murmured. ¢ Might as
well stroll about the Triangle until then.
I shall escape those silly fools of Study A,
anyhow !”’

Fullwood and Co., doubtless, would
ccarcely have been complimented had
- they heard those words. But De Valerie
was just that sort of character; he was
quite ready to chum with the Nuts, but
had a very poor opinion of them at the
same time.

The Rotter wae quite oblivious of the
fact that he was already overdue for his
appointment. To tell the truth, he had
made a mistake. For some reason or
other, he -had got it firmly fixed 1n his
mind that Bradmore was not to arrive
until nine o’clock—whecreas, in reality,
the timc fixed had been eight. 1t was
probably due to the fact that there had
been a slight argument regarding tﬁ'e
time cof the mecoting. At all events, the
misunderstanding had arisen. That mis-
understanding, sceming so trivial, was of
terrible significance.

At about five-past cight a small boy ap-
peared at the gates. Warren, the porter,
was there, and De Valerie saw him direct-
ing the newcomer to the Ancient House.
Then Warren went into his lodge, and
the wvisitor came across the Triangle
lugging a small, but apparently heavy,
parcel.

‘“ Those fatheaded films, I suppose!”
thought De Valerie.

He had heard the matter discussed in
the Common-room earlier in the cvening,
and knew that the boy was expected.
And a qucer kind of grin overspread the
Rotter’s features.. He saw no reason why
he should not employ his idle timme by a
httle pleasant amusement.

He lounged over towards the boy with
the films, and stopped him in the shadow
of the Ancient House building.

‘** Got those films, I suppose.?” he re-
marked pleasantly.

““ Yes, sir, an’ tidy heawy they are,
bpo,’\’i'}?id the youngei;er.k o
. W hat's your name, kid?’”’

: -%OOQ, | ~\ B?nnson, sir,”
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““Oh, ’Arry Binnson, i3 it?”’ said De
Valerie plcasantly. ‘¢ All right, ’Arry,
bring the parcel along this way, will
you? No, you can stick to it a lttle
longer. I’ll give you a bob for yourself.”

‘““ Thank you kindly, sir. Are you
Master Bennett ?”’

‘“ No, I'm not Master Bennett, but
I’'m one of his particular friends,” said
De Valerie calmly. ¢ Trot along with me
to tho gorgeous picture-palace !”

The pair made off towards the paddock.
De Valerie hadn’t any particular idea in
mind, but he was in a mischievous mood,
and decided to think out a little wheeze
on the way to the loft building. Anything
‘““up against’® Nipper was extremely
pleasant to the Rotter. And he saw no
reason why he shouldn’t have a joke at

 this lad’s expense.

Do Valerie chuckled as the idea struck
him. He would make Binnson pack up
all the other filims, and take them away
with hsm. There was no point whatever
in the ill-natured joke, but De Valeric
was rather curious to witness tho
humourous spectacle of Binnson stagger-
ing along under the weight of seven or
cicht reels of film. Besides, Nipper
would receive quite a shock when ho
fcund out.

The loft was reached, and De Valerie
switched the lights on. They went up
tho stairs, and found themselves within
the cincina itself

“Now, kid, you've got to pack up all
t.hes?, other films, and take them away

‘““ Take all them?’’ asked the boy in
dismay. ‘‘ You’re—you’re jokin’, sir!”’

““ T don’t want any of your infernal
cheek!” snapped the Rotter. “ Get
busy !”’ ,

But he had reckoned without Master
Binnson’s shrewdness.

‘““ I didn’t ’ave no orders to take any
parcels back,” he sai:l suspiciously.
‘“ Besides, you ain't one of Master Ben-
nett’s particular chums, are you? Least-
ways, you weren’t with ’im when 'e took
the machine away last- week——"’

De Valerie scowled.

‘““ Pack up those films!’ he ordered
curtly. ‘' If T have any moro of your
sauce, I'l clip your confounde:l ear for
you!”’

" Binnson was a lad of spirit.

‘“ Oh, would yer!” he exclaimed, his
temper rising. ‘" Just yoa try it an’ see!
I'm jolly sure you ain’c vn¢ o' Master

.
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Dennett’s friends!
on, amm't yon?
Lbims yourself !

And the lad turned towards the stair-
(A RNLH

“'No, vou don'i ! suarled Do Valerie,
angered by the failuce of his little
svhene,

He reached out and grabbed the boy
ficrcely by the shoulder. Binnson swung
round, and nearly toppled over back-
wards.  And, while he was in that help-
6 position, De Valerie viciously pulled
fiis car,

" You ’ulkin’ great cowardl,
shrilled the boy painfully.

He showed his pluck, for Le charged
at De Valerie regardless of the fact that
‘e was years younger and much smaller.
t'or the moment the Rotter was talken
off his guard, and he received a punch
which made him gasp.

“By gad! You young
virorted furiously.

His fist swung round with full force,
vl hLis clenched knuckles caught Binn-
#on a full blow upon the forehead. It
was a vicious, caddich aot.” The boy
tonpled over backwards without a cry,
aud lay perfectly still upon his back.

De Valerie regarded him with pantine

hreath,
“T1'll teach

Yon can peck up the

you!”’

LR

worm'"” he

“ Shammin’ ! he sncered.
vou to hit me, you little gutter-brat!"

He gave the helpless boy a kick, and
then commenced descending the stairs.
Jusl as his head got below the level of
the loft floor an idea struck him. He
tcached up, and pulled the heavy trap-
doorgdown into position. The bolt was
shot _home aggressively.

" Now, you young cad, you're a pri-
soner,”’ he mattered. ¢ If you get out
Eaf kthf’l-'t' within an hour you'll be jolly
VICKY L

In his sudden temper De Valerie had
boited the boy in the loft ; and he meant
to keep him there until supper-time—
when he would give Nipper a hint to
the effect that a visitor was awaiting him
it the loft. The Rotter had only him-
si-if to blame for the whole affair, but he
durin’t seem to consider that point at all.

dinison couldn’t possibly escape with-
aut assistance fram outside. The double
doors in the loft. were secured by a heavy
wooden bar on the exterior, in addition
to the inside bolts. These doors, of
oourse, had been partiallv open during
the show on Saturday evenine,  But

Teyin® o 'ave me
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now bthey were securely fastencd, insile
and out.

De Valerie cliuckled ill-naturedly as
he paused at the foot of the stairs, and
[ took a cigarette-case from his pocket.
There was no reason why he shouldn’t
have a smoke in this secluded spot. Hao
lit the oigarette, and threw the wax
vesta down viciously.

““ Cheeky young hound.”” he mubtered
to himself as he switched off the light
and went outside. ‘' It’'ll serve him right
to be locked up for an hour.”

As he olosed the stable door he turned
swiftlv. and gazed into the darkness.
Just for a second he thought he had
heard a low whisper. But, as he stood
there, peering towards the lower hedge,
only the sigch of the wind reached his
¢ars.

“Queecr!” he muttered.
I heard—— Oh, rot! It couldn’t have
been anythinz.  Bradmore’s the only
chap who’d be about here, and he's not
due for half-an-hour.”

And Cecil De Valerie, pufling leisurely
| at his cigarette, strolled again in the
| airection of the Head’s garden. As he

did so. he thought it rather remarkabl!e
that Harryv Binnson hadn’t raised an
outerv yet. But he only shrugged his
shoulders and waiked on. -

It was a thousand pities he didn't turn
back when th> impulse seized him!

“T thought

-

CHAPTER VI
THE CATASTROPHLEL.

DWARD OSWALD HANDI'ORTII
E was apparently quite insane,

Nipper and Sir Montie Tre-
rellis-West and two or three other
juniors were passing through the lobby
on their way to the common-room when
Haniforth came rushing into the House
like a mamac. .

‘““ Have you seen it?’ he shrieked
| wildly. **Have—have you—-"

““ Great Scott! What's the matter with
vou, man®’ exclaimed Nipper, startled
{by the extraordinary appearance of
Handforth. *‘ What's wrong, you ass?”’

Handforth gulped heavily.
“ The——the—the cinema!” he gasped,

with difficulty.

“The omema? What about 1t?” de-
manded Tommy Wateon.- * What the
dickens is the matter with vou? Whas
are vou standing there gaping lhke a

dying fish for, you fathead®”
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“1t’s—it’'s on fire!
finding his full voice.

‘What's on fire?”’ Nipper paused.
‘“ The cinema—the loft?”’ he went on
quickly. ““ Do you mean to say the loft
18 on fire, Handforth?’

** Haven't 1 heen telling you so for the
last mmute?’ bawled Handforth, dancing
with excitement. ‘‘ The place is blazing
like a torch?”
é¢ R,lts !’J
«“ Oh, rot!'?
‘““Don’t try to be fanny, Handy!”

" Go and look then!” bellowed Hand-
forth despcrately.

. He turned as he spoke, and dashed out
into the Triangle. As the others raced
after him they saw other juniors rushing
from the College House, and the air was
filled with excited shouts. And there was
no doubt that Handforth was correct in
his seemingly wild statement. For from
the paddock came a yellow glare, which
flickered incessantly and grew brighter.
Phe old stable building was, to wuse
Handforth’s own term, * blazing like a
torch.”

