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2  FOR YOU AND ME!

Another Rippling Rhyme, | o

For you and me the brave boys go to face a grim and ruthless toe, to 5-:1
fight in darkness, heat, or snow— for You and Me ! -

They break off all their cherished ties, they say, perhaps, their last ¢
. good-byes, to’suffer under foreign skies— for You and Me !

Ly
ky
" They leave the safe and peaceful grind ; they go, their country’s nced E,
=
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in mind; and lcave the homes they love behind—  for Yea and Me !

We're free to count in- peace our hoard, our packages in bank vaults
stured, because our men took up the sword— for You and Me !

For You and Me !

Are we 50 small that we would dodge the counsry’s call to HELP
the boys who fight and fall for You and Me? Oh, let us to the 3
Tank Bank go, and buy the BONDS that BOMR the foe, for the

.t sake of the dear, brave boys who go for You and Me! a
le
=
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X WALT MASON.

:‘;'l P.S.—1/ there isw’t a Tank Bank handy go to;the Post Office, to a
L] Stockbroker, or to @ Bank | And if vou don't want War Bonds, buy War -
( Savings Cerlificales—as many as you can and as soon as you can.x <)
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THE NEW FELLOW—HANDFORTH'S
FOLLY—REATL GRIT !

ELSON LEE came out of the Ancient
House at St. Frank’'s and emerged
into the bright sunlizht of the Septem-
ber afternoon. It was a half-holiday,

and a great many of the ‘ellows were already
on the playing-fields. I had a bat tucked
tnder my arm, and was about to start for
Little Side when the guv’'nor appeared.

¢ Oh, Nipper,” said Nelson Lee, beckoning
to me. “ Just a minute.”

Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy Wat-
son were with me, and they accompanied
me to the spot where the guv’nor was stand-
ing. He regarded us smilingly as we came
up.

“T have a little piece of news for you,
Nipper,” he announced. ‘A short while ago
Detective-inspector Lennard rang me up from
Bannington and imparted the triumphant
information that he has secured the men he
has heen after for the past week or so.”

“Good luck to him!"” I said heartily.
‘““ Thoze crooks were the fellows who at-
tacked yvou, weren't they, sir? Did the in-
spector mention anything about that?”

Nelson Lee nodded.

““Yes, Nipper,” he replied. ‘“And it is
quite apparent that my attackers were in no
way connected with the criminals I.ennard has
run down. So that little aftair in the lane
remains a mystery.”

““ Begad!"’ ejaculated Monlie.
the awful bounders—"

“[ am 'quite at a loss, Montie,”” said the
guv'nor. ‘It is just as well to know, how-
ever, that they have nothing to do with
Lennard’s case. Possibly they were merely
footpads. although I did not think so at the
time. We must now await further events."”’

Nelson Lee was referring to a somewhat
startling ipcident which had occurred on
the Saturday of the previous week. Three

BROWNE,

“ Who were
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got away. Our old friend, Detective-ingpec-
tor Lennard, of Scotland Yard, was in the
local town of Bannington, investigating the
mysterious disappearance of a prominent re-
sident. :

The gcuv’nor had suspected that the two
atfairs were connected, but that theory was
now knocked upon the head. I was rather
sorry, because the attack upon Nelson ILee
still remained a mystery.

“What are you <2oing to do, siri I
asked. '

‘* Nothing, Nipper.” smiled thie aus uor.

‘“ Nothing, sir?"’ I echoed.

‘ Exactly—unless something further de-

velops,”’ replied Lee. ““The incident was
really a minor one, and there iz no reason:
for us to suppose that further attacks will
be 'made, But I am delaying vou, boys

““That’s all rieht, sir,”” said Tommy Wat-
son. ‘“ We're only practising this afternoon.
Oh, there’'s that new fellow,” he added, a3z a
Remove junior emerged from the Ancient
House. **Didn't you want to have a word
with him, Nipper?"

“Well, he wanted to have a word with
me, I believe,” I rteplied. “ It's about the
cricket, 1 supnose. De Valerie mentioned
that Browne was rather keen on cricket.”

Nelson Le¢e nodded to us and wenc his
way.

And we approached the fellow who had
just emerged from the Ancient House. He
was a new boy in the Remove—having ar-
rived at the commencement of the now term—
and I hadn’t had much chance oif talkiug
with him.

Browne was not exactly an elezant junior
—so far as clothing went. His features were
rather aristoceratic; but he was undoubtedly
| the most carelessly untidy fellow in  the
Remove, and that's saving a lot. How on

earth he managed to get his trousers so
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bigey waz a mystery.  Sir Montie almoat
«inddered as be cycd Browne -through his
pince-nez. :

** Really, dear fellow,”” he protested, “I'm
not a chap to interfere, bat I feel bound to
put in a word about your clobber.
They're shockin'—especially the trousers!™

‘“What's the matter with them?” said

Drowne cheerfully.

‘“The matter?’’ echoed Tregellis-West.
“Oh, my goodness! What ain’t the mat-
ter? The fact is, Browne, the fellows arec
a!l talkin® about your baggy trousers—-—"'

The new junior grinned.

“Let ‘em talk,”” he intcrrupted calmly.
T don't see that my trousers need worry
anyliody- but myself—and they don't worry
me!’’

** You mustn't take any notice of Tregellis-
West,”” I chuckled. ‘ Trousers are a pet
hohliy of his—-"'

' Really, Nipper!”
mildly.

““1 was going to ask you about the
cricket, Nipper,”” went on Browne. 1 be-
Hoeve you're the Remove skipper, ain’t you?
1 slu:juld like to have a chance, if I'm not
barred—"'

“ Why should you be barrcd?’ 1 asked.

“Well, I'm a new fellow——"

** That docsn’t make auy diffcrence,’”” I put
to. “‘1f you can handle a bat or a ball de-
eently you'll have a chance in House
matches. I don't believe in favouritism. How
did you stand at your last school?'

Browne hexsitaled,

“J—— Well, I didn’t have mnch of a show
there,” he réplidd awkwardly. * The fact is,
the junior skipper was a beastly snob, and
I refused to play in his team. But you're
different, Nipper, and 1 ehall be awfully
plcased if you’ll give me the chance to show
what I can do.” .

“The chance §s yours, my son. You'd
better come along to Little Side this after-
soon.”’ .

** Thanks,”” said Browne. * I'll just run in
and charge into flannels.”

‘* Begad!”’ murmured Sir Monti¢, ‘I hope
your flannels ain't so frightfully haggy as
tbhese, old boy. By .the way, what school
were you at before you came heret’

Browne coloured salizhtly.

‘“ Ob, a rotten hole,’” he replied vaguely.

And, without saying anything further, he
turued and trotted- into the Ancient House.
Bir Montie regarded Tommy and me with a
paincd expression upon his noble features.

‘“ Dear fellows, was that a snub?’’ he asked
snxiously. *““Was I rude in s&skin’ Browne
where he ea from? I shonldn't like him
to think that I'm a curious bounder——"'

‘“ He won't think that, Montie,”” I grinned.
* Rather queer that he should avoid ¢hat
guestion, though. He seems a decent sort,
and, pcrsonally, I don’t care tuppence where
be came from.”

We strolled off to Little Side, Sir Montie
still looking pained. Meanwhile, Browne

Begad! '

protcsted Sir Montie d

F
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satisfaction. Strange noises .. out. in.. the
Triangle caused himn to approach the windoav,
in order to seck the explangtion. .

This was- quite simple. Bdward Oswald
Handforth, of the Remove, was having a
little argument with his study-mates, Church
and McClure. Browne hadn't got used to
Handforth’s little ways yet, and he thought
that slaughbter was about to happen for a few
momentas.

Handforth and Co., however, were merely
engaged in an every-day ‘ raw.”” The cause
of this one was just as trivial as usual.
IHandforth dcclared that he could tbhrow a
tennis-ball over the Ancient House without

hit-t-inﬁ the roof, and Church and McClure
saidt e couldn't. Hence the bheated argu-
ment.

**You'll have one of the prefects down on
you, you fathead!’ snapped McClure.
** Throwing tennis-balls over the zchool ain’t
allowed——"'

‘“ What does that matter?' snorted Hand- .
forth. ‘“ Rules were made to be broken,
weren’t they? You just watch me!”

He seized the ball firmly, and, as a pre-
liminary, proceeded to give a gymnastic dis-
play, waving his arms about in the most
astonishing manner. Finally, the ball soared
aloft, yards wide of the intended mark, and
hit the old clock-tawer. It bounded back,
rolled down the sloping roof, and lodged in
the gutter. CoL

‘““Well, I'm jiggered!”' ejaculated Hand-
forth. ‘* How did that happen?”

“ What’s the good of asking silly ques-
tions!”’ snapped MecClure. ‘It serves you
right for being so jolly obstinate. We ahall
have to go and borrow Warren's ladder now

“ Rot!" said Handforth. ‘1 can climb up
that ivy, I suppose? It won’t take me $wo
ticks to get that ball down. You keep your
eyes skinned for prefects!”

Church and McClure looked seared.

‘“ Look herc, Handy, you can’t climb that
ivy,” protested Church warmly. “ It won’t
bear the weight of a hulking great fellow
like you—"'

‘““Are you calling me hulking?” roared
Handforth.

*“ Well, ain’t you?”

“Why, you—you—"'

‘““Oh, don't start scrapping!’ . snapped
McClure. ‘“ You weigh two or three stone
more than I do, and if you climb that ivy
you'll come a frightful cropper—and break
your neck, I expect!”

Handforth regarded his chums pityingly.

¢ And that’s all the confidence you've god
in your leader!’’ he said, with bitter sar-
casm. ‘“My only hat! I'll show you
whether I ean climb that ivy or not, you
unfaitbful bounders!’® .

And Handforth stalked towards the bufld«
ing, leaving Church and McClure gazing ab
one another rather helplessly. Arriving undeg
the ivy, Handforth gazed upwards.

The gutter was certainly a long way up—

ghanged into flanpels vith te'eliggs- of great] and i seemed to get further and furthes
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away as Handforth prepared to ascend the
ivy. But he had committed himself now—
and Handforth never turned back.

Church and McClure ran up hreathlessly.

‘“ Don't do it, Handy!"’ exclaimed McClure
huskily.

‘“ Rats!"" sald Handforth.

He continued his e¢limb obstinately. He
knew well enough that it was a risky pro-
ceeding, but to turn back now would be un-
dignified—and Handforth’'s Qdignity was a
weird and wonderful thing.

A head appeared from one of the dormi-
tory windows, further along. It helonged to
Browne, and he watched the proceedings
with interest. - The sunny Triangle was de-
serted, except for Church and McClure and
one or two fags in the distance.

*“ What's the game?” asked Browne in-
terestedly.

“ Why, that silly ass is climbing up to the
gutter!” called buck McClure. *“ We told
him not to—"'

“ He'll break his neck!” declared Browne.

‘“You mind your own business!"”’ roared
Handforth, who had been listening to the
conversation. ‘‘I don't see why you should
interfere, you new bounder!”

**I'm not interfering,” said Browne. ‘“I'm
just looking on. Better mind how you go,
old chap. I shouldn't look down, if [ were
you. Hold on tight, and domn't take any
notice of us!"’ I

This advice was quite excellent, and Hand-
forth, although he wanted to say a lot, felt
that it would be wise to give all his atten-
tion to the task. The ground seemed to be a
terrible distance below him already.

““ Oh, there’s no danger!' he told himself
obstinately. )

Handforth waa not lacking in pluck and de-
termination. Whatever his faults—and they
were legion—he was not a coward. And he
continued his climb resolutely and with as
much doggedness as though the matter were
one of life or death.

The ivy was naturally thinner near the
top; but Handforth met with no mishap
until he actually reached the gutter. He
grasped it, and made a grab at the ball.

It was probably that grab which caused the
catastrophe, for Handforth always did things
in a reckless fashion. Anyhow, his feet
parted from the ivy and dangled in mid-
air. The gutter was not cxactly flush with
the wall, but slightly overhanging: conse-
quently Handlorth was now suspended merely
by his fingers.

““ Oh, my only hat!’’ he gasped.

“ Hang on, you ass!'’ shouted MeClure
shrilly. *“ Don‘t jerk your feet about like
that—get a grip on the ivy again!”

This advice was perfectly unnecesaary, for
Handforth was making frantic efforts to re-
cover. But, try as he would, he could not
find any footing. Very fortunately the gut-
toer was immensely strong, and there was no
fear of it breaking away.

“I—I say,” gasped Handforth. * Lend—
lend a hand, you fellows! [ can't find the

giddy 1vy again!  Oh, mv goodnesa’
arms are nearly torn out already!”’

A few wminutez hefore Handforth's clinms
had becen prepared to laugh, but now they
were  thorouchly frightened. Handforth’'s
position wias extremely rserious. If he re-
lensed his grip he would fall sheer, and
seriou3 injury would result—probably death.

Something had to be done —quickly.

““Oh, corka!"” panted McClure., * We'd het-
ter rush for Warren's ladder. Old Haady
will kill himsel{—-"

‘* Make haste, you yelled Haud-
forth frantically.

There was a note of sheer alarm in hia
voice, and his chums dashed away at full
speed. But, even while thev were running
they were fully aware of the fact that their
efiorts would be useless, Warren's ladder
was right at the bottom of the playing-fieldas,
and it couldn’t poasibly be brought into th»
Triangle under ten minutes.

My

aszeq!’”’

And it wounld be almost impossible for
Handforth to hang on all that time. But
there was nothing else to be done. and

Church and MecClure sped like the wind.
“ Help!" muttered Handforth desperately.
“Oh, I ean’t hang on here! Help—help!"”

‘““ Hanz on, old chap!"” came a firm voic>.
“T'll lend you a hand!"’

Browne, the new fellow, left tlie dormitory
window and dashed into another room
further alonz the passage—he didn’t know
whose it war, and he didn't care. Ths win-
dow was almost immediately beneath Hand-
forth. Brown flung up the sash, and his fuce
was grimly set.

““ Hang on!"’ he called again.

And then, grasping the ivy, he commenced
climbing with such agility that he proved
himself to be a fine athlete. And the dang>e
in this enterprise was considerable.

Browne climbed up like a monkey, until at
last he was hetween the wall of the Anrcicut

House and the dangling Handforth., By
this time the news had sped round, and
crowds of fellows were rushing into the
Triangle.

