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PLANNING AN QFFENSIVE,

HERE was a very thoughtful expression
upon Bob Christinc’'s face as heo
emerged from the College House at St.
Frank's. He turned back after a few

sceonds, coughing and spluttering.

‘“ Beastly fog!'’ he muttered disgustedly.

Christine, in fact, had been so deep in
thought that he had wandered through the
doorway without realising where ho was going.
He bad come along from the junior Common-
room, intending to go to his study.

“ Now, what the dickens made me march
outside?’’ ho asked himself, as he stood in the
Jokby, *“ My hat! What a blanket—couldn’t
be better!”

That last remark was rather contradictory,
considering that Bob Christine had referred
to the fog as * beastly ™ only a moment
before.

The evening was certainly an unusual onc
at St. Frank’s. After a dull, heavy day a
dense blanket of fog had come inland from
the seca, three miles distant. It was white
and cold. and so impenetrable that the
Ancient House, across tho Triaugle, was
totally invisible.

Such a dense mist was seldom seen at St.
Frank's, and the majority of the boys did
not care for it at all. For the air was raw

and chill, and everything was miserably damp. |

‘The fog penetrated into the ciass-rooms and
studies, and the electric-lights Icoked ycllow-
ish and weak.

There had been a rather severo frost @
day or two before—quite an early frost—
and some of the optimistic juniors had been
foolish enough to imagine that skating would
he possible. But frosts during the latter
part of November arc seldom lasting, and in-
yariably slight,

‘his one had not stuck to the rule, for it
had been hard—for about tiwelve hours. And
pow this fog nad come hard on its hecls,

- - - - W

But Bob Christine, the leader of the (ol-
lege House Remove, had been thinking deceply.
Ho was wondering if capital could be made
out of the inclement condition ¢ tbe weather.
He was inclined to think that it could. .

And he strod- into Study Q. and found
his two chums, Yorke and Talmadge, getting
ready for their prep. They looked up as
Christine entered, and he could carily aec that
they were not in a very ¢xcellent humour.

““What's up with you?” growled Talmadga.
{ ¢ What do you want to come herc with a face
as long as a mile for?”

*“Is it loug?"”" axked Christine. ““I've berea
thinking, my =ons. And, what's more, T've
been thinking to some purpose. Tve got a
nimber one, glt-edged, spanking  wheeze.
Whot do vou think of that?'

“This 1sn't an evening for wheezes,”” sald
Yorke tartly.

Christine stood with his back to tlie fire.

“That's just where you're mistaken,” he
rcplied. ** This is the cvening for wheczes—
the finest eveniny we eould pos:ibly have.”

““Tn this rotten foz:”

“Yes."

““ A wheeze against the Fo:s

‘“ Exactly."”

“ And this is thke finest evening we could
have for it?"

“ Certainly,”” said Cheistine.

Talmadae looked over to Yorke and tapped
his head.

‘““It’'s Dbeastly stuff, this foz,” he said;
“but I didn't think it would affect poor
old Bob in this way. Eit down, old man,
and take it gently. I'l go to the matroms
for somo brandy if you'rv feeling weak.”

Christine grinned.

“I'm not joking, he said. * We niay nod
aget another opportunity for woeks. This fog
is pretty rotten, I'U admit, but it’'s all foe
the zood, in one way. 1t's @u ill wind whioh
blows goL.edy any good—-"
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‘“What's the gond of firing off mouldy old
r.:‘nuthr" asked Talmnadge tartly. ‘° There

‘t any wind, anghow. And H you think
you‘'ré¢ going to fetrh me owt in this
miserable mist, you're jolly well mistaken.”

“Bame here.”” sald Yorke. “ Bhove that
bk ascross, Tally.'

(‘hristine's chmms were annoyingly tndif-
fercut, but the lender of the Monks did not
Ms® bis temper. After all, it was a beastly
-lgm. and Rtody Q was warm and eo?d

t would be ncressary to explain the ldea.

* Yon chaps peedn’'t start work just yet.”
he said grimly. * You've got to listen to
me. I'm your leader, nad 1've decided that
the jime bas asrived for us to strike a blow
at the enemy.”

“Why can’t yon male the time arrive on a
Binc evening?’’ demanded Yorke crossly.

‘“ Because a fine evening woulin't suit our
purpoee,’” replied Christine. *°* Now, | ask
you, an's it time we showed Nipper that
we're not going to stand being trampled on
any longer?”

*“ He basa't been Lrampling on us, you fat-
bead,'”” sald Tahnadge,

‘“Not fiterally, but, figuratively speaking,
we've been tvrumpled severcly.” said Bo
Christine. * For wecks and weeka we haven't
struak a single blow. We've bheen lying In

our trenchea, idle, and nothing bhas been hap-
rening. lsn'd I8 time we started an
offcnaive?”

‘* Well, not exactly this evening—"'

“lan’t It time wo showed the Fossils that
they nare behind us when 8 comes to
atrategy?”’ domanded Christine, waxing en-
thurtastic. * lsn’'t it time we worked off some
gorgeous stunt on them?*”

“lsn'd It time you twmed off the gas?”
sngpcated Yorke

¢hristine banged the tahle with his flat.

“Yon ehaps are aup to be my
cenerals!” he roared. * What do you mean
by it Are yom

1oin. to shirk your duty
beeause of a beustly fog? Are you going to
let & fine opportunity for a raid sllp by
v idrout lmlnr a Anger?”’ ‘

“J shall lift my whole giddy fist In »a
minhute!’ growled Talmadge.

“You're at lberty to lift hoth of ‘em it
you Hhe!* sald Christine ** Why fs the
Uellege House under dog at 8t. Prank's?"’

" Rote—It tsn’'t!"” retorted Yorke botly.

L 2
1 sny It lem’4?*
‘“And ] say it is!"’ bellowed Christine, bang-

lnr the table anew. ‘ The College House
mities hebind the Anclent llouse—and I'll tell
ou why! U'll tell] you exactly why we—
Vho the dickeds opened that door?”

Scveral heads appcared In the doorway.

'; .\:’:;nt. any help o herel’ Inquired Nation
proli .

* Becansg it 0, we'll lend you a band,’’ 0ld-
ficld added. ‘* What's the matter with Chrie-
Wae? There’s no lanatie asylens neurer than
Oolm'{ Hateh that I know of, but we might
de able to fuke up a strait-jackabeg-":

-

l “You siily ases!” roarcd Christire, glam
ng.
** Look out!"” said Natiom. ‘“ He's getting
violent."”

“Yes, T am!"’ snorted Chriatine. ' Who
wouldn't he violent with a set of sleepy

Iatheads like you? Come inside, all of you!"
* Ko fear!” '

“ We'll wait until you're a bit calmer——"

* You silly chumps, I've ht of a rip-
ping wheeze, and these two dolts v.on’t take
ahy notice of me.”” soapped Christine.
“ Come o and give me your support!”’

Nation, Oldfield and Clapson entered Study

3. followed by ore nr two other juniors. They

id s0 cautiously, keeping 8 wary eye upon

Christine. Christine was all right so long as

he rcmained calm—one of the best fellows

:jﬁaglhlng—but he was undoubtedly rather ex-
€.

*“] was explaining why the Ancient House
beats us every time,”” said Christine warmuly.

*“ Then ynu must be mad!'’ declared Old-
field. ‘* What the dickems do you mean by
szn‘ylng that?”

‘Isn't it true?”

* No, it jolly well ten’t?”

* Then wc’'ll start the argument all ovor
again,” declared Cbhristine grimly. ‘' Good-
ncss knows, I bate having to admit the
:.ll.ln,—bnt it's glaring. It's positively glor-
]!o.'

** You are!™ remarked Nation

“I'm what?”

* Positively glaring!®

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“You look as thonzh you were trying to
bore holes throusgh us,”” added Nation.

** What can I do with such idiots as these
rotnd me?’ asked Christine despairingly, ap-
pealing to the ceiling. ‘‘ Here am I, fn the
middle of a serious speech, and you can only
inake fatoous jokes.”

** Which jokea?'" inquired Yorke politely.

“1 dom't cxpect you to understand
ordinary BEnglish!* sneered Christine. ‘I
maintain that the College House ranks he-
bind the Ancient Howse when K comes to
strategy. Nipper is abrolutely full of wheeses,
and he's ulways up to something fresh. What
do we do? We just look on—and do nothing.’’

‘“ How can we do mothing if we’re looking
on?" asked Oldfield. * You might as well
stick to the reasomable truth, Christine.
Looking on is doing something. isn't it?**

Christine breatbed hard.

“I'll tell you why we oanly look on—why
wo don't do things,”” he exclaimed flercely.

“The cause of it is apathy—apathy—
apathy!”

‘* That's three apathies!"’ remarked Tal-
madge. **And what are they, anyhow?

Somothing to eat?’”’

‘1 know jolly well that you're only.laugh-
ing at me—but ynu know it's true,”” exclaimed
Christine grimly. * The difference between
us and the Fossile Is that they'se full of life
and we're apathetic. lnetead of showing the
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tuitiatice, we remain in our shells and do
nozhing.”

‘“What do you think we are —snails?”
asked Yorke humorons!y.

KoL Christine banged the table.

‘““You couldn’t have said a better word!"”
he declared. * It was meant to be funny,
but it was the truth! Snails—that's just
what we are.”’

‘““ Are you calling me
Yorke, jumping up.

“I'm including mygelf as well, 0 you
necun’t get tonchy ! snapped Christine.
“*And you needn’t try to throw dust in our
cves.”’

‘““You're doing that,”” said Clanson. * How
lnng is it since you shook this tublecloth?
It's simply full—""

‘1 shall punch somchody in the eve in a
minute!”’ snorted Christine. ‘* Just consider
th. points. When the Fossils have worked off
a trick on us we've worked off a trick on
them. Isn’t that so?’’

“ Of course it is.”

“ But can vou tell me the time when we've
taken the offensive first?”’ demanded Chria-
tine. “ That's a question for you to answer!"”

“ Well, I lon’t suppose we have thought
much of planning a wheeze until Nippcr's
shown us the way,”” admitted Clapson.

** That's just my argument,”” said Chris-
tine. ‘* To-night we have a splendid oppor-
tunity of getting the laugh over the Fossils.
And when I suggested it to Yorke and Tal-
mndge, they scoffed at me.”

“I don’'t wonder at it,”” said Nation. ‘‘ Do
you think we want to choose 2 vight like this
—foggy and damp and cold?"

‘““ An able general chooses the nizht which
ia most suitable for his purpose.’”” replied
Christine. ‘' He docsw’'t worry himself about
inconvenience and discomfort. He aims
hicher. and-—gets there!"”

““ Gets where—higher?'’ askcd Oldfield.

**No, he does what leo planned to do,” re-
plied Christine. *“* And if you chaps are
willing to back me up now, wec'll make those
Ancient House fellows the laughing-stock of
the school. But I'll leave it to you to de-

a snail?”" roared

cide. If you think my whceze i3 no good—
well, wo'll chuck it up. I'm an obliging
chap.”

“ Let's hear the wheeze?' said Billy Nation.

And Bobh Christine forthwith proceeded to
outlino the scheme which had caused him to
walk out into the fog. His listeners became
more attentive as he proceeded. Urins broke
out on every face, and those were succecded
by broader grins. Finally Study Q re-
sponded with yells of laughter. Bob Chris-
tinc's good humour was completely restored
bf’ this gratifying reception accorded to his
ilal.
L Well, what do you think of it?’ he
nsked, at last.

“ Great!” chuckled Clapson.

““ And you'll back me up?”

“Every man of us—and we'll mahe it a
success, too!'”’

And the Monks roarcd with laughtcr afresh.

u
|

CHAPTER 1L
PITT ISN'T HAVING ANT.

R. SIMON GRELUIL blundcered heavily

into one of the gateposts of the im-

posing cntrance of St. Frank's. He

came to a halt, and addreased a

serics of lurid remarks to tbe gatepost in
(question.

These remarks dMd no harm to the post,
but they relieved Mr. Grell. The dorse
masses of white for hcmmmed him in every-
where, and he could scarcely sce his own un-
clcan fist when held before his faco.

“*Likc a blessed London partic’lar. down
Wappin® way,” muttercd Bdr. Grell, pulling
his woollen scarf more tightly round his
throat. *‘ Still, it might come in handy for
nte, 0 I won't grumble. Foga ain’t all
honey ; bul, then, they ain’t all gall, neither.
They have their uses.”

The wvse of this particular fog was ‘o)-
vious. It concealed Mr. Grell while he made
his way into the Triangle. It rendered him
safe while he roamed about at will. If any.
body came along, he would be unheard and
unseca.

It was not possibic for Mr. Grell to ap-
proach St. I'rank’s under normal weather con-
ditions. He feared the hoys themselves, and
he feared the masters—particularly the
Housemaster of the Ancient Mousze, who was
none other than Mr. Nelson Lee, the famrous
detcetive..

For Simon Grell had no reason to love Nel-
son Lee. Unfortunate to relate, Mr. Creil
was the uncle of Jack Mason, of the Remove.
Before arriving at St. Frank’s, Ma=cn had
hailed from Bermondsey, and he was one of
the straightest chaps @i the Ancicut House.

1t bhad not taken me long to find that
out. As captain of the Remove, T naturally
took an interest in a new fellow. Aud Jack
Mason was not only spletidid in himself. but he
was the greatest ‘“find " in fcotballers the
Junior Eleven had ever come across. He was
undoubtedly the best outaide-left in Remove
history. And yet Mason hadu't rcally had a
rcal chance. That was coming.

Just at present., however, he was somewiat
worried over the presenco of his uncie in
the neighbourhood. Mr. Grell was a scally-
wag, and he wai: not here for the mere
sake of sceing his nephew. He had quite
another motive.

I'or sume reason he badly wished to obtain
# gold locket which Mason possessed—or,
etrictly speakirg. a half-locket.. Grell was
also after a scaled package, which was not
Juck's property at all. Unknown to the bov.
this contnined the other haif of the locket.
But Mr. Grell knew it.

There was a certain amount of mystery con:
cerning the aftair, '

That pachage was the property of Mr.
David Strong, the benevolent old gentleman
who was paying Jack’'s fees at St. Frank's.
Mr. Strong had left it behind by accident.
and it was owing to this fluke that Mr.
Simon Grell bad become aware of ita con-
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tents. And the man was extremely anxious
to get it into his possession. He had already
made acveral mnsuccessful attempts.

Jack regarded Mr. Strong as his only real
friend. It wouldn't be far wrong to say that
the boy looked upon the old gentleman as a
father. Certainly he had never experienged
kindliness from anybody until he had met
Mr. Strong. That meeting had bheen rather
dramatic, for Jack bad saved Mr. Strong from
bcing run over by a motor-’hus. A great
friendship had sprung up between the two,
the ultimate result of which was that Jack
came to St. Frank’s to be fully educated—a
dream which he had never thought possible
of accomplishment.

But Jack was a sensitive fellow, and he
would bave feit his position keenly had he
known that he was at the schcol on Mr.
Strong'r charity. So the old chap had played
a little trick on hiz young friend, and had
m3¥de Jack believe thut the money was pro-
vided by a legacy left by some ohscure rela-
tive.

Jack knew nothing of Mr. Strong's connee-
tion with the lawyers who were paying the
feces and supplying Mason with peocket-
money. Indeed, Jack fully believed that Mr.
Strong was as poor as a church mouse.

Why Jack shenld have one-half of the locket
and Mr. Strong the other—each of them
romaining anaware of the other’s possession—
remained a bit of a mystery. But this was
the fact, and Mr. Grell was anxious to obtain
the two halvea.

