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A Story of School Life and Detective Adventure at
St. Frank’s, introducing NELSON LEE and NIPPER
and the Boys of St. Frank’s.

By the Author of

‘¢ The Rascal of the Sixth,” * Expelled from St.
Frank's,” ‘ Under False Colours,”’ etc., etc.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT RY NIPPER.) .

CHAPTER I .

CHANGING STUDIES.

LGERNON CLARENCE D’'ALBERT, the
' new fellow in the Remove Form at
St. Frank's, walked gingerly out of
the Amncient ~-House. @ He peered
through his big spectacles in a curious, in-
quiring kind of a way, and he lcoked ab-
surdly meek.
- Perhaps it would be as well for me to ex-
plain that Algernon Clarence D’Albert and
myself were one and the same person. Just
for the present I was no longer Nipper; 1 had
dropped my own identity.

Nipper had been expelled, but Algernon
Clarence D’Albert had returned. In other
words, I had tricked the powers that were;
although eacked from the school, I had come
‘back, -as bold as brass, in another identity.

Such a move required nerve; but I don’t
think I've ever been accused of lacking that
necessary article. The rich part of it was,
not a soul in the whole school, from the
1I;}:.e.ad down to the smallest fag, suspected a

ing.

. 1 had bluffed everybody!

And, to tell the honest truth, I was enjoy-
ing the experience hugely. It was novel—
and it was rather exciting. But for the cloud
which was hanging over my own name, 1
should have revelled in the whole adventure.

‘But as Nipper I was in dire disgrace.

I had been expelled for the crime of assault-
ing a prefect. Walter Starke, of the Sixth,
“had been found lyin
He had been badly battered about the bead.
And 1, unfortunately, had been the first
fellow to find him. \
" Although the facts had been rather
suspicious, nobody actually thought that I
was the culprit, untjl Sturke himeelf, upon
recovoary. stated that I had felled him ‘to the
ground.

< This, of course, was a wicked, malicious
faleehood. . Starke was the bully of the S8ixth,
and be bhated me. He knew that I was inno-

ﬁ

in the road unconscious. L

cent, but he swore false evidence ag~iust
me, and I had been sacked.

Nelson Lee was absent from St. Fmnk's at
the time. To the b=st of my belief the
guv'nor was on the Continent. And therc
was 1, utterly alone, disgruced and ds-
honoured.

I had journeyed miserably to Lon<on, after
baving becn literally kicked out of the school.
My misery was terrible at first, and tbhen
Lord Dorrimore had paid a call. Dorrie was
a splendid sort—a great pal of the guv'nor’s.

And his lordship had put me up to the idea
of returning to 8t. Frank's, in another
identity, in order to establish my own inun.
cence. 1 had gasped at the first suggeation
of the idea. But we had worked it together,
and the concrete result of our pletting wia
the arrival at St. Frank's of Algernon Clar-
ence D’Albert.

I don't mind admitting that T had been a
bit nervous at firet. 1 feared that my die-
guise would be penetrated. But I had passed
through the ordeal with flying colours.

And now after two days at the old school |
was accepted as A. C. D’A. without a sing'e
suspicion. I was regarded as a simpleton
who occasionaly made brilliant remarks by
accident. And I was tolerated with amuse-
ment.

80 far, of course, I had had no chance at
cricket. I was generally regarded to be 2a
hopeless dufler in that respect, but 1 was
fully determined to show the fellows that
cricket was second nature to me.

Even my own two particular chums, Tommyv
Watson and Bir Montie Tregellis-West, bad
no idea that I was back in the fold. Yet |
had given them one or two plain hints, with-
out actually giving the game away.

They did not take much motice of me. for
it never emntered their heads that I was any-
body of importance. In fact, from being the
captain of the RemoVve, 1 was placed amongst
those fellows who had no voice whatever.

This, of course, would have to be altered.

I had come to 8t. Frank's as a sinwleton,
but that was no reason why [ should remain
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dne. Once established, sp to speak, 1 was
safe. Now that the fellows had got. used to
me they would never connect me with Nipper.

Unfortunately I had been placed in Study
M by Mr. Crowell—with De Valerie and the
Duke of Somerton. They were splendid
fellows, but I had been hoping that 1 should
get back into Study C, with Tommy and
Montie. . |

It would be casy enough to change, but 1}
thought it befter not to be in any hurry.
And now this evening 1 made up my mind
to try it on in earnest. |

For there was really no reason why Watson
and Tregellis-West should not share my
secret. They were to be fully trusted, and
they would keep it absolutely dark. And
they had been going about with such long
faces that 1 was ratber touched. I hadn’t
krown that they cared for me quite so
much.

And T was here with them again. Why
shouldn't I give them a big surprise and
make them happy? For I was sure that
they would be happy when they knew the
truth. The moment for action bhad arrived.
" But 1 was supposed to be an ass, and it
was therefore necessary for me to act up to
the character.

I wandered aimlessly along the Remove
passage, peering at the doors as I passed.
Tea was over, and some of the fellows were
out on the playing-fields. But I had an idea
that Montie and Tommy were in their study.

Hearing voices next door, however, 1
turned into that apartment and stood beam-
ing on the threshold. '

‘“Er—may I enter?'’ [ inquired mildly.

i knew very well that the occupants of

the study were Handforth and McClure
Church was not there—altheugh this was
rather remarkable. Handford and Co.
were nearly always together. Some fellows
had been heard to say that the inseparable

fhree were glued in one piece.

‘** May you come in?’’' repeated Haadforth,
in his blunt way. ‘ No, you ass, you may
pot! Skid!”

‘“NXo need to bark at
mured McClure. :

“I'll bark at anybody 1 like!"’ roared
Handforth, jumping up. °‘° Don’t forget that
when | bark, I bark. And I'm not going to
:have you interfering—"’

the chap!” mur-

‘““Oh, bark as much as you like'" said
McClure, with a sigh. * But if somebody
comes along and calls you a dog, don’t

blame me!”

‘* How very humorous'!’ I
chuckling.

‘“ Is that humorous?’’ bawled Handforth.

He hurled a book at me. I caught it
deftly, and returned it with such preeision
that it struck Handforth fercibly upon the
side of his head.

‘“ Yes, very,”’ 1 sald sweetly.

‘“ Ha, hs, ha!’’ roared "McClure.

Edward Oswald Handforth roded up bhis
sleeved. . S

‘This chap i3 going to be slaughtered on

spot!” bhe exclaimed grimly.

remarked,

O,I' w'
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been asking for trouble for days—ever since
he came. I'm an obliging chap, and - I'm
going to give this.ass what he asks for!"

“ That is extremely kind of you, Watson,”
I said mildly. “ But I was not aware that
I had made amny request. And. really, I
must remark that . your voice seems much
louder than usual—"’ |

‘““ And my fist will be heavier
| too!”’ snapped Handforth.

‘“ Really, Watson—"' S

‘“ Watson!” yelted Handforth. “I'm mnot
Watson!”

‘““But surely this is Study C?" I asked,
peering round. . S -

“Oh, take it away and drown it!” sqid
Handforth, sittiag down. ‘‘° Surely this is
 Study C!” And I'm supposed to stand insults
like this!”
“ Insults?’ asked McClure.
‘““Didn’t he mistake me for Watson?”
‘“ Why, vou ass, that was a compliment!’’
“ If you think it's a compliment, I don't!”

| tham usual,

said Handforth grimly. “ I'm myself, and
nobody else. 1 don’t like to be mistaken for
I'll wipe the floor up with bim!"” )

*“ Perhaps you will explain this little
mystery to me, Tregellie-West,”” [ said,
gazing at McClure. ‘1 am . :omewhat
}  “Im not .yollj short-
sighted (fathead!” said McClure, with a
grin. ** You've come to the wrong study.
Go next door and you'll be on the right
i ‘“Oh, thamk you!”" I said, beaming. ‘It
is so very refreshing to be abswered politely
after the somewhat violent . bebaviour of
| this unfortunate boy who barks. Thank

I departed before Handforth cdu!d reach
me. I grinned as I heard an argument pras
ceeding within Study D. Handforth was
always ready to commence an argument. It

I entered Study C, and looked round. The
apartment was empty, and I felt somewhat
disappointed. But [ closed the door and
gazed fondly at the familiar surroundings.
myself. :
_ I noticed that one or two of my belong-
ftngs were carefully stowed away in the
bookcase, and I was ahout to open the glass
window. Tregelis-West and Wateson were
just coming in. And an idea came to me
on the spur of the moment.

I tore a piece of blank paper from a
placed the paper beneath a book. Then I
seated myself elegantly in the casy chair,
and waited.

A minute later the doar

*“It's no good, Montie, 'I don't feel like
cricket this evening,”” he growled. ‘1 think
'} shall write to Nipper again-— HRalle!
What the dickens do you think you’re deing

other asses. If that ehap doesn’'t buzz cft
puzzled —"
Tregellis-West.
track. The first door to the left.”
youzi’ -
was his favourite occupation.

‘““T simply must get back in here,”” I told
doors when I happened to glance out of the
sheet, scrawted a few words upon it, and

: opened®, and
Tommy Watson charged in. - T
i this study, you cbeeky ase?’:
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Watson glared at me wilh eome warmth, , Tregellis-West cxamined the paper with

ond he was still glaring when Sir Montie
Mregedlis-Wast strolled elegantly into the
study. He adjusted his pince-nez and eyed
nie urbanely. - -

“1 don't want to be rude,’”’ said Watson,
“Lut I'm not fecting in the mood to enter-
tain visitors just now, D’Albert. Be a good
chap and buzz off.”

** Begad! Perhaps the dear fellow was
waitin' for us, Tommy boy,”’ said Sir Mon-
tic. ‘' Perbaps he has somethin’ to say.”

‘* Have you?”’ demanded Watson, looking
at me. -

*“ Indeed, yes,”” I replied. *“1 find that
tlll)ins study is really wonderfully comfort-
able.”’ ' !

**Oh, do you?" said Wateson.
elsc?"

“1 also find that you nnd jyour well-
drcssed friend are both amiable compan:ons -
although I must be allowed to egay that at the
present moment yon are somewhat short of
temper, Watson,'”' I said mildly. *‘ However,
that is a detail., I should very much like to
come into this study, if you will permit it."”
. Wateon stared.

*“ You'd like to come in!" he shouted.
‘“ Why, you silly ass, you're in, ain't you?"

‘““ Roally, I mean I would like to be here
always,” 1 exclaimed. * Study M is quite
nice, and the two boys with me arc splen-
did. But nothing would please me better
than to transfer to this study. May 1?7

‘“ Anything

‘““No,” said Watoon firmhy—' you may
not:!" !

“*You see, dear ald boy, it's frightfully
dificult,”” apologieed Montie. ** We are

kalf expectin’ a great pal of ours to come
back, and we are reservin’' this place for
hiin—keepin® it arm, begad. An’' it
wouldn’t be quite n if he came bLack an’
turned you out.”

“I'm sure that would never happen,”’ 1
said, chuckling inwardly.

“It won't get u chance to bappen,’” de-
clared Watson.

‘* We would have you in a minute, dear
fellow——"’

‘““No, we wouldn’t,”” interrupted Tommy,
who was certainly in am irritable mood. ']
don't want this funny fatbead dodging in
and out of the study all day. It's coff,
D’Albert Plewse close the door after you.”

“I am sorry,”’ I said, moving to the door.
- * Perhaps you will alter your minds later.
I sincerely hope so."’

- And 1 went along to S8tudy M, sat down,
and waited for developments.

Meanwhile, my two chums had a little
drgument. Montie declared that «a little
politencss costs nothing, and Watson replied
that politencas was only wasted upon silly
asses. Then somehow the book om the table
became moved, and the little slip of paper
was revealed.

“ What's this?" said Watson. ‘[ suppose
you've been littering the tablo—— Why,
what the—— Great pip! It's another mes-
sage from Nipper!” he yelled.
this.- Montie!"

** Ioo0k at

It simply containe! the
scrawled words: * Do as the ncw fellow
asks, you silly assee—Nipper.”” [ had guessed
what the result of my request would Le, and
had prepared the message accordingly.

‘* Begad! This is really most remnarkable, ”
aaid Sir Montie, reading the message a¢an.
‘It is astounding, in fact!”

‘““It's uncanny,’’ anid Watson, in a atartied
voice. ‘' How could Nipper have placed this
hcre? That chap only asked us about chany.
ing studies a few minutes ago. and we'y:
becn here all the time."

“[ renlly don't pretend to fathom tho
mystery—1 don’'t, really,” sald Sir Mont ¢
** But this quite settles the matter, Tommy .’

“1 don't think we'd better have D 'Aibest
herc—"'

‘“ Begad! What are you thinkin' about’’
asked Tregellis-Weet scverely. ' Nipper has
suggested that we should do as the new
fellow asks. [ am goin’ straight to
D’'Albert, and 1 shall request him to chango
over into our study.”

Watson said nothing: as Sier Montie left
the study he was satill staring at the paper |
had left. Tregellis-West tapped upon the
door of Study M, and entered. He beamed
at me.

** Oh, here you are, dear fellow,”” he sail.
“ Watson and 1 have becm thinkin' things
over, an’ we shall take it as a great honour
it you will grace our study with your con-
stant presonce.”’

great interost.

“You wish me to come?”’ [ inquired,
almoat engerly.

‘“Yeu."

“Good!” 1T exclaimed. “I'm there!'’

Sir Montie was rather surprised at the
ehange in my method ol apeech, but he said
nothing. He waited politely while [ col-
lected my books—all new ones, of course—
and prepared for the change of address.

‘““ Somerton and De Valerie will not miod,
I nm sure,”” [ observed. * But is it not ad-
vizable to obtain the Housemaster’'s per-
mission?’’

**It really doesn’'t matter,” said Montie.
‘“ Fellows often change their gtudies, and it
all parties agree, there's nothin’ to go to
the Houeemaster about. Pruy come along,
old boy.”

I went along and arrived triumphantly in
the dear old quarters. Wateon did not cve
me very favourably as [ closed the door. He
eyed me even more unfavourubly as I pro-
ceeded to close the window.

‘" Leave that up, you ass!"’ he exclaimed.
‘“We're not zo!ng to be stuffed up on an
evening like this——"'

I am merely doing it for privacyv,” 1 put
in. ‘““My dear friends, [ umn ahout to im-
part & very close secret to you--a seceret
which must be kept absolutely olwse in your
bosoms."’

* He's mad!” growled Watson.

“ Wait, dear boy—wait!"’ exclaimed Mon-
tic, his eyes gloaming. [ am beginnin' to
suspect that D'Albert has a messqge for ua
from Nipper - "
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shonted Watson excitedly.

o L2
jros 1 said

It ls even bhetter than that,”’
mysterionsly. * But
¢ r Jnst one momens.
that we are quite alone. You will pray ex-
cuse mel”™
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our word, but you must really pardon me
or snspectin’ that there is some trick about

on must be patient|it. Yom don't look like Nipper—ydu don't,
wish to make certain | real g . :

'J’ ”e
ipper coulda't have

dgls_gui-ed' himself
Jike this,’”” said Watson. i

o s chap am’t

I opencd the door and looked oat into the | Nipper at all—although his voice is exactly

passage. There was not a eoul in sight, and
« ven Handforth and
Study D. There was mnt much fear of any
cavesdropper overhearing the secret,

I closed the door carefu

my puzaled chuma with a beaming faece, | Wweels ago?” I asked.

