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(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1.
UNDER A CLOUD!

T. FRANK'S was in an uproar.

That, in a way of speaking, is putting
it miidly. And all this uproar was
mainly on account of the skipper ol

the Remove Form in the Ancient House. This
voung gentleman was on the point of opeiny
cxpelled in dire disgrace from the school.

And, as the captain of the Remove bap-
pened to be myself, I was not feeling parti-
cularly gay. Such an event as this was about
the very last thihg that onc would have ex-
pected to happen. _

[—Nipper—was shortly to receive the order
of the boot.

And why?

Not bhecause I had deserved expalsion, but
brcause Walter Starke, of the Sixth, bhad
deliberately faked up evidence to get me
sacked. That was really the long and the
short of it.

I knew the evidence was faked because 1
knew that I hadn’t committed the crime
with which I was charged.” But the other
fellows didn't know it. They were compelled
to choose between two alternatives. One--
to bhelieve my unsupported word; or, two -to
accept the long list of cvidence which was
arrayed against me.

It was asking a lot to expect any sane
irerson to believe in me; it was asking such
n lot that I had no hope of retaining the
ioyalty of any single fellow—with the not-
able exceptions of Tommy Wateon and Sir
Montie Tregellis-West.

These two were my own particular chums
—-my own study-mates. And they, I knew,
would remain staunch, no matter how black
the evidence against me happened to be. I
was positive of their support.

As for the rest, it was hardly fair for me
to-expect even an outward show of loyalty.
- Morning lessons were over, and I had only
just left the Headmaster's study, after hear-
1ng the fatal decision Dr. Statford had

i

decrced that T should lcave St. Frunk's that
very day.

It was a terrinie blow to me, and [ was
almost stunned by it. But I was far mere
stunned by the shock of hearinz that Starke
had deiiberately lied in order to get ure
kicked out of the school.

For me¢ to blame the Head would have
been unjust. He had believed in me stron:iy
until Starke had teld his story. After that
it was really impossible foi the Head to retain
the slichtest faith in any utterance of minc
For the whole string of evidence was as black
as pitch against me.

I hadn’'t yet told my two chumi. But
they knew. The story had got about like
wildfire. Before I arrived in Study C, in
the Ancient House. practically every senicr
and junior in the school knew that I was
booked for expulsion.

They knew that 1 had been proved gwity
of a brutal assault upon Starke, of tne
Sixth. For that was the charge. And, s»
far a3 1 could see, there was ro single loop-
hole for me to escape.

I found Tregellis-West and Watson wait:
ing for me in the study. after my interview
with the Head. I had passed several other
juniors on the way, but they had only stare:l
at me, and I had said nothing.

“ Well?"' asked Watzson hoarsely.

‘““ Don't you know?"' I asked. * Every-
body else seems to know, anyhow. Tha
Head’s told me that I'm going to be sacked.
As a matter of fact, I'm sacked alreadyv.
I've simply got to pack up—that’s all.””

“ Oh, my goodness!"" =aid Watson dazed:y

‘* Dear old fellow, there must be soinc
frichtful bloomer,"” said Sir Montie. “ I can't
believe that the Head has ziven you the ordert
of the boot. It's too shockin'; it's too
frightful!”

**And I'm helpless.”” U said, elenching my
fists. ‘I can't do a siagle thing. There
isn't time to investigate anvthing—I've got L)
clear before this evening! Oh, why isn't th:
guv'nor here?"?
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“This so:t of thing gencrally happens
when a chap’s alone,”” said Watson.
** Couldn't you €cnd a wire to Mr. Lee, or
something—"' o

[ don't know where he 18, 1 replied,
sinking into a chair.

And that was the literal truth.

Nelson Lee, my guv'nor—the famous
criminologist—bad left St. Frank’s over a
week before, bound on a mission to Spain or
Italy. I really didn't know where hc¢ “as,
for he had been pledged to secreccy.

But I did know that I was left on my own
at St. Wraunk's. I had pobody to turn to
And Walter Starke had scized the oppor-
tunity to get his own back. Starke had bad
his kuife into me for somc time, bevause 1
had organised a stiff resistance against the
Pullying. _

Starkc had been the chief culprit, and his
defeat had weighed hcavity upon him. He
and Kenmore had planned a litte schemc to
et cven with me—as they termed it. The
idea had been to get me flogged for striking
a prefect. But ihe plot had worked out very
diferently, and 1 was in a maze regardiug the
actual truth. _

** Sacked!" I exclaimed bitterly. “if 1
thought there was the slightest chanoce, 1d
£o to the Head again; 1'd ask him to give
me an opportunity ol proving my innocence. |
But he wouldn't listen. 1 couldn't expect
him to.” .

‘“It’'s a terrible poaition, dear old boy,”’
siid -Sir Montie smoothly. * But you'll win
throngh. I haven't the slightest doubt about
that—1I Dbhaven't, realiy. You generally
nianage to come out on top, hegad!™

| looked up suddenly.

““By the way,” I said, ** what about you
chaps? You've heard the evidenee, haven't |
syou? You'vc heard what Starke’s said?”

" Yes,”' said Watson bluntly.

" Well?”

** What do you mean--*well 7" aeked
W;}It;c.-on. It secems jolly rotten to me--not
\“"‘ .'i

** I mean, don’t you think that I'm guilty?>’
I asked quietly.

Tregeellis-West und Watson gazed at one
another. Sir Montie adjusted his pince-nez
and set  his juw. Tommy Watson slow'y
pusghed back his cnat-sleeves.

** Say that again!” he said grimly. * Say it
again, you silly ass, and 1'll bump you on
the floor!’"

*“An’ Tl
Maontie.

“Don’t you say anyihing like that avother
time!"" continued Watson warmly. * Do we;
think you're guilty! What rot! Do we think
the stars are coming down to earth! You
thundering ass, we know you're innocent!”

** But the evidence——"'

** Hang the cvidence—blow the evidence—
rats {o the cvidencc!' roared Watson.
** What do I care about evidence? Do you
think we don't know the stuff you're made
of?7 11 we can’'t be true to our chium, it's
time wec pegged out!”

“1'm with you all along, Tommy, old boy,”’

H

|

help »ycu, said Sir

begad:™

| awTul to think about'”
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said Sir Montie gracefully. “1I was goin”
to say all that, you know, but not quite so
forcibly. However, it’s just as weil to ram
the points hcme, begad! There's nothin’ like
showin' the frightful dufier that we won't
stand any nonsense!’’ » ‘

I looked at my chums with glowiung cyes.

‘*You’re a couple of real pals,” gaid
quietly. ** You simply trust in ure when the
darkness i3 at its worst stage—"" _

‘““ Why, you fathead, the sum is shinng!™”’
said Watson obtusely.

‘““ Dear old Nipper was speakin’ in mela-
phor,”’ explained Sir Montie, with a emile.

‘““1 don’t carc how he was speaking,” said
Watson. ‘I only know that:we've got to
stick by him, even if everybbody else goces
azainst the theee of us. He can always rcly
on our loyalty.”

“* Right to the last lap, begad!" said 't're-
gellis-West.

** It’s splendid of you—" 1 began.

‘*And if you eay anything like that
again, you'll make me wild,”” interrupted
Watson fiercely. ‘' There’s nothing spiendid
in a couple of chaps sticaing up for their pal.
S0 don't make a mountain out of a mole-
hill. It’s ocur duty, if it comes to that. ]
don't care what Starke says, or what any-
body else says. You didn’t bash him on the
head, and 1 never will believe that you
bashed him on the head!”

And Wateon thumped the table to -empha:
gise 9 words.

**But all this deeanh’t alter the fact that
the position is simply frightful,” said Sir
Montie. * It's not only . frightful, but
appallin’. You don't seem to realise, Tommy,
that Nipper is leavin' 8t. Frank’s to-day!
Hc's expelled—sacked in diegrace!”

“T don't beL‘aeve he’ll go!” said Watseon.
** Dash it all, can't believe it. lt_.‘s too

Meanwhile, the other fellows in the Remove
were discussing the same subject; and severa;
of thcm were like Watson. They couldn’t
beticve that I had received my orders to quit,

In the lobby of the Ancient House a groap
of Removites were talking animatedly. They
were discuesing the various points in the
whole case; they were attempting to find a
chance of behieving that a mistake had been
made. But everything seemed so black.

“*We'l go over the thing in detail,” said
Reginald Pitt firmly. ‘' Persomally, I can't
believe that Nipper js such a cad—I don't
believe it. Aud if we only discuss every-

{ thing that’s happened, we shall ind a weak

tpot somewhere. Every casge of this kind has
a w_cia'k spot, and we've got to lay our fingers
on 1t."”

** That's all very well,” said Owen major.
“ Bus this isn't am affair where we're asked
to belicve the bare word of a fellow Jike.
Starke. It’s everything combined; and every-
thing fits together.” oL

“ Justiag Hf it had been manufactured;”
caid Jack Grey. Lo

“*Eh? Manufactured!"” said Pitt. “ H'm!
So it does, Jack. I wonder if any part of it
wae faked up? The beginning of it all waa
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that Starke and Nipper had a quarrel last major. *‘1I've always reckoned that Nipper

night—""' .
» * A quarrel which was manufacturad,’’ said

Grey. k

** Exactly,” agreed Pitt. ** That's just what
I meant. Starke came along and deliberately
insulted Nipper, so that the poor chap was
enraged so much that he let fly. Starke went
off while he was still safe, after ‘uttering a

lot of insults, and Nipper thrcatened to get |

even.” .

"dThat'.s a point against him,"’ eaid Hub-
bard.

** Perhaps it is—or it seems to be,” cou-
tinued Pitt. * The next thing was that
Nipper broke bounds after lights-out to go
down to the River House School—to work off
a jape on Brewster and Co. It's a pity he
weat 2lonc—but there it is.
Starke lying unconscious in the road——"

** Rats!"”" said Hubbard. ** Nipper mect
Starke, and sloshed him over the head with
a whacking great stick!”

“I'm relating Nipper’s version,'’ said Pitt.
“ Nipper's account was that he found Starke
lying unconscious—battered and badly injured.
~ipper's own stick was on the ground, and
he picked it up mechanically——"

** A likely yarn!’’ sneered Gulliver,

‘“Very likely indeed—quite reasonable, in
fact,”” said Pitt calmly. ** Why shouldn’t he
pick up his own stick? And I should like to
know whether it's unrcasonable to suppose
that Stacke should have taken it out with
him? That stick was in the cloak-room, and

Starke must have gone to the cloak-room to 4

et his cap. But we'll let that point pass.
What happened next?’’

** Why, Kenmore came along and found+

Nipper bending over Starke,”” said Grey.
" 1lsn't it rather quecr that both Starke and
Kenmore should have been out at the same
time? Isn't that a weak spot, Reggie?”

‘“ Hardly,”' replied Pitt. *‘ They sleep in

Nipper found |

different bedrooms, and it might have been a
ccincidence. Kenmore accused Nipper of in-l
flicting a nasty wound on Starke's forehead,
and Nipper swore that he was innocent. Hel
was hauled before the Head, and the story
was gone into. Dr. Stafford believed in
lNippe:r, and so did most of the chaps
1Icre ' .

“1 didn’t,”” eaid Gulliver.
was guilty all along.”

‘“*Yes, you would!"" szaid Pitt contemptu-
ously. ** Well, we knew nothing more until
half an hour ago. Then we learned that
Starke had recovered consciousness. Until ne
spoke there was still a gencral hope that
Nipper's innocence would be proved. Bat
Starke has said it was Nipper who attnckedg
him—that it was Nipper who struck him to
the ground.”

‘“And there's no earthly recason why
Starke should say a thing like that if it
wasn't. true,”” put in Hubbard. * He even
said something about it in his delirium.
hefore he actually recovered. And that provea
it to the hilt. He couldn't say a thing like
that in delirium unless it was true.”

“ 0t course he couldn't,” agreed Owcnl

y

** 1 thcught he

fwas a fine chap, and U’ve generally harked

him up; but this affair is a bit too thick. H.
quarrelled with Starke, met Starke in the
lane, and whacked him. That's the case in a
nutshell.  While Starke was unconscious he
swore that he was innocent. Perhaps he
thought that Starke would remmember nothing
about it, or something of that sort. HRut it's
all finished with now. Starke was able tn
tell what happened, and Nipper {8 going to be
sacked.”

* And serve him right, too!" declared Hub.
bard. * Don’t forget that Starke’'s story of
what took place, tald the very instant he
recovered consciotisness, tallies perfectly with
the evidence that was ohtained beforehand.
So there’'s no giddy possibility of any hitch or
mistake.’’

“ That's what it looks like, anyhow,” ad-
mitted Pitt. ** But, as Nipper knows only ton
well himself, appearances aren’'t cverything
It's my belief that there’ll be a surprise in
this case before long. Starke's story has
made Nipper out to be a liar; but 1 ‘mnk
it's tar more likely that Starke is the har!'”

‘“ Hear, hear!"' sadd Grey.

But he was not echoed by anybody cise.
The fellows could not quite wccept the theory
that Starke had lied.

‘“ When you come to analyse the case fully.
it becomes more convincing against Nipper
than ever,”” said Owen major. “* If we accept
the theory that Nipper didn't do it, we've
got to bear in mind that somebody else did.
And wito could that soincbody elwe be? A
tramp? Ridiculous, because Starke’s moncy
and watch were intact. And there's another
point, too—and [ don’'t bclieve any of you
fellows have considered it.”

* What point's that?'' asked Pitt.