Thero was wild excitement among the
juniors. A mad rush started towards the
paddock, and by the time the boys
arrived the rotten old wooden building,
dry as tinder ‘nside, was crackling and
blazing in a manner which plainly told
that it was doomed. If a fire-engine had
been on the spot it couldn’t have dore
much good. The fire had developed with
astounding ferocity.

And the explanation was not far to
scek. In the stable itself was a great

roared Handforth,

pile of straw and wood shavings. This.

had burned rapiily, and the loft floor
had caught alight within the first minute.
On the top of this the terribly inflam-
mable celluloid films had gone off almost
like an explosion; so fierce were the
flames that they. roared tremendously,
and the roof itself was blazing in a dozen
different places.

Fortunately, the wind was blowing the
sparks out upon the open fields, and
there was no real danger to anything.
The oJd building was of no particular
use ; indeed, the governors of St. Frank’s
nad discussed the question of pulling it
down and building a large swunming
bath. So the fire coull not be called
actually serious, _

Nipper and Co., however, felt that it
was quite serious enough! Their splen-

did cinema was finished with, their.whole

outfit was completely “demolisked, in thel : *“No
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lames. They didn't rave about it, he-
cause raving was useless. But they were
keenly disappointed and concernel.

Nipper, as soou as he had secn the
glare, rushed off to Nelson Lee’s study.
He had the schoolinaster-detective out in
less than a minute, and they hurried to
the padilock together. They found Mr.
Crowell ar:d Mr. Btockdale and Mr. Sun-
cliffe all there, gazing helplessly at the
blaze. Prefects were keeping the juniors
back.

Excitement reigned supreme.

““This » most appaling, Mr. Alvinz-
ton—most appalling P’ cxelaimed Mny.
Crowell ncrvously. 1 feared what
would happen, with those dangerous
films apon the bulding. Dear, dear'
What a terrible occurrence!”’

“Do you know how the fire started,
sir 7’ asked Penton, of the Sixth, the cay:-
tatn of St. Frank’s. * It seems to huve
spread with terrific rapdity.”

*“ Really, DPenton, 1 haven't the
slichtest i1dea,” replied Nelson l.ee. *T
shall, of course, make a searchinz m-
quuy.”’

** There are fire hoses within the scheol -

1

“My decar Mr. Crowell, we may as
well save ourselves the trouble,” inter-
rupted Nelson Leo quietly. ** Nothin:
'can save the builling now, and it will be
burnt out swithin fifteen minutes, I should
say. It was only a light structwre, after
all. It is fortunatc there are no other
buildings near.”’

The Aames lit up the darkness over a
big radius. The Head, having bcen as
sured that the fire was not really serious,
watched it from his study window. Livery-
body was watching it, in fact. Practi-
cally every boy in the school, senior andl
junior, stesod within or round the jad
dock, watching the conflagration.

There were other onlookers, too.
Peoplo from the village had hurried np
the lane, and a dese erowd pucked the
roadway necar the field There was some
talk of bringing up the village hve
brigade, but this was abandoned.-

And. as the flames began to die dawn,

land the old builling remained nothing

but a blazing beap, Nelson Lce com-
menced his inquiries, He looked at Nip-
per and Sir Montie ant Tommy Watson

very eravelv.
9“}’\7” boy ;hat do of thia
Now. boys, wha you know he.

ﬂ

affair?"’ he asked. o _
pore than you dw, sir,”’ replicd
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Nipper. ' Handforth was® the firat to
spot it, 1 believe."

Handforth, who was standing near,
nodded.

‘““ That's right, air,”” he sail. ‘] saw
the fire first—I generally do manage to
be the first in the field, you know, »ir.
It ain't much my eyes miss, 1 can tell
vou. 1 was just crossing the Trianglo
from the gym. when 1 saw the glare.
Nobody else seemed to notice it until
aft rwards.”

“ And where were you boys?'’ asked

I.ee, lookinut Nipper and Co.

“In the by, sir.

“ And when did you vieit your
“cinema ' laat?"’

* Hagad! We haven't been near it

for houra an’ hours, sir,’’ said Sir Montie.
“ Not since this mornin',. sir.”’

“ Do vou know if anybody olse went
there— any of your friends?

Nipper wrinkled his brows.

“I'rn bleased if T can understand it,
wr.” he mid. *TI've been trying to
puzzle 1t out, but 1 can’t. Wc were all
indoors—every fellow of the Remove, |
Loaliove. 1 can’t think of anybody who'd
po to the oli barn at that hour. Tt
conldn’t have been through anything wo
did - we were alwavs tremendowsly care-
fal.”

* Ard ven hadn't been uear the place
for honure?'”

“ That's right, eir.’

1 thiuk, then, 1 can exonerate vou
from blame, my boys,” said Nelson Lee,
* ‘I'he matter must, howcver, be sifted
t» tho bottom. The firec had some
orimin, that is certain. It is rather
strange that the guilty party has not
come forward. It was obviously an acel.
demt — ="'

* Beg pardon, sir!”

1.~c turned, and found that Warren was
a1 his elbow. The porter had been very
busy, and he was red fyced and perspur-
ing.  But he looked uneasy for some
roason or obher,

* Wall, Warren, what w it?"

“ Roggin' your pardon, air, I was going
(v ask if you'd found out who set the
ond place afire,” said Warren.

““* No, Warren, I have not ascertained
tha truth, so far,”” said the dotective.
)y yonu know anything about it?”

Quite a crowd had collected round, and
! vyos were upon the pquﬁr. 1lis un-
caniness seemed rather signffioant.

My only hat!” murmured Owen

f
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_f{lg.gnr. ““It was okl Warren who did
it .

‘' Bust my mains’l!”

Warren turned a deeper red than ever.

“ You impident young rascals!” he
exclaimed angrilv ‘“I ’ad nothin’—
Beg pardon, sir, I'm sure, but these ’ere
young gents fair make me riled now and
agin. Just as if I'd set the place afire!.
But I shouldn’t be surprised if it was
done by that dratted young boy wot
came with the fillums!”

““What!” ejaculated  Nipper quickly.
“A boy witly. some fiknsr Why, we'd
been expeoting him! When did he
come, Warren?"’

* About twenty minutes afore the fire
started, I reckon, roughly speakin’,” re-
plied Warren. *‘ He asked me which
was dbhe Ancient 'Ouse, an’ said he come
with some fillums for Master Bennott. |
was a-wonderin’ if he’d done anything.”

Nelson l.ee looked keen.

‘“ This boy came twenty minutes be-
fore the fire started!’ Nelson Lee ex-
olaimed. * Didn’t he come into the
Ancient House, Bennett?”’

“ We didn’t sce n sign of him, sir.”

‘“ He di'n’t come there at all, sir,”” put
in Owen major. ‘I was in the lobby
with two or three other chaps for a good
half-hour, and we didn’t see any strange
kid. My hat! He must have gone to
the old Yoft himeelf.”

“ That's what T was thinkin’, sir,”’ put
in Warren ‘ Mebbe he went to the
lorft, an' met with some haccident.
There's no telling what them young
rips’ll got up to,” he added, shaking his
head.

Nipper was looking rather.startled.

“7 smav!"' he exclaimed, "Perha‘!.n
the chap tried to stick a film into the
machine or pgot messing about with
matches, or something!  Anyhow, sir,
nobody here knows anything about the
firc. It must have been that kid.”

“ Begad! Dear fellow. I'm gettin’
quite anxious!” exclaimed Sir Montie.

“ Yes: where is the chap?”’

““What's become of him?”

Quite a chorus of inquiries went up,
The excited looks of the juniors vanished,
giving place to strangely uneasy glances.
The whole affair of the fire had abruptly
changpd ite aspect.

Matters were looking serious.

Nelson Lee lost no time in instituting
a prompt search. But, althongh the
sohool grounds were scoured high and
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low, there was no sign of young Binn-
«aal, the lad who had brought the films
from Bannington.

Warren, moreover, definitely asserted
that Binnson hadn’t taken his departure.

To clinch matters, it was learned that
- Binnson had come on a bicycle from

Bannington, and the machine was found,
still standing outside the school gates!
If tho boy had fled, frightened by the
result of his ca’reiessneas, he would
certainly hatve gone off on his bicycle.

Ne¢lson Lee had now become extremely

grave. |

‘“ Heaven above! Is it possible that
the poor lad perished in the flames ?”* he
asked. *‘ Certainly the fire was so fierce
that he would have had ‘little chance of
eacape. And the whole building is so
completely consumed that a search for
the lad’s remains would be useless.”

Nipper and several others shivered.

** It's—it’s poseible, sir,”” muttered

Nipper huskily. ¢ Just think what would
happen if somc of those films were set
alight! Why, Binnson must have becen
cnveloped 1n a second—he couldn’t have
had a chance! There have been film fires
béfore, haven't there, sir? Lots of
poople have been killed——""
- “Time after time, my boy,” said Nel-
son Lee grimly. ‘““I amn terribly afraid
that we have arrived at the appalling
solution. Indeed, there 1s no other ox-
planation to account for the sudden con-
flagration.
Binnson is terribly signiticant!”’

By this time the fire had died down to
a2 mere red glow. The ruin was utter and
complete. As Nelson Lee had said, the
boy must have been completely consumed
in that raging furnace.

He had just vanished!