They regardod me in a manner which nearly
mm{\ me Yyell.
nothing.

“JLend me your ears,”” 1 sald, drawing
them to me. Amnd whenn | had t‘wlr facee
anite close to my &vn I gave vent to a
chuckle—n my own waoice. [ dropped the

Even now they snspccted | like the

the same. I'm blessed if I Roow whether

Co. had clearcd off trom |I'm dreaming or awake!"

rinned. ,
you remember that Nipp

er cut the

ily, and then faced | third finger of his left hand two or three

‘“ Do yow remember
scar was left—a scar looking just
detter C? You mentioned the resem-
Watson—-"' , .

‘“Of course I remember. it,”” growled
Tommy.

' Well, look at this,”” I said calmly.’
And I held out the third finger nf my left

that a

blance,

maaner of Algernon Clarence D'Albert com- | band for my chuma to inspect.  They .both

pletely.
‘* Now, you silly,
dom’t you know what the game is?’' I whis-

pered. ' Haven't yon f“ sense encugh to
freeze om to the giddy idea?’”

TregellB-West and Watson stared at me
i blanmk amarement.

“Qood graciof me'"” exclaimed Sir Man-

tir. **1—1 could swear that your voice fe
cmrtllv Iike—— Oh, begad'"’
“ It's Nipper's voics ~it's Nipper himself!"

gvaped Watson faintly.

“The one and only!” 1 grinned. ' Don't
faint, for goodnesr’ sake!'’

Nnt Tommy Watson and Sir Montie Tre-
aellia \Vest blooked very much as though
they would faint at tha{ particular moment.

CHAPYER II.
THE FIRET MOVE IN THE GAMEF.

' IPPER!'" said Wateon, in a weak
Yoice

N " Begad! Bat it can't be true—it

enn’'t bhe, really!”” exclaimed

Tregellis-Went, removing his pince-nex in his
agitation. ** Thia le slmply staggerin’, you
Lnow—it is =n staggerin’ that am qulite
howled over!”

My two chomus were ataring at me, still
hull dazed. 1 conld see well enough that
thero was no sign of recognition in their
cvrs. They knew my voice alone—they could
unt fathom my disgulse.

Watson was not inclined to believe even
the truth.

“ This is =ome &rilly trick!' he oaid sud-
denly. ** This chap bas simply becn imitating
Nipper's voice—"'

** This echap [s Nipper himself, you funny
aqa!” T interrupted. * Don‘'t you belleve
me? Don’'t you know that I'm pretty good
at disgulses? And can’t you belicve me when
I tell you that I'm Nipper?'

“No, I'm blowed if 1 can!"’ said Watson

grimly.
“ Begad! It s certainly somewhas |
difcult, dear boy,”” observed: Sir Montie.

“ 1t would be frightfully rude of me te doubt

ey

examined the =scar with. almost awed

fatheaded bounders, | expresxions. Then they gazed at me as they

might have gazed at a apectre..
*“ It's Rim—it’s him!'’' gasped Watson.
‘*This is the fmal proof, begad!’ said
Tregellis-West. °' Nipper, my dear old ebap,
I'm delighted to see you agaim—although,
begad, I can't see you at all! That sounds
lril;miuny Irish, but I mean fts"
chuekled. B
o li;m overwhelmed by these compliments,”
said.
*“ Compliments?’ ‘
‘* You keep on admirinz my disguise, any-
how,” 1 said. ‘1 was a bit nervous on the
first day—but it seems that I needn’'t have
been. I war afraid that I should be spotted
and bowled out.”

‘“ Why you—you silly ass, you don’t, look
like Nipper at all—1 mean, you don't look
like yourself,” said Watson breathlessly, * I
can't get quite used to it evep now. . And
what's the idea, you deep bounder?”

I sat down. .

‘“ The idea.” I saild, **1s that I am back.”

‘“ Begad! An’ it's simply splendid.”” said
Sir Montie, noddinf. :

*I'm back, and I mean to stick here now,"”
I went on. “If I can throw this disguise off
in & week—all the better. But if it can't
be managed, I'll remain Algernon Clarence
D'Albert for the rest of the giddy term.
You're glad to see me again, I suppose?’

. " Glad!"” said Tommy huskily. ‘* We're only
just beginning to realise i»—and glad ain't
the word! It's the finest thing that ever

happened! You're the most cumning beggar
I've ever seen!’’

* Thanks!”’ I said drily.

‘““And what are you going to do now?"”
went on Watson. ‘‘1f the Head gets to
know you're here he'll boot you out—""

“ DBut the Head won't get té kmow,” I
said. ‘' I'm D'Albert—a fat-headed si eton

—and 1 shall retain that identity untfl I've
established the innoeence of NI' R?. ' See?
['ve come back so that 1 can 95'00 the

scene—e0 that I can bowl Starke out and
expose the truth.” | '
Sir Montie grabbhed my hand.
" Greas,~old boy!"” he declared enthusiasts-
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cally. *“ Simply great! How you thought
of the idea is beyond me!” L,

‘““ As it bappens, I didn’'t think of it,”” 1
said. * You remember Lord Dorrimore?’’

‘““ Hae brought you down here—at least, he
came t8 see the Head,” said Watson.
“ Why, of course! That explains—" .
¢ Just beginning to realise, eh?” I grinned.
‘““ It explains everything, my son. I was as
miserable as sin in London—didn't know
what the dickens to do—and then old Dorrie
blew in like a summer breeze. And hc worked
ocut this whole idea. He's been an absolute
pal. T couldn’t have worked the thing with-
uu};l his help. I should have been in London
sti .U'

‘“ And now you're here, on the giddy spot,”
said Watson, with sparkling eyes. * Good
old Dorrie! Ho was always a sport. But
wotn't he get into trouble if you get found
out?"”

** Serious trouble, I expect; but he's risking
it. and I'm not going to be found out,” 1
said grimly. “ I haven't been able to do
much since I arrived, but there's no telling.
Let's just review the facts of the case, so
that we can have it fresh in our minds.”

*“Geod idea,’” said Montie. ‘

“Well, Starke was found in the Ilane,
wounded on the head,” I said. ‘‘ When he
came to himself he accused me; and I was
in such a queer position that I was trapped.
] couldn’t cextricate myself.”

“ It was really shockin®, dear hoy!"

“It was,” I agreed grimly. 1 was only
able to spend a few minutes on an investi-
gation, but I found a flake of bluc-grey
cnamel in the road, and I'm pretty sure that
~Starke was really bowled over by a motor-
car.” -

** Begad!"”’

* But why didn’'t the chap stop?”

‘“ Because he was like others of his kind,
1 suppose,” I replied. * Perhaps he thought
he'd killed Starke, and got into a panie.
Auyhow, he buzzed straight on and vanished."
. “ But do you know who the car belongs
‘.)?!O
. Not yet,” I said. ‘“But I don't suppose
it’'ll take me long to find out—that's what
I'm down here for. The man probably found
out the next day that Starke wasn't much
hurt, and so he decided to say nothing.”

“Aud to Ict you be expelled?” asked
Witson warmly. :
. If he was capable of the first act, he
coitld easily be capable of leaving me to my
fate,” I replied. * But perbaps he didn't
know anything about my position. But I've
kot to tell you something else about that
car.

** Somethin® important, dear boy?”

“ 1t might be,”” I replied. ‘* When Dorrie
and I were coming down here—he brought

me a8 far as Banunington by car, you know—

we caught sight of a blue-grey four-seater
in the High Street. We tricd to follow it,
but our petrol gave out.”’

““Hard lines!" said Watson.

‘It was beastly exasperating,” I said,
with a frown. * Still, we got near enough
to take the number—I‘ve got it in my mind
now. and written down. too. If I ean find

out where (he car belongs, and who owns
it, T shall be well on the road to completo
success."’

“* Hovv do you make that out?”

‘“My dear chap, I can confront the mon
and tell him the whole situation,” I said.
“ Starke isn't hurt much, and the chap won't
be afraid of a prosecution. 8o there's no
reagson why he shouldn’t come forward and
tell the Head that it was his car that caused
Starke’s injury. If that’s proved—well, my
innocence is proved, too. The Head will be
only too glad to have me back.”

‘*“* And so shall we be,”” said Watson fcel-
ingly. “I don't regard it as that yet.
You're not you—if you know what I recan.
You're somebody else, and I shan’'t be
satisfied until you're walking about looking
like yourself—and not like a giddy freak!”

I grinned. )

** Patience, my son,”” I said. “I'm enjoy-
ing the game, as a matter of fact, hut it moy
not last longer than a week. 1t all depends.
Anyhow, I'm detcrmined to go through with
it until the very end.”

‘““ An’ we're with you, dear fellow—right
along the linel”

‘““ Thanks, old chap,” I said quietly. ** It's
fine to know that the best chaps here stick
up for me--even when they think I've gone.
Old Handforth's a good un'—he's a
champion.”’ '

** An’ I met you at the station, hegnd:@’”
said Sir Montie, breathing hard. * [ brought
youu up to the school, an’ pointed out the
ohjects of interest. You frightful spoofer!"

I chuckled.

‘““Well, I couldn't do anything else,’™ [
said. “ You came to mect me, and I had
to be polite—and I had to pretend to be a
greenhorn. I mean to begin my inquir.e3
to-morrow afternoon."”

‘“ How?' asked Watson.

“1I'm going to Bannington—to the Town
Hall—and I'm going to ask about that car
number,” I said grimly. ‘* They ought to bu
able to tell me everything there.”

‘“ An’ shall we be able to come with you,
dear fellow?'" asked Montie,.

I stroked my chin.

“Well; I don't know,” I answered. *‘ Wa
mustn’'t be too pally straight otf. The feilows
would begin to wonder and take notice.
You've practically ignored me so far——"

‘““But we didn't know,” protested Tomm -.

*““Of course you didn’t,”” I agreed. *‘* Bnz
I couldn't keep you out of the secret unv
longer. But now you're ‘wise,” as Farm 'n
would say, you must act as you acted beforo.
In the Triangle, and in the cocmmon-room,
you'd better ignore me—or, at least, pay m?
very small attention.”

“You're quite right, dear boy,” said Sir
Montie. ‘* But we should very much lihe
to go to Bannington with you."

“I'm afraid it can’t be did.”” I said. * 1'd
love you to come. but we’'ve got to think cf
appearances. Iu a duay or two it'll be a:l
right. I'm in this study now, and it won'{
be noticeable if we soon get pally. But uwe
must be very careful not to give the fellows
A& hint—— It is really very nice of von.
my decar friends,”” 1 added, changing my
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volge abmptly. “ 1 am quite sure that 1 shal)
be most comferiadle i this stody. 1 am
deeply grateful.”

Tregellls Waat and Watson stared at me;
and | dare ooy Lhe change in my voloe and
maaner was somrewhat starthing. Boat [ bad
board footsteps in the passage, and I was
hihc. nO risks. .

“ It's marvellouws,”” mald Watson—'' simply
marvellnus!”

1 must realiy request you to be eautious,
my good Watson,”’ | said mildly, with a nod
towards the door.

Caution was necesss for a moment later
the door opened, and Valerie looked In.
During my ~ absence ' De Valerie was the
Lemove skipper, and he Olled the post admir-

ably.

* Halln!"' he sald, Jlaming at me. 1
wondered where you’ got to, D’Albert.
What the dcuce ve you ftaken all your

honks away for?’

| _bope you will forgive me, De Valerie.
ut 1 have left Btudy M.” I said softly.
" Thwee spiendid boys have :g:nd to aceept
nmo as a atudv mate. and arcangement
I« mnat gratifying to mysell. But it would
pain me eveeedingly If you took my action as
4+ slight upon yourself and Some Y

Don't mention It,”” grinned De Valerie.
We don't mind!'”

: " Thank you ever 30 much.” 1 said grate-
ully.

Du Valerie regarded Watson and Tregellis-
West curioualy.

* Changed your plans, haven't you?" he
asked. [ thought you were bo Inﬁ that
Nipper would enme back? 1 thought it was
your (dea to keep Lbis vacancy open for
» weekh or two.”

“ Well, you sce, the fact is—— 1 mean,
ne thought— That is to say, Moatie and
| decid Or, at least—'

Watson paused, somewhat involved.

* Very lucid!” said De Valerie. '’ As elear
-3 mud, in (aeb!*”

Tommy turned red.

“ Montie and ] thought $hat it would be
‘etter to have unohozy with we,”” he said,
irying to hide bis confusion. *° So—we ashed
1y Albert—nr, rather, D’Albert asked us—

Anyhow,. it's arrapged.” concluded Watson
buntly.

' Kxactly, dear fellow,” sald Sir Montie.
* You must quite understasd that D'Albert
v us very delighted with Study M. But | was
e first fellow to see the new chap. an' he
«ncled comin’ in herve. So—there you are.'’

*“ Of course, I shall be wmost delighted to
retise in favour of your dear friend when
ho returns.” 1 eaid meekly. It will give
me mueh pleasure to mmhe myself searce
w order to allow Ki "

** Nipper. you ass!"’ grinned De Valerie.

" Really, [ become somewhat confused
with all thesse sames,”” | npobuced.
" N , of course—bhow stupid of me. When
e reiurms | shall retire. And, really, 1 bqn
ihat s return will be in the near future.”

“ You'rs a queer card,” said De Valerie
staving ad me. “ BLll, it'y J:n business, and
! wed't interfers. But ‘'t forget that

you'lt be quite welcome in Study M, if you
¢ e your mind.”

‘* Thanh wost awfully!” I said,
De Valerte retired, and Watson took a
deep breath.

“ That was a mear shave!’’ he murmaured.

‘“ You nearly Sat your foot In it, you ass!’’
] whispered. * B{ill, oo harm was done. And
sow ecverything’'s settled. Qood! We can
go right from this minate—and may
Algernon Clarence D°Albert soon be a name
of the past!”

* Hear, hear!” said my chums.

Established once more in 8tudy C, I felt
far more at home. But it was not like the
old times. It was a novel experience for me
to be almost ignored by the bulk of the
Kemovites. As my own seH 1 should have
been the centre of any crowd discnssing
cricket, for example; but as D'Albert it was
as much as [ could do to get a look in on the
outakirts. And even then I was not listened
to if I ventured a remark.

1 was determined to alter all this as soon
as possidble. 1 had come to St. Frank's as a
simpieton mainly to deceive the school. But,
ouce firmly entreanched, so to speak, 1 could
safely reveal myself as somebody wbo was
not to be lghtly ignored.

Business first, however.

And the following afternoon I borrowed
Tommmy Watson's bicycle and rode over .to
Bannpington. It was quite a lovely day, and
I longed to be on Little 8S8ide with the other
fellows.

