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A Story

L The Siege

of School Life and Detective Adver-
ture at St. Frank'’s, introducing NELSON LEE
and NIPPER and the Boys of St.
By the Author of ‘ Barring

Frank's.

Cut the Bully,’

of the West Wing,” * VYictory for
the Rebels,’’ etc.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER I

A DISTINGUISHED UUEST.

o ARDINES, pleasc!” I saw
S briskly.
“Take the lot!” 1nvited
Watsen, with great gencrositv. |

““ You'il only find one and a hulf there.

but that's a detail. Montic's been in the

tin alrcady !”’ l
Sir Montie Tre goluis West looked up.

“ Begad' That is a frightfully absu:il
statcmvnt old bLoy,” ho obscrved. 1
have removed a couple of sardines from
the tin, but T have certainly not becen in

it. ’Ir_f the tongue, Nipper.” _
“T've already got my eyec on 1t
thanks.” I said.
Tea in Study €. in the Remove pas-
sage at St. Frank s, was quite a cheer-
ful mcal. The clectric light glowed upon

a plentiful table, and the fire n the
grate blazed and cra(kh d merrily.

““ A bit of a changc from yesterday,”
remarked Watson, as he stirred his tea.
“By jingo! It’s good to be back in the
study again. I wonder what the Head’s
feelings aro just now? He hasn't showu
himself to-day at all.”

““ That's not very surprising,” I said.
““ Mr. Martin bas been whacked com-
pletcly —whacked by the Remove! My |
sons, wo ought to fcol jolly ploased with
ouraclves—and we do. Come in!”

A tap had sounded on the door, but
nobody entered 1in  respcense to mny
invitation. The tap sounded again.

‘““Cotne 1n, you fathead'!” T shouted.
The door opencd, and a yvouth, attircel

in a thick overcoat and a =oft hat,
entered, smiling cheerfully.

“ How goes it, my children®" he ¢
clained.

I jumped to my feet.

“ Tinker!” I ejaculated. ** Well, -
hat! This is joliv good' Come in, oid
son, and make yourself at home.”

said Tinker,

““ That,” ‘““13 precisely
my intention.”’ '

He pecied off his overcoat, and toes..|
his hat on to a bookshelf. This visit -
the part of Sexton Blake’s famous vou: «
essistant was quite a surprizo to me; -
had scnt no intimation of his coming.

“That’s better,” said Tinker geuniall-.

“Tea 13 rcady, I notice. Good! This
cold air makes me rather hungry, ar
I'm just ready for a good blow-out. F: .

minutes later, and all the grub wou! d
have been gone!”

“That’'s all rig I grinned
“There’s plenty more "to be got. \\.
shall have to get 1n a few oxtra (s
anyhow. These two chaps have wolfe i
practically all the bread--—"

“Why, you ass, you've eaten haif &

‘_1’

loaf yourself!”  exclaimed Wats u
warmly.

“Well, we won't go into details,” |
chuckled. * Sit down, Tinker, my sc.i.

and let’s hear all about it. What bust-
ness has brought you to this remc.o
corner of the world?”

Tinker sat down.
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‘““T happencd to be in Bannington,”
he explamned. “ The guv'nor sent e
Jown to interview a man, and the said
man is away from home—won’t be back
until to-morrow. So, knowing that vou
hung out in this district, I ran over to
ret board and lodging on the cheap.”

** Begad! There’s nothin’ like bem’
candid !’ murmured Sir Montie.

‘“He's only joking, you ass,” 1
rrinned. ‘“ Are you really staying the
night, Tinker?”

““Yes, if T obtain permission from
vour respected Head,” replied Tinker.
“If not, I shall get a doss in the village
someswhere. 1 noticed one or two nice-
looking inns on the way from the
station.”

* Oh, we'll manage it somchow,” 1
said. ‘“The Head’s a beast—although
we've tamed him pretty well lately. But
I think 1t’ll be all serene if we obtain
permission for you frem Mr. Wrott.”’

“ Mr. What?”’ said Tinker.

“ Mr. Wrott,” grinned Tommy.

* What a delightful name,” remarked
Tinker. *“ And who, may I ask. does
this cheerful gentleman happen to be?”’

*“ Hle’s our Housemaster,”” I explained.

“Your Housemaster ?”’ repeated
Tinker, staring.
that Myr. Nelson Iee was filling that
honcurable position?”’

‘“ He was, old boy: but he isn't now,’
said  Sir  Montic., shaking his hea.
“1t's a {rightfu! shame, but Mr. Lee
went away days an' days ago. Mr.
Wrolt was cngaged by the Head, an’
he's not such a bad sort; in fact, he's
one of the best. You'll see him, 1
expect.”

“T'll take vou along and introduce
vou soon,”’ T chuckled.

Tinker looked at me curiously.

““ Why the accompanying grin?”’
inquired.

** Oh, nothing,” I said. *
vour tea, old man.
might buzz out to Mother Hake’s and
yet some sardines, and teacakes, and
hiscuits, and jam-tarts, and doughnuts,
and mince-pies, and crcam-rolls "

‘“ Preparing for a banquet?”
I'inker.

““ No—for your tea.”

““ Great Scott! T don’t want a cart-
1oad,” grinned Tinker. “In faect, I can
make do with what’s here.”

But Watson hurried off to obtain sume

»

he

Get on with

asked

“* But—but T thought.

I say. Tommy, yon

more grub. Montie and I exchanged a
wink. unscen by Tinker. That wink was
in reference to Mr. Simpson Wrott, the
Housemaster of the Ancient House.

Tinker wasn't aware of it—and nobcedy
at St. I'rank’s was aware of it, except
Study (--but Mr. Wrott was no less a
person than Nr. Nelson Lee himself.
The guv'nor was on the spot—in dis-
guise.

He hLad been sacked by Mr. Martin,
but had returned a few days afterwards,
in another character. @It was my gentle
imtention to give Tinker a bit of a sur-
prise before long.

“You look pretty comfortable here,
I must say,”’ remarked our guest, as he
sampled the tongue. ‘1 expected to
tind you 1n a shocking condition.
What’s all the fuss about a rebellion and
a barring-out?”’

“It’s over,”” I said. | _

““ There was some trouble, then?”

“Trouble!’ 1 repcated. *‘ My won,
we've been in a state of siege for many
days. and the end came only yesterday.”

“ There was a paragraph in a London
daily,” said Tinker. ¢ And I heard .some
rumouwrs in  Bannington to-day. ‘1
thought it was all 2 yarn—or, at the
best, a mere enaggeration of the truth.”

“What did vou hear?’ I asked.

““ That the Remove had revolted, and
that grim and ghastly battles were being
waged between the bovs and the Head’s
hired army,”’ said Tinker. ‘I heard
that pcople were being tarred and
feathered ten times a day, and that there
was grave danger of a general strike
throughout all public schools—in support
of the St. Frank’s lot. I heard that the
ITead was a double-dyed scoundrel, and
that the leader of the junior rcbels was
a treble-dyed young hooligan ”?

“ That's me,”” I grinned. ¢ We'll dis-
pense with what vou bheard, Tinker. ‘Tl
tell you the solid facts. The rebellion
started ten or twelve days ago, and I
was the fellow who urged the Remove
to revolt.”

‘“ Bad
“You're an agitator—

“ Rats!” I said. ‘“ The fellows didn’t
need much urging, I can tell you. You
remember the whole school went to
I.ondon while repairs were going on
down here—after that fire?”’

'** Yes.”” said Tinker.

“Well, when we got here we found

lad!’ =said Tinker severely.
1}
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that Dr. Stafford bad gone, and a per-
fect beast, named Mr. Howard Martin,
was the Head. FKrom the very first
momont he started plaving moukesx
tricks with us.”

““Is that usual?” asked Tinker politely.

“ Oh, don't rot!" 1 exclaimed. ‘¢ The
Hcead proved himself to be a bully ana
a tyrant—he got himsclf hated by every-
body, and he seemed to be particularly
sovere on the Remove. Well, we got to
the point when we couldn’t stand any
more—s0o the IRemove went out 1n
revolt.” |

“1 don't suppose you were to Le
biamed,” observed Tinker. “If 1'd
boen here, T should have done the same,
I cexpoct. DBut how did it end? Weren't
yvou hung, drawn, and quartered for
your ncrve?"’

“We defied the Head, and we held
the possession of the west wing—and
refused to give in until our terms were
met,”” T went on. ¢ Of course, the Head
was as hard as rock, and he did all he
could to defeat us. But he couldn’t do
it, and, finally, General Ord-Clayton
himself came down.”

“ And who is (General Ord-Clayton,
may I ask?”’

‘““Heo's the Chairman of the Board of
Ciovernors—a fierv, hot-temnpered old
chap who ought to know better,”” I ex-
plained. ¢ Well, he blustered about, but
only succceded in getting himself cap-
tured by the enemy—the Remnve. We
threatencd to tar and fecather him unles;
the Remove terms were granted.”

“ Phew!” grinned Tinker. *“ That was
a bit steep, wasn’t i1t?"’

““ We shouldn’t have done the tarring,
of course,”” I said. ““It was only a
threat. But it worked, and our demands
were met and the school went back te
it3 normal condition. That happened
yesterday, and the Roemove has hardly
got back into its normal state yet. The
follows are settling down, though.’

*You seem to be a pretty warm lot
down hcre,” remarked Tinker. ‘‘ Ah,
good! Here's our cheerful friend with
the extra supplies of grub.”

Tommy Watson entered, and Tinker
was soon doing his utmost to show us
that his appetite was nearly as big as
Fatty Little'ﬁ.

““ So everything’s all secrene now?”’ he
“asked presently.
¢ don't know about all serene,” 1

W
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veplied. ¢ The Head's still here, and [
supposc he'll be tamed for a bit.  But
he's bound to break out again—if he
stays. It's my opinion, though, th:,
he'l! clear out betore long.  Or, to b
more cxact, he'll be cleared out.’”

‘“ By the Governors, you mean?”’

“No,”” I rephied grimly; by
guv'nov.”’

“But T thought Mr. Lee wa:n't heve,”
said Tinker.

“ There arve many queer things in th':
world,” I said vaguely. *“ But we'll
dispense  with the argument for the
mometit, and, when you'vo fimshed
stoking up, we'll run aleng to M.
Wrott’s study. T dare say he'll allew
you to sleep in the Ancient House here
He might even let me be with you for
the night.”

“ Anything but  that!” said Tinker
firmlv. ‘1 want to sleep, my son, 'm
not anxious to lay awake all night liste:-
ing to vour snorcs!"’

Tinker goon finished his tea, and then
[ cscorted him down the passage to th.
Housecmnaster's study-—a somewhat lor
journcy. Long in time, T mcan--not 1
distance, for we were continualle
stopped by other fellows, whao insisted
upon being introduced to Tinker,

my

However, we arrvived at last, and 1
tapped upon the doovr.
“Come in'"' exclaimed a harsh voice.

I opened the door, and we botl
entered. Nelson Lee was sitting at i
desk. He was a forbiddiug lookin -
person, and Tinker rogarded ﬁim SOTNC
what uncertainly. I gave the guv'uo
a quick wink, and he undecrstood.

‘“Well, Loys, what do you want?” ha
asked curtly. “ Who s this, Nipper
Why have you brought this stranacr

here? You know very well that [ am
busy. Go away' I can't be bothered
now !’

1

“What a genial gentleman'!

mured Tinker.

“We won't keep vou long, sir,”’ T said
domurelv. ¢ This is Tinker—a friend of
mine. [ was wondering if you would
mind him sleeping here to-night—in the
Ancient House, I racan.”

Mr. Wrott frowned.

““ Yes, I do mind,” he snapped. 1
object strongly. I have no intentiou ot
throwing the Ancient House open to
tinkers—''

mut-
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“ Tinker is brs uame, sir,”” 1 grinned;
' not his profession.’

“0Oh, T sce—1 sce!”’ said the guv’'nor,
kce}:ing up the joke well. * To judge
oy his appearance, I should imagine that
hhe were a mero travelling tinker—a
anife-grinder and saucepan-mender.”

“Well, my goodness!” exclaimed
Tinker wrathfully.

‘“ Ha, ha, hat”

T yelled -1 simply couldn’t help it.

“ Nipper — Nipper!”’ roared the
euv'nor. ‘' How dare you? How dare
you bring this—this ugly person into mg
presence, and then roar with foolis
taughter? Go away—the pair of youl”

““ Iook hLere, sir, I don’t sce why you
should insult me like that!” exclaimed
Tinker warmly. *“I'm the assistant of
Mr. Sexton Blake——"'

‘‘ Is that so?’ snecred *‘‘ Mr. Wrott.”
“Y don't caro if you are the assistart
of the King of Timbuctoo! If you had a
grain of scnse you would realise that
thero is something peculiar in these
present circumstances.”

Tinker looked mystiied. There was
certainly every rcason for him to be
surprise:d, for Nelson Lee had spoken the
last words in his own voice, and the
abrupt change was certainly astonishing.

“ Don’t you know me, Tinker—don’t
you know ma?” said tha guv’nor, with
a chuckle.

Tinker still lookgd puzzled.

“I krnow that you spoke to me in a
very queer way just now, sir,” he said,
*“ and 1 know that your voice scems a bit
familiar to me. DBut I don’t think I've

ever had the plcasure of mecting
you——'2 |

““Ynu denso ass!” I grinned.
you call yourself a detective!”

‘*“ Come, Tinker!"” smiled the guv'nor.
9 :

*Surely you——"

“Weil, I'm hanged!” exclaimed
Tinker suddenly. ** You're Mr. Lee!”

«“ .'\Iu.l

“ Hush — hush!” exclaimed Lce
nquickly. “ You needn’t say it c}uito g0
don’t want

loudly ss that, mi boy. ‘
the ,truth to be known generally just
yot.’

Tinker grabbed the guvror’s hand.

‘“'I'his s great, air!”" he exclaimed
enthusiastically. ‘“ By Georgel! You
srcm to get some excitement down here,
alter all. I'll half-skin Nipper for play-
ing a trick like this on' me!l”

|
|

N——

|
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“I'm afraid you’ll find it necessary to
half-skin me, too,”’ chuckled Nelson Lce.
““I didn’t mean what I said about your
personal appearance just now, Tinker—
it was only my fun.- What are you
Jdoing down here, anyhow 1’2

Tinker explained.

‘“ That's the position, sir,”” he con-
clided. " If T can stay at St. Frank’s
for to-night I shall bo awfully obliged.
Bui I'm wondering why you are here in
t}n;’ :get-up. Are you cngaged on a case,
sir -

*“ Well, to be exact,-I am,” replicd the
guv'nor. ‘“1 can’t go into any dctails
just now, Tinker, but I dare say Nipper
will explain a few things. In any case,
I can assure you that the excitement ia
not yet all over—and perhaps you will
sco the finish of the affair.” )

‘“That’s good,”” said Tinker. ‘If
there’s going to be some trouble down
here, I'll do my bit. I always seem to
ind trouble, somehow. 1 suppose you’re
referring to Mr. Martin?”

“But 1

“Well, yes,” agreed Lece.
don’t want to talk to you just now, my
poys. Don’t forget that I am Mr. Wrott,
and your prolonged presence here would
srem—well, culiar. To-morrow, né
doubt, I shall be myself again.”

Tinker and I took our departure a
momcent or two later, ‘and Tinker was
looking very thoughtful.

‘“1 thought you were as dull as ditch-
water down here,”” he remarked, when
we had arrived in Study C again. ¢ But
I’m blessed f you don’t get more excite-
ment than I find in London I’2

I chuckled. ,

‘“We don’t do so badly,”” I said.
‘““ Thi§ case the guv’nor’s on just now is
rather a mysterious business. I -don’t
know much myself. But it’s in connse-
tion with the Head, and you can take
my tip that Mr. Howard Martin will
soon receive a double-barrelled shock.”

‘“But what has he done?’ asked
Tinker.
“I don’t know,” I replied. ‘1 do

know, though, that our mutual friend,

Detective-Inspéctor Lennard. 1s . down

herec—and a high Scotland Yard official

wouldn't come to Bellton for his health.”
Tinker whistled.