“ We'll still assume that Nippcr is innocent,
as he says he is,”’ continued Owen major, with
really astonishing shrewdneze. * ‘T'hat mecatia
that somebody else bowled Starke over—-'°

* You said that before,” put in Hubbard.

“I know I did; but this is ditferent,”’ con-
tinued Owen. * Somebody else knocked
Starke down; and it standa to reason thac
Starke couldn’'t have known anything about
Nipper coming to the spot. Doesu't it?"”

“ Well, T suppose it does.,”” agreed Pitt.
“ What of it?"”

“ That's my point,”" said Owen. * Don't
you understand? Accepting the fact that
Nipper's innccent, Starke kuew nothing ot
him coming—he didn't even know that he
helped to carry him indocra. Then how do
you account for the fact that the very first
thing that Starke said, when he regained bhia

wits, was that Nipper was gzuilty? How
could he have said that if Nipper hadn't

turned up until after Starke was Kknocked
senseless? Answer me that question?”

It was certainly a poser, and the juniore
were struck by the force of Owen major's
arcument—which was perfectly sound, and
which was repeated again and again by other
fellows. It was thc one positive point which
precluded any doubt. It proved beyond que:.
tion that Starke had spoken the truth.
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Perhape the joniors wonld have thought
deflerently il ihey had known of one (act.
Marke Mad recovered consciousuces hefore the
fiead knew of it. Kenmore lhiad bheen alouc
with the paticnt. Starke had come to nim-
wif, and the puir had talked for fully ten
menutes. But nobody knew of this-——not even
the doctor. The doctor and the Head be-
treved that Starke's first conecious words bad
&een uttered in their prescence.

It they had known otherwise they wouid
not have been so ready to accept the injured
wwaior's story. But, knowing nothing of that

climinary recovery, 80 to apcak, they werc
orced to one conclusion, and one cenclusion
only.

\nd this, af cnurse, applicd to the school
al Inree. All the fellows, against their better
mdgment, weee positively compelied to be.
tecve that 1 wur vnguestionably gudty.

But | snon lcarned that Tommy Watson
and Treeellis Wt were ot my onnly sup-
forlera,

——— - e———

CHAPTER 11
AN IMPORTANT DISCOVELRY.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH, of

the Kemove, was delivering a speceh.

This weant that a considerz2ble com-

motion wnai taking placce—qnite a

canimon occurrence when Edward Oswald was

holiding forth. He was standing upon a

form in the common-room, shouting at A

crowd of fellows, who were not taking much
uotice of him.

¥ tnaintain that the whole thing is
pifRe- - sheer, unadulterated piffie!” he roarcd.
“That's my ¢pinion, anyway. And my argn-
went 18 incapable of diapute. 1t’s as sound
as any argument can poesibly be. And 1 defy
any silly ass here to say a word to the coun-
teary!”

Nobldly made any rcmark.

“ Ah! T thouzht =0!” eid Handforth.
“ You've gqot nothing to say —*

" But youi defled auy silly ass to dispute
your argument,”” interrupted De Valerie.
“ Yaa'rc the only silly nes here, aud 1 don t
suppore you'll have an argumant with your-
e

 Ha, ha, ha!” |

Handlorth «lared. i}

“This isn't the time for levity ! bhe shouted
warmly. * Can't you chapy understand that
Nipper- our captain  is booked to lcave St.
Frank’s today? Thitk what it means!
Xipper. the hest chap in the Remove, is to
be kleked out--kicked out for somcthing bic
didn*t do.”’

“OU, you're an uss,’’ snid Armstrong. " We
all KHied NKipper; we thought he was a
thundering good sort, and 1'll admit that Le's
the bLest skipper the Remove ever had. Buat
after that brutal attack on Starkc we cun’t
respect him any more. And the case has Leen
proved to the liilt—beyond any doubt.”

Handforth laughed harshly.

** Troved to the hilt be blowed !’ he roared
“Po you think I tuke any natice of that
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rotten evidence? 13 Starke's word to he
trusted? Doesn’'t everybody lhere know thaj
Starke is a hcastly, crawling liar?"”

* We're rcady to admit that,” eaid Do
Valerie scriously. * But that’s not the odlp
point. Starke is an outsider, and he has his
kvife into Nipper. That’s history. And it's a
bitter pifl for us to swallow—the knowledge
:.h'at Nipper has dJone comcthing disgrace-
u .___1'.

*“ But he hasn't done it!" shouted Hawrd-
rorth hotly.

**1 wish I could share your opinion,” »aid
De Valeric. ‘' Perhaps I do share it; but i
can’t get over the facts—1 can’t forget the
evidence. lf there was just the faintest oope,
1'd swear by Nipper. But what hope 18
therc?'”

** None!”

'** Nipper'a guilty!”

* Of coursc he is!”’

‘** The c¢ad deservee to be kicked o=t!"

Handforth fairly danced.

** You beastly lot of traitors!'’ he bellowcd.
'* You unfaithful cads! My argument is
absolutely sound, as 1 said before. [t’s
simple, too. As for the cvidence, 1 sweep ib
asidc—-1 don't take amy notice of it at all.
My point is this. Nipper i a fine chap, an+
he's absolutely incapable of lm'forming a
rctten act—thercfore he couldn't possibly
have done it. There’s nothing easier. Nipper
can't he the culprit, becaure he hasu't got %
in him ta_do anything rotten. Well, whas
have you got to say to that?'’

** Bosh!”

“ Pifle!”

" Rate!”’

The juniors were quite forcible in their ex-
pressione of opinion.

‘* That's no argument at all;”’ said Hubbard.
“ It may be goud enough for you, Handy,
hut it won't satisfy us. How do you hnow
that Nipper's incapable of performing a
rotten act?”

** Everybody knows it!”’ bawled Handiorth.

“My dear old chap, it won't do!”’ said De
Valerie, shaking his head. *“ I'll admit tiat
Nipper's always been a firstclass fellow
until now. But don't forget that Starke pro-
voked h.m terrifically. There's really aome
cxcuse for Nipper, and hé may not have
meant to hit Starke very hard. It must have
heen in a fit of tempcr, and & thing like that
is all over in a tick. Nippor did it, though:
and it's only right that he shouid bhe
punished.”

Handforth gazed at
sorrowfully.

“ I'm surprised at you, De Valerie,” ke said
grimly. 1 didn’t think you were capable of
anything like this. After all Nipper’s dane
for the Remove, you turn against him at {he
slighteet provocation. You lraven’t an ource
of faith: you don’t trust Him. I'm abao-
lutely ashamed of you!” S

There was a hush in the common-zeom.
Somehow, the fellows did not laugh at Hand-
forth. He was not such. an ass as ususl; he
was speaking seriously, gravely, and there

De’ Valerie almoat
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wa3z a contempt in Liis voice which made Cecil
Do Valerie wince.

** Oh, draw it mild, Handy!"’ lie muttercd.

“ Draw it mild!" roarcd Handfcrth., *1
won’t do anything of the sort! Huas anyboedy
were ever known Nipper to te'l a lie? Answer
e that!”’

Nobody answered.

“* Then why should he start lying now?”
demanded Handforth. ** Why should he have
declared that he didn’t knock Starke downt?
I'll tell you why! He made that statemert
because he was positive that his word
would be supported by Starke. The simple
truth of the matter is that Starke accused
Nipper unjustly. Would Nipper have stuck
to his yarn if he had known that he would
be given the lie as soon as Starke came to
himself? Would Nipper have becn such a
mad idiot as that? Why can't you uee your
wits, inst@ad of taking everything for
granted?”’

De Valerie thumped the table.

** Hang it all, Handy, I believe you were
.riaht when you said that 1 ought to be
ashamed of myself. I am! You’ve converted
me. I'll take no notice of all the evidence—
I'll. simply believe that Nipper’s innocent.
ll 1 'StICk to him, and trust him all along the

ine!’’

** Good man!"
* Oh, 2ood man!”

““ 8illy ass!” said several other fellows.

But Handforth considered that his eflforts
vere well repaid. He had turned one
waverer, at all events. And De Valerie hiin-
self came to me shortly afterwards and
apologised for. having lost faith.

'* That's all right, old son,’’ I said quietly.
“It's good to know that you're on my side—
and [ haven’'t the slightest right to claim
your support. I'm innocent—and that’s all 1
can say. Perhaps I shall be able to prove it
before long.”

“1T hope you will—by gad, 1 do!”

De Valerie warmly.

Meanwhile, Handforth was somewhat
hoarse. His audience had melted away—much
tu his indignation—and it was now solcly
composed of Church and McClure, Hand-
forth's two chums of Study D.

**It's all very wecll, Handy; but you must
awlmit that the facts——'" began Church.

** What's that?' gasped Handforth. * Do
-do you mean to tell me that you're waver-
j.-.«.:.l\\'la.lt,c-r”(:hurch?"

“ Do you dare to stand thcere and express
the cpinion that Nipper's guilty?’’ demanded

said Handforth heartily.

ltandforth, peeling off his jacket and hurling

it across the room. ‘' Because, if =0, I'll just
show you how I deal with traitors!"”

Handforth was in grim earnest. [e was
rolling up his «sleeves to the elbow, and
he {ore Church could back away Handforth
grazped him.

‘Y hack!

" Yaroooooir!”" howled Church, sitting down
o) the floor with a terrific bump " You—-
yoa cilly ass! 'Ow! 1 was only—"

satd:
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Aot up!” roarad  Iandforth.,  ** Now,
what's your opinion?"’

Church swayed giddily as he stoud up.

“I'm biessed if I'm going to be hailied
by you!"’ he said warmly. * ['ve got u right
to my opinion, and I think that the facts are
so black that ift's asking a lot of us o bne-
lieve—— Ow-00000p! Yarooooh!”

Crash'!

Church went to the floor again. Dut this
time he sprang up in a moment, and huricd
himself at Handforth with all his strencth.
It was not often that Handforth's chums 8o
far forgot themselves as to engage in a fistic
encounter with their redoubtable leader: hut
it did happen occasionally—and the result
was always the same.

Bang! Slap! Wallop!

The fight was short and sharp. Handlortn
received several punches, but he hardly
noticcd them. Ag McClure had once said,
Handforth had no sense and no feeling. He
could take punishment with impunity.

Church, on the other hand, was whacked.

“ Ease up, Handy!” he f:asped dubbing
his nosgz, and sitting up. I'm with you,
old man. I'm sure that Nipper is innocent'"

‘““And about time, too!” said Handforth,
rolling down his slecves.

He donned his coat again, and then turncd
upon Church with a sudden glance of sus-
picion.

‘“ Are  you . saying that because you're
afraid of another lndmf" " he demanded. * l
don’'t stand any rot—not even from vou'
Now then, is Nipper guilty or not rvmlt;.r’

‘““ Nun-not guilty, of course!” stammercd
Church.

Handforth pursed his lips.

'** You're afraid of another licking!"' he said
bitterly. ** Look here, if you give me your
true opiunion, I won't touch a hair of your
head—not a hair! Now, out with it, my
son!"”’

Church hesitated for just a second.

‘“* Well. I'll speak the truth,” he said. *' 1
was half inclined to believe that Nipper was
guilty at first. But it's impossible, Handy:
Nipper's too good a sort to be guilty. Youu
can count me on his side—right along!”

‘““ Good!" said Handforth. * It's just oas
well you said that, too, because I shou.d
have knocked the stuffing out of you if you 't
said anything clse!”

‘“ Why, you rotter,
touch a hair of Jny head!”
warmly.

Handforth grinned.

“lou ve got other parts besides ycus
head,”” he said calmly. *‘ But you've just
saved ycurself. What about you, Clurey:”

McClure looked rather astonished.

‘“ Me? Why, I'm on your side, of course; |
believe in Nipper,” he said. ** And it would:i ¢
be a bad idea to get up a little party--1
band of supporters, so to speak. We'll stici
together, in spite of the others.”

** Not a bad wheeze,”” said Handforth con-

you promised pot %o
said Churceh

descendingly. ‘*As a matter of fact, |
.'ehould- have thought of it myself belore
ong.”
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And while all this diecussion was going om ) for hall-murdering me like this! You vicious,
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cneer, my boy. and hope for the best. 1 can
assure sou that 1 will do my utmost to
influenee  Dr.  Stafford in your favour—
althouizh ke does not need much influencing.
He iz sorely troubled even now; he can
hardly believe that you are guilty. 'Chcer
up. Nipper. You haven’t left St. Frank’'s yd.t,
and 1 hope this trouble will blow oveq.”’

And Dr. Brett left me. His cheerful words
had the effect of lifting the load ¢f worry
from my mind for a moment. But I realised
that the doctor had been merely comforting
ng.

As I returncd to Study C I thought over
what Brett had said. It was nearly dinner-
time, and I supposed I was to be allowed to
dine with the rest of the fellows. But 1
didn't feel like eating a morsel. _

When 1 arrived in Study C I found it
cmpty. Montie and Tommy were probably
looking for me elsewhere. And I sat down
in my favourite chair, with my hands thrust
deeply into my trousers pockets.

The areat gong sounded for dinner, and the
scufting and scampering of feet out in the
pussage ceased. The school was in the biy
dining-hall. 1 was alone—left isclated.

But this was just what I wanted. o

Tregellis-West and Watson were dining,
too. of course. I was allowed an opportunity
of having a quiet think.. Perhbaps the fellows
would imagine that I was ashamed to go into
hall. Well, they were at liberty tp thing
anything they liked. I didan’'t eeem to care
much. - _

[t was a pity that Starke had not given
the game away in his brief spell of delirium.
He had spoken of a motor-car—a motor-car
being driven recklessly—

** Great guns!” I gasped. ‘

I sat up in my chair, my eyes gleaming.

