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CHAPTER I _
A SDRROWFUL Homcomwu' o

IR LANCELOT MO\TGOMERY
TREGELLIS-WEST ' carefully ad-
Lugted his - necktie,: and surveyed

S

bxg mirror.
- ¢ Yes, dear old bovs b | thmk T ll do
he “observed critically.” ¢ The waistcoat
is not exactly -accordin’ to my fancy—
but, after all, it is really not so bad.
What do you think?'? -

“T think you look llke

imself w 1th extreme fav our in the.'

a w alkmg

advertisement for a. tmlor s shop!”’ said]

Tommy Watson, grinning. Stxll that’s
your concermn. -
such a C‘Ol]dltl()l’l

“ Begad!”| ¢ lnterrupted Sir -~ Montie
severely; = ‘“ You are shockin’ lv rude,
Tommy’, old boy. I really must lotest
against this frightful lev 1tv Clot in’ 1s

L

a very serlous matter, an’

4 Oh, hat!” I gmaned _““He’s
started o now!  We can’'t allow it,
Tommy.' Let's take him outside quwkly,

and bundle him into a taxicab. You
necdnt be [)fl.rtltlllal hon you handle
him.”

For

S I\Iontle gasped with hmrm

the firsttime for .weeks he as hlS own

N

elegant self-—as neat as a new pin’from
top to toe. And he was justly proud
of the fact that his tailors and hh out-
fitters had done him well. .As Tommy

remarked, they had probably done him |

in another way; too. -
We were at Lord Dornmore § town
house, ‘and we had only just got backl

it you will go about in |

| many other Stu'rmg Tales. ' S e

. = [ 4

-
!

o "" T JW’)H uwen
fmm \mlh -\ e..,..r;‘imlm_m AWHere e
had passed ‘througli” sorie litring - ad
ventures. - Most of the juniors had gone
on to their own homes. . Nelson Lee had °

accompamed Lord ‘Dorrimore to" the

__ THREE-HALFPENGE

and  the BRovs -7 .
St, Frank’s. By the Author of “ {fle ¥ ‘alley of Gold,”

1

%‘

latter’s club, and they were after“aqu,.

making for Nelson Lee’s place in (n*u 8
Inn Road.

* Sir Montie was just off to see lus
aunt, Lady Helen Tregellis-West, and
'lornmv Watson was booked for his

parents’ addreqs As for myself, I should
go to Gray's Inn Road. But, before-
hand, I had promised Regmald Ditt that
¥ would pay him a call. -

He was quite anxious that T should
meet his father and mother. They lived
in Duncan Square, W., and Piit had
gone home already T told him that I
would follow,. and it was my’ intention
to go stlalght off. Afte
join the guv’nor and
Inn Road.

- S Montie and Tomwmy went m‘f and I
was soon on

Square.
through the- square, but near by it. I
got oﬂ' the vehicle, and walked briskly
along to Duncan Squ'ue

No. 59. o
It was lale afternodn and quite warm,

orrie at Cuays

a 'bus bound for Duncan
The ’bus did not actually go

wards, T would

looking for

for the September dav was very cheer- .

ful and sunny. I had not proceeded
twenty yards into the square before 1
saw Reginald Pitt’s
the payement some httle way ahead of
me.

Hn

looL@d rather undeuded 'md 1

figure standing on’
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wondered what he was doing there,
And, just at that moment, he glanced
round and saw me. As he did so he
- came hurrying along the pavement as
though upon urgent %nsiness. ,
Reginald - Pitt, of the Remove, was
quite a decent fellow—one of the best.
‘He and I got on very well together, and
I was coming along to see his people
_because I didn’t want to offend him—
although I -must admit that I wasn't
exactly keen upon being introduced.
- **My hat! TI'm glad you’ve come,
‘Nipper!”’ exclaimed Pitt, as he hurried
up .to me. “I'm in a muddle=I can’t
‘make it out! I've. just been into my
house, and it’s not my house at all! The
butler let me in—or, rather, he wouldni’t
let me in, and I pushed past him, and
¢ Steady © on—steady .on!” I inter-
i !‘mﬁ-:?#%ﬂ?"ﬂﬂat chap, you’re talking
E_ﬁbish.} The fact~is; you seem to be
E-pr_etty excited——"~ A
=4 TxcitedI””” echoed Pitt. anxiously.
< =*1It’s not ~that!
bewildered! I can’t make head or tail
- of it! It’s the most extraordinary thing
that ever. happened to me!” -
I took him by the arm. -
" ¢ Calm down, my son,” I exclaimed.
“ Now, shall we go straight to your
‘house, or not?’’ -
Pitt looked at
way. . j : .
‘“ No—nunno!”” he said hesitatingly.

me in a very peculiar

“ We-—we'd better not go there just’

now, Nipper. I say, I'm tremendously
pleased you're  here,”” he went on
eagerly. - ““I was all alone, and I didn’t
" know what to make of it. But now I've
- got you to-talk to, and you're a jolly
keen chap, Nipper.””? :
“““You’re a keen chap, yourself,” I re-
minded him. . |
- ‘¢ Not .the same way as you,”” he ex-
claimed.  ‘“ Besides, I'm feeling too jolly
-upset just now to think at all. I can’t
~understand 1t, and I can only conclude
that something, must be {errifically
wrong '’ . I i ®
" -“Just inside the square green there
~ are some seats,’”” I said. -‘““Come on, old
chap. We'll go in there, and squat down
and have a little talk. We shall atiract
~ attention if we stay here.’? -

““ Good idea,” said Pitt. .

He- welcomed the suggestion, and we
crossed over the road and made our way
into the gardens. which .decorated the
ceniral portion of Duncan Square. It

I—I'm worried—I'm.

] wouldn’t you?”?
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was a kind of miniature })a.rk,.with many
flowerbeds, and neat paths. 2 g § e
- We selected an empty seat, and sat
down. I - could see quite plainly that
Pitt was unusually agitated. - . I- had
ncver seen him in quite this condition
before. As a general rule -he was re-.
markably cool and clear-headed, and it
took a good lot to put him off his stroke,
so to speak. -
“Tell me what
shortly. - * = o
‘““ Well, you see, the butler s
‘““ Blow the butler!’ . I interrupted.
“T want to know everything from the
start—providing, of course, that you
care to tell me. . I’m not anxious to pry
into your affairs, itt——"" | _
“ My dear chap, there’s nothing 'I
should like better than to tell you the
yarn,””  interrupted Pitt. ‘“As you
know, I left Dorrie’s place to come
straight home, didn’t I1?” | J
““Yes; and you were rather worried
because your people hadn’t turned up
| or sent any message,’’ I agreed. ¢ Well,
you came straight home??’

“Yes—and .I took a taxi, if you’ll
recollect,”” said Pitt. I dropped at the
gate, walked up ta the house, and then
knocked upon the door. I expected it
to be opened by Marshall, my pater’s
old butler,”- - '

“ And wasn’t it?” .

?“*No. The door was opened by a
ztoutish man—a butler right enough, but
not Marshall,”” said Pitt. “ Of course,
I walked straight in.””> ~ 4

““ Naturally,” I said.
ally does walk
house.” e ™ 2

I couldn’t understand what Pitt was
getting at, and why he was explaining
this to me so fully. o - -

““ There was nothing queer about-
that,”” he went on, ‘ but the butler
looked at me as though I were an in-
truder. He asked me what I meant by
it, and said his name was Hawkins. And
when I asked him where my mother was
he didn’t seem to know what I meant.’>

‘““ Bvidently a fool,”” I observed.

“ No, he wasn’t,” said Pitt. * This
butler chap got a bit nasty, and then told
me that his master was at home.
Naturally, I took it to mean that he re-
ferred to my father.. You’d do the same,

“Of course,” I éaifd.m. &
““Well, the butler told me that if I

“happ_ell;e:d.,” I said

1

I

d. A chap gener-
straight into his own
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didn’t get oul he'd put me out—and then
fairly took the wind out of me by saying
that Mr. Pitt didn’t live in the house
at all. He said that his master wasn’t
my father. And Lhen ho added that the
chap who lived in the house was named
Simon Raspe.’’

““ Whal a pretty name!'’ I commented.

“ Blow the name!” said Pitt. * Of
course, I looked at the chap blankly.”

*“ I should think you did.”” I remarked.
“ Jolly careless of you, I’itt. You evi-
dently went into the wrong house.
Fancy- vou making such a bloomer!
And you didn't have anything strong
before you left Dorrie’s — -

“ 0Oh, don't rot!"” protested Lhe junior,
impatient with worry. ‘I thought the
snme as you did—I came to the conclu-
sion that I had blundered into the wrong
house. Of course, I apologised on the
spot, and walked out. But now comes
the extraordinary part of it. When 1
qul, outside I found that the houss was
No. 59, and that it was, without doubt,
my pater’s place.”’ .

I looked at Pilt curiously.

f‘ln “'33‘1‘03“3 your paler’s house?”’ 1
said.

» Yes.”
*“ Aro you sure?”
¢ Posilive!”’ '

“ But if il's your f[ather's house how
13 1t that this butler told you it belongs
to a man named Simon Raspe ?”’ I asked.

‘““ Goodness knows!"' said Ditt, I
was so bowled over I didn’'t know what
to do. Then I spotted you, and—and
there you are! What do you think I
ought to do now?”’

I considered for a moment.

‘“ Kither the butler was pulling your
log, or your patler has lelL the house fur-
nished {o somebody,” I said slowly.
““ That's about the most likely explana:
tton, I should think.”

“But my people wouldn't let the
house furmshed!” said Pitt. ‘“ They've
never dene such a thing—and wouldn’t
droam of it! DBesides, 1f that was the
cas2 (he butler would know about it.”
he added shrewdly. . “ The butler would
corlainly know .that the house really be-
longed Lo my father, and he would have
told me al once.”

“H'm! I suppose he would,” I
agrecd. “ It's a bil mysterious, my son,
but there's no reason why you should
fat. the wind up. IU's just one of those
ittle problems.that explain themselves

|haven’t even seen my poople yet!
{ when I go home, I find—this!”
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if you only go to work in the right way.
Did you happen to recognise any of-the
furniture in the hall 7’

“I didn't take any notice of it,”" said
Pitt. “ You see, I wns dead cortuin it
was my pater’s place, and didn't evon
look round. My only hat! It's--it’s
amazing! Here am I, just got back
from a long holiday in America, m;;l c{

n

““It's certainly a Dbit queer,”” I ad-
milted. “ The best thing we can do
is to go Lo _the house at once, and make
inquiries. Perhaps that butler cha}) was

a bit dotty. I'll sltay outside, if you
like.”

“ No foar!” said Pitt quickly.
want you with me!”

“* Good enough! I'm your man!”

Wo rose from the seat, and soon walked
oul of tho enclosure, crossed the road,o
and pushed open the gate of No. 859.°
Pitt went first. and I followed, quite in-
terested in the little problem which he
had provided. I had certainly never cx-
pected anything of this kind when I
came to Duncan Square.

We arrived on the [)in: doorstep, and
Pitt gave a brisk tatloo upon the
knocker.

““ He kept me waiting hours before,”
he remarked.

But this time {ho door was socon
openad. Without a doubt, the man in
the hall was Hawkins, He was a porlly
individual in butler's uniform, and as he
looked at I’itt he frowned. He trans-
ferred lris altentions to me, and frowned
even more, '

“ Come on!" said Pitt grimly.

Withoult compunction he pushed the
butler aside, and strode into the hall. I
followed while Hawkins was making a
vain attempt to grab my companion.
Pitt was standing in the middle of the
hall, looking round him.

“Yes, this is the pater's place all
right!"" he exclaimed wnrml?'. “ That
hall-stnnd—the stags’ heads! I should
know ’em in a thousand! And there's
this piclure, too—Lhis lovely oil ‘painting
by an old master! And the barometer
—why, it's got my imtials carved in the
woodwork! I did it when I was about
ten, and gol a good hiding for it, too!”’

“ Well, what's to be done now?" I
asked.

The butler was furious.

** You coufounded young rascals!' he

III
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said hotly.  “ Whal do you mean by
pushing your way in here like {his?
(lear out at once, or I'l}l—"

*“You'll do nothing!” snapped Itl.
‘ Look here, I'vo had enough of your
bleased bounce! This is my father’s
house—it belongs to Mr. Reginald Pitt,
and all your rol aboul a man named
Simon Raspe——" -

“ See hore, my lad!’ interru
butler fiercely. - “1I know w
doing, and I've got orders—"'

““ Confound your orders!"’ roared Pitt.
“This is my father’s houso, ard I've
. ‘got more ri i’lt here than you have! Do
you think 1I'm going to stand here and
be ordered out by a blessed servant ?”

-“Pitt was boiling now, and I stepped
forward.

‘“ There’s no need to have an argu-
ment about it,”’ I said genlly. y
can't we talk about this calmly, and get

¥ at the truth? Now, Jook here, Hawkins,
do you really mean to say that this house
doesn’t belong to Mr. Reginald Pitt ?”

“It does nol!' snapped the butler.
“And I'm not going to be queslioned
by a couple of young whipper-snappers

‘‘ Steady on!”' T interrupted. ‘* We're
just trying to get al the truth, that’s all.
My chum here knows for a fact that this
s his pater’s house, and he’s just come
homo from a trip abroad. Yel you say
ihat the housc belongs to Mr. Simon
Raspo!”’

L1} And
Hawkins.
- ““ Are you surc he hasn’'t renied it,
-furnished ?”’ |

The butler looked impatient.

““ My mastor’s nol the kind of man o
rent a furnished house,” he replied
curlly. ““And, what’s more, there’s
aomelhinf about it all that I didn’t care
{o say—il you want to know the truth.
T thought I'd spare this youngster's feel-
ings. ﬁ told him I didn’t know anythi
gbout a_ man named Pitt—but T do!”’

" Reginald Pilt stared.

‘““ You do!”’ he echoed. * Spare my
feelings! Whal—what in the name of
wonder do you mean ?”’

“I'm not saying any more!’’ replied
the buller sullenly.

For a moment Pitt hardly knew what
Lo say.

*‘ Is Mr. Raspe at home 7’ T asked.

‘“ Yes, ha is—in the library,’”” replied
tha man. *‘ It’s a good thing that baize

l:l.c(l the
at I'm

SO does!”’  exclaimed

il

" | soft
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door shuts it off- from this parl of the
house, or he’d be out here clipping your
cars! Now, run off beforo I—"’

“We're not running off just yel,” 1T
wmterrupted. “‘ Look here, Hawkins, I
suggest that Pilt should go 1n and sce
Mr. Raspe at once. This house really
belongs to Ditt’s father, and it's only
natural that he should be flubbergasted
to find all this. A short talk with Mr.
| Raspo would explain things.”

The butler shook his head.

“It cap’t be done!’ he said grimly.
““ The masler gave strict orders that he
wasn’t to be _distarbed—and I'm not
going o let you boys go bothering him
just. as you hke. Understand?”

Pitt glared.

““I understand that you're a lot {oo
Ibig for your boots!” he snapped. ‘‘I'm
going to see Mr. Raspe now—and I'm
going Lo find out what Lhis means! A
stranger in possession of my father's
house! My goodness! We'll jolly soon
get to know the truth!”

. He moved towardsethe baize door at
the end of the hall.

“ Don’t you go there!”’ shoiled the
butler angnily.

‘““Go and eat coke!”’
‘“ Come on, Nipper!”’

I had been thinking about stoppin
behind, but since Pittii’lad invited me,
followed him, in epite of the butler’s at-
tempt to detain me. We pushed beyond
the baize door, and found ourselves in
a wide corridor which ran at right ‘angles
to the hall. Pitt, of course, knew exactly
where the library was. He was fully
acquainted with every nook and cranny-
in this house. He had been born in it.
hHo had spent the wholo of his childhood

ere. . '

He rushed to the library, and threw
opon the door. I arrived at the same
moment, and the. portly butler came
blundering bechind. I found myself look-
into a well appointed room, with a
carpet on the floor, a fine mahogany
pedestal desk in the centre, and the walls
of the room were completely lined with
beautiful book cases. It was a library
of the finest description.

And, seated mm a luxurious lounge
chair, a stranger was smoking a large
cigar. He looked up calmly as we ap-
peared, and lamdl aside a book.: As I
looked at him I felt a strange chord of
| romembrance in my mind. It seemed to
me that I had seen that face before,

retioried IPitt.




HIS HOUSLE IN DISORDER

< Well?” he askod smoothly. “ May I
ask the meaning of Lhis—this extraor-
dinary intrusion?’

The butler. from Lhe rear, answered.

“T tried Lo keop the young rascals oul,
sir,”’” he panted. “ But they dodged
past me. I couldn’t catch themmn——"

““ That will do, Hawkins,”” said M.
Simon Ranspe smartly. ¢ Leave these
boys here; you may go.”

Tho buller., taking a deep breath, de-
parted, closing the door upon us. We
were in the library, and Pitt _advanced.
In spite of mysolf, I couldn’t help feol-
ing that I was an intruder. After all.
this affair was nothmg to do with me.
But Pitt had asked me to come, and T
couldn’t back out.

For a few moments nobody spoke.
Mr. Stmon Raspe sat in his chair toyin
lazily with his cigar. He was a biggish
man, inclined to be slout, with [fal,
bagegy cheeks and a very unhealthy com.
ploxion. His nose, in contrast to the rest
of his face, was long and sharp. giving
him a curious hayk-liko appearance. His
eyes were piercing, and looked out from
beneath black eyebrows. -

In appearance, he was immaculate,
and his Dblack-grey hair was brushed
back, and looked unpleasantly oily. Iu
fact, Mr. Simon Raspe.looked oily alto-
gother. Ho was just that type of indi-
vidual.

