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(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1
SACKED FROM ST. FRANK’S,

XPELLED !

Kicked ocut of St. Frank's, kicked
to the village, and kicked into the
train!

That had been my cheerful experience
only an_hour or &0 eatlier. I was now
nearing London, and the train was rattling
over the numerous pointe of the suburban
metals. . .

The time was not late—only just after ten
—bhut I had formed no plan in my mind as
to-what I should do when I arrived at Vic-
toria. My thoughts had been too busily en-
gaged in recaling all the events that bad
recently taken place at St. Frank's.

In a nutshell, I, Nipper, had heen expelled
from 8t. Frank's for a crime which bhad been
committed by somebody elee. Disaster had
befallen me—disaster, complete and over-
powering.

And it was the irony of fate that this
should take place at a time when Nelson Lee
was away from St. Frank's. The guv'nor
had goue to the Comtinent on a special
mission, and he was far away.

Indeed, it was his very absence that had
brought about the whole catastrophe.
Starke, of the Sixth, had made use of Nel-
son Lee's absence to get his own Lack upon
me.

Starke's plan had gene wrong, and there |

was a mystery somewhere. For Starke him-
self had been struck down during tbe night.

and all the evidence pointed to tle fact
that T had enmmitted the deed.

l

U

found Starke lying unconscious on tbe road-
side, suffering from a severe wound cn the
head. And there had bcen a terrible mis-
understanding, for it was assumed that I
had delivered the blow which had felled
Starke to the zround.

There had been considerable excitement
when the news got about, but the najority
of the fellows had laughed at the very idea
of my being implicated. The real trouble
bhad not commerced until Starke rcg:ined
consciousness.

And then the blow fell.

For Walter Starke, on his sick-hed, stated
positively that I had committed a brautal
astault—that I had struck bhim down. It was
a deliberate lie—a dceliberate, malicious lie—
invented solely for the purpose of getting
me into terrible trouble and disgrace. -

But Starke's evidcnce, couypled with the
circumstantial evidence which had been
gained earlier, proved too much. I was
unable to establish my innocence. The
Head had been a brick; he had sympathised
with me from ths first, and it was my
pri\;a‘te opinion that he believed me irro-
cent.

And he had granted me three days’ grace
—three days in which I could remain at St.
Frank's and make an attempt to prove that
I was not guilty. If only I had been allowed
that period, I felt sure that I could have
produced convincing evidence in my favour.

But here, again, luck was against me.

A big feeling had arisen in the scbool c.»:-
cerning the atfair. It was taken for granted
by most of the fellows that I was guilty.
And mv enemies—such as Fullwoad and Cc.—
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tiow. I meant to wire you, but I wasn't able

‘““Not tbat it matters, Macter Nipper.”
eaid Mrs. Jones. * The beds is all aired, an’
ready for you to #lip into. An° I'll bring ye
up some supper in less than a )iffy. Will
the master be with ycu?”

I shook my heud. -

““Didn’'t you know?” I caid. * The guv'-
nor's in [taly just a¢t present, Mrs. Joneas.
Therc's no telling when he’ll he back.”

‘* The maester always vwas a one for dodgin’
off to some wild corner of the carth,” said
the housekeeper, lifting her hands. * But
there! I'll make you nice an' comfcrtahle,
Mastcr Nipper.”

“Thanks,”” I said. ‘' But youn reedn't
bother about any supper, Mrs. Jores. I'm
rather tired: L'l nid straight into hed.”

Shas eycd me suspiciously.

‘“ Have yo had somecthing at a restaurant?”
ahe inquired.

“ Er—no,”’ 1 admilted.

‘“You ain't yourself, Macster Nipper,”’ aaid
Mrs. Joncs critically. ‘“I declare you're
lookin' quite pale. Lor’ sakes! An® just look
at thom bruisce on your face—an’ your lips
are swollen! You've been flehtin®, Master
Nipper!”

““That’s all right, Mrs. Jones,'”” I grinned.
‘“Don’t you worry about me. And don‘t
bother about the supper.”’

“T don’t take no hced of ye,”’ said the
housekceper firmly. °* Bless the boy! Do you
think I'm poin’ to let you go to bed without
supper? You go upstairs, Master Nipper, an’
have a wvash. I'H bring a nice little supper
up within filve minutes."

{f fekt that I couldn't cat a momcl, but 1
didn't want to offend the old girl. So I con-
eented to the arrangemcend, and went up-
stairs. The consulting-room was looking just
the samc as ever: the cosy dining-room was
a3 ¢lcau as a new pin, and ncut sad tidy.

[ felt much better after a Jonk round; 1
wasn't half so lonely as I thought I should
have been, and after a good wash in the
bathroom [ felt 60 much better that I was
almost cheerful.

‘* There you are,
Jones, bustling in.

She brought a well-fiiled tray, and ehe
fusaed about and laid the table with all Ler
customary neatness and daintiness. But
although the supper was a2 favourite one with
me. I dida't eye it favourably. The salad
loshed perfect, and the coffee was stcamning
mvitingly,

“ Sit-ve down, Mastor Nipper, and enjoy
your supper,’”’ ordered Mrs. Jones, pulling a
chair out ready for me. * And don't forget
to ring il you want anylhing else. I'll come
m o Hilly !

I sat down at the table, and felt com-
pelicd to eat & morsel, at all events, if only
to please the old giri's heart. She would
be mortally oftendetd il I lcft the supper un-
touched.

The Arst mouthful seemed to choke me, the
second mouthful went down more easily, and
the third mouthful made me want some more.

sir!” exclaimed Mrs.

|

H

3 o

To my surprise, 1 discovered that 1 wanted
the supper, after all. 1 cuddenly became
aware of the fact tbat [ was famished, and
[ sniled in with a will,

By the time I had finished T had cleared
the beard, and I felt £0o much better for the
foed that I dide't go to bed iminediately.
I lounged about the cinsulting-room, ex-
amining old familiar articles aud glancing
at books and papers.

But there wasn't much fun in it, and the
depression soon bezun to cast it3 epell over
mc¢ again. So, at the firet yawn, I rctired
into the bhedroom, and was coon between the
sheets.

I'm not ashamed to say that 1 felt like
blubbinz. 1 was sick at heart, and the |ros-
pect before me ceemed black and hopeloss.
Had I only known it, the prospect was cx-
actly the reverse.

But I fell asleep with a kind of lump in
my throat, and wished with all my heart
that I was back in the Remove dormitory at
dear old St. Frank’s. That wish wasg to be
granted before so very long, and in a manner
which would have made me gasp with amaze-
ment if I could havo known of it then.

CHAPTER II.
AFTER THE STORM.

¢ H, it's rotten!"” said Tommy Watson
miserably. *‘It's too rotten for
words. Montie. What the dickens
we 3hall do without Nipper i3
more than I can imagine. Life ain't woith
living now!"

Sir Montie Tregellis-West echook his hcad.

“[ am willin' to agree, dear old boy, that
cxistence 13 shockin'ly gloomy without
Nipper's smilin’ face about the place,”” he
observed. ‘ Rut have patience; be confi-
dent. Nipper will come back.”

“Oh, rats!” growled Watson. *‘ You keep
on saying that, Montic. But what's the
good? You know jolly well that Nipper's
gone for good. We shan't sec him again
until tho end of {he term—until the holidays.
By gum! Won't we have a good old time
then!”

The two Remove juniors were chattinz in
Study C, in thc Ancient House of St. Frank's.
That famous apartment was looking rather
bare and forlorn. It had not been tidied up,
and everything was neglected.

It was the morning after I had been booted
out of the sclhool. Starke was still helpless
in bed, cl couree, and there was not much
prospect of him getting about until a week
or two had elapsed.

And the storm which bad. arisen on the
previous afternoon had not quite hlown nver,
Most of the fcllcwa were ready to let the
matter drop, to accept my expulsion as an
ordinary event. But there were some othet
juniors who were still furious and indignant.

Montie snd Tommy were included among
these, and the others werc Handforth and
Co., of Stuey D, Pitt, Grey, D2 Valerie, and
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Handforth got in several helfty blows before
Fullwood and Co. realised that they would
have to fight—or flee. To ftigut was out of
the question, and to flee would be undignifted.

40 the Nuts were in a bit of a quandary.

Fate came to their assistance in the person
of Mr. Crowell. The master of the Remove
was astoumdcd on emerginz from the Ancient
House to sce Handforth violently attacking
three juniors, who made no attempt to return
hiz biows.

“ Take that, you rotter!'’ shouted Hand-
forth, delivering a punch which sent Gulliver
sprawlbng. ‘' Fight, you cads! Ain't you
going to punch back? How the dickens do
you tiink I can have a decent scrap when
you won't shove up your hands?”

Mr. Crowell strode forward.

“ Handforth!'’ he rapped out sharply.

Handforth turned, rather taken aback.

‘““ Just a minute, sir!”’ he gasped. “I—I'm
dealing with these cads! If you’'ll wait half
a minute—"’'

‘* Cease this at once!'" ordered Mr. Crowell.
‘““ How dare you engage in a fight in the
Triangle, Handforth? Are you mad, boy?”

‘“But I'm only punishing these chaps for
being cads, sir!” said Handforth, evidently
under the impression that that excuse was
quilc suflicient. ‘' They think that Nipper
was guilty—and I'm going to fight every
fellow who talks rot like that!”

‘“ Indeed!” said Mr. Crowell coldly. ‘' By
what [ can see, you attacked these three
boys without provocation. You will leave
them alone at once, Handforth, and you will
write three hundred lines.”

Handforth stared.

‘““ Threec—three hundred lines for teaching
these rotters a lesson?’' he asked dazedly.
* But—but you don’'t seem to understand.
sir! Fullwood is an awful bounder, and
(lulliver and- Bell ‘are just as bad! A hiding
every now and again does them good!"

‘““ And I have no doubt that a hiding will
do you good, Huandforth,”” said the Remove
master curtly. ‘° Perhaps your motives are
quite good, and I will be lenient with you.
You need only write me two hundred lines.
But you must not get so excited, and you
-muat accept the fact that Nipper has left
St. Frank's for good; he left in disgrace, and
your belief in his innoccnce is quite mis-
placed.”’

*Do—dn you think he was guilty, sir?”
demanded Handforth hotly.

The juniors who ha® collected round

watched with scarcd faces; for a moment
they believed that the impulsive Handforth
was about to punch the nose of Mr. Crowell
himself! But he beld himselt in check by
& masterly ellfort. -
. “* Nipper has been cxpelled, and I do not
qltend to discuss the subject,” said Mr.
Crowell. ‘ Go indoors, Handforth, and culm
down. (o at once!”

Handforth went, and when he arrived in
the lobby there was an expression of blank
hewilderment in his  eyes. Church an
McClure met him, and took his arms with

5

“ Come along to the study, old man,” szl

McClure softly.
‘““ And that's what old (Crowsfeet calls be-

ing lenient!” exclaimed Handforth, taking
a deep breath. ‘Two hundred lines, and
ordered to go indoors! Justice! Is there

any such thing in this world?”

“ Well, it was your owin fault, old son,”
gaid Church gently. _

“ My fault?”’ shouted his leader, stopping
ahruptly.

“You went
view of —-"

““ Well, what of it?" dcmanded Handgforth.
‘“ Don't they deserve a licking” If Crowell
had any sense he would have allowed me to
go on with the job.”” And Huandforth
laughed bitterly. ‘* But I'm not beaten ytt.”
he added. ‘* Crowell doesn’t scare me. I'm
going to fight every cad who talks against
poor old Nipper.”’

Church and McClure loocked at one another
rather hopelessly, but they said nothing.
Talking would only make matters worse. And
when the trio arrived in Study D, Handiorth
211{1{ the door and flung his cap upon the
able.

i Ye..!,

for Fullwood and Co. in full

that's the idea,” he said slowly.
“ By George! It's the wheeze of the term!
And it can’t fail, either! They didn't know
whut they were doing when they sent Nipper
awav—when they got my back up!”

‘““1 say, Handy, you’d better go easy—"'

““ A petition,”” said Hapndinrth absent-
mindedly. * Yes, that's it! A petition to the
Head, signed by everybody in tle school. He
simply can’t ignore it—it would be as much
as his job’s worth. And within a week we
shall have Nipper back in the Remove. A
great idea!”’

Churcls looked doubtful.

‘““ What sort of a petition?'’ he asked.

‘““ Why, a petition demanding that Nivper
shall be pardoned and reinstated.” said
IHandforth. ‘‘ Everybody's got to sign it—
but, naturally, my name will be at the top.
It’s the finest idea I ever thought of.”

“ Oh, it's simmply staggering!” said McClure
admiringly. * But there are one or two
points I'd like you to make clear. Haudy.
For example, how are you going to make
the fellows sign?’’

* Why, with a pen, you ass!”’

“ But most of the chaps think Nipper's
guilty !"" exclaimed McClure. ** They won't
sign a petition demanding that Nipper shall
be pardoned! You can't expect it, Handy.
You'll only ,get about fifteen signatures.’

