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CHAPTER 1.
A BIT OF A SHOCK !

o ULL,” said Tomimy Watson—* that's
vhat it is—absolutely dull!’’
‘*“ No bullyin’, begad!”’ observed
Sir Montie Tregellis-West.  ** No
frichtful rows with Starke or Kenmorc. No
cxpeditions after lights-out. No raughty
goin's-on at all, dear fellows!”

‘““ We've got into 2 rut,” went on Watson,
eipping his tea. * Everything is going
smoothly now that Frinton’s gone, and now
that the mystery of those burglarics has been
cleared up. In fact, we'rc dull.”

I egrinned.

“* Well, yvou mneedn’t grumble,” I said.
“Thia is what we've bten wanting for
menths, isn’t it? There's no satisfying some
peoplc! We've put down the bullying, and
now you'rc grousing——"

‘““ Rats!"” said Watson. “I'm not! I'm
only sayving that things are rather dull. After
our ripping times over that Secret Combiane
husiness, when we whopped the hullies, every-
thing stems too smooth and easy.”

There was really something in what Tommy
said. We werc partaking of tea in Study C
in the Ancient Honse at St. Frank’s. Things
had certainly becn going very cveanly for a
week or two.

Nothing exciting had occurred. Starke and
((5., of the Sixth, had been behaving with
uniu3ual restraint. They knew, in fact, that
they were beaten. Bullying in the Ancient
House had been put down —and we, the Re-
move, had put it down. Our eccret organisa-
tion, the Combine, had been completely suc-
cessful in its efforts. But the Secret Com-
hége.twas dead now; therc was no more work

it.

Although we didn’t know it then, therc
Were to he far more exciting times for us
'll—myself in particular—before many days
had passed. The new adventures were to be
far more dramatic than the last.

" We ghall have to go for the River House
chaps—that's all,” went on Tommy Watson.

F

“ Dash it all, we must have something to do!

And Brewster and Co. have been getting
rather gay lateiy, you Kknow. What writo

sports, and all that, the River Honse School
feliows are beginning to think themselves 25

good as us. Cheek, I call it!"”

““ Frightful wmerve, in fact,” murmured
Moatie.

“And w¢ might as well jape them,” sa'd
Watson. * What do you say, Nipper?"

I chuckled.

“I'm game,” I replied. ** Dr. Hogge's
Academy has been going strong lately

Brewster is a fine chap, and we all like him
But there’'s no reasen why we shouldn’t work
off a jape or two. As you sav. Tommy, it'lt
help to relieve the monotony.”

‘““ Exactly!'’ said Watson. * We'd hetter
hold a meeting of chaps this cvening, o
decide upon a course of action.”

frl_’.ut- that meeting was not destined to come
off.

For the Remove learned an item of news
which caused something like dismay in the
Ancient Housc. I was the first to hear of it,
and I was cut up. It happened az [ was
strolling through the lobby.

Nelson Lee met me just as I wa: going
out. The guv'nor was looking unusually
thoughtful. He was the Housemaster of the
Ancient Housc; but Nelson Lec was as much
a keen crime investigator as ¢yver,

““ Oh, Nipper,” he said, stopping, [ want
you in my study.”

*“ Anything important, sir?” I asked.

‘*“*Yes, my boy.”

There was something in hi3a voice which
rather alarmed me. He spoke gravely, and
walked away before I could question him. 1
followed cloee behind until we arrived in hia
study. Theré he lit a cizarette, and placed
bimself back towards the (fireptuce—force
of habit, I suppose.

*“ Close the door, Nipper,” he said quietly.

I did so.

‘* Look here, guv'nor, there's

somcthing
wrong somcwhere,”” 1 declared.

‘** Why thia
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“ No." I replied quictly. “ I've had some

d ncws.”
ba“ Oh, I'm sorry,” said Tommy. * I didn’t
know——"’

*“ Bad news for all of v§,”” I went on. * To
be exact, Mr. Lee is leaving St. Frank’s this
cvening, and he might be away for tho rest
c¢f the term.”

All the fellows stared at me.

“ Gammon !”’ said Handforth firmly.

“ Of courge it is!'’ ejaculated Pitt.
of vour larks, Nipper!”

“ Drar old boys, I believe Nipper is
scrious,’”” gaid Tregellis-West pravely. * Don't
vou see that look in his cye? Begad! It’'s
really shockin’® rews if Mr. Lee is goin’ away
for th:e rest of the term.”

““I don't believe it,"” said Handforth flatly.
‘“ Where the dickens would he go to, any-
hovw? Apnd what about the Housc? Who's
going to look after us?”

“ Mr. Crowell,”’ 1 replicd. * Don’t be aan
acs. Handy. I'm really scrious. My guv'nor's
going away by thc evening train. He didn't
tell me before because he thought I might be
cat up.”

'l'hci'c was a bhuzz of talk in the lobby.
Other fcllows came in, and the news spread

‘““ Nonc

through the An<cient House like wildfire.
Sentors and juniors alike—they were all
dismayed.

If Mr. Stocikdale. cf the Collegc House, had
been going away for a period, his hoys would
not have wept. It is quite possible, in fact,
that they would have secretly rejoiced. Mr.
Stockdale was a decent old sort, but the Col-
leze House fellows wouldn’'t miss him much
for a month.

With Nelson Lec it was quite different.

Half the fellows in the Ancient Hcuse
almost loved him. He was totally different
from all ordinary Housemasters. He was a
foicnd—a regular chum. And to lose him,
even for @ short time, was eomething of a
disaster.

Ot course, fellows like Fullwood and Co.
were openly jubilant, because Nelson Lee was
stern with regard to smoking and other
6choolboy crimes. But thc majority of the
juniors bemoaned.

‘““ We haven't got much time,” I said to the
crowd in the lobby. ‘ But we may be¢ able
to give Mr. Lec a decent send-oft yet. I'm
going down with him to the station——"’

“ We'll all go!" roared Handforth.

‘“Yes, rather!”

‘“ Hear, hear!"’

‘* Good old Mr. Lec!"”

‘“Hold on!" I shouted. *“ My idea is for
you fellows to be down at the station in
advance. You'll linc up on the platform, and
give the guv'nor some rousing cheers when
ho appears. It'll be a nice little send-off for
him—and it'll show him that wc don't want
bim to go.” ' |

““Good!" said Reginald Pitt. ‘' That's the
very idea. And you can leave it to me to
lead all the cheering—-""

‘“Rat!"’ roared Handforth. “ I'm golag to

do that! I'll lead a cheer now, if you like!
Let it 2o, you chaps. Hip---hip - —"'
*“ Hurrah!"' bellowed the crowd.

Another cheer came from the Triangic- a
shrill cheer from the fags. Ten minutes later
the Remove fellows had zonce, and I think
Nelson Lee was rather surpriscd when he
fournd that he was only accorded a send-ofl by
the fags. The scniors, of course, were too
dignificd to indulge in cheering.

But a good many senisra were in bl
Trigngle when the guv'nor and I walked out
There was much raising of caps, and Nelson
I.ec was rather relieved when Le and J
found ourselves striding down the lane
towards the village.

‘*“I am cather sorry to leave you, Nipper.™
he smiled. “ But I console myself by the
thought that I shall svon be back with yon
again. Mind that you behave yourself white
[ amn away.™

‘““I shall bec a regular mndd!, sir,”
cheerfully.

Kven the village secmed t» know that Not
eon Lee was lcaving, for a good many trades
people wcre at their doors, and they were
all unusually polite. DBut the real surprise
came when we arrived at the ztatian.

The platform was simply crewded with
juniors, and when Nelson Lec passed out of
the booking office he was giveg a terrihic
reception. The clieers which rang out were
absolutely deafcning.

And when the train came in the fetlowa all
tried to crowd round in vrder to shake hands
with the guv'nor—to bid him good-bye, and
to urze that he would soon return.

At last we were off, and the guv'nor waa
rather ruffled as he settled back in his &cai.
But he did not mind that. "There was a warm

light in his eyes as he remembered those rous.
ing cheers.

“Yes, Nipper, I must certainly get back as
soon a8 possible,”” he said quietly.

Arrived in Bannington, we didn't have long
to wait. The London express roared in, and
Lee took his seat in a first-class compartment.
I think my eyes were rathcer moist as I shook
hands.

‘“ Good-bye, guv'nor.,”” I eaid huskily.
“Two months is a long while, you know, and
I hope to goodness tnat you'll get back safe.
and sound.’’

‘“ Good-byc, Nipper.' said Nelapn Lee soitly
—* good-bye, my boy:"”

Just that, and then the train began to
move. 1 waved for a fcw .moments, and then
the guv'nor had gonc. Ii I'd only known
what was destined to happen before I saw
I(}im again, I don’'t know what I zhould have

one.

I felt like a lost shecp on the platform; 1
fett a lump in my throat as I waited for
the slow old * local ' to take me back to
Bellton. Perhaps it was silly of me, and
perhaps it wasn't. The guv’'nor was only

oing away for a short time, anrhow. But
should miss him tremendously.

I was to realise this more fully iater on!

I sad



CHAPTER 1I.

A WAY OF REVENGE.

ALTER STARKE, of the Sixth, was
looking thoughtful.
He had been rather thoughtful for
a day or two, in fact. Several
fellows had noticed it, and had wondered.
Nelson Lec had been gone for just a week. 1
had heard from him only that morning: he
tad managed to scribble me a letter from
i town in the south of France. I did not
even Kknow whnere he was at the moment—
and I don't suppose I would know until he
came back.
All eorts of fc¢'lows asked me questions re-
xarding the <uvnor's movements, but 1 was
anable to answer them. 1 could only say

that I was in ignoranc2 of Nelson Lee’s
address.

And Siarke knew this. He knew that the
cav'nor was wway from mie, and that I had

o means of communicating with him. Ken-
more, Starke's Study-mpte, had noticed a
ditference, and be remarked upon it that
cveping at tea-time.

" What's wrong with you, Starke?”’ askeao
Kenmore, after Starke bad hcen silent for
fully two minutez, ** What's the matter?”’

“Bh?”  said Starke, starting. ‘“Oh,
nothing!"”’

" Yes, there 13" vent en Kenmore. *‘ You've
heen looking jolly thoughtful over something
for several days, and this evening you're
more buried in yourzelf than ever. Financial
Jifficulties?”’

'** No!” .

‘* Been havinig trouble with a bookie?"”

‘““ No, you idiot!”

““ Bad news from hpme?’" .

-“0Of course not!”’ said Starke. ‘‘As a
matter of faet, since you're 8o curious, I
might as well tell you that.l've been think-
ing about Nipper.”

‘““ About—about Nipper?” demanded Ken-|

more, staring..

