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CHAPTER 1.
A MYSTBRY AT BT. FRANK'S.
HO killed Colonel Clinton?
That was the question which the
majority of the fellows at St.
Frank’s were asking themselves.
There had been some stirring times at the
old school just recently, and the Ancient
House was just as interested as the Cotlego
House, although Colonel Clinton had been
Housemaster of the latter.

I had an idea that the mystery wouldn't
bs a mystery for long. Nelson Lec, my
respected guv'nor, was busily engaged in
probing the matter, and he had already
gained much success.

Only an bhour or two ago the inquest on
the coloncl had been held, and Dr. Malcolm
Stafford, the Headmaster of St. Frank’s, htd
been declared innocent. The police had
released him, and he was .mow back in the
school. '

The Head himself had been arrested for
the crime originally. It was a bit startling,
and the blow had greatly affected him. No-
body expected him to attend to any schoaol
duties for & week or two, at least.

It was simply splendid to have Dr. Stafford
back, but his elimination from the case only
made It more mysterious. As the guv’'nor
had pointed out to me, there was no doubt
whatever that somebody ,had deliherately
plotted to get the Head incriminated. The
glot had failed, but the mystery was still
eep. S

Colonel Clinton was dead, and I don't think

the College House fellows were exactly ready
to weep. They were shucked at the colonel's
dreadfu! end, but he had led them euch a
terrible dance during his brief reign that
it was a positive reliel to live a quiet, peace-
ful life again.
_ And the knowledge that Nelsor Lee was
investigating the case caused many juniors
to display a lively interest in. the whole
aflair.

“*Mr. Lee's not just an ordinary Housc-
master,”’ remarked Regina

Id Pitt, address- '

tng a group of [cllows on the ‘.\ncicn:t House
steps. ‘“*He's a detective—a famous, ex-
perienced criminologist. And to have him
herc, inquiring into a murder mystery in our
very midst, is urique. He’ll succeed, tco.'

** Perhaps,”” said Fullwood snceripgly.
‘“ Mr. Lee ain’t such a clever chap a3 pvople
think. He’s been puffed up—" .

*“ What's that?”’ interrupted Haondfortl:.
‘““Say it again, Fullwood!'"’ :

*“1 wasn’t speakin’ to you,” snapped Full-
wood tartty.

“Well, you're speaking to nme now'' roared
Handforth. “If you think I'm going to
stand here and listen to a howling cad
running down the best Housemaster we've
ever had, you're jolly well mistaken!”

‘“ Hear, hear!"

** Shut' up, Fullwood, you rotter:”

“I didn't a3k you to stand here an’ listen
to me,"” said Futlwood. ** You can clear off
a8 soon asyou like, Handiorth. !'m entitlcd
to my opinion." :

*“ Not _an opinion of that sort!" szaid Hand-
forth wrathfally. ** Lend a hand, vou chaps!
We'll bump Fullwood in the mud until he

apologises for insulting the pame of Mr.
Nelson Lee!”
“Qoud!" grinned Pitt. - 1't® with rou!”
Fullwood backed away in alarm.
“Don't you touch me, you rotters!” lie

exclaimed.

“* We might spoll yowr nice togs—whaot?”
chuckled De Valerie. ‘" Those trouscra of
yours are wonderful, Fullwood—to say nothing
of the rainbow walstcoat. 1f you don't want
your clobber apoilt. you've got to apologise.”

*“Rats!” roared Fullwood savagely. I
meant what [ said. anyhow! There's too
mucl: jabber about Mp, Lee! 1It's siekenin’

—— Yarooh!"”

Fuilwood =at down abruptly, Handiorth's
fist having lupged out with all its customary
force and impetuosity. In a second, Hand-
forth and Church and McClure, aided by
agveral other juniors, were bumping Fullwood
in the mud vigorously.

* Lemme go, you cads,” howled Fnuliwood
desperately.
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“ Hallot A  What’s the rumpus?” | asked,
cemerging Yrom the Anoient I[louse Lobby.
‘“You're not doing Fullwood's clothes any
good, you kmow! at mud—"

‘“* The fﬂptful ead insulted your gmv'oor
-Mr. lee!’ bellowed Handforth. *~ We're
perinading hin to a ise.”’

" Oh, good!” I sald. * G0 abead!"

l'or Fullwood to finsnlt Nelson Jaoe was
nothing new. Asnd although he had b-en
punished for doing sn on several previous
occasions, he never secmed to learn sense. It
had to be driven into him by force every
time,

Nandforth’'s mpethod of
quite eflective.

“F-1 didn't mean what 1 sqid!”" gasped
Fnllwood hastily.

Do you apologise?’’ Jdemanded Pitt.

" Yes, hang youl”

" That'a not a proper apology,” 3aid Pitt

' persuasion ' was

~omly. ' Say. ‘1I'm very sorry [ insulted
Mr. Leec, and 1 apologise.” Go on!'!”

- ! won't!” hooted Fullwood. * Rats to
vou!'’

“Give him apother!” said Pitt, grinning.

" You--you— Ow!"’ pantced ullwood.
“1 I'm sorry 1 insunlted Mr. Lee, and |

apologise! Now will you let me go?”

Handforth seorted. :

“ You eilly ase!” he =napped. reluctantly
Lacking awa{. ** Why didn't you refuse a
hit Jonger? waatcd to give you a roll in
the mud—"' \

* lla, ha, bha!”

Fullwood wus muddy enough ulready, and
e sluna. into the Ancient House looking posi-
tively dmlum. Maay chuckles followed
h;::;. and gave ijforth an approving
noda.

“*That's the stuff to give him!" 1 said
cheerfully. ‘  But what was the argument
about, anyhow?"

** Oh, was fjust uyinfn that Mr. Lce
would suceeed in unravelllng the mystery
abont the colonel,”’ reptied Pitt. ‘* Fullwood
thought it was a goed opportunity to butt
in, and he said that Mr. Lee isn't so clever
as people try to make out. That's all
' rhaps be'tl think differently in futire.”

! shrugged™my shoulders. . .

*1 don't care what bhe thinka, ' 1 said.
' Fullwood’s opinion ien't worth a bent pin.
in fact, it's rather a compliment to be in-
suited by Fullwood.” .

“*That one way of looking at it, any-
how,”” chuokled Jack QGrey. ' But we kaow
what Mr. Lee can do, don’'t we? And I'm
qulte satisfied that the truth about the
colonel’s death will soon be known.''

‘* Rather hard on the chap,”’ said Pitt,
«haking his head. * Clintom was a bit of a
heass, we know, but to be killed like that
was awful. Murdessd in his own study!"

'* That's what enmod thought at first,
anvhow,”” ] sald. * But the evidence at the
ingsest scomed ¢to prove that the colonel
was murdered some distance from the school,
and brought here afterwards. It was a jolly
quicer affalr, and the guv'nor’s not goh’ to
reat until he’s got to bottom of it.’

Christine ~£0,, of the College Houge,

strulled over and were soon chatting with
uas. It was surprising to hear them talking
about thc colonel as though they almost
loved him. But the simple fact was. that
Clinton’s tragic death had brought a great
change of feeling. While he was alive, the
late Housemaster had been the most hated
man at 8t. Frank’s.

But now that he was dead the juniors who
bad suffcred most at his hands were ready
enough to forget his harshness and to
remmcmber only his good points. These were
hard enough to find, it is tru%’:ld a great
many were manufactured. istine, for
exaimnple, suddenly remembered that Colonel
Clinton often had t}ulte & merry twinkle in
his eyes. Nobody clee secmed to have scen
it, but therc was no_denial. And this kind
of talk was general. )

Aud it was certainly better thgn abusing
the colonel after his death. Somehow, it
didn’'t secm quite the thing to discuss the
murdered master's shortcomings now. And
the most lar topic of comversation was
Nelson Lee's activities. There was not much
doubt as to whether the guv'nor would dis-
cover the truth—the only point was, when .
would he discover it? -

1 was rather irritated, personally. It was
a half holiduy to day, and diuner was
already over. But just after the meal I had
strolied along to Nelson Lee's study, Loping
to hear some news regarding his plans for
the immediate future. But Kelson Lee had
bcen in one of his aggravating moods, and 1
had left the study unsatisfled. - -

Having nothing to do made me¢ a hit im-
patient, I dare say. Under ordinary circum-
stances, an important junior footbhall match
would have taken place on this particular
aftcrnoon. But in view of the tragedy which
had taken place all football had been put a
stop to, and 1 had been obliged to tend u
wire to Bannington Grammar School, post-
poning the match.

The aftermoon was to be spent quietly;
cven puating a football ubout im the Triangle
was not considered allowable. The masters
hedn’'t actually forbidden f{t, but nobody
thought of ddn"ll‘rm.

SQir Monlie egellis-West, Tommy
Watson, my two particular chums, had
rcsigned themselves quite checrfully to the
inactivity, and werc cnjoi‘lng themeelves he-
fore the fire in Study. C. Sir Montie was
reading, and Tommy Wateon was doing his
utmost to drive his noble chum out of the
apartment” by manufacturing & special dish
for tea. It was Watson's cwn idea, and he
fondly believed that he was practising
economy.

To be exact, he was making somic rissolos,
and he meant to fry them and have themn
smoking hot by tea-time. .

“ Don’t come and bother me now:'" he ex-
claimed, as I entercd the study. '‘ Montic
kceps interrupﬁnq, and 1 belicve I've pgut
too much pepper in——"'

** That docsn’'t matter,” - I =aid bl'andly.
“1 don’'t suppase w¢ shall be able to eut
'cm,f: apy case.”’

-

and
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“ You silly ass!'” roarcd Watson.
be delicious?!’’

‘“You're prejudiced,”” I said, shaking my
"head. *‘ Great Scott! You dom't mean to
say you're going to shove thase squiffy
sardines in?"

‘“ Begad!” remarked Sir Montie, turning
in his chair. “ T have been havin’ frightful
‘doubts on the same subject, old boy, but I
was afraid to mention the fact. Tommy's
quite capablo of throwin' flour at me, or
someéthin® equally horrid!"”

mmy Watson glared.

‘“You sllly fatheads!” he snorted. “['m
not using any flour to make rissoles! And
I'd like to know who’s making ’e¢m—you
chaps or me?"”

‘“Well, you're trying to!" I grunted. * But
thosc sardineg—"’

““ They'll

‘““They‘re qnly a litt!le stale, nothing
squilfy about ‘em, rcally,” interrupted
Watson. “1 don't belicve in wasting gocd

food. They were left tho day before yester-
day, and they’re as sweet as nuts. If you're
going to interfere, Nipper, you'd better clear
out. I'm running this show!”

[ grinned and looked on. Apparently all
sorts of odds and ends were golng to be in-
cluded in the rissoles, the main ingrediente,
it seemod, were to be sardines, a piece of
tinned salmon, bloater paste, breadcrumb-
and crushed biscunits. A couple of eggs werce
lying on the table, but as they had been

urchased from Mrs. Hake's stock, thcir
reshness was doubtful.

‘““ What about those biscuits?’’ I asked.

“They won't go well with fish, will they? |

They're sweet——""

‘“ How the dickens can a cook work pro-
perly with a couple of idiots asking all sorts
of silly questions?’’ snapped Watson crossly.
‘* There aren’t many biscuits, anyhow, and
this is a good way of u?‘ing ‘em up. They've
been knocking about in the cupboard fer
weeks, and they’re too stale to eat in the
ordinary way. You wait till tea-time bhefore
you start criticising.’’

“ All right, chef,”” I chuckled. “T just
want to point out, though, that you can’t
fr{ fish rissoles successfully without some
fat.”’

““That's all right,”’ said Watson. *‘ There's
a bottle of salad oil in the cupboard, and
that'll do fine. Some silly as3s has been
putting a dirty f-ather into It, but all the
grit’'s at the bottom!"

“T think the best thing we can do, Montie,
is to clear out completely,”” I said. ‘' If we
stay here while Watson’s making these
things, we shall never eat ‘em. I shouldn’t
ho surprised if he puts some hair-oil in if he
runs short of olive. Oh, my hat!"”

I dodged qut iuto the g&saage hurriedly.
and just escaped being hit by a couple of
biscuits. They fell to the floor and broke, |
but Watson would probably sweep them up
and include them In the ingredients, dust
and ‘all. Hé wasm’t quitc so patticular as
wo shiould like.

"In order to give him time to calm down, 1
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decided to run- along to Nclson Lec’s study

again, and chancc whether 1 got hoofed ont
or not.

The guv'nor wa3 quite cheerful, howcver,
and greeted me with a amile and a nod.

‘“ If you've come here with the inteution
of pumping me, Nipper, I'm afraid you'll g
away disappoiuted,’” he said. * After tea |
may take you into my confidence with recard
to a certain matter, but not now. Thero
are one or two little matters I wish to at-
tend to first. A few poiuts must be ver fied.

‘““Look here, guv’nor, it's a bit off-sidc, you
know,”” I protested. *“I think von iaizht
let me know what’s in the wind.”

“And so0 you will know, my boy—in zood
time,” he replied. * And, let me tell vou,
& junior schoolboy Is not allowed to drop

into his Houscmaster's study just when it
pleases him——*"

“Oh, ring off, guv'ror!” I protested.
*“ The schoolboy aud schoolmaster stunt may
be all right, but I prefer detective and
assistant. And as your assistant, [ reckon
il'\[? a perfect right to know what the game
8.

Nelson Lee chuckled.

“ A wcll-deserved rebuke, Nipper.” he said,
his grey eyes twinkling amusedly. * Perhapy
I am somcwhat trying now and sgain, but
you must be paticnt. I mean to claim your
wervices fully before lonz, but we can't ¢
anything just yet. And as ysu know well
enough, [ like to make certain of myv facts
before discussing them.'”

I don’t call it discussing ‘em when you
jaw at me, sir,”” I said. ** We're one, so to
spcak.”’

““Well, Nipper, you'll have to wait unti}
after tea,”” raid the schoolmaster-detective.
lighting a cigarette. *‘“Our inquirics hi:ve
not been entirely fruitless, and it is juss
posgible that you will receive a surprise be-
fore long.’’

T grunted.

“That’s just like you, sir!"" I said grurab-
lingly. *‘You'’re always hinting at things.
and leaving me guessing. Well, I'll b.
patient this time, but you've got to let m:
into the know aftcr tea. Understand that‘ "

“ You are painfully clear, young ’un,’ said
Nelson Lee gravely. *“I wouldn't dare to
disappoint you after the evening-.mcal has
been disposed of."’

‘“ Perhaps I sha'n't be able to come.” I
said thoughtfully. *‘‘ Watson's making somc
rissoles for tca, so you'd better be ready to
ring up the doetlor, in ease of emergeney ™

And leaving Nelson Lee chuckling, 1 went
back to Stud{ C. This time I took care
to seize u book and immerse myself in it at
once. Watson continued his culinary c¢florts
uninterrupted.

Mcanwhile certain eveuts were tmkinz
piace next door in Study D. Edward Oswald! .
Handforth, in short. had decided that the
time was ripe for him to go on the war-
| path. )

ﬂ
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CBAPTER II.
NANDPORTE TNVESTIOATES.

ANDFORTH rappeéd the table im-
pattently.

“1 say that it'a wp to us to get

buay !*’ declared. ' It's no pgood

beating about the bush. Arc you listening

to mie, JOO - -asnres?”’ :

Church and MeClare, who were sitting be-

fote the fire, looked round. HBoth had

reading, regardiess of the fact that
their great leader was talking. But this was
m:thlm. unusual. Handforth was always
taking

“*Ehi?" said Church.
roodneaa’ sake!"

Handforth ::’ued. _

“ What's ¢ good of me talking if you
din’'t laten?” he demanded ficrcely.

* Well, it's not mnch good, Is {t?"’ saild
MeClare. * The best thing oun can do, old
chap, is to get a book an "

1 don’'t want a book!”' roared Hand-
forth. * Jf you think I'm going to jaw at
jon chaps for notling, you're mistaken.
Shove those rotten papers down and attend
to me. This matter's important.”