‘‘ Lennard, eh?”’ he exclaimed. ‘“ Then
it 13 something big! I say, your gnv’'nor
is pretty keen, you know; he doesn’t let
much grass grow under-his feet. I'm
glad I came along, now—jolly glad.”
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CHAPTER II
HANDFORTH'® LATEST.

DWARD OSWALD HAND-
E FORTH brought his fist down
on the study table with a crash
which set the cups rattling, and
caused a plate to jerk off the edge and
splinter to pieces on the floor. -
** Yarooh!” howled McClure, jumping
up hurriedly.
His esudden action tipped the table
completely, and Handforth’s cup of tca
descended into his lap with remarkable

precision,
“Ow-yow!" yelled Handforth. “I'm
scalded! Ow'! You—you——"

“I'm scalded, too!"” hooted McClure.
“ You careless ass— "

‘“* You clumsy dummy !

““ You fathcaded 1idiot I”

““You blithering elephant!”

“You awful rotter "

“Go it!" 'grinned Church.
you're winning, Handy.”

““ You—you cackling idiot!” roared
Handforth. ¢ All you can do 1s to sit
there and grin at us! Look at my
trousers! I'm scalded!” .

““Lock at my waistcoat!”’ bellowed
McClure. ‘¢ It's absolutely ruined! Why
the dickens can't you behave like a

“1 think

duman becing ?”’ .
“Why, you—you prize dummy!”

shouted Handforth. ¢ What about

you? What do you mean by jumping

up like that, and tippirg my cup of
tea over?”
McClure snorted.
“It was your
warmly.
“My fault!”
““Yes, it was!”
““You silly josser—
“Didn't you bang your fist on the
table?”’ demanded WMcClure fiercely.
““ Didn’t you upset the teapot? Tho
Lot tea
couldn’t help jumping up!
soalded, I'mm jolly glad!'”
Handforth breathed hard.
“Well there’s no sense in making a
fuss,” he growled. “ Pick thai brexd
and butter up, Church, and don’t grin
like a Cheshire cat!”
Handforth, as a matter of fact, real-
13ed that the catastronhe was his own
doing. He wouldn't admit it openly,

fault!" he replied

"

If you're

poured all down my leg—and 1|

but he decided that it would be wise
to say as little as possible.

Upsets in Study D were nothins un-
usual. It was generally known that
crockery was doomed if 1t went to the
apartmeut occupied by Handforth,
Church and McClure.  They usually
s:nashed one plate or cup per day, on
the average.

Handforth, of course, was the cavse

of it. When he really got goirg,
crockery was a merc trifte. And he
conerally ‘“got going’ once every

day, without fail. Church and McClure
were ready to testify this.

‘““Blessed 1f I can see what caused
the trouble,”” remarked Church, when
order was partially restered. “Havo
you got a grudge against the table,
Handy? What was the idca of hammer-
ing it like that?’”

“I've got an 1idea,
Handforth.

““And vou tried to knock it into the
table ?”’

“You fathead i’ srapped Handfcrth.
“I was simply about to emphasise the
fact that we ought to do something.
This 1dea of mine is absolutely the finest
thing you've ever heard cf "

‘““ Something like the last I suppose?”
grunted McClure. ¢ That o¢ne about
buying some notepaper "

““Oh, don’'t rake up old things like
that!I"””  interrupted Handforth tartly.
“You fellows scem to forget that when
I get an idea I want to bring it to
materialisation in tho shortest amount of
time possible.”

““You’d better bring it over here,”
said Church.

“Bring what?"”’

““ That idea of yours.”

“But why should I brine 1t "

““There’s a wastepaper baskot in tis
corner,”’ exclaimed Church bland!y.

Handforth glared.

- “You dotty fathead!"” he said wither
ingly. ‘I suppose you call that funny?
My idecas are sound—as sound as a

“A cracked bell!” put in McClure
tartly.

“Look here!” roared Handforth.
“If you don’t want to hear this idea,
gsay so! I'm not going to let you into
the know if vou don’t want it. Just
say the word, and I won’t talk on the
subject again. Just ¢1y the word!"

you ass,”’ said
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“The MceClure
promptly.

‘* Why, you—you—you——""

1Tandforth paused, and Dbestowed a
slaro upon his chums which wasg culeu-
lated to frceze them on the spot. But,
somehow, they did not look at all {rczen,
They were both grinning.

'* Now we can get on with tea again,”
vomarked Church carelessly. “1I don’t
suppose that bread-and-butter \nll be
much good after being used to clean the

word !”?  exclaimed

floor. And there’s noi much tea left,
cither.” | |

Handforth rolled up his slceves de-
Liberately.

‘““Listen to me, you chaps,”’ he ex-
claned. “1 want to aek one th:ng—
just one thing. Are you going to listen
to my xde,a, or not? Just say tho word

-a plain *yes’ or ‘mno’ vs all 1
nunt."
“But I thought we’'d alrcady donme

that,” said McClure mildly.
* You won't listen?”
**Well, you gave us our choice,
we'd rather not—Yuroooh !”’

I3}
“That's for you ! 1 roared Handforih,

pn,hmt }lh‘ﬁst into  McCluve’s face.
‘And this i1s for you, you gununng-—
Ow-you-ow !”’
ITandiorth’s

and

left, swinging round, had
Lbeen intendod for Church’s nose. But
( thurch dodged in®™ time, and Ila: \m 'S
it crashod upon the back of the chuwr
---with scrious results to his Lnuckles.

*“That scrves you rnight!” exclaimed
Church tartly. ** You ask us if we want
to hear vovr beastly 1dea, and because
we say we don’'t you try to lash out.
YWhy cew’t you act like a reasonrable
numan bemg?”’

‘*“ Because he 1sn’t one !’’ zaid McCluic
nolding his chin,

“1t I have any more of your rct, IT'll
«huck the pair of you outside,” ex-
vlatmed Handforth, breathine hard.
T won't ask you this time—1'll order
you!”

"~ Handforth stcod up majestically.

“You call yourselves my chums, and
yet you turn away from me when I
want your suppmt” ‘he said, with
withering contempt. ‘“ Do you call that

paily ? Do you call that sporting?”

“Buw you gave us our cheice!’
Hawlod Chureh, -

‘“Because 1 thought you would
hswn 1”7 admitted Iandforth. ‘¢ Well,
you've got to listen—sse? This wheeze
of mine is too good to be chucked away.
Only yesterday ihe icbeilion came to an
citd—and we won.”’

““Go homn!”

‘“We won!”’ repeated IHand{orth.
“In fact, we won easily, and the Head
1S now as harmless as a dead kitten.
But he’s a cad and a rotter, and I'm
‘b!esee;d if T can see why we should stand
nim.’

““We can stand him now, you ass—
his sting’s been drawn,”” said Church.
“E\el:ythl']ﬂ' will go on as usual with
us—just as it did when Dr, Stafford
was Ilead—"

ITandforth banged the table agzain.

““ That’s just 1!’ he shouted.

L El] ?"

‘“ That’s just the point?” excluuncd
Edward Oswald.

** What’s the peint?”’

“Dr. Stafford,” said Handiorth.,
“Dow’t you see?’’

‘“ No, I'm blessed if 1 do.”

“Tverything will g0 on in f{uture
mst as 1t did when Dr. Stafford was
Head,” said lHandforth. ¢“That’s what
I mean. Why should we stand 1t?
Why, I ask you, should we allow such
a position?”’

“You're dotty!” said MecClure, star-
ing. ** We'vo been rebelling for nearly
a fortnight, we’ve had all soxts of fights,
and we've won hands down—and ncw
yon say that we oughtn’t to stand 1t !’*
“JIIe’s mad !’ remarvked Chnrch.

IJandforth bestowed a pltym« smile
upon his chums.

“You're quite right,” he sald. “It’s
absolutely useless to tell a stunning idea
to two blocks of wood. It’'s a sheer
wastc of breath. IIaven't you got any
sense 1n your heads at all?” - -

“You don't explun——-"

“I've been explaining all the t;me
roared Handforth. “T ask you—why

should we stand the present situation?

Why shonldn’t we make a further de-
mand—and threaten to go out in revolt
again if that demand is refused ?”’

“Which demand?” asked Chur_ch

1ankly.
‘" 'This,” said Handforth bending for.
ward. “We'll get up a written de-

mand—eigned by the whole Ferm., We-
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shall simply say that we requirc Mr.
Martin to clear out, and Dr. Stafford to
ooine back to his old post. Why should
wo put up with Martin any longer?
We want Dr. Stafford!”

Church grinned.

““And you've been all this time get-
ting to tho point!” he remarked.
““What a lucid chap you are, Handy.
Of course we want Dr. Stafford back—
nobody deries that. But it can’'t be
done.”

‘“ Besides,”” added McClure, “if Mar.
tin 13 compelled to do things correctly,
we can’t very well grumble at him.
But if he starts any of his bunkum again
—well, then we can get busy.”

Handforth tapped the table
patiently.

‘““That’s rot,”” he said. ¢‘There's no
reason why we should put up with Mar-
tin at all. It's a wonder to me how the
chap has got the nerve to stick on at
all. If he’d had any sense of decency,
he would have resigned before now.
And my idea is to conmipel him to re-
sign.”’

*“Compel him?"”

“ Exactly,” said Handforth. ¢ Our
demands were granted before—because

im-

there was no other way out of it.
We've shown our power, and the
Governors are afraid of us now.

We've only got to threaten to revolt
1f Dr. Stafford isn’t reinstated, and the
Governors will be: shivering in their
shoes. Sec? The threat will be
enough. As soon as we make i1t, Dr.
Stafford will be brought back.”

Church and McClure gazed at one an-
other wonderingly. They were trying
to find a solution to the puzzle. Where
did Handforth get these wild and cx-
traordinary 1ideas? How was 1t he
struck them?

“] don't like to be a damper, but I
belibve in speaking my mind,” said
McClure. “Do you want me to give
you my true opinion of that wheeze?"

4 Y%!?!

“Well 1 think 1t's
McClure bluntly.

““ Hear, hear!"”’ echoed Church.

““Oh, do you?” exclaimed Handicrth
grimly. ‘“ You think it's rotten?"

*“Yes."”

“ All richt—I've finished with you,”
said Handforth. ¢ I don’t want to hear
another word on the subject. I get a

L

‘rotten, said

|

|
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terrific i1dea, and all you can do is to
call 1t rotten. I thought you had inore
regard for Dr. Staffcrd.”

““Oh, you hopeless idict?"" exclaimed
McClure, with a sigh. “We'd like
nothing better than to have Dr. Stafford
back again.: But we can’'t threaten to
go 1n revolt once mure, Handy. It-—-—
it wouldn't be the thing. Besides, if
Martin goes on all right, we sha'n't bave
any reason to demand it-"’

But Handforth was obstinate.

“We want Dr. Stafford,” he said,
“and 1f you won't support the
wheceze, I'll ind some fellows who will.
I'm jolly sure that every study I go

to will embrace the idea with open
arms.,’’
“Good,” said Church. “Go and
tl'y.”

“Yes, I will!” snapped IIandforth.
“You'll sce, you faithless bounders.”

He wrenched open the door, and strode
out. The first study he visited was that
occupied by Reginald Pitt, Jack Grey,
and Timothy Tucker—the - latter being
a comparatively new boy in the Removec.

““Wait a minute,”” murmured Church.
“It'll soon come!”

They waited. Handfortli's somewhat
unmusical voice was heard. A few
shouts of laughter followed, Handforth's
voice rose to a roar, and then there
was a scufHe.

The next second Edward Oswald
emerged from Study E ““on his neck.”
He slithered across the flcor, sat down
with a burap, and the study door closed.
“My—my pgoodnress!”’ gasped Hand-
forth dazedly.

““Good!” said Church. ¢ That's the
way to do it, Handy. You said you'd
find supporters, dida’t you?”

“You silly fatheads——"'

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

““You cackling lunatics——

‘““Ha, ha, hai"”

Church and McClure retired 1nto
Study D, vyelline. And Handforth
picked himself up. dusted himself down,
and grimly looked about him. He was
by no means discouraged. Being hurled
out of one study was a mere trifle.

He stalked away to Study M, cccupied
by Somerton, De Valerie and Hart. Hc
strode 1n without knocking, and found
the three juniors about to coniinence
prep.

"
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~“‘I’ve got an idea—"" pegan H.nd-
jorth.

* Boil it!” said Hart promiptly.

‘““You ass——" .

““fake it away and bury it!” advised
De Valerie,

*““I've got an idea!” roaircd Hand-
iorth. “1 want vou chaps to support
me 1n it. If you’ll only listen for a few
minutes——"’
~ " Sorry,” said Somerton. *‘‘We're
Just about to start prep., old chap. If
we listen to your idea, we ehall be still
sfarting prep. by supper-time. And _we
don’t want to have a row with Mr.
Crowell in the morning.”’

‘““ But the idea—"

““Yes, we know,” saild Hart, nodding.

‘“You needn’t tell us, Handy. We
know exactly what it is.”
‘“Eh?’ said Handforth. *‘ low do

you know?”’

" Why, they’re all the same—vyour brain
-waves,”” explained Hart. *It’s simply
the finest i1dea under the sun—it's the
greatest wheceze that ever smote a master
brain. And 1t’s worth—well, it’s worth
at least a bad ha’penny !”

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you're going to be funny,
clear out!” said Haudforth,
serious, don’t forget——"’

‘“Impossible I’ said IIart. ¢ How
cann you be serious, Handy, when you're
& born comedian ?”’

“I'm serious”’ bawled Handforth.
““'This idea 1s concerning Dr. Stafford.
The Remove has got to get busy again.
Justice must be dome. And justice
won’t be done until Dr. Stafford hlls
his old position once again.”

‘““ Well, that’s right enough,’” agreed
Ifart. ‘“ We'ro not going to deny that
etatement, lIandy. Wae shall all be jolly
leased to see Dr. Stafférd again. Ie's
the finest Hcadmaster any school could
have. Buf I don’t quite see how wo
van get him back at 8t. Frank’s again.”

““ You don’t see it?”’ edid Handiorth.
‘“'That’s because you’re too dull—you’re
too dense !”’

““ Politcness is a virtue !” observed the
Duke of Somerton mildly. ¢ It's one of
ine qualitics I’ve always admired in
vou, old chap. When you spezk to

'
“I'm

other fellows, you are always so de-

bhyghtfully charming.”
‘Tho sarcaem was not lost on lland-
Jorth,

“¥Fm a fellow of business—I haven’t
goty time to use fancy words,”” he said.
“And- I repeat—you’re dense. You.
can’t see how it’s possible to get D,
Stafford back at St. Frank’s ?”

““QOur brain power i3 too weak for
Sll({!-l%l an effort,”” confessed De Valerie
sadly.

“Well, T'll tell you,” said Handforth.
“ Al we’ve got to do is to send a de-
mand to the Chairman of the Governors
—General Ord-Clayton. The demand
must be signed by everybody in the Re-
move., And unless the General agrees
to oboy—well, we should use force.”

‘““'I'he demand, I suppose, 1s that Dr,
Staflord shall be reinstated?”

““ Exactly,” said Handforth.

““ And what’s the forco wa shall use?”
‘““ Another rebellion—another barring-
out,” said Handforth. ‘Don’t you see?
Wo've done 1t once, and we can do it
again. We’ve shown our power now,
and ”the Governors won't dare refuse

“It’s hopeless, old man,” said Hart.
““We had a reason for rcbelling before;
we rcbolled against tyranny. But if the
Head conducts the school in a decent
way, we can’t make fancy demands of
that sort. We should all like Dr.
Stafford to come back, but 1 daresay we
shall exist without him. Your idea,
Handy, is about as good as I expected i
would be. In other words, it’s rotten.’’

“ And there’s a draught,” said De

Valerie. “ You don’t mind closing the
door, do you? After you've passed out-
side, of course.” s

“ Look here "

“ Hand up the poker, Gussy,” said De
Valerie carelessly.

‘““ Certainly,” grinned Augustus Ilart.

“You silly aszes

““ Thanks!”’ said De Valerie, brandish-
ing the poker. ¢ Now, Somerton, f

.vow’ll hold his arms, and if Gussy will

hold his [eet "

But Handforth had fled.