** Exactly.”

“ But whot the deuce for?'” asked the other
sehior., “° Why do you want to hother your
head about Nipper? I should think you're
pretty siek of the young rotter after that
Seeret Combine business. The whole thing's
dead now, I' know, but it's an open secret
that Nipper was in full obarge.”

Walter Starke nodded.

** That's why 1 was thinking about him,”

he said. ‘1 haven't forgotten that we
suflered defecat at his hands. Oh, you ean
say what vyou like—I know: bhut it's ‘an

ahsoiute fact we. the prefects, were beaten
. at our own game by a party of juniors. 1
haven’t forgotten it, Kenmore, and I'm not
likely to forget it. As soon as the chanee
comes along for me to get even—well, I'm
going to lose no time.”

It you take my advice. you'll let the
whole thing drop,” said Kenmore. *‘ There's
no eense in .opening old sores—and it doesn't
pay to be vindictive. If we start the game
again, we shall only revive that Combine—'’

‘“1 don't mean to do anything of that
sort.”” interrnpted Starke.

THIE NLELSON LY

‘*As you know, F

| has

.and
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Leloved MHeuscmaster, Mr. Ncolson lLee,
goite away—abroad—and 1 hope he'll
cateir malaria or something, and never come
back !’

Kenmore grinued.

“1I'm with you there, old man,"” he said.
“Jec was all right in the main, but too
jolly nosey. He wouldn't let a fellow smoke
or play cards in his own study; we were
always a bit nervous when he was here. But
we can do pretty well as we like with old
Crowell.”’

'* With Lee here, Nipper had somebody to
run to,” continued Starke, helping himself
to some jam. *‘ Those two are like father

son, in a way, and Nip‘|;er feels rather
lost without hi§ guv’nor. What's going to
happen if Nipper does something which books
himm for a public flogging? Why, he'll get
it—Lee won't be bere to influence the Head.”

‘“ That's all rot,” said Kenmore. ‘‘ Nippcer
isn't that sort of kid; he'll never do any-
thing to get himself flogged—''

‘“ Perhaps not,'’ interrupted Starke calmiy:
‘“but there are ways and means, my dear
chap. 1I'd give a fiver to see Nipper flogged
before the whole school. Now that Lee isn't
here, it ought to be easy for us to work
up some scheme—something to discredit him.
He’s alone, dow't forget; he's got nobod;v to.
run to, nobody to back him up. And if he
only recceived a birching from the Hcad
he'd be finished in the Remove—they'd chuck
him out of the captaincy, and he'd have no
more influence.”

“Well, I agrce with that,"” said Kenmore,
j‘tl_)'ut, I don't see how you're going to work
it.

** Neither do I, observed Starke smoothly.
‘““That's why I've been so thoughtful—I‘'ve
been trying to get hold of a scheme. Leave
it to me, and 1 shall think of something
within a day or two.”

And the subject was dropped for the time
being. Kenmore was Inclined -to believe that
Starke would soon abandon the whole thing.
But the bully of the Sixth was determined.
And the very next day he karned something
which set his cunning wits working.

Teddy Long of the Remove was really
responsible.

I had caught the little worm cavesdropping,
and Master Long had felt the weight of my
fiat. He had also been Lumped by some other
juniors, and Long, in consequence, was feel-
ing somewhat acre.

The sneak of the Remove knew better than
to take his woes to the prefects, or to com-
plain. But he biad no compunction whatever
in turning traitor to the Remove if he had
been upset. As a rule he was careful, for the
punishment for sneaking was severe; but
when he thought he waas safe, Long would
sneak for the mere sake of sneaking.

in the

e happened to mcet Starke
dormitory passage after lessons. 'They were
quite alone, and Teddy Long's little cyes
glittered.

**1—1 =ay, Starke,”” he began.
“Can’'t stop row, Long——"
‘“ But l've got something to tell youn- stome-

ont
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thing important,” said Lung cagerly. ' It's
about Nipper.”

Starke came to a halt. c( .

‘“ About Nipper'{“ he repeated. ‘* Well,
what of him?" . .

«“ Of course, I don't mind giving you this
tip, Starke, because I know you'll take it in
the right spirit,”’ said Tedd‘f nY. “1 don’t
agree with such games, and I think ilt's only
right that—that you should know. I've got
rather high ideals, and it's time somebody
protested —*’ ‘ .

“*Cut that stuff out, you little idiot,”
snapned Starke. ‘‘ What have you got to
tell we abcut Nipper? U its nothing
impor ant, I'll box your grubby little cars
for vo... Out with jt!"”’

“Qh, I say, Starke,”” protested Long. ‘' I—
1 was only going to say that I don't hold
with breaking bounds after lights-out. 1t's
not the thing. you know. And when the Form
skipper starts those games, somelhing ought

e done!"”’
Starkc's eyes
** Has Nipper
asked sharply.

“ Nunno!'' stammered Long. ‘ But—but
he's going to break bounds to-night—at
cleven o°clock, 1 think. Of course. I' m not
supposed to know. and you're not supposed
to hear anything. This is on tho strict q. t..
dtc‘m'_t, forget. Just betwecn ourselves, old
chap.”’

“Don‘t ‘old chap ' me, you little rotter,”’
said Starke sourly. ‘ How do you know that
Nipper is plannim{ to break bounds to-night?"

“Oh, I juat lieard it, ou know,” said
Lon{ truthfully.

“ Who else is going?"’

;;Nobody—Nipper's doing the trick him-
scif.”

“* What trick?"”

“Why, the trick against the River House,
of course,” said Long impatiently. *' You
seem jolly densc-—— 1 mean, you—you—
They're getting up n jape against Brewster
and Co.,”” he went co. ‘ Nipper's the chap

to
leamed. .
ecn breaking bounds?’’ he

for the . auil he's going to steal ont to-
night after lighteout. Rotten, [ call it,
He. ought to stopped, Starke. It's dis-

graceful, you know."

1 didn’¢t know that you wcre a saint,
Long.”' satd the prefect drilv. ** Well, you
can cut along: this information of yours isn’t
positive enough for mc to take any
actico—--""

“Dut it's true, Starke,”’ protested Long.
*1-1 heard it all! They didn't know that
I'd listened— I+~ mean—-"

. " Yez, I know exactly what you mean,”
interropted  Starke. ** You overheard all
this —you were spying. And now you've come
t¢ me prctending to bo sbocked. If you
din't cut off at once I'll kick you down the

Aspge !’

“On, reatly, Starke!”" said the Removite
A hignantly. ¢ I—I thought this information
would be usefut to you. Duasbh it all, it's
wart!i sotnething, ain't it?Y [--1 was going

fr ask you to advance me five bob, you
haow!"
“Oh, wets you?’ said Starke grimly.

EVIDENCL S

“ Well, all right, U'll give yon an advance
alory the passage—with the toe of my
boot !’

“He, he. he!'' giggled long netvously
“That's rich, vou know' You- you alwavse

were good at jokes, Storke.”
Starke produccd a bhalf-crown from s
pocket.

“Look liere, Il lend you thia if you hke, '

he esaid, after u quick glance round. ' Bat
you've got to keep your month shet onder
stand?  Don't tell aniboedy yen've told nwe

about Nipper's little game. Aod it it's ali
a yarn, I'll tan you until you can't sit down
for a week!”

8 A|nd Starkc went o1 his way, highly sat:-
ed.

‘““We may get our chance to-night
Kenmore,”' he said, as bhe eutcred his own
study.

h'A"d he related what Teddy Long had told
ino.

** There's no value in that,”” said Kenmoro
‘* The young apy was collared by Nipper and
whopped. hat's why he socaked to yoo
Nipper won't carry out that plan at all
now."’

“Yea, he will,”” aid Starke. ** He dovran’t
know how much Jlong lienrd, and Nipper
isn't the kind of fellow to alter o plan, once
he's made one. And wo shall be able to
get Master Nipper booked for that Aoggineg.™

“* How?'' asked Kenmore curiously.

Starke sank into a chair and lit o
cigarettc.

'** Leave it .to me,” be maid " I'm going

to think the whole thing over now, Nipper
is going out alone--ab elrven o'clock to-aight.
——and if we cat’t manage to get him ito hot.
water—well, it'll be a pity.”

Starke was not long in thinking out the
details of his scheme. DBefore tea was
ready he jumped up and paced the study.
After that he rat down again, banged tho
table with his flst, and chuackicd.

“Got it he exolaimed briskly.

“Kh?'' esaid Kenmore. ' Got what?"

** The idea—the very identical scheme.”
said Btarke. ' To-morrow, cold man, we shal’
be gratiled by the sight of Nipper being
publicly flcgged in Big Hall by the Head."

** Shall we?’’ asked Kenmore doubtfully
“ It that's your opinion, it isa't mine. Nipper
fsn’'t an casy lexd to trap, you know, He'l!
elip out of thc ncose rmomehow. ‘Take my
advice and drop the whole —-"

“Oh, don't be an idiot!” mnapped Ntarke
* Nippere hasn't got Leoe beliind him now- as
{ to!d you before. You wait until you've
hcurd the wheeze. ['ve thought it all ong,
and ¥ you're willing to help it can't go
wrong.'’

“U'm not surc that I am willing to help,”
said Kenmore. *'1 don’t feel inclined to geb
my=ell mixed up in somc silly busmess that
might go wrong. You're always so jolly con-
Adent, Starke—-und then vou get let dowan
Why don't you take my advice, and let
slceping doge lie. We've finished with Nipper
now, 80 let it be a complete Binish.”

Starke snorted.

“H 1 expected to get wmuch bhelp feom
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dehght and approval. S8tarke's words hadl ‘* Exactly. But Starke would say that we'd
torned them dead against him in a moment madec up a yarn between ourselves—- -you know

‘* Good for you, Nipper!”

‘ Give him another!”

“ Go it, old man!”’

‘“The rottcr ought to be hor~ewh:pped for
sa\mg that!”

* Hear, hear!”

Starke looked round venomously.

‘* I call upon everybody here to act ax
mtnesses"' he snarled. * You all saw Nipper

' \\mng'" mterrupted Pitt. ** We all saw
\‘:pper strike the hizzest blackguard in St.

Frank’s!"’

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Take two hundred lines, Pitt!'" roared
Starke.

** Rats!” said Pitt.

“ Why, you—you—-"*

“ Arec you going?”’ 1 demanded fiercely.
‘“ One more word, Starke, and I'll knock you
Jown—and that's not mevely a threat. If
you like to report me, vyou can—I don'ti
care a hang! I fancy I can produce plenty of
witnesses to prove that 1 was sufficiently
provoked!’’

*“ Hear, hear!”

** Rather!"”

I wouldn't demean myselfi by stopping
another minute in this tainted atmosphere,”
said Starke contemptuously. ** 1 suppose
your manners and language, Nipper, are the
result of being in constant contact with a
llow| ruffianly brute like your beloved Nelson
ee!”’