“*Oh, go on!'" sald MeClure wcearily.

* And I dun’'t want you to a'lopt that tone,
cither ” mported Handforth., - {'utl scem to
forget that the time has come when Study
D has got to assert itself. Now with regard
tn--- Are you reading, Churen?™
. Only—only a few lines!" raid Church,

with & stért. ** Why can't you lcave us in
peaee, you disturbing ass-—"

“1'll show you whether I'm a disturbing
ans or not!” oellowcd Handlorth, rushing
acrosa Lhe study and scizing Chareh’s paper.
“ Now then! 17T you dan’'t attcnd to me 'l
chove these silly books in the fire!”

Chur-b and McClure gave it up, ss usual.
It was always impoesible to rcui in peace
wien Handlorth decreed otherwise. Ris
lngeuflerinag chume gueseed that he had
been struck by some new {dea.

* How long will it take, HBandy:@™
Mc(Mure resignedly.

** All the alternoon'™

Church and McClure groancd, hut ralaed no
other objectian.

“1 doun't know wh; i$ i3, saild Handforth
doliberately—'"1 don’t know why it js that
1 should ve such a couple of apathetic
rotters for my chums. On the whole, you
aln’'t had--1 will say that; but 1'm having
this trouble with you four or five timea a
week., Whenever 1 want to discuss anything
important, you and groun and as good
as call me an fdiod!l"”

“ You're not blaming ua for telling the
truth, | suppose?’” demanded Church.

**Aund 1 Jdon's want any sarcasm, either''
hawled Handiorth. * You listen to me, and
don’t interrupt. The wmoment bas arrived
;‘ben we've got to act In o decisive way.

el

*No, I'm jiggered if 1 do'!"” said McClure
frankly.

*“ How cnn'r-: sce bhefore 1've explained?”
anorted Handforth. ‘* I'm not yoing to eay a

" Dry up, Handy, for

asked
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word agaivat Mr. Lee, but I certainly think
thad be ought to be showing some sign of
ett to the bottom of this mystery about
h“oue Clinton. Mind, 1'm mpot grum.

n [ 3}

*“Not at all!” said Church. *“ And what
the dickens do you koow about mysteries,
Handy? You rolled Fullwood in the mud.for
inmulting Mr. Lee, and now I'm blowed if
you're not doing the same thing 1"

Hamiforth breathed hard. :

“I1f 1 thought it would do emy good, 1'd
lmnch your nose!’’ he sajd. ‘‘*But it'e an
mpneeible task t0 try and drive eense imto
you."”’

* Of course it is,’" agreed Church readily.
* How can you drive somethin u haven't
got? When a chap drives a na to a piece
of wood, he's got the nafl to drive in. But
yon can’t drive sense into my head because
you haven't got any eense——

"* Ha, ha, ha!” roared McClure.

‘*1° euppose you think that's clever?”
meered Handforth. ' I'm not going to waste
time on you, otherwise 1'd point out that
driving sense into a piece of wood—] mcean,
driving & nail in your head—— Obh, rats'
What tho dickens do you mean by mixing
me up——'"’

LY Ha’ h.’ lmz'l

That laugh was a very short one, for Rand-
forth picked up two hooks at random—Iinci-
dentally, they be to De Valerie—and
htt;r!ed them at the grinning faces of Mis
chums. "y

‘“We're wasting all the afternoon bdafp¥e
we start the investigation!'' esported Hapnd
forth irritably. '

** Before we begin the whieh?' asked
McClure, '

*The Iinvestigation,”” repeated Edward
Oswald firmly. * It's »o good. I've tried to
suppress the insthict, but it ean't be dome.
My kecn detective ability is all on fire to
get to work, and 1'm as cool as ice.”

* It's the first time I've heard of fire bein
as cool as ice,” said Church, with a eniff.
*And don’'t start any of your detective rot,
Handy, for goodness’ sake!- Don't forget
what happened Jast time!”

‘* Last time hasn’t m'mthln to do with
this time ! roared Hand . " In any case,
there wasn’'t much to ipvestigate then. But
now—— Great pip! 1t's lous to sup-
pose that Nelson Lee eam do it all himself."”

‘“So you're going to belp NWm!'’ asked
McClure blankly.

‘** Exactly!”

" Supposing he docsn’t want yon to?'’

** You ailly ass! Do yon think I'm going to
ark him?” demanded Handforth. *‘ My plan
fs to investigate the crime, gather all the
gl:etrh together, and then work out my hypo-

Church and McClure stared.

‘* Your—your what?"’ asked MoClure faintly.
;nt&d? ,what was that you were .saying about

‘ Dates?’’ roared Handforth. ‘‘ Dates! 1}
said data. That means—— Well, It means——
Don’'g you know the Eunglish language, yaB
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ignorant fatheads? [ eba'n’t tell you what
it means!’’

“1 don’t believe in a chap who learns a lot
of technical terms by heart, and trote 'em
out as though he knows what they mean,”
eaid OChurch sarcastically. * As for that
last word—that one that sounded like hippo-
potamus—I’ll bet you took half an hour to
learn it!'’

' The etanding wonder is that my hairs
ain't grey!”" exclaimed Handforth, with a
gulp. * As I said before, my plan is to coun-
duct an inquiry, gather all the hypothesis
together, and then make my data.”

**1 suppose you know best,’’ eaid McClure:
‘“but you've put it the other way round
this time. 0 ahead, old man. We're
terrifically interested. '

‘“And 80 you ought to be!" said Hand-
forth, somewhat mollified.

It was always a matter of wonder to Church
and McClure that their astute leader could
have his leg pulled 80 easily. A little flattery
went a long way with Handforth, and it never
failed to work.

Not that Handforth was conceited. And all
this talk about investigating was perfectly
sincere. Hamdforth honestly believed that he
could do wonders in the detective line—not
because he_was particularly clever, but just
because he had a leaning in that direction.
As a matter of fact, Hapndforth was a hope-
less duffer at most things, but as true as steel
in any emergency. And, when it came to a
pinch, Handy could show some really brilliant
gleams of intelligence.

His detective ability didn't exist, and
Church and McClure knew it didn't exist ; hut
Haodforth thought it did, and that amounted
to tho same thing, There was only one
ocouree to pursue, and that was to humour

him.

“It's & jolly good idea, Handy,'”" said
McClure diplomatically. ‘“I don’t want to
raise objections, but do you think Mr. Lec
would like to have you interfering—"

‘‘ Interfering!’® snapped Handforth. “I
shall be helping, you ass! And, anyhow, Mr.
Lece won't know anything about it until I've
found the murderec!”

‘“ F-f-found the murderer?’” said Church
dazedly.

‘““That's the idea."

‘“ But it'll take you ycars—"'

“I'm going find him within a couple of
days,”’ interrupted Handforth. ‘' Of course,
there may be a hitch or two; but what are
hitches fae?”

‘“ Sailore use hitches, don’'t they?'' asked
McClure vaguely.

“ I moan hltchu—delagn!" bellowed Hand-
Jorth. *‘YI'm fed up with talking, and we're
going out now to investigate. Shove your
caps on and follow me. It's a fine afternoon,
and we're going to make use of it."”

“ But—but how are we going to start?”
asked Church.

“I'll tell you that when we get outside.”

There was no help for it—Church and

-firesidc and follow their enthusiastic leader

3

that an afternoon of weary trudsing about to
Do purpoes was to be their fate. Handforth
looking for clues was too rich for words.

“1 euppode we'd better try to find som-
footprints?’’ said McClure hopefully. * Thers
are plenty all about here, Handy—"'

¢ Footprints are no good!” suorted Hand-
forth. *‘Clues we want—clues about tho
murderer. We know that he killed tho
colonel outside the school. So it stands to
reason there must be a lot of clues if we only
locok for ‘em. Haven't you read how the
detectives do it in etories? They just go to
the sceae of the crime, look round, and read
everything on the ground, or on the walls.”

‘““But this isa't a story, Handy,” said
Church. “ You secem to forget that the
author provides these clues, just e, that tho
detective can find 'em. It's a different thing
when you've got to do it in real life. Be-
:ide:, it needs a trained eye to sce things like

rat.”’

“ Swank!” said Handforth. ¢ That’s atl it
ia. my sons. Anybody can do it if they only
tako the trouble. And we’ll start by examin-
ing the ground over by the College Houst.
We'll go over to the cormer, then work alone
the wall right round the building. We're
bound to find something.’

This programme did not seem very pro-
mising, but it was the only thing to be donc.
And Handforth and Co. marched oft to the
corne~ of the College Housé, and began their
investigations. These consisted of examininz
the gravel carefully and studiously. [t was «
thanklcss task, but Handforth was quito
enthusiastic.

The Triangle was aimost empty, most of
the fellows being indoore, in ticir studies.

LThose who were out probably believed that

Handforth and Co. had lost something, ana
were trying to find it. At all events, much
to the relief of Church and McClure, nobods
came up and asked what they were doing.

Twenty minutes passed, and nothing was
done. Bven Handforth’s ardour had begun to
fade by that time. He had evidently cx-
pected to find clues within the first minute.

‘““I suppose we'd better start somewhcero
else,’”” he said at last. * There doesn’t serm
t> be much—— Hallo, what’s this?"

Handforth came to an abrupt halt, aud
stared down at the gravel at his fect.

** What's this?’’ he repeated.

‘ Better pick i% up aund sce,”
McCluare.

Lying on the gravel there was a small picee
of folded black cloth. Handforth picked it
up, an1 inwardly he wasn't very hopefui. But
the next second he gave a yell, and all hiy
enthusiasm returned. For, as h¢ spread the
piece of black cloth out, it took o definit.
shape.

“ A mask?!" he exclaimed excitedly. * Look
at this, my sons! A cloth maak!”

“ Well, I'm jiggered !’ said Church, staring.

There was no doubt that the crumpled plece
of material was a rough cloth mask, with
strings attached. It was slightly muddy, and

suggesiv-i

‘“ But why hasn’t it been found before?”

McClure were compelled to leave the éheeryi had evidently been cast off in a hurry.

out into tho Triangle. They ecalily gyessed' asked MoClure.
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““Whyi:" repcoated Handforth. * Look
where we found jt!*’

The ap At was between two heavy stone but-
‘resace, against a part of the wall of the
College House which lay in a kind of back-
waler. and was seldom entered by the juniors
or other boys.

“ 1t only sho Jou Lbat it always pays to
have a look round,” said Haandforth grimly.
* Now we've got to recomstruct what hap-
pened. This mask was discarded by the mur-
derer—that's cjear. Why did he discard it”
Obviously because he didn't want it any
M.I'

* Marvellous!"'' raid Church admiringly.

] thought you'd appreciate my powers
8QO.r Of Iitcr v exclaamed Hardforth, nod-
diug. ° Now, the murdeser discarded R, as
1 raid, bocamee he'd finished with it—and that
means that he was taking his departure from
the 1 suppose yom can follow that
ATRY ? He wouldn't chuck thoe mask
away before hreaking in, would he? It
stands to rcason, thercfore, that his frightful
work was done, and be was gcooting. All
;n-'\e got to do s to find out where e went
«D."

“That's all!’’ agreed McCiure. " It's casy !’

“ Well, 1 don't about that,”’ went on
Handsorth. " We musta’t be too quick.
There's really nothing to indicate where tle
asasnin west to, but I should say he made
for the road. But we’'ll leave that for the
present. It°'ll be safer to establish where the
rotter came from.”

" Why 02 of the building, of course.”’

© Bxactly<but how?” asked Handforth,
'carching round keemly, and eyeing the wall
with great Interest. °* Ah! I've got it—it's
48 clear as crystal. How oould it be anything
vise to anybody looking for clwes?’’

‘“* That window, you mecan?’’ arked McClure,
rodding.

*Oh, s0 you've woen it, tool?'' asked the
amateur detective, rather dimmppointed. - ‘L
Jdidn’t think you'’d be so sharp. Yee, my cons

that window.”

'They all three looked up at the small win-
down under which the cloth mask had been
)ying. The whole thi was obvious; but
Handlorth ecemed to0 k that he was per-
forming some wonderful dedactions.

** Just consider what this me2ns,’”’ he went
on. " That window, as you know, is the little
vne at the end of the junior pa<sage in the
College House. Jt'e the very window a
hurglar would choose to break in by, Why?
Because the fastening’s omly a simple one,
and becaunee the passage leads otraight—
Mallo! What's that up there?”

Handforth'e eagle Cfe had euddenly caught
picht of something white jammed between the
lower sash andlale framework near the sill
The window was rather high, and it was casy
10 understand why nobodf else had ceem that
small patch of white against the dark paint-
work. It might have gone unnoticed for days
hut for these inveatigationme.

Raudforth and Co., it ssemed, were meoting
with * fool's Juck,” and were stumbling upon
valnable informagion by sheer acciden

, ll‘lluist B¢ U, yOou chaps,’’ snid Handforth
)i i8R1Y.

His chunm were sow only too eager to help,
and Handforth was given a leg up to the
window-sill. Here be found that a jagge:
piece of paper was jammed in between the
window sash aand the Iramework, the edges
being torn and uneves. _

“S8ec?” he asked tensely. ‘' This paper must
huve been caught in as the window was being
lowered, and the murderer Hed it away,
thinking be'd got the lot. 1 't suppoee he
ocould ece very well in the darkmess. And
this picce was left here—unacen by a soul unti|
now.”’

The inference was quite clear, and Hand-
forth had probably hit the nail on the head.

‘“1 suppose the scoundrel’'s magk fell o as
he jumped to the ground,’’ suggested Church.
* That would accouns for it betng juet here.’”

Handforth podded.

“ Of couree,’”’ he agreed. °* That's obviouns;
I thought of it at once, but it wasn't worth
mentiouing. Hold me firm now, because 1'm
going to push the sash up ™

'* What about the cateh?”

“It's notl fastened; I don't suppose it has
been fastcncd for weeks,’’ replied Handfortd:.
** This window’'s out of reach inside, and
nobody cver takes any notice of ft. My hat!
It goes jolly stiffly; that proves how eeldom
it's opened!”’

By exerting his strength, however, he man-
aged to push the sash up a few imches, and

the scrap of was at oace released.
Clutching it, Handforth dropped to the
ground.

Church and MeClure eaﬁrly looked at the
find as Handforth spread it out. The paper
was about a sheet of ordinary notepaper, torn
and crumpled, and considerably dirty. And
there was some writing clearly visible upon
the face of fit! )

The dizeovery was becoming more and
more im ant every moment.

** WHhat's that writing qgthcre?" asked
Churech eagerly. &

** Keep calm!’’ said Handforth, deliberately
straightening his coat before looking at the
paper. ‘' Dctectives never ought to get flus-
tered. This paper, I'll bet a quid, will tell
us a lot. But there’s no violent hurry. Just
tlgla}li of ’Nelmn Lce’s face when we go to him
with—"

““*Let's have a look at that paper, you
a3s!’' roarcd MeClure.

Handforth delayed no longer. He spread
the torn scrap out, and they all three gozed
upon the writing. It was .eof a curious,
crabbed character, and the ink was faded and
wcak-looking—as though the sun had bleached

it.

The writing had evidently been a brief
message originally. But only about half of it
now remained, the other f having been
torn away. 1t wae ths cAwmereing portion
of 1t which was in Handforth’s grasp.

And this is what the three excited junjor

read: .

* The job‘hu been dono—C. is ro more—
will wait three days in old woodcutter’s hut
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in B.W. Don’t fail me X.
you arri—"’

Handforth took a decp, deep breath.

““What do you think of jt?"’ he asked,
hoarso with excitement. ‘* My onmly grand-
father! The murderer’s there now'! Three

Snall wait until

days. it says here—and three days haven't|

passed yet! The murderer's stil] waiting,
and we shall be able to collar him!"