Hundforth smiled in a superior kind of
way.
“*You don’'t know 'what you're talking

about,” he said calmly. * I'm prepared for
opposition.”’
“Oh!”

“I'm going round to everybody singly,”
weant on the great Handforth. * I shall have

+u fountain-pen with me, and I shall request

the chaps to sign. If they refuse it's my
plan to punch them until they agree—to
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CHAPTER IIIL '
A FRIEND IN NLED.

REAKFAST was not a cheeiful meal,

I'tl admit. I had rot slept very well,

and I got up comparatively early. A

march along Holborn had made me feel

slightly better, but the gloom returned when
[ arrived back home.

I kept thinking all the time how wretched
the atfuir was. To leave St. Frank's at all
was bad; but to leave it with my name dis-
nonoured was something which had never
cntered into my calculations.

* And it had all come about becavse of
Starke’s vicious lie. Starke had stated that
I attacked him; yet Starke knew well
enough that I had done nothing of the sort.

It was my positive opirion that the bullying
Sixth-Former had been knocked down by a
passing motor-car. And as my thoughts roved
in this direction I mechanically took out my
pocket-book and extracted the flake of hard
cnamel which I had found in the grass at
the scene of the ‘‘ assault.”

It was not a positive clue, but quite good
epough for me—particularly when it was
coupled with the unconscious evidence which
Starke had himself given. In a few moments
of delirium the injured prefect had mumbled
some¢ words about a speeding motor-car.

But how was I to prove that Starke had
been lying?

How could | establish the fact that a
motor-car was responsible for the crime which
I had presumably committed? The driver
of the car was obviously one of those con-
temptible beings one sonietimes reads about.
He tad driven streight on after the accident,
without even pausing to see what damage he
had caused.

And having discovered that the affair was
aot rerious—he could easily have found tlhat
out by cautious inquiry—he ,remained quiet
and said nothing. But did Starke know any-
thing? Did Starke know what car it was?

Fven if he did Starke would say nothing—
for to breathe a word would be to give him-
self away. He had accused me, and he would
have to stick to that yarn. Meanwhile 1
was in dire disgrace.

The chip of enamel waz worth no more
than a speck of dust—while I remained in
London. And 1 realised that it was up to
me to think of some scheme—some plan to
get at the truth,

For I wuas by no means resiyned to my fate.
{ wanted to get back to the scenc; I wanted
to make careful investigations. But T
cowddn't go back to the schcol, and to take
lodgings in the village would be uncom-
fortable. I was krown everywhere in the
district, and even the countryfolk were
against me.

For a long time after breakfast I wandered
about the house—into the consulting-rooin,
through the laboratory, buack to the consult-
ing-room again, and 8o on. [ had never felt
the absence of the guv’nor so keenly before.

It was the height of misfortune that this
disaster should have come about during
Nelson Lee's absence. But, of course, it had

been planned that way. Starke bad taken
advantage of the opportunity. The bnlly
had got his own back on me now—with a
vengeance,

And I was still mooning about when I heard
the powerful throb of a racing motor-car.
It seemed to ¢ome to a stop just outside,
and I moved listlessly across to the window.

And there, in the bright sunshine. I saw a
low-built, wicked-looking automobile, and a
figure in the act of climbing ont. There was
something familiar about that figure. The
man was clad in a dust coat and a check
cap, with gozgles artistically decorating the
front.

I opened the window and leaned out, and
at that moment the man glanc:d' up, caught
my eye, and waved.

** Dorrie!” I gasped breathle:sly.

The next second I withdrew my head,
bumping it against the sash violently, but
didn’t care a jot. I charged across the con-
sulting-room, blundered down the stairs, and
literally tore open the front door.

Lord Dorrimore was waiting on the step,
smiling and cheerful. He wa3 an old iriend
of Nelson Lee’s, aud I regarded him as a
sort of uncle—as a real pal. Dorrie was really
one of the most lovable men in creation.

‘* Still alive an’ kickin’, yourg ‘'un,’”” he
said cheerily. *‘ Didn't you think I'd peaged
out? You haven't seen anythin® of me for
months——-"'

‘*“0Oh, Dorrie, come in!” I panted. * I've
never wanted you o much as I want you just
now'! Haven't you heard? Don't you
Know?"’

Lord Dorrimore allowed me to drag him
upstaire

‘“ Illaven't I heard what?’’ he asked mildly.
‘ Be lucid, you young bounder. Don't I know
what? Where's Lee—where's your bally old
sleuth?”

** Never mind ahout the guv'nor—he's in
Italy somewhere,”” I suwd quickly.

“Ye gods! An’ I've just come from the
Continent myself!’’ exclaimed Dorrie. ** Why
didn’t you tell me? I might have run across
him som@where. I'm all at cea here, don't
forget—I haven't the faintest idea of what'a
been happerin’. I didn't expect to find any-
body at home."”

‘““ Weli, you found me,”” I szaid.

‘“*But, my dear Kkid, what about St.
Frank's?'’ asked his lordship. ‘“1I thou«ht
you were still at that famous seat of learnin’?
I came here to make inquiries of your cxcel-
lent housekeeper. What do I find? 1 fird
you in sole posscssion, an’ Lee in Italy!
Somethin’ must bave happened!”

Lord Dorrimore sat down and helped hLima-
self to a cigarette from hiz gold case. Then
he looked up at me with an amused light in
his twinkling eves.

“I'm waitin',”" he saidd.  ** Go ahead, wmy
son. Don’'t Kkeep me on edee. by gad! 1
know well enough that somethin’ startlin’
hoas taken niace. You don’'t seem yourzelf—
vhere are rines round your eyes.”

‘1 doo't wonder at it,”” 1 said keenly.
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* Look hcere, Porrie, you'd better prepare
yourself for a bit of a shock—" _

*F'm used to ‘em,” interrupted Dorrie
complacently. ‘* Shocks have no effect on me
.whatever. After livin® in the jungle with old
Umlosi a8 a companion for months on cny,
nothin® will upset my nerves. You remember
Umlosi? I've left the old beggar in Africa.”’

**QOf course I remember Umlosi,” I ex-
claimed. * Didn't we have somc fine times
during that trip to the South Scas with Cap-
tain Burton? But this isn't the time to
talk over past events, Dorrie. 1'm worried
almost out of my life '
"** You look it,”’ said Dorrie calmly.

* But I am—really,”” 1 insisted.
better tell you the truth straight out.
heen expelled
kicked out!”’

Lord Dorrimore didn’t move a hair.

““ That's frighttully excitin’,”’ he observed.
‘“ But don't youn think you'd better try
another one, Nipper? 1'm not likely to be
caught with——"'

** But it's true—ahsolutely true!” 1
shouted. * Good heavens! Do you think I'd
joke on a subject like that? I've been ex-

“I'd
I ve
from St. Frank's—sacked—

pelled, I tell you—sacked in disgrace. 1 came
home last night.”

Dorrie still smiled, but his eyes were
S¢TIOUS.

“* \What wecre you sacsed for?” he asked
hiuntly.

** For brutally assaulting a prefect,” 1
replied.

** A" who reaily did it?” inquired his lord-
ship calmly.

“*1t’s jolly decent of you to aek that,
Dorrie,” I said with feeling. *' It proves that
yon don't think I'm guilty—— Hi! Look

-out! What the thunder—"

Dorrimore had delivered a sonunding thump
on my back which sent me rqeling. He took
the cigarette from his movih and eyed ine
sternly.

** Don’t tulk like thbat .igain, you young
13$!”’ he said, in as severe 1 voice as he could
manage. * Don’'t you thipk I know you? Are
you the Kkind of chap to get expelled from
St. Fran}'s for doin’ somethin’ di®raceful?
Get ahezt with the yarn, an’ let me know
all about it. I'm all ears.”

Withci:t stinting myself for words, T c¢x-
piained to his lordship exactly what Lad
occurred. He listened almost without coig-
ment until 1 had completely finished. Then

he Jit a fresh cigarette and blew out a cloud

of blue smoke.

‘“ That fellow—Bark, or Starke, or Sharke
—or whatever his bally name is—seems to te
an awfully pleasant sort of fellow,’”” he ob-
scrved smoothly. ‘I should think his nature
must be Dnerfectly sweet. What a rippin’
thing to do—to say that you bowled him over
when hLe woke up.”

** But look here, Dorrie, you believe what
I've told you, don’t you?’ 1 asked anxiously.
* You believe that I'm innocent?”

_ Lord Dorrimorc rose to his feet and placed
@ hand over my sboulders.

*“ Poor youngster!'” he exclaimed kindly.'

““You've been goin' througia the very deuce
of a time. Of ccurse” you're innocent. ‘'tf'ho
evidence is all against you, but that's nothin’.
An’ that idea of yours about a car is right

on the nail. You've hit it, young. 'un. But
there’s somethin’ else.”

* How do you mean?"” I asked.

“*You can't kid me that the fellow

thought of accusin’ you on’ the spur of the
moment,’’ said Dorrie. *‘ It was a put-up
job, Nipper—a plot. Starke has hated jou
for monthe, hasn't he?”’

‘** Like poison.”

‘“ Well, he planned this thing—an’ it wenf
wrong,’”’ said Dorrie sagely. ‘' That's how 1
look at it. Starke didn't mean to get bowled
out of time -that part was not in the pro-
eramme at all. But it was an arranged
scheme. An’ what you've got to do is to
vet busy an' disarrange it.”’

** But how?”’ 1 asked helpleasly. * What
can I do?”

Dorrie stroked his chin.

‘* Yes, that's the rub,”” lie said slowly.

** What can you do?
what can we do?'’

‘“‘We '?" 1 repeated.

‘“* You bet your life!’> said his lordship.
“I'm in this affair, Nipper—an’ ‘don’'t ycu
forget it! You're in a hole, an’ at your
wits’ end. 1'm messin’ about, with nothin’
to do. If I can’t help you in a time like
this—well, I'm fit for nothin’'! We've got to
concentrate.”

‘“ The only possible plan, to my miod, is
for me to gzo down to Bellton,” I said.
“* That's the village near the school, you
know. On the spot I might be able to make
a few investigations: but I should he ham-
pered tremendously. Everybody would know
that I was there—’’ _

“0Oh, no, they wouldn’t,” put in Dorrie,
grinning.

“* But they'd see me!"”

‘* I dare say they would—moat people can
ace in  this world,”” observed his lordship.
** Bot you wouldn’t be hampered in the lcast
—an' T'll tell you why. You’ll go down there,
but yon won't go down there. You'll be right
on the spot, makin’ your investigations, but
vou'll really be in London. Is that clear?”

‘“ Oh, quite!” I said. *‘ As clear as mud!”

Dorrie siched.

“I'm no good at explainin’ things,”” he
said. ‘' I'll say it in another way. You will
pretend to b2 in Landon—that’s better. Youll
pretend to be here, but you'll go down to
Bellton in digguise—"’

“*In disguise!”’ I echoed, with a start.

‘“ Exactly!”’ said Dorrimore. °* Rippin’-~
what? You can dress up as somebody—a
bricklayer or somethin’. You can prowl
about without a soul suspeetin’ your real iden-
tity. An’ within a fortnight you’ll have the
whole thing cleared . up, an' that Starke
fellow will receive a- boot on the seat of -his
trousers!” ey —

'* What an ass—what a fatheaded idint!"' I
gasped. 1 - -

Lord Dorrimore beamed. -

** Thanks awfully!”’ he-said. .** But 1 didn’s

Or, in other words,
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quile expect such a flow of elegant compli-

ments—"’

“1 was talking about myself, you old
donkey!"” I shouted. ‘' I've been an aes not
to think of that before. In disguise! That's
the very wheeze—and the most obvious onc,
too. But I've been so worried that I couldn’t
think properly.”’

Lord Dorrimore grinned. He didn’'t mind
being called a donkey by me—for he wns one
of the most free-and-easy men imaginable. |
was full of enthusiasm over the plan—and so
was Dorrie.

‘““I can be down there, and I can tell
Montie and Tommy all about it,”” I exclaimed.
‘““ Won't they be surpriced! And they can
help me, too—"'

' 8teady!”’ interrupted his lordship. *‘1
shouldn’t have anybody else in it, young ‘un.
You keep to yourself until the thing’'s
through. That's my sdvice. DBoys are liable
to talk—even boys like those rippin’ chuins
of yours. An’ il they didn’t talk they'd give
the show away by their faces.”

‘“ Perhaps you're right, Dorrie,”" I suaid,
after a moment. ‘* Well, we'll get ahead
with this idea at once—I'll go dowa to Bell:
ton to-morrow. The sooner I can get there
the better.’”’

Lord Dorrimore nodded.

‘““That's my opinion, too,”” he agreed.
‘‘“ Don’t you worry your head, old son. You'll
come through this ordeal with flyin' colours.
An’ all those young rufflans who handled you
s0 hrutally last night will have to bheg ycur
pardon. And take my advice, an' don't let
them off too easy!”

“ I'll wait till k prove my innocence first,
Dorrie,”” I said. *I don’t know what 1
should have done without you. You've
bucked me up, and made me feel absolutely
tighthearted again. You're a splendid sort!”