““This 1s mosl interesting.’’- he said,
in a silky voice.” ‘‘ You ovidently know
me, but { must confess Lhat you have the
advantage.’’ .

., “ My name is Reginald Pitt, and this
18 a chum of mine—a school friend,”
eaid Pitl. I want lo say something
to you, Mr. Rasleg." )

““You are at liberty to say whal you
please,”’ replied the other.

I- felt relioved, for some reason or
other, that Pitt had not introduced ne
by name. I didn’t want this man to
know that my name was Nipper—for he
would immediately associate mo with
Nelson Lee. As it was, he didn’t know
me from Adam. |
- ““First of all, will you please explain
what you are doing in this house—in
my father's house "' asked Pitt grimly.
“Will you explain why you are in my
father's library, sitting in my father's
easy-chair, and readmg one of his
books ?”"
~Mr. Raspe knocked Lhe ash from his
cigar. -

L

3

“ You
smoolhly.

“ Mislaken!"" shouted Pitt. * I'm not

“ This house is my property.'’ inler-
rupled Mr. Raspe. * This library is my
properly. this chair is my properly, and
this book is my properly! Your father
owns nothing whatever here!”

“But—but I do not understand!’ ,
panted Pitt. ¢ When—whon I went lo
America on a holiday, my [ather was
here—-"

‘“ A greal deal can happen in a short
apace of time,”” said Mr. F(aape smoothly.
‘“In facl, a great deal -has happened.
It is no wish of mine to hurt your [eel-
ings. P’erhaps it would be as well to put
the matter bluntly. -Your parents were
kicked out of this house a month ago!”’

¢ Kicked out!” gasped Pitt hoarsely.

Mr. Simon Raspe nodded. -

““I kicked them out!’ he added, wilh
casual contempt.

Reginald Pitt flamed into fury at the
man’s callous brutality.

“You—you rotter!” sghouted DPill,
rushing forward with clenched fists.
** You confounded rogue! Ii's not true
|—iL can’t be true! My  father and
mother have lived here for vears and
ycars—"'

. I will overlook your insults this once
—but not again!’’ interrupted Mr. Raspo
curlly. *‘‘Let me speak! While you
have been absent your father and mother
have left this property for good. If you
wish to know the truth, your father
made a bad speculation, and lost every-
thing he possessed. Much against my
wish 1 was compelled to- seize eovery-‘
thing, including this house and its con-
lents. It rather took my fancy, and so
I have come to live in it personally.’

L D stagﬁered back. The words were
( utlered with a calm, deliberate malicious-
ness, and I felt that I'd like Lo go for-
war<d and smash my fist inlo the smooth-
tongued brute's smirking face.

S It's a lie!” panted Pitt  dazedly.
“1It's an infernal he! My—my parents
haven't lost everyvthing—you—you must
have swindled lhem——" '

Mr. Simon Raspe jumped to his foet.

““ Silence!” heé thundered. ‘Do you
think I will allow you to speak to me
in that way in my own houso ?"’

‘““It’s my father's house!"’ ghouled Pitt
furiously.

Mr. Raspe touched the bell, and the
butler al once appoared.

are mistaken,” he said
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‘ Show these boys inlo the street!”’ or-
dered Mr. Simon Raspe. ‘‘ If thoy give
you any trouble, call-a footman and kick
them out["”

And

Reginald Pitt clenched his fists.
then, before I could slop him.he rushed
forward, and his right shot with full
forco into the sneering. man’s face.  His
fist landed with a thud, and Mr, Simon
Raspo staggerod back,

And then, of course, we were thrown
out. That punch of Pitt’s did the trick
properly. J{)l.most bofore we kunew it we
found ourselves upon the steps, and the
door slammed behind our backs.

CHAI'TER 1I

AT GRAY'S INN ROAD,

EGINALD PITT almost
R ~with rage and helplessness,
We were walking along Duncan
Square, und, indeed, wore were at-
{racting attontion. Tor Pill’s faco was
flushed, and his eyes were literully
blazing. I knew that ho wanted calming
down.

" Lel's get back
suggested.

Ho accompanicd me wilhout a word,
and in o few moments wé were back
upon the scat, and Pill looked at me
fievcely. '

‘“ By Heaven!"” he said chokingly. ‘1
~-I wish I'd hit him more than once!
‘The brutal roiter! I—I don’t know what
to think—my mind’s in a meaze. What
do you make of it, Nipper?’’

““ The first thing, my dear chap, is lo
cool down,” I said. * Getling excited
like this won’t do uny good.” '

‘“ But—but it's awful——"

“T know it's awful, and I'm tUre-
mendously sorry,”” I inlerrupted gently.
“1 felt just the same as you—I wanted
{o punch thal sneecring, gloating rotler,
but I held my:elf in check. Punching
him doesn’t do mny good--and, in any
case, it wasn’t for me to do it.”

““ It’s my father’s house—I know every
slick of 1L!” multered Pitt brokenly.
* Oh, Nipper, what does 1t mean? Ho
— ho said (hat the pater had madoe a bad
speculation and lost everylhing, and he
seized the house.”

“T expect he was telling the simple
truth,” 1 rephed.
seized the house because your father had
made a bad speculation,

sobbed

to thal park seai,” I

“ At least, I mean he.

Whether

LE]

e
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Raspe’s parl of -it was honesl rcmaing
open Lo query. Your pater’s a finaucier,
isn't he?”’ :

*“ [—-I've never troubled (o think.,”
said Pitl. ** T know he’s always done bir
things in (he City—stockbroking, and all
that kind of business. My pater’s rich—
he's got pots of money!”

“It's casy to lose o lot of money at
that game,” I said quietly. “‘ It’s as .
clear as daylight, Pitt, that your .pater
has met with a disaster while you were
over in Canada with us.” .

“ J—1 nover expeclted anything of this
kind!" snid Pitt, almost rcady lo break.
into tears. *‘ Oh, Nipper, you—you can
just imagine how ?e fecl! It's—il’s
alflpusl more than I can bear to think
o .,7 .

I pul an arm round his shoulder.

“Cheer up, old man,”” 1 said.
* Giving way (o despair won't do any
good. You'll learn the whole truth from
your father——"

“ But—but I don't know where he is!”’
inlerrupted Pitt despegately.  *“ Raspoe
didn’t tell us, and I can’t go back to in-
quire!" o T

“ Woell, come along with me to Gray's
Inn Road,”” 1 sanid. ** That's the best
thing that can be done. Would you care
to tell Mr. Lee anything about 1t ?”

“Tll  tell him everything—why
shouldn’t 1?7’ asked the other. ¢ Pere
haps he’'ll be able to .lind my people. .
Oh, that scoundrel! TI've got an idea
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he's a horrible rogue, Nipper!

“I'm jolly well certain of il,’”” T said.
** His very look was enough for me—-
Lthe slimy, snecering bounder! Look here,
I rather fancied I recognised him. Any-
how, I believe I've seen his face some-
whero—— By Jove! Pve got it! I
aaw a faco like his in the guv’nor’s gal-
lery ol crooks!”

‘““ What 7’ gasped Ditt,

I jumped up. =

“Comoe on'!” T saiud.
make surc—ealthough my memory for
faces izn’t often at faull. We'll go along
to Gray's Inn Road at once.”

Pilt was much calmer now, but it was
the cabnness of despair. We arrived at
the guv’nor’s house in Gray’s Inn Road
within twenly minutes, nand  we founc
that Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore had
not yet arrived. I was rather pleased
about this, for we had the place to our-
selves. - _

I took Pilt atraight un inlo the consult-

staring al me.

“We'll soon
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ing-room, and then went off inlo Loe’s
private sanctum. From the bookcase I
selectod a bulky volume—a photo}raph
album, in fact—but one of a peculiar
nature.

Pitt and I went over it together, and,
when we were nearly through it, we
both gave vent to exclamations. FKor
there, staring at us from one of the
pages, was a photograph which we could
not mistake. We saw the face of a man
about Len years younger than Mr. Simon
Raspo.

His checks were not so puffy, and his
hair was quite black. But thore was no
mistaking that face—no mistaking the
sharp nose. We were looking upon n
photograph of Simon Raspe, ltaken many
years carlier. '

_“ That’s the chap!”’ excluimed Piti ex-
Cltﬁdlﬂ': ‘““But—but it's not him, after
all—this chap’s named Beckett—""

““My dear chap, you can’t take any
notice of names,’” I interruptled. ¢ Now,
what does il say? * Horace Becket,
convicted of blackmail and fraud in the
Lombard Street case. Sentenced to
three years penal servitude. One of the
cleverest blackmailers in existence. A
man to be closely watched. Dabbles in
fraud ' ;r.!nd conspiracy if an opening
arises. '

‘““ My only hat!’ exclaimed Pitt.

““ That’s our merchant,”’ I said grimly.
“ A blackmailer who served three years
in chokey, my son!”

““ And—and he’s the man who's turned

my father and mother out of their
home!’' gasped Ditt. “* Oh, ‘Nipper,
what can we do? I—I—" '

““ Why, boys, I didn't expect to see

you here,”” oxclaimed Nelson Loe,
coming into the room. * Hallo! Any-
thing wrong. Pilt? You are looking ex-
tremely agitated, my boy. I hope
nothing has happened——"

“It has, sir!” gasped Pitt. ¢ I—I

can't tell you—I feol so awful about it!
Nipper will explain.”

I did explain, as shortly and as con-
cisely as possible. Nelson Lee listened
and Lord Dorrimore, who had come in
first, had discreetly retired iuto another
room.

Nelson Leo was looking rather grim
whon I had finished.

“T neadn’t tell you. Pitt, how very
grieved 1 am to hear this,” he_said
quietly. ‘‘ It pains me more than I can
toll you. But, as Nipper says, it is fairly

IN
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kind.
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evident that your father had a financial

battle with thia man, and—waell, he Jost.
Iic lost everything at one blow.”

““ But this fellow's a criminal, sir!”’

‘“ Quites 80, Pitt, but he has served
his sentonce, and as long as ho keeps on
the right side of the law he cannot be
touched,” said Lee gently. ‘ And it is
quile possible for a convicled criminal
(o engage in financial enterprises of this
Ruspe, a3 he now calls himself. i3
onc of the cloeverest crooks in this
country.” :

““ Do you think thero's anything fishy
about this business, sir?' I asked.

“ IFrankly, I do,”” replied Lee. ‘‘ And,
what is more, I will certainly look into
the malter as early as possible. Don’t
worry, Pitt. If Raspe has defrauded
your parents, I will put matters right.”’

Piti’s eyes gleamed with gratitude.

“ Oh, it’s ripping of you, sir!” he suid
huskily. ' ' .

For the life of him he couldn't keep
his eyes from filling. He fumbled for
his handkerchief, and jerked it out of
his pocket. As he did so a telogram
envelope came out. too., and fell to the
floor. Pitt caught his breath, and
grabbed at the wire. -

** Why, this—this was given to me this
morning—at Lord Dorrimore’s house,”
he panted. *“ I—I forgot to open it, and
stuffied it into my pocket. Oh. what an
idiot! Don’t you remomber, Nipper?”

““I remoember the wire being handed -
{o you,”’ I replied.

““ He tore it open, and held it shakily
while he read the words. They were as
follows:

“ Cannot come lo greet you. Will
explain when we meet. Come straight
lo 25, Oakland (irove, Fulham. Your
mother is here. —FATHER."”’

“Well. I'm jiggered!” ejaculated
Pitt. “ If I'd only opened this before, I
should have known. I must get off at
once, Mr. Lee, il vou'll excuse mec.

want to see my pater and mater awfully

badly."”’

Pitt went off almost before we could
sny anything else to him. He was tre-
riendously excited. and there was little
wonder for this. This blow had come as
a great shock to him.

But, on the whole, I thought it was
better that he had found out in advance.
For it would save his father and mother
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tho pamn of telling him what had hap-

peaned.

.~ As quickly as a motor-'bus would take
him, Pitt hurried to Oakland Grove. ., To
his diamay, he found this {0 be a some-
.what squalid by-street off the Fulham
"Road. It tried to look very respectable,
but failed.

And No. 25, {o Pitt's further horror,
was 8 boarding-house—at least, a place
-where apartments were to let. He went
up the steps, [M‘ilﬁ strangely perturbed
and sick at heart. He had never dreamed
of & home-coming like this!

He knocked upon the door, and it was
soon opened by a slatternly maid-scervant.
She looked at PitL with a suspicious eye.

‘““ Does—does My, Ditt live here?”
- asked the junior. :

“Yes; him an’ his missus,” replied
the girl carelessly. *“ You'll find ’em on
the first floor—back room. You wani to
geo 'em 7"’ :

AL Yes.ll

‘“ All right; you can go straight up.”

Something seemed to be clutching at
Pitt’s heart. His parenis living n a
- first floor back room 1 a boarding-house!
His proud father—his gentle, queenly
mother! It was almost (oo awful o

be boelioved.

. Pitt bounded up the stairs three at o
timo. and burst imto the room like a
whirlwind. And he stood there, breath.
ing hard. Yes, there was no mistake.
- His, father was seated on a fairly com-
fortable couch. and he half rose as Pitlt
entercd. By the window sat Myrs. Pitt,
her face sad and weary looking. Bul,
as she suw Reginald, the sad look disap-
peared, and she gave a low ory of joy.

‘“ Why, Roggle, you gave me quite a
slaxt !’ said his futher.

““ Oh, m[\; boy !’ said Mrs, Pilt.

Pitl, rushed to his mother’s side, and

for a moment or two he was embarrassed
by her embraces. He had not seen them
for weeks, however, and Lthey were just
as moved as he wus.
- But, after the greetings wero over,
Pitt looked about him, and then gazed
at his mother and father. They were no
different, except that both were looking
somewhat haggard and worn.

His father was as straight as ever—a
tall, well-built man with a strong, keen
face. His mother was just her own
gentle self. She scemed absolutely out
of placo in this somewhal disrepulable
aparime=i.
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“ Now, my boy, l've got to toll you
something that will come as a grave
shock to you,”” said Mr. Pitt hesitatingly.

“1 know, pater—I—I know all about
it!” inlerrupted Reginald Pitt. “ I-I
went st-rail.’v;ht to our house m Duncan
Square—"'

“ It is our_house no longer, Reggie,™
put in Mrs. itt gently. '

" The junior told his parents cxactly
how it had come aboul, and what he had
done. A quiet gleam of salisfaclion en-
tered his father’s eyes when he heard of
that incident when Pitt had punched Mr.
Simon Raspe in the face.

“I éan’t blame you for doing that,
my boy,”’ said Mr. Pitt. ‘‘ Upon my
soul, I felt like trealing him that way
myself. The scoundrel! You needn’t
think that this disaster was the resuit of
a fair speculation. You don’t under-
sltand business, but I can at least tell you
that Simon Raspe swindled me out of
overything I possessed. But 1 can't
touch him—he’s Loo clever!™

“ Can’t—can’t you tell the police?™
asked. Pill. -

“J can tell the police everything—but
what will be the good?’” asked his
father wearily. “I've no proof—mot a
shred. I am convinced that such proof
actually exists, but it is locked away
somewhere in Simon Raspe’s papers.
The scoundrel was too smart for me—I
flidn't realise his game unlil it was (oo
ate.”

“ Bul—but he lefl you
surely 77’ asked Reginald.

** Nothing!”

“ But—but how can you live ™ panled
the junior.

““We are ‘having a grave sll‘tlggle,"-
sald his father. *‘* My boy, I don't hke
to distress you, but sometimes we do
not even have enough to eul! We have
great {rouble in paying the meagre rent
for these two roome——"'

** Oh, you shouldn’t have told him!™
said Mrs. Pilt, sobbinﬁ.

“ It is betier that he should kunow!"”
replied his father. *‘ No good will coms
of keeping theso sad facts from our son.
But you needn’t worry, Reginald. T am
doing my very best to obtain a post——"’

“ You-~you're trying lo find work!”
exclaimod Pitt, horrified. _

¢ 1, is the only thing to be done,” said
Mr. Pitt. “ Is thero anything disgrace-
ful in that? We are in Jow waler, my

something,
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boy—-s%0 low that sometimes I almosl
despair. But when I am i1n a position lo
do so, I will expose Simon Raspe for the
brutal scoundrel he is.  Then I shall
have my revenge—then the world will
know Lhe truth!’
it was slaggered. |

~ “ Bul—but there's no need for Lhis
surely,”” he asked, waving his hand round

_the room. ‘ Can’t you get some money,
"paler? We've got friends——"

‘* Friends!”’ echoed his father bitterly.

“ Oh, ves, plenty of friends! The kind
that leave you as rats will leave n
sinking ship! There are some, I
will admit. who are slaunch and
truc. Bul do you suppose for one
moment that I would borrow money?
My boy. I would prefer to starve! I
have some pride left—and I will never
take one penny from a friend. no matter
how hard he presses me to accept. No,
we will struggle on until the position
improves.”’

* But—but they all know asked
I1it.  * Qur friends, I mean?”