“ But—but we don’t know where he is'"
gasped Church. ‘ What does B.W. mean,
anyhow? It's no good guessing——""

* You dense idiot!" snorted Handforth.
‘“ What can B.W. mean? Doesn’t it mention
something about a woodcutter’'s hut? And
ien’'t there an old hut of that sort in the
wood? B.W, stands for Bellton Wood."

“My hat! Of course it does!" ejaculated
McClure.

They all read the words again.

“I—I say, we'd better take this straight
to Mr. Lee,”” suggested Church at last. ** He'l]
be tremendously glad—-"

‘** Rats!™ interrupted Handforth obstinately.
‘“ We started this investigation, and we're
going on with it.- Mr. Lee would be jolly
gleased to get this note, but he’ll be a lot

ctter pleased if we collar the murderer ae
well! Just think of the fame, my bucks!"

““Yes, that's all right—ripping!” agreed
McClure. ‘‘ But this murderer will be despe-
rate, Handy, and—and we can't handle him
alone. [ think we'd better get some help
before we go.'’ - )

‘““Not likely!” said Handforth. “ We're
not going to have the glory pinched from us
at the last minute, I can tell you! No, we'll
do this job off our own bat. Three of us
ought to be equal to collaring one man. At
all events, we'll have a shot at it.”

Church and McClure were not quite so con-
fident of success ae Handforth. They realised
that a desperate murderer, skulking in a
wood, would be a dangerous character to
encounter.

But Handforth cast prudence to the winds,
and led his chums across the 1riangle at a
brisk pace. They emerged upon the roaa
and turned in the direction of the fqotpath
which led through Bellton Wood.

“I'm glad @ crowd of chaps weren't look-
ing on,” remarked Handforth comfortably.
** We shall be able to spring a terrific sur.
prise now. Just think of it—we three bring-
ing in the colonel’s murderer! I expect he’ll

crumble up in a minute as soon as we
appear.”’ . _
‘““Let's hope so!" said McClure, without

much confidence.

They esoon arrived at the old stile, and
crossed it, and then plupged into the wood.
The old hut was some little distance away,
situated in a little-frequentod hollow. It was
an ideal spot to usc as a hiding-place—parti-
cularly at this time of thc year, when the
wood was hardly entered once in a month.

** No talking as we're approaching the hut,”
said Handforth quietly, as they walked along.
** There's just a chance that we shall sur-
prise the rotter asleep—and that'll make the
capture dead easy. I think you'd better leave
¢ all to me, on sccond thoughts.”

*“ You—you ass!'’ muttered Churcli. * You
might get killed, Handy! A chap like that
is ready enough to murder anyhody' I think
we ought to have told Mr. Lee bhefoie 'wo
started out.”

“If you're getting nervous—"

“ Rot!"" interrupted Church indignantly.

" They pressed on, all determined now to in-
vestigate at close quarters. There waa, in-
deed, quite a chance that the murderer woul.
be caught asleep. In that case the three
strong Removites could easily overpower him.

At last the hollow was reached, and the
trackers came to a halt. The spot wae a
very lonely one, and the only sounds were the
shaking of the gadnt branches in the wintry
wind, and the occasional! chirp of @ sparrow
or other bird. The junmiors were 1ar from
human assistance.

And Handforth began to feci. posibly,
that he had been somewhat rash. In this
desolate spot his confidence was not quite
8o strong as it had been. But he wounldn't

‘admit it.
“We'll creep down cautiously!”  he
breathed. ‘* You chaps follow me!"

Handforth’s idea of caution was cvidently
not sound; or it may have been his clumsi-
ness. For at the first step he slipped and
fell with a bump, cracking two dead pieces
of wood rather noisily. He sat there, alarmn
on his face. Church and McClure crouched
down, their hearts beating wildw:.

“You silly ass!"’ hissed MecClure.

“ How the dickens was I to know the
ground was slippery?” grunted Handtforth,

The ancient woodcutter’s hut was in fnll
sight, about forty yards ahead of them, and
at a much lower level. A good many trecs
intervened, but they were slim cnes, and only
partially obscured the view.

‘*“Oh. my only topper!”
forth in dismay.

But at the same time ther¢ was a note o!
triumaph in his voice. A man had suddenly
appeared from the ramshackle doorway of
the but. Without a doubt he had bhecn dis-
turbed by the sudden crack, and was having
a look round.

‘“Don’'t move!” hissed Handiorth—* don't
move a muscle! It's quite possible he won't
see us at all.”’

The man did not even look in the direction
of the crouching Removites. Haudforth wn:
almost certain that the fellow was the
murderer of Colonel Clinton.

He was a short, thick-zet man. with =~
swarthy complexion and a blacx beard. U
doubtedly a foreigner. And at the inquest*.
as Handforth well kpnew, gvidence had beon
brought forward to prove that the colonat'-
murderer had been a bearded foreigner!

These three boys had found the as»assin’

I I For all Edward Oswald's c¢con
fidence, the sight of the bLearde.;

foreigner standing there, before the door c!

breathed Hand-

CHAPTER IIL

A WONDERFUL CAPTURE.

ANDFORTH and Co., to tell the 2+ .
truth, were rather scared.
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the hut, rather startled him. He had hoped
to catch the man unawares, but this was now
vobhviously impossible.

Indeed, Handforth had never really .
pected to find the woodcutter’s hut inhabited
at all. He had believed that the acoundrel
would have fled. But here he was, as large as
life, and dangerous.looking into the bargain.

For the man was grasping a thick chunk
of wond. He looked round him carefully, but
did not cast his gaze in thc direction of the
boys —obviously assuming that the noise had
come from a spot ncarer to the hut.

At last he turned and dlswppeared into the
little bnilding.
“dFreep back!" breathed Handforth hur-
Tiedly.

They soon reached the weicome cover of
some larger trees, and felt more confident.

r ‘*Hc's  there!” muttered Handforth ex-
citedbky. **I've a good mind to rueh down
lon hiin and take the beast by surprise. You

lchlps can back me up, and we’ll all have
‘¢chunks of wood—"'

‘““He—he looks a powertul sort of chap,”
put in  McClure hastily. *‘* Mind, I'm not
funking it, Handy. 1f you mean to go down,
I'll go with you—and so will Church.”

ﬂ” (zf—of course,’’ gaid Church, with a manly
cfcrt.

“ But I think it would be a lot better to
f+teh help,” went on McClure. * The fellow
doesn’t know that -he's been spotted, and he
won't scoot while we're away. I cam’'t see
any scnse in taking big risks when they ain’t

neccsaary."”’

" Rut ‘here are three of us,” objected
Handforth. ‘It ought to be as easy as any-
thing to—""

" Yes; but he's desperate,”’ said McClure.
1 votec we rush back to St. Frank's at full
spced and tell Mr. Lee. It's all very well tc
.nik hig, Handy, but Mr. Lee s thc man for a
,ub like this. After all, we've done the main
part of the work."

“0Of couree we have,”” agrced Handforth.
“Gh, all right. 1 think perhaps it would
he hetter to fetch Mr. Lee. But we mustn’t
lcse a second, and one of you chaps had
hetter remain on guard. Who's it to be?”’

Church and McClure looked at one dnother
ur certainly.

** Suppose we toss up?”’
Impcl‘ully.

' No—it wouldn't be fair,”” said Handforth.

*That rotter might spot you, and then
1lwu d be another murder comrmtt.ed' We'll
all go back together. The chap won't bunk
while we're away.”

Church and McClure were greatly relieved,
and hurried Handforth off before he could
change his mind. Of course, they weren't
obliged tn obey him, and they could have
nfused point- -biank to stay. But they both
feared being thought a funk.

Within two minutes the trio were tearing
through the wood towards the road. Tbhey
rcached it at last, and then hastened
towards St. Frank’'s at the double. They
rushed into the Ancient House, and pelted
down ths passages to Nelson Lee’s study.

I saw them fram the window of Study C

guggested Church

LIBRARY

as they were crossing the Triangje, ‘and
heard them pelt along the passage.

‘* Something doing, my sons!™ I remarked,
with a grin. ‘‘ Handforth and Co. have Jusb
pelted in like a whirlwind!”’

‘* Bother Illandforth and Co.!"
Watson briskly.

He had made his rissoles, and I must admif
that they looked quite decent in their unfried
state. But I should judge by their smell,
after they were cooked, before I ventured to
devour one.

Meanwhile, Handforth and Co. had reached
Nelson Lee’s study.

They almost fcll into the room, and Nelson
Lee gazed round in astonishment as he saw
them. The detective had been busily engaged
with sometling at a side-table, and there was
a frown upon his brow as he rcgarded the
excited intruders.

‘““ What is the meanine of this,
asked sterniy.

Handforth gulped.

“ We—we've found the murdercr, sir!” he
panted hoarsely.

“Eh? What nonsens¢ are you talking?”
demanded Nelson Lee. ‘'°1 can hardly think
:)hqt you are daring to play a joke upon me,

oye——""

*It's—it’'a net a joke, sir!” gasped Hand.
forth. *' We've really found him—the awful
scoundrel who killed Colonel Clinton? He's
hiding in Bellton Wood, sir, and we want you
to come and arrest him!*’

““It’s true, sir!” added McClure. * Hand-
forth hasn’'t made an awful bloomer this time;
the same as he usunally does!”

Nelson lLee walked acroes the study.

‘T can see, Handforth, that you are
labouring under some unuaual excitement,’’
he eaid. ‘*Calm yourself, my boy, and tell
me exactly what you mean. 1} have no doubt
that I shall be able to dispel the absurd idea
that you have found the murderer of Colonel
Clinton in Bellton Wood.”

“1It’'s not absurd, sir!"' protested Hand-
forth indignantly. ** We saw him as plainly
as we can see you-—-an awlul-looking acoun-
drel, sir!’’

‘“ Thank you, Handforth!”

‘““1I—I didn’t mean that, sir!"’ gasped Hana-
forth, turning red. *° But we did see him—
standm at the door of the hut. He looks
like a foreigner. sir, with a black beard.”

‘“Indeed!”’ exclaimed Lee, his manner
changing. ‘‘ Tell me the rest, my boy.”

Handforth immediately v.cnt, into details.
He described how he had got on the track
in the first place, but, unfortunately, thé
highly important scrap of paper was nowhere
to be found. Hamdforth must have dropped
it during the run back to the school, and be
was quite upset about it. However, there
was the cloth mask, and this proved that
Handforth’'s story was not a mere fake.
Aund, quite apart from that, Nelsqn Lee knew
that the junior was thoroughly sincere.

‘* Your story is rather ast«oundng, Hang-
forth, and I cannot quite bring myself to
believe that you have stumbled upon the right
| track,’”” eaid Nelson Lee at last. * “ don’t
\\ant to make oursclves ahzurd—-

sau! Tommy

boys?"’ he
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- “Bul it's true, . sir--he’s the marderer!™
panted Handlorth desperately. ** I—I thought
you'd jump at it, sir! We want you to come
atlong and arrest the man. We’ll lend a hand
willingly '™

Nelson Lee considered for a moment or two.

‘“ Very well, my boys,”” he said. ‘* Whoever
this man may be, you apparently fully believe
that he is the murderer. 1 cannot quite
credit that the criminal would be so mad as
to remain in such close proximity to the
school. However, we will hasten to the wood
and make investigations.”’

‘““T should think so, sir!” sald Handforth,
rather indignant.

Nelson Lee’s attitude did not quite meet
with Handforth’'s approval. Here was the
most positive evidence—the murderzr himself
was simply waiting to be captured—and yet
Nelson Lee was sceptical!

They started off without any delay, and 1
was at the door of 8tudy C when they hove
in sight. Neclson Lee nodded to me.

‘“* You’d better come alongz, Nipper,” he said
briskly. ** There's somcthing afoot. Bring
your chums, too.”

But only Montie would come. Tommy Wat-
son was intent upon his cooking, and nothing
would drag him away. During the walk down
the road the guv’'nor told me of Hand-
forth’s great discovery. 1 wasn't particularly
impressed.

‘T expect we're on a wild-goose chase,” 1
remarked. -

Handforth stopped in the road and glarcd
at me.

““ You—you silly fathead!’’ he shouted. 1
tell you the murdercr—"’

‘ Come, Handforth, you mustn’'t get so ex-
cited,” said Nelson Lee gently.

“ Weil, Nipper shouldn’t say it's a wild-
goose chase, sir!’’ grumbled Handiorth, con-
siderably ruffled.

‘““ My dear chap, what you've got to do is_

to keep your hair on,”” I eaid cheerfully.
‘““The man you saw outside the old wood-
cutter’'s hut was probably a harmless

tramp——"*

““Why, you—you— If Mr. Lee wasn't
here, I'd pupnch your silly nose!”’ roared
Handforth. ** What about that note? I got
the clue from it, or I shouldn’t have gone to
the hut at all.” _

“H'm'! It's queer, anyhow,’”’ 1 said. ‘1
don't like to be a wet blanket, Handy, but
it seems a bit thick to me that the murderer
should kindly oblige us by remaining so near
at hand—practically openly, ton. I know
you're nearly boiling, so I won't say any
more.”’

Handfortl: calmed down, and we all walked -

on.

In spite of my doubts, I was compelled to
admit that the discovery counld not be a
mere coincidence. The discarded mask, and
the portion of crumpled paper, told of a
hurried exit on the part of the murderer.

. This, of oconrse, was assuming .that -those
clues had been left by the man—and this I
was strongly inclined to doubt. Semehow:,
It was too easy—too sinooth. Nelson Lee bad
becn working hard—ecientifically—and -bhad

9

discovered pothing. At a!l evcots, nothing
that 1 kpew of. And yet Uandforth, the
champion duffer of the Ancient House, bad
actually found the murderer himself!

There was just a faint chance that a fluk:
had occurred, and that Handy had gone onc
better than the guv'nor. But [ wouldn't
actually credit it until I had seen the mur

derer with my own eyes—until he was
arrested.
““ Handy’s right this time,”” remarkcd

McClure, as we turned into the wood.
know he’'s a fathead usually, but this affair's
different.’’

‘“We chall see, dear old boy —we
see,”’ obscerved Sir Blontie calwnly.

‘“* What do you mean?”

‘“ Oh, nothin’.”

My noble chum said no more, but I guessed
that he thought quite a lot. He didn't mean
to pledze himself, however, to any statement.

We procceded through the wood until we
arrived near thc spot where thc hollow w+
situated. And here Nelson Lee called a lLalt.

‘* Now, boys, I think we had better decige
upon our plan of action,”” he eaid briskiy.
‘“ You, Nipper, will go with Handforth in
-advance. Creep down into the hollcw an!
Lapproacb the hut.”

‘““ And what about you, sir?"" asked HWand-
forth, in surprise. * You don't mean to say
50!11'1'9 going to let us face that awful scoun-

re-_.l

“ No, Handforth, I sha’'n't expose yon to
such terrible peril,’’ smiled Nelson Lec. It
has struck me, however, that thc man might
flec precipitately if he caught sight of me
first. Therefore, you two boys will form the
vanguard of our little expedition. [ shall
be following close behind with the others—
| ready for any emergency. Do you quite

understand?*’

‘“ Perfcctly, guv'nor!” 1 said, grinning.

Nelson Lee nodded, and Handforth and
I walked on alone.

‘* What the dickcns were you grinning at,
you ass?’’ growled my companion.

*“ Eh?”’ I said. ‘' Oh, thoughts, my son!'"

Handforth %runt,ed. and we cautioualy d.-
scended into the hollow. Through the trees
we distinctly saw the old woodcutter's hut.
It looked bare and deserted, and the rzu.
shackle door was etanding half open.

‘“ Better let me go first,”” breathed Han!-
forth. “I don‘'t want to drag you in*s
danger, Nipper.”

** That's all right,”” 1 said.
| well both die together!™

“ You silly ass!”