*You cad!” I shouted furiously.

But Starke, having delivered himscif, made
a hurried exit. He charged through the
juniors in the docrway and strode up the
passage. I ruehed atter bhim, almost mad
with righteous anger.

' T'H half smash him_for that!” 1 roared.

But many hands held me back.

‘““Go easy, old man!”’ said Pitt quickly.
“ You can’'t fight Starke in the passage—
there'd be a fearful bust-up——"?

“1 don’t care!”’ I shouted. ¢ Didn't yow
hear what he said about the guv'nor? I'm
going to make him eat those words—1'm going
to drive them down his Dbeastly throat!
Lemme go, you idiots!’’

C ** No; not until you’ve calmed down,”
rey.

l strugglcd ﬂerce]y

** Begad! “What's all this shockin’ disturo-
ance, dear fellows?” inquired Tregellis-West,
hurrymg along the passage with Watson.
‘“ Why, you seem to be in a frightful temper
Nipper!”

‘“ He’s blue in the face!’ said Watson.

“1'm going to give Starke the hiding of
his life.”’ I shouted, struggling again. ‘' You
-=you rotters! Why can’t you yet me go?”

* Because we don’'t want you to get into
trouble, old chap—that’s why,”” said Reginald
Pitt calmly. ‘‘ Starke's a prefect, and ¥ this
aflair came to the Head's ears, Starke
vwould lie like a trooper—he’d deny haung
waid any isulting words against ‘Mr. Lee- —"

* Baf you all hmb'tl him!"” I yelled.

said

what he is,’”’ said Pitt. ** Sturke's a prefect,

and the Head would be bound to take his
word against ours. My dear old son, there’s no
sense in making matters worse. Don’'t take

| any notice of thc beast—-we don't.”

ﬂI took a deep Ubreath,
s{s.

'* You may bhe right, Pitt, but' Starkc’s haa
a jolly marrow escape!”’ 1 said. *If you
hadn’t stopped me I should have slaughtered
him—and that's not bonasting, either. I'm
quite capable of beating a brute of Starke's
calibre!"”’ .

** You could lick him with one hand.”
said Owen major, nodding. ‘' But licking a
prefect isn't a wise proceeding. He said
some rotten things, I know; but it’s better
to be careful. Let it drop.”

“I'm not going to promise anything,” 1
said grimly. * If Starke rums into me this
evening I sha’'n’'t be particular abhout what I
do! But I expect the cad will avoid a mcct.
ing.”’

I re-entered Study C and the crowd melted.

To continue my letters was out of the ques-
tion at the moment. I was too agitated and
furious. Tommy and Sir Montie listened with
growing indignation as I related vwhat had
occurred.

‘* Dear old boy, it’s a frightful pity we
weren’'t out in the open country somewhere,’”’
said Tregellis-West. *‘ You could have faced
Starke equally then—as man to man, hegad!
Here you're junior and prefect—an’ that
makes o difference. It’s a shockin® pity- 1t
is, really!”

‘1 shouldn't worry my head about it,”
said Wateon bluntly. ** What's the good? We
all know what a beast Starke is, 20 let’s for-
get the affair. I suppose he’s smartmﬂ over
that Secret Combine business. Cads of his
sort generally resort to insulte, and——"'

and clenched my

Watson suddenly paused, ‘and  his eyes
aleamed.

‘*By Jupiter!” he went on. '‘1've got un
idea!”’

‘* What is it, dear old hoy?"’ asked Montie,

‘“ Well, why shouldn't we revive that Com-
bine—just for one occasion?’’ asked Watson
eagerly. ‘* Why shouldu’t we collar Starke,
&If]d? give him the biggzest thrashing of his
life?’’

]I «hook my head.

** It can’t be done,” T said irritably.

*Why not?”’

' Becausc the Secret Combine’s deud, an.i
we don’'t want to revive it all again now," |
replied. ‘* The bullies have been beaten—this
outburat of Starke’s was just an isolated
case—and it wasa't bullying, either. Starke
knows better than to bully me. Besides, the
punishment chamber, and all. the rest of it,
is dismantled. It's not worth the trouble.’

““ Oh, all right." paid Watson. I only
suggested it, that’s all. I thought perhaps it
would save you from getting into tronble.
You might go for Starke in the Triangle,

r t
* You needn't be afraid of thal.’ 1 iptsr-
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his gaze rested upon a curiously knobbeld
walking-stick which stood in the corner.

' Why, that's Nipper's stikck,”’ muttered
Starke, with a sudden thought in his mind.
“1I'} take it with me—and then I can swear
that the little becast knocked me down with
it. It'll make the caee blacker.” _

Starke chucklcd as he took possession of
the stick. It was only an afterthought, but
that walking-stick was to fizure very largely
in the evente of the immediate future.

Out in the lanc all was quiet. The nigzht
wae fairly mild, but very dark. And Starke
took up his position against the hedge, and
waited.

But the real drama was to be very different
from the eone which had beep planned!

- e Bupnind

CHAPTER IV.
A TERRIBLE DISCOVERY.,

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST yawned.
‘* Good luck, dear fellow,”’ he mur-
mured. ‘‘ 1 hope you wom’'t get into
any trouble, you know. Do you think
vau can mapage the job all right?”

I grioned.

'*I don’t think—I Lknow,” I replied.
‘““ Those River House chaps will he snugly
asleep, and they won't know anything untii
. the morning. Then they’ll find it pecessary
to sing rather swmall!”

Sir Montie and I were talking in whispers
in the Remove dormitory. It was nearl
«Jeven o’clock, and 1 was feeling quite g
tempered. The short steep had driven away
the. last of the irritability which had been

brought or by the quarre] with Starke.

- It’ll be rather risky, gettin’ into the River
Houze grounds,’’ breathed Montie. * If you
ifon’'t fee! up to it, dear fellow, I don't mind
goin’ instead of yon. Just say the word.”

‘“ Your intentions may be good, old son, but
you can leave this little bueinesa to jyour
uncle,”’ I said softly. *‘ Pop off to sleep, and
don't worry. I1l hz pgetting along now.
Good-bye!"”

** Good luck, Nipper, dear fellow!"

I stole from the dormitory. Wateson and
all the rest of the juniors were fast asleep,
Montie had bcen the only one to awaken. i
descended the stairs nolselessly, and made
my way to Study C.

Here 1 donned my cap, and slipped a little
electric torch into my pocket. Everything
was quiet, and when I pushed up the window-
sash the Triangle looked black and desertcd.

I reckoned to be away about an hour, so 1
softly closed the window, and strolled acrose
to the main “wall—where it was low. 1 did
not hiurry myself, for 1 was quite certain that
my movements were unohserved.

Out ip the lane I set off hriskly for the
village—the River House 8chool being
asituated in that direction. 1 seemed to have
the whole road and neighbourhond to myselt.
Everything was astonishingly still.

By this time my eyes had grown acco:-
tomed to the gloom, and 1 could ecee tne
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hedges and the trees fairly distinctly. ‘Jhe
dusty road lay white in fromt of me. Butl
over by the left hedge there seemed to be a
kind of black patch.

I didn't take mueh noticc of It as 1 walx. il
along. I came almoat level, and was about to
stride past when | chccteJ. T stared at ti»
black patch curiously, Something wan lying
on the road. -

What could it he?

1 expect most people have cxpericne:d
something of the kind; a lonely road in
etate of decp gloomn, a strange object whic
excites the curiosity, and an examination
which proves that the strange object |3
nothing more alarming than a patch ol grass,
or a bunch of hay dropped from a passi’g
cart.

| thought that this was somethinr of the
kind, and I laughed to myself and made up
my wind to walk of without Imvestigating.
But something -instinct, 1 suppose cheched
me again,

““Oh, you ass:!” [ muttered.

1 paid this compliment to myself ae 1
turned aside and walked towards the black
patch. A moment later 1 knew that I was
not an ass. For' | discovercd that the ubject
was a humap form, lying huddied and motiun-

less.

Mdy pulse quickened as I stood over it.
A drunken tramp, perhaps; but | was nut
convinced. [ bemt down, and then caught
sight of a ecap. It was a St. Fraak's cap!
And the figure, as I aaw when | looked closer,
was that of Starke, of the Sixth'

“Well I'm bothered!”’ 1 murmaured.

AD explanation instantly @ashed into my
mind. A visit {o the White Harp: a game of
cards, and some strong driak. BStartke had
carried it too far--he was
intoxicated!

Al my indignation and anger was revived
by the sight of the caddish Siath-Former.
But 1 could see that Starke was is no At
state to participate in a scrap. I caughs
hold of his shoulder and shook it.

** Get up, you idiot!"”" | exclaimed softiy.

Starke remained sllent and still.

“Do you hear me, Starke?!”’ I said in a
louder volce. .

I suspected

But still Starke gave no sign.
ng., and 1 resolved to pmt

lying bere

that be was sha N
it to the teat—in a very wveliable fashion. 1
drew a pin from my waulstcoat and jabhed
the point of it into Starke's forearm. which
lail bhare. ™
e didn't even wince.

“By gom!"” | muttered, startled.

cleab gone, and no meistake!"’

Even thep 1 difl not sua anythio:’.
serious. Knowing Starke's charaeter an 1 did,
it was only natural tbat 1 should thiok of
the most likely explanation rcgarding his
present coandition.

All tbis, It must be remembered. only
occupied a few secomds of time. 1 felt
inclined to leave the bully where he lay; it
was none of my business. If he lihed to get

————

.o BQO.

:n 1 gave a gasp of horror.
Bending (mirtucr forward, | reated my hand
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anon the mround nenr Starke’sibec.. My; went on. * fomebody must have been having
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quarrelled with Starke, and hit him oa the
head with this heavy stick! For all we
kuow, you've killed—"

“ That blood on the stick came off my
f.ngers,” I exclaimed. **I happened to touch
the ground down there and didn't know. But
I'm not called upon to explain to you,
Kcnmore. Even if you suspect me of this
awful thing, nobody else will. Help me to
¢arry the poor chap indoors.’” _

Renmore was almost off his head with
alarm and fright. He positively believed that
)} had committed the assault—I knew that.
and the circumstances were certainly rather
curious. But I had no doubt whatever that
I should be able to clear myself of any
possible suspicion,

**Come on!”’ 1
hand.”

** Don't you touch him!” shouted Kenmore,
Lialf-hysterical.  ** Don’t you lay your con-
tor:nded fingers upon him again! You'll be
sacked for this—and perhaps hanged! You've
Killed him, you venomous young hound!”

said briskly. ‘“Lend a

** Oh, don’t be idiotic!”

“You've Kkilled him, 1 -say!” roared
kenmore hoarsely.