Jack's uncle had a friend staying with him
at the White Harp Inn, in the village. This
gentleman rejoiced in the namec of Jake
Starkey, and he and Grell had succeeded in
vetting lhold of Mason, but not the locket.
And Jack himseclf had slipped out of their
fingers almost at once, owing to the timely
intervention of Nelson Lee..

For a day or two Jack had seen nothing
of his nncie, and had begun to think that
lie had left the ncighbsurhood. But Captain
Jim—as Grell was known among hir intimates
had been lying lsw. He had no intention of
leaving the district empty-handed.

This foggy evening presented a good op-
portunity of approaching the school without
fear of interference or discovery. Grell had
no actual plan in mind, but he was hopeful
of something turning up.

The locket, in ftself, was not worth more
than a pound or two; so it was obvious that
Captain Jim did not wish to obtain it for its
intrinzic value. His motive was different.
There was a message scratched upon the in-
side of the locket—in Arabic. It told of a
treasure in precious stones which lay eon-
geale% in some far-away oasis on an African

csert.

Grell knew well enough that the locket was
probably worth tens of thousands. There
was a faint chaunce that the jewels had been
recovered by somebody else, but he did net
think this probable. At dll-events, it was
decidedly worth the trouble of obtaining the
loeket. A fortune was at stake, and Mr.

ﬂ

THE NELSUN LEE LIBRARY

Grell was a bit of a sportsman—in his own
opinion.

He was irritatcd_and angry hy this pro-
longed business. He had confidently ex-
pected that he would obtain the lacket with-
out the slightest trouble. But having failcd
at the start his efforts had led Mason to
suspect that the half-locket and the sealed
package werc of great value.

Simon Grell was getting #mpatient and
desperate. He knew weM enough that the
kecen eyee of Nelson Lee were upon him, and
he wished to get out of the neighhourhood
at the earliest possible mgment. To a:dmit
defeat was pot in his nature. and he in-
tended quitting victorious.

He fcund his way into the Triangls after
some little diflculty. Dcnse white wails
enveloped him everywhere, and all sounds
were subdued and muffled. But he struck
out straight ahead, and eventually rsaw the
lizhts of the windows in the Ancient Houso
glecaming dully before him.

‘“ Yes, that is right,”” he muttered. ** Thers
here lower windows helong to the kids’
studice. That young Pitt feller told me
that. An' the fiftth window from this end
belongs to Jack’s room.”

Mr. Grell had made certain of that fact
come nights carlier, when he had comc up
to find out the Ite of the land. Durihg that
visit he had remained outzide the =chool
wall, and his object had becn to get the
position of Mason’s window firmly in his
mind. There was no tclling when the in-
formation might be useful—and it secmed
that it would be uscful this evening.

The fogz was a grcat help. Without it,
Grell could not have entered the Triang'e
go openly. It was a public piace, scmebodly
or other constantly passing to and fro. In
such a big school this was only to be ex-
pectced.

Quite possibly {fellows were out in the
Triangle even now, hut they wcre hidden
from Mr. QGrell, and Mr. Grell was hiddcn
from them. Even if he was spotted he
would be able to slip into the fog and gctu
away casily.

He edged his way along the wall and socn
arrived outside the window of Study E. Iv
was closed, but in the dead silence caused
by the fog—the silence from without—he
could distinctly hear the voices of boys
within the study. |

Under ordinary conditions this would have
becn diflieult, for sounds of all deacriptions
would have come from acroes the Triangle,
from the lobby, from varlous quarters. But
now everything was dcadencd by tice denss
massea of fog.

Listcming, Mr. Grell heard the voice of his
nephew. He leaned against the window-sill,
and bent his hcad towards the glass.

““ —— all depends upon Nipper, 1 cxpect,™
Jack was saying. ‘‘ He might give you a
chance if you showed a strong inelination
towards footer, Pitt. But you must admit
that you’ve heen rathcr slack up till now.”

“] do admit it,”” came the voice of
Reginald Z2itt. * But I'm rather kecn on
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foothba!l, really. I don’t you'll
believe me—-"' o

““*I'l1l belicve it if you say 80, interrupted
Mason.

“*“Do you trust me so much that you'll
take wmy bare word, then?' chuckled Pitt.
‘*‘“We haven't beem getting on very well
together, BMason, but that's hcen my fault.
There’s no reason why we shouldn’t jog along
ymoothly.”’

Mr. Grell spat into the fog.

*“ What's the good o° this?'" bLe growled
ander his breath. *“ I shall git chilled to the
marreée, standin® here. How am I goin’ to
git a word with Jack alone? That's the
question. Or it wouldn't be so had if I
could ‘ave a little chat with Pitt. He's a
tricky young cub, an’ usoful, too. Nice
smooth tonguc he's got. Seems as though
he was as friendly as yon please with my
nevvy, vet he'd betray himn in two minutes
for the sake of a quid!”

Mr. Grell had excellent reazon for
believing that. Reginald Pitt, known as the
Scrpent of the LRemove, was indced tricky.
His carecr at 8t. Frank's had becn somc-
what lurid, and he had only escaped expul-
sion op one occasion by the skin of hia tccth.
He had performed an act of heroiem, and
this, in the cycs of the Head, bhad wiped out
the stain.

Since then Pitt had been greatly im-
proved. But hoe had commenccd falling, bhaeck
into the old waygr, as was cvidenced by his
connection with Mr. Grell. But Pitt was a
quecr boy, and therc was really no telling
what he would do next.

Mr. Grell listcned at the window without
enthusiasm.

‘““You baven't secen anything of your
unclc lately, have ynu?'' askcd Pitt.

The listener became more intent.

““ Not for thrce or four days,’”’ replicd Jack
Mason. *“‘1I hopo he's gone out of the
neighbourhood. It would be a great rolief
to me, anyhow. My uncle’s a razcal, Pitt,
and I don’'t mind telling you eo0.”

*“Oh, is he?”" growled Mr. Urell, under his
breath savagely. * They say that listencrs
never bear no good o' themselves—an® this
don’t scem to bc no exception. I'll muke
th: boy smart for them words!”

‘“My uncle wants to get that locket, and
Mr. Strong’'s package, too,”” went on Mason,

*Yes3, 1 know,” said Pitt. ‘“ Hc won't
gt them now, old son. They're as safe as
cwecs in Mr. Lee’s study. Mr. Grell might
aust ar well clear off to-night.”

“I'm glad I gave them to our House-
master,”” said Mason. ‘““ He's locked them
away in his burcau, I believe, and there's
no possibility of my unclc finding them. If
he ever entches mo again I sha'n’t breathe
a word. But you understand, DPitt, that it's
ull private, don’t you?"

“Of course,” repliecd Pitt.
trust e, old chap.”

Mr. Grell gritted his teelh,

The news he had just heard was ot
pualateble. At the same time, he was glad

supposce

“ Yol cCulr
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that he had heard 1t, Por I8 put him in
posséssion of a fact which he had hithertn
becn unaware of. The boy no longer had
the two halves of the locket—they wore
Leing kept by Nelson Lee, of all Veoplt!

Captain Jim was also aware of the fact
that it would he a sheer waste of tigne for
him to bothcer about Jack any longer. The
boy was obstinate, and cven severe thrash-
ings would not make him apecrk. And it he
did speak--what then? Mr. (rell would
simply hear the news that he had heard juat
now. Nclson Lce had the locket, and this
plece of bad ncws made (irell savage.

He thought deeply, and decided to return
to thec White Harp tn order to discuss the
matter with Mr. Starkey. And then his cyes

gleamed. After all, the news might be
turned to account. Pcerhaps the sitnation
was really tmproved.  The subjert nceded

careful handling.

Grell heard the study door open.

‘“Want you, Mason,” gamchody  said.
“Just ceme along to my study tor tea
minntes, will you?”
P"tCOrtainly." said Jack. " Shka'n't he loug,

itt."”

The study door closed again, and Mr.
Grefl heard a roft whiatle proceeding from
within. Reginald Pilt was now alonr, and
ho was probably lo'ling in onu: of the chairs
whistling to himself. This was an oppor-
tunity which Captain Jim did not allow te
slip by. Alrcady a schemie was taking form
in bis cunnivg mind.

He tapped upon the glass of the window
and waited. ’

The whistling ceased, but as nothing efl:e
happened, Grell tapped again. This time he
heard a chair pushed back, and then the
blind was drawn aride and the sithouctte of
Reginald Pitt appeared against the lght.

Hc evidently recognised the man at ore:,
for he softly !’mslte up the lower ansh.

“You alone?’’ whispered Crell.

“Yes. What the dickens do
here?”* asked Pitt. ‘' I--1 say,
into trouble if you'rc found—---"

‘ Thiz fog's as thick as soup!” intorruptcd
Grell. ' Come cut here, hoy, I vant n fow
words with you.”

**Sorry, but I can’t.”

“T'Il mako it worth your vhile,”
pered Captain Jim quickly.

Jnst for a moment Pitt hesituted. then he
nodded and stepped backwards into the study
aczain. When EL appearcd he was wearing
his cap and &8 mufflecr was round his throat.
He switehed off the light, climbed through
the window, and gently towered the sash.
If Jack rcturned he wonld aimply think that
Pitt had gone out in the ordimary way.

““T suppose I'm an asz to come out,” said
Pitt. “ What's the trouble?”

“Wo can't tidk here, right against (he
buildin’s.”” gaid Gretl. ¢ Wait until we  git
out in the road, then I' ceplain.””

With' some little difteulty tlicy made theis
way to the gates, losing themselves ornee or

want
god

Yyl
you'lt

whiis-
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twice hefare lacating the gateway. The mist,
if anything, was growing thicker, and it
_at-rud(;k chill to Pitt, after leaving the warm
study.

‘“ Look hcre, I'm not going to stay out
here far long!' he exclaimed. *“I don’t
want to be laid wp in the sanny for a fort-
night with influenza. I'm an ass for coming
out at alL.”

*“Don’'t forget that you had three quid
ofl me once,” saild Mr. Greil. ‘ Three quid
for doin’ nothin'-—"’

‘““That wasn't my fzult,” =sald Pitt. I
performed the work we agreed upon, bhut
tate was against you. That was your

trouble. You wanted to get that half-locket
and the package, didn’t you? Are you still
on the same game?”

* Durn you, boy, you know 1 am,” snap-
rd Captain Jim. * An’, wot’s more, 1
now that them things are in your House-
master’s study. They're locked away in a
burcau, whicb ain’t difficunlt to break into.”

“0Oh, so you were listening oatside the
window, wera you?” said Pitt. *° That was
very thoughtful of you, Mr. Grell. But yom
mustn’t forget that it's a pretty hard job
to break into a school - like this—if that’s
what you’re thinking of.”

Grell seized Pitt's arm.

*“If you was a right-minded kid you'd
know that you never earmed them three
Bradburys,” be said. “ But 1 won’t ask
you to this job for nothin’. I'll give you
another three quid if you're open to a little
job which will be as simple as drinkin’ tea
out of a basin. Are you game?”

‘“1 might be,” said Pitt calmly. ‘' Moncy
isn’'t to lightly ehucked away, you know.
I never have too much in my pockets.”

Sioron Grell chuckled.

‘*“You're the young shaver for me!”’ he
dcelared, picturing an easy victory in his evil
mind. “ You'll be earnin’ three Guid easier
than you earned the last three. Look here,
Pitt, my lad. I'll be waitin’ just outside the
schgol wali-—at this bere very spot—at Imid-
)'i}.: t-” :

‘“ What for?” acsked Pitt. *It'1
vather cold, won’t b7’

““I’'ve been in worse cold than this,”’
Mr. Grell. ‘1 shall be waitin’ for you, my
lad. Your job is to git out o’ bed when
everybody else Is asleep—at about half-past
cleven, say. Youll go down to Lee’s study,
xit those things out o’ the hureau, an’ bring
them out to me. It'll be dead easy.”

“Ro doubt about that,”” replied Pitt.
* And what then?”

“1'll hand you the thrce quid, an’ you'll
he able to git hack to bed without a soul
hein’ the wiser.”

‘“ And what will you do?” asked Pitt.
‘* Those things will be missed, you know, and
AMfr. Lee will suspect you. If you're still at
the White Rarp yon mlgvt'lt. find yourself
arrested in the morning-‘—

‘““ D'ye think I'd be such a durned fool?’”
chuckded Mr. Grell. ““ Me an’ Starkey will

he

said

stay iR that.old ruined mill until the early
mornin’, then we'll jest walk into Banrnin'-
ton an’ take the first train. We shall be in
London afore arythin's discovered. Why, it's
a splendid plan.”

Pitt nadded.

1 don’t see how it can fail,”” he remarked
calmly. ‘‘ But there’s one thing about it,
Mr. Grell, that might be altered.”

“ An’ wot’s that?’ |

‘“ The tiiree quid for me—""

**1 mjght cven make it four if youn bhring
me the thinga § want,”” sald Grell gencronasly.

“T don’t mean that. 1 think’s it's too
much,” eaid Pitt. “1 wouldn’t dream of -
taking thrco pounds. Im fact I sha'n’'t take
a penny!”’

By thupder!” exclazimed Mr. Grell.
‘* You've changed, ain't you?”

‘“ Well, I suppose 1 have!”

** An’ why don't you want to take no
moncy ?’’

‘““ My conscienee wouldn't allow nie to,”
replicd Pitt conlly. ‘ Besides, 1 sha'n’t earn
it. At midnight, when you're waiting out
kere, 1 shall te fast asleep in the Remove
dermitary.”

Mr. Grell stared through the fog at his
young companion.

“How can you be in the dormitory at
midnight if you're goin’ to hand me that
locket?”’ he asked gruffly. *‘ You're a young
fool—""

‘“ Not exactly,” said Pitt. °* Yoa see, Mr.
Grell, ¥ should be a young fool if T had any-
thing to do with this rotten scheme of yours.
But 1 shall be in bed, because 1 baven't the
slightest intention of doing what you want.

I wouldn’t do it if you paid me twenty
pounds!”

‘“Wot !’ snarled Captain Jim.

‘“I've been willing enough to lend youn a
hand in other occasions,”” went on  the
Serpent, ‘' but it's a different thing when
you want me to descend to hurglary. No,
thanks, Mr. Grell, that's not in my lime!”

‘“ Ncw, loock bhere——*

*We shall only be wasting your time
and mine,”” said

Pitt- o SOIT.Y I - 7 ¥ ¥ ¥
can’t ol,)l!ge you,

gg}ferl dtom%?- EVERY WAR SAVIRCS
Pelecp in peds. || CERTIFICATE

thanks all
same.

the
And I
may as well in-
form .you, Mr.
Grell, that ]

|
| YOU BUY
|
|
think you're a [}
|
i
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|
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dirty scoundrel,
and I've becn a
confounded fool
for having any-
thing to do with
you at all. And
I sincerely hope
that you will
end upbybreak-
ing stones at
Toitland!”’
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Simon Grell made a fierce grab at his
young companion. But Reginald Pitt easily
dodged, and Captain Jim only lurched into
‘the fog. An amuscd chuckle came from be-
hind him, and he twirled round. But Pitt
was nowhberc to be seen. Only the white
walls of fog loomed up before Mr. Urell,

He swore furiously and at great length.
But the Serpent had gone. He was walking
across the Triangle, smiling serenely and
feeling quite contented. Reginald Pitt was
lcarning sense.

And the one fact which he had learned to-
night wae that it gave him far more satis-
faction to thwart Mr. Grell than it gave him
to lend assistance. Pitt had not felt quite
s0 happy for weeks.

~ Therc was certainly a change for the better
in this self-possessed junior.