Handforth glanced behind him ratier
anxiously—apparently looking for thc re-
.serves; but they were nowhere in sight. Thia
meant nothing, however. Nelson Lee wa3
"probahly very close behind us, instantly rearly
L for action if the necessity should arise.

We reached the hut, and Handforth waa in
.a somewhat breathiess. state—not because of
e'nis exerbions, but owing: to excitement.

A

‘“ Now!" he breathed tensely.
I uttered-a most expressive gnort.

snall

“ We might as

We both dashed .in, and thern Handforth
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* Empty!" he cxclaimed disgustedly.
bird's flown!"”’

‘“You're sure
began.

**1 saw him as plain as 1 can see you!"”
roared Handferth indignantly. *° A short,
thick-set chap with a black beard—- ()h,
ciumbs!”

Handforth’s sudden exclamation of dismay
was caused by an abrupt darkening of the
doorway. And there, regarding us grimly ana
silently, ftood a stranger—a bearded man,
with a foreign look. here was somethlng
queer about him, too, and I stared hard. His
heard  was hlse—obkusly false. And,
vaunely, I scemed to recognise the face.

** Move an iach, either of you, and you die
a3 youn stand!" exclaimed the man, in deep,
rambling tones. * 8o you thought you would

you didn't imagine—

trick me, is ity Carramba'! You shall suffer
s you deserve!”’
“*Oh, my Dhat!” gasped Handforth.

1

‘“ Collar him, Nipper!
Handforth was about to dash forward, but
the stranger raised his hand.

* Himmel! Keep your nlace!"’ he shouted.
“ Did you not hear my warning? Mon Dieu!
Yon are foolish to—— Oh, great goodness!”

The man turned abruptly, dismay in his
vnice. For Nelson Lee had silently approached,
and now barred the retreat of the stranger.

Handforth breathed a huge sigh of relief.

* Handeufl him, sir! He's desperate!’ he

giasved. ' I--1 believe he's got 2 revolver in
his pocket!”

Nelron Leos shook his head.

I thimk not, Handforth,” he smiled.
** Well, Christine, what is the meaning of

this ridiculous escapade?’’

‘*“Ha, ha, ha!” I roared.
him over a minute ago!”

The bearded ' man ” smiled sheepishly,

‘““ Only—only a little jape, sir,”’ he said, in
a meek voice. ‘ We—we didn't know that
the gilly ass would go and feteh you!”

** Ha, ha, hat”

] was still roaring. and Handforth looked
from me to Nelson Lee, and from Nelson Lee
to the desperate murderer. There was an
expression of utter bewilderment on his
rgeed face.

** Chris-Chris-Christine!™

“T recognised

he panted, &tam-

mering,  **1—TJ don't-—-- Oh, my only aunt'
Npoofed! Dished!”
‘“Quite so, Handforth,” observed Nelson

“ I suspected it from the first,
snd that is why 1 <ent you and Nipper on
in advance, f Christine had seen me
approaching, he would have fled—and that
would have spoilt the joke, eh?”’

1 guessed it, too!’ I chuckled. “ Don't
you remember how I grinned, Handy? The
whole game was too easy. Anybody could see
that tdhme clhuez had been left there for you
to find.” -

* You--you awful rotter!” said Handforth,
glaring at Christine, and looking almost ready
to faint. ** You frightful spoofer! I’'ll smash
you jor this!”

Bob Ci lrnstme had pecled off his falsc beard
by this time, ‘and he was grioning, too—

L.ee calmly.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Inlnllgl with 2 wary eye upon Nelaon Lee mean-
while.

“I'm awfully eorry, sir,”” he said nervously.
“But how was I to know that Handforth
would fetch you? He’s dotty, of course, but
I didn't think he'd be so fatheaded as to
rush ofl and tell you—"’

‘* You wait until later on!”’ broke in Hand.
forth, with clenched fiste.

Nelson Lee shook his head.

‘* Now, Handferth, you mustn’t speak like
that,”” he said gently. ‘' The joke has gone
aw:unst you, and you ought to take it in
good part. Surely you can appreciate the
humoiur of the situaticn?’

‘** Oh—oh, yes, sir!” gaaPed Handforth.
“ It's—it's awfully funny, sir!

And Edward Oswald laughed—a dry. Lollow,
irirthless laugh. But Christine and I and
Sir Montic were roaring, keeping company
with Nclson Lee. Church and MeClure scemed
too dazed to do anything except stand still
and stare.

‘** We might have gueseed it!'* said McClure
at last. Spoofed again—and we didn’t
know it! We’'’ve all been asses this time,
Church. Baut it’s Handy’s fault, thec silly
fathead!” ’

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

This time the laugh came from the trees at
the edge of the hollow. And there I raw
Talmadge and Yorke and three or four other
Collcge House fellows. They had evidently
scooted upon the appearance of Neleon Lee,
but had been attracted back by the sounds
of laughter.

““ Come here, bhoys,”’
heckoning to them.

'The Monks approached, and their grins
faded as they drew near. Handforth, having
partially recovered his composure, was looking
as though he would welcome an earthqnake,
so that he might be ewallowed up.

‘““ And I went and fetched Mr. Lee!’" he said
dnzedly, apparently addressing the empty air.

‘] went and told Mr. Lee that I'd found
the murderer! Oh, my respeeted grandfather!

i shall be Chlpped for weeks!”

—** And serve you jolly well right, too!”
growled Church. ‘' We shall all be chipped!”

** Found any more clues, Handy?"'’ asked
Talmadge, with studied politeness.

**Ha, ha, ha!”

The discomfited Handforth was culy capable
of glaring.

‘o We “didn't dream o! dragging you into it,
sir,”” said Christine. ‘‘It was just a jOkB
aua.mst Handforth and Co. I hope yon won't
think that we've been disrespectful, sir?
We’re very sorry——""'

‘““ You needn’t apolcgise, Christine,”" smiled
Nelson Lee. 1 understand the position
fully, and, indeed, 1 am quite amused. I

may have wasted a half-hour, but thc enter.
tainment has been most interesting.”

*Oh, killing, sir!” said Handforth heavily.

“Y am afraid, Handforth, that you do not
see the joke,” chuckled Nelson Lee. ** It iaa
most elaborate one, and Christine’s disguise
was really splendid. 1 didn't know you were
s0 clever at making-up, Christine."’

Chrietine flushed at the compliment.

called the guv’'nor,
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“Oh, they’re only eome old ‘props’ from
tle Junior Dramatic Socicty,”” he explained.
‘““We heard that the murderer was a black-
bearded man, and I dressed for the part.
I.—}I"hope you don’t think it was in bad taste,
sir

‘“ No, Christine, I don't -think that,”’ said
the guv’'nor. ‘' The joke was purely amongst
yourselves, and not intended for my edifica-
tion. But I should like you to tell me how
you .‘planted’ the clues so neatly. They
were well done, or Handforth wouldn't have
been so easily deceived.”

Christine grinned.

‘“He asked for it, sir,
“ Talmaudge and I were
Triangle when Handforth came out with
Church and McClure. Handy was talking
about finding clues and all the rest of it, and
he was let,t.m% everybody know. Well, Tal-
madge and I thought it would be rather rough
on Handforth if he didn't meet with any
success.”

‘“Oh, you rottces!' muttered Handforth
weakly.

“ We thought it only kind to provide some
clues, sir,"” went on Christine, grinning. *‘ So
we bunked indoors, prepared that mask and
the note, and left ‘em where Handforth would
be bound to see them. We knew he’'d come
to this hut afterwards, and so we got ready.
The idea was to collar the silly ase, and show
him up.” .

‘“ He's been shown up all right!”’ I grinned.
¢ Poor old Handforth! I'm afraid you're not
cut out to be a detective, old man!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

Nelson Lee took his departure, chuckling,
{caving us to follow on at our leisure. Hand-
forth and Co. fled. They weren't afraid of
the Monks setting on them, but they found
it urgently necessary to go away and bhide
their heads.

Handforth’s investigations had fizzled out
in the most appalling manner, and although
the joke was against the Ancient House,
Montie and I laughed as heartily as the
Monks themselves.

Later on, everybody else in the Ancient
House was chuckling. Handforth and Co.
were nearly driven out of their minde by a
constant stream of visitors to Study D. Some.
body pinned a notice on the door, which read,
“ Clues for Sale—Cheap!’. and the study pas-
sage simply echoed with yells of laughter,
until Handforth charged out, distributed a
few heavy purches, and tore down the notice.

Pitt designed and distributed a number of
neatly executed business cards. These caused
enormou3 amusement—except to -Handforth.
'.lgue legend on the cards was something like
this:

. “HANDFORTH, THE SLEUTH. Investi-
gations undertaken at a moment’s notice.
Clues found ad lib. Only address, Study D,
Ancient House. For further particulars, eee
small bills. All services free, gratjs, and for
nothing.”’

By tea-time Handforth and €Co. were nearly
crazy, and could stand it no longer. - They
fled. and rushed down to the vilage to have

he explained.
strolling in the
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bea in the tuckshop. The whole affair was a
humorous interlude in the dramatic sequenoe
of events, and it sounded like old times to
hear the laughter in the Ancient House. A3
for the College House, the Mooks were
simply laughing like hycnas.

Edward Oswald Hacdforth wasn’t likely to

play the detective again -at least, not until
next time!

—— ey

CHAPTER LV.
NELSON LBE’S DISCOVERIES,

OMMY WATSON beamed.
“Thought you'd like ‘em!" he said
comfortably.

. ‘““Dear  old boy, thecy're simply
toppin’!"' declared Sir Montie. **[ aum tryin’
to forget the detuiis of manufacture, an’ it's
quite easy. The flavour isn't half so bad as |
thought it would be, begad!”

Watson's smile vanished.

‘““Not so bad?" he repeated, staring.

“Don’'t take any notice of him, Tommy,"”
I said, with my mouth full. ** These rissoles
fairly take the biscuit—they tcok acveral his-
cuits, in fact. I'd never have helieved that
squifly sardines, stale salmon, crusty bita ot
bread, and brilliantine would work up so
appetisingly.”

‘““ Brilliantine!"* roared Watson.

*“* Well hair-oil—"'

““IN. was salad oll, yon silly ass!"

“I knew it was oil of some kind,” U r.-
marked. *‘‘ Now I can understand how chesv
restaurants fakec up such decent fceds. So
long as you put plenty of vincgar and satcc
on ‘cm, the flavour's 0.K.”

Watson didn’t look very comnplimented. Aa
a matter of fact, we were only chipping him.
His rissoles were excellent in cvery way, and
really delicious. He had fried them to a
turn, and they proved appetising in the ex-
treme. And the sardines and other thinga
werc by no means ‘‘ equiffy,’”’ as we jokiugly
observed.

“You've done it this time, old son,” I re.
marked cheecfully.

‘““ Eh?” said Watson. ** Done what?"’

“ Doomed yourself to further duties in tbhe
capacity of chef,’n I explained. ' The uext
time we have a collection of oddments in the
cupboard it'll be your job to fake them up
like this, You deserve a couple of medals.”

‘““ Well, they're not bad, arc they?’ said
Wateon modestly.

‘“ Not quite.”

‘“ What?**

‘“I—I mean they’re distinctly good,”
g;inncd. ‘““ Now, my dear chaps, you'll have

do without your uncle for about an hour
I'm going along to the guv'nor’s siudy. Puse
over the teapot, Montie.”

‘““ Begad! You're not goin’ to take the tex-
pot with you, old boy?'' asked Tregellis-West
mildly.

“I'm going to take part of thc contents
with me—in my tummy,’” I replied. * Why,
I've only had one cup of tea, and Tommy's

‘been guzsling away at tull steam——"'

‘““You ass!”’ said Watson. “1 haven't

fmished my-@rst cupl’
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Ilaving demoiished the last of the riseoles, 1
drank a final cup of tea, and them took my
departure—to keep the appointment in Nel-
son Lee’'s study. Before going, my chums told
me solemnly and grimly that if 1 did not
bring back a faithful re of all that took
place. my life wouldn’t be worth a morhent’s
purehase,

N;‘l.-.on Lee nodded to me as 1 entered hia
study.

“1 thought you'’d be here teo time, young
'nn,”” e eaid. ‘" Come in and close the door.
For the time being we are detective and
a-<istant again—eh? That, I take it, is what
vou desire?’

‘* Just the very thing, guv’'nor!'’ 1 agreed.

1 sat down before the fire, and Nelson lee
ht a cigarette and lay back comfortably in
hia chair, smiling.

“The Handlorth episcde was rather 2
wash-out, Niprer,” he rcmarked. *° [ thought
it would be. My investigations have been
:uch that my whole theory would have been
completely upset if the murderer really
proved to bhe the fellow in the woodcutter’s
hut. Ilandforth is well-mecaning, but too im-
Mildve.”’

“ He's a champion ass, sir,”” 1 grinned.

" Yet he has his good pointe, Nipper. And
T i~ only fair to admit that he followed up
the clues quite smartly. His only mistake
was in not considering the genuineness of
that note. Had he thought carefully he
would have known that the murderer would
not have left such an incriminating document
Lehind bim. Morcover, the whole thing was
tno ahsurd t0 be a reality.”

1 thought we were going to talk business,
ehv'nor?” 1 eald pointedly.

**And a0 we arc, Nipper,”' replicd Nclson
lee. ** As you know, Detective-Inspector Len.
nard, of S8cotland Yard, is at present staying
i the village, Investigating this mystery.
}'m afraid our friend hasn't progressed very
ar.” N

** Neither bhave we, for that matter, sir,”
] remarked. ' We know that Colonel Clinton
was murdcred, and that’s abou} all.’”’

*1 have not been quite indolent, my boy."”

“Oh! 1 said quickly. *‘‘Then you've
made some discoveries?’'

“* One or two."

“ Let's hear ‘em, guv'nor,” [ exclaimed,
Iraning forward eagerly. °‘ The whole case is
awiilly mysterious, to my mind. Colonel Clin.
ton was murdered outside the school, it seems,
and his body was brought here afterwards.
Wio brought it? Who committed the crime?
't he Head's been exonerated, and he's out of
tho running. And then there’s that mystery
abgut the poker,”” 1 went on. * The police
hrleve that it was the wcapon used to
commmit the crime, and it was found in Dr.
Staflord’'s study.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

'* One of my reasons for telling you to come
:'ere, Nipper, was to talk about that poker”
he said esmoothly. ‘*1 have discovered th
a deal with regard to it. If you will sit
quiet 1 will tell you the result of my investi-
gations."’ ‘

*] won't mov¥c 4 bhair, sir.”
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“Well, Nipper, that poker was found on
the morning of the murder by Dr. Brett.”
sajd the guv’nor aelowly. °* It wase in the fire-
place in the Head’e study, ominously bhlood-
stained. The joe, not unanaturally, at once
assumed that Dr. Stafford had committed the
&!rtme, and had replaced the poker amongst

¢ other fireirons. Their theory was fully
supported by other evidence—there were
many indicatione that the Head had bee¢n in
the murdered man’s room after the crime,

‘T think I made it fatrly obvious that Dr.
Staflord had been plotted againsts—that all
the evidence was faked, in order to incrimi-
nate him,”” went on Nelson Lee. ‘' At all
events, the police have now released him: but
mainly on account of the statement of a
tramp named Hawkins. This man met 2
foreign-looking individual outside the sachoot
on the night of the murder. The assumed
foreigner was a black.-bearded mamn, and he
was carrying a dead body. That body was
undoubtedly Colonel Clinton’s, for whose else
could it be?”

** Nobody’'s, sir,”” I replied. ¢ There was
only one murder, thank goodness!”

‘ Precisely, Nipper—only one man was
killed,” agreed Nelson Lee. *‘ It is our task
to discover the IJdentity of the supposed
foreigner—-"'

‘* But you were going to
thing about the poker, sir?”

