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CHAPTER |,
SOMETHING DOING!

IGHT'
: Night, black and gloomy, with
heavy, impenetrable 'clouds obscuring

the stars, The whole countryside in
the neighbourhood of St. Frank’s was asleep
and silent, but there was an air of sinmister
mystery brooding over the district.

That paragraph is meant to be dramatic—I
want that clearly understood—because, to be
exact, on this particular -night there was
something doing. It was a night which had
already contained several exciting incidents,
and seemed likely to provide a good few more.

Nelson Lee was on the warpath; that was
the long and the short of it. I was with
him, and - Sir Montic Tregellis-West and
Tcmmy Watson K were with me. That’'s
another way of saying that we were all to-
gether.

Of course, it wasn't the usual thing for
three lecading lights of the Ancient House

Remove—namely, Montie and Tommy and my
humble sclf—to be gadding about the neigh-

bourhood between the. hours of one and two
Neither wae it usual for

in the morning.
our Housemaster to accompany us.
. But this was a very special occasion.

In short, Colonel Howard Clinton was

“about to be arrested. He deserved to be, for

we had every reason to believe that he was
something a good many shades worse thap a
cold-blooded murderer. He had killed some-
body, and had done his utmost to lay the
blame¢ upon Dr. 8tafford, the Hcadwmaster of
St. Frank's. .
Pehiold, thea, the guv'nor and I trudging
%m‘;n a muddy lane with Tregellis-West and
atson.

We were bound for Bellton, the
wvillage near the school, and our cheerful in-

HE NARRAEIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT

> BY NIPPER.) *-

objection to Lennard taking all the crodit for
the night's doings later on. y

Not that the inspector was that kind ot
man. On the contrary, be would probably
make it known far and wide that Nelsow.
Lee was responsible for the murderer’s arrest.
Lennard himself had been working hard, bu
from a ditferent angle of the case. Aond he
had met with no notable success.

-The main reason for this was that our

"o?h:ial friend was not aware of certain facts

wiich had been known to us for zome tin.
For example, he didn't know that Colonel
Clinton had been in the habit of visiting an
old house ncar the river known a3 Stowe
Lodge. .
he had given the place no

. msequcntl,\'.
‘stintion. Nelson Lee, on the other band,

had watched it closely and keerly —with the
result that we now had positive evidence that
Colonel Clinton was Liding there.

“ You see, hoys, the case ia & zomewhat
ccmplex one,'! obhscrved Nelsoa Lee, as we
trudged along. . ' To-pight the climux has
come, and I bhave little doubt that we shall
meet with complete success later on.”

**1 hope so, gov'gor,” I remarked. *‘ .\il.r
aH the trouble we've had about the colonel,

-ib’8 time the wholo thing was cleared up.’.

ho“ Begad!" said Montie. ‘' Rather, dear old
Yo

Tommy Watson ecratched his head.

“But I can't quite get the hanu of i,
sir.”” he said, in a puzded voiee. ‘I suppn:e
complex means kind of mixed up?"’

“* Something of the kind, Watson.™

“Well, it's a jolly good word to use— tuat's
all T can way, sir,” declared Watson. " 1T
blessed if 1 can follow it all, it's so jolip
mixed yp! First we thought the colonel weas
degd, and that the murdercr was eome

e

Jorelgner. and npow we Aod out that Clinton's

tention was to drag from his bed no less afallve, and that he murdered—— Well, that's

person than Chief Detective-Inspector Len-

nard, of Sootland Yard.

This brilliant officer of the C.I.D. had his

temporary he&dW& at the George Inn,
and it was a ten- ne chance that we should
find him snoring. It wae really a piece of
check on his part. While he slept we were
doing hie work. But Nelson Lee didn't mind
this, and the guv'nor wouldn’t raisc any

where I'm stuck! Who did he murder? And
wby did he murder him?”

Nebson Lee chuckled.

**1I think we siould all be somewhat ciearere.
headed tf the recent eventa were brietly re-
eapitulated,” he éxclaimed. * \WWhat do you
think, boys?” |
- **Qh, rather, sir!" a1 Watson. -1 -1
don't know what re—r¢—— That weord yuu
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oscd. 1 don't know what it means, bhut I
kness the idea is to go over thc case, as it
were.”’

““J cap see, Watson, that it will be neces-
rary for me to have a word with your Form-
master,”’ sald Ice grimly. °* Yes, the word )
need—recapitulated—does mean what you
suggested. 1t will take us ten minutes to walk
to the George Inn, and eo I will employ
the time by chatting over what has recently
wccurred.”’

The guv'uor lit a cigarette, and then pro.
ceeded.

“* Colome]l Clinton, as you are aware, came
to St. Frank's at the commencement of the
present term,”’ he sald. 1t is old history
how the colonel attempted to enforce a kind
of military regime upon the College House.
The boys were, perhaps, justified in rebelling,
and the colonel was obliged to leave the
«hoo)."’

In disgrace, eir,’” I added.

“ Exactly, Nipper,”’ agrced Nclson Aee.
“ Dr. Stafford is the Headmaster, and when
Colonel Clinton attempted to flout the Head's
orders, it was necessary for some drastic step
to be taken. ‘T'he colonel, therefore, received
orders to guit. He was maddened, and bis
rage againit Dr, 8tafford was well-nigh un-
controllable.”

" But you've forgotten about Stowe Lodge,
¢ir.”” 1 put iu.

*1 can’t talk of two things at once,
Nipper,”” the guv’'nor reminded me. ¢ How-
cver, will . deal with that aspect now.
Rloweo
llardy, who apparently lived quite alone. For
som¢ mysterious reason the colopel was in
the habit of paying visite—secret visits—to
that lonely house near the river. I am even
now somcwhat puszled az to the nature of
the work which was being undertaken by tbe
volonel and Hardy, for they were undoubtedly
associnted.”

“Well, T can remewmber some horrible
Poisnn pas, anyhow!"” 1 said grimly. *“‘] was
necarly done for onc night, guv'nor.”

“You are exaggcrating somewhat, young
nn: but the incident was undoubtedly a
perilous one,”” Lee agreed. ‘' 5o much, then
for the colonel and 8Stowe Lodge. On the
evening of bis dismissal from St. Frank’s he
went away from the school, apparently for
good. But he returned rather late, and went
10 the Mecadmaster’s study, where I happened
to be at the time. He was most anxious for
the Head to have a private talk with him
at about eleven o’clock, and Dr. Stafford
agrecd. But a somewhat curious incident
occurred at that time, which now assumes a
significance which was not apparent at the
time."'

“*You're puzzling me now, g8ir,”" said Sir
Montie.

** You needn't remain puzzled long, my boy.
The incidemt in question concerns the large
military  moustache which the _ colonel
affected. In lighting a cigar he accidentally
burned his moustache--at least, it appeared
1o bo an accident. Ip a fit of impatience, he
grasped some ecissbrs and snipped his mous-
tache completely off, 1t js now possible to

ge was occupled by 8 man named

understand why he did 80, for the action was
?nf dwl:n'ch had undoubtedly been premedi.
ated.”

* How do you know, sir?” asked Tommy
Watson.

“I'l come to that presently,”’ replicd the

av’nor. '“Well, the interview with the

eadmaster took place, and the colonel
caused it to develop into a violent quarrel. In
the moming Clinton was found murdered.
That, at least, is what everybody belicved.
including myself. 1 don’t want to horrify
you, boys, but the unfortunate victim's face -
was unrecognisable owing to the violence of
the blows which had been rained upon it.

‘“The body was clothed in the colonel's

arments, and Clinton himself had vanish&c.}.

rthermore, the victim was in the colonéfs
own stady. It was inevitable that it should
be believed that Clinton himself was the
deceased. And every clue available pointed
to the fact—or eeeming fact—that Dr. Staf-
ford was the murderer.” |

‘* Begad! That was perfectly- horrid, air,”
said Montie indignantiy.

‘“You are quite right, Tregellis-West,"' siid -
Nelson Lee. ** Unfortumately, Inspector Jame-
son, of Banpington, felt himself justified in
placing the Headmaster under arrest; but I

{ was succeesful in oObtaining his release, {or. 1

proved that the murder had been committed’
outside the gchool, and that the evidenec had
been faked. :

‘“That was the first step,”” continued the
uv'por. *‘* After the Head’s release, 1 began

put two and two together, and I euspected
the actual truth. The murdered man was
not Colonel Clinton, and Lhe colonel was in
hiding. That was what I deduced from the
data at my disposal.”’ Y

‘““ And it's turned out to
I remarked.

‘** Quite correct, Nipper,” Nelson Lee replied.
*“You will now understand why the mous-
tache was removed—because the actua!l
victim was cleam.shavén, and his face,
atthough hattered out of recognition, was not
entirely missing. The moustache, then, wae
an obstacle, and had to be removed.”

'* But it was the colonel’s moustache, sir,”’
proteated Watson--—'* not the victim's!”’