/
oniibing? pu-n

CHAPTER 1I11.
FIVE HUNDRED LINES.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTS gave
one of his expressive snorts.
Some funny idiot{’" he exclaimed.
¢ Shouldn't bLe surprised il Fullwood
and Co. did it. Looks like their foolery!"’
*““* What’s the excitement?”’ I asked.

I was just on my way to the Common-
room from Study C(C, accompanied by Sir
Montie T'regellis-West and Tommy Watson.
In the lobby, however, we found Handforth
staring at the notice-board and making
reinarks at it. Church and McClure were
there, too, and they all secmed to be in-
terested.

‘* Have a look at this, Nipper,” said Muc-

Clure.
- ¢ Anything startlin’, dear fellow?' inquirced
Tregellis-West langpidly. * 1 hope it is, I
do, rcally. I could just do with some excite-
ment now to buck me up. It’s been a fright-
fully dull day, an® this fog has a most
depressin’ cffect upon a fellow. Don’t take
up all the room, old boys.”

We stood in front of the notice-board, and
then saw thc cause of Handforth’s forcible
remarks. A square shcet of paper had been
mysteriously pinned upon the¢ board—I say
mysteriously, bLecause nohody knew how it
had come there, or who had placed it there.
And it simply borc. the words, daubed in

ink:
¢ LOOK OUT FOR SQUALLS!'”

« That doesn’t seem quite appropriate, you
know,” said 8ir Montie critically. ** How
can there be squalls this evemin’, dear
hoys? The air's pedectlg still, an’ I belicve
the glass is goin’ up. But, then, we can’t
rely upon the barometer in the Hall. [
reaily think somebody has been messin’
about with it, because it always falls when
it's fine, an’ rise3 when it’'s goin’ to be wet.”
- *What's the ass j‘abbering about?’’
demanded Handforth. ‘' This notice hasn't
got anything to do with the weather. It

B

““Why, if it wasn't

doesn’t mean that kind of squall you asa!™

“ Really”” yawned Montie. * ['in shecek-
in'ly dull, yon know.”

“*Just about as dull as a razor blade,” 1
sald calmly. * But you like ty make chaps
think that you're slow, don’t you? We ainl
know your little ways, Montie, old son. But
about this ootice. [ rather fancy that
Christine and Cov could explain it.”

“What's it got to do with those clhecky
Monks?"" asked Handforth.

““ Well, it looks to mo as though they took
advantage of the fog to steal in and pin
that to thce board,” I said. * Who else
would tell us to ook out for squalla? There's
one thing about it, we're quite ready to we!-
comc any old wind that bhlows from the
College House quarter.”

“I should think 80, sniffed Handforth.
““DPo thosc asses imagine for a4 moment that
they can get the better of us? Why, |1
wouldn’t allow such a thing!"

“ Of course you woyldn't,” I said solemnly.
or you, Handy, 1 don’t
do in the Ancient
up in the

know what we should

House. Things would crumple

most disustrous manner.”
Handforth smiled.

“Well, I wouldn't #o as far as that,” he
aaid modestly. *° They'd be bad, ol caourse.
The Remove would go to pot., and all the
rest of it, but 1 daresay you'd manage to
pull along in secme way or other.”

*“Ha, ha, ha'”

Handforth turned round, glaring.

‘“What the thunder are you cackling o,
McClure?” he demanded.
McClure became very grave in a sccond.

“[—olt, I just thought of somcthing!™ h-
stammevred.

“* Well, keep your laughs to yourseli,”
snapped Handforth.

‘““ He might have heen grinning at the
thought of you leaving us in the Iureh,
Handy,”” I said. ‘' He was probably pictur-
ing the peaceful condition of the Ancient
House without your presence. Thingas would
go with delightful smoothness. No louger
would sounds of strife came from Study b;
no longer would your duleet tones echo down
tho passage; no longer would poses b in
danger——"'

“* You eily idiot @' -roared Handforth.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!'’

‘““You've been pulling my leg: " deeclured
Handforth, in esurprised tones. * You're
been leading me ¢n, you awful rotter!”

“ Really?” I grinned. **Is that passible-,
Handy?”

“It's alwaps the same; you seem to tule
a special delight in sneering at me,”” suaid
Handforth bitterly. ** Of course, I know thwe

reason; it'e obvious.”’

**¢Go hon!"

‘“ You're jealous—it's nothing bubt rank
jealousy!” declared Handforth. *“ If thees

was such a thing as justice I should he
skipper of the Remove, and skipper of th~
Fleven, too. But ['ve ceased to expect

justice from theo this House.

fellows in
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They've all ntwumdmdl—!wﬂmd |
m!' ’ | ourselves, but all the
“ Hasn't {4 struck you that yours uum. fellows in time, and came to &
be a warped ome?” 1 suggested, at the foot of the steps.

“Ha, ha, ba!™ o A -~ asked breath-
“Cackle away—split your sifly faces!" said h,‘:h._m' e

Handforth, with a nm “Da you think 1 Dim! zr e sit
care? bqne I'm above laking any notice op y‘ln‘“d nr“' . Mn . “t‘ouw

of this ribald langhter. 11 you F" liko w am Mr. &Ml’ mlco In our

that, Church, I'l puach your nose haste the fying Monks we had
('hnr‘(’*h procesded toh' ﬂl ‘:l'ardgr, hhut inocl’ad our "O"Ill-llldef erashing over,

slopped very abruptly when Handforth's huge “ How-—h dare r : My,

Bt came n contact with bis nose. Cm\ﬁgl m:i:-ly. " this B Mot &

“Ow!” he howled. “ Oh, you rotler!" graceful No, don't go away—don't move
“PDont you langh at me, then!" morted | an ineh!” .
flandiorth. “We're awfully sorry, sir,” 1 began
I thought you &idan't care?™ 1 grinned. | hastily.
“1 thought you were above such petty| “ DPon't dare to excuse yourself, Nipper!"
things, Handy " enavped Mr. ht"ro'nﬂ - lﬁm qnge all llgll:tl
“GUo and eat coke!™ map Handforth. | you needn’t help me up, ungs have reachic:
fum'ng away. “Why. at | a pretty pass when it is impossibie for me to
s § . w m.f'" o enter the House without being knocked over
with the utmost violence !

“We didn't see you, sir!"” came Handforth's
voice through the fog. -

“That fa no alcm whatever,” declared Mr,

theee two beastly grioning "

De Valewle and Burton and one or two
olthers had entered the lobby by thia time,
and they were all standing by. But llaml-
[orth was staring st the big doorway. The

door had opened without any . | Crowell an “In a mist such as this you
and now we saw the faces of Yorke aml have no riu to eharge about as though you
Tulmadge, of the College Honse, in the open- | were upon -field. Every boy who

ng. The fog was outing pa:‘t their bcadl
iu Hbﬂe wispn,

‘Shnt tiat door, you cheeky asses!” 1|
almufr-d. “Po you think we want all the
Iog i here? Burz off —< Well, my hat!”

Yorke and Talwad jr far from buzzing off,
had defiberately pushed the door wide apen.
They #ood upon the step, grinning and
waking tanlting gesticulationa.

“Thiok yourselves everyhody, don't your"
rlnl Talmadge. “ Why, 1 wouldn't bclom;
o this moth-eaten old barn for anything !
You're a |ot of out-of-date fossils, and it's
a wonder—"*

“ Ate yom taiking to us?” bellowed HIM
lmth, quite unmecosgarily.

‘ Rother!™ shouled Yorke. " Yah! Haven't
pol the plutk of a mouse-not one of you!
Coddle yotirsclves J because of a bit of fox!

FUSIED 04 ous 46 JO0 GG NS SRR mn have hurt Mr. Croweil quite seriously.
""Aro we ulﬂl to stand this?" asked Del "1 Say, Chareh and 1 weren’t h-“‘E |

took wttathhmvmgou once to the
Form- _and remain there un 1 the supper-
bell rings
*~Oh, dr"' _ -
“ Bve will write five huadred lines
during t time!" roared Mr. Cro with
musual heat. *“* It is necessary to you
a lesson—to make you realise that you m-t
not hurl yourselves through a dom .
utterly careleas as to who way be about.
-~gvery one of you!'
Wc saw Mr. Crowell siride off into the
l little doubt that he was w
dxmmd ire waa bhent enﬁ
ms York 33"1--1-»:“ ::I been
orke 2 aware
Mr. Crowell's a eh, and that they had
deliberately insm ua so that we should
bowl into the Form-master, 1t was their idea
ke, but [ didn't think mnch of it. Weo

2! g,@

Valerie calp “Is it possilde?! Personally, know, :‘" MeClure, as we collected in
I think that ;t' ‘d better administer a prompt | lobby. * We hadn’t even got over the
letaon—what 1" step—— o
‘Yah! You darent!” yelled "rdm.‘p
The uiter audacity of this M.IM
haviour took ua by surprise, No College
Nouse Juniors had ever dared to beard us
in our den like this belore. They were &b-o-
Julely asking for it
. t waiting another sccond we all

—.‘7
_-b
-I_

4
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de & rush, We fondly hoped to
i.-'h‘o emlr and make an example of
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. And we procecded to the Ferm-room--
eleven of us altogether. Burton and De Val-
erie had been right belind, bhut they had
certainly been rushing out at the time of the
collision, and their consciences tuld them that
it was up to them to sharce the punishment —
if only in sympathy for us.

There waa nothing else to do but get to
work, and we ground away at lines resignedly.
It was a thankless tagsk. The Form-room was
cold and cheerlees, and lines are never enter-
taining at the best of times. An hour passed
draggingly, and we atill had quite a lot to do.
Bes.des, it was only just after elght, and
there was a loag time to go before the supper:
bell would ring.

“ Ain't it awfally cold?’”’ shivered Hand-

forth. I say, Crowell’s & bit of a beast, you
know."’

‘“He's worge than that!" growled Watscn,
rabbing his cold bands,

‘““ A bit thick, ordering us into tfle giddy
Form-reom, anyhow,’” said De Valerie. °° Hc
might have le¢ us do the lines in our own
studies. It’s like an ice-house hecre.”

“* Grumbling won't make it any bhetter,” I
said shortly.

And with sti hands, we continued our
labours, our thoughts concerning Mr. Crowell
being really too murderous to find expresgion
in mero worda. Another half-hour passed, and
we felt happier when we realised that supper-
time would soon he at hadd,

And then the door opened and Mr. Crowell
strode in.

“ Good gracious!”’ he exclaimed in astonish-
ment. ‘* What is the meaning of this, boys?
What on earth are you doing in the Form-
rooin at thle time of night, and in this chill-
ing atmoephere, too?'"

‘““What are we doing,
* Why, writing lines!’

Mr. Crowell gazed at us in amazement.

‘1 observed the light under the door, and
came to investigate,”” he said. ‘“This is
surely extraordinary. Why are you writing
lines in this cold room?t”

Weo stared sather helplessly.

““ Didn't you glve ’em to us, sir?"’ growled
Handforth. °** We're nearly freezing, but you
ordered us to come into the Form-room, and
it wasn't our place to object!"”

““What did you say, Handforth?’ asked
Mr. Crowell sbarply. “I ordered you to
comea into the Form-room?’’

‘ Why, of course you did, sir —"'

- Nonsenso!' interjected Mr. Crowell. “1
am not quite so harsh as that. This room is
icy cold, and I would never dream of order-
ing boys to sit herc—"

‘“ But you gave ue five hundred lines each,
gir!"’ 1 protested.

The Form-mastér shook hls head.

“I do not pretend to know what this
means,”” he said grimly, ““but 1 can assure
you, boys, that I have given you no lines what-
ever, and you wcre oheying no order of mine
when you came to this room!”

sir?”" I gasped.

CHAPTER TV.
A FIRNDISH REPRISAL.

TTER silence reigned for several sexanda,

We gazed at one another bliankly,

and Mr. Crowell looked on in as much

mystification as ourselves. A twinkle

wag bheginning to appear in his cyes, how-
ever, and he smiled good-naturedly.

‘““You're—you're dreaming sir!’ exclaimed
Handforth dazedly. * Didn't you give us

lines for bowling you over accidentally in
the fog—"

“My dear Handforth, T have not steppcd
ountside the House during the whole evening,’’
interrupted Mr. Crowell. “1It is only tco
obvious to me that some person, humour-
ously inclined, has been playing a trick upon
you. I do not think it will he necessary for
me to make any inquiries. You had better
g0 and warm yourselves up in the short in-
terval before smpper.”

Mr. Crowell was now doingz his utmost to
prevent himself laughing, and as we trooped
out of the Form-room he langhed in real
earpest.

‘* Shiver my
Bo'sun.
mates?
died 2"’

main-deck!"”” exclaimed the
“What do you think of this, mess-
I'm soused if we haven't heen did-

“That's no word for it!” I exclaimed
bitterly. * Oh, of all the fatheaded asses!
It is as clear as daylight now. And we fell
imto the trap——''

‘“ Are you calling me a fathecaded ass!”
demanded Handforth warmly.

“Yes, I am!”

‘“Then I'll punch your noze——"

‘“Oh, don’'t rot!” I lnterrup‘tzﬁ. “ Wi're
all in the same¢ boat—we've all heen tricked.
Those Mounka will be cackling liRé a lot of
old hens all to-morrow. ft's a victory [lor
them, and we can't deny it.”

‘;l'll'he Monks?'' repeated De Valerie. * By
gad!”

““But it was Mr. Crowell who was bowled
over!'’ exclaimed McClure. ‘* We heard him
—we hecard him distinctly—*

‘““That’s just it,”” I said. ** We heard Mr.
Crowell’s voice, but the fog concealed the
chap who was imitating it. Of course, the
whole thing was a trick, and I wouldn’'t
mind betting a cricket-stump that Oldfield
was the chap we knocked over. He’'s rather
good at imitating voices.’’

‘“Well, I'm Jiggered!’ exclaimed Hand-
forth. ‘' Thep—then Oldfield was deliber-
ately walting out there, wearing & cap and
gown, so that we should bowl him over? Oh,
my only aunt! It's a proper swindle, you
know."’

I couldn’t help grinning at Handforth’s dis-
Day.

*“Of course it's a swindle,” U agreed. ¢ We
must have been asleep to be dished so easily.
It was the fog that did it, of course. Yorke
and Talmadge were the decoys, and they
lured us out into the fog. Oldfleld—at least,
ono of the Monks —was waitipg there, and he
allowed himself to be howled over. In the
fog we couldn’'t see anything distinctly."”

* Begad!” exchimed 8Sir Montie, I cag’y
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claimed. " Il you call it stunning to &t for
cight or nine hours In a beastly cold Form-
room, with fngers and toes covered with
frost, §J don't!"

“ 1t wagn't so bad as that, Handy, surely?
said Tregellls West mildly. "1 ¢ ht we
n-f:o"'"e for an bhour an’ a half, an’
a agh my toes were cold, 1 don't remem-
ber any frosl—"'

" Fathead!” snapped Handforth sourly.

“Politenesa = a wonderful gift,” 1 ex-
elaimed. “ Getting wild won't make things
any better, Handy. The Monks have scored
A victory -and a jolly decent one, ton. We
shall be the laughing-stock of the Remove,
bubk things won's be made
wildhk We've got Lo organise a npnul
take the wind out of the Monks' salls.’

“Thal's all very well,” growled Watson.
“There's no time for reprisals to-night ; it's
nearly suppertime already. Oh, my hat!
Here they come!”

The Monks had probably heen watching,
and had seen the light extinguished in the
Form-room, So they had made it known far
and wide that they had triumphed. A yell-
ing crowd of College House juntors stood just
outgide the lobhy, Within five minutea the
whole junior section of the Anclient House
knew all about It

Inquirics of a sarcastic nature were hurled
al us,
it nice gtting in a cold Form-room? Didn't
we know the difference between Mr. Crowell
and a twnlor? These were merely a mild
selection of the sarcasms which we were sub-
jected to.