And at that moment we both heard a

footstep. Turning, I saw a figure hurrying
towards us from the direction of the school
vates. I was rather glad, for Kenmore was
+~tting on my nerves. i
** Who is that?”’ came a sharp inquiry.
“ Crowell!” I muttered, under my breath.
Kenmore rushed forward.

~ ** Thank heaven you've come, Mr. Crowell!”
he panted. ‘‘ Starke’s lying dead on the
road, and—and Nipper is the chap who killed
him !"’

CHAPTER V.

UNDER SUSPICION.

R. CROWELL, the master of the
Remove, and temporary Hougemaster
of the Ancient House, came to a
halt in the road.

“* What nonsense are you talking, Ken-
more?”’ he demanded sharply. ‘ And why
are you out of doors at this time of night?
And who is this? Ah, Nipper, I believe. You
must explain—--"’

‘* Starke’s met with an accident, sir,”” I
kegan.

“it's a lie!” shouted Kenmore. ‘' This
young villain killed him, sir!”’

M. Croweil looked astonished.

“You are excited, Kenmore,”’ he said.
“You do not seem to realise what you are
saying. 1 heard voices out here and I came
to investigate. I certainly did not expect
to find two Ancient House boys here.”

'The master suddenly hent forward.

** What—what is that object there?”
asked nervouely.

““It's Starke,
more, shivering.

** Good gracious!” 3

Mr. Crowell was beginning {o realise that

he

sir—dead!” muttered Ken-

| B D B

something certainly was gravely amiss. He
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paced forward quickly, and came fto a halt
close to Starke’s side. Then he bent down.
‘ Have you got a light there?” he asked
quickly.
‘““ A match, sir—" tegan Kenmore.
‘“Oh, I've got an electric torch,” I said,
suddenly remembering it, and ﬂshfng it out
of my pocket. ‘‘ Here you are, sir.”

I switched it on and played the light over
Starke’s motionless figure. The Sixth-Former
looked awful. His face was pale, and the
wound on his forehead seemed twice as bad
as it actually was. Blood had been flowing
fairly freely. But I bad not been permitted

an opportunity of making an{ close
examination so far; Kenmore had kept me
too busy.

‘“Heaven help the lad!” exclaimed Mr.
Crowell, in a snocked voice. *‘ He—he has
had a terrible blow—a ghastly wound, indeed!
Is it possible that Starke is dead? This
is appalling—truly appalling!”

** He's dead, sir—1 kuow he’'s dead,’” said
Kenmore hoarsely.

But I pusbed forward, knelt down, arnd
made a quick examination; 1 had bad some
considerable experience of this sort of thing
when engaged vith Nelson Lee upon detective
cases.

‘* No, he's not dead, sir,”” I said quictly.
‘““ But this wound is a nasty one, and the
doctor must be fetched at once. Starke won't
be himself again for weeks, and it's just
possible that he’ll never recover. [ can't
imagine how he came by such am awful
blow!”’

** You confounded little liar!"’ shouted Ken-
more. * You knocked him down yourself—
and you daren’t deny it, either!”

Mr. Crowell rose to his feet.

‘“ How dare you make such an outrageous
statement, Kenmore?'’ he demanded angrily.
‘““l1 do pot think you are aware of what
you say. And this is not the time for delays.
Help me to—"'

*~But Nipper did it, sir—I know he did
it,’” said Kenmore fiercely. ‘* He's fatallv
injurcd my chum—my study-mate! Hc'il go
to prison for this, if there’s any justice
in the land!”

** Do not talk so wildly, Kenmore—"' -

“But I'm not talking wildly, sir,”” inter-
rupted the Sixth-Former. * You think J'ui
unstrung <or somcthing— but 1'm not. Starke
and Nipper had a quarrel early this evening—
everybody knows it—and Nipper threatencd
to smash Starke. Dozens of fellovis will
prove that—"' ,

asked Mr.

“1s this correct,
Crowell sharply.

‘* Well, it is and it isn't, sir,”” I replicd,
rather awkwardly. < Starke and I certainly
had a squabhle, but it was all his fault. Awml
you don‘'t think I'm capable of taking u
revenge of this sort, do you? I'm not the
kind of fellow to make a brutal attack—"

‘1 quite believe you, Nipper—you need
say uo more,”’ interrupted Mr. C(rowell.
*“ Starke himself will be able to tell us what
oceurred when he recovers the use of his
wits, which 1 sincerel{ hope will be soon.
You have made a mistake, Kenmore, and—"'

Nipper?"
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““I haven't, mr,” persisted Kenmore.
“ What about this stiek? Look at it, sir—
there’s blood on the knob. The blow was
delivered with this atick!” .,

“1 have no doubt that you are right,
aa.d Mr. Crowell. ° Indeed, there can be
no question regarding that pnlnt-."

* This in Nipper's stick, sir,” sald Kenmore

fiercely.

Mr. (roxell started.

““ Nonsenst '~ he execlaimed. I do not
helieve - -7

“It's quite right, sie,”” 3 put In. * That
atichk belougs to me, but I can't ssibly
kteas how it camoe to be here. 1 left It in

the cloak roem two days ngo, and 1 haven't
touched it rince."’

“1t is all very extraordinary,” sald Mer.
Crowell grimly, * But I have no donbt that
a perfectly straightforward explanation will
be forthcoming. Yon must be more careful
in what you say, Kenmor>. But enough of
this for the moment. liclp me to carry the
poor lad indoors.”

Between the three of us we managed to
get Starke into the Ancient House—after
his head had been roughly handaged with a
handkerchief. Only the lead and Mrs.
Pouiter were aroused ; the rest of the school
remaited in ignorance of the drama.

The Houae-rfamo was crentI‘y upset, and she
hastily prepared a specinl bedroom in the
private portion of the building. Then she
uttended to the wound, bathing it and
Landaging it.

Meauwhile, Dr. Brett, of Beliton, had been |’y

summoned b{ telephone. And the Head-
master had heard the bsre outline of the
affair from the agitated Mr. Crowell. During
this time | waited abont the passages.
Kenmore did the same, althongh we did not
talk. 1 fancy that Kenmore was keeping IMa
eye on me.

Starie’'s pal was greatly npset. He paced
up and down the corridor, deep in thought.
He was absolutely poeitive that I had struck
the blow; and, in one way, he could hardly
Le biamed for holding that view.

And he was worried with regard to another
oint.  What about the little plot whieh
Starke had planned? Kenmore decided to
keep mum with regard to that. No good
wouid come of revealing the truth.

It would never do to explain to Dr. Stafford
that Sturke had deliberately guarrelled with
me, and that he had further planned to meet
me in the lane, with the intention of pro-
voking me to strike him.

It would be far better to keep all that
dark -to stick to the original plan—to tell
the Head that he, Kenmore, had been dis-
turbed, and had [(ollowed me out to see what
Iy game v.as.

henmore decided that it would be better it
he remained in jgnorance of Starke’'s own
movemeants; he wouldn't explain why Starke
had gone out at eleven o’'clock. 8tarke could
do that when he recovered.

In any case, Kenmore was very glad of
the oppurtunity to compose his mind. After
ten minutes he knew exactly what hig story
wullld be, and it was some relief to him to
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realise that the bulk of it would be true.

As for my own thoughts—vell, they were
riotous.

I knew very well that I was in a tight
corner—bhut only for the moment. The case
would look black agamst me until Starke
himself was able to explain what actually
happened.

Knowing that 1 was innocent, and that my
innocence would be proved when Htarke was
able to speak, 1 did rot get alarmed. 1 was
anxious to get out on to the road again, in
order to make a close examination of the
road surface before the acene could be dis-
turbed.

But 1 was not able to go out then. Some-
body had brutally struck B8tarke to the
ground. But who could have done it? It
was altogether a terrible puzzle—particularly
when I brought to mind the fact that my
own stick had delivered the violent blow.
The night was proving to be a dramatic one
indeed.

Dr. Brett arrived, and we saw him pass
up the stairs. And then followed an anxious
time while we walted for his return. The
doctor was with Starke for fully twenty
minutes.

Both Kenmore and I were at the foot of
the stairs whea Brett came down, en ruute
for the Head’s study. 1 ran up to him and
grabbed his arm.

[ asked

‘“ What's the verdict, doctor?"
cagerly.

‘ Why, hallo, Nipper, what on earth are
ou dotng out of your bed at midnight?"
asked Brett curiously. ‘I didn’t know that
you were up—"'

‘It was Nipper who knocked Starke down,
sir,”” put in Kenmore harshly. * If he doesn't
go to prison——"'

“I think I shall flnad it necessary to
examine you, my boy,”’ eaid Dr. Brett
severely. °* What rubbish are you talking?
Nipper did not deliver that terrible bhlow, 1
am sure. I would never believe such a thing,
under any circumstances. I think I know you

better, eh, my 1ad?’’ he added, patting my
shoulder.

‘* Thanks, doctor,’”’ I said quietly. * Ken-
more is only looking at the bare evidence, and
he isn’'t to be blamed, really. But how i3
Starke? Will the Injury pe fatal, do vou
think?"’

Brett shook his head.

** Oh, no—not fatal,”” he replied. *‘ There
is cvery prospect that Starke will recover
consciousness by the morning—and there is
really no danger whatever. So jyou needn’t
be alarmed.”

‘“ Oh, thank goodness!'’
fervently.

** At the samc time, Starke has had a very
nasty blow,”” went on the doctor. * It will
he several wecks before he is himself again.
Had the blow bheen slightly more to the left,
the skull might well have been fractured.
The wound is an ugly one, and it will need

carefut attention.’”

“Do you know how it was caused?” 1
asked.

'** Obvicusly by sowme heavy

sAid Kenmore

implement,’’
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replied the doctor. * There is a bruise on
the lad’s left arm, too—quite a nasty bruise—
0 LI assume that two blows were struck.
Possibly Starke dodged, and received a knock
on the head which was intcnded for his
body.”

"3"l‘hat seems probable, sir,”’ 1 said elowly.

‘“ You young beggar!”’ growled Kenmore.
“ You ought to know all about it, consider-
iilg that you did it yourself. This pretence on
your part won't do you any good at all.
And Starke's people will probably wvrose-
ente—-"’

**T think you had hetter coimne with me,
Kenmore,”’ interrupted Brett curtly. ** 1f you
have any accusation to make against Nipper
you wmust make it before the Headmaster.
Personally, I think the very idea is pre-
posterous; hut it is neceasary that the point

should he cleared up without delay. The
position is - very uncomfortable for you,
Nipper.”

“* Yesg, sir,”” I said. ‘‘ But I've nothing t«
fear.”

1 am sure ol that,”’ said Dr. Brett
quietly.

We folinwed him to the Headmaster's

study, where we found Mr. Crowell and the
Head in earnest conversation. They both
looked up anxiously as Dr. Brett erntcred,

but they «took no notice of Kenmore and

me.