‘ And you, Nipper, if I remember rightly,
were going to ait still without moving &
hair,”’ Nelson Lee reminded me. °‘‘I haven't
forgotten the poker, my boy. As you are
aware, one of my first tasks was to closely
cxamine that article for finger-prints—I had
obtained full permission from the police.
lwc‘}i'l 1 found finger-prints in plenty, on theo
wiandle.”’

‘* But tley weren't the Head’s?™*

‘“ No, my boy, they were not,”” agreed Nel-
son Lee. ‘* Now, there was esomething very
eurious about that. The abscnce of Dr.
Staflord’s finger-marks proved beyond doubt
that be had not touched the er after the
crime. It was rcplaced in tbhe Head’'s fire-
place by other hands. Whoee?'”

‘“ Why, the murderer’s.”’

" That, at all evente, ie what one would
naturally assume,”” agreed the guv'nor.
““Until 1 investigated further I was quite
ready to believe that those finger-printe were
the murderer’'s. But apparently they are
not.”’

** Then.whose are they?’’ 1 asked curioualy.

‘** Astounding as it may seem, the man wko
handled that poker—the man whe replaced
it in the Headmaster’s fireplace—was Colonel
Clinton himeelf!”

1 stared.

‘** Colonel Clinton Limself!"” I ejaculated in
amasement.

o Exactl;.”

* But it's impossible, guv'nor!”

“1 sho’d bave said the same thing myself,
probably,” nodded Nelson Lee. ‘ But the
fact is established beyond question. Thoso
finger-prints were made by the colonel, aud
the mystery, it seems, is far deeper than

tell me some-
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ever. [ have hopes. however, of getting to
the bottom of ib very shortly now.’
{ was rather bewlildered.

‘“But how can you be so sure—''

“1 would not make such a statement
unices 1 had ample reason [or doing #0,”’ inter-
rupted the guv'nor. | have examined many
articles uscd by the colonel—the hair-brushes
in bis bedroom, for example; his rasor, and
other articles which be would handle.
And the fOnger-printe in every case exactly

coere d with those on the poker.”
“It's —it's atartling, sir,”” | exclaimed. ‘1
can’t get the hang of it at sll. According

to this, the colonel must have put the poker
:m:d !gtto thc Head'sn room before he was

* He eould scarcely have done it afterwards,
youag ‘un.’’ said Lee drily. )

“Then what about the hloodstains on t?

1 think there s a satisfactory explana-
tism for them,” replied the schoolmaster-
detective. ' [t i« obvions that thr evidence
nas faked, and wo know that the colonel
posscesscd a great hatred for Dr. Stalford. 1t
was & comparatively casy tash for him to
manufiacture the ' proofs’ hefor hand -—"

*“Qreat Scott'’ don’t
mean ‘o say that the colonel preparcd all
that, and then committed smcide?”

Nelsoa Lee shuok a warning finger at me.

* Now, Nipper, you shouldn’t be so hasty,”
be mald. ‘' You know as well as I do that
the wounds on the body could not have been
soll-inflictod ; you know also that there is a

mnteriou, lordfner in the case—and yet you

[ gasped. ' You

hln&'so conclusion which ls obviously un-
tenable.”’

" Then what's the explanation, sir?” 1|
crowled.  ** The colonel ‘s ptepare these

things for the Head, and thea get somebody
to murder him, | suppose?’’

Nelson Lee smiled.

“Now you are talkll!b'ﬂdly." e said.
" No, my dear Nipper, simple truth is
that this m{uu&pmu quite a number of
knotty points. rhaps [ guees a good deal;
but I'ms not going to take you Into my con-
Qdence —"*

‘““Onh, sirt"” ’

“ Until wo have made a little investigation
together,’’ continued Leo calmly. ** No doubt
you will be able to guess things yourself very
soo and that wil be far better. Can't you
arrive at any conclurioa even now?’

I thought hard.

“No, U'm jiggored It I can,”” 1 replied at
last. * Unless—unless that chap Hardy has
kot somebbing to do with the aflair?”

** Capital, Nipper!" smiled the guv'nor. * It
ie my firm bellat that Mr. Hardy. of Ntowe
lLodge, is mised up In tluis grim business. The
colonel, you remember, was in the habit of
makiog sccret virile to Stowe Lodge, an old
house which standa quite by Itself near the
river. You remember also we had onc
r two exciting adventures at Stowe Lodgce,
w which a myaterious poleon gas played a
prominent part."” .

| uodied. C

* | showtd think § do remember, sir,*’ [ said
grimly. " Phélle's something queer about
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8towe Lodge, but it elipped my mem
the time being. [ didn’t conneet Stowe
with the colonet’s murder at first, but I
now.’’

*“1 did so from the very start, Nipper,”
sald Lee amoothly. ‘'l have said nothing to
Lennard on the subject, for 1 wish to make
sure of my facte first. It is 10y Intention to
make an investigation late this evening—after
midnight, to be exact. I shall go to Stowe
Lodge, and—'"'

“It’s alwaye the aame!’’ I grunted discon-
Sentedly. ‘* Whenever there’'s anything really
decent in the wind, I'm left out of it. I
don’'t want ¢to grumble, sir, hut I call it a
bi$ tob bad!”

Nelson Lee’s eyes twinkicd.

‘“ You are premature, my
served.

* You—you doa't mean—"

' Exactly!”* he smiled. * On this cccasion,

for
5

boy,” he ob-

Nippcr, I want you to come with me. You
and [ will undertake the trip to Stowe
Lodge.'”

'* Aloac, aie?”

“ Alone.”’

‘ And what about the inspector?”

“We may find it necessary to call io
Lennard’s ald later on, but we shall conduct
the preliminary investigation by ourselves,”
replied Nclson Lee. * As for your chums, it
will be better for them to know nothing until
the morning.’’

I ehook my head.

‘“ They'll slaughter me, sir,”" I said. * Be-
fore 1 came here thcy threatened all sorts of
tortures if [ didn't give a detailed account
of this interview.”

* You may tell them the main facts—my
discoveries concerning the poker, for
example,” said Nelson Tee. *‘‘ You may even
tell them that I (ntend making a trip to
8towe Lodge to-night; they can be trusted,
[ am well aware. But say nothing about your
own part in tho programme. It they know
that you're booked to accompany me they'll
be jealous.’’

“Why can't they come, eir?” [ asked.
‘“They might be useful.”

The guv’'nor shook his head.

* Much as I value the sagacity of Tregellis.
West and Watson, I think it would be far
better for our purpose if they remained be-
hind,”” he said. ‘ Strictly epeaking, this in.
vestigation is a one-man job, and I am only
aweoumx that you should come in order to
avold a violont quarrel on the morrow.”

I grinned.

‘“Yes, [ know all about that,’”” I replied
calmly. ‘' Well, that's setticd, sir. We go to
Stowe Lodge to-night—alone. I hope we dis-
cover things, that’s all.”’

My hope, as it turned out, was to he amply
Sulfiilcd!

CHAPTER V.,
A& STARWLING RRVEBLATION !
M {DNIGHT beomed out solemnly.

I wasn't asleep, for I had
awakened only filve minutes earlier.

at Owing to Nelson Lee’s training, {
could usuaMy drop oiF to sleep and awakem
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at a given time. Sometimes, of course, it
went wrong, but not often.

'Bir Montie and Tommy bad heard my story
in Study C with interest. But as I had men-
tioned notbing with regard to my own noe-
turnal movements, they were now peacefully
slecping, sublimely ignorant of tbe fact that
I was deserting them, and that they were
being left out of the excitement.

I dressed as quickly as poesiblie, making no
noise, and feeling brisk and alert. I knew
that to-night's programme would probably
fluish up by Nelson Lee discovering the actual
trath with regard to Colonel Clinton's
murder.

I was by no means anconscious of the com-
pliment Nelson Lee had paid me by asking
me to accompany him on his expedition. |
resolved that 1 shouldn't go in vair, and I
was eager to be off.

Creeping silently up the dormitory, 1
reached the door, and passed out into the
passage. Nelson Lee was awaiting my
arrival in his study, and the appointment
was for twelve-fifteen; s0 1 should be in
good time.

Everything had gone smcothly, and the
Remove dormito was left In quietness,
cvery fellow sleeping in peace.

‘That, at all events, is what I though! at
the tame.

But 1 was wrong.

Even as the door wae closing, after 1 had
mmade my exit, a dim figure sat up in bed
and gazed down the dermitory.

‘" Begad!™ it said softly.

"Sir Montie Tregellis-West was the figure,
and he nodded wisely to himsed as he
pushed the bedclothcs back and stepped on
to the floor. The next moment be was shak-
ing the shoulder of Tommy Watson.

‘““Wasser marrer?”” mumbled Watson
sleepily. ** Go ‘way, you ass! °Tain't risin’
bell yet—"'

* Dear boy. please rouse vourself!'’ mpyr-
mured Bir Montie.

Wataon raised bhimself on-to his elbows,
with his head jutting out ahove the bed-
clothes. He blinked at Montie in the gioom,
. atill rather confused.

‘“Who is 1t?"* he asked crossly. “ 1 was
just dreaming—"'

“I'm frightfully sorry. old boy. tut this
isn't a time for dreamin’.”” interrupted
Tregellis-West. ‘I say it with inuch sad-
ness, but Nipper has spcaked off cn the
quiet, leavin’ us here in hed.”’

Watson grunted.

‘“Jolly good idea, too!' he said, snug-
gling down again. ‘* Who wants to get out
of bed on a cold night ke this? If Nipper's
ass enough to get up and go out —well, be's
welecome. 1'm staying here.”

“But. dear old fellow, I'm afraid you'H
find it ain't quite so easy,’” sald Sir Montie,
his voice soft, but very firm. ‘ Begad!'
lz:g't you realisc that we're left out in the
c ?.l

“ We're in the warm, you ass—it’s Nipper
who's in the cold!"

“1 wasn't apeakin’ literally, you frightful
duffer,”” said Montie severely. ‘‘ Nipper was

|

|

tellin® us abont Mr. Lee goin® to Stowe
Lodge to-night. It's quite plin, Tommy
boy, that Nipper bhas gone with bhis

| suv’nor. An’ we, his fatthfal chums, ave

left out of it. Ain't it distressin’? After
all our true scrvice we are ignored an’
ceglected.”

" Oh, dry np, for goodness’ sake!” growled
Watson. *’ Leinme sleep, you ass! 1 don'
call it distressing, if you do. Buzz rut after
the ass, il you want to— I'm goimg to
stay where | am.”

Tregelis-West shook his head.
1t will pain me—to say nothin® of pain-
in’ you—to apply force, dear boy, but you're
comin’ with me,” he said, in a grim voicn.
“Pray don't be so shockiny kazy. Nipper
an’ his guv'nor have gone to Stowe Lodge,
an’ were goin’ to follow. Tbhere might bde
some rippin’ excitement, an’ we can’t afford
to miss it. Up you get, dear boy.”

** Rats! (o yourself, if you want tn.”

Tregellis-West argued for two minutes.

 Incidentally, he solemnly assured Tommy

Watson that a jug of fcy-cold water was
handy, and that Watson's bed would mot he
improved by the receipt of the aforemen-
tioned icy water. Understanding that Mom-
tie was in real earnest, Tommy Watson re-
Inctantly commenced dressing.

On~e out of bed he felt better, and de-
cided {hat Montie was right, after ail. It
was a piece of cheek to leave them behind—
it was absurd to seppose that they were
going to be left out of the fun.

‘“ Later on we'll give Nipper a lecture—an
awful lecture,”” declared Bir Mentie. * We
must make bhim understand, once and for
ali, that we're not goin’ to be treated mn
this really insuflerable maaner.”

And my two chums attired themselves as
speedily as poseible. Meanwhile. totally
ignorant of their movements, 1 hrad met
Nelson Lee in his study He was waiting in
readiness, and not a moment was lost in
getting off.

** What's in toe bag. »oir?”” 1 acked, as
we crossed the Triangle.

The guv'nor glanced down at his amail
bandbag.

‘“You will probably see in due eourse,
young ‘un,’”’ he replied. ‘° But yov must re-
member one thing—there is to be no talking
except in whispers. And only speak when 1t
is absolutely nocessary.”

‘* Good enough, sir,”” 1 said.

We walked on in eilence. Nelson Lece way
wearing rubber-soled hoots, and ] Pad
donned socme rubber galoshes over my boots,
80 we both walked with the minimum of
soumnd. In order to avoid meet anybhody
by chance in the lane. we took the towing-
ath, and this led us almost direct to Stowe

ge.

It was a fairly modern housc, standing
quite near to the river bank. Trees almost
surrounded it, so we should have ample cover
to comnceal our approach. While we were
still some distance off, Nelaom Lee called a
balt.

‘“1 want to impress on you, Nipper, #.at
you must keep ycur wits about ycu,” he
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told me, in a soft. whisper. * On no account bho walked with cxbreme cauticn. as though

make any oulcry.”’

I stared.

“Why stould I make an outcry, guv'nor?”
I asked.

‘““ Well, there is a certain reason,’’ replied
Leo, somewhat mysteriously. ‘“If events
turn out as I [ully anticipate, you will fee!
very much inclined to make an outery. I
have been permitted to see further into
this case than you have, Nipper, and—
Well, I fancy you are in for a slight shock.”

*“This is a new game, isn't 1t sir?” 1
asked.

“ Which is?"

“Talking in conoundrums?”’ I went on.

“I'm blessed if I can see why I should ye!l
just because——"'

‘“ Becausc nothing, young ’un,”’ interjected
Lee crisply. *‘Don’t waste time in making
guesses. Remember what I said, #nd follow
immediately in my wake.”

He walked awuay before I could answ-r,
and 1 couldn’'t make head or ta of it. Yet
I knew well enough that he wouldn't talk
to me i that way without a jolly good
reason. The only thing was to follow the
example of the celebrated Mr. Asquith, and
to wait and see.

We approached Stowe Lodge with extreme
caution, and Nelson Lec skirted round the
belt of tirees until we were somewhere near
the rcar of the house. We entered the ill-
kept garden as noiselessly as two shadows.

The housc lay beforec us in total darkness.
and I couldn’t quite see how we were going
to. get ¢o work. But Nelson Lee was evi-
dently labouring under no indecisior, for he
touched my arm and nodded.

‘““« We must get round to the side of the
building,”” he breathed in my ear.

I made no reply. but followed him. When
we reached the side and came into full view
of that portion of the house, Nelson Lee
nodded again. He looked almost pleased—
why, [ couldn’t understand. All the win-
dows were dark, anul the place looked de-
serted.

““ What's the game, sir?” 1 whispered.

‘““ Wait—that's all.”’

I was still mystifled, and we settlod our-
selves down to a period of chilly waiting.’
After teR minutes a most distinct sound
came from our left, and then [ saw a chink
of light beneath a side door, which was set
into a kind of rustic poreh.

As | watched the door opened. and the
Agure of a man was outdined darkly against
a dim light in the background. Nelson Lee
didn't move a muscie, except to touch my
shoulder and to grip it.

The man who had emerged from the porch
came out, looked up at the sky. and then
disappeared’ round an angle of the building.
Nelson Lee and I.were fully concealed be-
hind a clump of laurels, and there was. prac-
ticallty no fear of our being discovered. And
the fact that the man .had left the door
ajar- proved that he was only absent for a
;hoat;dwhile. Moreover,. he had been bare-
eaded. -

l‘ﬁrescn!bh‘ he (Eﬁﬁ;c-bac.k. .md | ruoilceq'ithit

L

|

-Zuv'nor.

fearful of making a sound even within the
confines of his own properly. For I assumed
the man to be Hardy, the tenant of Stowe

e.
But as he tumed into the p~rch 2ad
ushed open the door, the dim light shinin,
rom within {(Muminated his face for a mo-

ment—only faintly, but quite sufilciently for
me to ses that he was not Hardy.