“I don’t think they do.” pul in his
molher. ** At least, they have no idea
of our true position. I ﬁom to Heaven
they never will know of this disaster.
Reggie. It was cruel of vour fathor to
tell you so much. It will make you un-
happy whilst vou are at school—"

““ At school!”™ echoed Pitt Dblankly.
“DBut I'm net going back to St. Frank’s,
mother! T couldn’t think of-it! I'm
going to stop here-—with yvou--I'll find a
Job. There’s plenty of work——""

“* No, no, my boy: you must go back
{o St. Frank's,”" put in Mr. Pitt firmly.
* I positively insist upon it. I will not
heat 6f anything else. There is no reason
why you should not continue vour edu-
cation---for this one term, at leust.”

ittt stared.

“ Bul the fees. pater?’ lie asked.
‘“The feos are terrible at St. - Frank's!
You can’t possibly pay that money—"’

;- Fortunately,  your feces for the
comng lerm are already paid Reggie,”
uderrupted his father. “ They were
paid before the crash came. I always
bolieved in keeping those things. well n
advanre. Indeed. vour headmaster has
cven un comfortable little sum to provide

vou with pocket-money (hroughout Lhe
torm."”’

Pitt looked at his father grimly.
“I won't go, pater.” he said.
“My dear boy---"

oy
a

would
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“I won't go!’ declared Pitt firmly.
“It-—it would be like—like treachery!

1 couldn’t leave you here, knowing all

ust the same as cver
at St. Frank's. Look here, I've got an
idea:  Why not get the money back
from the school?” ~IL'll be pounds and

pounds:  Look how handy that’ll come
in-——--

- ““ Reggie. I wish you would lislen to
me!” pul in Mr. Pitt firmly. ““ I cannot
recover the fees from St. I:Y rank’s. Such
a thing is impossible. And, indeed, if
the recovery of tho money was easv. I
not think of it. Think of (he
comment it would cause—just to mention
one point. No, you must go back to St.
Frunl::"s, and keep on just the same as
ever.

““I-I don’t like to, dad !

4 But you must like it!" insisted his
father. “ Your presence at St. Frank's
will help us. The very fact that you are

this, and go on

there will delude people into the belief

that things are still fairly well with us.
Don’t you see, Reggie? If I took you
away suddenly like this—well, it would
get talked about. "It will be far betler
i every way for you lo go to St. Frank's
as if nothing had happened.”

“1Tf you put it like that, pater. T Sitp-
pose you're right,” said Reginald slowly.
* Bul—but what about you and mother?
How will you get on? What about
money--haven't you got any at all -

“ Twenty-seven shillings!” said My,

Pitt ironically. .
. “Great  Scott!” gasped Reggie.
“Twenly-seven shillings! Bul — Dut
there must be some more! Couldn’(--
couldn’t we go and pawn something?
Oh, doesn’t it sound awful!”’ -

“ Nol in the leasl,”’ said Mr. Ditl.
““ There is nothing whatever dishoiour-
able in borrowing money on one’s own
properly. Reggie. A pawnbroker's busi--
ness is juslt as straightforward as any
olher. I don't beliove in this cant—Lhis
ridiculous idea of a visil {o a pawnbroker
being something disgraceful. As a
malter of fact,”’ ﬁo added drvly, *“1 have
already called upon ‘uncle’ on three
occasions, and there is nolhing loft to
warrant another visit.’’ P

“Oh, my goodness!"’ multered Pill
blankly. ‘° And--and suppose you don’t
get something to do, pater?” -

“I don't suppose anything of (he
sort,”’ said his father. * % shall get some-
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thing lo do. Good gracious, can’'t you
{rust me to varn enough money to keep
yust your mother and myself ?’

Reginald was silent. He was horrified
al the very thought of his father scekin
{or a Job! Mr. Reginald Pitt, the welE
known finarcier of Lombard Street! It
seemed incredible that Mr. Pitt should
he compelled to seek employment! But
therc was nothing dishonourable aboul
it, after all.

Mr. Pitt had been ruined, and left
destitute by the evil machinations of a
rival financier.  And now, inslead of
giwving way to despair. Pitt's father was
determined (o start all over again. It
was a fine spirit. He was not ashamed
lo tell his son pointedly that he meant
(o ** find a job.”

(Gradually, Pitl adjusted his ideas, and
realised that there was nothing else to
be done. The only way for his father
was {o carn money. not borrow it. DBul
when Reggie thought of his father going
from place to place, seeking employment,
he experienced a dul!l pain within him.

Getting employment would be twenty
times more difficult for Mr. Pitt than it
would be for a man who had been in
‘employment before. Mr. Pitt had been
his own master for {wenty-five years. He
would be turned down at place after
place—for he could never ask for em-
ployment where he was known. His
natural pride would prevent him from
humihating himself in such a way.

““QOh, paler, I don't know. what {o
ray !’ muttered Reggic at last.

‘“ Say nothing, but keep your courage
up,”’ said Mr. Pitt gently. “ And now
we will dismiss all this talk, We want
(o hear about your adventures in
America. We want to know how you
enjoyed yourself. And on Monday you
willl go back to St. Frank’s—and you
must do your very best to keep in jour
usual spirits. Is that a promise, riy
boy 7"’ _

“I—T'll do the best I can, dad,” said
P’itt, in a low voice.

And the matter was dismissed, and
Reginald cheered his parenis up by
telling Lthem of his stirring adventures
in Montana and North-West Canada.
But even while he was Telating the most
exciting events, that dull pain still
troubled him. -

Reginald Pitt knew that this {erm at
St. I'rank’s would be a difficult one.
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CHAPTER ‘IH. |
SOMETHING WRONG WITH PITT.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTII
E grinned cheerfully.
“My sons, you'ro late for thes

fair!”” he observed. “1It’s all-
over—I've told the whole yarn to every-
body!"’

*“Good!” T replied. “1It's saved us
the trouble. I've been funking the
ordeal cver since Friday.” '

We had arrived at St. Frank’s, and
Handforth evidently thought that e
would cause dismay by his statement.
Morning lessons were just over, and we
were alF ready for dinner, as soon as the

bell sounded.

We had all come down by the same
train, with the exception of Pitt. He
hadn’t arrived, and I wondered if he
would ever come al all. Knowing all
the facts, I thought it quile likely that
we should not see him at St. Frank's
again.

I was very sorry for this, for Reginald
PitL was one of Lhe best fellows in the
Remove—and, what was more, an ‘ex-
tremely valuable member of the junior
football eleven. '

On the liner. during our trip across
the Atlantic, I had suggesiad a little
football practice. There Ead been plenty
of réom for this on deck, and we had
ot ourselves .into trim quite nicely, Pitt
showing parlicularly good form. '

I should be very sorry to lose him
now. Bul I realised that it would be
almost out af the question for his people
to pay the heavy fees at St. Frank’s.
Mr. Pitt was in very low water now,
and I knew well enough that he could
not afford these fees. |

I was therefore quite surprised when,
in chatting with Jack Grey, he told mo
that Pitt would arrive Iater.

‘““ How do you know ?’’ 1 asked.

““Why. I got a letter from him this
morning,”’ replied Grey. ‘“ He's my
study male, and he lold me to cxpect
him by the afternoon train. He'll be
down, of course. What's the maiter
with you, Nipper? You speak as if be
might not come!” . L

‘ Oh, no, not "at _all,” I hastened to
say. ‘“ But I thought perhaps he might
not be down to-day—that’s all.”’ .

I couldn’t quile understand why Pitt
was coming, and I concluded that his
father's posilion. was not so bad, after
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all. Bul then it struck me _that these
St. Frank's feos might have been paid
months before. And I finally decided
that I had hit the solution.
wore paid, Pitlt was coming.

Evorybody was very pleased to see us

all, and. - although Handforth had
already told the yarn aboul our ad-
venlures, the fellows wanted to hear

everything from me. Thero was a great
deal of surprise when it was found that
my account practically coincided with
.Handforth's. | .
“JIs this all true?"’ asked Singlelon,
In surprise.
“* True?
plied.
““But we thought that Handforth was
spoofing,”’ said Armstrong. ‘‘ You know
how he tells the tale, and exaggerates

e ——

“Do you wanl a thick ear?’ bawlel
HandforLh.

““ This time Handy couldn’t very well
oxaggeratle,” I explained. * Our ad-
ventures were so startling that there was
no room for exaggeration. Well, how's
evervthing going on?”

‘“ Oh, fine!” said Somerton. ¢ But it’ll
be a lot better with you here, Nipper.
We've béen a bil lost since the begin-
ning of the term—only a few days. I

Of course il's true!" I re-

know. Bul what's a ship without its
skipper ?”’
“I'm glad you think that,”” T said.

“Vell, you chaps, I'm going to make
things- hum this term—1 can tell you
that straight off. We're going tu break
all records in the football line. I want
to get the best toam together we've ever
had, and win every giddy malch of the
soason!” -

““That’s easier said than done.” re-
marked Hubbard. “ Of course, I'll do
my best for the leam——"’

““Thanks all the same. Hubby. old
son, bul thero's nothing doing.”” T inter-
rupted blandly. *“ If you want to play
football, anly lo the Third-Formers!
You don’t know a goal-post from a
chicken-run!”’

“Why, you ass, I'm in fine form!'"
said Hubbard indignantly.

““You'll be given your chance. if
you're good enough.”” I replied. “ I'm
not a chap who believes in wasting time.
To-morrow, we're going to have a good
old trial. Those chaps who promise weil
on the field will be required to practise
like old boots'™

“ By jings!" exclaimed Jerry” Dodd.

As the fees |

“I don't reckon I'll be much good at
football, chum. &till, I’'d like to try
my hand.”

‘““Your foot. you mean,”’ I said.
“Well, you'll have a chance, Doddy--
although crickel’s your line. DBy the

way. who's the new merchanl-—with (he
burnt cork complexion ?” |

“Oh, the Indian kid?*" eatd Arm-
strong.

“* Yes.”

The juniors grinned.

“* He's a queer sort. il you like!” saud
Singleton. with a chuckle. * Got pols
of money. and his .pater’s ‘a nabob, or
something. He's got a name a mile
long. and he speaks English at thirtecen
to’ the dozen. He uses about (wenty
words where one would do.”

I was quite anxious to make the ac-
quaintance of the new Indian junjor. I
goon found out that his father was a very
big pot in India, and the dusky youth
had come to St. Frank’s to receive educa-
tion beforé going up to Oxford. His
name was Hussi Ranjit Lal g£han.

¢ This, of course, was altogether too long
for the juniors to articulate, or even

| remember. And he was gencrally known

as “ Dusky.”” This nanme had offended
*his highness greatly at first, but he soon
gol used lo it.

Jack Grey inlroduced me afier dinner
Hussi Ranjit Lal Khan was out in the
Triengle strolling underneath the chest
nut-trees. He was a dandy, something
like Sir Montie, wearing the finest cut
clothing. and he was partial to fancy
vests and swagger neckties. '

““ Here you are Dusky!’ said Grey
cheerfully. ‘‘ This is Nipper. the cap-
tzin of the Remove. He's only just ar
rived, you know.”’

The Indian boy bowed.

“It is with extrome plensure that [
make your magnificenl acquainlance,”
he said, in a soft voice. *“ I am.charmed
and excitodlr exuberant.”™

“ There’s no need to be excited,” I
grinned. ‘“I hope you'll enjoy yoursell
at St. Frank’s. Khan. Anyhow, you can
be quite certain Lhat you'ﬁ have a good
time in the Remove."

Hussi  Khan smiled. L

““l1 am already enjoving lhe ulmost
enjoyments from the magnificent - com-
panions around me,"’ e observed.
“The stupendous nature of their extra-
ordinary  conversalion  has  already
charmed me bevond compnarison. And |
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am overwheolmingly benefited by the
knowledge that you are the captain of
our august Form.” -

“Good!” I chuckled. ‘Do
generally talk atl this length, or is il yusl
a passing fancy?”

“I speak the Inglish that is pre-

posterously correct,” replied the Indian

junior. It is ndiculously fine, this
great language. It gives me the moat
wonderful pleasuro to speak the elon-

gated words, since ihey convey the most
extraordinary meaning. * Is not my com-
mand of the language strikingly imper-
fect 7’

“Jt is!” I grinned. Evidently Hussi
Khan had meant to say ‘ perfect.”” But
I was soon to learn that he generally
used wrong words—with the result, fre-
quently, that his remarks were extremely
{funny without intending to be.

‘“ You don't play football, I suppose?”
I inquired.

““T must regretfully announce that my
.qualtfications do not extend to that
ludicrous game,” replied Khan. My
sorrow i1s mdst enormous, and I can only
apologise with all humidity for such out-
landish shortcomings.’’

" “That's all nght,” I chuckled.
‘““ Football is a great game, my son, and
vou might be a dabster at it, for all I
know. Anyhow, you'll have to practice,
whether you like it or not.”

The Indian boy nodded.

“It is most exlraordinary desire lo
practico,” he observed. ‘‘I have already
witnesscd wilth my lerrific vision the be-
coming antics of the boys upon the field
of football.”

“ And' vou think you'll_be able to
play?”

‘“ My thoughts are of the most mar-
vellous description,’ replied Hussi Khan.
“I am determined that I shall become an
axceptional kicker, and my greatest en-
deavour will be to learn this wonderful
game before many days have passed. 1
shall be most charmingly obliged if you

will instruet me in the various varigtions. |

My agility 18 quile disgusting, and I am
confidentally certain that I shall prove to
be a most sinister player.”

¢““] suppose you mean sin
player?”’ Iposuid gently,  *“ We don’t
want any sinister * players, my son.
Well, if you'll present yourself on
Little Side to-morrow, I'll give you a
[ew of those instructions in the various
variations,”

lar
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yO‘.l .

to you

“

‘““ My obligation 13 singularly pre-
posterons,”’ saud Husst Khan, bowing.
*““ Ha, ha, ha!”

He had grown quite acéustomed to
hearing the juniors yell with laughter
at his remarks, and he took very little
notico of them now. He walked away,
smiling, and just then I was attracted
by the fact that a junior had walked in
llhligltgll the gateway. It was Reginald

itt.

I went up to_him at once. -

‘“Jolly glad to see you” I said.
““Hallo! You mustn't look so glum old
chap. IFeeling all right?”

‘“Yes, fairly all right,”
qgquietlly.

Jack Grey came dashing up. -

“You awful bounder!” he yelled,
Frnhbmg Pitt’s hand, and wringing it.
‘What the dickens do you mean by
coming now, instead of this moming?
I say, I’ve gol some special stuff in for
tea. and we’ll have n gorgeous feed!”’

Pitt smiled rather wanly.

‘“ That’a jolly decent of you,” he said.
“You're lookmi just the same, Jack,
o

old boy. Lel's hope we have n decent
time this term.” -

Jack Grey looked at his study mate
critically.

“What's wrong with you?”’ he asked
bluntly.

Pitt started. §

“ Wrong with. me?” he repeated. ¢

““ Yes; you look as blue as a packet of
Reckitt's!” said Grey. *““Had a row
with your ple before you came away,
or what? You iook healthy enough, but
there’s something troubling youn. 1 can
see it.”’ |

Ditt {ried to laugh naturally.

““Oh, rot!”’ he anid. ‘‘ What a chap
you are to imagine things, Jack! Of
course there’s nothing wrong with me!
Nothing at all.”

The very emphasis thal he put into the
words told its own story. Jack Grey
said nothing more at the moment, but
hurried Pitt off into. Study IS, in the
Ancient House. Once there, he closed
the door, and faced Reginald squarely.

¢ Now, then, out with it!"" he de-
manded.

“ Qut with what ?”

“0Obh, don’t rot!” said Jack.. ** You're
in trouble of some kind-—it's written all
over your giddy face! You've got to
tell me all about it, or I won’t speak
for a month!” |

said Pitt
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¢: T—1 can't—there’s nothing at alll™
said Reginald Pilt hesitalingly.

“ Did your father lam you before you
left home ?”’ \

‘““ No, you ass!”’

““ You didn’t have any bust up?”

£ Of course not!”’

““ Short of cash?”

€ No !'l .

““ Have you fallen in love "

*“ Oh. don'lL be such a fathead:”’ pro-
tested Pitt impatiently. :

“ Well, I know chaps generally do
look miserable after they've fallen in
love,”' sald Jack Grey. *‘ Qucer thing,
of course, but il happens like that.”’

“T tell you I haven't fallen in love!"’
snorled Pitt. *‘ Do you think I'm such
a silly ass as all that?”

“ Well, what's wrong with you?"

“ Nothing!”’ .

“Then you must have got a pain
somewhere,”’ declared Grey. ‘“My dear
chap, it’s no good trying {o bluff me
like this!” he went on earnestly.
““ We'va been together in this study for
a pretty decent time. and you've always
heen as cheerful as nnything. And now,
instead of coming here with your usual
sunny smile, you look as thouih you've
lost a quid and picked up. a bad half-
penn_yln

Pitt looin:ad at his chum squarely.

‘“ What a persistent beggar you are,

Jack:'’ he said. ‘‘ As a matter of fact,
there is something wrong. My people
have had a bit of trouble—family worry,
vou know. I can’'t very well explain,
but it's upset me, and I suppose 1
haven't quite gol over it."”

Jack Grey was all contritlion.

“I say, I'm awflully sorry for pesler-
ing you 80,” he said. ‘I didn’t know
it was anything like that. I won't say
another word. Reggie. But you really
must try to look more cheerful. Moon-
ing about won't do any good, you
know."”

Much as Pitt liked his study chum, at
this present moment Jack Grey's pre-
sance jarrad upon him. He badly wanted
to be alone. DBut it was better, perhaps,
that he was not nlone.