‘“ Ah, but Clnton was eupposed to be the
victim,” Nelson Lec pointed out. *“ _And
Clinton performed his work thoroughly. His
chief object was to mauke it appear that he
had been killed, and that the Head was his
murderer. Meanwhile, he was secreted in
Stowe Lodge—alone.” : |

‘“1 suppose the colonel really killed e
man at Stowe Lodge?’ I suggested. ‘' Then
he took the body to the school, sir. And whe
do you think the victim was?¢”

‘“ 8urely, none other thaa Hardy, the
actual tenant of the house,” 1¢plicd Nelson
Lee. ‘1 have now brought the facts down
to this very night—when 1 determined to
make quite sure. As you know. Nipper, we
investigated, and we saw a black-bearded
foreigner in the house. H¢ was Colouwel Clin-
ton in disguise. Even though his intention .
was to remain in cloee hiding, he thodght it
advisable to drop hiz own identity,

¢

. correct, sir,”’
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‘“And to construct man-tra
den, sir,”” [ added grimly.

““One wman-trap, at all events, Nipper—
into which we blundered barely an hour
since,” remarked the guv'nor. *‘* We should
have been-there now but for the timely assist.
ance of theee two chums of yours. The
colonel, I belicve, will take no step until the
morning, but it behoves us to act promptly.
And the sooner we can be back at Stowe
Lodge with the police the better. Colonel
Clinton’s arrest is imperative. Is therc any
point which id still puzzling vou, lads?”’

“1 don’t think so, sir—I don't, really,”
said Sir Montic. ‘ You've dealt with every-
thin’ i the most toppin’ manner, an’ it's al
clear now. I only hope that we shall be
able to arouse Mr. Lennard.™

‘“ Leavo that to the guv’'nor!'"
fortably. |

Two minutes later we rcached the George.
Inn, and found it dark .and silent. Nelson |
Lec set to work in earnest. for he pulled the
bell vigorously and hammered upon the door.

After a very short wait an upper window
opened, and a head appearcd in view.

** Who's that?’' came a sleepy inquiry.

‘“ Why, the very man I wanted!"" exclaimed
Nelson Lee. *‘ Rouse yourself up, Lennara,
and pet downstairs as quickly as you can.”” -

“The deuceti' ejaculated thc chief in-
spector.  “* What in tbunder are you doing
out at this time of night, Lee® When 1
heard the beil I suspected that I was wanted
by somebody, but I'm hanged it I can
see—"" »

“ You'll esece eve?t-hing soon; but I can
assurg you, Lennard, that I'm not going 4o
shout up my information to that window,”
said the guv’nor. ‘‘If you're not fuly awake ¢
yet, plunge your head into the jug of cold
water!” ‘

‘““No, thanks!” growled the
‘““I've had my wash for this year!’’

The guv’nor chuckled, and the head disap-
peared.” Five minutes later the front door
was opened by Lenunard--nobody else in the
building scemed to be awake. And there
was really no reason why they should be
disturbed.

“ Come indoors,”
can't talk—" ¥

‘“My dear man, I want you to come at
once,’”’ put in Nelson Lee.

“You can want all you like; but T posi-
tively refuse to walk about on these muddy
roads without any boots!" said the Scotland]
Yard man firmly. * In addition, I should like
to put a collac on, to say nothing of some
trousers!’

‘““ Do you mean to say you've been all this
timoe shoving a dreasing.gown on?'’ I de-
manded, as we cntered the stone-paved pas-
sage.

‘“ Nipper, too!” exclaimed Lennard, yawn-
ing. ‘' Well, well! As for the dressing-gown,
it's not mine at all, and I had to fish it out
of an old cuoboard. You don't catch me
getting dressed unless I'm forced to!” .

“I never thought you were such a lasy
specimen, Leanard,”’ said the guv'nor

bs in his gar%

I saiq .com-

inspector.

invited Lennard. * We

|

tion I8 really serious.

3

severely. ' I'll wake you up very tboroughl
In & minute.”

.We marched into thc inspector’s privats
sittimg-room at the rcar of the irn, and e
managed to light an oil-lamp. Then he
turned and surveyed us with interest. FHe
was only attired in his pyjamas, slipperz, ani
a dresging-gown, hia hair was rutlicd, and he
looked sleepy.:

* Four of you!" he exclaimed. ** I thought
St. Frank's was a boys’ school—and here |
find a master actually gadding about with
three juniors! Uil bet a fiver you've got some
startling news, Lee. You wouldn't he 8o in
human as to wak. me out of my heauty sle "
if you hadn’t.”

Nelson Lee smiied.

*“As a representative of Scotland Yuare.
you are in charge of this Clinton case, Len-
nard.”” he said. “l've come to the rizh:
man, and it's up to you to act immediat:iv
upon the information I am in a position t
supply.”

The inspector sat down, and puzhed his i
hack.

“1 never knew such a2 man!” he exclaine :i
plaintively. * Two o'clock in the moraing
and you want rie to act! It's al! very weil
for private detectives like you, but I'm paitt
for my job, and I can't work umnless I oo
my proper slecp. And il you'd any ¢rain of
feeling in you, you'd offer me a cigarctte!”

“*Take half a dozewr if you want them.”
satd Nelson Lee, producing his case. * This
joking is all very well, Lennard, but the pos-
[ want you to cume
with me at once in order to arreet the mur-
derer.”’

“Good lor’! You
cjaculated Lennard.

‘I shouldn't ask you to arrest him ii I
hadn't,” retorted Lee. “ Don't faint, old
man,; bul the murderer is Colouel Clinton'!

The inspector nearly dropped his cigarette
on to his bare chest, down the neek-opening
of his pyjamas.

‘““Eb?”" he said. ‘* Colonel Clinton? The
fact i3, I'mm not properly awake, or elre ['m
dreaming. How can I arrest Colonel Clinton
for murdering himselt? Talk sensc, for good.
ness’ sake!” ¢

Nelson Lee did talk sense. in crisp, sharp
tones. Within the space of five minutés he
had acquainted the amazed inspector with ali
the chief facts. And Lennard was no l!onger
inclined to joke, but brisk, wideawake, and
as cager as a terrier after a rat.

* Lee, old man, you make me feel like an
infernal office-boy!” he declared. ‘* While
I've been messing about down here, doing
nothing, you've cleared the whole matter up'
The very next time you hear me boastiug
about somethinz, jost mention * Colomel Clin
tou!’ T shall shrivel up into my shell in
second!”’

We all laughed, and the iuspector rushed
upstairs to get dressed. While he was doinyx
this I remained in the sitting-room with my
chuma. Nelson Lee hurried out to the polic: -
man's =cottage, further along the road.
There was another conetable—a Bannington
man-—upstairs. He was Lennard’'s assistamt,

baven't found him*"
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and the inspector roused him out upecre.
moniously.

Thus when we sct off for Stowe Lodge we
wcre quite a formidable little force. The
inspector was tlie official leader, and he had
two constables to back him up. It seemed to
be quite an easy matter to ctfeet Colonel
Clinton’s arrest. and we fondly imagined that
the whole thing would be over within balf an
hour.

It wasn't!

The task of capturing the colonel wasn't to
he quite so easy!

CHAPTER 11I.
ADYENTURES IN THE NIGHT !

. E don’t want any fuss over the
job,’’ remarked Detective-Inspector
Lennard, as we neared Stowe
Lodge. *' The best thing, in my
opinion, 8 to get into the house quietly
and collar Clinton while he’s aslecp.”’

'** That, of course, would bec ideal,” agreen
Ncleon Lee. ‘' But the colonel is wary, Len-
nard, and you must be on the alert for
trickery. It's quite possible that the scoun-
drel will make a break for freedom. As far
a8 it is praeticable, I should suggest placing
a cordon rgund the house.”’ '

“* With two constables?’’

"1'm here, don't forget,”’ said Lee, ‘' and
the boys will do their share. 1'm not sug-
vesting tl.at ¢hey should take part in an
cncounter, but they can certainly watch dif-
ferent soctions of the garden.”

* Rather, sir!” 1 put in. * We'll do any.
thing you like in that way."”

The first thing wupon arrival at Stowe
Lodge, therefore, was to find positions for
the various helpers. Tommy and Montie and
] were provided withh stout cudgels, and we
vere told to hit out forcibly if, by any un-
foreseen chance, the colonel should breuak
away from the police and attack us. 1t wasn’t
in the least likely to happen, but it was junst
a8 well to be prepared.

Nelson Lee himself took up his stand imme-
diately in front of the house. Lennard, with
one of the constables, decided to force «
window at the back, and to get in. Then
they would steal quietly upstairs and take the
volonel by surprise.

Rather to the inspector‘s astonishment, thé
window was not very difficult to conquer.
'frue, it had two catches, but both were
«lipped back with very little trouble. ‘

** Qerewed up, I expect,”” muttered Len-
nard—*' or nailed.”

l"b']l‘ha,t'l-l be about it, sir,”” agreed the con-
sfable.

