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| CHAPTER L
; EAINTS VERSUS GRAMMARIA‘\
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G A perfect roar went up round
the ropes of Little Side—a roar
from scores of Jumor thmats

“ Hurrah!” - -

““ Well, played Pltt'” .

Reginald Pitt, of the Remove, glm\ ed
with pleasure. - The first match of the
season was being played at St. Frank's.
It was a junior match, of course, and the
‘Remove eleven was playmg Banmn'rton
Grammar School.

The game had. not been going for
more than three minutes. It had,
fact, only just started, and not even the
most optimistic St.
had .hoped for a goal so soon.

But Reginald Pitt, the- outmde-nght
had brougnht off a wonderful individual
effort.. Seizing the ball when the Gram-
marian left-back was a trifle careless,
Pitt rushed it right into the ml_mouth
and kicked the leather well and truly
‘into the corner.of the net. It was the
most unexpected thing that: Uould hme

“ Ripping, old man!” 1 exclaimed,

slapping Pitt upon the back as we went] .

to line up for the re-start. ‘‘I knew
*you'd do some wonderful thmgs in_-this
game. Keep 1t u;l)1 and we 11 tupe the
Grammar School ollow.””

. The game re-started, and the Gram-
marians were ewdently determined to

equaltae as soon as posmble Thm emlv_
reverse had taken themn by surprise, and
they were now-on their mettle. - =

- The (;rammar School had sent a ql:ﬁmrr c
team to St. Frank's. The- captain was

Frank’s gupporters |

a fellow. named Gordon. ~The previous .
season Arthur Grey had been skipper,
but I understood that he was now among
the  seniors, and we shouldn t see any-
thing more of him.  The Bannmgton_
team was compesed as follows: Bales;
Hayford, Gregg; Colllns, Howell, Free-
man; Brown, Davis, Gordon, Beuson
Greene. “We knew most of LheSe fellows.
for they had nearly all been in the cricket -
team. -They'are a very decent collection
of juniors, and they ‘had promlsed to
give us'a good game.

I was captain’ of the .St.- Frank’s mde.
and this was made up in-the following
manner:; Handforth; Yorke, Burlion;
Church, Talmadge, Sommton, (‘hustlne,
Grey, mvself lrEgelhs-W est, I1tt.

If the Grammarian team was strong.
«s0 was ours, and I was very-optimistic
.of bringing off a viclory. We had heard
a. great deal of the Grammarians, and

! fPﬁkfﬂ& hollow.

happened i - _.show thom that we could do someihing

e dhad ‘been informed that they could
It was our -intention o

in *the licking hine, too. ° .

‘Thanks to Pitt, we had opened r-plnr-
dxdlv -And, once having gained this
advantage, we were anxious to-maintain:
the lead. Tt certainly scemed: as theugh
we should do so, for every fellow was

playing with all his skill and energy
Sir Montxe and Pitt, on the right wmg, _
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wero o splendid paire They worked lo-
gether beautifully,

Watching the game, ono was reminded
of the tuclics of professionals. There
was nothing slipshod or careless about
Tregellis-West and Pitl. Their passing
was well-nigh perfect, and it was very
seldom indeed that thoy made a miss-
kick.

Soon af{er the game had re-started the
ball swung away to the left wing, and
Christine had a good chance. He ran the
ball up the touch line well. But he was
‘'unfortunate.
to cenilre, Hayford, one of the Gram-
manian backs, charged lhim, and sent him
fiying. And the leather was sent back
into mid-field with all the strength of
Hayford’s kick.

By good luck, the ball {ell practically
at Gordon’s foot. Gordon was the cen-
tre-forward, and he was supposed to be
very hot stuff. And now he proved thet
his reputation was well earned.

Without a second’s hesilation he kicked
tho ball as it came to him, and eent in a
* first-timer ’ with such force and pre-
cision that Handforth scircely had a
chance. He was not looking for a shot
then. He was, in fact, caught napping—
and Handforth was a splendid goalie.

Slam !

The leather shot past Handforth, and
rammed its way inlo the back of tho net.

‘“ Goal !

“ Oh, well kicked, Gordon!”

** Well played, sir!’’ ,

(Gordon received applause froin friends
and cnemtes alike. It had certainly been
a, well-placed shot.

““ This 1s going to be a jolly hot game,”’
remarked McClure at the ropes. *‘ Oneo
each, and they're going all out! My
hat! I'd like to see Pitt get busy again.
Ho's the best man we've got—even bet-
ter than Nipper!”’

The teams lined up, and Morrow, who
was acling as referee, blew his whistle.
'Thoe game started off with a rush. The
Grammarians had the ball, and, workin
we!l logether, they swept down tho ficld.
But Yorke.and Burlon put up a strong
defence. The leather did not get past
thein, bul was sont straight down to
Talmadge, at centre-half.

Talmadge looked about him quickly.
He was beset by two Grammarians, and
with commendable coolness he lifted the
ball- ard dropped it at the feet of Sir

For, just as ho was about |

Montio.  Without hesitation, Tregellis-
West dribbied the leather up tho lield.
A half-back came Dbearing down upon
him. Aud then, at the last moment,
Monlie made a neat giound pass to DIitt.

There was a roar {rom the onlookers.

“Go it, Dttt

** Centre, centre!”

But Pitt was nol ceuviring yet. Neal
the touch line, he raced up towards goal.
One of the Graminarvian backs charged
upon him. The way i1n which 1%t tricked
the back brought forth a delightful roar
of applause.

He suddenly le{J ced dead, and Gregg
blundered past. \ ’Een he looked round,
Pitt was ten yards away, and just upon
the goal line. IFrom there he sent in a
calm, perfoctly placed contre. I was
there, waiting. The bsll dropped at m
foot, and without hesitation I kicked wit
all my power.

Bates, the goalie fisted the lenther des-
Eeralely. It bounced out, and I jumped.

eading it just beyond Bates’ reach, and
just under tho cross bar.

“ GoalI”

“0Obh, well played
"* Good old NiPpor
‘““IL was Pitt's goal!”

Lody.
**That's the way, Pilt!”

Certainly, I did not claim very much
credit for myself. If Pitt had not centred
so beautifully 1T could never have headed
that goal. Again Pitt had proved himsclf
to be of incalculable value to the =ide.

“ Hurrah'”’

“Go it, St. Frank’s!”

And we cerlainly went it—with all our
speed and strength. We were now one
up, and we were determined to muke this
lead even bigger before half-time, if ‘pos-
sitle.  Whether we should do so re-
mained to bu seen.

As a malter of fact, it was the opposite
way about. For twenly minutes no goals
were scored, but the football was of tho
highest order. Time after time, both
Bates and Handforth were called upon
to save. And they did so magnificently.

Pitt had sent in some good centres.
but, unfortunately, none of these had
been converted into goals, not because of
any failure on the part of the inside men,
but because Bates was an exceptionally
smart goalie. " -

And then, just beforo half-time, the
Grammarians made a great spurt. They
compelled Yorke to concede a corner.

l’l
-

roared some-
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Browne, the visiting outside-left, took a
kick, and he sent in a dropping centvre,
which fell practically in front of the goal
mouth.  ‘There was a wild scramble.
Handforth fisted out, but his fist didn’t
reach the ball. It dropped Lo the ground.
and for a moment there was a melce.

And then onc of the Grammarians
pushed the ball out of the general tur-
moil. and it rolled into the nel. Hand-
forth didn’t even sce i, and he was
hardly to be blamed, considering the con-
fusion.

Bul. Morrow pointed Lo the centre.

‘““ Goal!”’

“Well, I'm Dblessed!” snorted Hub-

.bard. ‘“ What a rotten pieca of luck!

That oughtn’t to have been a goal!™
“ Oh, 1t was fatr oenough,’” said Arm-

strong. °' It was one of those lucky ones.

Perhaps we shall have our turn soon.”

Tho whistle for half-timme went shortly
aftorwards. wilh the score two-all. The
~Grammariany were highly plensed with
themsolves, for thoy had not hoped to
equalise by half-time.

Indeed, they had bogun (o fear that
they would never equalise at all. They
were mortally afraid of the right wing.
and both Pitt and Montie were well
marked. But these (wo forwards of ours
were well capable of dealing with any
defensive tactics that the visitors might
like to adopt. .

““* Knoep it up in the second half, and
we'll have them beaten to a cinder!” I
said, in the pavilion. ‘ And don'l forget
to be ready for Pitt's centres. I've never
known him to play so splendidly as he's
playing now--there’s nol a man in the
first eleven who can compare with him.”’

“Oh, draw it mild!" Pitt said
modestly. .

He knew himself thal he was playing
well, bul he had no inflated ideas about
his own powers. He was just doing the
best he could for the Remove—for St.
Frauk’s. And he was very delighted
thal his offorts were proving of great
service to the side.

‘The whistle blew for tho second half.

The teams starled off, fresh and active.
But, this time, il was we who assumed
the aggressive. We bore down upon the
visilors' goal with grim detormination.
Both tho backs were bealen within the
first minute. Bul DBatex was as uneon-
querable as ever. We counldn’t got past
him, :
The play swung down inlo our ha!f for

3

| a time. bul both Yorke and Burlon were-

playing well. They kept a sound de-
fence, and nol once did the Grammarian
forwards get through.

IFrom a throw-in, Church passesl Lhe
ball to Talmadge. And Talmadge, with-
oul hesitaling, fed the right wing.

Pitt had the leather. and ho tipped it
neatly to Tregellis-West. Monlie passed
il on to me. But I was not in a povilion
to shool, for I was heset by two of the
enemy.

Withoul hesitation. T swung the ball
back to DI’itt, who was in a favourable
position.  He trapped it neatly, made
circles round an opposing back. and
rushid for the goal. He didn't centre,
for T was off side. and couldn't touch
the ball. So Pitt tried a shot on ohance.

It was a low shot which skimined about
n fool over the ground. And it went in
al an angle which was extremely difficult
to judge. So awiftly did it come that
Bates gave one leap. and was even then
loo lale.

The ball struck the inside of the up-
right. and bounced into the net.

* (voal!”

“ Hurrah'”

“Good old P!

**That's the stulf to give ‘em!”

‘“ Hurrah!™

‘““ Another “om

one. and we'll have

1\\'i sed oul of existence,' I said briefly.

i« "V

hey'll never be able Lo equalixe if we
gel two up. Pitt vou're belter than
ovei!"

“ (Good man!” chuckled Grey.

Pitt only amiled, and went back to lus
position in field. The game commenced
once more, and Pilt did not relax his
efforts for a moment. Whenever he got
the ball he worked as though his very
lifo depended upon success in this maitch.
It was just the enthusiasin of a good
foolballer. Pilt was making no special
effort.  He was> just playing his own
game.

And now, as the minutes passed, the
malch becamme more and more exciling,
and exhilarating. ‘The ecrowds round the
ropes yelled themselves hoarse whenever
there seemed a possibility of scoring.

Desperately, onr visitors attempted to
equalize.  And their greal efforts cul-
minaled an suecess only five minutes Lie-
fore time. . Davis, the inside-left, waa
responsible. and it had to be admitted
that his shot was a real beauly. Nolody

' blamed Haodforth for letting it through.
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Bul the disappointment was keen.

* Oh, that’s done it!" groaned Jack
Crey, as wo lined up. .** We can’t pos-
sibly scoro again in these two or three
minutes! Stll. it’ll bhe o draw, and that's
Leiter than a defeat.”

The erowd was silenl, as play recom-
menced. They had been confidently ex-
pecting a victory, and wow, just at the
last moment, the visitors had ecored this
equalising goal. It was terribly galling.

** (Go it, St. Frank's!”

“J.et’s have another!”

** Just one more!"’

 Pit—Pit 17

And it was Piit who made 2o {re-
~mendous eflort afler three further min-
utes had passod. 'The referee, indeed,
had the wwhistle in his hand, and he
sslanced at his watch Lwo or threo Limes.

IL secmed hoc‘)e'less_ for us to-score. We
{ried again and again, but our combina-
tions were broken up every time.

Aund then, at the last moment, when
cvery hope scemed dead, Yorke ias
fouled. free kick was awarded, and
ourr best back took a long kick and
dropped the ball right at my feot. With-
out hesitation, I slammed tho leather to-
wards the net. Bates could only do one
thing—he kicked. The ball went spin-
mng away, twisting trickily. It secmed
certain that it wounld go over the touch
line, and Grey didn't even attempt to
stop 1t.

But Reginald Pitl was racing up like
an espress train. Jn the very nick of
timoe he saved the ball from going out-
side. Then. quite unmarked, he rushed
forward and sont in a curving shot which
completely bewildered Bates. The ball
went 1n belween the goal posts high up,
just at the corner.

Bales leapt desperately. His fingers
touched the hall. bul could not save it.
It dropped behind him, into the net.

“* Hurrah!™ :

** Oh, good old Pitt!”

s Goa'l !?I

" Well played, outside-right!"*

‘The whistle blew shrilly.

* St. I'rank’s win!”’ .

" Where’s Piti—grah him !’

The crowd slreamed on to the field,
and before Pitt could escape he was
yanked up, and raised shouldor high.

_ He had saved the match, and had given
St. Frank’s the victory. That last goal
of his had been a glorious effort, and I

h

!
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marvelled at the cleverness he had dis-
played. e tvas certainly too good to bhe
playmg in a junior match—but we were
only loo.glad of his services.

“ Give him three cheers!”

‘““ Hurrah!”

Everybody was enormously delighted,
and with every reason. For this was Lthe
first match of the season, and we had
won it. It promised Lo bo a happy augury
for 1the future.

The excitement ran high, and it was
some little time before Pitt cscaped the
attentions of the excited Removites.
But, at last, he was permitted to go, and
he escaped to the Pavilion, and rubbed
himself down. Soon afterwards he was
altired in Elons, and he went inlo the
Ancient House.

In Study E, in the Remove passage,’
Jack Grey, his study mate, congratulated
him heartily upon his success.

“1 didn’t expect it of you, Reggie,’”’
said Grey. “ You’ve been so miserablo
lately that I hardly expected you to put
up such a fine show. Tt was great, old
man—absolutely stunning.’’

$s I

‘“Oh, I don’t know,” said Pitt.
did thé 'best I could, of course. DBut
some of my contres weren't as true as
they might have been. Twice Nipper
could have scored if I had only been a
bit more accurate.”

“ Rals!” said Grey. ‘' You played a
great game.”’ |

Pitt was soon left to himself, and,
curiously enough, the sparkle left his
eyes, and he sat down looking straight
before him thoughtfully and with e kind
of dull depression.

His cheeriness. which had been so
marked during the game, left him com--
pletely. And practically all the fellows
m the Remove had grown accustomed
to this new atuitude of Pitt’s.

Nobody could understand why he was
so worried—why he always went about
looking sad and sorely troubled.

But, as a maller of fact, Pitt had much
on his mind.

There had been great trouble in his
family of late. He had known nothing
of it until his arrival back from the sum-
mer holiday trip. Then he had returned
home to find that his father had been
ruined. .

It was a teérrible blow.

For Mr. Pitt's downfall had been com-
plete. 'The home which Pitt had known
since childhood was gone, and 11 the
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hands of an oily rascal named Simon

“Raspe. It was this man who had ruined
Mr. Pitt. .

From the very first Reginald was gnite

. sure that the man had dcliberately

swindled his father.

But. unfortunately, there was no proof
of hie guilt. There was no possible way
of proving that this man had wrongfully
appropriated Mr. Pitt's fortune. And
Reginald was sick at heart as he thought
of his parents’ predicament.

Nothing had been left o them.

Their home had been taken, and practi-
cally all their personal belongings. And
now, while Pitt was at St. Frank’s—his
feea for his term having been paid beforo
the crash—his father and mother were
living in poverty in a little boarding-
house in Fulham.

Pitt had almost wept with mortification
when he found out his parents’ plight.
They were in the lust stage of despair.
.For all their funds had gone, and they
would nover descend to borrowing money
from friends or others. Things were
evon s0 bad that Mr. Pitl himself was
obliged to seek employment. He did not
mind what, 80 long as he gol some money
n.

But Pitt knew that his father had found
nothing so far, and the thought appalled
him, )

How were his parents living? }

How would they be able to pay for
‘their lodging and their food?

These were questions which worried
‘the junior more than he could say. He
had done everything he possibly could.
and he was anxious to do some work of |
his own, if such a thing was possible. His
one idea was to get money in—so Lhal
ho could send it to his parents.

He did not feel that it was right for
him to be at St. Frank's, living. in com-
parative luxury, owhile his father and
mother were in want. But, Mr. Pitt had {
poinled out, the fees were paid, and Lhere
was no reason why the junior should not
remain al the school. !

Another point which gave Regineld
much food for thought was the fact that
Simon Raspe had a big house near Ban-
nington, some little distance from the
outskirts of the town. Pitt had found
this out almoslL by accident. And the
knowledge had thrilled him at first.