“ A motor-car!” I muttered. ‘' Is there
scomething in it, aftes all? A motor-car!
{s it possible that——"'

But I paused, half afraid to allow my
thought to go further. Then I grabbed 'mny
cap. left the study, and raced away to the
spot in Bellton Lane where Walter Starke
had been felled to the ground.

Had I obtained a clue—or was I on the

wrong track?

-y W o gy

CHAPTER II1.
THE HEAD'S SYMPATHY.

HE lane was quite dcserted.

It was the dinner-hour. Masters
and boys were busily engaged, -and
the school grounds were utterly

doserted. The lane, too, was devoid of life.
1 had the place absolutely to myself.

The spot where Starke had fallen had been
undisturbed. But the centre of the road was
hard and stony—there were no impresasions.
Dust lay thick at the sides, but. it had no
story to tell.

[ examined the ground carefully and
thoroughly. \
_tMy eflorts were fruitless—except for one
item.
found a small, dark, oily spot.

|

In the centre of the hard road 1|
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about an inch in diameter, and I shionld ot
have notic2d it unless [ had been looking
carefully. A drop of grease had fallen tuere
—motor-greace.

In short, that spot of greaze
causcd by a passing motor-car.

It mcant nothing, of course. The car miuhi
have passed that very morning, ior ali |
knew. But my mind was set into a train ol
thought, and the idea grew upon me. |
formed a theory.

Starke had not been aczaulted at ail!

He had been knocked down by a motor-
vehicle! He had becn bowled over in the
dark, and the driver had gone straight ou.
Cases of that sort are common—one sc.4
them reported frequently in the newspapers.

And Starke, knowing that the real culprit
wowld never be found, had accused me ol
striking him down. The thing had becen
worked in some way—I was sure of it. Proh.
ably Kenmore and Starke had arranged th-:
plot together; although, somehow, I couldn’t
quite believe that Kenmore was a party to
it. He hLonestly believed that 1 was guilty.

But I wanted time—time to make a full
investigation.

What could I accomplish by the evening?
Nothing. To leave St. trank’s at once would
be maddening. But I had been told to gu
by the Head himseli. What could I do?

There was cnly one couree; [ showld have
to appeal to Dr. Stafford to give me at
lcast three days. With three clear day:
before me I could reasonably hope (o solve
the mystery.

I was 80 _struck by this idea that |
neglected to continue my ee2rch. [ left
the spot, and walked slowly back to the big
gateway. Then I wandered about the
Triangle, deep in thought.

It only seemed a minute or two, but |
must have been walking for some little time,
for I suddenly realised that a number ofi
juniors were out. This meant that dinncer
was over.

Hiss!

The sound made me look round sharply.
A number of fags were collected in a group,
and they were hissing at me and making
grimaces. [ regarded them hotly for «a
moment, but then walked away with 3et
tecth. Perhaps they weren't to be blamed
for regarding me as an outsider; they knew
that I was as good as sacked from the
school.

Tregellis-West and Watson would be look-
ing for me, I knew but I didn’'t want to
meet them just then. My chief object was
to see the Headmaster, and to appeal to him.
So I walked briskly over to the private dooe
and entered. Within a minute I found
myself in the softly carpeted corridor which
led to the Head's study.

‘““ Well, my boy?"’

I turned with a bit of a start. Dr. Stafford
had emerged from another doorway without
my being aware of it, and he came up in
the rear. He was looking at me with grim,
stern cyes.

‘“Can 1 have a word with you, sir?” I

had heen

It was only asked steuadily.
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‘Come into my study,” said the Head.
He opened the dogr and we passed withip.
The Hcad seated himeell in his desk-chair
und adjusted his spectacles.

“ What is it you wish to say, Nipper?” he
anked quietly. It is rather strange that
you
ovcurred. 1 have already told you that you
inunet leave the school to-day, and I capmot
dopart from that decision. LEven as it is,
you are being dealt with leniently. 1 have
decided that vour expulsion shall not be a
pablic one. You will leave quictly.”

* Thank you, sir,”” 1 said.
mmdc-rmg H you would grant me a favour?
] know it's rather impudent, bnt 1 hope you
won't misunderstand. The guv’nor isn’t here
juet pow, as you know--Mr. ., 1 mean—and
I shald pever he nble to face bim if 1 don't’
tell him that 1 did my best to clear myeell:
I» fore bheing kicked out.”

'I‘he Head frowned.

‘1 don't quite care for that expresejon,
Nipper,”” he said. ** Perhaps you are right,
m a way—and I am more grieved tnan 1 can
tell you. That you could be responsible for
wirh a dastardly act is utterly smazing.
find it almost imposalble to credit the affair.
You must have been mad, Nipper—quite mad.
Why did you do it, my boy? Ooh, why d¢:d
you not eontrol yonraelf—

1 expect you'll think 1'm lylng, sir, but 1
&wear to you that 1 didn’t touch Starke Inat

nmieht.” 1 deolared earnestly. ‘“ When 1
urrived on the scene Starke was lying on the
road, unconscious.’

' The Head regarded me with a worricd
IOW.

1 ebould like to believe you, Nipper—
peenl gracious, boy, 1 almest find it posaible
te credit your statement!—in spite of the
evidence which is arrayed against you!'!’’

“ Do you think 1 showld come here and

should come %to me after what bhas

“ But I- was|

LEE LIBRARY

!

#

swear that I'm innocent if 1'd really com-.

nitted the act, oir?’’ 1 asked bitterly. ' If
only Me. Lec werc here, there'd he a dif-
‘. mm"i

** Yon are quitc nrong thcre. Nipper,” said
the HBead. ‘' Even Mr. gnaence would.
not influcnce my decmm ulity of such]
conduct, expulsion from the schoel is the oniy
pmnllment, possible. 1t is extremely fortu-
nate that Starke's parents have deoided not
Lo prosecute. But seally, Nipper, 1 find it
e readnfly difcult to reaign myself to the
fact th you are guilty. Come, my boy,
il you have anything to tell me—be brave
and speak out. Did you hit Starke éa any
way lust might?"

* No, sir, 1 did not.”’
* Do you know enything beyond what you
hase alroady told me?™

** Nothing whatever, sir,”” 1 said. 1 bave
told you the truth, and just the truth. 1'm
not a saint, and 1 won't eay that 1 havan't
tald a lJittle fib now and again, but only
of a nature that was of no conrequence. Mr.
lae will tell you that I've never deliberately
lied Y0 bim. Apd I shouldn't start now,
should J7 ‘Starke was knocked down by some.

|

|
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|

| said Dr.

1* This chance was all I ne

body clee. He says that I did it.
is & liar, sir.”’

** If Starke has lied, Nipper, it is one of
the most villainous faisehoods: imaginable,”
Stafford. *° But you can prove
nothing, Nipper—I1 can prove aothiug. 1 want
to believe you, my boy; 1 have always had
the deepest regard for you.”

** Then will you grant me this little favour,
sir?”’ 1 asked eagerly. °*°I want to stay at
St. Frank's for another three daye—just umntil
the end of the week. Will you allow me to
stop, sir?”’

**1 am afraid it is gquite impossible—"'’

‘“ But 80 much depends upon it,”” I went
on. * I'm pretty sure that 1 can find out
the trath within three days—I shall be avle
to clear myself. Most of the fellows are
jeering at me now, and it's—it's horrible!
After being liked and respected, it’'s hard to
leave St. Frapk's in dire disgrace!”

'l‘he Head regarded me somewhat curiously.
‘Snch a request on your part is ratber
enlightening,”’ he said. *' If you were guilty,
you woitkd hardly dare to make such a pro-
posal. Bemg mnocent, however, it is the
firet thought that wonld  enter yeur ucad.
You wish $0 stay—you wish to clear _vourself
of the chmrge?"

“*1 de, mr

The Iead ‘rose to his feet and paced np
and down for a few moments.

“*It is.a great concession on my part,”
he said, after a few: moments. ‘''lmn con-
sideration of your unblemished record,
Nipper, 1 will grant this request. You may
remain here until Saturday, and I will release
you from all duties, s0 that you may occup J
your time fully upon the matter in han
How will that suit you, my boy?”

‘* Thanks awfully, sir,”” I said eagerly.
“Obh, it's 8 {)lendrd of you! Apd do you still
think that 1'm guilty?'®

“1 hardly lmow what to think,” replied .
the Head. d My knowledge of human nature
prompts me to set you down as innocent;
but then the recollection o all the evidence
comes into my mind, and 1 am trenbled with
doubts. 1 woutd preter te pass no opinion
just now, Nipper. 1 will eee what you <an
do during theese three days. If you are suc-
cessful, as you hope for, I shall owe you a
humble apology. 1lf you have been deceiving
me, and if you achieve nothing, I shall be
only two pleased to be well rid of you.”””

‘1 baven't been decciving you, sir, and- if 1
ean't comvince you of my innocence within
three days I'll go away willimgly,”” 1 said.
ed—and I'm

St-a’rlo

very grateful, sir.”

** Then go, Nipper, and do your best,” said
Dr. Staflord, faying a kindly hand upon my
shoulder. = And remember that my deep
sympathy is with you—for, in spite of what
I have just sald, I find it hard to think
:“l?' you. 1 pray that you ml‘l be suceess-
n

1 weat out of the Head's study light-
heartedly. I had gaised my object; 1 was
%0 be allowed to stay for three days longer.
Quite a lot could be accomplished in that
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time: and even if it was impossible to fully
e¢stablish my ipngcence, I should at least be
able to set the ball rolling.

The Head, I knew, really believed in me;
he simply didn't like to say so, because it
wouldn't have been quite the thing. And he
was only too glad to give me the opportunity
1 sought for.

‘““ Good news, my sons!” I said cheerfully,
a3 [ burst into Study C.

Tregellis-West and Watson were there.

bath of them looking miserable. Dut thcy
stagted up as I entered.
‘* Begad!'’ «¢jaculated Montie. ** Qoo

ncws!  You don’t mean that—" _

** Not yeb, you as3!” I interrupted. ¢ Give
me a giddy chance! But the Hcad has told
me that I can stay on until the end of the
week. I'm freed from all lessons, and I can
devote all my energies to solving the my:-
tery!”

*“Ob, ripping!”’ shouted Watson joyously.
‘ Hurrah!"

** Toppin', dear fellow—absclutely toppin™!™
declared Montie.

They grabbed hold of me and danced me
round the study; and I was perfectly willing
to be treated in such a manner. For, to
tell the truth, I was feeling so enorinously
relieved that 1 felt like shouting on my own
account. :

" Why, this means that vou won’'t leave
St. Frank's at all!” gasped Watson. ** Oh,
it's fine! You’ll do the trick, Nipper! [I'll
bet my giddy cricket-bat that you’'ll ferrat
out the whole truth!'

“I've gmot to—or else clear for good!” 1
said. ** It's the last chance, and you can
rcckon that I shall grab hold of it with
both fists. I'm going to get to work this
very afternoon, and—"’

‘“ Halo! What's the jollity about?"”’

1t was Reginald Pitt who asked that ques-
tion. He had juet put his head in the door,
and one or two. other juniors were behind
him, looking into the. study with curious
glances.

'““You seem pretty merry,”’ went on Pitt.
““I thought you were sacked? It's all rot,
of course—I think the Head must be dotty—
but I understood that you were leaving
to-day?” :

‘““ The Head's turned up trumps,’”’ T replied.

* Officially, he believes me guilty, and 'm
hooked to go. But he’s given me three days’
urace. I can stay until Saturday—and prove
my innocence in the meantime."”
“*1 say, that's fine!” said Pitt warmly.
[ wish you luck, old man. 1It's a pity the
Head didn't make it a week:. it would give
yon more chance."’

“1 think [ shall manage it all right,”” 1
said. ' Don't worry.”

There was a growl from the passage.

‘“ Rotten, I call it,”” exclaimed Gutiliver.
“* The Head ought to be jolly well ashamed
of -himself! 1It's like his nerve to give this
outsider three days longer at St. Frank's!”

“ We won't stand it!"' e€aid Bell hotly.

** Rather not!"’

Reginald Pitt walked to the door.

[
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“If there is any fellow here on the look-
out for a thick ear he'll zoon find one!’ he
said politely. *‘* One more word from vou,
Grulliver, and I'll make your face lonk like a
door-knocker!”’

** It’s like one now!’”’ remarked Watsnn.

‘*“* Ha, ha, ha!”

““ You can threaten all vou like!" roareil

Gulliver. ** But the school isn't going to
stand Nipper for three days longer—— H:!'

What the dickens
beast—— Yarooooh!”

Gulliver received Pitt's fist on his left ear -
according to Reginald’a thireat. And Gulliver
roared with pain. He escudded down the
passage, and the other fellows melted with
him. Pitt turned back to the doorway af
Study C and grinned.

“We'll scon deal with those rotters,”
suid calmly

“ Dear old boy. I'm not quite so sure
about it,” said Sir Montie, shaking his head.
“I don’t want to be a croaker, begad! BRut
I'm afraid that some of the fellows will jib---
I am, really. It's frightfully rotten: but
these bounders are so beastly hasty, you
know.'’

And Tregellis-West was quite right.

The news spread rapidly. It wasn't lone
before the whole junior school knew that I
had been given permiscion to stay on unt:
the cnd of the week. A few fellows were
honestly pleased; a number of others were
indifferent ; but the bulk expressed their feel-
ings in no uncertain terms.