They couidn’t quite believe that the win-
dow had been left so inadequately protected,
considering that Clinton was a fugitive in
hiding. But when the inspector applied foree,
;,he]lower sash slipped up smoothly and noise-
canly.

** The deuce!” said Lennard.
over, Sparrow.” @1 -

‘““More like o walk in. sir,” said the .con-
stable wittily,

“Tt's a walk-
,r,

** Yes, it do seem. queer

The Scotland Yard man grinned, and
pulled out a revolver,

‘“Just for show,’’ he remarked. *‘1'll go in
first, Sparrow, and you follow close bc¢hind.
We don’'t want——" He paused and
coughed. ‘‘ What the thunder's this queer
feeling in the air?”’ he added. * Have you
got it, Sparrow?"’ _

““ Sort of catchiness, si’r?" asked Sparrow.
sfr.’’

‘* Well, never mind—let's get in."

The inspector climbed nimbly and swiftly
through the open window, and Sparrow
quickly followed.

The next second they gasped chokingly.

Fighting for breath, dizzy and in agony, the
two men staggered back towards the window
and the open air. Lennard’s brain was
reeling, and he was quite sure he would col-
lapse at any second.

More hy accident than anything else he
reached the window and fell to the ground.
His throat felt burning, and his lungs seemed
to be on the poiut of bursting. He groaned
painfully as he lay.

I was the nearest to the spot, and I heard
the groans distinctly. The next moment 1
dashed forward, and was shocked to find
Dctective-Inspector Lennard lying mnpon the
grclmnd beueath the window, still and deathly
pale.

‘* What's happened, inspector?’”” I panted
huskily.

Lennard managed to open his eyes.

't Gag—poison gas!’’ he gasped.
thaty room———  It’s full, Nipper—{full
fumes! QGgad heavens! Where's Sparrow?”’

By a supreme eflort the inspector staggered
to his feet and stood swaying dizzily for a
moment or two. Then he shook himself and
threw his body at the open window. It was
an exhibition of great bravery, for he knew
well enough that terrible danger lay within.

I was fresh, and that made a difference.
Taking a deep breath, 1 dashed in after the
inspector, and found him groping round on
the loor. We both came across the constable
at the same time, and the poor chap was
dragged outside unceremoniously. But was
he done for? ‘

‘“ He’s got it bad, Nipper,”' muttcred the
inspector huskily.

‘“ That—that awful gas stuff is hanging
about here now,” I murmured. °‘‘ My head's
all dizzy, Mr. Lennard. Let's drag the chap
further away.”

We did so, and Nelson Lee himself soon
appeared on the scene, attracted by the slight
commotion.

While he was examining Sparrow I managed
to shake the dizziness from me. Of course 1
had only received a touch, but it was quite
sufficient. That poisnn gas was apparently
the same stuff as I had experienced about a
wcek earlier. It was really impossible to
enter the room.

Not, only thig, but the fumes hung heavily -
on the still air, and did not- disperse out of
the open window. It was almost imipossible
to approach the wall even. Colonel Clinton
bad taken dune precautions,

“* That---
of
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‘““ He'll be all right soom,”” said Nelson Lee
at last.

“t'll'hen the s$uff isn't deadly?”’ asked Len-
nard.

‘* Not particularly. A full dose would un.
doubtedly cause a man to die, but Sparrow
hasn't received a full dose by any mcans;
neither have you, old man. How are you
feeling now?*’

‘* Oh, better,”’ said Lennard.

** 8till diszy?*’

‘*My dear man, I've ncver been cxactly
drunk, but I should imaginc that this is some-
thing like it,’’ growled the inspector. ‘' But
it’s far worse, because my throat's burning
fnfht.tully, and I can’t breathe without pain.”

nodded.
~ “That's how 1 had it,”” I remarked.
** You'll be all right coon, Mr. Lenuard. But,
of coursc, the worst hasn’t come yet.”

“Lh?" eaid the Scotlund Yard man, with
a start.

- " You'll be sick soon,’”” 1 explained.
“ 8Bick?”

“Oh, awfully ! I =aid comfortingly. ** But
you'll fecel all the better afterwards, so you
needu 't look worricd."”

_ The inspector took out lis pockct-ﬂask, and
indulged in several ‘‘swigs.”” By the time
he had finished the flask was half empty.

"By eorge, that's better!’” he exclaimed.

** You'll be dizzy now!"’ [ remarhed. *‘ This
is a fine- thing—a beilliant Scotland Yard
oflicial boozing instead of arresting a despe-
ratesmmurderer!"’ )

“It you're not careful, my lad, I'll take
you by the scruff of the neck and pitch you
through that open window,” said the in-
spector threateningly. ‘ That brandy’s done
me a heap of good, and I don’t think I shall
suffer the fate gou just outlined. You'd better
pour some¢ of this brandy down Sparrow's
throat, Lee.”’

But the guv'nor was already using his own
flask. The constable wa3 not quite uncon-
scious, but yet he wae so dazed and dizzy
that-nothing could be done with him. He was
obviously uscless.

‘“ Bed!s tho best place for him,' said the

inspector. **For the present, I think we’'d
better make him as comfortable as sible in
one of these little outhouscs. verything

seems to be properly upset.”’

‘1 supposc tirte fault is minc,” said Nelson
Lee. ‘' 1 should have warned you that there
might be some of that gas about—although,
I coniess, the possibility did not occur to
me.”

“You. did tell mo about the gas,'' said
Lennard. * But I thought that was an inci-
dent of the past. Thank goodness, we were
able to get out, that’s all. We shall have to
try oue of tho other windows.’

** At the (ront, L should suggest,” remarked
the guv'nor. * Clinton, I believe, is sleeping
in 2 room at the side of the house, and it is
hardly likely that the front rooms will be
éaturated with the gas.”

After making 8parrow as comfortable as

ible in one of the small outbuildings,
elson Lee and the inspector walked silently

7

5

round the front of the house. [ returncd
to my post at an angle of the building.

S0 tar wc had done uothing, and there had
been  one  casualty. Sparrow had heen
attended to as thoroughly as ible uunder
the existing conditions, gut there was not
::une to convey him to his home in the vil-
age.

L¢nnard was more grim  than ever, aud
fully determined to capture Clinton without a
moment’'s delay. He wasn’t feeling exactly
bright himeelf, but the effect of the strange
ga3 was wearing oft,

And then another unexpected  incident
occurred.
There were three upper windows in the

iront of the house, and the centre onc was
suddenly opened with a clatter. ‘The heud
aud shoulders of a man, projected outwards,
and Nelson Lec knew that hc was Clinton.

" Who's that down there?”” he rapped out.

Nelson Lee and the igspector exchanged
glances. All necessity for secrecy was at an
end, and it was obviously better to let the
colonel know, at once, that th: zame wae
up. However, Leunpard attempte.d a ruse to
begin with.

““ Awfully sorry to trouble you, sir, but
costld you do me a favour?” he called up
genially. ' A motor-car’'s not much good
without any water in the radiators. 1'd be
greatly obliged if you could let me have a
pailful.”

“Go away !’ exclaimed the colonel harshly.
“T will not have the disturbance. You must
go immediately. You understand” Go!’’

Clinton altered his voice very cleverly, and
spoke with the sawme foreign accent as he had
used with the guv'nor and myself. He was

| probably very startled, aml was no doubt

wondering what had happenced to his prison
ers in the pit. He didn't know that we had
cscaped.

“Oh, come!” said Lennard.
going to— —"

**Jo!"”" awnarled Clinton. ** You are tre?
passing! Leave these Pren!iées at once, or 1
will ring up the police!”

The inspector laughced.

‘* That would be rather difficult witbhout a
telephone,'” he said, thrusting all Tretcucr-
aside. ‘* And it will interest you, perhaps, to
learn that you are addressing a detective
officer at the present moment.”™

The colonel swore angrily.

“Am [ to be peatered in this way because
I am of another mnation?” he shouted.
‘** Lrave me in peace——""

** You're doing it very well, Colonel Clinton,
but it's not quite good enough,” interrupted
Nelson Lee calmily. * Wo are fully aware of
the fact that yon are not dcad, and that the
body found at St. Frank’s was that of Mr.
Hardy. Further pretence will not serve you
in the slightest degree.”

It had been a chance shot, but it weat
home. The guv'nar was not certain that the
victim bhad beeu Hardy, but the colonel's
attitude now proved that this was correct.

‘ By Heayen!' he shouted furiously. ‘' Ho
you cacaped, eh? And you know that I am
Colonel Clinton? Bah! Do vou thinkh [ care?

“You're not
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} defy you to do your worst. you infernal
busybody!"’

* The matter is in the hands of Detective-
Inspector Leonard, of Bcotland Yard,” eaid
Nclson Lee. * If you are sensible, Colonel
Clinton, you will give yourself up at once to
avold—"'

* Hold your tongue, sir!” Dbellowed the
coloncl. ** How—how dare you dictate to me?
(let out of these grounds heforc I throw
you ont!"”