For he thought il quite possible that he

would be able to do something—that he
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might even be able lo discover some
secrot which might unmask Simon Rarpo
for the sconndrel he was,

He thoughti over these matliers deeply,
and it was hardly surprising that he went
about, absent-minded, and with never w
trace of a smile upon his face. Foolball,
indeed, was the only recreation which
made lhm forget.

Pitt remembered o meeting he had had
with a cheerful young man named Tom
Howard. He was a membor of the Ban-
nington Foolball Club, and he had been
greatly impressed by Pitt's oxcellent
play. Howard, in fact, had inviled Piti
to look in atl the club grounds wheneve:
he liked.

The junior had not taken adrantage of
this offer so far, for no epportunity had
occurred.,

However, he meunt to avail himself of
it soon. The Banuington Footlball Clul

{ were ambitious, and this year, for the

hirst time, it was included in the English
League., It was now, to tell the truth.
a first-ciass {eam—although, of course, i
was nol i the first division.

But they plaved Lcague football at
Bannington, and the town supporlers of
the Club were proud of their cleven. This
year they had been doing well in their
opening matches, and they are going all
out for promolion.

Pitt was naturally quite interested. It
filled him with pleasant anticipation to
think that he nught become acauainted
with al! the members of the professional
eleven, They were good fellows, all of
therm, tn the Bamungton Club. Tom
Howard was a fair example of the othérs.

Pitt never realised what his first visit
lo the Club grounds was to lead to.

CHAPTER II.
THE SECRET OF THORNTON HOCSE.

ONDAY evening found Pilt with
M very little to do. There was no
football practice on hand, and the

- evening was a fine one, clear and
bright.

Directly aflernoon lessons were over
Pitt got out his bicycle, and started out.
He did not wait for tea. To-day he waa
feoling rather more depressed than usual,
and he felt that he wanted to be alone--
at first. anyway.

He decided to eyeie to Bannington, and
call upor Tor Howard. ‘I'his was a rrood
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opportunity.
pression was not far to seek. _

For that morning he had reccived a
letter from his mother—a letter full of
cheerfulness and hope. But it contained
one ilem of nows which filed Pitt with
misgiving. .

His father had nol oblained any cm-
ployment—and this meant, of course, that
mouey was extremely tight. If oniy he
conld find something to do——if only he
could get somoe money from some source!

** My hat! It would be glorious!”’ Pitt
"told himself as he cycled along. * But
what can I do?” How can I earn moneoy?
‘There'’s no way—I couldn’t get a job if I
tried. Nobody would give me one.”

His depression incrcased, and he rode
slowly along towards Banninglon. The
evenming sun was quite bright, and the
countryside waa looking fresh and green,
]in s(;l)ile of the fact thal Autumn was at
wand.

Somewhere near Bannington, Pi.t was
on the point of passing a side road. He
remembered this well, for one cevening
during the previous week ho had met
with a slicht mishap there. It was on
this occusion that he had first discovered
that Simon Raspe lived in the district.

And now, by a curious chance, a big
motor-car eame gliding out into the main
road. Ditt recoguised the car in an in-
stant. He guickly benti his head, so that
he should nol be recognised by the oec-
cupants.

In that one brief glance he recognised
the occupants—the two men who oc-
cupted the front. seats. One was Simon
Raspe. and the other a man named Stret-
. ton, whom P’itt had met before.

They passed on {owards Bannington
without having recognised the junior.
Indeed, they took very little notice of
him, and possibly did not see him at all.
To fct. out of sight quickly, Pitt turned
up the side road.

And, having done so, he came to a
decision. YWhy shouldn’t he go on, and
have a look at Thornton House—Raspe’s
residence? He knew for a fact that
Raspe himself was away. And so it
would bo quite safe to have a look at
(e place closely. Pitl Look great interest
in it, for he badly wanted to do someo-
thing which would bring about the man’s
undoing.

He rode more quickly now, and, with-
m five minutes, he arrived at a while
gateway. Beyond lay the drive, and

. The reason for Piil’s de- | Thornton House itself stood back from °

the road, surrounded, for the most part,
by high trees. _ _

Piit dismounted fromn his machine, and
placed his bicycle in a shallow dilch,
where it was nearly concealed.

Then. he walked along the high bank
which skirted -the slill higher wall of the
grounds. Ho was hoping to be able to
peer over. so that he could see what was
going on beyond.

And he soon came 1o & spot where a
large oak iree grew near to the wall. It
was a simple matter for him to scramble
up, and look over. This was the fimet
time ho had paid a visit to the place in
daylight.

He found himself gazing across o well
kept series of lawns and pleasure gardens.
The hedges were well clipped and beauti-
fully Jaid out. The flower-beds were per-
fect, and the house itself, beyond, was a
magnilicent building. Pitt clenched his
fist, and shook it.

““ And all this belongs to that rogue!”
he muttered fiercely. * By Jove! One
day, before long, i:ne'll find himself in
qllcer Streel! He ruined my pater, but
the Lruth of that has gol to come out
yei 1"

Pitt continued Lo look over. He could
see one or two peoplo moving about near
some outhouses, just near the main butld-
ing. He could also see the windows of
Simon Raspe’s Jibrary. They were
French windows, and one slood half-open,
Probably Raspe had only just gone into
Bannington, and would soon be back.

And then, almost beforo Pitt rcalised
it. something of a startling nature was
laking place. At firat, he heard a loud
seream in the distance.

It startled him e bit, and he wondered
what the caunse of i1t could be. :
Then he saw that large volumes of

smoke were pouring through the door-
way of the lhttle outhouse. The figure

of a woman came ruzhing out. She was
screaming frantically,
* Hallo!?' mutlered Pitt. ** Looks

like a five.”

And a lire it undoubtedly was. Not
dangerous, perhaps; but certainly alarm-
ing. Dense clouds of smoke were rolling
out of the doorway, and out of the win-
dow of the outbuilding. And now, as
Pilt watched, he saw lurid tengnes of
flame appearing.

He guessed thal the woman had been
al wori in there—hghting a fire, perhaps.



“I'll bet I know how it happened!”
Pitt told himself. ‘I expect the silly
ass of a woman was using parafiin to slart
the fire with. And before she knew
where she was the can caught fire, or
somolhing. Anyhow, that building’s
bLurning pretly brightly.”

Indeed. unless it was quickly- put-oul
the flames would spread. There were
other outbuildings near by, some of them
adjoining the house. A small fire of this
kind might easily lead to a devastating

conflagralion,

Those screams of the woman had
brought the servants of the house rush-
ing out. T'wo or three men appeared,
and other women. And Pilt could sce
them running about like so many rabbils.

Pails of water were brought, and they
were thrown upon the fire. Two gar-
deners who had been at work left their
flower-beds and hastened to the scene.

And it struck Pitt, quile suddenly, that
the house ilself was now quite empty.
Undoubtedly, everrbody was oul there.
at the back. Then Pitt caught sight of the
French windows of the library.

His hoart seemed to give a leap.

‘““ Gereat Scolt!” he muttered. his eyes
gleaming.

A startling thought had come lo him. |

And, without waiting o give it full con-
sideration, he put it into instant opera-
tion. He acted on the impulse—and
it is a well-known fact that many bi
discoverics have Dbeen made throug
an impulsive action of this kind.

Pitt dropped over the wall, and landed
on the other side. Then, running hard,
ho raced across the lawns, and made
straight for those French windows. He
was not seen by a soul.

For all the servanls were beslowing
their full atltention upon that burning
outbuilding, exactly as Pitt had reckoned.
He. reached the windows, and slipped into
the room. And there he stood, looking

round him, with his heart beaiing a.

sharp tattoo against his ibs.

“Yoll, I'm in?" he multered.
now for it!"’

Ho had one idea in mind—and that
was to search for any papers that might
serve as 8 clve to Simon Raspe’s guill.
Liven as Pitt stood there he realised how
- 1mprobable it was that he would be suc-
cesaful. FFor it was almost certain that
Raspe worid never leave papers of any
Imporiance ahout.

“ And
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Howerver. he had starled upon the ad-
venture now, and he had Lo go through
with it. Ho saw that the room was a
large one, well-appoinied, and supplied
with every article of comfori.

Against one wall. there stoo@ a mahog-
any bureau, beautifully inlaid. In aun-
other corner there stood a big desk, with
any amouni of drawers. Heo tried them
first, and found that they were locked.

It never struck him that the conse-
quences might be serious if he were
found. And he was always realy to run
like a deer if he was surprised. But nol
a sound came from beyond Lhe ‘heavy
oaken door of the library.

IHe gave his atlention Lo the bureau.
He found that the doeors were unlocked.

and, with trembling fingers,.he opened
them, one after the other. He had ex-
amined three. without result, and then
he tried the fourth. IL seemed to be
sticking. somehow, and would only open
three or four inches. Bul he was enablod
to see in, .and he could catch sight of
sevoral bulky packages. |

And one of these, to his greal excile-
ment, had one word scrawled upon Lhe
face of it 1n blue pencil.

That word was ** Pitt.”

What. could it mean? Surely that
package contained documents and papers
concerning Mr. Simon Raspe’s business
relations with Mr. Reginald Pitt! At all
events, the junior decided to cxamine
{that package without declay.

But heé couldn’t get the package out,
and the drawer continned to stick. Then,
just as he was beginning to gzt rather
impatienl. he heard a quick sound of
running footsteps out in the passage.
They came ncarer and nearer. and Ditl
knew at once thal somebody was coming
into the library,

He looked round desperately.

Just for a second he thought ol bolting
out into the garden, but he reajised that
Lhere was hardly time for him (o get oul
of sight. The sun was shining brilliantly
outside. |

He pushed the drawer in, and then
leapt behind an oriental screen which
stood arross the corner just near him.
And he was only in the nick of time.
For, aven as he dodged, the door opened.

A man entercd—a shorl, stumpy fellow,
dressed in the wniform of a buller. He
was greatly excited, and breathing hard,
EHe didn’t look round the library, bui
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just went across to a estal near the
fire-place. And then Pitt saw why he
had come in such a hurry.

Upon that pedestal stood a patent fire
extingunisher—one of those affairs which
merely require the end {o be knocked to
rclease the compressed charge. The man
scized it, and hurried out.

Pitt breathed a sigh of relief.

**Phew! That was a near thing!”’ he
murmured.

He didn't move for a second or iwo,
thinking thai. it would be wiser {0 remain
in_ooncealment wntil all was perfeclly
still, He [felt fully justified in being
where he was.

His

Ho had no nefarious intentions.
object was an honourable one, for his
sole desire was to obtain evidence of
Simon Raspo's villainy. Pitt, in fact,
was playing the part of amateur detec-
tive, and playing it quite well.

After a brief minute had eclapsed he
decided that it would be safe for him Lo
omerge, and he was quite grim in his
delormination lo get that package.

He heard a faint shout in the distance.
and once more he paused. He leaned
back against the wall. The nexL moment
ho uttered a gasp. ‘The solid wall itself
scomed {0 be colli,npsing in his rear!

Pitt made onc big effort to recover his
balance, but failed.

Ho toppled over, and vanished Lhrough
a big gap in the wall. He feHd upon his
back down a short flight of stone steps,

and he landed wilh considerable force,
brnised and dazed.

A dull thud sounded.

He was 11 complete darkness, and there
was a damp, carthy smell in the air. Eor
the life of him ho couldn’t understand
what had hapI)encd at first. Then he sat
up, and finally scrambled to his feet.

His back was aching a bit, and his right| |,

clhow was grazed.
** My goodness!”’ he muitered.

The truth was coming to him. There
coild be only one explanation of this
extraordinary ' occurience,

He had come through a seevel doorway.

In some way he must have touched a
spring or catch, whon he leaned against
the wall. Thus, he was precipitated
backwards into this black cavily. And
now the door had closed automaticallf.
Pitt was so surprised that he could hardly
think clearly to begin with.

He fumbled in his pockets and found a-

{

F

|

&
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box of matches. Heo struck one, and the
dim yellow light flickered out. He held
it aloft, and saw that he was standing in
a stono passage with an arched roof.
The floor was of stone, too. And, before
bim, was a door of somo hard wood.
Some mechanism could be seen.

“ Waell, this is the queorest thing I've
ever siruck!” muttered Pitt, in amaze-
ment. ““ My only hat! I wonder if I -
chall be able to get out!” |

Ho struck another maich, and com-
menced fin ermF the mechanism on the
doorway. But ho couldn't tell how it
worked, and he was greatly handicapped

by the fact that he could only use one
hand.

And the matches kept going out.

He tried hard for fivo minutes, and
made no impression on the door. He
pulled at it, and shook it. But it seemed
as solid as the wall itself. It was very
galling, and annoying.

Just when he could have got that pack-
ago, this happens. And here he was,

within a few yards of it, and he couldn’t
reach it..

He gave up irying {o open the door,
for it was evidently usecless, and he only
had seven or oight matches left in the
box. If he struck all these, and still
couldn’t open the door, what would his
position be?

He would be trapped in this place, in
pitchy darkress. And for him Lo ex-

plore the tunnel would be difficult and
posaibly dangerous.

And so, very wisely, he kept those
matches in reserveo. '

For some little time he persevered at
the door in darkness, thinking that ho
might hit_upon the secret catch by
chance. But thero was nothing doing,
And, with sore fingers, Pilt gave up

ope.
He turned, and struck one of his
maiches.

Then, holding the light ahead of him,
he walked quickly down the tunnel. By
what he could see, it had not been used
for years. Perhaps Simon Raspe himeelf
didn’t know of ils existence—or it was
likely that Raspe had built this exit him-
self, Lo provide a means of escape in case
of emergency.

Pitt's match =0on went out, and he
struck another. ‘The passage went down-
wards at quite a steep angle. Then,
after a while, it bore away round to the



THE MYSTERY TFFOOTBALLER

left. The floor here was muddy. and the
walls dripping  with  moisture. Pt
shivered in spite of himself.

The tunnel was ghostly and eevie. Two
more metches were struck, and he was
rather alarmed to see that he only had
three left. The tunnel did not seem (o
be coming Lo an end.

. He went on more quickly; shielding the
lighted match with his hand. It burnt
out, and he paused to ignite the next.
Finally, he had one left, and he stood
for a momenl or two in the darkness.
rather scared.

‘Whot he would do after this match
had gone he counldn't imagine. But he
wouls have to grope his way forward as
best he could. And, for all he knew,
there might bo pitlalls.

He felt in his pockets, and Lo his great
salisfaction he fould an old catalogue of
school books which he had been examin-
ing the previous day. It was only a
amall thing. DBut. torm up. and converted
into a long torch it would burn for a
minuto or two.

Ho mindo it into three {agrches, and then
wondered fearfully if this last. match
would strike. He drew il across the
box, and il spluttered, and burst into
flame. From it he lit the first of his
little torches, and then hurried on as
quickly as he could go.

As it happened, he needn’t have heon
80 alarmed.

- For he had hardly traversed anolher

twelve feet before he came Lo a right-
angle turn. (oing along this new cowrse
ho was immensely relieved o sce a drab
kind of light ahead. It was the light of

day.
v —Oh. that’s good!” he mutlered.
Bul where the dickens have I come

out? Cioodness only knows what I've let
myself in for!"

He arrived at the end of the passage,
and found thal a flight of slone steps ?ed
upwards, Above him he could see a
mass of green. Mounting cautiously, ho
finally discovered himself in the very
heart of a little shrubbery. And this
exit 1o the tunnel was in tlxw very centre
of a brick well, the sides af which were

. 0¥ no means deep. He hauled hinself
up without any trouble.

~ Well. I'm blessed!” he murmured.’

“T never

tl
easily, wught T should get dut so

~And now where am 17"’
Ho went caulyously Lﬁrough the trees,

L

“a small door just near by.
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and he trod on the soft bed of dead leaves
—lenves which had fallen for many u
vesr. He was convinced that this tun-
nel had not been used for a very long
time.

Then, as he parted Lhe foliage. he
looked out. ‘o his tremendous surpriso,
he found that he was within twenty yards
of the outer wall. and it would bLe the
casiest. thing in the world for him (o
scramble over and reach the road.

He lost no lime in.covering the remain-
ing dislance. He got Lo the wall, gave
one leap, and reached the top. ‘T'hen he
pulled himself over, glanced up and
down, and dropped into the road.

CHAPTER IIL
A WELCOME OPPORTUNITY.

EGINALD PITT found his bicysle
R wilthoul any trouble. A glance

over the grounds of Thornton

House had told him that the fire
had been extinguished, and all the ex-
citemenl had died down.

It was just aa woll, perhaps, that he
had got away when he did.

And he was inwardly excited.

For his: discovery had set him Lhink-
ing. It was all for the best, he believed
that he had not taken that package. And
he had discovered a secret way right into
the library. which could be used at den«l
of night after the household had gone to
sleep. |

“Why. it's amazingly lucky.”” he ut-
tered. ° I canr’t come here in the middle
of tho night myself, but thera's somcbody
else who can. I'll tell Mr. Lec all about
this, and I wouldn’t mind betling that
he lakes advantage of the knowledge."”