We, the recognised leaders of the Possils,

and

had ;uncml a ghastly defeat. We sought | .uq blue

refoge In our studies, and plans for revenge
were concocted by the dozen.

Handforth, in qtudy
chuoms' hair grey IJ his
thing had to one
was the lellow tu do it.
in delaying matters.

“Study D has been Insulted!™
claimed fercely.
prompt reprisal is the only course.
we get Christine end Co. into the woodshed
llh.l lock them there for the night.™

vild proposala, Some-

he ex-

“ Bplendid ! sueered McClure. * How are
you poing to get ‘em mmr"

“That's a detall—-"

“Mans can't be carried ont withont de-
talls,” said McClore obstinately. ““It's all
very well Lo suggest etun hrilun- and
Co. luio the it couldn’'t be
dnna. think it's

a {o'tt‘ idea.”

WM!" mnd

|

better by getting |

How did we like writing lines? Was cause.

nearly tarned his | claimed.

he declared, and he | to sacrifice yourselves—lor—for the
There was po sense | the Remove. What do yon say?”

“1've been jusulted, and a
Tt words in the

belp admirin® the thing -1 can't, really. It mum" M Handforth. ** Who's Hu
was & stunnin' wheeze.” is this— or mine?"”
Handforth sniffed. “1 don't want it,” said Chureh. “I
“Some chaps have uur ideas!”" he ey | wouldn't own 6"

“ Better b it!"”" suggested MeClare.
Buam'b”mtbed
By the time I've lﬂdnd with you you'il

ing!"™ he exclaimed, thum the
tablc vl em.l “As it happens, that idea
was only a m(guuou. I don ropo-e carry-
lng it out. I've got an r stunning
wheeze."

“Same brand?” asked McClure politely.

“No, this wheeze is absolutely top-hole,”
declared Handforth, * Christine and Co. de-
eoyed us into howling Oldfield over, didn't

thcy? Weil, we're ﬁs to decoy them— "
“That's a second- idea !” said Chureh,
with a sniff.

‘Not the way we zhall work it!” soapped
Handiorth. *“I'Il just explain. You two
chaps have got to go over to the Cellege
Homv t":k ?
out into the Triangle. While they're attend-
ing to you I shall lead two or three dozen
fellows into their studies, and we'll wreek

‘em!”’ )
“Bubt

“Oh, terrific!” said Church tartly.
what about McClure and me?"

“Yon'l be outside in the Triangle, doing
vyour part.”

" Gmlng bumped and half squashed, I

suppose 1™

“ Well, it's only natural that the Maonks
will hre ou a high old time,” nid Hand-
IMh “But it's all for the good of the

I daresay you'll be blnck and blue
by the time they've done—they might even
::qu y.g.u in the fountain—but that's

- Noth!u at all!" said Chureh.

“We love being ducked!™ added McClure.
“We simply gloat over being made black
n every limb !

Handforth glared.

“*1 didn't nt you to be funny!” he ex-
“This idea of mine is capable of
being worked, and I shall expect you chaps

noyr of
Church and MeClure exchanged glam

“Well, T don't know whether there
‘eapable of
vlnt want to say.,” exclaimed
MeClure. “ But thru lo ntul m t

Suiclent.  Church Deedi’t g0

“ Well, T suppose m’d do the job all
iht"l‘uw good s
¢ ummqmu pi '

think

a row, and draw tha Mouks
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honour so that you can come up amiling.
Of course, you'll prohably he black and blue,
and you might even be ducked in the foun-
tain, but that's nothing. It's all for the
honour of the Remove!l’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"’ yelled Church.

‘“ You—you bhlithering idiot!"" hc gasped
at last. ‘““ Aln°t 1§ the peneral? Doecs a
gcneral go into action himselfy 1It's my
place to command— Hi!' Come bhack, you

nsees! \Where the dickens are you off to?””
But the supper bell was ringinf. and
Church and McClure thought it quite un-

rocessary to remain in Study D listening to
the wonderful suggestions of Fdward Oswald
Hardlorth, It was quite surprising how
Handforth saw the idca in a different light
wher it was soggested that he should bhe the
decoy.

Mcanvhile, in Study C—next door—a much
more serious confab. was proceeding. At
teast it had hecen proceeding during Hand-
forth'~ ¢loquence. ,

f was talking roberly to Tommy Watson
and  Tregellis-West, As [ explained, a
reprisal was quite esgential, but thcre was
noe nced to have half the Remove in the
wherze.

‘“We'll do it ourselves—just we three,”” I
declared. *“* It'1l be all the better, becausc
it'll come as a surprisc to the fellows in
the morning. They'll sce that we've wiped
out the atain. As captain of the Fossils, it’s
absolutely necessary for me to take revenge
promptly.**

“ Splendid, old boy, but how's It goin® to
he done?’’ itnquired Sir Montic {anguidly.
‘* How do you proposc to wipe out the stain?

don’t wish to be pessimistic. but 1 really
c:iml;li sec how anythin's goin’ to be done to-
n .!!

‘'ommy and Montic were rather sceplical,
but. their faces brightened wonderfully while
I outlined the scheme to them. Finally,
they chuckled with dcliﬁht, and promised to
back me up all along the line.

Just beforo supper I paid a flying visit to
the Ancient House laboratory. In con:
gequence of thia [ didn’t arrive in Hall unttl
supper was hall over. But I was satisficd,
and that was the main thing,

In the dormitory a considerable amount of
chaft went on. Those fellows who bad not
shared our ignominy in the Form-room. could
plainly sce the humonr of the occasion. Full-
wood and Co. were particularly sarcastic; but
wishcd they hadn’t been. They were pelted
with articles o! every description. It wasn’{
likely that we werc going to stand sucers
tfrom the Nuts!? .

“They won't he able to cackle in the
mornirg !’ I whispered to my two chums.
* [t’ll be a tremendous triumph for us.’”

Evershody got oft to sleep at last—includ-
ing Tregellis-West and Watson. Consider-
iag that they were supposed fo keep awake,
this was most. inconsiderate of them. But
they probably knew that they could rely on
me. having done so on former occasions. AsS
thel clock was striking cleven-thirty I sat up
i1 bed.

v
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‘“Out you cet, you lubbers:” 1 whispe-ad.

Nc reply.

I slipped out, pulled on some clothing,
and shook Montic and Tommy. They sat up,
looked at me in the densc gloom, and blinkcd.

‘“That you, Nipper?”” mumbled Watson.
‘“ Blessed if I can see anything in this heastly
darkness. 1 say, what'’s the time?2™

‘““ Huylf-past elevon!” ‘

‘““Begad!”” breathed Moatie. "“Ain’t it
shockin’ly cold””

“Don’t you think we'd hetter give up the
idea for to-night?” asked Watson. * It
would do just as well to-morrow, Nipper.
It's awfully cold and shivery——"

‘““There’s a jug of cold water almost within
rcach of my hand,” I said grimly. ““If you
chaps are still in bed after ten seconds have
clapsed, that water won’t bhe in the jug any
longer! 13 my meaning clear?’”

Tregellis-West and Watzon were out of bed
in Ltwo seconds.

“It's tyranny!" complained Montic. * But
still, it ain't our place to grumhble. Ours
not to question why, old boyv—ours bhut to
do an’ die! That's how Shakespeare puts it,
anyhow!"’

‘““ Rats!” shivered Watson. * Tenny:on
said that, or something after the samce style.
I don’t reckon .it's right to break bounds
Jjust for the aake of playing a silly jupe. It-a
all right in the summer-time, but in thix
beastly fog I'm inclined to jib.”

‘* There's always that jug of water,” I =aid
grimly. ‘“What's the good of making
arrangements with chaps like you?’

‘“Pray don't includ~ me, dear old fellow,
said Montie. ** Now that I'm out of bed.

I'm a3z willin® as anythin’. But you'll he
frigl!tfully carcful with that stutl, won't
you."”’ ’

* You ncedn’t worry your head about that,
my son,”’ [ replied. " 1've got too much
respect for my own comfort to let any of i1t
escape. It's all reserved - far one purpore,
and I wouldn’'t dream of depriving Christine
and Co. ot evyen a drop.”

** Yes, by Jingn,” said Watson, brichtening
up. “It'll be worth a bit of discomfost,
won't it? Our own sleep will be interrupted
for halfl an hour, but th: Monks will he in
urisery for the rust of the giddy night! Well,
while wc are dclivering a reprisal we might
as well do it thoroughly.”

By the time we were all dressed both
Tommy and Montic were in excellent spirits.
It is always the actual getting out of bed
which i the worst minute. We little
realised, as we crept out of the dormitory,
that a much longer space of time than hall
an hour was dciatined to elapse before we
tumbled into bed again.

sverything had been prepared in advance,
and when we arrived in Study C I lit & small
bicycle lamp. [ had an eleetric torch, hut
there was no fun in ruonning down a batt:.r)
when the bike (amp would do just as well

We donned our boots, overcoats, and caps.
Since we were going out into the fag it wa
necessary to take a few wise preeantions.
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T'ro;m the cupboard I produced three
hottles. KEach was carefully wrapped up.

and we stowed them away in our pockets.

**1 truat the corks are sccure, dear fel-
low!" said Montic anxiously.

" Tight as a drum.”

** Begad! I want to use this overcoat
again, yon know, an’ if that stuff ocozed out
it weuld be frightfully destructive—"'

‘* Rats!” 1 interrupted. ‘' There’s nothing
destructive in it, Montic. If there was [
shouldn’t uce it. I don't mind a joke, but
I draw tle line at destruction. This aflair
19 just an offensive measure in payment for
that jape.”

Sir Montie nodded. :

“You're quite right, old boy,” he agreed.
‘“ An offensive measure is a perfecet descrip-
tion, judging from the sample of the stull
yon showed us before supper. But ain’'t we
wastin’ time?"

I blew the lamp out and felt my way across
to the window. TPulling the heavy curtains
weide 1 elipped up the lower sash. A mass of
white fog rolled in upon me, and I could sce
nothing in the mist.

“My hat!” T breathed. _
to be thicker than ever. It's really all the
hetter for us. If any masters arc prowling
about we shall be able to get away as eacsy
us winking an eyelid.”

“ But can we find our way?'" asked Watson
dubiously.

“ Leave it to your uncle,” I replied. *“ U've
found my way across London in fogs about
twenty times as bad aa this. After all, this
is only 2 white mist, and not a greasy yellow
umt:s 'ike a London extra-special. Follow
me!”’

I led my ¢hums across the Triangle, trust.
ing to my scnse of direction. By a picee of
good luck 1 halted at the spot we had pre-

“The fog seems

arranged. There at our fect lay Warren's
lt;a(:ldvr. It had been placed there just before
cd-time.

Without difculty we carried it across to
the College House. Some few minutes were
spent in locating the window of the Rcemove
dormitcry. We didn't want to open a
master’s window by mistake:

At the foot of the ladder I pulled out my
clectric torch—it was nccessary here—and
quictly mounted the ladder. Arriving at the
window, I easily opened it, for the catch was
unfastened—the window already bheing open
at the top. I poiselessly slid up the lower
c<ash and stepped into the room. One flash
of my torch showed me that we had made
10 mistake. 1 was standing in the Remove
lormitory, and Christine and Co. were all
voundly ssleep.

“Up you come!” T breathed, leaning out
into the fog.

It wa:n't really necessary for Tregellis-
West and Watson to come up, but they were
anxious to have an actual hand in the jape,
and there was no reason why they shouldn't.
We all stood in the dormitory, and then
proceeded to tie our handkérchiefs securely
over the lower parts of our faces.

Then we took out our bottles, uncorked
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them, and methodically sprinkled the con-
tents over the whole dormitory floor. If any
of, the juniors awakened it wouldn’t matter
now—in fact we wanted them to awaken.
But they all siept on soundly.

The latter part of our missien was accom-
plished with great haste, and for a very
obvious recason. Even our mufllers were not
exactly proof against the overpowering
odour with which the dormitory was Slicd.

In short, we had sprinkled on the floor a
diabolical c¢hemical compound of my own
manufacturé. I had discovered it in the .
guv'nor’'s lahoratory one day when we were
at QGray's Inn Road. I still have painful
recollections of the interview which followed
when Nelson Lee arrived on the scene.

But now my invention was being put to
practical use. The awful aroma was such
that no mere words can possibly do justice to
it. It was something like the rottenmest of
rotten cggs, only sixty times as bad.

" We staggered back to the window, scram-
bled out, and nearly pushed one another
down the ladder in our haste. I went last
and slammed the sash down with a soft thud.
Then 1 tore my hardkerchief off and
hreathed dceply. The fog was perfectly
delicious after the atmosphere within the
dormitory. : ‘

‘ Oh, begad!”’ gasped 8ir Montic,*who was
just below me. ** Are you sure it’s quite
safe, Nipper, old boy? Won't it kill every-
body in the room?"’

1 chuckled.

‘“It’'s guaranteed not to do any harm,” I
whispered. ‘* There they go! Just listen to
‘em !' Revenge is sweet, and this is where we
grin!”

LN ]

CHAPTER V.
SOMETHING ) NEXPECTED.

HERE was certainly a tremendous din

proceeding in the Remove dormitory.

Gasps and erles came to our ears.

The sounds of hurried movements,

collisions in the darkness, and general con-
fusion wafted out into the fog.

“I'll bet they won't sleep in their little
beds any more to-nightt” 1 grinped. °‘ Of
course, it's bhard-hearted, but Christine and
Co. need a lesson. They must uvnderstand
that it’'s a dangerous game to play japes on
the leaders of the Fossils!™

“I hope that stuff won't do any harm,”
taid Watson doubtfully. °* It’'s abqgt five
thousand horse-power, you know, and the
dormitory won’t be fit to live in for a month!
They’ll have to fumigate it, and——"'

“Rot !’ I interrupted. *“°I wouldn’t do a
dirty trick of that sort. We can go back
to bed with easy minds. The chemical will
he exhausted within flve hours, and by break-
fast-time there'll be no odour at all. 'That’s
the beauty of it. When the Head comes on
the scene in the morning—as I suppose ho
will—there’ll be nothing for him to niff..
He’ll put 6 down to exaggeration.”

** Begad! There ain't much exaggeration



¢ Come out here, boy,’”’ whigsparad Mr. Qrell thickly, ' | want a few wards
with you ! '’—(See page 5.)

4
|
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about it now, old fellow!” said Sir Montie.
‘“1t's good to know that the stufl ain‘t
dangerous.”

“They could hbreathe it for hours and
wouldn’t como to any harm,’” I replied. ¢ As
n matter of fact, I believe it would do ‘em
good, [t's im'ifmrating——only I don’'t sup-
pose they'll look at it in that light.”

Comfusion was  certainly proceeding
amongst our victims. The slam of the sash,
which { had donce deliberately, had awakened
Boh Christine and two or threc others. They
sat up, gasping.

““Oh, my only hatl’” sald Christine faintly.
““What'a happened? Gimme some  scent,
quick! Oh, my goodness!”’ '

“1I'm--1"m poisoned !’ panted Nation, hury.
ing his herd in the clothes. ‘ It—it must
be fozl CGreat pipt Do you think it's
poison gas drifting over the channcl?”

~“Worse than that!"” spluttered Oldfield,
mmping out of hed. ** Who's heen smashing
rotten cgga up here? Oh, great Scott! I've
trodden dn some of it now—my feet are all
wet! What's happened? Strike a light,
~omebody! 1 shall die in two minutes!”