“ Rot!” suid his lordship, preparing to go.
‘““ Now, look here. You be ready—disgnised
an’ all that—by ten o’clock to-morrow
mornin” I'll happen along at that time, an’
run you down to Bellton in the car—- No.
that wouldn’t do!”’

** Why wouldn’t it?”

“I'm known down there—my past record
is famous,” said Dorrie. *' It wouldn’'t be
good policy. But I'll take you as far as
Bannin'ton, anybhow. 8o be ready at ten
o'clock.” <

- e g
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CHAPTER IV.
A LITTLE ALTFRATION.

EN o'clock chimed musically from the
mantelpiece in the oconsulting-room.
I was ready. Ae a matter of fact 1
had been ready for ten minutes, and
was waiting for Lord Dorrimore to arrive.
And 1 was quite ccrtain that his lordship
would not recognise me.

[ had already deceived Mrs. Jones, and the
worthy old soul was wondering what on earth
[ was doing—for [ had explained nothing of
my predicament to her. There was no reacon
for her to be worried.

- | more exact, 1

[ garzcd at myselfl in the ¢laze; or, to be
wazed at a ehort, squace

shouldered man of quite thirty. His face wae
bronzed, and he wore a small, dark
moustache. On his right cheek a acar was
viaible. His hair was rather long. and he
wore a flowing tie and a black velonrs hat of
a wide-brimmed pattern.

“ Ripping!” [ exclaimed softly. ‘' No, that
won't do—that's my voice. Spleadid!  Quite
a remarkable transformation!” [ added, n u
deeper tone.

[ had considered everything thorouzohly,
and had decided that [ should cause no sux
picion by staying in Bellton in the guise ol
an amateur landecoape painter. [t wna juat
the richt weather, and [ could sally out and
he abzent most of the day without creating
attention.

And I could approach the =chool during
leseons.  Of conrae, 1 couldn’t paint—but tiut
was merely a detail. U was capable of Jdauh
ing oil-colours on to a canvas and making
some Kind of a blotch. And quite o lew
artiats do r hetter,

“* Here he 15! | muttered enaerly.

The throb of tae racing ear soundid, and 1
arrived at the window juat in time to reo

HLord Dorrimore taking a flying leap to the

pavement. He must have found the front
door open, for h> came thandering up the
atairs before 1 could even reach the door ol
the consulting-rooin.

Then he burst in. with Huzhed faes ar ol
gleaming eyca.
*“ Ready, Nipper?” he shouted. e

got—— Good lor’! [ really hee your pardan,
sir! 1 had no idea that-— .~

“And who may you be, air?”" U demanded
sternly. ** By what right do vour come blun-
dering into thia private apartment aa though
you owned it Nipper is not available at the
moment, and you will oblige me by retiepg!”™

Dorrimore bhowed.

“ Certainly,”” he aucrecd. ‘' Pleage accopt
my apologiea for behavin' like a bull instend
of a human bein’. But [ get these Lita some.
times, an'—"’

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!" 1 roarecd.

Dorrie stared at me wrathfully for a
moment, then he u:''vanced with a  blark
brow. But by the time he reached me he

waa grinning all over his face.

‘“ By jingo, young ‘un, you took me in
properly!’" he declared. * Splemlid.’ Top
hole! You look just like my long-lost
brother! What an infernal pity you took all
that trouble, though—I hate waated labour!™

‘“ Wasted labour!” [ echoed.

© Bxactly! Rip all  that rubbish oft,”
ordered Dorrie briskly. ** Tuke the whole
bally outfit away an’ bury it! You look &
man to the life: but it's not good enough!™
I was somewhat dismayed.

““ Why., I thonght you'd like it!"” [ pro-
teated. ** U've been working on thia disguise
pince seven o'clnck this morning! And it's
what the guv'nor and [ call a * permancnt’
disguise. It can bhe maintaincd for weeks. it
nceeasary.”’
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** You won't maintain it for five minutes,’
said his lordship firmly.

“But why not? What’s wrong with it?"’

** Nothin'—-cxcept that it's about sixteen
ycars too old!”’ exclaimed my visitor calmly.
* The fact is, my son, I've got an idea worth
fifty-five of the original scheme! It's a first.
clasa, gilt-edged, numher one stunt—an’ that's
puttin’ it mildly. 1 thought about it while I
waa lyin® in bed this mornin’, wonderin® how
much longer 1 cnuld laze hetween the sheets.
It came to me all of a rush, an’ I gave such a
yeld that Dennis nearly had a fit—that's iny
valet, you kunow.”

1 was ecomcwhat taken aback, and lonked it.

“] don’'t see how youn can have an idea
that's worth fifty-ive of the other,”” I said.
“* And if I've got to look ¢sixteen years
syounger than I do now, | needn’'t wear any
disgnine at all!”’ '

** That's the trouble,” said Dorrie. ** Can jt
be done? That's the point that's waorryin’
me. Coan you disguise yoursclf as a boy of
fifteen, an’ yet conceal your own identity?”

** I've donc it more than once,” 1 replied
promptly. * 1 did it when I firet went to
St. Frank's, as a matter of fact—"

** Of course you did!" said Dorrie. ‘* Thai’s
when yon were known as Bennett, wasn't it?
What a mvmory I've got! Well, what 1
want to know is this—-as we're goin’ to work
this thing together, why rhouldn’t you go
hack to St. Frank's?"

“To-to St. Frank’'s?”’

* Why shouldn't you go
Kemove?'” asked Dorrie coolly.

** The—the Remove!” I yelled.

“JIn the character of a new boy,” ex-
plained his iordship. *' That's the whole idea
in a nutshell.”

1 sat down and gasped. 1 was reall;)incnp-
able of anything clee at the moment. Dorrie’s
euggestisn had complctely taken the brcath
out of me. It was =0 staggering that 1 could
scarcely realise what it exactly meant.

*Jt would be the biggest joke of the cen-
tury,”” went an Dorrie enthusiastically. ** You
get expelled frone the school for somcthin’
you didn't do, an’ within a week you're back
again—as large as life, but under false
colours. Juat think of the rippin' times you'll
have., bluflin’ all the fellows! You can do
it all right—when it comes to actin’ you're
absolutely on your hind legs. An' in the
school itself you’'ll have double the chances.”

At the end of a minute 1 had gained a clear
view of thinga, and I shook my head gloomnly.

*“Jt couldn’t he worked,” 1 said.

* Why not?”

“*Jt's the finest idea in the world, but tlhere
are insuperable difficulties in the way,” 1
went on. * To begin with, how am [ to get
mto the school? A fellow can't go down and
arrange a thing like that himself, Dorrie.
RHis father, or guardian, must go—and it costs
A frightful amount, although that’'s nothing.
‘'he real difliculty is getting introduced.”

Lord Dorrimore grinned.

‘“ I've thought of all that,”” he said calmly.
. 1'm your guardian, an’ 1'll run down to Xt.
Frank's to-day, while you're gettin' ready.

back into the

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

I'l! epin the Head a lovely yarn, an’ take fu)l
responsibility. There must he an openin’ in
the Remove—hecause you've just left it.
Nothin® conld be better.”

‘*“ Why, 1 should simply step into my own
shoes again,”” I said, breathing bard. °‘‘ But
it's asking too much of you, Dorrie. There’ll
be a terrific commotion if the truth comes
out, you know, and you might find yourseélf in
serrious trouble for taking any part in the

deception.”

1T can look after myself,” replied Dorri-
more complacently. ‘ That’s what 1I've been
doin’ for as long as I can remember. And it
ain't a deception, you young aes—at least,
not a wicked one. Youn're goin’ back to St.
Frank'’s to clear your name. It's the obly
way it can be managed. Well, what do yoa
think of the idea? 1Is it a go?”

I grasped Dorrie’'s hand.

*“I1t's the finest idea you ever thounght of,’’
1 exclaimed heartily. ‘“ And I don't know
how to thank you, Dorrie, for taking so much
trouble over me. I'm sure I can keep up the
game all right.”

‘* Well, that’s the main thing,!” said his
lordehip. ““If 1 were you I should make up
a3 a kind of duffer. Pretend to he a bit
silly, you know. Then you won't be sus-
pected ; nobody will take any notice of you.”

1 paced up and down the consulting-room,
trembling with excitement.

“ Dash it all, I think I'm glad T was sacked
now!” 1 exclaimed. * This will be the
greatest joke on record! I shall be down
there, among all the fellows, and I can get
endless fun out of it. And I can find out
the truth about Starke,.too. As soon as
l'{e learned the truth I'll reveal my iden-
tity.””

** That's the exact idea,” aaid my com-

panion. “ [ s'pore you couldn’t manage to
disguise me as a boy? I'd love to be with
you!”’

But Dorrimore was nnly joking—although I
could quite helieve that hé& would %elecame
the chance of going to St. Frank's with mc.
He was no better than a junior echeoclboy
himself.

And he entered into this scheme with tre-
mendous enthusiasm. Together, we arranged
ull the details—and there were a good few t¢
think of--and after that Dorrie took his de-
parture for St. Frank's. .

I sat down in the big armchair and stared
before me unseeingly.

I was thinking. I{ everything went all
right, T should be back in the R¢move within
a day or two—back amongst the fellows who
believed in me, and amongst those who held
my name in coutempt.

I should, at all eventa. hear some trne
opinions concerning myself! And the very
thought of biufing Tommy Watson and Tre-
gellis-West made me chuckle with delighted
anticipation. Co . :

It would he bard to begin with—tremen-
Jdously ~hqrd$._ : : .

I knew cverybody by sight and by name.
But in my new character 1 shounld have to
know neothing. Unless I remained on the alers
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the whole time [ should easily give inyscif
away.

An absent-minded remark—quite easily
made —would bring suspicion upon me at once.
But I had sufficient confidence in myself to
he sure that I could carry the game of bluff
through succesesfully. :

And to be down at the old schoo!, and to
probe the mystery to the bottom, was all
that I desired. Owing to Lord Dorrimore's
help it seemed that my wish would come
true.

I should necver be able to thank his lord-
ship for the service if he succeeded in get.
ting me * pliaced " in the Ancient House Re-
move. And, somehow, I felt that old Dorrie
would be completely successful.

He wasn’'t the kind of man to be beaten
once he had<enade up his mind!

CHAPTER V.
UNDER FALSE COLOURS

o ORD who?"’ asked Handforth.
‘* Dorrimore—don’'t you remember
him, you ass?’ said McClure.

‘“* Wasn't he with us when we went
on that trip to the South Sea Islandz with

Nipper and Mr. Lee and the rest of the
crowd?’’
‘“By George. vyes!” said Handforth.

‘“* What the dickens is he doing down here?”
‘“ Blessed if I know,” replied McClure. ** He
otily arrived about ten minutes ago, and he's
jawing with the Head now, I think. I say,
that's a spanking fine car of his, isn't it?”

Quite a number of juniors were standing
about the Triangle, examining Lord Dorri-
more’s racing motor-car, Afternoon lessons
had not vet commenced, and the fellows wcre
naturally interested in the visitor.

Dorrie had succeeded in getting indoors
without being stopped by anybody. He wasn’t
anxious to he questioned by Handforth, or
any of the other juniors he knew. Ior such
questions would probably be awkward-—and
his lordship would never consent to telling
falsehoods.

He was in the Head’s study, looking very
grave, for Dr. Statford had just told him
of my awful wickedness, and how I had been
sent out of the school, disgraced and scorned
by nearly ull.

‘““ A terrible affatr, indeed!” concluded the
Head. * Mr. Lee will be shocked when he
returns from abroad. But it was really
impossible for the lud to remain here, Lord
Dorrimore."’

‘““I bope I'm not goin’ to offend you, Dr.
Stafford,” sdid Dorrie deliberately, * but 1
don't believe that Nipper was guilty. 1've
_known him for years, and he couldn't have
Fgrformed that act of violence—it wasn't in
um."’

Dr. Stafford shook his heud.

“I thought the same,"” he said slowly. ** In-
deed, [ find myself thinking it even now. The
whole case was particulurly distressing. 1
did my utmost for Nipper, but my eforts

|
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were useless. It wusg really the boys them-
selves who decreed that he should go.”

‘“ The young beggars!”’ growled Dorrimore.

‘“l was prepared to give Nipper three daya
grace—not that I hoped for much result,”
went on the Head. ** However. it i3 idle to
talk about the matter now. Nipper has gone,
and the school hus settled down to its usual
routine.”

**And what of Starke?”’

“] am very pleased to say that Starke ia
mending rapidly—far more rapidly than Dr.
Brett hoped for,” said the Head. *‘ He i3
alrexdy out of bed, and within a day or two
he will be able to resume his studies. But
that, of course, makes no difference to
Nipper's crime. It was a brutal assault, and
might well have heen fatal. Poor lad! |
don’'t think he meunt to strike hard.”