“ Great Scott! It's Browne!"’ yelled somos
body.

* Come down. yon ass!'!"”’

“You'll get killed!'™

‘““ Don't take any notice of those fatheads!™
said Browne steadily. * Do you think )ou
can hold on if 1 take the weight off your
legs, ‘Handforth? I e¢xpect they’tl have a
ladder here econ—-—"' _

“My—my fingers are slipping
panted Handforth faintly.

““ All right! Let me take some of your
weight!"’

The new boy obtained a firm grip with
his feet and right hand. Then he thrust out
his left hand, and drew HRandforth towards
him, bolding him firmly, and relicvind the
strain,

“ That bhetter?” he asked breathlessly.

‘““ Not—not much!"’ panted Handforth. ** Oa.
what an ass I was to get up here! 1 -1 say,
Browne —"'

already !
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“ Well?"’

“* You'd hetter get down!’ muttered Hand-
forth. **If you ain't careful you'll slip, and
then we shall both be done for! I1I—I can’t
hang on any longer. You get down whlle
you're safe!”’

This was rather plucky of Handforth. He
knew very well that not a soul on earth couid
help him except Browne ; and yct he had told
the new junior to get down! The truth was,
Handforth believed that hc¢ would involve
Rrowne In disaster as well as himself.

'* Look out!"’ he muttered. " 1'm—I'm going
to drop!”

‘“Don’t be an ars!’’ snapped Browne. ‘* Let
RO gradually; and I'll try to hold you. Once
vou've got a grip on the ivy (ou’ll be all
right. Don‘'t drop suddenly—'

andforth's po-ition was too despcrate for
Liim to offer any further objection. He drew
his breath in and released his hold. It was a
critical moment. and just for a second it
seemed as though both boys would fall to
Jestraction.

A gasp of horror went up from those below.

1 had arrived upon the rcenc by this time,
and I stood with several other Removites,
watching helplessly. There was no time for
us to do anything—it all happened within a
few seconds.

Browne was evidently strong, for he held
Handforth during that eritical moment, and
the latter madc a frantic grab at the ivy,
sccured a hold. and clung there.

“ Thank goodness!' 1 muttered.
nearly— Oh!"”

Hindforth had been saved, but the extra
strain upon Browne had been disastrous. The
vy roots gave way bemeath his right haund
just as Handforth found security.

There was a rip, and the ucw bhoy fell. He
nude a frantic effort to save bhimself, and
partially succeceded, for he grasped a firm
root and hang on. But this, too, gave way
vuder the enormous strain. And Browne
dropped sheer. o e

He bit the gronnd with a thud, rolled over,
aud lay still.

. Just for a moment there was complete
silence. Evervbody stood rooted to the spot
with horror. And theg the spell was broken,
and we rushed up.  Sir Montie and I flung
ourselves down beside Browne.

** Dash indoors for  |lhelp!” 1
*Get——" .

**That's all right, old chap!"’ exclaimed
Browne, sitting up and gtinning weakly. ** No
need to make @ u‘:-aap,ygr .8 trifle. I'm only
bruieed and scratehed.

““It was

pantecd.

"' Begad! 1 thought -you were smashed all
w ! e

Browne rose to Hl§ feet and felt himaelt
critically.

‘* Nothing broken,'’ he said calmly. *‘1f 1
LWad tumbled right from the gutter I should
hnve been just about fit for hospital; but 1
didn’t fall balf that distance. Where's Hand-
forth?"”

Edward Oswald was swinging hastily down
the ivy, and the very moment he touched the
ground h~ rushed up and grabbed Browne's

!

THX - NELSON LELE ‘L'TBRARY

hand. His face was flushed now and his eyes
were abining. o
‘“ Are—are you burt?’’ he gasped hoarsely.
‘ Nothi'n%to speak of.”’
_ ' Thank Heaven!' said Handforth, swallow-
ing something. ‘‘'By GQGeorge! Youre a
brick, Browne—you’re a sturner! I—I—
Hang it allx wbat the dickepns can I say to
thank you?’

Browne grinned.

**1 don’'t need thanking,” be said. “1 was
up at the window, so I thought 1 might as
well lend a hand.” .

‘“ You’ve got real grit, Browne,”” I said
admiringly. ‘[ don’'t suppose you’ll be much
good for cricket this afternooh.”

“Try me and see!"’ said the new hoy
promptly.

His coolness rather surprised ns. Some-
body started a cheer—it was McClure, 1
belicve—and the fellows responded with a
will. But Browne looked alarmed. |

‘I say, don't yell!”’ he protested. ‘' Yguw’ll
have a whole erowd of prefects coming down
on us, and then we shall get into hot water
;or .climbtng up that ivy. Don’t make a

uss!”’ .

‘*“ My dear chap, you deserve a medal!' 1
exclaimed warmly °* And the thing which
surprises me more than anything is that you
should be In one piece! Are you sure your
legs ain’t broken?’’ | S

rowne fully eatisficd us upon that peint.
But it was certainly a remarkable escape—a
sheer piece of luck., Other fellows might
bave half-killed themselves.

Browne, of the Remove, had shown us that
he was essed of real grit—and it was
universally recognised that he was made of
the right stuff.

CHAPTER 1I. |
SIMOX LEGQA, TEE MISER—A SCRAP WITH THBE
HOGS—QUFEER GRATITCDE |

cricket, but that fall had affected
him more than he would admit. and
he was somewhat shaky. However, 1
Handforth invited him to tea in Study D,
and that meal was a gorgeons one. Edward
Oswald always had pienty of money, and he
special spread. With regard to pocket-money,
though, Browne appeared to have unlimited
supplies of his own.
sneered at Browne’s untidinese, but the
lecader of the Nuts was very curious councern-
ing Browne's financial resources. He received
secretive concerning bimself—and this was
rather strange, for he was an qpen, honest
fellow in every way.
decided to stroll down to the viliage. There
were ooe or two purchases he wished tq
mwake, and the evening was glorious. '

ROWNE showed up pretty well at the
could see that he would be a useful man.
spent a large amount in providing a very

Fullwood, who was a great dandy, openly
no satisfaction, however, for Browne was very
After tea Tregellis-Weet and Watson. and 1
Our little run was destincd to prove some-
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what exciting—although we had not sallied
out in search of trouble.

Just before we got to the old bridge which
crossed the River Stowe we sighted a curious
figure walking down the road some little way
ahead. It was the ficure of an old man, bent
and almost deformed. He walked by the aid
of a huge stick, and his clothing was mainly
composed of old-fashioned rusty black gate-
rial, which looked as though it had been dug
out of his grandfather’s chest.

‘“ Queer old bird!"’ remarked Tommy Wat-
son. ‘I don't remember having seen him
about Bellton before. Who is he?"”

‘““No good asking me,”” I replied. * He
looks like the grandfather of the oldest
inhabitant! Just notice his beard! Why, it
reaches nearly to his waist!"

The old fellow turned into a side road, but
al) we were passing he came to a halt,
looked round, and shook<his stick at us
aggressively. And his wrinkled old face was
expressive of anger.

‘* Begad!'’ said Sir Montie. ‘ What have
we done, dear fellows?'’

‘“I suppose hc mistakes us for somebody
else,” I replied. ‘‘ He can't have a grudge
agai{\st us, anyhow. Hallo! Here's Brew-
ster!’’

Brewster and Ascott and Glynn, of the
River House School, were sauntering along
the village street, and they spotted us at the
eame time as we noticed them. And they
came forward at a trot.

Brewster and Co. were old pals. They
belonged to Dr. Hogge’'s Select Academy,
and werée decent fellows. The majority ot
the River House boys were snobs and cads,
but Brewster and his chums were true blue.

They greeted us warmly, for we had not
met since the beginnin%bof the new term.
And after some little
connected with our recent trip to
Pacific, 1 turned to another matter.

‘“ Did you see that old chap with the long
beard?’’ I asked. ’

‘“ Whot Old Legg?'' asked Brewster.

‘““Is that his name?’’ I said. * He shook
his stick at us.”

Brewster and Co. grinned.

““0Old Simon Legg shakes his stick at
every schoolboy he meets,’’ said Glyn. ** He's
a bit cranky, you know, and the village
people call him a miser—"'

‘“ A miser!”’ echoed Sir Montie. ‘' That's
awfully surprisin’—it is, really. He doesn’t
seem to be worth a penny, you know. But
" misers are always like that, ain’t they?”

‘“1 expect it's only a yarn,”’ I remarked.

“I'm not so sure of that,”” said Brewster.
*0Old Simon Legg came' to the village six or
seven weeks ago—soon after our schools
broke up for the holidays. He’s bought that
old cottage on the fhoor.”

** That ramshackle place that stands by
itself¢’’ I_asked.

** Yes; but it isn't ramshackle any longer,”’
replied the River House fellow. * Old Legg
must have a lot of money, because he’s spent
quite a pile on that cottage.

the

repaired and made new, and he’'s had a high! now, and were crowding round old

nversation, mainly |
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fence built completely round the cottage and
garden."’

“ A whacking big fence, too.”’ put in Glynn.
“TI'll bet it's ten feet high if it's an inch.
And the only way in is through a small door
made in the fence itself; and the old chap
keceps it locked as thousgh there were millions
of pounds inside. Why, there are two huge
locks on that little door!™

1 suppose a man has a right to fence
his property in if he wants to,”” I remarked.
“8till, it's jolly queer. And why doe: he

1iashake his stick at boys in that way?"

‘“ Goodness knows!"' said Brewster. *‘‘ Some
of the village kids have stuck their tongues
out at him, and all that sort 8f thing; but
I don’t believe they did ‘it until he started
them off. He's half-loony, I believe. He
lives all by himself, and won’'t allow another
soul within the enclosure.”

‘““ Begad! Somethin’ of a mystery,” said
8ir Montie languidly. ** It's rather interestin,
ain’t it. I can sce Handforth nosin’ about
when he hears this. Handforth's a fright-
fully curious chap.’"’

We walked into the villace, Brewster and
his chums accompanying us. And. having
made our purchases, we stralled back slowly
in the dusk, telling our friends all about, our
exciting adventures in the Pacific. They Were
greatly interested. of course, and for a few
moments we didn't realise the significance of
certaim shouts and yells of laughter whict
came to our ears.

Then Glynn uttered an angry snort.

‘““ The—the rotters!” he shouted. ‘‘ Look
there!” .

I broke off, and stared down the road.
Four or five boys were throwinz clods of
earth at somebody just a little distance
ahead, barring his path. The fellows, 1 saw
at once, were Wellbourne and Co.. the
deadly rivals of Hal Brewster.

The Hon. Aubrey de Vere Wellbourne was
the leader of that set of boys known at the
River House School a3 ‘' The Honourables.'*
They were snobs and prigs of the first water,
and in order to distinguish themselves
Brewster and his chums had termed them-
selves ‘ The Commoners."”” Same measure of
this sort had been really necessary.

‘* What are the cads up to?"’ asked Wat-
son.

‘““ Why, they're pelting somebody! I[t's old
Legg!"’ exclaimed Brewster wrathfully. “1
say, that’s a bit too thick! Pelting an old
chap like that with clods of earth!”

*“ Just like Wellbourne!' growled Ascott.

Brewster looked at me quickly.

‘““ Are you—are you game——"'

‘“For a scrap?'’ I asked.

‘“Yes."

*“Count us in!" [ said promptly. * Well-
bourne and Co. are as much our enemies as
yours, and we’'l! lend a hand with pleasure.”

‘““ Begad! Rather!"”

Ther2 was something particularly caddish
in hustling an old man as Wellbourne and (Co.

It's all heen] were doing. For they had gone a step farther

Simon
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Legg and forcing him towards the half-dried
duck-pond, which lay near by.

The old fcllow’s hat and stick had been
taken from him and he was helpless in the
grlp of the yelling lionourables. It was evi-

eantly their intention to force him into the
mud of the pond.

*“Old miser!"” yclled the Hon. Cyril Coates
jecringly.

** You—you young varmints—"'

** We'll spoil your rippin’ clothes—what?”’
said Wellbourne, with a vicious chuockle.
“It's a wondah you ain’t kicked out of the
village, you ragged old boundah!”

“I'll have the law on ye!” exclaimed
Simon Le'g.g shrilly. *“ 1'Il> have ye put in

prison—-
** Ha, ha, ha'"”
‘* Hustle him into the pond!”’
“Go ft!'"”’

“Yes, you'll go it!’ exclaimed Brewster
hotly, as we ran towards the group. °° By
jingo! We’'ll duck the cads themselves!”

Brewster was enthusiastic, and he did not
realise that there would be a difficulty. There
were six of us, and five of the enemy. We
could casily put them to fight, but as for
ducking them—well, there was not much
prospeet of such a pleasant interlude.

“ You awful rotters!” roared Brewsfcr, as

we whirled op
The Honourables ceased their efforts
abruptly. They had been 80 occupied in

their caddish act that they had failed to
observe our approach. And now, when they
turned, it wae too late for them to flee.

** Oh, goodness!"’ gasped Coates in alarm.
‘ Look hcah, we don’t wamt any inter-
ference from you!’ roared Wellbourne, back-

ing away. ‘* Mind your own bally business. 1f
you touch—"’
** Youn varmints — young varmiots!’’

croaked the old man.

The mext moment an exciting tussle was
taking place. Brewster had selected Well-
bourne, and the pair were fighting hammer-
and-tongs. I had very little dificulty with
Coates, and Tommy Watson knocked out
the Hon. Bertram Carstairs in about two
eeconds.

The rcst of us didn't have much of a show.
for after a very sliort space of time three
of the cads had fed. Sir Moutie was greatly
indignant. He badan't had a chance at all.

**1 say, it's frightfully rotten!" he pro-
tested. 1 was goin’ for one of those cads,
"but he bunked! When you've done with
Wellbourne, Brewster, 1'll—— Begad! That's
the way!"”

Brewstcr was forcing the Hon. Aubrey
towards thc pond, and I was performing
thc eame manceuvre with Coates. And a
minute jater the pair of them floundered
helplcssly into the mud. It wasn't deep,
but it was appallingly sticky.

** Ha, ha, ha!”

** Make 'em sit in it!" roared Watson.

" You beastly boundahs!”’ raved Well-
bourne. * Just you wait——"

" No rced to wait!" grioged Broweter.