But it was more important that I should
get on the track of the blue-grey car. And
my Mquiries, | may say at once, were not
fruitless. As a matter of fact, they were
hlfhlg satisfactory—eo far as they went,

ad no difficulty in learning, at the
Banniugton Town Hall, that the car whose
number [ gave was owned by a man named
Henry Millford; and, further, that Mr. Mill-
ford lived in the village of Midshott.

'This place was fairly large, and it was
sitnated five miles bedyond Banoington, on the
way to Heimford and London. The next step
was to pay a visit to Midshott, and to
attomptmto identify the car Deyond all shadow

of doubt.
For, of course, I was not exactly certain
that 1 was on the right trail.

1 had seen Vhe car in Banuington that day,
and bad assumed that it was the automobile
which had knocked Rtarke down. Possibly
1 was wrong; but it was far more probable
that I was right.

Aud the question had to be decided at
once.
So, after leaving the Town Hall, I jumped

upon m mceandsta&oﬂ
Midshots. ried off for

CHAPTER III.
TROUBLE IX THE AIR.

WAS very thoughtful as § rode alon
the dusty lames. My return to St.g.
Prank’s in another character had Deen
move Or less of an experiment. It had

sucesedoddut | kmew that | should have to
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go very cautiously if I was to keep the
deceptivR up. : :

Once a suspiclon was started I should be
bowled out. 1 could trust Sir Montie and
Tommy to keep thé truth dark. But they
were the only fellows who could be given
the secret.

Much as I liked Handforth and De Valerie
and Pitt—and a good few others—I did not
feel justified in saying anything to them.
Sileuce i8 golden, it is said, and I could not
Le given away if nobody knew the secret.

I wondered who Mr. Henry Millford was,
and whether he was actually the man who
was responsible for Starke's injury. If he
would only turn up trumps I could return
to St. Frank's and become Nipper again
within a day. But I bad an instinctive feel-
lug that my task would mot be quite so easy
as that.

And so it turned out.

I found Midshott to be a large, straggling
village with a long main street. Mr. Millford
resided in a roomy house called Hazeldene,
f(ust on the outskirts. The house was well

ept, and the gardens were in splendid con-
dition.

Wlhen 1 dismounted from my bicycle I
noticed that a gardener—an elderly man—
was sweeping the gravel near the gate. I
mopped my brow, and nodded to him as he

looked up.

** Warm  this afternoon,” I remarked
cnattily.

‘“ You're right, young sir,”” said the
gardener. ‘1 reckon that must be as warm

ridin’ that there bike as wot it is sweepin’
this ‘ere gravel. It's reg'lar sultry to-day.”

“ This is Mr. Millford’s place, isn't it?" 1
asked. . :

‘* That's right, master,”” said the old man.
“But Mr. Millford ain’t here at present.
He's away, an’ 1 don't know when he'll be
comin’ back agin. Gone to the seaside,
mebhe."”’

‘1 think T've noticed his car about,” 1
observed.

** That's likely enough,”” agreed the gardener.

‘““ Biue-grey, isn't it?"” I asked.

. | dessar tuat could be called blue-grey,”
said my elderly friend. °** A fine car, too.
I reckon that must ’ave cost close upon a

thousand when that was noo. Leastways,
that's wot Beckett tells me.” :
‘““1 expect he's right,” I said. *‘‘ Beckett

ought to know all about cars, anyhow.”

I hadn’t the slightest' idea who DBeckett
was, but my object was to draw the old man
on to (further counversation. And I was
successful, too.

“Yes,”" said the gardener, leaning on the
gate. ‘‘ Beckett ought to know all about
them cars, as you say. Bein' a driver—or
shuffer—or whatever they calls 'em, ’e's ’ad
a deal to do with cars. But Beckett is a
rare spcedy one—'e do rush about the roads!'"

** A "bit reckless, perhaps?’’ I suggested.

‘ That's wot I allus think,” sdid the old
man, sbaking his head. *‘ But Beckett only
luughs when I ses a word. But he’ll come by
a accident one o' these fine days if 'e ain't
g.are'f.ul—-an‘ ‘e can't say as I ’aven't warued
lm. .

|

7
I was getting right on the trail. 1Ir this
wasn't the car that bhad knocked Starke

down—well, there was a queer coincidence
here. That car bad been driven by a reck-
less driver—and Beckett answered to the
description. It wasn’'t feasible to supposc
that Mr. Millford himself would have ignored
such an accident. But it was highly probatle
that a chauffeur would attempt to escape
the consequences of his recklessness.

‘“ Didn't he have an accident the oth:r
day?’’ I asked casually.

The old man shook his head.

‘““ Not as I know on,”” he said.

‘It must have been somebody else’s car.
then,” I remarked. *‘ But 1 thought it might
have heen Beckett. Didn't he come lhoroe
one night with something bent?"”’

‘““ You must be mistaken, young gent,’” said
the other. * I'll ask him——"'

‘*“ No, you'd better not do that.”” I said
quickly. ‘I don’'t suppose Beckett had any
accident at all, and he'd be wild if you to'd
him that I'd said such a thing. 1 suppnose
he's with Mr. Millford?"’

‘** No, he’s still here,”” replied the gardener.
“ But the car's gone. Repairs, or sommat, 1
s'pose. That's been gone a day or two, an’
1 don’t know when it’'ll come back. Weli,
young sir, I must git on wi’ my work. Good-
arternoon to ye!"

He turned away, and I slowly pedalled or.

My inquiry, so far, had becn satisfactory.
but it was disappointing, all the same. My
suspicions were still suspicions. I had found
out nothing definitely. And there was really
no telling when I should get right on the
track.

Until I saw that car at close quarters !
could do mnothing. Everything led to the
belief that I was on the scent. But 1
required concrete proof. And that proof
could only be obtained by ccmparing tie
flake of enamel I possessed with Mr. Mill-
ford's car.

If it tallied I should be all right—I could
go ahead. If it didn't tally, I should have
to start right at the beginning again. Ther:
was no sense in finding Beckett and questior.-
irng him until I had established the othz:
act.

And the car was away. There was no
telling when it would be back. 1 felt rathe:
downhearted, for I knew that nothing mucn
could be dome during the present week.
Haste would only make matters worse. 1+
was my duty to be patient and to wuit for
my chance.

No other course was open to me. The blue-
grey car was my sole and only hope. I huny
about Midshott for over an hour, talking to
several people. I visited a local garage and
bought some lubricating oil; and I tried to
get information concerning the blue-grey
car from the dealer.

But he could tell me nothing., and when
I finally decided to return to St. Frank's !
knew no more than I had kpnown when 1
hade the old gardener good-afternoon. It
is not my way to be glum, however.

I was quite cheerful as I rode homewards.
Success would come sooner or later—I was
certain of it. And, to be quite honest, 1
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didn’'t want soccess to come immediately. I
was anxious to remain D’Albert untll I had
surprised the jumior school m several ways.
Thero were mn’ openings for good fun.

And before reached St. Prank™ an
tneident oecurred whieh was rather good in
s way,

I bu{momd to rmn Into three delightful
outhe bclfmcln‘ to the River House Sehool—
n short, the Homourables. They were the

most insufferable cads in Dr. Ho.ge s
Academy, and by nature they were absolutely
the reverss of honourable. eliborne and Co.
were really the limit. )

They sat on a stile, Indulging In cigaretteo
amoking. This nppca‘od to their * manly ™
naturcs to a (ar greater extent than -crickes,
or sport of any kind. The lion. Aubrey de
Vere Wellborne was probably the worst of
the trio: his affected draw) was Ilndierous—
although he foudly beleved that it was ex-
tremely classy. Aod his monocle was never
missing.

The Hon. Cyril Coatea and the Hon.
Dertram Carstairs were birds of a feather,
bnt their plumage was not 0 gay as tbat
of their leader. But the three, taking them
as a whole, were a very bright collection.

They sat an the stile, attempting fto kid
themecives that they were enjoying their
rmokes. It always surprised me how such
fellowas could posaibly smagine that it looked
“hig " to have a cigarette inD one’s mouth.
A buy with a cigarette always looks silly, to
o'y mind.

“[t's a rippin’ afternoon, you know,’* said
Carstairs. ' [t wouldn't Do a bad idea |(f
wo went for a bathe.”

** Too bally faggin’, don't you know.” said

Wellborne languidly. *° Bathin® is all right,

but there's the dressin’ aftahwards. An
drossin’ bores me to death, by gad!”

“Ant the bathe is worth k' nmrid the
Hon Rertram. * The only thing is there

aight he some of those rntten Commobers
abont, and that would be too Ddeamtly. We
can't g0 in the aame water as them, -you
kuow'!"”’ .

“* We'd bhetter get a river to ourselves.'
suggested Coates, with a touch of sarcasm;
he war not gnite nueh & apob as the others.
*Or perhaps we'd belter go to s place
bundreds of miles from eivilisation—we sha'n’t
be cuntaminated then''

* You ailly fool ' said Wellborne elegamtly.

** Well, dear boy, don't talk sueh roé'™
exclarmmed Coates. ‘‘ Daah it all, there's
plenty of roota tn the river—— Bnt what's
this, by Jove? What's this queer-lookin’
article?”

The queer-looking article in question was
myself. | had jumt come into view, riding up
o lb"mﬂlll) my hlnnh.d Al:!’:bct Bononr:dt:lu
were ¢ cxonsed, per ar regarding
me with unusual interess. I did not look
& particularly brilliant n‘:.lm of humanity.

*“*Ob. that mush be pew kid at S
Prank's,” ssid Carstalve. * Fuilwood was
tellin’ me all abouws bim—a regular lslle

ldiet, you know. A '
mn:..‘m”onh'huahnshbyr

[T ! U [ 1]
clalmad Talmly b oné marbt” be ez

(1) Eh ?l‘

““ We bave nothin® to do, an® this article
blows up,”” said Wellborne. “ We «omply
couldn't sltow it to us, deah boys.
We're always lookin® out for somethin’ to
rag, an’ heah It is!" i

*“Oh, gnod!” gsaid Carstairs, yawning.
“1'm game!"

I they had kuown my real Identity they
wonld have ignored me completely, for the
Hononrables had a very great re for
auymho could use his fists. Bnt they
never an opportuni of bullying a
fellow who was pot capable of standing up
for himself.

It was the favourite pastime of these cads,
and they" made ready to attack me, although
they attempted to appear quite uneoncerned.
I knew what their gamc was, and I was
secretly amused.

I:ly afternoon was mot to be wasted, after
a

If T had Wked, I conld have eluded the
rﬂe’: easily. But it amused me to hoodwink
hetn. And as 1 approached 1 very thought-
fully kept my gaze fixed npon the ground.
I pretended to ignore the River House trio.

**On him, by gad!” said Wellborne.

The three cads barred the path, and the
next minute I was hauled from my mackline.
I stond In the road, looking nervous angd
shaky. Buwé [ nearly forgot myself when
Carstairs picked up Tommy’s bicycle and
threw it into the diteh. I resolved that Car-
stairs should puy for that action very
shortly.

** Really, I do pet quite understand what
this means,”” [ raid meekly. ‘‘ Pray allow
me to continne my journey—"'

‘““ By Jove, it talks!’’ said Coates wonder-
tn?y. “ Didn't you bhear, dear boys? It
actually talks!”’

** Amazin’!"" grinned Wellborne.

I peered at them nervously through my:
big spectacles, shrinking away as though very
frightened. And such an action was, of
course, A direct encouragement to the

Bononrables.

Resistance on my part would have weakened
the cads. Bnt, as it was, they were all the
wore determined to put me through the
mill; they told themselves that they had
found & very eaay vietim in me.

And 1 was dragged from tbe road by the
grinning Wellborne and Co. and $aken into
& pDeighhonring meadow, free from observa-
tln_l:!.t The river lay just beyomd, but it was
Quiet.

But somehow I had an idea in the back
of my head that, aithough trouble was brew.

ing, the trouble would net be minc!

ol = ot ey

CHAPTER 1V.
SURFRISING THE NATIVES.

ELLBORNE grasped my ear aund
twisted it .verd{. .

‘“ Now thea, kid, what's youp

besstly name?”’ he ashed. :

I feit inclined to punch his aristocratie
BOgo On'thw spot. But the time bad scarcely
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arrived for the surprise, and I held myself

in check. [ gave a squeal, and shrank back.
“* Oh' Pup-please don't do that!” I
exclaimed.

‘“ Your name, you little insect?’’ said Well-
borne languidly.

“It's D’Albert, please.” I
* Algernon Clarence D’Albert.”

said meekly.

The Honourables looked at me with some
indignation,
“Oh, is it?" said Carstairs. ‘“ An’ what

the dooce do you mean by havin' a swanky
name like that? Like your bally nerve!”

‘“ Yes, please!"” I said, getting ready for
the fray.

** Who's your father??”” asked Coates.

‘““ Oh, my father never existed,”” I said—
“at least, not as far as I know. I never
saw him. - But will you please let me go?
It is my wish to return to St. Frank’'s in
time for tea, and I really cannot stay here.”

““ That's awkward,” said Wellborne—
‘“ dooced awkward, by gad! Because ynu're
goin' to stay heah, my little worm! An’,
what's more, you're goin’ to have a really
rippin’ time Through the hoop, by jove—
that's where vou're goin'!”

1 looked round mildly
“But | can see no hoop,” I observed.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!” .

‘“ As innocent as a newly-hatched chicken—
what?'’ grinned Carstairs. ‘It is our duty
to - show this—this thing somethin® of the
world. He ain't born yet, it seems.” What
shall we do first?’’

‘“ Take all his clothes off, turn them inside
out, an’ make him dress again,” suggested
Weliborne cheerfully. * Aftah that we’ll
dueck him in the bally river, an’ then tie him
on his bicycle.”

“ Rippin’'!"* said Coates.
chap you are. Wellv!”

_ “T1'm rathah good at ideahs,” said the Hon.
Aubrey modestly.

He grabbed my shoulder and spun nfe round.

** Undresa!” he commianded harshly.

I backed away, protesting.

‘““ Rut, really, I cannot!” I said. * The
very thought is horrifying! To undress in
public like this—-"'

‘“ Nohody will see you. yon young lunatic!”
gaid Carstairs. *“An’' I don't care tuppence
if anybody does. Undress, you little fool!”’

1 shook my head firmly.

‘““ Really, I refuse,” I said. ‘  And will
von allow me to warn you that violence on
your part will drive me to blows? I have
no wish to become ungentlemanly, and you
will save yoursell pain il you allow me to
g0."
‘““It's threatenin' wus!”
“Ye gods! Hark at it!”

“I'll give you just ten seconds to start, you
young cub!”® aaid Wellborne. ““If  you
haven't peeled your beastly coat off by that
time, I'll smash those bally spectacles of
yours!’’

A threat of that kind was characteristic. 1
pretended to be alarmed and hastily removed
my spectacles—being glad of tue opportunity,
in fact. Then I pulled myself up and held up
my hand. '

*“ 1| musat warn you again'"' I said. ‘* Touch

‘“ What a brainy

_grinned Coates.

me. and 1 shall strike!" I am not inclined
to put up with nonsense—really, I am not:"”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"”

Wellborne and ('o. roared.