**1 don’t sec why we should put np with
it!” said Hubbard angrily. * That rotter
is allowed to stay here while Starke lies helj-
less in bed! Starke’s a beast, I know, bhut
he's got everybody’s sympatliy just now.
And Nipper oughtn't to be allowed to re-
main—"'

‘“ What's that?” :

Edward Oswald Handforth bustled up, ang
clared round at the crowd of juniors s:-ho
were collected under the shady elms .in the
Triangle.

“ What's that?’’ repcated Handforth. ** Say
it again Rubbard—say it again, and have
your nose punched! .

Hubbard turned upon Handforth furiously.

‘““And we don't want any of your rot,
either!"" he shouted. ‘' If you interfere in
this, Handforth, you'll be wiped up—under-
stand? Take my advice, and clear off while
you're safe!”

Handforth nearly fainted. For Hubbard, oi
the Remove, to speak to him in such a
manner was unheard-of. But Hubbard Lnew
that he was backed by the whole crowd,
while Handforth was alone. Hence Hub-
bard's boldness. He was quitc a decent fellow,
on the whole, but unreliable; he was ready
to believe any story that was going the
rounds, and scarcely ever rclied upon his own
judgment.

Handforth, on the other hand, beiieved
nothing unless he saw it. He formed his own
opinion abhout every subject, and no matter
how weird that opinion happened to be, te
coasidered it the only one worth anything.

Leggo! Why, von

he
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‘““ Boys!'’ shouted the master. * Ccuse this
—-this nonsense at once!’’

The roar was renewed with greater vizour,

* Nipper must go!”

* Upon y soul!”’ gasped Mr. Crowell.
““ This—this X3 outrageous! Tnis is positively
beyond ail bounds! Every boy here who dis-
cbeys my orders will be placed in detention
for the next four half-holidays!”

But nobody seemed to hear Mr. Crowell,
for no notice was taken of him. Over by
the Ancient House steps a crowd of juniors
were watching—Handforth and Co., Pitt, De
Valerie, and a good many others, including
the two Trotwoods and Yakama, the little
Japaneg: junior.

'They were fully in my favour, and regarded
th:s violent agitation as a ecandaious out-
rage. But they were in the minority--a hand-
ful against & multitude. They could only
stand and watch.

Mr. Crowell strode up to them, red with
aiger.

* I am glad to eee that a few of my boya,
at least, have kept their heads.”” he ex-
claimed. *‘ Handforth, you have heen  fight-
ing! You will take two hundred lines.
I'ighting ik not permissible—"’

** 8orry, sir,”" said Handforth. *“ I meant
to have a wash, but I forgot it. You ece.
gir, I was only trying to keep some ol the
feilows from joining in thia madness. DBut
thcy werec too many for me.”

**Ob, in that case, Handforth, I will over.
lock the matter,” said Mr. Crowell, ' Your
sears are honourable ones, eh?'”

The Remove-master passed indoors, and the
juniors mentally decided that he was a decent
old bird. And, meanwhile, the uproar in the
Triangle was increasing. A scction of the
acitators was becoming violent, and stone-
throwing had commenced. Excitement was
the cause of half the trouble.

{ watched the scene from Study C with my
ciruma.

* Bagad! There'l be a rict eoon, dear
boys!"" said Montie, shaking his head.
" What a frightful disgracc for St. Frank's!"

“And all on account c¢f me,”” 1 said
rrimly. * Look here, I can’t stand this, vou
Know. 1'd better go and tell the chaps that
il Keep out of everybody's way during the
time I'm here; I'll only show myself in public
when everybody is at lessons. Then thoy
can't be contaminated!™” [ added bitterly.

Watson snorted.

“ You won't do anything of the sort!' he
enapped. ** The lfead’'s given you permission
te stay, and you'tl jolly well stay!™

** Begad, rather!'

“ But thosc idiots will be
damage before lomg——'" [ began.

‘““Let them !’ said Watson. ** And let them
fay for it, too! kt's alt rot to say that youre
responsible.”’

Jrash! » '

* My bat! What was that?”" gasped
Tommy. s

" Somehody’s windows being emashed in,”
[ said grimly.

A stray stonc had crashed throuzh the

°®

doing some

[ joy.

[ § 4

window of Study A, and Watezon grinned with
It was Fullwood's study, and Fullwnod
would have to pay the damage. [t was
rather neat.

But it was quite evident that tbhe demon-
strators were getting cut of hand. Oncz

the horseplay gained the slizhtést hold it

increased and magnified, as in all such
affairs. . .
As Sir Montie had said, something very

akin to a riot was soon raging in the
Triangle. Different factions of juniors and
seniors fell to quarrelling, and four or five
free fights were taking place at the same
moment. Other fellows were joining in con-
tinually. The scene, to be absolutely truth-
ful, was perfectly disgraceful. And Dr. Staf-
ford was shocked when he went to his
window to gec what all the noise was abont.

He opened his window quickly, and stood
there surveying the scene with a black frown
on his brow.

‘* Silence !’ he roared. *‘ Silence at once!”

But at that moment a stone, cast by some
reckless junior, smashed through the window
above Dr. Stafford's head. The glass tinkled
down, and there was an instant hush.

“ 1 expect it will be quite useless for me
to ask for the name of the boy who threw
that stonc?”’ exclaimed the Head angrily.
‘““ But if he is found he will receive a severe
flogging in public. What is the meaning of

this outrageous disturbance? Answer n'c,
Chambers!"” ‘

Chambers, of the Fifth, looked rather
cscared.

‘“ We—we are demanding that Nipper shall
be sent away to-day, e&ir,”" he shouted
nervously. '* We won't stand him for anctier
three days!”

‘““ Rather not!"

‘“ Not for another hour!”

‘“ Kick the young suvage out!"

‘*“ Silence!"’ shouted Dr. Stafford. ‘' Am {
to underztand, boys, that you have dared to
protest against my sauthority? I have de-
cided that Nipper shall remain—and I order
you to disperse immediately. The ringleaders
of this disturbance will be found and
punished most severely.”’

And the Head, with quiet dignity, pulled
the window down and disappeared from view.
But if he thought he had quelled the uproar
he was mistaken. Only for a few minutes was
there comparative quiet.

And then the shouting recommenced, the
stone-throwing increased in violence, ard
some of the more reckless fellows look«ed
about them in order to see what damage they
could do.

** We're not going to be beaten!' yclled
Fullwood. ** The Head said that Nipper must
ctop—and we say that Nipper must go' We're
not goine to be brewbenten! We'll have our
rights!"’

** Hear, hear!’’

And the disturbance
creased violence.

And right in the midst of it, when the
Triangle was in a terrible state of confusion,
a big motor-car rolled in at the sateway.

continued with in-



12

Dr. &tafford had been doing h@s utmosi to
suell the uprising.

Masters had sallied forth, accompanied by
prefects; but the fellows were too excited to
12ke much notice. Authority counted Tor
nothing juet then, and even Mr. Stockdale,
ilhic Housemaster of the College Bouse, was:
openly defled by his own boya.

And then the motor-car appeared,

1t containcd two c¢lderly gentlemen and a
chauffeur. The two elderly gentlemen gazed
shout them im sheer amazement, and with a
certain amount of slarm. TFor their car was;
sastantly surrounded by crowds of yelling
JUTIOrS. ]

“Good lieavens!” gagped one of the visi-
tors. * What—what can the meaning of this
be? I am positively ebocked, Sir Jom?!”

Sir John Brent was too agitated to reply.
He and his  cympanion, MNr. Alexander
Stevens, were governors of St. Framk's, and
two ol the most important governors on the
hoard. It was not csurprising that they werc#
amazed to find St. Frank's in such an extra-
ordinary &tate of uproar.

1t was only with diffcnlty tuat their
car reached the big door of Dr. Stafford’s
private house. They managed to alight, rmd‘
were escorted at once to the Head's study.

* Dr. Stafford, what s the meaning of thia#
appalling disturbance?’’ demanded Sir John
ancrily. It i3 a fine oondition to find
ﬂti] Frank's in when 1 come hire to pay a;
calll”

* Dicgraceful!"’ grunted Mr. St¢vens.

The Hcead was taken aback; he had not
cxpected a visit from any of the governors
ubh that afternoon. And it was distressing |
1n the extreme that the two old gentlemen
vhiould have found such an uproar in pro-
press. '

** Have you no explanation, sir?’’ shouted
Sir John. '

“‘Fhe boys are in a state of excitement,
and 1 bave no doubt that they will calm
down before Jlong,”” emid the Head quietly.
1 am even now tuking what steps 1 can |
to quell the disturbance and to punish the
ringleaders.””

 But what is the cavae of the tronble?’’
demanded Sir John., ** You must tell us at
once—at once! 1 was nmder the impression,
Ir. Stafford, that you were {ully capable of
maiataiming order and autborty in this

~chool !"’ _
After all, the

l

‘T'he Head was not offended.
governors had a good cause to be angry and
indignant. And they listencd impatiently to
the Head's somewhat lengthy explanation. |

** Tho whole trouble has arisen out of the
fact that I have permitted Nipper to remain
here until the end of the week,” concluded
Dr. Stafford. ‘' It is only fair, I judge, that
thz lad shouwld have every opportunity of
clearing himself-—"'

‘* That would apply if he were Hmccent,”
nierrupted Sir John. ** But.it s perfectly
obvious that Nipper is t%uilty. There is no
shudow of doubt—not the slightest. What
is your opinion, Mr. S{evena?’

‘* No doubt whatever,”” said the other
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governor. ‘1 was always against that boy
being at the school. His carlier traming
was a rough, uncouth one, 1 understand?
And J have constantly feared that he would
disgrace the school.”

‘* The truth is cxactly the reverse, my dear
sir,”’ said the Head grimly. ** The Ancicnt
House has never been in a better condition
in all its history—and Nipper has been largely
responeible for the manly, healthy atme-
sphere which pervades the jumior school.
Personally, I am strongly inclined to favour
the view that he is innccent, and it wouid
be cruel and barsh to send him away beloro
he has had an opportunity of proving——"’

‘“ But, my dear Dr. Stafford, no matter
how charitable this view may be, it is im;
possible for the school to be upset oa accounf
of one boy,” eaid Sir John. 1t seemis to
me that the whole disturbance can be quelled
by a brief announcement to the cilect that
Nipper will leave to-day.”

“* That 8 undoubtedly true,” admitted the
Head. * But I am not willing to see my
autbority set at naught. My orders have been
given, and they must be carried out. 1 bave
certainly no intention of being dictated to
by my boys. Nipper will remain. 1 am quite
frm upon that point.”

Crash!

Another stone came through the Bead's
window, and the two visitors nearly jumped
out of their skins. A tremendous rear of
voices sounded out in the Triangle, and Sir
John Brent jumped to his feet in grea¢ agita-
tion.

“* This must ceaze—it must cease at once!”
he shouted. °°1 insist upon you giving way
upon the point,- Dr. Stafford. Good graciovus
me! There will be terrible damage wrought
unless this riot is quelled at once! It secme
to me that all authority is useless!™

‘I cannot consent,’”’ said the Head quietly.
“ You will please leave the matter in my
hands, Sir John. | am the Headmaster of
this echool, and if my authority is of no
avail, 1 will resign my appointment.”

‘“ Nonsenee, sir!” shouted Sir John ex-
citedly. .

He strode to the window and threw up
the sash.

‘“ Sflence!”’ he shouted, holding up 1lis
hand. ‘' Boys, if you will cease this wild
demonstration your demand &hall be granted.
It has been decided that Nipper sball icave
the school this evening!”

The effect was electrical.

* Hurrah!”’

The cheers went up with a roar, and the
disturbance came to a stop at once. The
seniors and juniors melted away and col-
lected in small groups, discuseing the eitva-
tion. Aud the riot was over. __

“ It was the only way in which to restore
order,’”’ said Sir Jobn firmly. ° ' .

The Head was pale with anger. -

** Sir John, I shall have gréat pleasure in
handing you my resignation before you
leave the school,”” he exclaimed steadily.
* You have seen fit to flout me to my .Iacc
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and that [ will not =tand. Yon ammrcntl)
consider that | am umhle to keep order——"’

** Nothing of the kind, rir—nothing of the
kind!" interrupted Sir John. ** But you will
admit that somme drastic measure was neces-
«aAry? As for your regignation, I shall refuse
to glance at it. Sir Rupert Manderley him-
solf, our chairman, will not accept ycur
resignation.’

“* But I insist —-"'

“ 1t is absurd —paltry,” went on Sir John,
" The incident is a mere trifle, and we are
not going to quarrel on account of it. The
boy himsell can be compensated later on.
But anuthority is absolutely essential.’’

Dr. Staflord calmed down after a few
moments. His dignity had been injured, bhut
his reahizcd at the scame time that the uproar
would have been very difficnlt to scttie by
all ordinary methods.

“1 nm eorry thut you took the matter uut
of my hands., Sir John,” hLe sajd quietly.
" However, gince you have made the an-
nouncement, we cannot <o bhalk upon it now.
Nipper will be terribly disappointed, and you
must ullow me to explain to him that this
alteration was none of my choosing. [ feel
very sorry for the lad, and I think his school
tellows have acted in the most shameful, dis-
gracelnl manner. They have proved them-
«+lves to be more like hoeligans than gentlc-
men.”’

And (he Head,
ol nia study.

flia authority had been flouted, it is true,
but be was not foolish enough to throw up
s appointment as Headmaster of St. Frank's
ovor an incident which was, strictly apeaking,

trifling.