Everybody was awnko by this time, and
the confusion we had heard outside was soon
in  progresa. Everybody crowded out into
the passage but, needless to say, the odour
overtook thema, The shivering crowd was by
no means sillent, and Mr. Stockdale, the
Housemaster of the College House, was soon
on the geene. .

“Goold gracious!" he exclaimed, striding
down the passage in his dressing gown.
*““What is the meaning of this, hoys? Go
back to your beds at once——'" Mr. Stock-
dale pauscd, swallowing hard. * Dear me!
What —cr——- Upon my soul! There is a
most abominable smell in this passage !

“[t’s nothing, sir!” said Christine weakly.
“You ought to go into the dormitory. it's
enodgh to knoek you down hackwards! J1—I
think there must he something in the fog!
[t's frightful, sir!”

** Nonsense ! said the Housemaster sharply.
“ How dare you makc such absurd sugges-
tions. Chnetine. There is no — abhem -
ohnonious etfluvium in my own bedroom, so
the fog commot be responsible.’’ :

18 —is that what you call it, sir?” asked
Tahnadge, holding his nose. ““ I think it's a
horrible stink! Obh, great guns! 1t's coming
out hero now! Where the dickens are we
going to gleep for the rest of the might?”

Mr. Stockdale snapped his fingers.

“"Thia is mast absurd!”* he cxelaimed
“You are exageerating, boys. (o back to
sour dormitory ot once, and I will accom-
pPany you.”

*We can't, «ir?’ gasped Christine. ¢ It’s
too uwful for words!'
*“Nonrensce ! retorted the Housemaster

again.  ** You will follow me at once, boys.
t cannot xllow you to stand 'ow® here in your
meht "attire in such a cold atmospherce.
Follow me immediately !”

Mr. Sto~kdall strode down the passage,
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but nobody followed him. They prefcrred to
fuce hi3 wrath rather than face that smell
again. The master entercd the dormitory,
stayed there about two seconds, and then

donbled back, coughing and spluttering. It
waia somc moments before he found his
breath.

‘* Good Heavens!'" he gasped. *° How—how

utterly appalling! This is most singular—
most extraordinary! Good gracions me!
The amell in the dormitory is—is over:
powcering! HMHave you been experimenting
with chemicals, boys?”

‘“On ourselves, sir?” _ asked Christine,
shivering. * Do you think we'd loose that
stuff in our own dormitory? We¢ woke up
and found it there, sir!'’

“TIt is utterly disgraceful,”” said Mr.
Stockdale. ** You cannot remain in your

dormitory to-nizht, boys. I am afraid yonu
will find it nccessary to make up beds in
other dormitories, unless all the other rooms
are similarly aflected! But such a thought
is too ghastly for consideration'!”

Christine started.

‘“ Oh, my hat!” he whispered to Talmadge.
“T'l bet a quid it’s those Fossils—Nipper and
the othcra! They've done this—as revenge!™

“ This i3 what comes of making the first
move ! said Talmadge bitterly. * You've
let us into a pretty pickle, you have! We
can’'t sneak, and those Fossils will be cackling
like mad to-morrow. Of course they did it!"

Outesidv, Sir Montiec and Tommy and I,
having completed our fiendish work, felt
satistied. Dire consternation and chaos
reigned in the <¢nemy’s camp, and we felt
that we had retriecved the honour of thic
Ancient House.

‘“* We'd better get hack to hed, my sons!”
[ breathed. * They'll be opening the window
soon, and we don't want to be spotted.”

We had already descended the ladder, and
we now carriced that article back to its pluce
of concealment. Then we slipped-across the
Trinngle in the fog to the Ancient Housc.
But this time 1 overshot the mark, the first
window I gaw being that of Mr. Crowell's
study. I was just about to turn back when
1 heard a =zound further along the wai,
although the fog hid everything.

** What was that?” I breathed.

‘ Sounded like somebody moving,” whis-
pered Tommy. * Who the dickens can it
bhet'

We edged along the wall, and then dis-
tinctly saw a haze of light coming oyt of
a window further along. I knew in a moment
that it was the window of Nelron Lee’s study.
A yell of alarm sounded, followed by the
sound of a scuffle. Then we saw two figures
come tumbling out of the window. They
vanished into the fog, and I gave a quick

Easp.
“ Burglars!’ I hissed © tenscly., ¢ After
‘em!”

But just as we were dashing forward 'a
third figurc came tambling out of the
guy’'nor’'s study. We pounced upon it like
so many wolves and bhore it to the ground.
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‘“Hold bim!™ T panted. * We've got one
nf the rotters, anyhow! Hald his Iegs,
Tommy, you ass!”

‘*Ae's kicking!'’ roared Watsnn.

“ Coutfound you, Nipper!” came a muffled
slrout [rom beneath me. ‘“ Get up at once!
¥You infernal youwng idiot—"

“0Oh, my hat!” E gasped. “It's the
guv'nor!”

We jumped oftf our prisoner as though he
had become clectrified, and Nelson Lee stag-
gered_to his feet, fuming.

** Have you got no more sense tham to
spiing upon me at such a mornent as this?”
he snapped furiously. ‘' Confound it all!

The fcllows have escaped now—they are losy |

in the fog. What are you doing out of your
dormifory at this time of night?”

““We—we didn’t know it was you, sir!” T
cxplained hastily. . ** We thought we were
collaring one of the burglars! Have they
pinched anything, guv'nor?’”

Netson Lee calmed down.

‘““1 will question you about your presence
here later am,'* he said grimuy. ‘¢ Yes, the
burglars have pinched something, as you put
it. I am simply furious. The two men were
Greil and Starkey. They took advantage of
the fog, and they have completely escaped.
I heard a swspicious sound, but I was too
ate to prevent the robbery. It is most un-
fortunate.”

‘ lave they taken your money, sir?” 1
asked. .

“That would not be at all distressing. |
the |

Nipper.”” peplied the guv'nor. ‘“No,
rascals have gone off with twa articles which
were entrusted to my care by Mason, of the
Remove—a half-locket and a sealed pack-
age.’”

“They’ve got them?’”’ I gasped.

““Yes, and I am absolutcly furious,”
replied Lee.

** By George!”

‘That exclamation came from above gur
heads, but we didr't hear it in the fog. But
Reginald Fitt was at the dormifory window,
having been awukened by the noise. He
had heard practrcally everything whieh had
been said.

“ So that's the game?” he whispered to
himsgelf. ‘ Greli’cs acted on his own haok?
The cunning rotter?!”’

Meanwhile Nelson Lee had re-entered hi¢
study by means of the window, and we all
followed him in. A chase through the fog
wag utterty impractieable. QGrell and Starkey
might be within a yard of us all the while,
but we should rnriss them.

‘““There’s only one course to pursue,’”’ said
Nelson Lee grimly. ‘‘ Hurry round and fetch
that little dog of yours, Nipper. If ever he
can be of use, that time has now arrived.
He will he given an apportunity of proving
his worth!”

““ By Jupiter! That’s a good idea,” I ex-
claimed. ‘* But how can we set Boz on the
track, sir? Fe must- have—"

“PDon’t waste time by asking questions,
Nipper,'” said Lee. “ Hurry off!”
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| Watsor came with me, and we hurried
romid to the kemnmels in the rear. Baz,
my little spaniel, was sound asleep in hi3

ﬂwurm bed, but he was as frisky as anything

az soon as he discovered the identity of his
disturbers.

Boz was a most remarkable dog, having a
scent so keen that he could follow any trail
with as much assarance as a trained bload.
hound. Of course Nelson Lee and I bhuad
trained him, too, and he bhad been Guick to
learn.

Arriving back at the window of Nelson Lez's
study, we found him waiting outside with
Sir Mantie.

*“ Gocd!”’ he exclaimed briskly. ‘“ Now.
lack here, Nipper, Grell amd Stiarkey have
got a clear start, and this fog has been a
wonderful help to them. Indeed without its
shrouding hLelp they would have bheen un-
able to escane ot all. Pursuit in the ordi-
nary way Wwould have been wutterly point.
less.”

| “Boz'll track them, sir.,” I said eagerly.

* Poasibly. - Nipper—pessibly,”” agreed the
guv'nor. ‘* We must not overlook the fact,
however, that the mien may bave bicyeles, or
even a moter-car. In such an event onr
efforts wiil te useiess. But I must recover
the parkage and the locket. If I fail, I shail
never forgive myself.”

“ But they ain’t valuable, sir, are they:™

i asked Watson.

“ That i3 not the gmestion, lad,” replied
Lee grimly. ‘*Mason placed them in my core,
and I gave him my word that they shonld
be well looked aflter. And now I bacse

allowved them to slip from my fingers! Ywhat
will Masoa think of me when he learns that I,
‘his Housemaster, am unable to protect pro-
‘perty which has been given into my safe-
Keeping? I am disgusfed with myself, Nip-
per!’”

‘““ But you didn't know that burglars would
come——'"’

‘““I ought to have piaced the things in a
more secure place tham my bureauv—and 1
should have done so had I the slightest sus-
picion that Grell would go to such eriminal
lengths. RBut, good, gracious me! We are
wacting time.” '

The guv'nar, who was in an irritable
mood, held something to Boz’s nose. It was
a portion of a woollen scarf. Nel:on Lee bad
'erabbed shis in his attempt to delay the
fleceing housebreakers. The scarf bhad torn,
and omly a small portion remained in his
-fingers. It was quite suflicient, however, for
Boz.

Within a mimute he had struck the trail,
and trotted off acrosi the Triangle with
an cager little yelp. The scent was hot. and
there was not much fear of Boz muking a
mistake so long as the traif rematned un-
broken.

“1 don't reckon the rosters have got
bikes, sir,” 1 said keenlg. “ They've been
staying at the White Harp, and 1 expect
they went back there—"

I think not, young ‘un,” interjected tke
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givonor. “They hnow  that [ recognised
them, and they would not he fools enough to
retara Lo their lodgings. However, it map
have been Lheir original plan. Il so, they
have certalnly got an  hicycles—and our
clmnces nre qQuite good. With the help of
Cuz, It ls quite likely that we ahall over-
take the rascnis within an hour.*’

* Begad’ 1 hope 0, air,”” said Sir Montie.

We continued our conrse. Contrary to my
suggeation, the trail ied along the roard away
fsvm Lhe village.

' They're making for the moor,’
Nelsonr lee ahorily.

Thia seemed olLviows, and we hurried on
in the rear of Bus with never a falter. The
tag was dense, and we coukl see nothing le-
fore us. Our coals were already damp and
clammy, hut we took no potice of this.

* A hit of a aurprise, ¢h?”’ murmured Wat-
. ““It'a n thln‘a we played that jape
on Christine and (Co. e should have misaed
the adventure If we'd dtayed in our little

remarked

beds. 1 aay. do gou think there’'ll be some

ewitement?”’
“* Ii°'s quite likely," [ replied. *“ But I'm
I hope we

not making nnn guedses, Tommy.
recover those things for Mason, anyhow. The
gus ‘nor promised tn take enre of them, and

I be rotten if Grell geta away, Mason
valuge that chet, 1 believe. And the pack-
ace lan’'t his at all—it belongs to Mr.
Saong !

But 3ir Montie and Tommy coukl not fully
nppreciate tho situaticn. Neither, for that
matter, cnuld the guv'nor and 1. We did
not know that trell suspected the locket of
Leing worth u fortune, and that it was well
ecrth a little rlsk.

Hug ledl the way past the gate af the
Mount, the old house which stood close to the
noor. We only dimly saw it, hut it was the
ounly bouse in the viecinity, a0 there could he

no toistake. And preecintly we struck the
e, flael.

Here Ltho (rail led aver the coarse grass,
and we had not pragressed a bundred yards

infore Nelson Lee uttered a little exclama-
tion of satisfaction.

“'This ts Interveting, Nipper,” b6 eald soltly,
* Hlave you vot noticed how the trail winds?
We are now walking almost back on our
own tracke- -- Ah! Nqw we are breaking
mn{) to the left. 1t |s very significant.”

“Of what, sir?”’

v Rurely Grell and Atarkey have lost their
way in the (og?"” sald the guv'uor. * Other-
wise, why this nimiess wandering? The two
moa left the road -a fonlish thing to do—with
the evident intention of striking acroes the
moor. But a fog is an awkward customer
to tackle when there s an open space on
every side, with nothing to guide one.”’

*“ Thetr tho rutters may be wandering about
evel) now I 1 suggestod.

I s quite likely,” sald Nelwn Lee.
“NSieak only u a whisper, Loys, fur Lhere
& 1o telling how near we' 88 to our quarry.
Ouce having lust thelr bearings, it will be
ertremiely difheuit for Grell and Btarkey to
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find them again. [ remember wandering
abuit Hampsteardd Heath in a fog for fully
three hours--and then [ fonnd myself af my
starting-point, having walked round in circles.
A man in a fog is like a ship without a com-
Pais. But here we strire to the right again.”

Prom the aimless manner of our progresa
it was now quite obvious that the fugitives
had gnne astriy in the fog. Our chances of
succeas increased, for it was quite likely that
we shonld come upon the rascals at any
moment. We now went forward silently,
without saying a word.

And we noticed that the heavy mist was
thioning slightly—or, what was more likely,
we had walked into a thinper belt of the
fog. Nelson Lee was leading, and quite
uhruptly Re came to a halt. Boz stood In
front, barking excitedly.

** Begad!’ murmured Sir Montie, running
forward.

* Stop, boys. stop!’ exclalmed Lee sharply.
‘ There is danger!’”’

We all came to a halt just in the rear of
the guv'nor. [ eould not understand why he
had called a hplt, for there was no sign of
the fugitives. The white blanket enveloped
us on every side.

“ Wo havo found a quarry—but of a wrong
sort!” sald Nelson Lee grimly. °° Another
step, and I should have blundered over the
edge of this cliff. It is fortunate that Boa
is with us. Urell and his companlon. I am
afraid, have met with disaster.”

And then I understood.

The old moor quarry lay right before us.
It was a treacheruns place, even on an ordi-
nary dark night. In a fog It was a terrible
danger. The quarry edge was not protected
by any rallings., aml it was perfectly simple
to walk over into space. And in some
pluaces the clif was dangerous.

" The trail enda here,”” sald Nolson Lee.
“1I think we can reconstruct what happened.
Grell and Starkey, huarrying along, either for-
got the grunny. or were unaware of its ex-
istence. They blundered over the edge.”

‘* Then—then they're lying down there
now!’’ I gasped.

“I'm afraid that such is the case,” said
the guv'nor. ‘1 did not bope for anything
of this sort, Nipper. It fs good to know
dhat we have overtaken the rascals, but they
may be gravely injured!”

Sir Montie suddenly gave a yell.

‘“ Begad! Look out. sir!™ he gasped.

We turned, and saw two forms looming
out of the ftog. They charged, and Montic
and Tommy were sent ﬂyinjoowr the edge
of the quarry! They went down with yells.
I tollowed before 1 could move a finger, and
Nelson Lee rushed forward with the inten-
twon of fighting. HBut there were two against
him. and a heavy blow from a stick stryck
his knee and caussd him to stumble.

A violeat shove sent him pitching over the
edge. And Boz, barking Uke fury, received
a vicious kick which lifted him completely
off his féet. He hall fell over the edge, clung



THE ANCIENT HOUSE BURGLARY

despevately for a moment, and then fell back-
wards with a yelp. '

Qrell ard “tarkey, owing to the eamplete
sature of their swrprise, had won!

Ry SSetens

CHAPTRR VL
REGINALD PTTT I8 VERY CUTE.

BRGINALD PITT was wide awake.