“ This is where you get it in the neck, my
son!’’

The Hon. Aubrey attempted to emerge from
the pond, but Brewster and Glynn hurled him
back, and he sat down in the mud with a
sickening squelcir which half buried him.

‘“la, ha, ha!”

‘“Oh, my only hat!”
‘* This is worth quids!’

Wellbourne and Coates were allowed to
crawl away at last. But their glorious white
flannels were white no longer. And the odour
which arose from the mud was in no way
gratifying. Even Wellbourne's chums shrank
away froun him as he joined the group higher
up the road.

We turned our atfention to the aged Mr.
Simon Legg.

The old chap was standing near by, glaring
at us as though we were the culprits. Hie
face was almost hidden behind the grey
whiskers and bushy eyebrows, but his eyes
gleamed strangely.

“ Hope you're not hurt, Mr. Legg?” 1
asked politely.

** Mind your own business, boy!” rasped
the old man. “ Where's my stick, bey?
Where's my cap, you young dog?”’

“I'll ind them, sir,”’ I said, still polite.

Mr. Legg’s shortness of temper was excus-
able, and I didn't forget tbat he was
ecceptric. But Brewster had retrieved the
c'::.p.k and Sir Montie followed him with the

ick.

**Glad to have been of some service, Mr.
Legg,”’ said Brewster.

The old man snatched the eap viciously,
growling something under his breath. -~ And
thea BSir Moatie graciously handed over the
stout walking-ltick‘_, accompapied by onme of
his best smiles. -

* We're frightfully pleased to have been of
some service, sir.”' he said, beaming. ‘* Those
awful cads—"'

““Drat  ye, boy!" croaked Simon Legg
barshly.

‘* Begad! I—-"'

‘ Interfering young dogs—that's what ye
arei" rasped the old man, spatching the
stick.

He grasped it in his horny bamd, swung it
aloft, and brought it down heavily upon 8ir
Montie’s noble back. The next second I re-
ceived a painful cut myself.

“ Look here——" 1 began wrathfully.

“Oh, really!"” protested Tregellis-West.
‘“I decline to he whacked—-"

‘“ Get -ye gone!” .shouted Simon Legg, rais-
ing his stick. ‘' Ye young varmints' Shoo!
Shoo! Get ye goune!’’' »

And, still waving his stick, the o!/d man
shuffled along the lane, ** shooing '’ as though
we were chickens. We watched him, onr
feelings being somewhat mixed.

Sir Montie wriggled painfully.

** Dear fellows, some reOple have amazin
w:_xl{;l of expreuin' gratitude,” he remarked
mildly.

* dratitude!” 1 growled. “If T see Well-
bourne and thoee other cads interfering with

gasped Brewster.
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old Legg again, I'll—I'll let 'cm interfere to
their hearts’ content!’’
‘“ Rather!’’ agreed Brewster warmly. * The
old rotter doesn’'t descrve to be rescued!”
And we glared after the ungrateful Mr.
Simon Legg with cxpressions which were the
reverse of friendly.

et a—

CHAPTER III.

THE MYSTERY OF THE MOUNT—NELSON LEE’S
PROMISE—AN INVESTIGATION.

UBBS, thc page-boy of the Ancient
House, opened the door of Nelson

L.ee's study in responsc to a cheerful
‘“Come in.”” He
master busy at his desk

‘“ Well, Tubbs?'’ asked Nelson Lee,

‘““ A gentleman to see you, sir,” said the
page-boy, stepping into the room and lay-
ing a card upon the desk. ‘’E's waitin’ in
the ante-room, sir.’’

found the House-

The schoolmaster-dctective picked up the

slip of pasteboard and glanced at it some-
what curiously. It bore the namc:

HOWARD RIDGEWAY,

The Mount,
Bellton, Sussex.

Lec remembered the Mount well; it was an
old housc just upon the edgc of Bannington
Moor, quite near to the school, although
virtually isolated from it because of the
dense woods which intervencd. The detec-
tive had visited the Mount on*two or threc
occuasions, but not since the arrival of Mr.
Ridgeway, who was comparatively a ncw-
colmer.

““ Oh, bring Mr. Ridgeway to me at once,
Tubbs,’”” said Nelson Lec, nodding.

“ Yes, sir.” o .

Tubbs departed, and Nelson Lee tidied his
desk somewhat and placed a bex of cigars
handy. It was nol often he had visitors—
especially strangers. Mr. Ridgeway had rc-
sided at the Mount for five or six months,
but Nelson Lee had nevcer spoken to him.

Tubbs ushered him in a few moments later.
Fle proved to be a quiet-looking man of
medium height, with a studious typc of face.
\He wore glasses, and was well groomed.

1 really must apologise, Mr. Lge, for in-
troducing myself in this fashion,” he ex-
claimed, as the detective shook hands and
waved him into a seat. ‘ But my errand is
of an unusual nature, and I shield mysclt
by reazon of that.” " .

«“ My dear sir, your apologies are quite
unnecessary,” smiled Nelson Lee. ‘I have

assed you once or twice in the village, I

elieve?’’
* Frequently,” said Mr. Ridgeway. ‘ But

I did not know, until recently, that you were

the gelebrated private detective of Gray's Inn
Road."

Nelson Lee smiled.

“ The secret was well kept,” he said. “I

do not think it will be vecessary for me to

cxplain my reasons for that little deception,
since you are probably aware of the facte.
They have been going round the village for
quite a while, I believe.”

“1 thought it was merely a villagers® talo
at first.,” said Mr. Ridgeway. “But I m
afraid I am wasting your time; and I am
anxious to have one point scttled, Mr. Lee.
You are a Housemaster in this school, a3 I
am aware, and I scarcely know how {o pro-
ceed. To be blunt, is it possible for m¢ to
consult you—professionally ?"’

‘*There is no law against such a tlinw.
laughed Nelson Lee. '

““Then you arec open to accept a case "’

““It really depends upon the nature of the
casc itself,” replied the great detective. - If
you wish me to travel to the other side of
England I shall be forced to d-cline—-""

“Oh, no! It is quite a local affair.”

“Then there is no reason why we should
not go into the matter,” said Lee. “1 am
quitc ready to work professionally, Mr.
Rideeway, so long as the task does not nccew
sitate prolonged trips abroad.”

The visitor settled himself
and accepted one of
cigars,

““I am an author, Mr. Lec,” he explained,
after a few moments. ‘“That is to sav, I
write fiction--novels and the like. As I write
under another name, you are probably un-
acquainted with my poor eflforts. Just a#
present I am alone at the Mount, my wue
baving been scared away—"*"

“Scared?’” rcpeated Lece, raising his cye
brows.

Mr. Ridgeway nodded.

*“1 find myself compelled to apologisc azain,
Mr. Lee,”” he said. * You will probably wish
me elsewhere when you Iecarn the actual
cause of my mission. Were it not for the
fact that I am a positive disbelicver in the
supernatural, I should not have presumcd to
approach you."”

‘I gather, from your remarks, Mr. Ridge
'_wa);, that your case is onc of—well, haunt
ing?’*

‘ Exactly—exactly!”" said the other.
‘“ Pleasc don't tell me that you are not am
occult expert—I am well awure of the fact.
And I only come to you because I am con-
vinced that some human agency is at work,
although how it is managed I am at a loas
to account for. I was in a difficuity, foe
the police would merely laugh at my story.
Indeed, I am sorely afraid that you wilt be
amused yourself.”

‘“Pleass let me hear the detaijls,” said
the great criminologist, sitting back in his
chair and lazily surveying his visitor from
beneath partially lowered eyelids.

‘“ Well, details are rather lacking,” sald
Mr. Ridgeway. *‘There is really very little
to tell. Ninc people out of ten would de-
clare that the Mount is hauniled. Aes @
matter of fact the previous owner sold me
the housc at a reduced figure becauss the
place had a somcwhat sinister name in thab
respect.”

in his chair
Nelson Lee’s choice
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at St. Frank’s it did not cxclude bhim from
participating in detective work.

Truce, this Rarticulur caa¢c did not seem to
romisc much ficld for iuvestigation, but
Nelson Lee was interested apart from that.
Gihost stories always appealed to him—mainly
because he believed they had some natural
cxplanation.

He vem/.ved his collcge gown and donned a
twecd cap. Then, with a fresh cigar be-
twcen his lips, he accompanied Mr. Ridge-
way out into the Triangle. They were just
in time to see threc highly important mem-
bers of the Remove Form wheeling their
jiggers from the bicycle-shed. Needless to

say, thesc important nages were S8ir
Montie Tregellis-West, Tommy Watson, and
myself.

We were just off to Bannington, having
parted from Brewster and Co. twenty minutes
carlier. Sir Montie had failed to purchase
soimne Kodak supplies in the village, and so
we were off to Bannington.

‘“ What's the guvnor doing with ¢that
chap?’® I remarked critically. ‘“ He's Mr.
Ridgeway, of the Mount, isn’t he?”

“1 don’'t know his name.”” said Watson.
* Getting pally with him, I suppose. Well,
buck up, you slow-coaches. We sha'n’t get
?a'ck before locking-up if we're not care-
u 'li

We cycled out Into the lane, and I saw
that Nelson Lee and Mr. Ridgeway werc
walking in the direction of the mogr. We
fost sight of them in & moment, and Went on
our way.

Meanwhile the guv'nor was intent upon
his mission, and Mr. Ridgceway himself was
animated with satisfaction. He had hardly
hoped to secure the intercst of such a cele-
brated gentleman as Mr. Nelson Lce 80
quickly.

¢ Thjre'c one thing I'm afraid of,”” he re-
marked, as they paced along the dusty
fane. ‘ You'l look round, Mr. Lee, and then
vou'll come to the conclusion that I'm a suf-
fcrer from nerves. You'll probably advisc me
to visit our excellent Dr. Brett.”

Nelscn Lee chuckled.

‘“[ Imardly think #0,”” he replied. * You
dont look like a man who is affected by
nerves, Mr. Ridgeway. The very fact that
you have remained alone In the house night
after night is proof enough that you are
immune in that respect. By the way, you
have no neighbours, have you?'

‘“Not a zonl,”” rcpljed the other. * The
old cottage on the moor Iteelf has lately
been occupicd, but that's quite a distance
away. There is no other residence, large
or amall, nearer than the school.”

** You mentiomed a cottage—"'

‘““Yes, it's fully balf a mile from the
Mount, and down on the moor itself,’’ replied
Mr. Ridgeway. ‘It stood empty for monthes,
but was taken over during the summer by
a qucer old fellow named Legg. He rather
lixes me, I believe, for we often bave a
word together—although he won’t have any-
thing to do with the village pcople.’”

* How long has the old man occupied ti.s
cottage?”

*“ Oh, for six or seven wecks.”

“And when did your ghostly voices com-
mence ?"’

* Well, the first manifestation occurred

nearly three months ago, but they have
grown more frequent of late——"' Mr. Ridg~
way broke off. ** Why, good gracious’' You
don’'t suspect old Simon Legg of having a
band in the busincss, do you”"
. 1 suspect anybody until I prove them
innocent.’”” smiled Lee. * That's rather the
reversec to usual custem; but I have oft-n
found the least likely people to be the
guilty ones.”

“But old Lege is out of the queation——*

‘“Quite possibly,”” agreed Nelwon Lee.
‘“ And your information that the voices made
themselves heard five or six wceeks befnre
he came places him above suspicion. But 1
have always made it a practice to obt+in all
information  possible—whether it bears
directly upon the case or not.”

A few mimites later thc pair arrived at
the Mount. The place was an old one, and
stood upon 3 high bluff overlookinz the wide
expanse of Bannington Moor. The great
stretch of bleak country lay before thc nld
house, providing a splendid view on a clear
morning. To anybody who loved solitude
the Mount was an ideal spot. For, althnugh
Bellton was within an easy walk, the old

lace was absolutely isolated. Practically ne
raific passed its gates from one weck’'s end
to another.

Nelson Lec and his cllent walked up the
gravel path, and the detective found tima
to admire the flowers and thc peatly sect
beds. Mr. Ridgeway ecxplained that garden-
lnﬁ was his recreation, and he employcd a
village lad to do the heavy work.

*“The fact is, Mr. Lee, I like my homa
immcnsely, and I don’t see why I should be
booted out b{ these infernal voices,”” he
rcmarked. ‘It sounds ridiculous, doesn't it?
But upon my soul, a man cannot slcep con-
tentedly if he s constantly annoyed by
mysterinus whispcrings.®’

‘“ Have you tried another bedroom?”

“ My wifc wanted to, but I wouldn’t allow
it,”’ replied Ridgeway. * Hang it all, I don’t
sce why we should be driven out of our own
bedroom! And one is just the same as
another.’”’

They entcred the house, and after a short
chat in Mr. Ridgeway's library they ad-
journed upstairs. The servants were still oo
the premises, of course—they didn’'t objcet
to being there during the day. Trcble salary
wlould not bhave induced them to sleep in the
place.

Upstairs, Nelson Lee examined the bedroom
thoroughly in the fading lixht of the late
summer’s day. He discovered nothing. The
walls were 6exact'ly as Mr. Ridgeway had
deseribcd; the fireplace was a modern one,
and offered conccalment for nothing larger
than a rabbit.

Immcdiately beneath the bedroom was the
library, and above i# a store-room. Under
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no clrenmmstancrs could any haman heing
find cover from which to perpetrate the
whisperings. The dctective did not intcna
to s,end any further time—for such time
woild he wasnted.

“10 1 were a sceptical man, Mr. Ridyce-
way I should assume that your lmaglmtﬂm
had run riot and that the ghostly voicea
were merely andible In your own bhrain,”” he
smiled. ‘* But 1 know that you are an un-
emotional man, and there is something deeprr
in this aflair than appears on the surface."”

** You have arrived at no concluasion?”’

* None whatcver.”’

Mr. Ridgeway's face cxpreseed his dis-
appointment.

“Then 1 have bothercd you to po pur
pose —--"" he hegan.

*By no means,’’ interrupted the delective.
“1 was ahout to ask ynu, my dear siv, 1t
you would ohject to my spending the night
with you."’

“By Jove! You mean that!”’ asked the
uvther cagerly.

“ Of course.’’

“1t's jolly good of you, Mr. Lee, and 1
hope the volces wil get buay,”” said the
owper of the Mount. ‘1 was about to

csd something of the same sort myself
but couldn't pluick up the courage. Thamk
you exceedingly.”’