Ncedless to say, the uproar had heen heard
by all of us—there was no mistaking the
colonel’s bellow. It was famous, and within
half a minute Sir Montie and Tommy had
arrived at the front of the house, deserting
their posts. 1 was there a moment later. We
believed that the colonel had been captured.

But we soon discovered the truth. .

And if Tregellis-West and Watson had ex
perienced any slight doubts concerning the
identity of the inysterions foreigner, all those
Joubts were now set at rest. He was Colonel
Clinton, and none other.

“Begad!” murmured 8Sir Montie. ** Some
excitement, ch, dear fellows? The colonel
appears to be in a temper—he does, really.”

Detective-Inspector Lennard resumed the
;zrgu]ment.

“1 supf

you know, colonel, that you're

doing youwself no goad by ordering us off?”

advice, and
There's no

he asked y. * Take my
come dowh Whd give yourself up.
need to make any fuss—"'

“ Give myeelf up!”’ shouted the colonel.
* Do you think 1 will submit in that tame
fashion? Do you think I'll consent to be
drageed away to gaol-to he east into i cell,
and honged at the finish? [ will resist with
all my strength!”

“1 shouldn’t
mich - —-""

“ What do you think 1 care,”” snarled Clin-
ton savagely. *' You know all, so 1 can do
myself no harm. Yes, 1 did kill Hardy—why
should 1 deny it? And, but for the inter.
fercnce of Lee, Stafford himsclf would have
been hanged! 1 bave failed—and now you wiil
fail to arrest me! Try to do so--and e
what will bappen!”’ )

Lennard turned to the guv'nor. '

‘“It’s no good, Lee,” bhe murmured. * We
can't argue with the fellow. Lect's retire a
fecw yards and consult,

They did so, and the colonel still remained
at the window.

“ Ah! You aro uetting mnervous!"' he
shouted. ‘* Make no mistake—1 ehall remuin
at this window; and any attempt to approach
the house will be fatal. I am armed-—eree!
You will comne near at your own peril!”

A8 he spoke he raised something in his
‘hand, - and two revolver-shots rang out
<harply. But the weapon was pointed sky-
wards, as wo could tell hy the direction of
the flashes. But the unexpected incident
gavoe us & bit of a shoek.

* Get intdb ever behind the trees, boys -
quickly ! rapped out Nelson l.ee, in urgent
tones. ‘' The next shots might be fatal!™

We were now very excited, but obeyed the
«rder, There were no [urther shots, bow-

advise you to say too
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cver, and it was clear that the colonel had
merely fired them in order to ¢gemonstrate his
dctermination to resist. /

The consultation between the guv’'nor and
Lennard was a short one.

‘““No, old man, we can’t do anything in
this darkness,”” Nelson Lee insisted. ‘' 1lI we
attempt to break in, Clinton will escape by
csome other means—and then we shall lose
him. I'm not going to set these boys on guard
now—it would be too risky.” ' ‘

““*You're right, Lee,” agreed tbhe inspector.
‘““That only leaves three of ue, and three
can't surround the housc; besides. it would
take us all our time to overpower the brutc.
In fact, we should probably be shot down
before we got near him,”

** Having Kkilled one -man, he is reckless,”
said the guv'nor. ‘' He can only be hanged
once, and 1 dare gay it would give the colonel
great pleasure to shoot you and me.”

**1t wouldn’t give me any pleasure!”
growled the inspector. :

‘“ Send the constable to -the farm juet up
thec road, and obtain the services of every
man possible,”” went on Lee. ‘' You must
promise to pay them well, or they might not
come. My idea is to place a complete cordon
round the building. And then, in thc morn-
ing, we will adept fresh tactiecs. The sole
idea of the cordon j§s to prevent Clinton's
escape during the dark hours—and it must be
done at onee.”

Lennard was in full agreement. Indeeg, lic
halt believed that the colonel would e&ape
before the cordon could be organised. How-
ever, the constable was at onee dispatched
on his mission, and Nelson Lee watched the
front of the house while Lennard took up his
stand at the back. 8ir Montie and Tommy
and I remained in cover, watching anxiously
and ecxcitedly.

From our position we could see the front
window, and we knew that Colonel Clinton
was still there. He was on guard, and, it
seermmed, had no particular desire to make 2
hreak for freedom. This, perhaps, was due
to a little ruse of the guv’'nor’'s. )

It was really a very smart move. Juet
before Lennard parted from the guv'nor, to
go to the rear, the pair had raiscd their
voices.

‘*Yces, that's right, Lennard,”” e=aid Nelson
Lee briskly. ‘‘ You take your twelve men,
and see that the back of the house is
thoroughly guarded. I’'ll look after this side
with another dozen."

‘“Good!"" said the inspector, catehing the
idea. ‘' Sergeant Smith and four mnen will
protect the riverside, and Sergeant Jenkins
the other. Clinton won’t be able to eecape
rith such a complete circle of men round the
ouse.”’

With that the inspector went to the rear,
shouting out orders to imaginary people ail
the time. Nelson Lee, too, was talking to his
‘“men’’ for some time, putting them into
their positions. |

It was auite a comedy, and 1 was vastly
amused. The intense darkness under the
treea made it impoesible for the colonel to
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know that Nelson Lee and the inspector were g * Arresting Colenel Clinton 13 nut s eas; a3

the only two men in the whole garden.
* ‘“He’'s still at the window,” I murmured.
“T'll bet he's been diddled, and won’'t even
attempt to get away. He thinks the houst
18 surrounded.’’ p

‘“ Well, dear fellow, it will be surrounded
before long,”” said Sir Montie. * Begad!
Ain’'t he silly, not to surrender?” '

““Oh, he'll surrender by the morning—he
can't do anything else,”” said Watson, yawn-
ing. “ I expect he's mad at being bowled out ;
but when ha's calmed down he'll give up
the game. What's the time, Nipper?”’

I glanced at my watch, which had a
luminous dial. : i

““Ten minutes to three,”” I replied.

' Phew!'’ whistled Sir Montie. ‘ Ain't it

about time we got back to bhed, old boys?
There's nothin’ doin’ bere now, so why should
we stay? The inspector means to wait until
mornin’.”’

“Oh, we'll wait until the constable gef.sﬁ
back with those men,” 1 said. '‘* We¢ might
miss the climax of the whole affair if we
buzzed off now.” .

And.so we remained in hiding, watching and
waiting. Occasionally Nelson Lee would give
a low order, and other voices would address
him in reply. Of course, it was the guv'nor
himself all the time. But to anybody within
the house it must have sounded exactly as
though many men were on the spot.

It was nearly three-thirty before the con-
stable returned. But he had been successful

in his mission, and brought with him fourteen
men—moastly farm labourers and other country
workers.

Nelson Lee was very satisfied, and the real
cordon took the place of the imaginary one.
It was just a precaution to prevent the
colonel making his escape in the darkness.
When dawn came there would be no chance
for him. : "o

Sparrow, the village poMceman, had par-
tially recovered from the effecth of the ga$
by this time. After bein}z violently sick, he
was strong enough to walk home, but quite
incapable of further work.

The window at the rear of the lodge was
still a spot to be shunned. The gas hung
about heavily, and seemed reluctant to dis
perse. And the fact that Colonel Clinton
was fully armed decided the inspector to wait
until daylight. It wasn’'t such an easy matter
to arrest a murderer who insisted upon firing
revolvers at anybody who came near him.
The proposition had to be tackled carefully.

““ Good gracious! Are you boys still here?"
e¢xclaimed Nelson Lee severely, after he.had
placed his men in their positions. ** You ouglit
10 have gone back to the school an hour ago,
there’s nothing more to see at present.”

‘* We'rc going now, sir,”’ I said. ‘' But what
about you?”’

““T shall remain here.”

““ Until the morning, guv'nor?’’

[} Ym.“

. ‘“But what about-your sleep, sir?”’ asked
Sir Montie concernedly.
‘““1 don’t. think I shall become seriously ill

I | miss Qre npight's rest,’ smiled Nejgon Leg,

we originally helieved. It is very [oolish of
him to resist, but yoa can’t argue with a man
who tries to shoot you when vou approach
him. And we are greatly handicapped by the
darkness.””

“I should have thought the darkness wouldl
hé an advantage. sir,” [ remarked. * Clinton
could be collared by surprise——""

*“ Hardly, Nipper,” interrupted Ncison Lee.
‘““You must remember that the rear of the
house is protected by poison gas, and |
have no doubt that every room downztairs ia
full with the stuff. [n the morning we ghall
adopt drastic measures—that is, if the eolonel
still resists. But I fancy that he will have
recovered hi3 normal wits by that time, and
will know that resistance is uscless. [t way o
be wrong to cxpose ourzelves and our helpers
to unnccestary danger.  Moreover, these
arrangements are Lennard’'s, and no* mniine
at all. He is in charce of the case, .nd |
quite agree with him that it is far hetter to
wait.”

And so, within a minute or two, [ started
oft for St. Frank's, accompanied by Tregcllia.
West and Watson. We were not sorry to cet
back to bed, for the adventure at Stowe
Lodge had apparently fizzled out.