Pitt had boen miserable ever since he
left London. Thore was one thought
throbbing in-his mind all the time.

- How would his parents manage?”
How would they got in onough money

to pay their ront, and feed them? Sup-

posing his father didn't get work? What

13

would happen then? These were the
points which were worryving I’itt mor:
than he could possibly say.

And he thought of his own posilion.

This. in itself, made. him terrilbly
miserable. Here he was, living a lifo of
comparalive luxury. A comfortable bed
- -good food. and as much as he wanted.
Even pocket-money at the end of the
woek ! |

It didn't seem right to hifh—he felt
he was mean and conlemptible in coming
(o Si. Frank'’s at all.  Bul whal elso
could he do? His father had positively
ordered him Lo go in the finish.

That morning Pitt had protested again
and again, begging that he should be
allowed to stay with his pareals, and
find some work. DBut neither his father
nor mother would hear of it. ‘

Finally., Pitt had rebelled—until lus
father became angry. ‘Then he gave In
at once. und promised that he wonld
try to be as happy as possible. DBut his
thoughts were bitter as he wondered

‘what form this happiness would take.

Jack Grey was not the only one who
noticed the difference in Pitt. He kept
to himself—he avoided mecting the other
follows. When he did meel them, he
had nothing to say. His usually wniy
remarks-were ahtolutely lacking. - And,
of course, this was all noticed.

“There's something wrong with
Pitt"’ “declared Handforth firmly.
““ Goodness knows what it is. but he's
{otally different now. And it’s all hap-
pened since he came home. I'm blessed
if I can understand it!”’

““ Family trouble,, T expect.”’ said

Church. “It's none of our Dbusiness,
anyway."’ :

But all the fellows were not hke
Church. Junior sthoolboys are not

generally delicate, and at_first FPilt wos
pestered with questions. But everybody
was fully in agreement with Handforlh’s
opinion—that there was somelhing wrong
with Ditt. y _ .

I hnd an opporlunity of sQ’euklng wilh
him just before bedlime. We happened
to be alone in the lobby, and I wonl up
to him at once. _

‘““ You found your people all right?”
I asked softly.

“ Yes.”

“ Everything all serene?”

“ Well, yes,”” said Pitt slowly.

“T'm not going to bother you, old
son,” I said. ¢ 1 can easily inragine how
upset vou are-——"’
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.“I say, you won’t tell any of the
other chaps, will you?"’ .he broke in.

‘“ I—I mean about my people being
pitched out of their home?”

I pressed his arm.

““ My dear chap, I wouldn't breathe a
word,” I said. '* You can rely upon
» mo to keep what I know to myscl{. X::d
don't forget that the guv’nor is looking
inlo the matier. That means that some-
thing’s going to be done.”

Pilt’s eyes glcamed.

‘““ Do—do you really ihink @0
asked eagerly.

“I don’t think anything about it—I
know it,”” I replied. *‘ Look hero, Simon
Raspe is a dead wrong ’un, and the
guv'nor knows it. It’s a sure cerlainty
that he dished your pater. Once Nelson
Lee gets on the right track, he'll never
leavé it until the truth comes out.”

“Oh, I hope he does get on the
track!”’ exclaimed Pitt {ensely. ““ Look
here, my dad said something about
Raspe having proofs of his own guilt—
they’'re in his own possession.
conld only get hold of them——”

‘“ There’s not much chance of that,”
I interrupted. *“ No, the guv’nor wil!
get to work in another way. He’ll un:
mask this blighter—don’t you "worry.
And, until thon, you'’ve gol to carry on
with a smiling ¢hivvy. Understand ?”

“Yes!” smid Pitt dully.

“ Well. then—smile !’ T commanded.

He amiled, but it was forced.

91

he

iy, e— — —

CHAPTER 1IV.
PITT'S BIG IDEA.
REAKFAST

_ T was the first meal
whrch Pitt partook of in the
- & St. Frank’s dining hall. And,

' somchow, he felt that the food was
choking him as ho consumed it. He ato
very liltle, in any "case. _

For, while he was ealing, he kept
thinking of s falher and mother.

IHe wondered what they were having
—it even crossed his mind that they
might not' be having any breakfast at
all. With such a little store of funds at
their disposal they were possibly going
witheut breakfast. |

Even Mr. Crowell noticed that some-
thing was very wrong with Pitt, and
breakfast was not over before the Form-
master commented on it.

“ Pitt!"” said Mr. Crowell gently.

f

If wel
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Reginald Pitt stared straight before
him, eating mechamcally.
** Answer, you ass!”’

Crey. nudging hum.

“Eh?” said DPitt, wilh a start.

“Piut?”’ called the Y¥orm-master.

‘“ Speaking to me, sir?”’ said tho
junior, confused.. .

“ T addressed you before, Pitt, but you
were evidenlly busy with  your
thoughts,”_said Mr. Crowell. “1 um
somewhatl concerned to see thal you are
not eating with your normal hearliness.
I3 there anything the matler, Pitt?”

«“J—1 don’t feel very hungry, sir.”’

“Why 18 that?”’

¢ 1---I don't exaclly know.”

‘“ Well, I won’t pross you, my boy,
but I camnot help thinking thai someo-
thing is on vour mind,”’ said Mr. Crowell
kindly. “ If you are in {rouble of any
sort, do not hesitale to come Lo my study
and I will do my best to advise you.”

““Thank you, sir,”’ said Pitt quielly.

““ Since yesterdny I have observed that
-our altitude is quite different to what
it was before you left St. Frank’s for the
summer holidays,” went on Mr. Crowell.
“ I always thought, Pitt, lhutlyou were
one of my bLrightest scholars. It worries
me to sce you so ill at ease.” -

‘““ There's nothing wrong with me,
sir.”” satd Pill. *“ You need not worry.
I—I'm quite all right !’ ' ‘

““I hope you mean what you say.”

My, Crowell said no more, and Pilt
went on with his breakfgst, making o
proetence of eating more hearlily. DBut I
could see plainly enough that it wasg only
with greal difficulty that he swallowed
the food.

As soon as prayers ware over, after tho
meal. it hurried away, without even
waiting for his study chum. And he
went straight off by himself—away be-
hind the gymnasium, where he thought
ho could find some solitude.

He tried o pull himself together—ho
vainly atlempted to make himself think
that everything would come right if he
only waited. -

“Jt won’t do!"” he told himself grimly.
‘“ All the chaps are tlalking about you
now. and they’ll talk even more if you
don't buck up. Nipper's advico was
right—what you've got to do is to keep
amiling I*’ - N

But it was one thing o decide to smile,

multlered Jack



»
HIS HOUSE IN DISORDER 15

and quite anolher to do the actual
smiling. Pill was in a very despondent
frame of mind, and nolhin%aeemed lo

et himn oul of il. He thought he would
ga left undisturbed behind the gym. Bul
he had not been there more than five
minutes beforc Jack Grey appeared. The
latter gave a snorl.’ .

“ So here yvou are!” he excluimed.
¢ Mooning oﬁ‘ by yourselfl!” ©

“«]—]— My head aches a bit,”
satd Pitt lamely.

Jack Grey took a deep brealh.

“Do you think I believe that yarn?”
he nsked. ‘Do you think I take in that
rot? Your head doesn’t ache, and

there's nothing the malter with you phy-

sically. You’ve got some terrific worry
on your mind, and yqu won’t tell me
what it 1s8."”
. “ But--but I did tell you!" exclaimed
Pitl.

“ You simply lold me thal it was some
family trouble—""

“ And you promised not to bother

")

me:

““ Perbaps I did, but this is too thick!"”
said Grey. ‘*I've had fnmillz trouble.
but it's never worried me to this extent.
I say, old man, can’t you confide in me?
Peorhaps I shall be abfe to suggest some-
thing, or help you out of a hole. Two
heuds are better than one, you know.”

“It's decont of you, Jack. but vyou
couldn't do anything, really!"’ said Iitt
carnestly.  If you want to please me,
<on’t refer to this again. I'll try to buck
up —honestly, I will!”

¢ Well, that's one good thing, any-
how,”’ said Jack Grey. ‘ An idea has
slruck me—have you beon getting into
any scrapes?’’

““ No."'

‘“I mean, owing monoy, and all thal
sort of thing,”” said Jack anwkwardly.

“1 don't gamble, or bet on horses,
if thal’s what you mean,” replied
Roginald Pilt quietly. ‘I give you my
“word, Jack, it's nothing of thal kind.
‘As I told you before, it simply concerns
my mother and father and myself. If

you want to know the real truth, it’s a|

question of finances. My paler's had a
reily big blow recently. and—and—-——
oll, things are rotten. I can’t tell you
any more.”’
Groy shook his head.
~“I'm blessed if I'd let money troubles
worry me like that,”” he said. “ Your
pater will soon make things buck up, and

into a stew.  Sull, T'll let you along

now,
He placed his arm in  Titt's, and
marched him off ihto the Triangle. He

was just in timoe to run-into me as I was
making off in the direction of Little Sicle,
with a footlball tucked under my arm,

“Good!”’ 1 exclaimed. ¢ Come on,
vou chaps.”

“Thalt’s the idea!" said Grey.
““ There's plenty of time Dbefore lessons
to have a decent kick.”

““ Oh, leave me out,’’ said Pitt.

“1 don't think!' I said promptly.
‘“ Come on, you slacker!”

“ But—but I'm not in fooler togs——"".

‘“ Neither ix Crey—and what about
myself 2°° I inquired. surveying my
Elon sutt. *‘‘ Football isn't particularly
comfortable in_these clothes, but there's
no time to change. Drag him along,
Grey!"

Pitt was reluctantly compelled to come
with us. But, such 1s the magic of foot-
ball. "he was kicking the leather about
with all his accuslomed spirit and vim
before five minutes had elapsed.

His cheeks were flushed. and hisz eyes
sparkled. TFor ten minuieos or mdre he
completely forgot his troubles in the ox-
hilaration of fooler practice. And. what
is more to the point, he reveaded splendid
form.

‘His dribbling was perfect. and he had
complete control of the ball. His speed
was better than I had ever seen, and I
knew very well that he would prove to
be'a very valuable man in a match.

“You're going in al oulside right, in
ong very first malch,” 1 declared.
““ You're simply made for Lhe position,
my son. You've only got to practice a
good bit, and vou'll he top hole!™

itt’s eves gleamed.

“ It was ripping!”’ he declaved. ‘' DBy
jyingo! I never thought football would
make me feel s»o fine!”

“It’'s just what you want.”” I sad.
‘“ A little oxercise of a healthy nalure o
clear away the cobwebs.”

When we went into morning lessons
Pitt looked better than he had looked
since his arrival. He tried hard (o con-
centrate his attenlion upon lessons. bul
he coulilr not quite manage to do so.
More than once Mr. Crowell .found him
day-dreaming when he ought to have
been hard at work.

Mr. Crowell watched him' for some’

thero's cerlainly no need for you o get | little time.

—
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“ Pitt "' he said sharpiy. _

“ The man’s a scoundrel!”’ exclaimed
Pitt fiertaly.

“Fh?” Mr. Crowell slarted. ‘“ Upon
my sowl! What on earlth do you mean
by that exclamation, Pitt?"

Reginald Pitt flushed deeply.

“ I—I beg your pardon. sir,” he said
confusedly. ‘I was thinking.”

‘“ You need not tell me that, Pill,”
said Mr. Crowell. ‘I require you to
think of your lessons, and not of un-
known scoundrels. Doublless you have
been reading some highly sensational
fiction. Atlend to your work, my boy,
. or I shall be compelled to punish you.”

Pitt bucked up after that, and he man-
aged to get through legsons without any
further trouble. I was probably the only
fellow in the Remove who knew what
he had meant when he had referred to a
scoundrel.  Without a doubt. Pitt had
beon thinking of Mr. Simon Raspe.

Try as he would, he could notl. gel him-
self into-a cheerful frame of mind. His
thoughts wero in confusion.
seo Simon Raspe before his vision. He
could see the man lolling back in his
father’s library—which he had stolen.
And then Pitt pictured his father and
mother, in. their meagre lodgings. And
he clenched his fists with helplessness and
inward roge. -

By the afternoon he had got a slronger
hold on himself. and he was more like
thoe old Pitt. Mr. Crowell had no fault
{o And with him. When lessons were

over, he went straight to Study E and
Jack Grey.

“I think I shall go out for a bike
ride this ¢vening,”” said Pitt. ° “ Any-
thing decent for tea to-night? I'm mot
particularly hungry, old son, but I dare
say I could eat a mouthful.” :

“Wall, I'm glad to see you're a bit
moro cheerful,”’ said Jack. ‘“ And what's
the idea of going for a bike ride? You
want to put in some time at footer
praclice. H)per'!l be on your track if
you sheer oft.”

““ Oh, it doesn’t maller for this even-
ing,’”’ said I’itt casually.

“ Do just as you like, of course--1
sha'n’t tlerfere,’”’ said Jack. “As a
matter of fact, I'm fed up with jawing
* at you, Reggie. If you're going down

to the village, you might as well take
a letler of mine to post. You might as

well earn an honest penny as anybody
clse !

Ho could]

|

|
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Pitt suddenly started. _

‘“ By Jove, yes!’ ho exclaimed tensely.

il Eh ?ll

‘“ Oh, nothing—nothing at all!”

Jack gave his chum a queer look, but
Pitt dicf not refer to the matter again.
However, during tea, Jack noticed that
his chum was quite different. He was
more talkative, more full of spirits.

Grey simply couldn’t understand it—
he couldn’t make out why Pitt should
change so quickly. Nothing had hap-
pcneﬁ o alter him, so far as the other
jumior could see. But Pitt was thinking.

And later, when he got out, he went
siraight to the bicycle shed, got his
machine out, and literally sneaked off,
mortally afraid that somebody would call
him back. )

An idea had «ome to him—an idea
which filled him with enthustasm.

“Why not?’ he asked himself. ‘It
might come offi—there’s no telling! My
only hat! If I could only get a few

would Dbe Dbetter than

shillings it

nothing.””
Those words of Jack .Grey’s had set

him into this train of thought. Iarn
an honest penny!

It was a big ideat"

And why couldn’t it be done? Diit
had urgently wanted to remain

L.ondon with his parents, so that he could .

find a job. Well, why couldn’t he find
a job here—in Banninglon, say?

IHHe was rather vague about what kind
of job would be suitable, but he had an
idea that it would be possible to do some-
thing every evening, for example. His
time was his own after lessons, and he
could easily put in a couple of hours

before locking up time. It was a chance,
anyway.

**I could take medicine round for a
doctor, or—or even groceries!’’ he {old
himself grimly. “I don’t care what it
is! I'd be willing to do anything if I
could only get some money houbslfy!”

It was rather a wild and woolly idea,
but Pitt didn't see it in this light. He
was full of enthusiasm. Ten shillings a
week would be better than nothing!
And surely he would get that amount if
he worked for somebody every evening?

When he arrived in Bannington he
was full of hope. Aud he went straight
to work without any compunction. The
first place he called at was a largo

rocery store in the centro of the town.

e went m, and looked about him.
There were several assistants and: ono

-
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And then, before 1 could stop him, Pitt rushed forward, and-his right shot
with full force into the sneering man’s face. (Se¢ page 6.)
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clderly man who was quite well dressed.
and who was wearing an apron. Ditt ap-
proachod this individual.

‘““ Are you the mansger?’’ he asked.

“ We)t, not exactly, young man,” was
the voply. “ I happon to be the owner.”

“Oh, good,” smd Pitt. “ I—I was
just avondering if you had a job going.”

“A job goingt”

 Is—is there anything that I can do?™

The owner of the grocery sloreopencd
his eyes wider.

‘““Are you asking me for cmploy-
moent 7’ he inquired.

‘e Yes.|? .

The man looked al Pilt's school cap,
and smiled. '

“‘ Look hero.'young man, my time is
valuable, and I can't waste it in this
way,”’ he said crisply. *‘ If you want to

play these kind of jokes. you must go|

afford

somewhere else. I can’t the

time.”’

“ But 1t's not a joke!'’ insisted Piit.
““1 really want a job—say. fof a couple
of hours overy evening. I don’t mind
what I do—-"

““ Good-evening!"" said the other.

Ho simnly wouldn't lislen to Pitt any
more, and ughered him oul of the shop.
It didn’t seem such an easy matter to

gel work, after all. DBut Pitt was not
desnondent becauwse of this first failure.

He next paid a visit Lo a chemist near
by, and suggesied that he should go
round with the dohvery bicycle. ﬁe
was briefly (okl that there was no job
open.

From place to place it went, and he
mel with nothing but disappointment.
Then he noticed a card in a big cycle
reprring eslablishment. The card said
‘“ &303- wanted,”” and D’itt’s heart jumped.

Ho marched in at once.

“ Yes, sir?”’ said the manager, coming
forward. °° What can I shew you this
evening? We have a sglendid selection
of new bicycles just now—going quite
chep. ”Ral,her late 1n the scason, you
A

“ I haven't come in {o buy a bike,"
interrupted Datt.

“ A lamp, peshaps. or tonl bag?™" sug-
gested the manager. ” “C Anythine you
like we'll get in if we don’t happen to
havo it in stock!™ )

*“ [—1 came about that card.”