‘““He didn't strike at all,”” growled Dorrie.
‘“ But, as you say, we necdn’t discuss the sub-
ject. Nipper's gone, an’ there’s an (nd of
it. What I want to know is, have you rcom
in the Remove for this ward of mine””

~'“As it happens, Nipper's departiure makes
it easy for you,” said the Head, smiling
slightly ‘“There is a vacancy in the

Ancient\ﬂonse at the moment, which cian he
fillad by this Jad you speak of---providing,
naturally, that everything is in order. But
I am quite sure, Lord Dorrimore, that there
wiil be no hitck. The lad is fitted for the
Remove. I presume?’’

*“Oh, quite!’’ said Dorrie. *‘‘ His name i3
Algernon Clarence D'Albert, and T am afraid
you will find him somewhat meek in his
manner. l{lljlt. you will have no trouble with
bim --take my word for it.”

And in the end Lord Dorrimore toock his
departure from St. I'rank's with the Kknow-
ledge that Algernon Clarence D’Albert would
find a place in the RKemove—providing the
governors approved.

Dorrimore knew well enough that he would
have to wait for several days to get a reply
through in the ordinary way. So after leav-
ing St. I'rank’'s—which he did without bheing
stopped by anybody—he returned straight to
London, and had two or three interviews
richt off the reel.

How he actually managed it, I don’t know,
but he 'phoned me up in the late evening,
and made the gleeful announcement that
everything was prepared—-fees paid in ad-
vance, into the bargain.

It was not even necessary for me to wait
until the half term to tike my place in the
Remove; I was at iiberty to go down on the
morrow. Dorrie, being a Peer of the Realm,
was able to wield power and influence.

It was decided that I should g¢o down so
that I could arrive the following evening—
the sooner [ got there the better. Dorrie
promised to send a wire to the Head. and to
call for me at Gray's Inn Road at midday.

I was to be all ready.

And while I was preparing myself that
morning, the fellows at St. Irank’'s were
discussing an annoulement which the Head
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had made ufter prayers.
to arrive in the evening.

“ What did the Head say his name was?”
asked Tommy Watson. °° Aubrey Augustus,
or something——"’

‘* No, dear old  fellow,” interrupted Sir
Montie. ‘‘Judgin’ by the wname, 1 shonid
say the new fellow will be quite select. It is
Algernon Clarence D'Albert. An' he is comin’
mto our House." i

‘“We don't want him!" said Haadforth
grufly. ' We want Nipper back!”

** Well, there's no recason why a new fellow
shouldn't come,’” said Watson. ** But he's
jolly well not going to butt into Study C!
That place is going to be left open for
Nipper—when he comes back. No outsiders
allowed—especially a chap with a name like
that!” “

**1 suppose Mr. (Crowell will decide the
point,”’ remarked McClure. *° He'll be shoved
into u study where there are only two fel-
lows--and that might be yours, Watson. It's
rot to talk about Nipper coming back——"

“ORn, is it?"" said Watson. ' You wait!”

‘“ Have you heard from him?” asked Hand-
forth eagerly.

* Not a word.”

** 1 suppose the poor chap’s too miserable,”
said Handforth. ‘*We shall be hearing
before long. I don't know what the dickens
he'll say when he knows that De Valerie has
becn elected skipper. ldiotic, 1 call it!”

**1 suppose you consider that P’itt was the
best man’’ asked Wateon,

““Pitt!” soorted Handforth,
not!” i

** But you were the only other cundidate,
and you can’'t possibly supgest that »you
ought to be skipper,” grinned Watson.
* Things would be awful indeed if we had to
be skippered by a silly duffer like——
Yaroooh!”

Watson backed away as Handlorth's fist
lunged out.

** 1 shall be shipper some day!"’ said Hand-
forth darkly. ** And when that day comes,
you'll all know it!"”

‘* Begad! I helieve we shall!” marmured
Sir Montie.

**You'll all know it!"’ repeated Handforth.
** T shall rule with a rod of iron, and there’ll
Le no slacking or blagging at all! Fullwood
and Co. will cease to cxist 2s soon as 1
Lecome skipper!” :

And Handferth, having wmade that dire
threat, marched away. Sir Montie aud
Tommy strolled into Study ¢, and looked at
one annther.

*1 hope that new kid won't be shoved in
here,” said Tommy. * It'll spoil everything
if he is.”

‘* He may be quite a decent sort,” said
'Tregellis-West thoughtfully. 1 really think
it’s up to somebody to go to the station this
evenin®' to meet him. What do yvou say, dear
hoy ?"’ '

°)'.l shall be on Little Side,” suid Watson.
"* You'll be there, too!"”

‘** Really, I'm not quite so sure alout that,”

A pew boy was due

** Rather

exclaimed Montie, adjusting his pinec-nez. done it hetter!” be declared.
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* Cricket practice is necessary, 1 will admit,
but there is such a thing as noblesse oblige.”

** Such a thing as what?”

‘* Noblesse oblige, dear fellow,” said Sir
Montie caimiy. ' That means to say that we
ought to conduct ourselves nobly, you knew,
an’ it would be only doin’ the decent thing
to meet this new chap at the station. A
new kid feels frightfully at sea unless he’s
gnt somebody to support him."”

** Well, you can go, if you like,”” said Wuat-
gon. ‘' But don't forget that De Valerie is
keen on the cricket. Now that Nipper's gone
we shall have to buck up no end—or find our-
selves whacked in every match. And how do
you know the time of the new kid’'s arrival?”’

*“1 don’t know, but he's comin’ by train
this evenin’, an' there are only two from
London,” said Sir Montie. ‘“If he isn't on
one, he’'ll be on the other. Yes, I shall cer-
tainly give the new fellow the benefit of my
companionship. An’ if he’s a decent sort
we'll invite him in here.”

'**Oh, 1 don't care!” said Watson miserably.
“1 don’t much care what happens nowadays.
Everything’s been rotten since Nipper went.”’

And while my chums were discussing the
'*new fellow '’ that imaginary individual was
being manufactured in Nelsan Lee’s consult-
ing-room at Uray's Inn Road. The disguise
was far more difficult to don thar the
**artist’’ make up. For I had to remain
boyish but alter my appearance.

At first I thought I shouldn’t suceceed, but
by the afterncon 1 was satisfied that my
disguise wao impenetrable. I found it neces-
sary to dye my hair, and to slightly alter the-
colour of my skin.

I also made use of a little artiele which
Nelson Lee himself had invented—a small
thing made of platinum, which fitted be-
tween the upper lip and the gums. ©One's
appearance was totally altered by the use of
this. It was a fixture, and was extremely
uncomfortable—for the first day or twa. But
after that, as the guv'nor had often proved,
the thing couldn’t be felt at all. It only
needed getting used to.

I used false eyebrows, too, and several
other details completed the disguise. By the
time 1 had finished, Nipper had vanished. In
his place stood a lanky-looking youth in tight-
feet. Me made some
pretence of heing a dandy, but he looked
real neodle.

Red hair and spectacles belped a lot, and
with a change of voice, a change of manner,
and a different walk, I reckoned that I shonld
easily pass muster. I could mot disgnize my
eyes, but the spectdeles assigted in that
direction.

By midday I was ready—or, at least, by
lunch-time, which was in the early afternoon.
Mrs. Jones was again mystified, but I didn’t
explain matters to her. It was better that
ghe should not know.

Wheg Dorrie turned up he
bursting with admiration. '

““ Why, my dear kid, you couldu't have
*“This heats

was simply






14 THE NELSON

the artist into a cocked hat. Your own
chuma wou't know yon—especially il you
keep up thut mild, hesitatin® kind of voice.
Your'll pass muster just as tiiough you were
another fellow!”

* Let's hope s&o, anyhow,” I =said. **It'll
be an oideal at tirst, but I shall soon get
used to it. Thanks awfully, Dorrie, for going
to all the trouble —"

‘“1!ve been to no trouble at all, you young
uss,”’ ireerrupted his lordship. " It's been a
sheer pleasure -one ol the Lbest games l've
cver played. An' don’t forget tnat you've
got to keep me posted up with all imorma-
tion. I sball be m London tor weeks yet.”

I made a solemn promise, and shortly after
that we started. My outlit was new, cven
te a set of collar studs. I had two brand-
new trunks, and a neat handbag., Nothing
was being taken to St. Frank's which would
provide the slightest clue.

And Dorric and 1 started off in the car,
and were eoon speceding out of London towards
sussex. The day was hue, and 1 was ieeling
light-hearted and happy. As 1 told Dorrie,
I was almost glad that 1 had been expelled.

I love excitement, aud this adventure was
providing me wilh a chance of getting a big
heap of novelty. And the very thought of
blung the whole school was a sheer joy to
me.

They had kicked me out—but I had come
back! And I was determined to prove that
Walter Starke !@d periormed a vile act by
faking the cvidence against me. 1t is little
wonder that I revelled in the prospect.

Aand an incident which ccecurred near Ban-
nington proved how esscential it was that [
sholld be near the spot. l'or, to be quite
truthful, 1 obtained a clue to-the mystery
even before 1 arrived at St. Frank's.

Dorric and I were nearly at the end of our
ourney—for he intended to drop me at Ban-
nington station. I should then get into the
local train, and arrive at Bellton as though
I had come by rail all the way.

1 had suggested bceing taken by car right
to St. I'runk’s—because it didn't matter now
that Dorrie was supposed to be my guardian.
But he didn't want to invite a lot of qucs-
tions from tnquisitive juniors.

‘““The less I'mm seen there the better,” he
said, shaking his head. ** Everything's all
gerene now, my gon, and we don't want to
have any hitch. You'd better go by train
over the last lap. An' don't forget to remind
me that 1'll need some juice in Bannington.”

* Running short?’ I asked.

“I'm not sure that we shall get as far as
the station,” said his lordship. I meant to
bring some spare tins with me, but I remem-
bered that your .trunks had to be carried
along, an’ left the petrol behind. We can
easily get some™@t the next garage.”

And shortly after that we rolled into the
familiar High Street of Bannington. It was
early evening, and I reckoned that the Re-
movites at St. Frank's were just on the point
of preparing tea. I shouldn't arrive until
later; but Dorrie and 1 could have a snack
in a restaurant before the train wcnt.
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We were running smootiiiy down the High
Street, when { found myself looking idly at
a large touring-car which was approaching us.
And as it was actually passing 1 gave a little
jump, and gusped.

“ Lok, Dorrie—look!” I exclaimed ex
citedly.

But he was too late to see the car. He
pulled up, and 1 turned i my seat and stared
up the road.

‘* What's wrong, Algy?”
ship, with a grin.

“Didn't you see thut car?” I hissed. * It
was painted blue-grey—quite a distinctive
colour—with red lines. That flake of enamel
1 found at the spot where Starke was
knocked down was just the samce colour!”

‘“ By gad!”’

‘“That was the car that bowled
over!” [ said tensely. * I noticed that one
of the frout mudguards was bent, too!
There's 1o doubt about it, Dorrie. If we
can only catcth up with that car "

** Hold tight, young 'un!” rapped out his
lordship.

We turned round in the pfoad by a series of
quick manccuvres, and were soon racing up
the High Street, sending clouds of dust behind
us. 1 was excited, for it would mean a lot
if we could only overtake the blue-grey car.

We simply roared out of Bannington, and
within a couple of miles we caught =ight of
our quarry, climbing a hill in the distance.
Dorrie opened the throttle, and we went like
the wind.

By’leaps and bounds we overtook the other
car—until at last we were speeding along
only fifty vards in the rear.

“Take the number!” snapped Dorrie, Lturn-
ing his head.

*I've alrecady taken it,”” I replicd grimly.
‘* Shoot past the car, Dorrie, and order the
driver to stop. We'll try to get at the truth
even now——"'

**Oh, by gad!” exclaimed his lordship, in
dismay. "’

He pushed the throttle open wide, but the
engine only spluttered in return. And after
a few erratic bursts the car came to a
standstill. Lord Dorrimore looked at me witk
absolute disgust.

* Juice!’ he exclaimed bitterly.

Our car had run out of petrol—and we were
compelled to sit there and to see our quarry
vanish rapidly into the distunce. It was
galling in the extreme; but it was really
vonderful that vwe had travelled so far. In
the excitement of the chase we had both
forgotten about the snortage of * juice.”

**Just like one of those bally dramnas you
see in a cinema!’”’ snapped Dorrie. *In a
motor-car chase on the pictures they usually
run short of petrol, or a wheel drops off, or
the gearbox 15 left bhehind! But I never
thought we'd experience the same sort of
thing ourselves! Rough luck—that's what it
iB!” .

- And it’M- be useless continuving the chase
later on.”” I said. ** This road is as hard as
iron, and deesn’t take any impression. But
we've progressed- a step, Dorrie—hnd a big

asked his lord-

Starke
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atep, tco. I've got the numner of that car,
‘and I can find out who owns it, and then
prow} about.” ' o

s Yes, perhaps it's just -as well we didn’t
go any further,”” said Dorrie thoughtfully.
* You’'ll be able to investigate in secret, young
un.

fivmber,”” I said. ** By jingo!
of real luck, seeing that car.
definite clue, Dorrie, and
long before Starke is bowled out. But what
are we going to do about getting to Bamning-
ton? We can’'t walk! |

~Dorrie was unahle to answer. But aftcr a
wait of ten minutes we were gratified to sce
a bhig commercial car howling along. The
driver of this vehicle was” willing to oblige
us with a supply of spirit, and we arrived in

T've got a

Bannington with plenty of time to spare for}

the train. :

My luggagze was stowed in the guard’s van,
and I got into an empty first-class compart-
ment and leaned out of the window.