AL the snmme time, Dr. Stafford felt the
matter keenly. He came siraight to Study
i the Remove passage—a really unheard-of
proceeding.  For the Head to visit a junior

study was somewhat staggering,

At that moment Sir Montic and Tommy
and [ were discussing the new situation. We
had heard the shouts—and we couldn't quite
believe them,

* There must be efome mistake,” 1 was
eaying. ‘" The Head would never go back on
hia word like that. He promised me that 1|
could stay here three days longer, and I shall
stay."

" Rathier!” said Watson warmly.

**1f the Head has gone back on his word,
dear old boy, he is not the thorough gentle-
man I had always taken him to be,”” said
Sir Montie. * But the tlead ie a rippin’
pood sort, an’ 1 won't believe—— Begad:”

Sir Montie paused, open-mouthed, for the
Head himeelf stood in the doorway. It aus
not often that Tregellis-West's serene calm-
ne3s forsook him; but it did on this occasion.

Wo e{l jumped ‘to our feet.

“I--I'm frightfully worry,
Montie.

“1 am glad, Tregeallis-West, that you have
such an excellent opinion of me,’”” said Dr.
Stafford, with a faint smile. ** It was not my
intention to play the part of an eavesdropper,
Lat 1 inadvertently overhenrd a few of your

hightly incenaed, strode out

;Mr—"" begcan

Mrent as you are, sir.
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words. Nipper, my boy, [ huave
news for you."

“* Must 1 go, sir?” I asiked huskily.

“* Unfortunately—yea,”” said the Head, rcd-
ding gravely. '

* But you promistd mc—

‘““It was not my doing, Nipper,” inter:
rupted the Hcad. * Two of the e&choo!
governors have arrived, and it was Sir John
Brent who announced to the boys—entirely
without my sanction—that you would leave
St. Frank's to-day. Were I to alter that dcc:-
sion now, authority would be at a standstil!.
I hope you will understand that the fault 1s

not mine.”’

‘“Yes, I do, sir,”” I said quietly. * And I
think it's very fine of you to come herc and
explain to me. It’s an awful dieappointment,
gir, because I was hopin;i; to prove my innc-
cence. But now I'm helplese—I shall leave
the school in disgrace, and my pame wiil
always be scorned.”

*“You are making me more than ever con-
vinced that therc has bheen some gruve
blunder, Nipper,” said the Head s!owl_\'.
*“ Good gracious! If such turns out to be
the case, you wil be fully compensated- -
never fear. You will come back, and every
boy who took part in the demonstration
will apologire. \ell, Nipper, I should advi:e
you to leave as carly as possible—if oniy for
your own sake. I am more than grieved that
you should leave us in this terrible fashion.™”

I stood silent; [ was too miserable %o
speak.

““ But it’s unfair, sir!”
assionately, ‘' Nipper's innocent—he didn't
uch that cad, Ntarke! Nipper's as wino
[t’s a shammc—a cryiny,

some baq

LR}

bhurst out Watson

rotten shame'"’

I expected the Head to be angry at that
outburst, but he was not.

‘““You must calm yourself, Watson,” he
said quietly. **If Nipper is innocent, it 1s,
indeed, a crying shame that he should go n
this manner. And I wish to add that I shali
kcave no stone unturned to sift the affar to
the bottom. The truth is bound to come to
iight—whichever way it may be."”’

And the Head prepared to leave the study.
He checked himself, however, as he became
aware of an uproar out in the passage. Then
n voice sounded just outside—the voic: of
Fullwood.

“ You're kicked out, you stinking ead!” he
shouted jeeringly. ‘* You're sacked from the
school—and good riddance! You thought the
Head would let you stop, didn’t you?’’

** Silty old ass!’’ cawme Gulliver’s voice.

‘“ The Head wasn’t allowed to stick to &is
dotty idea!"’ went on Fullwood. ‘' He wus
shoved m his place by somebody above him- -
and vou've got the kick-out! If you uin’t
gone within an hour wc'll boot you all the
way to the village!”

** Yah! Blackguard!”

‘** Rotter!"’

The Head set his teeth «nml}, and sud-
denly flung open the door. Fullwood and
Gulfver and Brell- were outside.
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“ It you touch me, youn low-down guttci
brat— OL-0-Oh!”

Fullwcod, who was speaking, came to an
abrupt halt, and he gasped with sheer terror.
But he was not able to flee, as he desired.

* You three boys will remain still!"” thua-
dered Dr. Staflord. *‘ You will come to my
atudy at seven o'cleck this evening, Fullwood.
Gulliver, you will accompany Fullwood. Bch,
youn may go'"’

** Thank you, sir!"’ gasped Bell.

‘“1 intend to cane both you boys with the
utmest ceverity.”’ said the Head. ‘ Further
more., you will ha detained for the next four
hdf-holidays——"'

* What for, sir?"” broke in Fullwnad hotly.

1T do not intend to give any explana
tion—""

* But you weren't supposed to hear what
we said, «ir,”’ shouted Fullwood. ‘1 apola-
gize for what I «aid about you, hut I didn't
know you were in there!”

I can quite helieve that, Fullwood,” said
t'ie Head grimly. *“ My intention to punish
you, however,-is not based upon your insnits
regarding myself. Since those words were
not. intendwl for my ears, 1 will overlook the
matter.”’ -

** Then why are we being puniehed, sir?"

** Because you came here in a mean and
Jespicable spirit to taunt this unfortunate
lad who is leaving St. Frank’s in disgrace,’””
replied Dr. Stafiord, his veoice quivering with
contempt. °* Not satisfied with gaining your
ends, you find it necessary to come here and
use coarse, insulting language. Nipper i8
quite capable of taking care of himself, I om
aware, but in this instance he will find a
champion in me. To hit a boy when he is
down is despicable heyond words. And your
punishment will be all too light—althoagi 1
can assure you that the flogging you receive
this evening will be as severe as any I have
ever inflicted. You may go!”’

And Fullwcod and Gulliver crawled away.
They were simply boiling and bubbling with
fury—and they came to the conclusion that
1 was the sole cause of their woes. And they
meant to make me pay!

CHAPTER V.
THE BLACEKLEGS'

IHHERE was general satisfaction in the
I Remove and throughout the school
| as a result of the announcement that
I waé to be hoofed out that day.
It pained me exceedingly to sec so mabny
Even supposing that I
had heen guilty, it was heartless of the
fellows to be so pleased ahout the afTair.
But boys, as a rule, are heartless. It
was surprising how ceallous really decent
fellows could be. In their hearts they were
all right, perhaps, but in a case like this
they cared nothing. The main point was to
ket rid of an outsider; and I was regarded
48 A very contemptible outsider.
It was an awful thing for me to realmse.

|
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1 Lad been so long at the .dd schooi: 1
had heen respected and liked by all the
deceent fellows ever since I had arrived. And
now I was to be kicked out, despised ard
scorined.

Not cnly that, but T should have no chance
of eztahliching my innccence, for I was to
he sent away at once—that very evening. 1
felt almost deeperate, but knew that nothing
could be done.

If only the guv'ner had been on thie spot 1
wouldn't have minded so much. His pre-
sence would have made an cnormous differ-
ence—hcth to me and to the other fellows,
But Nelson Lee was away, far beyond my
reach.

The only thought which kept my courage up
was the certain conviction that bhefore lony
Starke would be exposed as the liar he was—
that [ should be vindicated in full and my
name cleared.

The joy of clearing it myself. however, was
Jenied me. 1 was not to be allowed to make
any investigations whatever. And this wa:«
not the decree of the Head, but the decree or
my sclh:colfellows.

It was hardly surprising, thereiore, that
my feelings were somewhat bitter. 1 felt
like rising up and telling the chaps exactly
what I thought of them. But what wou!ld
have heen the use?

Tommy Watson and Sir Montie Tregeliis-
West were almost stunned by the news. They
had looked forward to my being there lor
that three days: they had confidently
reckoned that I should prove my case during
tiie week. And now all that was ended. [
had to go! |

** It's all mad!" exclaimed Watson, nearly
at the point of tears. * It's rotten—it's
shameful! Oh, Nipper, yon'll have to think
of something else! We simply can't lct
you go, old man!"”

“* It's jolly decent of you, Tommy, to say
that,” I exciaimed quiétly. ** But yeu'll only
make matters worse. You and Montie andd
a few other fellows don't want me to .o,
but the crowd does want me to go. It's not

a bit of good protesting— " .
** Why not?"’ demanded Watzon hotly.

‘“ Because you would only get yourselves
into hot water,”” T said. *' The other chaps
would send you to Coventry for taking my
part.”’

Tcmimy Watson thumped the table.

*Do you think I care if I'm sent to
Coventry?”” he roared. * Do you think
Montie cares il he's eent to Coventry? 1
should consider it an honour to be despised
by the other fellows for cticking up for you—
a giddy honour!”

“It's jolly decent of you to say that, old
man,”’ 1 exclaimed. * 1 know you mean it,

too. But we’ve got to look at this thing

squarely. We've got to face it in a calm,
sensibie way. It won't do me any cood ir
yocu get yourselves into trouble, and it'i}
Jdo you harm. So if yon want to pleage me
you'll just accept the sitnation aa it stands.
I'm booked to clear out this evening, and 1
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st g0, There's no help for it—there’s no | that I don't feel very hungry, but there are

e e — - — nn-ltl:\.
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bim! A3 I've said all along, I believe thie
whole plot was worked up, and Nipper's as
Innocent as I am——"'

* Rats!”

** Boo-booh !"’

*“ §ogs-s-gsh!"’

There was a coosiderable commotion in a
moment, and a big crowd of juniors sur-
rounded me. The Remove was largely repre-
senited, and the sprinkling of fags dodged
abont the outakirts of the crowd.

*It's a wonder you've got the cheek to
appear in public!”’ sneered Merrell. ‘* Why
can’t you e¢lear out of it, you disgraceful
bounder? 1 suggest that we -frogs-march the
vad down to the village—"

"* Hear, hear!™

* Collar him!'"”’

** Stand baek, confound you'!”’ roared Pitt.

11 there’s any game of that sort tried on
vou'll be sorry for it! Nipper's going to
leave quietly, and there’s enough fellows who
believe in him to put up a fight!"

Handforth yelled his approval.

*Who wants a punched nose?™
Lhellowed, glaring round.

tre

* You mind your own buisiness, Handy!”
spapped Hubbard.
* Oh, you want one, do you?' said Hand-

forth Zrimly.
it

Rift!

Huabbard took it before he could Hodge,
and he went over backwards, howling with
pain. But I dida’t quite like this disturbance
-—-it" was not what I had intended. So 1
jumped up on to one of the square stone
pillars at the bottom of the Ancient House
steps, and faced the crowd from that e¢levated
position.

1 shonld just like
words——"" 1 bhegan.

** Get down, you cad!™”

* Yah!

“ Don't let him =zpeak!”

(X Bmh!!l

‘** Rotter!”

I faced the yelling juniors calmly,
waited for the uproar to subside.

‘I thought you were rather keen on fair
play'" I continued, taking advantage of a
short luft. 1 only want you to give me a
couple of minutes—no more. And after that
1 shall clear off. But if you’re not sports-
manjike enough to listen—-"’

** Give him a hearing, you rotters!” yelled
\I(‘CIure
* Let Nipper speak!"’
"o it, old man!’”’
** Speech—sepeech!™

" Well, there you are—take

to say a fcw

and

o—no!’’ bawled a dogen voices. “ Don't
¢ him speak!"
““*We doa't want to hear him!"
** You—you miserable cads!”’ exclaimed

Morrow, of the S8ixth, who had paused to
listen. ** You ocon tible little sgweeps!”’

Al)l eyes were mn«g on the prefect.

" Are you sticking up for the outsider?”
sneered Guliver.

" No,” replied Morrow quietly. * But'l'm
sticking up for fair play. Nipper's going this
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evening for good, and he's arked you to listen
to him for a few mirutes. If you bad a spark
of decency in you, there’d be none of this
uproar. But you seem to have forgotten that
there’'s a distinction hetween sportsmanship
and hoo'ngamqm' You ought to be ashamed
of yourselves!”’

There was a gilence, and Morrow noddcil
to me.

** Carry on, Nipper!'' he said brigkly.

“I don’t want to say anything if these
chaps aren't willing to listen,” I tani_\
‘* Thanks for hacking me up, Morrow

**Get on with your apeech,” interropted
Morrow.

I faced the hostile crowd crimly.

‘“You won't belicve me, 1 know,” I ¢€aid,
“but T just want to make the statement
before leaving that 1 am positively innceent
of striking Starke down. I didn’t touch him.
There has been some misunderstanding——"'

‘ Rot!”?

** Liar!”’

“1 don't think yot've ever found me ont
in a lie yet—simply becauze 1've never told
one,” 1 continued.

** Ha, ha, ha!'”

The jupiora were vasztly amuzed
statement.

‘“I dom’t pretend to be a second George
Washington,”” I continued, ** but I do eay
that I've never made a deliberate misstate-
ment to any of you fellows. And befcre 1
g0 I'd like to ask plainly who in this throng
heheves that I'm guilty—"

*We all do!” shouted a dozen voices.

*“ Hands up those who helieve he's guiity
yelled Fallwood.

A regular forest coi hands rose.

** Thank you!" [ said grimly. * I thouuht
tbe majority of you fellows had more fa:th
in me. But it's just as welt to know the
truth. And now I'd like my supporters to
put their hands up—those fellows who are
still loyal.”