He stood in the Remove dormitory,

close against the window. Those

words be had overheard told him

much. Mr. Simon Grell, having failed to In-

duce Pitt to obtain the locket, had acted

upon Nis own aeecommt. And, what was more,

he had succeeded in getting away with his
Booty.

Starkey had been with him, and now the
pair had succeeded in getting clear away into
the fog. Pitt knew that Bozx was to be put
oa the trail, but he hadn't mueh faith in the
kttle dog. Pitt, in fact. wus almost certain
that Qrell woalt get clear away with the

stolen property. |
The cheek of the thing!”

“ By George! _
murmured the Serpent. °* Coming here and
That giddy

bargling Nelson Lee’s study!
- Jochet must he worth a bit—a fat lot more
than Grell tried to make me believe. A man
dnran’'t break inte a house unleas he has a
thundering good cause.” __

Pitt remembered the plan which Grell had

ontlined to him. _
The two rascals were to make their way to

the old ruined will on the edge of the moor.
There they would wait wstit dawn, and slip
across to Dammirgton with the imtemtion of
catching the first London tsin.

Had that plan been altered now?

Pitt did oot think it Nkely, for €rell would
assume that Pitt would be asleep in bed
and would know nothing of the matter until
the mornng—when it wonid de too late to

ive any informmation. Moreover., Grell be-

eved that Pitt won'd not dare to breathe a
word, owing to his own complicity in former
attempts to obtain the locket.

As a matter of fact Reginuld Pttt had no
intertion of giving informatian. But he maw
a0 reason why Re should not take 2 hand in
the game himself. The locket was worth an
enormous amount, it seemed. o

« And if T get hold of I8, things will be
heaps better,” Pitt told himself. °* Nobody
will think that I played any part’In the affair,
ant ! sham't even be suspested. By Jove!

P il get busy!"”
He knew very well that he woald have to
ell and Starkey would make

mnke haste.
straight for the eild milt. It was hardly
likely that Pitt get there first—he

didn’t hope for sach & thing. .
Rnt he cunmingly realived thmt the pair

wiuld spateh same sleep before dawn. And
while tBey were sleeping Plitt couM act.

Be drassed ra . then hurried dawustairs,
andd made his exft by means of the study
window.

He took his departure about fivel
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migutes after Nelcom Lee and we boys had
passed out of the Triangle.

Although bhc hurried he heard nothing of
us amd saw Bo sign of us up to the time bo
reached the stile which let aeross the
meadows skirting Bellten Wood. By follow-
Ing the footpath he would arrise directly op-
posite the old mill—and he had ne doubt that
Grell and Starkey bad passed that way.

As he halted be heard faint sounds, and
smiled.

‘““Mr. Lee and thoze chaps bave gone
straight on.,”” he murmured. * They've over-
thot their mark—and that's ol the better.”

A moment Iater Pitt was hurrying alomg the
foatpath. His surmise that Mr. Grell bad
passed that wa¥ was wrouz. The Serpert
overlooked the fact that Mason's uncle was
comparatively a stranger im the district.
Grell was mot aware of the footpath, and so
had gone the longer way round.

Pitt himsel® made ro blunders. He went
swiftly, but not with ondue haste. By keep-
ing his gaze upon the ground immediately
abead of him he had no difficulty in follovw-
ing the footpath, in spite of the fog.

Once oft the path, he would have goae
astray, and he kpmew it. So he stuck carefully
to the beaten track, and at kst found him-
self upon the edge of the moor. He stood
there for a moment. surrounded by the en-
veloping folds of vaponur.

The footpath ended bere. amd there was
nothing to guide him. The old mill lay
directly ahead—he kncew that. There was
only a short strip of grouad to cover bceforo
he reached the moor read.

Hia only course was to go straight ahead
snil chance it. If he lost himsell it wouid
be unfortunate, hut he bad no other choice.
And so, meaning to get it over quickly, he
ran forward in a stralght line and was ag
aonce swallowed up in the fog.

Twice he stumbled over elnmps of gorze.’
and he was sorely afrail thnt he had lost his
bearings. As a matter of fact be did lose
them, for when he sfruek the road Re was
some little distance from the mill and many
precious minutes had been wasted.

Put he had found the road—aand that was
the main thing. '

Rumming lightly aleng, he at last faintly
saw the old ruin loomiag up right against
him. He found the denor, and stood listening.
Utter silence reigned within, and the door
was slightly open.

‘“Well, I'm jiggered!” muttered Pitt.
‘“ They're not here.”™ :

His quick wits told bim that the door
would certainly have been bolted on the in-
side if Grell and Starkey had arrived. And
the fact that they were mot here caused him
a moment of upneasiness. Had Mr. Grell
obanf;:l his plan, after all?

It looked very much like it. DBut thera was
always the chanee tRat the b»air had loat
themselves in the fog. Amd now Pitt wae

' here he was certainly not going bdack with-

out having a look reund. .
He entered the mill, leavirg the door ex-
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pclly s -bhe Liad found it.  ‘Then lLie felt his
way to the first flight of steps and mounted.
He pulled out a half-cundle and lit it. He
duln’t know the mill well, and a light was
necessary. But he meant to blow it out at
the carlicst moment possihle.

One glance round the floor told him that
s place was of not much use for sleeping
uacenmmodation.  He mounted to the next
Iovel—and here his gaze met a different pic-
ture. A pile of straw up one side looked in-
viting; two handbags lay against the wall,
and on an upturned hox stood two or three
bottles of beer, a loaf, and some cold meat.

I'itt grinned as he regarded the scene. Not
anly was it certain that Grell and Starkey
were intent upon coming, but it was equally
certain that Pitt had arrived first. This was
eminently satisfactorg.

‘The Serpent did not touch anything. The
window had a liarge piece of gacking over it,
amt on the box, near the bhread, stood two
candles.  Mr. Grell had prepared everything
well in advance.

Pitt’s eyes gleamed ag he saw some old
barrels against one wall. An examination
proved that they were too small for him to
got into. But there was a space behind, and
he crouched down, and was practically cer-
tain that he would not be seen by the two
men when they arrived. At all events, he
would have to chance it. :

He took the candle with him, and then care-
fully extinguished it with wet fingers, so that
no tell-tule smell should arise from the hot
wick. Then he waited, his heart beuating
rather rapidly. Yl'or he knew well enough
that, if discovered, his position was likely to
be precarious, Mr. Simon (rell had no love
for Reginald Pitt afier what had occurred
that evening.

Fully fifteen minutes passed before any
sound broke the stillness. The first indication
Pitt received was a gentle thud which made
itself felt through the flooring. The lower
donr had been closed and bolted.

Then he heard voices, and a moment later
a mateh was struck.

“ Well, we've done ‘em!” exclaimed Mr,
Grell, with savage satisfaction. “It's a
durned good thing this fog's so thick, Jake.”

* Fog ain't all honeyl’ growled Starkey.
“We went over that blamed quarry pretty
rough, didn't we. My arm’s scratched ’orrible,
an’ 1 can't hardly wse it.”

“ That'll he all right to-morrow,’” said Mr.
Grell comfortably.  ** No sense in makin® a
fuss over trifles, Jake. It'll be hours afore
they git out o' that quarry, an’ they'll never
thiuk of comin’ here.”

* 1 reckon we'd best clear oft at once,” said
Starkey uneasily. ' Seems to bhe too risky,
* 8imon. Suppesin’ they come—-"*

pr. Qrell swore.

“ We're best where we are,”” he snapped.
“ D'ye think I'm goin’ to git lost in this
blovmin’ fog agint ['ve had egough of it, old
mate. We'll stick here until daylight—as we
pianned. We're as safe as eggs now.”

*Oh, well, you know best, 1 s'pose,”’ said

|

“the two bags to be.

Fblew out the match.
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Mr. Starkey. ¢ Let's 'ave some of this ‘era
hbeer. The fog’s got in my throat crool!”

Pitt listened while the two men partook of
heer—by the simple process of swilling it out
of the bottles. Then they had a supper of
hread and cold meat, washed down with
further beer.

“Our best coyrse is to zit to sleep,” said
Simon Grell. * There ain’t much time, Jake,
an’' I dare say ive shall have a hard day to-
morrow. Best git all the sleep we can while
we've got the chance. I've got that locket
safe—"’

‘ Better put it in vour bag, ‘adn’t you?"
sugeested Starkey. “ If anybody comes we
can chuck the bag ont o’ the winder into the
;og. Then we conld be searched, an’ nothin’
ound.”’

*“ That ain‘'t a bad idea,’” agreed Mr. Grell.
“T'Il do it.”

Litt nearly chuckled with satisfaction.
Notning conld have suited him better. He
had been wondering how on earth he could
get the things from Grell without awakening
the man. But now everything would be
simple.

The candle was extinguished, and Pitt heard
the pair rustling in the straw. Less than ten
minutes later they were both sound asleep.
The rascals little realised that their success.
was not so complete as they had imagined.

Pitt gave them another five minutes. Thcen
he suftly left his place of concealment and
crept acrose to the spot where he reckoned
For five minutes he felt
in them without success, and his patience was
exhausted.

Grell and Starkey were snoring, and he de-
cided that it would be sufe to strike a match.
He did so, and then had no difficulty in find-
ing what he was looking for. Both the locket
and the package were tucked into a side-
pocket of the bag, which Pitt had overlooked
in hisa fumbling.

He slipped them into his own pocket, and
And at that very
moment Simon Grell sat up with a sleepy bel-

| low.

““ Who's that?” he rapped out hoarsely.

Pitt’s heart nearly stood still, but he dil
not lose his nerve. He quickly crossed to
the trap-door and jerked at the iron ring,
which was lifted up. But there was a bolt
fitted, and this had been pushed hoine. Pitt
had not reckoned upon this, and his escape
was cut off.

“Oh, my hat!” he gasped.

He felt for the bolt, found it, and shot
it back. But as he lifted the door Simon
Grell’s hands grasped his shoulders and he
was swung clear, reelinz acrcss the apart-
ment to the other wall. _

*“ A light, Starkey; get a light, you fool!"
panted Grell. * There's somebody here!™

Pitt, who was crouching againat the wall,
did not lose hils coolness even now. He
crept forward, hoping to trick Grell before
the light was ohtained. DBut a match was
struck before he had moved a yurd and §
candle was lit.



THE ANCIENT HOUSE BURGLARY

Thare was retiel an Grell's face as he
gazed upod the juniar.

“ You, is 87" he snmapped. * You give me
quite a turR. boy! What the thunder do
you® mean b;aocoming. here?”

“Y wan a } to come,” said Pitt steadily.
“1I'm jolly sure I don’t want to stay. You'd
better let me go—'"

‘“'B's bin at the bag, Simon!" exclzimed
Starkey. ‘- An’ waen't the doors all locked?
'E must 'ave bin ’ere when we come in!”’

‘“By thunder!” exclaimed Mr. €rell
sxvagely.

Fitt knew very well that hiz only ehance
of escape was by employing force. And how
could he poszibty hope to eutwit these two
powerful men? It seemed as thoogh Pitt
wguld be forced to give up his gaims, after
af).

“ Now, lock hére, my young friend,” sid
Grell. ' You’'ve just got to explain wot you
was doin’ here am’ wob your game is. Have
Eﬂ gem mterferin’ with them bags over
Ghere?’

“Find out!”’ eatd Pitt calmty.

**You cheeky young whelp!” rcared Mr.
Grell. *“ Hold him, Jake—""

Pift acted. Once held, all hope would be
gone. He dashed forward, butted Mr. Grell
violen#ly, and nearly succeeded m reaching
the opening tn the floor. But Grell recovered
his balance just in time, and seized the
junior by the collar.

‘“You stand aside, Jake!” he snarled.
*“I'll attend to this cub. By gosh! IR
Balf gmash him!’’

Phere was no doubt that Grell’s intention
was a vioclent one. Hia fist carae round, and
the Blow wounld have knoeked Pitt silly had
It gose home. But the Serpent was not
exzetly miFnamed. He twisted sideways
with hitredibie speed, and Grell's fist whizzed
past his shoulder,

At the same second Pitt’'s own fist came
in contaet with Captain Jim's nose. The
man ntiered a beflow of fary and pain. But
he was mare dangerous now
apd things looked bad for the Removite.

K Mr. Grell had only delivered the Blows he
ninied, Pitt would have heen half-kitled. But
he was saved, curiowmly enough, by one of
those very blows. And, what was more, he
was enabied to escape.

Far Captain Jim, with a roar of rage,
drove hie fist at Pitt’s chest. The punch
only partially succeeded, but it sent the boy
hurthng backwards. One foot went into
space, and tuoe next moment he dropped
h<adlong throuch the ¢trap-door openming
down fo the finor beneath.

‘* You've killed 'im!"’ gasped out Starkey.

But Pitt was very much alive. He had
fallen upon his feet—heavily, it is true, but
the distarce was not very great, and be cnly
collapsed In a heap on the floor, considerably
shaken and jarred, but otherwise unhurt.

And he acted promptly. Before he strug-
gled up he grasped the font of the ladder
and pulled with all his strength.

the fastenings loose.

with 2 and
The gddcr gave W8y W

an ever before, |

It was | But tbat frie
ect¢ured %o the floor. but the wond was rotten | them cruelly.
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crael and came erashing down almost upon
Pitt himself. This ladder had been u right
against the wall, and had therefore aﬁowed
Pitt to drop etear.

Grell was a big man, snd it wouild take
him eome time to drop down $0 the Inwer
floor. He was rearing out Impreeations at
[the top of his voice—not that these did

mueh good.

' Pitt, rather shaky, hastily made for the
other trap-door, ard he dcecended to the
ground flcor. He had hardly reached the
} outer door when heavy tiruds gbeve him told
that both his enemfes had dr ¢ down.
They were simply furious that boy had
becen able to get free—and solely owing to
one of Grell's own punches. Captaim Jim had

actually Lelped Pi#tt te cscape!

The boy knew that it was still touch and
go. The outer door had to be unbglted,
and he hastily struek a match in order to
discover his arings. Above him the men
were desceanding rapidly.

The sudden gicam of flickering light re-
vealed the door, with its two heavy bolts.
Pitt tueged at them ‘with all his strength,
for they weorked stily. The first one bhad
just becn conquercd whem Grell's feet ap-
peared at .the top of the ladder—at least,
Pitt heard them. IFis match had been thrown
away by this time and he was working in
' derkness.

' As he pulled at the tap bolt he was almost
eeized with despair. It seemed impossible
that he could bave thre door open in time.

But the thought of beimg recaptured within
a hafr’s-breadth of escape gave him added
atrength.

Thud!

The bolt slid back in ita rusty secket, and
Pitt pulled at the door with afl his strength.
EBven as he did so Grell eame charging
aeross, almest mad with fury and alarm.

& ‘“ Got you youmng hound!” gasped
 Capdain Jim savagely.

Anad it really scemmed s» though the words
were troe. Pitt felt the mans fingers brush
his choulder. But he had got the door
partially e:?.“ by Bow, and wriggled through
like an

Mason’s oncle, in the darknese, probably
thought that the door was wide open. and
the result of that mitake was disastrous.
He crashed Beavily into the edge of the door,
catchiog hie head with considerable violemce
against the woodwork. His fingers, already
tichtened wpon Pitt’s shoulder, relaxed in a
mwoinent.

The 8erpent dashed away into the for.
stumbling heavily over a2ome rfomes which
 lay near. When Simor Gretl pulled the door
open, to the aceompaniment ol vielent oaths,
he found himeelf staring into the thick fog.

“ Anter him, Starkey!" panted the man.
‘“ He's only just owt there. Quick, or he'll
git completely away!™

The prectoas palr rushed out into the focg.