_* Well, yon'll he in the thick of it soon,
my bhoy, so he careful,”” said Dorrimore
3\'atr_13ingl3*. “One slip, an’ you'll he bowled
ont.” ) ‘

“That'll mean trouble for the two of us,"”
I said. 1 thirk you can trust me, Dorric.
And please don’t interrupt me now. I want
to tell you how grateful I.am for your advice
and help. I don't know what I should have
dorze withont youw, Dorrie. You've saved
the situatinia. Yon've given me the chance
I was longing to obtain. You're a hriek!"”

Dorrie grinncd. .

“T1 was expectin’ it,”” he said. “If you've
finished talkin’ rot I'll give you a few words
of advice. Mention me as little as possible,
an’ if anybody wants to know who your
pcople are, he silly.”

“I've got that all mapped out,” I =aid.
“I'm woing to 8t. Frank’'s in another
¢haracter-—for the time being Nipper has
vanizhed. It won't take me long to become
Algernon Clarence D’Albert.. And in that
identity I'm going to prove the innacence of
Nipper.” . .

“By gad!” said Lord Dorrimore. ** An’
you'll do it, too!”

CHAPTER VL
PACK ONCE MOURE,

ELLTON!

A thrill went through me as the
little local train pulled to a standstiil
in the station I knew so well. T had

returned to St. Frank's, hut yet I was not
therc at all. _ L

"It was Algernon Clarence D’Albert who
bad arrived. L o

I stepped cut gincerly on to the platform,
and then hurried with short footsteps towards
the guard’s van. But 1 was intcrcepted by
nmo less a person than Sir Montie Tregellis-
West. S ‘. .
'} paused, rather taken aback. The {test

An’ the car is a local one, I should say.™"
Tt is, according to the lettering and the
It was a piece:

it won't be so

:

f

f

. the village.
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had come =ooner thanm I had anticipated.
Montie was about the keencst fellow of all,
and if T passed muster with him 1 was sure
that I should he cafe with the others.

‘““ Pardon me, dear rellow, but can I Le of
assistunce?’” asked 'Tregellis-West, in |his
most polite manner. **J think I am makin
no mistake in  assumin® that you are
D’Albert, the new fellow for St. Frank’s?”

I looked at him squarely, but with a
nervous manner, and necdded.

*““You arc quite right, thank you,” T said,
in a hesitating voice. - I—I rezlly don't
know what you c¢an do. But-but my lug
gage will shortly be taken from the van,
and " !

“Begad! We mustn't forget that, deat
hoy,'" «aid Sir Montie. ‘' It would never ‘o
to have your things taken on to Caistowe!”

The trunks were soon out of the guard’s
van, and the train proceeded on its way: So
far, Montie had suspected nothing, and: he
was regarding mc with polite interest and

curiosity. «
“You'll find it necessary to leave your
trunks here, you Kkpow,” said my noble

chum. * ‘They’ll he taken up hy the carrier

later on. 1 thought I would come down to
meet you, just to give you an idea of the
bearin’e, so to speak.”

“It 13 very kind of you, T am sure,” 1
said. “ Thank you enormeotsiy, er--cr— |
don’t think T quite caught your name?”

*Oh, my name is Tregellis-West,” replied
Sir Montie. ‘1 belong to the Remove, an’
I understand that youn will he placed in the
Ancient House.”

**I have been given that impression my-
self.”” I replied. ‘' Is the school guite near,
Tregennis-West?’’

Montie was ahcat to correct the mistake 1}
had made in the name, but he apparently
Lthoucht it too trivial.

“'I'he school?’ he said. *“ Oh, no! It's
quite -a mile from here, you know. An' it
you like we'll walk there along the towin’
path, or through the village. Il leave it
to you, dear boy.” :

“ It seems an awfully long wav.,” T sail,
frowning. “1 cannot understand why a
carriage was not awaiting me?”

Montie represcsed a smile with difficulty.

** Frightfully thoughtless of the Head,
wasn't it?"" he observed calmly. * Perhaps
you had better mention the matter to him,
dear fcllow. although 1 ahenld strongly
advise you not to do =0. The Head’s ideas
might net coincide with yours, hegad!”

We left the station and walked threugh
My disguize was safe, 1T was
quite certain af that now. I had bheen in
Mantie’'s company for over ten minutes, and

~he had c<cen nothing which aronsed any sus-

picion in his mind. It was the first ordeal
‘which meant everything. Once safely throngh
that, I sheuld have nothing to fear.

For, accepted by the school as D'Albert,
the school would never dream of connecting
me with Nipper. My object was to make
myself out to be a mild, meek, tame kind
of noodle. At the same time, I was fully
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dctermined to show the fellows that I could ¢
use my fists if any occasion demandcd their
use.

Montic very kindly gave me hosts of use-
ful information on the way up to the school.
He pointed out many landmarks which 1
knew better than he did, and gave me a
gencral idea of the manner in which I was
cxpected to comport myself.

““ And here is tlie Triangle,”" obscrved

Montie, as we turned into it. ‘' Begad!
There arc aquite a number of fellows about,

I notice. Pray let me warn you to be care-
ful in the nature of your replics. Ncw
fellows are generally treated with scant

cercmony, I grieve to say. You will have all
tmanner of impertinent questions put to you,
but vou must not mind that.”

“ Reallv, T shall answer them as I think
fit, my dear Tregellis-West,” I said loftily.
‘“1 could not allow any impertinence to pass
unnoticed. You, I reioice to say, have been
the acme of courtesy.”

‘““ Begad! I'm awfiully pleased to hcar
that,”’ said Tregellis-West, with relief.

Beforc lie could say any more scveral
fellows came crowding round. Handforth
and Co. were there, and the great Handforth
proceeded to eye me up and down with a
very critigal cyc. |

““So ycu're the new kid?"" he said grimly.

“I--1 believe so.'

““ You behieve so?"’ said Handforth. ** Well,
I can't say that I'm particularly impres:ed
by your appearance. Don't forget that
you'll have to sing small here. Ncw Kids
are just like dirt.”

““ Really, T am surprized to hear that,” 1
said mildly. ““Am I not entitled to the
same privileges as any other meimber cf the
Remove? And when it comes to a question
of dirt, surely I observc several most pro-
minery specks of mud upon your collar?"

There were scveral chuckles, and Hand-
forth turnced red.

‘““You've got a lot to say for a new Lid!™
he snapped, holding his hand in front of my
face. *‘‘Do you sce that fist?"” he added.

I smiled.

“ Really, I could not fail to do so,”” 1
said Llandly. “ 1 have seen many fists, but
surely this is the mest unique specimen
imagpable? It appears to he of cnormous
size, ‘and it is apparcntly ccated with some
dark materinl—"

““IHMa, ha, ha!”

“Dirt!”’ roarcd Wat:on.
you, Handy!"”

“ Why, you—yon checky little wlipper-
enapper!” roared Handforth. “ If it wasn’t
my rule not to punch new kids on their first
day, I'd wipe up the gravel with you! 1|
dor't suppose ycu know any bettcr, so I'll
let you off?"

“] am deeply obliged,” 1 said smoothly.
“ And will you de¢ good enough to answer e
n queation? May I inquite why that youth
stand®ag a few yards away is so curiously
attired?"” '

I indicated Fullwood, who was wearing n
startling fancy vest.

‘“That’'s one for
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Handfort. chuckica.

“Oh, that?” he said. *““That thing?
Abhout here it's known as Fullwood, and it's
a worm. Of course, there are several kinds
of worms, but this particular type is quite
unspeakable—-"'

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Very funny, isn't it?"" sneercd Fullwood
angrily. * And if you grin, you silly red-
haired fool, I'll knock you over!”

‘“Not whilc I'm here!” interrupted Hand-
forth.

“You clear out of it, Handy!" shouted
Owen major. * The new Kkid started the
thing himself, auyhow—let's sce what he'a
made of! If he can't punch Fullwood, he’s
no good!'"

I'ullwood scowled.

‘““Get indoors!”” be ordered harshly. ** And
if vou don't run I'll kick you all the way'
I don’t stand back answers from new Kids—
understand? The lirst. word you utier will
be the signal for a punch on that big nose of
yours!"”

*“Really, T am inclined to believe that t!»
boy with the bic fists was quite correet in
his deccription of this—this worm, was it?"”
I said, looking round. ‘“ Is he the owner of
the school, by any chance?”

“T warned you!"  roared Fullwood
savagpl}‘. ** Take that!"”
Whizz.

His fist flew past my head. having missed
its mark somehow, and Fullwood sprawled
forward. By an unfortunate chance my
knuckles were in the way, and he ran right
on to them with his mouth.

“Yaroeooir!"' hce howled,
Triangle abruptly.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ How unfortunate!” I exclaimed wmildly.
“ My Kknuckles are quite hurt!”

“They're not hurt so mucu as Tullwood’s
teeth!” yelled Handforth. ‘ Talk about a
Auke! I can se¢ murder being done in a
minute !’

“Cut off. kid!” advised De Valcerie quickly.

I shook my head.

“T really sec no rcason why I should run
away,” I said. ** Have 1 not a perfect right
to—"'

“ You infernal little brat!” shonted Full-
wood, jumpinge to his foet and rushing at
me with hidv fists wavine. “I'll show you
something !’

‘““ Mind his glasacs, vou ass!’ shouted Wat-
son. ** You might blind him!"”

“It'tll be his own fault!”
wood.

But, although the cad of the Remove tried
repeatedly, hc could not get his fists any-
where necar my face. And he was quitoe
startled to find that his own elccant coun-
tcnance received several vigorous blowz. The
crowd stood looking on in a state of wonder.

““The new kid's getting the best of !

sitting in the

snuriced Full-

velled Handlorth delightedly. *“Go it,
Ginger! 1 That's the way to hit!”
“Blessed it I ean understand it!"" said

Watson. *“‘Ile scems to be all at sea, and
yet Rallwood can't get a giddy blow in!
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There's more in this kid thau ncets the eye!
Me's hot stufr !

*Can't you give a band, you
raved Fullwood., backing nway at last.

‘@Quiliver and Bell stepped forward, but
they soon stepped back again when Hand-
forth and Co and sceveral others intervwwned.

“ None of that,”” said De Valerie sharpiy.
¢ Fair play's a jewel. I'm not going to sce
the kid set on by a crowd!"

*“ Yon mind your own business, c¢onfound
you'!” snapped Fullwood. * Just beganse
yon've heen elected skipper in place of that
cad Nipper. yon think you can hoss the
whole show!"”’

*] shall never succced in captaining the
Remove as Nipper did,”” said Pe Valerie
quictly. " And il you call him a cad again,
Fullwood, 1'll make you feel the wceight ol
my fists. Nipper's the hest chap who was
ever in the Remove!”

‘* Hear, hear!” sboutced Handforth.

I was naturally pleased to hear this, but
I pretended to be ignorant.

fools?”

‘ Who is this Nipper you are relerring to?" |

1 inquired mildly.

“Oh, he's a fellow who .used to be the
captain of the Remove,”’ said De Valerte.
** He lcft a few days ago.”

“He was kicked out,” Fullwood
viciously.

**Let me give you a word of advice, you
new kid,” said Bandforth, pushing forward.
““ You 3e¢ these three chapa? That one is
Fullwood, the one with the big nose i-
gullliver, and the oene with a Qqirty neck is

ell!
the three, they're young hlackguards!™

*“*You confounded rotter!” shouted Gul-
Jiver hotlys ** I you sny that I've got a big
nose—--"'

“ What about my dirty neck?’” howled Bell.

** You'd better wacsh it, surely?” I sug-
gested calmly.

'** Ha, ha, ba!”’

Fullwood and Co.. finding the pasition too
much for them, marched away in a great
ftury. It.had been their genial intention to
rag me unmercifully, but;-eomehow, every-
thing had gone wrong.

I had deliberately allowed myself to he the

said

eentre of the csowd—1 had drawn attention §

with a purpose. It was far betler to be
bowiled ont at the commencement, than to
be lulled into a sense of false security.

But none of the jiniors seemed to have
the faintest suspicion. My disguise was not
capable of being penetrated. And [
feeling extremely pleased with wmyself and
everything in general. ‘

}J bad everything to be delighted about. 1
was back at &t. Frank's, back in the Ancient
House. True, [ would not have the privileges
which had been Nipper's. but it wouldn't
take me long to make my mark, althongh I
realized that 1 should have to be cantious in
that direction. 1 wantéd most of the fellows
to take me for a soft simplcton.