The occupants of Study M looked
rather businesslike, and Edward Oswald
¢ame to the conclusion that he would
be safer iy the passage. He was usually
quite ready to battle with anybody, but
a poker was an awkward article to argue
with, h ' |

For about fiftcen minutes ho continued
his task. And duiing thai short space of
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tine it was really remarkable how Hand-
forth suffered. A thick ear did not dis-
courage him, and a swollen nose scemed
to make him more detcrmined. A black
eyo certainly made him pause to think,
and when ‘ho was huried bodily forth
from: two studies in succession he came to
the conclusion that tho Removites were
not preparved to give him any reasonable
nieasure of support. .

Great ideas weve evidently not favoured
11 the, Remove!

CHAPTER I1I.
THE HEADMASTER'S SECRLT.

T[L\' KER looked round with approval.

. ¢“Good!” he exclaimed. ‘' In
fact, tophole!”

“Not seo bad. i1s 1t?” 1 re-
marked. ¢ Jolly decent of Mr.

Wrott to let you have this bedroom for
to-night, and decent of him to let me
keep you company, too. We can have a
good old jaw before wo go to sleep.”

Tinker nodded. . |

¢ Yes, rather,”” he agreed.
got plenty to talk about.”

The pair of us were standing in a cosy
little bedroom in the Ancient House. 1:
was situated not very far from the Re-
move dormitory, and was, in fact, in the
sama corridor.

Nelson Lee had very kindly allowed
TTinker to have the use of the bedroom,
and when I suggested that 1 should sleep
in the room, too, the guv’'nor raised no
objection. It was bedtime now, and the
Remove had alveady retived.

Tinker glanced at lis
grinned.

¢ What on unearthly hour!” he re-
marked. ‘I haven’t been to bed ag carly
as this for months. Haif-past nine! Ye
gods and little fishes! London’s only just
beginning to wake up!” (

¢“ We needn’t go to sleep just yet.” 1
said. ““If we douse the glim by half-
past ten, wo shall be all right. I want
yvou to tell me about the cases you've
been engaged on recently.”

For the better part of an hour we sat
in bed, talking about detective work and
criminal investigation in gencral. Then,
when we were both beginning to yawn,

“ Wo've

watch, and

9

the hight was extinguished, and we weust
to sleep.

It only secemed a few miinutes to me,
and then [ was awake again. 1 don
know what caused me to awaken, but |
Jsuddenly found myseclf staring in the
darkness. And tho school clock boomed
out a’single stroke. .

“Now, 1s that oune o’clock, or ouly a
half-hour?” I wondered.

The matter was soon scttled for 1 had
my luminous watch under tho pillow.
and I found that the time was actuniiv
one o'clock. I had therefore been sleep-
ing for a considerable length of time.

Everything was quiet and still, fot
scarcely a breath of wind stirred. Aud
as T lay in bed there, I fancied 1 heard
a slight erunch of gravel in the Tri.-
rangle. I listened intently, and then I
knew that I was not nustaken.

I slipped out of bed, wondering. \Who
could be outside at this hour?
‘““ Hallo! What's wrong?”
whisper from Tinker.

““Who told you
breathed.

“ Nobody,” said Tinker.
woko me.”’

{ 1 did?”’

“Yes; getting out of bed, you know,”
said Tinker. ‘Tt doesn’s take much to
arouso me, you know. The springs
creaked a bit. What's the time?”

.I ¢ 0,1’10 o’clock,”” I replied. “ Look hLere,
|  “You're not going to get up just yet,
I suppose?”’ asked Tinker, with sarcasm.

“I heard somebody in the Triangl:
just now,”” 1 said, in a whisper. T don't
suppose it mecans anything, but you never
know. And, somchow. I've got a fecling
that there’s excitement in the air. You
remember what the guv’nor said? Any-
how, I mean to have a squint outside.”

While speaking, I gently raised the
lower sash of the window. It went noise-
lessly, and a moment later my head was
outside in tho cold night air.

At first T could seo nothing and hear
nothing. Then 1 becameo awaroe of twa
dim figures, moving along near tho wall.
There was somethiug stealthy about their
movements, and T watched wonderingly.

cafmne o

to wako up?’ 1

“But you

‘“ Yes, this way, Robert,” camo a
whisper. “Go carefully, for there are
many ears—and some of them may be
alert.”
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1 started.

Tho voice was that of Mr. Howard
Martin!

What was Mr. Martin domg in the
Triangle? And who was Robert? 'lL'here
was something strange about the aflair.

“*If you follow meo closely, we shall
airive at the door within a minute,”
came tho IHead's voice agam. “ Bué be
very cautious. Under no circuinstances
must anybody know that you are here.
Do vou understuud?”’

 Of coursc—ol course !’
man. ** You are too nervous, Martin.”

Tho higures disappeared round a corner
of tho house, and T knew at cneco that
they were making for the Heud’s private
Joorwav.

had only succecded in awakening Tinker
and me. And. now that we were awake,
woy were determined not to go to sleep
acain in o hurry. There wus something

afoot.
“ Did you hear:” T whispered, turning.
“No.”" said Tinker. from his bed.

* What's in the wind?”’

“ [ dou't know,” I veplied: ““but just
now the Head crept along this wall with
a man he called Robert. They've gone
into the privato doorway, I believe.”

“(‘eept along, did you say?”’

‘e Y0$~”

““ But why?"’ said Tinker. ¢ What’s
the wdea of creeping? It’s the Head-
master's own doorway, isn’t it? Why
<hould they creep towards 1t? Isn’t the
Ifeud the master of his own part of the
Lbutlding 77

*That's just it.” T said. “ That’s just
the iystorious point. Why should Mr.
Martin bring a visitor hero at one o’clock
i the morning. and take him into the
house as thouun he were a burglar?”

“ Don’t ask me,” said Tinker. “I'in
not a magician,”

¢“ But you agrece that it's rummy?”

“1 do. It's rcally suspicious.”

“That's just what T thimk.” I said.
“ There must be something about that
man that tho Hecad wants to kecp quiet.
You'd think he’'d be pretty freo at this
hour, and yet he was extra cautious.”

“ A mnstake,” commented Tinker
firmly. ¢ That’s just where Mr. Martin
made a bloomer. Over cautiousness 1is
worze than none at all, because, 3f any-

«aid thie other

They had como round near |
the wall in order to avoid attention—and
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body eclse happens to spot it, theio’s
suspicion aroused.”

“ Exactly,” I breathed. ‘“1f the Head
had brought the chap beldly across the
Triangle, I should huve gone back to bed
without thinking a thing. As it 1s, I
mean to investigate.’”’

“Oh, rot!” said Tinker. ‘“How can
you investigate? You'ro not suggesting
that you should go and listen at the
Hcead’s door? 1It's not worth the candle,
becausc 1t’s ten chances to one- that you
won't hear anything. And there’s always
the possibility of being surprised.”

*“No: I wasn’t thinking about listen.
ing at tho door,” I said.

““ The window, theunt”’

“ No.”

“*Well, there's nowhere else,” said
Tinker, yawning. *‘* Were you thinking
about listening at all?”’

“Yes, of course,”’ I said.
easy "

“1'm blessed if T can sce it,” mter-
rupted Tinker. *“ You don't want the
door, and you scorn the window. If you
don’t buck up and explain, T'll get out
of bed and push your face into the cold
wauter jug.”’ '

I went over and sat on Tinker's bed.

“Listen!” 1 said imtently. ¢ Some
tirne ago I made a bit of a discovery.
There’s an old stairway leading from the
tower right down to the basement. It
must have been in existence for hundreds
of years, and thero are only a few fellows
who Lknow about it. The masters don’t
know anything.” |

“ A secret tunnel, do you mcan?’”’

“Yes,”” I replied. *‘It’s only narrow,
and 1t's nmasty. But the chief pomt is
that once we're in there we're sufe from
being spotted.”

“This 13 all very interesting, and
you've made meo curious to examine that
stairway,”” said Tinker. ‘“But how is it
connected with your delightful Head-
maxter and his mysterious companion?”’

“It’s connected this way,”” 1 answered.
“This statrway, Tinker, has got several
secret doors at intervals, leading out into
different roomis. Well. onoe door 13 1n the
Head’s study. and there’s a little spy-
hole which can bo opened unsecen from
the other side. And every word that’s
spoken ia the room can be heard in the
tunnel.”

Tinker cab up.

“It'l ba

>
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““Now you'ro tulking!” ho exclaimea
briskly. “ Fine, Nipper! Terrific! 1
didn't think wo’d have any excitement
down here; but it seems to me that
there's quite a good chance of making
things hum. You don’t think wo shall
be prying, or anything, if we listen "

““Rather not!” I exclaimed. ¢ The
Head's a rotter, and I believe he’s a
crook, tco. I sha’n’t fcel any compunc-
tion 1n listening to his conversation with
that other man. We might get cn the
track of something important.”

Tinker slipped out of bed.

“I'mi gamo for anything you like.”” he
satd. ¢ Lead the way, old son, aund I 1l
follow. Anything mystertous is just
my iine."”

It dian’t take us long to slip our clothes
on; and then we crept frem the bed-
roomn and made our way along the
dormitory passage. Tinker was cager
for anything, and I felt extremely glad
that ho had arrived on the scene. Be-
tween the pair of us, we stood a chance
of miaking discoverics.

“Hero wo arc!” I breathed.

I flashed the light from a small clectric
torch upon a portion of the pauclling .
the wall. Tinker examined the spot with
imnterest.

€ OBpen, sesame!” he murmured softly.

““No: 1t won't open of its own accord,”
I chuckled. ¢ The proper entrance is ug
stairs, 11 tho tower; but there’s a door-
way here, if my memory’s right. Any-
how, we'll have a try.”

I bent down, and, after one or two
unsuccessful attempts, I touched the little
portion of woodwork which operated the
catch. The pancl did not spring back
mysteriously, or anything of that soit,
but siinply opened about an inch.

“Good!"” I breathed. *“ Follow
old man.”

I pushed the panel open wide, and 1
did not feel very pleased when it creakod
audibly. However, 1t was not hikely that
anybody would hear, and Tinker and 1
passed into the narrow, stuily stawway.

I closed the panel securely, and t(hen
flashed my torch on again. We were
standing 1 an extremely restriciedd
passage, with panelling on one side ¢na
stonework on the other. Overhead
sloped nore stonework, and at our fec! 2
stecp ~tairway vawned. Other stairs led
upwards w the rear.

Yy
li!' y

It

“Wo'll go down,” T whispered. ¢ And,
for goodness’ sake, move quietly. If
wo're heard therc'll bo the dick:as to
pay. And if you want to speak to mu.,
put your mouth close to my ear uariu
just breathe.”

“Don’t you worry,” said Tinker.
“I’'m not ono of those school kids; T'mn
experienced in this sort of thing.”

We procecded downstairs slowly. and
with extreme caution. It was quile
possiblo that our efforts would bear no
fruit. But the element of uncertainty 1in
the adventure only added to its interest.

After a while we came to 2 place where
the stairway ended abruptly, and a short
tunnel lay before us. 1 took hold of
Tinker, and put my mouth close against
his ear.

““The Heuad's study 1s just at the end
of this littlo streich,”” I murmured.
““So I'mi going to put the light out in «
tick. Wo can’t take any chances. You
grab my coat and follow. And stop
when I do.”

““ Right, O chief!” whispered Tinkes.
““Lead on!™

After progressing for a few yavds, [
put out the torch, and walked on at a
much slower pace. It soon became evi-
dent that it was not necessary to have
the light to guide us.

For low voices came to our ears. And

‘within a few moments I felt the httle

projections which indicated the sec:at
door. Both Tinker and T came to a hait,
and stood there as silently as shadow-.

With my fingers I felt about cautiou:ly,
and presently I found the littlo object 1
hod been scarching for. 1 pushed it back
gently, and almost at once a tiny shaft
of hght shot through imto the blackness.
I could seo Tinker’s face quite distinctly
as he bent close to me.

“You have a look first,”” he said.

But he only spoke with his mouth. 2
uttered no sound.

I applied iy eye to a little spyhole,
and found myself looking directly inio
Mr. Howard Martin's study. The Heud
himuself was standing before his desk. sina
& stranger stood on the hearthrug.

I could hardly rvepress an exclam:tion
of surprise.

For the stranger was an extvaoraiuary
looking individual, and 1 realised v h
the Iead had been so cautious in the
Triongle. It would have certamnly boon
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an unwise preceeding to allow himself to § fact, it is the only way in which we can

ba surprised with this man as a com-
onion.

~ For the fellow was practically attired
i rags.  His hair was long and un-
*hipped, and 1t was evident that he had

a0t visited a barber for many weeks.

ils beard and moustache had a ragged
appearance.

I moved away, and Tinker looked.
The two men within the study were
stlent at the moment. Neither of them
appeared to be very conversational. The
Head was looking into some books, and

the other man was greedily devouring

somao sandwiches.

“Jolly queer,” breuthed Tinker, into
my earf.
~ *What do you make of it?” I breathed
- ‘““Nothing,” murmured Tinker.
1t looks promising.”

And then the Head’s voice camie to our
ears,
~ ““Yes, Robert; that’s right,” he said,
i o low voice. *‘If we reach Liverpool
oy to-morrow, we shall be able to get on
that boat without difficulty. And within
a toitmight we shall be in South
America.”

I don’t quite sce it,”’ said Robert.
“ 1t’s net zo0 easy to get out of England,
Martin, Besides, 1t wouldn’t be safe—-"’

“ Don’t talk nonsgnse, man,”” snapped
the Head. ** All you can do 1s to growl
and grumble at everything I suggest. 1
snow the captain of this ship personally.
it’s only a small cargo steamer, and I've
been watching 1ts movements in the
papers for a week or two. She’s n
taverpool at present, and we simply
nust get there by to-morrow. Lhat
means that we lecave St. Frank’s to-
gight.”

““But there are no trains

‘Trains! Who is talking
lemanded Mr. -Martin, ‘“1 have made
avery preparation, Robert; in fact, I
nave been preparing for over a week.
These infernal boys here suspect
nothing—I have deluded all. The recent
rcbellion was not entirely unfavourable.
in many ways I was glad of it. And now
t.he”sc-hool is normal, it 18 time for us to
go.

“ Put

b

of trains?”’

‘“ But we cannot lecave 1n the muidale}

of the night,” protested the other.

- “Yes, we can,” said the Head.- ““In

lcave. I have a small two-seater motor-
catr in readiness. It is a good car, and
will take us North without trouble.
Petrol is aboard in plenty, and there will
be no neced for delays.”’ &

““T don’t like it,”’ said the other man.
“I tell you candidly, Martin, I den’é
like it. \Why should we flee the country
in this way—"

“Why—why?’ snapped the Head.
“You must be mad, man, to ask me
why! You are wanted by the police—
wanted badly. You escaped from prison
over a fortnight ago. If you are re-

taken——"’

“Don’t speak so loudly!” muttered
Robert.

‘“There i3 nobody to hcar,” said
Martin.  ‘“ The school 1s asleep—sound
asleep. We arc absolutely alone here.”

I couldn’t~help smiling shightly. What

would the Head have said if he could

hz}x'e known the actual facts? Both
Tinker and T were tense and alert: we

were lcarning a few details which
opencd our cyes.
“It is better to be careful,” said

Robert uneasily.

“You ncedn’t fear,” said the Head.
“.Good gracious! You are as nervous as
a kitten 77

“You would be nervous if you had
been through what I have been
through,” said the other fiercely. ‘ You
don’t realise what 1t means to hide from
all decent men, Martin! You don't
lkaow what it means to be hounded——"

“ Oh, be quiet!” interjected the Head-
master tostily. ‘““You arc continually
harping on that string, confound you!
I have done everything possible, Robert.
Yeu came to me that mght, upsetting
cverything—"’ .