A sprinkling of hands shot up at onpce--
Tregellis-West and Watson bhad
their hands up, of course, and the others in-
cluded Handforth, HcClure Chureh, Pitt
Grey, De Valerie, the Trotwoed twins, and
Yakama, the little Jap. After a moment or

wo Somerton and Christine raised thuo:r
ands, too.

‘What about you. Owen major?’’ le-
manded Handforth. *‘ Aand you, &rmstmng?
Ain’t vou going to put your hands up? And
what about you, Clapson—"’

**Oh, leave us out,” said @apson grufily.
“ We're neutral. We didn't vote againsy
him, and we're not goinc to vote for him.”

A good many fellows shared Clapson's
opinion. They were not actually againet me,
but they had been deceived by the over-
whelming evidence, and really thought n.we
gutlty. They were decent enough, however,
to refrain from voting against me.

““ Thanke,”” T said quietly. * That's all 1
wanted—just to discover how ®many chaps
have sufficient faith in me to trust my
bonoor. 1'm very grateful to an of you
whbo have done me the honour——"

at i1h2
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“ Rot!'"" shouted Handliorth,  * There's no
honoue about it —we're sticking up tor a pal,
that's all!  And we'll stick up Tor you
untit vou come back, too!”

“He'l never come back, you azs!l”
Galhiver. ‘

“Won't We? betlowed Handforth., - You
wait, my 8on -1 mean, you cad!  Yon wait
n few weekst 1 Nipper isn’t back by the
end of this term 17!l clear out of the giddy
rhool mysell!”

“let's hope NWipper dorsn’t come back!™
trinned Hubbard.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, you'd like to get rid of me, too, 1
dare say!” snorted Hondlforth. “ Youw'd like
to get rid of all the decent chaps.  bBut you
wmark my words—Nipper isn’t the chan to
take defeat lying down. And D've got subi
vent faith in him to be confident that he'll
¢ome out on wr in the floish.”

"* so0d old Nipper!"” shouted Grey. |

" Thrce cheers for Ninper?

* Hip, hip, hurrah!” ,

‘I'he cheer was rather weak, and it waa
partially drowned by a rour ol hoohing, Enat
| waa extremcly pleasced to lind that alt the
feilowa 1 really cared about were on my
side,  The others didn't matter.

Aned I got down from the pillar and went
-indoors, I knew that [ could rely upon tour-
to~en or fifteen staunch supporters in any
sente crisis.  But, of course, 1 didn't over-
look the fact that opposed to those sup-
porters were two or three hundred encmies.
I'hey weree a mere handful. It was useless
denying the fact that the bulk of the feliows
were agAainst me.

“ Well, [ suppose 1'd hetter be off now,”
1 aaid, as I enterced Study C with Montie and
Yommy. “ That train goes in lcas than an
hour, und we want to have a little time to
ourselves, don’'t we?"”

' Rather, dear old boy!" said Sir Montie.
** An’ the journey will Le rather round-
about, you kucw. We simply can’t go out by
the muin way, begad! [ thought somethin’
of the kind was brewin'!”

He had strotled over to the window, and
Tommy and T joined him.

Pullwood und Co. were collected round the
gates, and a great many other fellows were
with them. 1 necded no telling that that
athering was at the gateway for a set
purpose —-to give e a good ragging on my
way down to the station.

** Dash it all, I fecl like facing the cads!”
[ said grimly. *“I've a good mind to march
out in the ordinary way, after all—"

* And have your clothes stripped off your |
hick and yowr bags torn open?’” demanded
Watson warmly. ‘' Don't be an ass, Nipoer!
You'll be a wreck when you get to the station

if you {et that crowd get hold of you.
Come with us—we want to have a few quiet
words before you get on the train.”

I was persuaded to do as my chums re-
quested, and we slipped out by one of the

eand
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and we finally arrived on the towiig-pati
without having attracted any attention.

On the way down to the viltage 1 tried
to chear my chums up; but my efforts vere
not of much avail. ‘I'hey were gloomy und
despondent, and Tommy s=cemcd to imagine
that the cnd of all thinga had come.

I was rather bucked up by an unexpected
mceting with Brewster and Co., of the River,
House. Thozz three cheerful juniorz-- Hal
Brewster, Glynn, and Ascott—were the iead-
ing lights of Dr. Hogg'a Academy, and they
cxpressed deep eympathy with me in my
trouble, and gave me their full support.

** Well, it's jolly decent to Kknow that
everybody isn't against me,” I said, o8 |
ncared the station with Montie and Tommy.
‘“ It gives me a bit of courage, you know.
And you fellows mustn’t be gloomy——""

*Oh, that's rot!” interrupted Watson.
‘* How can we help being gloomy? You're
sacked, Nipper—expelled in disgrace! 1 can't
believe it c¢ven now—it'e too awfui for
words!’’ :

“* An’' I notice a few frightfully black looks
from people in the village,” said Sir Montic,
shaking his head. ‘' Dear old boy, I'm afraid
you:re surrounded by enemies at present.
Pcople who honcured you a week ago are
scornin’ you at the present time. It’'s shockin’
---it 18, rcalty!” .

‘“ And yet it's only to be expected,” [
said quietly. ** You mustn’'t forget that
most people are always ready to bclieve the
worst—they accept any old evidence that”is
placed before them. The evidence in this
case i3 black, and I'm rather surprised that
so many chaps are willing to stick up for
me."’

**Oh, rot!" grdwled Wateon. ‘' The evi-
dence is all pifle!”

But he knew well enough that the evidence
wa3 not piffe. He and Sir Montie only stuck
up for me because they were my staunch
chums. The facts in the case were all against
‘me, and I had no loophole whatever.

I don’t think I'll deacribe what happened
on thc platform, or at the doorway of an
empty compartment when the train pulled
in. Wec were all feeling pretty bad, and the
parting was bard.

There was no telling whether I shonid
return, or whether this was the last glimpse-
of Beliton that I should see. Sir Montie
scemed to be almoet as urbane as ever: his
smiling face was quite aserene. But I could
tell that his attitude was forced; inwardly he
was suffering ccusiderably.

Tommy Watson, who was not such .a
master of his feelings, was nearly on thc
point of blubbing when the train at length
started off.

** Good-bye, old chaps!” I said warmly.
leaning out of the window. *‘‘ And don't
forget that you'll eee me again before long.
I'm not going to take this blow lying dowu
—there’s some fight in me yet!”

“* Good man!"’ exclaimed Montie. * We'll
be lookin’ out for you, dear fellow—we'll bo

to a meadow at the rear. Nobody saw us go, | lookin’ out every day, begad!
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‘“ Rather!" said Watson wnsteadily. *' Giood.
bye, Nipper!” _

The train gathered sgpecd, and the las}
giimpse 1 had of wy ehums was one which
remained in my memeory for a long time. Tiey
stood alone om the platform, waving their
caps 0 me. And then a curve in the line
hid them from view. I sat down on the
cushions somewhat hedvily.

& had been sacked!

It seemed too awiul to be truc.

LS

CHAPTER VL,
NOT BEATEN YET!
ANNINGTON waa oy a short ditance

B be necessary for me fo change there

in order to board the Londen express,
for 1 had naturally booked to Lendon. [ had
made no plans whatever—I had not even aent
a telegram to Mre. Jomes, the houackeeper
at Gray's Inn Road.

As a matter of fact, I had never given the
matter a thought. | had been so full up
with thingd that day that I didn’t realise,
untid I was actually,.in the train, that I l:ad
probably left St. Frank’s for good.

I was more. angry than miserable.

The ‘injustice of the whole thing made me
filush with impatience and rage. [ couldn't
blame the Headmaster.. for he had acted ):ke
a brick throughout. And, strictly speaking,
] <ouldn’t blame the beys.

The evidence of my guilt had seemed in-
euperable, and it was net the fault of the
fellows if they believed facts—or what
scemed to be facts.

The whole affair was unfortunate—
wretched. And its wretchedness was aggra-
vated- by the fact that Nelson Lee was tar
A%aYy, beyond my reach. If the guv’'ner had
heen at St. Frapk's [ shoulda't have Jelt--
I was quite sure of that.

But Nelson Lee kmew nothing of this
dicaster, and he was unable to help me. |
wa3 absolutely alone—but I wasa't beaten!

I paced the compartment impatiently oas
the train bowled along towards Babnnington.

For the first time I seemed to realize that

some action on my part was vitally méces-
eary.

And here § was. running away—goimng off to
London! I was mot even attempting to make
a fight for it! And what aboat my investiga-
tion? It had fallen through, and, once in
L;)mll?n, it would be too late to do anything
at all,

I seemed to realise, all in a flash, that 1}
was doiny the wrong thing. It was sheer
madness Lo legve St. Frank's in such a narry.
1. had been sacked, it is true, but I was at
liberty to walk about the roads as freely as
any obther person. As long as I kept away
frim the sehool itself I wxs safe.

And before the train drew in at the
junction I had formred a plan. A great deter-
mination ‘had come over me. [ would retnm

that very evening—1 would make an examina-} over.
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tion of the spet where Starke had begn
fetled to the ground.

* I had already been on that spot once or
twiee, but 1 had never realfly given it the
full attention it demanded. And it would
be quite possible for me to catch the la<y
train frcm Bellton, if neceasary.

The prospect of eome action hucked ne np
quite a lot. [ had to rely upon my own
resources—and it was just as well npot to
overlook that fact. And if I couldn’t manazo
to do something it would be a pity.

' Of course, it would bhe quite impossibie for
me to see Montie or Tommy, or any of the
other fellows. 1 figured out that I shouid
arrive in the dusk, just before locking-up.
But the lane would bhe deserted by that tipe,
for most of the boys would be engaged on

off, and it was the first stop. It would |

their prep. .

‘““ By QGeorge! I'm not whacked yet!™" |
told mysell grimly. )

And at Bannington 1 marcQed straizht ont
of the station and allowed tWe London train
to go on without me. [ thought about hirisi
‘& bicycle, but changzed my mind. [ shonid
attract less attention walking, for on font |
coald cut across the moor, and then procedid
straight through Bellton Wood. By takin:
this short cut I should arrive almost as 0un
as going by bieycle.

The evening was rather gloomy, and |

thought there was every pro3peet of
thunderstorm Jlater in the nizht. For the
air was quite still, and dense masses of black
clouds were gathering, making the eveminu
pll;e;ma‘turely dark. But this suited me admr.
ably.
' I hurried across the moor, and didn't mec?t
'a soul during the whole distance.  The
journey through Bellton Wood wae sheort, for
I knew the way exactly. And when at Jast 1
arrived in the lane, I came out exactly oppu-
| site the spot I desired to examine.

Nobody had had a chance of spetting me,
and I netited with satisfaction that the
lane was deserted. And the gloom of the
- evening had almost become darkness. 1
could just see¢ what I was doing.

I went down upon my knees in the grass,
and procceded to examine the ground i.ch
by ineh. [ didn’'t know what I was lookinz
for: I only tbought that a therough search
might reveal something of importance.

The road itself was quite out of the ques-
tion. for the hard, dusty surfaece tohi
nothing.

And my cfforts were rewarded in a manner
' which fillled me with intense cxcitement and
hope. What I found was insignificant, but
it would probably prove to be of cnormons
value—if I wae only allowed to carry my
investigations threugh.

I held in my fingers a flake of epamel,
about three-quarters of an inch square, w:th
rough cdges. It was merely a chip, bnt |
krew well enough that it could only have
come rem some part of a motor-car.

‘“One of the mudguards—one of the giddy
wings'!” [ muttered. " By jingo! That’s it!
Starke was hit by the wing, and bowiul
Angd the force of the impact bent the
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mctal, and this Aakc of enamel flew oft. 1N
bet ten pounds to a peuny that that dvduc
Gion 18 correct!’”’

| was further clated by the very nature ot
the enamel iteelf. Had it bheen black, it
would have hecen valueless--for it would have
heen a hopelesa task to find the car. But
this enamel was a distinctive blue-grey, with
a red line. A portion of the line was quite
vizible on the Auke which 1| held. In fact,
the little chip was a splendid c¢lue, and |
f¢it more hopeful than 1 had cver [felt
before,

Very carelully 1 wrn?ped the enamel up in
a plece ol paper placed it in a »stift
compartment of my pocket-wallet. It would
not break there, and it would be quite sale.

Thia succees urged wme on to other efforts,
and [ proceeded with my investigatio
cageely and intemtly. And I became 8o
engroased that [ did not notice the approach
ol two bicycles from the direction of the
village. Theyf@ame up noiselessly, and 1 only
pIW them when they were actually upon ne.

‘ Well, I'm hanged!” exclaimed an ahqry
vo.ce. ‘" What's this young cad doing here?’

[ started to my feet, and found that Ken-
more and Jesson, of the Sixth, had dis-
mounted from their bicycles. The two bully-
ing prefects placed their machines against
the hedge and camce over to me,

“1 thought you were Kkicked out?”
Kenmore harshly.

““It's none ol my busincss what jon
thiak,” I said, without moving. ** You might
¢v» me the lavom of minding your own bhusi-
nezs, Kenmore.'

" You cheeky young hound!"’ shouted Ken-

said

more, grabbing my arm. ** Hold him,
Jeason'! We'll show the little c¢ad-—-
Y aroooooh!'"

Il was feeling angry, and [ hit out at Ken-
more with force. He received the blow on
hh car, and stagpered away.

' Don’t you lay your confounded ﬂngcu on
me!"”’ | shouted. * Yes, I've beren Kkick:d
out—and you'vo got po authority over me
wow! If you foed in the mood, Kenmore, 111
l'u:hl. you on the spot!’”