And so, thrilled by the thought of whal
he had to tell, he rode swiftly away. Al.
firsl. he thought of abandoning his orig
inal iden of going to the Football Club':
ground. But. on second thoughts. he
saw no reason why he should not do so.

It was #lill early in the evening. and
he would have plenly of time to tell
Nelson Lee about his discovery. And so.
when he reached [he main road he wen!
straight into the town, through the Higl:
Strect to the further outskirts where the
football ground was situated.

The big-doors were all closed, and Pitl.
slood looking at them rather disap-
pointedly. ‘T'hen he saw {hat thure was

He weni to
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A simort.
m

{thia, and pushed it open.
«tumpy .man came up. and eyed hi
without any parvticular favour.

‘“ Sorry. young gont, but you can't
como in here.”” he said.

“Why not?”

‘- Agin the rules.”

“But I want to see Mr. Howard," said
Pitt. ‘‘ He asked me to come. He told
mo I could call whenever I liked.”

““ What'll your name be?"”’

“ Pitt."”

“You can walk in,” said the man.
“Mr. Howard did mention that you
might be calling, and I'd forgot it for the
minuto. You'll find Mr. Howard on the
fiold, and if you hurry up you'll bo able
to have a word with.him before tho
malch starts.”

‘“* Match!"”
Lime?”

The man nodded.

‘“ Quite private, of course,” he said.
“It's o pracltice match, you see. The
boys'aru goltting .roady for Wednesday's
match.”

Pilt was very pleased. Fe had hardly
expecled this. It would be quite enjoy-
able to witness this professional match,
aven though it was only a practice game.
He hurried past the turnstiles, clhimbed
up the embankment. and saw the excel-
lent field in front of him.

He was just behind one of the goals,
and two groups of players, wearing dif-
ferent coloured shirts, were punting foot-
balls about.

Pitt searched for Tom Howard, and
soon found him. He walked down to the
railings, and gave a hail.

Several men looked round, and Howard
at onco answered.

He came running up and took Pitt's
hand. )

‘“ Good!"”’ he said. ‘‘ Glad to see you,
young 'un. You're just in timo to see
us start. Can you stop for a while?”’

“T'll sco the game out,”’ replied Pitt.

' That's the style,” said Tom Howard.
“ Just wait a minute, I'll introduce you
Lo our skipper—Fred Hearne—one of the
best. Hi, IFred!”

Ono of the other men came up—a
cleanly built man of about twenty-seven,
with fair hair, and frank open face.

““ This is Pitt, one of the St. Frank’s
juniors,”’ said Howard. ' I'm sure he'll

e pleased to mect you. He's jolly hot
atuE at football, and I wish' you could
him play.”

echoed Pitt. ‘' At this

have seen

|

|

regarded him with slight interesi.
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‘* Perhaps T haven’t lost the chance,"”
satd Hearne pleasantly.

He was somewhat condescending in his
manner, and this was hardly to be won-
dered at.  Pitt was a schoolboy, and cer-
(ainly did not [dok' much of a footballor
li;a _I;is LEton suit, although he was sturdily

nilt. . .

Fred Hearne was the captain of the
Bannington. f{irst eleven, and was con-
sidered Lo be one of the best cenire-for-
wards in the country. The Banninglon
Club had secured himm at considerable
expense from a First Division Midland -
team.

And before they could say much
further another man appeared. but not
one of Ltho players this time. lHe was a
big stout individual, attired in a tweed
suit and a bowler hat stuck at the back
of his hoad. He looked a bluff, hearly
man, and his clean-shaven’ fat face was
full of good humour.

‘““Who's this young geutleman?” he
asked as he came up.

‘“ Our managev, Mr. Page,’”’ murmurod
Tom Howard. - - '

Pitt was introduced, and Mr. Pago
Thon
he reminded the players that the day-
light wouldn’t last for ever, and they
would be well advised to start the play
at once.

‘““ We're & man short,” satd Lhe cap-.
tain. ‘' But thet can’t be helpod. One
sido will have to be without an inside-
vight."” -

‘“ Oh, it doesn't matter,” said Mr.
Page. *‘ You’ll be ablo to have a decent
game, and I can see how you're shaping.’’

Tom Howard hesilated, and grinned.

“It's onl? a practice match,” ho re-
marked. ‘ What about asking this
youngster to take tho absent place? Ie
might be abla to help a bit.”

Hearne chuckled, and Mr. Page burst
into a broad smile.

‘“ He might spoil tho
jected.

‘“ Not on
‘“ I’ve secon
he's as hot as pepper.
him in a gamo like this, too.
it doesn’t matter, does il?”’ . .

“I’'ve got no ohjeclion,” said the
manager. ‘' And I suppose il's better to
play with two full sides—even if one man
does happen to be a dud.” '

“Do you hear, Pitt?”’ asked Tom

game,” ho ob-

l1‘.:our life, siv,” said IToward.
im play, and I can tell you
I'd like to try
Aflter all,
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Howard. * You can play in this matel,
if you like. Would you care to:
Pitt Aushed with pleasitre.

“I'd love it.” he replied cagerly.
“ But ['m afraid my form won't show up
very well among—"

“ Thalt doesn't malter,” interrupted
Howard. * Rush off to the Pavilion, and
cur trainer will give you some togs. Bul
vou mustn’t be more than three minutes.
Yoit'll find Hogan a bit blunt, but he’s
all right.”

Pitt rushed off, and Hogan. the trainer,
proved to be a grizzled individual with
a short way of speaking which waa some-
what disconcerling. However, Pitt got
what he wanted, and soon turned - out in
knickers end jorsey.

The change in his appearance was re-
markable. e looked business-like now,
and the instant he went on the field, Mr.
Page blew his whistle, for he was acting
as referec. He wanted o walch every
movement of his men.

Pitt took Ins place as inside-right. But,
before the game starled., Tom Howard
suggestod ‘that he should change to out-
side—his own position. It made very
little differcnce to the other man, who
was jus! as much al home inside. -

“ Right vou are. - Off you go!"’ said

the manager.
- He Dblew his whistle and the game
rlarted. It was a proper game, Loo, every
man doing his utmost {o play al the top
of his form.

The two Bannington teams were here
—the first and the reserve. DBut it was
nol. a game of the fArst against tho re-

servo. The different-players were inter-

.mningled, and both sides were almost
equal strength. .

For ten or fifteen minules Pitt had
very little chance. The outside wing,
probably because ho was lhere recoived
no attention. Pilt hardly saw theo ball.
Bul then a kick from mid-field happened
{o come his way. In all probnbiﬁty it
was nol inlended for him al all. DBut ho
pouncced upon it as a cat pounces upohn
a mouse.

The next socond he was rushing u
field with the ball under perfect controt
Two of the opposing backs barred his
way. He wound round thom without any
trouble. gol well up, and then delivered
a beautiful centre.

- The ball was seized upon at once, and
slammed into the net.

“Fine!" saia Tormi Howard. ‘' Tt
was great, Pitt!”

The other players were looking £ P’iLi
rather. curiously. for that effort of his
had taken them by surprise.

And when the game was resnmed Piul
found that hoe wus fed fairly frequently
by the half-backs. They had seen what
he could do, and now they were giviny
him further opporlunities.

Pitt took advantage of them al once.

He was even more keen in this game
than he bad becn in the match against
Banninglon Grammar School. For here
he was playing  with  professionals
.againsl professionals, He felt thal i

was up to him to do even better thao

usual,

He dud:

Again and again he had the oppox.
ing °defence guessing., Again end again
he beat all” thelr taclics, and left themn
stranded. They could do nothing witl
him. He was faster, he was trickier,
and every iime he * got there.”

His centres were accurate and per-
fecctly placed. He didn’t miss a kick
once, and he had his opponents puitel
and winded while he was still as fresh
as painl. Every time the ball came to
him he surprired the whole field. -

By the end of the match there wasn’é
o professional there who didn’t regard
him with ungqualified admiration. For
a boy to plar in this way was astound-
ing. They hadn’t believed it possible.

For he was plaving against men now
—not Dboys.

And the net result of Pilt’s inclusion
in the gume was that his side won the
match by eight goals to two! Five of
Pitt’s cenices had been converted inlo
gouls. and this wns very cerlain proof

of his cleverness, Tiue, the goalkeeper

was jquite poor, but thal mude very litile
difference to Pitl's own Dbrilhiance.

If he hadn’t cenired the ball so we!l,
the inside men could never have scored.
It scemed o knovr exactly where o
place the leather, and his judgment was
really astonishing.

“You're absoluiely a wonder, m:>
lad ;" exclaimed Tom Howard, when the

ame was over. T didn’t think you
wid it in you! I knew you were prolty
Tgo_od'; but this just about takes the bis.
cait !’

“‘ I'm_glad you think T did all right.”
suid Pitt. | .
] ¢ All vight!” pul in My, Page, comniug

-
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up., *f Good gracious me! You {ook the
~hing oul of some of my men, I can tell
sou! Il's a pity we can’t get yon to
play in some of our big matchas!”

“0Oh, you can’t mean that, sir,”
smiled Pitt. |

. “Gad, I do mean it!’ retorted thel

managor.

“ But 1t’s not possible, sir,”’ said one
of the oiher players. ‘¢ We couldn’t have
a schoolboy in the tcam—we should be
langhed al.” |

“Yes, 1 suppose we should,”” adnutted
“Mr. Page. ** But I don’t cure what a
.playor 1s—n boy or a man If he can
Jdeliver the goods, he's the fellow I want.
And this young gentleman has been de.

Tivering the goods all the time!”

‘‘ He has!"” agreed Hearne, the skipper.
“ I'll give him credit for that! Couldn't
we play him on Wednecsday?”

Tho manager looked doubtful.

‘““ 1’3 only a reserve match, I know,
but I'm afraid there’s no chance,” he
said. I'd like to, by gad! I'd give any-
thing to be ablo 1o put him in the
eleven.”

““ Why not risk it, sir?”’ asked Howard
eagerly.

Reginald Pitt shook his head.

“It's awlully decent of you to suc-
geat this, but it’s imnpossible,”” he said.
*“1 daren't risk it. The Head wouldn’t
allow 1it.”

‘“ How would he know?”

“ Why, I should be spoited at once,”
sard Pitt.

‘“ Somebody who knows you
r-port you. you mean?”’

*“Yoz,” said Pitt. ‘“ And I couldn’t
risk it.”

‘““ Why not black yourself?”’ grinned
one of the players facetiously.

I'red Hearno gave a jump.

“ By jimminy ' he roared.
the idea!” -

‘The manager locked at him.

“You don’t mean it, do you?’ he
azked.

'“ Of course I do!”’ replied the skippor.
‘“ I know the very stull that woyld do the
trick; uot black, but brown. It would
disguise him perfectly. Nobody would
* recognise him with that stufl on him—
and he’s got black hair, so it would be
just right. What a joke!”

*“But how about getting
off *’ asked Iitt, amiling. .

“* Thal's easy,’”’ repsied Heavrne.

would

“ That's

the stuff
“TNl

‘chap, iUs a3 safe as houses!
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goat some of this dye and show you. It
goes on fact, and you can Perspire us
much as you like, and it won't run. Ail
you've got to do is Lo just wipe yoursell
over with a sponge dampened with
petrol, or methylated spirit. It comes
off hke magiec, and only takes a minute,”’

~ Pitg thought that the footballers wero
joking at Ins expense. It hardly seemed
posstble that they were really in earnest.

As a matler of fact, thay were joking.
Even Hlearne himself hadn’t rezly meant
it al first All the olhers were roaring,
and the captain continued the joke until
it became a real suggestion.

“Aftar all, why not?’ he asked.
“ You're game, aron’t you, young 'un?’’

“ T shouldn’t mind if it was safe,” said
1tt. |

“Sale!”’ echoed Hearne. ‘‘ My deav
chi And just
think what a glorious laugh we shall
have over the crowd! They’ll all mis-
take you for a blessed Hindoo, or an
Avab, or something of that kind. You’l
attract attention, %ut nobody will know
you! In any-case, it'll only for once.
And it would give you a chance of show-
ing what you coul(rdo."

“ It would help us Lo win., you mean:”’
put in the manager. ‘I don't want {o
makoe you {ellows uncomfortable, but
there’'s nol an outside man in the re-
serves who can equal the form of this
{oungsler. We're playing a hot side on
Vednesday, and it's quite likely thu)
Pitt anay be able to win the gamo for
us.”

The junior could hardly realise that
these words  were being spoken in
carnest. That he, 2 St. Frank’'s fellow,
could win a match for a professionel
side! It seemod perfectly ridiculous.
‘But Lo anybody who has watched pro-
fessional football, it would not seem ridi-
culous at all.

Even the best cluba, in the frst and
second division of the i.eague, sometimes
play reserve teams which make a whole-
salo hash of the game. Wing forwards
aro difficult men Lo get hold of, and they
are of extreme value. Pilt was a wing
forward of really remarkable ability.

“We'll try it—just for this once,”
said the manager. ‘ Nobody will know
anything about it, ‘and 1t’ll a bit of
sport. Cad! Ill tell you what—we'l}
call him ¢ Abdullah ’ on the programme!
'll fix his forms with the Foothall Assc.
ciation by then,”
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'All the rest of the players roared.
'All the time it was treated as a joke.
But it was fixed up. Pitt promised that
Lo would Llurn out with the reserves 1f
‘I'red Hearne's dye proved to be all that
he claimed for it. And Pitt said that he
would come along to make the test on
the following evening.

He took his departure from the Ban-

‘ninglun  Clnb feelinig almost light.
hearled. The idea of playing with these
professionals appenl to him enor-

mously. He would be disguised, too, and
that added to the spice of it.

Bul, cven now, as Pitt rode home-
wards, he doubted if the suggestion
would ever come (o anything.

What it actually came lo was aslound:
g

CHAPTER 1V.
NKLSON LEE INVESTIGATES !

EI.SON LEE stroked his chin
N thoughtfully.
“Quite a remarkable =slory,

Pitt,” he said. ““ I do not approve
of what you did, but it would be futile
for me to say much about thal now-—
particularly as you have discovered such
a lot. It was remarkable that you
should find that sccret passage in such a
way. And I will admit that it might
come in usoful.” | -

“ Wil you take any aclion, sir?"” asked
Reginald Pitt eagerﬁ:{. :

“IL is ¢uite possible that I might,”
saidl Nelson I.ee. ‘I have already pro-
mised you, Pitt, that I will do my very
utmost to expose Simon Raspe, and help
vour fathcr. Perhaps this fresh know.
ledge will help us.”

‘“1 hope so, sir.”’

Pitt had told Lee sll about his adven-
turo at ‘Thornton Houso. It was lale
evening now, and would soon be bedtime
for the juniors, Nelson Lee was greatly
impressed by what Pitt had told him, and
he could not help admiring the boy for
his pluck and determination.

I knew all about it, too, for I was pre
sent in the guv'nor’s study. And I was
filled with inward excitement. That
Pitt could have done this all off his own
bat took the wind out of my sails, s0
to sperk. -And, without any doubt, he
had sertainly revealed quick percention
and ability fo

portunity. Pitt, in fact. had acted on

!

|

r taking advantage of op-}
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the spur of the moment, and he had nat
made any blunder. 3

“* What are you going to do, guv nor?
I asked. . |

““ Nothing, just now, Nipper.” replicd
Nelson Lee. * But, as 1 have already
told Pitt, I shall probably take advan:
tage of the information he has given mw.
The knowledge of this sceret tunnel, for
cxamrple, 1s very useful. I shall cer-
tainly have to go along und examine i:
for myself.” o

““I nope something comes of it, sir!"”
saicdd Pitt eagerly, * I never dreaiue.l
that I should make any real discoveries
when 1 went into that library. DBut
that’'s just the way of things, i1sn”l i?
When vou expect things they don'
happen. And when you don't expect
'em, they do!”

‘“ Yes, life is full of those contradic:
tions.”” agreed -Nelson Lee. “ In gome
ways, Pilt, I feel inclined io commend
vou, In ether ways it iz my duty a-
your Housemastor to be quite severe.”

‘““ But vou're not his housemasics,
guv'nor,”” I eaid. ‘‘He's come to vou
now a3 a client, and vou're agreving 'v
look into his case!”

Nelson [iee smilea.

“ Perhaps we had better putl it iike
that,” he chuckled. * In any case. Pity
I cannot find it in my heart to scold you
for doing your utmost to help sour
father. know full well that your in-
tentions are honourable and straightfo-
ward. Awnd. taking all things into con-
sideration, I can )justify you for bur.
Flariously enlering Mr. Simon Raspe's
ibravy."” -

Pitt took his deparcture from the stu:ly
shortly afterwards. As soon as he had
closed the door I tnned to the guv'nor
and looked at him.

“ YWell. what abhout 1t?"" I asked.

“What about what?”