The news spread throughout the schoeol |

like lightning, and, although thcre_was
uncertainty to bezin with, at the end of
an hour not a single person had the
slighitest hope. From the Head down to
the smallest fag, the whole school knew
that there had becn a tragedy at St.
Frank's.

It had been no mere triviality, as it
was originally supposed; the unfortunate
k1 who had started the fire, obviously by
accident, had perished in the all-devour-
ing flames. He had simply been wiped
out.

It was a ghastly affair, and the whole
mBiool was inexpressibly shocked. Tele-
phone  mesages -to Bannington oy

|

And the entire absence of |

cuessed the truth.
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served to confirm the dread suspicions.
Binnson had not been seen by a soul since
passing within the school gates.

The mystery of the awful business »nlv
made it worse. Nobody seemed to know
how Binnson had started the fire, or whv
he had gone to the old loft by himsclf.
The matter was a complete puzzle to
nearly everybody.

But, in the whole of St. Frank’s, therc
was one boy who knew! |

Cecil de Valerie, of the Remove, w.s
in a state bordering upon insane terro:.
IIc had locked himself in his study, and
stared before him wunseeingly.- His fuc
was palhd, his eyes burmng with ua-
natural brightness.

For quite a long while the Rotter had
been alone; while everybody else h-
stood outside, he occupied Study M.
Nobody thought of him, and nobteriy
geemed to carc about him.

But De Valerie knew ! |

“He's dead!” muttcred the Rotter.
staring at his reflection in the mirror.
‘“ He’s dead—and I—I——  Oh, it was
an accident—an accident'! What a focl
I was to lock him in—whut a mad, raving
fool !”’

For De Valerie knew more than any-
body «!se in the whole school. He had
been to the loft, snd he was under no
false impressiom as to the cause of the
fire. Binnson hadn’'t done i1t—Binnscn
was a poor, innocent victim !

It was De Valerie himseif who bul
caused the outburst of flames. As suvon
as he knew that the loft was burming he
After leaving the
building he had strolled away towards
the playing-ficlds, and had only beceme
aware of the disaster when 1t was too
late to do anything.

Rushing to the paddock, De Vuler.e
hal sezn, at once, that no zocd wouild
come of his telling the truth. Bminsun was

‘dead by that time—dead—burnt to
oinder !

And he—De Valerie—had bheca
the cause!

‘“ It was that cigarette !"” muttered the
wretched boy, breathing hard. *‘ I must
have been mad to throw that match down
there! But I remember doing it—I re-
mcmber it as clearly as anything !”

The Ratter recalled to mind how he
had lis the cigarette upon descending the
stairs; how he had fAung the fluming
vesta aside without even looking to sec
where it went. He had passed out of the

stable and bad clused tiie door,
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Tk

it that blazing mateh had evidentiy
fil'cn upon the dry shavings, A burst of
(1 had followed a nunute of smoulder-
1:e. pechaps. Aud then—

OF couwrse, the flames had leaped up
with savage lierceness: they had licked
the dry woeod of the upper ﬂoormg, and
had set ot on fire in next to no time.
T"hen the films had flared up!

And Binnson, up in the loft. had no
meuns of cscape—indeed, De Valelie sus-
ivcted now that the poor lad was par-
l'mlly stunned. He hadan't. been sham-
nnng-—-he must have caught his head
upcn a projoction in the floor. And, even
if ne had been conscious, what hope was
thare for him ¢

None !

"The double doors were secured upen
thee outside, und the necavy trap leading
below  was bolted. Binnson had  been
canght hopelewly.  Suffocated by the
amoke, blinded m:d terrified, he had stag
gered about until death came to hin,

And De Valeric was guilty—De Valerie |
had caused the lad’s death !

“ Oh, I can't think of it—T daren't try
to think of it!” muttered the Rotter, »l-
most wildly. *“ What can T do? What
can [ soy? Oh, what a mad fool | was
to loek him in there !

I'or o tune- De Valornie paced up and

downe s study like a person demented.
'I'hen, at lust, he sank upon a pile of
cushitons.  Ile was stunned - staggecered.
The realisatiou that he was gulty held
biin i a vice.

And he daren't speak--he wa< afraid
to breathe a word. Whichever way he
luoked, a police-court loomed before his
cyez; a criminal-court and a judge--
[nl'i‘éﬂll!

Do Valerie's nerves were 1o rags. and
bax state of mind was so awful that he
had not one clear, connected thought be-
yord that certain  fact-that dreadful
knowledge. -

e had killed Havry Binnson!

— . = .

CHAPTER VII
RRADMORE PLAYS HIS TRUMP CARD—
IN THE NET.

MK
HRELE days had passed.
IYor the bulk of thoe boyvs, three
rather cxciting but gloomy days.
I'or Dec Valerie, three d.nv-z “of
Lidden terror.
Tha boy had nursed Ins :gecret,
tianks to his calm natare. he

and,
had
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mansced to conceal the tervible emotion
whaeh illed bnm.
As the time had ['a:l%:‘:’nﬁ'd. ke had bhecone

morve settled in mmind—more firmly con-

vinced that complete silence was his
better course. Indeed, he dared not
speak. ‘I'he knowledge of what would

fnllow a confession sealed his lips.

- By this time the tragedy had lost its
lirst horror. The boys of the school were
s<cttled to the fact that Binnson had died
in the fire. There was no doubt left upon
that point. for the boy had not been seen
or heard of since.

It was some slight consolation to know
that the poor voungster had only a
dranken father to care for him--a Ban-
mngton loafer.« Young Binnson, it ap-
peared, had jractically earned his own
living as errand boy, for his father was
an utterly worthless fellow. Ie didn’t
care a toss when informed of his stunning

loss. He onlv indulged i1 heavier bouts
of hquor. . .
All  this, however. although slightly

cownforting to most people, had no effect
whatever upon De Valerie. IHe only
kuew that he had been guilty of un-
warrantable viciousness and ceriminal
carclessness. lle realised 1t now-—-he
made no atempt to oxcuse his own cou-
duct.

The tragedy, indeed. had bronght
home te De Valerie the fact that he was
woll deserving of his school nickname..
A filmm seemed to unfold from his eyces,
dnd he saw himself as he actually was.

EHis fellow Removites noticed the
change in the Rotter. He had become
silont and morose, and a curious light
shone constantly in his eyes. Fellows
were afraid to speik to him, for he was
snappy and ill-tempered. Even Nipper
did not connort this change with the
affainr of the fire. It was generally sup-
posed that De¢ Valerie had met with
ddep failure in his shady money matters,
or that he had received a stift letter from
his father.

Time after time he told himself that

the whole matter was over: it was no
good speaking now.-anvhow. He couldn’t

do any mood to a soul. Nothing but
disaster would follow the revelation of
the truth —dire disaster for himself.

But the wretched youth could not for-
gct. 1lis life was a miserv. He was
alwavs haunted by the vision of the hoy
he had nnwittinegly killed.

And then, one morning, De Valerie re-
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ceived & letter. It was on the fourth
morning after the fire, and the letter. was
from Mike Bradmore. The Rotter had
conmipletely forgotten the bookmaker, and
hhe snarled with impatience as he read the
short message. Bradmore urgently wanted
to sce his young friend.

At first De Valerie decided not tol

answer the summons, But in all proba-
bility, the bookmaker had a sum of
money to hand over. De Valerie didn’t
even know how Monday’s racc had gone
—he didn’t care. -

But as soon as afternoon lessons were
over that day he went straight out and
walked to the village. Bradmorce was
awaiting_ him against the bridge. He
smiled genially as De Valerie approached.

‘““That’s not the way to look, voung
gent !’ he exclaimed, in a breezy, beery
voice. ¢ My goedness! You look as if
you'd ’ad a shock o’ some sort! Pull
yourself together, my young pippin!”’

“What do you want?”’ growled De
Valerie sullenly. |

“ Just a little talk with vou—that’s
all,”” repliecd Mr. Bradinore. “ Just a
Little privit talk, my boy. S'pose we stroll
along by the towin’-path? There won’t
be nobody to interrupt us there, an’ we
can ’ave quite a httle chat—a reely con-
fidential talk, as you might say!”

‘““ Don’t talk rot!”’ snapped Dc Valerie.
““1 don’t feel in the mood for a confiden-
tial talk now, Bradmore. Besides, that's
not the way to describe our little deal-
ings—if you've got some money for me,
hand it over. If you haven’t, I'll get
Jback—"’

“’0Old on, young gent—mo need to
urry,”” said Mr. Bradmore smoothly.
¢ Speuakin’ strictly, I'm after a bit o
moncy myself. Now, be reasonable—
let's go for a little walk.”

They strolled away towards the towing-
paih until they were quite by themselves
and beyond any possibility of any chance
listeners. Tho Rotter was impatient and
irritable, but Mr. Bradmore remained
serenely calm.

‘“ It’s about that little flutter, I sup-
pm! L3 ] A .

‘“ Not exactly, Mr. De Valerie,”” said
the bookmaker genially. ‘‘ The ’orse won,
an’ you’ve got a few quid due to you.
But, just for a change, I'm goin’ to keep

em myself. See?”’

““No, I don't see!”’ snapped De
Valerie angrily. ‘““You coufounded
swindler ——"" -

“COWd on—"ald on!” interposed he
man gently. *‘* Biess me, you're alwavs
in such a 'urry! Now, talkin’ abcut our
ittle arrangement for Monday night.
Why didn’t you turn up?”