By gad!” said Jesson wonderingly.

Imt he and his ¢ J:anion grasped me, and
held me tight. while stood there,
slruggling to get lree Ralph l.calle Fullwood
appeared from the direction of the gateway,
H~ appraached, gave a gasp, and then rushed
back at full spced into the Triangle.

" Look licee, what's the idea of thie? 1
demanded warmly. * 1 you don’t let me go,
you cader-- -’

** We mean to give you a lesson, you little
brat!"”* sanarled Kenwmwore. * You half Killed
rmr Starke, and yon'd like to half kill me,

cxpect! Well, we're gaing to give you a
sound thrashing. Pull onc of those long
uuclu out of the hedge, Jesson!'”

" Right!*' sald Jesson heartily.

| attempted to get frce while the stick
was being obtained, but Keamore had got my
handes locked behind my back, and [ weus
powceriees. And just at that moment a fr@ah
develapiaent took place,

O

NELSON LELE LIBRARY

A sdrging crowd of juhiors, héaded by Full-
wood, rushed out into the lanc and bore
down upon me. They were ycliing with ex-
citement, and Kenmore and Jesson looked
round with some alarm.

But they felt casier when they saw who
the juniors were. The two Sixth-Formers were
quite prepared to see me ragged unmercifiuly
by the mob. It would be an even better
punisiiment than a swishing with a stick.

CHAPTER VIL
KICKED OUT!

N him!”

** Don't let the cad escape!”

Before I could even atgempt to

get free from Kenmore and Jesson,

the surging crowd of juniors surroundel me.
The prefects retired, grinning, and I was lelg
to the mercy of Fullwood and his supportt s,
Any attempt to get away on my part would
have been utterly fruitieas.

'* Like the rotter's cheek,
shouted Hubbard warmly.
beastly cad a lesson!”’

‘““We'll half slaughter the becast!™

1 was yanked along forcibly until we
reached a spot some distance down the aark
lane. 1 suspected that Fuliwood and Co.
were afraid of the hubbub being heard by a
master. Any interruption at this point would
have been most unfortunate—from Fullwood's
point of view. For the cad of the Remove
was intent upon carrying out the plan he
had formulated carlicr—the plan he had buen
unable to execute.

l von't deny that I was feeling pretty
rotten, for I had never intended that |
should be seen. My object had been to come
back sccretly and to make my investigations
on the quiet.

Yet here I was In the hands of an excited
mob of iuniors—a mob which represented all
the worst spirits in the Remove. A good few
ordinarily decent fellows were there, too.

Just for a short while I had a little hope.
For the news of my return had becen carrizd
into the Triangle, and it reached the cars of
my sorrowing chums. Sir Montie and Tommy
couldn't believe it at first, and Handfort :
was quite convinced that somebody had heen
talking out of his hat.

*“ Nipper's outside, according to- what 1|
can hear,” exclaimed Watson—*' rlght out i
the lane. 1 think it's all rot—"'

‘“0Of course it's rot!’’ sucrted Handiocth
* Didn’t ycu chaps see him off at the station?
You're vot going to tell me that he's come
back, 1 suppose? The poor oldechap's in
Lon#oa by thia time.’

** Hadn't we hetter go an’ ##e nhat’s doin .
dvar boys?'" suggested Montie mildly.

They went, and as soon as they got out cof
the gates l-hey knew that something unusi:i
wasa occurring, at all events. In the gloom ol
the late evemning a surging crowd -of fellow:
could be faintly seen. A good deal of subd-
ducd shoulingz was going oh, too.

coming back!”
** Let’s give the
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“ Ny hat! There'a somethiag up down
there!”’ exclaimed Bapdforth guiekly.

* How can it be up if it’s doewn?’’ asked
MeClure.

“*Oh, don't joke now, for goodness’ eake!”
mappcd Handforth. " Let's zet down the
road. Buck up, my sore!”’

They hurried down, and arrived on the
spot while Fullwood and Co. apmd the other
erowd was engaged m i short consnltation.
I was boing tightly held by bulf a dozen
determined juniors.

*“ Great Scott!” shonted Watson suddenly.
** It is Nipper! Look!”

** Begad!”’

* Well, I'm jiggered!'’ gasped Handlorth.
“ Rescue, you chaps! Lend me a hand! We'll
asoun get him away from this beastly gang!”’

And Handforth, careless of the odds, sailed
in with all his customary reckléssness. His
chums were compelled to back im up. And
Tregeliis-West and Wateon, of course, vere
cager crough to help.

“Don't try it, you assea!” 1
** You'll only be whacked!’'’

** Rot!” roared Handforth.
Merredl, you cad!”

shouted.

“ Take that.

Whack!
Mcrrell took it, and went over, roarng
with pain. Bell also toonk somecthfng he

ddn’'t want, and Hubbard retired from the
ficht with a. bleeding nose. But my captors
were in great strength.

Valiant as the attempted rescue was, it
was qnite hopcless from 'the start. Montie,
Tommy, and Handforth aBd Co. fought
gamely and desperately. But after a short
fight they were defeated.

They were a mere handful, while the erowd
roond me numbesred anything from twenty
to thirty. It wae quite imposeible for my
¢hums to collect a force of anything like the
same strength.

‘* We'd better get rid of the outsider befonse
we're “interrupted,”” msaid Fuallwood shearply.
*“1 vote we kick bim out literally! We'll kiek
him down to the village, threugh the villazec,
and to the station. Then we’ll kick him on
to the last train. If we buck up we snall
yuet catch it!”

** Qood egg!”

**That's the stuff to give him!'"’

“Kick him ocut of the district,
hounder!™’

* Good!"’

For the first few moments I attempted to
resist.  But after having delivered onc or
two hlack eyes I gave up rfthe game. Because,
for every punch I got home, [ received five
or six in return. And that game wasn't
worth the candle! 1 was in the hands of a
mob.

The fellows were too excited to realise
what they were doing. The whole thing was
merely a ' rag ”° to them. I had read about
euch brutal affairs at other big public
rchools, but I had never dreamed that |}
shonld be the victim of such an adventure,

The journey started, and it preved to be

the moet painiul ordeal I had ever passed
Lthrough,

the

!
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** Don't apare him, the rotter:’” yelled Enil
wood vieiously. :

Ralph Leslie was in his element. He Ladl
heen longing for sech a moment as this (or
monthe. | was dJdefeated—I was beaten to
the wide—1 had fallen from my elevated
position a3 Remove skipper into the dust.

And Fullwooed enjoyed my humiliation as
a miser gloats over hia wvold. The other
juniors who took part in the *‘rag’’ were
actuated more by desires of zeeing justice
donc than by thoughts of revenge. for it va:
their quaint idea of justice that I ehould be
treated in 2 manner worse than a criminal.

1 don’t think 1 can describe that journey
to the station very well. 1 don't remember
alt of it. I was dazed a gond deal of the
time—choked with dust and reeling with juin
and exhaustion.

The boys did not actually mean to hurt
me . perhaps they didn’t realise the sevcr.ty
of the treatment they were meting out. \s
for myself, resistaince was quite omt of the
question. A fellow can’t ficht a whole nmob.

The kicks I received were too numerous to
mention. A good many juniors knot‘e:l
their handkerchiefs, and slashed out at mc as
I staggered along in the midst of the surging,
yelling crowd.

Scme distance in the rear my chums were
following, furious, alarmed, but quite le¢lp-
less. And the procession went on. The vil-
lage was quiet, all the shops being closed.

But a few people were about. These, nced-
less to say, only stood by and stared. It was
none of their business: and it i1s gquite proh-
able tnat they agreed with my persecutors.
For the story of the attack upon Starke.bad
spread all over the district, and I was r¢-
carded as a kind of buddingz Jack.the Ripper
by the rustics.

* That's the way, boys—git’ it to ’im!"”
shouted one farm labourer thunderously.

He had just emcrged from the Gesorg?
Tavern, and it was bighly probable that he
had imbibed somewhat freely. And in that
condition a figcht was just the thing that
pleased his heart.

By the tim~ the station came in sight I
was practically spent; 1 could bhardly drayg
one foot after the other. My head was swim-
ming, and a thousand lights dauced beforc
my cyes.

Fate had played me a scurvy trick this
time, in all conecience!

Just outside the entrance of the station
yard I collapsed upon the road; [ can c¢uly
dimly remember lying there, but 1 was quite
conscious. [ lheard the shouts and jeers ol
the crowd.

** He's shamming!'"”

" et up, you worm:’

“* Rick him until he mcves!"”’
liver.

Thump! Thump! :

I was kicked again and szain by Fuliwaed
and Co., but I wa3 unable to rise.

‘“1 eay, stop that, you rotter!?" shouted
Armstrong hotly. * This is a °‘rag,” Fuli
wood—not a brutal as:ault. You'll turn «ut

rcared Gul-
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to be as bad as Nipper himself, at thls rate!
No kicking when he’'s down!"’

** Mind your own business!’’ snaricd Full-
wood. ' Uet up, you shammin’ hog!”

I raised myself on my elbow.

“1'll make you pay for this, Fullwood!'"
| panted hoarsely. * By Jove! [I'll make
you suffer for what you've done to-night! 1
should just like to ask you one question.’’

‘* What is it?’’ snapped Fullwoond. ~

‘*ls your father a Prussian?” |
crimdy.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Yeveral fellows laughed in spite of them-
Geives.,

“look out! The train's coming iIn!"
shouted Hubbard suddenly. ** Make the rotter
et up, or clse carry him bhodily."”

‘** Yes, carry him!"” shouted Armstrong. ** 1
think wc've gone a bit too far, you know—
Iw's bowled over. Perhaps we ought {o have
n look at him, and bind up some ol s bruises
before —''

But Armatrong was thrust aside by the ey
cited crowd. | felt myself raised into the
aie, and then I was rushed across the station
yard, face downwards. Lvery motion of that
mad rush pained me terribly.

And as we reached the bLooking office the
Lrain came in.

" Young gentlemen!

said

What is the meaning

ol  thisa?”" demanded the stationmaster,
cacthng up. * Good gracious! What or
cartdy — -’

e was pushed aside without compunction,
The fellows were not likely to take any
notice of o railway official at that moment.
‘hey carried me through the booking oflice,
on to the platform, and the door of an
eply third-claas compartiment was yanked
open.

“In with him! Head first!”’

**Onc, two, three—go!”

I was hurled into the compartment with
tremendour force, and I sprawied upon the
floor and 4ay in a heap at the far end.

Then the door slammed, and I was dimly
conscions of a crowd of faces at the windov..
The guard was not able to get near—although
he was assured that it was just a Lit of fun.

*“ We've got rid of you at last!'’ exclaimed
Fullwood from the door, his voice shaking
with vicious triumph. ** You've been chucked
out on your ncek, you cad. You've deit St.
I'rank's with vour name stinkin®'!’’

'** H-6-5sa8s!”

** Booooooh !

The hissing and bhoohing on the platlform
sailg in my cars, but U did not move. 1 felt
that it would bo more dignified for me to
temain as [ lay. The jeering would only
inceeage il 1 showed my grimny, blood-ameared
face.

*An' il you ever dare to show your
heastly face in the vicinity of St. Frank's
again we'll give you another dose like thizs—
only worse,” went on Fullwood.  ** But 1
don't fancy you'll come »aain, yon worm!"’

““Of coursc he won't—he daren’t!” jecred

Gulliver.
AU wy

instincts told me to spriag up ::hd*
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o let ly at these young scoundrela as ticy
deserved. But I was incapable of the clfo:l
at that moment, and a weak, half-hearted
atterlrlrpt' would have been worse than nothing
at all.

So I remained still, with set tceth and
clenched fists.

‘* Stand away there, my fine fellers!”
shouted the guard. ** Stand clear o' the (oot-
boards, ye young himps!"

'* Keep your bair on!” said Gulliver.

The whistle. blew, and with a sense cf
intense relief I fedt the train beginning to
movce. A perfect roar of hisses and jccis
arose, and they were the last sounds of
St. Frank's in my ears as I left Bellton.

Well, that was how [ was expelled Irom
St. Frank’s—that was how I was kicked cut.
I don't think any other fellow in the hiat-ry
of the school had received such a humiliating
send-off.

But for the malicions efforts of Fullwnodl
and Co. the * rag’’ would have hcen a com-
paratively mild ailair. It was the Nuta aof
the Romove whom I had to thank for the
brutal treatment. '

And 1 resolved, then and there. that cae
day before long the cade would sutfer for
their Hunnish behaviour. DBut just now I
had to occupy myself with other thougiats
and other actions.

Before the train got to Bannington I had
made myazell look -slightly presentable. Sore
in e¢vory limb, dizzy, I ¢limbed into the
London #rain at the junction, and I was
thankful that I secured an empty compart.-
mend.

1 was booked for London this time.

I came to the conclusion that it was im-
poasible for me to carry out my programme
of invesatigating the mystery of Starke's
injury. Butl I had that flake of enamel quitc
aafely. and I had an idea that it would come
in uscful one day.

And what was to happen next?

Was I to return to London, to idle myv
time away there until Nelson Lece returncd
from the Continent? [ couldn't quite pictuce
mysell daing that. My blood was up, and mv
chief desire was to establish to the whole
universe that 1 was absolutely innocent of
the charge prefcrred against me.

1 wasn't beaten, although some people
might bhave .thought that I was completely
knocked out of time. Somehiow or other, hy
hook or by crook, I meant to turn the tables.

The affair was not ended by any means!