“ This tunnel—this secret entrance inlo
Raspe’s library?” 1 said. * When ar
we going to explore?”

“I was not aware Lhat we shounld ex-
plore at all, my boy.”

‘“ But you said——"'

“1 said that T should probably makao
an  invesligation,” interrupted Lee.
“ And when 1 say ¢ I, that doesn’t mean
‘we. I'm afraid you can't come,
Nippev.”

“Well, I'm afraid I can!’ I retorted.

“ You chec I voung rascal!”

“Oh, lor!"” { groened. * Don't

. gct on
the high horse now. cguv'nor!” )
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" The hlgh homr_l’
“ Upon my soui 22

B Well guv’nor, vou. know what 1
“mean.”’ 1 \wut on.. ‘“ It’s all rot to say
that T can’t come will you.” We might
~ be able to do a lot of things here, and it
- would be snnply propostemus fm you
to go alone,”

_“You imagine, 1helef01e that youu
presence will lead to many further  dis-
-voveries?’ - inquired 'Lee. . ‘“In -other
“words,
for a somewhat hopeless ]ackaqs?” _

¢ Well, not exactly, sir——"7 - s

¢ Not maet]v ol lmed Nel:;on Lee :
“I'm blessed if yow’re not jumping
~down my throat all the time!” I com-
plained. . * The fact is] sir, I’d like to
~come with you on this expe-dltlon and 1
shall take it as a great fmmu 1[ you’ll
_.give me permission.’’ -

“Hm! Thal’s better!” saul the
guv'nor. ‘“ At the same time, I am not
- sure that 1 shall allow your soft tongue
. to overcome my decision. Strictly sp ed.k
ing, Nipper, it wouldn’t do fm the
~ pair of us e

. " % Oh, there you go again! 1 I broke m,.
Al right! Go yourself, and if some-
.thing happens to you, don’t blame me!
. I'm not- suggesting that I should come
with you all the way. But oughtn’t I
to be on guard at the garden end of the
tunnel? That would. only be & measure
of precau{mn air.!

- Well, ethaps you are. ‘uﬂht in tlmt
respect, - sald Nelson Lee. .“ We'll see.
If I want you, I'll come and rouse you
- out of bed about nndmght ‘But if T
don’t come you mustn’t get up.”

"This was highly unsatlsfactorv but T
couldn’t get the guv’'nor to alter his de-
cision. And, when I went to hec T wae
in an uncertain state of mind. -
know whether he’d call me or not.

I haéd an uncomfo»rtable feeling that he
~wouldn’t.
| However I was wrong.

For, ]uat after mldmght I was awak-
ened by a soft tap upon-my shoulder.
I opened my eyes and beheld Nelson
- Lee bending over my bed. He was at-

tired in a dressing-gown,

. ~-*“ Be ready in ten minutes, Nlpper
~he whlspercd
~“I’'m coming with you?”’ 1 aﬂked

“ Well, I -shouldn’t {ell you to be
ready undess you were,” he replied.  “ X
am afraid my bettm ]mlgmbnf haq do
" sel ted me for once.’ -

-

:, ‘_IiE }?ELSON LEE -LIi_-B_RARY- .

snapped Lee. y

Nipper, you evidenily iake me|

J

l

T dldnt p

r

: man \wuld see us.

he had leed

guy’'nor’s bedrcom.
- | finishing his dre-tsmg

ness; .and wrapped in silence..
. .the househe]d was aeleep—-—whwh was no&

-

e ™ .
-

I grinned in the- da.rkneqs, and Nelson
J.ee stlently left the dormitory. Before
the dobr I was out of
bed and dressing. . It didn’t take me
more than four minutes, Then I
s:leut]y slipped out. and went to -the

- “You’re a long time, guv'nor !’ T sald

severely.  “ You were half- diessed be-
fore vou came to me!”’

“You see, Nipper, I d1c--3 pmper]y

. h

- Thele

patient, you had better go by yourself!
I am very much afraid, Nipper, that you

lﬁ'o bt'commg e*(tremely disr especnful of
ate.’ |

“ Well, you’re enough to make any- -
| body short- tempered, guv'nor!’ I pro-

tested. ““ I make a most reasonable sug-.
gestion, and all you can do is to hum

and haw and make all sorts of objec-

It’s: a bit off-side for me, you .
‘I’'m beginning to think you look
upon me as a giddy schoolboy, j'llSt— be-

tions.
know.”

canse I’m in the Remove.

“We won’t go into. any argumen’cs on
that sub]ect 7 said Nelson Lee.

tic about I shall be obliged.”

“Well, tie 1t u

much gi ddy I said.

time !’ “1t'll be

“ And
when you’ve quite done pulling my neck-

- I found 111*11 just _

'qI don’t simply hurl my (lotheq on’in ..
bundles )’ retorted the guv’nor,
i3 no huny and if you are so very im-

p, and don’t waste so

dayhrrht before we get back. My hat!

funeral in your old agel’’

It was only by an adroit movement
that I escaped the lunge which Nelson
Lee made at me. After that I thought
it just as well to wait for him in the
passage. He came out very soon,’and I
receded him downstairs, and two
minutes later we were outside,” s

“The night was rather overcast and

somewhat chilly. * There had been a few :

drops of rain_ earlier, but none since.
Anrd now it seemed that we were gomg
to have a fair journey.

We had decided to use our blC};"(ﬂES for

the distance to Thornton Lodge was

rather too far to make a walk comfort-
able. We didn’t use our lamps, however,

and trusted to Providence that-no pohce-
: | "€

: And, ﬁnally, we arrived at our debtma-

tmn and found the ‘whole house in dark-

Evidently .

{ You seem to be gefting as slow as a ;
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“'very remarkable, considering that it was’

Lo

- getting on for half-past one.

. We concealed our bicycles in the ditch,
- climbed over the wall, and then followed
* Pilt's directions.

. It- was not difﬁctuit. for us to find the

“well which Pitt had" described.  Just
against it Nelson Lee came-to a halt. 1

. was half afraid of what was coming, so

- T anticipated him. /
¢ Shall T go first, sir?”’ I asked casually.

‘““ You remain here, my lad!” |
. “ Look here, guv'nor, you didn’t mean
all that- rot about stopping here?’ I de-

“manded warmly. ,
~ “* Why, you suggested it yourseli——"’
- ¢ Well, I didn't mean 1t.”

““ You shouldn’t say things you don’t
mean,” exclaimed the guv'nor. ‘¢ But.
seriously, Nipper, 1t would be far better
“for you to remain on guard at this end.
* There’s no earthly reason why you should
come.”’ oy o § -

‘I saw plenty of reasons, but 1t was
" no good pointing them out to him.- And
's0 I lel him have his own way—there
 was no alternative. He disappeared from

- him up. S
~ And then, I waited, impatiently, and
feeling more and more inclined to dis-
obey orders and- follow him. |
Nelson Lee. was progressing quickly
"along the tunnel to the secret door
“which led into Simon Raspe’s library.
-Lee went up to it very cautiously, and.
as he drew near, he distinctly heard the
~sound of voices. g |

At first he had an idea that he would
“not be able to hear the words that were
- being spoken. For the door was a thick

one, and the voices sounded muffled and

far away. DS o -

“But, when Lee placed his ear to the
avoodwork, he had no difficulty .in dis-
“tinguishing every word that was said.

The door-acted as a sounding-board, and
intensified the voices rather than muffled

them. S

~ ““There's no need for you to worry

yoursclf, Raspe,”” one of the voices was

saying. ‘‘I can assure you the whole
‘business will go through without a
-hitch.” ' It |
¢ Well, Stretton;, I'm leaving it to you
this time,”’ said the other voice. ‘' 1If
“you bring it off, it'll mean a half share,

sight, and the “earth simply swallowed

\ -15 :

b

‘““ There's no question of failing;’’ said
Stretton. .“Why, it’s a much more sim-

ple affair than the Pijt business, and you

came through that a§ right.” .
__‘“ Exactly,” said Simon Raspe. * But
Pitt was unsuspicious, and he had no idea
of my true intentions. - When he did sus-
pect anything it was too late.”

Stretton chuckled. -~ . '

‘“ About the neatest thing you've ever
done,” he declared. “ Why, you. must
have raked in something like two hun-
dred thousand over that game, Raspe.””
 “ Just a little under,”’ said thé other.

““And can’t the law touch you?” L

¢ If the law got hold of certain papers
my position would not be worth a ha’-
penny,”’ said Raspe grimly. ‘I should
be sentenced to fifteen years, I expect.
But we understand one another, Stretton..

I fooled Pitt vers neatly, and you ought .

to be able to fool this man in just the
same way. ' - ' '

t- “It'll be dead easy,”” declared Siret-
re;+ PEL IS ) e
“ By the way, about that boy,” went
on Simon Raspe. “1I don’t quite like
him being s0 near.- I really had no idea
that he was at the school. ou are quite
sure he doesn’t know that I live in this
house?”’ = G R B
I don’t see how he can know,”” re- -
plied Stretton, ‘* And what would it
matter if he did? You say you're safe -
enough.” | o _ Tk g
¥ Well, T think I am,” said Raspe.-
** Naturally, I shouldn’t like anyone to
come prying about. This afternoon, for
instance, I had that package of papers
relating to the Pitt case in my bureau. -
It was foolish of me to leave it there. -

But it’s quite safe now.”

oy

- * Have you locked it up? _,-
“'-No—'—l.mt it’s snfe.’: S n s O,

- " And in this room?" '

- Yes.” : o, & WAL
“Well, vou know your own business

| best—but, personally. if ever X have any

dangerous"
Stretton. g A i
““T can’t very well burn these,” said
Simon -Raspe.. I am constantly refer-
ring to them, and it would be very un-
wise of me to destroy them just now.
Pitt can do nothing—he is a ruined man -
and penniless.” sy C et
The voices 'grew more distant, and =

papers, I burn them,"” =aid

sand you'll be rich. But if you fail—well, -
‘I shail probably lose your delightful com-| then Nelson I.ea Reard the distinct sound
pany for about ten years.” | "1 of a closing door. = v et e e
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He thought it quite likely thal only
Stretton had loft the library, and, for
o good many minutes he remained there
with his ear still pressed to the door.
But no sounds came through to him.

. And then, very cautiously, he got Lo
work.

Ior 2 long time he examined the
mechanism of the secrot lock without
touching it. He was trying to sec how it
worked, so that one touch would release
the vatch. And, so accurate werc his
caleulations that he only lingered a por-
tion of the mechanism for a few seconds
and the door came open.

It moved inwards a few inches.
All was blackness beyond.

Lee was quite sure that tho library was
empty. But ho was not taking any
chances. Ile switched the light of s
torch into the apartment. ‘Then, he
crept through, makinf; sure that the
secret door did not close with a snap
hehind him.

Heo thought he heard a slight sound
and poused.

)

He swept his light ronnd, and then felt
l'cassli'rreS. There was certainly nobody in
the room. It was quite empfy save for
himself. Lee camo from bechind the

screen into the full open.

He saw the bureau at once, but he
doubled if the bhundle of documents re-
posed in that dvawer now.

Aud then, again, come a peculiar
ound.

It scemed -to him that it proceeded
from behind tho big curtain of the win-
dow. And he looked in that direction
intently. And then Nelson Lee received
quite a considerable shock,

Without the sligchtest warning, a huge
Jull coloured ‘object bounded out from
behind the curtain. It charged at him
with a snarling sound, and with wide-
open mouth, revealing its yellow fangs.

The thing was a dog—a savage mastiff.
Why it had not made an outery before
Nelson l.ee did not know. DPerhaps il
had been trained to keep quiet, so thal
it could spring upon its intended victim
Ly surprise. '

FL.ece had had no i1dea that this awful
creature was in the room. He could
have killed it on the spot with his revol-
ver—but he didn’t want to do this. For
Simon Raspe would have known instantly
that an intruder had been i1n the room.

I.ee acted with great promplitude.

1THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Just ta his. right there. was a lounge,
and upon it rested a number of big
cushions. |

Lee scized one of these cushions in a
flash, and he flung it fully into the faco
of the charging dog.

Onlf]l for a few seconds was tho animal’s
onrush defeated. But those few seconds
were quite enough to enable Nelson Loe
o beat a rotreat. He did so dt once,
leaping behind the screen, and dodging
through inio the secret tunnel. He
closed the door softly behind him,

He breathed hard. |

It had been a narrow escape, ho know.
1f that animal had seized him, (bere
would have been very little hope. For
it was a savage brute, and Lee would
never have been able to withstand its
onslaught.

Tho detective remained there, listening.

- The dog was now making o big . out-
cry, baying furiously, and intermingling
this noise: by Joud whines. And, in the
middle of it, Simon Raspe appeared, re-
volver in hand. He entered the library
and switched on the light.

‘““ Down, you infernal hound, downt”
he said sharply. ‘ What havo you becen
making all this noise about?”’

Lee heard.the man cross the room. and
lake a look at the French windows. Then
he went back to the conlro of the room.

‘“ Nothing’s happered here!” lLee
heard him say. *‘ This is the second
time you’ve made a noise for nothing,
confound you!”’

The dog whimpered back, and his
niaster looked round the apartment care-
fully, He evidently came to the con-

clusion that the dog had been muking a
disturbance for nothing.

He thought nothing of the faet that
ono of tha ecushions was Jying on the
floor, for this strange guardian of the
library had pulled a cushion down on
more than one occasion.

And Simon Raspe took his departure.
leaving the dog in sole possession onco
more. Leceo crept away.

IFlor it was, of course, quile impoasiblo
for him to enter the room again. If he
had done so, the uproar would have con-
tinued. So it was pointless Lo open theo
secret door again.

In one way, Lee was disappointed, but
he was greatly relieved to Eave gol out
without Raspe knowing that he had been
there. For the man was not on his
gnard—he did not know that anybody
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" Lee seized a cushion, and, in a flash, he dashed it into the face of the charaing dog.
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had been prowling round. Lee even be-
gan to wonder if Raspe was aware of-the
act that the secret tunnel existed.

This night visit had mede him cerlain
of one thing.

Raspe had deliberalely defrauded Mr.
Pitt out of o fortune. He had admitted
so muck to Streitton. Lee knew, there-
fore, Lhat he was fully justified in going
right ahead with his investigations un-
tii Simon Raspe was shown up in his
{rue colours.

When Nelson Lee reached the ou_tlot
he found me waiting there—Impatient
und rather anxious.

“You all right, guv'nor?’ I asked.

“Yes, Nipper, slthough I must ad-
mit that I had a somewhat unpleasant
experience,”” said Nelson Lee.

And he told me whal had occurred.

““My hat'! That was pretty rotlen'™
I exclaimed. * A savage mastift, eh?
It's a good thing you weren’t caught by

*

- 'y

the brute, sir,

““ It 18, indeed.”

““ And so you haven't been able to do
anylhing 7"’

“ No."

“We've had a wasled journoy——"'

““On the contrary, Nipper, the journey
has had most valuable resulls,”’ said Nel-
son Lee smoothly. * Until now I have
only suspected Simori Raspe of villainy
in this particular case. I have-known
him to be several kinds of a scoundrel
for (uite a number of vears. and T took
it for granted that his activity on this
“Pitt _case was of an unscrupulous des-
criplion.”

“ And you know for cerlain now, sir*

“1 Lnow for certain.””

“ How did you find oul?” :

“I was forlunate enough to overhear
Raspe speaking to an accomplice of his,

A

& man named Siretton!” said Nelson
Lee. ‘*They were discussing the sub-

Ject—not at all improbably, because I
believe Stretton himself is now engaged
upon a similar enterprise.”’

“The awful rolter’ I exclatmed.
“ Rumning somcbody else, eh?”’ |
““* So it appears, Nipper.” said Nelson
Lee grimly. ¢ Raspe said quite bluntly
that if Lthe police got hold of certain in-
formalion he would be liable o fifteen

years’ penal servitude.”
“ Phew!" I whistled.

“ However, this information is ol nol.

value.” went on Lee. ** It satisfies me

| that I am pursuing a correcl course.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

But
Ltho fact that I have overheard these
words does not produce any real evidence.
Before we can got Simon Raspe under
lock and key we must obtain concrele
proof of his guilt.”.

“Yes, and that’s what'll need a lot
of getting,” I said. *‘ It looks to me,
rm"nor as il we'vo taken on a pretly
arge sized job."”

Nelson Lec nodded.

‘“ That makes it all the more attractive,
Nipper,” he said. ‘ ‘'This man, Raspe,
15 a very pretty scoundrel, and it will
give me keen pleasure to hunt him down
until I have secured his arrest. IFor the

moment we can do nothing.”
““That’s roiten!” I grunted.

“ But, fortunately, he does not know
that we are on his track,” said Lee.
I“ Consequently he is not on his guard,
and it is move than likely that if we only
heve palience we shall be duly re-
warded."”

““ It’s no good waiting for {the evidenco
{ lo drop into our hands, sir,”” I objected. .
" What we've got Lo do is lo go out

and find it."” .