The doclior lost no time in giving his ver-
dict. _And the Head was
when he learned that Starke's condition was
not grave. However, the situation was
scrious enough, in any case.

“It is a terrible affair, Brett,” s=aid the
Head. ** It secms that Nipper found  Starke
lying upon the road, and I can only assume
that Starke was knocked down bﬁ some
passing tramp or footpad. Do you know if
his watch was miseing, or anything of that
nature?”’

_* Nipper _wouldu’t have stolen his watch,
sir,”’ said Kenmore.

“*What do you mecan?’’ demanded Dr.
Stafford. ‘It seems, Kenmore, that you
have got the mad idea into your hcad tbat
Nipper committed this terrible assault. Such
an idea is utterly preposterous.’

“Of course it is,” declared Brett, nodding.

‘* However, it is just as well that we
should make a few inquiries,”” went on Dr.
Stafford gravely. *‘ 1t seems that a walking-
stick, identitied by Nipper as his own
property, was lying at the scene of the affarr,
and there ia no doubt that Starke wae in-
Jjured by means of that stick. TIs that your
opinion, Brett?”

“I will only say that the injury could
have been caused by Nipper’s stick,”” replied
the doctor. “ At the same time, Starke
might easily have been struck down by
another stick altogether.’”

' Were you carrying that stick with you,
Nipper?” asked the Head.

** No, sir,”” I answered. “ 1 expect Starke
taok it out of the cloakroom when he fetched
:u:' Cap. t']‘]tm-tb the moet probable explana-
on, jen't it?’

greatly relieved

|
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“ Undoubtediy,” agreod tiie Head. * Ap
now we will take your story, heamorr.

Nipper will relate his part of the affair afts--
wards. Come, Kenmore, tell me exactly wlu::
yon heard and zaw.”

Kenmore stepped forward.

‘“ Certainly, sir,” he said. “ I was n.
abhle to sleep when I went to bed, and
heard s=ounds out in the corridor. 8o
opened my door a trifle, and saw Nipper, fu,--
dresaed, pa%sing towarde the staircase—

** That’s rather curion3,” 1 interrupte:i.
“ When 1 passed along, the corridor wusg »

- *

-

black as pitch. How cotld you :ce me, Kc':-
more?”’

““ Well, T heard you, anyhow——"'

“1 don’'t think you did,”” I said. ‘7T didn'*
make a sound, and I defly anybody to =iy
that I was in the passage.”’

*We needn't have any argumcent wi' .,
recgard to the point now, Nipper,” sail .
Stafford gently. ** Please let Kenmcre con-
tinune.”

**1 dresszed as quickly a3 possible,
auessing that Nipper wa<n't up to any good. ’
said Kenmore. ** As you can see, 1 slipped
my things on hurriedly—I didn't even troni!.
about: a collar. And when I go! outzide, i
Triangle was all deserted, and I thought |
was too late.”

‘** And what did you do then?"”

“1 stood quiet for a f[ew moments, ::r,
and I distinctly heard voices,’ said Kenmore.
“*They belonged to Nipper and Starke: i
heard Nipper’s quite plainly, and Starke w-
speaking, too. They were quarrelling, !
judged, and 1 reckoned Nipper must have
struck the blow at that momcnt, because .
was all quiet afterwards.”

‘“ Starke didn't speak to me at all, sir,”" ]
'eaid firmly. * Kenmore's mistaken; he oni;
heard my voice.”

*But how i3 that, Nipper?'' askced th:»

-l
et e

Head. ‘* Why were you talking, since w=
are asked to bcelieve that Starke was already
unconscions?’’

“1 didn’t know he was badly bart, sir-
thought perhaps he was shamnrng, andg |
shouted at him to get up,” I replied. ** That
all. Keumore ouly heard me.”’

** Well, Kenmore?’’ said the Head, looking
at the prerect.

‘““1T jumped over the wall, sir, and walkc:l
down the lane,”” said Kenmore. *‘ Then |
found Nipper standing over Starke. He wix
holding the stick which Mr. Crowell has new
got in his hand.”

‘“ Indeed!”” said the Head. * The whole
affair is certaiunly most distressing. Did you
see anybody else, Kenmore."'

‘*“ Not a soul, sir.”

[ ]
¢

‘““And you 1maintain that you heard
Starke’s voice?”
‘“ Yes, sir,” said Kenmore grimly. *1

heard it plainly. He and Nipper were talk-
ing a minute before I arrived on the &cenec.
Nipper must have lunged out with that stica
while I was getting over the wall.”

‘“ Did Nipper appear guilty?”’ asked the
Head.

** Well,

vea, &, said the Rixth-Farmer.
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“Bul b tried (o hraren it out. althonsh 1 nothing to vrove that | dida't take it with

1 might have hanged by this time if ::""":: IR WO-MOTIOW  eVERInG, at e

r“a:br"nix. he 5‘:"; hn':‘o""?’ . gl - The doctor took his departure, and we all
2 IR DR SN PSR SHEIY. """::’ld y':: mﬁn that I'm innoeent, sir?™

. Well, Kipper. you had better leh me hear | | aaked quietly. ' e
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® Bat I tell you it's true:’” yelled Gulliver,
who Rad rushed into the Remove dormitory a
moment before. * I've just seen Wilson, of
the Sixth, in the and Wilson heard
all ahbout it from Keamove.’'

* And Kenmore heard all about it from
some other chap?’’ euggested PitL sarcastic-
ally. * Aund some other chap heard all about
it from some other chap still. 1 expect
Starke scratched himself, and the rest has
been exaggerated!’’

“ Ha, ha, ha'”

‘“ Yon necdn’'t believe it unlems you like,™
snapped QGuliliver. * But Starke s injured—
nonconscions. He was bludgeoned out in the
lane laat night. 1It's quite poseible he’ll
dilel”

‘** We shouldn’t miss bim much,’’ said Hand-
forth callously —although he wouldn't bhave
made that remark if he had realised the
actual truth. * But I don't helieve 'a word
of it. What do you say, Nipper?”’

‘“It’s true,’’ I replied quietly.

1 had been listening to the conversation
without remurk, hut now 1 had beea obliged
to chip in. Bverybody stared at me as |
])l‘l;d my opinion, and Handforth gave a
miff.

1 dido't think yon were auch a simpic
ton,”’ he sud. * You don’t catch me be-
licvln, anything that Quillver says. Not
Jikely!"”

* Well, T shouldn't be ready to believe
tinlliver in cverything,” 1 aaid; ' hut ia this
case I'll believe him because I was on the
s myself last night. Didn't Wilscn men-
tion me, Gully?"”’

** No,”' replied Galliver. * But he made
some mysterioud remark about a Remove
fellow being guilty of the attack. You don't
mean to say that you knocked Starke down,
Jdo you?'’ :

“*No, I dom’'t,’”" I erid. ** But it's quile
true that Starke is badly injured, and that
he's anconscious—or he was unconscious last
night. He's had a terrible blow on the head.
and he’s in a bad way.”

" Gammon !’ said Hundiorth.

**Ob, draw it mild, Nipper!”

“ It's quite true,” 1 went on. * I happened
to finod Starke in the lane, 20 I know all
ahout it. Kenmore came up while 1 was

there, and he’s Qot an idea that I committed
the awful deed,”

“That's just the kind of idea that Ken-
more would get,”’ said McClurc. ‘' Kenmore's
A beast—and he'd like to get you into trouble.
But it's a bit of a shock, isn't it?2 I wonder
who the dickens bowled Starke over?™

For eeveral minutes the juniors were rot
quite ready to believe the story; hut 1 was
eareful to explain the details, and hefore long
the whole Remove was in a stute of excited
anhlmation.

I had thought it better to tell the truth
straight away. I knew what hasty bezgurs
the janiors were, and I wasn't anxious to be
regarded with suspicion by half the Form.

By hreakfast time the whole school was
talkiay sbont Aarke—and me. The fags, the
‘»idd » -chook and the efnior» had no othe:
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auhject for discuss,on. Even the se:vants wrre
talking of nothing elsa.

And all this talk was bound to lead to a
great number of argnments and expressio:;s
of opinion. At breakfast-time I poticed that
many curious glances were being cast in n.v
direction, and | wasn’t altogether comfort-

ahle.

“ Rotters!”” mottered Wateon, who ¢t
beside me. * They're Ilooking over hery
with suspicion! The awfnl bounders!”

“Ob, never mind!” I said. * They’'l]l a'!

know the truth before long. And if any fellcw
is willing to suspect me on the evidence which

is available at prescnt—well, he can't bo
worth much. I thought [ was trusted more.”’
* Begad! AD' 0 you are, dear old boy!"

said Sir Montie. * No decent chap will thirk
anythin' bheastly about you. It wouldn’t b=
possible, you know. But the whole thing is
rightfully annoyin'—it is, really.”

After hreakfast the fellows collected 10
tnotc in the passages, in the lobby, and
he Triangle. Both Houses were equally ex
cited, for 3such am affair as this scldo.a
occurred at St. Frank’'s.

The very mystery surrounding it gave rie
to much discussion. [ stroled ous into th::
Triangle with my chums, and found Jac:
#rey in o state of great indignation on th:
steps. He was talking with Pitt, and tbe
May sunshine was streaming warmly dowa
upon the old stonework. ’

" The rotters!” said Grey hotly—** the con-
fonnded cads!’”’

‘ Eh?” said Watson. ‘ Cads?”’

‘* Those fellows over there—Qulliver and
Fuliwood and tbat other crowd,” said Grey.
** They're all trying to make out that Nipp: r
§?kgnilty. I bhelieve Kenmore started tlic
idea.”’

**This ought to be interesting,” I saitl.
grimly. ° Suppole we go and listen to the
discussion? There's nothing like hearirnz
public opinion."’’

I spoke lightly, but I was feeling rath:r
upset. I had always prided myself upc)h
heing trusted at St. Frank’s; I thought my
word could be tuaken without question. B::t
a certain number uf juniors were evidentiy
irclined to base their opinion upon appea:-
ances. .

‘* What I say is this,” Fullwood wase 3hout-
ing, * why was Nipper's stick found by
Starke’'s side?”’

‘It wasa't,”’
Nipper's hand!”

** Well, that makes it worse,” went
Fullwood. ‘' There was blood on that sticx.
too. Do you think I'm going to believe that
Nipper emeared that blond on by accident?
Not likely! It seems to me that the whole
case is as clear as daylight. Nipper hasn't
got a leg to stand on!”

‘““Rot!’ bawled Handiorth. = 1f{ you say
that again, Fullwood, I’} slaughter you!
Nipper’s lonocent !’

** Hear, hear!”

‘* Rather!'