But only for a short period. The morning
wai to bring further exciting evendl, and that
day was destined to he one lengprememhered
at St. Frank’s. 'c*ﬁf

- e

CHAPTER II1.

THE SIEGE AT STOWE LODGE.
LANG—clang!

The rising-bell sounded s noisily as
ever, and I roused myeell from hed in
the Remove dormitory and looked

round sleepily. Most of the juniorz were
awake, but nohody was making any attewnpt
to get up yet.

In the summer-time some of the fellows
would jump out at the first sound cf the bell
—but not in February. The general inclina
tion was to remain between the warm sheets
until it was absolutely necessary to gct out.

As a rule, I was among the first to com-
mence dressing. But this morring [ ¢lung to
my bed somewhat longer than usual. And
Montie and Tommy followed my example. We
had missed a clear four hours of sleep that
night, and we weren't feeling quite so brisk
Nnow.

** Feeling lazy this morning?’"’ asked Hand-
forth, as he threw MeClurc's pillow at me.
** Get up, you 3slacker!”

Coneidering that Handiorth was in bud
himself, this wa3s somewhat cool.

“ Gimme my pillow back!" exelaimed
McClure, who slept in the bed next to Hand.
forth. ‘' Like your cheek, Handy, to pinch myv
pillow—="

*“You don't want it any more. 1 suppose?”
snapped IHandiorth, tumbling out. ** What
the dickens are you staring out ot the windosw
for, Pitt?”

Reginald Pitt,
glanced round.

URgem3 to by some excitement Jdowa ia

who was gettiny  dressed,
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he Triangle,” he remarked. * Old Warren is
bolding forth ‘o a crowd of seniors, and
they're all  looking bhowkd over—fairly
amazed."

1 glanced at my chums.

“The sccret’'s out,”” [ murmured. 1
thought we should he forestalled in creating
the scusation—still, there’s a chance eveb
yet.'’

**Some of the scniors are running indoors
now,”’ went on Pitt. ‘' Oh, yes, there's some
excitement brewing. 1 vote we get down
quiekly and find out wbat it is.”

1 can tell you,” } remarked calmly.

* Rats!"' said Handforth. * How can you

b1 u*?

T HEYy GUcar Irienus, pray cunsiuer
vlaimed Nicodemus Trotwood solemnly.
for onc, am fually p red to accept thia
amazing statement of Nipper's. Bear in mind
the fact that he is no mere junior, sueh as
ourselves. He would not make such a de-
cluration without—""

*Dry up. you ass!’ shouted Handforth.
“ Do you think we're going to belleve that
(‘linten ain't dead?’”’

'* You'll belleve it before very long,’” T said
valml{; " Nicodemus is the only sensible
chap here—except kis brother. 1 suppose Cor-
nellus will share the same opinion-—hie’s gene.
raly a kind of echo.”

Cornelfus was the twin brother of Nico-
demus, and exgctly like him {n form, face, and
manper. ul Cornellus was na very asimple
youth, and deaf, whilst Nicodemus had plenty
of sound common-s¢nse in his head.

" What do r*‘ou think of the news, my dear
Corneliusi': Nicodemuvs inquired, turning to

TK-
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bhis brother. ' 1t scems that Colonel Clinton
ie alive and well.”

** Yes, quitc distinctly,”
‘“ But why?''

[} ] Eh?il ‘

* Did you unt ask me if-1 heard the rising-
bell?2”

'** Ha, ha, ha!” ‘

‘* Dear me! ' said Nicodemus gently. “1
am afraid your deafness is rather severe, my
dear brother. 1 did not refer to the rising-
bell, but to the colonel.”

The other twin shook his head.

**1 am aware, my good Nicodemus,’ he
said, ‘‘that you were talking of my sad
affiction. but it is most unfveling—indeed,

said Cornelfus,

he went downstairs pbe did &0 with the firm
jntention of showing me up as a rumour-
spreading idiot. Handforth was considerably
astonished when he found everybody talking
?tf)out the colonel’'s unexpected return to
ife.

“ It—it's {rue, then?'' gasped Handforth,

‘“ Of course it's true, you young ass!'’ said
Chambers, of the Fifth. ‘"Don’t look as it
you're going to faint! 1t’s & bit etartling, I'll
admit, and I know your brains aren’t capable
of standing muech.”’

Handforth overlooked the insult in his
astonishment. '

*I--1 thought Nipper was gassing.” he
ejaculated. ‘* Well, I’'m jiggercd! And is the
colonel at Stowe Lodge?" S |

-**Yes; and by what I can hear, there’s a
regular siege going on there,’’ sald Chambers.
“ Bxciting times—what? Just fancy old
glmm ' being allve—-and the murderer, too!
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Chamnbers strolled off, and left Handforth
hove to, as the Bo'sun put it.

‘“Do you believe it now, Handy?" I in-
quired politely.

“I—I'm blessed if I know!" said Hand-
forth. ‘““Chambers is a donkey, of course,
but he's not the only chap who said it.
Everybody’s ewearing that Clinton’s alive, so
there must be something in it!”’

The whole school became convinced in a
very short time. A wave of excitement
passed fhrough 8t. Frank’s, and there was
little to be surpriced at in this. For the
stories which got about were very sensational.

It was positively stated that Colonel Clin-
ton_hadn’'t been arrested yet, but was still
registing. A fresh force of police had
arrived frora Bannington, and Stowe Lodge
was surrounded.

I wasn’t quite sure of this myself, but
determined to get at the truth. Neleon Lee
wasn‘t on the premises, and so I started
away for Stowe Lodge with my chums—al
three of us willing to miss breakfast, if
ncCcessary.

And we wceren't the only juniors who under-
took the trip. Quite a crowd of excited
fellows came along; and there were some
seniors, too.-

“It'Il be jolly queer if Clinton's still hold.
ing out,” I remarked. * It's been daylight
for two or three hours, and the police have
. had heaps of time to collar him. They must
be asleep.”’

‘“* Perhaps some f{resh developments have
eccurred, old boy,” saggested Sir Montic.

*“T don't sea how they could,”” I replied.
‘“ Dash it- all, there's only one man to arrest,
and that oughtn't to be ®ery difficult. He's
got a revolver, I know, bhut two can play at
that game.”

‘““You're not suggesting that the police
should fire en old Clinton?”’ asked Watson.
** That would be & bit too thick!”

“If he persists in firing on the police,
they’ll be forced to retaliate,”’ - % said grimly.
“[ don't suppese they'll try ff§kon until
everything else has failed, but it might come
to it. There'll be a sensation through the
whole county if the police don’t look sharp.”

“Begad4 ~ L fancy there's a gensationJ
already, Nipper boy,”’ observed Montie.

He wasn’t far wrong. We passed groups
of people along the road, talking excitedly
together. And in the neighbourhood of Stowe |
Lodee about half the inhabitants of Beliton
were collected—although they were kept well
back by the police.. The scene had under-
gg;:t;a great change’ since we left it in the
night.

Police officers were everywherc—some of
them mounted, too. The road was barred to
ordinary traffic, and nobody was aliowed to
pass into the zone of activity. The St. Frank's
fellows asked questions of the villagers, but
only learned that Clinton hadn’t been arrested
yet. No details were known.

* We might as well go back at this rate,”
said Watson.
without my brekker—"'

“Hold on!” I interrupted.
apotted the guv’onor!”

f
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We  pushed cur  way nnceremoniously
through the crowd, and werc just about to
burst into the clear space beyond when one
gf tﬁ}e Bannington policemen waved us steruly

ack.

** Now then, you youngsters, none o’ that'"
he said gruffly. ** There's nothing to eee, 0
you'd better—"

“ That's all right, c1d chap,” I interrupted
gerially. I just want to have a word with
Mr. lee—or Mr. Lennard.”

The constable stired.

“You cheeky young sweep!” he growled.
‘* Get back, before [ land you a clont' Do
you think Mr. Leanard's goin’ to waste time
on a nipper like you? He’'s a chief inspector,
from Scotiand Yard, and is in sole charge of
this affair.”

I grinned.

*“* Hi, Mr. Lennard!" I yelled, waving my
hand.

The inspector was standing a little way oft,
talking to Neison Lee and Inspector Jame-
son, of Bannington. He turned as he heard
my hail.

* You cheeky little beggar!'” snapped the
policeman angrily.

But I merely grinned again, and the vil-
lagers in the rear watched with great interest.
They probably expected to see me finally and
completely squashed. But the chief inspector
came strolling down the road. - .

“ Thought you'd be here in“rood time,
young ‘'un,”’ he said genially. * That's all
richt, constable—lct those boye through."

“ Let 'em through, sir?” gasped the police.
man.

‘“ Exactly—they're friends of mine,”’ said
Lennard.

Lcaving the flabbergasted arm of the law
staring at us blarkly, we passed through and
met the inspector.

“* Wouldn't let you come past, eh?'’ saii
Lennard, with a chuckle. ‘' Look here, con-
stable, don’'t you know that this young gentle-
man is no less a person that Master Nipper,
the famous assistant of Mr. Nelson Lee? He's
a privileged perscn—and 60 are his friends.”