“Who should I have come to?’ de-
manded Robert, his voice quivering as
ke spoke. ‘I came to you, Martin,
hecause vou are the man who should now
be in my shoes. I served two years of
that living death—-for the crime you
committed! And when I came here to
seek shelter. you turnéd me away! If
1 had not insisted, you would have it

““ Stop—stop, you fool!” snarled Mr.
Martin. “ I have heard that story a
hundred times! What is the use of ve-
peating it again and again? Supposing
vou did cerve two years {or the crime 1
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co’n'mh:.u What then? Does it do
any good to throw it repeatedly 1n my
face? I was lucky—]1 escaped. Yon
were uulucl\y——you were fool enough to
get arrvested!"’

‘“TI'ool enough!”
hotly. ‘“ How

exclaimed Robert
could I avoid it, when
yvou faked up the evidence to point n
my direction? Good heavens! When 1
think of your filthy, dastardly conduct,
1 wondor how it is I came here to
breathe ' the same atmosphere as yon!
I am only doing it becauso I want my
frec;(’].om—-the freedom which belongs to
me !

The Head muttered an oath.

“Will you never cease your argn-
ments?”’ he demanded. ““ We have uno
time to talk in this way now, you mad-
man. We must get away while we have
the chance. T bave nothing to fear; buk
I want to help you.”

“Oh, yes' said Robert bitterly.
“ You will help me by helping yourself—
to somebody else’'s money! You were
a thiet two years ago, Martin, and you
arve a thief still! How you managcea tc
get this post at St. I'rank’s amazes me.”’

“ 1t was not difficult to fake the cre-
dentials,” exclaimed the Head con-
temptuously. ¢ But we ave talking at

random again. Why this discussion cf
ummportant details, Robert? We have
no time to spare. I am prepared to give
up cverything so that you shall get out
of the country You are my brothel
and I cannot leave you in the lurch.”

The other man gave a short laugh.
“You care as much for me as you care

for the coals in this scuttle,” the ex-
(~laim0d “Your words don’t deceive
Martin. You wish to get out of the

counttv because vou are c‘ontemplahng
a villainous I‘Obb@l) And T den't agree
with 1t—I don’t like 1t at all!”’

The Head sworo again.

¢ Your likes and dislikes are nothing
to me,” he snapped. ‘ You will do as
I say, Robert—or go back to prison!
You can take your infernal choice. 1\0“
be guict; I am tired of your growlings!”

'J,ho two men were silent for a time,
ard Tinker and I had an opportunity of
glancing at one another. Those glances
were full of tense excitement and
wonider. We hardly knew what to think.

But one thing was certain—we had hit
upon @ Very pretty plot!

CHAVTER 1V.

THE NATURE OF THE B AST.

THIEEF !

f Mr. Howard Martin. the Head-
master of St. Frank's, was o
thief !

And the man with him was his own
brother. Much that had been mystifyirng
to me previously now became clear. The
Head, cvidently, had been concealing
his brother somewhere in the district ..
probably in the ruins of Bellton Abbey.

Robert was an escaped convict, eeiu
from justice. But. according to all that
Tinker and I had heard. Robert w:
quite innocent—Martin himself was U.u
guilty party.

And there could be no doubt on ti.is
point.

For the Head had admitted that fac!
in my hearing. He had faked up evi
dence in order to ineriminate his inno-
cent brother. And that brother, having
escaped from prison, had come to St
Frank's for shelter.

Ile had obtained it grudgingly, his vil-
lainous brether not being eager and will-
ing to shelter the man he had so fouliv
wronged. We were gaining a keener
msight into Mr. Howard Martin's char-
acter. 'We had alwavs known him to Lo
a bully and a cad, but the fellows had
never auspected him of being a eriutnal.

And now T understoot! why Nelson Lee
had held his hand.

I suspected that the guv'nor knew a
good deal about the case, and he haa
refrained from acting because he did
not wish to have tho 1-11100011{ Robert
recaptured. The guv’nor’s ob]oct was to
get Martin himself——and get him so
securely that his wunfortunate brother
would be granted his freedom.

It was a grim story altogether,
And now, 1t scemed, the Head meant
to make a 'bid for liberty—he was keca

upon going this very night—withost
waiting for another dawn to corue.
Robert, on the other hand, was not

sgreeable.

I felt very thankful that Twker and
I had entered the secret passage. We
had been enabled to learn much—and
our information, no doubt, would be ol
~onsiderable help to Nelson Leo.

I was about to make a sugg: :®on to

1Tt

Tinker, whou Martin spoke azain,
amazes me why you shoull
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hesitate, Robert,”” he said. ** Youn don't
ceem to realise what an excelient chanee
't 19, Wa shall both be able to get away
(rom lﬂnglam!, and we shall be set up
iirite comfortably.”

I don't want it,”’ said the other man.
“All T desire 19 to remain here, in my
awn country—with my name and my
honour cleared.”

““ That's impossible,”” said Martin., ‘1
hnow well enough that vou are too good-
hearted to give me away, Robert. More-
nver, you daren't|”

“I daren’t "

“Of course not!"” sneered Martin.
“In fact, you couldn't do so.. Your
statement would never be believed, for
there is no suspicion against me. You
are the guilty party, in the eyes of the
law, and, if you are recaptured, you will
be clapped 1n prison again—with three
or four years added to your sentence!”

" You mmfernal hound——-"

“Don’t become violent—remenber
where you ave,”’ interrupted Martin. ‘¢ [
only brought you here because it will be
casier for us to leave together. More-
over, I want your help. This safe con-
tains a very large sum of money—many
thousands of pounds, in fact. General
fhed-Clayton trusts me implicitly, and |
have been able to twist him round my
httle finger. I won't go into details, but
[ con tcn you that J have got here seven
thousand pounds im cash, and from
fifteen to twenty thousaud pounds in
cast-iron  securities—securities that ecan
be disposed of without the slightest difli-
culty—once we are in South America."

Robert uttered an exclamation.

“ Look here, Martin, I don’t like it,”’
ho satd decidedly., ““ It isn't right—it
14’ t honest—""

“IHonnst!” snapped Martin. ‘* Do
vou think I care about that? We can't
be troubled with any false scruples, you
fool. You and I, Robert and Martin
Horley, must leave this country at the
carliest possible moment. There 1s a
chance for us to get out at once—by a
chip which goes to-morrow. We are
going—do you untlerstand? And we are
going with cur hands as full as we can
il them.”

“* With your hands, you mean,” said
Robert Horley. ‘I will touch nothing
of your shameful money, Martin—not a
penny.  What is mare, 1 will take care
of myself—I will not consent to go with

youttih - o
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my soul!” snarled Martin
““You are enough to make me
I will sgy as little
fxclp me to

“Upon
Horley.
curse at you, Robert!
as possible, though. You will
clear this stuff—"

“1 will not!” exclaimed Robert. “Tn
fact, I have half a mind to shout for
help—so that you shall be prevented
from doing this vile thing. T don’t care
for my own hberty. I would prefer to_
go to prison, and serve my time, than to
run away with you—leaving my name
stinking !”’

“If you dared to raise your voice, 1
would kill you!’ said Martin fiercely.
“Yes, Robert, I would kill vou!
Treachiery from you would be the last
straw. You ungrateful hound, you aroe
worthloss !”

Robert caught his breath in.

“You talk of treachery!” he said
fiercely. *“ You dare to talk of treachery!
And it was you who zent me to prison
for your own crime! You call me un-
grateful, when I held my tongue——"

“T am tired of this!”’ snarled Martin.
‘“ Keep #ilent, Robert. We are leaving
St.. Frank’s within half an hour. Help
me to prepare.
man, and don't be suc

Robert did not reply,
moved over to the safe, and commenccd
turning it out. | |

Tinker nudged me.

fooll’, - ...

ERREE ~

Pull 'goufsélf t-ogethcr,-,&__:i
a g
and Martin

pt 2
> gk

I looked up from the little spy-hole,.

and found Tinker’s mouth near my ecar.™

“ What shall we do?” he breathed.-

“T don’t know,” I replied, speaking
in the same way. ‘‘ But 1t scems to e
that it's up to us to act in some way.
Perhaps I'd better sneak up, and give

‘the guv’'nor a word of warning.”

Tinker nodded. '

““That’s what I was thinking,”” he
said. ‘““Mr. Leoo ought to know. Yon
buzz off, and I'll kcep wateh here. T'll
make a mental note of everything that
passes, so you won't miss anything.”

“ Good!” I said promptly. * T'll go.”

Having come to a decision, I lost no
time. .S

Creeping up the passage, I was soon
mounting the steep stairs. At last I
arrived in the upper corridor, and I was
breathing rather hard, when I turned
towards Nelson Lec's Ledroom.

My thoughts were numerous..

Mr. Howard Martin—or, to give him
his rea! name, Mr. Martin Horley—was
~ontemplating a big robbery: He had
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duped General Ord-Clayton right and
left, and was now about to decamp with
everything he could lay hands upon.

And this was the man who had been
aplpointod. Hcadmaster of St. Frank's!
was simply astounded.

The events of the night were so extra-
ordinary that I could hardly conviace
myself that I was not suffering from n
particularly violent variety of nightmarc.
But it was real enough—it was siern
reality.

I recalised that Tinker and I would be
the mcans, probably, of preventing a
big robbery. Nelson Lee, sleeping peace-
fully 1n bed, was unaware of the drama
which was being enacted in the Head's
study.

Without a sound I opened Nelson L.ec's
bedroom door, and walked into the dack
apartment.

‘“ Guv’nor!"”’ T whispered.

Sileuce.

““Guv'nor!” I repeated. ‘ Wake up!”’

Still there was no response. It was
unusual for Nelson Lee to sleep so
soundly. He was always a light sleepcr,
and the slightest whisper could awaken
him, as a rule. I took out my torch,
and switched it on.

““Come on, sir!" I urged. ““I’ve gol
something to tell— Well, my hat!
I've been talking to the thin air!”

Nelson Lee’s bed was empty.

There was nobody in the room. The
guv'nor, then, was prowling about some-
where on his own. I roalised that there

was more happening that night thaa 1
had first believed.

Nelson Lee, probably, was waiting
somewheve for Mr. Martin—waiting for
the rascally Head to make a move. And
the Head was within the house all the
time, preparing to flce the country.

Under the circumstances, I decided to
get back to Tinker.

Thero would be no sense in my ven-
turing out in the hope of finding Nelson
Lee. He might be miles away.

And. with Tinker, I stood a chance of
doing something.

So, leaving the bedroom, I hurried
along the passage to the secret entrance
to the stairway.

Within a couple of minutes I was
inside, making my way down the steep
stone steps. rcached the level stretch
after a while, and walked cautiously
along—my terch being extinguished.
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I was guided by the spot of light which
came from the spy-hole. But, somekew,
the light scemed to be stronger. ‘[he
secret passage was quite bright, in ccru-
parison to the surrounding blackness.

I arrived at the spot—and received a
shock.

Tinker was not there!

Furthermore, the panel leading into
the Head's study was slightly ajar! Only
one explanation was possible. Tinker
had passed through the doorwvay into the
study.

This indicated that the Head and liis
brother had cleared oft—and Tiuker had
followed, on their trail.

I had my hand on the door, ready to
open 1t, when I was brought up with «

jerk. The Head's voice came to Iny
cars!

“Tie him up securely, Robert,’’ it
panted. ‘‘ Good heavens! To think that

the young spy was therc—watching us
all the time. It is high time we lefg!
After this, we dare not remain another

1"

minute !

I applied my eye to the hole, iny heart
beating rapidly.

Tinker was lving on the couch—his
face completeiy muffled with . a<céushion.
Hce was secured by the c¢ords from thie
window curtains. Tinker's feet were
also bound. He was helpless.

I tried to reconstruct what: had
happened.

Tinker had entered the library.
Why ? What on earth had impelled him

to do such a mad thing? For he had
simply walked into the hands of the
enemy.

It was an astounding ehock for me—
but, as it havpened. I was destied to
lcarn the truth almost at once.

““It was ycur fault, you fool,”” Martin
went on. ““If you had not acted the
madman, Robert, this boy would not
have interfered. But it is better that
he did, perhaps. We can now be sure
of getting awayv in safety.”

““ The lad saved my life,”” said Robert
Horley fiercely. *‘“You dangerous
scoundrel! I didn't think you were so
utterly bad, Martin. You bhad that
knife within an inch of my throat when
the boy burst in!”

Martin laughed harshly.

“It was only bluftf,”” he

‘““Do you think I meant it?"
“] know you meant it,"”’ said Robert

snapped.
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qaietly. “ You were tao enraged to
~now what, you were doing.”’

‘“ Nonsense,’’ said Martin,
ro intention of harming you—you cow-
ardly fool. But when you talk in that
way I certainly lose my temper. Do
you realise that we are 1n a dangerous
corner? Do you realise that we must
lcave at once, if we are to retain our
ibertv 27’

Robert Horley nadded.

‘““We must leave, certainly.” he
ngreed.  ““ But I will leave on one con-
ition onlyv, Martin—on one condition.”

‘““ And what 13 that?”

**You arc to take no stolen money,”
saild Robert. “1 will not come with
you if you dare to touch a penny that
13 not yours. You may be a thief,
Robert, but T am not—and I will not
associate myself with you. Go, if you
witnt to—-go, and take your dirty spoils.
[ will not set the police on your track.
Bat I will not come ~with you.”

' By Hceuven, you will !”’ snarled Mar-
tin. ‘Do you think 1 will leave you
behind—to bo captured and arrested?
Do you think I will allow you to set
the law on me? You inmay say that ycu
~ill let me go—but I do not believe you.
i shall be satisfied if you are with me—
and you are coming.”’

““1 will come if you leave the nioney
Lehind—not otherwgse.”

‘Fho Hcad simply shook with rage.
““This bov interfered when I lost m

te:nper ive minates ago—but there will

' nobody to aid you i I leee iny tem-
per again,” he exclaimed savagely., *‘1
wiil give you one chance, Robert. Vill
you come with me-—now 1’

“*Only if you—="

“ Will you come unconditionally "’

“No!” said Robert firmly. *“1 am
an honest man—I have always been an
nhoness man—and I will not become a
wriminal  at your bidding! I would
w0 back to the prison—steady, man—
sieady ! Put that paper-knife
dw ——

“I will not!” snarled
vou do not agree—now then! Deon’t
vuou dare to interfere—all right, you
fool!  We shall see! You will have
« +ly yourself to thank. A-ah!”

I stared into the study tensely. ‘
'Thoe two men, both white-hot with
rage, were struggling Lercely—as mno

LR

Martin. ©“If

‘interrupted. Tinker had onl
“T had]}

‘ho was“far the wecaker of the
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doubt. thev had struggled when Tinker
dona go
because he bad fearcd that Robert would
be harmed. And Tinker had been made
a prisoner without any delay. i

I watched fascinated. The men wero
still swaying to and fro. And 1 saw
that Martin Leld a murderous-looking
paper-knife. There was a light of mur-
der in his gleaming eyes—it wag un-
mistakable.

Robert was fighting for his life—and

ir.
Back and back he was forced. 'Atpfast
he could go no further, for the. big
desk ecame in the way. Hoe made des-
perate efforts to gain possession of the
knife; but the task was hopeless.

** Yes, it is the better way,” hissed
Martin. ‘“ You snall be left behing,
Robert. There is no reason why you
should worry me any longer. I will
loave you here—as a present for the
school. In the morming you will be
stiff—"’ :

‘“Don’t be a mad {fool,”
Robert. “ You—you ’

I rcalised that the time tad come
for action. I, too, wculd butt in. But
I resolved not to get myself dollarea.
I pushed open the panel, and slippedl
quietly through.

Martin’s back was towards me, but
Roberi saw my entry in the first second.

‘“Stop. Martin—stop !I’”? he muttered.
““There 1s another boy—"’

*“You think
snarled Martin.
so easily taken
Heaven!”

For at that moment I gripped Mr.
Martin from behind. I twisted my arms
round him, and tried to wrench him
away. | :

‘“*Come on- vou fellows!” I gasped.
“We'll get him. yet !’

Martin swore horribly.

The next second Le used every eounco
of his strength—in a mad effort ta gain
his freedom. It was really a. remarkable
display. 1 was lifted bodily from the
floor, and hurled across thc room.

I alichted on the edge of the table,
on all fours.