*“ 3nod old Nipper!”?

said Gulliver. It was in
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‘““ Let's back him up,
oheers for our skipper!”

*“ Hurrah!’'

‘ Down with the accusers!”

‘““Wipe up the Triangle with 'em!"”

“ Good!”

‘* Hold on!'"' I shouted. ‘' We don't want
to have a row—thanks all the same. And,
alter all, a fellow is entitled to his own
upinion. If they like to think rotten things
about me I cun't help it!”’

“I'm going to punch Fullwood’'s nose!”
roarcd Handforth. *‘ Nipper’s one of the
tfinest, chaps who ever breathed—and I'm not
praising him up when I say that. Every-
body knows it. We've had a few squabbles
now and again, but I'd stick by Nipper if the
¢vidence was twice as strong!”’

* That's jolly good of you, Handy,” I said,

you chaps—three

smiling.
‘““Rot!” shouted Handfoath. “I wish you
wouldn't be such a silly fathead, Nipper!

(+ood be dashed! 1 can state my opinion, 1
suppose, without you chipping in? You mind
your own giddy business!’’

* Sorry!”" I murmured.

‘““And if any fellow stands up to me and
says that Nipper’'s guilty of whopping Starke,

I'tt smash him!” went on Handforth.
*“ What's the evidence, anyhow? What is it,
1 ask you? Just tell me?"”

‘“* Well, to  begin with,”” said Fullwood,

** Nipper was found—"'

‘““Don’t interrupt!”” bellowed Handforth.
‘“* What's the evidence?”

“*1 was just telling you—"'

“I'm going to tell what the evidence is,”
eaid Handforth firmly. ‘' Nipper was found
by Kenmore standing over Starke. Nipper's
stick was there. Poof! 1 can dispose of
that in half a sccond!’’

* Which—the stick?"

‘““Everything!”’ said Edward Oswald.
“ Starke took the stick out—that’s just the
kind of thiag he would do. And Kenmore is
one of the worst cads in the school. We can't
believe a word he eays—and 1'm not going
‘to accept hLis vereion of the aflair. Nipper's
iunocent!”’

** Hear, hear!”

‘“ You're squashed, Fullwood!’’

“Flat!"" said Pitt.

“1'm not squashed at all,”’ declared Full-
wood savagely. ‘' Handforth hasn’t disposed
of the evidence—and he can't! I suppose
you've forgotten that Nipper had a thun-
derin’ row with Starke last night?"

‘““My dhat!”

‘“ And Nipper said he’d smash Starke, too!""

‘“ By jingo! So he did!”

The fellows seemed to just remember the
tacident.

‘“ It's as clear as daylight that the two met
out in the lane, and Starke was attacked by
Nipper,” continued Fullwood. * That was
the first time they’d met since that quarrei.
Don’t forget that. They were alone, and

didn’t think that anybody would interfere.q

And affer a bid of a aqua.bble Nipper bashed
Starke oh ihe head. It's absolntely evident!’
Of coursp It Is!" said Qulliver and Bell
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‘““ Hear, hear!”

This came from Merrell and one or two
others. A number of juniors were silent, and
I noticed that they looked at me queerly.
This aspect of the case had not struck thein
before. They suddenly brought to mind the
fact that I had threatened to get even with
Starke.

And, really, there was a certain amount of
excuse for the juniors. 1 can't possibly deny
that the evidence was black against me. And
;ny position was uncomfortable in the ex-
reme.

‘“Don't worry, dear boy!"’ murmured Tre-
gellis-West, pinching my arm. *‘ All your pals
believe in you. An’ when Starke tells us
who really knocked him down, Fuitlwood an’
the others will look frightfully small, hegad!”

‘““They’ll be ragged, too!’ declared Wat.-
son.

It was painful to me to know that a con-
siderable number of fellows were ready to
believe the worst. They weren't fellows
whom I cared about, or who cared- about 1ne.
So it didn't matter much.

Nevertheless, it wasn't pleasant. All the
decent juniors in the Remove were perfectly
willing to reserve their judgment until Starke
recovered his senses. Not only this, but they
proclaimed their faith in me.

But I wanted to get out of the whole atmo-
sphere, and 1 drew my two chums aside.

‘“ Look here, we've got twenty minutes and
more before lessons,’”’ I said. * Let’'s trot out
to the road, and I'll show you just where 1
mqg Starke. I want to examine the place,

‘“ A epankin’ idea, dear old chap!"” said
Sir Montie readily.

We made our way out of the gateway, and
were soon on the spot where Starke had been
lying. Even now there was a trace of bLlood
on the dusty road. And the dust was also
disturbed considerably. The centre of the
road was quite hard and firm; Starke bhad
been lying at the side.

‘* Nobody seems to have been here,’’ 1
remarked. ‘ That's rather good. I don't
expect the chaps know that this is the exact
apot—'so we'd better not let ourselves bLe
seen.’’

“Why not?'' asked Watson.

** Because it's a curious side of human
nature to have a sort of morhid curiosity in
places where somebody has been killed or
injured,’”” 1 replied. ‘' We should have a
crowd round here in less than five minutes.”

‘ Well, they wouldn't do any harm—"'

' Wouldn't they?'’ I said grimly. “ I don't
want this place disturbed until [I've
thoroughly examined it. There might be
some clues knocking about.’

“ Clues?’’ repeated Watson, staring »out
him. “ 1 don’t see any!‘’

‘“ Anybody might think you were looking
for cricket-balls!” I exclaimed. * Clues don't
lie about in full view, Tommy. Unless a
fellow is trained for that sort of work he
won't find anything at all. Now, if the
guv'nor was here, he'd probabYfy find all sorts
of signs and footprints. I'm going to try
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oy band at the same game, and 1 don’t sce
wby 1 shouldn't be successfulL.” . .
“Go ahead, dear old boy!” said Montie.
*“* We'll watch you.”’
1 commenced my examipation, but oniy a.
few moments had passed before Watson let

out & hail. ] .
* Some fags are having a look at us,’” he

said. 1 don't suppose it matters, does i7"’
“Yes, it does,” I replied. ‘“ We'll stroll
away.’”’

The fags' curiosity was not excited, and
they did not approach. But they still
hovered about the gateway, and we strolled
towards them. Then came the sound of a
motor-car from behind, and immediately
afterwards Dr. Brett turned up.

“ My hat!” 1 exclaimed.
inside!”’

My object was to be somewhere near the
stairease, eo that I could catch Brett as he
came down from his examination. For 1
was naturally anxious to learn Starke’s con-
dition.

As it turned out, it was not nccessary for
us to wait lonzg. Dr. Brett came downstaire
after ten minutes, and he shook his head as
1 gazed at him inquiringly.

** Sorry, Nipper!" he said.

“Let’'s get

‘“ My report is

not very chcering. Starke is still uneon-
scious.’’

‘ Then he's worse than you first thought?™
I asked. o

“* No. It is highly probable that he wiil
come round within an hour or two,”’ said
Brett. ‘‘ Indeed, I am half inclined to believe
that he is now merely in a dcep sieep; but 1
did not disturb him. We shall know more at
dinner-time, anyhow.’’

‘“ Well, we couldn’t know less, sir,”” re-
marked Watson.

The doctor smiled and passed on.

‘“1 awm afraid you are havin’ a shockin’ly
tryin’ time, dear boy,”” said Montie sympa-
thetically. ¢ Just look at the fellows out
in the Triangle. Hecaps of them are veerin’
against you.”

And Tregellis-West was quite right.

Not only Removites, but Third-Formers and
Fifth-Formers were taking the view that 1
was the only human being who could have
comniitted the assault. -In the Sixth there
was a general feeling against me. Starke was
a Sixth-Former, of course, and he received
Whuch support on that account.

Handforth was as energetic as ever. He
had already worked himeelt up to such a pitch
that his face was red and perspiring, his
co’lar limp, and hi3 tie round the corner.

He had had three flzhts in succession, and
the juniors were begiuning to realise that
Ecdvard Oswald Handforth was a formidable
customer to argue with. Handforth's points
. an argument were generally rammed home
with his flets. .

. "You can say what you like,”” he roared.

“But it’'s my opinion that Nipper is inno-
cent! Rate to you!” .

“ Well, I'm- not so sure—"' began Owen
major.

l
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Do you want your nose puncheq,
cad?"’ demanded Handfortb.

'* Didn't you just say that we eould soy
what we liked?"”

“* That doesn’'t matter,”” snapped the lead.:
of Study D, waving the point aside. |
won't hear a word against Nipper. 1 don't
want anybody to suppose that I bold a bn-!
for him, or anything of that eort—"'

‘““ Oh, no!”’ sneered Bell. ‘' You're qui.c
disinierested, ain’t you?”

** Absolutely !’ said Handforth. ‘' Nipper:
nothing to me—nothing whatever. I don't
care what hecomes of him. Not a toss! Bui
if he's flogged or sacked on account of thi:
business, 1'll1—I'l} do terrific damage!"’

‘* And yet you don’t care whidt becomes of
him?” grinned Pitt.

‘““ Not a toss!”’ said De Valerie calmly.

* ‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth glared round him.

““And I don’t think this is exaetly the tim«
for alleged humour—for flippancy!” be ex.
claimed severely. *‘ lHere we have Nipper,
our Form captain, with the Sword ol
Damocles hovering over his head—"!

‘* The sword of which?”

“1 don't suppose you'd understand if 1
explained,” said Handforth witheringly.

* It's not apt, either,’’ chuckled De Valerie.

“We won’t pursue the question,’” saj:d
Handforth hastily. ** Here's Nipser, 1 say,
with a shadow over him. That’s bettcr! A
shadow of guilt!”

** How can there be ~ shadow of guilt il
he's not cuiity?”” asked Pitt mildly.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ It seems to me that some chaps have no
hearts at all,”’ said Edward Oswald bitter!y.
‘““ You make cheap jokes while Nipper remains
under a cloud—"’

** He was in a ehadow just now——"'

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Arc you going to listen to me?’” howle!!
Handforth. ‘' Nipper’s under a cloud, )
8ay, and it’s not right for us to laugh and
joke a3 though nothing had bappened.
'Tain’t fair! And he’ll remain ubnder thi:
cloud until Starke speaks.”

[ suppose Starke's brcath will blow it
away ?”" asked Pitt.

“ Yes, it will!"' shouted Handforth. * Thar
was meant to be funny-—-but it's just th
truth ! _Starke will explain what actually tco'
place, and then the cloud over Nipper wi'i
be gone for good.’

* Qupposing Starke really was attacked by
Nipper?” asked Bell. ‘' Supposing it turn:
out that Nipper committced the assaunl¥? Sup:
posing Starke's ¢vidence is all against Nipper™
What then?’”’