Such a threat from me sounded ludicroua.
I loocked the most harmless creature on tho
face of the ecarth. And for me to suggest
that I should strike three of them was ex
tremely funny.

‘“ Time's up said
“* Grab him, Jdeah boya!'!”

‘“ Remember!"” 1 said shrilly.
my warning!’’

‘““ Oh, we'll remmember it all right™ grinned
the Hon. Bertram. * It's amazin'’ that they
allow a dangerous cuap like you to be out
alone!"”’

“ Ha. ba, ha!" roared the other two.

“T am quite safe if ¥ am left alone—
believe me!"” I said. ‘ But if you touch me
I shall certainly become dangerous. Indeedl.
I shall ‘hurt you most severely. For I shall
strike hard.’’

Wellborne and Co. shrieked, and the thrce
of them charged at me at the same moment.
It was their intention to wipe me up in atous
two seconds. And they thought they had the
easiest job before them that they had ever
attempted.

‘““ We'll strip the beast
shouted Carstairs.

But the next moment something bappened
which was most disconcerting—from the foint
of view of the Honourables.

One of my fists came round, and it atruck
Carstairs fully upon his elegant nose. And
there was such driving power behind the
punch that the Hon. Bertram staggered over
backwards with acsfiendish yell.

My left caught Wellborue on his ear. and
he recled. Coates, a second later. wondered
if an earthquake had happened. At all
events, something which felt like a sledge-
hammer caught him between the eyes.

‘“ Yarooooh!'" howled Carstairs, hia
streaming red.

“ Ooonoop!’” yvelled Wellborne, nurzing his
ear. ‘‘ What the dooce— Ow!?!"”

‘l‘ I—I'm stunned!” moaned Coatecs drunk-
enly.

I regarded the trio with pretended alarm—
but with real joy inwardly. This was worth
a month’'s pocket-money.

** You canrot say that I did not warn yen
in advance!'’ I exclaimed nervously. *“ Tf yonu
will only allow me to go there "will he po
further troubie. Do you not realise that i
is most unfair for three boys to attack
another boy single-handed? Have you no
gentlemanly instinets?™”

Wellborne scowled furiously.

“ You—you little brat!’ he snarled.
weren't prepared for you—that's all!
we're goin’ to half Kkill you now!"”

“I'll smash hi3 face to a pulp!” panted
Carstairs, whose own face was considerably
damaged. * Hold him down, you chaps, an’
['ll kick him till he howls for mercy!”

I looked horrified.

‘““ But kicking is hooliganism!’’ I exclaimed.
‘““ You must not——"'

But Wellborne ana Cu. rushed at me again,

Wellborne caimly.

‘“ Rememb-<r

an’ tan him!'!"

noze

«“ WO
Rug

v



L0

‘Thia time they were more on:their guard;
.put they still thought they.had an casy

vietim. They imagined that my first blows |

had been mere flukes, because they had made
no attempt to guard themselves.

And now 1 sailed in in earbest.

‘ Very well,” 1 shouted. * If you wish to
be hurt, I will oblige you!” .

I met them squarcly, never moving ab
inch. - |

Smack! Crash! Biff! - =

1 dan't profess to be a champion bhoxer,
but I'm not boasting when 1 s‘:v that [ can
use my fists fairly decently. Wellborne and
Co. found this out somewhat too late. Lvery
punch went home.

In less than two minutes the Honourables

were demoralised. All thougbts of attack
. had vanished, and they only wanted to flee.
. But, 1 had them well, in hand, and I meant
. to give them a good lesson. .
1 one of them turned to escape I dodged
round and landed a telling blow. It was
warm work, but I enjcyed it. And at last the
three cads sprawled on the grass, beaten to
the wide.

I was not even scratched.

Weilborne’s left eye was -already closing
up, and his mouth was bleeding. Carstairs's
pose was nearly double its normal size, and
he, tno, had a black eye—he had been Wwell
paid for his treatment of Tommy’s bicycle.
The Hon. Cyril Coates lay moaning or the
grass, suffering from two very thick ears
and u black eyve. 1 had treated them all alike
in that respect.

‘ Perhaps you will now understand that
it does not always pay to attack a seemingly
helpless boy,” I said mildly. ‘* You asked for
this panishment, and it bas given me
pleasure to administer it.”

‘““ You—you infernal beast!’ snarled Well-
‘vorne. ** We'tl make you pay for this before
long! By gad! You wait!” -

‘““{ have been waiting for quite a long
time,” I retorted ‘‘But if yon are anxious
to demonstrate *?

‘“ Great pip!”

1 turned quickly. and ~was somewhat
astonished to find Handforth and Chureh and
McClure striding on to the scene. They had
jnst come from a boat which was moored
.agninst the river bank, and I had not heard
their approach.

‘“ Great pip!" repeated Handforth,
amazement. ** What’s this?"’

‘“ It looks to me as if the new kid has been
handing out trouble in. big <chunks!”’ said
McClure. *‘ Diq you do this, D'Albert?”

‘- Impossible!” said Handforth, before 1
eolld reply. * There must have been some
.others here——"'

“Nh, don't be silly!”’ put in Church.
“*Didn't we see D’Albert knocking tumps off
these roticra? We saw it from the river,
minutes ago. My hat! I never thought the
chap eould tignt like this!” .

‘“* We'd better kick these cads off the fleld,”
sngeested Handforth. < Not. kterally, of
-course, but we can chuck ’em into the road!”

‘“ Really, my dear Beerfroth, I cannot allow
vyou to. touel these wretched boys again.”

in
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forth, rolling up his aleeves.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY"

I said quickly. ¢ They bave suffered
enough——"' -

Handforth gulped hard. .

“ BEERFROTH!" he roared violently.

“ Ha, ha ha!"’ yelled Charch and McClure.

*1 really see no reason fer sueh vielent
vocal efforts—'" I began.

“ You—you blithering ass!’ howled Hand-
forth. * Don't you know my name yet? My
name's Handforth—not Beerfroth! 1 believe
you did it on purpose !’ . . |

‘“ Oh, really, how could you think such a
thing?” I eaid. ‘* Handforth—of coursc! Per-
haps it wag your face which suggested beer to
my mind—"'

'“ What!”” gulped Edward Oswald.

Church and MecClure shrieked again, ard
during this interlude Wehborne and Co. seized
the opportunity to make themselves scarce.
They breathed vengeance as they went—not

that I took any notice of that.

‘““ Look here, you funny ass!‘'’ eaid Hand-
It you don't
apologise on the spot, I'll knock you to Tim-
buctoo!”’ -

‘“ Better be careful, Handy!' grinned
McClure. ‘ D’Albert can uso his fists, and

‘you’ll have a stiff job if you take bim on.

Don"t forget how thosec cads looked just
now!”’ :

Handforth was no coward, but he roiled
down his sleeves somewhat hurriedly. lle
had overlooked the point.

‘*“ T suppose he cant’t help it!"" he growled.
‘““ And I must say that I admire the way the
idiot welted into those bounders. It was
worth quids: but I wish I'd been on the sccne
a minute earlier.” :

‘“ D'Albert was quite capable of dealing
with the situation himself,'" said Chureh.
‘“ How did it start, old sen?" he added, turn-
ing to me.

‘ Those overdressed youthe seized me as 1
was riding past,”’ I explained. ‘' They dragged
me from my machine, and were about to rag
me. But I really could rot allow such a
thing to happen—so I resiasted.”

‘“ Yes, we noticed that!” said McClure.
““ But why didn’t you resiest at the start?
Why did you allow Wellborne and Co. to drag
you off your jigger?"’

I smiled.

I thought it somewhat hasty,” I said.
‘“ I wished to give the hoys a chance to prove
what their intentions were. Finding that they
were inclined to hooliganism, I ended the
episode.”’

‘“ You did,”” agreed Handforth. * Those
cads will get into a frightful row when they
show themselves at the River House in that
condition—and serve 'em right! D’Albert, my
son, I'm proud of you!’’

‘“ Really, 1 am overwhelmed,”” I sald
meekly.

‘“ Any chap who can fight like you can is a
pal of mine }’ eaid Handforth. - :

“It's safer to be a pal!'’ obaserved Church,
sotto voce.

*“ Yes, of course—— I mean, don't he an
ass!’’ roared Handforth. ‘' I’'m not scared of
P’ Alhert, anyway. He’'a not suoh a duofler as
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Half the fellows won't

-he looks, though.
belicve this when we tell them.

I had an idea that Hand{orth was right.
And, later on, it was proved to be 0. Nobody
would credit that I had fought Wellborne and
Co. single-handed, and that 1 had bgaten them
into minccmeat. The story was regarded as
one of Handforth's gross exaggerations.

But Sir Montie and Tommy, of course,
knew tho truth—and they believed it all right.
They chuckled hugely as I recounted the incl-
dent during tea.

‘“ Great!"” grinned Watson. - '* It won’t be
long before you get right to the twop
again—"'

“ Don't forget that I'm D’Albert!’ 1 pnt
in. *“ It’'ll be safer to take that for granted
always. Anybody might be listening, and one
-§ncautious word would give the whole game
away.”’

‘* Keep your halr on,’”’ said Wateon. ‘' You
haven't told us how you managed this after-
noon. What did you .ind out?”

‘* Nothing,”” I repiicd—' at least, nolhing
important.”

And [ told my chums of my somewhat
futile journey. But I also told them that a
little patience would bring its own reward.
There wae plenty of time beforc me, and I
was in no particular hurry. ‘

. *In the meantime,” 1 went on, ‘ what
about the cricket?'’

** We're doing well,”” said Watson. ' We've
whacked Bannington QGrammar 8chool and
Barcliffe, and we shall probably whack Helm-
ford next week. But they're rather hot, and
we shall miss you in the eleven.”

e l

‘““ That's just it,”” I said thoughtrully.
want to get & chance in the cricket, if it
can be managed. But I'm afraid De Valcrie
won't look at me—1 seem to.be too much
of & duffer.”

‘“ He'll give you a trial, anyhow, old boy,"”
said Sir Montie. ** That’s only fair. An’ ycu
can soon show him what you can do once you
getdreall; goin’. It's only the astart jyou
need.”’

‘“And I'm afraid jt's the start that'll he
hard to obtain,”” I said grimly. ‘‘ But I'm
not going to be swindled out of the cricket!
Not likely, my sons! I'll ask De Valerie this
evening—and insist upon a trial."”

‘* That's just it,’”’ said Tommy. * You can’t

very well ineist, old man. You've taken u
zhis character of a meek simpleton, and you'll
have to stick to it. And you'll only be
{aughed at if you insiet.”’
. There was a great deal of truth in what
Watson said, but 1 was full{ determined to
make the cricket committee listen to me. If
I failed on the first occasion, I would persist
until I gained my way. But I knew well
enough that it would be a difficult task.

For a raw new fellow to ask to take a hand
in the cricket was a piece of pure nerve; and
for such a hopeless specimen as I appeared to
be to nsk would savour of cheer lunacy.
Still, [ was firm.

In the evening, when it was beginning to
get dusk, I borrowed Watson's bicycle once

again in order to run down to the post-office. |

@ |

I had decid~d not to bLroach the subject of
the cricket untfl later on, ln the commoan-
room.

I went down Yo the village easily. The
evening was mild and quite warm, and [ free-
wheeled down the alope most of the way.
When I emerged from the post-office | re.
gwt:‘nted my machine and slowly pedalled
ack.

My thoughts were not dwelling upon the
mynbcr{ of the blue-grey car at present. |
was thinking about the cricket.

My great ambition was to play (n the
match against Helmford College —one of the
most important matchea of the term. And |
may a8 well admit that [ did not feel very
hopeful.

realised that there were some drawhacks
to the whole position. But there was a spien
of excitement in the situation, too. It woull
be quite a fight, and succees would be a1l the
sweceter when it came.

Thinking in this atrain, 1 pedalled on, and
scarcely noticed the loud snort of a motor
car horn in the rear. But I instinctively drew
to the ncar aide, and the car rolled past me
at an even apeed.

Deep in thought, [ looked at it abeent-
mindedly.

But a change came sunddenly. Cricket and
everything clse left my mind in a flash. For
the car was painted blue-grey! In fact it
was thic very four-scater which Lord Dorrie.
more and I had ecen in Helmford.

It was the car belonging to Mr.
Miliford!

“Great Scott!”’ 1 muttered.

I was galvanised into inftant action, and 1
[»ut pressure on the peadals so ahruptly that
ncarly broke the chain. VFor the idea had
suddenly come into my mind of giving chaase.
It possible, | would ovectake the car and
stop it—anything to get a word with the
driver, who might even be Beckett himeelf.
The car was oaly rolling along at a sedate

Henry

eighteen or twenty miles an hour; and |
hoped, by scorching, to overtake it. At least,
the game was worth trying.

The car took the road atraight past the

school, and it was evidently the driver's in-
tention to go down the long hill on to the
moor. Shortly alter passing the school & was |
only two or three hundred yards in the tear,
and I eaw that | was gaining.

But I filed to see something else.

All my attention was given to the chase,
and [ did not obaerve three figures standing
by the hedge, behind a bush. These thred
figures belonged to Wellborne and Co., of the

River House.

“That's the cad!”’ exclaimed Coates
quickly. ‘' He's on his beaatly bicycle again
scorchin’, too. Tryin’ to race that car, |
believe.”’

Wellborne's eves glittered.

‘* He's bound to come back thia way,” e
declared. ‘' It's ascven or elght miles, if
he goes round the Bannin'ton road- -an’ theah
ain't ttme before lockin'-up. He's bound to
come this way.”

* Suppoein’ he docs?’’ sasked Caretairs.
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‘“ Haven't we been prowlin’ about heah,
wvaitin’ for a chanee to get our own back on
the beast?’’ demanded the Hon. Aubrey.
‘* Fate's played into our DBally hands, don’t
Jyou know. We can collah the worm, deah
boys!”’ _

** We've got ropes with us this time,”’ said
Coates savagely. *“ By Jove! We'll teach the
silly-looking cad a lesson!” .

And the Honourables of the River House
decided to wait by the roadaide for my return,
And I was quite unconscious—at the time—
of their vindictive intentions.

- o &= o=

CHAPTER V.
A DRAMATIC ADVENTCRE'!

HIZZ!

1 shot down the hill at almost
hreakneck speed, regardlese of the
loose stones which lay on the path.

The blue-grey car was only a little distance
ahcad of me, for the driver was taking the
hill cautiously. That is to say, he was rnot
exceeding the speed of twenty-five miles an
hour.

A big ear seems to be going quite slowly at
that epecd; but twenty-five miles an hour
on a bicycle is very different. 1 was voing
even faster, hecause I was overtaking him.

And as 1 shot along 1 suddenly came to a
decision.

Thero was really no time to hesitate. It
was necessary to fix upon one plan, and to
carry that plan out. Nelson Lee had always
taught me to stick to a decision, once 1
arrived at it.