“You Lknow jolly well that there was
a fire at the school!”’ said De Vulerie.
‘“ At nine o'clock the paddock was
crowded with fellows. Besides, I forgot
all about it once the fire had started.
The appointment went out of my head.”

“I ain’t surprised—1I ain’t surprised at
all?” said Mr. Bradmore sigmficantly.
‘“ At nine o’clock—eh? So you thought
that our little arrangemcnt wuas f{or
nine?”’

““ Well, it was, wasn't it 7"’

““There was some little talk about it.
now I come to recollect,” replicd the
bookmaker, pausing to light a cigar.
“But we fixed the time. in the end. at
eight. An’ wot’s move, I was waitin’ for
you agin the hedge at five-past cight—
and I stood there for twenty minutes.”’

De Valerie stared.

‘“ Confound it !” he exclaimed irrifably.
““ You're right, Bradmore; it was eight
o'clock. And I lounged about, thinking:
vou wouldn’t turn up, till nine. You weras
there at five-past eight, you say? 'l'hc.-n-—;,
then——"" De Valeric paused, and caught
his breath in. * Then you saw the start
of the fire?”’ he asked abruptly.

“You bet!”’ declared Mr. Bradmove.
“I saw everythin’—richt from the vere
start. Quitz an interestin’ little dramo
1t was, too. I'll tell yoa about it just
brief-like, secin’ as you're in a ’urry.”

There was something about Bradmore's
tone—something of a zloating nalure—
which caused De Valerie to shiver.
Vaguely he was beginning to realise that
a net was closing about him.

** What—what did you sec?’ he asked
huskily. -

“Well, for seme minits I stcod agin
the hedge fumin’,”” explained the other.
falling into his leisurely walk again and
puffing at his cigar. ‘I was a-callin’ yon
all manner o’ pretty names, Master De
Valerie. Then I see you cemin’ down tie
paddock with somebody else. I see vout
go into the old buildin’, and I ’'eaid vou
’avin’ high words.”

“Well?”’ De Valerie’s tone was ionse.

““ A reg'lar squabble, 1t was,”’ con-
tinued Mr. Bradmore. * Then, arter
that, I ’eard somethin’ go down ’eavily,
like a body fallin’. It fair made my flesh
creep, an’ no herror! Then a docr
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starmmed  the i..i}ulnm leadin® up mto
tho loft, | reckoned —an' a bolt was shot

home.”

““ tood heavens !
arhast.

“No need to get Austered. young
gent!” smiled Mr. Bradmore. ¢ You
needn’t be afeared o me. 1 saw you
come out with a cigarette, an’ I whis-
pered to you. but vou didn't take no
notice.”’

““So it was vou I heard!” exclaimed
the Rotter, staring. ‘“Why the deuce
didn’t you call louder, you fool #”’

“ No names, voung ‘an--no names!”’
suid Mr. Bradmore severely. 1 didn’t
c¢all no loudP1 because (nuplo o frllers
were passin’ along the lane, an’ T didn’t
fancv them findin’ me ndin® in the edge.

by the time they'd 2ot l)v vou ’ad dis-
zppea.rod Pretty sort o' voung villain,
aln t Vou "

l)o Valerie nearly choked.

‘ What—what do you mean?”
m.a.nded hoarscly.

“ Seein’ as you know as much about
it as [ do—mebbe a sight morw-thme
ain't no need to ast questlom o’ that
sort,”” replied the bookmaker. * You
know wot I mean well enough, my fine
young shaver. Didn’t yon come out o
that there stable. leavin’ a lighted match
a-burnin’ inside? Didn't vou bolt that
poor nipper up there in the It so's he
couldn’t escape?”’

De Valerie was struck dumb with a
sudden burst of understanding. This
man—this scoundrelly bookmaker—knew
all the facts. The Rotter felt aus though
his brain must burst. ITe could only
sturo ut Bradmore dazedly.

“ You don't need to tell mie no lies,”
went on Bradmore arimly. ‘¢ Lies won’t
elp you. You bolted that boy up m tho
loft you set fire to the place, an’ you
walked right away.- But vou didn’t know
as there was a witness to it all, did vou?
You didn’t know as the murder was seen

De

muttered De Valerie

he de-

— - —

“ The—the
Valerie wildly.

““ That's wot I said—the murder!"” ex-
clairned Bradmore. ¢ It wasn’t nothin’
else—an’ my evidence. .in a crininal-
cvourt, would make any jury bring in a
death sentenco agin you! The thing
wasn't no accident——"’

“ It was—it was!”’
T swear—"’

“ There ain't

murder ! panted

gasped the Rotter.

1

t _ .
no need for swear:in’,
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cut 1n the lmul\mulwr “Why, vou young
fool just think o the f:wts' You bun«r A
bov to the loft, you bolt 'im in, an’ then
steal away. Loss than a minit arterwards
flames burst out in the stable! You ain’t
pot a leg to stand on, my [ine young
feller !

“It was an accident!’ breathed De
Valerie tremblingly.

“Well, we'll let that be as it is. I ain’t
a one to argué¢,”” said Mr. Bradmore
easily. ¢ Let me finish wot 1 was a-goin’
to tell you. You went away, an’ while I
was tlunk;n of hurryin’ arter ycu [ saw

the flames burst out in the stable. My
goodness ! They sprcad something
crool !”’ :

A great rage surged through De
Valerie.

““ Why didn't you rescue the chap?”’

he asked furiously. ¢ Why didn’t yon
get him out of the place? I know I set
tho place on fire—I threw a match down
—but it was all an accident!”’ -

“That's ecasy talkin’ now!” sncered

Mr. Biradmore. ‘“These ’cre kind o
things gererally are accidents—arter-
wards! It won’t do for me, young gent'!

An' you want to know why I didn’t pull
the pore mipper out? I rushed up to the
stable, an' tried to git in; but the flames
burst out, an’ I didn’t see_ no reason why
there should be two deaths.”

““ You—you crawling coward!”
claimed De Valeric huskily.

““ Don’t you be a young ijit!”’ snapped
Bradmore. ‘I couldn’t do anything, al-
though I tried me best. A fearful burst
o' flames came from the loft, an’ then J
’eard young Binnson’s cries. They was
awful—shockin'! But they died down
arter a while. an' the pore kid fell into
the lames an’ perished. Seein’ it was no
eood my stayin’, 'l ju t walked away. I
was reelv unstrung

FFor several minutes nothing more was
caid. The two paced on slowly. And at
last De Va.lerie turned a deadlv-white
fzce towards his companion.

““ What aro you going to do?"” he
asked. ¢ Why didn’t you come and tell
meo this before ?”’

“Well, T thought I'd give you time to
get over the chief shock, so to speak,”
explained Mr. Bradmore. *‘ You won't
find me a 'ard man, Master De Valerie—
we'ro pals, we are. If I chose to be
narsty an’ went to the police—why.
there’d be shockin’ trouble for you!”

ex-
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“ They—they couldn’t do anything to
me !”” muttered the Rotter.

‘“Ho, couldn’t they?’’ said the man
sneeringly. * Don’t you make no blamed

be arrested within a ’arf hour—you’d be
tried for murder!
yarn—murder’s the word I said, an’ I
mean 1t! With a witness like me agin
you——-"’ :

De Valerio clutched at the bookmaker

'ﬁercely.

‘““ You’re—you're not going to tell 7"’ he
whispered.

““That 21l depends,” said Mr. Brad-
more calmly. “ It ain’t nothin’ to do wi’ |
ne, strictly speakin’, but I've got a
mighty ’igh sense o’ justice, an’ my con-
science wouldn’t be quiet unless I squared
things up some’ow. You’re a friend o’
mune, young gent, an’ I shouldn’t like to
be ’ard on you. Now, couldn’t we come
to some nice littlearrangement ?”’

“Do you mean money?” said De

Valerie hotly. I

The bookmaker nodded.

‘°‘dJuSt between you and me, like,” he’
saxd.

‘“ It’s—it’s blackmail—" '

““That ain’t a nice word to use!”
snapped Bradmore sharply. “If you
don’t want nothin’ to do with it, just say
the word. It don’t matter to me which
way, ouly if you don’t fall in wi’ my
views you’ll be took up for mur——"’

“ How—how much do you want?”
gasped De Valerie.

““ There ain’t no fixed amount—just
as much as you’ll ’and over,” siid Brad-
more. ‘‘ Come on, now, be sensible. I'll
kcep your secret as firm as anythin’--it’s
just a little affair between you an’ me!”

“Tt—it was an accident,” said De
Valeric between his tecth. ¢ They can’t
arrest me for an accident, can they ?”’

Mike Bradmore shrugged his shoulders.

‘““ Leave it to the police if you choose—
I'm agrecable’” he said. ‘‘ Personally, 1
ain’t got no doubt as to what the result’ll
be. The cause is plain as daylight. It
ain’t any good tellin’ ’em the real truth,
becauso it looks so black agin you. An’, ‘
kein’ a conscientious man, I'd be com-
pelled to tell everythin’—'ow you quar-
relled, ’ow you knocked the young feller
down, ’ow you set fire to the place, an’
all the rest of 1it. But I thought, mebbe,
that you an’ me could come to a nice'
little arrangement. I'll be doin’ you a

I ain’t spinnin’ a |
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good turn, - an you'll be doin’ me one.
Don’t vou foller my argiment 7"’

De Valcrie took his pocket-book out
and handed over three pcund notes and
two ten-shilling ones.