“ Exactly—bul on a more favourable
occasion.'’

And so Nelson Lee and I returned lo
St. Frank’s, somewhat disappointed with
the result of our night expedition, but
3atisfied 1n some wavs. TIFrom this
moment. at all events, it was war to the
knife with Simon Raspe. ‘

CHAPTER V.
ABDULIMAN, THE MYSTERY FOOTDALLER.
ANDFORTH nodded to himself.
; " Yes. rather!" he said absently.
it Eh ?‘Il
““ What ?"
Church and McClure looked at their
leader curiously.
**We'll go,”” said Handforlh.
‘“Go?’ said Churech. *‘ Go where?”
“Why, in the bob seals, of course.”
replied Handforth, as he rose from tho
table. “ I don’t cee any reason why wo
shouldn’t. We might as well spend the
afternoon that way as any other.”
He walked across Study D, and glanced
out of the window.
“It's going to be fine, {00, he said.
“ That's all the better.”
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“ What tho dickens are you lalking
about?’' demanded Church tartly.

‘ You know whal I'm talking about,”
replied Handforth. ‘ We've arranged
to go. I think we ought to go in the
bob scats, and as I'm rather flush Il
treat you two fellows. Besides, the bob
seals will be under cover. So we shall
be all right, even if it does rain.”

“Under cover!' said McClure.
e Mi" !l!

‘* Have you gone dolty?"’ roared Hand-
forth. .* What's the idea of repeating
things, like a giddy parrot? We've de-
cided to go—" _

** Go where?”’ yelled Church.

“ To Bennington, of course!”’

“ Bannington !

“Oh, my only giddy aunt!"”’ snorled
Handforth. ‘I always knew you chaps
were three parts off your rockers, but it
seems to me I've gol a couple of blessed
sheep for study-mates! Haven't you got
any braina?”

““You'd better look for your own, be.
fore you start questioning ours I’’ snapped
Church. “ If anybody’s dotly, it’s you.
You suddeuly start up and say that we'll
go. "We ask you where, and you say in
the bob seats! How the dickens do you
think we can understand what you mean
by that rot?”

. But you know where we’re going!
. retorted Hand(orth. .

‘“ Yes, to Bannington. You said so."”

“ We'ro going 16 the football match!”’

“The foothall match!”

‘- Didn’t we arrange it?’ asked Hand
forth wearily. ‘

‘ No, we didn’t!”

““1 vead the announcement of it in tho
paper jnst now, and I decided that we'd
all go,” said Handforth., ** That's
enough, I suppose?” | |

‘““And bhecause you decided in your
own blithering mind, you take it for
granted that we know all about it?”
azkod Church sarvcastically. * Are we
supposed to read what runs through
your marvellous brain?”

“I've never known such chaps for
arguing n all my life,” said Handforth.
** Here, I've told you in plain English
that we're going lo the football mateh,
-and all you can do isa' to stand there and
jabber! We didn’t know what to do
with owrselvea this afternoon, so we all
agroed about the fdoter mateh.”

kA

!
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“ Agreed!” ‘“Who
agreed?'" . :

“Oh, he did!’ exclaimed McClure.
‘“ He always agrees for us, Churchy. Ii
he suddenly made up his mind to go and
sit, in a puddle of water, he’d expect us
to do Lhe same!”’

Handforth looked at his watch again.

“We'll be late if you're not careful,”
he said. *‘ This match starts at half-past
two.”

“ Which match?”

‘“ Haven't 1 just told you?” howled

gaid Church.

Handforth. _
‘““Oh, give it up!”’ said Church,
‘““ Let’s go with him, and it'll save all

further trouble. Tt must be a match at
the Grammar School, although I don’t
remember that they charged a bob cach
to sec——"’

“Is at the DBannington ~Foothall
Club,” snorted Handforth. *“It's o
League match, Don’t you understand?’

Neither Church nor MeClure had tho
slightest inclination to go and sesc o
League football mateh. Nevertheless,
they went with Handforth without ob-

jocting. They knew from past experi-
ence that objecting would be abzolutely
useless. Their only chance of e:caping

it would be for them to press Hundforth
to take them.

However, by the time they arrived on
the footlball ground, they were fecling
rather hetter. Handy was flush, and he
had paid all the exes; and, furthcrimore,
he had provided quite a large assortment
of fruit and sweets. So Church and
McClure felt that the match was worth
it. ' |

They were romewhat disgusted when
they learnt that they would ounly sce the
reserves. Handforth himself was highly
indignant at this, and loudly declared
thai it was a fraud. He was even sug-
gosting that he should go to the man-
ager’s office and kick up a row,

“But you saw the advert., didn’t
you?”’ asked Church. .

“It doesn’t say anything about re-
sexrves 1n tnat,” said Handforth. ¢ Tt
amply says that tho Bamingion Second
Eleven will play Caistowe Athletic this
alternoon.”

“That's the same thing, you ase!”
satd Church, | |

Another argument commenced on the
spot, and it was only brought to a close
by the apuvcaranrce of the players on the
field. They looked quite a sturdy lot of
young fellows, with a single exception,
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““1 wonder who that chap is?” sad
Handforth. ‘“ He looks like a giddy
Red Indiant”

Church consulted the programme.

“ Outside right—Abdullah ! he sald.
“Well, I'm blessed! Fancy having a
ciddy Arab in the team. That’s what
he 1s, Handy—an Arab.”

““And we've paid our money to come
and see Lhis!"" snorted Handforth dis-
awpstedly. “ I knew what it would be!
If ever I take yvour advice ubout going
anywhere it always turns oul hke this!”’

“ Our advice!' gasped McClure.

“Well, didn't you suggest coming
here?”

Handforth’s chums had no strength to
reply. The barcefaced way in which he
put the blame on to them for everv un-

forLunate action of his own was beyond
all understanding.

However, ns soon as the malch started
they forgot all else.

They weren't parlicularly inierested In
Lthe game. But the form displayed by
Abdullah, the Egyptian footballer, was
s0 remarkable that Handforth and Co.
.wore lost in admiration.

This unusual member of the team wns
vory dark-skinned. He was well-built
and slurdy. His age might have beev
anything belween eighteen and twenty-
five, ng it was 1mpossible to guess wilh
any Jegree of accuracy. His hair was
quite black, and his features regular.
But he was undonbtedly a native of
Northern Africa. ~And whal he didn't
know about football was hardly worth

knowing. .
Handforth and Co. watched him
closely., They saw him when he came

quile near to the stand. But neither
Handforth, Church
faintest suspicion that this coloured foot-
baller was anything but what he pur-
ported to be. Gazing at Abdullah full
in the face, Handforth and Co. showed
no sign of reocognition.

As for Abdullah himself, ie was some-
what Yorl.urbed_ by the presence of the
threce Reoemove juniors. He had never
cxpected that any St. Frank’s fellows
would be on the spot. But, of course, it
was just like Handforth and Co. to butt
in when they weren't wanted.

““ I know 1 shall bo spotted I’ Reginald
Pitt told himself. “ This brown siuff
may make me look a bit different, bul
they’ll see through it.”

And

nor McClure had the

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

But they didn't. _ ]

And Pitt himself realised this leng
before half-lime. He passed them . sc
often, and looked up at ihem so fre-
quently, that he could tell' with perfect
case that they had no idea of the trulh.

And it pleased Pitt enormously. For,
if Hundforth and Co. couldn’t recog-
nisc him, it was a moral certainty that
nobodv else would. He was quite safe
in playing. And as it was for only one
occaszion, it wouldn’t matter.

Pitt Lhad promised that he would do
his best—und he was doing il.

The Reserve team was, on the whole, o
wenk side. The Caistowe players,
although only amateurs, were a very
different set. They look foolball seri-
ously. Their combination was excellent,
and their passing of the highest order.
Before the game had been in progresa
ten minutes Caistowe scored. Within
another five Caistowe scored again.

Two——nil,

This was not particularly enlivening
for the - Bannington supporters, for it
scemned almost hopeless to suppose that
the home team could win. They would

be lucky, indeed, if they obtained two
goals and drow.

The fulile attempts of the inside for.
vards, of the home team, in front of
goal, brought {orth yells of derision.

But Abdullah’s display drew un-
bounded applause. Time after time he
ran right down the field, beating every-
body who attempted to bar his progress.
if he couldn’t send in his centre, he
nearly always managed to make the de-
fender concede a corner-kick.

But it mmade Pitt rather miserable to
see his centres being wasled and “frit.
tered away. Time after time he knocked
the ball right at the centre-forward's
fcot. But -this man was evidently off
colour, for he either ballooned the ball,
or shot yards wide of the goal. He cer.
tainly tried hard enough, but he couldn’t
find the net. His shooting was shocking.

It was the same with the other insidn
men. Now and again they woke up and
tested the goalie with a good shot, but
these shots lacked sting—that was the
chief trouble.

And, just before half-time, Roginald
Ditt decided that he had had endugh of
it. He was tired of seeing his centres
wasted. Ana when he got tho ball the
next time, he kent it. e tushed right
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up the touchline, witl ihé leather in per-
fect ecntro! at his' feet. He tiicked twa
men in° quick successiop, leaving them
standing. Then he 'made a bee hne fov
the goal. The custodian came out, prob-
ably hoping that it would confuse this
davk-skinned winger.. The goalkee&)e_r
Ilunp" himself at the ball. Pitl tapped it
gontly, dodged round the goalie, and
drove the ball into the emply net. As un
individizal effore it was a singularly coo!.
well-worked-out pilece of strategy.

‘* Goal”

“ Good old Inky!”

“ That's right—show
iy

It was nearly half-time.
whistle blew the score
rame—two—one,

There was just a passible chance now
thet Bannington might win. The inter-
val was entirely occupied by the erowd
discussing ibis noew footballer. They
had never seen him before—never heard
of hum. '

But it was clear that Mr. Page, the
manager, had made a find.

‘In the dressing-room the manager was
bubbling with delight and enthusiasm.
He had been walching Pitt's play very
keonly during the game. And, for that
maltler, so had most of the members of
the first eleven. And, profeasionals
though they were, they were vastly im-
pressed by Pitt’s remarkable perform-
unce. If they hadn't known that he war
a schoolboy, they would have not been
quite o surprised. But, considering his
age, he was doing wonders.

‘“ I don’t know what to say to you, my
lad !’ exclaimed Mr. Page. * You're
too guod altogether for echool footbail,
and Uve got an idea that you’ll win thi:
game for us to-day. The mnside-men arqg
shocking—disgraceful. The chances they
threw away mado mie weep. Positively

made mo weep !”

*Keep it up, young 'wn!”’ said Tom
Howard. ‘ Don’t forget that I intro
duced you here, and T waunt you lo prove
that T was justified. They laughed at
mo at Jirst—but they’re net: laughing
now,"”’

Pitt was feeling fresh and keen as he
took the field for the second half, 1t was
his ambition to score tiwé goals this half
—to win the match for Bannington, and
prove to theso professionals that he was
capable of doing ‘something on his own.

And he succeeded. -

'oin how: Lo Jo

Wlen the
remained the
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The zecond half had not been started
for more than ten minutes when Pitlt rau
clean through. He had left his outside-
right position for the time being, and
took Lhe lcather down the centre of the
ficid. It was a pretty pi:ece of work.

He left the two hall-backs starin
blunk!v after him, and then ho-trickec
the left full-back, and kicked for goal.
The Chaistowe custodian pushed the
leather out, but Pilt’s head was ready.

He sprang up high, put his head to
the ball, and it entered the corner of the
net.

* Well

* Gouall

“ Good for you, Abdullah!”

‘“You're the man for us!”

“We want one more now!”’

The crowd was beginning o have
enormous faith in Abdullah. Handlovlh
and Co. were greally impressed, aud they
decided that this coloured footballer was
the most remarkable outside-right they’d
ever scel.

*“ The chap’s a marvel,” said Church.
““ Do-you know, his play reminds me ot
Pitt’s—the way he streaks down the
touchline——"

"

“ You—you silly ass!” said - Hand-
forth. "*' This chap’s twice s good -a¢
Pitt! Pitt's not in tho same slreet

with hm!" .

“ Well, he's got the same. kind of
slyle,”” persisted Church.

“I'm not denying that Pili’s a jolly
fine winger,”” said Handforth. *‘‘ But he
can’t hope to be as good as a profes-
siocial. My hat! Just look at that! Oh,
beautiful! Glorious!’

Handforth went into ecslasies, For, at
that mament, Abduilah was racing along
hke a hare. He outstripped two of his
opponents, and reached the ball well
betore them. Then he sent in- a drop-
ping centre which ono of the inside men
promptly put his head to.

“ Goal:? -

The ball was in the net agamn.. .

‘““ It was Abdullah’s goal!”’ said Hand-
forth. *‘Hé’s ‘domng everything!”
~And all the other spectators came to
the sdme conclusion. It was generally
agreed that Abdullah was the man of the
match, and that without him the game
wouldn’t have been worlh looking at.

This, no doubt, was an exaggeration, .
But it went to show how greatly superior, |

L)lnyud N

| Pitl wae to all the others.
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Tle scora remained the same until the
end of the match. But Bannington had
won. 'f'he new player, Abdullah, had
given them viclory. And Mr. Page, the
manager, hardly knew what to say.

“My lad, I'm not going to think
about losing vou.”” he said firmly, ¢ It
simply can’t be done—and you won's
play 1n the reserves again. I shall give
yvou a place in the first eleven! By gad,

vou're worth it!

Pitt thought he was joking—for, of
course, this affuir had been in the nature
of .n joke itseli.” Pilt was more con-
cerned about his colour. He was won-
dering if it would como off as casily us
IFred Hearne had declared.

He really needn’t have worried, for an
application of the sponge, prepared as
the captain had instructed, removed the
dye i a remarkably small space of time.
No truce of it was left upon Pitl’s skin.

When hLe had dressed, lLe was in-
strucled by Tom Howard that the man-
ager wanted to see him in his office.
Pitt went there, feeling quite satisfied
with Ins afternoon’s play. He Kknew well:
énough that he had acquitied himself
admirably. Mr. Page was waiting for
him. .

““ Ah, that’s better, young ’'un,” he
said. ¢ We told -you the stuff would
come off, didn’t we? I want to 'thank
-you for the help you gave us this after-

noon. But for you, we should have Jost
this match.”

“Oh, I don't know, sir.,” said Pill.

“ We should have lost tt!"" repeated the
nianager., “ It’s not much, son, but 1]
hope you'll accept it without taking
oftence. Just a little acknowledgment
of your services.””

He handed Pitl {wo pounds in Trea-
~ sury_notes, and the junior stared.

‘“* For me*” he asked blankly.,
¥ Yes"”

“ But—but I haven't earned (wo
pounds.”
‘“You've earned more than two

pounds,” said Mr, Page. ¢ Put it in
vour porkel, lad, and say no more about

it. ow ave you fixed for Saturdny
afternoons?”’

“ Thev're always holidays,” said Pitt.

of And" you can get away withoul
trouble?

 Well, yes, mosliy."”
% Look here, Pilt, I've got a proposi-
t:on Lo make to vou,” said the manager,

Pitt.
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bending forward, “ I meanl whal [ said
twently minutes ago. I waunl you to play
regularly for the first cleven—at all the
home matches and as many of the away
(ixtures as you can manage.’

Pitt could hardly Dbelieve his ears.

‘*“ Bul—but are you really serious, Muv.
Puge?’ he usked '
““Yes, I'm really serious.”
“ Bul—but—""

“ HHold on a minute before you re-
fuse,” interrupted the manager. I
don’t expect you to do this for nothing.
Aud, on my own responsibility, I'm
offering you six pounds a week regular
money to turn out for us on Saturday
afternoons -whenever il is possible.
You'll gel your money whether you
play or not—that is, when we go loo
far off for you lo come with us. DBul
it'll be worth the money to have you for
the home matches.”

Reginald Pitt was silent for a momenl
or two. He could hardly realise what
this offer meant to him. Six pounds a
week—just for playing a match on
Saturday afternoons! It was almost too
good to Le believed.

And Pitt thought of his father and
mother, Six pounds! What a tre-
mendous help such a sum would be to
them. And he could send it all—
regularly—throughout the term!

*“Well > asked Mr. Page.

““ Y—I hardly know what to say.” said

. ““ Do” you mean that I shall cou-
tinue to use that dye?”

‘““Of course.” said
* Having started as
have to keep it up. That's the only
way. And don’t forget that you’ll have
this money regularly. Are you willing

the manager.
Abdullah you'’ll

to sign an agreement with me?"”

Pitt thrust out his hand.
“Yes,”” he said tensely.

“Good lad!” shouted Mr. Page.
‘*“ That's what I like to hear—a quick

decision. (Good enough! You'll stert
on -Saturday, and you’ll draw your
money. We play at home, and you'll

turn out with the first eleven.”