*“ Yes, sir,” said the constable, with a gulp.

We walked away from the crowd, and 1
noticed that a good many St. Frank's juniors
were eyeing ua with eavy. Handforth, who
was there, looked positively indignant, and
[ half expected that he would burst through.

“ Well, Nipper, this i3 a jolly queer busi-
ness,”” said the chief inspector. * Ciinton is
a regular masterpiece.- He's threatened to
kill every man who goes within range of his
revolvers—and he means it, too!"”

*“Can’t you fire at him?" I asked. ‘I sup-

rpos-e it would be justifiable, wouldn't it?"

‘“ We could fire until we got tired: but it
wouldn't make much difference,”” replied
Leonard grimly. ** The man’s up to a trick
or two. He's fixed up a couple of ateel
plates in front of the window, with just four
little holes drilled—two for his eyes, and
two for the revolvers. And it's pretty obvinue

‘“‘I don’t see the fun of going | that he’s got a mirror arrangemen$ inside, so

it wouldn’t be any good aiming at those

A

**1've just ] holes.”

* Well, I'm jiggered!' I exclaimed.
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kind of *pill-box * arrangemcnt, ch? He can
shoot anybhody down within sight, and yet hc
can’t be touched himself !’

““That's the idea.”

“I'm a frightful duffer at these things, in-
spector,”” observed Sir Montie; ** but couldn’t
vou take him in the rear?”’

“* We're going to try it on very soon,”
replied the inspector grimly. °‘1 don’t sup-
pose it'll succeed, but we've simply got to do
somcthing. If everything else iails, we’ll
smoke the beggar out, or somcthing. It
rcminds me of that aflair at Sidney Street, in
the East End, years ago.” _

‘*Jt’s exasperating, anyhow,”’ 1 remarkesd.
* The chap must be dotty, to resist like this.
He must know that he’ll be collared in the
¢cnd--s0 what difference does it make? He
mi¢ht just as well chuck the game up now.”’

“* Exactly. But there’s mno arguing with
aim,’" said the Bcotland Yard manb.
- only thing is to apply strategy. I'm cer-
tainly not going to risk the lives of my men
by miaking a Dblind rush. Thc game isn't
worth it. 1’1l wait a couple of days rather
than have another tragedy.”

Tt would be rather frightful if the colonel
killed somebody else,”” rcmarked Sir Montic
gravely. ** An’ he eseems shockin’ly reckless,
doesn’t be, inspector?”

lennard nodded.

‘““1 suppose it's easy enough to under-
stand.” he said. ** Clinton thinks he might as
well have "a run for his monecy—and finish up
in a kind of grst of glory, so to speak. H»
knows that he’ll be hanged, in any case, s0
it won't matter twopence to him whcther
he polishes a few bobbies off or not.”

“That's about the size of it,”” 1 agreed.
“ T should say he’s half dotty. While he was
Housemaster at St. Frank’s he was full of
pomp and dignity---he thought lic was IT. To
zive in tamely wounldn’t suit him at all; being
a warlikc chap, he prefers to fight to a
finish.”

The chiel inspector grunted.

‘ Fancies he’s at the Front, I suppose,’’ he
growled. ‘' Barricades and revolvers don't fit
in with this little village, do they? Well, my
joh is to arrest him, and 1'm going to do it.”

““It won't be so easy, Lennard,” remarked
Nclson Lee, strolling over to us. * Well,
hoys, you didn’t oversleep yourselves, then?
How are you feeling this morning?”

‘““Fit as fiddles, gnv’'nor,” I replied.

‘* An’ you're lookin’ wonderf{ully fresh, sir.”
£aid Montie. ‘' Begad! It's surprisin’. An’
you didn’t have any sleep all night!”’

** What a shocking state of affairs!”’ smiled
Nelson Lee. *' Oh. you might be interestcd to
know that Constable Sparrow haa practically
recovered, and is on duty again. He |is
regarded locally as a great hero.”

I grinned.

‘““Well, it was a nasty experience,” 1 said.
© But that poiron gas dJdoesn’'t seem to be
exactly deadly, guv'nor. It simply stupefles
a chap at, the time, makes him sick and
bad. and then-the effects pass off.” |

‘It is evidently cflective enoush for the
rolonel’s purpose,’”’ eaid Lennard. grimly
*“ Nonody can enter that rear room even now.

* The.
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That infernal gas bangs about continuously.
1 wonder why it is that when we urgently
require a gale there’s a dead calm? ot a
breath!” he added disgustedly.

* Couldn’t you tie wet handkerchicfs round
your mouths?’’ 1 suggested. * You might b
able to get in—"

My dear kid, vou're behind the f{air,”
interrupted lcunard. ‘‘ We've tried all the
tricks; but that gas would penetrate a
diver's helmet, I belicve. What we need is a
sackful of regulation gas-masks; bhut, for
some utterly mysterious reason, Bellton
appears {o be badly supplied with such
articles.”

I grmped at the inspector’s somewhat sar-
castic humour. And just thea I noticed that
a little commotion was going on on the out.
skirts of the crowd. It didn't take me long
to discover what was in the wind._

‘“ Hallo!" I said resignedly. °* This is wherc
we retire, my sons.”

“Eh?’ said Watson. ‘ What the
dickens—— Oh!'”

He had turned round and had discovered
the truth. Mr. Crowell, the Remove Form-
master, had a.pPeared upon the scene, accom-
panied by hailf a dozen prefects. Every
senior and junior within sight was being mar-
shalled into linc. In short, the fellows were
to be trooped bhack to the echool.

‘1 suppose it’'s necessary, old boys.” said
Tregellis-West. ¢ The e¢haps wonld stop here
all the mornin’ if they were left to them-
selves, begad! They forget all about prekker
and raornin’ lessons.’’

T thought for a moment that we were going
to escape Mr. Crowell’s eagle cye. But aftcr
he had sont the bulk of the boys away, in
charge of prefects, he succeeded in getting
past the constable at thc barrier and camc
striding towards us.

** Good-morning, Mr. Crowell,”” said Nelson
Lece, smiling. “ Quite an amount of excite-

ment here, gh? I'm afraid this aflair will
become n us, for it is already attracting
unwelcons§ public attention.”

‘ We shall have half Sussex here in another
hcur or two!”’ growled the inspeector.

“*Dear me! It iy most distressing,’’ said
Mr. Crowell. ¢ To imagine tbat Colonel Clin-
ton is actuzlly alive—and a muarderer! 1 was
dreadfully shocked, Mr. Lee. And is he still
resisting?'’

‘“ He refuses to allow anybody to approach
thic house,” replied the gav'nor. )

" But surcly you do nnt take any notice of
iris orders?”’ usked Mr. Crowell, in surprise.
**He has no right to order you from his
property in such circumsatances as these.”

Dctective-Inspector Lennard grinned.

‘“ The eolonel hasn’t any rigbt, perhaps; hug
he uses quite a wood argument.”’ he said.
** His arguwnent takes the shape oi two first-
class revolvers, and he’s probably got enough
ammnunition to wipe out the lot of us.”

Mr. Crowell looked horrified.

‘“Good gracious!” he ejaculated. ** \What
a terrible state of affairs! ‘And these bovs
are actuallr within the—the danger zonc,
;,}:) ap'eak! 'Yo_u murt come away at ance, my

}'E.”
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“1t’s all right, sir,”” I said calmly. ‘' Thij
is what might be called a back area; we're
nowhere near the trenches, and quite eaie
from artillery fre. But a little way in
advance there’'s poison gas let loose.”

It was quite entertaining to watch Mr.
Crowell’s face. ‘

‘I knew the pasition was serious, but 1
scarcely imagined it to be so acute,’”’ he said.
**I am indecd glad that I advised the Head-
master to have all the boys fetched back
to the school. Nipper—Tregellis-West—Wat.
son. You must come with me without a
moment’s delay."”

The guv’'nor {ooked at me and smiled.

" Perha.?s I must regard you as my assist-
ant for this moraing, Nipper,” he said. * You
may remain here and take a part in the
operations—always providing that Mr. Len-
nard is agreeable.”

*“Nipper's a good man,” Lennard
promptly. ‘‘Of oourse he can stay.”

‘“ Begad!"' murmured Moatie. *‘‘ What a
lucky bouandec you are, old hoy!”

‘“'Thanks all the same, sir,”” I said; ** hut
I'll go back with the others. .It doesn’'t seem
quite the thing that I should be granted any
special concession. Half the Remove would
be green with envy, and would say that 1|
was favoured. No, I'll attend morning
lessons a8 usual—and get down here the very
instant { can.”

‘“1 thought you would decide that way,
Nipper,” said Nelson Lee. ‘1 don’t know
what arrangements have been made at the
school-—whether this road has bhcen placed
out of bounds—but you have my permission
to come here when you like; and that per-
mission also applies to your chums. I don’t
torget the good eervices you rendered during
the night.”