The felow wore a thick black beard, and
his skin, so far as I could judge, was
swarthy, and he bore a foreign appearance.
In a moment I knew that this mysterious
individual exactly tallied with the descrip-
tion given at the inquest by Mr. Ned NMaw-
kins, the tramp.

In short, the man was the murderor!

The brute was actually sheltering tn this
house! And this brought other thoughts to
my mind. Was Hardy in the grmme—was he
an accomplice? Or had Hardy fallen a vic-
tim, like Colonel Clinton?

The affair was sinister, but even .now [
couldn’'t quite understand why Nelson Lee
had warmmed me not to make an outcry. It
was a surprise to see the murderer here, but
I knew better than to betray my presence.
hT;r;Ie door closed, and we heard the bolta
shot.

“That was rather unexpetted, Nipper,”
remarked the guv'mor softly.

‘“Eh? Unexpected?”' I repeated. ‘1
t!}q?gght we were waiting here to see h'm,
sir?”’

‘““And 8o we were—and are,”” was the
guv'nor’s reply. ‘ But we are waiting to see
him at the bedrocm window, iy boy. That
was my object in_coming here. I did not
anticipate that he would go fcr a stroll
down the garden-path.’’

“It—it was the murderer!'”

‘““Yes, Nipper, I think you are rigat.”
whispered Lee. “ But I shall not act until
I am satisfled in amother direction. I think
I shall be before long.”

‘““It'll take a lot tb satisfy me!" I grunted.
‘““Do you think that chap Hardy has been
killed, too?"

‘““Well, my boy, I hardly know ot the
present moment,” replied Lee slowly. 1
do not like to think the man has been
done to death, but there are cortain indica-
tions which point in that direction.”

“Well, I'm jiggered!” [ murmurcd.
“There seems to have been wholesale
slaughter, then. Who is this rotter—this

foreign chap? [ suppose he isn't a dirty
Hun, getting his own. back on the colonel
for something that happened at the war?"

‘“ A somewhat ingenious theory, Nipper,
but I am afraid you are wrong,’” -eplied the
‘“ However, you will not be mueh
longer. in doubt, for a light has just ap-
peared . upstairs, as you will observe. I have
been waiting for it."”’

I glanced at the house amd saw that one
of the upper windows was illuminated. A
thick ocloth blind was. down, but it didn't
quite rcach the bottom. Not that we could
see in—the. window was too far above us for

L that.
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) "_'!ﬂxc{ellent, Nipper!” breathed the
guv'nor.

I couldn’t se¢ aaything to be
about. '

The wall of the house was utteriy Lace,
and there waan't even a tree mear by up
which we could hope tu cimb. The window
might just as well have bcen a hundred feet
above us.’ '

‘“ Blessed if I can see anything to shout
about, guv'nor,”” I remarked. *‘‘ You don't
mean to say that we came here just to have
a look at that window?”

" Exactly!” | ,

“But we can't see anything cxcept a
sireak of light,” 1 protested. ‘' The chap's
gone to bed, 1 expect. I say, have you got
a ladder anywhere handy? I know jolly well
there's something up your sleeve, sir.”

** Not up my sleeve, Nipper—in this bag.”

*Oh! And what's in this bag?"

** Something which will enable us to look
into that room, 1 trust,”” was the guv'nor's

pleaeed

reply. " We shall, however, remain on the
ground.”’

1 waa getting somewhat impaticnt.

“1'm jiggered if you're not talking in

atiffer riddles than ever, sir,”” I said. ‘* Not
long ago you warned me that we mustn't
talk—but bow can we help it? I should be
hugely obliged if you'd just explain how the
dickens we're going to see into that room
without climbing np to the level of the
window?"’ ‘

** There is nothing easier, Nipper,’
Nelson Lee.

He was opening the bag as he spoke, and
I watched his proceedings with great inter-
est. The thing he took out was unrecngnis:-
able to me in the gloom; it was black and
oblong, and appeared to be square in sec-
tion.

Then. to my astonishment, the guv'nor
commenced pulling it out like a telescope—
Jength after length.

** Take that e¢nd, Nipper, hold 1t
securely,” he murmured.

I did so, much bew:ldered.

‘'he telescopic arrangement stretched out
until it was quite a formidable size. And,
in apite of its lightness, it appeared to be
very rigid and strong. Each section as it
came out automatically locked itself, so that
the whole contraption wouldn't collapse un.
ex .

I saw the reason for this a moment later,
for Nelson Les took the arrangement and
held it upright in the air, tike a wooden
post. But for those ecatches the sections
would have dropped back in a moment.

"1 ¢think it'll just be about the right
length,'’ breatbed the guv'nor. *‘If not,
there is still a foot or s0 of adju:tment in
either direction. What do you th ik it is,
Nipper?”’

smiled

and

“Don’'t ask me, sir. I'm as dull as a
November fog to-night,”” I replied. ‘1 can't
possibly imagine—— My goodness! You

don’t me:n to tell me that this thing is a
patent sort of periscope?™

‘“ You are not quite so dnll after all,
young ‘un,’”” said Leo. °**Yes, it is a pegi-

#

17

scope of my own design. 1 manafactured it
only this morning, and 1 am rather proud
of it, too. It is roughly comstrocted, but
efMcient.”

"*Why, it's a fine piece of work,” 1 de-
clared enthusiaatically. ** By jingo! What
a topping idea!”

"* Yes, and unless we are rareful that

light will be extinguished before we can use
the perizcope,” observed Lee srimly. * Come
on, lad.”
_Only a few moments liad pasred, howcver,
in reality. And it must be borne in mind
that Nelson Lee and | had heen speaking in
the merest of whispers. At a distance of
twelve feet, we coukin't have been hear.
And now we crept noiselessly forward until
we stood right beneath the window.

Nelson Lez gently laid the top of the
periscope against the window-sill above, und
my heart nearly came into my mouth as I
expected to hear a dull, grating aound. But,
it didnt come, and I afterwards learncd
that the frunt of th: periscope w~s provided
with a felt pad to deaden all sound.

The front of the instrumeunt was reated
against the projecting stone wmdnw-sill,
and thus held steadily. Nelsen Lee applied
his eyes to the lower mirror, and steod for
some moments quite motionless.

'.E‘]hen he turned his head and gave a slight
nod.

‘* Look, Nippor!” he breathed, with hia
mouth upon my ear. ‘' But remember what
I toldl you—no matter how :zurpri-od yon
feel, keep silent.”

1 was quite excited hy now, and intensely
c:¢ger to look into the room above. With
the aid of this periscope it was an easy
matter, although the man in the apartmenr
was fully satisfled that no human cyes conld
observe his movements.

I stood quite still. with Nelson ILee ho'd-
ing my shoulders, aud steadying the pcriscope
wt the sanie timme. 1 found mgself looking
upon the rerfiection of a portion of the room
above-—a tiny portion, in which I could ace
& bed-rail, part of a picture on the wall be-
yond, and a ahadow moving on it.

Very gently I moved the periscope untH it
was focussed, 8o to speak, upon the inmate
of the apartment. I was looking upon his
bead and shoulders, and could se2 him wita
absolate distinctness, for he wasa in the full
radiance of the shaded cil-lamp which burned
upon the mantelpiece.

It was the bearded foreigner. He had re-
moved his coat and waistcoat, and was fow
in the act of unbuttoning his collar. The
window, of course. was closed, s0 it was
quite easy tu understand why he bad beard
nothing.

As 1 watched, he placed his collar on the
dressing-table before him, and then turned
his back to mo. He fumbled with his ears,
apparently, and then I was astonished, byt
not startled, to see him take the bLeard off
and tay it dowm, too. The mun was dJdis-
guised. _

%e bent forward and rubbed his face with
a flannel or a towel. In the midst of thia
operation h¢ turmed, and 1 was able to ob-
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tain a full view of his face as it actually
waa.

Apnd then im a Hash I knew why Nelson

oo had warned me. For, in strict truth, 1
folt like shouting ~aloud with amazement.
For this man—this mysterious occupant of
Stowo Lodge—was somebody 1 knew well!

The astounding truth, in fact, was almoet
staggering. IFFor the man I was gazing upon
'was quone other than Colonel Heward Clinton!

CHAPTER VI
THE BAN-TRAP.

OLONEL HOWARD CLINTON'!
The man who everybody ihought to
be murdered—the man who had been

looked vpon as dead for days—was

standing within that room as much alive as:

I was myself! Just for a dazed Wmoment I
thought that 1 was dreaming.

It was utterly extraordinary. =

Nelson Lee probuably saw my agitation, or
felt, it, for I was quivering preceptibly. He
understood that I had fathomed the secret.
‘And I understood, in my turn, that the
guv'nor must havc bcen aware of the truth
for some time.

**Oh, my only hat!’ 1 breathcd huskily

‘“‘ Let me look, Nipper,” murmured Nelson

I relinquished the periscope and allowed
him to take it. He stood gazing into it for
a full minute and then silently backed
away. Reaghing a safe distance he lowered
the cumbersome contraption and proceeded
to close it up, section by section.

We retired behind the laurels once more,
where it was fairly safe to converse in
whispers. By this time I had partially re-
covered my composure, although 1 was st il
shaky with excitement.

“ Well, Nipper, what do you think of it?”
asked the guv'nor.

“[ don't think I'm capable of thinking
just mow, sir,”” I replied. * Colonel Clin-
ton! He hasn't got his moustache on, but
it’s him all right. And we thought he was
dead—-we believed that he had been mur-
dered!"’

* Exactly, wny lad; but my investigations
pointed in this direction almost from the
start,’”’ ccatinued Lee. ‘“ You can easily
understand now, the significance of the
fingerprints on the poker. The dead man
was not Clinton at all—on the contrary, it
is highly probable that Clinton is himself
the murderor. He attempted to involve the
Headmaster—do you understand?”

“ And faked up all that evidence, sir?’" 1
whispered. ‘It was easy enough for him to
do that, tecause he knew his way about in
the school, and be knew thc Head’'s habits.
But he madc a bloomer over the poker,

s.ﬂ.”

Yo, a fatal blurnder, indeed,” declared
Nolson Lee grimly. “ The colonel over-
lovked the fact that fingerprints on polished

brass und stcel are not always so invisible
#8 they sppear, . A little gentle treatment
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and they become prominent at once. Clin
ton did not reckon upon that, Nipper.”

‘“It's almost too much for me, sir,” I con-
fessed. ‘‘ After we've been thinking that he
was dead, too! Why, he must have killed
somebody outside the s&chool, and then
dragged the body, or carricd it, up therc.
But why the dickens wasn’t it obvious that
the dead man wasn't the colonel?”

Nelson Lece looked grave.

‘“ You are touching an unpleasant subject,
Nipper,’” he said. *‘ The man who was found
in Clinton’s study was terribly battered
about the head and face. I shall go into no
details, but you can understand that the poor
fellow was unrecognisable. The main point is
that there was nothing to prove that he was
NOT the colonel. Hisxheight was about the
same, the colour of his hair the same, and he
was attired in Clintoh’s clotbes. That,
coupled with the fact, that the colonel had
completely disappeare‘. naturally led to the
obhvious cenclusion that it was Clinton who
had met a terrible fate.”

‘““ He must be a fiend!” I muttered, rather
startled. ‘' To think that bhe took that body
into the College House—— Oh, it's awful!
I can’t think about it without shivering."”

‘* The more serious aspect is the oire con.
cerning the Headmaster,” Nelson Lee re-
minded me. * Colonel Clinton not only killed
this man, but he did his utmost to make it
appear that he himself had perished at Dr.
Stafford’'s hand. It was.a most terrible plot,
and I am extremely happy that I was on the
spot, and that I have been enabled to help.”

‘“ And what's to be done now, sir?”’

‘““We hold the trump cards, Nipper, but
we must play them carefully,” replied Nelson
Lee. * So far as 1 have becn able to judge,
the poor man who met his death was Colonel
Clinton’s associate, Hardy.”

‘““ But how can that be, sir?’’ I objected.
“If I remember right, Hardy was hump-
backed—or misshapen, at all events."

‘“ Probably a mere subterfuge, my lad-—an
assumed hump,”’ said the guv’nor. *“‘I may
be wrong in my surmise that the dead man
is Hardy, but appearances point in that direc-
tion. ur next move, of course, is to effect
the colonel's arrest. I guessed that he was
living in this housc as early as yesterday,
but I could not act without being in a posi-
tion to give definite evidence to the police.”

- But you can't go to the police at this
hour of tie night, sir,” 1 said. ‘‘ And we
can’t collar Clinton alone.”

‘“ Detective-Inspecter Lennard i: probably
asleep at this moment in his apartment at the
George Inn,” replied the detective. ' He
won't be asleep for long, for we shall go there
at once and arouse him. It will be for Len-
nard to act upon the information I supply.
He represents Scotland Yard, and this case,
officially, is in his hands. He will be most
eager, [ am sure, to take advantage of my
little tip. We will go to the village at
once.”’

“Oh. guod!”" T murmured.

Our adventure had panned out in the most
catisfactory manner; we had obtained the
evidence we sought., I hadn't got over my
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surprise by &ny means, but [ was rapidly
getting used to the idea.

And 1 could imagine the astonishment of
Chief Uetective-Inspector Lennard when he
beard the actual truth. But his astomshmgntH
would be nothing to the consternmation of
the colonel, when be found himseH arrested |
fu bed! For this, in all probability, would
take place. .

Having stowed the periscope away into its
bag, Ncison Lee announced that we were to
make a move, and together we stole through
the trecs towards the road, taking the
shortest cut to the outer hedge.

And then another startling eurprise came.

But this was of a most unpleasant
character, and took both the guv’nor and 1}
completely off our guard. 1t was something
which Nelson Lce had not anticipated,
although: hc usually prepared for all emer.
gencies, |

As we walked, the ground was solid and
heavy heneath our feet. But then, without
the slightest warning, a change came. The
very earth seemed to sag as we trod upon it,
and Nelson Lee gave a sharp little cry.

The next sccond the dieaster occurred,

Crash!

With a splintering of woodwork we hoth

plunged downwards into the very ground
itsell—down, down, into utter blackness!
Karth, dead lcaves, and small tree-branches
accompanied us. H
Then—thud—thud! We botb hit something
soiid together, rolled over, and lay breath-
less, bruised, and bewildered. DPiled on the
top of us were masses of debris, and my right
arm had been rather badly grazed by sharp
edges of broken wood.

**Oh, my goodnces!”’ 1 gasped. ‘' What's
happened, sir?™

Nelson Lece made no reply, but attempted
to get to his feet. Within two minutos wc
had both succeeded Im finding our bearings,
and we knew the truth. In short, we haad|
plunged into what was nothing more nor lces
than a man-trap! _

1t was a catastrophe of the first magni-
tude.

‘** Before we attempt to make onur escape.
Nipper, 1 want to know if you are hart.”
- szid Nelson Lee softly. ‘° We both fell rather
heavily.”

“I'm all right, sir, cxcept for a graze or
two,”’ I replied. * But—bhut how the dickens
did we manage to fall down? And what|]
ithout you, guv’nor? Aren’t you hurt?”

‘* Bruised, Nipper—and grazed like your- |}
cclf,”” replied Lee. ** That's all. We may
count oursclves lucky for having escaped so
Lghtly. With regard to our fall, it was a|
-pure mishap, and I can’'t see that we are to
blame."” ]

** The cunning of I1t!” I muttered. ** Why. |
there was nothing to show that the ground
wasn't solid—until we stepped on it. What
a pity you weren’t walking ahead, sir--then
1} should have escaped.”’

‘“ You eelfish young—'"'

‘** 1 mean that, with one of us up above, on
the solid ground, it would have been easy
cnough to rescue the other,”” ] pointed out.
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' Btill, it's no good talking like that is 1t?
Wtf're_: hoth in the same bofe. guv'nor." '
“'-thcrally. Nipper,” agreed Nelsop [.ce.