Pitt hardly knew what to make of it.
He was certainly delighted, and when
he loft the Banunington Ifootball Club
ground he returned to St. I'rank’s feel-
ing happiler and more cheerful than he
had been since this awful disaster had
come inlo his life.
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And it was because he was making | keep himself from laughing.

money himself—with- his own ability.
And this money hé could send to his
parents in their sore hour of need.

CHAPTER VI.

REGINALD PITT'S SECRET.

. BDULLAII!" said Tommy Wat-
.z \ 801, _

Pitt was Jjust entering the

Ancient House lobby, and he

stood. stock still as Tommy Watson

ultered his name. Just for a moment,

Pitt thought that his secret was ulreadly

out. e looked at the juniors half
fearfully. .

* Abdullah !’ repealed Watson,

“Yes, Lhat was the merchant’s
name,” said Handforth. ‘‘ An
or an Egyptian, or somelhing like that.
He played a glovious game—you ought
to havo hcen him, I've never seen a
winger play so rippingly before.”

. ‘"He certainly was good,” agreed
Church. *“1I wish you’d been there,
Watson. That chap’s passing was
superb, and it would have done you
good to see him.,”

Pitt entered the lobby.

‘“ Hallo, what’s the jaw about?”’ he
pasked.

‘“ Oh, it seems that these chaps went
to a professional football match 1n
Bannington,”” said Tommy Watson.
“ They've gone dotly over some Arab
chap who- was in Llhe team—a regular
flier, by all I can hear.”

Handforth nodded.

. ‘' Pity you weren't there, PitL,”’ he
said. * You could have learnt one or
two points from this dusky merchant.”

“Could I?' said Ditt, inwardly
chuckling.

. “Rather!’ said Handforth, *“ Of
course, he played miles better than you
can—although I will admit that you're
decent. My hat! You should have seen
him going up the field like greased
lightning 1.

. “ Taster than I can go, 1 suppose?”’
asked Pitt innocently. 1

‘“ Faster !’ said’ Handforth. * This
chap’s got double-your speed.”

It was as nn_:ch as Ditt could do io |

Arah, |
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And it
certainly was an amusing situation. 'l'o
be told that he couldn't play half <o
well as himself was certainly comical.

He wondered what Handforth and
(Co. would have said if they could have
known at that moment that the
mysterious Abdullnh was standing
before them. Pitt felt almost sorry that

he could not. reveal the truth. ‘Lheir
oxprossions would have been worth
pounds.

“I wish we had some footballera like
that in our team,” said Church. * Theo
next time that chap’s playing for the
Bannington team, I'm going to see him,
It’s as good as a tonic to watch him.”

‘“Rather!’ said McClure.

Nothing could have made Pitt feel
safer than this. Ie was told to his face
that this Igyplian footballer was re-
markably e¢lever. Handforth and Co.
had seen him wilthin five or six yards.
But e¢ven at such close quarters they
had not . recognised him. Pitt [elt
perfectly safe, and ho decided that he
would tell nobody ‘of his secret.” He
would keep it absolutely to himself,

It was imperative that he should do
so, for if the truth got about in the
Remove it would soon reach the llead’s
ears, and then a swift stop would be
put to Pitt's liltlo game.

~And he had e double motive for keep-
ing it up.

For one thing, he exalted in the idea
of playmg f[ootball for the League. It
was a chance such as a schoolboy had
never had before. And secondly, he
wanted the money so thal he could send
it to his parenis., They were in sore
need of it.

He chuckled over his plans.

‘He wouldn’t tell them " anything,
either. .,

He would just send the six pounds
every week and let them wonder how ho
obtained it. But this little scheme -of
Piit’s’ was not destited to come to
anything, TFor that very ecvening he
received a visilor. .

He was in Study E with Jack Grey
when a tap sounded upon the door, and
Tubbs, the boy, looked in.

“ A gont to seo you, Master Pitt,”” he
said cheorfully. |

Pitt looked round sharply. _
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“ Paler!” he exclaimed, jumping up.

Mur. Pilt enteved the study and greetaed
his son warmly. And when this was
over he sat down and looked about him
with interest.
. ““You didn't wire, or anything.”’ said
Pitt. “It's a {(remendous surprise,
dad. What made you come down so
unexpectedly ?”’

. *Oh, - I thought I'd like to have a
look al you,” smiled Mr. Pitt. *““I don’t
suppose I'm the only father who drops
in suddenly. am I? T want to hear how
you're getting on, and what you're
doing?"

Jack Grey only remained in the sludy
a-few minutles longer, for he instinctively
folt that father and son wanted to have
a little chat together. 8o Jack, making
an excuse, withdrew,

‘“I Lthought he'd go out,” said Pitl,
after the door had closed. ‘' Awfully
decent follow, dad. 1T say,” he went on
eagerly, ‘ have you brought any news?”’
~“T1f you mecan good news, I'm afraid
nol."

“ Aboul—aubout
asked 12itl.

‘““ As a malter of fact, I've come down
here concerning money.” said Mr. Pitt,
with a c-uriousFy grim note in his voice.
** A day or two ago I reccived a letter
from you contlaining three pound noles.
I want to know where you got them,
Reggie?”

Reggie stared.

‘““And have you come down especially
for that?’ he asked. ’

“I have!”
“ But 1it'll cosl vou over a pound—"’

‘““ Never mind what it costs me— I
have come to find oul the truth,”” said
his father. ‘' I know for a fact that yon
did not possess such a sum., And it is
necessary that you should tell ene the
whole ‘truth. To be quite frank,
Reggie, 1 am deceply concerned. ‘The
}noney 1 useful—urgently nceded, in
ncl "

** ’echeps this'll come in handy. too?™”
asked Diit, ‘

He thrust his hand into his pockel and
f:ulled oul Lhe two pound noles which

ad been given to him by Mr. Page.
His father started as he saw the currency
notes. He looked from them to Pitl.

“Fi;e pounds altogelher!' he ex-

I mean??

money.

L .
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claimed. * What does iy mean. Reggie?
You must be truthful, and you must
keep nothing back. Doth your mother
uud I have been very worried.””

“ But why. paler?’ asked Iiit, 1in
surprise. ““ I thought it would make you
feel a bit happier—I thought the money
would lLe welcome. And now you say
that it worried you.”

““ It worried us because we could think
of no explanation,’” said Mr. Pilt. *“ We
could think of no source from whence you
could obtain such a sum. My.dear boy.
have vou been gelting this money to-
gether by some method?”

“ Gelling il together?"”

““I mean. have you been raising a
subseription ™ . :

““ Subscription?”’ gasped Pitt.

““ We thought it just possible that you
might have lost your head,” said his
father. ‘' We considered every point,
and we came to the conclusion that the
only way you could raise money would
be by obtaining loans, or subscriptions.
Tho fact thal you gave no explanation
in your letler was most significant.” |

“Bul—bhut I don’t understand, dad."
went on Pitt. ** How could I raise sub-
scriptions?  Greal Scolt!  You surely
don't think for a minute that I chould
have told the chaps aboul your position,
and thal you neeged money *"’

*“ No, I didn’t exactly think that,’ said
the other. ‘' Bul both your mother and
I feared that you might possibly have
invenled a story of your own, and obh-
lained wmoney from your schoolfellows.
And 1 felt compelled to come down here
and soe info it without delny.”

“ But—but you needn’t have come.
pater.”’ said Pitt. “ I'm awfully pleased
to see yvou. but you've lieen worrying
over nothing. I'm nai raising any sub-
scriptions, or any-rol of that kind!”’

‘“ Then how did you come by the three
pounds—and this other money here?”

*“ Oh, this s jusl a little present.” said
Piit.

“* From whom?*”’

““The manager of the Banninglon
Football Club.”

‘““ Bless my soul!’ said Mr. Pitt.
“ What are you talking aboul, Reggie?"

Pitt grinned. ‘

_*“On Saturday. dud, I shall send you
six quid.’, ho said calmly.

“ What !"”
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“ And six guid every Salurday alter-
wards,’”’ added Pitt.

His father frowned. _ ‘

‘“ 1 don’t like you to joke with me—"
ho began.

“I’m not joking,”” said Pitl, with a
chuckla. i“irst of all, I'll tell you
about that original three quid. Did you
know that Simon Raspo lives near Ban-
nington?”’

‘“* No, I didn’t know that!” said Mr.
Pitt quickly. *‘ I always understood that
lRaspe had a house somewhere in the
South of England, but I've never known
the exact locality. In Bannington, you
say?’

‘“ Yes, dad. I was nding home on my
bike one evening when Raspe came along
in his car, and I was konocked down——

‘““ Good heavens!”

Pitt hastened to reassure his father,
and he proceeded to explain exactly what
had oceurred. And Mr. Pitt was greatly
valieved when he heard how his son had
come into possession of the three pounds.

““So I thought I'd send it straight to
you, dad,” said Pitt quietly. ** I didn’t
need it, and [ koew that you and mother
were hard pressed. In any case, it's
your money, isn’t it? Raspe stole 1t
{from you in the first place.”

Mr. Dilt was pleased with his son’s ox-
planation, and they lalked on the subject
“for some hiltle time.

'* And what about this other money?”’
asked the visitor. *‘ What about the two
pounds on ihe table?”’

** T was presented with that for playing
in a professional foolball match,” ox-
plained Pitt ealmly. .

‘“ Bless me!’’ ejaculated his father.
“ What on earth will the boy be up to
next! Getling himself knocked down by
motor-cars, playing in professional foot-
ball matches! Upon my soul, Reggie,
ycu are a most extraordinary boy!

‘“I've been doing everything 1 could,
pater, Lo get money.”’ »

** 1 can quite bhelieve you,”” said Mr.
Pitt drily. ** And now you make some
preposterous stalement Lo the effect that
you will send me six pounds on Saturday
—and a further six pounds on every suc-
cecding Saturday. \What nonsense 1is

that?" _
“It’'s not nonsense, dad—it's tho
truth.” : _ _
'* And where will you- obtain this

money from, pray?”’

game 0

| Pitt.
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‘“ From the manager of the Bannington
Football Club.” | ' -

*“ Good grecious’ me!' said Mr. Pitt.
‘“ Is this man a philanthrophtst—a public
benefactor who goes round distributing
pound notes to schoolboye? Come, Reg-
gie, you are joking with me.”

“T keep on teling yon I'm not,
Pater,” said Pitt. “ I'm going to get
this money for playing in professi
football matches—I didn’t want to tell
you anything about it, but you forced it
out of me. There's nothing disgraceful
in it,”’ he added qmckl{. ‘ Nobody will
ovor know in the school, and I can earn
this money and send it to you and
mater.”

-Mr. Pitt was quite overcome for Lha
moment.

‘““* But—but it is incredible!”’ he ox-
claimed. ‘* Six pounds a week! Why,
that's more than a man is capable of
earning! Do you seniously tell me,
Reggie, that this football club 18 willing
to pay you that money for Plnying one
football in a week?

‘“ Yes, dad.”
‘“ How oxtraordinary!”’

Mr. Pitt thought it was suill more ex-
traordinary when he learned how the
matter had been arranged—when it was
disclosed to him that his son was to ap-

ar publicly as Abdullah, the marvellous
Miyptinn foolballer. In spite of himsell,

. Pitt could not refrain from laughter.

‘ Why, it must be some joke !”’ he said.
'* These people have been playing a trick
upon you, Reggie,”’ he protested.

““It's as straighl as a die,”” declared
““Don't you see how cute it is?
Nobody can know who I am—so there
can’t be any disgrace or anything. They'll
all take me [or Abdullah, even the chaps
al the school won’l know me. ‘And I get

six quid a week—to send o yon and
mother!”

I Mr. Pitt was convinced at last.

1 hardly know what to say, Reggie !’
he exolaimed. ‘' Tho one fact which
stands out above all others is that you
have been working and scheming to do
anylhing so that you can send us some
monuey. You cannol imagine how I ap-
preciate that spirit, my boy. You are a_
truo son, and Tadmiro yvou greatly.”

“ Oh, it's nothing, dad!” muttered
Pitt. ‘I can’t earn money in any other
way. This is easy for me—il’s like get-
ting money f(or nothing. You will agreo,
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won’t Fou? You won't peach to the
Head?

*I won'’t whal?"

““You won't tell the Head aboul 1t?"”

““ As far us I can see the Headmaster
would not be al all delighted to hear this
picco of news.”” said Mr. Pitt drily. ¢ Cer-
tainly, I should nol care to upset him—
and =o I shall keep my own counsel.”

Pitt hugged his father.

“You're a brick, dad "’ he said. ¢ Jusi
leave thia to me, and everything will be
all serene! All I've got to do is to work
ke the dickens, and make everybody at
St. I'rank’s think I don’t care much
about footer. Then I can sneak off on
Saturday afternoons and play for Ban-
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benefit more than anybody. T suppose it
would be somewhat oul of place if |
criticised vour plan. At all .events, iL is
quite honest and straightforward—except
for the little decoption of the brown dye,
which I can o\-erﬁ)ok."

Pitt was overjoyed al his father's atli-
tude.

He didn’t care for anybody else. i
father knew the secret, and he had given
his sanction 1o the scheme. And Regin-
ald Pitt knew that he wéuld be able Lo go
straight on—that he would be able to
play in the First Eleven of the Banning-
ton Football Club on the Saturday afier-
noon,

He would be playing for the League’

rington.” . But even Reginald Pilt, in his greal
 “H'm! A very prelly little conspir- | enthusiasm, little realised what this pre-
acy.”” smd Mr. Diit.  “ Since I shall! cious scheme was to lead to.
TIIE END.
TO MY READLERS.

Old readers wlll remember that
Piltt is not altogether a novice in the
art of disgulse. Having been a leading
spirit in amateur theatrlcals at St.
Frank’s, he Is quite able to play the
part of Abdullah, the Egyptlan Won-
der Footballer, as skllfully as he plays
the game itself. Even so, It 1s by no
means plane salling for him to keep
his secret, especlally from his study
companions. When Jack Grey begins
-to ask awkward questions, Pitt, who
would rather remain sllent than con-
coct falsehoods, finds himself losing
one of his best pals. Mlisunderstand-
ings and susplcions arlse, , which,
added to Pitt’s already overflowing
bowl of troubles, are not likely to
improve his temper. But though he
is becoming less popular with his fel-
lows at St. Frank’s, as Abdullah he Is
winning fame among the numerous
followers of professional football. The
Bannington F.C. are justly proud of
their new recrult, and have decided
to play him in a league match. The
story of this blg event In Pltt’s
‘‘footer *> career wlll be told next
week under the title of ‘“ PLAYING
FOR THE LEAGUE ! ”

] THE EDITOR.

GRAND

FREE
PLATES!

NO boy should miss the
unique opportunity of
securing the fine free
plate which appears in

thas week's 1ssue of
THE BOYS' REALM,
entitled

‘““Well Played, Goalkeeper!”’

It is & beantiful production, printed
on art paper by a special process, and
is well worth framing. This is only the
first of a series of these plates. For
further particulars see the current
number of '

THE

BOYS' REALM, 13"
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THE GREAT DETECTIVE OF
GRAY’S INN ROAD. .

!NTRODUCTION

NELSO"\T LEE, the greal detzctive, as Mr.
Herbert Drake, B.A., secures a Dost as games

 master at Marsh Manor School in order tol
- qnvestigate strange visits of ghosts at the school.

- His young assistant, NIPPER, comes to the
_school as Barton, a backward bo Unless the
ghost can be Emd the Head, the AI,LEV.‘ OCTA-
VIOUS: LHARD will be oblwed to close down
the school, Lee suspects Monsieur VILOTTE,
the French wmaster as being implicated in
the - ghostly manifestations. ADOLPHE
MALINES, JULES TROCHON, and

a m o R S Sl W e -

Jik peauy eyes 01 UIe youlug persoin ar
| Mareh Manor- Post Office pored over
' the long c¢ode telegram that bad
' - arrived for ** Mr. Herbert Drake,” her
mean, inquisitive soul exasperated 'to 2
degree at her failure to successfully pry into
othier people’s business,

She had just despatched it to the \Ianor
- House when the mid-day mail came in,

bringing several other letters for the gameﬁ-
master; which she turned over longingly, not
daring to break the seals. ”

It was just then that Monsieur Vilotte
blew in to make a purchase, raising his hat
politely and smiling his best smile. '

The young person liked Mr. Vilotte as
mueh as she hated Mr, Drake, for that art-
~ ful foreigner went out of his way to flatter
her vanity, and whispered soft nothings over
- the * little - eounter * which sounded very

romantic to her, being mostly in French,
one of the many things she did not under-

stand.

“ Ah! And why does my angel look sad?”
said Vilotte. * Are there any eommunica-
tions for the Manor House?”

:-2And he looked at the pile of letters, which,
in country fashion, were laid out on the
counter for any owner to claim at will after
the first delivery.

~“ There are three for the new maﬁter, -
she replied rather tartly. *‘‘ He's a .mystery

to me. He's always gettmg telegrams which
~nanvinAd ilra cihhanrich Ann’™t +hinkr +havw

 ————

&nd he went out, léﬁﬁngv behind him the
hngermg nnpresmon of a false smiie-that
showed a set of faultless false teeth.