‘“ Oh, thanks awfully, sir!"’ said Montie and
Tommy cagerly.

And with that we accompanied Mr. Crowell
back to 8t. Krank's, collecting a number of
stragglers on the way. We hoped that the
excitement wouldn’t be all over by dinner-
time.

It wasn't!

But some etirring events were to occur
almost immediately, for Detective.Inspector
Lennard had dccided to make a dctermired

assault.
C There was no sign

the upper window in the front of the
house waa wide open, and the blank space
covered bp-a barricade of iron or steel plates.
dﬁveral emaH hLoles were visible, but that was
all..

Lennard approached fairly close in order to
survey the scene, and to make his arran%e-
ments for the coming assault. Perhaps he
exposed himself to danger, but that was only
a2 part of his du‘tg. - '

‘* 8tand back, there!’’ came a roarlng com.
mand from the houre. *‘ I give you fair warn-

said

' CHAPTER IV.
{OK COLONEIL.  MEANR BUSINESS'

OLONEL HOWARD CLINTON was in
grim earnest. i
of him at all, for

It

ing that if you come an iuch oearer you wikl
he shot!”

The ‘napector halted rather abruptly.

** Look here, Colonel €'linton,”” he shouted,
“there’s no need for all this melodramatic
nonsense. Sooper or later you'll be captured,
so why can't you give in now? It comes to
Hf-xaotly the same thing—"’

1 shall resist to the last!" shouted tho
colonel furiously.

* Well, it'll be all the worse for you, that's
all,”’ retorted Lennard. ‘' But I should like
to know what yon hope to gain by keeping
up thia siege?”

The colonel laughed harshly.

*I shall gain nothing—[ am well aware of
that!"' he replied. ‘‘ But I have never sur-
rendered yet—and never will! As a soldier,
my motto is to fight to the death—and you
will never find me throwing up my hands.
I shall fight—I shall rcsist; and it will be
| bad for thoee who attempt to take this fort
hy assault! Unfortunately I have no
machine gun in my possession, but my re-
volvers are cxcellent weapons, and 1 have
a large supply of ammunition.”’

The inspoctor shrugged his shoulders.

‘“ Better come back, Mr. Lennard!”
claimed Inrapector Jameron urgently.

But Lennard secmed to be in no particutar
hurry. He was given a grim hint that the
colonel was in earneé, for there was a sudden
crack, and a shower of gravel epurted up
near the inspector’s feet.

““That's nasty!” he murmuped.

A minute later he was behind the cover of
the trees, and [nspector Jameson, of Banning-
+ton, was regarding him somewhat shakily.

‘ A near shave—a terribly near shave!” he
exclaimed, in a hoarse voice. * You werc
reckless, Mr. lLennard—"

“ Don’'t you worry your hemdl, Jameson,'
interrupted the C.I.D. man. ‘' The colonel’s
hark is worse than his bitc—he didn’'t try to
hurt me just now. At the same time, it was
an unpleasant hint—and ['ve taken it. Sce
that nobody else emerges from cover on this
gide of the howee."’

He walked away to where Nelson Lee was
standing. munching some sandwiches which
f had heen brought from the village by n
constable. Neither Lee nor Leanard had par.
taken of breakfast so far.

“Oh, good!"* said the inspector. * Grub'
I'm simply starving!"”

He seized one of the sandwiches, and waas
scon making it look extremely small,
~ " Hear that shot just now?’ he mumbled.
with his mouth full, ‘ That was noarly my
death warrant, Lee. The colonel took a pot |
ghot at my fect, but he missed —deliberately.
pethaps. He wants us to realise fully that
he's in earnest.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

““ Our only hope, so far a3 I can sec, 8 to
break in at the side of the house, or at the
rear,’”” he said. [ don't au that yas
saturates every room, and it’'ll be better &0
make sure before we- try anything clse.
There coiftd be a frontal attack at the samc
time, in order to take the colonel oft his
guard.” )

«X.-
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“A ¥ind of feint”" said the inspector. apartment occupied by the eolonel was the
“ Yes, that's the idea. Clinton isn't quite so | only pure room im the building. To mount
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Detective-Inspector LefAinard dropped to the
ground.

“1 can't thank you now, Nipper, but I
suppose you realise that you saved my life
A moment ago?'’ lhe said quietly. *' It was a
wonderful ahot.”

[ flushed.

“[ did it almost without thinking,”' I said,
~with a laugh. I eaw that Clinton was going
ul)l shoot, and I chucked the stone—that’s
all.”

‘* Exactly—that's all,”” agreed Lennard.
‘““ But nobody else thought of interfering—not
cven your guv'nor. A chap who can act with
decision at a seconds notice is worth his
weight in gold.”

Nelson Lee nodded,

* [ know Nipper's vglue,”’ he smiled. *° But
vou are somewhat unjust to me, old man. 1
had my revolver out, and was on the point ot
firing when Nipper's stone went home. He
just forestalled me by a moment.”

““Then you’re both bricks,” said the in.
specetor. “* And that stone has served another
purpose, too—— Well, my man?”

A constable had come running up from the
front of the house.

““* The colonel’s back in his room, sir,”” said
the man. ‘“ He's just becn arranging the

metal plates at the window, and he chouted
down that he’s going to resist until he's ex-
Laustled.”

** Well, that won't he long!" said the C.L.D.
map g-imly. ‘' The best thing we can do,
Lee, is to continue witly that plan of ours;

P
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He quickly ordered a constable to dash off
for the village on his bicycle and to briug
back a plentiful supply of eulphur from the

| chemist’s.

** [t seems to me that Nipper’'s doing every-
thing here,”” eaid the inspector genially.
“What am I? A detective officer, or &
duffer? First of all, Nipper saves my life,
and, incidentally, renders Clinton’s mask use-
less: and then he tells me what to do to
collar the rogue! I shall have to look to my
laurels!"”

** Oh, chuck it, inspector!”’ I grinned.

For some reason they all seemed to think
that 1 had done wonders—which was quite
wrong. There’s nothing wonderful in throw-
ing a stone, and I just mentioned the sulphur
idea because it entered my head as a likely
solution.

‘““ Dear fellow, it's a good job wc came
down--it is, really,’”” remarked Sir Montie.
*“Just fancy! You doin' all this!”

*“ Don’t shout tao soon!’ I said. ** Pe rhaps
my stunt will be a ghastly failure.’

*“ Rather not!"’ said Watson. *‘It’s bound
to succced!”

*“An’ won't the Remove say
when they hear that Nipper—-"

But I didn't wait to hear the rest of
Montie's sentence. 1 was too modest. The
silly ass was making altogether too much fusa
over nothing.

The constable sqon returned with the
sulphur, and then there was no time lost in
putting my little plan into operation. Natu-

nice thinga

(‘linton can’'t come ount now that his mask|] rally, I felt rather pleased that Detective.

is out of action.
room.’’

‘* And he'll be desperate, too, sir,”’ [ pat in.
“ Why, if you try to force a way in he'll
probably kill two or three people right oft:
and thcre's the gas to consider, too.”

‘“ We're going to ket that out, young 'un.’

‘“ But it'll take hours,” I said. *‘‘ By ]mgo'
I've got a wheeze! Now that the colonel's
compelled to etay in that onc room—and his
mask is uscless,
the tables on him?
dose of his own medicine?”’

“ Gas, do you mean?’ asked the inspector.
“It's a jolly good idea—If you can tell me
hiow ‘'I'm going to collect ¢nough of this gas
to spurt through the keyhole of his room!"”

[ grinned.

** There's no need to be funny, inspector,” |

1 complained. ‘' Of course, it's cheek for
me to suggest anything at all; but what's
wrong with throwing a lot of sulphur down

He's bottled up in that one | Inspector Lennard had adopted the idea.

The mmspector himself decidcd to put the
stutf down the chimmney, aided by one con-
stable. While they were preparing the sack-
ing to block up the chimney 1 had a word
with Nelson Leec.

“ You're looking rather quecr,
éaid critically.

“ Am I, Nipper?”’ he smiled.
don’t feel exactly (fresh, I will

cuv'nor,” 1
- ’

“ Well, I
admit-—

remember—why mnot turn|] although I h.ave no doubt T ehall be myself
Why not give him a | very shortly.”

“* This is what comes of going w rithout sleep
last night—-"'

““ Not at all,” interrupted the guv'nor. ‘1
had a taste of that gas, Nipper—that’as all.
We tried to get to the colonel from inaide,
but it proves impossible. We had quite a
little adventure.”

“[f any chap deserves to be hanged, it's
Clinton!"' I said fiercely. ‘' Of all the muar-
derous scoundrels! What do you think of

his chiomey—there's a fire burning—and then| this affair, sir2 What do you think of th2
blocking up the outlet? He'd be fumigated ] colonel putting up a fight like thls "

like a giddy insect in next to no time."’

Lennard stared at Nelson Lee.

‘“ Nipper is quite brilliant this morning,”
said the guv'nor. * It's a feasible idea, old
man—and it ought to work, too. It will he
far more direct than making an assfault
less perilous, too."