‘ Will that do?”’ he asked bluntly.

‘’Ardly, young geng, ’ardly! Is it all
you’ve got?’?

‘“ Yes, except for a few shillinga.”

* Well, this’ll do for the present,” «aid
Mr. Bradmore, pocketing the money cown-
placently. * I’ll see you agin later on in
the week. An’ you needn’t be afraid that
I shall blab; you can trust me hike your
own father!”’

De Valerte walked away without =
word. His mind was all in a state of
chaos. He conldn’t quite realise the
drcadful fact that his secret was no longer
his own—that.it was shared by a black-
mailing scoundrcl who would press hiz
advantage to the utmost hmit.

De Valenie was in Bradmore’s power—
he knew that quite well. The man had
secn the whole occurrence, and if he
spoke he would get the boy into terrible
trouble. For, undoubtedly, thc police
would not let the matter ress.

Bradmore, too, knew how povwerful was
this lever he wielded. He chuckled with
delight as he stuffed the four pounds into
his pocket and walked back towards the
village, He had met with greater success
than he had even hoped for.

His plot was working with delicious
smoothness. De Valerie had fallen inte
the trap unsuspiciously.

For Mike Bradmore was playinz a cun-
ning game.

It was,. in fact, nothing more ror less
than a dehberate plot to force money out,
of the boy. In actual truth, Harry Binn-
son was very much alive! Bradmore and
the boy’s own father were the only peopie
who knew it. The explanation of the
affair was astonishingly simple.

Bradmore, of course, had been in the
paddock as he stated. But the rest of
his story was a pure invention. He had
heard Binnson’s cries, and became awarc
that Binnson was hammering frenziedly

| upon the big double doors of the loft.

Bradmore had hurried up the gras:
bank and bad pushed the croes-bar away.
rescuing Binnson in less than a mmute.

"Even as he was in the act of doing so a

seemingly wild scheme entered his cun-

ning brain.
Heo secured the doors again, and hwr-
ricd the frightencd boy away fvom the
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spot. Binnson wasn’t even scorched, and
the bookmaker had got him away with-
sut a soul being aware of the fact.

The scheming bookmaker realised at
once, that he would be able to make quite
1 lnrge amount of capital out of the terr-
fied De Valerie. Xor the Rotter was
always possessed of large amounts of
cash. Bradmore knew enough about
hwnan nature to be quite certain that De
Valerie would say nothing about the
trapped boy in the loft. There had been
a chance, of course, that De Valeric
would speak—but everything had gone
cxactly as Bradmore had anticipated.

Having left Binnson in a place of
sccurity, Bradmore’s first step had been
to hurry into Bannington. He was ac-
quainted with the lad’s father, having
met him in several of the Bannington
public-houses.

He sought this man out, and told him
of the fire—he told him that everybody-
believed that young Harry had perished
in the flames. A sovercign had won Rinn-
son senior over completely, and he con-
sented to remain silent. The boy was safe
enough, and he didn't particularly carc |
what happened to him for a few days—
especially as there was a prospect of re-
cewving further sums from Bradmore.

‘This state of affairs accounted for Binn-
son senior’s indifferent attitude when told
of his son’s ““ death.™

And thus the matter stood. There had
been no tragedy—only villainy. And
Mike Bradmore was fully determined to
give De Valeric no rest until he was
‘“sucked dry.” Afterwards, when the
truth came out, De Valerie's lips would
sbill be soaled, for, for his own sake, he
would not dare to brgathe a word.

And so the trump cards werec all in
Bradmore’s hands—he meant to play
them cunningly.

The first trick,
won !

indeed, was alrcady

CHAPTER VIII.

TIE GHOST OF LOWER MARSH—DE VALERIE'S
TERROR—NELSON LEE IS VERY SUSPICIOUS
—CONCLUSION.

ALPH LESLIE FULLWOOD

R came to a halt in the Remove pas-
sage. His two chums, Bell and
Gulliver, were with him, and they

wero all wearing their overgoats and caps.
It was well after tca, and a bright
moonlight night, with a crisp brecze and
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a slight frost. Fullwood came to a hal¢
because” he saw De Valerie emecrging
from his study door.

“We were just coming for you, old
man !’ said Fullwood cheerfully. ¢ Put
your things on and trot along with us.
We're just off to the village for a jaunt.
Toopin® night for a walk!”’

‘ No thanks, I'd rather not,”’ said De
Valerie shortly.

JFullwood stared at him.

““ What's wrong with you lately,”” he
asked. ¢ Blessed if you seem the same
chap, De Valerie! Had bad news from
home, or what 7"’

““ Yes—some rather rotten news,’”’ re-
nlied De Valerie calmly, noticing that

several other Removites were within
hoaring. ¢ I can’t-explain, Fullwood, be-
causd the matter’s very private. It's—

it's awfully serious, and I'm sorry if I've
been of colour lately.”

The Rotter spoke so sincerely and
openly that the fellows who heard his
words fully believed that they had ar-
rived at the cxplanation of the little
mystery. De Valerie had merely seized
tho opportunity which Fullwood’s ¢ucs-

tion had provided.

“That's all right!”’ exclaimed the
leader of the Nuts. ¢ Bad news from
home usually upsets a chap. But yon
needn't mope about, my son! A trot to
the village would 'do you good. Come
on'"

Do Valerie hesitated for a moment, and
then nadded.

““ All vright; I'l join vou!” he said.

1le thought it just as well to agree
with Fullwood and Co. For one thing,
he wished to be himself as much as pos-
sible: the talk of his fellow Removiies
had become rather too marked for com-
fort. DBesides, if he remained on good
terms with Fullwood and the other Nuts,
he might be able to borrow some money
—ii necessary. And De Valerie grimly
realised that it would almost certainly be
necessary !

In a few minutes the four juniors set
out across the Triangle. They went by
way of the playing-ficlds and along. the
towing-path. It was a little nearer than
the lane, and quite safe in the mooniight,

Fullwood and Co. talked animatedly as«
they walked. Their conversation was by
no means elevating. turning mainly upoun
such subjccts as horse-racing and bil-
ltards and card-playing. :

Somehow or other, Bradmore's nams
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kept cropping up, and De Valeric be-
came impatient at last. He was constantly
being reminded of his dread secret, and
his nerves werc by no means in a sound
condition.

‘““Shut up about Bradmore!”
slllap'P’ed. ‘““Let’s talk about something
else !

‘““What’s wrong with Bradmore ?’’ de-
manded Gulliver. *‘ You oughtn’t to
speak against him, anyhow—you’ve
drawn a nice few quids off him since
you’ve been at St. Frank’s! Blessed if
you don’t always seem to pick the
winners, De Valerie!”

*“Oh, hang him }”’

Gulliver sniffed, and muttered to his
chums that irritable people were better in
their own company. De Valerie didn't
hear the remark, or he might have
parted with the trio.

‘They went on until they came to Lower
Marsh. This was really no place at all—
only one or two marshy meadows near
the village./ They were practically
deserted at all times of the day and night.
A low-bujlt cottage stood near the river,
surrounded by willows. The cottage had
been deserted for months, although there
had been some talk of doing it up and
making it habitable.

The boys walked towards it, for the
towing-path led straight past the front
aate. They were talking noisily as they
walked.

‘- Rotten, lonely place, this is!” ex-
claimed Bell. ‘‘ Always gives nie the
creeps, somehow! We'd better come
back by the road—-" |

““ Afraid of spooks?”’ sneered Fullvood
with a grin.

““ Oh, don’t talk.rot!”’ growled Bell.
«“ T don’t care a hang about—— VWhy,
loock—look! Good heavens!” _ .

Bell came to a sudden stop, his voice
rising shrilly. His chums, completely
startled by his tone, halted, and looked
in the direction he was pointing. And
there, pressed against the glass of the
front window of the cottage, was a wiliite,
vhostly face! '

It vanished abruptly,
into the darkness. ’

i Iv —it was—that kid!” panted Gul-
liver between his chattering teeth.

Cecil de Valerie stood transfixed with
unutterable horror for just two seconds.
Then, with a ‘wild, screamng cry, he
twisted round and fled. That scream of

seeming to melt

bis startled Fullwood and Co. far more |

he |

¥

——_——_————__mm

LIERARY 2%

than the strange face had done. Their
hearts jumped into their mouths, and
they were sent all a-shiver.

“Great Soott?’ gasped Fulltvood.
' What's the matter with him?”’

‘“ What—what was it7"’ asked Gulliver
hoareely.

Neither of the others answered; anil,
wrth one accord, they tormed and ran
after De Valerie. The latter was run-
numg towards the school as though a
thousand demons wore after him.
~"“1—I say,” muttered Bell, as he raan,
‘“ that face Jooked like Binnson's, didn'c
1t 7+

* Rot! It couldn’t have been,” said
Fullwood. °‘ Binmson’s dead! An’ why
should his ghcet be in that cottage?”’

Although they tried to comfort them-
selves the Nuts were greatly unnerved.
But their fear was as ing comparcri
to the blind terror of Ceoil De Valerie.
The- wretched boy was completely madl-
dened by fear.