Once in the street the ‘smile disappeared,
and he turned the three letters over and
over, clozely scrutiniging the heavy  wax
seals. - o o

““ Now -what does a games-master want
with  code telegrams?”’ he. was - thinking.
*“ There is something about my new colleague |
that creates an indefinable suspicion in my
mind. - He shall have two of these letters,
the third we will examine before it is
delivered.”

And, selecting one whlch felt bulkier than
the rest. he slipped it into his .own pocket,
and, returmng to the school, sought out
“Mr. Herbert Drake,”” and pregented hill.‘l-
with the other ones: '

——— = =g
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“ Thanks!" said the recipient. * It's very
good of you to have troubled! g s

“ Enchanted, 1 assure you! grinned

Aonsieur V!l{}ttt, and he lockerl hlIﬂbElf in
his own room.

; There he - produeed a wat{-hmakers gla%,
and submitted the stolen letter to a minute
scrutiny.

¢ Perfectly elmple, he thought, and, mth
a little insfrument he sharpene:: before using,
he made a semi-circular incision round the
- edge of the sealing-wax, which done, he laid
B’ the letter. seal downwards, in h.s wash-hand
basin, and left it soaking there untll hie came
up again after dinner.

.. He knew exactly what he woulr‘ find on h:s
return,
the ﬂa'p had curled eopen, with the seal
~ intact, and the French-master extracted
another envelope that had heen sent under
cover.

As he rtead the address- he raised l}oth
hands above his head with a sharr cry, and
hls face became livid.

- In his scarch after mfermatlan Monsicur
V:lotte had made® a discovery that was
~destined to change the course of a good
wany lives! |

8 3 : - Y » .- - -8
a

The bxllmrd room at ‘sI Inglcby Chartena ]
was a handsome apartment Or a raised
platform round the big table were luxurious
lounges upholstered in scarlet morocco, and,
in. addition to the frosted domg in the roof
large windows gave alluring peeps of the
garden on every side.

In one -corner was a little servm"-hatch
ciosed by ‘a sliding mahogany panel, t.hrouuh
which refreshments could be passec at wili,
at the table itself the stockbroker and his
guest were playing snooher in their shirt-

sleeves.

. **QGood shot, Sol*" said Ingleby-t‘-har-ter;s.
" as the American mmade ‘a clever c¢cannon oft
the brown, and went into the top pocket.
~ While lle was still chalking bis cue, the
-.new page entered with a letter, and Nipper,
who had discreetly left the room again and
was now behind the mahogany sliding hatcn,

heard him give a tremendous oath.
- ** What's wrong now?" said the American,
pausing in the middle of his stroke.

“ Everybthing's wrong. We're ail skating on
~very thin ice,”” was the startling reply.
“** Great Scott! Look at this letter, sent,
under cover, to the new games-master at
Marsh © Manor! This'll tell you . what's
wrong!'’ -

And the wateher saw the consternation in{

the faces of the two men as Sol Clitters read
aloud:: “**To Nelson Lee, Esq, Gray’s Inn
Road, London.'"”
~ ¢ There you are!” s'ntl Cllttera between
‘his set ieeth. ** After you've been monkey-
ing abcat and- playing. the fool with your
1:1Femal ghosts, bere’s the enemy at our very
gates,”
“Tell me )
enapped Ingleby-Charteris.

somethmg T. don't - _ know."
“ We've gct to

and he was not disappointed, for
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‘themselves up. I'm

iy

act now with a vengeance, end prompﬂy
What's our next move?
“To kill him this time—ous and out—und

within -the next forty-eight, hours, too
Vilotte's our man for the job, and we'il bum
the body in the vaults.” -
. The stockbroker's face was +hite az his
lmmaculate shirt-sleeves, and his hands were-

trembling violently.
““Do you see who the letter's fmm?” he

said. ** Major Rogerson, that kesotted fool
who was in love with my niece. By heavens
Clitters, it's neck or nothmg now! But ‘it
we kill him at the school, we're done!’’"

“ We're ‘done if we don't. And there's
another three millions trembhne; in. the
balance—don't forget it!”

Ingleby-Charteris groaned, and grabbed at
the decanter.

“Cut: that stufi!™ eand the American
sternly. *“ I've seen dozens of good men go-

to the electrocuting-chair through gmgermg
glad I came. I'm not

saying you haven't done well, old man, in
the past; but it wants a qtronger nerve than
yours to face the preeent crisis.’

Through the crevice in the door of the
serwne-hateh, Nipper saw the pompous stock-

"broker sink down on.one of the leather

lounges, limp as a rag, and as the American
coolly lit another cigar the contrast between:
the two men was remarkable, = .

“* Now listen to - me, sonny,'." said + Mr.,
Clitters, ‘* We've got the whole thing under
our hat if we make no mistakes. Your posi-
tion here is above suspicion, our DBelgian

-friends at the hostel have got a clean sheet;

it's the Manor House that's all Wrong. - A
boy disappears, a master disappears—'' :

‘“ And my niece disappeared—don’'t forget
that!" interrupted Charteris. -

Instead of his words producing the im-
pression he had expected, the Amerlcans.
smile only -increased.

‘* There's only one man alue who would
link up that chain of coincidences, and as.

~hie own death is the next move -on the

hoard, . why waste breath in talking
foolishly?"” he said. *' If Nelson Lee were
anywhere else, I'd be with you; but he’s

where we can get him, and_ we're going to
get him to-morrow night. I must have a
word with Vilotte, and if there's any doubt
about his carrying the thing through cleanly
and -without noise, I'll durned - well do it

myself. Cuss you, Chart, weakening like

this! I'd got that game easy all, and you've
lest me’ the chance -of mnm"g twenty
dollars.” o

The stockbroker’s eyes had become blood-
shot, and he looked round the sumptucus
billiard-rccm with a sudden fear ia them,:
the fear of a man who is about to lose
everything. '

The American understeed ‘the ’eok and
{:leola up the decanter with a perfeetl; steady
an -

“*I'm going to preecnbe for you. I've got

a tabloid- which we'll dissolve in a {wo-fingzer .

peg, just-to steady. your nerves. Then. we 1l
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gﬁ out. —mtd ‘the garden; .and talk things
over. I’'m in <charge af this outhit now
You've got to do as you're told.” - :

"By the- time dinner . was served Mr.
Ingleby-Charteris,” though some of his florid
colour was missing, had apparently recovered
his usual demeanour. Nipper, soft-footed,
attentive, and self-effacing, poured out the
Rudesheimer, which was the wine  Sol
Clitters had selected, and afterwards fliled
the liqueur-glasses without spilling a drop,
~nunder the watchiul eye of the butler.

- - ““How do you like Johnaon, Friday?”’ éald
. 1the master of the -house, when Nipper had
goite to bring the cigars.

“ He pramises very well, &ir. I ‘bhink we
shall make something of him,” was the réply,
and Inglehy-ﬂha:rterls nodded. T

“ T suppose you'’re keeping your eye on the
clock, old man?”’ said the American. * What
- {ime 'do we meet—the lady?”’

‘“ Oh, another hour yet?” said his friend
“ I've. given my chauffeur a night .off, and
we’ll get the little Hurtu out ourselves: The
irain’s due in just before ten. You can go
now, Johnson, we sha'n’t want you Aagain.”
~And, depositing the cigar-box on the table,
‘N:pper clesed the dining-room door.

" That last senterice -had . determined his
-~ course of action. Within' a quarter of an
hour of the arrival of the down train there
"was one, he knew, which wpuld depcsit

—_

him at Huntingdon, thus iving his plenty of |
§ st 2 H ‘passing the door at the moment heard his

time to witness the departure of the two

confederates with the mysterious lady they |

were going to meet, and. Nipper, convinced
that he had already heard enough and would
serve no useful end by remaining there, had

resolved to warn Lee in person of the

enemy’s discovery of his identity and the
- peril that threatened him in consequence. .
‘““ There will he supper in half an hour,”

- raid Mr. Friday, the butler, to the new boy.

“You can wash some of that silver up now
if you like, or leave it till afterwards; but
it’s all got to be packed up by bedtime. If
you want me for any'biung, you’ll ﬁnd me Jn
my own room.”

“* Thank you, elr”' ﬁﬂ]d Nipper, and hg
_E,nt into the pantry, where he listened to

r
distance.
- If I do a guy without any apparent
cause,”” thought the boy, . “those two
scoundrels are cute enough to tumble to who
I am, and that won't do at any price. I
must turn amateur thief for the occaslon {0
provide a reason for my disappearance.’’

The stockbroker’s silver was solid, and
- ¢very article stamped with his crest and
monogram, and, wrapping up a dozen forks
and a dozen spoons, the fish ecarvers, and
three or four graw-ladles in a towel, he

carried them to his own.little room, whlch.

was tmmediately above the: pantry.

It did not take him five minute. tc ghin
-out of his livery .and into his own clothes
again, and, when he had placed the silver
in the secondhand atbaché-case he had

“hapding him a duplwate shp.
it forward?”’ -

|

TFriday’s foatfalls dying away in the| -

‘N

9

buught 'bhai; morning & the town, he opened
the window, which he bad prekus]y Tecon-
noitred, and lowered the c¢ase into-the middle
of a ﬂower-bed by the simplo. means. or
two sheets knotted together. - ;

Then he climbed oub on to the sill, grasped
the rain-water -pipe, and, after wamng a
breathless moment or two, picked up the
swag, and stole away through _the- shrubs,.
skirting the tennis-courts and - the - little -
pagoda, where he had played eaandrnpper
with such important resulis, anc,. when he
had made quite sure that there was nobod i s
on the road, scaled -the wall ane strn ‘g'k ,
briskly out for the town, Whl{:h was aboux
mile off. -

On the way-he took the precautmn 10 10ck
the case, and, reaching the.station without
adventure of any sorF walked coolly .into
the parcels-office on the down platiorm.

-1 want to leave this here,” he sojd,

. “* Threepence,” rtesponded the attendant,
“ Shall I }mep

‘“No, thanks! I sha"l't. want it, unth t0.

-morrow,” replied - Nipper, tendering half-a-

¢rown, which was the smallest coin he had.

Already there were passengers waiting for
the arrival of the train from London, and
the man was glow in producing the chzm,,e.

-1 say, do you mind hurrymg up?" aa:d
Nipper. .-
- And a figure in 4 blfr motor-con,t who was

voice, fell- hack a step, 10 gain a -clearer
view of the -speaker, and, with a surprised
cry, pounced in and seized him by the collar.

- “Ycun infernal young scoundrel! By the
living jingo, Johnson, you -shall smart for -
thist” = thundered - Mr, Ingleby-Charteris, -
snatching the slip from Nipper's fingers.
* Here, bring me the article this refers to!'"

~ And he held out the slip 1o the attendant.

“ Certainly, sir,”” said the man: to whom
the stockbroker, being a ﬁeaaon-tmket
holder, was “well known.; .

And he returned with the attachd-case. |,

“Open it for me: I want -to see: the
cont-ents." demanded Ingleby-CharLens. -

“It's locked, sir.” G
“Then give me the hey"’ e
An!(}l he shook \hpper hke a temer shakes_
a ra

There was nothmg for 11; and he nmocked
the case, staggered at. -thg turn- fthmgé, had
taken. and very. sick -at heart.

‘““ I thought so!” cried his captor triumph--
antly. * We discovered half an hour ago
that this young villain had rifled the pantry
and decamped, and here I’ve .canght him
red-handed. s that train signalled . yet? e

‘“ Yes, sir. She’ll bhe Tumning in in &
minute,” said the man. “ Shall I fetch one
of our constables?”

-~ “No. My f{riend outaxde will tahe charma .
of him, and we’ll drop him at the pohce--
station on our way. Come along, you!”

And, with the attaché-case, which . the”
attendant had relocked, in one hand, anda

—
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the obhe? firmily grasping *‘ Pefer JOhI]'wGI],
the stockbroker, swelling with ~righteous
indignation, hustled his late page outside to
TG grev-pamted Hurtu, in which eat Sol
Clitters, M

«Got him! Piece of amazing luck ! said
Inglebv-ﬂhartem. -~ *“You'd better change
into the back, and take charg2 of 'l:ne
prisoner. Doa’t let him go at any price.’

The Americat climbed over, with surprising
“agility for 'a man of his bulk, and as he
laid his  heavy ‘hand on Nipper's = wrist,
Charteris ran back on to the platform.

* Guess you're seventeen assorted kinds of
u considerable idiot, Johnson!” was the
“erook’s amused comment ‘““ Been long at
the game?”’

Nipper hung hiz head and made no replv

and they heard the stertorcus breathing of |

the .great locomotive and the hiss.of escaping
_.steam .above- the: soft- purr- of the Hurtu's
éngmes which Charteris had left running.

The immediate prospect was very black,
but Nipper’s chief concern was whether the)
‘Wullld Ial;hom his real identity.

.. “You're suffering from the lmpetuobtt}' of
‘vouth,” said the American good-humouredly,
after a pause.
. they'll Probably give you a coupie of years

.in a relformatory, according to your record;

but if you do it again, after you've come _

" out, dont be .in such .a hurry, It's the
waiting game that pays in this hard, un-
- sympathetic world. Just think now—instead
of a pitiful  little grip-sack of. forks and
_spoons, you m:ght have cleared with—""

But the coming of Mr. Inoleby-Chartem
- interrupted -the - wisdon. ‘of - - experience,: and
'the stockbroker ushered a tall, sllm lady,
» whose face was ‘hidden by a set ol cheap
. furs, to the door of the car. -

“I'll introduce you two when we've got
"rid of this other little business,”” he said,
. motioning her to the front wat and they
~started. .

6 thper tried to catch- a gltmp=e of the

lady’s profile, but the black bear-skin fur
foiled him, and it caused him no surprise
* when they reached the  police-station that
the American should remain in his seat "i.i
the car, leaving Inglebv Chartens to take
him inside.

‘The prcceedmga were brief, and the
prisoner made no attempt at defence, but
“ gave hia false name and answered the stereo-

~typed questions of the station-sergeant in|.

moncsyllables.

““ Very well, sir; we'll lmk after hm and
_to-morrow you'll clmrge him?"’
© “1 ghall be’here at eleven o'clock,” said
“the stockbroker, drawing _on his driving-
glove, ** (iood-night, sergeant'”
S (:oud-m"hb, -sir!”
~~ And he went ‘out through the swmg-doors

“You're a bad little boy, and ]

il

‘* Sergeant,” said Nipper, resting his hand--

" cuffed wrists on the iron bar. ¢ I took that
~eilver, but it would have heen faithfully
, Trestored to Mr. Charteris in a day or two.
I ‘assure you thas xs no* au ordmar:) case C.
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t}nenng. and I nant _wu to do sometmng
for me,””

The station-sergeant, an m‘relllﬂcn’o man,
was struck, not only by the boy's tone and
the perfett self-possession with which - he
gpoke, but the smile that was almost one -
of merrimen? tirat accompanied the words.

“ What do you mean? What do you wanb
me to do?” he said sternly.

| ‘“To send a telegram to Mr. Herberb
Drahe, at the Manor House, Marsh Manor..
I'll pay for.it. That money you found in
my pcckets is my own. Say: ¢ Barton in
custody at Peterborough. Come at once.’ '

The sergeant looked puzzled,

“ Anyway,” it's .too late to wire now,” he
said. ' If you've been playing practical
jokes, vou'it find you've got- yourself n a
bit c¢f a mess, young man. And
‘laughing” matter.: -But I’ 1l ‘send ‘the telegram >
“for you. first thing in the morning.- '.le-ll me -
again, and I'll put it down.”

Twice during the course of the night the '
sergeant opened the little window and turned
his light into the cell, and, finding, the
'priqoner sleeping peacefully, mt!i a happy
smiie upon_his face, went away more mysti-
-fled than ever, and sent the telewram, as he
had pronu sed. . Y

— ——

CHAPTER

' 4 N
T'ha Heturn of the Truant

i $AY, Withers,” said Nelson Lee, a6 tl:e
mnheeper of The Red Lion pulled up in
| ~ front of Peterborough ' police-station .
o with - his~ motor-eycle ‘and - side-car -
ghortly. after nine next morning. * I'll make
it- worth™ your while to keep a very silent
tongue about anything you may see or hear.™
I've always found 3011 a man of quite-
superior intelligence, and, apart from - all
that, I'll ask you, as a personal favour,
to be absolutely mum. Do you follow me?"*

Withers was the lceal sportsman of Marsh
Manor and captain of the 1irllhazge e;elen aml
Withers smiled. |

‘1 know what the voung gent]emen thmk
of you, eir, and I know exact:y what you
‘mean,’’ he. roplled ‘“ Marsh Manorﬁ a funny
place, as you'll ind when you've lived a little
longer among us, if you haven't found itz out
alrgfidy ‘Haye you got the runawn) bor,
SITT" ™ -

Lee nodded.