** There’s nothing mueh wrong with that
kM,” said McChire critically. * He's an asa,

Take my advice, and steer clear of |

wWas |
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[ dave say, hut le knows what lie's duing,
What's his name?’’

“ D Albert, ain't it?"”
" Algernon Auguatuas
D'Alhert, 1 helieve. He ought to he jolly
well ac<hamed of himself, coming to St.
['rank’s with a name tike that!”

" You will pardon me, 1T'mn sure,”” 1 said
zently.

“*Oh, certainly,” said Handforth, bowing.
"*@o ahecad!”

“*My name is D'Sthert, certaintly,”” [ said,
““but youn have the rest qmte wrong. | \avo
two firat names only—-Algernon Clarence.

“Go hon!" grinned Handforth. °' Look
out, you chapa'! Algernoen Clarence is just
coming in!"

I amiled withont taking offence, and walked
over to Sir Montie, who was chatting with
Tommy Watson.

“Am I rigut in helieving that thia boy is
a friend of yours, my dear Tregellis-Weat?'’
I inquired.

* Quite right, dear boy.’’

‘1 should like to be introduced—"’

** That's all right,”" said Tommy. “Mv
namc's Watson. | share Study C with
Tregellis-Weat. We used ta have Nipper
with s, but the poor chap's gone how.
You'll never have a chance of ree:ng what
Qt. Frank's wua really like. It ain't the same
place without Nipper.”’

I looked mildly interested.

** There seeats to he a little mys*tery cun-
cesningg the unfortunate boy | have heard
referrcd to,”” 1 said. * Nipper! What a
quaint name:!"’

“Haven't you ever leard of Mr. Nelson
Ler?’ growled Watson. * Nelson Lee, the
famous detective? Nipper is his aselatant,
and he was in the Remove here antil a day
or two ago.” '

“Oh!"” 1 said. * Quite so.”

“You don’'t understand, Jo you?” sad
Wataon. ‘[ can see that you doa’'t know
much about life, my son. Nipper was sackad
beceause he was accused of knocking one «f
our prefects down. But it was all a roti®na
plotr—Nirper‘s as innocent as 1 am, and onc
day he'll come bhack!”

‘“ Perhaps it will he sooner than yow c«x-
pect,’”’ 1 said, smiling.

** What the dickens do you know ahout
it?"”’ said Watson. * And what study are
you going into? Has that bheen settled?’’

‘* Really, 1 don’'t know,”” | said. ‘1 should

saidd  Handforth.
Aubrey  Archibahl

like to be with you two hoys, since you secmy

to be a0 well-mannered.”

‘“Listen to him!'"’ said Watson graffly.
“1I'm sorry, D'Albert, but Study C Is being
reserved for Nipper.'

** But couldn't I he witsh you until Nipper
returns?’’ | aaked. °* | give you my word of
honour that I will retire in his favour when
the right moumeunt arrives, s it an agree:
ment?”

It was a very safe arrangement on my part

and 1 waited rather anxiously for my two

uncon«ions chums to reply. I comld have
magined their attitude had they hsown the
actual truth. :



18 THE

“Begad! 1t's rather a difficult matter to
decide, it is, really,’”” said Sir Montie, adjust-
ing 'I’IiS pince-nez. ** We would like to have
’ looking on,” inter-
kid had bettcr

“There’'s old Croweli
rupted Watson. ‘‘ This rcw
go and spcak to him at once.’

‘““ But why should I speak to old Crowell?™
I inquired.

‘““ Shut up, you chump hissed Wason.
“Don't speak in that loud voice! Mr.
Crowell is our Houscmaster. Hce's really the
master of the Remove, but during Mr. Lec’s
abhsence, he's Housemaster as well.”

‘““Oh, I understand,’” I said, nodding.

And, seeing that Mr. Crowell was walkirg
in our direction, I went to mecet him. He
rcgarded me with a critical eye.

“You are D'Albert, I presume?’ he in-
quired.

“Yes, sir.”

“Very well, D'Albert, T should like you
to comce to my study some time within an
hour,”” said Mr. Crowell. I will then give
you a bhrief examiration. and tell ‘ycu what
place you arc to take in the school, although
1 anderstand fromm the He:i.dmaster that you
will probably go into the Remove. Any boy
will tell you where my study is.”

*“ Thank you, sir,” I said meeckly.

Montic and Tommy took me indcors, and
very Kindly showed me where the common-
roomn was, and where 1 could find Mr.
Crowcll's study.
abhout just as they willed, and chuckied to
myself when I recaliscd how much good time
was being wasted.

“We'll tuke you up into the dormitory
after you've seen Crowell,” said Watson.
**You'd better buzz along to his study now.
And mind how you go. Unless you’re care-
ful, you'll be shoved into the Third, and
then you'll be a fag!™

‘““ Really, that would be dreadful,”” I said.
“I will indecd bc careful.”

My interview with Mr. Croweli was criel.
I made him understand fully that the only
place in tlic school for me was the Remove,
and I hopcd that he would leave the sclce-
tion of a study to my Form-fellows. But
this was not to be. Just as I was leaving,
Mr. Crowell culled me back.

By the way, D'Albert,”” he said, * you
will tind room in Study M. There are only
two boys there at present--De Valcrie and
Somerton—and I think you will get on very
well with them. They are excellent boys,
and you will do wcll to behave yourself.
You may go now.”

“Thank you, sir,”” I said slowly. * I-—I
was thinking that I'd like to be put iuto
the study with a boy named Trezellis-West.
He mct me at the station, and was very
¢nurteous-—-""

o Ye:, to be sure,” said Mr. Crowell.
*“"But Tregeilis-West and Watson are not
aquite themselves just now. They have re-
centlly lost a companion who was very dear
to them. I believe, and I widh to cousider
them. Without casting any rcflection upon

jre
-

I allowed myself to be led

~events,
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you, D'Albert. I think they would prefer to
have their study to themselves.”

And so I was compelled to accept a phace
in Study M with D¢ Valerie and the Duke
of Somcrton. They were two of the baat,
but not my own chums. However, I might
have done a deal worse, and I vowed to

myseclf that I would be back in Study C
within a weck.
I had much to be thankful for. I was in

St. Frank’s again; the deception had bcen
carricd off without a hitchh. And Nipper, the
outcast, had returned to the lLemove uunder
false colours.

The situation was altogether novel, and,
to be quite truthful, I was enjoving myself
immensely.

- g e g

CHAPTER VII.
THE MYSTERIOUS STRANGER.

HEN I got back into the junior

quarters I found that Tregellis-

West and Watson had gone out to

the playing-fields. I didu't know

where these were—in my identity as D’Albert

-—and I decided ‘to stroll about the grounds
aimlessly.

This was what new boys usuvally did, and
I thought it better to follow thc fashion.
I was supposed to be like a lost sheep, and
although I felt like dashing away to Little
Side, I restrained my feelings.

So I lounged aboub the triangle, became
very interested in the architeoture of the
old gateway, and then roamed up and down
the lanc. There was nobody about, and I
was glad of the short period of :olitude to
get my thoughts together.

I knew that I should have to be very
careful. I wasn't quite sure that I had
started right: perhaps I ought to have let
Fullwood bully mc. But that sort of thiug
went agaiast the grain. '

It was nearly dark out in the lane. The
evening was well advanced, and the great
trees of Bellton Wouod overhung the road
heavily. The gloom was thick, and every-
thing was very still cn that quiet May
evening.

I cou!d distinctly hear the eounds of the
cricketers on Little Side, and I was rather
worried becausc I couldn’t go. I had cerious
mratters to think of, however, and a little
quietness was what 1 needed.

I glanced at the number of the blue-grey
motor-car; [ had taken it down in pencil
on my shirt-cuff. I looked at it fo» a minute,
and memoriced it. It was just as well that
this should he done.

How was I to get on the track of that
car? Perhaps I should be able to find out
at the Town Hall in Bannington; at all
I would try my luck at thc first
opportunity.

It secemed that this would be the most
direct melhod of getting to work: find the
car, diccover the man who was driving it
on {be night when Starke was knocked over,
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and to get the truth from bim—after guaran-
tecing tat he would come to o harm.

I 1 could only get that driver to come
forward and state that bk car bad knocked
istarke over, the rest would be simple. 1t
ecemed casy enough, but 1 had an idea that
# would be very difficauit.

And while I wae thinking in this way, 1
happened to turm rather abruptly. And 1
was somewhat startled to see the figure of
a man otandins between two big trecs on the

edge of the wood a little distanco from 1ne.

He must have been watching me, for he
at once ehifted his position. But he did
s0 gradually, in order not to attract my
attention. 1 pretended to take no notice,
and strolled on careleesly.

When [ passed the spot I seemed quite
unconscious of any other presence. But 1
knew that the man was behind the tree.
Who was he, and what was he doing there?
1 was rather curious. .

Il the fellow had been ill-dressed I should
have mistaken him for a tramp. But he
was attired in a light tweed suit and wore
a motoring-cap. For such a man to be
watching the lane was ratber unusual.

‘“ Great Scott!” 1 muttered suddenly.

Had I stumbled upon amnother clue? Could
it be poasible that this man was the driver
of that car? It was just on the cards that
the fellow was anxious about the boy he
had knocked down, and had come prowling
sbout in order to seatisfy his conscience.

] resolved to find out what the maun's
name was, at all events. And so I care-
lessly strolled back into the Triangle, and
vanished behind the wall. Owe glance
showed me that nobody was about, and the
lighte were beginning to gleam in the win-
dows of both Houses.

! ram quickly along the wal until 1
arrived at a epot wherc it was fairly low.-
Then 1 scrambiled lightly over, crossed the
road like a shadow, and dived into the
wood. I was confident that my moverents
had not becen seem.

In the wood safely, I stole forward as
silently as an Indian. Nelson Lee had taught
me a goed deal about woodcraft, and I
fancied that 1 was pretty keen as a
ehadower.

To my great satwafaction, I caught sight
of my quarry after 1 bad crept along for
a period of about four minutes. He v.as
elill standing behind the trees, amd the
glow of a cigarette showed occasionally.

““ That fellow can't be up to any good,” |
told myself. ' What's hie object in stand-
ing theie? What's he waiting for, anyhow?
1 think this little business needs investigat-
'ﬂ-ﬂ."

1 had not beemn long
at all events!

I realised that I was probably on the
wrong track altogether, but it was just ae
well to be om the safe side. 1 had come
back to St. Frank's to prove my ianocence,
:nd"it was my duty to “seize every oppor-
unity.

tin getting to work,
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[ saw the mam fairly distinctly once—wiien
be pulled at his cigarette very vigorously.
The red glow revealed his face to me. He
wore a nratly trimmed moustache and beard,
and his nose was somewbat prominent. Moro
than that it was imponsible to distinguish.

A mimute or two Mter he threw his cigar-
ette down and moved away through the
wood in a wanuer which he probably thought
noiselese. But he cracked the twigs beneath
bhia feet continuouely.

I had no difAculty in following him, and
even found it possible to keep brhin im view;
he did not eecm to have the faintest sue-
picion that he was being shadowed. He
kept straight on.

And at last he cleared the belt of wood-
land and passed out upon the moor. Here
he paused in order to light another cigar-
ette. and then comtinved on his way. There
had hcem nothing out of Che way in the
fcllow’s movements so far, and [ began to
think that I was making an ass of myeell.

The man was making for nnother clumap of
trees which grew quite by themselves and
were isolated rom the rest of the wood. 1t
was curious that he should go there, fot
the road was in the opposite direction.

That clump of treee was quaintly formed,
as [ knew. It looked solid from a distanee,
tance, but were really a ring of troes, with
a harce space m the centre. I had cace
pichicked there with my chums.

My quarry made his way througzh the outer
trees, and | hurried my rsteps somewhat, for
I bad been lugging behind.

Aund when | had only covered bhalf the
di<tance 1 came to a halt, 'ny heart beating

rapidly. Quite Jistinctly to my ears came
the purr of an engine. Then, in a flash, 1
understood.

A notor-car'!

The man had leit his motor-car cobeculed
amongat thuse trees while he had gome oo
bis secret visit to St. Frank's. And it
seemed ab-olutely certain that my surinise
was correct.

The car in those trees was the car which
had injured Sarke, and the mon I was
lollowing was the man who bad driven off
after the accident! 31 1 could only flollow
up the advantage | now poasessed | might
be able to-—--

But there waa no sense in raising wy bopes
in that way. A cool head was necessary,
and [ stole forwurd to the edge of the trees,
making for the rsame opening which ny
quarry had passed through.

Then | received a bit of a shock.

Without the aslightest warning I tripped
beadlonye over a stretched cord—a rope
which was fixed between two treee, about a
font from the ground. 1 pitohed over, and
before I rould rise a black ohject was upen
me.

In a flash my ankles were bound, and the
next momeait | was turned face to the
ground and my wrists were sccured by my
own hsundkerchief,
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“So you thought you would do something
clever—eh?”’ whispered a  taunting voice.
“You needn’'t think that I was unfware of
your little attentions. You were clever—
but not clever enough for me.’

I could only gasp.