Only this very morning Binnson's
photograph had appeared in the local
paper, and his features were famibiar to
Fullwood and Co. The pale face at the
window of the deserted cotltage nhad
secemed to be exactly like Buinson’s.

But it had been ghastiy—unreal. Per-
hapa the glooiny surroundings, the weak
moonlight, and the knowledge that the
cottage was deserted, had served to make
the incident more speotral.

At all evonts, De Valerie lost hLis last
shred- of nerve. He believed that Binn-
son’s ghost had appeared to baunt him.
he was positive that the appearauce had

been unreal and supernatural.

And his only thought was to fiee from
the spot as quickly as poeaible. Utterly
terrified, he rushed along until at last he
staggered across the Trniangle and made
his way into the lobby.

The awful fear had left him now, and
he began to realise that his action had
heen extraordinary. And he wanted to
got to has study before anybody saw him
This plan, however, was impoesible, for
Nipper and Tregellis-West and Watscr,
and two or three other fellows, appecced
from the cornmon-room. : |

“* Hallo!”” said Nibper, 1 swrpni e.
‘*“ What's up?”’ . .

““ By George!’ said Handforth. *“ Beony
sceing ghoste, De Valerie?”’ | N
' Begad! Hu looks like one himse!i!”
The juniors evowded vound De Valer:~,
“Let me go,” shovied the Reotter,
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igasping for breath,  Hang you, let me
got away!”’

His tone was harsli, and the Removites
were not likely to take any notice of
him. They only pressed round closer.
De Valeric was practically exhausted; it
was obvious to all that he had been run-
ning with every ounce of speed possible.
His chest heaved, and his breath was
drawn in with great gulps.

‘““ What's the matter with you?’ askel
Nipper concernedly. ‘ Don’t be so con-
foundedly rattv, De Valerie. Is any-
thing wrong ”

“ By Jove! Here he is!”

It was Fullwood who uttered the shout,
and he and his two chums came hurry-
ing in from the Triangle.  They, too,
had been running hard.

““ Souse me! More of ’em !’ s2id the
Bo’sun wonderingly.

‘““T sure guess thcre's been somethin’
doing,” remarked Farman of the Re-

move. ‘ Sayv, wc're just dying to locate
the trouble.”

“We've — we've seen  Biunson's
ghost "’ panted Bell huskily.

“What?”’

“ Binnson’s ghost,”” repeated Bell.

)

“We all saw it plainfy——

“* Rot!”’

“ Piffle!”

““ Rvbbish!”’

A perfeot roar of derisive jeers went
up. Cecil De Valerie's eyes blazed, and
Lhe faced the juniors with defiance.

“Tt's true'’ he shouted passionately.
“ We saw Bimeon's ghost as plainly as
vou gee me! I'm not a funk as a rule,
but 1 was absolutely unnerved. 1 just
ran for my life!”’

T say, this iz a bit thick, isn't 1t?"
asked Nipper curiously., * There ain't
such things as ghosts, you ass! You
must have seen scmething else—some of
those silly Monks playing a game, per
haps.”

“Dear DBenny. Chiistine and C(lo.
wouldn’t play a low-down trick of this
sont,”” objeoted Sir Montie. ‘‘ De Valerie
is in 2 shockin’ state, begad! Somethin’
has happened, it's very certain.”

““ I+ was Binnson's ghost,”” multered
the Rotter. ** You necdn’t believe me—
I'ullwoorl and these otlier chaps know,
anvhow.”

“ It looked like Binnson,”” adnutted
Fullwood. “ And i¥ was  horribly
chostlyv —a face pressed adatnst the win-
dow of that loncly oli cottage by the
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civer.  Wo kunow it's deserted, an’ I'm
beginnin’ {o think that De Valerie was
right !”’ |

“*Tell us all about it, Fully!”

It waen't often that Fullwood found
hirnself in the centrc of so much atten-
iton. And now he proceeded to explain
all the facts with great satisfaction. The
fellows listened wonderingly.

Meanwhile, IDe Valerie had gone to his
study, agitated and terribly uneasy.
Never for a moment did he suspeot that
Bincson was alive; he convinced himsel{
positively that the unfortunate lad's
phantom had appecared.

Nipper, who wasn’'t so easily con-
vinced, didn’t say much, but he thought.
a lot. There was a mystery about the
whole business—and Nipper meant to
probe it until he got to the bottom.

Nelson T.ee walked along briskly.

He had been visiting the village post-
office, and was now returning to St.
IFrank's. The famous detective had
been very busy lately 1in connection with
the recent fire. e had no reason to
doubt the seemingly established fact that
Harry Binnson had perished in the roarv-
ng flames.

The tragedy had been so obvious that
there was no room for any speculation
rogarding Binnson’s fate. It was a
matter of ereat comfort to ‘“ Mr. Alving-
ton”’ that Nipper had been in no way
rosporsible for the disastrous fire.

It had becen a most unfertunate inci-
dent, but, if any blame could be attache:l
to anyone, young Binnson himself was
obviously responsible. He had visited
the loft, and had met with an accident,

As he had no business there, he hadl
only humnself to blame for what had
occurred.

~ Jt was only natural that Nelson Lee
should be thinking about the matter as
he walked.

“ Poor lad, he paid very dearly for his
carelessness,”” the detective told hhmnself.
“We must bLe grateful that no Ffurther
disaster @ccuired. The school, however,
has come in for unwelcome attention.”

This could not be helped, however, and
Lee was quite sure that the local excite-
ment would blow over after a short
while.

[He was walking along in the shade of
the high trees which bordered the lane.
And, quite sud-lenly, TLee saw a small
form emerge from a gap in the hedge.
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The newcomer was in the full meon-
light, whilst I.ee recmained in shade.

us, while the dectective was hidden,
the boy could be plainly seen,
“-Instinetavely, Nelson Lee came to a
halt. He had seen, in the first econd,
something which considerably startled
him, and sent his thoughts into momen-
tary chaos.

For the lad was Harry Binnson! .

There could be no mistake whatever
—Lee was convinced of the fact at once.
And in spite of his amazement, he re-
mained quite still. The detective had
no wild thoughts of spectres., This hoy
was flesh and blood.

The boy commenced walking swiftly.

up the road, and Lee followed, taking
caré to render his movements noiscless,
He 1instinctively felt that there was some
unexplained mystery. The boy was
akive! That little fact brought up a
whole host of puzzling questions.

Binnson, walked quickly, and turncd
down a small side lane—a mere track
—some time before reachjing the school.
And here, against a gateway, the young-
ster met a burly individual in a thick
avercoat. Nelson Lee crept up with ex-
treme caution, all his detective instinct
on the alert.

** Anybody see you?”
man say.

“No, Mr. Bradmore, not a soul.”

“Good! Follow me, kid !”*-

The two walked away down the track
rapidly, and Nelson Lee followed them.
Owing {o the moonlight he was forced
to display extreme caution. But he suc-
ceaded in shadowing the pair to the gate
of a small farmhouse without atractine
attention.

They passed ineide, and Lec crouched
egainst the hedge.

‘““We don’t want any more affairs o
that sort!”” he heard Bradmore exciaim.
““It’s a good thing them boys took you
for-a ghost. Careless young brat, you!
+Pll see that you don’t git no clance
to show yerself ’ere!”

“Pd—I'd rather go home, Mr. Rrad-
more!”’ exclaimed the boy.

“You'll just de as you're told—an’
shut your lip!”’

The pur passed into the farmhouse,
anl the door closed with a bang. Nelson
Loe stroked his chin very thoughtfully

he heard the
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as he surveyed the old place.  Brad-
more's last words had proved enlighten-
mng.

" So young Binnson isn’t to have an-
other opportumty of ehowing himself,’’
mused Nelson Lee. “ That is rather siy-
nificant. 1 shall certainly have to probe
deeply into the mastor. It appears that
Mr. Brudmore is indulging in quite an
ambitious piece of villainy !’

Nelon Lee was very suspicious, hut
he did not make the mistake of acting
hastily. The affair requirel very cave-
ful attention. :

# Hurrying back to St. Frank’s, Lee losrt

no time »m finding Nipper. He .visited
Study C, and fou?xs not only Nipper. bue
Sir Montie and Tommy Watson.

“Do you boys know anything abour
a ghost?”’ he asked quietly.

“Well, m jiczered,” exclaimed Nip-
per. ‘* That’s qucer, gir! How do you
know anything about it? De Valerir
came in not long age, swearing that he':l
scen the ghost of that poor chup who
got killed m the fire.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“ Tell me all about it, young v’
said.

And Nipper related the facts. Nclson
Lee listened, but did not offer any pm -
ricular comment. And he kept silent re-
garding his own exporience. For the
time-being he wished to keep his own
connsel. ] |

He <uspeated, however, that hme
would be a great deal of work for nin:
in tho near future—detective vwokh 1a
earnest,

L 4

"~ he

Nelson Lee was quie vight in his sur-
nmise, ]

Before many days had passed he was
provided with a mystery caee after hia
own heart—a case which he elucidated
with all his old acumen and shrewdner.