The imomentum sent me slithering on

gasped

you can trick me?”’
“Oh, npo! DI’m not
in—what--what—Dby

to the Boor, taking a pilo of books and

papers with me. Mertin did not return
to the attack, or things might have gono
badly with me.
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1. A mass of stonework fe!l thunderously, and Nelson Lee lay motionliess on the
gteps, :
2. ‘““Lee !’ panted Martin. ‘' How did you get here 77
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Ho vushed at the door, tere it open,
and vanished.

His brother, quivering with emoticn,
and vale to the lips, stood against the
loun«e, staring at me. Then, suddenly,
he collapsed backwards, and lay huddled
on the lounge—completely unncrved and
he!pless.

I didn’t trouble to go to him. I knew |
that he would be useless for anything.
I pitied him—I wanted to help him.
I'or Robert Horley had proved hiumself
to be an honest, upright gentlenan.

But therve was no tune.

The rascally Iead was escaping!

I rushed at Tinker, tore the cushion
oft, and unfastened his ropes.

“I'hank goodness!” gasped Tinker.
“ Weo shall have to be slippy, my con!
We've made a frightful muck c¢f this
affair! He’s bunked!”

““ We shall be able to catch himi,”
panted. * Vhat happened to you?”

1

“Just what happened to you,”’ eaid
Tinker. ““They were fighting, and 1
butted in.” But Martin gave me a ccsh
with a ruler. and I was knooked ont
for a tick. Then I was bourd un lixe
a Christimas turkey !”

I slipped the last rope off.

“ Well, come on,”” 1 gasped.
muzt chase this rotter——"’

““ Great  Scott !"» muttered Tinker,
staring.

He was gazing at the window, and I
followed _his glance. Then 1 started.
‘Tho bottom sash of the window was
open, and framed in the opening were
the hcads and shoulders of two n:en.

- They were Nelson Lee and Deicctive-
Iuspecter Lenunard.

“Wo

el af et o=

CHAPTER V.
THE CHAST.

LLSON LEIL sprang
room. .
““ What is the meaning of this.

. Nipper?” he asked sharply.
““ Martin has escaped, sir,”” -1 panted.
¢ This gentleman here is his brother '
“T am well aware of that,”” "inter-

into the

rupted the guv'nor., “ Mr. Horley ard?®

‘Mr.
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I have met before, and I know that

he 1s an honourable man. But what
have you been doing? Where is the
Head 7"

““ (yone. sir—he es,caped!”

“Just like these youngsters!” ex-
claimed Lennard sourly. ‘¢ All our plana
messed up, Lee. Tinker, too! You

ought to know better, you confounded
'l'

voung rascals!

“ We—we didn’t know " 1 began.

‘““ You had no right to interfere.”
snapped Lee- ¢ Mr. Lennard and I were
watting for Martin to appear, but knew
that something was wrong—because of
the noise.”

“It's your own fault, guv'nor,” I saud
obstinately.  ¢“ You should have -taken
me into your confidence. Tinker and |
thought that we worc doing the besk
thing possible. We didn’t know that
yvou were on the track. You weren's
here "

“It is 1ust as well that the boys in-
terfered, Mr. Lee,”’ put in Robert Hor-
ley weakly. 1 owe them my life,
Martin vould have killed me, but tor
the timely intervention of these young
gentlemen.”

““ That makes a difference, of course.”
said Lee, his anger subsiding somewhat.
““But after I had mado my plans 13
1s annoying to find them upset. Weo
must hurrv awav. Leunard."”

**I think rot,” said the Scotland Yard
man. ‘‘ I'd better keep my eye on this
man. He is Robert Horley, and he i3
badly wanted—--""

““ Nonsense, man,” interjected Lee,
““This gentleman i3 as innocent as [
am. Martin Horley 1s the culprit—as
I shall prove to the world before long.
Iie has escaned. but I have no doubt
that we shall be able to trail him.”

““He's got a car, sir,” I said. I
heard him saying——""

““ A car?" echoed the guv'nor sharply.
““T did not know that! He must have
been very careful about it—but listen:
I thirk 1 hear-——"'

L.ce broke off. and dived out of the
window. I followed, and Tinker and
Lennard scrambled throungh. We all
stood just outside, listening intertly.
My thoughts were busy.

[ knew that Nelson Lec had had plans
of his own—he had intended capturing
Martin redhanded. And Tinker
and I had spoilt things, somechow. But

’
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its way along the lane—and would soon-
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had

not to be blamed. We
done our best.

Throb—throb—thiob!
The pulsating beat of a mctor came
t> our cars. The sound camo from the

rear of the house, but got nearer and
nearetr. The car, evidently was making

pass the mamn gzates.

" Tho throb increcased to a purr, and
as it did so, Nelson Lee and Lennard
rushed at the gates. They arrived just
a snade too late. For the car shot past
while they wcre still ten yards off.

* Confound !” raved Lennard.
‘“ HHang thc—go away, Nipper! I want
to say something strong!”

““ Listen!” exclaiined Lee. “ Perhaps
we shall be able to determine which
roagd the man takes when he is through
{he villagrc-—sound carries well to-mght.
'I'hen we can ring up tho police of Ban-
nington or Caistowe.”

“Bplendid !’ muttered
BpCCtor. L _

We stood like statucs, listening. The
hum of the speceding car came to our
ears distinctly. It -was still in the lane,
and travelling at a reckless spced, ap-
parently. The ecar” had no hghts, and

the chief-1n-

the night was durk.

e

*#FThat was an. accident,
- mighty bad onpe, too.

[ITum-m-m-m !

'The car was roaring along at full
throttle, to judze by ’

(’rash ! | .

Tho,sound” was clear and distinct—a
dulk, eldngated crash. Then canie com-
plete and utter silence. The steady hum
had gone. The effect .was almost un-
canny, and a queer fecling passed down
my spine. | -

““Great Scott!” I muttered.

'The others said nothing for a couple
of tense seconds. And I was remimded
of a dreadful sound I had heard on one

or two occasions—an acroplane smash.

'I'he steady roar of the motor, the
enlutter, the crash—and then an un-
canny, uncarthly silence—a silence
which® was eloguent of disaster and
death. .

*“ Qur chage won’t be a long one, after
all,” said"Nelson Lee gaietly.
Lennard cleared his throat huskily.
““ Doesn’t seem like it,”’ he muttercd.
| Lee—and a
I'll warrant the
car i3 a heap of ruins: Must have over-
turned at a corner, I reckon.”

aware of
‘against one of the leafless hedges.
projected above the hedge, and revealed
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“That 13 the explanation, un-
doubtedly,”” said Nelson Lee. *‘'Lhe

man was mad with fcar, and he dJdrove
“ali out,’ In the darkmness he mis-
judged the road, I imagine, and charged
up the bank. The smash, of course was
inevitable.”

* What—what shall we do, sii?”" asked

Tinker-

““We must hurry to the spot at once,”
said Nelson Lee. ‘“The man may not
be dead, and we must do all we can
for him—although I must confess that
I do not entertain mavy hopes. Thaut
crash was dreadful.”

“It was, sir,”” said Tinker huskily.

“I’ll stay heve,” remarked Lennard.
“It’s just as well, I think.”

He was an official detective—and
Robert Horley was wanted by the police.
So Lennard was staying, to kecep his eyo
on the prisoncr.

. Nelson Lee hurried through the gate-
way, and Tinker and I followed. This
night was full of drama, and 1 hardly
knew what the time was, or how lony
Tinker and I had been out of our beds.

Tragedy was abroad, too, it scemed,

Vo hastened down tho lane towards
the village, certain that weo should bhe
the first to arrive on the scene of the
dreadful accident.- The countryside was
aslcep, and the disaster had occurred,
probably, in the open lane. '

This proved to be the case.

Half-way to the village we became

something dark piled up
It

a jagged cdge agaiust the sky-lipe.
“ There t is,” I muttered.
We arrived on the spot.

The motor-car was right on top of tho
hedge, bottom upwards, and a complete
wreck. Both the rear wheels wereo
smashed to atoms, and were lying in
splinters all over the road..

Tyres were strewn everywhere, with
bits of the lamps and other accessories.
It was a terrible mess. The smash was
one of the worst I had ever seen. The
car was simply matchwoaod,

It must have leaped into the wr
cleanly, to overturn and disintegrate
upon striking.

Nelson Lee turned to us grimly.

““ I should advise you to hang. hack,
boys,” he said guietly.: $‘L baye a:towh
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here. T will examine the wreckage.

The sight 1s not likely to be a pleasant.

one. Martin is undoubtedly dead—and
probably mangled in a shocking de-
gree.”’

“I—1 think we’ll wait here, sir,” I
said huskily.

Tinker agreed. We were capable of
standirg the shock, if necessary. But it
was not necessary. Nelson Lee was
quite capable of discovering the pitiful
remains of the late Headmaster of St.
Frank's. '

We waited for several minutes, with-
out speaking. Somehow, we did not
fecl like conversation.

Wz saw Nelaon Lee examinine the
wreckage bit by bit. His torch flashed
here and there—flecting sometimes.
steadv at others. Once or twice lee
tore away pieces of the debris.

He climbed the bank, and got cver
into the meadow beyond. Two minutes
later he was back, and he walked to-
wards us. |

“Weli, sir?” I asked unsteadilr.

““T am amazed, Nipper,’ said
guv'nor.  Martin is not here!”

Tinker and I stared.

““ Not—not there?”’ 1 gasped.

“ No, my lad.” )

““ You—you mean, he's escaped, afrer
all$” 1 yelled. |

““It certainly s#ems 60,”" said Lee.
‘“ Perhaps he was flung bodily out, and
escaped with only a few bruises. I am
certainly astounded. I expected to find

the man half torn to shreds.” .
“But are you sure, sir?” asked Tin-

tue

ker. ¢ Isn’t it possible that Martin 1s
richt underneath the car—pinnred

down?”’

“It 1s just possible,”” agreed Nelson
Lee. “I want you to help me, boys.
We will attempt to shift the car. and
make certain. But, somehow, I believe
that the rascal has cluded us.

I whistled.

““ It's possible that he jumped out of
the car before the crasn,”” I said. ‘' Per-
haps he wrecked it deliberately-—just to
diddle us.”

““That i3 hardly likely—because we»H

are not diddled,’”” exclaimed Leec. ' No,
Nipper- The affair was a pure accidert.
And Martin, it seems, was blessed with
. fool's luck. . He was flung out, practi-
“cally unbnrt.”

{

|
|
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We found it a fairly easy task ta
move the wreckage—because it was
potsed on the bank, almost balancing.
One combined heave from the three ot
us sent the car crashing over into the
meadow,

Nelson Lee flashed his torch about.

The light only revealed smashed an«l
torn branches and twigs, and a wild
assortment of odds and ends belonging
to the car. There was no sign whatever
of a mangled corpse.

Howard Martin—or Martin Horley—
had escaped!

““This is an unplecasant surprize, 1n
1 way,”” said Nelson Lee.. **1 was not
anxious to-find the man dead; but it 13
now fairly evident that the fellow 1s
eeing across the country, almost un.
touched Ah! One moment. What
15 this here? What is this?"

“ Looks hike grass, sir,”’ I said,

The guv'nor was Aashing the light of
his torch upon a patch oF coarse grass
near the diteh; we had climbed over into
the meadow. I bent closer, and becanmin
aware of some dark patches on tue grass.
“ What 13 1t, sir—oil?"’ T asked.
“0il? No., Nipper." said
" Somcothing far more significant.’’
“ Blood?"' remarked Tinker.
““Yes, my boy—blood!"’
“T can see it now,”’ I said ten=ely.
“ Then Martin cidn't get off scot-free,
after all. Look there! Those stairns
seem to go right along, sir. Why, ther«'s

'l!

a trail of them'!
Nelson Lee nodded.

‘“ Martin was wounded.”” he said;
‘“ possibiy a bad gash on his arm, si:ico
he scetns to have walked strongly. Per-
haps we shall be able to follow this trait;
and if we hurry up, we may overtake
the man.”’

¢ Suve to, sir!"’ I exclaimed. ‘ Gool!
Tlis 1s miles better. I didn't lLike tn
think of the man being done in. 1It's
much better to collar a crim:nal in onw
whole piece.”’

We set off without any waste of time.

Nelson Lee leading, with his torch tao
the ground, we progressed fairly rapidly.
Mavrtin must have bled pretty badly, for
the blood-stains were continuous. Theg:.
provided a certain trail.

Over the meadows we went, through
gaps in the hedges, and then across ficlda,
After a while, Nelson Lee turned to us.

I.eo.
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4T think I know where our wounded
“Triend has made for,”’ he said.
[rom the start we have been travelling
i the direction of Bellton Abbey. It is
"apparent that Martin has sought sccln-
sion in the old dungeons-—where for «
time, he conccaled his brother.’

““ You think we shall ﬁnd him there,
1"” asked Tinker.

" Yes,” saxd Lee. “ He certamly can-
.Jiot hav one far, in his serious condi-
tion. as lost a deal of blood, and,
in any ca.se his capture is certain, sooner
or later. The abbey is already within
sight.”’ :

The old ruins were visible in the near
distance, looming against the skyline,
saunt and ghostly.

Sure enough, the trail continued to
lead In that direction, and at last we
arrived within the ruins themselves.
Here and thero a blood-stain showed-—
and Nelson Lee exiinguished his torch.

We halted for a moment.

~““ Now, boys, this. will probably be a
iu-khsh business,”’ murmured  the
guv'nor. ‘' It is possible that Martin s

irmed—and I da.not. intend .you to go
hito any danger. You must remain
behind.,”

' ook here, sir—

“1 am quite firm, Nipper.”

“And so am I, sir,” I said warmly.
“1f you can go into this danger, so can
we. Eh, Tinker?®
" " Yes, rather!” declaved. Tinker.

‘It 18 very brave of you, hoys—:"
' hogan Lec. . '

' Brave be blowed; sir!” I inter
rupted. **We want to be in at  the
limsh—that's all.  Martin won’t be ubie
{o do muuch 1n hisprescit condifion. Aud
if he is a bit desperate--well, we ghatll be
ircady to give a hand.”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“ T suppose 1 shall have to gu ¢ way,’’
he said. ““ But you really must kcq)
well in the rear untll [ permit you to
advance. Martin s dmpuatc———he s
HNSer upulous———and he will not' hesitate
to uso violence.”

““ Neither shall we, sir,” said Tinker
erimly. *‘I'd love to use violence. I
nwo the rotter one for ugjlalm,g me i
the study.

Wo moved towards the gap iu “the
Hoor which led down -into the dungcons.
Fverything was black and still. The
place might have been a habitation of
thie dead, for all” ;h(- sounds there WOre.

’?
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Nelson ILece commenced the descent,
and we followed fairly closely in his rear.
For the first few steps all was right.

~ Then a starthng thing happencd.

As the guv’nor passed under the stcite-
work, there was an ommous rumbling,

a thud and a crash.

A mass of stonework fell thunderously
—and there ‘lay Nelson Lee on the
Jagged stairs, silent and motronless!

o Sy, g

CHJ&.P'I‘ER VI.
* DANDFCRTH AXD CO. BUITIT 1IN,

¢ OOD heavens!” [
horrified. -
Both Tinker and I dashed

forward. careless of any conse-
quences to oursclves. If we thougnt any-
thing, we belicved that the °tove\.01"
had fallen of its own accord, owing to
age.

I had a horrible fear that the guv’'nor
was badly injured. And I knelt by his
side, and caught his hand fev eushlv

“ Guv’ nor—-—guv 'nor{” I panted. °
you hurt——

‘““ Merely dazed for a moment, Nipper
—nothing more," said. Nelson Lec to my
great rclief. ¢ The big’ stone missed me
by an inch, or I should‘. have been done
in for - frood Only a small bOUl(.t T
struck me.’

““Thank goodness!” I satd fervently.

“ Jolly lucky, sir!” exclaimed Tinker.
““ How did it happcn’ - 1 suppose thase

exclaimed,

*Are

stones are old and crumbply 1’

“ Undoubtedly.”” said Lee, pIL]\in"

hmself up, and mbbmg his head But
it was no natural fall, Tinker.

*“ What do you mean, sir?”