“Caed?” -

‘““You wanl a boy. don’L you?"’ asked
Pilt bluntly.

| eroploy him.
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The manager stared. and then smiled.
- Of course, you will have your little
Joke,”” ho said. '

‘“Joke!” snorled Pilt. ¢ Iiverybody
thinks it’s a joke! I wani a job--really!
Why can’t you take me seriously "

‘‘“ My dear young sir! You surely do
nol think I should believe such a state-
ment >’ gsked Lhe wman pleasantly.
“ You are a scholar of St. Frank’'s Col-
lege—and I hardly think a St. Frank’s
schoolboy requires employment !”

“But I do!”’ peristed Ditl.

“Well, you won't get il here, my lad.”
said the visitor, his polileness diminish-
ing. “‘ The boy I want must be prepared
to work all day, and he must have some
knowledge of mechanics——"’

“I'm rathor mechanical,” said Pill.
“I'd like to work in Lhe evening, ”lf 1

could. I don’t mind what I do——
“No! interrupted the manager. I
cannot possibly entertain Lhe idea—-

neither can I waste any more of my
time. Good-evening!”’

Pitt. was literally pushed out into the
sireel. and his heart was heavy within
him. He tried two more places: and
then gave it up. He was beginning to
realise that there was no hope for him.

And now he knew why.

Ho hadn’t considered the poini before,

but it struck him that nobody would em-
ploy him because ho belonged to St.
Frank’s.
- Any ordinary working-class boy. yes.
But Pitt was not of that kind, and
thercfore ho could not have a job. And
he knew that it would bo quile uscless
to come dressed in different clothing, for
he was well known in the town.

And so, in the dusk. he slarled off
back for St. Frank's, miserable and
despondent.

“ It doesn’t matier what I do. it's all
no good!" he muttered. ‘“ And I'm try-
ing my best, too! There's no chance for,
a chap to do anything—ilo earn any
monoy! What does il matter to thom
whether 1 belong to St. Frank's or not ?
I can do the work just.as well as any-

body clse!"

But he realised that, however willing
he was, there was not a soul who would
And. after all, the trades-
men were nol to be blamed. I’i{t him-
sell could see this now.

It would not look well for them to
have their goods delivered by a public
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«choolboy. In fact,
impossible. But Pitt had to have ex-
perience before this was brought home
to him. .

At the samo time, it was rather hard.

As he cycled along he tried to think
of othor means of getting some money.
He wondered if he could do anything at
the school, in hiz spare time. He had
heard that some firms advertised for

eople who were willing Lo do work at
iome. Perhaps he would find some
outlet for his activity in this direction.
But that wounldn't do, cither—because
the other juniors would know about it.

And so Pitt gradually came to the
conclusion ‘that his big ilea was out of
the question, and could never Dbe
materialised. Whichever way he looked
at things, there was nothing to hope for.

And, all the time, he pictured his
father and mother, in thenr two rooms
at Fulham. Had his father been able
to obtain work? If so, would he be able
to get cnough money lo keep things
going comfortably ?

And then he thought of Simon Raspe.
He pedalled more fiercely as these
thoughts passed through his mind. And
he remembered, with a glow of satis-
faction, that he had delivered one good
punch, at all events.

He was cycling along almost aimlessly,
and the dusk was rather deep, although
it was still comparatively early in the
evening. He didn't particularly care
which side of the road he went upon.

As a rule, he was a careful cychsl, but
naow, with his thoughts far away, he was
quito tho oppcsito: Striclly speaking, ne
ought to have lit his lamps, but he quite
forgot Lo do so. | |

nd disaster followed. -

The junior was just passing a side
rond. where quite a lob of traffic passed—
for this road led directly to Caistowe. It
was possible Lo get to Caistowe by this
means, or by going through DBellton.

Pilt had just got to this corner when
n large motor-car came sweeping down.
Certainly, the car was going at a greater
u})eed than it ought Lo have been. Dut,
if Pitt had been on the alert, he would
have come to no harm.

As it was, he was on the wrong side
of the road, and there was no time for
him to swerve, or get out of the way.

The car swung roannd, and there was
a 'shhdden shout from Lhe’ driver.

‘¢ Good heavens!’ gasped Dilt.

such a thing was|

1Q°

Too Jate! He tried lo gel oul of the
way. .
One of the big wings of the car caught
the front of his bicyele. The next second,
Pitt was off, sprawling in the rondwaiy.
He had turned a complete somersault,
his head coming into sharp contact with
the hard road. -

By miraculous good fortune, the car
did not touch him. but swung round.
missing him and his bicycle by mere
inches. Pitt lay just where he had
fallen, quite still and silent.

- g g S—

CHAPTER V.

DISCOVERIES !

driver of the car.
He had pulled up with a jerk,
and now he swung himselt out
of the driving seat, and dropped to the
road. His compamnion was a biggish man,
and he was looking rather concerned.
‘They both left the car, and ran swiltly
back along the road to tha spot where
Pilt. was lying. -
“ Badly hurt #’ asked the second man.

|== CONFOUND the Loy !” snapped the

“1 don’t know,' said the drniver.
““ Have vou got a torch?”
“ Yes!?

The big man produced an electric
torch, and the light of this- was flashed
upon Pitt. ‘The driver turned him over,
and breathed a sigh of relief when he
found that the car had not tonched him.
But Pitt was stunned.

** Thank Heaven it’s not much !’ said
the driver. *‘* He must have fallen on
his head, and knocked himselfl oul.”

““ The car didn't pass over him?”’

“ Of caurse not; bul what are wa going
to do?”’ asked the driver. *‘ We can’t
leave the boy here, can we?” ,

*“It's an infernal nuisance!’’ snapped
the other. ‘"Il somebody comes along
we might get into trouble. There wero
no witnesses, and you know iwhat the
police are in this kind of case. They'd
probably side with the boy al once, and
thero'd be no end of a fuss.” -

“ It was the kid's own faul(,*’ said the
driver. |

“Of course it was—absolulely!”
agreed his companion. ‘‘ But how is that
going to help us? The brat will prob-
ably declare that it was our. fault. and
we shouldn’'t be believed. You khow
well enough that 1 was fined only three
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weeks ago for Exceoding the speed limit.”
The driver swore. '

“ Yes, it'll be prelty bad if this gels|

sbout,”’ he snid. *‘ The police are bound
to know, and then we shall both catch it
in the neck. I think the best think we
can do is {o shove the boy in the car,
and tako him up to the house. A dose
of brandy will put him rnght, and we can
give him a fiver for himself. That ought
to setlle 1t, and W'l be cheaper in the
long run.”

“Yes. you're right.” replied - the
olther. . *‘ Lift him in the car!”’

He put his torch away, and belween
them the two men took Pitt from the
road, and put him in the back of the
car. His bicycle followed, and then the
car was turned round. and it sped back
up the side lane. Within five minutes it
turned into a big galeway, and went
up to a large house, standing in ils own
grounds. It pulled up on the drive, just
outside some open IFrench windows. One
of the men went in, and switched on
tho light.

Pitt was jlflat beginning dimly to see
things. Consciousness was returning.
The blow upon his head was not a very
severe one, and ils after effects would
be very 3Hl(rjht. He was now. dazed -and
dreamy, and hardly cared where he was,
or what he was doing. '

By being lifted out of the car, how-
evar, he was somewhat aroused, and
when he felt himself sink into a soft
sofa. he partially opened his eyes.

‘“ He’ll do there,”’ said one of the men.

Pitl. abruptly came to his wits. That
voice, smooth and oily, was strangely
reminiscent. When he opened his eyes
he found that he was looking into a
mirror on the wall, for his back was to-
wards the men.

And ho saw the reflection of—Simon
Raspo!

In spite of Pilt’s dulled sonses. he knew
this man at once, -and his first instinct
was o struggle up and denounce him
for a scoundrel. DBut, instead, he re-
mained quiet. He wanled to feel him-
self sirongor before he did that.

Simon Raspo turned. and looked
closely at the junior. Then, suddenly,
he started. and uttered an ecjaculation.

* It can’t be—yet—yet——"’

‘““ Why, what's the matter?” asked the
driver. _

“ This boy looks just like young Pitt
—thae son of Reginald Pitt!"” exclaimed

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Raspe quickly.” “I ought lo know him,
the young brat! I told you how he camae
into my library and struck me.in Lhe
face!™

The other man bent close over Pitt,
and Pitt remained quite still, although

he heard and underslood every word
which was Dbeing spoken. From being
dull, his wils were now aculely
sharpenecd.

* Well, what does il n‘latter, anyhow 7"’
asked the drivor.

“What does it malter®”’ repoated
Simon Raspe. “ It malters everylhing,
Strelton! Yes, it's young Pitt right
enough—and he’s a scholar at St. I'rank’s
College. How far is St. Irank’s from
here *"’

“Two or three miles—you ought to
know, considering that you’ve lived in
the district for years,” said Stretton.

“I noever go out that way at all,"
said Raspo harshly. ‘“ But I know thal
St. Frank's is near by. What an ex-
traordinary thing for this boy to be at
St. Frank's, Stretton! And how can his

father afford to keep him here, afler I've
ruined him?"

“ There's no need for us to

WOITy
about that,”’ said the cther man.

“ The

main thing is for us to bring himr-to

his senses, and pack him off.”
Simon Raspe considered.

“Well, I don’t want {o be seen,’” he
said. ‘I don’'t suppose he knows that
I live here, and there’s no roason why
he should know. You can tell him thiy
13 your house, and get rid of him as soon
as possible."” :

“He may not believe it,”” said
Strotton. :

“Why shouldn’t he?’ asked the
othor. * This house i1z off the main

road, and in all probability Pitt doesn’t

know that I ever lived here. Not that
it matters particularly, in any event.
But I would rather keep it from the
boy. if possible. It's infernally awkward,
his being at St. Frank’s.” -

“I don’t sce how it matters; you're
making a fuss over nothing,'” declared
Stretton.  ‘“ Still, if you want it this
way, it doesn’y{ malter to me. You'd
betlor get out of sight.”

Raspe nodded. and left the apariment.

The olher man put some brandy into
a small glass, and crossed over to the
sofa. Pitt thought it wise to stir o -
trifle. Except for a throbbing headache,
he was quile himself again. He knew
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all that had been spoken, and he was
fully aware of the fact that this house
‘belonged to Simon Raspe.

" And ho also khew that Raspe was
anxious thal Pitt should be kept n
ignorance of the fact.

Pitt grouned slightly, (ossed about,
and breathed hard. Some of the brandy
was forced between his hips. He
splutterod and choked, and then opened
his cyes. He looked about him dexedly.
" ** Where—where am 17"

‘““It’s all right, young 'un—don’t he
scared!’’ said Stretton. ‘“ Take a drop
more of this—it’ll do you good.”.

Pitt pushed the brandy away.

“]I don’t want it,"”” he said.
~ betler now.”

“It was enlirely your own fault—
although it’s no goad telling you that, I
suppose,”’ went on the man. I thought
l’«j belter bring you straight up to Kiy

h J

“T—I'm

house, and sce what I counld do,
name’s Stretton.”

. Pitt nodded.

“J—I"m awfully sorry if I've caused
you any trouble,” he said. ' I helieve
it was iny faull—but you weré driving
ioo fast, weren’t you? And accidents
of that kind will happen if you're not
cateful.”’

* Well, we’re not going to make a fuss
about it,” said Stretton. ‘‘ How do you
feel now ?”

** Oh, botter!” )

** Think you can walk all right *”

‘““Yes, I believe s0.”

LY frry !II
..He assisted Pill from the couch, and
the junior staggered up and down the
room once or twice. I;f:a didn’t
on at all, for, as a matter of fact, he
was feeling very unsteady now that he
was on his feet.
~ That’s all right; you’ll be able to

ol home,”’ said Stretlon. *‘ And look
here, my lad, if I were you, 1 wouldn't
say anything aboutl this little accident.
It was entirely your own fault, and you'll
probably gel imto trouble if you talk
about it." |

*“ All right,”” muttered Pitt.

“Let’s have a look at your head.”

Pitt bent his head down, and the man
examined it. There was ceriainly an
ugly bump there, but the skin wasn't
Aorn, and the Dbruse.was only visible
Irom close examination. Slretlon was
quile relieved. -

40l iUs nothing!” he said. “ Feel
it enough to starl away?’

IN DISORDILR
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“ Oh, yes, I think so."” -

Pitt was led out of the French win-
dows, and across a short stretch of lawn
to the gravel drive. Near tho motor-car
he was brought to a halt by Stretion.
And while Pitt stood there, the man took
hiy bicycle out of the car, and lit the
lamps. _

““* Now you're all right,” said Stretion.
“ Go_steadily, and you won’t come to
any harm. You promise you won't
speak about this little aceident ?”’

““ You can rely on me (o be careful’”
said 1’itt. **I don’t wanli to get nto
(rouble with the Headmaster.”

“Good!’ sard ~ Stretton.  ‘“ Here's
something for you. I realise lhat the
fault was partly mine, and you can take
this as compensation for the bruise. - And
I don’t want you to say anything, be-
cause I shouldn’t like my license to he
endorsed. You understand, don’t you,
my lad?”’ , '

“Yes,”’ said Pitt.

The man produced three pound noles
~he considered - this sum to be quite
suffictent—and he held them out to Pili.
‘The jumior Jooked at them queerly for
a moment or two, and then drew away.

** No, thanks!" he said curtly.

‘“ But you've gol to take it——"’

“No, 1 don't wanl it,” said Pitt. “1I
wouldn’t touch that money if—if I was
starving! I don’t want it, I tell you!”

A thought had come into Pitt’s mind.
This money wasn't Stretton’s at all—it
was Simon Raspe’s. And Pitt told him-
sell that he would never touch that
scoundrel’s tainted monoy. ‘.

Then. a second later, anothér thought
struck him. : . ,

Three pounds!

His father and mother could do. with
that money--it would be - wonderfully
welcome at such a time as this. And
where else ¢ould he obtain such a sum?
How would it be possible for him (o get
three pounds bz any other mecthod?

And, looking at it in a different .light,
the money was not so distasteful, aftor
all.  For didn’t it actually belong to ns
own father? Simon Raspe had robbed
his father—therefore Raspe’'s money was
Mr. Pitt’s! By accepting .this sum, Pitt
would only bhe taking some of his
father’s cash! ‘ '

So he changed his mind,

““ Come along "’ said Stretton. ‘* Don’t
be a young idiot! 'l:uke this money, and
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keep your mouth quiet. I'm sure you're
just as anxious as 1 am to have this httle
rishap hushed up. “It's nothing much,
anyway.”’

“ All right, if you insist,” said Pitt.
“I'll take 1t.” _

He seized the notes, and sluffed them
in his pocket. And Stretton mentally
decided that he didn't deserve them. He
wheoled his bicycle out through the
gateway, and then mounted.

Stretton went back inlo the library,
and within a mément or tworhe was
s?eaking with Simon Raspe. And, afler
all, il was not so very strange that the
man’s counlry house should be n this
district. It was a surprise to Pitt that
the man was here—and it was a surprise
to Raspe that Pitt was at St. Frank’s.

‘““ He doesn't know that I'm aware of
his secret,”’ Pitt told himself, as he rode
slowly away. *‘“ But it’s not much of a
secret, though, unless he’s living here
under another name. Thal's quité likely
—that’s why he didn't want me to see
him. By Jove! This makes all the
difference.’’

"His thoughts were rapid as he rode
along.

. Simon Raspe was living near by—
within an  easy distance of the school.
Perhaps it would be possible to do some-
thing.
struck him.

He knew that Raspe had some prools
of his own guilt, and it came to Pitt that
he might be able to obtain those proofs.
How glorious it would be if he could
bring this scoundrel to justice, and right
the wrong which had been done!

It was a dream, of course, and even
Pitt himself hardly thought that it would
cver be realised. However, there was
no tolling. and he certainly made up his
mind to do everything possible.

He had one advanlage over Raspe.

The man thought that .Ditt didn’t
know—but Pitt did know. And he
would be ablo to come back and make
invesligations on the quiet.  This was
Pitt's idea. Il “would be betler, - of
course, to do so. when Simon Raspe him-
solf was out of the wa{. |

Pilt vode along quietly. and he glowed
inwardly whent he thouwght of the {hree
pounds in his pockel. He would- post
the notes off to his varents the first thin
in the morning. and the money woulc
probably come in very handy.
~_Bul how would he explain’ them?

Pitt’s eyes gleamed as this idea }
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This was the difficult point, and Pite
thought over it. He couldn’t tell his
father where he had actually got the
money from—that would never do. “And,
at the same time, he couldn’t concocl a
false story.

He decided. in the ond, {o enclose the

notes without oxplaining anything. He

would jusl say that he was sending them
in the hope that they might be of use.
His parents could think wﬁat they liked.

And so. with these thoughts in his
mind, he went-on towards St. Frank'’s.

He kunew that he would be a bit late
for calling over, but this would only
mean fifty lines, ‘and the adventure had
been well worth it.

Now and again, as Pitt rode along, he

felt slightly dizzy.

"His head was still throbbing‘.“ and once
or twice he fell himself swaying on his
bicycle. He wanted to sleep—he knew

| that. .By the morning he would prob-

ably be himself again, and none the
wWorse, : -
And then, just before he was entering
Belllon, he came over quitle giddy for
a moment. In vain he tried to keep his
balance, but it couldn't be done. He
and the bicycle went over with a crash.

“0Oh, my hat!” muttered Pitt.
““What a fatheaded thing to do!”

He picked himself up, and while he
was doing so he heard the sounds of
running footsteps. The next moment a
stranger came into view.

‘“ Hud a spill ?’’ asked a cheery voice.