** Please reecrve your thanks untl I have
earned them,’ naid Lee drily. ' To spend
a night in the bedroom is the only possible
coursc. | must hecar these sounds with my
own cars hefore | can form any clear
opinion. If 1 put in an appearance at cleven
o clock, will that be agreeable?”

** Suit yourself, Mr. lee, suit youreel!™

** Bleven o'clock, then,” sald the detective,
thrusting out his hand. °* Good-bye for the
resent, Mr. Ridgeway. 1 hope we shall
ave better sucovss later on."”

Two ming'tcs later Nelsoon Lee eme
from the hohse and walked briskly down the
gravel path to the gate. 1t was nearly dark
now, and the shadows were hlack bepeath
the thick trece N the Mpe. As Lee walked
towards the school he pandered over what
had just taken pluce.

Although he bad achteved no rcsult he was
hopeful. Mr. Howard Ridgeway's story had
attracted him grea hclor it contained an
;}I:prcnt of mystery which wae entirely to his

ing.

NMe clg‘«:-:ndcd into the holiow which came
before the lovel stretch which led straight
llo tb? school nﬂ. ,fmAn'nld th.fnlrottlli thru;
JID ofong en .. 3o ¢ ant
rushed at hlm.u!'hc attack was en abrupt
that Nelson Lec would bave fared badly had
he becn oft his guard.

Dut he stil remembered that other
attack: and he pow acted with astonishing
swiftness. He was npot caught napping this
time'! fInstead of walting for the unknown
men Lo attack him be epramg forward and
met the fellows squarely.

Crash!

Nelenn Lou's fist drove forcibly into one
man’'s face, and he staggered back with a
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wild yell and cellapied into the dust. Leo
whipped round, thrusting bis foot out at the
same moment. The move was timed beauti-
fully, for a eccond man tripped over the
obstacle and pitched upon his face before
he eouwld recover his balance. And the third
attacker felt the weight of Lee’s fist upon
the aidz of his head. |

** Not quite a success, my friends!”’ smid
Nelson Lee grimly.

* Down him!" saarled ome of the men.

*“1 advise you to hesitate,”’ ssid the detee-
tive, his voice as stcady as a rock. I
happen to have a revolver in my fist, and the
trigger is of the hair variety. It might go
Jff, and then a bullet would he let loase.
My aim is pretty accarate, too!”

‘““ You—you infernally clever brute!®
panted one of the three.

At the same moment he dashed for the
hedge and disappeared through a gap. His
companions took the hint and followed his
example. But not before Nelson Le¢ had
fashed out his electric torch. He just
canght a glimpse of two baffled, scared-
looking faces, and then the menm bad goue.
The detective chuckied and walked on as
though nothing had happened, stowing his
torch away, but retaining the revolver in his
grip. He was fecling satisfled, and with
every reason. The attack had failed before
it had developed.

‘ Quite Interesting—quite enlightening!'’
murmured . “Mr. Ridgeway's ie-
tions are undoubtedly correct. The {fellows
dou’t approve of my visit. By James! Thie
mattcr promiises 0 be most entertrining.
But where have 1 seen that face before?’

He h‘tu. tl;ilniing 3'1 on‘f of the l:e:hlubh.ldt
caught a glimpse of. Vaguely ac
1 bis mind he remembered bhaving seen the
featurcs of that man. It was a dim memory,
sad Nelson Lee was puwizied and alightly
annoyed.

He seldom forgot a face, though he knew
that there was a possibility of his having
been mistaken. Or perhgo be had seen the
man many years before. But where? And in
what connection?

It was tantalising, but rack his memory aa
he would, he counldn’'t place the fellow at all.
But wheun he turned imto the schocl gates
he made a grim resolve to get at the trnth
sooner or fater.

CHAPTER 1V.

HANDFORTH 18 OBSTINATE—THE OLD MOOB
COTTAGE—! AM SUSPICIOUS.

OMMY WATBON glanced at his watch.

* Plenty of time,”” he said. ** We

shall be able to ride bome comfort-

ubly anrd still be all right for lock-
inﬁup.”

e were standing in the old Bannington

High Street, outside the big chemist's p
where Momtie had made his purchases. Our
machines were standing ag the curh,

and the evening shadows were Icngthening.
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We reckoned that we should just be able to
get home before lighting-up. L
‘ Hallo! What arc you chaps doing here?"
The voice was unmistakable, and, turning
round, we found the one and only Edward
Oswald Handforth. He had just dismounted
from his bicycle, and behind him werc the
cver-faithful Church and McClure.

‘“ Just going home, Handy,” I said. *‘‘ We
might as well all bike back together, if
you think you're capable of keeping the
pace!’’

‘“* Why, you ass, I was about to suggest
the same thing!"’ he snorted. *‘ But I was
wondering if you'd care to go at our speed!
I'll show you how to ride a bike—"’

‘“ Begad! Pray don’t trouble, old fellow,”
said Sir Montic. ‘* We don’t nced showin’,
really we don't. An’ the way you ride a
bike”is too frightfully original to be copied

*‘ Look here——'' hcgan Handforth warmly.

‘“‘ Don’'t start fighting in the High Strect,
Handy!”’ I grinned. *‘ Montie would :think
it bcneath his dignity, but he'd put a
decent show, I daresay. And you don’t want
to go back to St. Frank's with a couple ot
black eyes, do you?”

Handforth glared.

‘“If you think Tregellis-West could give
mc a black eye you'rc jolly well mistakcen,”
he said with a sniff.

‘““Dear boy, I wouldn't attempt to do
anythin’ of the sort,”” exclaimed Sir Montlo
mildly. “I'm a peaceful chap, an’ I know
my limitations. But begad! I'm ready to
scrap with you, Handy, if—"'

“That’'s all right!"" eaid Handforth
generously. “I'll let you off this time, only
den’t lct-it happen again!’’

“I'm overflowin’ with gratitude!” 1rur-
mured Sir Montie.

Handforth was apparently wunaware of the
fact that Sir Montie was pulling his leg: it
was. an absurdly easy: task to pull Hand-
forth's leg, because he always took every-
thing literally. .

‘“ Well, let’s be going,”” I said briskly.
| “'IJ Id on,” put in Handforth. ‘' I've got
an idéa—"’ N

‘““ Keep it!” advised Tommy Watson.

“I've got an idea!"’ repeated Handforth,
bestowing a freezing glare upon the inter-
rupter. ‘I suggest that we go home across
the moor instcad of the usual road. What
do you chaps say?’’

‘“ No!”" said the chaps in one voice.

‘“ But you don't undcrstand.”

‘ No nced to understand any more," 1
put in. ‘‘ The moor road is further round
than the other, Handy, and I'm not
particularly anxious to take my jigger over
thosc beastly flints on the moor road. Think
of something better, old chap!”

Handforth was obstinate.

““It won't hurt the tyres,”” ho declared.
‘““I don’t mind risking my bikc. anyhow."’

“1 don’'t supposc you do,” grinned Mc-
Clure. ‘ Owen major might be a bit wild
when you get back, though!®

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

*“If it was my own jiggar [ should be just
_t-he. same !’ snapped Handforth. ' But my
back tyre's punctured, and Owen major
wasn’t using his old iron, s0o [ horrowed it."

‘“ Without going to the trouble of mention-
ing the matter to Owen major, [ suppose’’
I grinned.

“No nced to waste timc like this!” said
Handforth hastily. * Are vou chaps ¢oming
with mc¢ along the moor road?"

“P'Io,” I replied, * you'r¢ coming with ua

‘“* Rot!"’ said Handforth. * You don’t aem
to understand what I'm driving at. And
yet I'm plain enough, goodncss knows!'™

“ We've got used to that, Handy,” I said
kindly. ‘‘It’'s not your fault that yon
weren't born handsome, or, perhapz, your
plainness is the result of so many scraps?
Your facc looks as though it’s been knocked
out of place —"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!'"”

‘““ What’s the matter with my fuce?”
bawled Iandforth.

‘“Begad! Don’'t ask us, old boy!'" pro-
tested Montie. *‘ F wouldn't dream of bein’
personal, you know. But when you ask
what's the matter with your face—"

‘““Look here!'’ roared Handforth. *“‘['m
fed up with this rot! If you don’t coms
with me I'll jolly well go by myself’ Nice
chaps, ain't you?" . he added bittcrly.
‘““Leave a pal all on his own!”

‘““But my dear old ass, what’s thc¢ idca?”
I asked patiently. *“*If you’ll give us a
scnsible reason for taking our bicycles over
that puncture-mixture called a road, we'll
consider it.”

‘“ What about that old chap, Simon Legz?™
asked - Handforth. B

‘“ Oh, stick to the subjcct——"

“4d am sticking to the subject. you ass:"
snorted Handforth. *‘ Doesn’t the¢ moor road
lead right past old Legg's cottage?”

At last I understood. |

“Oh, so that's the idca!”" I exclaimed.
‘“You curious beggar! What do we want
to pry into that old chap’s concerns for? 1
suppose he's got a right to live by himszelf
on the moor?”

“I don’'t know that Handy’s idca ain't a
good one,”” remarked Watson reflectively.
‘“ There’s something queer about that chap,
and I should like to have a squint at his
fenced-in cottage myself. What do you say,
Nipper?" .

“Oh, I don't care,” I replied.. “I'm not
particularly keen, but we don't want to
stick herc all the cvening. Let's get a move
on, and Handy can lead the way. If thers
arc any cspecially choice flints oa the road
he’ll ind ‘em first!”

Handforth had his way and he was con-
tent. So we started off through the out-
skirts of Bannington, and took the small lano
which led to the moor. The distance waa
slightly longer than the usual route, but thus
was not of much importance. It waa tha
stute of thce road itself which guencrally
caused it to be barred by cyclista.

By picking our way cautiously, howcver,
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we avoided the flints and suffered no
casunaltics in the puncture line. It was
practically dark by the time wc came within
sight of Simon Legg's cottage.

It lay some little way from the road. and
was reached by a footpath icross the moor
itself. Not another housc was within sight,
except for the Mount, which stood out pro-
minently upon the hill half a mile away,
flanked and backed by the density of Bellton
Wood. We shouldn’t have been able to see
the Mount at all if several windows had not
been illuminatcd.

n cvery other hand the moor stretched
out gloomily. In winter thisa place was one
of bittcr winds and miserable dreariness. And
even now, in August, the solitude of the
moor was alinost unnerving.

** Blessed if 1 can see anything!” said
Hmadforth grumpily. “-It's too dark to dis-
tinguish even the fence. Suppose we leave
cur bikes here and have a cloeer look?”

“*Oh, don’t waste any more time——'" 1
bcean.
“* ANl right!” snapped Handforth. ‘“I'll

go mysclf!” .

**You'll be late for .locking-up——""'

* Fifty !incs!"'_,snortcd Handforth. ‘Do
yon think 1 care for that? 1've got an idea
that Simon Legg is up to some shady game
in that cottage,”” he added darkly. *‘‘ Why
should he fence it in? Why should he be
afraid of decent people going near?”

** Oh, he's an old crank,’”’ remarked Church.

“I say, drop down you chaps,”” 1 whispered
suddenly. * There's somebody coming along
the moor, and 1 believe he's making for the
old man’s cottage. Why, there arc three of
‘em——"'

*Visitors, I suppose?’’ said Watson.

We all laid our machines down and dropped
into the long, dry grass which hordered the
road. At a distance of a hundred yvards we
were quite invisible, and the men we had
recn had not noticed us.

** Yes, they're going to the cottage., and
they’re in a hurry, too,” I murmured. ** This
i® rather queer after what Brewster told us.”

“*What was that?"” remarked Handforth
curiously.

** Why, he said that old Simon Legg lived
all alone, and that he wouldn't allow
nnother soul near the place.”

‘* That’s what I was told by old Warren,”
said McClure.

‘* Perhaps these men don't mean to go
within - the enclosure,”” 1 said. ‘' Anyhow,
we’ll stick here and watch for a few
minutes.”’ -

We did, and we dimly saw the three figures
approach the dark mass which marked the
fenced-in  cottage, and thcen they were
swallowed up amidst the shadows. Scarcely
a minute later, however, an oblong patch of
dim light appeared ahecad, and it was then
blotted out by moving figues.

“ What’s that?’’ whispered Watson.

‘* Why, the door in thc fence,”” I replied.
‘“Phere you are! They've all gone in—all
three of them. This looks rather fishy, my

soas. 1w Dbeginning to s_uspcqt that old ' forth was always ram-headed.
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Lerg isn't quite such a harmless old chap as
he secias.™

‘““Let’s crecep nearer!’”
eagerly. .

I assented willingly, for my own curiosity
wa3 firmly aroused now. And leaving our
machines by the roadside we covered the
distance to the cottage and gained a nearer
vicw.  Brewster had not exaggerated theo
height of the fence; he had described it
%ﬁ l;eing ten fect, and it was certainly all of

at.

The wood was heavy stuff and must have
cost a large amount of money. For the fence
extended right round the cottage and
garden, leaving a spacious enclosure within.

‘“ Nothing to be seen even now!”
grumbled Handforth. ‘I say, hold me on
your shoulders, McClure, and I shall be abhle
to grab hold of the top of the fence.”

““No, don’t do that!” I put in sharply.

“ Why not?”

‘“ Beeause it wouldn’t be the right thing,”
I replied. ** It’s all very well to come herc
and look at the place—the moor js as much
our property as Legg's—but we mustn’'t ¢limb
his fence.”

‘“ Rot!"' said Handforth.

He spoke in a determined voice, and 1
knew that it would be a hopeless task to
argue with him. Nothing. short of physical
force would have shifted Handforth from
his purpose—and we couldn’s very well have
a scrap just outside Simon Legg’s cottage.
Besides, 1 must admit that I had an inclina-
tion to aeee over the top-  of that fence
myseclf. That’s just human nature. When
something is hidden away, one is particularly
anxious to see it. Forbidden fruit is always
the sweetest.

Handforth was already commandeering the
services of the long-suffering McClure. 'This
patient youth was called upon to hoist Hand-
forth on to his shoulders, and Church had to
hold things steady.

Three attempts only resulted Im bruises
and high words. McClure obj:cted strongly
to Handforth's feet being thrust into his
face. Handforth was trying to stand -on
McClure’s shoulders, and one or two accidents
were unavoidable.