Needless to say, - Mike Bradmore’s plot
was brought to an ignominious end, and
(Cecil D¢ Valerie was released from hia
hateful boundage. Nelson Lee scored =
complete trinmph—but it 1 quite im-
posmble to rclate the full facts of thur
history here. 1t is sufficient to sav rhat
the mystery was cleared un to the lase
detadl. .

Skill was to trivmph over cunming !

END.

NEXT WEEK!—(See p. iIv of cover.)
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B8EGIN OUR NEW SERIAL TO-DAY! )

In the Grip &. Huns.

A Magnificent Tale of Thrilling Experiences in Germany.

By CLEMENT-~HALE.

NOTE.—-As the title ““ Inthe Hands of the Hun3 *’ has already been used, we
have altered the name of our Serial to the above.

T'he Chicef Characters in this Story are :

GLORGE GRAY and his brother JACK, who
are the English Staff of the Berlin Rovers,
a football club in Germany.

O110 BRACK 75 a scoundrelly Qerman member
of the team. Butauanother German, named

Canr HOFFMAN, 78 fricndly, and advises the
Englishmen to leave Qermany, which
theyrefusetodo. They ure arrested and
sent to a camp at Oberhicnmel. Ong of
the guards illireats Jack,and George yoes
t7 his rescuc, knocking out a gaoler named
Kutz. He and lics brother are then put
in separatc cells, Annther gaoler is more
friendly. and nforms George that his
brother lus recorered from his ill-usage.

(Now read on).

A FRIENDLY HUN.
GEORGE\felt. grateful to the gaoler

for his information, which ho

migcht have withheld 1if he'd

wished. It gave himm immeasur-
able velief.

**And is there no food for me?’ he
asked in a gentler voice.  ““I'm starv-
g, and my throat is
thirst.”

“There will be
round till morning.’

** Do they intend to starve me, then,
the imhuman brutes?”’ hissed George
through his clenched teeth. “I haven't
tasted food since we left our former
prison, or drink either.”

To the gaoler, no doubt, the pale face
and wild aspect of the prisoner, whose
faco was stained with dnred blood, which
had run from the wound in his head, for

no rations handed

ho'd been flung into tho cell without
having received any attention, made

some appeal, for he uttered a grunt, and
turned away. .

It is againat the orders?’ he observed.
“But  you pledee ne your word that

you will not attuck me when I open the
door, I'll fetch you a jug of water and
a hunk of black bread.”

“1 give you my word,” said George
eagerly, for this scomed an honest an‘
gentle sort of fellow enough.

The man hurried away. A minute
later George heard his heavy tread echo-
ing in the stonc corridor. Hi reached
the cell door, turned the key,Yshot the
bolts, and swung the portal open.

One critical glance at the prisoner he
gave, then, reassured, emtered, placiug
tho jug and bread upon the floor.

“ It 13 the best I can do, Englishman,”
said he, blocking up the door, his eycs
ixed on Gray's face with a pitying ehare.

“And I thank you,” George replied,
choking. It 1s something to find a
(}‘rm]*ma.n with some feclings of humanity
i hymn "’

The gaoler shrugged.

‘“ Ah,” he exclaimed, ‘I am sorry the
war has broken out. Jt ought never to
have been. I have lived in England,
and I love the English. Yet I must

cracking from | scrvo the Fatherland now that the wuar

has come, and give my life for her, if
nced be. 1 have two sons and four
nephews in the army. They have already
gone to the front. Heaven alone knows
if they will ever return.”

“I hope so. And now, can you tell
me how it is with Kutz?”

The German smiled grimly,
studied George’s face intemtly.

““ You shook hun up, Englishman,” he
cried. ‘“And he made the most of it.
You will be brought before the governor,
of course, and—they are very striot In
the prison. They’ll be stricter than ever
now that we are at war. I'm afraid you
will be punished.”

“ How punished®™

zmd‘

I do not

“Ah, that 1 cannot say.
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. know what punishments will be inflicted
upon the interned prisoners of war.”

George Gray looked hard at the man,
and it struck him then that he purposely
refrzined from mentioning the punish-
ment that would most likely be inflicted
upon the insubordinate prisoner.

The gaoler then withdrew, wished
George a good night’s rest, shut, bolted,
and locked the door, and turned to
paoing his corridor again.

The [ootballer, feeling more resigned
to his fate after this proof that all Huns
are .not the same, then fell upon his
black bread, which was appetising enough
to a famished man, ate it ravenously,
swallowed the copious draught of water,
and then lay down, fecling stronger and
better, .and tried to sleep.

-THE SENTENCE OF THE COURT,

|

~and butter,. and somie thick gruel. - He
ate #t~all, and- his drooping spirits re-
vived, The prison was all astir. Bustle
and confusion seemed to prevail every-
where.

Presently the prisoners were turned
out, and after having been inspeoted and
numbered off, were sct to sweep and
turn their cells out. |

Then ocoarse mattrosses stuffed with
straw were flung in for them to lie on
at night, For these slight attentions
they feclt sufficiently grateful.

Only a few of their number, George
afterwards learned, had been privileged
to pass the night in the cells. The rest
had been herded like sheep in the cellars
and vaults below, where they'd slept
upon the brick floor, while a striet guard
and watch was kept upon them.

George asked that his head wu:ight be
aitended to, and the officer to whom he
appealed jeered at him ; however, he was
taken ‘under escort to a washing place,
where he was permitted to cleanse the
wound with cold water. He felt cleaner
and better after that.

They took him back to his cell, and he
languished there for an hour or two,
when there was a commotion outside, and
the door was flung wide.

Heo was at once ordered out, and took
his placo belween two stalwart armed

T seemed to the weary piisoner that
he had hardly dozel erc the cell
door was opened, and 4ood was
brought.

The breakfast consisted of cofee, bread.
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guards. Three men marched in front «f
him, and three more behind. All had
their bayonetdf fixed.. A non-commi--
sioned officer commanded tho men.

Through the prison he was hurried,
along corridora, up stairs and down stairs,
to what appeared to be a sort of triul
room orv court.

Here the governor of thic prison ancl
his subordinates were seated.

The door was guarded, the corridor
outside was guarded. The court itceif
was in the safe-keepinz of four-and-
twwventy soldiers armed to the teeth.

George was brought in and se: face
to face with the tribunal or court.

The governor looked hard at hiwm, aud
then referred to papers set before him.
For a quarter of an hour George wos
kept standing ther2, and then the ca-o
against hinr was investigated.

Kutz, his enemy, entered the court.

He took his etand at some distance
away from George, bui the prisoner saw
and recognised him instantly. Aud as |,
eyes rested upon the villain’s face a :nmiie
Fcurved Lis lips;, and his eyes danced in
triumph.

Well they might, for Kutz's face was
so battered and discoloured from the
blows George had dealt hini as to be
hardly recognisable.

His lips were swollen, there were funys
upon his cleeks and chin. His eyes were
blackened, and he looked a meaner ruseal
than George had ever krown him.

‘* Prisoner George Gray,” said the
governor, ‘‘ you are accused -of having
made a murderous aitack upon our de-
voted and loyal servant, Frederick Kuiz.
over-gaoler of this prison. What have
you to say?”’ :

“1 admit it, sir,” answeiel Geoige
calmly. ‘' But he goaded mie into it by
insulting me, and by his brutality o my
younger brother.”

“How? What brutahty?”’

In hot and pessionate toues George
told the governor how he ha:l come to
attack Kutz; and harking back from that
point told of the rasocal’s treachery in
Berlin.

-‘““ My brother and I have always
treated the rascal well,”” he exclauned,
hardly sble to speak, ‘‘ and if it had not
been for him, wo should have been ablo
|to leave Berlin and gain the frontier
before war was declare'l between Brnitain
and Germany. But I would have over-
looked all that f the cur had not in-
sultsd mv brother, and drenched him
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with water as he lay unconecions at my
food, "

The  governor  qguestigned  George
cinsely, sharply, banding his atern eye<
upon him the while, |

Kittz waa then called upon to give his
vermon of the affair,

And how he lied!

LI LJBKARY

Valish brute, whose constant study was
bruality. _

" Had the sergcant or  cither of his
men seen the water throwing?”’ acked

the governor.

They, lyving, declared that they had
not.

And :0 the governor and his under-

(icorge stood like a man stricken tojofficials made up their mings.

stone, hardly able to comprchend that

The confercnce between them was of

anv _human being ocould so pervert the [the briefest.

truth as this lying hound did then.

Ktz declared that he had every reason |tention.

to beleve that George Gray and his

hrather were spies in the pay of Britain: |court,” declared the governor,

iy, he had
‘thm reason

. wat he, acting as
patriot,

had denounced them

t.» London.

He deposed that when George Gray
bore his brother into the guardroom,
whero he was scated the night before, he
Lad opemly insulted the German flag, re-

George Gray was told to stand at at-
He drew himself stifiy up.

“It is the unanimous opinion of this
eveinys

roof of it, and it was for |himn fixedly. *‘ that vou are guilty of the
a  true |series of cowardly assaults and the at-
to the |tempted murder with which you
anbhoritics and so provented their roturn |charged.

are
We belicve that the Over-
warder Kulz behaved with every oor-
sideration. And since it 1s necessary o
maintain a rigid discipline in our intern-
ment prisons and camps during the war.a
severe cxample will have to be made. 1f

vilad the Kaiser, and threatened him with fthis wero any other but o first case, wo

parsonal violence unlew he fetched food
and water instantly.