And my present
perilous,

But I was reckless in my anxiety to stop
the car and to discover—finally—if it wag the
automobile which bad injured Starke that
night. The very success of my future investi-
gations depended upon my euccess now.

Foot by foot I drew nearer to the specding
car. At last I was only just behind. 7The
rond was narrow, and there was barely room
‘or me to forge past—if 1 desired to do so.

As it happened, I did not.

My idea was to fling myself aboard the car
as drew level, and to let poor Tommy's
bicycle take care of itself. A somewhat hare-
hrained scheme, perhaps, but I didn’t count
the odds at that moment.

With the car swaying and jolting beside me,
I shot along until I was dead level with the
tonncau. The next moment might briog
suceess, or it might bring serious injury.

1 risked it.

Suddenly flinging my hands up, I grabbed
the bodywork of the car. I clung there, and
the bicycle clattered away into the hedge.
Just for a moment I thought that I was
going to he wrenched from my hold.

But, with a terrific effort, 1 lurcbed head
lirst Into the tonneau, and gasped with
triumphant relief as I picked myself up. The
driver apparently knew nothing of what had
occurred, for he sat behind the wheel quite
unmoved.

scheme was somewhat

1
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He seemed to be a man of about forty, and
he was attired in a leather driving-coat and a
tweed cap. A bushy black moustache adorned
his apper lip, and his face was tanned until it
was the colour of mahogany.

“ Pull up!” I shouted.

The driver turned his head with a start,
and stared at me in blank amazement
through his goggles.

“* Great sparking-plugs!’’ he ejaculated.

His hand went to the brake, and a moment
or two later the car came to a sftandstill in
the shadow of some overhanging trees. The
driver turned in his seat and regarded me de-
liberately.

‘* How in the name of thunder did you get
in there?”” he demanded.

I jumped in, pleasy,”’ I replied meekly.

‘““ None o’ them lies!"’ said the man. 1
ain’t stopped since I left Caistowe—an’ you
wasn't in then, I'll swear—unless you was
hidin’ under them rugs. You little rascal —'’

‘1 jumped in not two minutes ago,’ I putb
in. **I was riding on my bicycle, you see.”.

*You ought to be locked up,” said the
man severely, but not unkindly. *‘ A danger
to humanity, that's what you are. But boys

will be boys, 1 s’pose—although you don’t look

the sort that takes risks in a hurry.”

‘“ I wanted to speak to you, and 1 thought
thie would be the best way of getting you
to stop,” I said. ‘' Are you Beckett? -

The man started, paused for a moment, and
then shook his head.

‘““ No,”’ he said, *‘ I'm not. Beckett? What
made you think that was my name, young-
ster?”

“T thought it was—that’s all,”” I replied.

I still thought so, too; for 1 helieved that

the man had deliberately lied to me. 1 was
sure that he was Beckett, Mr. Millford’s
chauffeur.

‘“ The bestv thing you cam do is to get out
of this car and to run home,”’” said the man.
‘“1 ought to give you a good spankin'—bhut
that’'s not my way. Hop it, my lad; hop it
while you're safe!”’

I shook my head.

‘“ Not just yet,”” I replied. ‘I want to
know if this car belongs to Mr. Henry Mill-
ford, of Midshott?"

My companion smiled.

‘* What you want to know, and what 1'll
tell you, are two different things, I reckon,”
he said. * I'm not obliged to answer any
questions, young man. And let me tell ycu
that it's like your nerve to question me at
all. So far as I know, we've never bcen
introdueed!”

‘ Really, we needn’'t be formal,”” I said.
* And it may interest you to know that I
am qquite prepared to pay for any informa-
tion you can give me. Do we understand one

.another?’’

“1 don’'t understand your game,” replied
the man. ' And I don't take no payments
from a schoolboy. Look here, kid, leave this
thing. to me. Don’t you butt inte anything
that doesn’t affect you. B8tick to your
seliool.’’ _

I looked at the man curiously.
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ecomingly helpless boy,”’ said Ailgernon Clarence D’Albert.—(See p. 10.)

2. ‘““Qreat Pin !’ shouted Watson. ‘¢ It’s another message from Nipperl]’’'—
(See p. J.)
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“ What do you mean—lcave it to you?'' I
asked. _

‘“* You can think what you like—but leave
me to get on with my journey,' replied my
companion. * That's all. If you don’t ask
me any questions [ can't tell you any iics.
Savvy?"

*“ But why slhould you tcll me lies?’ 1
asked. ** I only want to get somc information

about an incident that happened two or three’

weeks ago. There was an acciden{ near St,
Frank's—a scnior was bowled over by this
car.’’

“ Really?” said the man calmly.
surprisc me, my lad. An accident? A senjor
was bowled over? Nonsense! Dor't get such
silly idcae into that head of yours.”

** But, look here—’

** You

‘“ Take my advice, and leave this atter
alone,”’ interrupted the stranger.

“ That's all very well,” [ said grimly.
““Why can't we be frank? I'm trying to

find something out to—to help somecbhody.
Did you knock anybody down with this car
recenily?”

The man shook his head decidedly.

‘““ Not recently,”” he replied. ‘' In fact, 1've
never knocked anybody down with this car.
And if you don't like to believe that, young
man, you can do the other thing. That’s all
1've got to say.”

I was rather disappointed, for it seeined
quite evident that the man was determined
10 give me no eatisfaction. The offerinz ot
financial reward was quite useless, it seemed.

However, I had not conmunitted myscif to
anything, and he would be able to come
to no conclusion on his own account. He
would think, perhaps, that my questions had
been prompted by an idle curiosity.

‘“* Well, I'll be going, then,”” I said, getting
out of the car. * If you won't tell me anvy-
thing, you won't. Oh, there's something |
wanted to say.”’

** Say it as soon as you like.”

“Do you know that your rear lamp is
loose?'" T asked. ** If you're not carctul, jt'll
jerk off.”

The man nodded.

** Thanks,” he said.
at it."’

He passed round to the rear of the car—
which was what I had aimed at. But 1 bhad
not misled the man; the lamp was actually
loose, as I had seen when I was riding down
the hill. :

The very instant the fellow’s buck was
turned I whipped cut my pocket-book and
extracted from it the small lake of blue-grey
cenamel.  Ther, alert and cager, I quickly
looked at the two front mudguards.

One was perfectly whole and unscratched—
the off-side wing. But the other one, on the
ncar gside, was slightly hent at the front, as
though it had received a blow. I bent over
it closely.
~Several flukes of enamel were missing—just
where the metal had been bent. And it did
not take me tcn seconds to establish the
fact that the flake. of enamel 1 held in my
hand compared: precigely with- a small klank

“I’ll just have a look
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spacc near the bend Ila the metal. This
was the actual car which had caused Starkc's
injury.

I had been on the right track all along.

But. while T had veen merely suspiciou?
before, I now had positive proof. It was c¢nly
necessary for me to get the driver to
acknowledge his guilt, and all would be well.

But there seemed to be something my.-
terious about thc driver—something whica
made me feel that my task would not be easy.
It was only natural that the fcllow would
shrink’ from admitting the truth. He woul:l
not care to confess that he knocked somebody
down and continued his way without even
offering aid.

And there would be no means of forcing
the man to speak. My task would have to be
accomplished by some stratagem or other. I
should have to go to work very carcfully, and
I knew that nothing further could be done on
this particular evening.

My only feasible method cf getting to
work, it seemed, would be to tihink out
some carefully devised scheme—zo that the
man could be trapped into admitting tae
truth. He would never admit it otherwise.

And so it was sheer waste of time to re-
main on the scene any longer. Jt would b
bettcr to clear of and to think cut a little
plot. I felt that I was capable c¢f tackling
the problem; but I nceded tinic.

I was just stowing the pocket-book away
again. when I received a bit I a start.
For I suddenly observed that the driver's
head wae projecting round the hack of the
car. He was looking at me.

Had he scen anything? Even 6o, it would
not matter so very much, for he must alrendy
have suspected that T knew a lot.

“ Well, I'll say good evening,” I exclaimed.
“I'm sorry you can’'t tell me anything
important——""

‘““ No, sonny; but perhaps you can tell e
something importamt,” said the man, walking
round the car and confronting me. * Don’b
go Yet I'd just like to know what you've
got in your pocket?”

““ My—my pocket?’’ I repeated, pretending
to be silly.

“That's what I eaid.”

“ Which pocket?’

‘“The cne in your jacket; but you knew
that all the time,”” said the driver. ‘° Now
ther, youngster, nonc¢ of your larks. Choke
up the truth right away. What's that you've
got in your pocket?"

I smiled.
“If you don't ask =zny questicns, yon
won't hear any liea,” 1 said calmly., *Is

that quite clear?’”’

‘“ Pretty smart, ain't you?'’' said the man.
“ But it won't do for me, Master Cunning.
You put a wallet into your pocket just now,
an’ you put something into the wallet. 1
want to ace what it is.”

** Sorry,”” I said, '‘but it can’t be dome.’”

And, as T spoke, I dodged rapidly away.
The thing had become rather too warm for
me; the man had scen me comparing the
cnamel, and {hat was what I had wished
to avoid. , . :

-
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Quickly as I dodged, however, I was just
a shade too late. RS

Before I could get clear a hand grabbed
my choulder, and I was pulled up with a
jar. | .

“Let me go!"" I panted botly.

‘ There’'s no hurry, my lad,”’. seid the
driver. ‘“ You can save yourself any further
¢rouble by handing me that- wallet at ounce.
Is it a go?” | D :

**No, It isn't!” I snapped. o

‘“That's a pity, because I shall have to
use  foree.”” g .
- I struggled fiercely, heing. quite sure that
J could extricate myself fromn the man’s
grip. But I had made a mistake. The lold
npon me was painless, hut absolutely secure.
; { (i:og-ldn't frcc myeelf, no matter how much

ried.

"And two or three seconds later I was
lying on my black in the grass beeide the
road. The man heldd me down with euse,
and dived a hand into my breast-pocket. Hec
took out the wallet, opened it, and looked
inside. L

‘* Very interesting,”” he said calmly.

I was simply boiling’ with alarm and fury.

‘“ You—you -scoumdrei! Don’'t you dare to

touch anything in that pocket-book! If you
do I'll inform the police——'" |
- ** Not you!” interrupted the other. ** That

wouldn’t suit your book at all, young shaver.
But this picce of cnamel will come in handy
for me. It's just what I'm wanting."”

*“It'a mine!"” .I panted angrily. -

‘“Not now,” said the man. *“I'N take
charge of it, if you don't mind—and I'll take
charge of it even if yon do mind. And don’t
get ecared, my lad. JYeave this to me, and
you’ll come out om top.” - ,

‘““ You—you rotter!” -

‘““ That's what ‘'you think nhow. But I'm
not so black as vyou paint me,”’ eaid the
driver pleasantly. ‘“‘ I'm stealing this picce
of enamel, I'll admit—but it doesn’t matter
much. It's no further uee to you, and it
may help me a lot. You trust in your luck.”

The man’s words seemed ridiculons to me.
He was taking my precious flake of enamel,
and he could afford to be pleasant in his
manner. But that flake was the only positive
clue I poesessed. )

Without it I should be umable to prove
a thing, and the fellow knew it. It pleased
him to talk banteringly, but his words did
not deceive me. [ glared at him with help-
less rage. 3

“ You—you thief!"” 1
‘It you -take that—"’

** Keep your hair on, youungster: I've taken
it already,” interrupted my captor. *‘ And,
as I told you bhefore, thero's ‘no meed for

exclaimed huskily.

you to worry. Not a bit. If I've hurt you,
I'm sorry.” : o - :
The fellow sprang up, and I scrambled to

my feet. -

I was wild with rage, and T eirwply threw
myself at him with a kind of mad desire
to béat him until he returned my property.

But he swépt my hands aside, took hold of |

me, and lifted me in his arms, .
In spite of my struggles and kicks, he

I5

carricd me to the side of the roaa and
pitched me neatly over the low hedge. |
struck the bank, and rolled down. Before
I could ecramble back I keard the cor's
engine start with a roar. And when 1
reached the top of the bank I saw bthe auto-
mobile gliding off.

**Qood night, my bonnie lad!'"” ecalled
the man, waving his hand. ‘'‘ We may meet
again before long. And dom't be dowun-
hearted!”’

My feelings were too deep for words as I
?guwk the car 3peeding away into the gloomy

sK.

It turced a bend, and I was left alone in
the lane. [ had not only met with failure,
but my precious clue had becn takem from
me. Certainly I had proved iy suspicions
to be correct, hut to lose that picce ot
enamel was galling in the extreme.

I felt that I had blundered somchow ; but
yet [ didn’t see how I conld have acted other-
wise. My sole object had been to get ot the
truth. 1 had done so to a certain extent.

But it didn't go far emough. All 1 kopew
for certain was that the car was the identi-
cal one. All my other suspicloms were still
suspicions. 1 was sure that the man was
Beckett. and that he had lied to me.

But I could prove nothing, and a further
interview with him would be just as blank.
He had evidently made ug bis mind to say
nothing. But why had he said 30 many
curious things?

His attitude puzzled 1ne.

He had certainly bcen hostile, bat, at the
same time, his manuaer had been decidedly
friendly. And, although he liad handled me
roughly, I was not hurt in the slightest de-.
gree.

My thoughts were comewhat bitter as I
slowly walked along up the slope. But this
set-back only made me all the more deter-
mined and grim. And I was not at all aare
that it had-been a set-back.

In fact, reviewing the matter more calmly,
I came to the conclusion that I had advanced
eomewhat in my investigation. Rut the
mystery of the blue-grey car was still some-
what obscure.

The whole position nceded careful thonght,
and as I walked towards 8t. Frank's I de-
cided to stew over it before going to bed.
Then I came to tho spot wbere the bicycle
had plunged into tie hedge.

I expected to find it a wreck, and found
it quite the oppasite. Things generally hap-
pen that way, I notice.

The only damage was to one of the pedals,
which was slichtly bent, and refused to re-
volve easily. This, however, was a detail. [
mounted the machine, and rode slowly home-
wards. .

I should have been somewhat surprised,
perhaps, if T could have eeen my late adver-
sary at that moment. He had stopped his
car on the moor, and was com my
flake of enamel with the damaged part of the
front near-side mudguard.

. When he looked up there was a twinkle
in his eyes, 4nd he chuckled.

““The voung 'un’s cute'”’ he murmured to
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stairs. * You smashed ud up, an’ we're
goin’ to smeeh you up. An’ if you' sneak,
we'll collar you again—aa’ give it to you

worse !’ o,
"1 said nothing. It made me sick to talk
to these m young Hhooligans. For,
in etsp'ite of their poble birth, they were no
better. _ L .
““Turn him over!” ordered Wellborne
cwrtl‘y. _ |

was turned upon my face,  and I knew
that the punishiment was about to commence.
The spot was very quiet, being almcst sur-
rounded by trees, and the shddows were
deep—se0 deep that it was rather difficult

pee '

to .
' Swish! .
Wellhorne tested the cane with all his
strength. It was a long, thin one, and cal-
culated to give the maximum amount of
pain. 1 did not finch, but simply waited
for the worst. v
“I'll take my fifty firat,”’ said Wellborne.
‘“ You count, Bertie.” -
The Hon. Bertram nodded, and his leader
commenced. :
Slash!
The B8rst blow struck me across the shoul-
ders, and the pain stung me enormously.
I dreaded to think of my condition if these

young rufians carried out their threat and

delivered a hundred and fifty cuts. [ should
certainly be more dead than
end of the ordeal.