‘“Can’t you keep your feet steady, you
ass!’’ hissed McClure when, his leader was
finally in position. ‘ That's the :econd time
you've kicked my nose!’’

‘“You shouldn’t have such a large one!’
snapped Handforth.

‘““ What about your feet!”’ gasped McClure,
‘* What size do you take—thirteens?’’

*“You wait antil 1 get down!” muttered
Handforth warmly. “By QGeorge! Hold
tight, you asz! We shall be over! Whoa!”

The whole venture had been in danger of
collapse, for Handforth was heavy, and
Church was not prepared to hold him steady
for long. McClure carried most of the-weight,
and hie legs gave way bheneath the strain.

Handforth made a grab, and grasped the
top of the fence. Then, with a hcave, he
pulled himself up and gazed over. But Hand-
He wasn't

said MHandforth






¥yt gone, before 1 get my '..v!""' Tdidn't you chaps come to my rescuel” e
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wend on, waving Indignapt. ‘1 fell over
that giddy fence, and then I'm blessed if 1
bnow what happened. Two or three hulking
men collared me, and then I was pitched
over here. I—] believe I fell on my head!”

** That explainse why you're not haurt,” 1
said cheerfully. ‘' Your head’'s hard enough
for any old thing.
make tracks—w
up. anyhow!"”’

“1—1 say, I can't ride my bike !’ groaned
Haadforth, as he hobbled alomg with us. ‘1
baven't got the strength of a mouse!”

1 didn’t think you were a funk, Handy,”
I said carelessly.

* Funk!”" roared Haadforth. * By George!
1'll show you! I'll race the whole crowd ol
you back to the school!’ _

1 grinned in the darknese. To suggest that
Handforth was afriid was always a certain
means of sparring him on. And, having re-
gained our bicycles, we rodc swiftly towards
St. Frank's.

But 1 was puzzled, and somewhat worried.
Thia aflair, although it had tarned out all
right, had a sinister aspect. I could quite
uaderstand why Handforth had been pjtched
baci over the fence—there wasn't much in
that. It bhad been his own {auit, anylhow.

But why had old Simon Legg lied to us?
Why bad he declared that he was compiet.ly
alone? Obviously, the ‘thrqe men whe had
entered had donme so secretly, and Legg was
very anvious to keep it quiet.

And my suspicions were aroused.

[ feit that we had not seen tie last of
fimon Leggz hy any meana—or of the three
myaterious men, cither. ."And, as events
turped out, | was not far wromg in my con-
viction!

shall be late for locking-

CHAPTER V.
FULLWOOD GETS IT HOT—THE ALARXM OF
BROWNE—FCLLWOOD'S REBSOLVE.
ARREX, the school porter, had
locked the gatcs by the time we

’ arrived, und he refuctantly’ in-

formed us that we should have to
be rcported. Warren was a decent sort, and
he didn't ¢njoy the task of reporting juniors
for being late. ' .

Just as we were about to leave the bicycle
shed 1 gave my companions a word ot warh-
iay.

“ There’'s no need to mention anythin
ahout that affair to the other fellows,’
satd. ** We don't want everybody jawing—"'

‘* Why not?"’ demanded Haandforth.

* Well, I should think you'd want it kept
quiet more than anyhody, Handy,” I said.
‘*Your part in the adventure waan’t over-
whelmed with glory, was it? You'd be
chipped to dcath tae yarn got about.
Besides, we should all get into hot water,
oncs the Head learned that we had tres-
passed on old Legg’'s property—for that's
what it amounted to.”’ , :

*‘*Dear fellow, you're T'ﬂte right,’”” sajq 8ir
Montic thoughtfully. * Handy can‘t 'do any-

s

thin' at all. He bad no right in o!d Legg's
garden, an’ the chap was justiBed in pitcLing

him out. An’, if it comes to that, it's no
It'::ainess of ours how many isitors Legsg
s‘il

The other fellows all agreed to k..p
quiet—mainly for our own sakes, and we

Handy. Well, we'd bettcr| went into the Ancient House. As Sir Mcontie

and Tommy and 1 were about to enter
Study C, Browne emerged from Study M and
came along the passage.

* Feeling all right?”’ I asked genially.

** A bit stiff, old chap,” replied Browne,
in his easy manner. *“1 say, I've been
having a terrible time. The fellows won't !ct
the subject drop; they're talking about it as
though J'd done gomething marvellous. I'm
fed up with it!”

** That’s only your modesty !’ I chucklcd.

Browne - passed along towards the lohby.
He was a singularly innocens$ sort of fellow;
his belief that he had done nothing worthy
of note was quite a sincere onc—therc was no
mock modesty about him whatever. And he
had earned the reapcct of the whole Re-
move. Yesterday Browne had been mercly
‘““a new Kkid.”” To-day he was acknowledged
as one of the best fellows in the House. His
popularity was assured. .

But for eome reason hc didn't seem to like
it. The very idea of bcing praised or com-
plimented was distasteful to him. Most of
the fellows realised this, ocud Tespected Lis
wishes by keeping quiet. It omly earmed for
him, however, greater respect than ever.

In the lobby Browne gave us another proof
of his decency. We didn’t learn about it
until afterwards—and then it wasn't Irom
him. 1 don’'t suppose he. would have ever
said acything at all.

Browne was intent upon having a stroll
in the Triangle, and he walked towards the
lobby Lriskly. Nearly all the fellows were
in their studics, for prep. was in full swing.
The majority of the fellows did their even-
ing preparation between seven-thirty and
eight-thirty. .

rowne had finished his, for Mr. Crowell
had set bim light tasks, hcing a new boy.
And as he turped into the lobby he heard a
squeal of pain proceed from the clodk-room.
It was the voice of a fag, and ke was un-
doubtedly in anguish.

It you don't go,* came n threatenimg
voice, *' I'll skin you alive! Take that, you
young beast! Like your cheek tq reluse my

Ol'i?;l"l. confound. you! Cut eif, before I get
' (] ] :
‘“I—1 .ahall be .late for sapper,” Full-
wood —"' o,
‘*“ That's your look-out ! sfihpped Fullwood.
¢ Cut off, yqu, young cadli
“I won't!"”
‘** Why, you—you little monkey!'!"" snaried
Fullwood. “ It you give me amy more of

10115 cheek, Jones, I°'ll twist your ear
uontil—"

. Web ain’t su ed to fag for the Re.
move!’”’ shrilled Dicky Jones, the

fag in the Third. 1 cam’'t sneak. Fullwonn,
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“

b cause sncaking ain’t the thing. But you've

no right to- -- Ow!’’

Smack' Smack!

“Now will jou go?" pantcd Fullwood
savagcely.

Sohs came from the cloak-room, and

Browne act his lips flirmly. It wasn’t his
habit to interfere in matters which didn’t
concern him. But thia was a clcar case ol
bullying—and Browne was down upon that.
Hc strode towards the cloak-room grimly.
And just at that moment Dicky Jones came
slithcring into tho lobby, having been pro-
welled by the vindictive Fullwoad. He nearly
¢l over, but recovcred his balance. and
then darted towards the outer door.

‘" flold on'"’ said Browne quietly. ‘‘Just a
minute, kid!"’

Dicky Jones pauscd and looked round.

“ Where are you going to?'’ asked Browncd.

‘““ Out—outside,”’ faltered the f{ag.

‘ Fullwood told yon to gn, didn’'t he?*
went on tho new fellow. * Well, Fullwood
knows that the gates are locked and that
it's against the rules to break bounds. You
etay indoors, sonny.”’

Fullwood appcared, red with fury.

‘“ What the decuce has it got to do with
you®' he shouted violently.

“I'm not going to stand herc and sec this
kid bullied -that's what it's got to do with
me!"” said Browne. * Understand, Fullwood?
1 suppose hic wants you to gct some cigar-
cttes, kid?'* he went on. )

‘““Yc-es!"' said Dicky f{alteringly.

And he displayed a half-crown fin his
grubby palm. Browne took it, and handed

it to Fullwood. The Ilcader of the Nute,
however, blazed with wrath and struck
Browne's hand upwards. The half-crown

salled aloft and clattered to dhe floor.

‘ You—you Interferin® beast!” roared
Fullwood. * What the deuce do you mean
by shovin’ your spoke in? I'll punch— Hi!
Come back, you young cad!”’

But Dicky Jones, scizing his opportunity,

had sped away. And Browne and Fullwood
faced one another in the middle of the lobby.

Ralph_Leslie Fullwood was in a towering
passiol, but Browne remained quite calm.
* Better pick vour money up, Fullwood,”

he aaid casily. * It's nothing to do with me
if you smoke, but you know as wcll as I do—
better, in fact. heenuse 1I'm a new chap—
that fagging ain’t allowed in the Remove.
And fagging after locking-up is forbidden to
everybody—even the Sixth!'™

“By gad!l I'll show you!' anarled Full-
wood, clenching bhis fists.  * You disreput-
able pauper! Who are your people, I should
likc to know? BSome beastlg tradesmeun, I
supposc—publicuns, or somethin’!”

Browne smiled.

“ Yes—or soniething!” he agreed calmly.

“I'll emash you—"'

“ Why not start?’’ asked the ncw boy.
* You keep on talking about it, Fullwood,
but you don’t do anything. 1'm not anxious
t& Nght. ['ve stopped your little game, any-

w—":
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**Hang
ously.

He threw himself forward, lunging out at
Browne's face with all his strengcth. A cad
to the backbone, Fullwood wus not lacking
wn courago when he waas brought to the point.
And just at present he was almost beyond
himself. He had disliked Browne from the
first day of the term, and this interfercnce —
as ho called it—made him ‘‘ sce red.”

‘“ Take that!'’ he panted hoarsely.

Browne didn’'t take it. although it waa a
near thing. The next few seconds were ex-
ceedingly interesting, and it was a great
pity that ua crowd of fellows were not there
to #~0 it. The only witncss was Dicky Jones,
who had paused, at a safe distance, to
watch the proceedings.

Fullwood’s vicious blow was safely parricd,
and after that Fullwood began to fcel very
sorry for himeelf. He could use his fists, bub
he made the great mistaxe of supposing that
Browne couldn’'t stand up to him.

But Browne, the new fellow, having been
started oft, just sailed in with a will. His
rl%ht swung round, ewept Fullwood's guard
aside, and landed with a thud. Fullwood
gave a howl, staggered back, aend then
eomething which felt like a battering-ram hit
him in the chest. It was only Browne's left,
but It possessed a four-point-seven punch’

‘“Yarooh!"” howled Fullwood wildly.

e went over with a crash, and just at
that moment eeveral fellows came along the
rassage. They had missed that neat displayv
of fisticufle, but they were hopeful of secing
some more.

“A ﬂrght,—a fight!"

“(0o it, ye cripples!”

* What's the row?’’ demanded Owen major.
‘““ Who's won?"’

“ Well, I don't think Fullwood has,’”’ said
Browne lightly. * It’'s all over, old chap.
Nothing doing!"’

“ You—you cad!'’ snarled Fullwood, gct-
ting to his feet. "' I'll tell these chaps what
you did now!'"” he added viciously. * Sprang
upo'I: me from behind and punched meo in the
neck—"’

‘“ Any more lies?’’ asked Owen major. *I
don't believe it!"” \

‘* Rather not!”

‘* Browne ain't that eort!’

“ Thanks!"” eaid Browne. ‘I wasn't going
to say angthing, but Fullwvood's forced me to.
Kle was bullying a Third Form kid, and I
stopped him —that’'s all. He thought he’d
knock me down, but I had quite a different
idea-~-that's all, too!’

‘“Serve him jolly wcll right!”' said Hub-
bard. ‘' He's always been trying to make the
kids fag for him. My hat'! I shouldn’t like
to feol your flsts, Browne! You've done some
damage !’

“ It was gorgecous'!'’ shouted Dicky Jones,
who was hovering in the background. * He
knocked Fullwood down beautifully. Ok, you
ought ¢o Lave ecen It!" _

‘““I'll skin you for this, you little rat!'"
bissed Fullwood. ‘ .

* Look here, Kullwood, if you touch this kid
again I'll thruash you until you can't stand—

vou!' rapped out Fullwood furl-
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or do my beet,” eaid Browne quietly. “1
don’t know who the mipper s, but you're not
going to bully him. Is that clear, or do you
want another taste?’”

Fullwood opened his mouth to speak, but
he was 60 furious that the words choked in
his throat. And he turmed on his heel and
stalked down the passage, followed by a
series -of derigive jeers.

**1 should advise you to keep out of Full-
wood’'s way, youngster,”” sald Browne
thoughtfully. ‘ But if be tries those games
on again, just come and tell me. I'll make
him sorry for hLimself!"” -

And Browne strolled out into the Triangle
without waiting to hear the Third-Former’'s
expressions of thanks. ,

1 heard all about it a little later on in the
.common-room, and my opinion of Browne
rose higher. I was down upon all bullying,
and had had two or three ecraps with Full-
wood and Co. myself. It was rather seur-
prising to find that Browne, a new_junior,
should start a campaign against the Nuts eo
early as this. He was pryoving himself to be
made of the fright stuff.

He was a distinct acquisition to the Re-
move—more particularly because pf his form
at games. He was a splendid n, and
with a litfle practice he would turn out to
be a first-class man. Even now he was quite

ood enough to be included in the House

am. . '

‘“ Later on, before the seaczon’'s ovxer, I'll
give you a chance to play in & big match,
Browne,”” [ eaid cheertully. *“ Of course. I
shall have to consuit Christine. He's the
ekipper of the Colleze House lot. But if you
i)mﬁrgve as I hope you will improve, it'll be

‘ Thanks, awfully,” said Browne, . fioshing
slightly. *“1 shall be oan the playing-fields
as often as 1 ean—and you won't find ms
eslacking. I suppose you play really big
matches now and again?”’

‘“ Now aad again!’ eaid. Tommy Watson
warmly. ‘“ Why. you ass, the 8t. Frank’s
Junior Eleven is famous! We’'ve got quite
a number of fixtures to clear off yet. We've
come through with flying calours so far, and
I'll bet we’ll be on top at the end of the
season.’”’