““ Well, there’s no reason “ll} Marah Manor
should know- where you've found him, and
they'll pever learn it from . Bill '\hther-a,-
said the good sporteman.

It was a long and exceedingly mtereatmg
conversation that passed between the station
sergeant and the famous detective; but a
the end of half an hour Nelso~ Lee handeu
him a cheque for a "hundred pounds,_for
which he receiwd an official recelpl;
~.*“That's my bail for Master
nhas ‘ Peter Johnson's,' appearance, in casy
"Mr.  Ingleby-Charteris proceeds with thy

arton S,

l{,Lar"e, which I'm, pretty certaln you'll’ ﬁnd

it's no -



he wont mhen Ive explamed t.he whme_

matter to him. There are very great issues
“hanging, OB this business, and vou must for
"~ give me if I have not- entirely. opaned my
“heart to you; but I think my name is
eufficient to clear any doubts you may have
m your: mind.”’
» "« The name i3 world famou:: 81T, and it's
heen a real pleasure to meet you,” said the
~ potice-officer " heartily. " ** Of course, ycu're
»-rea]ly in the "Huntingdon dlstrlct but it
+there’s anything we can do, }'ou ve ou]y got
-t phﬂne us-up.”

“}I'm- very much obhged to you,. and
thanks for the loan of the handcuffs!”’ said
.-Nelson Lee. * Now, Nipper, I'll escort you
.bhack ~and hand you over -to the tender
- mercies of Mr. Chard; but we mustn’t forget
to restore your hair to its natural co!our
Lefore the boys see you.”

- “Yve got a budget of news that'll make
your cwn hair curl, guv'nor,” said Nipper, in
~a Jow voice, when they were outside.

‘And he rapidly told him all he had heard.

For a moment Lee's face became more than
usually grave and thoughtful.

“Oh, it’s like that, is it?” he said at last
‘““ Well, our best chance now is to be per-
fectly open.. And I'm rather sorry you
pinched that silver, but no matter. Sol
Clitters carried the war into our camp. and
we'll do the same thing with the enemy.
Withers!” And he walked over to the side-
ear.
the way back. Now, Barton, chmb llp be-
hind, and away we go!”

At the post-office, into whleh he beckoned
the captured truant, as Withers believed him
to be, the great detective wrote these words,
which he showed to Nipper, before ‘he en-
«losed them in an envelope. :

““ Dear Mr. Inﬂleby Cha.rter:s,-—-l shall
csteem it a personal favour if for the present
you will take no further- proceedings against

Peter Johnson, whom I have bailed out this

-morning. am engaged at the present

~moment in some delicate investigations into
the mysterious apparitions at Marsh Manor, |

and Johnson, otherwise Nipper, of whom you
may pmmbly have heard, is indlspensable to
nie. .
e Yours verjr fatthfu]ly, -

~ “ NELSON LEE.”

i That will give them furmusly to thmki” :

be laughed, as he licked the envelope down.
“Youwll find the ghosts will cease from this
momen’t- and we must be prepared for far
more serious visitors. Has it occurred to
you, Nipper, that we’'re only on the extreme
frmge of the business, and the moment we
discover how our Belglan friends get into the
house we ghall strike?’’ -

-““Unless Vilotte strikes first!’’ said Nipper.

‘““ Pooh, - youngster!. That fool doesn'$
_trouble me in the’ least and I sha’n

 cating door between the study and my bed-
room, for I mean to catch him on the hop.
“Now I must get you a shampoc

‘““Run us round by the post-office on.

1 .'fﬁﬁi" Gﬁbs‘i‘é‘ oF MARSH' MANOR

““we are on the eve of a great capture:

|
|

” 't even |
" take the precaution of lockmg the communi- |
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It was a very humble, contrite ‘Barton >
who followed the games-master into .Mr.- .
Chard's study, and Nelson Lee revealed more
of the condition of affairs to that gentleman
than he had previously deemed advisable.
‘“There is no-doubt, Mr, Chard,” he said,.
A
desperate gang of forgers, under the guise

-of  Belgian refugees, has been .living unsus-

pected in your midst, and 1 have made some
surprising discuverles, thanks to Nipper here.
I am very much afraid that however the cat
jumps your school is bound ta suffer a

temporary eclipse, although, on the other

hand, it may prove the very best advertise-
ment you coitld have desired. Have I your
permission to pursue the object in view?”

'*“ Yon have not only my permission, Mr.
Lee,"” said the Rev. Octavius stoutly, * but I
will render you every assistance in my -
power. Gcod heavens! I never heard. of
such a state of things in miy life! And you-
seriously implicate Mr, Ingleby-Charteris?”

'“1 have no doubt about i*,’- said Nelson
Lee. “ His association with the man Clitters, _
who is wanted by half the world's police for
half the erimes it is possible to commit,
tells me much, and I shall find- out more.

‘The one thing I would impress upon you. sir,

is 'on no account to let the Belgians see any
change i your-manner. If it is possible to
be more fnendly, be so. ‘A very great deal
hangs on that., And now I would _suggest
that you put Barton through his facings. for
the sooner he takes his place in the nchool
awam the better,” -

" The Sixth Form were takmg Frem:h and
Seymour- was in the very depths of despalr. _
He had entirely forgotten to do his exercise .
over-night, and knew instinctively that
Monsmur V:lotte knew it instinetively too,
gnﬁl was playlng him like an angler plays ﬂ. :

8

He hated the French maater who seemed -
to take a delight in showing him up, and
that morning there was: somethmg almest
vindictive in the glitter of \10*151&:11' Vl}o*tte S
eye, and he did not smile at all.

“I have no chalk. Will you have the
goodness to procure for e a piece,
Seymour?’ he said. -

And Seymour went to the cuphoard. |

~‘* A thousand thanks! - Your manners. are -
better than your reflexive verbs,” -

There was silence in the clasg-room, but
the French master seemed in no hurry to -
begin. Instead, he walked to the window,
and looked out in . grim, abstracted way,
quite different to hlB usual ma.nner, which
‘was brisk and rapid.

‘““ Froggie’s .got the pip - aver something,"
whispered Tulk, _ '
“that t.alking?'

‘““ Who.  was
Monsieur Vilotte. _

“* I spoke, sir,”’ said Tulk ; B .

‘“ Then stay behind after :-.-ChDO]. for your
.impertinence. Mr. Chard, he pay m
large sums_ of money—to do all the tallung
hetre. I see someone has left the door open,

T . - -

demanded
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qeymour have the goadnens to ohhgn me bv
“clesing it."? . -
< And poor - qeymour obeye{! i
‘“* He's got me!” groancd that unhapm
- young gentleman to himself, feeling his Tace
-growing more scarlet every mement. = -
And-then Monsieur -Vilotte fell to ﬁtud)mg-
hls nails. with great attention for a few
-momente, until, suddenly -looking-up, with-a
. slight shadow of that aaturmn., mmle they
knew £0 well, he said: : '
<. *“ Open_ your CODVbOOkb.
seven—-Engl:ah : into French.
begin!"’ A
At that mmnent the door openeﬂ and one
-of the junior boys, looking very 1mportanb
w:th wide-open eyes and a- perceptnble tremor
“in his svoice, cried : .

Exercm, thirty-
= Seymour,

“your class into the hall at once!” -

And, without waiting for any commenb he'

ran oﬁ to the- next. claSvroom

They wondered what had happened and
even the French master bit lus 11ps as he
pointed to the door.

“Qaved!” whispered Seymour,
filed out, the master following.

and

In the passage they found. other forms

‘also filing out, and the air was thtcd: with
speculation as they took their places in the
grand. old Tudor room with the black
~panelling, - the morning sun flinging the
colours of _the painted wmdow; on to the

- tiled floor.

The trio looked at rthe ﬂame—s-maﬂ-ter, and
thounhl; his face wore an added gravity. .-

**1 hope it’s measles, and we've all got to
go home!" whispered Gurlmﬂ -

But before Tulk could reply the Head
sailed in, in his cap -and gown, and behind
him was their missing schoolmate. .-

There was a little gasp,” which died-away
on: the instant as Mr. Chard, in a solemn
sorrowful voice, said:

‘“ Barton, stand forward, where the whole
school can see you!"'

I don't know which of them played his
part the best—Nipper, with head bent and
eyes cast down, looking the very picture of
misery, or the Rev, Octavius Chard, as he
'{,)ook off his cap and paaue{l a hand 2CTO083 his

row. .

“* Boys,'”" he said ‘“the wanderer has re-
turned, and I am glad of .it.”" -

He said the words in a tone which meant
very clearly that the gladness was not going

" to be dhared by the culprit, and the rbrio
who had taken Barton to thelr hearts almost
at first sight, trembled, expecting the most
bErIOUS punmhment of all for their chum.

theyﬁ

1

_ -1 lines of Latin.
. ¢ Please, sir, Mr. Chfxrd want-s vou tt) brmg 2%

his broad shoulders.

'was like
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<7 o Barton gaid Mr. --Chard, - © you have
merited expulmon but, havmg regurd for the
previcus excellence of your. conduct, - and
realxbmﬂ that a boy expelled from whool
bears . a lasting badge of shame. upon. his
brow: through the whole of his after-llfe. i
have decided not to take that course,

. “Your _plea - of homesickness is .n - very

,fooh*-'h one, and guite unworthy of-a manly

lad of .your inches, and you have 'done &
thing calculated to bring .my school. into
very “bad odour. When a boy Tuns away the
outside world draws itsé own conclusions, and
those are generally against the school. - Your -
punishment must be a severe one, but I give
you a choice. You will either be publicly -
flogged,_or you will write out ten thousand
~Which is it to be?” '

““ Oh, the lines,: sir!” stammered B&r’oon
with such alacrity that symptoms of a little

titter were audible among scme of the bigger
fellows. |

And then the Rev Octauus delwered an'
address .that sank into the hearts of  his
hearers, as he intended it should. A very
eloquent, “pithy, and pointed address,

that had been -floating about of *‘ white
abbots "’ and such-like absurdities, and, the
proceedmgs having occupied very nearl}' half

an hour, Seymour felt his own heart beating

joyfully at, not only having Barton back -
once more, ‘but there being no time now for

Monsieur Vilotte to take that Fre.:tch
exercise, |
Mr. Chard had closed his orat.lon by ~for-

bidding the boys to question the truant,
who, he said, had made a clean breast of it
all o hlmselt‘ and there must be no Te-
opening of the subject. . - :

‘“We'll get it all out of him,” wh:spere{l
Gurlmg to Tulk, as they ‘returned 40 the
class-room, to gather up their books and -
transfer themselwe:a to Mr Jackson -for
arithmetic, ' -

But for all that, .-.;hough they pleaded and
threatened and cajoled, and brought all the
batteries of schoolboy ingenuity to bear on
the culprit, not a word could they get out o'
the ¢ backward boy,”” who said he ha'd
promised Mr. Chard not to open his lips.”

. “You're no end of a pig, Barton, and if
you weren't such_a jolly good chap. I'd’
blooming well lick you!” m;d Tulk, of the
red hair, angrily.

. ** Perhaps you “ﬂuld and perlmpa you
wouldn’t,” smiled Barton, with a hunch of -
‘ But one of these days
I’ll tell you the whole thing. Now, what's
been happening here whilst I've been away?"
¢ Nothing much,’” said Seymour, ‘‘except
~— Oh, yes! One night old Drake came
tumbling out of his room like a madman, and
tore down the corridor.” -

‘““ Must have seen the ghﬂst you Lnon and
missed it,"” interjected Gurlmg '

¢ And when he came back,”” eaid Tulk, * he

bear with a. eore ear, ana

(Contmued on page iii of Cover.) i

in
1 which he alluded to the nonsensical rumours
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1.1re'1tened to report us to- the Head if we
didn’t close our doors at once.’

“ Didn’t think Drake would ever 12t out,”
said Bartml..

“« 0gh, wouldn't he?"’ laughed Gurling
"Onlv. it would be all over in 2 minute
- Not like that black-bearded beast of &
Frenchman, who snarls and yaps Like a pom,
and keeps it up for days.
Jucky this morning qe}mou;, but youd
better. write that evcérclqe out from mine.
He's certain to mnail you on Thursday. He

never. forgets anything.” |

"After school Mr. Chard marked off a
formidable quantity -of Latin lines, saying,
as he handed the*book back:

«« Mr. Drake says you can write your im-
position in his study. There wil. be less
distraction there. But rememb‘.r, I shall
expect no mistakes.””” .

And Barton went away, with the book in

his hand and the sympathy ot the whole}

school, for it. was the heaviest imposition
. any- of them cﬂuld remember

? o CHAPTER XIl. ,
Ths Murder of Nelson Lee.

| . ELSON LEE and Nipper sat in the
former’s stud}, the Virgil unopened

) on the table. Thefte " were things
more important in their particuwar

worId than the siege.of Troy and. 'as a
glance through the wmdow showed them the
French master pacing backwards and for-

wards at the other side of the playing-field.
where he was on duty, the coast was clear-

for a finmal consultation. . . °

‘““What are you going to do guv nor?’
gaid Nipper.

“IT'm gomg to let Vllotte Li‘l me in Ty
- sleep—‘ on this occasion only.” 1 have the
whole thing planned out 1o a nicety, ard
Mr. Chard is one ot' the best fellows [ hav2
met."”.

“I aﬂree, said Nipper.-
possibly be kinder. But go on,” -

“ Well,”” said Lee, “it’s a bold step, but
I don't think it can fail. As I said just
now, Vilotte will murder me to-night, and
another mystery will be added to the rest,
for when I disappear Vilotte will dlsappear
also, and “will be no more seen until the

psychological moment. That o:d Japanese

screen in the next room, which is intended to
keep off the draught, will serve a double
purpoee, and, unless the scoundrel is as

strong as Samson, Chard and I will make

short work of him.”

“ But what will his confederates think 2"

““ Exactly what 1 wish them to think. and
when they get his letter announcing that the

deed has been done all their fears wﬂl be at.

an end. Spl e
* But suppose he won't: write?“

“ It makes no difference.”’ said Nelson Lee.

I shall write for bim. Mr._ Chard has pro-.

You were jolly

a

i

= No one could %

" meeting -
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vided me with several zpecimens of his
screed, and I think my lrem.h will paes
mmter

“ Oh, great!’” “ But
what do I do?” :

"““You'll listen outside Vilotte's door, and -
if you hear anyone with him you’ll come. to
mine,s with a raging toothache for your
excuze. I wish we-knew who that lady wWas
they met at Peterborough station, but I'm
not going to compimate matters by ‘any.
attempb “to find -out--at present. She's
probably some friend of Madame Trochon's,
who helps to pass the forged notes. For the
moment we have quite enmmh on otr hands,
and the future must take care of. itsell.” ..

To Nipper the rest of that day seemed to
crawl on leaden feet, and when tea-time

murmured Nipper.

‘came he was conscious that the ¥French

master’s eyes were riveted upon him more
than once. He knew that the forgers must
be aware of his identity, -and that sooner or
later, possibly sooner, they. would attempt
to make away with him also.,

The afternoon had been grey and lowerln
and when the sun sank the rain came. Mr.
Jackson was taking prep. that night, and
Nipper had a glimpse of the French masteér,

“his mackintosh tumed up his ears, Ieumw

the house. :

“ He's gone- to hold a last council of war
at the hostel,” he thought, and his helrt
thumped curmucly against the edge of his
desk as he turned over his lesson-books w.th
well-inked fingers.

He thought the supper would never come,

-but at Iasb the welcome sound of the maids

bringing in the usual trays of milk and thick
bread-and-butter - marked another milestone
on the highway of those strange happenings. -
Mr. Jackson closed his book, and there was
a glad hum of relief in the big elass-room,
with much banging of d&.ks, and yawmn"s
and stretchings.

“ You look beastly whlte,
a chuckle.

- * So would you,” retorted \1pper,
you 'd gone through what I Imve to-day."

“I wish we could heip you, -old chap,
said Seymour s}fmpathetlcally.
‘“ But we ¢an’t,”’ langhed Gurling.

tald Tulk ‘with
it

“Your

writing i3 like a b-])idﬂ!' that's crawled
through_ an inkpot, and mine isn't mueh
better. Old Chard would .epot it at once.

Perhaps when Barton's done a few thousand
he’ll let him off the rest. You were a silly -
young ass to beit! Poor little baby Barton'
Didums want -his mummie, then?" - —

“ Shut up, you beast!" said Tulk anﬂm{y.
“You know he hasn’t got one!”™ .

And Nipper, .glad of. the npportumtv.
swung round on his heel and left the room,
Suteliffe, who had wished ~to see
Mr. Ghard and was coming back from that
ﬂentlemans study, looking very -angry. b

@

“Can’'t find the old ass anywhere,”

growled. ‘* When you don’t want him he_
pops round the corner, but when you do he’ E
out.’> ) 3

(To be cont:’nued.) -

T
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