““ Oh, it's nothing much!"’ said Pitl.

““Caught on a stone,.l suppose?”’
asked {he newcomer. ‘‘ That’s tlgo worst
of these country roads—they never repair
them properly. They leave stones lying
about everywhere. I've stumbled over
dozens as I've been walking.”

Pitt. found that the ,stranger wns a
man of about (wenty-threc. He was
atticed in a Dblue sergo suit. and a soft
collar. He looked an athletic young in-
dividual. and his face was fresh, and a
tuft of curly hair escaped from beneath:
his cap. He had twinkling eyes, and a
humorous mouth.

“1 don't know how it hnpfened ex-
actly,” said Pitt. ‘I think I lost my
balance for a second.. No. il's all
right—you needn’t help me. I shall be
as right as rain, now.’’ |

““ That's all right, then,”" said the
young man cheerfully. ** You belong to
the“school, don't you?'’ v

£< Y'es.n
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« Junior ?’? _

.“‘ Yes; I belong to the Remove.”

.*TI heard you play rather decent foot-
ball up there,” went on the olher.
“ Somncbody ‘lold me that you jumors
are hot stuff.” -

““ Somebody told you right, thep,” said
Pitt. ¢ Do you Lake an nterest in foot-
ball, by the way?”

‘““Yes, a bit,”” smiled the other. *‘TI'd
like to sec you youngsters playing. Will
thore be anything doing to-morrow ?"’

Pitt. thought for a moment. ‘ '

““Yes; il's a half-holiday, and Nipper
is arranging a practice match for the
alternoon,”’ he replied. - ‘“ Of course, it
won’t be up to our usual standard, but
it’ll be worth watching.” _

‘“Good! I might come and have a
Tool.” N

‘“ Well, you're welcome,”” said Pitt.
‘ Strangers are always at liberly to como
and walch our games. We're not hke
some schools, where the members of the
public can’t get in.'

““ \WWho's Nipper?” asked the cheerful
one. : :

“ Oh, he’s our captain!”

‘“ Nickname, I suppose?”’

““ No, of course not,” re

“ He’s really the assistant of
Leo, the deteclive.” :
. “By Jove, you don’t say sol!’” ex-
claimed the stranger. ‘“I've heard of
him, of course. I shall certainly have
to come and have a look at that game
to-morrow. You'll- be playing—eh?”’

““ Yes. I think so.” .

“Right; I'll look for you!” said the
cheerful one. ‘* Good-night!”

“ Good-night!"” said Pitt.

The other nodded, and passed on. Pitt
wondered who he could be, and why he
took such an interest in football. Bul

lied Pitt.
Ir. Nelson

even. that short conversation had acted

as a tonic to Pitt, and when he got on
his bike again; he was feeling altogether
belter, both in body and in spirits.
- e arrived at St. Frank’s, fecling more
Jike himself than he had felt the whole
dag long.
osh Cuttle, the porler, reluctantly de-
olared that ‘he’d have to report the
junior, but Pitt didn’t mind this. Hoe
made his way straight along the Remove
passage to Study C, and put his head
in the doorwa ' ‘
_‘“ Hallo !’ Iy
up. ‘' Come in!"
Pilt entered, and closed the door.
“I'm glad you're alone, Nipper,”’ he

| although -there's

| How di

'6xcl'tifm_ed, as I looked
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said. “I was afraid that .Watsgll-';f.ll}d

| Sir Montie might be here.”

‘“ Thoy won't be back just yet,” I said.
“ They're in the common-room,”

“I've got somethinﬁ io tell you,” saxl
Pitt- * Something that might be uI
importance. .‘Coming home [rom DBan-
nington I met with a bit of an accident.
I was knocked down by a car, and—""

“What!" I said, staring at him.

“ Oh, I wasn't hurt much,” said Pitt.
““ You needn’t look like this. I'm jolly
glad I was knocked down, in fact.”

I grinned. . ‘ -
““ There’s no accounting for tastes,” I
remarked. . :
“I'm not pleased at having a bump
on my head as large as an egg,” he
went on. ‘“But it led to something
which I never dreamed of.. Do you know
that Simon Raspe lives in this district?’ -
“Does he?”’ I said, with inlerest.
“ That's rather a queer coincidence—
no reason why ho
shouldn’t live here. There are quite a
lot of big country houses knocking about.
you find out?”’
Pitt explained, and I listened with
greater interest than ever. 1 was very
thoughtful when he had done.

¢ Certainly, this information might be
useful,”” I said slowly. “I'll tell the

uv’'nor about it to-night before I go to

ed. You’ve no objection, I suppose?
I con tell him?”

“ Of course,” said Pitt. *““ He knows
all about it, anyhow. And, besides,,he’s
promised to work on the case. = It’s
quite likely that he knows Raspe’s ad-
dress already. But it’s rather queer tho
roiter Lrying to spoof me.”’

- “Yes,” I agreed. ‘“ That scems to
indicate that he doesn’t much relish your
presence so near to his house. And it
clearly indicates, too, that he’s got some-
thing to hide. He's swindled your dad,
and now he’s constantly fearing that
something might crop up to unmask him.
Something will cmfo ug as soon as the
guv'nor geta really busy,” I added
grimly. |

Soon afterwards Pitt left, and went
along to Study E. Jack Grey wasn’(
there, so he spent ten minutes in pre-
aring a-letter for his father and mother.

e didn’t write much—only a few lines,
and he enclosed the three notes in the
onvelope. e didn’t post it then, but
docided it would be better to take it
down to the post-office in the morning.

)
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The thought that this cash was going
to his parents cheered him up greatly,
and when he went {o bed that night.
he was feeling in comparatively high
spirits. The position was nol seemng
guite so bad lo him now.

— gy, —

CHAPTER VI

FORGETTINCG HIS TRROU BLES,

ONCG before Dbreakfast the next
L morning Pitl was down at the post-
office, and he dispatched his letler
without anybody being the wiser.
He was feeling a lol better this morning.
The bruise on his head had gone down,
and his headache had vanished. He was
feeling bright and fresh.

The September morning was sunny
and crisp. with a touch of antumn in the
air. And when Pitt got back to the
schoo! the Dbell was just ringing.

After breakfast I gol hold of _him,
and held him firm.

“We've gol five mnutes,”’
grimly, —

“ What for®”

‘“To change inlo fooler togs,'’ I re-
plied. ‘“ Then we've got to have a brisk
hour on Little Side. I've got you in
mind for outside-right. and I'm going to
see how you shape. No objections, mind !

Buck up:”

- Pitt was only too gl

covered thal footbaﬁ relieved him ({re-
merwously. It made him forget his
troubles. and provided him with health-
ful recreation.

I said

ad, for he had dis-

Within ten mmutes we were on Liitle
SRide with a number of other juniors.
And T was quite delighted with the form
whick Pitt displayed. My determination
to give him the outside-right position was
sirengthoned.

I kepl my eve on {he other fellows,
too. Montie was doing well as an duside
forward, and Talmadge, of the College
House, struck me as being the very
fellow for centre-half. He was parlicu-
larly useful with his head.

Handforth, of course, was onlvy good
in one parl of the field. Asa goulkee or
ne was nol to be cqualled. His pet idea
was thal he ought to play centre-forward.
But, of course, Lhis was quite wrong.
Huandforth always gol inlo evervbody
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ot to turn out.
¥

clse’'s way. and he always wanted the ball
for himself. .

In goal, he was sife. He looked after
his charge well. and there was no doubt
that a very sharpshooter was needed to
gel the leather past the vigilant Huand-
forth. The previous season he had helped
us well in all our matches.

Just before morning lessons I had a
chat with the fellows,

““ This afternoon we're going {o have
a practice match,”” I said. ** You've all
Christine and Co. aro

oing to play us. and if we buck up we
ought to wipe them to bits.”

“* Rather!”

“ We'll wipe up the College House!”

“You bet!”

““ Oh, will you®"' said Christine grimly.
“We'll see about that! Do you think
we're going to be whacked by a crowd
of Fossils?" .

I'or some momenis there was a healed
argument. and then the bell for lessous
brought it to a close.

Lessons that morning were considerad
1o be a bore. They were always a nuis-
ance. of course. parlicularly so to-day.
when all the juniors had the football
fever pretty bad.

It was just the beginning of the season,
and on the Saturday afternoon we were
booked 1{o play DBannington Grammar
School—on our own ground. This was
to be the first real match, and I was
determined that it would be a win, if
possible.

‘The House match of this afterncon was
in the nature of a test. The best fellows
of both Houses would be picked out, and
played on the Saturday.

Morning lessons were qver at last, and
then we_bhad a wait until dinner was
rendy. DBut, at last, dinner was disposed

of. and then we all streamed out on (o
Little Side.

Tl'_le ul'to.rngon was dull, but there was
no sign of raip. All the fellows were eu-
thusiaslic abeut the match.

The Auncient House leam consisted of
Handforth; McClure, Burton; Church,
Armstrong. Somerlon; Singleton, Grey,
myself, Tregellis-West, and Pitt.

The Collego House tecam was composed

as follows: Oldfield; Clapson. Harroy;
1-‘ufa, Turner. Nation; Christine, Yorke,
Talmadge. Cobb, Gale.

One or (wo fresh fellows were being
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tried by Bob Christine, for he had an
idea that they would turn out well.

Quite a number of [fellows in the
Ancient House were sore because they
had not been mcluded in my eleven. But
I always chose my team according to
merit, And I was quite convinced that
1 had picked oul the best fellows for the
purpose.

Chambers, of the IFifth, had,  with
great condescension, agreed to act as
referee for the maich, He was several
kinds of an ass, but he knew the laws
of football all right, and could be relied
upon to referee successfully, wilhout any
undue favouritism to either side.

'The match starled.

It went with a swing from the very
hirst. Jack Grey soon had the ball, and
he swung it up the field quickly. One
of the College House backs attempted
to rob him, but Grey neatly dodged, and
gent. the leather straight over to outside-
right—a long, necat pass.

Pitt was on the ball in a moment.

He streaked up the touch with rare
speed. He tricked both Clapson and
" Page in succession, and ran up untl he
was close upon the goal line. Then,

i;-ihh heautiful precision, he centired the
dii,

It fell right at Sir Montie's feet.

Slam! ‘

Before Oldfield knew anything about
it the ball was in a corner of the net. and
the whistle had blown,

** (oal!”’

“ Hurrah!”

‘“ Ancient House scores fust!”

‘“ Good old Montie!”

Sir Montie shook his head. _

* They're wrong, dear old boys,” he
said, as we congratulated one another.
“* It wasn’t my goal, bogu(l 1

** Whase was il, then?”

“* Pitt's, of course!”’ |

‘““ And so it was!’ I agreed. *‘ Pitl
had a great deal to do with it, anyhéw.
‘t'hat centre of his was a beauty. Good
for you, Pittt”

“It's a ripping game.’ said Ditt
heartily.

We lined up again, and the whistle
“blew,

Christine and Co. - were now aggres-
sive, and for some time they forced the
pace. Qur backs had to deal with
several swilt attacks upon the goal.
‘T'hey were steady and certain, however.

|

r
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and Handforth was only ecalled Eﬁon
twice. Christine sent in a glorious shot,
it 18 lrue.

But Handforth leapt at it, and punched
the leather out with such force that it
wenl almost into madfield.

He

Church was on it in a moment.
didn’t keep it, but passed it quickly
across to Sir Montie. Tregellis-West,
however, was not able to keep it, for he
was hard pressed. It seemed for the
moment that he would be robbed, but
with one of his deft little touches he
shipped the ball over to Pitt.

It was glorious to see the way Piit
shot away with it.

His speed was tremmendous, and again
he got right up lo the goal-line belore
the defenders could be upon him. He
gave tho leather a touch, and sent it
Jjust in front of goal. Jack Grey was
there, and he shot hard and true. But,
this time, Oldfield was ready.

He met the ball with his fist, and sent
it out some distance. It was sent in
again by one of the half-backe—a deadly
shol. Oldfield would have been beaten
to the wide, but the leathor -struck one
of the uprights, - and rebounded into
play. A College House back pounced
upon it, and sent it up the field.

Bob Christine was on il in a flash. He
was off like lighining, and neither
McClure nor Burton could stop his detox-
mined rush. He ran right up close,
taking no notice of the appeals for ‘‘ off-
side ”’ which many of the juniors round
the ropes yelled.

Christine shot low.

Handforth dived at the ball, and just
touched it; but it slipped.from his grasp,
and (:ollffl to the back of the net.

s ‘on ."

‘““Good old Christine!”
“One all!
picked himself up

Handforth
glared.

**1 thought I'd stopped the blessed
thing!” he shouted indignantly.

‘“ Never mind, Handy; there’s plenty
of time yet,”” I said.

And within three minutes the Ancient
Houso was ahead once more. - And this
goal was Pitt's in real earnest. The
game had hardly restarted before Arm-
strong sent the ball 1o outside-right—for
the half-backs were consistently feeding
that wing. I’itt was doing so well that
he was boing given a great deal of -work.

Reginald got the ball at once, and

and
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sailed up the field. T'his time he didn’t
kick near the touch-line. but made for
goal, for there wero no inside forwards
ready to accept n pass.

Clupson and Harron, (he- College
House backs, came charging upon it
with (rersendous speed. ¢ tricked them
both, ono after the other. and it was
done so neatly that Pitt hardly scomed
to oxert any effort. -

And then he sent in a beautiful cross
drive which left Oldfield nowhere. The
custodian, indeed. probably didn’t sce
the ball at all. It was a rising shot
which crossed over the mouth of the
pounl, and went into the net near the
upright.
finest shots I had evér seen.

““ Hurrah!”’

“* Goal!™”

“Well played, Pitt!”

“ Ripping, old man!”" I said exult-
antly. as I wrung his hand. ‘* You're like
a giddy professional! My hat! Woe'll
givo. tne Grammarians something to

think about on Saturday! If you play
like this you'll ywist them into knots!™

“I'm enjoying the game huiely,” said
I'itt, *“and I'm feeling in fine form,
{oo."”’

No more goals were scored before hali-

time, but we were once ahead, and we
were quite salishied. -

After the interval the College Houso |

were the first to draw blood. This was
totally against my decigsion. Dbut it
conldn’t be helped. IHandforth did his
best, but the shot which beat him was
a lucky one. The ball was tapped into
the nee during a scramble noar the goal-
mouth.

After (hat. however, things woke up.

Again Iitt saved the siluation. The
times he took the ball up the field weore
almost without number. His centres
were always accurate and true. But, of
course, most of them were wasted. It
15 always galling for a good outside man
to sece his perfeclly placed centres come
to nothing.

The left wing hardly had anything to
do. Pitt was tho finest plaver on the
field during this match. He literally
sparkled. He gave a parformance of the
highesl ability and cleverness.

And he was rewarded.

Two of his cenlres materialised
qutck succession.

in
I shot one goal, and
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Sir Montie the other.
stood four-{wo.

Christine and Co. did not get another
look in. We kept the game almost en-
lirely in their half of the ficld. And it
was only by terrific cfforts on the part
of their backs that their defeat was nol
converlted inlo a rout.

The score now

It was certainly one of Lhe]

Within five minutes of the finish Pitt
scored again by anolher dashing indi-
vidual effort. And then the whistle
went, and Christine agnd (o. wero
properly whacked.

““ Good for the Ancient House "
““ Hurrah!"

“ Well, you licked us all right.”’ said
Christine ruefully. ‘‘ But we haven't gol
an outside-right like you have. My hat!
PitU’s a perfect terror! He ought to do

| wonders in Saturday's match'”

Pitt himself was moving off the field
when hoe heard a hail. Glancing round.
he saw a young man with a very cheerful
face, stunding near the ropes. e waved
his hand, and Pitt recognised him as the
young fellow who had chatted with him
on the road the previous evening. He
crossed over at once. |

‘ Let’s have your hand, old son ™ caid
the stranger enthusiastically.

Pitt gave it to him.

‘‘ Splendid—absolutely toPhole!" cX-
claimed the young man. ‘Why, I've
hardly ever seen such a first-class per-
formance! You're too good to be in
schoolboy footbull—you're as hot as
mustard !”’

““Oh, don’t talk rubbish!’ said Pi-,
Alushing.

“It’s not rubbish—it's the truth!”
said .the other. “‘I know a bit about
football, and I'm a decent judge, I
think.”’

“ You take a preity big interest in it,
don’t you?"’

The stranger chuckled.

“* Well, my name happens {o be Tom
Moward,”’ he said. “T generally play

inside-left for the Baunnington IFoolball
Club.” '

" Pitt stared at the other with renewed

intercst.
‘“You're a professional?”’ he asked
curiously. '
“Yes."” -

“ Oh, that's awfully interesting!” said
Pitt  “ T didn't know that before. Yau

didn"t really mean that abdut me, did
L vou ¥’ -
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<1 did!?’ sawd Tom Howard, ** You've
gol the makings of an International in
you, my son. If you'd care to call at
the Bannington Club ground any time,
I shall be plcased Lo see you. ou ean
_ Iouok in just when you like, and watch
the team at praclice, f you care 10.”

‘‘ Thanks very much,’’ said P’itt.

“We don’t usually let schoolboys n
while we're practising,” said Tom

Howard. ' But you're an exceplion.
1’op in any time you like.”’

DISORDER 2y

was more than ever interested in tho
cheerful young professional.

Little did he realise what thie open-
mg was to lead to!