** Sandcliffe will be a hard nat to crack, I
believe,”” 1 remarked thoughtfully. *‘‘ They're
a hot lot, I've heard. Then we’'re playing the
River House School, and Bannington, and St.
‘Olwell’s. I'm not quite €0 sure about Red-
wood——"'

“ Redwood !"’ exclaimed Browne suddenly.

His interjection was 80 marked that we all
looked at him. His face had turned slightly
pale, and there was an expreesion fn his eyes
which eould be nothing but alarm.

‘““Yes, Redwood,” repeated. *It's &
echool a long way from here—right over
in (] ) . .

‘“ Are—are you golmg over there $o play?”
asked Browne eagerly. '

‘ No, their team’'s coming here.”’ i

Browne looked dismayed. -

‘* What's up?” 1. asked curiously.
you know Redwood?’
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“ Ro—er—well—that is to sy, yes!' said
Browne awkwardly.

“ ad! That's frightfuily IJucid!’ re-
m-.r}: Moatie. . R

o yJou came from Redweood—
what?’’ ed De Valerie,

‘““I've met some of the chans from Red-
wood,”” sald Browne, still awkward. ** They're
awful ancbs, you know.”

“ Buf what's the idea of evading the ques-
tion?'’ asked Watson bluntly.

Browne coloured still more.

“I'm sorry,” be sald. * Coming to the
etudy, De Valerie?”

““ Not just yet.”

Browne pnodded, and walked out of the
common-room. He wus conscious that all eyce
were upon him, but he looked calm enough,
although that expression of alarmz vas still in
his eyea. '

“I'l bet he was at Redwood before he
came here,” eaid Owen major, nodding
| wisely. * Why the dickens dida't be say
#80? Jolly queer, ain’t it? lle seemed aimost
frightened !**

‘“ He was kicked out, I expect'’ smeered
Fullwood, who was standing with Gulliver
and Bell. *““ A chap doesn't like to be re-
minded of anything like that.”

“Don’t jump to conclusions,.you cad,” I
I said tartly.

‘“It’s obvious,”” said Fullwood. ‘' The roiter
was simply ebiverin’—because he's heca rfound
out. By gad! I'll make it my business to
show bim up properly!”

“Bmwne's all richt,”” aaid De Valerie.
*‘ He's rather close about himsclf, but I doa't
mind; it's nothing to do with me. He's a

decent study-mate, an’ I like bim.”
At the same time we could all see that
De Valerie was upset.. Why had Browne
evaded those questions? Why had he seemed
l]:ac» startied he learned that the Red-
wood fellows were coming over to St.
Frapk's?
Fullwood, still sore from the litfle scrap
L.in the lobby, ecized upon the chance eageriy.
He detested Browne, and it would be n:ctar
to him if he could do him amy imjury. And
he drew his etudy mates aside, his eyes
gleaming vicioualy. ’ ‘

“IH bet a quid that he got the eack from
Redwood,” he eald with aatisfaction. “If
was as plain as daylight, and -if we can prove

.it wé'll hound him out of St. Frank's.*’
*“ Rather!" said Gulliver. ‘‘* The shabby
}tlram'p! He's a disgrace to the BRemove, any-
ow!” -
‘ How are you gojng to find outi’’. asked
|M¢WL jng to fm ki,

| * Fullwood's got some idea, I'll bet,” re-
marked Gulliver.

*“Rather!™ safd- Rulph' Leslie Fullwéod.

‘“ An’ there’s no need for us to wait until the

Redwood chaps come here. They're playm’

Bannin'ton Grammar 8School on Saturday.

We’'ll trat over there an’ make inquiries.”
“That’'s » ripping idea,” said Bell, nod-

ding. “ An’ If we ean have him hooted eunb

* Do { of 8t. Frank’'s;-ail the betier!”

And the cada of the Reémove found much
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satisfaction in the thought. But other events
were to occur in the meantime—cvents in no
way conoected with Browne
After the Remove had gone up to its .dor-
mitory, Nelson Lee had an adventure at the
mu?;tm I'll now get busy in telling all
u ' L ]

_"_

CHAPTER VI,

LER KEEPS HIS APPOINTMENT—THE
GHOST VOICES—LEE’S ADVICE,

R. HOWARD RIDGEWAY was’' stand-

ing at the open door of the Mount

when Nelson Lec turned into the

gateway. The night was quiet, ex-

cept for a somewhat blustery breeze, and

ﬂle trce-lcaves were rustling noisily in the
ne.

‘“ You're prompt, Mr. Lee,’” said Mr. Ridge-
way cordially. * My hall clock is just strik-
ing cleven. Come in—come in! I only hope
I haven't brought you here on a fool's
errand.’”’

“If we fail to mcet with any success .to-
nicht we must persevere,’”” smiled Nelson
Lee. *‘ We are quite in the hands of these
ghost voices—although I bhave formed a
certain opinion.”’

‘“Indeed! May I ask '’

‘““ Not just at present, Mr. Ridgeway," in-
terrupted the detective. *‘* My chief anxiety
now is to experiecnce this phenomenon per-
eonally. Does it occur every night?"’

“ At first the voices were only heard at
intervals,” replied the othcr. ‘‘ For example,
there was a lapse of ten days between the
first manifestation and the second, and after
that the ghost-voices were erratic. For the
past week, however, I have been disturbed
nightly."”

*“ At what hour?”

“ Well, generally between twelve
sne,”’ roplied Mr. Ridgeway.

They passed into the library, and Lee par-
took of one of his host’s cigars and some
whisky. As he explained, he did not need
the spirit to eteady his nerves, for he was
of the opinion that a man’s nerves are far
steadicr unstimulated.

“ With reference to the hour of the mani-
fostations,” he remarked, as he lay back in
his chair. ¢ Have you ever vetired ecarlier
than twelve, Mr. Ridgeway?”

** Yes, once or twice.” _

“ And did you hear the voices on those
pights?’’

** Yes—oh, ves.”

“ At what time?”’ .

“ Well, now you come to mention it, I
suppose the sounds became audible hefore
the witching hour of midnight.”” smiled Mr.
Ridgeway. '

Nelson Lee nodded. N

“ And now for the other extreme,’”’ he
said. * fNlave you cver retired at a later
bour than onc o'clock?”

Mr. Ridgeway chuckled. .

« [t i8 no uncommon ocourrence with me,”
he said drily. “ I think I told you, Mr. Lee,
that I'm an author—and surely any other
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cxplanation is unneccwsary? When I have
had a press of work I have sometimes aat
at my typewriter until three o'clock.”

‘““That 18 just what I am getting at, Mr.
Ridgeway,” said the detective, leaning for-
ward in his chair. ' Now, pleasc tell mc:
have you heard the voices on such nights as
those ?'’

“Yes—more than once.”

‘“ i\t three o'clock in the morning?'’

“ Yes."”

‘* foon after you retired for the night, [
presume?”’

‘““ Exactly.”

“In other words, these ghostly voices in-
variably disturb you soon after you have got
into bed?”' asked Nelson Lee. * They come
before you have had time to drop into a
sound sleep, no matter at what hour you
retare. That is rather significant, Mr. Ridge-
way.

** How?" inquired the host.

““ Well, it surcly points to the fact that
there is a reasoning mind behind these mani-
festations?’”’ suggested Lec.

‘*“A human mind?"

I have yet to hecar of a soperphysical
mind which is capablc of reasoning as we
do,”” smiled Nelson Lee. * If these voices
were actually epirit phenomena they would
surely talk away to their hearts’ content at
any hour. It is hardly conceivable that they
would deliberately disturb you every night a
short while after you slipped between the
sheets. No, Mr. Ridgeway, I don’t believe in
thc ghost thcory. The evidence—what little
there is—points to trickery.” |

“ Well, I'm hanged if I can sec where it
comes in,”" eaid the author. * And who in
beaven’s name s responsible? It can’'t be a
joke, and I haven't got an encmy in the
world. Good gracious! Why should some-
body try to scare me out of my wite?"

‘*It is far more probable that the object
aimed at is to scare you out of the house,
Mr. Ridgeway,’’ eaid Nelson Lee. “I sup-
pos¢ you have had no offers from anybody
to purchase the place?”

‘Good gracious, no!’’

“You can think of no reason why any-
hody should desire to get rid of you?'’ asked
Nelson Lee.

‘* Nobodv—unless it’s eome of my critics!’’
chuckled Mr. Ridgeway. * They have been
eaying some¢ biting things concerning my last
novel, but I don't suppose they wish to burt
an innocent author!”

Nelson Lec laughed, and a few minutes
later he and his host retired for the night—
but not to sleep. The bedroom was bril-
liantly illuminated by means of a parafiin
incandescent lamp. It -gave a light precisely
similar to that of gas—quite a eplendid
mcans of lighting for country houses.

Nelson Lece looked round critically. He
examined the room once mores but withous
result. There was certainly nothing within
the apartment or in its vicinity to acoouns
for the sound of human voices.

“ From which part of the room do the
sounds come?’’ asked Lee.

“ Well, it's dificult to tell from the bed,™
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just na you tell me. But I don't like it—
I'm hanged i 1 do!” -

“ At the same time, I have your pro-
mise?”’

“Yes.”

“(ood!"’ said the detective calmly., *If
you'll escort me to the library, Mr. Ridge-
wny, I'll just explain a few detaila which
will interest you. Moreover, | am anxious for
further information.”

And Nelson Lee and Mr. Ridgeway
acended to the library--the latter in a state
of considerable wonderment.

CUAPTER VIL

LEE EXPLAINS—MY EVIDENCE —AN
# INTRRESTING PROPLEM.

NELSON
ELSON LEE was looking quite con-
tented as he lounged bhack in Mr.
Ridgeway's hest easy-chair, his fingers
preased together and a cigarette be-
tween his lips. His host, on the other hand.
was very apparently upset.

*I must confeas that 1 am completely at a
{oss, Mr. Lee.”” he exclaimed alowly., ¢ More-
over, T hardly expected that you would give
me the adyice which you have done. Frankly,
I am disappointed.’”

**By the way.”” said Nelson Lee nbsently,
1 rather like this system of lighting, Mr.
Ridgeway. How was the house illuminated
before you came here?'’

Mr. Ridgeway stared.

*“ Really, Mr. Lee, 1 fail to see the rele-
vance of your remarks!” he exclaimed, some-
what testily.

“Yet, 1 can assupe you, I have an exocel-
lent reason for making the inquiry,” said
Lee smoothly.

** Well, 1 believe some idiot faked up
ncetylene lightlnr years ago,’”’ said Ridge-
way, still speaking with some impatience.
*“Goodness knows why he did so, but I
consider——"*

1 think I am satisfled, Mr. Ridgeway.”’
aidd Nelaon Lee, dropping the ash from his
cigarctte into a little bronze tray. “I am
petfectly satisfled also as to the canse of the
rchost voice. The matter is really absurdly

simple.”’
looked astonish-

Mr. Ridgeway
ment.

“NBut I underatood you to say that the
caugen were supernatural?” he asked.

“*No,"”" replicd Lee. 1 merely mentioned
that the thing was uncanny, and 1 advised
you to leave the house. Well, as an actual
fuct, the trick was performed with very
little trouble. I investigated a somewhat
similar cuse o few yeurs ago—so you must
hot give e the credit of being at all sharp.
1 huve the benefit of previous experience.’
| “ll'lt-ase. go on,”” sald the other help-
cxsly.

“The volece which spoke within your bed-
rocom, Mr. Ridgeway, was actually quite a
considerable distance away.’” continued Lee.
“dJan jou tell me where the acetylene gene-

up In
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ra_to.:: wa3 kept which supplied the house

‘“ Really, Mr. Lee!"’ protested Ridgewa{,
jumping up. ‘‘ What on earth has that in-
fernal generator to do with our conversa-
tion? 1 Ubelieve it wns placed in an out-
house which adjoins the kitchens—at leaest,
I have noticed several gas-pipes—"'

‘““ Ah! We are progressing,’”” smiled Lee
calmly.

“Upon my soul!"

“1T was just about to aquestion you re-
garding the gas-pipes,”’ continued Lec. ‘ You
have saved me the trouble——"'

‘ But—but (locod heavens!'' gasped
Mr. Ridgeway. ‘“You ure not suggesting
thut those gas-pipes—"'

** Exactly,”” nodded the detective. ‘‘ The
‘ghost ° merely stood in your outhouse and
spoke into the pipes, adding, probably, a
speaking-cup of his own design—in order to
intensify the voice. Passing through the
pipes, which acted in exactly the same man-
ner as speaking-tuhes, the human voice lost
ita character and became eerie and hol-

low.'’

“But who has done this confounded
thing?'’ punted the other.

‘“Ah, I don’t know,” said Lee. ‘‘I merely

give you the information that the voice has
heen trickeey all along.”

‘““ Well, T must be an abhsolute fool!" ex-
claimed Ridgeway, taking a deep breath.
‘“ Your opinion of me, Mr. Lee, must be too
shocking for words. To think that I was
d't‘lped by such a preposterously casy trick as
that!'”

Nelson Lee shook his head smilingly.

“ That is why you were duped,” he sald.
‘“It is so simple that it could scarcely fail
in its object.”

‘* But how did you jump to it so quickly?”’

‘“ As 1 explained a few moments ago, I in-
quired into a case of a similar character
some years past,’” replied Lee. * But that
was in l.ondon, where gas-pipes are com-
mon. The pipes were used, in that instance,
as a medium for projecting a deadly poison-
ous gas into the apartment. I did not con-
sider such a possibility in this aflair, be-
cause [ .knew very well that .coal-gas had
never been laid on. It was only after hearing
the voice that I knew that some such explana-
tion was the only possible one—hence my in-
quiry concerning the lighting - arrange-
ments.*’

‘“Yes, I understand that, Mr. Lee,” said
the author. “ But 1 am more fogged thaw
ever. I had those pipes ripped out—the in-
fernal things were a nuisance—— Oh, hut
the bedrooms were left intact, I remember.
The pipes wer2 concealed in the walls, and [
left them therc. But the ends are plugged
up!”’

‘ How many pipes are there in your bed-
room?"’

‘* Two; one on each wall.*”

‘““ Which accounts for the voice sounding
on both sides of the room,’”’ said Nelson Lee.
‘“Ja the daytime 1 doubt if the voice could
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be -heard at aH; but at dead of night, when
everything is sbill the faintest of whispers
i» andible—upecially to a man whosc ears
are on the stretch. I noticed two hronze
ornaments upon the walls—open, flowery
things, like sprays—"'
e What am I thinking abount!’’ protested
way. ‘‘0Of course—of course! My
wnfe h thcse ornaments placed there, and
the ends of the gas-pipes were utilised for
nxin them."