¥ vapour now turmed upun
16 had previously bheen their
protector, but now it was their enemy. Pitt

i

a crumbling ! was swallowed uwp in its wreathing moaascs,
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and Grell and Slarkey floundared about help-
lcssly.

Reginald Pitt was cute. He only moved a
few yards, and then came to a halt, crouch-
ing low. Grell, pausing to listen, heard
nothing, but Pitl was in no danger, because
he knew cxactly where the men atood.

They finally went off towards the rear of
the mill, and Pitt quietly and calmly walked
over the rough ground until he reached the

Toarl. Then he set ofl at the double to St.
Frank's.
The balf-locket and the package were in

hie pocket. He had cnmﬁle ly defeated the
drzigng of Mr. S8imon Grel.

And Pitt didn't mind his aclies and pains
in the !cast.

s A

CHAPTER VIIL
MOST MYSTERIOUS !

s EGAD I”

Sir Montie Trceellis-West uttered
that ejaculation in a gasping tone
of dismay and pain, Considering

that Lie was in an inverted position, halr-
buried in loosc carth, this was not very
enrprising.

1 was near by, but T had managed to alight
on my feet, and was aow Knece-decp in the
sloping gravel of the quarry. Tommy Wat-
eem Svos somewhere far below us, having
faled to stick, and having rolled down the
glope like o human ball.

‘" Whonre's the guv'nor?’” T gasped, spitting
ot a mouthful of rand. ‘1 say, guv'nor!
Are you hurt?”

'Tle fog ceonfused us a lot, for we coyldn't
ke a yard in any direction. But a voice
came from a point within a few feet of me.

‘1 was unable to speak before, Nipper,”
epinttered Nelson Lee. 1 was unfortunate
cnongh to fall awkwardly, and for tho last
minute my head has been completely buried.
It is extremely lucky that my coat flew up
and protected my face, otherwise I should
he badly scratehied, But where are the
others, Nipper?®

“1'm here, gir,” aald Tregellls-West. “ I he-
ticve poor okl Tommy’s right down at the
bottom. Y'm frizhtfully worried about him.*’

*'Watson !’ shouted Nelson Lee anxiousty.

“I'm all right, sir!" camc Tommy's voice
throuzh the fog. “J ain’t hurt a bit—only
briuised in about fifty-six placcs! Have you
collared the rotters who shoved us over?”

The guv'nor gave a short laugh.

“T wish T could answer that question
catisfaectorily ! bhe exclaimed tensely. * The
fact iz, boya, Mr, Grell has caught ur; we
have bheen completely outwifted. What an
abhsurd flasco!”

“ But it wasn't our fault, &ir—"" I beaan.

Tut-tut ! snappied the cuv'nor. “ T4 is
foolish to talk that way, Nipper. It was
madt decidedly our faull--or, to be.more pre-

ctse, my own preposterous carclesspese. 1
vas utterly incautious.” v =

“ But how, sir?" I ashed.

Nelsen Lee had  extricated himself, and

pow loomed up through the foo. I saw that

I

J
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he way hugging Boz, who had fallen practi-
cally on the top of him. But in the excite-
ment of the moment 1 did not give two
tuoughts to the littlc spaniel.

How, Nipper?” rcpeated the guv'nor.
““I was incautious because I ought to have
boeen preparcd for such a trick "

‘““But the awful ruffiansa didn't lay a trap
for us, sir?”’ asked Sir Montie, in mild as-
tontshment.

“No, I do not say {kat, Tregellis-West,”
exclaimed Nelson Lee. ** But Grell certainly
took advantage of the situation. As we
have discovered, this cliff i3 only sheer for
about five feet, and then slopes, the sur-
facc being soft and loose. Consecquently, we
fell without harming curselves to any par-
tioular extent. Grell and his companion prob-
ably walked over in the fog, and rolled
3\?0!’ to.the very bottown, just as Watson has

one.”’

“I'm all right. sir.,"’ came a panting voica
through tho mist. ** Oh, my only aunt! I
thought it was all up for & minute or two!”

*“ Begad! It was certauinly all down!” re-
marked Montie.

“Wa must make haste to reach the top
once more,”” said Nelson Lee. “ I am afraid

we cannot accomplish that purpose at this
spot. We wmust follow the example of our
quarry, and edge round to a spot where

the slope extends to the top.”

“But how did they catch us likc that,
sir?’’ asked Watson.

“My dear lad, that question 1is surely
unnecessary,”’ sald Lee.  * The two rascals
heard us approach the quarry-edge, and
rushed out through the fog upon us - and
hurled us over, knowing that we shoutd not
be particularly harmed. I must acknowledge
that the move was an astute onc, for they
now have quite a good start.”

I laughed.

‘*“ Why, therc’s nothing to worry over,”” I
exclaimed briskly. * The rotters will prob-
ably lose themselves in the fog agam, . and
Boz will lead us along the trail all right.
We shall overtake the rotters within twenty
minutes,”’ '

But the first move was to reach the top.
And we edged our way round the slope,
Nclson ILee leading the way with Boz in his
arms. I couldn’t quite understand why the
guv’'nor was carrying the littlc spaniel, but
it was very thoughtful of him.

And at last we stood upon the moor again,
the fog elightly thinner, but still cnvelop-

ing.

*“* Boz will casily pick up the trail,”” I
began.

**1 am afraid not, Nippe:,” put in tho

zuv'nor quietly.

‘““ But it's as fresh as paint, sir—"'

“ No doubt, but our poor little tracker iz
placed hors de combat for the time being,'”
said Lee. *“I am convinced that he is of
no further use to-night.”

‘“ Why, what's the matter with him?'

I stepped to the guv-nor’s side aunxiously
and pecered throuth the fog. Then I sav
that Boz was tenderly licking his front leys
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arainsé the Kknee joints. There were some
signs of blond, too.

* Poor little Deggar!” I exclaimed. ‘‘ He
must have fallen heavily—"’

‘“F bardly think thag Boz would be so
elumsy as all that. Nipper,”’ said Nelson Lee.
‘“ You may remembér that he gave a yelp of
pain—but poseibly you. were too engaged at
the moment? It is rabther difficult to notice
other soupds and occurrences when one is
falling headling through space. But Boz,
I am eonvinccd, received a brutal kick upon
biz forelegs'’ .

‘“ Oh, the awful cads!’ I exclaimed angrily.

‘* Are his legs broken, sir?’ asked Watson,

‘““ Oh, no. But they are badly bruised, and
are already swellirg in no uncertain manner,”
replled the detective. **Indeed 1 think it
will be diffeult for him to walk at all. But
we will give him a test.” '

The guv’nor placed Boz upon the ground,
and the little dog whimpered with pain as
the weight of his body rested upon hie
injured legs. He madc no attempt to walk,
but flopped down and licked himself again.
Then he looked up at us im an apologetie
sort of way and wagged his bushy tail.

“*You sce, hoys, he is telling us quite
plainly that his services are no longer arvail-
able,”” said Nelson Lec. “ Boz must be
carried home; it ie quite impcssible for him
to follow the trail of the thieves any longer.”

“Then we're helpless, sir!” I exclaimed
blankly. ‘ A

‘““ Not exactly; but I fail to see how we
can do very much,” said Nclson Lee in a
grim voice. *‘Grell and his companion have
the advantage of the fog, and without any
direct means of following we are greatly
handicapped. Hovwever, there is just a chance
that the scoundrels are still wandering about,
2nd we may run aeross them. It is moss
escential that we should maintain complete
silence; and we must pause occaeionally, in
order to listen.” . |

"Phies plan was carried out. I held Boz in
my arms, and we walked about the mocor
slowly and silently. Bat we heard no sus-
gicious gsounds, and our aimless wanderings

ronght no result.

‘Nelson Lee, 1 knew, was very anxious. He
had undertaken to keep Masonr’s property
safe for hivn. And now be would have to
confees to the boy from Bermondsey that
both the locket and package had slippcd out
of his fingers. It was most aggravating,
quite apart from the possible value of the
articles. Only Pitt and Mr. Grell knew that
:’30 ptacka.ge contained the other half of the

cket.

The guv’'noer hated the prospect. It would
be gall for him to admit that he had failed
fn his trust. It was enly a small affair—at
least, it seemed to be small upon the sur-
face—but that really made no difference.
Luck had gone dead agaimst us that night,
an'('} Neloon. Lee ‘was inclined to blame him-
self.

In the mormning, of course, he would inform
the police, and would do his utmost to have
Gre? and Starkey arrested before they had
got fat. But even this would mot be entirely

1

satisfactory, for there was no guarantce that
the =tolen property would be recovered. It
i3 sometimes easy to arrest a criminal, but
the recovery of hie loot is 2 different matier.

‘““Come, boys, this i3 futile,’”” szaid Nelaon
Lee at last. ‘* We might spend the whole
night in wandering about in this fashion. We
must ~cknowledge defeat with the best graee
poseibte.’’ '

“It’'s horrid, sir—it is, really,” said Sir
Montie, -

“I arree with yon, mvy hoy. But the men
are probably miles away by this time, and
it woutd he foolich fcr us to continue this
perambulation.’’

And so we turned in the direction of tha
school. It was considerably past midnight
now, and another half-hour elapzed before
the gates of St. Frapk's loomed through the

P

fog. '

%he great school lay in complete cilence.
"Even the Colleze BDouze was quiet. I won-
dored how Christine and Co. were faring,
but had little doubt that the 3Jonka Imd
found «ther sleeping accommodation by thii
time. That incident seemed very paltry in
compariscn with this other excitoment,

The window of Nelson Lee's study had been
left unfastened, and the guv'mor pushed up
the sazh and entercd the room:. As soon a3
he switched the lignt o [ laid Boz in ti:o
easy chair andd rattod him.

‘“You had better get off to bhed, beys,”™
s1id the guvnor. | will rub some loticn
upocn our little friend’s legs, Nipper, and
you ne>d have ro fcar for him. By the
way, I have heard no explanation a3 yet
regarding your presence in the Triangle lonz
atter lights-out.”

Sir Montie and Tommy lcoked dismayed,
but I grinned.

*“ Oh, you don't want to he bothered with
that, do you, sir?” I asked.

‘“ I shall not ccasider it a bether, Nipper.”

“ Of course, if you like to insist, I suppose
I shall have to tell you,”” I zaid cheerfully.
‘* But you're a good sort, guv'nor, and no-
| body cculd acouse you of being a spoil-sport.
If ycu hear some rather surprising news in
| the morning, you won't comnmect it with us,

will you?’

* That all depends, you yoang rascal.”’

‘“ Well, you're rather inclined to put two
and two tegether, guv'nor,” 1 explained.
‘“ When you hear this news, and remember
that we were discovered under sinister cir-
camstances after Ilmghtsout, you'll gucas
things. But we know jolty well that yoa
won't take any action. We trust ycu, sir.
hlb ain’t in you to ruin a jolly good jape.”

Nclson Lee tried to look stern.

“Am 1 to understand, Nipper, that you
bave the audecity to attempt persmacion?”’
he demanded. ‘* Are youn actually trying to
make me a party to some harum-scarum esca-
pade? 1 can assure you—"'

*“0Oh, come off it, guvinor!” 1 grinned.
*“ After al, we came forward of our own
accord, didn't we?”

‘“1 can heartily agree on that point,’’ said
Nelson Lee feelingly. * My elbows are com-
siderably sore where you drove them into the
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gravel, andd T am net at all sure that 1
ought not to teport youn to the Headmaster
for groas mishehavionr.”

‘““RBut that wouldn't be fair,”” [ protestcd.
“You're the sccond chap——"

“Thr aecond wint, Nipper?'”

“Chap, oir,”” 1T mid coonlly. * You're the
socond one we bowled over to-night in the
1og. Virmat |t was Mr, Crowell—and then we
found ont that it wasn't Mr. Crowell, [t
w2r 1hoae heastly Monks——

. ad !’ whispered Sir Montic.
frightfully incautious, old boy!"

S0 that's the game, is It?”" aaid Nclson
1. " Your deadly rivala from acrosa the
way performed that trick upon you, eh? Mr.
Crowell mentioned something about it to me
And you havo takem a prompt revenge. Well,
well, perhapas 1 ehall forget all about it -
elthough | must admit you have made me
curious regarding the disclosure which s
te come in tho morning. O to hed with
b XU B

TreaelhisWeet and Watson breathed with
rclief, visiona of caningas vanishing before
their cves. T had ncver had any visions of
that wsort, because 1 knew the guv'nor
wouldn't take advantage of the situation.
As we moved towards the door T glanced at
the braken hurean.

“Didn't they take anything clse, air?” |

niked.

“Well, Lo tell you the teuth, Nipper, 1
had nn opportunity of making a carefu!
Lce, cromeing to the

sarch,”” aald Nelson
huecan. *““ The locket and package were mise-

“ You're

mg:._'aml that was mmclc:nt. I will just sec.

The puv'noe paused, catching in his breath.
He stood staring dowsn into onc of the
pizvon-holcs with an expression of amaze-
ment upon Wis €ace. Then he turned stowly
and regarded us,

* Good gracious mc!”’ be exclaimed won-
dvrlm:ly.

** What's wroag, sir?” I asked.

“AWell, my sounl, I cannot tell you,
Nipper,” sald the guv'nor, * But I will swear
that Grell enshed through the window carry-
iug both the tocket and the package in his

band. } saw them distinctly—and my eye-
sight, as you arc aware, is not cxactly
deflective. cxawmined the bureau, too-—''

“ 1 don‘t know what you're getting at, sir,’’
1 interrupted,

* The thing is simply extraordinary, young
‘un, ' sald Lee. * Both the packet and the
locket are here—in a different pigeon-hole, it
fe tene ="'

“* Here ! 1T yelled.

* Great Beott!” gasped Tommy Watson.

* Brgad®'” wae Montic’s . mild contribution.

We all stared Into the burcau. And there,
sure enouch, were the articlea which we
fondly believed 8imon Urell to have tuken!
J1ch Mason’s hall-lmkctg;{ upon the sealed
packare, and they were h in full sight in
one of the pligeon-holes. glﬁruleﬂﬂc-ll ht,
indeed, plittered on” the gol ket (n osuch o
manner that it conld not possthly be ignored.

“Weil, U'n jigRered!” 1 panted. ** And
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we've been  chasing  about, falling down
quarrics, and 1 don't know what the dickens
clse! Oh, guv’'nor!” I added rceproachfully.

‘““Why that tone, Nipper?”

“ Your cyesight ain't 30 good as you make
out!"” I explajned. * You don’'t expect us to
believe that Mr. Grell was seized with
remorse, do you? You don't supposoc that he
came back and put the tifngs in tho burcau
Again?”’

“ That iv hardly a likely supposition.”

“Why, it's as clear as daylight that you
surpriscd the rotters before they took the
lcimt."' I said. ‘' They've been here all the
time !’

Nelson Lee shook his head.

“1 am not so casily mistaken, Nipper,”
he said. ‘1 don’t pretend to know who put
these things back, or how thcy came hack.
But I will willingly swear that 8imon Grell
took them away with him, incrcdible though
it may sound. The affaic is astounding—-I
will grant that. And at the same time it ia
cxtremely gratifying. I wonder whom we
have to thank for this?’’

I waa quite prepared to accept the
guv'nor's word. Hc¢ couldn't have made a
hionmer of that sort. He wasn’t perfect—no-
hody is—but it was inconceivable that he
ihould make such a palpable blunder. The
locket and the package had been taken by
Simon Grell. S8ome other factor-had been
working unknown to us; that was the only
posalblc explanation.