I had been kidding mysclf that the man
had known nothing of my presence, and yet
ic must have seen me from the very start.
He had allowed me to follow him right to
this spot, and had then sprung his surprise.

‘““Take this warning from me,” said the
man in & low voice: ‘“ Be very careful in
what you de, and on no avcount interfere
in anything which is no concern of yours.
On this occasion I will let you off.”

T™he man left me, and a moment later 1|
heard the engime ol the car accelerate.
While I was tnying to free myself the mys-
terious stranger got his car out of the little
spianey and ran it towards the road. There
were no lights showing. and I could only
distinguish a dull patch in the deep gloom.

By the time I had frred my hands the
car was on the road, and when I ran for-
ward over the moor I saw that my late
quarry was speeding away into the dark-
ness. [ had ot him beyond hope, and I
was feeling fairly wild with myself.
to my rashness and over-confidence 1
revealed my hand.

The car, 1 had no doubt, was the blue-zrey
one, and the man who had tied me up was
now aware of the fact that I—D’ Albert, the
new bov--was interested in his movements.
1t was most unfortunate, but it could not be
helped. .

And, at all events, the incident cerved to
show me that this mystery was deeper than
I had thought. It was essential that 1
should display the greatest possible caution
in the future.

To remain on the spot would have been
Truitiess, and it was highly important that
i1 should get back to the school with as
htt!c delay as possible. So I went through
tho wood at the double, and I had plenty
to think about on the way. This mystery
was not at all distasteful to me. It at-
teacted me, and gave the wliole adventure
a spice which had hitherto been lacking.

Somoething queer was afoot, and I could
hardly credit that the actual facts were as
simple as I had at first believed. Was there
some added mystery here—something which
I had not suspected at the beginning?

In any case, it behoved me to be particu-
larly alert.

Fortunately I arrived back at St. Frank’s
before old Warren locked the gates, and my
cenbry caused no comment. I was walking
sedately towards the Ancient House, when a
ficurc loomed up before mec.

It was the fisure of a senior, and I saw
,that his head was thickly swathed in band-
ages. And in a egecond I realised the truth,
and my feelings were cold within me.

The senior was Walter Starke, of the Sixth,

had

Owing ;
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CHAPTER VIIL
THE MYSTERY OF STUDY (.

TARKE intercepted me as T made for the
Ancient House doorway. .

‘* Hold on, kid!"" he said sharply.

1 came to a halt, and waited.
Starke’s veice was not so powerful as usual,
but it contained the same harsh note as of
old. He was not himself, but I could readily
understand that within a few days he would
be fit enough to zo about as usual. He had
beer taking a stroll in the mild evening.

‘“Do—do you want to spcak to me?” |
asked. speaking nervously.

“Yes, I do!" said Starke. **You're the
new kid in the Remove, I belicve? I'm a
prefect, and my name's Starke. You'd better
realisc that yocu've got to treat me as you'd
treat a maeter. Juniors in this school take
ordcrs from the prefects—without quesztion.”

The bully of the Sixth was quit~ unchanzed!

“*Yes, thank you,” I said meckly,

‘““What's your name?”’

“D’'Albert, please, sir!”

Starke grinned. .

““That’s right,”" he said. ' IT you always
call me ‘sir’ you won't get into any trouble.
All the juniors ought to be compelled to dn
it. It won't be long beforc I'm back in the
Sixth, and if I have awy of your cheek I'll
half s&kin you!"

‘“But I've done nothing,”” I said miidly.
‘““And I'm never cheeky, Shark!™

‘“ Shark!"" snapped the prefect.
Starke, vou little fool!”

“Oh!" T said. 1 must apologise. then.
I wouldn't dream of cheeking a boy like
you, Starke.”

“* Boy!' snorted the Sixth-Former angrily.

He was eighteen, and to be called a bLuy
by a mrere Rcmovite was something novel.

‘“If you call me a boy again I'll box your
ears!” ftie exclaimed. ‘' It strikcs me that
vou're cheeky already, you little worm!”

“ But I can’t eay anything right, it seems!”
I protested. * What must 1 eay, Starke,
please? And have you been ill? . Or do you
alwayvs co about like this?”

‘““1've been in a sanatorium, becauze on»
of your confounded Form Fellows tried to Kill
me!"’ said Starke viciously. *‘ He's bcen
cacked now—and good riddance to him! If
vou ever hcar any talk about Nipper, you
take it for granted that he was the mcst
worthless young brat in the Remove.”

“ But I've been to!d that Nipper was inno-
cent,”” I graid midly. “ It is pot for me to
state my opinign, Shark—I mean Starke--
haut some of the boys give Nipper quite a
good character. But it is only right that 1
cshould he'ieve you, since you are a prefect.
It is my place to respect a prefect, ien't it?”

Starke looked at me suspiciously.

“ You'll soon find out what you've got to
do,”” he egaid. “It's a pity you weren't
ghoved into the Third; [ could just do with
a kid of vour stamp to fag for ime. You're
a little fool, and & fa2’s no good if he knowa
too much.,”

“ 1 said
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‘“1s it an honour, plcase, to fag for a
prefect?’” 1 ashed.

** A big honour,”” said Starke.

*“ Then—then why can't I hecome »your
fag?'’ 1 inquired meekly. ‘“* Or a helper? If
it's not right for a Rdmeove boy to he a fag,
it isn'teagainst the rules for him to help a
prefect, it? It would please me a lot if
you allowed nie to be in your study, Starke.
1'd be very ueefnl, and 1 should feel that 1
was doing something that might lcad to hig
results.’”’

I meant every word of what I sald, although
Starke put quite a different construction
upon my mecaning. I didn't want to fag for
him, but if I could only have free access to
his study whenever 1 lked, the advantage
might be very ueeful. My object was to trap
Starke at the earliest possible moment.

1 should have many more opportunitice if
1 could only be with him fairly frequently—
in the character of a fool. An incautious
\vﬁrd spokch in my hearing might be of great
value.

The idea of working for Starke was de-
testable in the extreme. But in a case like
this it was nrceesary for me to conceal my
own feelinge. When I had regained my own
identity I could make up for lost time in the

Remove.

*“A helper?”’ said Starke slowly. * Well,
1'l} think about it. You won't he a fag, re-
member; it'e not the thing for a Remove
fodlow to do fagging. Altbough, of conrse,
there’s no set rule about it. I shan't be
ueing my study until next week, so Yyou
needn’'t go {bere until Monday. Come to me
o Monday, and 1'll tell you what I mean to

do. Now you can cut off!” I

** Thank you, S8tarke,”” 1 said eagerly.
do hope you'll let me help you!”

And 1 was quite certain that he would.
1t was another step forward in the right
direction. | should easily be able to find
things out. I went indoors feelisg fairly
light-hearted, and made my way to Stwdy M.

I tapped upon the door, and then entered.
The study was in darkness, and I switched
the lights on and looked round. [t waa quite
a hice little room, and 1 was not at all dis-
pleased with Mr. Crowell’s choice. But it
wasn't like Study C.

1 had noticed that that famous apartment
wae in darkness, too, for the door bad stond
ajar, and a sudden idea came into my head.
1 didn't see any reason why 1 shouldn't
create a little mystery, and there was no
possibility: of the new boy being suspected.

[ quickly found a smal piece of smooth,
clean paper. 1 wrote a few words in pencil
upon this, and then left the study. Two
minutes later T was back, and 1 was look-
ing round with an air of polite curiosity
when De Valerie appeared.

.*So you've found your way here?” he
asked. “ 1 understand that you've been
planted in this study?”’

‘“Yes, 1 think 80," ] replied. ' Do jyou
mind?”’

“It doesn't matter whether I mind orlf

not,”’ replied De Valerie drily. ** StiM, jomn

al
seem (e he a harmleas little heggar. 1If {ou
behave yronrveelf properbly, Somerten and )

wid «..nd you.’

“"You are very kind,”" 1 said meekly.

De Volerie looked at me in a curions way.
Perhaps he ammpected that [ waa partially
marcastic. Plainly he didn't evactly know
how to take me, andd | think most of the
oth.r fellows felt the same wny. Thim wav
exactly what | required. '

*Come down to the common-room,' anid
De Valerie.  Yon might as well get a hit
acquainted with the geography of the place.”

We passed out of the study, and were snon
in the rcommoh-room. Nobody teak much
rotice of me--1 waz not commdered worthy
of it. And | emiled to myslf as | saw
Tregellic-West  amdl Wateon leave a few
minuntea later,

They went :traight to Study C, und Watison
swilched the ligcht on and closed the door.
He sut down at the table rather heavily.

“What do you think of that new chap,
Montie?" he asked,

“ Dear tellow, to tell the truth, I'm rafher
puzzled ahout him,”” eaid Tregellis West.
** He ~e¢me a frigitful duffer, but he isn't!
Begad! ['ve pot a kind of kdea that D Alhert
will surprise cveryhody before long.”

Tommy Watson grunted.

‘“* Well, he's a poor substitute for Nipper:! ™
he coxelaimed.  * We've lost the hest chap
in the KReimove, iund we've got this freak!
And | can't understand why the dickens we
haven't heard frum Nipper!”

**1 soppnse he's been too miserable -+

* That's no excuse,”” said Tommy. ° Me
ought to have written, the careless boupder!
We don't know what's besome of him, or -
or anything! And 1 don't helieve that we
shall ever see him again- at St. Frank'-, |
mean.”’

** Nonreuse,
“1t is my opinlon that Ni
give some sign— - Begad'
thia piece of parer? pta my word!
in f!ghtfnll ~urious, Tomm{' hoy !’
Tregelliz-Weat stared at the paper he had
pickcd up from the table; bin fuce hud he-
come slightly flushed—a moet unusual event.
The urbane Montie very seidom revealed any
emotion:

“* What is it”"" asked Watson quiekly.

He took the little slip of paper, and then
gave a gasp. For written upon it, in a haad-
writing well kpown to the two junior<, was
the mersage:

dear old hey,” saul Mountir,

r will aoon
‘hat- -what s
This

“Dan't worry, old sons! It won't be long
befor¢e I'm back im this study. Keep your
puvcker up, and hope for the best.

* NIPPER."

‘“Great pip!"” pamted Watson. * Thie—this
is Nipper'a writing, Montie! Look at it—-

1 was lookin® at it for gquite u long thme,"
interrupted Montie. ' It is amasin’ly curiong,
begad' How did it get here? I'm afraid
:nim: misguided febow hua becn playin' a
rick.”’

“*Rot!" shouwted Wation. * This Is Nip-
per's handwriting 1'd know it in "R speond!
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like this! Besides,
Nipper put this

believe that.” §aid
““ It is quite possible
but
It's

‘Nobhody could forge it
.what would be the object?
here.”’

“1 really cannot
Tregellis-West firmly. ** t:
that somebody brought it from Nipper,
he couldn't have been here himself.
really a mystery, you know.” 3 .

“I'm going to the common-room!” said
Watson excitedly. ‘ Good old Nipper' 1 fcel
wenderfully bucked now! Just look what he
savs—it won't be long before he's back here,
and we've got Lo hope for the best!”

Sir Montie smiled.

““ You scem to have forgotten, old boy, that
I bave beon sayin' the same thing ever since
Nipper left,”” he observed. “"An’ I don’t know
that it would be wisc to tell the other fel-
lows—"

“ Rags!" said Watson.

‘And he dived out of the doorway and raced
along the passage to the common-room. I
had been expecting something cf the sort,
but I took no notice as my cliums burst into
the common-room.

“ Look at this, vou chaps!” yelled Watson.
I say, Handy! Herc's a me:sage from Nip-
per—and it didn't come by post. either! 1
found it on the table of Study C—lyirg right
in the middlc!”

Hapdforth grabbed the paper, and gave a
roar.

““ What did I sav:" he bLelloweds * That
boundcr is as keen as mustard! I shouldn't
be surprised if he's in this very district to-
night! It won't he long before he bowls

Starke out!’’ .
““Oh, don't bc aun ass!” caid Hubbard.
he's prowling

‘* Nipper was guilty, and if
about St. Frank's he’ll soon Le kicked out
of tho district again. We dcen't want the
cad here any more!”’

“ And we don't want this cad here any
more'"’ cxclaimed Handforth flercely. *‘ Get
out of this common-room, Arthur Hubbard!"”

“['m not going to shift for you—-""

“ Ain't you?" roared Handforth. “Pon't
you call this shifting?”

Ho took & run at Hubbard., and sent the
junior staggering across the floor. Reginald
Pitt very thoughtfully bad the door open in
readiness, and Hubbard was pitched out with
great violence. '

“ And I'll treat anybody else the came way
who usks for it!"” said Handforth fiercely.
“I'm fed-up with all this talk against Nipper.
Kven if a lot of you do think he was guilty,
that's no reason why you should always run
him down. Hc’s gone, and you ought to
be ratished with vour dirty work!"™"

There were one or two growls, but no
lucid replies. Handforth’s hot taumnt had
gone home. And those fcllows who. felt glad
that I had becn sacked kep! their views to
themsclves.