Reginald Pitt was made a big fuss of
in the Remove that evening. But, now
and again, his theughts reverted to Tom
Howard, and he told himself he would
certainly look up his new friend at the
Baonington Football Club before long.

If he could only have known what was
to come of this offer, he would bave

Pitt promised that he would, and hel been very excited indeed!
THE EXND.

To My Readers.

P ——g.

The present ¢‘Fooler’’ serles
should not be missed by any follower
.of the great winter game. All the
glamour and thrills of the football
field will be faithfully reproduced in

these pages, and you will follow with
keen interest Pitt’s progress from
one success to .another, untll he
steps into the limelight of fame as a
professional. Apart from his abllity
to achieve this success, Pitt has to
face difficulties of another kind,
We know that he does not want his
family troubles to leak out at the
school, and that, however praise-
worthy his Intentions may be, per-
mission to beecome a professional
footballer while a schoolboy at St.
Frank’s would certainly not be
granted by the Head. To fulfll his
object, therefore, secrecy would be
imperative. And for a player so
much in demand as Pltt, it would be
no easy matter to ahsent himself
from the school to play in professional
matches, Besldés, he might be
recognised by the St. Frank’s en-
thusiasts who attend these matches.
But to avold recognition, Pitt adopts
4 ruse, which is suggested In the
title of next week’s story : *“ THE
MYSTERY FOOTBALLER.’’

THE EDITOR.

BRANDED
A CAD.

-~

** There was an old couple at the
table next to them. The man was fat,
grossly fat, and the lady was fat too.
There was & girl with them, evidently
their daughter—a beautiful girl.

** *War profiteer, I'll lay any
money,” one of his pals whispered to
Jerry. E

‘““ Then Dinsmore told a story of
his Army days, and they all Jaughed,
Jerry as loud as any. Tho parly at the
adjoining table rose suddenly, and
turning, Jerry saw the girl, and blinked
at the vision of loveliness.

‘* But she, her [ace white, her lips
tichtly compressed, cast a glance at
him of unutterable scorn. There was
batred, loathing, contempt In her

1 brilliant eyes as she swept past him,
From the tightly clenched teeth and the
red lips came the one word :

‘s & cad ! 2§ .

(An extract from *‘ Proud as «
Peacock ! or * Qerald Harrington—
Valet,” H. St. John Cooper’s wonderful
new novel which appears in this week's |
* Answers' Labrary,” which ts now on

' sale. By the author of ' A LAGGARD
IN LOVE.”) L

—

— !
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= THE GREAT DETECTIVE OF
GRAY'S INN ROAD

LING NARRATIVE OF

-~ . CHIEF CHARACTERS.

NELSON LEE, as BMr. Herbert Drake, B.A.,
gecures @ posztean as games master at Marsh
‘Manor School in order to mv&stwate strange
visits of ghosts at the school.

NIPPER, Lee's assistant, comes to the school as

N Bu-rtfm a backward boy

"THE REV. OCTAVIUS CHARD, Headmaster of

- Marsh Ilflanor School. :

.ADOI PHE 'MALINES, a Relgian refuyee szna
-~ near the school, 'who  has invented a new
~ method of colour photography.

J ULES TROCHON and MADAME Taocﬂow com-

patriots and neighbours of Malines.

'I\TGLhBX -CHARTERIS, 1wealthy stockbroker, who

_befriends the Be!gmn refugees.

MONSIEUR VILOTTE, Freach master at the-school,

~ an agvowel enemy. af the Betgmns and agamsL

© okom” suspicions are directed.

SEYMOUR, GURLING, and TULK, boys at the
~ school, who seem to know more about the
ghasrs than they will admit.
SOL CLITTERS, forger and daspamte ckaracter,

gl fzo zs up against Nelson Lee, |

(Now read on.)

CHAPTER VIil. (ConThued)
-~ Who Was It ? |

FTANDING  there, he reconstructed the

| happenings of that previous occasion
when he had started in pursuit. The

fisure had glided across the corridor’'s

‘end, down the stairs to the entrance-hall, up
the grand staircase to the corridor. again,

where he had caught the whisk of the w utr:'

garment, and, by sprinting past the dormi-
tory doors, ‘Monsieur Vilotte had time to

vanish into the servant’s lobby, and return at
leisure under Lee's very feet. .

“ All right, my friend,” said Nelson Lee to
himself. *° We'll make Aassurance doubly
sure before we spring a mine on you.

And, retracing his steps, he armed himself
- with a packet of drawmﬂ-pms and another
ball of black worsted.

When, at the end of a . rluarter of an
ncur, he sat down “in his study chair, and
. heard the boys coming up to bed, the fah{‘y
seized him to open the hole he had cut for

| and felt for his pire.

the camera-lens and watch them unseen.
wanted Yo gauge 'their demeanour, and see
who were the timid ones and who the brave.
But as Gurling and Tulk went into their
room and closed the door behind them, Lee
experienced a feeling like an electric-shock.

At the far end of the corridor stood the

ghostly figure of the White Abbot again,
and, withouf -pausing -to reflect, Lee wrenched
his door open and dashed along the passage,
only to see the monk.step back into the
servant’s lobby as he switched on his torch.

The lobby was empty, as he expected to
find it, but the three strands of worsted
he had placed on the:outside of the mret
door were unbroken! -

It was not Yilotte -then, after all! -And,

almcst as if-in derision, he heard the walhng,

strains of ¢he Frenchman's K oboe commg
faintly through the green baize daor'

GHAPTEH 1X.

‘& What Nlppor Heard Behind the Pagoda.

ELSOI\ LEL clasped his head in his

- hands, and stood . for moment

thoroughly nonplussed. But he- Lad

~made s0 much noise when he burst

out of .his study that, as he returned, utterly

hewildered, the astonished .faces of Gurhng,

Seymour, and Tulk gqped at h1m from 'I;heu'
dormltory. r

““ Then you're back sir!’ cried Seymou.r.

It looks like it, doesn’t it? Shut that
door, unless you want me tn report you to
Mr. Chard'” was the reply, given in 6o sharp
a tone that the heads vanished in dumb
amazement..

¢ What on earth’s ‘up?’” whispered Tulk.
‘“ Never thought Drake could possibly get
the rats.”
lar master in .their midst once more Was
considerably damped -

‘“ He's upset about Gu}r Barton thats
what’s wrong,” - said Gurling. ¢ Don’t you
see, he couild only have just heard of it?
Wonder what has become of that kid?" | -

Nelson  Lee, annoyed:. with himself- at his
exhibition of ill-humour, eclosed his own door
‘He had been so con-

- -

He

A

|

And their joy at seeing the popu- -
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fident five minutes before that he had tracked .

the masquerader down at last that this dis-
appointment left him '"at the end of his
Iéatm,” as Monmeur Vilotte would have put
3

But it was not the only surprise in store
Tor him that night, for there came a tap upon
the panel, and, opening it, he found Boyle,
the Butler, who swmiled with an honest
brightness in his eye,"and said:

** Good evening, sir., Very pleased to see
you back ~again -after your accident. Mr.
Chard has sent me to say he would like to
have a word'with you in the study, sir.”

-+ Lee replaced the half-filled pipe in his
- pocket, and went downstairs; and the first
object his eyes fell on as he opened the
Head’s door was Nipper, bubbling over with
- excitement,

- '"“The Head thought you’'d like to see me
alone,” gaid the boy, understanding the
glance Lee threw round the room, * I’ve got
ithe most extraordinary news for you, guv’nor.

You’d never guess it if you tned from now.

till Christmas.”

““ Come to the pomt Mpper * gaid his
- master. ** Have you been successful?®’

. ** Success isn’t” the mame for it!” rephed
Nipper, coming up to him and lowering his
voice. ** Sol Clitters went straight to.-Mr,
Ingleby-Charteris, and - was recelved Wlth
open arms!’’

" Ha!”” was Lee’s only comment hute it was
delivered in a tone that spoke volumes.
* Now then, youngster, right from the be-
ginning,”’ and loading his pipe up to the rim

this time, he listened to the minutest detuils

of Nipper’s narrative without a muscle of his
face moving.

** Expected, was he?’ he said at last.

“ ¥ should rather think he was! There was
Charteris in a gredat fur-lined meotor-coat
‘waiting on the platform; and I thought
they’d never have done pump-handling each
other when the crook got out of the train.
Charteris had hold of his arm all the way
to the station yard, and I nearly missed
them, for I had to. pay excess on my ticket;
but, luckily, one of the headlights was wmng,
and I was able to watch their departure.
And, I say, chief, the funny part of it was,
l‘htters was in the driving-seat, and drove
the big car himseif as though he had known
the road all his life!””

““ That shows he’s been there before,” said

“Lee thoughtfully. 1 begin to see day-
“Jight,”

“ So do I, “* gaid Nipper, showing his white |

- teeth.
““ What do you mean?”’
~** Why, this. When Mr. Adolfe Mahnes was
in your study, waiting to photograph the
ghost for three nights running, there wasn’t
any ghost at all. You've proved it wasn’t
Vilotte just now. Its the man Wlth the
dirty hands!’?* X d
Nelson Lee looked at. hl!l] ﬂxedly for some
:{ime without speaking,
*If that’s the case, the whole aflair is
much niore senous t.han we’ve anticipated,”

OF MARSH MANOR

{ no idea.
| balance, discoveries undreamt of were ta be

3

b

-

he said at last, as an inner uoor opeiled and
Mr. Chard came in, .

““ Well, my conspirator friends,” said. the -
Head, smllmg in spite of his worried look,
‘I thought you’d better have your confdbu-
lation in private. As for you, Barton,”-and
he laid a very -kindly. hand om Nipper’s
shotilder, ** I shall have to put 1phu mildly
through it before the whole school : )-IOrIOW.
You understand that, don’t you?” ' ,

'“Oh, yes, sir, 1 dom’t” mmd* gnnned .
Nlpper. .

** No, of course you don’t. But if you can

1 ape the contrite as well as you have done -

the backward hoy, everything will pass off-
all right. You must plead an overwhelming
attack of homesickness, and I shall give you
your choice of a sound caning or five thousand _
lines, with a terrible threat of expulsion if
vou should ever do it again.”

‘““T know which I shall chooée;” :grmned
Nipper, and Mr. Chard laughed heartily for
the ﬁrst time for several days.

Then he looked anxlou\::ly at the great de-
tective.

‘““I’m afraid T haven’t very much to report
M. Chard, just at present,” said Lee, ** but
I can promlse you some- ext-raordmary deve-
lopments before many days are past.” - -

How extraordinary those developmentf;
were to prove even the speaker himself had
Lives were to tremble in_the

' made, .and that quaint old Manor House in
the peaceful village was destined to. spring
into sudden notoricty in the annals of crime!

They were both shaking hands with Mr.
C‘l::.lrd at the duor Of ]115 study. when Lee
gsaid:—

¢ Stop a moment sar, I ve gust rememhered-
that I don’t wish Master Barton to reappear
among the boys for another day or two.
No one has seen him but Boyle, and a word.
from you will silence the lips of that dlscreet
man.”

“* Just as you wish, Mr. Lee.” .

““ Drake, Drake, if you please!” '

‘““ Oh, dear me, I keep forgetting!’’ said Mr.
€hard. ' Really, this state of things is be-.
ginning to get on my nerves.” -

- If you will leave it entirely in our lumd%
the -whole thing shall he cleared up much
sooner than you think,” smiled the great de-
tective reassuringly, and turning to Nipper;
““ You said you told your ta.u man to wait
for an hour?” -
“ I did; and more than half tha{; tlme has .
gone already,” replied Nipper. "’
- *¢* Most excellent youth!” said his master

“ Follow me to my room on tiptoe;” and
they went up the staircase. N
“ Look at this, Nipper,” ‘said Lee. "It

caught. my eye only yesterday. Mr. Inglehy-
Charteris  is advertising for "a ‘page:boy.
Must have first-class references; uniform
provided ; good wages to suitable appllcant
Apply per.-mn“;ﬂ]y or by letter.’ ‘Do -you
understand? Yq:\ W11L app]y personally ta--
Inerrow,”’ - |

—

——

—
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Xt But do you think he'll remember me from
- last Sunday?” said the boy. .

“ Not if I put some of this black dve on to
that brown hair of yours, and you've changed
that Eton jacket for a ready-made suit in
Peterorough. = Monday is really one of
Charteris's da)s for going up to town, but
.the possibilities are that with his new visitor
dn the house he won't. go back till Tuesday.
Try it, anyway, but get the job whatever
“you. do and if Sol Clitters leaves, follow him
jlike his own shadow, and wire me here. You
can dye your own halr whilst I'm providing
yvou with ‘testimonials.™ '

Nipper bolted into the bedroom, " while
Nelson Lee selected a sheet - of paper with a
curonet stamped m one corner, and wrote'

‘““ The Dowager Ducless of Linlithgow can
strongly recommend Peter Johnson, who has
proved himself truthful, honest, and willing
during the two years he has been in her
service.”

** That ought to do the buameas » he said;
“but perhaps ‘I'd better give you’ another
one "; and he altered his handmtmg to a

bold “masculine scrawl. - .

w Tlus is to certify that Peter Johnson lnas
been employed by me, for twelve months, and
_left at his own request in consequence of the
. death of his mother. I am sorry to lose him,

as he was a pukka lad in every respect, and |

waits well at table., . )
“ MARCUS McMANTS, Lleut -Col. »

In ten minutes Nipper, his hair hmmg
passed -a critical h}&pectwn left the Manor
House with a bottle of dye in his overcoat
pocket, and, walking along the road until he
came to the taxi-cab, whose driver was just
- looking at his “atch ‘he was carried back
to the cathedral c:tv with a very delicate
mission entrusted to his voung hands.

At ten o ‘clock next morning Nipper, alias
‘“ Peter Johnson,” wiped the dust from his

shoes with his cap, and approached the
entrance of the wealthy stockbroker’s
domain.

Like everything connected with that pros-
. perous gentleman, it was loud and gansh Be-

tween two florid brick piers were a pair of.

ornamental iron gates, and -the gates were
gilded, giving an ample view of the well-
kept grounds within them, gay with a blaze
of flowers, bright scarlet and bright blue for
the most part

Mr, Ingleby- (‘harterm kept seven gardeners
always hard at it. " Not a blade of grass
was out of. place, and the very leaves that
had  begun to flutter - down from the trees
seemed to be pounced upon and hurried out

Rs
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of sight almost as soon as they had touched
the ground. The gravel on the drive was
tco yellow, the very grass itself seemed toou
green, and as one-turned the angle of the
drive and came in sight of the house, which
he had built on. the top of the slope, the
red of the brick and tpe white of the paint-
work hurt the eyes.

There was no repose 1bout the place. It
shouted the one word *‘ Money '’ wherever
you - looked,- just as Mr. Ingleby-Charteris
kimself, with lus ‘white spats and absurdly
waxed moustache, spoke of pompous pros- e
re:ity -as he came down the termce with
another man beside him.. -

“ Hi, there!  What do you want?" c.:.lled
out thes master of the mansion, as Nipper’
continued his way towards the front door.
““The servants’ entrance is round that bend
to the left.” |

Nipper raised his cap respeotfully, and
hesitated, and the stockbroker bore down
upon him. - ’

" Have you some mensage for- me" '-
asked.

‘“ No, sir. I've come in answer to your
advertisement for a page-boy.” -

““ The dickens you have! Come here,“ said
Mr. . Ingleby-Charteris. *‘ You can walk on
the grass. Now, then, what’s your name?"”

‘“‘ Peter Johnqon sir.”

“ And where was your last place?”

" Nipper presented his credentials, and tlle
crest on the first eny elope caught the stock
broker’s eye. -

He was a rather good looking nian of per-
haps fifty, with a white slip inside his waist-
coat, and a pearl of great price in his neck-
tie; and when he had tixed his eye-glass he:

passed the duchess’s letter to lus compamou
and opened the other one. . - |

“ Hum!” he said, with a grunt of satis-
faction. * Your references are very good.
(an you wait at table?” .
- % Yen. gir.”

. IIelp the butler wnth the sllx'er?”

(] Ye,. bir »)

P Wlllmg to come for a month on trial to.
see if you suit me, and keep your hands
out of my cigarettes, eh?” :

“1 don’t smoke, sir,”’ said l\npper

“ Then I'd engage him. on sight, and count
the tablespoons,” laughed the other man.
““ Looks a siart boy,* Chart. You might do
worse.'

‘““ Seems to me I couldn't do better," re-
sponded Mr. Ingleby-Charteris, lowering lus
voice. “ When can you come .in?"

“ Whenever you wish, sir.” |

“ Yery well, Peter Johnson. Go round that _
way, and tell Mr. -Friday, the butler, that
I've engaged you, and the sooner you're into
your uniform the better. You're just about
the same size as the young thief I kicked out
last week; and if you study me you won't
regret it. "

i Thank Yyou wer}' much, sir. I DI‘OI’HI‘:B
vou I'll do my best,”” said Nlpper gratcfully,
and he was turning away to the servants’
entrance when his new master stopped him,
~“ You sec that summer-house on the _‘kncp}}

he‘

L
I



THE  GHOSTS. OF

yonder?” said the stockbroker, poiuting to a
gaudy little pagoda embosomed in flowering
shrubs. ** As soon as you're fixed up, bring
a bottle and a- syphon and a -couple of
tumbers thére by way of a start.”

"~ *“ Yes, sir,” was the prompt response, and |}

‘Nipper ‘vanished briskly, with

in his cheek. _ _
. ** That youngster’s no fool!” said Clitters.