“1 went for the water becanse T am
humane and hate to sco a fellow-being
«iffer,”” whined the hypoarite. ¢ 1.in-

1 uded to give the fainshed boy a drink, | ufternoon

should order you to be shot. As it is,
ceven acting with the greatest leniency.
we cannot order a lesser senteixce than
that you be taken back to your cell, and
that at tho hour of four-thirty i tho
you be conducted to the

bt the prisoner "—and ho pointed at|parade ground, and there triced up.
Licorgre, ugh he dared not look intef Your fellow-prisoners will bo assembled
the footballer's eyvea—-*‘ snatched the pail jto sce the sentence ocarried out, and the
from my hand, and threw it over his|justice of the case will be met by the

Lirother instead. He then tried to bramn | administration

me with tho rifle, but I dodged the blow,
anixdl the butt wae shivered on the floor.
Then he attacked me—with the violence
vou sce.”’

The officers of the court studied t‘ho}

battared face, wbterinlg unts ‘of ayn-
pshy. and George felt that the ground
was slipping away from under hin,

“It's all rios." o oried. ‘' Every word
that blackguard uttors is a lie.”

Then
(George Gray and his brother to the
guardroomn, were examined.

Tho soldiers and the
sullen and sulky.

haps for that reason sasd not:hin&
the prisoner, though thoy on
hu.n.dp

would not expose Kutz's lies.
** The prisoner had shown great vio-
lonce,”’ they deposed. ‘* Ho attacked

them, sending them flying; oh, ves, and
his blows had hurt. It was a mercy
sonie of them wore not killed., But then
the prisoner was. a  great . footbulling

of onc¢ hundred lashes
with the cat——" X
’ A hoarze cry burst from George Gray's
ipns.

“The cat! Would you dare to use
tho cat on me?” he shouted furiously.

‘“ Remove the prisoner.”

It's a black-

ose who had accompanied

sorgeant were
Each bore marks of
Gray's prowess upon his face, and per-
to help
e other

“It's a vile injustice.
guardly shame,” roared George in a
frenzy, iaking as if to leap at his judge.
But the soldiers closed in on him. Hec
was roughly seized, and in spite of his
frenzied struggles rendered powerless,
‘- Kutz,”' he shrieked as they bore himn
none too gently away, ‘‘one of the:e
days I'll have your life for this!”

And then he was forecibly flung along
the corridors, and up and down the stairs,
back to the cell from which they’d taken
khim, and hurled roughly into it.

The door clanged to, the key was
turned, an'l the bolts shot home, and he
was left to his bitter and agomsed re-
ficctions.

(Con tinued on p. iii of cover.)
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BITTER REFLECTIONS.

HE agony of mind which George

. Gray suffered after the court-

martial was almost unendurable.

He had been tried, convicted,

condemned, and was about to be

punished owing to the lying of Frederick

Kutz, as despicable and low-down a
scoundrel as ever lived.

When he visualised the brutal face of
the man, with its thin, cruel lips, un-
fathomable and small, cunning eyes, the
stalwart footballer wondered, as he paced
up and down his cell, up and down, how
he had ever come to trust the rascal.
Such a face, had it belonged to an
Englishman, would have put most men
¢n their guard; but when it belonged
to a German—

George Gray groaned aloud at his
stupidity 1n the past. Envy, hatred.
malice, revenge, injustice, and an un-
measurable meanness made up the scoun-
drel’s character, and on this man’s sworn
t:stimony he was to suffer the humilia-
tion of a public flogging. What Kutz
h'ad done mattered not at all. His
brutaiity to Jack Gray was ignored.

George paced his cell, rent with an
inpotent fury that was worse than tor-
ture to him. 1If only he could lay his
hands upacn the villain again—if only he
could! He would be almost content to
die if only he could take the rascal with
him to eterunity, and fling him down to
the bottom of the flaming pit to which
the rascal was assuredly doomed.

When he had walked until he had ex-
hausted himself, Jack flung himself down

cn his plank bed and buried his face 1 |

his hands, a feeling of utter dejection
f'}cceeding the rage that had consumed
im.

H:s loneliness became almost unbear-
able. If only there were someone he
could talk to! If only they would let him
see his brother Jack!

Moody and sullen he sat for a long
while, then started to his feet, and, going
to the docr, kicked it savagely. _

Thud, thul, thud, thud! his boots
rang against the strong, iron-sheeted
door until at last a warder came hurry-
inz up and slid the grating back.

Two glinting eyes glared at (George.

“ Ach, thunder and lightning!”’ roared
the owner. ‘“ Will you stop that noise?

If not, I'll see that you have another
‘Qanudrsy ‘cches added to the dose that's
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going to be served out to yon in the
vard!”’ '

“1don’t care a straw what punishmers
IS given me.”’ answered George reck-
lessly. ““ If T don’t talk to somebody, 1
shall go mad!”’

“ What you want, eh?”

“To be trcated like a human being—
not like a dog!”

The German grinned.

‘““ You are a prisoner of war. We Ger.
mans are thorough—thorough in our love
as well as in our hate. It’s our duty to
hate all enemies of the Fatherland. I
can’t help you. I don’t know that 1
would if I could.”

‘““ HHow many men like that blackguard
Kutz are there at the gaol?”

The warder frowned.

““ You mustn’t talk like that!’ he pro-

tested. ‘‘ Kutz is an over-warder, and
1)

“T don't care a straw for his rank!
He’s a worse blackguard than your
Kaiser! I know the willain. He de-
nounced me and my brother Jack, who
were always good to him, so that ne
coul steal our luggage. And even when
we're confined here, and he’s set in guard
above us, the coward 1s scared to death
of us!”

The German glanced fearfully about
him, then said in a whisper:

‘““ Ah, none of us hike Kutz!
would you have? It is our duty to chey
orders. Take my advice, Englishman,
and submit to the discipline of the prison.
You'll get better treatment if you do.”

George’s heart swelled within him.

‘‘ Better treatment?”’ he howled. ¢ We
are treated like dogs—all of us!”

‘“ As you English treat our Germans
in England !’

“ On my life, no! We play the game'
We have a code of honour in Br:tain. [
wish that every German would copy rt!”

“ Well, well, I can’t stay here talking
to you! T should Be punished if they
caugcht me at it. I'm sorry for you,
Englishman. I know that Kutz deserved
what he got. I'd save you from the flog-
ging if 1 could, but "

He shrugged his heavy shoulders,
nodded with a Sphinx-ike smile at
George, and then snapped the wicket to.
George stood stock-still, listening to his
retrcating footsteps until he could hear
them no more, and then walked back to
his Led, en to which he flung himself,

(Ccntinued ocverleal)

But what
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torn with a tumult of t_amotions that
threatened to ovorwholn_l him. '
But gradually he quieted down. His

bricef conversation with the warder, which
went to prove that all Huns are not the
same, and that some spark of humanity
exists 1n _the composition of certain units
of the “hated race, served to calm him,
and presently he sank into a peaceful
doze.

AT THE FLOGGING BASE. |
GEORGE was awakened by the tramﬁ

of iron-shod boots in the stohe

corridor, the sound of voices, the

ringing of a German command,
the thud of rifle-butts upon the stone
floor, the shooting of bolts-and the turn-
ing of the key within the lock.
. He knew what the sounds meant. The
military escort had come to take him to
the place of punishment; and, starting
erect as the cell door swung wide, he
braced himself to meet his fate.

An officer swung into the cell, followed
by four soldiers’ in' field-grey, bearing
rifles with bayonets fixed.

There was scarcely room for them all.

“ Remove the prisoner!” commanded
the lieutenant, scowling at George.

They did. not give him time to leave
the cell of his own accord, but one of
the men flung him violently forward by
the simple expedient of seizing him by
the scrufl’ of the neck and jerking a knee
violently into the small of his back.

liosing his balance, George tumbled
against the officer, who struck him a

savage blow in the face, accompanying-

the punch with an oath.
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Thrown again off his balance, the un-
fortunate prisoner lumbered against an-
other 'of the guards, who sent him stag-
gering into the passage, at the same time
driving the butt-end of his rifle against
George’s ribs.

The footbhaller saw red. Murder was
in his heart and flashed from the fire in
his eyes.

With a cry, he prepared to hurl him-
self at the callous brutes, but somehow
or other he was not given the chance.

v He was jerked.round; swung to the
centre of the corridor; the. guards. took
their places besidep before and behind
him, and the word to march was given.
In_a moment they- were swinging on-

.ward, to the ring. of the measured boot-

strokes, and George had no option but
to accompany them.

. Did he deviate so much as an inch from
the place allotted to him, helwas brought
to order by rifle-butt or bayonet. And,
worse than all, he had to endurc the
malicious and self-satisfied smile of the
officer in connmmand of the escort.

Not to be able to retaliate, that was
worse than all. "With.an effort at self-
vontrol, he, strodc.cnward with head set
back, and shoulders squared, with firm
step,.and unflinching nien. And so they
passed out, of the prison building, swuag
down a flight of steps, and reached the
parade ground, or excrcise yard.

The late afternoon was warm The
sheltered space seemed to hold the heat
of the day. As he (mérged from the
semi-darkness of the Dbuilding into tho
open George looked about him.

(To be continued.)
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