Watson was tremendously excited over that
message [ had placed in the study. 1 was
forgotten—nobhody had anything to say to
the mwek new fellow. 1 was not considered
worthy of any attcntion.

And s0 my movements werce not watched.
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I left the cominon-room, and returned to it
without anybody being the wiser. Indeed. |
think most of the juniors would have l®en
willing to swear that I had bcen present all
the time.

“It's my belief that the bounder is nearer
than we think, said Pitt, after he had ex-
amined the note. *‘‘ He must have dodged in
by the window, out of the darkness. Or he
got somebody to put this message n your
study, Watson. In any casc, it's cheerful te
know that the o!d chap’s keeping his spirits
u ‘i!

p“I'd like him to come back,” suid De
Valerie earnestly.

‘““You'd lose the captaincy in a minute if
he did,”" sneered Gulliver. '

‘“ Nothine would suit me Dbetter,” replied
De Valerie promptly. * The very instant
Nipper cecmes back to St. Frank's 1'll resign
the captaincy of the Remove. It's Nipper's
job, and he’s the best man for it.”

I felt warmed towards De Valerie for that
tribute. It was a fine thing for him to say,
for the captaincy of a Form was an honou!
which few fellows received. And for De
Valerie to speak in such a manner was a
splendid proof of his loyalty and friend:hip.
I was more than cver pleased that I'd come
back to St. Frank's in another identity.

Tommyv Watson and Sir Montie Tregcllis-
West retired to Study C after their cxcite:
ment was slightly subdued. Watson was still
full of the little mystery; he had no idea
that it was to be dcepened almost at once.

For the pair had hardly got inside the door
when Watson came to an abrupt halt. He
was gtaring fixedly at the table.

“Look!”’ he muttered tensely.

Montie looked, and therc hc saw a small,
plain visiting-card. There was some peuciliing
on it. and both juniors grabbed for the curd
at once. They read the words together:

““* Thursday, 8.30 p.m. Look out for a Lig
surprise before long—bhut keep this daik. --

Your old pal,
“ NIPPER.”

Tregellis-West and Wat:on stared at one
another dvmbly for a moment. Then Sir
Montic closed the door, and his face broke
into a smile.

““ This is really amazin'ly entertaianin’,” he
observed calmly.

‘“8.30" exclaimed Watson breathlessly.
‘“ My only Auat Jane! That was le.s than
a quarter of an hour ago! Nipper's been
here—right in this study—within the lact ten
minutes!”’

‘““ While we were in the common-room, dear
feilow."” .

‘““ But it seems imposeibie—out of the ques-
tion!” gasped Wat:on. *“ I say, do you think
the bounder is Lianging about—-""

Watson dashed to the window, parted the
curtains, and nearly. thrust his head through
the class—being under the impression that
the lower.sach was wide open. By a miracle
he saved himsclf, and flung the window up.
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¢ Are - you here, you bounder?”” he said

goftly.
"But Watson was on the wrong track, There
was no reply, and after a moment or twe
Tommy withdrew his head, and his face was
flushed with excitemept. He was aimply
guivering with his emotion.

-+ We'll see what the cehaps have got to
say about- this!'-he exclaimed, making a
move for the door. *'‘ We'll see—"’ :

‘ “You are really shockin'ly thoughtless,
Tommy,”’ said Montie severely.
** What do you mean?’’

¢ Read that card again—doesn’t Nipper
expressly tell us to keep it dsrk?’’ asked
Montie. ‘ We must say nothin’. Let us be
content with the knowledge that Nipper is
close at hand. It won't be long before be
makes another sign, an’ he might even con-
trive to see us to-morrow. Be patient, dear
boy, an’ held yourself in check.’’ - ‘

Tommy Watson sat down heavily in a ehair.

“’You’re right, old son,” he said. * We've
got to kcep it dark. But [ wish the awful
bounder had shown himself, instead of send-

THE END.
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ing these meesages! [ -wonder where the
dickens be caw be? I wonder where he is
nowt”

! But although my excited chum wondered,
Jhe certainly did net arrive at the conclusion

that | was at no greater distanee off than a
erw studies! Astute as Sir Mentie was, ib
bad never entered his shrewd head that Nip-
per and Algernon Clarence D’Albert were one
and the same person.

To tell the truth, I was resolved to take
my chums into the secret at fhe first oppor-
tunity. 1 knew that they could be trustcd—
in <pite of Lord Dorrimore’s well-meant warn-
ing to trust nobody. '

And so. when I went to bed that night, I
| slept coundly and peacefully. And my chums
went to sleep feeling more content than they
bhad f¢lt for many days past. But we did
not know that some very dramatic and ex-
citing events were destined to take place
before ,success came to my eflorts—before
Algeraon Clarence D’Albert disappeared and
I came back to the fold.

My career as a new boy had commenced—
but how long would it continue?

l

(NEXT WEEK’S STORY—See p. iv of cover.)
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Hl 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

Awlhor of ¢ Red Rose and White,” * Cavalier and Roundhead,” elc., :(c.

ARMITAGE.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

ALAN CARNE, a young Britisher coptured by
the Germans wn Fast Africa, is cast out at the
end of the War, to wander in the jungle. He
15 joined by a Hotlenlot servant named .

JAN SWART. After a few days of hardship
they fall in with |

DICK SELBY and his native servants. Alan
and Dnck become great pals. Tley wilness
the death of an old man named John Ham-
mond, who tells thein a wonderful slory of a
house tn the jungle, where an IXnglish girl 18
Fept captive. The chums deicrmine to find
this mysterious houwse. On the way Dick slips
and falls into ariver. He flouis down stream
and manages to make a landing. After welking
for some hours he hears voices. Ile has 1n-
willingly walked inlo an Arab camp, and the
Arab leaderis T'ib Mohammed, the noted slave
dealer. A girl cillel Lorna has also been
caplured, and 1n vicw of the sentry the two
hatve a talk together. She tells him of a man
named Taverner, whom her father w:shed her
(o marry, against her wish. La'er on she 18
rescued, but Dick s recaptured. BMeanwhile
Alan and his safari are vesling, when they
are disturbed by a spy. Tkey shoot, but he
gels arway.

(Now read on.)

ALAN VMIAKES ARRANGEMENTS.

S Alan was in chase of the negro he
had perceived, at a brief glimpse,
that his arm appeared to be bleeding.
He retraced his :teps, with the lan-

tern, to the edge of the thicketsg, and here,
a yard or so bevond the scene of the strugale,
e discovered drops of blood on the grass.

‘““ The scoundrel was siightly wounded.”” he
declared. “ Kalulu's ehot hit him. But he
was able to run, und it would be useless for
us to go after him. He is a Jong way ofl by
now.il

All was quiet, which was an indication that
there were ne other savages in the immediate
vicinity. The friricken men, who was still
alive, was carried back to the camp by a
couple of the porters. DBut the knife had

“** Thcy have promised to truvcl

penctrated to his heart, and he breatlicd his
last-as he was put down by the fire.

‘*“ The poor fellow is dead,” Alan imurinurcd
sadly.

*“ And who killed him?" said Reabo, in
hushed voice. * Did you see thut negro,
Bhaswau? Did you see what hce wore?'

“Yes, a turban and a blue gown U Lave
seen none hhke him before. Ot what trive
could he have been?”

‘“ Bhagwan, 1 will tell you. He
Arab."”

*“An Arab?” Alan repeatcd wicrcedulously.

‘“ Such, indeced, he was,”” assterted the head
man. ‘" You eaw his beard and his dress.
He must have bheen one of Tibh Mohammd's
band.”’

**You mcan the slave-dealcer,
have heard him  spoken of us
rufian in Africa.”

** You may soon sce him, Bhugwan, for in
very truth he is somewhcere near by with
many of his men. It was he who zcut thal
black dog to spy on our camp.”

Alan was startled by wimt he bad been
told. not doubting that it was true. It was
evident that therc vas goine to be trouble.
The headman held an earnest Giscussion witn
the Swahilis and Wakambas, and turncd from
them to the Englishlad.

** Bhagwan, the porters are afraid to stay
here,”” he said.  ** They wish to march to Lhe
south at once.”

“[t cannot be,”

was an

Rembo? |
the werst

Alan calmly replied.
as far as
the Bana River.”

** They fear for their lives, Bliucv.an, know-
ing that Tib Mohammed and his band will
surely make an attack.”

“I'here are many of us, Rembo, aud we
can fight.”

* Therc will be more of the Arabs, and w¢
could not stand against them. We must tale
to flight, Bhagwan.”

Alan shook his head, and a stubborn gleam
crept into his ¢yes as he drew his revolver
from his belt.

* Yen talk with a fonlish tongn~, Rembo,”

he eried angrily. I have no paticnee with
(Continued on p. iii of cover.)
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you. I will reply with words of wiedom, and
yoy will give beed to them. Do you foryet
the Bajangas? It is very likely that thcy
are behind us, haviag followed our trail. It
we go to the south we may meet with them,
so it will be better it we rcmain where we
are and prepare to fight the Arabs, who wilil
be bheaten off if they attack ues. It shall be
a8 | desire, for I am your master.

“* Now let the men fetch lonse stoncs from
the kopjcs yonder agd build a parapet balf
way around the camp. It must be dane
guickly, for if therc ie danger 1t mauy come in
the hours of darkness, and not in the
morning. 8o we must be ready.’’

Rembo did not further - argoe the point,
He interpreted what he had beep told to the
men, who, when they had listened to him.
deld another discussion amongst themaselves,
talking rapidly and with ominous gestures.

For a little time it looked as if Alan and
Jan were going to be abandoned hy Lheir
companions. But the allusion to the Bajanzus
must have prevailed with the porters, for at
length they aignified their assent to the-heaid
man, and with sullen faces set about obeying

their orders.
* ' be devoured hy prowling lions! Such

was the cheerful prospect that was in
store for Dick 3elby, and it may be imagined
what his feelings were ax he thought of ;t.

Might he not be able to cscape? His hands
had not heen tied, and his ocaptors were
guarding him none too closely. A ray of hope
brightened his despair. and he was ahout te
make a dash for freedom when, at the hidding
of Tib Mohammed, hc was seized by three of
the slavers.

He struggled with them desperately for a
few momepts, while thcy dragged him acroes
the camp; and then, as luck would have it, an
unexpected diversion occurred.

Suddenly there ragg out a shrill round that
was like the blare of many bugles blended
in otic screaming nete. At the same instant
the earth seemed to shake to a heavy tread,
and aimost immediately. whilc yet the Arabs
were too frightened to move, there rushed
from the sloping forest to the west a gigantic
bull-elephant
-~ 1t was probably what isa known as a
‘“rogue " elephant, meaning one that, (wing
tc some slight indirposition, is constantly in
a state of vicious temper.

It must have been lurking close by, and
the scent of the human beings bad rouced
its animosity inatead of putting i1t to fhght.
Trumpeting with rage, its wicked littic eyes
blazing, it charged forward at the slav:rs,
who scattered and ran in terrar. Dick. re-
leased by those with whom he had been strug.
.Klingy, darted to a tree, and crauched in the
shelter of 1t. Thisa was the firat ¢l--phant
he had seen since he had iwen in Africa, and
he was sn thrilled by the spoectacle tbat he
forgot all clse.

THE ROQUE ELEPHANT.

neases of the jungle, and left there to

O be hound to a tree in the black fa<t. |

bl

" By George, wouldn't I like to shoet M~*
he muttered.

What tonk place hefore his eyes wae awifh
and tragic. Swerving towards the mouth of
the gorge, the huge amimal trampled one of
the fleeing men to a shapeless mass, and with
its trunk lifted another in the air and hurled
him to the ground.

It then swung round and dashed at Th
Mnohammed who, lesa panic-stricken than Ms
comrades, had just levelled the rifle with
wh:ch he was armed, a double barrelled ane,
with a large bore.

The gun roared, and the hullet hit the
clephant, bat not in a vital part. It Jhun
dered on, and Tibh Mohammed did not fire
again.  He dropped the ¢ 'n and ran for his
life in the direction of the river, but he
tripped in the tangled grass and fell,

And It waa now that D =k Nelhy intervened,
on an impulse which he could not rexist. e
was npot concerned for the Arab cluel.  His
sole thonuzht was to «lay this monarch of the
nngles.

Heedlese of the opportraity he had  of
cecaping frem his captors, he eped to 1he
middle of the camp  and pcked up b
Mohammed's nbandoned rifte, then sank to
one knee, and, with the weapon at his
shumkll‘g. confronted the enraged begst, which
W e shing straight at him., ard to b
excited imagination looked twice as hiyg as it
really waa.:

But the lad's nerves were ae firm as <feel
in this crisis. Knowing where to plast the
hullet Il it wasa to take rilfeyr. Lu almed
Auickly and steadily, and pulied the triguer
of the undischarged barrel.

The weapon spat a jet of flame, and, as
Dick sprang convulsively to one aide, he wnag
grazed by the clephant, which staugered ay
it charged past him. It stopped :fort,
awayced to and fro for A moment, and crashed

(Continued overieaf.)
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