““T mean that the huge stone .was
poised up there deliberately, so that it

wounld fall at the slightest vibration,”

said the guv’nor. Mr. Martin, 1n spite
of his injury, is still ingenious.’ 1t seemns
that we shall have a difficult task m

capturing him. We must be cautious.

Nelson Lee brushed himseli down, ana
continued his progress down inta the old
tunncls leading to the dungeons. But h.
went mare carefully DO, tecstmg e\ eu

| foot of the way,

I was quite conx:nced that hu; ho‘d

'y



was achiug terribly, but he d'd not show
any sign of 1it. There was grim work on
baud, aud it had to be attended to. The
guv'nor was not the kind of muan to
grumble at a littie pain.

We reached the tunuels at last. and
proceeded down them slowly. But there
was no sign of any human being. The
further we penotrated, the less chance it
seemed that we should find the fugiti. e
Mr. Marctin.

At length we came to a place where
progress  was amposatble.  The  tunnel
chded 1 a blank wall, and there were
simmilar walls on either side.

“Ile’'s not here, after all, sir!” ex-
clauned Tinker.

“ I thick he 18! said Lee grimly.

e dirccied the light of his torch upon
the ground, and there, quite distinctly,
werte soveiral fresh bloodstains.

“Phew "' whistled Tinker.
obvious crough, anyhow!”

‘““He must have turned back,”” I re-
markeu.

**No, Nipper, he didn’t turn back,”
aaid Nelson Lee. “In a moment you
will gce our quarry ; but I should advise
vou to stand well back. It 1s just pos-
sible he has a revolver, and lead bullets
are not pleasant custorners to meet at
close range.”’

Lco beut down low, and then he
reached up.and pressed a portion of the
solid brickwork about harfwu_v up the
wall. As he did €8 there was a kind of
dull hammering noise, and a portion of
the wall zaped open.

Whiz!

A huge chunk of rock came huitiing
out, to srmrash against the opposite wali.
It waz followed by another piece, which
also struck the stonework harmlessly.
%\'clsou I.cc had been wise in crouchings
oW,

He did not wait for any more muissics

““ That's

to conmic, but lunged forward with tre- |

mendous energy.

Tinker and I rushed up at the same
mome:t, both of us flashing our electrie
torchics. We arrived just in time to sec
the guv'nor grappling with Mr. Howard

Martii. We were ready to help cn the
spot. .
But no help was nceded.

Martin Horley—to give the man his
real name—was unabic to deal witn
Nelson Lee at close quarters. His left

arm hung helplessly Ly his side, and,
)
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after a brief tussle, he was overpowered.

“Lee!”" panted Martin harshly.
“ Nelson Lee! How—how did you get
here 2

“ You have not been aware of thg fact,
Mr. Horley, but I have been at St.
Frank’s almost all the time,”’ said tho
guv'nor. ‘ Possibly you remember Mo

e

Simpsonu Wrott? I was that gentlemarn!
The Head nearly choked.

‘““You—you were Mr. Wrott? I do
not believe it!” he panted. ‘“‘You are
Iving to me. And if you think you can
do me any harm, you are mistaken. You
will prove nothing against me—
nothing.”

“ That, of course, remnains to be seen,”
satd Nelson Lee. ¢ For the present I
must request you to come with me. Mr.
Lennacd, of Scotland Yard, will take
you in hand, Mr. Martin Horley.”

The Hcad uttered an exclamation.

““It 1s easy enough for you to gloat
over me now,” he exclaimed bitterly.
“1 am powerless to defend myself.”

““So I obscrve,” said Lee. * Let nme
™'

see your arm-—-

“T want no attention from you

““ Come, come—don't be foolish,”” satd
Nelson Lee sharply. ‘ You have loat
gnough blood alrcady. Lend me a haud,
oys.”’

Martin’s coat was removed, and wsn
then found that his left arm was terribly
gashed, although the bone was not
broken. He had sustained a serious fesh
wound—a wound which would necessitate
stitching at the carliest possible momeut.

“ Horley, I should advise you to b«
quite frank about everything,” said
Nelson Lee. * The truth is known—and
I have plenty of evidence against ynu.
You are guilty of a robbery for which
vour orother was convicted, over three
vears ago. You also intended fleceiny
from St. Frank’s with a considerable
amount of stolen property——"

“It 1s a lie!" snarled Martin.

* Of course, if you prefer to keep up
that attitude, I nced say no more,’”’ ex-
claimed Lee. ‘‘ It will be the worse far
vou in the long run, as you ought sureiy
to realise.’”” .

Martin said nothing, but followed s
out of the dungeon weakly, and in a con-
ditiou which plainly revecaled his uttee
dejection. He -was beaten, completeiy,
and he knew it.

And while we were bringing him homa

..
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in that way, another mysterious litile
affair was takmg place necar St. ¥rank’s.
And the chief actors m that affair wee.
strange to say, nonc other than Hand-
forth and Co., of the Remove.

It came about quite naturally.

Handforth was usually a heavy sleeper,
but. for some rcason, he awoke in th«,
middic of the night, and he heard dis-
tinct sounds of voices out in the Triangle.
More than this, le ht..d.ld the lium ot a
motor-car.

__Handiorih lay in bed, comfortable,
1dly wondering what was in the wind.

Then that oininous crash came to his
ears, quite distinctly on the still niglt
air. And even Handy's were capable of
telling him what had occurred. He sa.t
up in bed quite abruptly.

“ By George!” *he panted.
must have becn an accident !’
The unusual voices i the Triangle
were the undoubted cause of Handl-
forth's awakening. He would have gone
to sleep agam it notlu':g’ else had re-
sulted: but that crash drove all slecp
from his cyes.
He jumped out of bhed, and shook
NMceClure’s  shouwlder 1n. the darkness.
Thig, at all events, was what he intendad

““ That

doing. As a muatter of fact, he shook
MeClure's head, and Jetl\ed it about
violently.

“What the Gugz-gug— Legen,

[ B2

you ass!”’ gasped McClure.
“ Wake. up. my son—wake up!” ex-
claimed Handiorth softly.

McClure .woke up—he couldn’t do any-

thing clse, o
. ““You—vou ass " he gasped. ¢ What's
the idea of tlns: }’ou re pulliing out my

hair in chunks—

¢ Rats"’ said Handiorth. “ I want
you——" .
“ But lt nndmght or sometlnng,’

rasped McClure. ** 'What the dickens
do you mean by waking me up at th:s
unearthly hour? Lemme go to sleep,
blow you! I’ll jolly well punch your
nose——"’ |

‘““ Listen!”’ soid Handforth.
been an accadent!”

) Lh?)’ .

“ A motor-car acc: dent-—-—-

‘“ Blow the metor-car!”’

“J heard it just -now,” went on
Handy. “ 1 heard the car roaring Jdown
the lane. Then theve was a terrific crash,
and silence. I teil you 1t was a terr.fic

“There's
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sinash--a shocking affair. I think we
ought to get up and see what the iroubie

1s.  Somcbody might be killed, you
know.”’
“ My oniy hat!’ said McClure. “ Do

—do you think so?”’

“It's quute likely,” exclaimed Hand-
forth. ““In any case, it’s up to us ¢
huve a look. What if nobody else heax
that crash? What if the occupants of
the car are lying injured, all over the
road? We should fcel bright specimers
in the morning, shouldn’t \\c"”

“* We—we'd better go, I suppose,
McClure.

* Yes, rather!”

Handforth poved over and shoo'™:
Chureh.  Chureh was not quite so much
trouble as Mc('lure had been, and he
quncl\l\ agrced to accompany his chums
down the lane, to discover the cause of
| the accident. The chums of Study D
dressed as quickly as possible, and then
slipped out of the dormitory.

Handforth went first.

“ T'in not sime that there has been an
accident at all,” murmured Church.
“ You know what an ass Handy 1s—he
might have dreamed 1t !’

“Well, it's better to go—it saves
irouble,”” said McClure. “ Wa shouid
only have 'had the whole dmmit{an
awake if we’d refused. You can’t argue
W 1th ah obstinate fathpad like Handy.”

“ What's that youn're saying?”’ atxed
Handforth, turning.

» ecand

** Oh, nothing!”’ ‘
“ Well, nothing amounfs to a Jot,
then!” said Handforth. ‘I expect you

were grumbling because I've routed you
out. You lazy begzars! A fine pair you
are—growling because you've been aske:[
to go to the aid of the injured.”

Charch and McClure said no more. but
followed their leader down to Study D.
Once there. they put their boots on. ui:d
crept out of the window, theiwr intention
being to get out into the lane at once.
But they hadn’t gone far before.a figure
appeared round the bulding.

“* Whe's that?"' came a sharp whisper.
“ Oh, my hat!”’ gasped Church. ' A

l’l

master!
The three Remove boyvs were just
about to flee, when the figure camo np.

It turned out to be Detectrve-Inspeciur

L.ennard, who was still waiting for us to
return from the wrecked car. .
“ Hallo! What's this?” ea1id the

chief-inspector. ** Who the dence .ce
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you? What are you doing out at this
time of night?"

Handforth starved.

“You're Mr. Lenaard, ain't you, sir %"’
he asked. '

“1 have that Lhoncur,” said the Yard
man.

“I thought T recognised you. sir,”
said Handforth. “We—we heard a
crash, you know, and thoucht an acci-

1

dent had happened.

“To the bast of mx belief, an aceident
huas happened,” said Lennard. ‘ Rather
sertous, too, by the sound of it. But
that's no reason why you kids should
conte butting in. You'd better get back
to bed.”’

“Yes, T suppose we Lad, ITardy,” said
Church.

“Rot !’ said IMaundforth. ¢ NMr. Len-
nard hasn’t got any authority ¢to order
uy back to bed—and we might as well
- see what’s up now we’re here. I vote
we go down the lane.”

‘““ Do as you like—but don’t blame me
afterwards,”” said the Scotland Yard
man. “If you get a tanning, it’ll be
vour own fault. Don’t say I didr’t
warn you.”’

IHandforth and Co. hurried to the wall,
and were soon in the lane. They went
down it at the trot, and presently came
to the svot where the accident had oc-
curred. They would have run right past,
only Church kicked a torn ouier cover
which lay in the middle of the road.

“ My hat!”’ said Church. ¢ What's
this 7" .

They examined it. and soon recognised
the article. Then they found other arti-
cles of debris, and noticed the torn con-
dition of the hedge. A minute later
they found the car itself—or what re-
mained of i1t—lying in the meadovw.
There was no sign of any injured pascen-
gers.

‘““ Well, that’s queer,” said ITandforth,
““Where have they pgot to? I should
have thought everybody in the car would
have becn killed. And what’s that Mv.
{f.ennard called out to us, just as we
came away?’’

“He told us to be cautious,” said
McClure. ¢ There's a criminal at large
or something, and ”

““Oh ves, I remember,” said Hand-
forth. * But that’s all bunkum, I sup-
pose. I don’t believe there's any
feriminal at large at all,”
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“I do,” said Church. “ Why was
Lonnard there? A big Scotland” Yard
man doesn’t come down to a place like
this for nothing, you know. He
wouldn't visit Bellton for the fun of the
thing.”

“There's that, of course.” said Hand-
forth. “ Still, we can’t do acvything—
and the best thing we——""

Handforth paused, and glanced down
along the road.

“Shush!” he breathed.
somebody coming !"’

There was nothing very startling in
this, but Handforth and Co. felt that
they would like something mvsterious to
happen. And they were ready io make
a mystery out of nothing. ‘

The figure which was approaching ap-
peared to be a somewhat elderly man,
for he was progressing fairly slowly.
He came along the lane, and would pro-
bably have passed risht by.

But he stumbled over some obstrue-
tion, fell over and lay motiorless upon
the ground.

“My hat!”’ muttered Church.
hurt himself.”’

The three juniors jumped down at the
sume moment—for they had been stand.
ing on the high bank at the side of
the road. When they reached the spot,
some few yards away, they learned the
reason for the stranger’s accident.

ITe had stumbled upon one of the
broken wheels—or, at least, a portion
of a wheel- Lying there in the dark-
ness, it had been unseen. And the un-
fortunate wayfarer had stumbled upon
the obstruction unawares.

{1 v Ty . } W 9!
I say. eir, are you hurt?
ITandforth anxiously.
The figure gave no sign of life.

“0Of course he's hurt!” mutiered
McClure. ¢ Badly, too, by the lock of
it. Strike a match, lot's see!”’

Handforth liad some matches, and lLe
struck one, and shaded the light with his
hand. Then they saw that the man on
the road was certainly elderly. His
hair tvas grey at the temples. and he
had a curious little grey beard. Ile was
dressed well, although he wore hig
clothes carelessly.

And as the three juniors looked at
him, he stirred slightly. A bruise on
his forehead showed that he had fallen

““ There's

“ He's

asked
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face downwards, and had probably
caught his head on a stone.

“Help me to Lft him up!’ said
Handforth briskly. “ We'll sit him on
the bank, and then one of you can rush
and fetch some water from that ditch on

the other side of the road. Buck up!”

- They raised the stranger with sonie
difficulty, but succeeded in getting
bim to the bank at last. Then Church
obiained a cap full of water, and the

old gentleman’s eyes and forehead were |

bathed.

'The effect was immediate.  Whether
it was the coldness of the water, or its
strength, 1t was rather difficult to say.
The water was cold, and 1t was un-
doubtedly strong—Church having ob-
tainod it from a stagnant portion of the

ditch. llowever, it had the desired
‘effect, and that was all that really
mattered. :

The stranger opcned his eyes.

““Dear me!” he murmured. ¢ What
a Jdreadful thing! I distinctly remember
kicking against some c¢bstruction in the
road——"’

“ But—but who are you?” he went
on. ‘‘Boys, I obscrve! You were not
here when I stumbled. Upon my soul!
s 1t possible that
play a trick upon me——

‘“}old on, sir,” said Handforth.
‘““There’s been a bad motor smash lere.
The car’s over the hedge, but bits of
it are lying all over the road. You
stumbled over a wheel, and we happened
10 come up just in time.”

““Ah, I sce—I1 understand!’’ said the
old man. ‘A motor smash? Dear me!
llow very unfortunate. I ~sincerely
hepe nobody was badly injured?”

‘“Well, we don’t know, sir,”’ said
Handforth. *“We’'re from the school,
you know—St. IFrank’s. We heard the
smash and we got dressed and came out
—strictly  speaking, we're breaking
bounds.” .

“Young rascals—that’s what yon
ave,”’ cxclauned the old man. ‘1 fcel
much bhetter now, thank you—much bet-
ter- I really don't know what I can
do to thank yon for your kindness, 1t
18 possiple that 1 might have been kilied
if I had roemained on the road. Any
passing vediele——"

**On, we Jdidn't do much, sir,” said
Haxdforth. * Nothing to make a song

you Qoys dared to}
)

|
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avcnt, anyhow,
time 18 sir?”’
“Well, I have a vague idca that it i
somewhere  between two and  three
oclock in the morning,” said the clderly
stranger. *‘ Rather an  extraordinarv

timo for people like us to be out and
about, isn’t it?”

Do you know what the

““Well, it 1s a bit strange, sir.”

“Ah, you don’t know-—you don't
realise what it mocans” chuckled the
stranger. ‘““But I feel inclined to take
you into my little secrot—since you have
been so generous to me. You see, ab
dinner last night one of my oldest friends
made a wager with me that I would not
watk to Helmsford by the morning—a
distance of twenty-five miles. I told
ht"']’l 1t could be done—and I'm doing
it.

[Tandforth and Co. were astonished.

‘ But Ilelmsford’s a long way away,
sir, nearly twenty miles from here,’”’ ex-
claimed Handforth. * You couldn’t pos-
sibly get there by the morning.”

“If I don’t, I shall lose my wager—
a matter of five hundred pounds,” said
the old gentleman. ‘‘Not that it will
worry me much.”’

“Not five hundred pounds !” ex-
claimed McClure wonderingly.

““ A mere trifle, my lad,” said the old
man- ‘‘Ah, I am very remiss! I do
not think I have introduced myself.”’

“ Not yet, sir.”

““ Well, my name i3 Grandmore,
the stranger.