‘““ All the better. I've no use for fools,”
laughed Mr. Ingleby-Charteris. *‘ Let’s go up
there. We can talk without interruption.”

- The livery of the last boy fitted Nipper like
a glove, and so well did the new page per-
form his® duties that when he carried the
solid silver tray, bearing the things that
his master had ordered, neither the decanter
nor the syphon, nor the handsome cut-glass
_ tumblers, touched each other to betray his
approach, and he was able to gain the back

his tongue

of the pagoda unseen, and glean a most use-

ful item of information at the very start.

The mellow voice of Sol Clitters was speak-
ing with the slightest suspicion of American
accent, which he could suppress altogether
" when he wished.

T AN T thmk about the matter, my boy, is
this: you've been a thundering Iong tlme dl‘S-
lodging the enemy," he said.

““That’s -all very well,””

responded : the
stockbroker rather- te;pily;_

“You overlook

are slow to my laea. NOW JOOK wuay 1 aiu.
- There's -only one mamr I really feared in
London—that scut, Nelson Lee; and instead
of waiting for him to get me set, I went
_stralnht into the lmns den and lald him
out 12

. We haven’t seen his death in the papers,
Sol,” said Mr. Ingleby-Charteris.

“ Don’t suppose you will; but if he lsn't
dead he'’s a hopeless unbecrle for life, which
is near enough for-our purpose.”

“Oneé minute,” - interrupted his host.
** That looks like the landlord of the Red Lion
at Marsh Manor on his motor-cycle. If the
Belgians have anything’ of importance to
communicate they generally send it by him *’;

-

. and, standing up, he waved an imperious arm '

which the figure that had just come through
the gate sa.w, and obeyed.

s

MARSH MANOR | pr

‘** Good-morning, Withers,”” said the" stock-
broker, as the newcomer approached with a
letter in his h.md ** Sonething t‘rom my
httle colony?™”

*“* Yes, sir,” - rephed the messenger.
;‘hhladame Trochon af-ht.d ‘me to gne you

IE b5 ] .

-** Then trot round to the servants’ hall,
Withers, and ask them- to give you a bottla
of Bass, and here’s a cigar. 1 thmk }ou ve -
no objection to the brand?” . .

“ Wish I'"d-always got a box handy for my
own smokmg, gir,”’ laughed the innkeeper.
** There’s nothing like ’em to be had in these
parts. Thank you kindly, sir. Shall I come .
back for a reply‘?" '

“*Yes, you might do tlmt " gaid Mr.
Ingleby-Charteris, in an abstracted tone, for
he had already opened the envelope, and
was reading the letter. $

“It’s from Vilotte,* he said aloud, when
the man was out of earshot. * IIe plays-
French master at the school, you huow, and
signals wheu the coast is clear. This is what -
he says: * Monsieur, the new master is giving
much trouble here. 1lle is very active in bis
efforts to solve the mystery of the ghost,.
and I suggest that for the present it would
be safer to discontinue it. It was neéarly
caught last night, and would have been had
he not made so much noise in leaving his
room. It will take quite a week to print’ the
third million. After that the apparition

end of the business the -better.
going to put me over to-morrow?”:
- *“ Yes, we'll have the little car out Wlth the .
changed numher, and pick up our hu*d av _
the station.”

Are., you

“That’ll do, But I sav, Chart t.hat
whisky’s a lung time coming. ng ‘e;n up
ﬂgﬁ.ll].“ :

~ As the 5tockbroher stretched out .lns hhnd
to the electric button, the new page -came
round the angle of the pagoda with his bur-
den, which le deposlted on the bamhon
table. .

“ Oh, you've come at last, Johnson. You
must he quicker another tlme,". said his
master, . '
~ “TI'm sorry, sir, hut we had to- decant
fresh ‘bottle *’; and Nipper vanished.

"(To be contrnued.)

¥ _‘_H
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Fnrst Part of Grand New Sup~
plement “ WHOS WHO IN

FOOTBALL Gl glven
away this week th
'every copy of '

Complete

| e Bnef Biography
" of all theleading Foot-|
l:aﬂers of Great Bntam [

: ALSO :

” £300 FOOTRALL 'COMPETITICN

\ o And many seasonable Spnrtmg Stor:es for Bo;s.. -
'..ﬂ@%jf GET A COPY TO-DAY! . -gx

a2
i

New Long-Complt-Story Boks No on Sal

THE .~ No. 570. THE MILLIONAIRE . WINGER
; ’ 2 Eg R Superb story of the footer field. By J. O, St:md sh
| B{)YS | No. 571. BAYNE OF THE BACGK-BLOCKS, |
= - = B - . A'thijlling yarn ‘of the Boxing Ring. By Ergc W Tov.n..end
i FRIEND  No. 572.° REDSKIN AND RUSTLER.

. . A ati:rng story of adventure in the W,lld “est
- LIBRARY \ : . By- Gmdon Wallace, -
*F . Ho 5'?3 THE THREE MACS.
Fourpence ;_Grand tale- of schoolboy life. By J‘ach \mth ool
- . A Splendld story of z(lvcnturc in ﬁlmlmd By W alter Edv. ards.

1 No. 188. THE LEOPARD MAN.

_ - .. A story of thrilling African advcn{lut By ihn mthor -ol‘ e C'I?hc--
_THE . Man Who Forgot.” - v
i SEXTON No..189. THE MYSTERY or THE 1CD GHESTS :
- -- . _ A tdle of Chinese mystery and London adventure, mtroduc ng
BLAKE - Sexton Blake, Tinker, and the Hon. John Lawless,.
. o - No. 190. THE VALLEY OF FEAR. _
LIBR&RY. " A fine detective story, intiroducing Mlle Cla 1e Dchslc, :sel.aen
‘ R Lee, Sexton Blake, and Tinker, . . _ e o
. T R N, Be No. 151, THE PRIDE OF THE STAELE;
i. Fourpenco | . or, THE NBW TRAINER.
Per Volume. < A 1'mls*ng racing elory.™

No. 192. THE SIGN OF THE SERPL-NT

A talc-_ of mwtely in I,ondon and '\d‘. entme in Iudh

| THE ! . No. 55.. THE PET OF ST. FBANK'S. | L~

A rollicking story of school-life, introducing Nipper, Handfmth

VUGGET - Fullwood & Co., and other St. Frank's Juniors.

No. 56. MESHES OF MYSTERY. - > e
LIBRARY, . An amazing story of deteclive work and 1dventu:e in London
3d. Per Vol. - and_Dover, mtloducfng Nelson Lee and Nipper.
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- Thé . Amateur Mechanlc

S W rltten b}f Slullpd Craftsmen in Simple Non-Technical 3 b
! - Language, with 6,000 *“* How To Do It " Jlustrations, - R

IT TEACHES YOU HOW

arbours, arghes, seats, summer-houses, t1n1c'-., '
ctc.—To us¢ metal-drilling tools—To clean £
book-covers-—To" renovatc nirrors—To up-§
holster furniture in lcather cloth—To mend g
‘broken china—To do fretwork—To build af
boat—To make a canoe, etc.—To lime-white i

i To paint and paper a room—To sole and heel
f and patch boots and shoes—To mount maps
‘# —To bind magazines and to re-bind 0]{1 books
# —To make a pair of hand-sewn boots—To

g restore colour of old brown shoes—To make
- @ household furniture—To re-seat chairs—To
g upholster sofas,
. @ tube—To mike a wire bracket for placing
~ @over oil-lamp or gas bracket so that food can
. H be heated over it—To clean a Primus or other
stove—To rcpair~ bicyveles—To overhaul -
- M motor-car—To repair a motor-cycle=—To work

ete.—To instal a’ spedking

‘n raetal-—To  colour metals—To make a
repair water-taps—To
varnish a violin—To remedy damp walls—To

repair the piano—7To make a padded chair

B (rom an old cask—To make mailcart and
8 perambulator hoods—To -mend penknives—-
-8 To stuff animals—To dress furs—To stuff |
g and mount. birds—To do wood imlaying—
& 1o cure--a-
i working "drawing ‘and how ‘to read working
: r.ir.l.su.;:quTo make ‘a -chemical ~weather:
g iass—To renovate a grandfather's clock—To
q nake invisible ink—To make garden furniture,

~Emoky- -chimney—To . preparc

poultry houses—To do gold-plating-

: Shows How to do the Home Jobs that Cost Money.

~and B

silver-plating—To clean a watch—To mend§
.l\.E}IESS watches and ordinary watches—Tog

distemper ceilings and walls—To.

make @

picture frames -and to frame pictures—AllE

about  curtain fittings—To ~"make

metal

castings—To make tracing paper,; waterproof §
paper, fireproof paper, ctc.——lo clean paintg
off. glass—To fit up a motor workshop—To§
clean boilers—To fix an anthracite stove—To® -
re-gild and restore picture frames—How tof§
-use spanners—To make doors and windows§

draught-proof—T6 paint walls-—To’' make a

garden-path—How . to  do. nickel-plating—&--
To cure noises in hot-water- pipes—To make§
‘soap at:.-home=—India and glue varnishes—§-
To clean and:repair loc]-.s-—-ﬁkll about acids for§
etching- metals—Micrometers, how to makc¥
and to use them—-How to make’ plaster casts §

etc,, etc,

THIS IS SOUND MONEY-SAVING KNOWLEDSE.

~ Over 80,000 citizens are now using “ The Amateur Mechanic.” -

MR G[‘ORGE THOMPSON, Clayton-le-Moors, writes :—"".To tell vou the truth, I did §
not cxpect the work to be so e!huent and it has qu1te: delighted me." - : '

; Our Free Descraptwe Bookiet will tell you a|l about ‘ The Ama’ceur Mecham

! Illustrated Booklet,
Mechanic,”

~Send

for it | »ae

BRF AP AR BRI B e wd B

i
e =t

'iiil-‘lill'_.!iii‘ill riee

containing all .

(Send th is mei or a Postcard. ),

ssems bbuerBRa -Iil-. LE ]

R L L R R R PR TR TN T T L]

E.C.4.

. particulars® of .

Y

“To'the WAVE’.RLEY BOOK 00, L4d. {N.L@G. " Dept.), - 2. g
- ‘96, Fart‘mgdon Stireet, London, E , 8
Please send ‘me, without charge 'or obligation to order, your Free §
““The Amateur
also information as to vyour offer to send the Complete ‘B
Work for a merely nominal first -payment, the balance to<be:.paid @&
by a fcw small nmnth'y pa3 ments atter the cleuvery of the work, :

deed iR iRdeRsd pRNRRiR st garaRdnracansas A}
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Topical Gossip from the Clubs.
GREAT FOOTBALL COMPETITION
-+~ Big Money Prizes to be won. :oh
Long Complete Story of St. Frank’s,

Rattling Sport-and Adventure Serials, .
___NOW APPEARING :JN - i,

. o FINE NEW - FOOTBALL -FEATURES! -. i&""ﬂ
THE SGHODLBOY SNTERNATIDNAL. A Rattling New Senal of thc Greatig.

~ < Winter Game, introducing the Eamous Blue Grusadcrs. ce— £
BROUND TRE FOOTBALL QROUNDS. : :

Toclexr5tockqu|ckl weofﬂ:rrenma[ed
§ Government bBic rles at . HALF ysual-
3\ prices. Cashor Easy Paymants B.S.A., ¢
|| Royal-Enficld, Kynoch, New-Hudson
ji and other celebrated makes—all .in
3| excellent ndmg condition. 'Many equ'tl
§/ to new, - No reasonable offer refused,
Tyres and Accessories at big reductions _
from shop prices. Write for Free Lists, ”

7 la C Ine,, -
g MEADm%ﬁﬁan?ﬂ?ﬁﬁhﬁg .

BOYS—HERE'S THE RE-
PEATER YOU WANT|

o=

Makes a big bang, but is | “'Cﬂﬂi_m

perfectly ~ harmless, ~Idcn) Vo “"“““’

for SGQUTS AMATEUR ' 7

DETECTI‘FES Ete. The &

& Qulckﬁra “Price 1/3 f

| Post ‘Irée. Write your nama

{1 and " address .ZVERY PLAINLY -~ :
on a picce -of papor ; cub out this Advh.  { ety

and attach, an'd send with P.O. 1/3 . 10— P

F. GILMAN 8, Gra.nge Rd Smethwick Birmlngham

BOYS, MAKE A SHOCK
* COIL FOR 1/9! . ,
Shocking Coill em!‘%t of
Paris l‘or*nmkm;;, ‘1/9. " Baltery
Parts,” 1/6.<°Pbstags..3d. - each-
Electro Magnet, 9d. postage 34.
(Lifrs, 1 poamd ) - .Bo:-L zElectrical
. Experiments)* 3!- pOBt'l.ge 6dl.
b Special “Cheap Te]r_,phone Set,
~Oomplete,-1f‘? e postage 4d, —~- < 4
in Blectric Light ~Battery; Switch,
4 Wire, Lamp,’ Holder, . Refioctor, In-
W) . structions,’ . ete”’ 41’6, mpwsiage “6d.;

/8 Larger size, 3!6.. pﬂstage 9d. (Cat. 6d.)

: "Harborne 'Small - Power. Co.,
' 38 (A.P.) Queen’s Rd., Aston, Birmingham,

? EUN, JFOR ALL! Ventriloguwst's Voice Instru-
" ment,” Invisible,: Astonlqhmf.]\r{,}bmﬁcs . dmitate
* Birds, Beasts, ete. 1/- PO, (Ventuiuqmqm Treatise
-mclluicdl—ldctl ‘Co.; -Clevedon, .Somerset. 2

A!’e ~our Easy
T rms for these;

" Fashionable Brogue
Shoes, gent.’s. or Jadies’

sizes, tanor black, prjce

rpag 5/- m:}nthl} after dehver}. Ben{l a/-
‘to-day.. Lists free, - - = ~ ' =5

MASTERS. LTD., 52, ane Stores. RYE
e Es‘b&blishﬂﬂ. 18b9 L .

30/~-. Send 5/~ nowand 3

¥ REE FU ke M

B L'Luglllc:r FREE.to all

sendmg 1/- for 100 Cute Conjuring - '.Incks 2250
Riddles,. 18 Games, 5 Funny® Remlatmns 10- Iunny

| | Readings %73, Toasis; 21 Monologues,” Ventrilégnisne,

Fte.»Thoufards delighted! Great Fun! C. HUGHES,
].,, ~WoodyStreet,™ Edgbaston, Birmingham. s~

Bzﬁffaun‘wsuccr:ssrux. To be™ tall is -

mthcs ‘in¢érease. s Send a postscard.for 1mrtmul:r.rs

'one “of “therchial: .qualifications for success. 1t
Jis7easy - to‘*mmease your height by the Girvan
| 'Scmﬁtzﬂc Ty en.tmf:nt % Students . report from.2.10 5 -

and:our £100.guarantee;~to.1 ity - Dept. AMP‘ :

1‘!.-.,Stroud Green Road JLondon,m N4 | axamue- g

LEARN DUTTDN'S"24-hour Shorthand
st Lesson I'ree.—Dutton’ 5 Colluge, Desk
303, ﬁ]{ggnees‘ i T o SRR TR

CINEMATOGRAPH . FILMS_ for sale, from

1/6,.100 ft. ...15;’-.11 000 ft. Larec” mmetv Stamp for

lists. -Also for hire incljiding Non-Flanis for. Schools,

-e’rc—-—'WJlford 3, Mom land . Place, I—]‘vdr"P'uk Leeds,

Ol

THOTO . POSTG&RDS OF YDURSELI' 143

“30%12 by~10 -ENLARGEMENTS 8d.'ALSO CHEAP
PHOTO MATERIAL,, CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES 2

FREE—HACKETTS, JULY ‘ROAD. LIVERPQOL..

P 50, different, including .Barbadoes
STAM S Yictory, War Stamps, * eto., .
ww o, »-ow wprice  .3d. .. only.—Homer i &
ﬂ'ambrev Centre Bu:!drn«s Lye,:: Stourbri_dge. -

-l CUT.THIS_OUT. .-~

The Nelson Lee Llhrary. Pen cuupnn. Value 2d.

‘Send 13 of these Coupons with only 2/9 dlrect to
‘ the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet Street, E.C.4,
" You will - receive bj" return "a splendid - ‘British-
fM’id(‘: 14¢ct. ‘Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen; value
lws (Fine,” Medium or Broad nib). If onhr 1
ougon :is ;. sent the price is 4/9. 2d. being allowed
ﬁl"muh ‘extra -coupon up to 12 (Pocket Clip 4d4.
* ‘extra).” This-great offer is made to introduce ‘the |
- famouz Fleet. Pen to NEXLSON LEE readers. Satis-
f1c£10n guaranteed or cash returned, Forclgn
post extra.

Lever- self-filling Safety Model, 2;— extra.

s C'URI-Y LATR I+ It’s ~wonderful,”” writes .-

E.: ... 10,000 . —Testimonials, ~~Proof-—sent e Ross’

““ Waveit . curls . straightest hair. 1/3, 2/5. ROSS,

*(Dept N.L.), 173, Néw North "Rd., Londﬁn.“"NI
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|j?, “ All applications for Advertise=_«
4| mentSpacesin this publication _

=1 should be addressed to the

“1 . Advertisement, Dept.,,” THE

9| NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The - [}
@9| ' Fleetway. :House, - Farrmgdon 165}
oL Street,aﬁ'cé} . s R @
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