** There's too much supposing about it'"
snapped Haudforth. * But if anything like
that docs happen—well, it'll be a differen*
mattcr. Bnt Starke won't accuee Nipper. He
c:;n't-. Nipper didn’t do it, and there’s an end
of it.”

And Bandforth, hot and flustered, rushed
indoors to have a wash before lessons—whicu
were due 10 cemmence in about a minute.

I felt that I was quite assured of Rand:
forth's eupport. And that energetic youth, .

you
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epite of his failings, was a most recliable
fcllow. Therc was nothing much wrong with
old Handyv. Fellows said that he was an
ass, and perhaps he was in certain ways, but
he was as true as a die.

And so we went into lessons with the ques-
tion s&till undecided. But I was feeling quite
comfortable and confident—in spite of the
hostile, suspicious glances of many Removites.

But the hour of fate was at hand!

S, csm—

CHAPTER VIL
THE BLOW FALLS,

6f TARKE, old fellow—wake up!”
It was Kenmore who murmured
. the words, and he did so cagerly.
He was sitting close to the patient's
bed., and it happened that he was alone witi
Starke for the time.

Mrs. Poulter could not be in the sick-room
continually, and Dr. Brett had not yet pro-
cured a nurse, although one would shortly
be arriving. Kenmore had asked permission
to watch over hie chum, and this permiesion
had been granted.

For Kenmorc really liked Starke—althouygh
this was curious enough. Starke was one of
the most unlikeahle fellows imaginable. But
there was a kind of bond of union between
the two—they were birds of a feather.

‘““Wake up, old man!" said Kenmore
tensely. -

A change had come over Starke. Twice he
had sighed, and some colour had crept into
fiis chceks. His cves had flickered for a
moment. but then he seemed to sleep soundly
again.

‘““[t's me, Starke—Kenny!'” whispered the
-genior.  ** I'm jolly anxiocus about you, you
know-—"

Kenmore paused as Starke suddenly opened
his ¢yes and starcd at the cciling. He con-
tinued to stare for two or thrce moments,
and then his gaze wandered almost dazedly
about until it rested upon Kenmore. Then a
lisht of recognition came into Starke’s eyes.

‘“ Hallo, Kenny!” he =aid in a whisper.
“ Time to get up yet?"”’

‘““ By George! I'm jolly glad to hear you
epcaking again!'’ cxclaimed Kenmore, with
relief. ** How are you fecling, old man?”’

Starke placed a hand to his bandaged head

“Ob. rotten!"”" he muttered. *‘ Did we gu
out itast right, Kenny? 1 don't seema to re-
member exactly—- Oh! Oh, my head!”

Starke had preesed upon the bandage, and
he winced visibly. ‘

*“ Painfui. old chap?”’ asked Kcnmore.

““What the thunder’'s the matter?’”
groamed Starke. ‘“ This isn't an ordinary
headache. ] must have becen hashcd—— Ah!
I geem to remember—- Where the deuce am
1? What bedroom’s thig?"’

** You're in the Ancient House, and you've
heen unconscious asince last night,”’ replied

Kenmore. ‘* About ten or eleven hours, I'm
awfully glad that you've recovered your
acnses.”’
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Starke closed his eyes, and lay mctionless
for so long that Kcnmore thought he had
gonc to sleep again.

‘** Would you like anything?'" he aeked.
‘“ Some water, or——"

“ No, I don't want anything,”” said Starke,

openi his eyes. * 1 was just trying to
remember what happened. I think I know all
right. By George! I'll make the chap pay

F

for this—the murderonsg cur!’*

‘“ So—so it was Nipper, after all?” askced
Kenmore eagerly.

* Eh? Nipper?”

“ Didn't Nipper knock you down?”’

“I—I don't seem to havce it all clear yet,”
said Starkc slowly, although his eyes lookcd
quite intelligent. ** What do you mean —
Nipper? What do you know about it?"’

Kenmore took a deep breath.

““ Nipper was bending over you whcn I
arrived on the scene last night—aa: w»
planned,”’ he whispered. *‘‘ He'd got his own
knobbed stick in his hand, and you were Iying
at his feet unconscious. I knew well enough
that he knocked you down. Isn’t that :o!
Can’'t you remember?’’

A curious light came into Starke's €ycs -3
queer, intent gleam.

‘“ Nipper,”’ he muttered dreamily. * Nippce
was found bending over me, holding a stick--
and he's suspected. Gad! That's rather bad
for the young bounder! I didn’'t think he'd
be coppcd. I thought he'd slip away."

““ 8o he did do it, then?” asked Kcnmore
eagerly.

Starke did not reply for a full minute. He
pretended to be still in a state of dreamy
dazedness. But, as a matter of fact, Starke
had recovcred his full wits when he awoke.
And Kenmore’'s words had put an edgce to

his senses. Hec was keenly alive to the pasei-
bilities.

What a splendid chance! Starke was
thinking oi that all the time. \What an

opportunity to get even! He mad. up his
mind vcry quickly, and slowly nodded as
Kenmore watched him.

‘* Yes!" he said deliberately.

* You---you mecan that Nipper bowled you
over?’

‘““ Yes, he did—the murderous littie dog!”’
said Starke. ‘* He whirled that stick of his
round before I could dodge, and it caugnt me
a terrific crash on the head. That's all [
remember."’ ' ‘

** By Georze!” said Kenmaore, his eyes ali!
tering. *‘1 knew it all along! And the Headl
thinks that Nipper's innocent- -he think., that .

little beast is a kind of eaint! He'll bo
sacked, Starke—kicked out!”
Starke's bhead was aching reverely. nd

he felt dizzy and ill. But in apite o1 this he
was far more cunniog than usual. He Lhad
decided to take a terrible revenge for the
fancied injuries which had been done hinn
He told himself that it would make no dil
Jeggnce now: he had been injured, and wuat
ever story he told, it wouldn't make him well
again. And Starkc became cunning. He

knew Kenmore's character well, and he also
knew that bis neyt move would he quite safe,
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1 don't want to be hard on the littie
beggar,”” he said. ‘' 1f the case hasn't heen

roved against him, Kenny, we’ll keep roum.
f shouldn’s like him to be sacked on my
account. Let's keép this to ourselves.”

Kenmore atared in amazemcnt.

“ Keep it to ourselves!"” he echoed. * Do
you mean that you’re willing to keep quiet
about what happened? Do you mean that
you won't tell the Head that it was Nipper
who knocked youv down?"’

“1 don't want to be vindictive,'® said
Starke. ‘' It won't do me auy good, will it?
1 don’'t tuppose Nipper mcant to bash me so
hard, anyway. It was a vicious, deliberate
attack, I know: but we'll let it drop.”

“We won't do anything of the sort!’’ de-
clarcd Kenmore grimly. *' 1'm going to tel)
the Head everything—even if you don't!"

Starke had known wel enough that Ken-
more would adopt this attitude ; otherwise he
wonldn’'t have pretended to be &n generoua.
For Starke was just as anvxious for the
*““truth "’ to come out as Kenmore waa.

‘* No, don’t be hard on the youngster,”” said
Btarke. *‘ He'll be punished by his con-
ecience, 1 expect——"'

‘“ And what are jou going to say?’" de-
manded Kenmore. ‘' How are you going to
explain that you were knocted down?"

“Oh, 1 can say that a tramp whacked
me——"’

“Rot!"” aaid Kenmore. ‘' Nipper did it,
and Nipper’s going to soffer for it. You've
told me the truth, Starke, and I don't mean
10 see Nipper escape the punizhment he d¢-
serves. If you don't tell the Hcad, 1 shall.”

‘“Oh, well, in that case 1 suppose 1d
better,”” muttered RBtarke. * After all, he
deserves to be sacked, doesn’s he? I$ was
a rotten trick, Kenny. 1 shall be in bed for
weeks, I suppose.’”’

Kenmore rose to hls feet.

“I'm going to fetch help now,” he said
‘“You lie quiet, old man, and wait until I
come back. Oh, I think somebody's—"'

The door opened and Mrs. Poulter entercd.

“T belicve he’s just coming round, Mra.
Poulter,” said Kenmore, in & whisper. * He
looks & lot better, anyhow. [ was just
trying to make him speak to me. He'll be all
right soon, I'm sure.”

‘““Has Maater Starke said anything?” fn-
qujred the Houeec dame.

“No,” sald Kenmore untruthfully.

He escaped from the room, knowing that
Starke had heard him, and that be would
act aooordingly. Kenmore didn’'t want it to
bc known that he and Starke had had a
private chat. Kenmore had wits enough to
realise that some fellows would think that
the pair had arranged the story together.

The Sixth-Former hurried to the Head's
rtudy and entered. Dr. Stafford looked wp
ahu?vly as he saw the jdentity of his visiter.

‘‘ Well, Kenmore?'’ he asked.

1 think that Starke is recourlnf
&ciousness, sir,”” said Kenmore. “ Wijl
picase come, sir?’’

** Yes, at once!’’

The Head bustied ont of his study, and he

con-
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was fwilowed by Neomore up to the bed
room. As it happened, Dr. Brett had arrived
at practically the same time, and all thre.
entered the sick-room together.

** Hush, sir!" whisperrd Mra, Poulter
* He's just a-comin’ rouvod!”’

Brett went over to the hedside.

‘“ Kplendid!’’ he rxclaimed softly. ** Ther-
iIs & marked change in the lad's appearanc:
How are you fecling, Starke?”’

Starke opened his eyes dreamily.

‘“ You jyou littde beggar!'" he mutters
“ 1f yon dare to touch me with that stick—

Eh? Oh, I I - Hallo, Kenny!"
** Slightly delitions for the first moment.
murmnred the doctor, turning his hea

** Did the lud say anything before we cam
Mrs. Poolter?”

“ He muttered something, sir, but |
matron.

conldn’t catch it,”” repited ¢

* What rot!"’ said Starke dully. * I'm ant
delirious, 1 know what I'm talking about
You're Dr. Brett, and that's Kenmore ove-
there, and the Head. Good morning, cir!
Or is it afternoon?”

Starke did it really well, considering h):
condition.

‘*Do yon think yon are well emough '«
apeak for 2 few moments, my poor ‘Lnl."
aaked the Head softly. ** We are very anxioux
to find out how you came by that terribl:
blow on your forehead. 1 want you to teil
me cxactly how it happened, so tbat the cu.
prit may he suitably pu.ished.’’

1 JdJon't want to get him into troubi..
gr,”’ murmnred Starke. [ don't suppose
punishment will do him any "

‘“] admire your generous spirit, Stark:.
but 1 insist upoms your giving me the name !
your attacker,” said Dr. Stafford gravely.
** Come, my boy!'”

* Wril, sir, | don't want to depleas
y0u,” said Starke weakly—and there was no
sham ahout that. It was Nipper who triei
to kill me— because I bhelieve that's what be
wanted to do! It was Nipper —'°

‘* Good gracious!'’' gasped the Head.