““ Thank you, Mr. Grandmore—"

“ No, my boy—no,” smiled the other-
“My name is the Ilar]l of Grandmere—
perhaps I should have said go first. I
live at Grandmore Priory, some little
distance beyond Caistowe.’

“Oh, I sece, sir—I mean, my lord,”
said ITandiorth hastily.

“That won’t do—that won’t do!’ -
smiled the Earl. “I don’t want you
to address me in that fashion. nd
look hecre, boyvs., I should like to see
you in full dayiight when 1 can have
4 better lcok a2t you, and when 1 can
thank you as you deserve to be thanked.
You must come over.” .

“Qh, sic!” said the three juniors,,

““ You can manage it, I suppose?’’ .-

““] think so, sir—we must,’’ sad

 said
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Handfortin, < Of course, we shall be a
bit full up this next weck, because we
shall be getting ready for the Christmas
vac. We break up in about a week,
Sir——

“By gad—an i1dea!”
Earl of Grandmore-
1dea, by boys.
Christmas?”

““There’s nothing
sir—"'

““Then you must come to Grandmore
Priory for a few days,” said the Earl
genially.  “* You must—I shall accept
no refusal. You will promise me, boys,
won’t you? Ilere is my card, and you
can write to me saving when you will
arrive,”’ :

Handforth and Co. were rather con-

fused.
‘“But—but we hardly krow what to

cexclaimed the
““ A really excellent
How are you fixed for

cxactly settled yet,

6ay, sir,”)  stammered Handtcerth.
“*We've—we've done nothirg, you
know "

““ Such modesty is quite pleasing,”
said the carl. ** Well, boys, 1 must be
getting along, or I shall certainly lose
iny wager. (Good-night to you, and I
hope that I shall see you during Christ-
mastime ! Good-night—good-night !’

The Earl of Grandmore walked on.
leaving liandforth and Co. looking at

one another in a stato of considerabdle
wonder.

“Well TI'm jiggered!” muttered
Handforth. “It can’'t be true, you
know.”

“But it is true!"” said Church ex-
citedly. ‘“ An invitation from an earl—
one of the roal old aristocracy, too !’

“We shall go, of course,’” said
McClure.

‘““I daresay we can work in two or
three days at Grandmore Priory. 1 can
sce some of the fellows going absolutely
green over this!”

The three juniors walked to the school
slowly, and they were very plecased that
. they had ventured out.

“ You've got me to thank for this,

vou know,” remarked FHandtorth
casually.
“You?"”
“Well, who else?’ said Handy.

l’"l
.

“Didn’t I yank you chaps out of bed

“ Very likely,”’ said Church. ¢ But you
didn't know that we should meet the
Ear! of Grandmove, did vou?”’

F

U morning.
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“Well, T can’'t say that I did,”” ad-
mitted Handforth.  But the fact re-
mains that our swell visit to the carl's
place will be because of my astuteness
to-night—althcugh, of course. I don’t
want to blow my own trumpet.”

“Not at all!” said Church.
wouldn’t dream of i1t, Handy!"

““The earl seems to be a quecer old

“ You

buffer, though,” remarked McClure
slowly, ‘“Fancy trying a twenty-five

mile walk in the middle of the uigznt!
'That seems rummy, doesn’t i1t?"’
“It's a good thing he was on
walk—or we shouldn’t have run into
him,”’ said Handforth. ¢ But these rich
old chaps often get queer ideas like that.
They've got such a lot of money they
don't know what to do with it——"'

‘“ Hallo " icterrupted = Church.
“What's all this?"

“ All this” happened to be Nelson
Lee, Tinker and I, and Mr. Martin
Horley- We had just arrived from Bell-
ton Abbey, and the Head was on tho
point of collapse.

““You won't have any difficulty with
yvour prisoner, Lennard,” said Nclson
Lee. *¢ He has lost a good deal of blood,
and he is quite. powerless. Dear me'!
What are you doing here, Handforth?”

Handforth and Co. had some difficulty
in explaining, but when Nelson Lee
heard that they had come out because
of the car smash, he gave them no
punishment.

‘I'he three juniors were recaily rather
dazed.

They couldn’t understand where Lee
had sprung from—for, of course, he
wasn’'t weating his “ Wrott’' disguize
IOW.

But in the morning, everything would
be explained—and, what was far more
to the point, the tyrant of St. Frank's
would make his exit.

'the

CIIAPTER VIL

ALL SERENI.

‘ EARD the news?”
H Practically everybcdy was
shouting that question in the
junior  school the  next

Nobody had made any airect
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sextement, but it was really
how the truth got about.

One fellow had heard it from some-
body else, and that somebody else¢ had
Leard it from still another mysterious
;sidividual,

]:\.t_all events, the truth was known
thal the Headmaster had been arrested,
and ‘that he had already been taken
away. Mr. Howard Mariin—as we
bad known him—had left the school in
o ; bt

tiie carly morning, escorted by Chief-In-
spector Lennard. o

~ The junicrs were in a ferment zbout
it.

*“This means that Dr. Stafford will
reinin—of  course,” exclaimed Pt
wcartily. ““On, good business !’

‘“ Yes, rather!”

“ Hear, hear!”

‘“Good old Dr. Stafford!”

“We want him back again!”

““ And good riddance to the tyrant!”

The fellows hardly knew what to say.
And then there was a fresh wave of
excitement caused over tiie strange up-
pearance of Neleonr Lee on the scene.

However, after breakfast, Nelson Lec
addressed the whole school in the Big
Hall. Briofly, he explained the facts,
and reassured everybody that the late
IHeadinaster’s brother, who was a real
gentleman, would soon have his fice-
dom, and that Martin would be clapped
in gaol. | ‘

The school was amazed when . it
learned that Nelson Lee had been with
them for many days past—in the char-
acter of Mr. Wrott. A gocd many of
the fellows, in fact, rcfused to believe
it-—until, in a humorous moment, Nel-
.1 Lee adopted Mr. “ Wyroit's’’ tone
i voice for a brief space.

“ Harrah !’

““ITa, ha, ha!”

““ Three cheers for Mr. Lce!”

‘“ Hip—-bip—"

“ Harrah!”’

‘“ You're a marvel, sir

‘* We never gucssed the truth, sir!”’

All sorts of shouts rent the air, but
Nelson Lee only smiled. There was a
{celing in the school of @
Fverything  was coming vight. The
ivrant had gone—he had made nis
ignoble exit—and Nelson Lee had 1e-
turned. Only onc thing was necessary

astonishing

[

they roared.

great  rehef. |
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to complete the satisfaction of the whole
school =~ before  going  home  for the
Caristmas holidays.
Aud that was to have Dr. Maleolm
Stafford return to his old appointment.

The juniors were particularly keen on
that point.

“Is Dr. Stafford coming back, sir?”

“We want the old Head!”

“We want Dr. Stafford!”
“Hurrzh!”

“ Please, sir, is there any chance?”
Nelson Ler held up his l?and. °

** I cannot speak while you are making
sO much noise,” he exclaimed. ¢ ]
sincerely trust that Dr. Stafford will be
prevailed upon to return—and I think
there is a distinct chance that such will
be the case—="’

“Hurrah!”

‘“ ‘Bl}’t you must not count upon it ten
mucn,” went on Lee. ‘“If possible, 1
will try to let you know definmtely this
cvening—"’ -

“Oh, good!” |
“ Dr. Stafferd must come back, sir !
“Yes, rather!” '

The juniors were still excited when
they were dismissed. Morning lessons
that day were a hit of a farce, for the
inasters could not do much with the beys.
I was the rcaction after the barri -

out, and after the harsh treatment of the
late Head.

It was only to be expected.

Nobody was pariicularly anxious to
hear ail the details regarding the Head s
crime. It was known that hke had
secreted his brother for some time near
the schoo!, and that Robert IHorley was
cquite innocent. It was also known that
the Head had attempted to make off
with a considerable sum. which he had
obtained from General Ord-Clayton.

Tinker, of coursa, tock his. departura
that day, and was glad he had visited
the old school. :

Nelson  Lee  had | two . important
announccments to make in the after-

- 11001.

They were announcements which filled
everybody with joy.
“Well, boys, I have scme ncws far

vou,” said tne guv’nor, addressing the

school ““The first item is- that G.c-nm'..,.-L
Ord-Clayton has resigned the Chairma.-
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ship of the Board of Governors—""
"l

““Oh, hurrah'

““Good riddance to bad rubbish!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha'”

““Three groans for the general!”

Nelson Lee listencd, e¢miling in spite
of himasclf.

“I can hardly countcrance such a
demonstration as this,”” he said severelv.
o8 LT . . N

However, I will say no more if vou
will keep quiet—"

_"’}'Vhy don't you become the Head,
sir?”’ roarcd Handforth.

“Oh, good idea!”

“We want you to be Head. siv!”

“Hear, hear!"”

“ Mr. Lec’s the man for us!”

But the guv’nor shook his head.

““No, boys, you are quite wrong,"” he
said. ‘‘Morcover, I have much bettcr
news for you—news which will please vou
far more. Dr. Stafiord—"

*“ Hurrah!”

“ Dr. Stafford lias consented to re-

'hat, Haundy,”

turn—"
“ Hip, hn, hurrah!”

““ Three move cheers!” bawled Hand-
forth.

“ Hurrah!'"

“When the
the roof!”

“ Yes, rather!”

The jurtors were doiug their utmost
to raiso the roof alrcadv—and even the
seniors were checring as they had seldom
checred before. Everything was turning i
out all right. - As Handforth rcmarked,
everything in the garden was lovely.
The troubles had passed, and when the
school broke up for Christmas, it would
do so in the knowledge that when 1t re-
assecmbied for the next term, conditions
would be absolutely normal.

There was considcrable joy. and com-
motion. Great excitement prevailed
whon 1t was learned that Dr. Stafford
himself was returning on the following
day—he was coming down even before

the new term.

““Tallk about rogy times!’ exclaimed
Pitt, grinning. ‘‘ This is what comes of
taking a firm stand, you know. I give
Nipper all the credit for this "

Head comes we'll raise

.

“Rats!” I said. “ Nipper doesn’t
want it!"”

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“But you've got-to have it—it was
your idea about the rebellion, and you
carried us through to victory,” said Pitu.
“If it hadn’t been for you—"

“Mr. Lee would have put things
straight, just the same,” I interrupted
firmly.  “* 8o it doesn’t make much dii-
ference—only we had a jolly exciting
fortnight during the barring-out."

““And we break up for Christinus
soon,”” said Hart. * Everything's crowd-
ing on the top of one another. What's
that rot Handforth was talking about
being invited to an ear!'s home ™

““Oh, he’s dotty—"

“ What's that?” said Handforth,
bustling up. “ Who's dotty?”’

“You scem to be talking out of vour
. I said. * Somcbody is
saying that you have been boasting
about an carl—-"

““I haven't been Loasting.” exclaimed
Handforth. “ What rot! What is there
to boast about, anyhow” Study D has
been invited to Grandmore Priovy for
Christmas—that’s all.”

“ Graudmore Priory!” I  echoel.
“Then it is true. The Karl of Grand-
more lives theve. It's a topping place,
['ve heard.”

“It's swank!" sneered Fullwocd. ¢ If
Handforth expects us to believe that,
he'll have to expect—that's all! I think
Yaroooh!”

Handforth’s fist shot out, and Fullwood
sat down abruptly.

“ You—you silly fool!” he roared.

' Am I?" snorted Handforth. ** This
is what I do to cads of your sort'"

He proceeded to kick Fullwood along
the passagc. Every time Fullwood tried
to rise, he was bowled over again. 1
didn't sce the end of it, because Hand-
forth and his victim turned the correr.

That visit of Handforth and Co. to
(srandmorc Priory was destined to be
quito a little affair, in its own way, but,
of course, it i3 impossible for me to set
down any of the facts here. It is a little
episode separate to itself, and I dou't
think I shall be able to record it in any
case.

The foliowing afternoon was a red-
letter day in the history of St. ¥Frank's.

Dr. Malgolm Stafford, the dear old
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Head, returned. He was almest loved
by the majority of the boys, for Dr.
Stafiord was renowned for his kindness,
his sympathy, and his understanding.

He was also rcspected for his stern-
ness, when sternness was required.

He returned unobtrusively, arriving
on foot fully two hours before he was
expected. The Remove had intended
going down to the station In force—an.!
perhaps the Head had been warned of
something of this kind. At all events,
he entered ths Triangle early in the
afternoon, while all the fellows wererat
lessons.

By a piece of luck, Nicodemus 'I'rot-
wood happened to be glancing out of the
window just as the Head entered. Nick
looked twice, staved, and then turned an
excited face to the Form,

“T say, you fellows—"

‘““ Trotwood,”” snapped Mr.
““how dare you talk?”

““ But—but the Hcad’s just come, sir.”
gasped Trotwood.

“ The Head?’ roarcd the Remove.

“ He's just arrived!” exclaimed Trot-
wood. ‘ He walked in the gateway——"

“ Hurrah!”

He was interrupted by a terrific roav
which went up. Mr. Crowell did his ut-
moet to control the Form, but 1t was a
sheer impossibility. Fellows were stand-
ine up and cheering, and” My, Croweil
raved 1n vain. :

“ Let’s go outside and
bawled Handforth.

““ Oh, good idea!”

‘“ Come on!”

“Hurrah I’ ‘

“Boys — boys'’ thundered Mur.
(“froweljl‘. “ How—how dare you? "’[‘ake
your scats at once! HHandforth—

I couldn’t help grinning as I watched
Mr. Crowell’s vain efforts. The Form
was out of hand, and a moment later 1t
surgced out into the Triangle—and 1

Crowell,

chair huni”

don’t mind admitting that I was onc of |

the first fellows to reach the oper air.

The Xead was just entering his
house. and as the Remove rushed across
the Triangle. the Iifth Form cama

ouring out of the windows of the Fifth
corm-rcom. Such an exhibition of en-
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thusiasm had never belore been witnessed
at St. Frank’s.

Mr. Crowell, on the quiet, was quite
pleased, 1 believe, but he naturally had
to pretend to be severe,

Dr. StafTord, looking just the szme as
cever, stood on the top of his steps, sur-
veving the crowd. Tor ten solid minutes
the Triangle and the whole school cchocd
with the cheering.

As soon as there was a Iull, somehody
started a fresh outburst, and the Head
could do nothing but wait. At last.
however, the fellows practically winded
themselves: then Drv. Stafford held up
his hand, and there was silence.

“Boys,”” exclaimed the Head, m his
well-known deep, kindly voice, ‘1 can-
not tell you how deceply 1T appreciate
this wonderfully cordial greet®ng on your
part, Since [ have been away I have
missed you great ”

| ““Not a teuth so much as we've nussed
vou, sir!”’
““ Rather not, sir!”

“ St. Frank's hasu't been the same,

| si.”’
“Tt is good to hear you say that, my
ladgs,” exclaimed the Head, with a trace

of moisture in his eyes. I have come
hack because T have been asked to
return, and also because I was anxious
{o bo amongst you again. There have
been some evil times during my absence,
and T trust that everything will now run
' smoothly ”

“Tt's bound to run smoothly with you
here, sir!”’

“Yes, rather!”

“ Hurrzh!” |

“ Tor he's a joliv good fellow .

Semebody started singing, and within
ten scconds the whole school had taken
| up the refrain. It roared out in a ter-
rific burst, and T was afterwards told
| that the singing was distinetly heard on
the outskirts of Bannington. I wasn't
very surprised to hear this, for the d.n
was deafening.

Of course, the excitement died down
eventually. That evening spreads of the
most gorgeous nature wore held by the
dozen. All the tuck in the village way
bonght up, and double the quantity
could bave been sold,

'y

il
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And - overybody was happy in the|in the cld school. but everything had
knowledgo that the school would very|panned out happily in the fnish.

1
le?rlxgt\;n a:rﬁgllf qac for - the welcome Christmas was ncar—and some further
R 25k _ excitement was brewing, if wo had only
There had been some troublous times| known it at the time! "

THE END,
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TO MY READERS.