Montie and Tommy were frankly sceptical,
they didn’'t know Nelson Lee as 1 knew him.
\nd then I received a flash of light in the
iarkness. Looking at the burcau, 1 observed
A thumb-mark npon the polished woodwork,
which happened to be dusty. It was no
ordinary thumb-mark, for therc was an
irregular linc right across it, proving that
the thumb was scarred.

And 1 konew the truth in a second.

Reginald Pitt had been in the guv’'nor’'s
study! Pitt's thumb had been burnt and in-
jurcd in a fire at Banbnington, and the scar
was still prominent. Only his thumb could
have made this particular mark, and it was
quitc fresh.

I said nothing. Indeced, I actually rubbed
the impression outl and looked to sco if
there were any others. But there were
none. Pitt had cvidently rested his . band
upon the woodwork for a moment while hc
ollgped the thinga into the pigecon-hole.

ut what could this mean?

Pitt, of all fellows, had rccovered the
etelen  property and  had  replaced  it!
Although atartling, [ knew that the thing
was not at all imposaible. Pitt wus about
the only fcltow who had had any connection
with Mr. Simon Grell. It was quite reasou.
able to suppose that he knew of Grell’s plana,
and he had acted against the man ho had
formerly bhelped.

What had brought about this change was
a mystery. It was o%ually mysterious how
Pitt had hoodwinked the astute Mr. (irell
It would Le futile to make any conjectures,
for wo knew no facts. But Pitt had done
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8. and I felt varmed.towards him. I always

kuew that there was plenty of good in the

::mp, but it was slow in coming to the sur-
ce. -

Jt was rather startling to realise that Pitt
had been out of the dormitory on this
particular night. Had he seen us? Had he
deliberately fooled Grell, or had he actom-
Plished  his pur{)oae by cunning methods
which were peculiarly his own?

Ncleson Lee transferred the locket and the
pa?kage from the bureau into his neat little
safle. :

‘“1 ought toc have done thie earlier,”” he
declared. ““But I had no idea that an
attempt would be made to steal them. Now,
boys, ouly we four knew of this affair, and
I roely upon you not to chatter.”

“ Prust us, sir,”” said Montie.

1 shall do, my lad,” said the guv’nor.
* There is no reason why the attempted
hurglary should be made public property.
It would only cauee idle talk. Mason need
kpow nothing of what has happemed. Grell
will certainly have no further opportanity
ef rchhing this study.” )

*“ But he ought to be locked up, sir,”” pro-
teated Watson.

*“ Undoubtedly,” agrced Nelson Lee. *’ But
we should be put to no ircomsidcrable
trouhle to lock Mr. Greil up, Watson.
¥urthermore, the whole busineas would be-
.eoime known, and we wish to avoid that.
Let it be sulcient that the property is
recovered. How it came about 1 do uot
presume to know, probably I shall receive
further light later on. For the present—
bed!"”

** Right, sir,” 1 =aid promptly.

We bade the guv'nor good-night, and then
went upstaire to the Remove dormitory. -

“T say, old hoy, Mr. Lee was mistaken—
eh?” suggested Montic. ** How could thoee
things have got back "

«“ I'il bet a quid the guv'nor wasn’'t mis-
taken.” I interrupted. ‘ Somebody ppt ‘em
back, Montie. Wec don't know all that’s heen
happening to-night. It's jolly queer, but I'm
pot going to puzile my hrains.’ .

For the present I didn’t mean te voice my
suspicions concerning Reginald Pitt. We
entered the dormitory, and 1 wondered if
Pitt was in bed. It was quite likely that he
hadn't returned. Bus, of course, that’s
wrong. The very fact that the lccket was
replaced proved that Pitt had come back.

He was in bed, and I paused for a moment
to have a look at him.

There seemed to he

a smile on his “ace as
he slept, and the cunning expression which
was so well krown in the Remove was
entircly absent. Rc%i"aii‘ Pitt was looking

remely happy in hia sleep. o
ex&y ch:m aud } got into bed, and within
thrce minutes we were asleep too. Wa had
had @ tiring time, but everything was all

1ight.

‘wonderfully elated and satisfled. He
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And 1 was mistaken.

Pitt was fully awake, and he had been
awarce of my seratiny. "‘He lay in bhed fer;:]ing
a
defeated Simon Grell! It had been his object
all slong to get the stolen property and

return it to Nelson Lee’s buresu secrctly.

Pitt’s action was worthy of the higliest
Enuse. He had risked much to accompiish

is purpose, and he wanted no acknowledge-
ment. Hc had performed the work, and
hoped that the truth would never come out.

ngidering that Pitt had evioualy
plotted with Captain Jim to eobtain the
locket and the package, it was altogether
astounding that he should now act in this
way. It was proof of ome thing. Reginald
Pitt was beginning to realise that the
straight path was far better than the
crooked one.

He bhad felt satisfled occasionally after
performing some ill-natured action, bat his
satisfaction had been superfiefal—he had told
himself that he was satisfled, and believed it.

But now he couldn’'t sleep because of the
real joy whieh filled his whole being. Ha
was feeling happier than he had ever fclt
before. He had not dreamed it poesible thut
he could obtain such complete aaitisfaction
out of a rcally deecent action

It was a lesson to him.

He felt tbat he was more worthy of Jack
Mason’s friendship. He reviewed his former
babits, and was absolutely disgusted with
many of the thimgs whbich he bhad performed
without a thought. lie¢ now saw them in
their true light, and he felt how much bctter
it was to feel pleased with himself becans2
he had done something which was homestly
praiseworthy.

Christine and Co., on the following miorn-
ing, were allowed to know, absolutely and
positively, that their discomfort of the nighs
hefore had been eaused by an- enemy patrol.
When they realised that the incident haa
been in the pature of a reprisal, they could
do nothing but hide their diminished h<ads.

Their japc had been quite good, tut they
were foreed to acknowledge that our counter-
cffensive—offensive in more senses than ohe
—had comptetely taken the wind out of thuir
sails.

When the Head arrived on the scene—as
we had supposed he would—there was practi-
cally no odour left. And Mr. Stockdale’s
anxiety to have the drairs seen to subsided.
Sundry indications, too, led the Collego
House master to come to the conclusion that
the awful efiluvium had found its source In
the Ancient House laboratory.

- No inquirica were made, but Nelson Lse
ave a very significand look when I pasred
ﬁim that morning, and there the matter

ended.

THE END.

.NEXT WEEK!—(See p. iv of cover.)
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OUR POPULAR SCHOOL SERIAL!?

Ty Chums o Littleminster SCbOOl

[ A Magnificent Story of School Life and Adveature.

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

T'he Virst Chapters.
.. ]

BASIL HOOD 13 « new boy at Lalleminster School.
On his arrival he makes a friend of

JOHN CHALLIS, & Senior in the Fifth Form.

MyrRS and COGGIN are two bullies, who, wilh
some olthers, try to make Challis join the

“ Clubs,” an athletic society. He refuses, and

they delermine to send him (o Coveniry.
He+s persuaded laler by Mr. Evans, a master,

fo join. Challis takes Hood fishing in a
punl, which gets cast adrift. Later on
Grainger, the Caplain, sees Challis al the
nets, and asks him to play for the next sizteen
against the eleven. Meanwhile Basi! suspects
Myers of casting the punl adrift, since he
found a coin belonging to him near the spot.

U rwuspcctmgy fie puts the coin in a drawer

tn M8 cubtic It vanishes, and Basil sus-
pects Myers. The next day the malch be-
tiwween the eleven and the sixteen takes place.
Challis plays a splendid innings, but Pon-
sonby foolishly gets in the way of a hard
drive, and s luid out. He 1s taken to bed,
and a lot of the boys turn ayainst Challis.
When Ponsonby recovers he asks Challisto be

lie turned to

[ saw him

FPonsonby comes to his help and finds a piece
COIN.

[ he opened the door and pecped into
was unoccupied.
handle ot Myers’'s door, young 'un?’’ he asked.
do it as 1 was lying on the floor.”

_ you account for
thisv”

his friend. Basil fags for Challis, and one
ufternoon as he 1is carrying the tea-things
down the passage someonc trips him up.
of thin cord on the floor. (INow read on.)
.PONSONBY FINDS THE MISSING
ONSONBY picked the cord up, and
found it was tied to the handle of a
door opposite. With brows knitted
fhe study beyond.
‘* Hi, anyone there?’ he asked.
Nobody replicd, and Le saw that the room
Quictly removing the cord,
Basil.
** Arc you sure this cord was tied to the
“* Yes.”
“H'm! How did it get loosc?'’
““ Myers cut it with hils knife.
*Bah! Another lie! He'’s always telling
whoppers!” succred Myers.
“*f{s he? Tlecn how do
Ponsonby laid his hand 'upon the circle ot
cord, still knotted, which was fastcncd to the
handle of Myers's doog,

»

.about it, I tell you.

———

Myers changed colour.

“] don't know anything about it,”” he
blustered. *'I never put it there. I Lt[}e(‘t
somc of the other chaps did it for a lark.
And if the young fool had kept his eyes open
he wouldn’'t have made such a Dblundering
mess of things.”

Ponsonby’s lips tightened.

““You say you saw DMyers cut the cord,
voungstcr?'' he cried.

‘“ Yes,”' returned Basil, still hardly able to
speak. * I lay for a moment dazed, and
then, hcaring someone moving, [ turned my
head and saw Myers standing at the door.
grinning at me. He thought I dtdn t sec him.
He took out his penknifc and severed the
cord, then went back into his room and
closed the door. When I went into his room
to ask him what he meant by it h¢ was

sitpting at his table and pretending to
write.'’
“H'm' And it was when you told him

what you thought of him, ki
on you, e¢h?"”

‘“ Yes.”

““Ah!
this?”

‘““ 8ay!” said the big boy deflantly.
it's all a pack of lics!
word against mine.

, that hc set

Myers, what have you to say to
‘“ Why,
You can’t belicve his
I don’'t know anything
It I'd done it I'd own
up. And it's not very friendly of you to take
his part, Ponsonby.”

*¢I've taken his part hecause T believe he's
told the truth, Galloway, Richards, and
Mordant occupy the room over there. None
of them has a grudge against the kid. 1
don't believe they set the cord up there.
Whoever did it must have known that 1
sent the youngster to my-room to borrow
some things for the tea-ficht in Challis's
room, and have purposely laid in wait for him
on his return. Myers, I belicve you're the

man.’’
v I‘l‘ I t.ell you I'm not! Say that again, and
Myers advanced threateningly, but hesi-

tated as he saw the resolute gleam in Pon-
sonby’s eyus.

‘“Oh, I'm not fit to fight,”’ said the invalid.
** But I don’'t mind, if you've got thc pluck
to stand up against me.

Myers turped away, his face as black as
thunder.

“I'll wait till you're it and well agam.
he growled, ¢ But I sha'n’t forget this in a

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)
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“Yc¢s, but look here, vyoung 'un, this is a
pretty serious matter. You are implying t it
it-was Myers who ~ent thes punt -aaritt.’

““And I believe it wag, .Ponsonby: }c* I
believe it was.  Only, (hm't yvou sce, if we
were to aect too Hastily- Myers might Uet off.
We haven't any ‘preor 1<_f.lm-t him.” -
Y Welve got  this .coin. :o '

““Yes, but if he savs he dropped it tl,e
day [ found it, what then?”

- **He stole 1t afterwards
cubicle, you say?"” :

‘“ Yes, but 1f it were his. and T wouldn’t
hand. it hack, he'd have the right to take
_it..fwou(ln't he?” AN

Pmmonby s face fell. 1

“H'm! 1 suppose you're richt there,
Basil,” said-he. ** You're pretty smart for
Q _Junmr fag, you know. It's pretty, Imtcn
.t]rou‘*h;ﬂf Myers is the blackguard you suy,
and we've got to keep hun bere at Lrﬂttlc-w
raingter, isn't it?'” . g

““Yeg, I suppose it is,”” admitted Bazil. |
<t But-1'm sure things will turn out all right
An the end. Porhapb preof v.lll turn up some
day, and then—-"" ek .
. Ponsonby’'s fauce cleared.

L

. ¢ Perhaps it will,”” he cried. “ Meanwhile,
JOU - have " a o talk with Grainger. We'll
arrange ‘a’t the evidence in order and we'l

from )mur

.

ask old Challis what he thinks. Can 1 kecp
ihe'( oln for a bit, kid?” S e :
L wYes, pleaqe do Only, don't loce it,”” said

Bl\l. o v

“(Oh, T'll not ]0-e it. TI'll f*uard it as my
lite. And 1T mean to kcep a pretty sharp
eyc on Myers after thl\ 'J.h(, fellow's - an
unuttnmblu cad !’ IR . oo

So Basil was forgiven for the smash, and
returned- to- his chums flushed and- c.\citc(l
‘over the turn events had taken, much elated
becdause he had had the "heétter ofe his: brush.
with that beast Myvyers, as far’ as’ the struggle
had :gone, “and: wondering in  his heart ot
hearts  whether proof of Myers's vyillainy
would ever come to light. - y

The discovery of that proof was perhaps

anything

nearer tu his hand than he drcamed'
P oo
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JOHN CHALLIS IN -A NEW LIGHT.
OHYN CHALLIS was rapidly throwipg ol

the mack. . To -the astonishment o
everyone “at  Littlentinster, pqrtuull Iy
the Juniors, he was fast becoriing o

of the most ].opnlar boys in tie sciool

“His manncr. his behaviour, Lhann..{ Cas
by, magic.  Wherever he :1pp\.ued_, now, it
was with heaid “erect and*shouldirs .« nared,
eves bricit, and lips curved in a smi-e.

Whercas he ised to slink "along, with s
books under :his-arm and his head howcea,
with eyes averted to  avoid the snecring

alances of his schoolmates, hisofips”set in «
.scm\l his  clothes ~h.lbhv and- <ill-fittine,
he-now -walked -firmly, met the looks of his
companions Jearlessly, and had -a  Kindiy
grecting for anyone,who_ welcomed it. _
And in nothing had he changed so much as
in his clothes.-- The ald, ill-fitting uuit%.,,)xitlj
trousers too short and bdg"y at the_knee .
coats sigging and short in the sleeves’ m.u st
coats shrunken and two sizes too small—had
given place to some smart, weli-tailored gar-
ments, which lus father had scnt down from
home. , e .
The change in the f.ilmlly fOI'tlll]to waﬁ re

flected in the garment$ Challis wore. .
“Don’'t you worry about the expense, my
iear son,” Challis senior wrote. -"I IL.- 1ook

after”"that part of thé progfamme.” 1. se¢p 3
you to Littleminster because I- \mnted you t
be educated like a gentleman. 1 want’ you tq
become- what I should have liked~to hava
been. <There’s no pqlish .about me; but that
don’t matter. I know how to Tun a business
just as 1 used to know how to fight a. ring
hattle. I'm not a snoh.* Yet I cansee thay
education gives a boy > advantages” that
nothing -else can. - You'vg never' had th¢
clothes I wanted you to have, because I had
to pmch and scrape to keep you at. Little

minsfer. That’s all. “changed. =Your: ()IA
father .is making a fortune,. and you're g -fmn%
to sharec some of the:benefits. « If you wan
drop me a-line and let, me Kknow:
\Ie.lrmhile I'm going - to lncre"lqo - youd
pocket-money to ten shillings a week.’

- (To be continued.)

]

. NEXT WEEK’S STORY, l

L’NDER THE TITLE OF

“T he Ai'abs of El Safra!”

- . < Will deal with another adventure of NELSON
, --LLE, NIPPER and his Chums at St. Frank’s. |

1/i OUT. ON WEDNESDAY

WAR-TIME PRICE—THREE-HALFPENCE.
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