** Boys! C(Ceass this at once!”

"The voice was atern and ‘harsh, and it
came from behind a tree just mear by.

Wellborne and Co. stanted as if they had {

becen stung. They glanced at ome another
in terror, and them looked round them.

“ Who--who was that?”’ gasped the Hon.
Aubrey.

‘* Somcbody behind that tree, you ass!”™
hisscd Coates.

They all stared at the tree apprehensively.
I stared. too, but my feelings were of a
different nature. |

Who was it who had spoken? Who had

giveu voice to the utterance withcut show- |

ing himsedf? Wellborne and Co. remained
quite still for a full minute. There was
no other sound, and po sign of mmovement.

At last WeHborne walked gingerly forward,
and disappeared into the gloom. .He re-
turncd after a few moments, looking almost

ecared. .
- *“There's nocbody there!” he exclaimed
bhuskily. | -
** Must have becn our fancy, then,” said
Coates. ** But 1 can swear I heard a voice
behind that tree.” o
““ Let's all search,”” said Carstairs.
They did so, but returned very shortly.
“Not a soul here, except ps.” eaid Car-
stairs. ' Why, by Jove! I've got w! It
must have been this- D'Albert cad; he said
thoeo words, and: it sounded as if hie voice
came from behind that tree.” .
Wellhorne scowled. »
“We'll lay i¢ on all the thic

mapped.
| “pg:, bha, ha!”

(R R4
. .

he

alive at the
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C" i(l}c:-n:uzl---go‘:)d heavens: patited the Hom.
yril. ‘

The laugh which rang out sounded hoM
and ghostly. And it came from a spot im-
mediately behind the Honourables. Under
no circematances could I have uttered it;
they knew that.

‘“0Oh, my goodnees!’’ gasped Wellboms;.

‘“ The—the wood's haunted!" said Coags
ghivering.

And then a groan sounded—a groan which
even made me fecel somewhat queer. 1 was
as mystified as the Honourahles were, but 1
was intensely relieved. Uncanny laughs and
weird groans did not hurt me.

‘But this groan came from the upper air—
right up above the hcads of Wellborne and
Co. They gazed up with pale, dtawn [faces.
But there was nothing to be seen except
the branches of the trees.

To them:it scemed that the very spot had
become sinister in aspect. And GCerstairs
and Coates would have fled helter-skelter
but for Wellborne's presence. He managed
to keep his head, although he was badly
scared. .

“T believe it's this beast. aiter all!"” he.
said viciously. ‘It must be him; there’s
nobody else here! I expect the trecs cause
an echo. We’'ll gag the blighter, anyhow!'*

**Good idea!" said Coates.

A scarf was produced, and a minute later
I was very securely bound round the mouth.
I knew, of course. that I was not respcunsible
for the mysterious sounds. And I waited
‘with some curiosity for the next development.
Wellhorne and Co. waitad, too.

But nothing further happened. Everything
in the wood was perfectly stdl and silent.
The air was motionless., and it- was almos®
impossible that anybody could be prowling
near by. : -

** There you arc—there you are! It musf
have been this cad!" said Coatecs. ‘‘ He's
deeper than he bally well looks! But he
can’t play any more tricks now! Qet that
cane ready, Welly!”

The Hon. Aubrey swished the cane througi»
the air. '

** Strike, and you are doomed!" The voica
was hollow and spectral, and the words were

followed by an awful cackle.

‘““Oh, good heavens!”

‘“ I—I'm going!"”’
. Coates and Carstairs were absolufely shiver.
ing. But the Hon. Aubrey was made of
slightly sterner stuff, and he did not budge.
r But perhaps he was reluctant to leave his

victim behind—untouched.

‘* There's no-hurry,”” he said hoarsely. * !
mean to find out what all this meaps. If
you chaps desert me—"' .

‘““The place is haunted, you fool!” panted
the Hon. Cyril.

‘*“ Haunted, you fool!” came a ghostly cchon

‘“Oh, I'm oft!”

““Off ! said the ghost.

t“' Did—did you bear that?”’ whispered Car-
stairas.

' Hear that?'’ came a faint voice from be-.
hind the trece. ” ‘
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Wellborne gave a harsh laugh.

“ Just what I said!” De exclaimed. ‘‘It's

only an echo! Thesc trees are placed
curiously—that's all. Don’'t be such scared
babies!’’

 Scared babics!" came the hollow voice.
‘“Ha, ha, ha!” ]

“ That—that wasn't an echo!” hissed Car-
stairs. * You didn't laugh, Wellborne! The
rotten place is haunted!”

The thrce River Housc cads looked at one
another with pale faccs.

“I'm not going to let this beast off, any-
how!"” shouted Wellbourne violeutly. *““I'm
goin’ to give him my whack!"”

And the Hon. Aubrey, regardless of the
chosts, swished thte cane through the air
and commenced slashing me with an almost
mad violence. Coates and Carstairs stood
looking on nervously.

And then a change came.

“ Down with the River House!™ exclaimed
a boyish voice. ‘' Rescue!”’

‘“Go for the cads!”

“On 'em!”’

“ Rescue, Remove!™

‘“Don't let thc rottcrs escape!™

‘““ Hurrah!”

The shouts came from all sides, and Well-
borne ccased his labours as though petrified.

* Remove chaps!' gasped Coates. ** Wce're
surrounded!”’ ,

The fear of being compelled to suffer
drastic punishment was more than suflicient
for the Hon. Aubrcy. He dropped his canc,
and the next second he and his companions
were fleeing as though a thousand demons
were after them.

“ After ’em!”’ camc a roar. *“ St. I'rank’s
for ever!”

*“ flurrah !’

Wellborne and Co. crashed through the
hedge and fled down the road into the gloom.
And I was left lyinz upon the grass, as help-
less as ever. I fondly expected to sec a
dozen Rcmove iellews crowding out of the
trees.

They had bLeen recponsible for the ghostly
voices, but as these had failed to drive the
River House cads off, othcer measures had
been taken. But why had Wellborne and
tU'o. been allowed to escape?

[ heard a chuckle, and then footsteps came
to hearing.

But I saw nohody as yet. And I had to
wait a full minute before I knew the truth.
And then a slim junior with a shock hecad
bent over me with a smiling visage.

‘I trust you are quitec all right, my good
D'Albert?” he inquired.

‘“ Really, where are the others?” 1 in-
quired. ‘' Thank you exceedingly for coming
to my assistance, Blotwood!"”

Nicodemus Trotwood beamed upon me.

And I knew the whole truth in,a moment,
although it was not wise for me to reveal
that fact. Trotwood was a ventriloquist of
astonishing ability, and I knew that my
rescue was due solely to Nicodemus’s
astonishing powers. | ,

‘“ Therc are no others, my good D'Albert,"

| said Trotwood smilingly.
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“I saw that you
were in the hands of the Philistines, shall
we say, and it was my duty to extricatc

you." . 5
““ You bave really earned my gratitude,” 1
said earnestly. *““But I am still greatly

puzzled. If you can please untie these ropes
I shall be more obliged than ever.” '

And Nicodemus proceeded to free me.

‘1 happened to be taking a stroll,” hc ex-
plained, when I stood beside him. *' By
chance I saw those cads spring upon Yyou.
There was no time to fetch assistance, and
I decided upon a little rusc.”

““ But the voices?’" I asked.
many."’

Nicodemus grinned.

‘It was one voice only--mine,’”’ he said
apologetically. **1 bLave a facility for throw-
ing my voice, my good friend—do you undcr
stand? And I playced quite a neat trick upon
those young ruffians. At &ll events, they
were frighténed away. It was impossible
for me to fight them singlc-handed—a
stratagem was necessary.’”’

I took Trotwood’s hand.

‘““ Really, 1 hope that I shall be grantea
an opportunity of paying my dcbt in the necar
future,”” I said. *‘ Thank you, Trotwood.
You have undoubt-dly saved me from a
terrible ordeal. I am grateful.”

“ Rats!"’" caid Nicodemus calmly. *“If we
don’'t hurry. we shall be late for locking up!'”

‘“ There were

— g g -

CHAPTER VII.
EXCEEDINGLY HUMOROUS,

OMMY WATSON grinned.
‘“ Well, you scem to be having

cnough excitement, you bounder!”

he exclaimed. “ That was a near
squcak from Wellborne and Co., though.
Nicky was a real brick to go to your assist-
ance like that.”

‘“* He thought he was doing a good turn to
a raw new fellow!"” I exclaimed. ‘1 shall
ccrtainly have to bear it in mind, because
he saved me from a rotten bullying. But I
ha{en't- told you about my other adventure
yet.”

And I recounted to my chums the incidents
concerning the blue-grey car and my tussle
with the driver.

‘“ Dear fellow, that was a shockin'ly risky
thjng to do,” said 8ir Montie, shaking hig
hédad. * You might have been killed, jumpin’

into that car like that.”

“I've taken grcater risks than that in my
time,”” 1 said calmly. ‘ And I've proved my
casc about the car, anyhow. What I'm
going to do as the next move, though, 1
don’'t know."”

**Get that eramel back,” suggested Wat-
son.

‘““That won't be much good,” I said. ‘1
can't prove my innocence until I make that
fellow talk., If we cun only trick him into
revcaling the truth--in the presence of wit-
ncsses—we shall, be all right.”
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Watson shoek his head. |

‘ You’'ve got a stiff problem in front of
you,”’ he said. °° It seems to me that you
might start at the other end.”

‘“* The other end?"’

‘“* With Starke, I mean,’’ said Tommy.
“ Couldn’t you compel Starke tn confess?’

‘I think there's more echance of succeed-
ing by going on as I'm goinﬁl now,” I said.
**If Starke confessed he would atamK him-
gelf as a liar, and Bhe would get himself
kKicked out of St. Frank’.”

“1 am afraid Starke is quite hopeless,”
said Sir Montie gravely.

‘“* At the same time, I'll give Starke a loek
up,” I said. “ I forgot to tcll you fellows,
but I promised Starke to go to his study
occasionally, to do any little odd jobs that
he required.”

“0Odd jobhs!’ ejaculated Watson. ** But—
that'll be fagging?!'*

“In a way, yes!"”

‘* And that’s what all the fuss was about,
to start with!” went on Tommy. ‘‘ Starke
hated you because you put down the fagging
and the bullying. And now I'm jiggered if
you're not encouraging the heast again!”

. **You don't underatand, old son,” I said.
‘“I like to have as many strings to my bow
as possible.
into Starke's study whenever I fancy. If 1
pretead to fag for him I shall have free
access to his study, and I might pick up
something of value at any minute. Stark
is the chap mainly concerned in this plot
against me, don't forget.'

Sir Montie nodded wisely.

“Your idea is perfectly sound, dear old
boy,” he agreced. ‘*In a matter of this sort
you have to sacrifice your personal feelin's
an’ do the thing that is best. I'm afraid
you won't discover much from Starke,
though.”

‘** One never knows,” I said lightly.

. And the wisdom of that remark was to be
proved that very evening. Before trotting
down to-the common-room—to interview De
Valerie about the cricket—I meekly entered
the Sixth-Form passage and approached
Starke’s study.

Starke was back in the school. His sojourn
in the canatorium had not becn a long one.
His head was still plastered, but he was
‘practically himselt again.
this for a fact. ‘

1 tapped gingerly at the study door and
waited.

And I soon knew
**Who's that?’* eame a sharp inquiry.
The door was flung open, and Walter

Starke gazed out at me.

‘“T told you

to come to my study, didn’t I?"

‘*Yes, thank you, Starke,”” 1 said.

** Well, don’t stand there, come inside."’
‘}.entered the prefect’s study and closed the
eigarette smoke, and Starke picked up s half-
smoked cigarette from the fender. He

‘ Please, it's me. Starke,” F said timidly.
*“Oh, you!” he exclaimed.
1] l___
I’ve come.”
door. The air was somewhat heavy with
puffcd away as he regarded me.

All T want is an excuse to go }

-the fireplace.
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** Don’t forget that I'm a prefect,” he
sadd. ‘ 1f you see me smoking, you mustn't
teke any notice; it's not exact {‘:nowed, but
I make my own rules—understand? 1f you
speak you’ll Le half skinned!'

‘** Really, Starke, I am not in the habit of
sneaking,”” 1 said. 1 was woadertng it I
could do anything for yon, any littic aodd
job? I shall be most pleased to give you my
services——''

‘“For five bob a week—eh?'’ mggested
Starke.

‘““Oh, no!"" I replied. ‘I ocould not dream
of taking money fram you, Starke! What [
do will he bhecause I wish to do it. 1 shall
come to your study because it is my desire
to do so.”

“ You're about the queerest fag I've struck.
then,’’” caid Starke. ‘‘'1If you're particularly
aniious to make yourself useful, you can

,clear up the litter out of this fireplace.”

“I'l! make it look quite neat, 8tarke,’ I
daid eagerly.

‘“Mind that you do,” said the prefect.
‘“ That’s the worst of the summer months.
There's no flre going, and papers like tins
collect instead of being burnt. Get bucyv,
kid. I'll come back soon and see how you've
done the job.”

He strolled out of the study, and I was
left alone, which was just what I required.
Starke would have received several shocks

' rolled into one if he had knowe that he had

been talking with the very fellow whaose
name he had besmirched.

1 wanted to examine the study, for this
was the first time I had beemr left in it alone.
But before doing so 1 decided to elear up
It would net do for Starke to
come after five minutes and to find that 1|
had been dning nothing at all.

So I went down uYon my knees and com-
menced collecting all the littés of paper.
There were all eorts of oddments, including
scraps of letters, postcards, and sportiug

parrs.

hey did not imterest me in the slightest.
If they were of any importance, Starke
would not have left them lying about -o
openly. I noticed, showever, that something
had been burnt in the grate recently, some
papets.

‘““ Letters from racing bounders, 1 cxpect,”’
I told myself. ‘‘ Starke doesn't like to leave
them lying about openly.”

More by initinct than curiosity I bent over
the fireplace and peered into the grate. A

. correspondence card was one of the burnt

articles—one of those cards that are gener-
ally enelosed within an envelope—and it was
quite intact. The stiff pastehoard waa all
crinkled and curled, but the black ash was
fairly strang, by the look of it.

I don't suppose I should have taken any
notice of the thing at all, but for one faet.
I saw a few written letters as I glanced into
the grate: '“ kett.”” They were the letters
that J saw, and I did not realise the coin-
c¢idence until A moment afterwards.

Then 1 suddenly became excited.