With the removal of Mr. Martin Howard and the return of Dr. Stafford,
.the boys of St. Frank’s, particularly the Removites, look forward to the
Christmas vac. with unusual good spirits. They intend to make up for the
months of repression and hardship inflicted on them by their late Head, and
I think we can all sympathise with them. A Christmas party is to be given
by our old friend Lord Dorrimore at a fine, old historical mansion he
has renfed on the coast of Cornwall. Some people say that it is haunted.
Anyhow. it is a Iarge place, where our guests will enjoy a real, old-fashioned
Christmas., Your favourite characters of the past year will meet once again
round the old log fire at Lord Dorrie’s Christmas gathering, and will include
NELSON LEE and NIPPER, of course, thelir friendly rivals, SEXTON BLAKE
and TINKER, that delightful old African chief, UMLOSI, and many of the
boys of ST, FRANK'’S, whose names I need hardly mention, so well known are
they to you. The account of the party will be the feature of our CHRISTMAS
NUMBER appearing NEXT WEEK, and will be entitled °‘‘ DORRIE’S

CHRISTMAS PARTY !” o
THE EDITOR.

>~
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A New ¢ All Star”’ Cinema Adventure Paper.

* Absolutely packed with thrilling adventure stories and illustrated with
dozens of real photographs of real film heroes and heroines, the ‘ BOYS’
CINEMA WEEKLY ”’ is a new paper you cannot fail to like. It is REALLY
new, and in its pages you can read all about those daring deeds and desperate
adventures- you see from time to time on the pictures. Famous cowboys,
athletic -heroes, and cinema comedians tell you all about their adventurous
lives, and there are photos enough to satisfy the keenest picture-goer. Ths
““ BOYS’ CINEMA WEEKLY *’ is only just out, and you should get your
copy without any delay, or you may be disappointed. There is a free Art
Plate of TOM MIX, the King of Cowboys, free with every copy of No. 1,
which you ought not to miss on any account.
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IN TRACKLESS SPACE

3t

MAGNIFICENT STORY OF ADVENTURE AMONG THE PLANETS

INTRODUCTION.

ROBERT GRESHAM, inventor of the
. Solar Monarch, an airship designed to
travel through space, decides (o put his
theortes io the test by making a journey
to the moon and other planets. He 13
accompanied by *

FRANK HILLSWCRTII ond BMAC-
DONALD GUTHRIE, both 1wealthy
young adveniurers ; PROFESSOR PAL-
GRAVE, @ renowhed scientist; and
ABBIE, a burly negro, who acts as took
and engineer. The avrship s secretly
constructed in Lngland, At last every-
thing 18 in readiness to start. T'he adven-
iurers are aboard, and as Gresham pulls a
tever the ¢« Solar Monarci >’ shoots up into
space. The moon is reached in a 1week,
the projectile attaining a speed of 2,000
miles an hour. -The surface of the moon
appéars destitute of life, but the explorers
lecarn, afler many cxciting adventures,
that the dark f[issures and caves arc in-
habited by strange monsters. They relurn {0
the < Solar Monarch,” and set off for Venus.

. In this world of whiteness the advenlurers

_encounter many exiraordinary beings and
fresh scenes, such as have never before
been sesin by the inhabitants of our Mother
Earth: At length they deide lo quit
Venus and make for Mars, the ensuing
ctaper beginning with thur a'riral on
chas planet, il -

(Now read on.)

Arrival on Mars—In the Dark Cavern.
lT would be wearying to the reader if

I were to relate the incidents of that | g

journey through space—Venus to
Mars. 1t is sufficient to state that
othing of note—nothing that will jus-
tify publication--occurred. After the

N|IN TRACKLESS

SPACE.

A Tlrilling Account of &« Wonderful Vojage (o the
Moon, Venus, and Mars, and of a Flying Machine
kriown as the ** Solar Monarch,” the Most Marvellous

Invention of the Age.

By ROBT. W. COMRADE.

Author of **The Stowaway's Quest,” ¢ Scorned by the

School,” ete, -

exciting times on  Venus, the quiet,
orderly, daily round scemed deadly
monotonous to I'vrank and Mac. But

they had to put up with it, There were
plenty oi books to read, plenty of games
to play—bridge, billiurds, ecte—anl,
above all, plenty of new and ever-
changing sights to sce through the mas-
sive glass of the connimg-tower.

Belore long Venus had become instg-
nificant, the Farth larger—tor they were,
in a way, passing close to it—and Mars
larger still. And as the days went on

‘it grew rapidly bigger and biggér. It

was hard to believe one was on a smip
travelling at an incredible speed through
space. The flight was so steady that it
was quite possible for one ta imagine
onesclf safely on Iarth.

At last. to the explorers’ great rvelief—
for they had had euough of inactivity---
the ““Solar Monarch” came to rest
softly and gently on the surface of Mars.
The sccond great journcy was com-
pleted! What new and wonderful sights
were they destined to sce on this globe?
What dangers would they encounter?
It was impossible to guess. While
Gresham was testing the atmosphere,
Frank and Mac stood gazing out of the
window with the professor and Abbic.
The whole crew were excited and eager.
But the view from the copning-tower
was dull and uninteresting. X

The vessel had alighted in the centre

of a mighty plain. As far as the eye
conld see nothing was visible but the
flat ground—flut as a croquet lawn—
covered with' a short, mossy kind of
rass. of a chocolate-coloured hue,
““ Weel,” exclaimed Mac disgustedly,
«jif Mars is all like this, I'm thinking
we'd better up-anchor an’ call at o
next shop!”’



“Tlns part of the globe is certainly a
surprise to me,” put i Professor Pal-
grave, who, bmooulals in hand, was
cagerly scanning the distant horizopn.
“I don't mind admitting that T am dis-
appointed, boys. T was expecting to
scc the pianet thickly populated, with
towns aud cities galore.”

“ Instead of which we find nothing but
short grass.” sald I‘rank. “ Still,
because 1t's hike this here 1t doesn’t neces-
sarily say that the whole of Mars 1s
stimilar. A Marvtian alighting in the centro
of the Sahara would form a very poor

loplmon of old Mother Earth, wouldn’t
ie?”’
Before he could be answeircd they

heard the inventor mutter ¢ Good,”” and
straightway plied him with eager ques-
tions.

“ Don't get excited,” smiled Glcslmm
“Upon my word, plofeswr you're get-
ting quitc a young man agam! Yes,
the atmosphere of Mars s perfectly
breathable although the temperature,
let me tell you, 1s a good many degrecs

below freezing-point. So -put on your
fur-coats before venturing out. We arc
not on Venus now, you know. Thero
the sun appeared a huge size: here ne

scems to hdw dimimshed 1n dunensions
considerably.™

Eagerly the adventurers slipped into
heavy boots and thick furs. Having
donned warm fur-caps, they plonounccd
themselves ready. It was Gresham who
unclamped the corming- lower door. and
as he did so a blast of air came in which
made them all gusp and chioke. It was
as cold as ico and had that peculiar fecl-
ing about it which onc experiences when
in a balloon sceveral thousand feet above
tho ground.

It caught them right in the back of |

the throat, and made their ears buzz and
their cves water. It was some moments
before they had grown sufficiently accus-
tomed to it to speak

“ My word,” gasped Frank, it's
worsc ‘than a cold bath in mid-winter!
Oh, my cyes, they're smarting ke the
very dickens! How's yours, Mac?”’

“The same, only worse,” replied tne
Scot, who was dabbing a handkerchief
to his Jace.  “I'd nae idea it would
come sac sudden! I expected a cold
draught, but, hoots, this is worse than
the North Pole., I do believe!”

Mac.”

““ Hardly as bad as that,
laughed the professor, who, for somic

|

| force of gravity on Mars
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| rcason, was lcast affected of all. ¢ We
shall soon get used to tho change; it's
only the first few lungsful which seem so
painful. By (xeorg(\" he added, as Le
stepped ouu,lde “ this reminds me of the
Inoon again; you 1night 1nagine .you
were on sprinrrs ’

“Is it safe to jump down?’ quericd
Frank of the inventor. ¢ Or shall weo
lower the ladder?”

“Weil, T should advise you to use th~
ladder, my dear boy. Although, of
course, I don’t suppose anything coud
hurt your strenuous young limbs. The
is estimated to
be exactly a quarter of that of the Earih,
namely: On Earth you would fall sixtecn
feet in a second; here you would fall only
four. So you sce it’'s fairly safe.”

“ Rather!” cried Mac, turning and
taking a flying leap to the ground. Ile
landed in perfect safety. A few moments
later the others stood beside him, in-
cluding Abbie, who had grown so accus-
torned to unusual things now that he
took it all as a matter of course. Never
theless, he could not resist the tempt-a-
tion of landing on the surface of Mars
with the rest.

“Byv golly!’ he vemarked, as Le
landed on the small of his back by acci-

dent, ‘‘ dis chile ain’t so fond ob desw
high* jumnps Yo' tink you’se gwine to
strike de groun’ 'most before you've

started. an’ it don't happen till you've
lost de centre of equiltbrium !’

‘“In consequence of which you ahlight
in an awkward place,” laughed Frank.
“ Never mind, Abbie, you're not so prac-
tised in the art as we are. By Jove!
LLook at this mossy grass. They'd give
a fortuune for it at Lord’s.”

The ground was covered entirely by a
beautifully thick and soft moss kind e
growth, somecthing delightful to walk
upon, and plcasant to the eye.

“It's a mystery to me how it keeps
drmn to this length,” said the scientist.

*You might well imagine it had been
cut and rolled not an hour since.’

‘“ Well, boys, this won't do, you know."
exclaimed Gresham  pleasantly.  ““ It's
nearly mid-day and mo work done. 1f
we want to see anyvthing before darx-
ness, we shall have to put our best foot
foremost and sce to the fixing of the

screws.’”
“ We'll set about it at once. Look

(Continued on page iit of Cover.)
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here, though, this grass 1sn’t stiff in the
least ” remarked Frank, bending down.
* If it were on Karth, every. blade would
be frozen as stiff as a twig.’

““ Which serves to show the vast dif-
ference between our own planet and

this. It 1s quite possible—nay, pro-
bable—that flowers and = vegctabics

Hourish galore in this icy tompmatuxe
It is only in the nature of things.”

Ten minutes later saw a busy band of
workers engaged on the. ‘“Solar
Monarch.”” At the expiration of another
forty the giittering projectile had again
been transformed into a -scrviceable
acronef. The last nut had been serewed
tight, and Gresham touched the engine-
room telegraph. Immediately the occu
pants of the deck felt the accustomed
quiver of the plates, and the suspensory-
screws took up their song.
uninterrupted quictness the sound was
a weleome one, and Frank and Mac were
more than glad that their. enforced idle-
ness and quietude were at,an end.

The screws had- sml(ely ‘started when
the “ Solar Monarch’’ soared from the
ground; and as they accclerated she
seemed to shoot upwards at an amazing
pace. T]llb -was, of course, due to -the
diffcrence in the force of gravity. Being
comparatively slight on Mars the airship
found her task an easy one, and re-
sponded readily to the” thrust of the
heliopters.  When they had attained a
hmo'ht of 2,500 feet. Graham told Abbie

slow down and start up the propeller.
In a few moments the aeronef paused n
her upward carecr. and the low hum of
the propelier added 1ts voice to the
JUSPCNSOY.es.

“On Venus we travelled at the rate
of 200 m:les per hour,” said the Inventor,
25 he stood gazing
slains below: “ but hére 1 should say we
zan almost double that average.’

They withdrew into the conning-tower,
for the icy wind caused by the-vessel's
passage through the air was cutting in
the extreme. Soon they could see by
the ground _beneath that they were
breaking all records. The air whlstlod
and hooted around the glass walls, rising
higher and higher until it rosec to a
shnek Then Gresham announced thcir
speed. The engines were - doing their
utmost. '

““ OQur rate of progress is precisely
4504 miles per hour,” the inventor said
coolfy, filling his plpe. “ This 18, I should

After days of

at the monstrous

6
|

(]

imagine, a record tor speed when travel-

ling in a dense atmosphf re.’
“ Great

guns !’ cjaculated Mae, sur-
prised out of his customary calin. ** We

shall do the whole journcey round Mars

in a few minutes!”

“This speed. however, i1s prohibitive,”
yent on Gresham. “It prevents  us
cnjoying the kcen air: therefore 1 shuall

slow down until we are travelling at a

modest sixtyv.  That will be quite fast
enough, I fanecy, in this clully awno-
sphere.”’

It was. When the explorers emrerged
con deck again they had to wse thick
 gloves and car-mufllers. For an hour

they progressed, and still the scene re-
mained unchanzed—still nothing but a
vast moss-covered plain  was visible.

Becoming hungry, they adjourned below
for a period, durmg which timne the
mventor ‘‘let her go.”  Thew rusnei
onwaras, and stili no chanew occureed.
The only variation from the close-cut
moss were a number of gigantic cavities
which were from time to time visible,
These strange pit-like holes were shecr-
sided, and all of 150 feet in diameter.
The vessel passed over several, hut,

“although the explorers endeavoured to

discern the bottom, their cefforts were
‘uscless.

“Well. upoa my word,” said Frark
at last, in disgusted lmu'-*, pu\]uu'f bis

chair back from the table, ¢ to thank tht
Mars- would turn out such an old fraud!
And after all the varns abont her, too!
There aven’t any blessed canals, either,
to relieve the acadly monotony,”

“Tt has been proved fairly  corcla-
sively,” put 1in” Palgrave, as he cracic
a walnut, “ that the dark hnes which
were at one titne supposed to bhe canals
are in  reality “nothing but vaporais
matter. From what we have seen. this
appears to be the truth., althongh tlurrr '
are certainly no signs of such clouds.
And he cast a gldn(v out of the window

d.t the spotless biue of the sky.

‘Well, look here,” suggested Mce,
al-wuys ready for ‘excitement, ‘'siucae
there are nac towns tac exploro,— Gur

forests or oceans or rivers. what d've

say to the idea of dropping the wee
shippie into one o’ these pits and see

what’s at the bottom" There’s nae
tellin’, the inhabitants o’ thn world may
be km ~f moles and reside in burrows" ’

(Continued cverleaf.)
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Althougl: Lho uttered this remark in “ Hardly probable. -Astronomers ab
jest, yet he ‘@as as near to the. literal | home:state that there ave. several tall
truth as he could possibly gDLt ‘Gresham | and-lofty. mountains on the crust of this
smiled. o g " planet. Though we have seen no evi
“Tha[ s I'JH!OI‘ long- dumu imagina- dence of {hem it does .not prove ‘bhab
tion, Mac lad,” he 3:11([ ‘“ However, the | they have no oxistence. It is quite pes-
next one we come-to, if it 18 anythiug sible _they are .on the other hemi-

. g ) sl o :n
the same size as the ones previously “‘P‘k“(f-o Uo!” 1 ¢ b ettt
pd%\(tl I'll gratify your whim and lower llld ‘} J i(' 1”0 ibs‘)r l_m‘?r](f{“ f'“
v 1 hHa.
the $ wee sthpm ag you clegantly put | quickly from the window ab » 1 he

it.‘into the *burrow.’ was standing.  “If I'm aot m kaoin
- “Well, anything’s better than flying ":[I‘lf)l]loll\eblrln()tthar lplb a,(}i):;u(;]a m’:‘ml a;:tta.r:‘n
over an clongated tennis-lawn,” 'Framk | 1€ B 51D - SIOW COW Sy 9 <
seconds we shall have run past 1t.”

deelar&d. T wonder if the whole sur- | | . \ &

face of Mars 18 like this?” e wX - (To be continued.)

ONE OF THE MOST WEIRD ADVENTURES

that have ever fallen to the ok of NELSON LEE, the celcbmtod detectwc,
or his famous assistant, NIPPER, is’ L

o The Case of the Homed Frog

a graphlc and stirring account of which appears This Weqk in

% -~ 1.7

B —

If you are an admirer of this popular character vou cannot afford to miss ib.
ALSO Ui, i

“The Affair of the Dreadnought Plans

an enthralling narrative recounting an adventure of that prince of Scr;ftish
criminal experts, DEREK CLYDE ‘

Both stories are complete in one issuc.
Beautifully cllustrated in colour throughout.
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