“That's what I thought, sir,”” 1 said
qmckl “If the wheeze works, Clinton will
w{plesa wlien you hreak in—instead of
bemg able to use his guns.’

The inspector didn’t waste another minute.

-and | said Nelson Lee drily.

‘“1 think he’s insane, Nipper.'

[ stared.
“Do you mean dotty-—really off his
reeker?” | asked.

*“No, T dun’t mean that-—I mean insane!"™
“Well, it's the same thing.” I replicd.
* Of coursd, if Clinlon’s really oft his chump.
it’s easy to understand why he's doing this.
I.:.n.’d he's really far morc dangerous, isn't
e e
** Yery daugerous indeed, for hc is reckless

hy
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have been an act of suiclde. Clint«_:m \ otuld
have blared away without a second’s ncsita-

" Uh, glory: " L gasped.

I dashed out from cover, knowing that there
wus no farther danger here. And [ guessed
the truth in « moment. The colonel must
have thouglite of the expedient as a last
resort, when he was really collapsing.

And he had probably dashed through the
gus-charged pas:age into a rear roomn, escap-
ing by that means, while all the excitement
was going on in the front. But if he actually
had slipped gway it would be the fault of the
guards at the rear. dy scheme had certaimly
worked out -exactl{ as plannead.

Nelson Lce was hastening to the corner of

LEE LIBRARY

** He's gone, sie!™ he gasped excitedly,
I“_Cu"ins and 1 were on guard by the boat

be quick, Lennard; wateon's suggestion 18
exactly what T wus about to put forward
myeelf. But I have a furthe¢r idea, which
we'll discuss us we ryn.”’ .

There wasn’t-a second to be lost. and the
| next moment an extraordinary scene took-
place. Those people who were on the road.
heing kept at a distance by the cordon of
police—anil there was quite a big crowd—
witnessed the remarkable sight of a number
of constables and other people pelting acroas
tha road and bhursting through the oppasite
hed¢e. They streaked across the meadows
| like cinder-vath sorinters. Treeellis-Wesk
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he had been more or less unsteady in his
brain ever since a severe dose of poison gas
had overpowcred him on the battle fromt.

He could not be held responsible for his
actions. All his wild idcas were the outcome
of his madness. His ** military discipline ™
échemes were undoubtedly caused by the
Gbad condition of his sanity. The same also
could be said with regard to bis fears con-
cerning his ipvention—and this invention, by
the way, was an extremely valuable one, as
all military experts agreed.

Secing that he had been certificd insane, he
was not even dctained by the police, who.
morcover, acccpted hia account of Hardy's
death. Clinton was taken away to an asylum,
and everybody at St. Frank's could hardly
feel anything but pity for him.

We were all glad that he had passed out ot
our lives for ever.

[] [ ] ® L ] |

‘' Meard the news?” shouted Bob Christine
cxcitedly.

I was crossing the Triangle with Sir Montie
when the leader of the Monks came rusling
up. A week bad passed since we learned that
Colonel Clinton had bcen promgunced insanc,
and he was only a memovy at 8Bt. Frank's.
Everything was now going on as usual, except
that Christine and Co. were still without a
Housemaster.

““ Heard the news?'’ repeated Christine.

“No,”” 1 replied. ‘' What news? Ancther
war starting?’’

Christine snorted.

“Blow war!" he said. “[I've just heard
from Fenton, of the 8ixth, that old Stock-
dale is coming back.” |

‘ Begad! bat‘'s eplendid, old boy,” sald
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Sir Montie. ' You'll be frightfully plcased
to bave your old Housemaster, won't you? Is
Mr. Stockdale quite recovered from his ill-
ness?’’

* He's well enough to take up his duties
again, anyhow—and that's all we care,”’ 3aid
Chrietine joyfully. ‘'‘ Good old Stocky' After
that nightmare time with Clinten, Mr. Stock-
dale will be like an angel!”

I grinned.

" Wait until he's heen herr a fortuight.”
I remarked calmly. ** You'll be wishing him
boiled in oil, or something! If I remember
richt, Stocky was an unreasounable old bird
very often, and not s0 easy to get on with,
either.”

‘* Why, you silly ass!”’ roared Christine.
'** Stockdalc may have his faults, but he's
jolly fine Housemaster—and better than any
beastly stranger. We've had enough of
strangers in the College House!"”

“T can quite believe you, dear boyv.” s3id
Tregellis-West, nodding wisely. * You don't
want to take any more chances, eh?”

Christine nodded and rushed off, to take his
ncws to other quarters. There was gencral
satisfaction throughout the .College House,
and when Mr. Stockdale returred. a day or
two later, he was accorded & ronsine recep.
tion.

But, altbough things became as usual at
St. Frank’s just then, some fresh wy:-tery and
cxeitement would soon hecome manifest—in
fact, to tell the honest truth, it was brewing
up even then.

That’s all I can say just now; bnt vou can
take my word for it that L shall soun eect
husy, and describe the stirring event: which
followed,

THE END.

|
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THE GERMAN'S REVENAQE.

. HAT'S wrong, Conrad?”’ asked Cap-
tain von Furst in a drowsy tone,
as he lifted his head.

“1 thought I heard a shout in
the distance, Max,’” the other replied. ‘1
dare say it was only imagination.”

They sank into stumber again, not observ-
ing the black Askari sentry, evil and sinister
of face, who was eeated on a stone with his
rifle across his knees. .
something. though he was not sure what it
was. He rose to his feet, listened for a few
seconds, and resumed his languid, indifferent
attitude.

There was no need for him to be alert and
watchful now, for the dark night, with ite
many perils, was at an end. The fire that
had been kept blazing for hours had burnt to
a handful of glowing c¢mbers, and the prowl-
ing wild beasts, craving for the human flesh
which they had not tasted, were slinking hack
in hunger and silence to their lairs.

The welcomoe dawn was breaking. Noxious
mists wcre hovering above the neighbouring
svamp, and the chill, grey light waas spread-
ing over the little camp that was far to the
north-west of German East Africa.

A circular enclosure in the forest, fenccd
in with a palisade of sharp-pointed bamboos,
and with a massive gate built into it, both
of them less to afford protection from savages
than from marauding lions, which were abso-
lutely fcarless in this region.

In the middlc of the open space the fire,
sinouldering bencath the low-drooping boughs
of treces, and around it small huts of woven
wattle, in which lay asleep two German
officers, five German soldiers, and a dozen
black soldiers of the Askari race, which QGer-
many taught to bear arms for her belorc
the year 1914,

Amongst them slept also a young English.
wan of twenty-three, a prisoner, dreaming of
his native land, and of his home and his
mother. And Yy his side slumbered a wizeped,
impish little Hottentot, Jan Swart by name,
who, though he was the body-servant of Cap.
tain Max von Furst, was devoted to the Eng-
{rsh ll;}d, and would have reailily given his life
or him.

He, too, had just heard

the swamp.

How came they all here? A few words will
suftice to e¢xplain. They were the remnant,
the last suryvivors at large, of the Gerwman
troopa that bad been in posseesion of Eost
Africa. _

Numerous defeats and hammering blows
from Driscoll’s Scouts had brokeu the force
into scattered umits, all of which had becn
compelled to surrender to the gallant South
Africanders, with the exception of the meagre
column commanded by Captain von Furst and

‘Lieutenant HofIner.

Rather than submit to the humiliation of
capture, doggedly resolved to keep their flag
flying until the end of the war, they had lcd
their white and black soldiers hundreds of
miles into the unknown and unexplored in-
terior, to a country that teemed with bold
and ferocious wild animals. And from malice,
from sheer hatred, they had dragged with
them on their long journey Alan Carne, the
young scout who had fallen into their hands
north of the Victoria Nyanza.

It was months ago that. they had trekked
into thc wilds, and since then not a word
had reached them from the outer world. A
native runher, a Bushman of the name of
Swartkop, had becn eent south for news; bnt
he had been gone for many weeks, and hope
of his return had becn abandoned.

** Another day of this cursed existence!"
Captain von Furst grumbled half aloud, as he
awoke again and sat up, rubbing his heavy
evcelida. '* What's the use?” He gazed
bitterly, moodily about him. * What's the
use?” he repeated. ‘' I've had enough. It
will he death for all of us if we stay here a
month longer."”’

The pale glow on the sky was becoming
brighter, throttling the lingering shadows of
the nicht. The Prussian standard that bung
motioniees from its staff, with its arrogant
black eagles embroidered on yellow gilk, was
stirred by a faint brecze.

A bird chirped, and a crocodile splashed in
The rippling echoes ¢bbed to
silence, and. the silence was broken by a
husky shout that ?rought both officcrs and
ibe sentry to their feet.

Roused fromn slumber, Germans and
Askaris swarmed out from the huts, followed
by Jan Swart and the English lad. With

(Continued on p. iii of Cover.)
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ultimately die of starv. ion. Thére was ‘riel prust be so, - Yet why should we nob liv:2