“My hat!” 1 exclaimed.
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very gingerly I took tho burnt postcard out | up, and it is not neccssary for me to add

‘I the grate and held it so that the clectric
light fcll fuil upon its surfacc.

The writ-inF was still faintly visible, grey
upon the black background. Some people
imagine that a lctter is destroyed once it is
burnt, hift this is not always the case. It is
not actually destroyed until the ashes arce
split up into [ragments.

The words were distinct, and T read them
;wit,ln (;'zrowing excitement. For this is what

read:

“Dear Mr. Starke,—Sorry I couldn’t seec
you this weck. But if you can come to ine
next Tuosday cvening, the 3rd, T shall be
most pleased to have a chat abhout thc
inatter.—VYours truly,

' * *“JOE BECKETT."”

' smashed the bluck ash to smithercens a
moment later. And I continucd clearing up
tho licarth in a atatc of great mental agita-
tion. That card meant a tremendous lot,
and 1 rcalised that Fate, in some way or
other, must have sent me into Starkc’s study

. 1 -
oanall o w. PP Y Y s e )

- e an

on this particu

Just as I had finished the task Starkc
came in and declared that 1 had done well.
He invited me to come again on the morrow,
z'hcn he would have further jobs for me to

0.

It is very good of you, Starke,”” I sgaid.
““Thank you. I like coming to your study
very much indeed.’”

And 1 departed, having convinced Starke
that I was certainly several kinds of a
dufler. 1 rcturned to Study C to find it
empty, and I was rather glad of thig, for
1 could think.

“Beckett!” I murmured to myself.
““ Beckett has written to Starke, and a meet-
g is arranged for next Tuesday evening!
Gireat Scott! This is more important than
I dreamed of."”

For it really was important. Beckett was
the chauffeur.  According to my theory, it
vAsS Beekett who had knocked Starke down
that night. And the two werc in communica-
tion with onc another!

Did Starke know that Beckett was the
culprit? It scemed highly probable. 1 didn't
know whcere the mecting was to take place,
but 1 had the Information stored in my
memory.

What would be easier than to follow Starke
on the Tucsday evening? 1 could follow
him, sec where he met Beckett, and, if luck
was with me., I might bc able to overhear
the conversation.

I was wonderfully clated, and I decided
that, upon the whole, my casc-was going
well. Before long 1 should he able to ex-
pose the wily Starke in his true colours, and
my name would be cleared of the black
cloud which at present enshrouded it.

o rgy luck, T told myself. was not altozcther

ad.
had gained something of far greater im-
portance. And when I left Study C I was
quite cheerful in mind.

Before lome the mystery would be ¢learted

I had lost the flake of enamel, but I

1

.began’ again.

that iy name actually was cleared, and the
whole wrctclied truth cxposed. But I was
destined to pass through many adventurcs
before the affair came to an end.

In the mecantime, I was conccrned about
the cricket, and 1 decided to approach De
Valerie on the subject at once—beforc bod-
time. A mecting of the cricket committee
was taking place in the common-room, and
when I arrived in that famous apartinent,
I found the juniors rather excited.

““1 mean to have my rights!” Handforth

was declaring. * Everybody knows what
my bowling is like!"”’ _
‘““ Quite s0,”" said De Valeric. ¢ It’s like

nothing else on earth!”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"’

‘“ When you send the leather down to the
wicket you manage to hit one of the  fields-
men,”’ went on De Valerie. *‘‘ And eome-
times you seem to imagine that the wicket
is up h the sky!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth shrugged his shoulders.

** When it comes to jealousy of this Kind
I'm done!” he said bitterly. ‘“ The whole
school knows that I can bowl as good as.a
member of the first cleven, and yct I'm held
back. All right' You’'ll suffer for it in the
})ig matchez! Don’t blame me when Yyou
ose !

And Handforth retired with some heat.

‘““ We only want men who arc tried and
tested,”” said De Valeric. *“ The Remove
elcven was one of the flne:t junior cricket
teams in England, under Nipper's guid-
ance. I'm going to do my best to carry
on, although we shall miss gcod old Nipper's
batting. He was a mountain of strengil
to any eleven. The best man we had.”

“ Perhaps we shall he able to find a siib-
stitute?” sugmested Watson.

‘ Pitt's . coming on well—splendidly, in
fact,”’ said De Valcrie. * His batting is milcs
better than it used to be.”

* Thanks,” said Pitt.

‘ That's not necessary,” said De Valerie.
“I'm not praising you up, Pitt. There's
Grey, too. He can bow! like a demon this
term, an’ I'm.relying on him for the Heln-
ford match next week. But what we
require mainly is a fellow who can go to
the wicket and pile up the runs like cleek-

work—a fellow of the same stamp as
Nipper.” '

walked forward and adjusted my
spectacles.

“Might T suggest——"" I began.

‘““No, you might not!”" interrupted Do
Valerie briskly. * You don’t appear ia this
act, D’'Albert. We're talking cricket, not
marbles!”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!” .

I was not particularly offended. They had
all- beén -paying me some excellent compli-
ments, and they were not to be blamed for
regarding me, in my present guise, as a hope-
less simpleton.

“*But., rqally. [ 1

>

wanted to ask—"
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- *“Go away, there’s a ~good fellow,’” said
Owen major. ‘ We can’t talk about cricket
when silly asses keep interrupti Now look
bere, De Valerie, you must admxt. that I'm
pretty good at howlmg. and I ought to he
given a ehance.”’

“ You've had several chances,”” said De
Valerie. ‘““You can howl well Owen —
regularly and steady—but you're not bril-
Mant. And that’s what we want—somebody
who simply eparkles.”

‘““You don't want anvthing of the sort.”
snapped Handforth. ¢ You refused me just
gow, anyhow!”’ |

‘““ Poor old Handy!" grinned Watson.

““May I say that T should very much like
to have a hand in this game of cricket!” 1
exclaimed timidly. ‘I have no wish to push
myseif forward, but I really believe that 1
could handle a bat- with agility.”

De Valeric grinned.

**You?" he exclaimed. ‘Oh, dom't be
funny!” '

** But really, I am not funny.”

‘““ You're a scream,’” said De Valerie. ‘' If
1 put you into the ﬂeld D’Albert, the whole
school would cackle.”

“ Rather!”

" ;Go away and smother yourself, you acw

id!"”

- “* 3o and play marbles!”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

I was becoming somewhat exasperated.

** Bat is it not fair that I should be givcn

trial ate the nets?’” 1 asked. *‘Surely }
h:zvc a right to demand that?"

** Demand—eh?"’ said De Valerie sharpt-.
“That's rien! You caun’'t demand anything,
my son. And we’re so busy at the nets at
prceent with fellows who can play, that
- we've no room for fellows that can't. You're
um built for cricket, D’Albert.”

** He's a hopeless ass!"

“ Why doesn’'t somebody keep him quiet?”
- *“ Dry up, D’Alhert!”

1 bad no intention of drying up, and 1
looked round at the crowd with a show of
spirit. It was rather rough not to be given
a hearing of any sort. And I didn’'t like it.

“ T shall not dry up until I receive a satis-
factory answer,’”’ I said firmly. ‘‘ As a mem-
ber of the Remove, 1 think I have some rigiit
fo suggest that my prowess should he put
* to the test.”

De Valecrie sighed.

‘“ My dear imbecile, why should we waste
time?”’ he asked patlently “It I thought
there was anything in you, I'd give you a
ehance. But I can’'t be bothered with fat-
heads——""

- *“But I'm not a fathead,
quickly.

‘““No, gilve the chap a chance!” put in
Watson. ‘“1 think you ought to give him a
trial at the nets to-morrow, De Vualerie.”

‘*Why, you silly ass!” saiapped the
skipper. * Do you think this mew kid can
ylay cricket? Look at him!  He’s more cut
aut for—for croquet! Cricket’s too com-
plicated for his mighty brain!”

I felt like punching De Valerie's nose. But

really "’ I said

'tend to insult me.

p

I

-f major.

De Valerie.

-trial would be worse than useless.

21

he meant well enough, and. did not real{y in-
He was doing his utmost
to get the Remove eleven into perfect trim.
and it exasperated him to be bothered with
somebody who was obviously a hopeless case.

That's how De Valerie looked at it. 1
thought I should be able to force a promise
from him, and I believe I should have

_succeeded in spite of his convictions eoncern-

ing me.

But the other juniors wouldn't have it.

‘“ Are you going to keep quiet, D’Albert,
or would you prefer to leave the common-
room on your neck?’”’ demanded Owen major
warmly. *‘* We can’t talk of a glddy thmq
with this ass here!” '

‘ Smother him!"”

“T refuse to be smothered!” I shonted.
‘“Cricket is a good game, and I want a
chance. That is only fair. 1 will attend at

' the nets to-morrow, and will do my best

with a bat.”

‘*If you attend at the .nets to-morrow
you'll be kicked off the fleld!"’ shonted Arm-
strong. ** We can't waste time on lupatics:’’

“Of course not!” _

'* Besides, he’s only a new kid, and rew
kids never cven expect to play cricket or
footer until their second term,’’ said Owen
“It’s like this idiot’s =auce to
demand a trial. Demand, mind you!” ‘

‘“Oh. he doesn’t know any better,”
‘“ Leave him alone. You can't
nlay cricket, D’Albert, and it's no good
thinking you can. Dry up, there’s a gocd
chap !’

““'That is really rather splendid.”” I ‘said.
‘“You declare that 1 cannot play crieket,

saul

‘and yet you have never seen me on the ﬂ'eld.

You will not cven give me a trial.
that is not fair play?”

‘““You don't seem to understand that. a
, I know
a cricketer- when I see one, and you couldn’t
piay cricket if you learned for twenty years.
You're not built for it, old man. Do go
away!"’

*“I refuse to go away. until—"’

““ Shut up!” howled a dozen voices.

“I insist——""

‘“ Clear off!"

“T bhave a perfect right to——"'

*“ Kill the idiot!”

** Chuck him outside!"

I was hustled across the common-room by
a crowd of indignant juniors. Tregellis-
West and Watson attempted to come to my
aid, but thcy could not reach me. And I
was hurled through the doorway out into
the corridor. The door slammed, and I
found myscif alone.

““ Oh, the idiots, the rotters!” [ qnappc,d
furiously. |

I was not even to be allowed a hcaring.
De Valcrie himself, sensible enough in mast
matters, was so ﬁrmly couvinced of my usec-
lessness that he would not even cons¢nt to,
a trial at the nets.

It was exasperating in the extreme, acanqa
I could play cricket as well as apy 1€ low. in
the Rcmove, and a great deal bettcr than

Surcly
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most. For mc. to be trcated in this manncr glct you play? You'il_be -pitched.off the -field,
was n novel experience, and I didn't like it. | begad! The fellows regard it. as pure nerve
I didn't like it in the slightcst degree. for you to shove yourself -forward—they don’t

1 opened the door of the common-room. rcalise the importance of the mattcr—they

*“{ just want to gay---—"" 1 hegan. don’t, recally!'”

Whizz. ,  Perhaps they're not to be blamed,” I

Half a dozen articles came shooting across | gaid grimly. *“I do leok a hopeless jackass
at me. And U only just dodged in time. in this get-up. But that’ll make the sur-

‘“ &cat.!"” roared n dozen voices. prise all the greater when it does come, and [

| T contd rec that it was auite hobeless. und | can give you my word thit I'm going Lo sur-
S - { wr o sfore ve ong!
A s sci-ptl.icakl Ssseglthg.t I “ﬁsnfft such ! 'l‘s‘]}?.ut ho{va?q' gskgdogvatsojrrl. & -~
n duffer as ooked. ontie an ommy “1 don't know how—I'm . .
o . U4 —I'm going to do it,
;(""Cd me t:.",s;:’l be’fn%e ns:l?tper time, and they, that's all!” I exclaimed with dcterminatien.
"ff'v:'?g-rv% I;Eécny armﬁng- {vith De Valeric.” “Don’t try to argue with De Valerie any
snid Watsor warmly. **But the silly a.ss | more, my sons, he mgght think it queer. You
won't listen to us. He sayshthat yo:x'r('ie a zf:glﬁ,.?h's matter in the hands of your
i ' ! ' an't xpect t '
new kid. an’ that you can ¢ eXpEee © ‘“ Begad, that's all we can do, dear old

\NOW « about cricket.” L , ; ]

“'IIO ;m;{lc"élu:-l:ilﬁn(?rbgi?te"rl:’.ut fellow,”” said Tregellis-West, shaking his
“'fhis is rather morc than I bargained | head somewhat sadly.

for.,’ I said, *“but yon ncedn’t get into a But if.my.chums were uncertain, I was not.

stew, Tommy. I Dec Valcrie won't give me a It a chance didn't come along within a

ook in, I'll take it myself. I mean to play | day or two, I would make one. But as it

cricket, anyhow.” happened, my chance was to arrive in the
Sir Montic was gravely troubled. most unexpected manncr, and I was certainly
It is casy enough to say that, dear old | destined to provide a surprise for St.

bov,” he said. ** But supposin’ they won't | Frank’s!
THE END.
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THE HOUSE IN THE JUNGLE:

OR, JOHN HAMMOND'S DELUSION.

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.
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

ALAN CARNE, a young Britisher captured by
the QGermans 1n East Africa, s cast out at the
end of the War, lo wander in lhe jungle. He
18 joined by a Hottentot servant named

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

DICK SELBY and hi3s native servanis. Alan
and Dick become great pals. They witness
the death of an old man named John Ham-
mond, who (ells them a wonderful story of a
house in the junqgle, where an English girl is
kepl captive. The chums determine to find
this mysterious house. On the way Dick slips
and falls into ariver. He floats down stream

. and manages to make a landing. After walking
for some hours he hears voices. IHe has un-
wiltingly walked into an Arad camp, and the
Aradb leaderis Tib Mohammed, the noted sluce
dealer. A girl enlled Lorna has also bdeen
captured, and in view of the sentry the two
hate a talk together. She tells Aim of a man
named Taverner, whom her father wished her
to marry, against her wish. Later on she 19
rescued, but Dick is recaptured. Dick saves
Tib Mohammed's life, and thus his own 1is
spared. DBut he is kept @ prisoner.

(Now read on.)

]

DICK’'S ESCAPE.

N the midst of the palaver, however, Tib
Mohammed's face brightemed, and, rais-
' ing his arm, he pointed to the forest to
the westward. Having bheld further talk
with his men, and apparently decided on some
plan of action, he spoke to Dick with a gleam
of malice in his eyes.
*“ Your friends close by, mile or s0,”’ he
said. ‘' They soon all be dead, though. 1
Rave them killed to-marrew.’”

“ 1 guess you won’t,” the lad replied. |

“ Phere are a. lot of them.’’
‘“ Soen they al be dead,’” Tib Mohammed
sepeated, with a simister grin.

Dick wasn't werried, believing the words to
be an empty hnast. The discussion was at an

end now, and at a sign from the chief tlie
lad stretched himself on the ground. He
meant to feign to be asleep, and stay awake.
But he was so tired that drowsiness .tole
upon him, and he could not fight it off.