Re exchanged a quick, increduloua glance
with Brett,-and they both bent eloser over
the bed. Kenmore stood motionlees, and Mrs.
Poulter listened with pain and astonlshmey®

** Master Nipper!'’ shc murmured. ‘* No.
never!’ '

* Did | understand you to say, Starke, that
Nipper dclivered the blow which injureil
you?' said the Head, terribly grave. ‘' C
your words ean!ul:’y. my boy. Tell mo pre
ciscly what occurred.”’

Starke closed bhis eyesa for a moment, and
then opened them again.

“1 was out after bed-ilme, sir,”” he salq
**] suppose 1'd better counfess it now, [- 1
wanted to ind something I'd loat dowp the
lame. And |} hal‘aseued to meet Nipper. Ile
and | had a bit of a row during the evening.
you kpow, and Nipper had threatened to get
even with me. thought it was only 2
threat at the time- juit a hit of bluff."

‘“ And wasn't R7'° asked Brets sharply.

“1-1 doa't $hiak %0, eiv,’”’ mutte Jjaka.
in a weary vaice ‘' Nipper stopped me an |
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cliff3 in my canoe, and ran straight into three
Arahs who were passing in another canoc.
They put me into their boat, and brought mc
down the Bana to Tib Mohanimed’s camp, a
journey of four or five days.”

‘““That was hard luck for you. They will
keep you a prisoner, I am afraid.”

‘““Oh, no! I belicve I shall be rescued.’”’

‘“ Why do you think that, Miss Lorna?"”

‘“ Becausc lim, cne of our Somalis, saw
me caught by the Arabs from the top of the
cliffs. He was sent there by my father, who
has now and again had a wateh sct. He has
been uncasy for wecks, having learned that
the slavers had heard rumours of the valley,
ol that they were trying to find it.

““ Selim must have hastencd to the house
with the news, and my father and Chanka,
and =ome of the Somalis, would have startcd
down the river in canoes in pursuit of me as
quickly as possible. They couldn’t have been
far behind. They may come at any minute,
and we shall both be rescued.”

‘“ By George, that's finc!”’ exelaimed Dick.
“ How many of the Somalis are there in all?”

** There arc thirty of them.” said the girl.
“ And 1 should think that father would have
brought half of them with him."”

‘“ Well, that ought to be enough to deal
with Tib Mohammed and his band, if they
(ake them by surprice. You've madec me
feel a lot more cheerful, Miss Lorna. 1 want
badlv to get away from herc. Alan Carne
must be marching in this dircction with my
safari, and-—"'

The lad broke¢ off abruptly, and,
couragcous though he was. a greyish pallor
crept into his bronzed checks.

“You'll be all right,” he :aid hoarsely:
“but T guess if the Somalis dcn’t arrive
pretty soon they won't find me alive.”*

““ What do you mean?”’ Lorna Fergu:on
asked.

“I've just thought of something I'd for-
gotten.” Dick answered. ‘' It clean slipped
my mind. Tib Mohammed swore that he
would kill me in the morning, and it's nearly
that now.”

** Yes, he did say that, i English,”” the
girl assented. in a startled tonme. “ 1 had
forgotten, too.”

*It's a knock-out blow, Miss Lorna. 1t’s hit
me hard, though I'm no coward. I reckon
I'll never see the hidden valley. Alan Carne
and I had meant to push on there.”

Lorna Ferguson shook her head gravely.

“You could acver bhave found it,”” she
replied; ¢ and it would have been foolish of
you to {ry. It is a forbidden place. My
father won't have stra.ngers come there.’”’

** You needn’t WOITY, ’ muttercd the lad.
“I'm as good as dead.’

“Don’t talk like that. Why shouldn’t you
cscape? My hands are frece, and I'll untie;
yours, so that you will be ablec to slip ol
while it is still dark.” .

I never thought of thaf, Miss Lorna. Be

I'll take my chance if I get

quick about {t.
and if I escape I'll contrive to set you
tree. should you

It
not he rescucd by the|
Somalis."”
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. The faint glow of the dawn was now flush-
ing on the horizon. Nestling closer to Dick,
the girl thrust her hapndg behind him, and
with nimble fingers tugged guardedly at hia
fetters. It did not take her long. The loosed
cords soon slipped from the lad’'s wrists, and
the qext instant Lorna Ferguson clutched his

arm.
‘““Look!"”’ she whispered. “ Where is he

THE ATTACK ON THE CAMP.

coing?’”’

T was thc Arab sentry who had attracted
the girl's attention. He had risen from
the log, and was standing in an alert ut-

titude, clutching his long-barrelled gun
and gazing towards the river.

Suddenly he glided in that direction. and as
he disappeared from their range of vision
Lorna Ferguson and the lad crept to the
arched doorway of the hut and peered around
the side ol it.

*“ What can be the matter?’ asked the
girl, in a low tone. ‘" He must have seen
something, or heard some suspicious noise."

*One or the other, I guess,” Dick replied.
‘““He's as jerky as a bunch of live wires.”

1t was evident that something had startlcd
the Arab. Hc was standing at the water's
edge, crouched like a stalking panther, now
craning his neck to right and left, and now
putting a hand to his ear.

For a few seconds he remained thus, look-
ing into the jungle growth on both sides ot
him and out on to the murky current; and
then, of a sudden, hc threw his big gun to
his shoulder and pointed it up the stream.

‘* He is going to shoot!’ gasped Lorna.

The weapon belched a jet of flame. Thers
was a thunderous explosion, and it was fol-
lowed almost immediately by two sharp, bark-
ing reports from a small firearm.

The shots had been aimed at the Arab, and
one of them had hit him. He gave a con-
vulsive jump, uttering a screech of agony;
and as he pitched headlong on the pebbly
shore, a quivering, huddled heap, therc was a
burst of lusty cheers, mingled with crashing,
floundering sounds.

‘““ By Jove, it must be your people!’” de-
clared Dick. _

‘“Yes, father and thc Somalis!"’ cried the
girl. ‘“The have landed somewhere above,
and are coming to rescue us!”

" The wiser course would have heen for them
to stay in their huts; but Lorna, in hecr jov

and excitement, at once darted out, and the
lad hastened after her.

By then the slavers had swarmed from
their huts, and were gazing around them in
panic and confusion. The girl ran blindly in
amongst them, and was promptly seized; and
Dick, fearing that she would be carried off
before she could be rescued, at once dashed
with reckless valour to her assistance.

Snatching a pistol from one of the Arabs,
he felled him to the zground with a s&troke

(Continued on p, iii of Cover.}
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from the butt of the weapon, and flung him-'

celf into the thick of the group.

So desperate was his onset, so effective
the blows he dealt with the tol, that he
pressed the slavers back a little, and suc-
ceeded in tearing Lorna from their cjutches.

He had no more than pushed her behind
him, when the rescue-party came rushing
from the thickets into the eamp, a dusky,
seething mass in the grey light of the dawn.

The girl sped towards them, calling to Dick,
and he was about to follow her, when one of
the Arahs struck him a glancing blow on the
head with the stock of a gun.

He staggered, dizzy with pain, and a second
blow barely missed him as hz toppled into a
copse of bushes at the rear of the smoulder
ing fire.

The sheltering foliage closed over him, and
as his senses swam Lorna’s voice rang faintly
to his ears:

‘“ 8ave him, father! 8ave the white boy!”

For a short interval the lad lay there
stunned, and when at length he scrambled to
his feet, still half-dazed, the ficht was in full
swing in front of Lim. Yells and shouts, the
spluttering of revolvers, and the heavy reports
of guns blended in a deafening inferno of
noise.

The white-robed Somalis and the Arabs, in
their garments of blue eotton, were surging
to and fro, hacking and thrusting and shoot-
ing. .
The girl was invisihle, but there was a
glimpse of a tall, yellow-bearded man, who
was discharging a revolver; and by his side
the stalwart Masai warrior, Chanka, wear-
ing a waistclout of leopard’'s skin, was attack-
ing his enemies with a great double-bladed
spear. -

“[t's a toss-up who wins,”” Dick said to
himself. *‘* There are as many of one party as
the other.”

The struggle was soon over. The slavcrs,
finding that they were getting the worst of
it, suddenly gaverway to their assailants, and
took to-their heels.

They fled to right and left of the lad. yc¢it-
ing with rage as they scuttled to the east side
of the glade, where the ascent to the forest
was net 80 steep as at the rear.

Dick bad recovered from the effects of tnc
blow now. Through the wreathing powder-
smoke he saw Lorna clasped in her father s
arms, and he was about to hurry forward,
when, to his consternation, the big Masa
charged towards him, shouting his boomins
war-cry.

Being unable to see the lad clearly, he
was un.der the impression that he was one ot
the Arabs.

“ It’s all right!"' Dick exelaimed, as loudly
as he could. *' I'm a friend!"

Either his voice was drowned by the
tumult, or Chanka did not understand the
words. Still bellowing his blood-curdling war
cry, he charged on. and lunged with his spear
at the lad, who felt the point of the weapou

prick him as he turned and ran for his life. |

e had the undischarged pistol he had
wrenched from one of the slavers, but he was
luth to fire at the Masai.

[

fif

Having gained a little on his purster by
prodigious strides, he reached the base of the
slope that was at the back of *he eamp; and,
not daring to stop therc, he exerted all his
strength and bounded to the top of it.

He plunged imto the dark, lealy cover
beyond him, and floundered through it for A
few yards, with the intention of hiding until;
it would be safe for him to return.

But as he stopped a shadowy form sprang
at him. 'Fwo muscular arms clasped hm
around the waist, and the next iustant he
was lifted off his feet and thrown across tie
shoulder of Tib Mobammed, whose voice
hissed savagely at his ear:

** You white dog! I have you!™

It was the cxcitement that had sustained
Dick’'s strength. He had caten nothing since
the evening of the Bajanga attack, thirty-six
hours ago, and he was now hebpless, unabie
to offer any resistancc. Nor could he call for
help, for his captor was tightly squeezing hig
throat with one hand.

On both eides of him he hearnd guttural
voices and the patter of feet. The Araba
who had survived the battle were in flight
with their leader, and all was quict in the
rear, save for a vague ciamour that wus

gradually ebbing.

There was not a sound to indicate that
Rohert Ferguson and his Somalis were in pur-
suit of the fugitives. The lad was douht.
less to be abandoned to his fate, and b
knew why.

“1 guess there's no chance of my beinw
rescued,”” he retlected. * Lorua will try to
persuade her father to come after me, but
he'll refuse, because he docsn't want strangers
to learn anything about his bidden vallev.
I'm mighty glad the girl has been rescueid,
though.”

The band of slavers pushed steadily an:
rapidly on, penetrating dense and scembre

(Continued overieaf.)
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