_ viously the pipes were not plugged up
‘hefore the ornaments were fixed,”’ said Leg.
** Consequently the sounds had free egrees,
and the bronze ornaments poseibly acted in
an intensifying manner upon the voice—some-
tbing like a gramaphore-horn.”

**] follow your explanation exactly,” said
:-llr. Ridgeway. - And I am furious with
myself for having approached you upon such
A ridiculous matter. [ hope you will forgive
me, Mr. Lee, and that you will make me pay
a heavy fee for my—"'

- “On the contrary, my dear sir, I am
greatly pleased,” interrupted the detective
quietly. ‘ Some pcople, for a reason best
known to themselves, are extremely anxious
to frighten you away from this house. I
want you to go.”’ -.

** But what on:carthi:for?”’

“In order to deceive the enemy—whoever
he may. he,”’ was the reply. * If you leave
the Mount locked up it will be assumed
that the obhject has. been gained—that you
have been secared anway. I shall thus have
a clear field for inveetlgatqon We have
solved the mystery, Mr. Ridgeway, but it
has only opencd up a still deeper one.”

** Yes, 80 .it appears,”’ said Ridgeway
aravely *“ Who in wonder’s name can bhe
doing this? What possible ohject can be

gained if I leave the neighbourhood? I have
no valuables—at all events, nothing to
warrant such a deliberately thought-out
trick of this sort. Can you suggest any-
thinz, Mr. Lee?”’

“I'm afraid not,’ was the detective's
reply. ‘“ That is why I wish you to leave the
house. 1 am amnxious to keep am eye upen
things and to see how the matter develops
during your absence. You can rely upon me
to take good care of your property.’

- you think it is realy eseential that 1
should go——

“1 do.”

‘““ Then I consent, of course.
long?'"’ -
..*Until 1 send you word to come back,”
replicd Lee. *‘ The objcct of this * ghost'’
is..to get rid of ycu teimporarily. - If you
had obstinately remained I am almos$ cer-
tain that you would have been kidnapped.”

‘“ You startie me,” Mr. Lee!” exclaimed
Mr. Ridgeway. *‘I write very glibly about
kidriapping and criminal dealings, but when
these things affect one’a seif—well, it's
hardly pleasant.” :

] was going to ask you to let me have
{he keys—"
s ispCertainly

But for Low

') :lgreed -Ridgeway promptl).

q
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“ You shall kave them when 1 depart. Mr.
Lee. And now, with regard to the question
of fees? How do we stand—if I may put it
so bluntly?”

Nelson Lee smiled.

‘“ Surely it is early to discuss such a mat-
ter?’’ he acked. ‘‘Please wait until I h.ve
earned a fee, Mr. Ridgeway. I am convinced
that you are ooly experiencing the pre-
liminaries. The actual mystery Itself is still
very obscure.’”’

Mr. Ridgeway lit another cigarette.

‘““Would you advise me {0 communicate
with the police?’' he asked slowly. ‘' Or do
you think it would be better to let the mat.
ter rest?”’

“] should advise the latter course.” re-
plied Lee. "1 fail to see what the police
could do. There is nothing for them to in-
quire into. We know that someboudy is por-
petrating this trick, hut we are quite in the
dark a3 to his identity. If the police came
noeing about here they would simply cause
a delay; for as soon a3 they had grown
tired the crlminals would recommence the
operations.’”’

‘“By Jove!”’ exclaimed Ridgeway eagerly.
‘“An idea!” i

‘“ A good one ?’’ smiled Lee.

“TI'll leave that for you to decu]e smiled
the other. ‘‘That ghost fellow is cominw
again to-morrow night, isn't he? He’'ll come
into that outhouse. Why shouldn’t we lay
a trap for him and capture him?”’

‘“ There is ncthing to prevent us taking
such a course, certainly,” said the det-ctive
slowly. * But I should not advise it.”

‘“ Why not?”

‘“ Because we should merely cateh the tool
and not .the brain!”’ replied Lee. *‘* We can
be praetically certain that tbe originator of
this plot would neot risk coming herec per-
scpally. And if we do as you suggest, Mr.
Rlugeway. we shall not improve matters. On
the contrary, our hand will be exposed—we
shall make it clear that we know a!l about
the dodge. And my plans would not work at
all smoothly.”

‘“Gad! 1 sho&.ldn 't have thought of that.”
eaid . Ridgeway. **I'm a ram-headed beggar,
Mr. Lee; hut you have had much expericneo
in criminal work. My idea is to collar *h~
chap red-handed. but I can sce that yours is

much hetter. Let them think they've tricked
me, whereas actually, you arc really tri-k-
mg them.”’

* Pregisely,” agreed Lee. ““I don t think

you will be hothered any-further to-night,
so the longyr I remain the more sleep you
\ull lose It is getting on for one odock
—_ * Ve .-l\l - 1diss 2

*“ You are not gomg. are youf" broke n
Rldgeway quickly.’

‘I was thinking of alolng 80,""

‘““ Oh, but it's absurd!”’ proteated tie other.
“] don't mind remuining in the bhouse alone,
of course—I'm used to it—but I was think-
ing of you, Mr. Lee.” -

‘““ Pray don't concern vourself for a moment
on my account,” said the detective, ' Tha
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walk to the echool will do me gzood, for I

wish to think over this business thoroughly. | replied the schoolmaster-detective.

It vou can call to-merrow, Mr. Ridgeway,
ve'll have another chat and arrange de-
tails.”

I'ive minutes later Nelson Lee took his de-
parture. He stepped out bhriskly and turned
down the lane towards &t. Frank's. After
he had covered about a hundred vards a
form emerged from the hedge and ran to-
wards him.

‘““ Well, Nipper?” querled Lee crisply.

‘““ News, guv'nor—terrific news'’” I panted.
“ But you've taken your time, I must
ga)y.”’

That form belonged to me, and I was some-
what indignant.

“Do you know I've been hanging about
for close on three hours?” I demanded
warmiy. “ Three hours! And for the last
hour and a half I've been bubbling over
with tremendous news!”

‘“My dear Nipper, you were very anxious
to come with me on this ¢xpedition, and I
set you a certain task,”” said the guv’nor.
‘““ HHow have you fared? Personally, 1 have
met with great success.”’

J fell into pace beside Nelson Lee.

“*let’'s hecar your yarn, sir?”" I said
briskly.

* But I thought yop were bubbling over

‘“Well, s0 I am, but now that you're
here 1 don’'t mind,” 1 replied, grinning.
‘*“ What about that ghost, sir? You don't
look very frightened, I must say—and your
bair’'s not white!”

Nceison Lee told me all about his ex-
perience in the Mount, and I was greatly in-
terested. When the guv'nor mentioned that
he suspected that a big gang of criminals was
involved, I nodded vigorously.

** How did you guess that, sir?"’ I asked.

““ The fact is almost obvious, young 'un,”’
was his reply. °* Moreover, I believe that I
have arrived at a further conclusion—
although I made mo mention of it to Mr.
Ridgeway. I can think of only one reason
why Ridgeway's absence should be desired—
and it concerns the old man of the moor cot-
tiee, Mr. Simon Legg.”

** How do you make that out, sir?”

““I have heen somewhat interested in the
excellent  Mr. Legg,” said Nelson Lee
smoothly. * The simple country people
about here may think that the old man
is an eccentric old miser, and that the high
fence around his cottage is merely the out-
ceme of n cranky desire to be private. I
Nink differently, however—I have my own
fdeas. The Mount directly overlooks the cot-
tage. For whilst the latter is on the moor,
the Mount towers above it, its rear windows
progiding direet observation upon the cot-
tage itself. Those fences are high, but it
is still possible to see within the enclosure
from the upper windows of the Mount.”

‘* S0 you think old Legg is trying to frighten
Mr. Ridgeway away, sir?”

“you tracked
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“I think Legg has a hand in the game,”
““ This i3
merely the overture, as we might say; the
actual plot has yet to develop. and I am
quite in the dark regarding its character.”

“I'm not, guv'nor,”” I replied triumphantly.
.‘;:Anyhow, 1 jolly well know who's doing
l ...'

‘“ Indeed!"’ said the guv’nor calmly. *I'H
hear your yarn in a moment or two, Nipper.
Legg is certainly not what he seems—and he
i3 not working alone., On two separate occa-
sions I have been attacked, and I feel some-
what flattered. The enemy evidently fears
me, which proves that he is nervous. Your
story regarding what happened at Legg’'s cot-
tage during the evening proves that my at-
tackers are connected with the old man--
for they evidently went to the cottage im-
mediately after their futile attempt to get
hold of me."”

‘*“But you don't know who they are, do
you?' I asked triumphantly.

‘“Do you?t’

‘““Yeg, rather!"”

‘““Then don’'t be such an infernally selfish
young beggar!’’ snapped the guv’'nor. ‘1
haven’t heard a word of your report. I
posted you within the Mount groundas.
Well, what did you sce?"”

‘““ At about twelve o'clock two men slipped
over the bottom wall of the garden,”” I re-
plied quickly. * They crept into an out-
house, and that’s all I know. Of course, they
were doing the telephone stunt—using the
aas-pipes as speaking-tubes. But I couldn't
get near without the risk of being caught.
But Tis they were leaving I had a beautifut
piece of luck.”

*I suspect that your modesty prevents you
from telling & true account,”” said the guv’-
nor lightly. “1 will warrant it was not
80 much beautiful luck as astuteness on your
part, my lad.”

“ Well, I wouldn’t say that, of course,” I
grinned. *‘ The fact is. sir, I tucked myaself
behind some bushes. And when the two men
came back they paused within five yards of
me and spoke for a minute or two. It
was mainly concerning Mr. Ridgeway, and
they seemed to be confident that they would
succeed in scaring him off.”

4 ‘_" Is this your bubbling news?’’ asked Lee
tily.

‘* Rather not!”’ I replied. * 1 recogniscd
one of the meen, sir. He was a chap named
Dickson, and I saw himeat a picture-palace
in Fulham Road—a little place called the
Cosy Cinema——"'

Nelson Lee came to a halt and geasped
my shoulders.

“Upon my soul!” he exclaimed tensely.
‘“Dickson! Why, you've got a better memory
than I have, Nipper! He was one of the fel-
lows who attucked me, but I couldn’t place
him. I excuse myself, however, by remind:
ing ‘you that I only saw him once—wheroas
him throughout one whole
day.”
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* But—but you don't seem to realise. what

it means, sir!” I panted excitedly. ‘ This
.chup—Dickson—he's a member of the Circle
of Terror!"”
- Nelson Lee nodded.
. **The Circle of Terror!” he echoed. * By
James! I was not far wrong when I sug-
gested to Mr. Ridgeway that a big gang was
.operating. The Circle of Terror!” he re-
,peated. *‘“Nu wonder they attempted to get
me out of the way, young ’un!”

I could see that Nelson Lee was greatly im-
pressed. As for myself, I could hardly con-
tain my excitement. We had had many
grim tussles with that infamous secret
organjsation known as the Circle of Terror
—the criminal society which h:xd done its
best to berrify the whole of England
~during its most prosperous d.ys. Owing
.to Nelson Lee’s great campaign the Circle
had been rather quiet of latc. Prefessor
- Cyrus Zingrave, the High Lord of the Circle,

was not the man to rest on his oars for
long, however. And now, by a curious
chance, the guv’'nor and I were getting mixed
up in another battle of wits against our
old enemies.

‘““It’s amazing, sir!’’ I said, taking a deep
 breath. *‘ But what does it mean? What
can be the explanation of tkese mysterious
goings on?"’ ‘

‘““‘I have not the faintest idea, Nipper,”
-replied the guv’'nor absently. *‘ But Simon
"Legg is ¢onnected with the plot—aund some-
thing is going on within that enclosure
which must be kept an absolute secret. The

THE
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mystery of the Mcunt (s sc!ved—but w ..t
lies beyond?'’ .

‘“More mystery!" I declared.

‘““You are right, Nipper—in more s«
than one,” rcplied the guv'nor drily. *
it is, indeed, a moor mystery.”

““Oh, my but!l” I groaned. *‘ Fancy jrking
now!”

““ Really, Nipper, I am not joking,” Nelsen
Lee assured me. “1I am thrilled with the
thought of engaving in anvther war with my
very ecxcellent old friend, Professor Zingrav:-.
This is possibly a mere side-line in th»
Ciicle's programmme, but It will prove~)
great interest, nevertheless."’

‘“And what do ycu mean to do, sir?" 1
asked, as we arrived at the private gate-
way which led into the Triangle at =t.
Frank's.

“ Do, Nipper?'” said the guv'nor smeothly.
“Well, I shall lose no time in getting into
bed, and you'd better do the same, my
lad. We must watch and wait, and sec how
the plot develops. It promises to be most
entertaining.’”’

And five minutes later we were both gets
ting into bed. 1 didn't sleep for some little
tie, for my thoughts were too bnsy.
Another fight with the Circle of Terror!
It was something to be excited ovcr, and na
mistake.

The mystery was all cleared up in the end,
but we were destined to pass throngh many
adventures and to receive some big surprises
before the end was reached.

S
or

END.

NEXT WEEK'S STORY

[6 ENTITLED

“The Cottage & Moor!”

It is a Thrilling, Complete Tale of
School Life and Detective Adventure

at St. Frank’s, introducing a Fresh
Battle of Wits between NELSON

LEE and NIPPER

and  the

“CIRCLE OF TERROR."

_—

" OUT ON WEDNESDAY.

WAR-TIME PRICE—THREE-HALFPENCE.
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MAGNIFICENT NEW SERIAL!

Tv. Chums « Littleminster School.

A Magnificent Story of Scheol Life and Adveatars.

t |

—

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

——

F First ('Aaptera.
Vastl. HoobD is a new boy al Littleminster School.

On his armival Ae makes a friend of
Jonx (CHALLLIS, @ Senior in the FuUth Form.