He fell into a heavy slumber, and it Inust
have lasted for scveral hours, for when he
opened his ¢yes, roused by some noise, ther:
was a glimmer of grey light on the horizon.

He saw Tib Mohammed and three of th>
slavers still squatted on the opposite aide of
the smouldering fire, and had a glimpse of
the other three men gliding into the jun«ie
to the north.

As they vanished a trumpet-like soun:l
floated from the west, telling that the
elephants had spent the night in the necizir-
bourheod. Puzzled by what he had ohserv:d,
Dial'lk shut his eyes again, and lay perfectly
still.

‘“ That’s mighty queer,” he reflected. ** Tho
safari is to the south, 30 why have tho:e
fellows gone north? It can’'t be becaunse they

are afraid of being attacked, else they would
all trek in that direction.™

\WWhat could it mean: Was Tib Mohammed s
atronghold at a comparatively short detance,
and had the three Arabs been aen$ there to
fetch a large force of men? Why threc?
But one might have been killed by wild
heasts, so two others had been sent with nim.

‘“1 guess that's the explamation,’’” the l.ul
said to himself. *‘ They’'ll come back with a
big enough crowd to wipe out Alan Carne and
his party.”

He judged that he was right, and now, as
the thought of the peril that threatened che
safari, he resolved that he would attempt to
eccape. It was not likely that he would get a
better chance if he waited.

For a few seconds he furtively watched Tib
Mohammed .and his companiona, who were to
the north of the fire; and then, leaping to
his feet, he whipped round and dashed’acrors
the camp.

Savage shouts rang in his ears, and, a» he;
dived into the dark, shelbering cover to the
south, a couple of shote were fired at him,
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onc builet whistling past his head and the
other grazing his arm.

The worst ‘was over now, he felt. The
shouting had ceased, and he could hear no
rapid footsteps behind him. He ran for two
or three hundred yards, and stopped to listen.
All was quiet. Was his escape a matter of
indifference to the Arabs, or were they in
stealthy, noiseless pursuit of him? No; if
they were coming their approach would be
audible in the dry, parched undergrowth.

** That's rather queer,” Dick murmured.
*“ It looks as if they weren't bothering their
heads about me.”

But he dared not take any chances. The
privations of the last couple o&f days had
severcly taxed his strength, and only by
desperate efforts would he be able to hold Lis
owh in a race with his enemies.

He hastened on in the darkness, traver:zing
the wild gorge as fast as he could, while
venomous snakes hisscd at him as his crashing
tread startled them from his course, and wild
beasts, slinking to their lairs at the end of
the night, howled up in the forest beyond the
granite Kopjes.

And still there was the strange silence in
tbe direction of Tib Mohammed’'s camp.

There had been no sleep for any of the
safari that night. Through the long hours of
darkness they had remained awake and alert,
lying with their weapons by their sides hehind
the parapet of loose stones that stretched
roughly in a half-circle between the cliffs and
the Kkopjes. And the chill, grey dawn tound
them still at their posts, cramped and hungry
and drowsy.

As the light of day flushed brighter, birds
of brilliant plumage soared in the foliagze,
and a troop of apes, seeking for their break-
fust, stopped on the crest of the kopjes to
chatter angrily at the occupants of the camp.
Alan got to his feet, and exercised his stiff
limbs. The Hottentot rose, too, and Rembo
sat up and put a hand to his ear.

* Bhagwan, if the Arabs are coming it will
be soon,’”’ he s=aid.

Alan shook his head cheerfully.

*“1'm not so mmuch worried now,"” he replied.
“ 1 Dbelieve we'll be able to dodge Tib
Mohammed’s slavers by trekking to the west.
Either there were 6o few of them in the
neighbourhood that they were afraid of s,
or clse that rascal who spied on us last night
was many miles from the rest of the band.
Otherwise they would have made an attack
just before the dawn, hoping to take us by
surprise."”’ :

‘It may bhe so0,”’ admitied the headman.
“ Your talk is good. Yet I think that it will
not ke long until—"

Jan raised his arm in a warning gesture.

** Listen, baas!'’ he whispered. “ What was
that? 1 heard something!”

A twig snapped. Bushes were swaying and
rustling to the north. Were the Arabs
approaching? ‘

‘“ Be ready, men,” bade Alan. “If we are

attacked you must be as brave as when you
fought the Bajangas.”

:| hidden valley, up the Bana River.
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He and the Hottentot dropped flat again
and seized their rifles, as did the others. And
as they lay tliere in tense suspense, with the
muzzles of their weapons at the crevices of
the parapet, the thickets at the edge of the
jungle were thrust apart, and out into the
open staggered Dick Selby, panting for
hreath, and so tired that he could scarcely
stand. His face was haggard, and bleeding
from the scratches of prickly thorns.

‘It is the Bhagwan!” exclaimed Rembo.
‘“ My own Bhagwan!"

Dick had not known that he was so uear
to the safari. He stared joyously for an
instant, and reeled forward: and as he
scrambled over the parapet Alan sprang to
his feet and gripped his hand.

‘“ Selby!” he cried. * By Jove, how glad I
am!"”’

‘**1 guess I'm mighty glad to see you,
Carne!”” panted the young Amecrican, “ I
couldn't have gone another yard! I wnas
recady to drop! By deorge, the time 1've
had!"”

Their hands clasped, the two lads gazed at
each other in silence for a few seconds.
their feelings two deep for words, while Jan
danced with glee, and the Wakambas and
Swahilis cheered Iloudly. Tottering to the
heap of luggage, Dick opened a medicine-
case, and took from it a flask of brandy,
which he held to his lips. The fiery spirit
trickled down his throat, putting new life into
him. His dull eyea brightened, and a tinge
of colour flushed into his pale cheeks.

**The time 1've had, Carne!” he repeated.
** Talk about adventures!”

‘““ You must have had the worst kind of a
time, without food or a weapon,’” eaid Alan.
‘“ How far did the flood carry you?"

‘*“ All the way to the Bana River. And
there I sturobled on a bunch of Arab slavers,
and was caught by them.”

‘* Where are they, Selby? Anywhere near?’

“ A couple of miles behind me, plotting
mischief. Oh, it's too lonz a yarn to £pin
now. It’ll have to wait. But I'll tell you one
thing. I've seen that white girl.”

“You—you have?’ Alan exclaimed in
amazement. * The daughter of the mys-
tcrious Englishman?”

“ Yes, I've seen her and talked to her,”
Dick declared.

‘““ And her name, Selby? I mean her sur-
name? Did you learn what it was?”

** Yes, her full name {s Lorna Ferguson."

““You are sure of that? You can't he mis-
taken?’’

““No, Carne: I had it from her own lipas."

Alan shook his head, and a shadow of dis-
appointment crept into his eyes.

“ Was the girl a prisoner of the Arabs,
too?”” he asked.

** She was; but she isn’'t now,” Dick replied,
with a curious glance at his friend. ‘* She
was rescued by her father and a lot of
Somalis, and they are taking her back to tho

_ That was
the night before last. Tib Mohammed and

(Oont?nbed on p. iii of cover.)
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his elavers got.t-ne worst of the fight. They ‘* Don’'t stand there!” Dick shouted at ivieay

had to take to flight, and all of yesterday
they marched to the south, bﬁndn& me with
them. They were searching for the saf{ari,
and they know that you're here. A scout dis-
covered that. There are only seven of them,
though, and they didn't dare attack yeou
with euch a smal) force. So they sent three
of their number to the Arab stronghold to
feteh help, and—"

The lad paused as his attention was drawn
to Rembo, who was gasing to the nerth in
obvious fright and agitation.

‘** Bhagwan, there is a big noise yonder!'’ he
cried. ' Do you hear?”

shaking his head. ‘* Nothing else,
headman repeated. is n
Hoe had keener ears than
the rest.
what had startled Rembo. 1t would have
amongst outcropping boulders and .and.
From the north, somewhere in the rock-
ns, and crashing, trumpeting sounds.
mufled crashes swelled rapidly loader and
terious events of the night, the alarming
clared. ‘- What a flendish trick! 1 know why
was 2 whole herd of elephants close to 7Tib
the gorge, and driven them this way!'™
are we to do?"
* But the luggage. Belby?”
We've no time
The panic-stricken elephants had heen rnsh-
their approach was now like the sound of

THE CHARGE OF THE ELEPHANTS.
¢ 3y CAN hear only the wind,”” said Alan,

I Rembo.”

** There is a blg noise yomder,” the
t the wind,
Bhagwan,"’

He waw right.

All listened intently for a thort
interval, anu then every ene of them hewsd
been audible’' to them soaner but for the
sullen roar of the stream as it surged
bars.

The lads looked at each otber anxiously.
walled valley and at no great distance,
xut,cd faint shouting and the spluttering of

The firing ceased, and in the space of a fuw
secconds the shrill trumpeting and the heavy,
nearer, until the very earth secmed to quake.

And now, as Dick remembered the mys-
truth flashed suddenly to his mind.

‘“1 can tell you what it means!”’ he de-
thoge three Arabs alipped off! They weren’t
going to fetch help, as I supposed! There
Mohammed's camp, and he and his men have
rcunded them up and headed them iuto

A herd of maddened elephants!” cx-
claimed Alan. ' And coming this way'! What

“ We've got to find shelter if we can,
Carne, and mighty quick!”’

‘ Never mind about that!
to spare.”
ing on at tremendous speed, plonghing a way
through timber and scrub, and the noise of
forest trees toppling and creaking to the
force of a hurricane. '

** We'll be killed!"" wailed the headman,
hie -teeth chatsering.
all be killed!’’

" Ob, Bhagwan, we’ll |

** 8coot! Run for yeur life!’’ .
The Hettentot had grasped Alan by tle

arm.daad was tugging at him as hard as be
‘“Come, baas!" he urged. ' Be quick!

Death is very mear! Come out of the way
of the big animala!”

But where was refuge to be sought for in
this garrow ravioe shut ia by ramparts of
grapite? The herd was thumdering throuuh
it from the north, and it weuld have been
folly to flee in front of them. .

The panic that had seized upon Rembo had

read to the rest of the natives. Sowme of

, losing their heads, ran to and fro in

terror and Dbewilderment, like rats secking
an outlet from a trap.

One mounted, with the agility of a cat, a
sapling, that bent with his weight, and others
darted to the sheer cliff on the river side of
the valley and crouched at the base of it.

The rocks on the other side, Tlib hy
ragged fissures that were only several mmches
in width, were scarcely less shecr than the
opposite rampart. But in the midst of tle
confusion Jan hastened to the ncarest ol
them and nimbly sealed the rough surface of
it; and, having gained the Aat top n o
trice, he tore off his waistelath and lowercd
it. and called to the two lads:

*“ Come, baas, come! You aud the «thee
baas!"’

Alan and Dick did not hesitate. They LEad
been trying in vain to allay the panic, and
now, shouting again to the porters to tuka
shelter, they sped over to the rock.

The dangling garment waa within their
reach. Alan clutched it, and, by digling
his toes in the crannies of the rock, while
the Hottentot hauled on him from above, he
easily reached the lofty perch. The waist-
cloth was then lowered to Dick, and bhe, tau,
climhed quickly up to his companions. Hae
nestled cloee to them on the cramped space,
panting for breath.

** By Ueorge, just in time!" ho gasped.
‘““We're all right bere! But lovk at those
foonl niggers jumping about!”

‘““ They've gmone daft.” said Alan. ' If
tjhey had the sense t0 do what we've
one—-—""

** They are coming!’ Jan broke in.
they are, baas®"’

As he spoke, the foremast of the elephants
burst from the frinke of the jungle, and
behind it came the rest of the herd in awift
succession, bunclied closely together, no less
than twenty of them Iin all.

It was a horrid, hlond-curdling sight that
the lads and the Hottemtot witnessed frem
thelr refuge, and a brief one. They gazed at
it spélibound, seeing the camp invaded in the
twinkling of an eye, and the yelling natives
scattering right and left as the peril surged

" Here

‘upon them.

The monstrous brutes werc in full Right,
mad with terror. They ehoked the yorge
from side to aide, and as they swept acroes

(Continued overleal.)
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-the open glade with shrill trumpeting. and
with swaying trunks :md uplifted tusks, some
of the Recing porters went down before thcm
SeTent and parapet vanished, and: boxés and
cases were shivered to splinters.  "The sap-
ling melted into the heaving, jostling mass,
atrd’ there was-a shriek of anguish from the
mhh who “was clinging.to it. A sound of
crunching bones was heard abmc the thun-
derous padding.

“CGreat Scott, ‘what a sight!" Dick 5~aid
hoarscly.  * I'll never forget this, Carne!”

It was over in a-very few seconds - The
frenzied herd disappeared as  suddenly  as
they had come, rushing on to the south in
their wild flicht, levélling the jungle as
they went, and leaving behind them a wake
of death and ruin.

The craghing. noise eradually ebbed,
was fading in the d:stanu, when Jan and
tI® lads descended -from the crest of tle
rock: And as they stood in the camp, sur-
veving the destruction ‘that had been wroneat
By the “elephanti thiey were "joined by 'thL
trémbling, pallid survivors of the safari, who
had saved their lives by -squoezing- into the
mn"e of thickets at the base of Ahe cliff.

1t looks as if a lot of tanks bad gone by
lun " Alan declared l)ltt('rh ALICHEIEN,
. Yes, 1 guess thoze brutes have pretty
well clenned us out,” Dick assented. SN e

It was not so bad as that, however.” A
Jarge part of the-luggace had escaped de-
struction. having been protected by the

- —— e —
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and it
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strewn and scattered etones from the para
pet. . -0 R
» But a number of . the cases had heen
crushed to fragments, and some of the guns
had been rendered . useless, their thCkS 'md
barrels wrenched asunder.

And amidst the debris,” beaten into the qol't
earth, lay the mangled,- trampled bodies ql
no less than seven “of the .Wakambas ° un,(l
Swahilis. "~ Twelve had been left alive, m-
cluding Rembo. . - . 1
¢ I'll have'a re{'komn" \nth Txb \Iohammcd
one of these days,”” Dick .vowed mva"cly
“.if ever I get the chance! It was his brain
that hatched the 'scheme for wiping us outf
The cowardly ruflan!” He was afraid to
athck us!”

*He'l be having a reckoning with us.,lf
stay,  here,”. Alan, replied.. ..**.The, Aralp
muet he pushing on to see. wh’lt d.lm‘lf'e ‘the
c]ephants have -done to us.” =- & “' o
* 1 dare say they. are. We'll make trac,h

at once.  Which dnrcctlon"' \'ot to the
south=—eh?"- - v ~ -
** Not_for me, Selby I'm for the h:ddcn
valley.” ¢ o

- And so am I. Carne. That white _ girl
needs .us. - We've got to save her frorn.:t-
black: hgarted \1Jl.1m by showing him_up.itd
her Jather.s 111 tell you.abhout it later,- whilce
we are on trek. - And- now._let.us be offt

“We'll -travel westward for a day-or. 80, s

then strlkc north towards the -B: um River.. &

"'. (To be contm,ued.) .'f‘ g
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