And it is a hole, 1 am afraid, out of which
w2 shall have some difficulty in clambering.
1 must acknowledge that 1 underrated i~
cunning of our adversary. He must havo
spent mapny hours upon the excavation or
this pit.”

"Talk about luck!” 1 growled. * Why «d:d
uire wa,lk bang into it? It was juet chance,
sir—"’

"‘Not exactly, young ’un,” jnterrupted the
guvmnor. ‘' We took the most obvious path
through the trees. Thero is a tangle of
und_crgrowt:h in other plaees, and the coloncl
obviously assumed that this would be the
moat likely route taken by any intruder.
Moreover, it is quite possible that there arc
otber man-traps of a similar character in dif-
ferent parts of the grounds. Clinton believes
in being safeguarded. And now we will bave
some light on the subject.”

But we didn't.

Nelson Lee had takem out his electric torch,
and had switched it on. But the filament
in the lamp was broken, and no light re-
sulted. And, of course, I badn't brought my
torch with me. If Nelson Lee had had six

sound ones on him I ghould bave broncht
-Ri.ne! It was just the ‘' cussedness’ of
inge.

A nuisance. Nipper; but we must mako
the best of it,”’ observed Nclson Lee. ‘' Mon
that the light would have helped us at all.
I don't think it will be possible for us to
cescape; the pit is too deep.”

Therc was little doubt that Nelson Lee’'s
vords were correet. (azing npwurds, I could
iust dimly eec patches of the night sky
through the branches of the trees. The edge

0! the pit wae jagged and uneven, and

masees of sticks projected from all sides. The
guv'nor and { had plunged clean through the
middle.

The trap had been constructed very much
after the style of an animal trap in the
wilde: To all appearances the ground waes
solid, but for a distanee of four or five feet
the suriace cousisted merely of cunmingty
contrived «ticks covered with rubbish and
dead leaves. In [ull daylight, perhaps, we
should have rcen something to arouse our
suspicions; but this hadmn’t bcen possible in
the darkness. o

*“ Supposc 1 get on to your shonlders, sir’”
I suggested. L

" We can try it, Nipper; but I'm afraid it
will be uceless.” .

We did try it, and Nelson Lee was right.
I was still several feet from the eurface,
although 1 was jJust able to cluteh two or
three of the handing portions of w They

only came away as soon as I
Showers of earth and leaves deeeended upon

us, and 1 npecarly fell from the guv'nor's
shoulders. q
“It's no good, sir,” 1 gasped. * There's

nothing to grab.”
A lg?nutegl?ater 1 was standing beside Nel-

son Lee, and we looked at one another grimly.
At least, we stared at the blackness whieh
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coveloped the pit; it was really impossibie t@, out on these sort of expoditions before now,

distinguish one another.

‘“We're in a frightful mess, sir,”” 1 re-
marked at last.

“1'm afraid you're right, Nipper,' said the
guv'nor. “ Failing to escape from this pit,
we shall be discovered by the colonel. Let us
‘hope he did not hear the crash caused by
our fall. ‘There are many hours of darkness
left, and 1 may be able to think of some
schemec. In any case, we must rely upon
our own cfforts.”

“What a pity we didn't go for the in-
spector first!—or arrange that he should
come along afterwards,” I said gloomily.
** Why. there’'s no telling what may happen,
guv’'nor. 1f Clinton comes and finds us here,
die might even spurt a dose of poison gas
goulrr': on us. He's capable of it, the scoun-

w .tO

* Thero is really no reason why you should
assume anything so alarming,’”’ said Nelson
Leo softly. ‘“ The situation looks rather
eerious, 1 will admit, but we shan't improve
it by letting our imaginations run riot. The
only thing to do is to——"

‘* Hark!" 1 whispered. *‘‘ What's that?"

We both stood stock-still.

_And a sound came to us with great dis-
tinctness. The eide.door was beilng unbolted!

Colonel Clinton was coming to gloat over
his victims!

. CHAPTER VII.

MONTIid AND TOMMIB TO THE RESCUE.

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST touched
Tommy Watson’s shoulder.
‘** Ready, dear boy?’’ he whispered.

_ ‘“Sha'n’t be a tick—1 can’t find mv
giddy fleft sock!” grumbled Watson. “I
know it's here somewhere——"'

“ Didn’'t you throw 1t at De Valerie just
before lights-out, old fellow?' asked Montie.
‘“‘I1 tancy | remember a slight disturbance.'’

‘“Oh, yes. Why didn't you remind me
before?’” growled Tommy. * De Valerie
chucked 1t back, the ass, and it fell under
Nipper's bed."

aving recovercd the sock, Watson pulled

it on, and anuounced himself ready for de-
artuce. Both he and Sir Montie carried
their boots in their bands, and they crept
silently down the long dormitory to the door.

They made their exit safely, without having
aroused any of the other juniors. Stealing
downstairs, they cautiously made their way
to Study O, and bhere a candle was lit. By
ita light the two juniors donned their boots
and caps and mufiers and overcoats, having
obtained these latter articles from the cloak-
TOoom on their way. "f*

I suppose you rcalise that we shall prob-
ably run into Mr. Lee?’’ suggested Watson.
*“ What's he golng to say to us for breaking
bounds after midnight?'* .

® Nothin' much, dear boy,”” said Montie
easily. * We'll just explain that Nipper de-
serted us, an’ [ expect he’ll say all sorts of
severe things ap’ then chuckle at the fimish.
Mr. Leo's a rippin'-good sort. - An’ we've been

old fellow.”

‘“I suppose it'll be all right,”” said Wateon
hopefully.

They extinguished the candle and cautiously
opened the study window. The Triangle was
dark and silent, and a fairly mild wind was
blowing across from the west. It was by no
means a cold night, although extremely black,
heavy clouds obscured the stars.

‘““ Which way shall we go?'’ asked Wateon.

‘““The towin'-path, I should think,’’ replied
Montie, who was undoubtedly the lecader in
this enterprise. ‘ There's less chance ot
meotin’ anybody—although there’'s not much
fear of that at this hour.” :

‘“ We shall have to be careful about the
river,”” murmured Tommy. * It would be as
easy as winking to walk over the bank in this
darkness, and I don't feel inclined for a duck-
ing in this weather!"

Watson's warning was quite rcasonable, for
it would have been easily possible to plunge
into the river if rigid precautions had not
been taken. The two juniors were compellied
to keep to the towing-path, and to walk
slowly and decliberately.

‘“ What are we going to do when we get to
Stowe Lodge?'’ asked Watson.

‘* See what's goin’ on."

‘“ And supposing nothing is going on?”

‘“ Then, begad, we sha’'n't see anythin',”
replied Moatie mildly.

“I'm not eure that Nipper's gono to the
Lodge at all,’”” went on Tommy. °** He told us
that Mr. Lee meant to undertake the trip.
but it strikes me that we're on a wild-goose
chase. If we knew the plans more defl-
nitely—'*

‘“ Dear boy, plcase don’t raise objcctions in
this way,” interrupted Bblontie, in a severo
tone. ‘I will give you full permission to
grumble if we go to Stowe Lodge an’ find
nothin' doin’. But I've got a fcelin® that
t,hct:a;'s some excitcment on. We shall soon
scc.

They arrived witLin the vicinity of Stowe
Lodge in duc couree, but approached the
house from the direction of the road—having
cut across a meadow from the towing-path to
the lane before nearing the house.

Evcrything was still and quiet. Not a lizht
was to be secn, and it really looked as thougzh
the place was completely deserted. Montie
and Tommy stood against the gates tor tive
long minutes, listening and watching.

‘* There’s nobody here at all,”” breathcd
Watson at last.

But his chum shook hia head.

‘“ We shall have to investigate, dear boy,”
he murmured. * Supposin’ we crcep round
that meadow an’' look at the house from the
back? There's no tellin’ what might be gon’
on round there.”

““ Oh, just as you like.”

The programme was carried out. But tho
back of the house was just as dark as tlio
front, and seemingly as dcserted. The two
youthful adventurers spent fully twenty
minutes,. and had discovered nothing—had
seen nothing—had heard nothing. Their trip,
it scemed, had bcen in vain.
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‘“Hard lires!” murmured Wateon. ' The
only thing to do, Montie, 18 to get back and
elip into our little cots. 1t’s no good messing
about here all the night. I1'm fed up
alrcady.” '

‘* Begad, an’ s0 am 1, dear boy—I am,
really,” said Montie. it's a shockin’ dis-
a:pp?oml;mcnt. Supposin’ we have onc more
ry »

** How?"”

““ There’s one side of the house we haven't
looked at yet—round to the left. It would
be rather stunnin’ if we found Mr. Lee an’
Nipper there!”

Watson wasn’'t hopeful, but he followed hia
notle chum through the bushes. They
cautiously made their way to the side ol
Stowe Lodge. and then received their first
encouragement. For a dim light was visible
at one of the upper windows.

‘* Dear fellow, we may find out somethin’,
after all,” breathed Montie. *“ 1 think we'd
better—— Begad!”

Crash!

As Montie was speaking an extraordinary
sound camc from the dense clump of trees
betwcen the boys and the road. It was only
the guv’'nor and I tumbling into the prcpared
pit; but my chums didn’t know that.

** What—what was that?” gasped Watson.

‘“] don't know, Tommy boy—l1 don't,
really!” murmured Tregellis-West. * But it
sounded like somebody fallin’ into 2 maes of
bushes. I think we'd better have a look
round, don’t you?"

Hold on!"

‘“ We shall have to go ecasy—
hissed Watson. ‘' Look up there!’

He indicated the window, and Montie stared
upwards. The heavy blind had beem thrust
aside, and a man was leaning out of the
window. He stood motionless, apparently
listening.

** Don’t move, dear boy!”’ breathed Montie.

But Tommy needed pno warning. They
were standing absolutely in full view of the
window, with no trees intervening. The
darkness alone saved them from' discovery.
Had they moved to cover, however, their dim
movements would probably have been seen. It
was the best plan to remain still.

And after a few moments the figure at the
window withdrew into the room. The two
juniors looked at one anotbher tcnesely.

‘“Who was it?"" asked Watson,
whisper.

““T haven't the faintest idea, old bhoy.”
replied Montie. * But wo'd bhcetter creep
under those bushes while we’ve got the
chance. 1It’as fairly certain that the man i3
comin’ down here.”

‘ To see what that smash was, yon mean?”

‘* Of course, Tommy boy.”

They soon concealed themselves, and it
was just as well they did. For the side-door
opened, and a man appcared. Even in the
dim glimmer which came from his rear the
boys could see that he carried a heavy club
in his hand.

He walked straight down the path, and
vanished amongst trees.

‘‘Begad!"’ Dbreathed Sir Montie. ‘‘ That's
frightfully queer, you know!"”

in 2
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' Bh? What's qucer?”’ :

“ Didn’t you notice his walk?” went on
Montie. ‘* Amazin’ as it seems, that man’'s
walk is just like the colonel's! But Clintaon
is dead, an’ it muet be just a coincidence.”

“0Of courege it’'s a coincidence, you ass'’’
muttcred Watson nneasily. ° But, now yonu
remind me, his walk did seem a bit—— Hallo’®
He’s talking!”

They listened intently.

Yes, a voice sounded distinetly, although
the words were uttered in a low tone. And it
was clear to Montic and Tommy that the man
was pot the colonel—if they had had any
doubt about the question. For this man
spoke with a foreign accent; excelest Eng.
lish, bat not perfect.

**So!” the boys heard him exelaim. * Yon
have fallen. eh? It is well, my good friends -
it 1s capital! Since you come prying here, it
is good that yon should suffer. Make not the
mistake; you will pay the full penalty!”

Tomamy Watson nudged his companion.

“Who the Jickens fs he talking tol'’ he
breathed.

**1 don't know, dear fellow; but 1 dave a
horrid fecelin’ that Mr. Lee an’ Nipper have
met with a mishap,” replied Mon$ie. * Jt's
rather a good thing we came, begad! Wo
may be useful, you know.”

‘“ Sha'l we creep forward a bit?'"’

‘“*It'e risky: but we'll do It,” replied Tre.
gellis-West grimly.

They left their cover, and edged towarda
the trees. They knew that discovery might
follow; but they were fleet of foot, and
could escape casily, if necessary. Moreover,
they were curious.

Having reached the shelter of the trees.
they felt safer. And now they crept forward
with redoubled caution. Even the cracking
of 2 twigz might reveal their presence to the
strange foreigner.

They halted at last, and erouched low.
There, standing only ten or twelve fect away,
was the man who had come out of the houese.
He was talking to his feet apparently, for
thére was nobody else in view, and he talked
with his head bent down, It was really
astonishing. '

* You understand?”’ he said, with an a:r
of finality. *‘* Eacape for you is quite impos-
sible. You will remain in this prison. So:
Before dawn 1 will return, and your suffer-

So! You have
but yourselves to thank!”’

As he finished speaking he turned away
abruptly, and walked straight towards the
epot where Montie and Tommy were crouch-
img. Just for a second they thought of flee.
ing; but Montic laid a firov bhand on hia
chum's arm.

They remained still.

By a sheer miracle, it scemed, they were
undiscovered. The man strode past within
four feet of them, and they heard him con-
tinue his way until he reached the house;
they heard him cloee the door and beit it.

*That was a near shave, Montie;*’ breathed
Watsoon.

‘‘ Frightfully near,” agreed Tregellis-West,
‘““ But we're safe—an' that foreign chap kag
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one indoors agnin. ‘T'his is where we do
hings, dear old boy!'!”

* Perbaps we'd better stick where wc are
for ive minutes——"'

‘““ Begad, no!”

““ But the rotter might comec back!”

‘“He won't come back juet yet—an' we've
got our chance now,’” said Montie. ‘“If we
wait we mayn't be able to do anythin’ at all,
Come on, Tommy!"’

Watson raised no further objection, for he
realised that Montie's suggestion was a good
one. They. were etill very puzzled as to whereo
the prisoners wcre trapped, for nothing could
dbe seen; the little plantation appeared to be
Jabsolutely deserted.

Moving almost openly now, the two boys
walked forward, and Watson would have met
with disaster but for Moantie's precaution.

‘““ Nob so (ast, dear boy,”” he murmured,
pullng at Tommy's arm. * That man seemed
to bo talkin' to somebody down a well, didn’t
he? ['ve been wonderin’ if therc’s an opening
in the ground here——"’

“ Great Scottl’’ gasped Watson, coming to
an abrupt hait.

fHe only stopped just in time. For, peer-
ing ahead closety, both junmiors saw a black,
uneven cavity in the ground. And as they
- atood quite still voices came up as though
from the bowels of the earbh.

‘“Yeos, I thought I heard something,
Nipper,’” came the distinct voice of Nelson
Lee. * Perhaps our cheerful fricnd is still
waiting about——"’

‘* Begau!'’ ejaculated Sir Montie.

Both Nelson Lee and I heard that exclama-

tion, and we jumped—at least, I did. The
guv'nor scarcely moved a halir.

‘““ That—that's Montie!"' 1 gasped. ‘' How
the dickens did he get here? Montie! 1 say,

rescue, Ancient House!'’

‘“ Dear fellow, this is simply amazin'!" came
Montle's voice from above. * Is that you,
Nipper?”’

** Yes, you ripping otd rescuer!”

““Is Mr. Lec with you?"

‘““ ¥es, I am here, Montie,”’ said Nelson Lée,
answering for himself. ‘I am afraid you
have found us in & most hiumiliating position.
However, mishaps are always-liable to occur—
and thie one was most unfortunate.”’

“I'm here, too, sir,”’ called down Watson.

“My goodness!'" [ exclaimed. *‘Is the
whole Remove there?”

‘* No; only Tommy an® I, dcar boy,” said
Sir Montie. ** It’s a friehtfully queer position
—it is, really. We're talkin® to you, but we
can't see anythin' except blackness. -How far
down aro you?”