MYERR and COOOQIN are two bullies, who, wilh
some olAers, try to malke Chalkia joan tAe
“Cluba,”" an alhletic society. He refuses,
and tAey determine (o send Aim to Coventry,
He ia pevsuaded later by Mr. Evans, a master,
13 join. Ponsonby putsdmen (,'th’n’: name
to play in @ praclice maleh. The nexi day
ne visids Challis in Mhis study. Chalhs
has to tell Ponsonby, however, that he 1ia
1nable to play in the practice maich, haring
arranged a little fishing trip with Basnl. The
two are secrelly followed on this jaunt by
Myers, swho, whilst they are oecupied 1in
fishing from a moored punt, releaseas the r':}n
und (Aey are whivled towards the weir. iA
grent brarery ('Aallis zarea Hood from droven -
ing. He carries Aim back to the School.
Arrired lhere, he runs into (he arms of
Mr. Frans,

(Now read on.)

CHALLIS'S RECEPTION.

HE mnater started and flashed a quick

glance at Challis. The boy's coolncss
surprised him. ‘

“Yes,” he answered. ‘' Carry him

up. Or stay let me have him; you're tired.”

“You'll sil your clothes, sir. Besides, 1
ean manage.”” Challis hesitated no longer,

but stre resolutely onward through
passaces and up stairways, passing gaping
and excited boys, until he recached Basil's

dormitory. Into this he carried him, and
having placed him gently upon the floor of
bis cubicle, set a plllow beneath his head.
That done, he reeled and fell into a chair.
The reaction was almost too much for him.
Every muncle and nerve within him tingled
atd throbhbhed. His face was ashen white.

*“Go lo your room and change, Challis,*
paid the master in a kindlier tone. * I'll look
after Hood ™

Challig starcd gloomily at Mr. Evanes.

“ 'l ng:'d the attention of a doctor,”’ he
gaid. ° Shall I send for Mr. Morant, sie?”

“1'll attend to that. Stay, though. Send
sne of the boys to me. You're bhound to
Meet «ome of them on your way to your
guom.’

Challis rgae with an effort, stepped for-

et

ward, and bhent down for a moment, study-
ing the face of the unconseious boy intently.

“1 ean’'t think that Lhe is as bad as he
looks, sir,”” he whispered, a little unsteadily.
‘“And [ have done my best——"'

‘* Yes, yes! But please go, Challis.”

The big boy lumbered out of the cubicle
and made his way to the dormitory door. He
heard someone coming uf the stairs beyond.

After n» moment’'s hesitation he pursued -his
way and came face to face with Ponsonby.
Ponsonby’s fuce was a study.

‘““Qreat Scott’’ he exclaimed. *I[t’s
Challis.”

His eyes ronmed over the startling appari-
tion, and as he saw the state the ‘“‘cad”’
was in he burst into a roar of laughter.

‘“Well, you're a pretty beauty,” he
sncered. ‘' You sneak away from the cricket
match and get yourself into this sort of a
mess. Not surprised. You seem fond of dirt.
There’s no accounting for tustes. But the
chaps are going to make it red-hot for
)'OU."

Challis eyed him sombeely.

*“ Ponsonby,’” lhc said. and his voice was

level and cold. ‘“ Young Basil Hood uas

met with an accident. He may be pretty
had. Mr. Evans wants you to fetch Dr.
Morant. Tell him to come at once, it's
urgent.’’

* Why not go yourself?"' sneered Pounsonby.

‘“You see the state I'm in? Otherwise [
would-—"

Ponsonby hesitated. He felt inclined to
ignore Challis’s requests, if only on principle.

‘“ Don’'t stand gaping there, man,’’ cried

Challis irritahly. ** Hood may be worse than
we think. Every moment is precious. He
was nearly drowned in the river——'*

Ah' Ponsonoy understood why Challis was
in such a mess now. He knew that the boy
spoke the truth, and 30, the better side of
him rising uppcrmost, he swung round on his

heels and ran.
I'ilt fetch the doctor in a

‘““ All right.
jity,”” he cricd, and a moment later was

R i

AT THE WEIR.

gone.
OHN C(CHALLIS, having cained his r
selected a change of clothing aa
stripping himsell, washed and towetted
down, after which he got into un old
suit of spare clothes.

(Continued on p. iii of cover.,)
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He felt au little better then, though he was 1 The school was stifling. [t shut him .
fecling very downcast. His theuchts wonld | He: wanted to think. He wanted to fnd out
incist on straying to that cubicle in which what had bhecome of the pung. He was
he had left Basil Hood lving. He kept on | anxious to know the extent of his indebted-
looking out ol the window and opening the | ness to the landlord of the Magpic fan. if
joor to listeu for the doetor's arrival. the punt had been smashed up in its fall

The doctor came. Challis, with door wide | over the weir, he felt that he would have
open.  sat  and walted, his heart leaping | to replace it or pay compensation.  Hg
cvery now aud then as he fancied he caught | hadn t thg_ money. His father couldn't
the echio of anxio8s voices. afford it, bu? he must know the worst.

At last he could stand it no longer. He And somehow tlic river called to him wilh
fvir he must find out how it farcd with Basil. | o strangely enticing voice. He had alwaya

Leaving  his room he strode eagerly loved it, and it had nearly drowned him and
townrds the dormitory in which he had left Basil. o
the boy.  As he approached it he saw some The very thonght of it drew him onward,
of the boys standing about the pasaage, ard | and so he at last come to the bank, turnce
then Dr. Morant, Mr. Evans, and Ponsonhy along the towing-path. rezched the bridue,
app-ared. They were carrying something crossed to the other side. and then made his
With extreme care. - Challis. stifling the groan | way in the direction of the roaring weir.
that leapt to his lips, stopped aghast, his As he went lie turned his somhre eyecs upon
face deathly white, his e¢yes starting in | the swiftly flowing waters. What a stream

terror. Was running, to he sure, after the reeent
- It was Basil, he knew it was Basil. and heavy rain! The punt would have stoud no
e fearcd thut tire boy was dead. chance. . \

_.-As they came up with him he stepped for- On  he trudged, speedimp up until lhe
ward. watked at fNve and a half miles an hour in

“*Mr. Evans,” he asked. and his voice was | his eagerness, and came. in sight of the weir,
0 hoarse thit he could not recognise it as All the sluices were open. The stream
helonging to him. “ Tell me how he is. swept level and with glass-like surface nast
Ductor, please ——* S the piles and through the openings, to fall

2 Stand aeide,”” hissed the dnctor roughly. {in a tumbling mmad cascade and head of
*W¢ don't want anyohp pterfering now.”} foam into the depths beyond.

Challis felt that Mr. Evans glowere dig- The punt had gone through. (uq the hov
approvingly at him and  shtunk hack as if went, making a wide detour, on ana on,
he had been stryck. The bearers passed on- | until he came to the shallows over which the
ward. ~  river raced, eager to reach the deeper watcer

Raising his hand to his throbbing bead the beyond the approach to the lock'
boy felt then that it was all.up with him-| And there he saw the remains of the punt.
at Littleminster. He-could not bear to stay | Its bottom hud been staved in and part of
in .the plece any longer. If young Hood was | the side was broken away. The wreekage,
dvad he would get his father to consent to | damaged bheyond repair. lay there, and he
his leaving, or—— , Saw at a glance that he could not hope to

He felt a touch on bhis arm., and with = reach it. Not very far awav. and cloge in
start  saw  Percy Grainger, the school shore, he saw the landing-net lying, and,
captaim, standing before him., Grainger's fice | wading in. secured it.
wore n - Kkindly cxpression. Perhaps he saw .Alas! the net was torn. and the thing
lrow it was with Challis. Perhaps he had | would bhe of very little future use. With a
Leard all ahout the aceident. At any rate, ) deep-drawn  sigh -he  turned and slowly
he said, with a symputhetic gleam in his | watked back to the school, his brows set in
Cyes: - a frown. his face cloudedl. -

“It's all riguht, Challis. The youngster He bad lost all taste for his fishing, and he
will come to no harm. They re taking him | felt somchiow that he would never care for it
to Mr. Evans’s room, where he'll be quicter. | again,

The ductor says he'll be himsell again in o —_—

fay or two. if not tn—mu:l'rnw.” t'h l BASIL AWAKENS.

Chalte's face brightencd. He stretehed ount Snvee s . X
his bumd. which Grainger. however, ignore. Lr'h“:'m‘,"f] tlﬂte c(‘;ﬁ“;id‘f’:fm ':‘r::l' t;“?&%
* Thank you, Grainger,” he cried hoarsery, £ LA S T back <
“You don't know what a weitht - you've 5 -L»g“th%nf:ll:im ?"tlll":t.”j(:ﬁg(l'lttith?;ﬂ. eﬁ:f

.t'.‘k';" "'!, my mind. 1 sha'n't forget your Without exception they condemned him.
“'rl"{h'tl:f\s?.he turned and hurricd away Rut | , ¢ hid treated the honour of his seleetion
pot to his room or his studies. ﬁp was m;{:hﬁ;“;' t‘s?it;';;z‘f;bt*'l'le“Slt"l':'(‘;:‘i](:lntt-(‘:ﬁltliliaeéJb’
incapahle of enncentration. and .knew it. going ofl to 'ﬁsh on. the- Awle. and had taken
He Dassed down the stairs instead, and young Basil with him out of pure selfishneea,

left the schwol by one of the hack ~doors: § ) o
With hurried strides and with head bent ht‘ﬂj";:‘.nsoth??fgf?: J.l:f::) he becn as to aimost

kepd on until he had passed the gates and “And a lot he cares.” snecred Mrers
was retracing his steps along the road thay [.,.. . I nyers
ked to the river Awle. h It's my belicf he'd rejoice if young Basq_

He felt \that he must be out in the air. ! (Continued overiecat.)
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Hood became seriously ill after his tumble
into the river. Clunisy idiot! He might
risk his own neck without endangering the
life of a kid like that.”

““ Hear, hear,” chimed in of the
biczeer bovs of Evans’s.

gome

Grainger, passing at that moment, heard
and stopped.

“That's not fair, Myers,” he cried
warmly. “ Challis was genuinely upscet about

voung Hood.” .
“0Oh! Then why did he cut off without
waiting to hear, what the doctor had to say?
Tivder saw him sncaking out of the
like a thief—" ‘e
*““ After I had reassured him about Hood,’
snid the captain sternly. © * Myers, if - you
have a spite against Challis, at lm-t bc

fair.” Sadh
“*Faur?  Tair? When  he  insults the
cricket club, slights the whole Housc, and
goes off to his beastly ftishing instead of
doing the decent thmg and taking his chance

in the next sixteen.’

“Don’t forget - that Challis has never
phnd cricket since he came to the school.
He'd have been wocifully out of practice.
And 1 know he is fond of fishing. Besides,
you fcllows are not  very friendly tm»ar(l:
him, and he may have hm.n sensitive. bc ause
he hasn't the proper Kit.’

*“Of course you would stand up for him,
Grainger,”” sneered Myers.

“I't stand up for any chap if T thought
he wasn't getting fair  play.,” returned
Grainger coldly as he walked away.

Myers turnnd to Ryder. and the others.

“We're not going to allow the matter to
rest here. Challis will have to pay up for
_wlmt, he’s done to young Hood,” he said.

At supper that night the boys talked .in
bated breaths about the happenings of the
day. All eyes were directed at Challis,” who,
pale . but apparently unconcerncd, ate as
usual, the only difterence in his behaviour
being ‘that he was cven more silent . and
taciturn than usual. _

lHiow” “the boy endured sitting
with® all the babble and chatter
him ho hardly knew. It was purgatory, shecr:
purgafory. He believed what Chalfont said
becsuse~his fears had already "' led him to
anticipate the worst. As soon as he could
he rushed upstairs to his room and paced up
and down, up ‘and - down, up and down,
thinking, thinking of Basil Hood, and. how
the boy had looked when last he’ d seen him

If he were to die, what then? What then?

. He stood and leant upon the mantelpiece.
As he did so he saw a piece of cardboard
resting there.

On it had bheen painted in bold black type
the one word: ** Murder.”

With a cry Challis seized the piece of

school

-content with——"""

at table;
around

pasteboard and tore it in bits. He hurled
the pieced into the fireplace.

Turning, he made for the door, livid, dis-
traught. It was a joke of course, a cruel,
clumsy joke, but it told all the same.

Out into the passage the boy leapt, and
hurrying noiselessly: onward, made his way
to Mr. Evans's bedroom.

"He was about to turn the handle, when
Chalfont, who might have been watching,

sprang forward and tore lllb arm away.

“You can't go in ther said the hoy.
“You're not wanted. ,[;loods in a stupor.
Mr. IEvans is with him. 'The orders are .

Challis flung Chalfont ficreely backwards.

‘“ Stand out of the way,” he cried, and
wrenched the door open, making more noise
than he had intended.

* He passed. into. the room.

Mr. Evans, the master, was sitting at the
hedside - with a: shaded lamp throwing 1bs
light upon a book hé had been reading.

He rose at the ‘intrusion.

He made no attempt to conceal his sur-
prise at seeing Challis there.

‘“Go to your room, Challis,”” he said, in
an irritated whisper. “ You're not wanted
here. You’ve done enough harm already.’
The master used expressions he would not
have chosen had he had time- for reflection.

‘Thé distraught boy ignored them.

“I - had to come. I want to,know how it

is with young Hood.- I couldn’t. stay away
until 1 knew there was no .danger. Please ..

let me-stay a little while; sir,”? he pleaded.

“Go to your room, "'repeated the maqfo}
sternly ““ This " is rea]ly too much Nob

But- Challis, glancmﬂ at thc ﬁgurc whnch
lay upoh the bed, saw a pair of ‘bright cyes
glancing ~up' into hlB saw young:Hood, who
had awakened at the sound of thenr voices,
smiling at-him. ,

Then a low yoice said:

! Please let- him stay, Mr. Dvans. I want

him here. He saved my life, you know. - Yes,
you saved my life, John. You were 8o cool,
so brave—" IR :

But .Challis had. rushed forward, had

thrown himself down on his knees beside the
bed, aud had stretched his arms out-to clasp
the frail’ body~“which lay beneath the clothes.
¢ Are you all-right again, old fellow,” he
mnrmured brokenly, ‘the tears welling into
his eyes in his great relief.
~“Yes, I think I’ m better,
bem" here with you.”

“MT. Evans> looked, heard, said nothing,
but going to the” open door waved Ponsonby,
who was peeping in, back, and closed nt.,
gently.

He began to see the river accldent from
another point of view.

(To be continued.) ’
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