* Poor old son!” said Watson huskilv.

“I wonder where he i3 now, dear fellrw?
In London, 1 suppose,” murmured Tregellis-
t\)\'ast. At it simply appallin’, Toamy

AN

Tommy Watson sroaned.

‘ And we shall never see hiin again— not
at St. Frank's, anyhow,” he said miscrab!y.
“*Oh, T feel like, kicking everything and
everybody. I feel like committing murder, or
something'"’

** Pray rcfrain from such exagzgerated re-
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marks, dear fcllow,” caid Sir Montie. *‘* An’
don't be quite so sure about not secing Nipper
at St. Frank’s agald. Some very queer
shings happen in this world, begad!”

“ What do you mean?’’ whiepered Watgon,

**0h, nothin’. But I've got a kind of
notion that Nipper won't accept such a
ghockin’ humiliation lying down,’’ whispered
Montie. It ain't his nature, old boy—it
ain’t, really!”’ .

The two juniors were sitting up in their
beds in the Remove dormitory at St. Frank's.
All tbe other feHows were asleep. But
Montie and Tommy were unable to close their
eyes as yet: they were toc worried and

teoubled..
** But he can't come back,” said Watson
gloomily. ‘‘ Remember what happerned to-|

night. Oh, those cads--those rotten, bhully-
ing cowards! Handforth’'s going to smash
Fullwood to bits to-morrow, I believe—unless
1 get there first!"”

‘“1 really don’'t know what we're goin’ to
do without dear old Nipper in Study C,”
said Sir Montic. * But I don’'t think we shall

THE
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bave to Le alone for lony, dear fullow. Yon
may think 1'm talking in a frightfuliy qucer
manner, but somethin’ tells me that N.pprer
will come back.”

**Yes, in Yyears
miserably.

‘* Begad! No! I mean goon,” #4id Mouti:
—** I mean almost at once, Tommy bhoy. Rt
let's get to alecp now, and hopez for the
best. Warryin' won’'t he!p us ut atl; worryin’
never did anybody any good.”’

But Tregellis-West, notwithstanding .3
light words, probably worried to & greater
extent than Tommy Watson. But he man-
aged to keep hi9 feclings to himself; he pre-

to come!’ ega:d Waieoun

 sented an urbane appearance to the cutward

world.

And those two faithful chums of mine
waited. ‘

They waited for something to happan-
something which they couldn’t even gue=3 at,
but something which they were positive was
coming.

And, as it happened, they were not to wuif
very long!

END.
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A Tale of the Adventures of an English Lad and a Young American in the
Wild Heart of Africa in Quest of a Mysterious Valley.

By ALFRED ARMITAGE.
Author of < Red Rosc and White,”’ ¢ Cuvalier and Roundhead,” et-., ctc.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

ALAN CARNE, a youny Britisher captured by
the Germans in Fast Africo, 15 cast out at the
eitd of the War, to wander in the jiongle. e
i8 )mined by o Hollento! servant ywnmed

JAN SWART. After a few days of hardship
they fall in 1w0ith

DICK SELBY and his nalive servan!s. Alaa
and Dick becowne great puals. They wilness
the death of an old mar named John Hom-
mond, who tells themnr a wonderful story of a
house in the jungle, where an Knglish girl 15
lept captive. The chums determiie to find
this mysterious hovse. Onthe way Dick slips
and fallg into ariver. Ie flouts down stream
and manaqges to make a landing. After walking
for some hours he hears voices. He has wo-
wdtingly walked into an Arab camp, and the
Arab leader is 1'ib Mohammed, the noted slave
dealer. A girl clled Lorna has also beer
ciplured, and in view of the sentry the two
hive a tulk together. She tells him of a mar
named Taverner, whom her father wished her
to marry, against her wish. Loter on she s
rescued, but Dick is recaplvred.

(Now read on.)

ON THE MARCH.

“ OU can do what you like,”" Dick Selby
Y said. ‘It doesn’'t matter to me.
Only give me something to cat. [

am simply starving.”’
“ Very well,” grunted Tib Mohammed.

feed you, dog, so you can walk with us.”

To the lad’'s relief his request was aranted.
e was given half a dozen maize-cakes and
a handful of dried antelope meat, which he
ravenously devoured. The Arabs also satis-
ficd their hunger, and then, allured by the
prospect of attacking the safari and enriching
themselves with plunder, they all set off to
the south along the bank of the river, Dick
trudging by ‘the side of Tib Mohammed.

As the jungle closed around him he felt a
chilllng sense of despondency. He had no

sol

doubt that by now Robert Fercuson and his |

dvughter and servants were on their way 2

back to the hidden vailey, hundreds of milcs
up the Bana River. And he judged it likely
that Ralph Taverner, the evil white man of
whom the gzirl was in dread, was alzo return-
ing with his friends. thec Bajangas.

**I hate to think that T may ncver sea
Lorna Fercuson agzain,”” he reflected sadly.
“Tt will be a beastly shame it she is forced
to marry that fellow Taverner. I wish |1
had told her what o scoundrel he is! 1
would risk anything to save her from such a
fate: but there won't be any chancc of 1t
unless Alan Carne rescues me from the
slavers, and I guesa I can’t count on that.
There 13 murder in Tib Mohammed’s eyes.”

The sun was ubove the horjzon, but its
scorciting rays could not pénetrate the
matted fastnesscs of the jungle. The slavers
pressed on at a rapid pace through the mor:-
ing, making another halt at noon for a short
rest ; and towards the close of the day, as the
air was turning cool, something occurred
which added to the depression that had kept
a arip of the lad. .

Tih Mohammed gave instructions in his own
tongue to onc of the pariy, and the Arab, a
lean, wiry fellow, loped ahead of his com-
panions at the jog-trot of a Zulu post-runner,
and was soon out of sight. With a pgloomy
countenance Dick saw him disappear, sur-
mising what his instructions were. le wua3
tapped” on the shoulder by Tib Mohammcd,
who leered at him malevolently.

“You do not like what I do—eh?’" L
chuckled. *‘ Mebbce your safari not far off.
My man try to find it, and bring word

back."”

It was as the lad had supposed. What hope
of rescue he had been clinging to had now
ehbed low indeed.

“ If that chap stumbles on Alan and the
natives, and returns without being dis
covered,” he said to himself, *‘ the attack on
the safari will be a complete surprise, anl
the Arabhs will have it all their own way. The
Wakambas and Swahilis will be too frightencd
to show fight. They will bolt like jackal:."~

The march was continued for another hour
or so, wiile the daylight lasted; and tho

' “(Continued on p. iii of cover.)
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shadows of evening wcere falling, and 2
crescent moon was low in the sky, when, at a
word from the leader, the band stopped for
the night. '

It was a suitable place that had been
chosen—a semicircular stretch of open sward
that sloped on the left to the margin of the
river. To the right was dense forest, tbat
mounted upward, and in front, to the souih,
the glade reached to the mouth of a narrow

gorge that was very similar to the c:amyonsL

of Western America. It was bounded on oue
side by a range of cliffs that rose fiuzh from
the edge of the stream, and on the other side
were broken kopjes of granite that were spl:t
into fantastic shapes.

The wild beasts were already on the prowl.
A lion roared in the distance, and a hyena
uttered a mournful waill. Wood was hastily
rathered, and a blazing fire was built. Dick
was hungry again, and was hoping that mere
food would be given to him. But when he
asked for it his request was curtly denied by
Tih Mohammed, in whose eyes was a
menacing glitter.

* You no need to eat,”’ he said, in a mock-
ing tone. ‘* Your time now to die. you dog!
Too much trouble to take you farther.’

It was a shock to the lad. He drew a
startled breath. and an icy shiver coursed
through his veins. In his anxiety regarding
the safari and his chances of being rescued,
Lufalhlagi almost forgotten the Arab’s threat to

b Hm.

" Yes, you die now,”’ Tib Mohammed went
on.  * You be tied to tree yonder in juugle,
and soon hungry lions come and devour you.
That be your fate.'"

He re¢peated the last words, his brutal
fecatures aglow with passion. And then, with |
a grim laugh, he turned to speak to his com-
janions.

R

of slavers were preparing to spend the
4 Jittle less than two miles from Tib
south of it.
nne side of them was the low barrier of cliffs
were high kopjes of eplit rocks ranged in close
rlifs was a space that was no more than
1t was the end of the second day after

THE DEATH OF THE WAKAMBA. |
N the dusk of the evening, while the band |
night in the forest, Alan Carne and his
party came to a halt at a spot that was
Maohammed’'s camp. and was in- the sombre,
granite-walled gorge that stretched to the
They had been compelicd to enter it, as
there was no way round to right or left. To
that separated them from the river and rose
sheer from the water. On the other side
formation, above which a dense jungle
psc-nded steeply; and between them and tue
ithirty ydards in width, and was clothed with
Mhickets and stiunted timber.
Dick Selby had been carriecd off by the
looded stream, and during those two days

THE JUNGLE iii

the safari had held to the north as fast as
they could travel, from sunrise to sunset.
The natives had kept their word, though they
had been in a sullen mood from the start.
They had promised to go as far as the Ba.:a
River, whieh Alan judged to be within
another day’s march.
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Alan and Jan sat in silence, listening to
the howling of wild beasts that foated
fantly from the depths of the forest,

** Baas, I think your heart is hcavy
your f[riend,” said the Hottentot presently.

“ Yes, it- is very hcavy,” Alan as:cinted.
“1 don't believe I'll ever sce Diek Selby
again. He was probably drownced that nicht.
Or if he was washed ashore he has heen
killed by lions.”

““ Surely, baas, he is dead.
go north to-morrow?’”’

" Still northward until we 2et to the
Bana River. And should my men then in--%
on turning back, Jan, there will be for nie 23
lonely journey to a far distance.”

‘““To the hidden valley of which you have
spoken, baas?’’ _

‘“ Even so, Jan. To the valley where dweil
the white people of much mystery who are of
my own race. Would you be willing to cote
with me?”’

“I wceuld come whether you wanted me or
not,”” Jan declardd.

“It would be a perilous journey,” sa:d
Alan, ““ and there might be danger at the
end of it.”?

‘“The baas is my master, and I am bia
slave. Where you go I will 2o0. If you die,
I, too, will die. I have spoken.” -

“I knew I could rely an you, Jan. Yan
have been a trusty fricnd to me, and if wz
live to get down-country LIl reward cur
devotion by giving you——"'

Alan paused as a shadow danced in front

(Continued overfeaf.)
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of him, and looked up to see one of the
Wakambas, who had noiselessly approached.

He wase Kalulu, a young.man who was
superior in courage and intellect to the rest
. of 3the . porters. : He had been a gun-hearer
to Duk Selby, and could speak English.
. »..%Bhagwan, there Lhas been a spy here,’
sald in a whlspe

“Aspy?l \lan echoed in consternation, 'w
‘ he sprang” to his feet.

“Yes,“only a momcut ago,” Kalulu rcphcd.
1 ‘awoke suddenly, and saw a black face
and .two evil eyes gazing at me from the
thickets yonder to the north. It was a black,

wicked face,” shining in the firelight. lt
" vanished at'oncc,'and I came quietly to tell
your, so that I should not alarm the others."

““ Was it a Bajanga warrior, do you think?"’

‘“ No, Bhagwan, it was a man with a black
beard.”’

““That is very strange Kalulu. Of
race could he be?” :

“T do not know: but T may be able to
find out for you. 1 will follow the man if ]
can, Bhagwan, and see if there are more of
thcm near to us.’

- The- Wakamba did not wait for consent.
He darted forward, his gun in his hand, and
msap[’)cued into .thejdark cover.» Alan’s face
was clonded with apprehension. -

1 am worried Jan,’”! he said.- ** That u
savage should be prowling about’ at this hour
cof the night means mischief.”

He stood by the tent with the Hottentot,
peering into the gloom. A short interval
-elapsed, and then the hushed silgnce was
shattered by a shrill ery and the report of a
firrarm. Roused from slnmber by the report,

'’ he

what
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Rembo and the porters jumped up in alarm.
and without an instant’s delay Alan snatched
a lighted lantern that hung from the tent-
pole and dashed into the forest to.the north.
Jan ran after him, and all of the natives,
who were too mghtened to stay in the camp,
trailed behind the Hottentot... _ <~

Alan kept the lead, the laptern in. one Imml
and ‘his revolver in the other. Guided by . :
scufHing, floundering noise, he sped throu< :‘
the tangled cover for thlrty or forty yard-, '
and burst from it into an opcn space, at thc
farther end of which he saw. the "Wakamb.
engaged in a desperate struggle with a stal.
wart negro, who wore a white turban and ;».‘
belted gown of blue cotton,

As the lad hastened on there was .a_quick
flash of steel, and the two combatants broke
apart. - Kalulu reeled and fell, ‘and as th-
negro plunged into the jungle, ‘witl .1 yell ot
defiance, Alan fired at hlm and mlssed

Having pursued the fugntnve‘ fur,, ‘a short
distance, and lost sight of him in the dark-
ness, he returned to the glade. The,glow «f
the lanterri revealed a tragic sxght The
natives were gathered around the unfortunat.
Wakamba. who was lying unconscious on th«
ground, with a big. double- edged knife buri-
in his chest. Close by him was hlS gun, which
had bem dnqcharged .

“ Baas he has been stabbed!" exclaimud
the Hottentot. ‘‘ He must have fired at that
savage, who turned and attacked him!"”’

“ Poor feljow!™ said Alan. * He is dym !
I \nsh I h'tdn t let him go!”:

(To be con tmued )
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