“0Oh, I don't know—we feel buried,”” 1
replied. ‘‘ How in thc name of wonder did
‘you manage to find us, old chap? [ thought
we were done for."”" -

“The fact is, Nipper, old fecllow, 1 saw
vou gettin’ dressed in the dermitory,” replied
Tregellis-West. ' It didn’'t scem quite the
thing. you know, for you to creep off without
tellin® Tommy an’ I about it. An’ so we
decided to follow.
hecanse | believet wes shall he useful.”’

“ Usefn!'’ I echoed.

h

I'm awfully glad we did,
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your weight in sugar! And I apologise most
humbly for leaving you out in the cold—and
80 does the guv'nor! . Perhaps he wou’t say
so, but he does!”

Nelson Lee chuckled.

“I have no hesitation in saying that it
was & mistake on our part not to enlist the
aid of your chums, Nipper,’” he said. ‘' How.
ever, they have been very useful, and I will
thank them at a more opportune moment.
The main thing just now is to get out of this
confounded wpit.”’

“I'm afraid we can't do much, sir,”’ called
Sir Montie. ‘“ We haven't got any rope, an’
we can’'t reach you—"’

“If you search about you'll find several
long pieces of wood close handy,” interrupted
Nelson Lee. ‘‘ They are like clothes-props,
and 1 have no doubt that with thuir aid we
shall vc able to achieve success.’

The poles were soon found, and the longest
vaé lowered inta the pit. With Montie aund
Tommy holding firmly to the top, I was just
able to grasp it. How they hauled me up I
don't know, but it was donc. I helped
myself a good bit, but it was a stiff job for
all three of us, nevertheless.

Of course, we got Nelson Lce to the surface
in next to no time, and then we left thc
garden of Stowe Lodge without a second’s
delay, finally halting for a consultation
three or four hundred yards down the rcad.

““I hope you'll excuse us for bein’ out of
bounds. sir,”” said Montie. ‘' It's a shockin’
breach of the rules, I know——"

‘“ You need say nothing furthcr, Tregcllis-
West,'' interrupted Nelson Lee. ‘I should
be an ungrateful brute indeed if I suggested a
punishment for this trip of yours. Events
have proved that you were fully justified in
leaving your dormitory, my boys. I hardly
dared hope that Nipper and I would be
rescucd so soon.’”’

‘““ And what about the colonel, sir?"" I nsked.
‘“ He'll find out that we've slipped off, and
then he’ll bunk-—2* '

‘““ The—the colonel?”
blankly.

** Yes—Clinton himself.’’

‘“ Begad!'' saild Montie. ‘' How can the
colonel bunk, dear boy? The poor man is in
his grave—''

‘“*Oh, you don't know, do you?” I inter-
rupted. ‘ There was a man ab the top of
that pit just before you arrived—"’

‘““ We saw him, dear boy.”

‘* A foreign-looking man?”’

‘“ Yes."

‘““ Well, he was Colonel Clinton,’ I declared
calmly.

‘““Oh, don't talk rot!"”" snapped Watson.
‘““ How could it have been thc colonel?”

‘“ Nipper is quite correct, my boy,”’ put in
Lee. ‘It will be a big surprise to you, but-
the colonel is not dead, as we at first sup-
posed. He is bhiding in Stowe Lodge, dis.
guised.”’

‘* Great zoodness!' gasped Watson.

“[t ain't so surpriein’ as ‘it might have
becn, sir,”” eaid Montie. ‘ Both Tommy an®-
1 were struck by tlie man’s walk—an’ 1 said

repcated Watson

** Why, you're worth how like Colonel Clinton’s it was. - But it's
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amasin’ all the samg. The colonel alive!
Begad! Who is the poor chap who was
murdered, then?”’

**I have no doubt that Hardy, the man
who formerly occupied this house, is the.
unfortunate victim,” said Nelson Lee. ‘' But
we really have no time to discuss the matter
pow, boys. The very first thing to do is to
gecure the colonel.” .

‘“ Have him arrested, do you mean, sir?”
asked Watson.

‘“ Exactly.”

‘ But—but how——"'

‘“ Don’t you worrf, my son,”’ I inter-
rupted. ** Detective-Inspector Lepnard -is in
the village, and- we're going to rouse bhim out
-~whether he likes it or not! And you can
bet your boots that he’ll like it!"

' Arrest Clinton!’ muttered Watson, still
very amaged. ‘‘ And we've been thinking that
he was dead! And yet he’e the murderer all
the time! Oh, my only hat! There'll be a
{;ot 'in the school to-merrow—a giddy sensa-

on!"

We walked away down the road, and 1
had an idea that Watson wasn't far off the
mark. There would, indeed, be huge excite-
ment at St. Frank’s when the actual facts
became known. It only remained now to
effect the colonel’s arrest.

‘* What’s that on your hand, Nipper, old
boy ?'’ asked Montie suddenly.

‘* Blood,” I replied.

‘“ Good gracious!’’

‘“ It's all right—only a graze,”” I went on.
“I'll get you to wash it for me when we

THE
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arrive back at the school; but it's nothing to
make & fusse over. When the coloncl's
arrested 1'll1 attend to those little details.’”

‘“* May—may we come to the village with
you, sir?’’ asked Tregellis-West, a8 we arrived
at the { where the lane led into the

)ain road. ‘' Or must we go baek to Hed?”

elson Lee hesitated a moment.

“ Well, Montie, 1 really think that you
ought to go back to bed, but after the ser-
vices you and Watson have rendered I hardly
like to dismiss you. 1'll leave it to you to
chooee.’’

*“ Begad! 1I've chosen already, sir.”

‘ And so have 1!’ put In Watson gquickly.

‘“T needn’t ask what that choice 3.
smiled Nelson Lee. ** Well, ecome alon:, hava,
You may as well sece this affair through; hut

ou’ll have to keep in the backzionud.

ou’ve done your part, and mow it rem:tins
for the police to do theirs!”

» ™ ® . [ | »

Well, the police did do their part—propeily.
But it wasn't such an easy matter as we
fondly believed. There was a great deal of
cxcitement’ during that final episode of the
drama—far more than we had anticipated:
and the experience will demand a sepecicl

Everything was cleared and made
straight. But before Colonel Howard Clinton
was captured a regulatr siege was to oceur
at Stowe Lodge—a time of exciting warflare
such as we couldn’'t possibly foresee.

S0, just for the present, that's ail.

END.
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OUR POPULAR SCHOOL SERIAL!

Tve Chums « Littleminster School.

A Ragaificeat Story of School Life and Adveature.

THE NLELSON LEE LIBRARY

The Previous C'lagm.

Basit HooD s a new boy al Litlemninster Schosl.
On Ais arrival Ae makes a friend of

JOHN CHALLIS, a Senvor in lAe Fifth FForm.

MYRRS and COOGIN are two bullies, who, wilh
some olhers, R‘u mate Challis join the
“ Clubs,”’ an sc sociely. He refuses, and
they determins (o @ Mm to Coventry.
Heis persuaded later by Mr. Evans, a master,
to join. Challis takes Hood m&m in a
punt, which gets cast adrift. Later on
Grainger, the Coplain, secs Challis at the
nets, and asks im to play for (As next sizieen
against the cleven. Meanwhile Baml suspects
Myers of casting the punt adrift, since Ae
nd a coin ‘mvmh‘ ing t'ohhim‘ne‘ar tl: spel.
nsuspecti puts the coin in a drawer
Ms culn s.y It ramashes, and Basil sus-
Myers. CAallis plays a splendid
innings for (Ae school against Ragicy.
Aftor the match Myers is seen lalking Lo a
lou' mnmmed .Joe Swmart, who afterwards
comes up 10 the school. The Head gires
him a (Araeshing.

(Now read on.)

Exit Gmart.

T wais pot until the Head's lace was
crimson fromn his exertions, and beads
of perspication were running on to his
coat arnd waistcoat, that he sto?’ped at

st and (rainger let the sound!y thrashed
bianckmaller down.

Blubbering like & wmsdinan, Jos Smart
holted for the deor. and, turning, shook his
Ost at them

“I'll 'avo the lor of the whole lot of yer.”
ho shouted, hardly able to articulate for the

ndun”bhat consumed him. " I'll acnd jyon
o gaol!l”

Qraingee neatly lifted tho cad's headgear
into the air, as I it were a football, and it
struck Smart in the face.

** Meanwhile,”” he cried,
want your hat.”

Nmart catched at his hat,
bolted.

Then  the blushing doctor
tirainger, Challie, and Mr. Evans.

1 cangol altogether condone what you
have doro, my boys.” he said; * but, as |
hwave ~oe -sacriticed iy g@ignity -tor the—er
~sake of a little excreise. I think we'll—-er --
ey no morce about ®.”

““dolly gnok odd eor:. the Head,” chuckled

in

1 think you'll

turnced, aud

turncd  to

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

Grainger, as he and Challis returped to the
school. * And—I say, wc got oft lightly,
didn't we?”
Challis smiled good-humouredly, and his
twinkllng eyes showed that he was happy.
“It's more than Smart did!"” he cried.
“Hm, yes! 1 reckon at the present
moment Joe Smart s nursing his—er—

Smarts,’’ said Mr. Evans, and then, ashamed
of his pun, he nodded and vanished.

Ty weam

THE END OF THE TERM.

HE - next morning Myers left tho
echool, left while the boys were at
breakfast, and Littleminster saw him
no more.

It was just as well, for, curiously enouch.
after his departure there scemed an entire
absence of that bickering, fault-Anding, and
eternal criticising which had caused eo murb
mischief in the echool and had given Challie

such a bad time.

A week later the Smarts vanlehed from
their cottage. Pcrhaps they had come to the
conclusion that the climate didn‘'t suit thein,
or that they would find better ecope for their
talent elsewhere.

For the rest, everything went with a awing
until the weck of breaking-up, when the

rte were held, and fathers and mothers,
older brothers and sisters, came down to &ee
tho talent of Littleminster compete in
frieondly rivairy for the various championships
that filted the sathletic programme.

In these, of course, (mainger waa the

suprenie head. Never had the captain looked

80 well or done eo well. Throwing the
hammer, putting the weight, ¢he long jump,
the high jump, and the hurdles went to him

whilst Vernon won the hundred, Digby the
quarter and half, and Basil the junior sprint.

These were the best events on the pro-

ramme, the rest being won in mediosre
ashion and in poor times.

But the achool mile was the event of the
afternoon, and when the boys who were to
do battle lined up, Grainger’'s name was on
every lip.

Chalfout and Byflect were reckoned $o
have good chances, and John Challis, who
had beca trained by Grainger, was reckoned
a dark horse. It was thec only event Challis
enterud.

To the crack of the pistol the field set of?,
and cre th> Grst quarter was run Chalfont.

(Continued on p. iii of cover,)
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Byfleet, Grainger, and John in a bunch had ,f never have won if you'd reserved yourself for

dravn away from the field, which tailed oft | the mile,

behind.

The sunshine danced upon the white vests
and knickers of the runners, and the scene,
with its background ¢f green trees, its stand
gay with flags and bunting and bright with
the charming dreases of the ladies, presemted
a thoroughly healthy and delightful picture.

On the runners sped, and Byfleet began to
flag. Half a mile had be¢en covered, and
Grainger, finding tbe pacc slow, darted in
froat and quiekened up.

Chalfont, accepting the challenge, joined
issue, and led at the bell.

And then out went Grainger, with Chalits
after im. For thirty yards Chalfont fouyht
it out, then turnced on to the grass, dead
beat. .

Into the final straight Grainger turned,
with Challis at his elbow, and there, sprint-
ing, gained a yard—two.

** Grainger wins! Grainger wine! Hurrah!
Good old Grainger!”’ cheered the boys, the
juniors cheering loudest of aN. *' Hurrah!”

They were fifty yards from the tape, and
then, with a rush and a swoop, Challis pelted
by, apd, in the greatest finish ever secen, left
. the school captain standing. He won bLy &
celear ten yards.

‘* Bravo—old—chdp!” panted Grainger, as
they turged on to the graes. ‘‘1 knew you
could do it! I knew you cquld!™

“ (Oh, but you were done. Look how hard
you've been working'! You were tired. 1'd

THE

"SiXth next term.

the
panted Challis.

Grainger, smiling, pointed at the boaid, on
which the time has just been eet.

same as I did, c¢ld wman.”

-~} don't know. Look!’ he gasped.
‘*4.29 4-5ths! 1It's a school record. My best
haa never beaten 4.37 up till now. So don't

talk rot, old fellow!'!™

That night there was a big feast at Little.
minster.

At the end of the week the boys went
home. And it is safe to say that none of
them was prouder or happier than Jobn
Challis, who had commenced the term hated
by nearly every boy in the school, hut had
left at the end of it idolised, especially by
Goainger and young Basil Hood.

Of couree, he didn't leave for good, ynn
know, for he was coming back to enter the
Grainger was coming bhaek,
too, and there were scholarships and other
fine prizes to be won, outside the fieié of
athletics.

Grainger, Basil, Ponsonby, and Chaliis
travelled most of the way home together,
and when they parted there was much warm

®and-shaking and expreseions of mutual
regret.
**But we'll all be meeting again next

-term, Grainger, old sport,” bawled Ponsonby

from the railway-carriapge window. ‘' So,
Hurran for the OChums of Littleminster
School !”’ .

END.

EDITOR’S NOTE.

and many other famous stories.

Africa.

L
-

As you will see, our School Serial, THE CHUMS OF LITTLE-
MINSTER SCHOOL, comes to an emd this week.

say a few words about the story which will take its place.
Commencing next week, THE HOUSE IN THE JUNGLE; OR,

JOHN HAMMOND'S DELUSION, is by Alfred Armitage, the popu-

lar author.of ‘“ Red Rose and \White,” ‘‘Cavalier and Roundhead,”

I should hke to

THE HOUSE IN THE JUNGLE is a Thrilling Yarn of Adven-
ture and Mystery, and the action takes place in the wild heart of
Don’t on any account nuss next week’'s opening instalment.

There i1s also a Grand New Scries of School and Detective Stornies
about to commence shortly, introducing all the old favourites.

Be sure to order your NELSON LEE LIBRARY well in advance,
or you may find yourself disappointed.

THE EDITOR.




{v THI. NUILSON LEL LIDRARY

THE
~ SHANGHAIED

is the title of this week’s Magmflcent Long
Complete Story of Detective Adventure
“—- "a the —— C

Introducing SEXTON BLAKE TINKER,

specially written for _this issue by the
famous Author of ‘* Nipper at St. Frank’s ”

THE
SHANGHAIED
DETECTIVE

. — — ——— — — . ————
- - - - - - -_— = -

OUT ON THURSDAY. PRICE THREE-HALFPENCE.

—— R — — —— —— B T S ——— e — —_———— i e o —— —_ _—

-— - - — e . - . e —— - ——

b ' et Publiahedd weekly by tb beopriet A e Pleetway House, Parringdon Stiect, lonhn

UNION JACK LIBRARY

and WALDO the Wonder - Man. It is .

series now runnir.g in the” NELSON' LEE~
——-LIBRARY .—— .

UETECTIVE

-

P
.-4' yt“ﬁ

> - SN @ a9
. ’ .
——

- -

— — — — e

e eere e e
‘ L} -

“oglacy,
Ay vancus o Advertween nt space shionad be \Hw -ed to the Manac er The Fle etwuy Hou-e, l'arnns..dnn Stree o,
Loobe, REI ommnanications for the kettes <iccad ve addiessea—The Editor,” Thr NiLtox Lok Livtan -,
The T.w2way Hourr Par inzion Stiect, Lerdon, I- U4 Acents for Australia: Gordon & Goteh, Melbourne, Sydn- g,

Ad-mbde, vinishane, an i W I_'a.il]g'.k-h. M.Z Ht‘ll[h Africa s cential News Ag-noy, Ltd., Cape Town and Jounnneshvi o

No. 194, 1 Favan band Ao g o5 ol per annvim, Fehrvary Sth,

934



